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Part 1: May 1995 - June 1995
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Dido Consumed
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Chapter 1
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Dido Cook had baby fever, and the entire world knew it. Hardly a week passed without some tabloid or other opining on her fertility from the grocery store checkout lanes, the headlines accompanied by old pictures of her on vacation on Ibiza with her ex-husband, Mickey Lambert, or getting into a New York City cab with her last boyfriend, Stevie Hill.

Not that Dido saw any of the tabloids in the wild herself. The only grocery store she saw these days was on the soundstage in Burbank where they shot "Amy and Lisa Rule the World" — the guy in the upstairs apartment her character Amy had a crush on was the produce manager at Dave's Discount Food World. But her agent Melissa brought the latest Celebrity Juice and a peppermint mocha latte to their Wednesday meetings at Dido's house in the hills, and they cackled together over the latest stories.

"Still No Bun in Cook's Oven!" the most recent cover proclaimed. It featured a photograph of Dido climbing out of a limousine — she squinted at it and thought it might have been at the premier for the action movie her current husband, Reggie Price, had been a big enough investor in to earn an associate producer credit. There was a blowup of her middle, visible through the cutaway waist of her blue gown, just as flat and firm as ever, in a white box to the side of the blurry and rather unflattering snapshot.

"We should find the photographer," Dido said, tapping the picture and taking a sip of her latte, "and send him some new lenses. It looks like he took this one with one of those disposable wedding reception cameras."

"Duly noted," Melissa said, pretending to scribble a note on her steno tablet. "But seriously, Di, isn't this getting old? We could put out a statement or something, let the world know you're not even trying; or that you're planning to put off a family until after your summer movie wraps. Hell, we could just call the tabloids and threaten to sue their asses into oblivion if they run another story like that."

"Nah, it's no big deal," Dido said, then giggled; "it's no big deal" was one of her character Amy's signature lines, usually delivered when trapped in the meat locker at Dave's Discount Food World or stuck in a malfunctioning elevator with her crush's awful roommate. "As long as they spell my name right, it's just free publicity." She winced, thinking about the time two years ago that "Dildo Cook" had slipped past an underpaid and overworked copy editor at Celebrity Juice, and that had been the topic of not only radio shock jock schticks but even late night television talk show jokes for almost a month. "When I do get knocked up, it'll be wall to wall coverage, so I might as well get used to it now."

Dido took another sip, then asked, "What is my summer movie, anyway?"

Melissa reached in her bag and pulled out a white envelope, with "Camp Oneidewish Nights" scrawled in blue marker.

"It's sort of a 'Meatballs' retread," Melissa said, "but more romantic comedy, less coming of age."

Dido rolled her eyes, imagining location shoots buzzing with mosquitos and crawling with ticks.

"Maybe I'll move 'getting knocked up' to the top of my to do list," she said, winking at Melissa over her latte.

#

Even though Dido had been joking about getting knocked up, her ovulation calendar did suggest that the next few days would be fortuitous to introduce some little swimmers into her system. Reggie wasn't due home until well after nine o'clock that night, so Dido asked the cook to make her a little plate of risotto to tide her over and then a nice dish of steamed oysters with ginger and chili sauce for the evening. Ginger, she had read in the article just below the one about her non-existent baby bump in this week's tabloid, was notable for its ability to increase blood flow, arouse desire, and turn a man's attention toward passion. A little assist from oysters and ginger was nothing to be ashamed of.

The reason the tabloids ran so many pictures of Dido with Mickey and Stevie, and none with Reggie, was that they had so far managed to fly under their radar. Dido knew that the world would find out soon enough that she had a new husband, but five months on they were still clueless, and it had become a bit of a game. They had been married in a private ceremony at Sundance in January — Reggie was a backer of a documentary about a jazz musician who moved from San Francisco to Paris in the 1950s that had received good reviews that year — and so far even her "Amy and Lisa" co-star, Mimi Torres, hadn't met him. Reggie often spent the night at the production company offices, especially when they were finalizing a film release, and he had got into the habit of using the back entrance to Dido's residence, where the service vehicles — laundry trucks, food delivery, the house staff — congregated, rather than the residential drive.

Unfortunately, Reggie was in the habit of using other back entrances as well, which was less than conducive to producing the baby bump the tabloids were looking for. The first time they slept together, Dido had expressed enthusiasm for a little butt play — Mickey had been a connoisseur of anal sex, and Dido had acquired a taste for it herself — and Reggie, it seemed, felt that he had hit the jackpot with a wife who didn't need to be cajoled into backdoor loving.

Which was the other reason she had requested the ginger and chili sauce with the steamed oysters: peppers did a number on her gastrointestinal tract, and on Reggie's, too, and Dido was pretty sure that two servings would be more than enough to convince Reggie to step into the foyer instead of rooting around the cellar door.

"Oh, no, baby," Dido whispered into Reggie's ear when they had retired to the bedroom, faces flushed with passion and blood definitely a little hot from the spicy meal. "I think the chilis ... " she giggled against him, giving the stiff bulge in his boxers a push to the side as he pushed her back onto the bed and slid up her body, "yeah, the chilis are not settling well. Let's keep it vanilla tonight ..."

Reggie's response was a long sigh that carried a whiff of his own chili consumption, and then a nip at her throat with his teeth. He slid back down her body, unbuttoning her blouse as he went, and kissed across her belly. Dido raised her knees as he made his way lower and lifted her ass to help him slide her panties off. When his mouth latched onto her pussy, tongue swirling between her lips, she knew she had succeeded: once Reggie had dined on her nectar, he seldom had any interest in fucking anything else.

Dido writhed under Reggie's assertive tongue, pulling his head down as she raised her hips. Mickey had been lousy at giving head — he was tentative at best, using just the tip of his tongue long enough to check cunnilingus off the list, if only as a technicality. And Stevie wasn't much better: more enthusiastic, perhaps, but once he found her clit, he stayed more or less latched onto her nub until his suction became more painful than pleasurable and Dido begged to be fucked if only to give him something else to do. But Reggie, once he started down that avenue, was happy to meander and roam, wander playfully through all her garden's paths, making happy little noises at her tastes and aromas. His explorations delighted her, keeping her on the edge of climax while his tongue danced across her petals and lapped at her nectar.

When Reggie slipped first one finger, then a second, into her slippery channel, Dido pressed her thighs against his ears and groaned. She struggled to push her orgasm away — she wanted to ride this wave of delight as long as possible. Reggie's other hand pressed against her abdomen, and she felt herself squeezed between his fingers, outside and inside, helpless against his touch.

"Fuck me," Dido grunted, grabbing Reggie's hair in her fists and yanking his head up from her crotch. His face glistened in the dim light, soaked from chin to nose in her juices. He grinned in delight, like a glutton devouring a decadent treat. "Fuck me now!"

Reggie slid up Dido's body, kissing and nipping as he rose, and she gasped when she felt his cock press into her. She was so wet that he almost slid inside unguided; he needed only to nudge the head a bit to the side, and suddenly he was slipping into her depths, his cock parting her lips as easily as a hot knife through butter. Dido groaned and raised her hips to meet his thrusts.

As much as Dido enjoyed Reggie's tongue work, she had to admit that Mickey was still tops when it came to fucking — he had an insistent rhythm and powerful need that made Dido melt under his pounding barrage. But Reggie was no slouch, either; once he found his groove, he was relentless, refusing to slow his pace until Dido had practically shaken him loose with her rolling orgasms.

And maybe that's what happened; maybe it was really Dido's own fault that her ripe and ready egg wasn't bathed in the shower of jizz her body craved. When Reggie's cock found its rhythm and the ridge of his head dragged along her slippery walls and pushed her over the edge, Dido let out a roar and pushed her hips hard against Reggie's. Reggie groaned in response, shoulders shaking and chest slick with sweat, and his cock suddenly slipped free of Dido's pussy, slid between her lips to the seat of her pulsing clit, and exploded with a hot, white jet that shot as high as her navel.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," Reggie gasped, lying against Dido as he quivered through his orgasm. Dido's hands grasped his ass, trying to press his cock back into its seat inside her, but he was already going limp, and his cock slid fruitlessly against her.

"I'm sorry, baby," Reggie said as he rolled onto his back beside her, slick and shiny cock falling against his thigh. "I just ... it came loose ..."

"That's okay," Dido said, turning to face him. She ran her hands through his salt-and-pepper hair and nipped playfully at his throat. "We can give it a go tomorrow, too; the window is wide ..."


Chapter 2
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May's window wasn't quite as wide as Dido thought, though. Reggie did a better job the next morning when he slammed her from behind while she leaned on the bathroom sink, her nightgown pulled up over her hips. His breath smelled of toothpaste as he grunted close to her ear, and she pressed her palms against the cool marble, letting him do all the work.

"Fill me up," she gasped when she heard the telltale chatter of his breath and felt the quiver of his hips. "Make me a mommy!"

"Oh fuck," he groaned, shaking against her, hands hard on her breasts and cock throbbing deep in her channel.

She reached one hand back to hold Reggie's ass, squeezing hard to make sure he couldn't pull away. He gasped and shuddered, chest against her back, and let his seed fill her, warmly seeping into her womb. Swim, little fellas, swim! she thought with a smile and refused to release him until his cock went soft and slipped wetly from her pussy.

While Reggie showered, Dido lay on the bed, hips lifted, running lazy circles over her nipples, down her belly, and into the soft wet tangle of hair between her legs. She pushed one finger inside, and then another, careful not to let any of the precious seed slide down her thighs. Dido wanted to help the intrepid little swimmers, with their long tails and heads full of baby dreams, find her waiting egg. She closed her eyes and imagined them dancing around the great spinning ball waiting for them in her womb, the way it had appeared in the sex ed film in middle school that was still burned into her memory: "like a disco ball," her friend Jennie had giggled at lunch. Dido ran a finger over her clit in time to a disco beat in her head, a nasty, sinuous groove, while her fingers urged the little swimmers on their journey, getting slick and hot as they slipped against her walls. When she came, she bit her lip and raised her hips as high as she could, picturing all of Reggie's thick spend pouring into her like a waterfall.

Three days later, right on schedule, Dido felt the telltale monthly cramps in her abdomen; and on the fifth day, the ball had dropped, the party was over, and her dance floor was empty once again.

#

"The location shoot starts in June, runs through July," Melissa said, handing Dido a printed schedule. "Back in the studio in September, wrap in November, they're aiming for a spring break release."

"Shit," Dido said, eyes moving up and down the schedule. "That's super fast."

"This isn't an art house movie," Melissa said with a laugh. "Don't expect Oscar nominations — we're looking at some projects in '96, '97 for that. We're just paying the rent with 'Camp Oneidewish Nights.'"

There were a lot of digits in the rent check Dido expected for this movie. It might be worth some mosquito bites. Her house was actually free and clear — spoils of the divorce from Mickey — but upkeep and staff salaries were no joke.

"And on location ... that's all month?" Dido asked.

"Pretty much. The director wants to do all the outdoor scenes over six weeks, then some green screen studio work. I guess the crew is already up there doing locations."

"And where is 'up there'?" Dido asked. "And do they have lattes?"

Melissa laughed. "Probably no lattes for a hundred miles," Melissa said. "You'll have to get by on instant coffee in boiled lake water."

Dido wrinkled her nose. "Any chance I can get an extra zero on that rent check for pain and suffering?"

#

Dido sat on the couch in her sweatpants and a t-shirt, with her ovulation calendar on one knee and the schedule Melissa gave her on the other, trying to figure out a way to make them match. She was afraid that this year there would be no cure for her baby fever.

After missing in May, Dido had gone back to her gynecologist for a recalibration. It seemed that Dido's cycle had shifted over the last several months, gone slightly out of its usual orbit, and her most fertile days were several days later than she thought. If she had waited a few days before having the ginger and chili oysters with Reggie, she might be looking at a completely different sort of calendar.

But she also might be messing with the calendar Melissa gave her. She had glanced at the "Camp Oneidewish Nights" script, and it called for a lot of bikini scenes and one possible topless scene (Melissa was negotiating a fee increase for that one). She probably wouldn't have much of a bump in July if she got knocked up in May, but it was definitely a risk, and would certainly be tabloid fodder.

Plus, taping for the fourth season of "Amy and Lisa" would start up right on the heels of the "Camp Oneidewish Nights" studio shoot. There were plenty of ways to work around a pregnant star — loose clothes, strategic props, tight closeups — but Dido was in almost every scene, and it was going to get exhausting to work around a big belly. Probably best to wait it out, aim to get knocked up in December — maybe a New Year's Eve romp, if the calendar lined up? It looked close, but Dido would definitely get another checkup from her gynecologist first so as not to waste any more opportunities.

But then Dido thought about the other, larger calendar that embraced both the ovulation tracker and Melissa's schedule. She would be 27 next March — not old, certainly, but not getting younger. Her mother had been 22 when Dido was born, and her grandmother 19 when her mother was born; the clock in her womb told her that time was running short, even when her rational mind insisted otherwise. In just three years she had gone through three serious relationships — the divorce from Mickey, the breakup with Stevie, and now the whirlwind marriage to Reggie — and part of her suspected that the root of her restlessness was a quest for a compatible sire. Were her eggs really that impossible to fertilize? She told herself she could afford to sit out a season of trying to make a baby, could focus on her career for a few months, but her womb keened with emptiness.

"Fuck it," she muttered, tossing both calendars to the foot of the couch and pulling her knees up to her chest. The tea she had brought to the living room had gone cold, and the sun outside was starting to set. She hadn't heard Reggie come home yet — she couldn't recall if he was going to come tonight at all. With a sigh, she pushed herself off the couch and trudged toward the stairs, deciding to have a bath, throw on her pajamas, and make an early night of it.

#

Upstairs, the bedroom door was closed, and the light was off when she pushed it open. Dido was reaching for the switch on the wall when she stopped, sensing suddenly that something was amiss. She stood as still as she could, listening hard, and then noticed the faint glow of light coming from beneath the door to Reggie's walk-in closet.

Dido tiptoed on stocking feet past the big four-poster bed in the center of the room, steadying herself for a moment against its bulk and straining her ears. She heard movement from inside the closet, a faint rustling sound, and for a moment she considered running from the room and screaming for help, rousing the night staff — there was always at least one maid who stayed overnight, and Dmitri, the chauffeur, lived in an apartment above the carriage house; Tyra the cook might still be in the kitchen, setting Dido's breakfast of yogurt and muesli in the refrigerator and putting the timer on the coffee pot. But she stood still, trying to hear more sounds over the pounding of her heart; surely if there were a burglar in her house (unlikely given the array of security cameras and alarms that ringed the mansion like silent castle sentries), they wouldn't be so stealthy; they would be hurrying to grab whatever valuables they could before fleeing into the night.

Taking a deep breath, Dido continued forward, toes searching ahead of her on the soft piles of the carpet. When she got to the door, she saw that it wasn't fully closed — the catch plate and latch had become misaligned over the last few months, and she had been meaning to talk to the handyman on staff about adjusting them — and it swung open just a crack with the slightest touch of Dido's hand.

Dido covered her mouth to stifle a gasp at the sight that confronted her on the floor of Reggie's closet. Reggie sat cross-legged between his dresser and his hanging clothes, his back turned toward her, naked. His hard cock was in his fist, his other hand wrapped tightly around his balls, and he was stroking his shaft with a slow, steady rhythm. His cock glistened in the closet's light, and Dido saw an open bottle of lube at his knee, a pearly trickle slipping down the side.

Arrayed before Reggie were several black and white photographs, large and glossy, the shadows in them rich, the lights crisp. They showed a naked woman from chin to knees, cradling a belly swollen in pregnancy. In some, the tangle of hair between her legs was clearly visible, with hints of the fleshy warmth hidden beneath. In others, her breasts looked ripe and round, nipples swollen, areolas broad and dark.

Dido felt a tightness in her belly, and a tingle between the legs. The woman in the photographs — at least her fecund figure — was beautiful, the curve and swell of her belly and breasts inviting a touch, a kiss, a lick. Dido pictured herself in these poses, projecting her own face onto the hidden face of the model, imagining her own hands cradling a heavy, beloved burden. The belly was ripe but not full — Dido guessed five months along, just based on the charts in the pregnancy books that huddled on one of her bookshelves and that she periodically glanced at like they were the most secret and salacious pornography.

Reggie was oblivious to Dido's presence, his focus entirely on the photographs and on his rigid cock. The head was a deep, almost angry purple, the ridge around the swollen glans high and sharp. A trickle of clear liquid escaped the slit at the tip, and Reggie's thumb periodically smeared it across the spongy bulb, making it glimmer in the closet's golden light.

Dido slipped a hand below the waist of her sweatpants and over her panties, almost unconscious of the movement. She felt warmth against her palm, and when she slipped a finger under the elastic of one leg she felt moisture as well. Her pussy tingled with confusing desire — did she long for the cock in Reggie's fist, or the belly in the photographs before him? Did she want to take Reggie's penis into her mouth and taste its salty tang, or did she want to run her tongue through the woman's curls and over the globe of her belly, delighting in her aromatic musk?

Both, Dido's brain whispered, lighting up with the erotic possibilities. Both ...

Reggie's breathing was erratic now, his fist a blur around his cock. She couldn't see his face, but Dido knew the glassy-eyed stare, the slack-jawed stupor, that overtook him when he was approaching climax. Usually those were her signal to suck harder, to stroke faster, to fuck more furiously, wanting to pull the pleasure out of him and bask in the fury of his orgasm. Dido slipped a finger inside her soft and pliant channel and clamped her hand over her mouth to stifle her groan.

Reggie threw his head back, eyes closed, and Dido took a startled step backward, knocking her shoulder against the door. His cock erupted with a long stream of cum, splashing against his bare chest and dribbling down his stomach as he shook with climax, but his eyes shot open at the sound of the door striking the jamb. Dido froze, eyes wide, and hurriedly pulled her hand free of her sweatpants.

"What the fuck?" they gasped in unison, Reggie's voice ragged with surprise and Dido trying to muster a tone of indignation as she watched the pearly trickle slide down Reggie's belly toward the tangle of black hair between his legs.


Chapter 3
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"It was ... meditation," was Reggie's explanation after he regained some semblance of composure. Dido stood with her hands on her hips, aware that her fingers were damp from their explorations of her own wet channel, but refusing to acknowledge her arousal. Reggie had been too overcome with his orgasm, and too surprised at Dido behind him, to notice anything that Dido had been doing.

"An unusual meditation practice indeed," Dido said, hoping her panting breath was concealed by a stern look on her face.

"Baby, I just ... I need to focus on the goal, manifest the result we want to achieve, right?" He wiped his palms on his thighs and turned on his knees, looking up at Dido with pleading eyes. "The little swimmers, I think they need some guidance ... I just need them to focus, you know?"

"That seems like an odd way to focus," Dido said. She looked away from the photos spread out on the floor in a loose arc, but the images were impossible to dispel from her mind.

"It's for you ... for us ..." Reggie said. He reached for Dido's legs and she took a step back; his fingers brushed the fabric of her sweatpants and he dropped back on his heels.

"You really think jerking off to pictures of a pregnant woman are going to help you knock me up?" Dido said with a laugh.

"Um ... yeah? Maybe? It's training, right?"

"Or it's wasting your jizz in your fist when you could be using it to put a baby in my belly."

Reggie looked down at the cum drying on his chest and smiled abashedly.

"Well, I thought your calendar said you weren't ready for another couple weeks," Reggie said.

"Three and a half," Dido said. "End of the month. I got a checkup. But that's not the point!"

"What's the point, then?" said Reggie. "I mean, I could have saved this up for you," — he ran his hands down his belly toward his retreating cock — "but what good would that do? You're not going to get pregnant today, are you?"

"Sperm can swim around for a week, maybe more, before they give up the ghost," Dido said. "Shouldn't you save it all for me, just in case?"

"What, you want all of my jizz?" Reggie said, chuckling. "I'll have you know, I'm pretty productive."

"Yes," Dido said, "I think I deserve all of your jizz. Every last drop."

"Well," Reggie said, "I've got some drops here ..." He pointed at his chest, where the jizz that splashed there was already starting to crust over. "And here ..." He ran his hand down his belly, leaving a pearly smear.

"I only want the fresh stuff," Dido said, taking a step closer. She reached out her hands and placed them on Reggie's shoulders. "I want it fresh and warm, right from the source, and as much as you can give me."

"You might need to give me a few minutes," Reggie said, reaching out for Dido's hips and pulling her closer. "I'm a little tapped out."

"Well, you can put that time to use, then," Dido said, wiggling her hips as Reggie pulled her sweatpants down. She moved closer, swinging her hips toward Reggie's mouth. "Why don't you slick things up a little while we wait?"

Reggie smiled up at her, a twinkle in his eye, before pressing his mouth against the soft, damp cotton of her panties and sucking hard, his tongue clicking out across the fabric. Dido moaned and tangled her fingers in his hair, looking down at the fertile swell of the belly in the photographs.

#

"This is strictly confidential," Dido said as she handed Dmitri the manilla envelope. They were standing outside the carriage house, where Dmitri, wearing a sleeveless t-shirt and his uniform trousers, was buffing Reggie's green Jag to a shell-like shine.

Dmitri nodded and took the envelope. Dido looked down at her feet while he extracted the photographs, nodding silently as he shuffled through them. He made an appreciative sound, and then a little chuckle. When Dido looked up, he was smiling, his piercing blue eyes sparkling playfully.

"Very artistic," Dmitri said. "I think the photographer is quite talented."

"I need to know who she is," Dido said. "And ... I need to get a message to her."

Dido felt like the wicked queen from Snow White, sending her huntsman on the search for the fairest maiden in the land. That search ultimately ended in a poison apple for the beautiful girl; Dido's stomach clenched when she wondered how this search would end. What poison apple would she find between her own teeth?

"I can do this," Dmitri said. "It may take some time."

Dido took a deep breath. While she had plenty of money for this unusual undertaking, she didn't have much time. After consulting her calendars, she determined that next Tuesday was ideal, though Wednesday would work; Thursday felt too late, and on Friday she would leave for "Camp Oneidewish Nights" and the clock would have to pause for another month or more.

"I need her to get the message this week," Dido said. "Tomorrow or Thursday, if possible."

Dmitri arched an eyebrow and turned the photographs over. Stamped on the back in gold foil were the words "Parilla Productions - Mission Hills." He nodded and smiled.

"A clue for my hunt," Dmitri said. "Consider it done, Miss Cook."

"Thank you so much," Dido said, handing Dmitri a small white envelope. "This is the message."

"I shall deliver." He winked and turned on his heel, still holding the envelopes as he walked toward the stairs on the side of the carriage house that led to his apartment.

#

Dido had hatched the scheme in the tangled, sweaty sheets, with Reggie's photographs scattered among them. After Reggie had licked Dido to the edge of orgasm, he picked her up, cock raging hard again, and carried her to the bed, where he pounded her until she couldn't see straight. He flooded her with his cum, roaring out his lust with his hips grinding into her; Dido was helpless beneath his ferocious ardor, clinging to his slippery back with her nails.

"I guess the pictures did something for you," Dido said as they lay in the wreckage of their lovemaking. Her sweat-slick hair clung to her forehead and her thighs ached from being wrapped around his waist. She ran a hand over his chest, feeling his heart still fluttering.

"I told you," he said, gasping for his words. "They help me ... focus ..."

"Who is she?" Dido asked. Her voice felt small, and the woman's belly felt huge in her head when she closed her eyes; it was as if she were speaking of some supernatural being, a holy manifestation of fertility.

Reggie had found the photographs in a downtown gallery, not far from the production company's offices. The gallery had a display of nudes by a photographer whose name Reggie couldn't remember — "Something Italian," he said, "started with a 'B'" — and when he asked about them, the owner showed him this collection. "A special collection," Reggie explained, "not something they would put on display."

"Are there more?" Dido asked.

"I don't know," Reggie said. "I left him my card. They ... they spoke to me."

Dido reached across Reggie's shoulder and ran a finger along one of the photographs, tracing the curve of the woman's belly. They spoke to her, too — no, they screamed to her; they filled her head with their weight and bulk. When she closed her eyes, she could imagine touching that belly, silky soft and filled with power. It must be like touching a goddess.

"Me too," Dido gasped as Reggie turned her onto her belly and kissed his way down her back and over the swell of her ass, and then mounted her again. "Me, too ..."

#

Early Tuesday morning, Dido headed toward the carriage house with her purse over her shoulder. The director of "Camp Oneidewish Nights" was doing some screen tests for August's studio work, and wanted to see Dido in some of the outfits the wardrobe team had selected for her: lots of cut-off jeans and plaid shirts tied below her breasts, some rain gear and hiking boots, and a duck costume for the final scene that Dido hoped would be rewritten before the shooting actually started. She fished the key to her Miata out of her purse and was just about to click it to unlock the car when Dmitri suddenly stepped in front of her, dressed in his full chauffeur livery.

Dido jumped in surprise, a hand to her chest, and said, "Oh, Dmitri, it's fine; I want to drive myself today."

"Ah, but Miss Cook, I insist," he said, blue eyes twinkling. "We have some news to discuss, and I do not want you to be of a distracted mind when you are driving."

"News? Did you find her?"

"I most certainly did," Dmitri said, guiding Dido toward the passenger side of her car with a hand on her hip. He opened the door and motioned for her to climb inside, and then reached inside his jacket pocket, producing a small, lemon-yellow envelope.

"This is her response," said Dmitri, handing the envelope to Dido.

Dido's fingers shook as she tore the envelope open. She fumbled a folded piece of pale pink paper out and almost tore it in her haste to spread it open. In the center of the paper, written in blue ink in a loose, girlish hand, was a single word:

"Yes"

#

"I need a lawyer," Dido told Melissa. She had just finished her peppermint latte while they sat on the couch Melissa's office, but Dido was too distracted to taste the sweet, refreshing flavor.

"You have a lawyer," Melissa said. "The Fischer Barnett Woods team went over the contract already; do you need a second opinion? Do you think there's something they missed?"

"No, not a lawyer for the movie," Dido said. "It's more ... personal."

Melissa sighed and leaned back, pressing her fingers into her temples.

"Is it that asshole Reggie?" Melissa said. "I swear to god, I knew he was trouble from the first —"

"No, no, no, Reggie's fine," Dido said, putting a hand on Melissa's knee. Melissa had been with her through the divorce from Mickey, and the breakup with Stevie, and had both a personal and professional interest in Dido's love life: her romantic entanglements had nearly cost her an audition for "Lovelight Symphony". The part went to one of Dido's "Adela Hall" co-stars anyway, but Melissa still got a nervous look whenever Dido mentioned men.

"Then what do you need a lawyer for?" Melissa asked.

"It's personal," Dido said. "I need someone ... discreet."

"I'll ask around," said Melissa.

"And soon."

"How soon?"

"Two days?"

"That's soon."

"The clock is ticking," Dido said, thinking about the scribbled updates in her calendar.

#

Reggie was nervous, his hands clammy and eyes wide, as Dido led him down the hall to the guest bedroom. Dido was nervous, too, her heart thundering in her ears, but she put on her most confident grin and tugged at Reggie's hand, urging him to pick up the pace.

Melissa had recommended a lawyer, one with a reputation for discretion in complex entanglements involving celebrities. "I could give you references," he had said over the phone, "but then I'd be failing my clients. Let's just say that there are a lot of stories you don't know about your favorite movie stars, because of the work that I've done."

Dmitri had taken over the logistics of the plan, a sparkle in his eyes when Dido had given him a scribbled note with her objectives for the evening to come. She couldn't bring herself to speak her desires aloud, and blushed deeply when Dmitri read over the outline of her caper, his eyes sparkling. He had held the note for a long time, eyes roving up and down Dido's scrawl, and then said, "This I can do. You will be most pleased."

From Reggie, Dido needed only to assure his presence; she was certain that his enthusiastic participation would follow once she brought all the pieces together. In the days leading up to the special night, Dido made sure Reggie understood that he was not to work late at the production company offices, was not to make plans with friends or prospective investors, that he must be present and prompt.

"I've got a special surprise for you tonight," she had purred in his ear that morning as she walked past him in the kitchen while he was pouring his last cup of coffee before leaving. She had traced a finger down his back and tucked it into his belt loop, giving it a playful tug. "Don't you dare be late."

He wasn't late, but he was suspicious when Dido met him at the door in a black silk robe, her hair pulled back and smelling of jasmine. She pulled his face to hers, fingers light but insistent on the back of his head, and whispered, "You are never going to forget tonight."

#

"We're using the guest bedroom," Dido whispered to Reggie, "because we have a guest tonight."

Dido almost laughed at the look of panic that crossed Reggie's face. They had talked, playfully and not at all seriously, about what it might be like to add a third to their bed some wild night. She did, after all, like performing for an audience; her favorite "Amy and Lisa" shoots were the ones where they had an audience — a crowd of tourists in folding chairs on the floor behind the cameras, a hush of anticipation on their faces as they waited for the show to start and a roar of recognition when Dido made her signature harried stumble onto the set of Amy and Lisa's apartment, ready to recount the hilarious indignities of the day that would be the heart of the week's episode. Sometimes they had to do the entrance three or four times because the crowd was too boisterous and Dido's smile too broad. Dido was certain that some of her best performances happened in bed — head thrown back as she rode Reggie's cock, knees pressed into his hips and mouth gasping while he rode her — and it was a shame they weren't enjoyed by more people.

"We could make a recording," Reggie had suggested once while they lay panting in the sheets, discussing Dido's fantasy of performing for an audience.

For a moment, Dido imagined watching herself on the big screen in the basement theater, speakers in the walls throbbing with her moans, and then she imagined that same scene making its way out across the country to be watched on little bedroom televisions after it inevitably escaped into the wild.

"I think a live audience is better," Dido had said.

Dido was a little worried that performance was going to be a challenge for Reggie tonight. He didn't have the desire to be seen that animated Dido; he wasn't shy, exactly, but he was private, and liked to keep intimacy behind closed doors. He didn't even kiss Dido if the staff were around.

The guest bedroom door was closed when Dido and Reggie reached it. Dido took a deep breath and gave the door three firm raps with her fist, then squeezed Reggie's hand. Reggie's breath was loud and fast in the dark, and his fingers shook in her hand.

The door opened a crack, and she saw Sasha's face in the shadows; there was a warm, dim glow coming from the candles lit around the room, but Dido couldn't see beyond the door. Sasha was Dmitri's lover, a slender, dark-haired Russian beauty with almond eyes and full lips; she wasn't on Dido's house staff — she did something with make-up or costumes at a photography studio downtown, Dido thought — but Dido had hired her for tonight to keep the events walled off from her day-to-day life. This was special, and risky, and she didn't want to suffer the sly glances and hidden smirks of the regular staff in the days and weeks to come.

"Is she ready?" Dido whispered.

A playful smile curled Sasha's lips, and her eyes sparkled. "She is ready, and she is beautiful."

Sasha opened the door and ushered Dido in, a hand at her waist. Reggie hesitated on the threshold, and Dido had to give his hand a tug to pull him through the doorway. He gasped when he was in the room, standing behind Dido with his hands on her hips. Dido gasped, too, at the sight on the bed.

Vikki Viper's belly was rounder than in the pictures, her breasts a little fuller, and her face was far prettier than Dido had expected: a button nose, full lips, and high cheekbones, with sparkling blue eyes and a tangle of blonde hair piled on her head. There was a tremble in her lip, and a glow of perspiration across her forehead, but the naked pregnant woman sitting cross-legged against the headboard held Dido's gaze with a ferocity that made Dido glance away. She exuded power and grace, and Dido felt just a little bit afraid looking at her.

"Dido," Reggie whispered against her hair, fingers trembling on her hips, "is that ..."

Dido looked up at Reggie and smiled, pulling his face down so his lips could brush her neck.

"It is," Dido said.

"Why ..."

"You said you needed inspiration," said Dido, turning to face him. She ran her hands down his shoulders and across his back. "So she's here to inspire you. To inspire us ..."

Before Reggie could speak, Dido pressed her lips against his, soft, wet, and insistent, then ran her hands over his ass and pulled him tight. She could feel his erection stir behind silk as he pressed against her belly, and his fingers tangled in Dido's hair as he met her kiss with his own hot urgency.

"It seems like you're already pretty inspired," Dido said, the side of her hand brushing his cock through his robe as she reached for the loosely tied belt around his waist.

She gave the knot a tug and slid the robe open, letting his erection hide in the shadows as she ran her fingers up his chest, tickling the light spray of salt and pepper hair between his nipples. Dido bent her head and licked one of his nipples, tasting salt and feeling his heart pounding against her lips. He made a quiet, gasping sound, fingers playing with Dido's hair.

"Do you like how she looks?" Dido asked as she nibbled her way up his throat, teeth grazing his skin and tongue flicking past her lips to taste more of that delicate salt. "Full and round and powerful?"

"I do," Reggie said, a catch in his voice. His cock was half hard now, emerging from behind his robe to quiver against the black silk of Dido's.

"I want to look like that," Dido said. "I want to be a goddess ... make me a goddess, Reggie."

Dido slid her hands under Reggie's robe and over his shoulders; the silk whispered in the dark as it slipped down his back and fell in a pool around his ankles. His cock was rigid now, bouncing against Dido's belly as she pressed against him, mouth sucking hungrily at his lips. Dido swallowed the groaning sounds he made as his hands trembled against her hips, pulling her closer.

Reggie kissed his way down Dido's throat to the points of her collarbone, tongue warm and firm. Dido brought a hand around to find his cock, hard and hot; when she slid her hand down its length, he pressed his mouth harder against her, teeth grazing skin. Her belly tingled with desire.

He parted her robe to release Dido's left breast and brought his hand up her flank to cup the heavy globe in his palm. When his tongue found her nipple, Dido moaned, and when his lips wrapped around the erect button and sucked, she grabbed his cock with both hands and held tight. Reggie freed her other breast and kissed a hot line from nipple to nipple, raising both to erection and making the flesh glow with desire. Dido felt tingles flowing from her nipples to her cunt, and she shivered at the sensations.

Dido's robe came open beneath Reggie's fingers — they had lost the tremble that afflicted them when they first entered the room to see Vikki on the bed, and now he moved with assured grace to undo her belt and reach beneath the silk for her warm flesh. His fingers squeezed and poked and prodded, dimpling the round swell of her ass and stroking her heaving flanks. She gave her shoulders and hips a shake as the robe slipped down her back and tumbled to the floor.

Reggie's cock pressed against Dido's bare belly, and she glanced down to see the shine of pre-cum on its purple head. She ran a thumb over the spongy bulb, spreading the glistening slick around it. Reggie's hands tightened on her ass and his mouth sucked at her throat. Dido felt herself opening, longing to be filled by the thick, throbbing cock that she held between her palms.

"I need you," Reggie growled against her chest, and Dido lifted her leg to hook a knee on his hip. She could feel the heat of her cunt radiating against his thigh, desperate for his touch. He pushed her toward the bed, and Dido stumbled backward, almost losing her balance as he guided her.

She fell onto the bed with a gasp, and was surprised to see Vikki looking down at her with wide, sparkling eyes and parted lips — Dido had almost forgotten that they had a visitor. She wanted to reach up and pull Vikki's mouth to hers, she wanted to taste those full lips and feel the power of her belly against her hands, but instead Dido threw her arms wide and her head back as Reggie's tongue traced a hot line from her breasts to her belly and through the delicate tangle of hair on her mound.

Dido let out a moan when Reggie's tongue parted her folds, and she pushed her thighs against his head, urging him deeper. She felt Vikki shift behind her, and glanced up to see Vikki's eyes locked on her belly and the top of Reggie's head as he bobbed against her cunt, lapping hungrily at Dido's flowing nectar. The sounds of his mouth against Dido's pussy were wet and hungry; he slurped and sucked like a starving man presented with a table laden with rich delights. Dido looked up at the swell of Vikki's belly, the curve of her breasts, and thought she could smell the scent of the other woman's arousal in the air.

Reggie looked up, his face glistening and slick in the candlelight, his eyes narrow with desire. Dido teetered on the precipice of climax — another minute of his mouth against her cunt would surely have sent her plummeting into orgasm — and gasped when his lips kissed their way back up her belly. She threw her legs wide, quivering as Reggie's body slid across her wet, tingling pussy, desperate for his touch.

"Fuck me," Dido whispered into Reggie's ear when he kissed his way up her throat. He cupped her breasts in both hands, thumbs flicking across her nipples; she could feel the head of his cock against her entrance, prodding gently, and she slid her hands down his back to his ass to pull him close. "Fuck me."

Reggie took his stiff cock in his hand and guided it toward her channel. Dido lifted her hips from the mattress, urging him in, but he pulled back, teasing around her lips and grazing her throbbing clit with the tip. She groaned in frustration, nails digging into his ass. Above her Vikki smiled, her lips curled into a smirk and her eyes glimmering in the dim light. Dido saw that Vikki's nipples were stiff now, and she could feel her heat above her head.

"Fuck me!" Dido said, her voice almost a shout, her hips pushing up to meet Reggie's. Reggie smiled and continued to tease, a finger sliding playfully past her lips to run a circle inside her before slipping out again, spreading her wetness down her thigh. Vikki made a sound somewhere between a gasp and a chuckle, and Dido saw her fingers tighten on her knees.

"Fuck ... me!" Dido yelled, pulling Reggie against her with all her might. With a grunt, he lifted his hips and then pressed his cock against her quivering cunt. She was so wet with desire that he slipped easily inside, and then he pulled out again; Dido felt near tears with desperation, her face hot with raging need.

And then he was in, with one hard thrust, his hips against hers and his cock deep inside Dido's cunt. She groaned, a fluttering gasp rippling through her belly. Reggie pressed her into the mattress, and she slid up the bed until the top of her head brushed against Vikki's thigh. When she turned her head, she could see Vikki's pussy, wide and wet in the flickering light, inches from Dido's face.

Dido could feel the warmth of Vikki's body surrounding her as Reggie fucked her with long, assertive strokes, a steady, focused rhythm. His cock filled her completely, touching every inch of her slick channel as it slid in and out, stretching and opening her to his passion. Dido felt the pulse of Vikki's heartbeat through her quivering thighs, and she looked up into Vikki's face, which wore a hungry smile now, her tongue wet between her lips. Dido wanted to taste that tongue, bite that full red lip, tangle her fingers in Vikki's messy blonde hair; she closed her eyes and groaned, quivering on the edge of climax.

"Touch her belly!" Dido suddenly cried out, giving Reggie an order to fulfill her own desperate desire. "Touch her belly for luck!"

Reggie reached above Dido's head and pressed his palm to the swell of Vikki's womb. His breathing was hard and fast, and Dido could feel his cock tremble as it made its way deep into her cunt and then slid almost out again. Vikki trembled under Reggie's hand, and her thigh pressed against Dido's cheek.

"Oh fuck, I'm coming!" Dido yelled, reaching both hands above her head, grasping blindly for Vikki's body. Dido's fingers grazed her thighs, her belly, slipped through her tangled and damp pubic hair; Vikki shifted her hips, and Dido's fingers briefly brushed her lips. A long, high moan escaped Dido's open lips as she came around Reggie's thrusting shaft.

Dido felt Reggie's fingers brush her own, and through her hazy, unfocused gaze watched him tease at Vikki's pussy, first one finger and then another sliding inside. She watched her husband stroke Vikki in time with his pounding cock, his face contorted in pleasure as he climbed toward his own climax. Vikki groaned and gasped above them as Reggie suddenly let out a roar and flooded Dido with his hot seed; she could feel the warmth spreading through her womb while his cock twitched deep in her channel. Another orgasm rushed through Dido, making her scalp tingle and her nipples ache.

Reggie rolled off Dido and fell beside her, gasping as if he had run a marathon. His cock slapped against his belly, dribbling a pearly stream onto his navel; she could smell Vikki's nectar on the tips of his fingers when he brushed at her cheek, and she turned her head to lick them, sighing at the musky taste.

Dido leaned back, her head resting on Vikki's thigh, and lifted her knees to her chest. She could feel a trickle of Reggie's cum and her own slick juices on her thighs, and she wanted all of that rich, pungent spend to flow back inside her. Her belly rippled with the aftershocks of her climax, and she closed her eyes, picturing the semen teeming with wriggling sperm making its way to her womb.

"Oh, fuuuck," Dido moaned, bringing her hands between her legs and pushing her fingers through the creamy froth. "Fuck, I think that did it, I really think that did it ..."

Vikki put a hand on Dido's knees and pulled back, lifting her ass off the wet sheets. When Dido opened her eyes to look up at Vikki, she saw a face full of power and grace, a benediction for Dido's fruitfulness.


Part 2: July 1995 - August 1995
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Dido Released
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Chapter 4
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"The big lake is Makanogin," the pilot's voice said in Dido's headphone, crackling with static. "And you can see Nakanawidah through the trees there."

The pilot, a sandy-haired man with a thin mustache, leaned across Dido and tapped at the window beside her. She glanced over her shoulder and felt her stomach lurch: the green and black expanse of the forest spun before her eyes, and the light bouncing off the blue lakes dazzled them. Dido had never been in a plane smaller than the Gulfstream that flew her from LA to Chicago in the wee hours this morning, and now she had been whittled down to this two-seat float plane barely skimming the treetops below.

"We'll land down there," he said, pointing at what appeared to be a rocky island sitting in the dark waters of the large lake, "and then taxi over to the camp. Hold on to that strap" — he motioned toward what looked like a subway handle above the door beside Dido — "the landing can be a little choppy."

Dido tasted bile in the back of her throat and squeezed her eyes shut. The tabloids would surely love a picture of the lovely shade of green she was sure was washing over her face.

The plane struck a glancing blow against the water, and Dido gasped, holding the strap above the door with both hands while she bounced in her seat. She felt the plane skip like a stone, once, twice, three times, before it slowed and smoothed, looping out across the water in a wide, graceful arc. Dido dared a glance out the window at the pine and birch trees that marched right up to the blue-black lake, its water disturbed into rolling ripples by the plane's wide floats.

#

"Welcome to Camp Oneidewish!" the burly, bearded man on the dock said when he bent down to help Dido out of the little flat-bottomed boat.

The pilot had taxied the plane about a hundred feet from shore, and then an aluminum rowboat had made its way out to collect her, a sulky-looking teenaged boy with a blue baseball cap at the oars. She had nearly lost her footing navigating from the plane's door to the seat of the boat — that would have been a nice shot for the tabloids, too, and Dido was glad that the remoteness of the location at least kept the paparazzi population low. The boy rowed with his back to the shore, and Dido looked over his shoulder at the rickety wooden dock, the small, sandy beach with a volleyball net and lifeguard chair, and a low wooden building with peeling white paint and a red and white sign that had seen better days proclaiming "CAMP ONEIDEWISH" to the world.

"How was your flight?" the man asked. Dido recognized him as Jason Blain, director of "The Wild River Bunch," "Meridian Eclipse," and now "Camp Oneidewish Nights."

"Flights, plural," Dido said, feeling the dock sway under her feet. First the Gulfstream from LA to Chicago, then a shuddering flight on a much smaller plane to a dusty airfield outside Wasconaway, and a van ride to a lake where the float plane that brought her to Lake Makanogin waited. Her bags had continued with the van by road: there was barely room in the float plane for herself and the pilot.

"It's a little remote," Jason said, taking Dido by the elbow and leading her along the creaking dock. "Just like I remember it. Oh, we are going to have us some fun, Dido Cook!"

#

"Fun" wasn't the word Dido would have used for life on the "Camp Oneidewish Nights" set. Jason Blain was trying to recreate the summer camp of his youth — canvas tents that smelled of mildew and concentrated the heat of the day to become sweltering, stinky saunas by night; meals in an old dining hall served on plastic plates and consisting mostly of soggy spaghetti and bland sauce served out of giant vats; and a mandatory evening campfire program, where Jason Blain told bad puns, went over the schedule for the next day, and tried to lead the cast and crew in rousing songs like "On Top of Spaghetti" and "She'll Be Coming 'Round the Mountain."

The only thing that made it at all bearable was Max Andersen. Five years ago, before "Amy and Lisa Rule the World," Dido and Max had been on "Pink Slip Blues" together, a mid-season replacement show that shot eight episodes and only aired six. Max was fresh off "The Missed Kiss," a Christmas rom-com hit, and the office comedy with a romantic twist was supposed to revive the network's flagging Tuesday night. Max was a little older than Dido, with a couple of minor movies under his belt before "The Missed Kiss" was a surprise hit, and "Pink Slip Blues" was Dido's first big role after the girls' boarding school dramedy "Adela Hall." And while the show had never generated any heat in its time slot — it was up against a cute-kid sit-com and a hospital drama, and really didn't stand a chance — there had been some on-set sparks between Dido and Max. Alas, with the fizzling of the show, the half-dozen people who watched "Pink Slip Blues" never got to see their characters, Josie and Frank, consummate their arc, and Dido and Max moved on to other projects before they could progress past playful flirtations and knowing glances.

Max very quickly set the sparks off again the first morning, when Dido, body aching from a restless night on a canvas cot, dragged herself to the dining hall to stare at a plate of under-cooked pancakes and over-cooked bacon, a cup of coffee that certainly tasted like it was made with boiled lake water at her elbow. She was trying to come up with a plan to get herself back to Wasconaway, where she imagined there was cell phone service so she beg Melissa to get her the hell out of Camp Oneidewish, when she suddenly smelled the rich, sweet aroma of a peppermint latte.

"You look like you need a pick me up," said a familiar voice across the table. Dido looked up to see Max, smiling and tanned, holding out a ceramic mug.

"How did you get this?" Dido asked after two deep sips from the warm, creamy beverage cupped in her hands. Her tongue flicked out to capture the milky froth on her lip, and she blushed when Max's eyes traced a line from her eyes to her chin and back. It was a look he had often thrown on the set of "Pink Slip Blues" when the script called for Josie and Frank to miss a connection once again. Dido always read the look as saying, "Frank doesn't have a clue what he's doing; I wouldn't pass up that opportunity."

"I have my ways," Max said, green eyes sparkling. Dido felt like a pale, sweaty mess from her night in the oppressive little tent, and somehow Max looked like he'd stepped out of an air-conditioned luxury trailer in Burbank, brown hair perfectly curled and skin glowing in the morning light. He tapped a finger against his nose and said, "They're secret ways, though. I can't divulge."

"Well, thanks," Dido said, looking across the lip of her mug at his chiseled chin. "I was just trying to figure out how to get back to civilization; I don't think I'm made for camp life."

"You could probably swim across the lake," Max said, waving toward the water that was barely visible through the mess hall's dusty windows, "hitch a ride back to town with a lumber truck, it's only a couple of hours."

"That sounds like a lot of work."

"Or we could steal a canoe and just start paddling, I'm sure someone would take in a couple of runaway movie stars."

Dido snorted. "Well, one runaway movie star, and a girl from a sit-com who gets way too much tabloid action."

"You'll be a genuine star after this," Max said. "I'm sure of it."

#

Dido was sure that Max, like everyone else in the world, was at least vaguely aware of her situation: the marriages, the boyfriends, the "baby fever" stories. She had been dating Mickey when they were shooting "Pink Slip Blues" — that had been what catapulted her into the tabloids in the first place, as the pretty young eye candy on the arm of the famous action star — and he had starred with Stevie in "The Wild River Bunch" when she was dating him. Reggie was a producer on the Max Andersen action film that just wrapped up shooting in the spring, though whether the two of them had ever crossed paths wasn't certain. With all the entanglements, Dido felt that she should be thinking of Max as an older brother, and not having troubled dreams about his hands and lips while she tossed and turned on her camp cot.

And Max, surely, should be treating her like a professional associate and a married woman, not bringing her a peppermint latte of mysterious provenance every morning and sitting far too close with his hand casually resting on her knee during the campfire sing-alongs (which became more bearable with Max's proximity). Not that Dido ever brushed the hand away, though, and when it crept up past her knee just the tiniest bit, she closed her eyes and willed it higher.

#

Dido wished that she had thought to pack one of the pregnancy test boxes from the upstairs bathroom when she was scrambling to leave for her flight from LA to Chicago. It had been just two days since her night with Vikki Viper watching over Dido and Reggie fucking, not nearly long enough for a test to detect anything. After Sasha had returned to the bedroom to lead Vikki away, Reggie had fucked her two more times, his cock churning the seed that already filled her channel into a lacy froth, and she had dreamt in the guest bedroom of schools of silvery minnows tracing graceful lines through beams of sunlight pouring into dark water.

She lay on her cot in the still, close, humid air of her tent, staring up at the dark canvas. It had been over a week and a half now since Reggie had flooded her womb; sometimes she was sure could sense the faintest stirring of new life deep inside her, and sometimes she was just as sure that she was as empty as she had ever been. She rested her hands on her belly, brushing away a trickle of sweat, and tried to concentrate on the signals her body should be sending. Surely if the seed were planted, her womb would be buzzing with activity, making room for its welcome burden.

It had been a long and grueling day of shooting, almost all of it opposite Max. The director of photography thought that the sun and clouds were just right for their important scenes on the lake shore, and so she had spent hours standing up to her knees in the cold water, and then lying on the rickety dock in her bikini, and tipping out of a canoe in the middle of the lake, the sulky teen with the flat-bottomed boat just out of the camera's view with a lifebuoy ring, stack of towels, and thermos full of the foulest coffee she had ever drunk. Sleep should come easily, but it didn't; her bones ached but her mind raced.

There was no cell phone reception in the camp, but for an hour every evening, Jason Blain sat in what had once been the camp director's office with a satellite phone while the cast and crew lined up outside the door for their five minutes of connection to the outside world. Dido had tried to call Reggie a few times, at home and the office, but so far hadn't connected. She got through to Melissa, who listened distractedly to her tales of woe — the horrible food, the uncomfortable cot, the buzzing mosquitoes, sounding like an unhappy twelve-year-old writing home from summer camp — and then reminded her that this was the perfect stepping stone to her next great role. She didn't mention Max.

Max, who continued to bring her a peppermint latte in a ceramic cup but refused to disclose its secret provenance. Max, who remembered every line of dialogue from every episode of "Pink Slip Blues," including the two that never aired, and engaged in the forgotten show's banter with Dido over lunch, to the delight of the crew. Max, who had an extra blanket ready when the sullen teen rowed Dido back to shore after her sixth plunge from the canoe — an extra blanket, a strong hand on her shoulder, and a thermos containing a peppermint latte.

"It kind of loses the froth in the thermos," Max had apologized as he poured the creamy, sweet-scented liquid into the plastic cup and handed it to Dido, "but it's still warm going down."

Dido's character in "Camp Oneidewish Nights" was a lot like her character on "Lisa and Amy": easily flustered, a stickler for rules, a little bit shy, and prone to forming crushes on a handsome older man. And Max's character was a lot like Frank from "Pink Slip Blues": a bit jaded and cynical, contemptuous of authority, with a cocky smile and easy manner that made Dido's heart beat a little faster. She had trouble separating Max from his characters, especially after a long day of filming; but Max had called her "Josie" more than a few times over the last few days, so she supposed it was mutual.

With a groan, Dido sat up from the cot and tossed the thin blanket aside. There was no light by which to see the little clock perched on her suitcase in the tent's corner, but she felt that the night had entered its darkest hours, midnight in the past and dawn still far in the future. It was too hot to sleep, too early to get up; her mind flitted from thought to thought, unsettled and distracted, an anxious moth flitting from candle to candle.

She swung her feet onto the rough wooden platform that formed the tent's floor, elevated a bit above the ground, and felt with her toes until she located her flip-flops. Then she found the t-shirt she had stripped off and tucked under the pillow, pulling it over her head before stumbling out into the moonlight, making her way toward the lakeshore in search of a cool breeze.

#

"Practicing your lines for tomorrow?"

Dido startled at the voice from shore. She had found the beach easily enough by the light of the moon, and once at the water she kicked off her flip-flops and waded out until the water lapped at her thighs. The breeze blew cool from across the lake, and silvery minnows flashed about her ankles in the pale light. She turned toward the beach, water swirling around her knees, and tugged her t-shirt down to cover her panties.

"Sorry," Max said, waving from beside the wooden lifeguard tower. "I didn't mean to startle you."

"It's okay," Dido called. "I couldn't sleep."

"Me neither," he said. "I thought I'd come down to the lake and see if I could catch a breeze; looks like great minds think alike."

"That fucking tent is like a furnace," Dido suddenly, suddenly aware that by stretching her t-shirt down she had pulled it taut over her breasts, and her nipples, stiff from the chilly water, were pushing against the thin fabric.

Max laughed, throwing off his own t-shirt as he walked across the sand, barefoot and wearing dark blue swim trunks. Dido tried not to stare at his broad shoulders, his flat stomach, the tuft of black hair between his nipples that stiffened as his toes touched the cool water. When the water was up past his knees, Max suddenly dipped low and then lunged forward, splashing into the water and cutting a graceful arc just under the surface. Dido turned as he swam past her, and then came up for air, floating on his back and kicking further out into the lake.

"I can't believe we're putting up with it," Max said. "I'm pretty sure we should report this to SAG."

"Is that a thing?"

"Totally a thing," said Max. "And Jason knows it. The SAG lawyers were all over his case about dumb shit on the 'Wild River' set."

"Stevie never mentioned that," Dido said, and then suddenly regretted mentioning Stevie. She hadn't thought of him in ages, and didn't want to start dredging up those memories now.

"Really?" said Max with a laugh. "Stevie's the one who was spearheading it. Jason was trying to pull some method actor crap about having us sleep out under the stars and learning to herd cows, and Stevie was having none of it. He'd be organizing a strike over those fucking tents."

Dido squatted down, letting the water rise up to her waist, drenching her panties. The cool flow felt good, and she let out a sigh.

"I kind of like the campfires, though," Dido said.

"Gotta say, the campfires are nice," said Max. "It's a good way to wind down after the day. I like sitting next to you — we never got to sit on the same side of the campfire as the girls when I was at summer camp. The food sucks, though."

"Oh, the food's awful," Dido said, easing deeper into the water. When the chill touched her breasts, she gasped and shivered, but let herself sink further into the lake's embrace. "How do you fuck up spaghetti that badly unless you're doing it on purpose? You went to summer camp when you were a kid?"

"Sundown Camp," Max said. "Upstate New York. I was even a CIT one summer, but never went back to be a counselor."

"CIT?"

"Counselor-in-training. Basically slave labor for the summer, paid in room and board, stepping stone to becoming a full counselor, which is being paid like shit for the same work." Max leaned back into the water until he dipped beneath the surface, and then came up closer to Dido, treading water a few feet away. "So you never went to camp?" he asked.

"Not my scene," said Dido. "Not outdoorsy, at all. Never even did Brownies. I was doing beauty pageants at eleven and fashion shows at the mall at fourteen."

"Doesn't surprise me a bit," Max said.

"So, these girls at camp," Dido said, floating a little closer to Max. The sand fell away suddenly beneath her feet and she had to kick her feet and wave her arms to stay afloat. "Were they cute?"

"Oh my god," said Max, looking up at the stars and moon above them. "Becky Sanderson and Mary Krueger ... they had actual tits, Josie! That they just walked around with on their chests all day like it was no big deal!"

"Dido," said Dido.

"Huh?"

"You called me Josie."

"Oh, shit, sorry," Max said. "Yeah, Dido ... fuck, that show really got in my head, you know? Or maybe ... you got in my head?"

"It was just a dumb little show," said Dido.

"It was a nice little show," said Max. "It was sweet. You were sweet. The whole idea was ... sweet. There's not enough sweetness in this world. I really wish Frank and Josie had a shot, you know?"

"I think they might have made a pretty good couple," Dido said. There must have been a subtle current in the lake, because she had drifted close enough to Max that her foot brushed against his under the water. Certainly she hadn't intended to move that close ...

"Do you think ... was there a chance for them?" Max asked. "I mean ... you watch 'Northern Exposure,' right?"

"Sometimes ..." Max's foot caught against Dido's for a moment, tangled at the ankle.

"When Joel and Maggie got together," Max said, "I think it kind of ruined the show, you know? There was no more tension."

"But we ... they ... Frank and Josie ..." Dido was having trouble now separating Dido from Josie, Max from Frank ... "It wasn't that kind of relationship, right? There was none of the sparring, the antagonism ..."

"True," said Max. His hip was against Dido's; Dido didn't pull away. "I think Frank always had a crush on Dido ... I mean, Josie ..."

"Josie for sure had a crush on Frank. In my mind, she dreamed about him all the time."

"What kind of dreams?" asked Max, looping an arm around Dido's waist.

"Oh, absolutely filthy dreams," Dido said with a laugh.

"I never figured Josie for the kind of girl who has filthy dreams."

"Then you know nothing about girls," said Dido, "and I'm not surprised you never made any progress with Becky Sanderson and Mary Krueger."

"Who's to say I never made any progress?" said Max, feigning affront. "Maybe I was having a nasty threeway with them after the campfire every night."

"Oh, I'm sure you were," Dido said. She drifted closer to Max, putting a hand against his bare chest. "In your filthy, filthy dreams."

"You know about boys' filthy dreams?" Max asked, bending his head toward Dido's.

"Since I'm at the center of a lot of them," Dido said, tilting her mouth toward Max's, "I consider myself an expert ..."

He tasted a little salty from the sweat of the hot night, and a little sweet from the cool water of Lake Makanogin, and very hot from the passion rising up from their toes to their tongues. When his hand slid down her back and under the waistband of her drenched panties, Dido lifted her knees to let him push the sopping fabric down the curve of her ass, and giggled when she caught sight of them floating away from the beach. When Max's fingers crept lower, following the contours to the delicate folds between her legs, Dido groaned into his mouth and pulled him toward shore.

#

"I don't have a condom," Max whispered into Dido's ear. They had moved from the lake to the beach to the porch of the old aquatics center when Dido complained that the sand was going to get itchy. His breath was musky from his long, lingering kisses between Dido's legs, and she could feel his cock against her hip, hot and hard.

Dido pulled his face to hers, mouth hungry for a taste of the nectar on his tongue and belly tingling with desire. He had brought her close to the edge and eased her back down a half dozen times while he lay between her thighs, looking up over her mound with a sparkle in his eyes each time he let her arousal fade. She thought about that night with Reggie flooding her with his seed, presided over by Vikki and her moon of a tummy, she recalled the feeling of fullness even after Reggie had rolled off her for the last time, his cock glistening wet in the candlelight. It was in that moment that she had her first true clarity and knew her condition as no test could possibly divulge.

"It doesn't matter," Dido said when she pulled her lips away from his. "It doesn't matter at all."

"Really?"

Max's expression was a mixture of confusion, concern, and delight. The blood coursing to his erection, Dido thought, must certainly be depriving his brain of oxygen, robbing him of any ability to think rationally. And she was certainly not going to help walk him through any steps toward a conclusion — her own brain wasn't firing on all cylinders, either.

"Not at all," Dido said, shifting her ass beneath Max to place a knee on either side of his hips. She let her thighs fall wide under him until he laid his weight against her, his hard cock stretched out along her stomach. Dido could feel his balls, high and tight, brushing against her clit as she breathed.

A seed had been planted that night, she was certain, a sprout just starting to send out its roots; let Max cast a thousand more seeds, it would make no difference. This was a moment out of time, an action with no consequence, as fleeting and beautiful as a dream. She reached between their bodies, gripped Max's cock in both hands, and guided him toward her entrance with determined focus. He let out a long sigh as he pushed inside her, and she threw her legs around him as he took her face between his hands.

"I've wanted this for so long," Max said, his eyes teary and his breath hot on her cheek. "For so very long."

"So have I," Dido said, rocking with his thrusts, clinging to his shoulders as Max rode her.

She could see the moon, full and high behind his head, and she could hear the call of the lake's frogs and crickets over the creak of the wooden porch beneath them. All of this, Dido thought, I've wanted all of this, this fullness, this ripening, this consummation, for so very long ...

"So have I," she whispered over Max's heaving sighs.


Chapter 5
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"So, what haven't you been telling me?"

Melissa's voice sounded both playful and accusatory; the reception on Jason's satellite phone wasn't always great, and voices were often distorted, so Dido wondered if it was just a bad connection. Surely there was no way that news of her continued trysts with Max had trickled out to LA — they had been careful to get together only late at night, and had moved their lovemaking further down the shore from the beach to avoid any accidental discoveries by cast or crew.

"What haven't I been telling you about what?" Dido asked.

"You haven't seen the cover of Celebrity Juice?"

"Melissa, I'm in the fucking wilderness here," said Dido. "How am I going to see the cover of Celebrity Juice?"

"'Big Blue Plus,'" Melissa said. "I'm quoting from the headline: 'Dido's Baby Fever Breaks at Last'."

"I've got no idea ... what is this even about?"

"There's a picture," Melissa said, "of a pregnancy test, big blue plus sign in the applicator window. The story says they pulled it out of the trash at your house."

It wouldn't be the first time Celebrity Juice had been rummaging through Dido's garbage, and she made a note to tell the staff to keep the trash by the kitchen exit until the last possible minute on collection day. And it also wouldn't be the first time that Celebrity Juice invented a story out of thin air.

"How would they get a pregnancy test from my trash," Dido said, "when I haven't been home for three weeks? Unless it's not mine. Which it absolutely isn't."

"So ... you're not pregnant?"

Dido covered the receiver and took a deep breath. She looked around the cluttered little office where Jason Blaine let cast and crew make calls; it was empty, though she knew Jason was sitting just outside the door, ready to burst in to announce that the current call was over so the next call could be placed. The fullness she felt in her belly the first night with Max hadn't left after he fucked her, and she continued to be as certain of her pregnancy as she was that the sun would come up in the morning.

"Absolutely not," said Dido.

"Good." Even over the satellite phone, Dido could hear the relief in Melissa's voice. "We've got a lot of work over the next couple of months. Maybe in February?"

"Maybe," said Dido, suddenly aware that she was gently rubbing her belly. "Definitely, February, for sure."

#

The road between Lake Makanogin and Wasconaway wound through dense woods, and past sparkling lakes glimpsed through the trees. They traveled in two vans — one loaded with gear, and one with Max, Dido, and the crew — leaving camp just as the sun was rising so they could get in a full day of shooting in town.

Dido was squeezed onto a bench seat between Max and the director of photography, a grumpy old man who had worked with Jason Blain on every film he'd shot since "Enter the Moon" in 1987, cradling a miniature thermos with her daily dose of peppermint latte. She had slept poorly — she slipped out of her tent and down to the lake just after midnight to meet Max, and then tossed and turned on her cot afterward, wishing she could fall asleep in his arms instead of sneaking back to her bed like a teenager breaking curfew. The rumble and shake of the van lulled her into sleep, and she rested her head on Max's shoulder all the way to town.

They were in Wasconaway to shoot the penultimate scene of "Camp Oneidewish Nights": Max's character, the billionaire developer Jake Landry, was boarding his float plane back to the city after a tumultuous week with Dido's character, camp director Hope Carson, who had been trying to convince him simultaneously to refrain from buying the camp property for a lakeshore development and to fall head over heels in love with her. The final scene would be shot back in Burbank after the location work wrapped; today, the director of photography had determined that the clouds and sun above the lake on the outskirts of Wasconaway would be optimal for his cinematic vision.

Dido startled awake with a gasp when the van came to a shivering stop. She felt Max's hand on her shoulder, and for a moment she eased into his chest before remembering where she was. The crew, she suspected, had some inkling of the affair they were carrying on, though they were careful to keep their physical affection under the cover of night and the dark woods. But now she was going to be in public, for the first time in weeks, and needed to put on the mask she had become accustomed to wearing when she ventured onto the streets.

Dido rummaged in her bag for the ball cap and sunglasses she had packed for this brief layover in Wasconaway proper while the crew set up by the lake. She had two items on her agenda for this stop: try to reach Reggie's phone, and stop at the drugstore for a pregnancy test. While Max and the crew clambered out of the van, Dido dug in her purse for her phone, which had sat like a tiny, useless brick while she was at the lake. Its familiar shout of "Hello Moto!" when she flicked the switch on its side made her jump with surprise.

Max was already walking down the sidewalk, so Dido hurried to catch up with him. She scrolled through her voice mail as she walked, shoulders hunched and head down: there were six she recognized from Melissa's number, one from Reggie's office phone, one from the house phone, and a handful she didn't recognize. She tapped the call from the house, but it was Dmitri's voice she heard, letting her know that her Miata would be back from its detailing service before she returned. The message from Reggie's office number was a brief, chipper, "I miss you, baby, hope you're having a great shoot!" sent the day she arrived at Lake Makanogin.

Dido didn't look up from the phone until she had walked right into Max's back. He had stopped on the brick sidewalk outside what appeared to be a coffee shop, "Triple Play Cafe" spelled out in blue and red neon in the window.

She blinked and looked up and down the street. It was a sunny summer day, and the sidewalks were busy with what appeared to be families of tourists enjoying the charm of Wasconaway's quaint downtown of brick buildings housing gift shops and restaurants. People brushed past her without giving her a glance; Dido made sure her sunglasses and cap were secure before looking up at Max.

"Relax," he said, putting his hand on her shoulder. "No one expects to see you here, so no one will — you're just another pretty gal visiting the Gateway to the Lakes on a summer morning."

Dido felt her face flush, then grinned. She was used to being in flight-or-fight mode among people, ready to shield her eyes from the glare of flashbulbs and cover her ears against the cries of, "Dido! Dido Cook! Dido!" And yet here she was, sun on her shoulders, standing on a street corner, as good as anonymous.

"Come on," Max said, taking her by the hand and leading her toward the Triple Play Cafe, "I've got something to show you."

The bell above the door jingled as it closed behind them. The woman behind the counter looked up from what appeared to be a crossword puzzle, tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, and smiled. If she recognized Dido Cook and Max Andersen, she gave no outward sign; Dido imagined she must be a formidable poker player.

"Gary Campbell," Max said, extending a hand. The woman leaned over the counter to take it in hers. "I called the other day?"

"Oh, Mr. Campbell!" she said. "It's a pleasure to meet you at last. Your box arrived yesterday, let me go get it from the back."

She lifted the hinged gate on the countertop and slipped past Max and Dido, wiping her hands on her apron. Max put an arm around Dido's waist and casually slid his hand into her back pocket. She jumped and stiffened, but then relaxed against him, putting both arms around Max's waist. When the woman returned, she had a small cardboard box in her hands, which she set next to the chrome espresso machine as she took her place behind the counter again.

"This isn't our usual supplier," the woman said. "We typically get our beans and things from a distributor in Zenith." She reached into her apron pocket for a little penknife and cut the box open.

"I'm glad you were willing to make an exception this time," Max said. "This lady hasn't had a proper peppermint latte for weeks."

The woman pulled a small bag of coffee beans and a green and white bottle from the box. She turned the bottle over in her hands a few times, squinting at the label, then turned back to Max and Dido.

"If you'll give me about ten minutes," she said, "I'll bring it right out to you."

#

The peppermint latte was perfect, even better than the ones Max had been bringing her at camp; even better than the ones Melissa brought her from Silver Bean. Dido imagined that the location had something to do with it: sitting at a little table on Wasconaway's main street, in front of a big window looking out on sidewalks teeming with families enjoying the summer weather, Max sitting across from her with his elbows on the table and a smile on his face. But that green and white bottle surely played a role, too.

"The coffee shop near my winter place in Montana uses this brand," he explained. "They don't usually deliver to shops they don't know, but I convinced them this was a special opportunity."

"It's very special," Dido said, wiping at the froth on her lip with her pinky and smiling. "And sweet."

"I hope it's not too sweet — I had them send the extra dark espresso to balance out the peppermint."

"No, the gesture, I mean," said Dido. "Very sweet."

"Well, it's been a special couple of weeks," Max said with a wink. "What with Josie and Frank finally getting together. A lot of fans would be very happy."

"Ha! Not a lot, or we'd still be Josie and Frank on the set in Burbank, and not Hope and Jake on some godforsaken lake."

"I think it's a pretty great lake," Max said. "That's why I want to develop it into a bunch of rental condos and get rid of that run-down camp and those bratty kids."

Dido laughed and reached across the table to take Max's hand in her hers.

"What are we doing, Max?" she asked. "Seriously. What are we doing?"

"I don't know," said Max, "but I'm glad we're doing it. Aren't you? Aren't you having fun?"

"Oh, I'm having lots of fun," Dido said, thinking about last night, lying naked under the stars in Max's arms, sweat drying on her throat. "Too much fun ... I'm a married woman, Max, you know that, and I'm probably ... well, I ... you know, this is too complicated ..."

"It doesn't have to be complicated at all," Max said. "We're just carving out some time and space for ourselves, away from the world, and when we go back ..."

"Right," said Dido. "When we go back. What then? What happens then?"

"You go your way and I go mine," Max said, lifting her fingers to his lips and giving them a kiss. "But I think we'll find our way back together from time to time ..."

Dido looked into Max's bright green eyes, then looked away. She squinted through the glass at the sign across the street: Lake Country Drug, in blue block letters.

"Shit," Dido said, standing suddenly and reaching for the hat and glasses sitting on the table. "I've got to make a quick stop before we go."

#

They had already shot most of the dialogue for this scene back at the camp on Lake Makanogin, so all Dido really had to do was receive a farewell kiss from Max and then stare pensively into the sky as he climbed into the float plane and flew away. The only reason to use the lake in Wasconaway instead of Lake Makanogin was that the water near the dock at camp was too shallow for the plane to be anchored against it. Dido was glad that she didn't have many lines to remember, because her mind was abuzz with too many distractions to keep the words straight: as it was, there were a dozen takes of her simple, beseeching, "Please don't forget this week," as Max stepped off the dock and into the plane.

The crew had commandeered the town's park on the shore of the lake — "Lake Norton," the wooden sign they passed when the van turned onto the gravel road — throwing up two large white tents to shelter their gear from the sun and standing cameras and microphones all around the wooden dock that jutted into the water. A float plane — not the one she flew in on, it looked smaller and was painted red — was being pulled up to the dock on heavy ropes by two crew members. It bobbed in the calm water as it settled into place.

The turmoil in her mind was good for the emoting her face had to do, though. It was easy for her to urge a tear to trickle down her cheek at the sight of Max stepping into the plane: all she had to do was imagine the true inevitability of their parting in a couple of weeks. And the confusion she felt about Reggie's silence — not even a voice mail since that first call two weeks ago! — certainly gave her eyes a depth that would have otherwise been difficult to generate. And then there was the turn of her lip whenever she thought about the little box tucked away in her purse that she had plucked from the Lake Country Drug shelves back in town, which was constantly ...

When the director of photography finally shouted "Cut," a tone of annoyance in his voice, Dido let her shoulders slump and exhaled until she felt empty. She couldn't meet the grumpy old man's eye as he stormed about the shoreline, pausing now and then with his hands on his hips and nodding his head toward the docked float plane.

"Now you," he shouted at Max, who had been standing with one foot on the dock and one in the plane while Dido's pensive frown and single trickling tear had been in the camera's eye. Dido stepped off the dock and hurried toward the low brown building that held the lake park's restrooms — two low, brown buildings about fifty yards away — glancing once over her shoulder to see Max stepping in and out, in and out, Jake Landry forever suspended in his departure. She grabbed her purse from the table in the tent as she walked briskly by.

#

Dido sat on the toilet in the damp concrete bathroom, knees up, holding the plastic test down by her ankles. She counted under her breath and then glanced at her watch, and groaned when she saw that time was suddenly moving far too slowly. The instructions said to wait ten minutes, and barely three had passed.

Outside she could hear the float plane's engines. The plan was for the plane to circle the lake several times while the cameras captured its arc; Dido had already stood on the edge of the dock, her pensive gaze after an imaginary plane in flight captured and ready for the editing booth back in California.

She fished her phone out of her purse and checked its messages again. Reggie's short call was, of course, unchanged, and frustrating in its brevity. She dialed him at work, and again at the private line in their upstairs bedroom at home, but there was no answer. Melissa's messages were updates on the shooting schedule for "Amy and Lisa," a wry comment about the last Celebrity Juice story claiming Dido had been spied frolicking in the waves at Cancun — "That wasn't really you, was it?" — and a hint at a couple of contracts in the works for after "Camp Oneidewish Nights," "one of these is for sure Oscar bait."

Dido closed her eyes and imagined her calendar, counting off months on her fingers. When we should start showing, if she started showing? She was carrying Schrödinger's womb, fruitful and barren at once, and time was suspended on the point of the dank concrete stall in a town park thousands of miles from home.

When she looked at her watch again, Dido saw that eight minutes had passed since she had peed on the applicator. She watched the second hand make half of a slow circuit around the face, then said, "Fucking close enough," lifted her hands, and uncovered the end of the stick.

#

The float plane was circling the lake when she stepped out of the bathroom, too high for Dido to make out any details. She shaded her eyes with one hand, the pregnancy test grasped in the other, and watched the plane make a slow, lazy loop in the sky and start its return to the dock, its buzzing engine growing louder as it neared. Dido was so focused on the plane's graceful arc that she slammed right into the person standing beside the door, nearly dropping the test.

"Oh, shit!" she gasped, "I'm so sorry, I ..."

Max wrapped his arms around her shoulders and pulled her close, pressing his lips into the top of her head. She relaxed into his embrace, and then tensed, aware that they were in a nearly public place.

"Wait," Dido said, "someone will —"

Max rubbed her back with his hands and leaned down to kiss her mouth. Dido relaxed into him again, putting her hands on his hips.

"They're all busy," Max whispered, "and the park's closed off. It's just us."

"I thought you were on the plane," said Dido.

"Nope," Max said, nuzzling Dido's neck. "My agent wouldn't stand for me on any unnecessary flights. The insurance would be insane."

His mouth was warm against Dido's skin, and his hands on her back felt strong and firm. She melted against him, fingers of one hand playing up and down his back, plucking at his shirt, while she held the hand with the test out behind him.

"I need to show you something," Dido whispered, pushing herself back but not breaking their embrace.

She looked up at him, heart pounding, and brought the hand holding the test between them, palm turned up. The little plastic window showed two pink lines. Dido grinned.

Max looked puzzled. "I'm not sure what ..."

"I'm pregnant," Dido whispered, breaking out into a broad, bright smile that made her face glow. "Pregnant!"

Max laughed and clutched her to him, lifting her off her feet. Dido pressed her face into his chest and laughed as he spun her in a circle. Then he set her down and held her at arm's length, a strange look on his face: confusion mingled with joy and undergirded by sadness.

"Is it mine?" Max whispered. "Or Reggie's?"

"Oh, it's Reggie's," Dido said. "I'm certain."

"But we haven't been using —"

"I thought I might already be pregnant the first time," Dido said, "that's why I said it didn't matter."

"But it could be mine," said Max. One hand rose from her waist to her belly, palm pressed against her t-shirt.

Dido saw a flash of something like anger — or maybe hunger? — in Max's eyes. She shook her head.

"No," she said, "we — Reggie and I — we've been trying, I have a calendar ..."

Dido closed her eyes, visions of Vikki Viper's belly rising up in her mind, Reggie's hand pressed flat to the dome as he pounded against Dido, a look of ecstasy on his face. She remembered the warm flood of his climax, the way her cunt clutched hungrily at his shaft, drawing every drop of his seed toward her womb.

"Those calendars aren't always accurate," Max said, pressing Dido back until she was against the wall, standing between the two bathroom buildings. His mouth was close to hers, his breath hot. "Sometimes they can be off a day, a week ..."

Dido shook her head. "I had an appointment with my doctor ... before ..." Max's hand on her belly slid under her shirt, pressing against bare skin.

"Doctors are wrong sometimes, too," Max whispered. His fingers forced their way beneath the wire of Dido's bra, grazing her breasts. Her nipple stiffened against the soft cotton and she groaned at his touch.

"It's Reggie's, I'm certain," Dido said, suddenly uncertain. Had she really felt pregnant that night she was lying on her cot, before visiting the lake? Or had she felt fertile, the ache in her womb signaling a desire to be filled? Max had certainly flooded her as thoroughly as Reggie, had let fly a torrent of seed that seeped hot and dense into her depths.

"Tell me it's mine," Max hissed, teeth nipping at her neck as he pressed against her. Dido could feel his erection through his slacks, hard against her belly. She squeezed the test in her fist and ran her fingers through his hair.

"But it's not —"

"Tell me," Max said, voice sharp and insistent as he pushed her hard against the wall, "that it's mine!"

Dido groaned. Max's fingers had pushed the cup of her bra up and over her breast, and he was tugging at her nipple, stretching it between his thumb and forefinger. An electric charge ran to her womb.

"Tell me," Max said, and then pressed his face so hard against hers that Dido's head knocked against the siding of the bathroom building. His tongue forced its way between her teeth, pinning her tongue to the roof of her mouth, and she let out a gasp.

"But it's ... I know ... it's ..."

Max kissed his way down her cheek and neck, pushed her shirt up to expose her breast, and dove with his mouth onto her nipple, sucking hard. Dido moaned and shivered, raising one leg to throw across Max's back as she fell against the wall.

"Tell me," Max demanded, kissing down her bare belly, tongue circling her navel. He framed her tummy with both hands and kissed between them, nipping at the tender skin, tongue hot and hard against her. The tickle turned to a tingle turned to a burning ache as he stroked and kissed.

"It's ..." Dido whispered, eyes closed.

Max dropped to his knees and tugged hard at the waist of Dido's shorts. The button popped, and he slid them over her hips. His lips pressed against the delicate flesh at the top of her panties, pressing hot, insistent kisses. Dido shook her hips to urge the shorts to finish their descent, stepping free of them when they fell to her ankles.

"Tell me," Max said into the cotton that was stretched wet and tight against her mound as he pulled at the waistband of her panties. The vibrations of his voice raced through her clit. Dido pressed her hand against her mouth and bit down to keep from crying out.

Could it be Max's? Dido had been certain that the night with Vikki and Reggie had planted the seed, but then, she had been certain the month before, too. Her body was still as much a mystery to her as it had always been, despite the tracking and measuring that had become so habitual over the last few years. So much remained unseen, unheard, unfelt, as if her body were keeping secrets, following its own covert agenda. In that moment, with Max's hands on her ass, pulling her cotton-shielded pussy against his mouth, she wanted nothing more than for it to be Max's seed that was growing in her deepest, darkest garden.

Max tore at her panties, stretching them mercilessly with his hand while he rooted hungrily between her thighs. His tongue sought her nectar and his lips pulled at the crotch of her panties, pulling them away from her swelling lips. Dido gasped and leaned against the wall for support, lifting a leg to hook behind Max's head, pulling his face tight.

He grabbed her hips and suddenly stood, pushing Dido up the wall with abrupt speed. She let out a laugh, wrapping both legs around his shoulders. Max leaned against her, feet braced wide, and devoured her through and around her sopping panties. One hand held her by her hip while the other reached under her shirt, roughly pushing her bra to the side. Dido pressed a hand against the top of his head, the hand with the pregnancy test in its fist held back and high against the wall, and moved her hips as best she could to urge Max's hungry mouth to inhale her.

Dido bucked and writhed, pinned between the wall and Max's face, eyes closed and mouth agape. She was breathing hard, rising toward climax, her body quivering under Max's onslaught. She felt his hand retreat from her breast for a moment, leaving her nipple alone and aching for his touch, and she was about to demand he squeeze her tit again when she felt herself sliding down the wall with a lurching plunge that made her stomach tighten.

Max broke her fall by pressing his hips against her, pinning her to the wall, and she felt his cock, freed of his slacks, pressing against her ass. Dido threw her arms around his neck and pushed her mouth against his, tasting her tangy musk on his tongue, as he reached between and below, guiding his cock toward her glistening channel.

The angle of his entry was wrong for depth, and his first thrusts pushed painfully against the wall of her vagina, but then Max tilted her hips and found his groove, pushing deep into Dido's pussy. She had her shoulders against the wall, hips bent forward, feet bouncing against Max's ass as he pumped, his head buried between her breasts.

"Tell me," Max panted, voice ragged and strained. "TELL me it's mine!"

"Oh FUCK," Dido gasped when his belt buckle struck her clit on his upward stroke. Her panties were still on, but stretched and strained out of shape, soaked with her juices. She clung to Max, bending her neck to keep her head from striking the wall with his furious pounding.

"Tell me!" Max roared against her, his cry making Dido's chest vibrate.

She felt her orgasm gathering strength, like the tide rolling away from the beach so it can gather into a pulsing wave and slam itself against the shore. Max grunted and heaved, sweat making the shoulders of his shirt slick, his cock quivering in Dido's channel. The wave was about to crest when Max let out a loud roar, head thrown back, and his cock exploded inside her. She felt the burning seed bathe her womb and the quivering pulse of his shaft as the jets flew forth.

Max suddenly dropped to his knees, still holding Dido's ass in his hands. She stumbled and let one foot touch the ground, suspended on her toes, while Max pushed his face again into her crotch, making wet, hungry sounds as he licked and sucked. Dido clenched her teeth, bit her thumb, and rode Max's face through a rumbling, quivering climax.

When Max stood, Dido could see his eyes were glistening with tears and his mouth was glistening with her flowing nectar. He pushed his lips against hers, and she tasted both her own musky flavor and the salty bite of Max's cum. His tongue pushed into her mouth, and Dido pulled his head close, tears stinging her own eyes as the last shivering waves of climax left her empty and bereft.


Chapter 6
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Dido and Max didn't fuck that night.

Before the crew struck the set and loaded the vans, Dido had waded into the lake up to her waist, shivering as the cold water — not as cold as at Lake Makanogin, but still chilly enough — quenched the heat that had been burning between the bathroom buildings. She had left her panties, stretched to the point of no return, balled up in a trash can, and she used her dip in the lake as an excuse to wrap herself in a towel for the drive back to camp: she didn't want any surprise discharges on the trip. Dido sat with the director of photography between herself and Max, sitting with her hands between her knees and her eyes on the road in front of the van.

She lay on her cot that night in the cloying heat of her tent, tossing and turning, brain racing. The pregnancy test wasn't the harbinger of certainty that she had hoped it would be; it had killed one of the Schrodinger's cats that was coiled in her womb, but now another had arched its back and stretched its paws and sat in an impossible state of unknowing.

Of course it was Reggie's baby growing cell by cell in her belly: the night Vikki Viper came to their bedroom and blessed their coitus had been a sacred moment, and the fruit of that union was undeniable. Except for that nagging thought in Dido's mind that it wasn't, that her timing was off, that Max had managed to displace her husband's seed with his own, that she was harboring a stranger's baby in her belly.

But Max wasn't a stranger to her. He might be a stranger to Reggie — their connection was tenuous at best, and she wasn't about to start prying into their connections now — but he certainly wasn't a stranger to Dido. Destiny had thrown Josie and Frank together — all the fans of "Pink Slip Blues" thought so! — and it stood to reason that Dido and Max were equally in the grip of something larger than themselves. She couldn't possibly deny the intent of all those peppermint lattes that she had so eagerly accepted ...

Exhaustion finally dragged her into the depths of sleep, but her dreams were troubled. She swam in dark waters, pursued by sharks; she hid, crouched in shadows, while unseen figures searched for her; she was stretched on a rack, ropes binding wrists and ankles, while two lovers sought to rip her apart. When Dido's alarm buzzed shortly after dawn, urging her to drag herself from her cot for another day of shooting on the lake, she felt as if she had been running all night.

#

Dido vowed, trudging from her tent to the mess hall on heavy legs and with an aching back, that she would break things off with Max. Shooting was going to wrap in two weeks, maybe sooner; Max would be off to whatever project awaited him, and Dido had a nest to build. She was already picturing the guest bedroom — the one where they had hosted Vikki Viper — transformed into a nursery, all pink and blue and yellow, maybe with the windows enlarged to let more light in, an antique crib and rocking chair, one of those mobiles with butterflies and hummingbirds dancing around a giant flower hanging from the ceiling. Dido was choosing wallpaper and carpeting for the new nursery in her mind when she walked into Max, her face colliding with his chest.

"You look like you're lost in another world," Max said with a laugh, putting his arms around her so she couldn't pull away and holding her close. Dido struggled for a moment and then relaxed into his embrace. She felt her resolve crumbling with her ear against his heart, listening to the steady pulse quicken as his hands stroked her back.

"We can't keep doing this," Dido said, her voice muffled against his soft flannel shirt.

"You're right," said Max, fingers running delicately up and down her spine, "you need to start paying attention to where you're going."

"No, I mean ..."

"I know what you mean," Max said into Dido's hair. His breath was warm and gentle, not the hot, ragged panting of their fucking back in Wasconaway. She felt herself slipping into a comfortable state that could easily tip over into something like sleep; if only she had been able to fall asleep in Max's embrace just once, waking to the sun on her face and his arms holding her tight ...

"You ... you know it's not yours," she whispered.

"I know," Max said, "but I wish it were."

Dido bit her lip, thinking, So do I, but then wondering, Do I, really?

"This is my last day on location," Max whispered, his words vibrating through Dido's scalp and into her ears.

She gasped and looked up at him. "No, really? You can't ..."

He pushed her hair back behind her ears and held her face between his hands. His eyes swam in tears that refused to fall.

"I'm on a plane back to Wasconaway at dawn," he said, "and then on my way to Brussels by noon."

"But ... what about ..."

"My scenes are all wrapped up," said Max. "On to the next big thing, at least until September."

"Not that ... what about ... us?"

"Is there an us?" Max said. "I mean, really and truly, an us outside this little space? With — " he pressed his hand against Dido's flat tummy, but the pressure made it feel strangely full — "with this?"

"I don't know," said Dido. "I don't ... I wish ..."

"We'll always have Wasconaway?" Max said, and she could feel his rueful chuckle in his chest when she pressed her face into him.

#

When Dido met Max that night in the clearing they had claimed as their own, far enough from the camp that the woods would swallow up any cries of passion in the darkness, she was a whirling dervish of desire. It was only after she had thrown herself against him, almost tearing his shirt in her desperate need to touch his flesh, pulling at the buckle on his belt like a child anxiously tearing open a gift, that she noticed the candles positioned around the blanket on the forest floor, the bottle of sparkling juice and the plates of berries and nuts, the pillows arranged in a cozy nest: Max had tried to create a space of romance and enchantment, while Dido had come to the night with nothing but lust and need.

Not that Max seemed to mind her upending his tender plans. He responded in kind to her hot and needy kisses, her frenzied hands and nipping teeth. He tore at her clothes, twisting and pulling in his need to uncover her, and threw her onto the blanket with such force that the wind was knocked out of her. Max's mouth burned on her skin, sending pulses of fire through her belly; Dido's breasts glowed in the moonlight, nipples stiff and wet from Max's tongue.

She sat up when he knelt between her thighs, freeing his raging cock from his slacks, and took his shaft in both hands. It pulsed against her fingers, and he groaned into her mouth as she teased the ridge of its spongy head. Dido pushed all her weight against him, forcing him back, sending the plates clattering as he fell. She straddled his waist, hands still in control of his erection, and guided him to the core of her need.

Dido rode him hard, hands against his chest and thighs gripping his waist. She threw her head back, groaning at the fiery heat of his cock filling her every crevice, and fucked with a raging fury. When Max brought his hands to her breasts, palms pressing against her pebble-hard nipples, Dido looked up into the zenith of the night sky, watching the stars spin as she came.

Max's cock pulsed inside her, and Dido felt a sudden, ravenous hunger for his taste. He let out a gasp when Dido slipped his cock free of her pussy, the cool of the night air no doubt a shock, but then groaned happily when she took his erection into her mouth. He tasted of passion and desire, musky and salty, and Dido hummed around his shaft. She ran her tongue up its length and circled the head, and pressed her lips to the spongy tip, tangy with the clear droplets leaking from its slit. With her mouth sucking at the tip and her hand stroking the shaft, it wasn't long before Max let out a cry, his fingers tangled in Dido's hair, and filled her mouth with his salty seed. Dido swallowed hungrily, greedily, refusing to let a single drop escape her mouth, rolling the thick spunk with her tongue until his cock was soft and wet between her lips.

#

His taste was still on her tongue when Dido woke, alone on her cot with the sheets tangled around her sweat-slick legs. They had continued to fuck late into the night and on toward morning, as the crescent moon made its way across Lake Makanogin, their gasps and groans accompanied by the calls of loons and the hoots of owls. Max had devoured her, reveling in the tastes of her nectar and sending her over the precipice again, and then he rode her with long, insistent strokes, hands tenderly cradling her face while his slick, tangy lips covered her with warm kisses.

Dido had lost count of her climaxes — they blended into one long wave of arousal marked by peaks of ecstasy. Her legs were weak and unsteady when Max guided her back to camp, and she had to lean against him, giggling drunkenly in the dizziness that followed her orgasms. She tried to pull him into her tent, desperate to have him hold her as she fell into the oblivion of exhausted sleep, but he held her back with stiff arms, his eyes sparkling wetly in the dim light.

"Goodnight, Dido," he whispered, leaning in to place a soft, dry kiss at the corner of her lips. He stroked her hair, tangled and damp from their passion, and she thought she saw a tear tracing a path down his cheek. "Goodnight."

Dido's head pounded as she rolled on the cot, the hangover of her night of passion throbbing behind her eyes. Sunlight cut through the shadows, pooling behind the tent flaps, and songbirds' calls cut like knives through her ears. Dido curled her knees up to her belly and dangled a hand over the edge of the cot.

Her fingers brushed an unexpected object, and she blinked down at the floor of the tent. It was Max's thermos, with the little green cup on the cap and its battered black sides. Dido sat up and held it in her hands, then carefully opened it. The rich, sweet smell of peppermint and coffee wafted from the open container, and hot tears fell down Dido's face as she sipped the milky froth.


Part 3: October 1995 - November 1995
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Dido Ascendant
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Chapter 7
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"It looks like someone had a good time up north," Melissa said with a grin. She slid a copy of Celebrity Juice across the coffee table in her office while Dido sipped at her peppermint latte. She gasped and spluttered, almost spilling her coffee, when she saw the headline splashed across the front page.

"Wascona-WHERE?!?!?" shouted the black block letters. Underneath, in slightly smaller text: "Is Dido getting WILD in the WILDERNESS?"

Beneath the headline was a blurry picture that appeared to show Dido and Max standing on the sidewalk outside the Triple Play Cafe. Dido's ball cap was pulled low over her eyes, but her sunglasses were off, recognizable even in the fuzzy image. Max, with his broad shoulders and salt-and-pepper hair, was even easier to recognize.

"Oh, fuck," Dido whispered. She set her cup down and flipped the tabloid open, heart pounding. Inside were more pictures: Max's arm around Dido's shoulder as he guided her into the shop; a picture through the coffee shop window of the two of them seated at a table, fingers touching; Dido hurrying across the street toward Lake Country Drug. She was terrified that whoever took the pictures had trailed them to Lake Norton, had somehow slipped past the security guards posted at the park's entrance, and had captured Max pounding Dido between the bathroom buildings, her face twisted in agonized delight, but it appeared that there were only photos of their brief stop in town. Dido slumped over, forehead almost touching the tabletop, and sighed.

"So, obviously, that's Max Andersen," Melissa said, tapping a finger against the picture of Max with his arm over Dido's shoulders. "The gal in the picture is a little blurry, but I recognize that hat and the way her hip sticks out. Of course, it could be someone from the crew, I suppose, or maybe even a local ...?"

"It's me," Dido said, her voice muffled against the table. "Totally me. What the fuck?"

Melissa shrugged and picked up the paper, folding it carefully and setting it on the edge of the table. "You know they're everywhere, Di," she said, "just waiting for a chance. It's not like Jason Blain was keeping it a secret where he was shooting — it's just remote enough that you'd have to be pretty dedicated to be lurking around for some tabloid shots.

"Or," Melissa continued, "it could just be a local, or maybe a tourist, who recognized you and Max? The pictures sure don't look professional — point and shoot, maybe a disposable camera from that little drug store you're running toward?"

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Dido muttered, letting her arms fall to her sides.

"So, these could be totally innocent," Melissa said, "co-stars hanging out before a shoot, taking in the quaint little town, having a coffee together. But ... well, you're not reacting like someone who was innocently hanging out with Max Andersen, AKA Frank from 'Pink Slip Blues' ..."

Dido looked up and saw a playful glimmer in Melissa's eyes and a smirk on her lips. Melissa sipped at her own cup — a hazelnut cappuccino — and looked over the rim at Dido.

"Maybe ... maybe not all that innocent?" Dido said, trying not to smile. It had been two weeks now since she had last seen Max, and she found that the memory of their parting was fading much faster than the memory of their frequent unions; she was quickly forgiving his abrupt departure.

"Well, I'm shocked," Melissa said, feigning indignation with a hand against her chest. "Two attractive people who were the subject of much speculation on a previous project get a little cozy when they're isolated from the world on a beautiful lake in the woods ... truly scandalous." She set her cup down on top of the Celebrity Juice and leaned close to Dido, and whispered, "How was he?"

Dido laughed. "Oh, Mel, you wouldn't even believe," she said, "you can't even imagine."

"Oh, my imagination is pretty wild," Melissa said. "Especially when I'm imaging Max Andersen. Does ... um ... Reggie ...?"

Dido shrugged. "I guess he'll see the pictures like everyone else," she said, "if he's even tuned in. Honestly, I'm not convinced he'd care."

"Well," said Melissa. "That's ... too bad? Am I going to have to run interference on another Mickey situation?"

"I don't think so," Dido said. "I mean, things are ... comfortable? ... with Reggie. Dull, maybe, but consistent."

"But this Max thing ... not a cause for alarm?"

"Nah," Dido said, waving her hand dismissively. "A little fling on set, right? Up in the woods, isolated from the world, remembering the good times on the last project ... no cause for alarm at all. I think this will blow over."

"Good to hear," said Melissa. "A little notoriety is good, but we want to keep it contained. It's not like he knocked you up, right?"

Dido blushed and looked away from Melissa, suddenly very interested in the flowerpot by the window.

"About that," Dido said, squeezing her eyes shut.

#

Reggie, at least, was happier than Melissa with the news of Dido's pregnancy. He had been away when we she returned to LA, meeting with financiers in New York, and Dido spent two days nervously pacing the house. They talked on the phone between Reggie's meetings, but only briefly; she was coy about the big news she promised to deliver on his return, and dismissive of the pictures of her day in Wasconaway with Max: "He's a nice guy," Dido had said, "but certainly not my type — too much of a prima donna on set."

When Reggie finally came home, dragging a suitcase and clutching a dozen roses in a weary hand, Dido greeted him with the pregnancy test she had saved from that day in Wasconaway. It was battered and scratched, the color on the parallel pink lines starting to fade, but to her it was like a holy relic, a proof of a miraculous event.

Reggie stared at it for a few minutes, turning it over and over in his hands, a look of puzzlement on his face. Dido had presented him with negative tests before, so at first she was confused by his confusion; then she realized that the tests she usually used displayed the results with plus and minus signs, and not the one line negative, two lines positive, of this brand.

"It's a pregnancy test," Dido said at last. "It's positive."

Reggie's eyes lit up at that, and a smile broke across his face. He took Dido in his arms and spun her around, laughing.

"This is amazing, baby!" Reggie said, kissing her cheeks and holding her close. "Just amazing!"

"You got one past the goal post," Dido said, reaching down to squeeze his ass. "What do you say you take me upstairs so we can celebrate, naked and horizontal?"

"Oh, baby," Reggie whispered, nuzzling her neck. "I'm so tired from the trip ..."

"You can't be too tired to fuck your wife," Dido said, pulling him closer. She pushed her belly to him, and was surprised to feel his cock limp in his slacks.

"I'm sorry, baby," Reggie said, kissing the top of her head. "So tired ..."

#

Dido continued to press the issue, and Reggie continued to feign exhaustion, or make excuses about needing to work, or simply stayed at the office downtown until he was sure Dido would be asleep. Finally, when she couldn't take another moment of his timid avoidance, Dido waited awake in bed until he tiptoed into the room late at night, and sprang onto him the moment he slipped under the covers beside her.

"You're going to fuck me," Dido hissed in his ear when Reggie gasped in surprise to find her straddling him, "if you know what's good for you."

During the weeks since her return from Lake Makanogin, Dido's nipples had gone from sometimes tingly to ragingly sensitive, so much so that she couldn't wear a bra most days, preferring the soft cotton fabric of a t-shirt against her breasts to stiff, scratchy lace. Sometimes the sensitivity was painful, and sometimes it was arousing, and sometimes it straddled the line between the two, uncomfortably blurring pleasure and pain.

She also found her brain flooded with thoughts of sex. Pictures of Vikki Viper's round belly and shadowed pussy rose in her mind unbidden, as did memories of nights wrestling on the forest floor with Max or getting pounded against the restroom wall in Wasconaway. When the memories became too strong, making Dido squirm and twist in her seat, she sometimes had to slip away to the bathroom or her bedroom closet to relieve the ache with frantically stroking fingers. She hated that Max was an ocean away, and that things had ended badly with both Mickey and Stevie, because she was definitely not above encouraging someone else to relieve her anguish if Reggie wasn't up to the task.

"But Dido," Reggie groaned, his hands on her hips as she pushed against him, "I'm so tired ..."

"Fuck that," Dido hissed, sliding her crotch against Reggie's while holding his face between her palms. "You'll wake the fuck up right now or I'll rip your fucking balls off."

"Baby, I —"

Dido reached between his legs and squeezed, hard, making Reggie gasp in surprise and pain. His balls felt soft and round in her hand, but she felt his shaft twitch and begin to swell. He's waking up alright, Dido thought, grinning wickedly.

"I ... wait, baby, wait," Reggie gasped as Dido tugged at his pajama bottoms, slipping them down over his ass until his cock, half stiff already, sprang free and flopped against his thigh. "I ... wait... is it safe?"

"You had no problem sticking your fingers up Vikki Viper's gash," Dido whispered, her voice a cold, sharp blade, "and she was way further along than me. So you should have no trouble at all fucking me."

She felt him stiffen beneath her at the mention of Vikki Viper. Dido ground her hips against Reggie and nipped at his lips with her teeth, then slid a hand between them to find his cock stiff inside his boxers.

"You liked that, didn't you?" Dido hissed in his ear. "You liked fucking me with your fingers inside Vikki Viper?"

"Oh god," Reggie moaned, bringing his hands to Dido's ass. "Oh god, Di ..."

Dido pulled his cock through the fly of his shorts and ran a hand over his shaft. The head was already sticky with pre-cum, and she could feel his pulse pounding along the length. She nipped his lip again.

"You made her come with those fingers," Dido whispered with her hand wrapped around his shaft. Reggie's hands were pushing her panties down, and she wiggled her hips so the soft cotton could slide over the curve of her ass. "I could smell it, all her juicy wetness pouring out while you pumped your spunk into me. I wanted to lap it up."

"Oh fuck," Reggie groaned.

His cock twitched in her hand, and Dido smiled. She slid up his body, dragging her panties down to her knees. Her nipples were painfully stiff against her soft t-shirt, and she gasped when Reggie's hand squeezed her tit. A white hot bolt of pain shot from her nipple to her belly, then dissipated into a warm glow that made her cunt tingle.

"She smelled so fucking good," Dido said when she could catch her breath again. "I tasted her on your fingers, the fingers you pushed into her wet cunt. Did you like pushing your fingers into her wet cunt?"

Reggie made some sort of a sound of assent, but it was muffled by his lips pressed against her breasts. He sucked her nipple, sending another bolt of pain through her, but she was used to the sensation now and was learning now to ride it. The warmth spread through her, and Dido could feel the moisture flowing between her legs. Her tangled bush rubbed against the head of Reggie's cock, and she felt the shaft tremble against her belly as she slid up and down his body.

"I'll bet you wanted to fuck her," Dido whispered. "I would have let you if you asked. You could have fucked that juicy pussy while I watched. But all your cum, that was for me, I needed that cum."

Reggie's fingers dug into Dido's ass, pushing her wet pussy against his belly, and she groaned at the contact. Her clit was throbbing and desperate for touch; Dido slid her hand between them, brushing first her tingling pussy and then stroking Reggie's fluttering shaft. She pushed with her legs to force her panties to her ankles and then worked one foot free so she could straddle Reggie's waist, his cock resting between her wet lips.

"I'm going to fuck you now," Dido said, guiding his cock toward her entrance. "I'm going to ride your cock until I come, and then I'm going to ride it some more."

And she did, hips jerking against him as she sat on his cock, hands pressed into his chest. She looked down into his eyes in the dim moonlight through the window — glassy and wet, they were eyes filled with longing and desire and, she realized, just a little fear. Dido hoped he was afraid of her, because she intended to become a goddess like Vikki Viper, rippling with power, the earthly manifestation of fertility and vengeance.

Her first climax shook her body like a leaf in a storm, and she almost slipped from her throne. Dido righted herself with her fingers digging into Reggie's shoulders, and then found a rhythm with her hips that sent her soaring through another orgasm, and another, thighs shuddering around Reggie's hips with each wave.

When she felt his cock convulse inside her, Dido raised her hips and slid down his body, feeling the first spurt of hot seed against her belly. She took the twitching shaft in both hands and wrapped her lips around the head, catching the next spurt in her mouth. The salty, tangy spend splashed against her tongue while Reggie sobbed with pleasure, and Dido drank greedily until his cock went limp, a wet and powerless casualty of Dido's ascendency.


Chapter 8
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Jason Blain was not thrilled with the shape of Dido's belly when the studio shoot for "Camp Oneidewish Nights" began in November. Even though Melissa had warned him of Dido's condition, and encouraged him to move the schedule up, he hadn't expected the bulge to be so prominent.

"I guess that bikini bottom isn't going to work," Jason muttered as he walked around Dido, eyes flicking up and down her body. "Shit, the continuity people are going to have a fucking cow."

Dido felt her cheeks redden, and she crossed her arms under her breasts. The swelling and sensitivity she had felt in October were even more pronounced now, and she had given up on wearing bras at home. The old sports bra she was wearing now, stretched and soft with age, was offering less support than she would have liked.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Jason said under his breath, shaking his head. "We're going to have to rework some shots, more close-ups, get the prop team involved. And we'd better move fast. It's just going to get bigger, isn't it?"

"Sorry," Dido whispered, feeling tears forming.

Jason shrugged. "What are you gonna do? Shit happens. What is Amy always says on your show? 'No big thing'?"

"No big deal," Dido said, trying to find the perky, unflappable tone that her character always affected in the face of adversity. It eluded her.

"Yeah, no big deal," said Jason, and then, as he walked away, he muttered, "Fuck, fuck, fuck."

#

"I hope you don't mind if I rub your belly for luck."

Dido jumped when she heard a voice behind her, a mouth close to her ear. She turned her head to find Max standing with his chest to her back, one arm reaching around her waist to place a palm against her belly and the other coming around in front of her holding a lidded cup. The sweet, warm aroma of a peppermint latte wafted in the air.

Dido relaxed back against Max and took the cup from him. Just a week ago, the nausea she felt at the scent of coffee had started to pass, and she inhaled deeply, remembering the mornings, and nights, at Lake Makanogin. She glanced around, worried that the crew working on lighting on the sound stage would see them, but she and Max were hidden in shadows.

"You're radiant," Max whispered, his lips brushing her ear.

Dido sighed and smiled, taking a sip of her latte. "I'm cranky and sore and tired, and my tits hurt."

"I missed you."

"I missed you, too," said Dido.

There had been one brief phone call that fall, while Max was shooting in Brussels, and a handful of postcards: from Milan, from Sicily, and from Spain. Dido had let those nights on the lake fade from memory into myth, dreamlike in their hazy contours. It was only when she began reviewing the "Camp Oneidewish Nights" script again, reacquainting herself with the arcs of Hope Carson and Jake Landry, that the details of her days and nights with Max took shape again.

"I brought back clippings from the overseas tabloids," Max said. "I thought you'd be interested in how the foreign press is reviewing your current condition."

"Oh god," Dido groaned. "Is it the same bullshit as we get here? 'Dido Cook Bakes a Bun'? 'Swell Times for Dido's Belly'? 'Bumpy Ride for Amy on Set!'"

"Pretty much," said Max, "but in Italian. 'Mama Mia! Sono Manicotti Ripieni?'"

"'Ripieni'? Is that 'ripe'?"

"Stuffed."

"Yeah, I'm definitely feeling that."

Max's hand slid over Dido's belly and he pulled her against him. She could feel his erection against her ass, and it stiffened as his fingers followed the curve of her womb and teased the top of her pants.

"I'd be interested in stuffing you more," Max whispered into her ear, his breath hot and moist. "I'd like to fill you to overflowing ..."

Dido closed her eyes and sighed.

#

Max came through on his promise, as always, and Dido was indeed stuffed to overflowing.

The alley behind the soundstage, overlooking the parking lot with the Ventura Highway rumbling below, wasn't the most romantic venue, but Dido wasn't looking for romance. She wanted to recapture that hard, hot urgency of the day at Lake Norton, when Max's desperation and her elation had driven their fucking. And with the warm California sun on her shoulders as she bent over a ledge and Max standing behind her with his hands on her ass, Dido found the heat she had been craving.

Reggie continued to be more than a little afraid of Dido's passion and power. He never initiated sex, and was mostly passive while Dido rode him, filthy words flowing from her lips. His face was always wide-eyed and gasping when Dido mounted him, as if he expected her to consume him body and soul with her hunger. And she felt sometimes that she could devour him, could drain him of all life and still feel an aching need for more.

Max, though, was intent on devouring her. His hungry mouth ran hot and wet over her neck, her breasts, her belly. His tongue lapped at her core, his lips tugged at her clit, her juices flowed sweet and warm over his cheeks and chin. Dido pressed both hands to her mouth when she came, muffling cries that would surely have been heard over the traffic's roar if she let them loose.

When he entered her, hard and urgent with his thrusts, Dido felt her womb contract and her tunnel clamp down around his shaft. For a moment, she actually feared that he would displace the seed growing in her belly with his hammering cock. But then he settled into a steady, insistent rhythm while Dido lay back against the concrete ledge with her knees up and tits jiggling, and she rode through a second climax.

Then Max pulled free and turned her over, nudging her feet wide while he stood behind her, and Dido rested her forehead against the low wall and moaned. She reached a hand between her legs, thumb on her clit and fingers on his balls, and when he came, she felt his thick seed drip down onto her palm. He pulled his cock free and dropped to his knees behind her, face buried between her legs, and he sucked her cunt clean of his spend while Dido breathed in ragged gasps.

#

Dido and Max fucked three more times during the week of shooting, slipping away behind the studio between scenes for their wordless, ravenous couplings. When Max put his hands on her belly and stared into her eyes, his cock buried to the hilt, Dido swooned with quivering delight. He claimed her, body and soul, in those moments, he owned her completely and she surrendered to his hunger. Afterward, she trembled when she walked back to the set and felt dizzy when the chill of the air conditioning struck her face.

She was recovering in the studio lounge after their second meeting, lying on the couch and feeling the sweat trickle down her thighs, when Melissa called.

"I wanted to tell you in person," Melissa said, "but I'm just totally booked up this week."

"Tell me what?" Dido asked, her mind still behind the lot with Max and his eager tongue. She looked up at the ceiling, recalling the wet and frenzied sounds his mouth made between her legs.

"They're putting 'Amy and Lisa' on hiatus for next season," Melissa said. "Mimi is still shooting her summer movie in South America or something, and the production company is worried about starting new shoots with your condition ..."

"What the fuck?" Dido exclaimed, swinging her feet onto the floor and pressing the phone against her ear. "Hiatus? Condition? What does that mean?"

"They say it's just temporary," Melissa said. "They're doing a mid-season spin-off set at Dave's Discount Food World, so interest will still be high, but they think it's best to put it on ice for now."

"Seriously? They're putting me on ice?"

"Not you, Di," said Melissa, "just the show. We've still got things in the pipeline for you."

"For how long?"

"A season? Half a season? Until your condition ... clears up?"

"Fuck," Dido whispered, rubbing her belly as she rocked on the couch. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."


Part 4: December 1996 - January 1997
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Dido Bereft
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Chapter 9
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The photo shoot was Melissa's idea.

"They just don't know where you fit anymore," Melissa explained when they met in her office. "I mean, are you the sexy starlet from 'Camp Oneidewish Nights'? The chipper go-getter from 'Amy and Lisa'? The new face of motherhood? It makes getting you considered for new projects really challenging."

"And posing naked in some men's magazine is going to clarify things?" Dido asked over her peppermint latte.

"Not naked," Melissa said, "just artfully nude. And it's not just some men's magazine; it's the men's magazine."

"I thought Playboy was the men's magazine."

Melissa laughed. "It was for your granddad, maybe. And your dad probably subscribes to GQ or something like that. But the men who buy movie tickets, the men who shape the conversation, the men whose opinions really matter — they read Aspire Zone."

"You sound like you're reading their ad copy," said Dido, wrinkling her nose.

"Maybe I am. But seriously, this is a good move. You've been out of the spotlight for almost a year, and that's a long fucking time in this town — people are going to forget who you are. This shoot is going to remind them, big time."

"I'd rather remind them by acting in something," Dido said. "I thought you said there were some Oscar-worthy projects in the works for 1997? It's going to be 1997 in, like, two and a half weeks ..."

Melissa threw up her hands.

"I'm doing my best," Melissa said. "I'm not the one who got knocked up off schedule."

Dido felt heat rising from her throat to her cheeks. A mixture of anger and regret washed over her. Ever since Devon was born in March, her life had become a confusing and muddled mess that she could barely contain. She had missed the first week of the "Camp Oneidewish Nights" promotions in April, which generated a storm of rumors that the tabloids gleefully stoked: "Is Dido Calling It Quits?" "Dido a no-show, Max alone - is this the end of Hollywoods hottest rom com team?" "The Lure of Motherhood vs. the Glow of the Spotlight" And with "Amy and Lisa" still on hiatus, but the Dave's Discount Grocery spinoff, "I Was a Teenage Stock Boy," anchoring Thursday nights in its place, it felt like the world was quickly moving on without Dido Cook.

"That's a low blow," Dido said quietly, looking down at the cup in her hands. "Maybe it was the wrong time for my career, but it was the right time for me."

"Sorry, I shouldn't have said that," said Melissa. "But that's the reason I had to pull you out of that boat movie, and the noir detective thing. So I'm scrambling a little bit. These pictures really will help, Di, I know it; they're all about shaping the conversation around you."

"Fine," Dido said with a sigh. "If sexy nudes are going to help, I'll give it a shot."

"Oh, I didn't say sexy!" Melissa said with a laugh. "You're well past the hot young starlet roles — no offense. We're going more for ... natural? Carefree? The ... yummy mummy?"

Dido wrinkled her nose. "'Yummy mummy'? Is that a thing?"

"It will be when you're looking out from those Aspire Zone covers, all curvy and sexy, with a beautiful baby on your hip."

#

At first, Dido was against having Devon in the photos with her. At almost ten months old, he was going through a fussy phase, expressing strong opinions loudly, and she didn't think he would put up with the bright lights and strange faces. She also didn't want Devon on the paparazzis' radar: most of his outings so far had been with Stephanie, the nanny they hired shortly after Devon's birth, and had been blessedly anonymous.

But Melissa's comment about Dido's curves struck her in the most delicate part of her psyche. Pregnancy had changed her body, and no matter how hard her trainer Enzo worked her during their hour-long sessions every morning, or how much salad and sweet potato soup her chef Tyra served at meals, there were some things that were never going back to normal. Though Dido's belly had regained its tautness with grueling hours of situps and burpees, her tits, once swollen to feed Devon's ravenous appetite, refused to shrink back into her old bras. And her hips and ass had taken on rounder, smoother shapes than the old Dido could ever have imagined. Maybe having Devon in the photos, with his jolly rolls of fat around his tummy and his sumptuous collection of chins, would draw some attention away from Dido's shape, or at least make her seem relatively svelte in comparison.

Dido had expected the new curves to activate Reggie's primal urges. He had, after all, been drawn to Vikki Viper's full, round belly and wide hips the nights that led up to him planting the seed that blossomed into Devon. But except for a morning hand brushed across her ass before he left for the office, and mostly chaste embraces where he let his hands linger on the swell of her hip, Reggie was not lured in by Dido's fresh charms. They had fucked only four times since Devon's birth, nine months ago.

Which was probably why her heart skipped a beat when she saw Brad, the photographer assigned to the shoot. He was young (They all look so young now, Dido mused, maybe that's an effect of Mom Brain?), dressed in a white t-shirt and black jeans, black hair swept back and held in place with a swipe of pomade that made it glisten under the studio lights. His blue eyes had a laughing sparkle, and his lips turned up playfully when Dido, Stephanie, and Devon entered, Stephanie balancing Devon on one hip and Devon's bag of necessaries on the other, and Dido carrying her own big black bag across her shoulder.

"Welcome, welcome!" Brad said, his voice deeper than Dido would have expected from his slender frame and delicate features.

He reached his arms out for Devon; Stephanie passed him to Brad, who spun Devon in a circle while Devon squealed with delight. Dido felt a tingle in her belly at the sight of Devon's smile; he rarely smiled like that for Reggie, probably because he rarely saw Reggie at all.

"It's an honor, Miss Cook," Brad said, balancing Devon on his hip while reaching a hand toward Dido. "You were wonderful in 'Camp Oneidewish,' and of course I never miss an episode of 'Amy and Lisa.'"

"Thanks so much," Dido said, taking his hand in hers.

She let her fingers linger, enjoying the firmness of his grip. Dido had been craving touch for months, ever since her last encounter with Max. Except for Devon's often sticky caresses, Dido rarely felt skin on skin anymore. Brad, she thought, had especially nice skin, a little rough across his knuckles, smooth on his palm, warm and dry and alive ... She shook her head and smiled awkwardly as she let go of Brad's hand, but when she caught his eye, she saw no evidence that he had picked up on her desperation.

"You can get changed behind the screen," Brad said, as he shifted Devon back into Stephanie's arms. "Hair and make-up will be here in just a minute."

#

It had been nice to be back in the hair and make-up chair again after so many months. The make-up crew's touch was almost as nice as Brad's had been, and the opportunity to just sit and let someone else primp and prime and preen her made Dido nearly swoon with delight. She sipped her latte — not, alas, peppermint, but still quite delicious — and luxuriated in the attention.

The photo shoot itself was a little less delightful, at least for the first hour or so. There was far too much standing around waiting for Brad and his assistant to swap lenses and adjust lights, far too much time holding a pose — squatting on the floor in a floral dress with Devon balanced on a knee, standing in a flowing gown in front of a fan and looking over her shoulder while Devon fussed at her breast, kneeling over Devon in a sheer white robe while the lights grew hotter and hotter on the back of her neck. Devon turned fussy, and refused to be soothed when Stephanie offered his favorite truck; honestly, Dido didn't blame him, and she doubted that she would have accepted soothing even from her favorite coffee at that point. She was sweaty and tired, her knees and back ached, and she was ready to call it quits. Did she even need to be a star anymore? Could she work out something with her accountant, maybe downsize and move back up to that cute little town with the lake and coffee shop?

Dido was in the middle of fantasizing a quiet life in Wasconaway — days spent at the Triple Play Cafe, evenings watching the sunset over Lake Norton — when Brad announced, "Okay, time for the nudes."

Dido snapped to attention. She had all but forgotten Melissa's teasing about "artfully nude" photographs; part of her assumed she was joking. And Aspire Zone wasn't that kind of magazine ...

"Wait," Dido said, a wary tone in her voice, "nude nude, or just sort of suggestive nude."

Brad shrugged. "It's your call, Miss Cook," he said. "The art director said 'artistic' nudes, and that gives us a lot of leeway."

"Let's start with suggestively draped," Dido said, feeling her face flush, "and see where that leads."

#

It led, Dido was surprised to discover, to the greatest sense of freedom she had felt since skinny-dipping with Max at Lake Makanogin. Once she emerged from behind the dressing screen with nothing but a white linen sheet wrapped around herself, Dido felt the tension that had lingered in her shoulders for months suddenly melt away. The hair and make-up crew descended on her with brushes and spray bottles, teasing her hair into an apparently casual but fully artificial tangle, and a smile rose to her lips.

Devon must have sensed her change in demeanor, because his fussiness, too, melted away, and when he snuggled against her, skin to skin, he drifted into a deep and apparently dreamless sleep. Stephanie sat on a chair in the corner, hands between her knees, looking suddenly bereft of purpose, and that put an extra spring in Dido's step as she glided across the studio floor in her sheet like a graceful swan.

Brad's direction became silent as he moved her through a series of poses, guiding her with a hand to her hip, a finger on her back, a glance at her bare feet. Dido rolled on the floor with Devon in her arms, peering from under the sheet pulled over her face, letting it slip from her hip, clutching it loosely above her breasts so her cleavage rose above the sheet's folds. She lifted the sleeping Devon as she lay on her back, letting the sheet slip from her breasts, and turned her head to look at Brad with a playful twist in her smile.

"Maybe some pictures just with Mom?" Brad said as Dido sat up, pulling the sheet up as she handed Devon to Stephanie. The baby squirmed a little as the nanny took him into her arms and then settled against her shoulder with a sigh. Stephanie left the studio with Devon, throwing a smile and a raised eyebrow toward Dido, which Dido ignored.

"Sure," Dido said, shaking her head to toss her hair. "What do you want me to do?"

"Just keep looking stunning," Brad said, as he squatted next to her with the camera lens close to her face. Dido looked over her shoulder with half-lidded eyes and bit her lip. "Let me scoot around so I can get your good side with the light behind me."

#

"You're always trying to get my good side," Dido said, stepping a little closer to Brad.

She held the sheet that had been draped across her during the shoot over her breasts. Brad had taken dozens of pictures of Dido as she spun and swirled about the studio, the sheet rising and falling about her, giving hints and glimpses of the flesh beneath the fabric. Now he was packing his gear while his assistant struck the lights, rolling electric cords onto black plastic spools.

"Maybe you'd like to get my bad side, too?" Dido asked, letting her tongue slip quickly and wetly across her lower lip.

"Oh, Miss Cook," Brad said, his cheeks blazing crimson as he busied himself with his camera. "I don't think that would be possible — I don't think you have a bad side."

"Oh, that's where you're wrong," Dido said. She was close enough now that her bare hip nudged Brad's leg, and she lingered in the touch. "I've got a very bad side. Very, very bad ..."

Brad laughed nervously and took two steps away from Dido. He knelt over the foam-padded case that held his collection of lenses and began to unscrew the one attached to his camera. He kept his back turned to Dido, but she could see the blush of his cheeks spreading to his neck.

"From everything I've heard," Brad said, "you're one of the nicest people in this town. It's been a real honor to work with you, Ms. Cook."

"Dido," she said, trying to keep the icy edge out of her voice. "You should call me Dido."

"Okay, um, Dido," he said, glancing over his shoulder. Dido liked the way his eyes flashed over the bare skin of her belly between the folds of the sheet, and the way he looked away as soon as he felt her notice his glance. "It's ... um ... it's been really nice working with you."

"Nice people can be bad, too, sometimes," Dido said. "Sometimes very bad. I can be downright vulgar when I've got half a mind."

Dido took a deep breath and let the sheet fall open in front, while her back, turned to Brad's assistant, stayed covered. Brad looked up, his eyes lingering for more than a moment on her breasts, her belly, her tangle of blonde hair between her legs, then quickly looked away, his face burning crimson.

"Miss Cook," he croaked, hands fumbling so much with his gear that the lens slipped from his hands and clattered onto the studio floor. "Miss Cook, I, um, this was a very nice session and — "

"I wouldn't mind more intimate nudes," Dido whispered, her heart pounding so hard she could barely hear her own words. "It would be a shame to waste the studio time ..."

"Miss Cook," Brad said, eyes fixed on his feet, "I'm really glad we had this opportunity to work together. I hope we get the chance again someday."

Dido watched him stumble to his feet and hurry toward the studio door, leaving the open camera case behind, and she let her shoulders sag to the sheet slipped further down her back.


Chapter 10
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In addition to the nanny, Stephanie — a petite strawberry blonde with a perky nose and even perkier little tits — Reggie had added a groundskeeper, Judith, to the household staff. His production company was bringing in more money now than Dido's acting contracts — her animation voice-over work was the only thing keeping her SAG-AFTRA card current these days — and he wanted to make the grounds around the house his own. In addition to putting Judith and a crew of workers to the task of turning the pool into a desert oasis with weeping palms and Barbary figs, and installing a topiary bestiary and sprinklers in the front, Reggie had commissioned a renovation of the little cabin at the back of the property that had been a play house for Mickey's nieces and nephews the two or three times they had visited when he and Dido were married.

"I need a space of my own here," Reggie had explained, "where I can go to work on projects. I've been around enough clunky screenplays now to know what a good one looks like, and I've had to bite my tongue about enough stupid ideas that I really want to see my own dreams come to life."

"Whatever you want, babe," Dido had said, paging through another screenplay Melissa had sent her: there were two female leads in this one, a scrappy single mom and the wise older woman who ran the diner in a little town, and Melissa was pushing Dido to go for the older woman role. Dido had protested she was still only 28, and could definitely play spitfire scrappy; "You present wiser than your years," Melissa had countered, which made Dido even more committed to reading for the younger part.

Some afternoons, when she was tired of looking at scripts and Stephanie was on an outing with Devon and the house felt too close and quiet, Dido liked to sit on the balcony off the guest bedroom with a cup of tea and watch the progress on the grounds. There was a muddy scar from the back driveway to the little cabin nestled in the shrubs at the edge of the property where the work crew had hauled lumber and tools for much of the fall and into the first weeks of winter. Now that the work on the cabin had shifted inside, with electricians, plumbers, and carpenters making Reggie's rustic getaway into a luxurious man cave, Judith was overseeing her crew laying pavers along the rough track and preparing the ground along the emerging walkway for ornamental plantings.

Dido found Judith fascinating. She was tall, taller than Reggie, with broad shoulders and big hands, her dark hair pulled back into a no-nonsense ponytail. Judith usually wore cargo shorts that displayed her muscular calves, and t-shirts that strained to contain her biceps. Her only makeup was the dirt that she carried on the back of her hand when she wiped her brow, but with her skin bronzed by hours in the sun, Judith didn't need any artificial color.

For all her course appearance, though, Judith had a gentle, melodious voice, a tinkling laugh, and a kind manner. When Dido ventured out to survey the work that Judith's crew was doing, she was happy to stop her efforts and give her a tour, beaming with pride at the fresh plantings around the pool and new irrigation lines the crew was laying in the front. Dido didn't understand all the details of the watering schedule and planting scheme that would keep the estate in bloom for most of the year, but she didn't need to: Judith exuded confidence and wisdom, as well as enthusiasm and generosity.

Which was quite the opposite of Stephanie. Stephanie was aloof and sarcastic, deferring to Dido only so far as was absolutely necessary. Dido was certain that when she wasn't looking — which, to be fair, was often — Stephanie was letting Devon roam around the play area on the side of the house without a hat, probably eating his weight in insects and dirt, while she chatted on the phone with her friends. Sometimes Dido could hear her shrill laugh when she was sitting on the balcony, and it set her teeth on edge; one evening Devon had let out an almost identical laugh when Dido tickled him after dinner, and she nearly burst into tears.

"I don't think she's a good fit," Dido said one night as she and Reggie lay in bed. Reggie had a sheaf of papers on his belly and was peering through his reading glasses at a page in his hands, while Dido fumbled with a sleeping mask that was supposed to emit soothing lavender scents; her sleep had been poor since the photo shoot, and had only gotten worse as she fretted about Stephanie.

"She's fine," Reggie said without looking away from his reading. "Devon loves her, he calls her 'Miss Stephie' and always babbles about how much fun they have at the park."

"She lets him take off his sun hat, and I found a dead worm in his pocket yesterday."

"Little boys like worms," said Reggie.

"Little boys shouldn't bring worms inside."

"I don't think that's really Stephanie's fault. Little boys can be sneaky."

Dido sighed and rolled on her side, her back to Reggie. The mask gave a twitch in her hands when she pressed the switch on the side, and she gasped when it emitted a bitter stream of concentrated lavender oil. She threw the mask on the floor and wiped the oil on the sheet, spreading its sharp odor; it was not at all the relaxing and soothing aroma she had been expecting. Dido looked over at Reggie, who was trying to stifle a laugh against the back of his hand.

"What's so funny?" Dido demanded, jaw set.

"Nothing," said Reggie, his answer muffled in his fist.

"I'm trying to get some sleep," Dido said, "and the stress ... the fucking stress. And even the goddamn aromatherapy mask has it in for me."

"I'm sorry, babe," Reggie said, leaning over to place a kiss on the back of Dido's head. "I know it's been rough."

"You don't know how rough," Dido said, feeling tears gathering in her eyes. "The show is on hiatus — and I don't think it's coming back. The scripts Melissa's been sending just suck. I'm the voice of a talking turtle and a giant grasshopper. People are going to forget me!"

"No one could possibly forget Dido Cook," Reggie said, rubbing Dido's back through her t-shirt. "You're a star, baby, you'll always be a star. That camp movie did really well."

"It came out over a year ago!" Dido sobbed, the tears running hot down her cheeks. "And there's been nothing, nothing, since then except that stupid turtle cartoon."

"Every champ hits a slump now and then," said Reggie. His hands felt firm and warm against her back, and Dido let a sob turn into a long exhale, willing her shoulders to relax. "Dido Cook's not going to stay down for long."

Dido sighed, feeling the tension in her body like a tight spring being pulled even tighter. She was sure she was going to snap, but somehow the pressure just built and built and built. Dido leaned into Reggie's hand, and he gently stroked a line along her spine and to the nape of her neck.

"You feel so stiff," Reggie said. "All this tension! You should get that Tessa back out, you really need a massage."

Dido rolled onto her back, pulling Reggie's hand under her, and turned to face him.

"I really need a fuck," Dido whispered.

She suddenly rolled, throwing a leg across Reggie's waist, and took his face between her hands, pressing her lips to his. Reggie spluttered and waved his arms, sending the papers on his lap scattering.

"Holy shit!" Reggie gasped, pulling away from Dido. "Holy shit, my screenplay!"

Dido propped herself up on her elbow and laughed as Reggie clambered to the floor, gathering up the scattered papers and swearing under his breath.

"They're all out of order!" Reggie yelled, his voice rising to an exasperated pitch. "All the pages are scrambled!"

"Come scramble me," Dido purred, crawling across the bed and reaching down to put a hand on Reggie's shoulder, "and I'll help you sort them when you're done making me feel good."

Reggie pushed Dido's hand away and staggered to his feet, clutching the stack of loose pages to his chest. His face was red, and Dido could see a vein throbbing on his head through his thinning hair.

"Damn it," he yelled, "I've got work to do, I don't have time to goof off!"

Reggie turned on his heel and stormed out of the bedroom, slamming the door behind him. It took Dido a long, shocked minute to fully register his departure. And then fresh tears began to fall.

#

The next day was Stephanie's day off. Dido looked forward to her mommy days with Devon, at least until his first naptime, when he became fussy and willful unless he had been sufficiently tired out. A lazy morning of playing with blocks wasn't nearly enough; Dido supposed that was why Stephanie took him on so many outings to the park and zoo, and why she let him loose in the side yard to crawl and gambol and shriek. But Dido was in no mood for outside shrieking after her restless night alone in the big bed.

A morning of making cookies in the kitchen with Tyra, though, might be a good activity, Dido thought, and they could also produce a peace offering for Reggie. A plate of hot chocolate chip cookies would certainly go a long way to soothing Reggie's annoyance from the previous night, and might be a segue into a new sort of seduction, a "yummy mummy" approach: the old, direct "I really need a fuck" that had worked for Dido pre-motherhood had been failing desperately, so she was ready to try a new strategy, one that started with some gentle nurturing and ended with Dido sprawled on the couch in Reggie's writing cabin, covered in cookie crumbs, the taste of chocolate and cum in her mouth and a satisfied smile on her lips.

"I'm kind of surprised you've got the ingredients on hand," Dido said as Tyra went to pantry and pulled down the flour, brown sugar, and big bag of chocolate chips. A stick of butter was already sitting in the double boiler, softening.

"I keep all sorts of stuff," Tyra said with a laugh. "Got to be ready for the odd request, and these mostly keep."

"So you've been feeding me leafy greens and steamed salmon," Dido said around a mouthful of chocolate chips, "and all this time you're harboring a secret supply of chocolate chip cookies in the making."

"Just me and Enzo conspiring against you," Tyra said with a wink.

Devon, balanced on Dido's heap, reached a chubby hand toward the bag of chocolate chips, and Dido helped him maneuver a fistful to his open mouth. Most of them made it inside, and he made happy noises as he munched with his near-toothless gums.

The cookie baking project was a good one for occupying Devon's attention. He loved putting his hands in the flour, pounding on the rolled dough with his fat little fists, and stealing chips from the bowl. Tyra did most of the work of mixing, rolling, and scooping the dough, while Dido held Devon and narrated the process in a cheery, sing-song voice.

While the cookies baked in the tall kitchen oven, Dido sat on the floor with Devon while he rolled a toy car back and forth through a puddle of spilled flour, watching the wheels make tracks in the white powder. He made engine noises, and squealed with delight when he let the car fly across the tiles and crash into the cabinets. Tyra smiled down at him as she stepped around them to check the oven; the rich, homey smell of baking cookies filled the air.

The cookies were warm and gooey when they came out of the oven. Dido blew on one to cool it, and then let Devon take half of it in his hand. He smeared chocolate across his face and howled with joy at the delicious mess.

"I'd like to bring a few out to Reggie," Dido said. "Do you think you could watch Devon for a little bit?"

"It's a pleasure to look after this little cookie monster," Tyra said, kneeling beside Devon with another cookie for him to devour. "I hope you don't mind if I fatten him up a little?"

"I don't see why not," Dido said, setting cookies on a plate. "He doesn't have to read for any parts this week."

#

The cabin door was closed when Dido approached up the trail of flagstones that Judith's team had finished placing the week before. She raised her hand to knock, but then stopped; the cookies, and her visit, were a surprise, and she wanted to stretch out the anticipation. Instead, she carefully jiggled the knob, then turned it so slowly that the latch made almost no sound as the door gently swung open. Dido slipped inside as silently as possible and shut the door behind herself.

While Tyra played with Devon, giggling at his noises when he licked melted chocolate off his pudgy fingers, Dido had hurried upstairs to change. She went out to the cabin wearing the bikini bottom and t-shirt from "Camp Oneidewish Nights" that had been featured on the movie poster: the pale blue fabric clung deliciously to her ass, she thought, and the extra padding on her posterior only made it sexier. The t-shirt clung to her slightly larger tits much more provocatively than it had in the movie stills — she had definitely graduated from spicy ingenue to yummy mummy, she thought as she checked her figure in the mirror before hurrying back to the kitchen to grab the plate of cookies. Tyra gave her a little smile and a wink as she hurried out the back door.

The interior of the cabin was dim, lit only by the daylight streaming through a gap in the curtains over the windows. It took Dido's eyes a minute to adjust to the light; she tiptoed toward the little room in the back where Reggie liked to work, holding her breath while a wicked smile formed on her lips. Reggie had been gone from the house when she got up that morning, and with the clock nearing noon he had probably been at work for four hours or more; surely it was time for a break, and Dido was sure she could convince him to relax for a little midday snack. He could hardly complain that she hadn't given him space for his project.

A surprised face met Dido's gaze when she threw the back room's door open, but it wasn't Reggie's face; it was a woman's face, flushed and wide-eyed, framed by blonde hair plastered in a fine spray on her forehead. It took Dido a moment to realize that the face belonged to Stephanie, and that it sat atop a naked body that was thrown back in apparent ecstasy, firm little tits glowing beneath hard nipples, flat tummy tense above a shaved, wide-spread, glistening cunt that appeared impaled on a throbbing cock, heavy balls shadowed beneath her ass.

Stephanie let out a shuddering gasp and a sob — Dido had apparently timed her entrance precisely to Stephanie's climax — and when the nanny toppled forward, coming loose from her seat, it was Reggie's surprised face and stiff cock that appeared before her eyes. The plate of cookies clattered to the floor, shattering on impact, while Dido stood frozen in the doorway.

"Oh shit oh shit oh shit," Stephanie was gasping, crawling across the floor toward a pile of clothes in the corner of the room.

"Fuck fuck fuck," Reggie was repeating as he scrambled to the edge of the couch he sat on, pulling his knees up around his ridiculously waggling erection.

Dido was silent for what felt like ages, watching Reggie cower against the arm of the couch while his erection waned and Stephanie struggle to pull on her panties and a shirt, tears streaming down her cheeks. Dido looked down at the broken plate, cookies crushed in the wreckage, and began to laugh. Reggie and Stephanie both looked at her with fear on their faces as she threw her head back and cackled, hot tears on her cheeks as well.

"Well, that's just fucking lovely," Dido said when she could catch her breath. "Just really fucking beautiful. Nice work, you two, really nice work."

She balled her hands into fists and stood with her feet apart, shaking her head at her naked husband and sniveling nanny.

"You're fired," Dido said with an icy sharpness in her voice. "Both of you."


Part 5: February 1997 - March 1997
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Dido Reclaimed
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Chapter 11
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Dido waited until the moving crew's truck had pulled away from the back door and wound its way toward the main road, laden with Reggie's belongings, before she went upstairs. She had spent the morning in the downstairs office, sitting in the recliner and reading over scripts that Melissa had sent over while Tyra brought cup after cup of camomile tea, all of which went cold before she could finish them. What she really wanted was a peppermint latte — a peppermint latte served in a battered thermos, poured into a plastic cup, drunk while mosquitos buzzed around her ear and the sun rose over Lake Makanogin — but Enzo insisted that she be dairy and sugar free for the next few weeks.

"You are out of balance, Ms. Cook," Enzo said with his warm Italian accent, reminding her of sunlight on Piazza San Marco, when she protested, "and you will not find your footing with a peppermint latte."

Dido was quite sure that a peppermint latte would perfectly balance her, but she wasn't paying Enzo an exorbitant fee just so she could ignore him. And so far, at least, he had been right about her diet and exercise.

When she could no longer hear the hum of the van that was hauling all of Reggie's shit away, Dido stacked the scripts on the table beside her chair and stretched. The scripts were a wild mix, everything from a murder mystery to a romantic comedy to a voice part in an animated movie about a giant lizard; Dido Cook had come loose from Hollywood's psyche, it seemed, and no one knew quite where she fit. She was exhausted after bouncing from script to script, suffering mental whiplash, and all she wanted was to stop thinking for a little while.

She could see through the window that dusk was falling across the hills. With a sigh, she clicked off the lamp by the chair and dragged herself toward the stairs.

The moving crew had been thorough, sweeping up anything that crossed their paths. Dido had been sure to shove all of her own belongings into her closet in the master bedroom and lock the door, and she had trusted Dmitri to the task of keeping an eye on the three young men — college boys, she suspected — who were packing Reggie's clothes and shoes, toiletries and towels, into cardboard boxes.

When she got to the bedroom, she found Reggie's closet door wide open, the light burning inside, a loose sock lying forlorn in the middle of the floor. For a moment, Dido felt a twinge of pity for the sock, bereft of its mate, abandoned in the waning evening light. Then she kicked it, sending it flying into the dusty corner of the room, and felt a surge of anger.

The new nanny, Mrs. Wiley — apple cheeks, silver hair, a laugh like cool rain, and absolutely sexless as far as Dido could tell — had spent the day with Devon at the park and the aquarium, and now had him in his bedroom at the end of the hall, where she could hear quiet giggles from both of them. Dido closed her bedroom door and walked into Reggie's closet, surveying the vast emptiness with a lump in her throat. Empty hangers hung on the aluminum rods, and half of the drawers teetered half open, as if rifled through by an efficient burglar working up from the floor. She kicked at one of the drawers, and it fell out onto the floor with a hollow clatter.

A silvery sparkle behind the fallen drawer caught Dido's eye, and she knelt and peered into the empty space behind it. Something lay inside the cavity of the dresser, and she reached her hand inside, feeling around until emerging with a manila envelope, a plastic DVD case, and a tattered magazine.

The magazine was a battered copy of "Special XXX" with a blonde woman on the cover, her breasts in her hands held out to the viewer, a saucy grin on her face. Dido set it aside, wrinkling her nose at the stains across the cover. The black DVD case was unlabeled, but when she opened it, Dido found a shiny disk with "VIKKI GB" scrawled across it in black marker. The envelope she recognized — it was the one she had given Dmitri almost a year ago when she sent him on his quest. Inside, she found the same set of black and white photographs that had first prompted their search for Vikki Viper. Looking at the shadowed mass of Vikki's belly was like a punch in the gut, and Dido had to look away when she felt hot tears welling in her eyes.

She grabbed the DVD case and walked to the wardrobe across from the bed that concealed the bedroom entertainment center behind its heavy doors. When she swung it open, she felt her throat tighten at the sight of the mostly empty shelves below the DVD player; Reggie had kept most of his favorite movies here, and all that remained were some highlight reels from his production company's first years and an old concert disc by a comedian she didn't recognize. And dust, a lot of dust.

She tapped the DVD player open, dropped the disc into the tray, and went to sit down on the bed while the door whirred closed. After a moment, the television screen showed the ghostly figures and wavy colored lines of a VHS tape held too long on pause, and then it suddenly erupted in movement and a blast of sound. Dido frantically tapped the volume on the remote control down until the sound was a muted hum.

The image on the screen was a poorly lit, blurry bed, on which a woman lay, naked, with arms and legs spread wide and a saucy smile on her face. Her blonde hair lay in waves around her head, and her full breasts glowed, nipples hard, as if recently aroused. The camera angle appeared to be from directly above the bed, as though suspended overhead; Dido thought she could detect a slight sway from the camera being poorly moored to the ceiling, though it was hard to tell if it was the camera or the poor transfer from video tape to DVD that caused the subtle wiggle.

Dido watched with a mixture of dread and fascination as men walked into the frame from all sides, surrounding the bed. They came in all shapes and colors and sizes, some with hats and masks on their heads and faces, all as naked as the woman, cocks in varying states of arousal. The woman's face flickered through expressions of surprise, fear, hunger, and finally delight, a smile splitting her face. Dido leaned forward, squinting at the screen; she was almost certain that the woman was Vikki Viper, but before her womb was full, before she came to Dido's bed to preside over her insemination.

The shot cut suddenly to a camera positioned near the woman's head, looking down over her breasts and belly, as first one and then two and the four men clambered onto the bed, cocks waggling and hands grasping. Dido felt her belly clench when the woman — Vikki, it had to be Vikki — took a cock into her mouth, and then another, swapping between a long, thin rapier and a short, fat fire plug, her lips and tongue wet and blurry. A man's head dove between Vikki's legs, and then the camera cut again to zoom in on a bright red tongue lapping against the pink folds of her cunt, fingers tugging at the tangled curls of her bush. Dido threw a glance at the bedroom door, hurried across the room to make sure it was locked, and then returned to the bed, shucking off her sweatpants and panties as she lay back on the pillow with the remote in one hand.

There was a strange balletic quality to the scene on the television, a sort of wordlessly choreographed dance. It reminded Dido of watching a nature program: schools of fish swarming about a reef, perhaps, a herd of gazelles parting before the charge of a lioness, the wheeling murmuration of a flock of starlings taking flight. The men made their way around and over and under Vikki, turning and twisting her as they moved her through a series of positions, mounting her in turns while her hands and mouth searched and found the cocks they offered her. Dido found a rhythm of her own within the scene, a sympathetic stroke and tug between her legs as she let herself become lost in the graceful swarm of the men around Vikki's body. She imagined herself in Vikki's place, surrounded by hungry mouths and passionate hands, hard cocks poking and prodding at her, desperate for her touch, focused on her pleasure as much as their own. Vikki was the sun, and the men swarmed in erratic orbits, and Dido wished that she were in the presence of that glowing heat.

Dido was glassy eyed and slack jawed, her pussy abuzz with the first inklings of climax, when the crowd on the screen suddenly parted like a crashing wave around a coastal rock and a figure appeared at the foot of Vikki's bed. He was tall and blonde, with a chiseled jaw and broad, hairless chest, his eyes a piercing blue. And his cock — his cock stood straight and strong from a tangle of blonde hair, pointing almost at his chin, the shaft a warm and rosy pink and the head a shade of royal plum. It was the largest cock Dido had ever seen, a beautiful monster beyond reason, and she groaned at its sight, her clit tingling. From the television she heard Vikki's gasp, fear and desire twisted together in that sound, and Dido felt a pang of jealousy as the man climbed up onto the bed and knelt between Vikki's legs.

The camera angle changed again, zooming tight on the cock's swollen head pushing against the folds of Vikki's cunt. Dido had been in enough closeup shots herself — of her face, of course — to know that the lens must be almost resting on Vikki's thigh to capture this image of the monstrous bulb of the blonde man's cock opening a path toward Vikki's womb. Dido dropped the remote and slid first one finger, then two, inside her own pussy, watching with wonder as the shaft disappeared inch by inch by inch into Vikki's depths. There seemed to be no end to it; it was like a magic trick, a never-ending sliding piston that went on forever.

When the cock could finally go no further, it began to slide steadily, forcefully, in and out of Vikki's cunt, churning the copious spend of the men who had preceded him into a lacy froth that coated Vikki's bush and dripped down her shaking legs. Dido's legs were shaking, too, as she crested the first wave of an orgasm, her hand a blur between her thighs. She choked back a cry, wanting to wail with the force of the desire coursing through her body but afraid of alerting the house to her passions.

The scene faded to a blur as the enormous cock, still rock hard, came free, leaving a wet and pearly trail that dribbled down Vikki's trembling thigh. Dido grunted through the quivering aftershock of her climax and lay back on the pillow, flushed and panting.

#

Dido had to knock several times at the apartment door above the carriage house before Dmitri appeared, his hair tousled and eyes heavy with sleep. When he saw who had roused him, he straightened his shoulders and stood a little taller in his t-shirt and boxer shorts, but he still looked exactly like a chauffeur roused at two in the morning would be expected to look.

"Ma'am," he croaked, his voice scratchy, and then coughed. "How can I help you?" he asked with a smoother tone.

Dido handed him the manila envelope, worn and faded with her worried handling. Dmitri reached inside to slide one of the photographs of Vikki Viper halfway out; his eyes opened wide, and then a smile played across his lips as though he was remembering some special, secret pleasure. He slid the photograph back into the envelope and closed the flap.

"Vikki Viper," Dmitri said. "I surely have not forgotten. And ... why do you bring these?"

"I need her again," Dido said.

"Well, I ... that was two years ago, Ms. Cook. I cannot be sure the trail I followed to find Miss Viper still runs along the same route."

"I need her," Dido said. "Badly."

Dmitri opened the envelope again and pulled a photograph all the way, holding it at arm's length. He shook his head from side to side, lips pursed.

"It's important," said Dido. "It's vital."

"This woman is vital to you? How can that be?"

"She just is," said Dido. "I think she's the key. She's where it started, and I think she knows how it ends. She can help me."

Dmitri cocked an eyebrow and looked down his nose at Dido, eyes darting between the photograph and Dido's face. Dido bit her lip and looked up at Dmitri, trying to make herself look small and helpless. Dmitri suddenly grinned, his smile splitting his face and rising to make his eyes sparkle.

"Alright," Dmitri said, "for you, Ms. Cook, I will find this mysterious Vikki Viper."

"Thank you, thank you!" Dido cried, throwing her arms around Dmitri's neck and almost crushing the envelope between them. Dmitri put a hand on her hip, careful not to let it slip lower, to steady himself.

For a moment Dido considered pushing her way into Dmitri's apartment, showing him how truly thankful she was; surely he would be happy to accept gratitude from her, surely he would be grateful himself ... She stood up on her toes, and her lips moved toward Dmitri's chin.

"Dmitri!" a voice called from inside the apartment. "Who is at the door?" Dido thought she recognized Sasha's voice, heavy with sleep and sharp with annoyance. "Come back to bed, it's two o'clock!"

Dmitri put both hands on Dido's waist and gently pushed her back. He called something over his shoulder in Russian, and then leaned forward to place a light, quick kiss on the top of Dido's head.

"For you, Ms. Cook," Dmitri said, "I will do this for you and we will not speak again of Vikki Viper."

#

There were more videos on the DVD, quite different from that first gangbang scene — "Gangbang Creampie 27," Dido eventually learned — but also very much the same. The other videos were professionally lit, shot, and edited, with dialogue and costumes and carefully constructed sets, but all followed a similar arc: Vikki found herself in situations that demanded that she service a group of men, three or five or eight at once, and in every scene she seemed transported to states of ecstasy that could only be described as divine passion that would make a martyred saint green with envy. The disc became her obsession; while Mrs. Wiley took Devon on outings and Tyra prepared lunches she almost never ate, Dido locked herself in her bedroom and masturbated. She pretended to Melissa that she was reviewing the scripts and treatments that kept trickling in, but unless someone offered her a role in the next "Gangbang Creampie" installment, Dido wasn't sure that she ever wanted to act again.

As porn stashes go, Reggie's was meager but focused. Dido wondered if there was more that hadn't been left behind, things that were still current, featuring actresses who looked more like the former nanny, Stephanie; had he grown out of his obsession with Vikki Viper's pregnant belly, the way he had grown out of his interest in Dido's body?

As an insight into Reggie's sexual obsessions, the magazine, the folder of photographs, and the DVD were marginally interesting; they had, after all, been the leverage Dido had needed almost two years before to finally quench the hunger in her womb. But as a revelation of her own desires, the key to unlock Dido's secret passions, they were an epiphany.

"I want to reclaim my body," Dido said. She was sitting in the little cabin at the back of the property, face to face for the first time in a lifetime with Vikki Viper. Dmitri, true to his word, had found her and brought her back to the place where it had all begun for Dido.

While the woman to whom Dido was confessing her darkest desires still looked a lot like the woman who had overseen her impregnation, she was changed, too. Dido wondered what her life had been like in the years since Reggie had pressed his palm to the hard dome of her belly while he filled Dido's womb with his seed. Vikki's face was still pretty, and she gave a ready smile when Dido introduced herself, but there were lines of care around her eyes and across her brow. She probably had given birth not long after Dido came back from Lake Makanogin; she wondered, but dared not ask, what secrets motherhood had revealed to her.

Author's note: You can read about all of Vikki's experiences before, between, and after her encounters with Dido, in "A Family Condition" by Quentin Quick, edited by Cornelia Quick

"Well," Vikki said, smiling across the glass of sparkling water Dido had poured for her when they settled into their seats at the rustic table, "there are a lot of ways to reclaim your body. Like, yoga? Or running?"

Dido rolled her eyes. "I want to reclaim my erotic body. After Devon was born, Reggie wouldn't even touch me — not a hug, not a pat on the ass, nothing! I was ready to fuck after about a month and a half — I wanted to get absolutely railed after two — and that stupid motherfucker ... mother-non-fucker, I mean — was too busy banging the nanny to even notice."

"And so," Vikki said, leaning across the table and taking Dido's hands in hers, "we're going to reclaim your body with —"

"The biggest fucking gangbang the Hollywood Hills have ever seen."

Dido pulled the magazine from Reggie's porn stash up from beneath her chair and opened it to a pictorial spread from "Gangbang Creampie 27": there was a picture of Vikki lying back in a puddle of semen, one of her taking a cock into her mouth while she lay on her belly with a masked man kneeling between her thighs, one of the huge-cocked Viking — Gunnar Hawk, the Norwegian Narwhal — poised to fill Vikki with his massive horn. The pages were wrinkled and discolored with long-dried semen, but there was still something vital in the action the pictures captured.

"Well, fuck me," Vikki said with a grin, tracing the curve of Gunnar's cock with her finger. "Fuck me sideways up the ass with a two foot long dildo. This brings back some memories ..."

"I want ... I need ... to get unstuck," Dido said. "And this ..." She tapped the picture of Vikki in the throes of ecstasy, surrounded and filled with more passion than she could bear. "This will get me unstuck."

"This is quite a lot to take on, Ms. Cook," Vikki said, eyes focused on the picture of Gunnar. "Quite a lot. Have you ever had a threesome?"

Dido blushed.

"No," she said. "I ... thought it about. I fooled around with a girlfriend in college while my boyfriend watched, but we chickened out."

"Well, a gangbang is a whole lot more than a threesome," said Vikki. "The effects are ... what's the word? Loga-something?"

"Logarithmic?"

"Yeah," Vikki said, "that sounds right. Two cocks at once is more than just one and one; and three cocks is an even bigger leap. This one ..." she tapped the picture — "this one was like, twelve or something, non-stop fucking, like I was transported to the planet of fuck on a fucking rocket. I don't even remember most of it. Except, of course, this one ..." She put a finger on Gunnar's cock. "Oh god, I still dream about this one ..."

"I can take it," Dido said. "I can. It's what I need."

"Yeah, maybe," said Vikki, her expression a little wistful. "But ... do you have a Sally?"

"A ... what?"

"Sally," said Vikki. "Sally Skwirtz. My partner in crime. She was with my for the first one, and she was with me for every one after that, and if I ever do another gangbang she'll be there for it again. Someone to hold my hand before it starts and when it's all over, someone to put her arms around me while I come down from the peaks and drop into the valleys, someone to whisper my name in my ear so I can remember who I was before my whole world exploded. Take it from a pro, Dido Cook — you need a Sally or you're not going to enjoy this experience at all."

"Can't you be my Sally?" Dido asked.

"Not my job," said Vikki. "I'll set it up and keep it moving, but you need someone who's there for you. Otherwise ... I don't even want to think what it would be like."

Dido stared at the pictures on the stained magazine pages, furrowing her brow. Melissa would not be a good Sally. Nor would Mimi, her "Amy and Lisa" co-star; and she didn't dare ask her chef Tyra. Dmitri and Sasha had helped procure Vikki's services two years ago, but Dido was wary of sharing more intimacy with them; the way they whispered together in Russian had always made her nervous.

And then she remembered Judith, the groundskeeper, and imagined those strong arms and gentle eyes keeping her safe through the adventure she was embarking upon.

"I think I know who I want to be my Sally," Dido said, giving Vikki a dreamy smile across the table.


Chapter 12
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"You say that," said Judith, elbows on the kitchen table, "but I don't think you really mean it."

They were sitting across from each other over mugs of hot tea in the growing glow of morning. Tyra had the day off, and Mrs. Wiley had just left with Devon for an outing to Polliwog Park, so they were alone in the house. Dido didn't know how to broach the topic of the gangbang — my gangbang, Dido thought, feeling her heart race at the thought — so she had started with the simple statement: "I need to get railed."

"What do you mean, I don't mean it?" Dido said, blinking in surprise. "I'm pretty sure I know my own mind."

Judith shook her head and sipped her tea. Dido had started taking more of an interest in Judith's projects around the property since Reggie's departure, trying to put her own stamp on the grounds. She still thought she might want to torch the little cabin where Reggie had been writing and, apparently, fucking the nanny, but Judith had convinced her — so far, at least — that it could be a useful part of the property. And it was surely going to be very useful for the big event Vikki Viper was planning. In that time, Dido had started telling Judith little secrets — her fears and doubts, her worries and delights — and though Judith seldom answered with more than a few words, Dido always felt she was listening intently.

"I don't think you do," said Judith. "And I don't think you really need to get railed."

"Well, what do I need, then?" Dido demanded, leaning back in her chair with her arms folded beneath her breasts.

"You need to be held," Judith said. "Simple as that. You want strong arms and a steady heartbeat to rest your head against. You're unstuck, Miss Cook, and you need to be planted."

"Well, maybe," Dido said, "but that doesn't mean I don't need —"

Judith reached across the table and took Dido's hand in hers, and Dido felt a catch in her breath. Judith's hands were bigger than Reggie's had been, calloused but gentle, with soil permanently worked into the lines on her palms. Her face — broad and weather-worn, with bright green eyes and laugh lines around her lips — broke into a warm smile.

"I believe you think you want to get railed," said Judith, "and I know you would enjoy getting railed, but I'm also just as sure that you need a serious cuddle."

Dido was surprised to discover that a tear was trickling past her nose, and she daubed at it with her fingers. A small smile curled the ends of her lips.

"A serious cuddle would be nice," Dido said softly, almost whispering. "Judith, can you be my Sally?"

#

Dido's stomach ached as she prepared herself on the morning of her gangbang. She had arranged for Tyra, Devon, and Mrs. Wiley to be away again, had made sure her phone was off, and had sent Dmitri to Vikki Viper's apartment in Westlake with the keys to the cabin and an envelope containing a note with an updated list of what Dido wished to achieve. "Rootedness" and "adulation" were underlined in Dido's flowing script.

There had been no word from Max for over a year — a brief call around Christmas, a postcard from Halifax — but she had an overwhelming urge to phone him. Part of her wondered if this whole foolish undertaking might be an attempt to substitute an afternoon of debauchery for what she had felt in Max's arms. She dialed his number and then closed her phone; dialed and closed; dialed and closed. Then she tucked her phone under her pillow; after, she thought, I'll call him after and let him know about this strange step on my journey ...

She spent an hour trying to decide what to wear for the walk from the back door to the cabin. Clothes were scattered across the bed: skirts and gowns, slacks and shorts, robes in silk and linen and velvet. Dido couldn't decide if she wanted to make a splashy entrance, like she was walking onto the red carpet at a big awards show, or a subtle appearance, sliding quietly into the intimate confines of Vikki's scene. She almost selected the black robe she had worn for her first night with Vikki, but then thought better of it — she needed to make a clean break. "Renewal" was another word underlined on Dido's vision list.

In the end, she decided on a long pink kimono decorated with purple and black chrysanthemums and bamboo shoots. She worried over her hair next, piling it high, pulling it back, tousling it into a wild mane. Finally she tied it back into a loose ponytail, and washed away all traces of makeup from her face. She wanted to present a brand new face to this mysterious world she was approaching, a face without artifice or presumption. Then, thinking her lips looked pale, she applied a thin line of startling crimson that stood like blood against her pale skin, and she smiled at the new face in the mirror.

Dido was sitting in the kitchen, applying pale purple polish to her toenails, when Judith came in, wearing her green coveralls. She gave Dido a broad, inviting smile, and knelt in front of her, taking a foot in her hand. Then she took the polish from Dido and finished painting her nails, blowing them dry with gentle puffs that sent shivering pulses through Dido's body.

"It's time," Judith said, standing and reaching a hand down to Dido. Dido's fingers shook and her heart fluttered as she let Judith guide her toward the door, a strong hand on her back, and for a moment she wondered if this was what a prisoner condemned to death felt on his last slow walk to the execution chamber. But then she suddenly found a buoyancy in her step, a strength in her stride; she was marching not toward a chamber of death but one of transformation. She would emerge from its chrysalis a being unrecognizable as Dido Cook.

#

"I'm scared," Dido whispered when they reached the cabin door. Her hands, which had grown steady as they walked the flagstones from the kitchen, began to tremble again, and she felt her heart pounding in her chest.

Judith took Dido in her arms and held her tightly to her chest. She was taller than Reggie, almost as tall as Max, and Dido wanted to curl up against her. She wanted Judith to press her into a ball and pop her into a pocket of the green, soil-specked overalls for safe keeping. Judith placed a hand against the back of Dido's head, and she pushed her face to Judith's breasts, smelling the loamy aroma of early spring. A tear trickled down her cheek.

"You don't have to do anything you don't want to do," Judith whispered, rubbing a strong hand up and down Dido's back. "We can turn around right now, go back to the kitchen, and have a mug of tea."

"I know," Dido said, her voice muffled against Judith's chest. "I'm scared, but ... I want this. So badly."

"Then you should have it," Judith said. She pressed her lips to the top of Dido's head, and Dido shivered. Then Judith knocked quietly, opened the cabin door, and stepped in.

Dido followed behind Judith, happy to have her steady shape to stand behind. It took her eyes a minute to adjust to the dim light inside, and she gasped when she could see at last how the cabin had been transformed.

The furniture was gone from the main room, replaced with a sea of blankets and pillows in rich and sumptuous colors. Tall metal stands positioned around the space held flickering candles, the aroma of spices and perfumes lifting into the air on the candles' wisps of smoke. The kitchen held a table laden with bowls of fruit and bottles of water, behind which a woman with short red hair was standing, eyes wide at the sight of Dido. Sally, Dido thought, that's Sally ...

Deeper in the shadows, behind the nest of blankets, stood four men, all in white silk robes loosely belted at their waists: a black-haired Hispanic man with a narrow mustache and broad shoulders, a pair of blondes who looked like they had just stepped off their surfboards, and a Black Adonis with nut-brown eyes and close-cropped hair. The robes did little to disguise their physiques — broad shoulders, narrow waists, legs like tree trunks, arms coiled with muscles. They stood in a circle, heads close as if in conversation; when the door closed behind Dido, they looked up, smiling across the room at her, and Dido didn't know if she wanted to run to them or away from them.

Near Sally was a woman in a canary yellow dress, her blonde hair piled high on her head; it took Dido a moment to recognize her as Vikki Viper. She looked almost as nervous as Dido felt, her hands fidgeting against the skirt of her dress and her eyes darting from Dido to the men and back.

The tall Black man moved first, taking a single step forward and bowing deeply at the waist. The other three followed suit, then stood shoulder to shoulder, wearing broad, inviting smiles.

Dido flushed red, tucking a strand of golden hair behind a scarlet ear, then bowed her head toward the men. She turned to Judith and stood on her toes to whisper in her ear, "They're beautiful, Judith, I didn't expect them to be so beautiful." Judith smiled and put an arm over Dido's shoulder, and Dido leaned her head against Judith's protective mass.

They stood for a long time, watching each other across the expanse of blankets and pillows, the men open and inviting in their expressions, Dido wary, her back against the Judith's chest. Finally the Hispanic man stepped forward, making his way across the sea of pillows with careful steps, and stood before Dido, his hand extended. She turned away from him, burying her face against the groundskeeper, who stood solid and unmoving as the hills outside, her hand against Dido's back.

The groundskeeper bent her head down to Dido's and whispered, "You should go to him, Miss Cook; this is what you want." Dido shivered. The man stood perfectly still, hand extended, a look of warm invitation on his face.

And then, finally, Dido turned, cheeks damp with tears, but lips turned up in a smile, and extended her own hand. Dido took a careful, tentative step forward, the man guiding her with one hand on her fingertips and the other on her elbow. When the couple reached the three waiting lovers, they engulfed her in a gentle embrace.

"Benjamin," the black-haired man said, with a soft, Spanish "j". His voice was smooth as silk, rich as chocolate.

"Omar," said the Black man. He reached for Dido's hand and gently kissed her fingers; his lips were dry and soft.

"Mason," said one of the blonde men with a melodious voice. "And Tyler," said the other blonde. Both stepped closer to Dido and placed their hands gently on her arms, just above her shoulder.

"Dido," Dido whispered, her throat dry and scratchy.

"Oh, we know," the Black man — Omar — said, and laughed, a rich, rolling sound. "We are at your service, Miss Cook. Miss Viper gave us your list of desires, and we will do our utmost to fulfill them."

"Adulation, adoration, and sublime pleasure," said Benjamin. He took Dido's hand and pressed his mouth to her palm, sending an electric tingle through her.

"Oh, god," Dido groaned. She had never felt such a gentle, hungry kiss. The men closed ranks around her, towering over her, but rather than feeling intimidated, Dido felt protected in the most profound way, like a ship entering a glass-calm harbor after emerging from a tumultuous storm. She let out a breath, and almost wished she didn't have to breathe in again.

"If at any moment," said Omar, his lips against the shell of her ear, "you feel uncomfortable or unhappy with anything that's happening, simply speak and the problem will be resolved."

"We'll check in, too," said Mason into her other ear, his breath warm and sweet. "If you like what we're doing, we'll keep doing it; if you want something else, let us know, and if you're not sure, well, we'll try things until we hit just the right note."

"We can be very creative," said Tyler. He stood in front of her and placed his hands on the sides of her face, tilting her chin up to face him, and then leaned down to give her light kiss on the lips. Dido gasped; she felt the kiss all the way to her toes.

She was so focused on Tyler's face that she was surprised to feel something warm and wet against her shoulder. Dido glanced over to see Benjamin slowly kissing his way down her arm, shoulder to elbow, dragging his lips softly over her skin. Omar was kissing the other arm in the same way, and then she felt lips — they must have been Mason's — on her nape, teeth lightly grazing beneath her hair. Dido let out a stuttering sigh, which Tyler quickly swallowed with an open mouth against hers.

Sure and steady fingers found the knot at Dido's waist, and she felt a faint breeze blow across her belly as her robe opened. She tightened her shoulders and then relaxed, sighing as Tyler kissed his way down her chin to her throat and then traced a warm, wet line between her breasts and over her tummy as he slowly lowered himself to his knees. His hands parted the silk around her hips and his cheek pressed into her golden curls; she could feel the faint sandpaper scratch of stubble on her thigh as he kissed along the line of her hip bone and down toward her knee.

Other fingers at her back worked their way under her robe, sliding it toward her shoulders. The silk whispered its way down her back, over her arms, and fell in a pink puddle at her ankles. She felt the smooth silk of a robe — Mason's? — against her back, the firm bulge of his cock against her spine. Dido lifted her arms and found a broad neck behind her; she pulled her lover's head down toward hers, and sighed when warm lips pressed against her mouth. She parted her lips, inviting a strong and curious tongue to slip past her teeth and explore her mouth.

Dido felt a second mouth making its way down her belly, and she glanced down to see Omar kissing his way down the trail that Tyler had blazed. Soon the two of them knelt before her, hands gently stroking the soft, sensitive skin of her ass while their mouths kissed circles around her belly and thighs, their noses and chins sometimes pushing through the silky tangle of her pubic hair. Dido shivered and gasped; her legs felt weak, her knees close to buckling, and she took a staggering step back into Mason's arms.

"Let's lie down, shall we?" Benjamin whispered in her ear. She felt his strong hands on her back and her hip, and he guided her gently into Mason's arms as the two of them lowered her to the nest of blankets and pillows.

When she lay back into the soft comfort around her, Tyler and Omar stretched her legs out before her. Each took a foot in his hands, gently kneading the sole, stroking the ankle, running fingers between her toes. Dido giggled and flinched away, ticklish and delighted; Tyler and Omar kissed her feet, tongues flickering and warm, and then worked their way up and down her legs from ankle to hip.

Mason and Benjamin, meanwhile, stretched out beside her. They took turns kissing her mouth, turning her head from side to side. Dido laughed, feeling dizzy with the ticklish tingle in her toes and the gentle buzz against her lips. Mason slid down, kissing his way over her throat and across her collarbone and then tracing a long, lazy line around her breast with his tongue, his smooth cheek against her skin. Benjamin kissed her mouth, gently at first and then passionately, hot, wet kisses with his tongue invading her mouth, desperate to taste her. Dido's tongue fluttered and tangled with his, and when Mason's lips circled her nipple and he gently sucked she almost bit Benjamin's tongue with the surprise and delight of the sensation.

Benjamin chuckled, kissing her lips again before working his way down to join Mason at her other breast, suckling gently with one hand on her belly and the other tangled in her hair. Dido lay back, staring up into the shadows of the ceiling, her breathing hot and heavy.

She wasn't sure if it was Tyler or Omar who made the first tentative lick between her legs. She gasped as a tongue grazed her nether lips, and she drew her knees up toward her chest in surprise. Soon both Tyler and Omar were licking at the nectar that was now flowing freely from Dido's core, their tongues tussling for her tangy, musky juices. A cheek brushed her clit, and then a tongue, and then lips circled her stiff, throbbing bud, and Dido cried out in delight.

Dido reached out with her hands for Benjamin's shoulders, and she worked her fingers beneath this silk of his robe and over his olive skin. He shrugged, letting the robe slip, and she pushed the soft fabric until it exposed his back, and she scraped her fingernails gently down his spine. That made Benjamin sigh against her breast, and his mouth sucked harder at her nipple.

A finger suddenly joined the mouths between her legs, spreading her lips and prodding gently at her entrance. She was so wet and slick that it slid easily inside, and Dido groaned and arched her back as it pressed against the walls of her vagina.

Benjamin sat up to slip his robe off; he tossed it to the side and lay back down beside Dido. His cock, heavy and warm, rested against her hip, and she reached for it, fingers playing along the silky head and pulsing shaft. Mason stirred on her other side, and she looked over to see him sit up as well, letting his white robe fall from his shoulders. His cock stood out hard and erect from a dense tangle of blonde hair, heavy balls tight against the shaft, a pearly dollop of pre-cum glistening on the lavender head.

Before Mason could lie back down, Dido reached out for his cock, wrapping her fingers around its girth. It was thick and hot against her palm. She stroked, slowly and firmly, and Mason pivoted forward with his hips. Dido brought her other hand to his balls, wrapping the thick globes in her fingers, and she pulled him toward her until his knees were by her shoulder. She pulled his cock down toward her mouth, and Mason balanced himself with a hand on the other side of her head as he let her guide his shaft to her mouth.

Dido sucked hungrily, greedily, on Mason's cock, running her tongue around the ridge of his head and tasting the salty musk of the liquid that dribbled from the slit. Benjamin was kissing her throat and chest, his own cock throbbing against her belly, while Omar and Tyler devoured her cunt, lips and teeth and tongues exploring her delicate folds. She lost the steady rhythm of her hand and mouth in the ecstatic delight of being expertly eaten, and before she was entirely aware of what was happening, Dido exploded in a quivering climax that made her legs shake against Tyler and Omar's heads.

Lights and colors flashed behind Dido's eyelids, and her breath came fast and shallow. Suddenly she felt a great weight sliding up her belly and to her breasts, and she opened her eyes to see Tyler's smiling face above hers. She lifted her hands and ran her fingers down his back, over his silk robe, luxuriating in the smooth, cool feel of the fabric, such a contrast to the heat that flooded her body. His robe was open, and she could feel the pulse of his erection against her stomach.

"May I fuck you?" Tyler asked, looking steadily into Dido's eyes with his sparkling blue ones. Dido gasped out an almost silent "yes" and pulled him to her as the head of his cock pushed against her folds. In an instant he was in to the hilt, filling every crevice, and Dido moaned her delight into his open mouth.

While Tyler fucked her with long, steady strokes, Omar and Benjamin lay by her sides, stroking and nibbling at her breasts. Mason knelt again beside her head. She lifted her mouth toward Mason's cock, and he teasingly lowered it toward her, pulling away just as her lips brushed the head. She gasped and craned her neck, trying to capture his cock, but he only let her lips and tongue graze the musky tip. Dido panted, frustrated at Mason's teasing but aroused by Tyler's relentless thrusting. Tears came to her eyes and her mouth fell open in a long, low groan.

When Mason relented and brought his cock to her lips, she drew him in greedily, sucking hard. Tyler kissed her cheeks and nose, his own lips grazing Mason's shaft, and Dido's mind was suddenly filled with visions of Tyler and Mason locked in a lover's embrace of their own, their hard, smooth bodies pressed together in passion, their hot mouths entangled. She felt a finger press the hard nub of clit and suddenly crashed into orgasm again, quivering beneath Tyler.

Tyler rolled off her, nudging Omar out of the way, and lay beside Dido with his slick, shiny cock against his belly. Omar scrambled over Tyler and took his place between Dido's legs, slipping quickly and easily into the void left by Tyler's departure. Dido moaned and felt blindly beside her, lips still wrapped around Mason's shaft, until Tyler guided her fingers to his cock. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and stroked in time with Omar's thrusts until another climax raged through her.

The smell of sex was hot and tangy in the air, and Dido felt sweat trickling between her breasts and over her hips. When Omar pulled away, she rolled toward Benjamin, who was lying beside her, nuzzling her breast, and threw a leg over his waist. He wasted no time guiding his cock into her, and lay back on a pillow while Dido rode him, nipples pressed hard against his chest, ass rising and falling against his thighs.

Her mouth sought Mason's cock, but bit down on air. She looked around for him, frustrated again, and then felt a hand against her ass, pressing her down. A finger, slick with something warm and wet, pressed against her rosebud opening, and Dido trembled and cried out at the pressure. She looked over her shoulder to see Mason kneeling behind her, knees between Benjamin's legs and cock resting in the crack of her ass.

"May I fuck your ass?" Mason asked, prodding again with a slippery finger. Dido bit her lip and arched her back, willing her anus to loosen and relax and accept the gentle intrusion. When Mason's finger slid one knuckle deep, Dido grunted, feeling more full than she had ever been.

"Oh god yes," Dido moaned, "but gently ..."

"As gentle as a lamb," Mason said, pushing his finger deeper. Dido lifted her feet and collapsed on top of Benjamin, pressing her lips to his.

Mason's finger slid free, and then she felt the spongy, silky head of his cock pressing against her anus. Dido gritted her teeth and squeezed her eyes shut, trying to relax, while beneath her Benjamin slowly fucked her with a gentle rolling motion of his hips. The pressure of Mason's cock on her rosebud was almost unbearable; she whimpered, gnawing at Benjamin's lip, trying to open herself to Mason's slow and steady advance. She felt hands on her back and hips and looked from side to side to see Tyler and Omar kneeling beside her, gently stroking her skin. Omar leaned down and whispered in her ear, "Relax, Dido, relax; let him fill you, let him take you."

Benjamin's movements stopped, and he held his cock still deep in her cunt. Dido's vaginal wall pulsed around his shaft; she could feel the ripples running up and down the length of him. Mason continued to push, leaning against her with one hand on the floor and one resting on her ass. First Omar, then Tyler, leaned down to kiss her lips and throat, teeth grazing her skin. Dido opened her mouth to welcome Tyler's tongue, and then suddenly the head of Mason's cock was past her sphincter and the steady pressure forced his shaft to follow. Dido let out a roar and tried to move, tried to shift her hips and raise her ass, but she was pinned in place, impaled like a butterfly behind glass. Her breathing was fast and ragged, and she was getting dizzy; she needed to move, it was impossible to move, she felt hot tears falling down her face ...

And then Mason began to fuck her with short bursts of power while Benjamin gripped her hips with his hands and held himself perfectly still. It was just enough movement to bring relief, and arousal; she felt Benjamin's cock swell and pulse in her pussy, she felt Mason's stretch and tickle her anus, she felt their shafts rubbing together with just the thinnest of membranes separating them. Dido quivered and found herself riding the crest of climax again, suspended on the knife's edge of release.

"How is it, Dido?" Omar asked, his lips against Dido's ear. "How is it to be filled to overflowing?"

"Oh fuck," Dido groaned, raising her ass to meet Mason's thrusts. "Oh fuck, it's good, it's so good ..."

Omar's gentle hand stroked her cheek and brushed her hair from her eyes. She hadn't even noticed the sweaty strands dangling down as her ponytail came undone. His lips were on hers, and then on her throat, and then his hands fondled her stiff nipples, rolling them around with his thumb. She gasped and leaned forward, mouth seeking something to kiss or suck or lick.

"Do you want this?" she heard Tyler ask, and suddenly his cock was at her lips, still slick from her pussy, still hard and hot. Dido greedily sucked at it, licking the musky juices from the shaft, tasting the salty tang on her tongue. She sucked hard, and Tyler moaned, wrapping his fingers in her hair as he began to gently fuck her face. Dido tightened her lips around his shaft, feeling the silky skin gliding in and out of her mouth.

With Tyler fucking her mouth, Mason her ass, and Benjamin her cunt, Dido was transported to heights of ecstasy she had never imagined possible. Electric charges coursed through her body, and every nerve tingle and burned. Omar stroked her back and nibbled at her ear, whispering, "Good girl, good girl, take it all," as her three lovers fucked her beyond all sensation. She could no longer tell where one orgasm ended and the next began — everything was one great blur of arousal and release and delight, plain and pleasure tangling up together in a Gordian knot of sensation.

"Oh fuck, Miss Cook, I'm going to come," she heard someone gasp. She closed her eyes and braced herself for an explosion somewhere; it was her mouth that received the first geyser of hot seed as Tyler erupted against her tongue. She gasped and swallowed, scraping her teeth along his shaft as it pulsed and emptied into her. When Tyler collapsed back on his heels, a long thread of silver spit and jizz stretched from the head of his cock to the edge of her lip, finally snapping when Dido let her head fall.

Dido groaned and grunted loudly now that Tyler's cock had slipped from her mouth. She let the warm jizz and saliva dribble down her chin and she let the sounds her body wanted to make pour from her mouth. Each of Mason's thrusts elicited a shout from Dido and a groan from Mason; she could feel his cock pulse in her rosebud, and he dug his fingers into her ass until her skin stung. When he came, she felt the hot splash filling her rectum and his cock trembling inside her while he chanted, "fuck fuck fuck" and then fell away from her.

Benjamin wrapped his arms around Dido's waist and suddenly rolled her over onto her back, landing heavily on top of her. She let out a gasp as the wind was knocked from her lungs, but Benjamin didn't relent for a moment. He grabbed her knees and bent them up toward her breasts, palms pressed on her shins, and fucked her with long, hard strokes. Dido howled in ecstasy as he hammered his hips against hers, the slapping of skin on skin like gunshots in the dim room. His climax flooded her cunt with heat, and Dido trembled from head to toes. When Benjamin pulled away, Dido rolled onto her side, gasping like a fish plucked from a lake, and grasped her knees with her arms.

"Dido Cook," she heard Omar whisper, his mouth pressed to the shell of her ear. "Did we please you today?"

"Oh fuck," was all Dido could say, and she giggled, dizzy and drunk from the thorough fucking. "Oh fuck yes ..."

"Good," Omar said, and Dido gasped as she felt his cock prodding between her legs. He lay behind her, spooning against her, and slipped easily inside her cum-drenched pussy.

"Have you been renewed, Dido Cook?" Omar whispered. His hands pressed against her belly and then slid up to grasp her breasts. He nuzzled the back of her head and kissed her nape as he fucked her with long, sure strokes. She could hear the wet slosh of cock in cunt, the sharp report of belly striking ass, and she closed her eyes, enveloped in Omar's passion.

"Have we adored you?" Omar asked. "Have we give our adulation? Have we worshipped at the altar of Dido Cook?"

"Oh god yes," Dido groaned, a smile stretching her lips. She curled tighter, hugging her knees hard, and moaned as her arousal rose toward release.

"Then I have a final offering, Dido Cook," Omar panted, his fucking growing firmer yet more erratic. "One last gift of the proof of my devotion ..."

Omar moaned against Dido's back as he let loose with his climax, hips shaking against her ass, and Dido let her body relax and ride the tidal wave of orgasm one more time, a long, keening howl rising from her lips as Omar flooded her with his seed.

#

Dido came to in her own bed, wrapped in warm blankets, darkness all around her. She had been dreaming of the flight to Lake Makanogin, aloft in the tiny plane above the lakes and woods, looking down on the blue and green patchwork with a sense of wonder and delight. Waking into darkness had been a jolt, and she felt her heart race.

She felt under the pillow and found her phone still there. Dido remembered that she was going to call Max when her adventure was over, to recount the journey she had taken and to reveal the new Dido, the transformed Dido, the reclaimed Dido.

But now she felt no need to do so. She put the phone on the nightstand and rolled onto her back.

She was sore, stinging and aching in places she didn't know could sting and ache so much. Her knees burned when she stretched her legs, her shoulders cried out when she twisted her arms, her ass and pussy felt stretched and pounded and used. Because they were, a voice in her head whispered, and Dido grinned; yes, indeed, they were used most delightfully.

Dido barely remembered the aftermath of her adoration from Benjamin, Omar, Tyler, and Mason. She recalled kisses and touches, gentle prodding, the application of cooling salves and healing balms. Vikki had knelt beside her, face close to Dido's, eyes bright with wonder.

"Was it all you wished for?" Vikki had asked. And Dido had answered with a kiss, a hot and hungry kiss that shook them both. Vikki fell back on her heels when the kiss ended and laughed.

Then there was Judith, with strong arms and gentle hands, lifting Dido from the nest of tangled blankets and pillows. Dido staggered, tried to stand, fell against Judith, and Judith lifted her in her arms, groaning a little as she found her balance, and carried her toward the door. Dido remembered the blinding flash of the fading light of day, the sudden coolness of a breeze blowing across her bare skin, and the warm scent of Judith filling her senses.

And now Judith was ... where?

Dido cast her eyes about the room, adjusting slowly to the dim light, and saw a figure seated beside the bed. Judith's face, smiling and warm, came into focus, and Judith's hand reached out to brush Dido's hair from her eyes.

"How are you, Miss Cook?" Judith asked, leaning close.

"Sore," Dido croaked, her voice scratchy. "And thirsty."

"I'll bet you are." Judith reached for a glass of water on the nightstand and helped Dido raise it to her lips. The water felt cool and fresh, but it stirred up the musky flavors lurking under her tongue and she wrinkled her nose.

"I need a shower," Dido muttered, catching a whiff of the aromas of sex and sweat that clung to her skin. She tried to sit up and then promptly fell back against the pillow, the ache in her back flaring to a shooting pain before settling back into mere discomfort.

"You need rest first," said Judith, resting a cool hand against Dido's forehead. "You've had quite an adventure."

"I have, haven't I?" said Dido, suddenly brightening. "I've had so many adventures, Judith ... "

And then suddenly a wave of loneliness coursed through Dido, and she felt adrift and lost in the big soft bed. A tear traced a course from her eye to her chin.

"Judith," Dido gasped, "can you ... can you hold me?"

"Of course, Miss Cook," Judith said, her voice low and soothing.

She stood beside the bed, and Dido saw that she was wearing a plain white nightgown with a low collar. Her heavy breasts swayed beneath the cotton fabric as Judith lifted the covers and slid across the mattress. Dido burrowed into Judith's soft warmth, and Judith cradled her head, stroking Dido's hair.

"So many adventures," Dido mumbled, feeling sleep tug at her eyelids and torpor weigh her limbs. "So, so many ..."
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Matador: A MMF Bi-Awakening Cuck and Bull Story

When Francie discovers her husband Kevin's secret cuckold fantasies, she's disgusted ... and then intrigued ... and then, when they begin dipping their toes deeper into the dark waters of desire, hungry for the thrill of transgression ...

Kevin thinks he knows what he wants: he's fantasized about sharing Francie with another man, watching her taken by a passionate bull, surrendering to his lust, and then claiming her again for himself. But sometimes our true desires emerge as a surprise even to ourselves ...

For a couple of years now, Ramone has been one of the most desired bulls on the Take My Wife app, helping countless couples live out their fantasies and leaving them supremely satisfied. He certainly doesn't expect his next couple to claim his heart as well as his body ...

"Matador: A MMF Bi-Awakening Cuck and Bull Story" is a tale of discovery and passion, where the most hidden desires are unlocked and the deepest secrets are shared among lovers.
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Love blooms in the unlikeliest of places ...

Zoe Chapelle is ready to turn her career, and her life, around; she's been stuck in a rut of poorly-produced films of questionable quality, augmenting her income with her cam show for a cadre of dedicated fans. When the opportunity to be part of a production by Wolfgang Zemper, one of the legends of adult cinema, comes her way, she jumps at the chance, even though she feels out of her depth.

Tommy Dare fell into the industry on a whim, and has drifted from shoot to shoot, always more of a background player than a star. When Zoe Chapelle, his biggest cam-girl crush, shows up on the set of the new Wolfgang Zemper film, Tommy hopes to finally steal a scene or two. He doesn't bank on having his heart stolen in the process.

"The Heart's Hunger" is a story of clashing egos and ambitions set behind the scenes of an adult film, perhaps the unlikeliest of places to find true romance.
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Passions run high when Petra, Phil, Jessie, Madeline, and Casey explore the limits of desire in these five stories of erotic romance: A Dip in the Lake, Off the Leash, Madeline’s Awakening, Casey’s Story, and The Contours of Desire, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited

Are you a binge reader? Get all five novellas in a single collection, Mapping the Boundaries of Love, also available in paperback!
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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