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Chapter 1: Harper

She looked at the farmland surrounding her and the
foggy mountain ridge on the horizon. The engine of the bus was
humming soothingly and when she put her head against the window she
felt her whole face trembling. Harper had already finished her
water and the bag of candy, so now her mouth was dry and she
couldn’t even snack to combat her boredom. She could only stare at
the fields. Twenty minutes to go, she was almost there.

A hissing sound and the bus came to a
standstill at the bus terminal. A older woman and a teenage girl
talked to the driver and stepped into the bus. When they walked
past Harper the girl whispered way too loud.

‘Nana, that’s Harper, from Harper’s Charm,
Can I go and ask her for a selfie?’

Harper was quite used to being recognized in
the streets. With millions of followers things like this happened a
few times a week. Unfortunately what happened next wasn’t new
either and had also been happening for a while.

The grandmother squinted at Harper. ‘No,’ she
said. ‘And I don’t want you watching her video’s anymore.’

Harper sighed. It wasn’t fair. She didn’t
peck the Nana as someone who would’ve watched that sex tape in the
first place, but even if she did she shouldn’t be blaming Harper.
Stephen had tricked her, he had used her, he had ruined her life,
all for a stupid bet. She had lost everything, just so his friends
would buy him a beer. Yet the whole world seemed to blame her.

There was major public outrage as if she
intentionally put that sex tape out there, she lost two thirds of
her followers, companies pulled out of their sponsorships, and her
twitter feed was run over with haters. All of that didn’t bother
her as much as the knowledge that anybody could’ve watched that
tape, the bus driver, that Nana, her landlord. It couldn’t be a
coincidence that her landlord came knocking, asking her how she
planned on paying the rent. Almost salivating as if he hoped she
would be out of money and would offer to pay him in sexual
favors.

Harper sighed and the bus turned a corner.
Maybe her landlord never saw that tape, maybe he was honestly
worried about not getting his money. This whole sex tape ordeal had
made her quite paranoid.

Another patch of farmland, in the distance a
red wooden farm, a windmill and a few cows. Off course decent
people now thought she was a slut or a perverted monster and the
people still being kind to her were probably perverts themselves.
Perverts that got turned on by the tape and hoped to get in on the
action. Her breathing shallow and superficial, her hands trembling
and her heart beating faster. She clenched her fists and stomped
her own legs, hoping that would help to get the tension out of her
body.

The guy sitting behind her leaned over and
asked if she was alright. She squeezed out a yes. He was a pervert
too, he had seen the tape and was probably thinking about sticking
his dick into her pussy, better to ignore him.

She closed her eyes. “I won’t freak out, I
won’t freak out, I won’t freak out.” She mumbled to herself like a
mantra. She was relieved when she finally reached her destination.
She grabbed her backpack and hoisted it over her shoulder.

The air outside was fresh and welcoming after
being on that stuffy bus for the larger part of the day. She took
another deep breath and watched as the bus closed it’s doors and
drove off. Then she was left standing at a tiny little bus stop
with a faded schedule and some graffiti on a bin, surrounded by
empty fields.

Harper put her bag on the ground. There
wasn’t a bench, and for a moment she considered sitting on the
ground. She didn’t want to mess up her Gucci jeans though. So she
kept on wobbling with her high heels in the dirt piles and
sand.

Surely he would pick her up. She waited for a
while but no one came, no car, no guy, no nothing. She whipped out
her phone and saw all of her notifications. She knew most of them
were horrible hate messages yet she felt the compulsion to scroll
through them anyway. People were calling her disgusting, they were
calling her a cunt, a monster, some suggested she should just kill
herself, and by the looks of it a video of her freaking out at the
mall and attacking one of her followers had now gone viral too.

She didn’t even actually attack a follower,
she had just been too overwhelmed. Strangers were mobbing her at
the mall that day, talking about her sex tape, every single person
there had seen her naked and she just couldn’t get any air. She
felt like she was going to die. Phones everywhere. In her hurry to
get away she pushed a girl aside.

Apparently the girl fell inconveniently and
had to go to the hospital to get stitched. It was not only on
social media, but also the news papers reported on it and then Fox
and Friends declared Harper to be aggressive and dangerous.

Harper waited at the abandoned bus stop and
felt her panic rising. Don’t think about it, she told herself,
it’ll blow over, just don’t think about it. When she put her phone
away, she remembered why she got it out in the first place.

‘I’m at the bus stop, but no Benjamin, where
is he?’ She messaged her mother. No reply came. Why didn’t her
mother respond? It was her idea to come here after all.

For days her mother had bugged her about
getting out of town, getting away from the city and the media and
spending some time on Benjamin’s farm, but Harper refused to leave
her penthouse. There she had all the commodities she wanted, she
didn’t feel like leaving her luxurious life behind. Yesterday
though after that mobbing at the mall she realized her mother might
be right and she begrudgingly agreed.

Two blue ticks appeared on her screen so she
knew her mother read her message, still she didn’t answer. Harper’s
thumbs darting over the screen of her iPhone.

‘Just send me his number, I’ll contact him
myself.’ She said.

Harper’s feet were sore from wearing those
high heels, she hopped from one foot onto the other trying to find
some relieve. ‘He doesn’t have a phone.’ Her mother wrote back.
Harper stared at those words and cursed. Great!

So now she was stuck in the middle of
nowhere, waiting for this guy to randomly decide to pick her up.
She should turn back right away, get on the next bus and return
home. She studied the schedule and found out the bus only came here
once a day. Great, great, great.

In between the fields a dust cloud appeared,
when the car got closer she could see it was a blue pick-up truck.
In preparation of it’s arrival she hoisted her backpack onto her
shoulders.

The truck stopped in front of her and the
driver leaned out of the window. His face was tanned and full of
wrinkles, he had a scruffy beard and bushy eyebrows. Even though
she hadn’t seen Benjamin in over 10 years, it was hard to believe
he had aged this much. The sand in his wrinkles accentuated those
lines even more and his sweat left tracks in the dust on his
face.

‘So you’re Harper.’ He said. There was
something eager in his voice and she could already imagine him
jerking of to her sex tape.

Harper shook her head, there was no way she
would be moving in with this guy. His fingernails almost made her
throw up, judging by the scabrous edges, he was a nail biter
although the dark lines surrounding his nail beds suggested he
hadn’t washed his hands for days.

‘Ben, told me you would be living with him
for a while.’ The driver said, he reached out his gross and dirty
fingers. She was so relieved this wasn’t Benjamin that she shook
his hand. His skin was all sandy and dirty and she didn’t know
where to put her hand next, she didn’t want to wipe it on her Gucci
jeans, but neither did she want to ruin her Stella McCarthy top.
She just left her dirty hand to dangle next to her, feeling the
sand and the bacteria itching across her skin.

‘I’m Trevor.’ He said. ‘Most people around
here, call me Trey. I live two farms over, that way.’ He gestured
back into the direction where he came from. ‘Since you’re going to
Ben can return this drill to him? That saves me a round trip.’ He
hoisted a green case out of the car and handed it to her. Harper
was flabbergasted. Instead of offering her a ride, he gave her even
more luggage to carry around. The plastic was covered in the same
dusty grossness and it now covered both her hands, she tried to
keep it away from her clothes.

‘Tell Ben I said thanks.’ Trey yelled while
he drove of. She was left in a big cloud of sand. She closed her
eyes, but it came in her mouth anyway, she coughed and tried to
spit it out. Her mother had send her another message, telling her
Benjamin's address, along with a picture of Google maps, it was
only a fifteen minute walk from the bus stop to his house

Harper spit again, not really sure whether
there was still sand in her mouth, or if she was just angry. She
looked around to see if maybe someone had filmed her do that, cause
that video would no doubt go viral too, and before you know it her
inbox would be flooded with people telling her it was unladylike
and disgusting to spit on the ground and she was a bad example
and... and...

There was no one around for miles, and no
matter how much she hated being out here away from everything she
loved, for a moment she felt relieved too. Maybe coming here was a
good idea, a little break, until all the drama had blown over.

She felt the impulse to spit again, just
because she could, just because no one would see and no one would
ever know, but she resisted that urge and started walking. Her
backpack on her shoulders, the case with the drill in her one hand
and in her other hand her phone leading the way.

She walked in the middle of the road since
the cobble stones felt more safe to step on than the filthy
roadside covered in gravel and roots. After a few minutes her feet
were tired, her hand was sore from carrying the drill and she had
worked up a sweat.

As she was walking she wondered what Benjamin
would be like nowadays, would he be happy to see her? Would he
still recognize her or had she changed too much? The last time she
saw him she had been filled with teenage angst, her father just
died, and the world seemed infinitely dark and cold. On multiple
occasions she had lashed out at Benjamin, even though he had been
very kind to her and her mother, trying to help out whenever he
could.

Both Google and her mother said it would be a
15 minute walk, yet it took her about 35 minutes to reach his farm.
He lived in a wooden house with green shutters and flowers growing
up the wall, it made her think about a picture in a British
children’s book, with those vines climbing up against the walls and
butterflies fluttering around. All that was missing was a dollop of
cloud floating in the clear blue sky.

She went to ring the door bell but couldn’t
find one, so she knocked. Nothing. She knocked again this time so
hard it hurt her knuckles. Still nothing. She put the case and her
backpack down on the porch and looked through the window, A living
room with an old couch and a coffee table with a pile of books, a
dining table in the back. The room was abandoned, the entire house
appeared to be abandoned.

She walked around and not far away she saw a
figure working the land. ‘Hey,’ she yelled and waved, but either he
didn’t hear or he chose to ignore her. Loud music was blasting from
an old fashioned radio.

She took a few steps closer. A gorgeous torso
shimmering with droplets of sweat. His biceps glistening in the
sun. He was shoveling a pile of sand and for a moment she admired
all the muscles, his shoulders, his pecs, his abs.

Maybe this was the stable boy or a farm
assistant. Another step closer.

‘Hi there,’ she said. She wasn’t sure what
happened. A scream came out of her own mouth and suddenly she was
laying on the ground, covered in sand and mud, her ankle hurting
like crazy.

The guy cursed and turned around. A familiar
face. The blue eyes of Benjamin looked down on her.

‘What the hell are you doing?’ He yelled.
‘What are you wearing. Are you crazy?’

Harper took her shoe off to inspect her own
ankle.

‘Who comes up here wearing high heels? Please
tell me you didn’t become that vapid and self-absorbed. Poor Maria,
no wonder she has sent you up here.’

‘I’m Harper.’ She said.

‘Yeah, I figured.’ Benjamin said.

There was no need to treat her like this. He
wasn’t better than her simply because he wore rubber boots. She
stood up, her ankle was still throbbing and she gave him an haughty
look.

 





Chapter 2: Benjamin

Benjamin couldn’t believe his eyes. He remembered her
to be a stubborn but smart teenager, but now in front of him stood
a foolish clown. Her face covered in layers of make-up and she was
rambling on about the price tags of her clothes.

He leaned on his shovel and studied her. She
embodied everything that was wrong in the world, she was the
epitome of self-absorbed consumerism, her mind numbed by social
media. She reminded him in nothing of Maria, she didn’t have the
same twinkle in her eyes, she didn’t have her mother’s grace nor
her calmness and he doubted she could hold any kind of intelligent
conversation.

Maria was his oldest friend and he held fond
memories of her, but this.... this creature standing in front of
him, might as well be an alien from another world.

‘I need to take a shower.’ She said.

He walked over to the house with her and
opened the door. ‘There you go.’ He said.

‘The door wasn’t locked? Aren’t you scared
you get robbed or raped or something?’

‘Nah,’ Benjamin said. ‘Nothing to worry
about. Although one time I did have a little nap on the couch when
suddenly Trey stood next to me, it was quite terrified waking up to
that face.’

‘I can imagine.’ She said.

‘You know Trey?’

‘Yeah...’ She nodded. ‘Well I don’t really
know him, we briefly met. He says hi and asked me to give you that
drill.’ She pointed at the dark green case.

‘Great.’ Benjamin said. He picked up the
case. Harper stepped into the house and left her backpack on the
patio. He stepped over her backpack too, he wasn’t about to play
butler. He could show her around the house though, he pointed in
random directions.

‘That’s the stairs,’ He said. ‘Here’s the
wardrobe, that’s the land line.’

She ran a finger over the beige plastic. ‘I
know what that is.’ She said. ‘There’s a meme about that, that’s an
old telephone right?’ She grabbed her own phone and snapped a
picture.

Benjamin took the device away from her.

‘Give it back.’ She yelled at the top of her
lungs, a high pitched screeching. ‘Give it back you maniac.’

‘Calm down.’ Benjamin said slightly
amused.

She didn’t calm down though, she was
screaming louder and louder, and reaching to get her phone back,
her feet wobbling in her heels.

‘Hey, calm down.’ He said louder and with
more gravity in his voice. For a moment it was quiet. ‘I’ll give
you your phone back, but don’t go around posting my stuff on social
media. I try to be off the grid and I believe Maria wanted you to
stay here for that particular reason. I don’t want my farm to be
run over with hysterical teenagers, understood?’

‘They won’t be fan-girling teenagers.’ Harper
said. ‘You’re more likely to get a brick through your window
because there’s a pervert living here now.’

‘Don’t dramatize.’ Benjamin said while
handing her her phone.

‘I’m not exaggerating.’ Harper said, ‘that’s
whats been happening to me for the past few weeks.’

Benjamin stepped into the living room.
‘There’s lots of celebrities who have sex tapes out there, the
general public isn’t shocked that easily. It’ll blow over.’

She was silent for a few minutes, she stared
at him in disbelief and with a renewed kernel of respect. ‘You
haven’t watched it.’ She said.

Benjamin shrugged. ‘Correct.’

She gave him a smile. ‘Okay, thanks.’

‘Did you expect me too?’ He asked. ‘Should I
have?’

She sat down on the couch. ‘I don’t know. I
don’t know anything anymore.’ She hid her face in her hands.
Benjamin observed. In his days as psychiatrist he’d seen a lot of
girls like her, lost and confused and yearning for some external
validation.

He was not a therapist anymore. He wasn’t a
therapist, he wasn’t a hypnotist, he wasn’t a neuro-psychiatric
researcher either, he wasn’t nothing of the kind. He had said
goodbye to that world a long time ago.

He stepped into the kitchen and put the
kettle on. In the living room Harper was sobbing louder and louder.
Her jolted breathing, her sobs, her sniffling all getting more
frantic and intense.

‘You better get a hold of yourself,’ he said,
‘or before you know it you’re hyperventilating.’

She didn’t respond, she just kept on
blubbering and wailing. He brought over two cups of tea and put one
on the table in front of her.

‘When I’ve finished my tea I’ll go out to
prepare the ground, you’re welcome to join me, you’re also welcome
to take that shower first, I think there’s about five minutes of
warm water left. I took a long shower this morning.’

‘You’re a horrible person.’ She cried out.
‘I’m in distress. I’m bawling my eyes out and you’re talking about
sand and showers, can’t you wrap an arm around my shoulder to
comfort me?’

His gut reaction was to say it was
inappropriate and unprofessional for a psychiatrist to touch a
patient and that his patients would benefit more from finding ways
to self-sooth rather than to rely on external comfort, but she
wasn’t one of his patients and he sure as hell didn’t work in
psychotherapy anymore. He just looked at the make-up that was
running on her cheeks.

‘I’m a farmer now.’ He said.

She tried to say something, but her words got
messed up by her sobs, there were wailing sounds and panicked
breathing, gasping for air. He shook his head, she was just riling
herself up more and more.

‘Can’t.... Breath...’ she muttered in between
sobs. ‘Pain... Hearth... Dying...’ She grabbed her own chest and
looked at him in fear.

‘You’re not dying.’ He said. ‘You’re having a
panic attack and you’re hyperventilating. Just take a deep
breath.’

‘I... cant...’ She stuttered.

Benjamin put his tea down and sat down on the
rim of the coffee table.

‘Look at me.’ He said. ‘Harper, look at
me.’

Eventually she looked up, her eyes filled
with panic and tears. He talked to her in a melodic and soft voice
like he did when he used to hypnotize patients.

‘You’re not dying.’ He said. ‘I promise you
kiddo, you won’t die today, we just have to keep your breathing
under control, okay? So we’re going to count. 4 counts inhale and 8
counts exhale, you think you can do that?’

He started counting and showed her how by
breathing in the same slow rhythm. At first her breath was still
shaky and superficial, but eventually he saw her calm down, she
seemed completely focused on breathing in sync with him and the
hyperventilating stopped, the panic faded and then there was just a
very sad lost little girl sitting on the couch in front of him,
softly crying.

‘I’m sorry you’re going through a tough
time.’ He said. ‘Now go take a shower and get yourself settled in,
we’ll eat diner at seven, okay?’

She nodded and got a tiny handkerchief out of
her pocket, carefully she dabbed the tears from her face.

‘Okay.’ She said, her voice still shaky.

‘I’ll show you the bathroom, there’s a little
trick to the shower.’ He led her upstairs and explained to her how
to hold the tab while turning the knobs so she could mix the water
temperature to her liking.’

After that he returned to the patch of land
where the radio was still blasting. He turned the volume down and
listened to the sounds coming from the house. This was one of the
reasons why he stopped being a practicing psychiatrist and moved
into research. He became too invested with his clients, he worried
about them too much, he wanted them to do well, to feel better, he
simply couldn’t let go and leave his work at work.

Harper wasn’t a patient and she would be
fine. Still he turned the volume down another notch, just to make
sure he could hear it if anything would go wrong. Involuntarily
Emma’s face came to mind. He picked up the shovel and he started to
dig again. The sun beaming down on his back, sweat running down his
torso. A cool breeze caressing his hair.

Technically it wasn’t his fault, but he still
felt guilty. He tried to get her out of his mind. Emma was just
another patient, just another client. Emma was the reason he moved
into research, Emma was the reason he joined the team that
eventually discovered the substance RC-154. He shook his head and
started digging even faster, kicking the shovel through roots and
tossing away stones. He always did this, he always romanticized
situations. Emma was just another patient, and he was just another
cog in the machine, he was just another voice in the laboratory.
He’d neither invented RC-154, nor could he prevent it being
produced and brought onto the market. Yet he felt responsible for
both, for Emma and for RC-154. After all he was stilling living of
the money he got from being on that research team.

He had dug deeper than necessary and quite
detached he stared at the roots and the tiny channels of
earthworms.

A loud scream. Immediately Benjamin looked up
at the window. Nothing to worry about. She was probably just a
spoiled brat that had forgotten that the warm water would run out.
No need to come running to her rescue. He put his shovel in the
earth and scooped out more sand. He stared at the soil again and
forced himself to think about improving irrigation.

Now cursing sounded from the open window and
Benjamin felt his shoulders relax. He didn’t realize he had been
that tense after her scream, yet a relieved sigh escaped his
mouth.

He finished aerating the entire row and put
the shovel and the radio away, then he went to check up on the
chickens. Most just went on cackling and browsing around on the
grass, only Princess came to great him. She sat down on top of his
shoe, pecking his shin.

‘Hi there.’ He said. I don’t have any food
for you, sweetheart, you’ll just have to scavenge around like your
friends.’ He said while petting her. She became a ball of fluffy
feathers hiding her head in her neck. ‘You’re spoiled rotten.’ He
said. He washed out some poo from their water bowl and refilled it,
he rattled with their feed and all ten chickens returned to the
coop. The coop could use some upkeep and one day he would build an
expansion, he already drew up the designs. When the chickens were
inside for the night he returned to the house. When he approached
the porch he saw the front door swing open.

In the door opening Harper appeared with a
towel wrapped around her body, her hair dripping wet. With one hand
she tried to hold the towel in place and with her hip she kept the
door open, while she reached for her backpack.

It was funny to see her wrestle with the door
and the towel like that, still he hurried to help. Without the
make-up her face was a significantly friendlier, she had a bunch of
freckles on her nose and her cheeks where slightly blushing.

‘There you go.’ He said while handing her her
backpack.

She looked at the strap Benjamin was holding,
almost as if she couldn’t believe he wouldn’t carry it upstairs for
her. Instead of hoisting her back pack over her shoulder she
dragged it upstairs by pulling on the strap.

‘What are you doing?’ Benjamin asked
bemused.

‘Because it’s gross and covered in dirt and
sand and I just showered.’ She said superciliously.

Benjamin tried to not laugh. ‘Okay.’ He said.
‘See you for dinner in about thirty minutes.’

She didn’t say anything, the silence was only
interrupted by the banging of the bag. Living out here in the
country would be good for her, connecting with herself, connecting
with nature. It would be as good for her as it had been for him. He
went into the kitchen and started to peel the potatoes.

Half an hour later she didn’t show downstairs
and an hour later she was still busy. Dinner was getting cold. He
walked into the hallway and stared up into the stairwell.

‘Harper?’ He said.

‘Five more minutes.’ She yelled.

He shrugged, there was no use waiting for
her, right? He was used to eating by himself anyway. He finished
the meal with some custard and then he grabbed a newspaper to skim
through. It was another forty five minutes before Harper eventually
came downstairs.

Her face was puttied up with all sorts of
paints, her eyebrows drawn on, her lips shiny and pouting. He shook
his head and couldn’t understand why other people thought this much
make up was attractive.

She was wearing a red summers dress, a glossy
pantyhose and her heels were, if possible, even higher than the
heels she had on this afternoon.

‘Why?’ He asked.

‘Where are we having dinner?’ She asked.

‘Well I usually eat at the dining table,’
Benjamin said, ‘but you can eat in front of the telly if your that
kind of person, although...’ Benjamin just couldn’t get over
himself. ‘Why on earth are you dressed like that?’ He asked. ‘I
mean... I can’t even...’

‘Don’t I look pretty?’ She asked.

‘No.’ Benjamin blurted out, before realizing
she may be in a vulnerable place and being that blunt with her
might not be the best idea. He shrugged and shook his head. ‘Didn’t
you bring any proper shoes? How on earth are you going to work the
land in that?’

‘I thought we were having dinner?’ She
said.

He gave up. ‘Sure. Dinner.’ He pointed her to
the plate of food that had gotten cold. She looked at it in
disgust.

‘Cauliflower?’ She said. ‘Do people still eat
cauliflower? That’s so cute, I guess, but also gross. Can I borrow
your car?’ She put the plate back on the counter top.

‘My car?’ Benjamin asked. ‘What for?’

‘I’ll go into town and get something to
eat.’

‘Maggie’s is only open from Friday till
Sunday.’ Benjamin said.

‘Well can’t we get some Chinese? Or you know,
there’s bound to be a McDonald's here somewhere, it’s not ideal but
it’s something.’

Benjamin just stared at her in disbelief,
shrugged and then threw her his car keys. ‘Go ahead, go look for a
McDonald's if you want.’ He owned a very old Ford with chipped
paint and a nasty rattle in the engine. He didn’t care if she’d
ruined his car, he was looking to buy a pick up anyway. The nearest
big city was about a 45 minute drive from here, well big city may
be a bit of a stretch, but there was a Walmart and a Lowe’s and a
drugstore he couldn’t remember if there were any restaurants next
to it, maybe a Dunkin Donuts or a Taco Bell. He watched as she
tippled away on her high heels.

He just couldn’t believe what a spoiled brat
she was. He went upstairs to his home office and turned on the
computer. It would take a while for the old windows to boot, so in
the meantime he made himself a cup of tea.

First he send Maria an e-mail to let her know
her daughter arrived safely, for a moment he wondered if he should
say something about Harper being spoiled and self-possessed, but
then he figured Maria already knew.

After he send the e-mail to Harper’s mom, he
read through his new e-mails, most were spam, but there was also an
invitation to give a lecture on the ethics of using RC-154 in
psychotherapy. The convention was in two weeks, which was on really
short notice. They must have initially invited someone else, who
dropped out last minute and so they now turned to him. He accepted
the invite anyway.

After that he did some research on
irrigation. He was just an amateur farmer and most of his knowledge
came from books and the web. Sometimes Trevor made fun of him, but
all in a friendly way, maybe he should ask Trevor for advise about
irrigation.

He was about to turn the computer off again
but he stopped himself, he opened a new tab and typed “Harper
Nicholas”. He didn’t press enter though, he knew he shouldn’t be
doing this, but he was curious anyway. She was living under his
roof, didn’t he have a right to know what kind of person she was?
If he was to help her deal with all the backlash this sex tape was
giving her, didn’t he need to watch that tape just so he knew what
he was talking about?

He turned off the computer. Nothing good
would come out of watching that tape.

 





Chapter 3: Harper

She opened Google maps and looked for something to
eat in the surroundings. There was a small village about ten
minutes from Benjamin’s farm, but there was just the one place
called Maggie’s and that was only open in the weekends, during the
farmers market. It was Thursday night 8 o’clock, the closest food
option was a Taco Bell or a Subway over an hour drive away. Harper
stared at the screen in disbelief and rested her head against the
steering wheel. It didn’t make sense to drive all the way over
there for a greasy taco. She also didn’t want to return inside and
see Benjamin’s smug face, so she started the car anyway and drove
around aimlessly.

She considered drafting a tweet about the
lack of McDonald's restaurants in her surroundings, but she decided
not to. She wasn’t sure if that was because Benjamin had told her
not to share her location, or whether she herself liked the fact
that she was so totally and utterly alone here, that she could
behave as inappropriately as she wanted too, she could even run
around naked and there would be nobody to see.

She stopped the car in the middle of the road
and picked up her phone, she wouldn’t post anything, she would just
check up on her friends. Her friends were the most vigilant in
putting her down. Harper understood they weren’t real friends. It
was all about the statistics, their friendships were forged because
it was mutually beneficial for the both of their online persona's,
and now being her friend could cost you followers so they all
renounced her.

Her landlord messaged her again about the
rent. She didn’t even read his message, she still had two weeks
until her rent was due. He knew she she was losing followers and
sponsorships and he must have gotten nervous. She didn’t blame him,
she herself didn’t even know if she would be able to pay the rent
this month.

An acquaintance she hadn’t talked to for
years send her a video over WhatsApp, asking if this was her. She
knew she shouldn’t yet she tapped the thumbnail and watched the sex
tape again. She saw herself being deflowered by Stephen. He was
rough and he hurt her, her face grimacing and then she saw herself
grabbing a stuffed animal and putting her thumb in her mouth. She’d
always imagined sex would be more tender and sweet, she’d always
imagined it would be soothing and understanding, that it would be
this overwhelming intimate connection. With Stephen it was nothing
like that, he hurt her and that angry grin on his face scared her.
To comfort herself she’d grabbed Tobo. Tobo had always comforted
her even as a little girl and in that moment she needed comfort,
nothing more. She’d wished she’d never reached out to that worn
down teddy bear. She saw her boobs bouncing, she saw herself
clinging on to her stuffed animal, and then she heard Stephen’s
voice telling her what a little girl she was, telling her she was
such a little baby that she couldn’t cope with such a big cock.

The stupidest thing is before all of this
happened, she was just beginning to fall for Stephen, that’s why
she’d agreed to have sex with him in the first place. Now she would
never trust somebody again and it was very unlikely that she could
ever love somebody else, her whole life was ruined.

Her heart pounding and her breath shallow and
shaky again. She closed her eyes and listened to Stephen voice,
telling her and the rest of the world that her cunt was so tight
and small.

She waited till the video ended. It was
disgusting and horrifying. But she wasn’t a pedophile just because
she clung to her teddy during sex, right?

A honking sound. There was a tractor driving
on the road behind her. She started the car and made way for the
tractor. She might as well turn back to Benjamin’s house. When she
parked the car she didn’t feel ready to go inside, so she stayed in
the car and picked up her phone to call her mother.

‘Hi.’ Harper said.

‘Hi there sweety, everything alright?’ Her
mother asked.

‘Off course not.’ Harper snapped. ‘The world
hates me and I’m trapped here in the middle of nowhere. There’s
sand riding up my butt crack, sand in my bra and nothing to eat but
cauliflower and guess how far it is to the nearest McDonald's?’

‘I don’t know sweetheart.’

‘Take a guess, just for fun.’

‘Two hours?’ Her mother guessed.

‘Yeah, something like that.’ Harper said.

‘Cauliflower isn’t so bad.’ Her mother
said.

Harper sighed. ‘I’m not staying here.’ She
said. ‘Tomorrow I’m going home.’

‘Don’t sweetheart. Come on, I know it’s a big
transition for you, but just give it a little time, I don’t want
any more video’s of you attacking girls.’

‘I didn’t attack that girl.’

‘I know.’ Her mother said. ‘But still, being
away from it all, doesn’t that bring you peace?’

‘Yeah maybe.’ Harper said. She led out a deep
sigh.

‘So then stay.’ Her mother said.

‘There’s just too much sand and too little
real world here. Can’t I come live with you instead?’

‘A farm is also the real world.’ Her mother
said.

‘I know, that’s not what I meant. Can I come
live with you?’

‘How was your trip?’ Her mother asked.

‘The trip was fine, why won’t you answer my
question, why can I not live with you?’

‘Sweetheart.’ Her mother said exhausted.

‘Why? Because you’re ashamed your friends
from church will excommunicate you for hosting a porn star and a
pedophile? You’d pick the church over your own daughter?’

‘Don’t be a drama queen.’ Her mother
said.

‘Mom!’ Harper said angry.

‘Well if you must know I don’t have room for
you anymore. I’ve got a new husband and we turned your room into a
home office.’

‘What?’ Harper said. ‘Wait what? What
husband? When did you get married? I didn’t even know you had a
boyfriend? What are you talking about?’

‘His name is Klaus, I told you about
him.’

‘Klaus?’ Harper asked. ‘You definitely did
not tell me about him.’

‘Well you know, I told you there was a new
guy at church that played the organ right? I didn’t tell you more
because I didn’t want you to talk about him on your YouTube
channel.’

‘Why on earth would I talk about my mothers
love life on YouTube? You’re delusional woman. You’re not that
interesting by far, and neither is Klaus.’

‘Don’t be mean, Harper.’

‘My followers would just eat that up, me
talking about the guy my mother met at church. I bet L’Oreal and
Mac would all line up to sponsor a video about the amazing
Klaus.’

‘Harper you’re acting childish. I’m going to
hang up now, you can call me back when you’ve calmed down.’ Her
mother said.

Harper was trying to think of a witty
comeback but her mother ended the call. Her eyes were burning. The
house in front of her became a misty fog. The green shutters
turning into undefined blobs of green. She blinked a few times and
waved her hand up and down to dry her tears without messing up her
make-up.

She couldn’t breath. She pulled down the sun
visor and looked in the tiny mirror. Why would she even try to
salvage her make-up, nobody would see her, nobody but Benjamin, and
she couldn’t care less what he thought about her. With the back of
her hand she’d rubbed her eyes, there was a little black smudge on
her skin now. Waterproof Mascara my ass, she thought. She grabbed
her phone and she started to film herself.

‘Hi there Friends,’ Automatically she did her
intro. ‘As you may or may not know I’m now not longer sponsored by
Mac, so let me tell you the truth, this is how their mascara looks
when you cry. Waterproof – schmaterproof.’

She giggled and stopped recording. She would
never post this, instead she deleted the video, put the phone back
in her purse and got out of the car. Downstairs it was all dark and
abandoned.

‘Hello?’ Harper yelled. It was barely 9:30,
Benjamin couldn’t have gone to bed yet, could he? That was insane.
She walked into the kitchen her tummy was rumbling. She picked up
the plate with cauliflower and went looking for a microwave. She
opened cupboards but couldn’t find it.

She ran upstairs and there too everything was
dark.

‘Benjamin?’ She yelled.

‘What’s wrong?’ A groggy voice came from his
bedroom. Carefully she opened the door and found him lying in bed.
‘What?’ He rubbed his eyes.

‘Where’s your microwave?’ Harper asked.

‘Couldn’t find a McDonald's?’

Harper shrugged.

‘There’s no microwave. Just put a bit of
butter in the frying pan and heat up your food like that.’

‘Oh.’ Harper said. ‘Okay.’ She went to close
the door again.

‘Hey Kiddo.’ Benjamin said. ‘Everything
alright?’

‘I’m fine.’ Harper said.

Downstairs she stared at the stove. In her
penthouse she never cooked. She’d just go out to eat and to take
pictures of food. In her teens she had learned how to bake an egg
and how to make spaghetti but that was on an electrical stove, not
on gas.

She turned the buttons but nothing happened,
she turned the knobs again and again. She’d heard the gas hissing,
but there were no flames, no heat. She opened all the drawers but
nowhere did she find a box of matches. After a while it started to
smell like gas and she gave up. She turned off the stove and ate
her cauliflower cold. She was so hungry that she kind of liked it
anyway and she cleared her entire plate.

After dinner she went upstairs, put her phone
in the charger and started her night time routine. Removing her
make-up, cleansing her face, putting some night cream on, spreading
hydrating creme around her eyes to avoid bags, rubbing oil on her
legs, brushing her teeth, combing her hair, putting on her silky
smooth night gown. She liked the soft slithery feel of the silk
against her skin.

The blankets weren’t smooth and soft though,
they were rugged and starchy, but they did have a nice fresh smell
to it. She closed her eyes but couldn’t sleep. The images of the
sex tape kept on flickering before her mind’s eye, it was a bad
idea to watch that video again.

Her mother getting rid of her old room was
also terrifying, did she just put all her stuffed animals in a
garbage bag and dispose of them? What had happened to her old
books? The best friend locket she’d got from Georgina in middle
school? The postcards she’d collected when her father went on
business trips? Her home made bracelets? Her mother wouldn’t throw
everything out, would she? Her mother wasn’t that heartless.

It was as if her own mother didn’t want her
anymore, her followers didn’t want her, her social media friends
didn’t want her anymore, her old friend Georgina was probably too
wrapped up in her new baby to think about her. Harper was
completely and utterly alone. There was no room for her in the
world, there was no place for her.

She couldn’t do anything, she didn’t have any
college education to fall back on. When she’d graduated from high
school she already had so many followers it just make more sense to
move to the city and to continue growing her own brand, and now she
was lost.

She started crying, inconsolable crying, her
ribcage convulsing with every sob and the emotions were so
overwhelming it was clouding her mind. Maybe this is good, she
thought, maybe this was a cleansing cry and tomorrow she’d feel
better, but that only made her cry even harder, realizing tomorrow
would probably be more horrible than today.

She wanted to hug Tobo for comfort. She’d
brought her teddy bear with her, but it was stuffed deep down
inside her backpack. Tobo would never bring her comfort anymore,
Tobo would forever be the stuffed animal that turned an ordinary
sex tape into a perverted and grotesque accusation, she would never
ever ever be happy again.

A knock on a door. ‘Harper.’ A voice said
from the other side. ‘Harper are you okay?’

‘No.’ Harper said wallowing in self-pity.

‘Can I get you a glass of water?’ Benjamin
asked.

‘Yes, please.’ Harper said even though she
didn’t think a glass of water would really cheer her up, she just
didn’t want to be alone. She heard Benjamin scuttle around in the
bathroom and a moment later he entered her room. In his bathrobe he
sat down on the edge of the bed handing her the glass of water.
Harper took a little sip.

Benjamin looked at her for a few moments and
Harper took another sip. Eventually he put his hand on her knee,
gave her a little pat and stood up again. ‘Goodnight Harper.’ He
said.

‘No.’ Harper said. ‘Don’t go. Please don’t go
away.’

Benjamin hesitated a moment and then sat down
again, for some reason he avoided looking at her, he stared at his
own feet and tapped his toes uncomfortably on the carpet.

‘I can’t help you.’ He said, after a
while.

‘I don’t need help.’ Harper said.

‘Actually...’ Benjamin glanced over in her
direction and then stared at his own toes again. ‘You seem confused
and lost.’ He said. ‘If I was your therapist, I would think that
you... but that’s what I’m trying to say, I’m not a therapist
anymore. If you’re mother send you here because she wants me to
give you free therapy she’d better send you somewhere else.’

‘She send me here because she didn’t want me
in her house.’ Harper said. ‘Because she got remarried in
secret.’

‘I know.’ Benjamin said.

‘You knew?’ Harper asked.

‘I wasn’t invited to the wedding either.
Klaus right? He sounds like an idiot.’

‘Yeah,’ Harper felt a little bit supported.
‘He is. I don’t know him, but I bet he is an idiot indeed.’

Benjamin gave her a friendly nod.

‘Anyway, I’m not crazy.’ Harper said. ‘I
don’t need therapy. I’m just overwhelmed I guess. I just need a bit
of rest, a place to recharge. In a few days I’ll be out of your
hair.’

‘Take your time, Kiddo.’ Benjamin said.

Harper nodded and there was a long silence,
until Benjamin put his hands on his knees and tried to stand up.
‘Looks like you’ve calmed down again,’ he said. ‘I’ll be going back
to bed now.’

‘Why did you stop being a therapist?’ Harper
asked before he could leave.

‘I couldn’t compartmentalize.’ Benjamin said
shrugging. ‘I just got so swept up in all the problems of my
clients that I lost track of my personal and professional
boundaries, I visited them at home when they didn’t show up for an
appointment, I called companies to try and find them a job, I
allowed them to call me outside of office hours, I let them have
appointments for free if they couldn’t afford it and then one time
I gave one of my clients, a girl named Emma, two hundred dollars
for food and rent and all that. You know for me it wasn’t all that
much, but for her it meant the world. She used it all to buy drugs
and she overdosed that same night. So then I moved into research,
which is also...’ He kept silent for a moment. ‘I didn’t want to
work for Big Pharma, so I quit and I came here. Back to basics,
just the earth giving me everything I need, it isn’t easy, but it’s
simple.’

He looked at Harper from the corner of his
eye.

Harper nodded. ‘I guess, I could go for
simple right now.’

‘Good.’ Benjamin said nodding.

Harper stared at his hairy ankles that stuck
out from under his robe. ‘You know, maybe you should take my phone
into custody so I can’t look at it and I won’t stress myself out,’
she said.

‘Are you sure?’ Benjamin asked.

‘Not really.’ Harper said. ‘But it might make
things simpler, don’t you think?’

Benjamin took her phone from the charger and
slipped it into the pocket of his robe. She saw the screen shining
behind the terry fabric and she started to get nervous already.

‘Just till tomorrow morning.’ She said.

‘Whatever you want.’ Benjamin said.

‘I don’t know what I want.’ Harper said. ‘I
guess I mostly want to sleep. I just want to shut my eyes, shut out
the world and not be bothered by this whirlwind of thoughts. I want
to find some peace and calm somewhere. Do you reckon you can get me
some sleeping pills or some Prozac or something, since you used to
be a psychiatrist and all that?’

Benjamin shook his head.

‘You should prescribe me something then
tomorrow we go to the pharmacy to pick it up. It’s not like I've
never used a sleeping pill before. I just want stop worrying. I
want to stop thinking.’

‘I know.’ Benjamin said. He put his hand on
top of her head, it was patronizing but comforting at the same
time. ‘Just try to calm yourself down and get some sleep, okay?’ He
left the room before Harper could come up with another question and
she was left looking at the closed door.

 





Chapter 4: Benjamin

Benjamin leaned against her door as if he was
standing guard. There was something endearing about her, without
that layer of make-up she seemed a completely different person,
someone that needed him.

She was so vulnerable and wrapped up in her
own emotions, she didn’t even realize her shiny silk nightgown
beautifully accentuated her breasts, showing off quite a bit of
cleavage, she didn’t even realize how sexy it was when she bit her
lip with that worried frown, she probably didn’t even realize how
it moved his hearth when she looked up at him with those begging
brown eyes, still slightly wet and shimmering with her tears. He
had to get out of that room, or otherwise he would’ve given her
everything she wanted, he would’ve given her all the sleeping pills
and benzodiazepines he could find, just to cheer her up.

Benjamin returned to his own bedroom, but he
couldn’t sleep anymore. It was like his body was wide awake now,
blood coursing through his veins.

He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. It
was probably just horniness. It wasn’t love, just lust. There
wasn’t some spiritual connection that made him want to take care of
her and keep her save, it was just an urge to orgasm.

He lifted his hips and pushed his boxers down
to his knees. With his hand on top of his already semi-erect penis
he started rubbing himself, pressing into his dick, fumbling with
his balls.

Harpers image came to mind, it was that
image. Her sitting in her bed in the silky nightgown, her face
naked and pure. There was something intriguing about her, maybe
that’s why she had so many followers online, she somehow compelled
people to be invested in her.

His dick now fully erect and he wrapped his
fingers around the shaft, moving his hand up and down, massaging
himself. His arousal building up. He just had to purge, he had to
get her out of his system, so tomorrow he would be a good host. His
rhythm increasing.

What if tonight he didn’t just sit down on
the edge of her bed, what if he had wrapped his arms around her.
Earlier this afternoon she’d scolded him for not wrapping his arms
around her, that was the same as giving him permission, right? What
if he had wrapped his arms around her and pulled her in this tight
embrace, she would snuggle up to him, rub her cheek into his chest.
He would feel her body relax as she found solace with him. The hug
would say it all, the embrace would communicate everything. He
would give her a kiss within her hair and she would look up at him
with those big eyes, filled with surprise and curiosity. She would
reach out and kiss him on the mouth, a soft shy peck and he would
hold her so close to him. He would...

His rhythm increased and he orgasmed. His
breathing irregular and he tried to suppress the moaning that came
from deep within. He reached for the box of tissues and removed the
sperm that was dripping over his hand and stomach. After he had
cleaned himself up, he pulled his boxer shorts over his hips
again.

He didn’t even reach the part in his fantasy
where he would gently guide her to the bed and fuck her, apparently
just a kiss was enough to get him to blow.

 





Chapter 5: Harper

The sun was barely up, but there was a cacophony of
sounds outside. There were roosters cackling, there was something
banging into metal fencing, there were trees rustling in the wind,
there was the engine of a tractor humming in a sequence of low
thuds, there was a fly ticking against the window trying to find
it’s way out. Harper rubbed her eyes. The moment she woke up she
started thinking about her followers, her YouTube channel, her
rent, her mother’s new husband.

She reached out for her phone but the
nightstand was empty. For a moment she had no idea how to start the
day without her phone, so she kept sitting on the bed. Eventually
she got up and opened the window wide, so the fly could buzz away.
A cool breeze of fresh morning air blew into her room. She leaned
on the window sill and looked out, not much to see but acres of
farmland. The sky was beautifully marbled red and purple swirls.
She reached for her phone to make a picture. She could do a video
with make-up inspired by this color scheme, the sky was too
beautiful to go by unnoticed.

She didn’t have a phone. A tight knot in her
stomach, she didn’t want to be confronted with the sex tape and all
the haters, but neither did she want to let this moment disappear.
The sky, the colors it would just fade into a vague memory and this
moment would be forever lost. She contemplated sneaking into
Benjamin’s room to get her phone, but that seemed excessive just to
capture a sunrise.

Instead she put all her creams and make-up
supplies on the bed in a straight line and started her morning
routine. She needed a washcloth still, she tiptoed over the landing
and opened the bathroom door.

‘Fuck? Fuck!’ Benjamin yelled. He was
standing in front of the toilet with a startled look on his face.
He pulled up his boxer shorts, but Harper still saw a glimpse of
his dick. She kept staring at him, her cheeks flushed, his penis
bulging behind his shorts, his ass round and tight, and his torso
still as gorgeous as it had been yesterday.

‘Don’t just stand there. Get out!’ Benjamin
said.

She turned around and stepped away from the
bathroom.

‘I’m sorry.’ Harper said. ‘I didn’t know you
were up yet.’

‘Go.’ Benjamin said.

Harper hurried back to her own room, she sat
down on the ground in front of her bed the line of make-up supplies
in front of her, a small round mirror balancing unstable on top of
the duvet, she glanced at herself. She looked horrible, red puffy
eyes, purple bags, messy hair, freckles.

For a moment she considered starting her
morning routing without washing her face, but she wasn’t a monster
and she didn’t want to get pimples, so she waited for Benjamin to
be done.

After a while he told her the bathroom was
free. Harper hurried to get a wash cloth and commenced her routine,
a soft face massage, a primer, foundation, eyeshadow, mascara,
slowly she saw herself appear in the mirror. This was the face that
she knew, this was the face she looked at for hours on end when
editing a video.

‘I’m sorry.’ Benjamin said the moment she
came downstairs. He was sitting at the dining table sipping tea. ‘I
was just sleepy and functioning on auto-pilot, I should’ve locked
the door.’

‘It’s okay.’ Harper said uncomfortable.
‘Let’s not talk about it.’

‘There’s some hot water in the kettle.’ He
said.

Harper hesitated for a moment, she was the
type of person that would start the day with a pumpkin spice latte
from the Starbucks, but she didn’t even bother asking whether there
was a Starbucks or any other coffee place close by.

She picked up the copper kettle, poured
herself a cup and sat down.

‘Hey,’ she said, as nonchalantly as she could
muster. ‘Can I have my phone back.’

‘Sure.’ Benjamin said.

Harper didn’t expect it to go that
easily.

‘It’s still in the pocket of my robe, I’ll
get it in a second, or you could get it yourself if you want.’

‘Okay.’ Harper said, she didn’t get up to run
upstairs though part of her definitely wanted to.

‘Aren’t you suppose to forbid me?’ She
asked.

‘That’s not my job.’ Benjamin said.

‘But... ‘ Harper mumbled. She didn’t know
what to say next, so she kept her mouth shut.

‘Would you like me to ration your screen
time?’ Benjamin asked

‘I don’t know.’ She shrugged. She didn’t want
to admit it. It would be much easier if he’d just took charge, then
she could fight him and yell at him about his ridiculous rules
instead of having this internal struggle where she had to admit
things that were impossible to express.

‘I don’t know.’ She said again. ‘There’s
probably messages of people telling me I should kill myself cause
I’m a disgrace to humanity or something.’

Benjamin didn’t seem that interested. ‘When
your tea is finished we’re going to feed the chickens and let them
out of the coop.’

‘Maybe it’s best if you hold on to my phone.’
Harper said. She knew his muscles had nothing to do with it, but it
made her feel save to think about Benjamin as a buffer between her
and her haters. ‘Maybe you can help me to scale down my phone
time.’ Harper said.

Benjamin nodded.

‘One hour a day?’ She asked. ‘No two, one in
the morning and one in the afternoon.’

‘Whatever you want, kiddo.’

Harper ran upstairs and whipped her phone out
of the pocket of his bathrobe. While descending the stairs she was
already scrolling.

When Benjamin finished his tea he put his cup
down with a bang.

‘Ready?’ He asked. ‘You’re wearing that
today?’

‘For what?’ Harper asked. ‘I’ve still got
like fifty five minutes left right?’

‘The chickens need feeding, I’m going to show
you how to take care of them, since you’re staying here you might
as well help out and earn your keep.’

‘I...uhm...’ Harper stuttered.

‘Or did you think this would be a holiday
with sun bathing and flipping through magazines.’

Harper read a nasty comment, it was like a
car crash, she didn’t want to look, but it was just so nasty she
couldn’t look away. ‘Sun bathing?’ She mumbled distracted. ‘Sun
bathing is really bad for your skin, and why would I buy a magazine
if I have my phone?’

Benjamin shook his head. ‘Come on, kiddo.’ He
said.

There was something in his voice, something
stern and dominant, that made her obey and get up. She followed him
to the hallway. He put on some big rubber boots and pressed the
seem of his jeans inside. Harper slid on her red high heels that
were still standing next to the coat rack from yesterday
evening.

‘Really?’ Benjamin asked.

‘I know.’ She said. The shiny red leather
didn’t match her corset top or her skirt, but there would be nobody
to see that anyway, right?

‘Your choice, your responsibility.’ Benjamin
mumbled almost as if he was talking to himself instead of her. When
she opened the door the cool morning air caressed her skin, she
stepped out into the open and inhaled. The sun was now completely
up and there was just a tiny sliver of red cloud floating next to
it. She pointed her phone up to the sky and took a picture
anyway.

‘This morning it was really pretty,’ she
said.

‘Wait till it starts freezing during the
night,’ he said, ‘then you’ll see a truly mesmerizing sunrise.’

‘Do you think I’ll still be here by the time
it’s starts freezing at night?’ Harper asked.

Benjamin didn’t answer.

‘I don’t think so.’ Harper said. ‘This should
all blow over in a few weeks right. People will forget about me.’
She scoffed. ‘And then I’ll be left with no fame, no job, a
crippling fear of the future, no qualifications and an identity
crisis.’

Benjamin laughed, an adorable disarming
chuckle, it was the first time she heard him express joy. He put a
hand on her shoulder and gave her a little push in the direction of
the chicken coop. ‘You’re a smart kid,’ He said. ‘I’m sure you’ll
survive your existential crisis.’

She wasn’t really sure whether he was making
fun of her or not.

‘The key to the shed you’ll find over here.’
He pointed to a nail in the wall. ‘The door doesn’t close correctly
anymore, it’s a bit unhinged, so if you leave it unlocked it will
eventually swing open and I don’t want the chickens scuttling
around in here, so remember to lock it, understood?’

He opened the door, there was a dark shed
with a barrel of chicken feed. ‘These are the egg layer pallets,
they get this every morning, not too much because they’re free
range chickens and you’d also want them to just eat grass and bugs
and whatever they can find, just one container will be enough. This
bag over here is filled with scratch, that’s more of a treat for
them, you give them two or three hands of this at the end of the
day to make them go back in their coop. Take this.’

He put an empty container in her hand and
Harper felt the dust transfer onto her fingers. With the empty cup
she scooped up their pallets and then she followed Benjamin
outside. Harper sprinkled a bit of the food here and there.

‘You don’t have to be so careful.’ Benjamin
said while taking the container out of her hand. He made a swinging
motion and a tidal wave of chicken food flew through the air.
Inside the coop the chickens had seen him do that and they now
pushed themselves up against the fencing. Benjamin showed her how
to open the coop. The chickens ran out, fluttering with their
wings, cackling and tumbling over each other. They were coming
directly at her and she screamed. One chicken seemed to attack her,
it followed her around and flew up against her leg. Harper ran. The
heel of her shoe got stuck in the grass. She stumbled and fell face
forward into the mud and the chicken poo, while the chicken jumped
onto her ass and pecked at her skirt.

She mowed her arms through the air. ‘Get him
off me, get him off me, get him off me.’

Benjamin laughed. ‘Come on princess.’ He
said. He grabbed the chicken. ‘Go play with your other friends
now.’ He put the bird on the ground and then he helped Harper to
get up.

‘Don’t worry about her,’ He said. ‘Princess
is just a bit spoiled, she always fraternizes with people, she’d
rather get fed from the palm of your hand than having to go look
for food herself.’

Harper wanted to pat herself down, but her
hands were dirty and covered in mud as well. ‘I wasn’t worried
about princess, I was worried about myself.’ Harper said
indignant.

‘Well nothing new then.’ Benjamin said.
‘After we let them out we’ll check on their water. They still have
enough for now, see, but it won’t hurt to top it off, it’s going to
be a warm day. So get the hose.’

‘Me?’ Harper said. ‘Can’t I take a shower
first?’

‘No.’ Benjamin said.

‘Why not. I’m... like... can I at least wash
my hands then.’

‘I told you to get the hose,’ Benjamin said.
‘There’s water coming out of the hose to wash your hands.’

Harper was full of disbelief, she stared at
her own hands and her ruined clothes and she was simply frozen with
confusion.

‘Oh, come here you.’ Benjamin said. He
grabbed her by the shoulder and pulled her over to the side of the
house where a hose was attached. He turned on the tap and grabbed
her hands. ‘You’re a bit of princess yourself, aren’t you?’ He said
while he washed her hands with the freezing cold water. ‘So, all
done. Happy now?’

Harper just looked at her hands that were
dripping wet. ‘Is there a towel or something?’

Benjamin sighed. He grabbed her wrist and
pulled her closer, he dried her hands with his own T-shirt.

‘You’re treating me like a child.’ Harper
said. It was patronizing, but at the same time she liked his
confidence, she liked that he seemed to know everything.

‘That’s because you’re acting like a child.’
Benjamin said. ‘Now hold this and bring it over to the coop.’ He
pushed the hose in her hand and she walked to the wooden structure.
She topped off their water.

‘Well done.’ Benjamin showed her how to open
the coop from the side so they could collect the eggs. After that
they went over to the vegetable garden. With a shovel Benjamin
opened up the earth and collected three potatoes.

‘So.’ He said. ‘That’s breakfast.’

 





Chapter 6: Benjamin

Breakfast was done, with the tip of his finger
Benjamin picked up some grains of salt and put them in his mouth.
Harper was once again looking at her phone, according to the clock
her hour of screen time had past, but then again most of that hour
they had been outside caring for the chickens and getting potatoes.
She seemed troubled and her breathing was getting shaky as if she
was about to have another panic attack.

‘Hand in your phone.’ He said. She sputtered
a bit but then she obeyed. He put the phone on top of a kitchen
cabinet.

‘Now I know where you’ve hid it.’ She
said.

‘Just control yourself and don’t get it down,
if you don’t want to.’ He grabbed their plates and rinsed them off
in the sink.

‘Can I go change now?’ She asked. There was
something endearing in her question, only the fact that she would
ask him permission to change her clothes was already charming, but
their was a quiver in her voice, something vulnerable, something
that needed his permission, or maybe that was just his
imagination.

‘Sure.’ He said.

Only when she hurried upstairs and he was
left alone in the kitchen he allowed himself to feel the effect her
question had on him, his heartbeat was certainly a lot faster now
and his cheeks may be slightly warmer.

When she came back she was wearing a woolen
garment that was either a very big sweater or a very short dress.
Another ridiculous outfit choice, considering they would be doing
manual labor out in the burning sun.

He shook his head ‘Let’s go.’ He brought the
potato peels and the eggshells over to the compost pile and showed
her how to shovel waist through the pile. He also demonstrated how
to scoop up some of the top soil and mix it with the compost to
prepare the land. They worked all morning. She followed his
directions and wasn’t half as bad as he expected.

‘I think I kind of like it.’ She said at
lunch time. ‘I think I understand what you meant last night, it is
simple, but not easy but... I’m starving by the way.’ She leaned
over the table and grabbed a slice of bread.

Benjamin nodded.

‘I worry less, farm work is at least a
distraction I guess, but it’s also satisfying isn’t it?’

Benjamin nodded.

After lunch they continued preparing the
ground. The sun was now beaming down on them and Benjamin took off
his shirt. He saw Harper sneaking a peek at his body. With the back
of his hand he wiped some sweat from his forehead and once in a
while he grabbed his canteen and took a gulp of water. ‘You want
some?’ He asked.

Harper shook her head. ‘No thank you.’ She
said.

‘It’s important to hydrate.’ He said.
‘Especially in this weather.’

‘I’m fine thank you.’

Benjamin shrugged. Fine, if she didn’t want
to he couldn’t force the water down her throat could he? He felt
asthmatic even looking at her clothes, her face was red and she was
panting.

He didn’t expect to see her change this much
in less than a day. When she’d arrived yesterday and refused to eat
cauliflower and all that nonsense he would’ve never expected that
today she would be actually holding a shovel and doing the work.
She wiped a strand of hair from her sweaty face and her make-up
smudged. Maybe he shouldn’t be so tough on her. They were making
great progress. If they’d continued like this, then tomorrow they
could sow already. Maybe with the time they saved now Harper was
helping, he’d could finally build that expansion for his chicken
coop. It would be fun to breed some new chicks too.

‘Benjamin?’ Her voice sounded soft. He looked
over his shoulder to see what she was up to. She looked pale.

‘What happened?’ He asked. ‘You got spooked
by a large earthworm? There’s nothing to worry about, like I told
you they’re just worms not poisonous snakes.’

She shook her head. ‘I don’t... feel...’

Before he knew it she was laying on the
ground. He cursed. He probably should have anticipated that she was
about to faint and he probably should have caught her. He put his
shovel down and picked her up from the ground. For a girl that
looked so dainty and petite she was heavier than expected. Her
woolen sweater itched against his skin. He carried her inside and
put her down on the couch. Her sweater had a polo-neck, no matter
how he pulled on her collar he couldn’t really open up the sweater
to give her room to breath.

He went into the kitchen and poured some cold
water on a towel. He sat down on the coffee table next to the couch
and dabbed her forehead.

‘Harper.’ He said softly. ‘Harper?’

She kept her eyes shut. He put his ear close
to her mouth to check whether she was breathing still. A warm whiff
of air caressing his cheek, just to be sure he checked her pulse.
There was nothing wrong with her, in a minute or two she should
regain consciousness again.

He put a pillow underneath her feet and then
he continued to dab her forehead with the wet towel. The make-up
transferred onto the terry fabric, it was satisfying to remove that
orange glaze from her face and to see her pure freckled skin
underneath. Instead of dabbing her forehead he was now dabbing her
entire face, or actually it would be better described as rubbing
her face as he removed her make-up.

That was a bad idea. For one it definitely
crossed some sort of boundary, right? A doctor didn’t just remove
make-up from peoples faces once they fainted. Also the make-up
worked as a reminder of what a shallow and self-absorbed person she
was. With her bare skin exposed she looked too cute and endearing.
Without her make-up he could very easily feel attracted to her. He
studied her bare face, this was her, this was the real her, this
was the Harper that nobody ever saw. Yet here she was, totally
exposed on his couch with all her freckles for him to see.

Very carefully he ran the tip of his finger
across her nose and her cheeks that were regaining her pinkish
color and right in that moment she opened her eyes. He jumped
up.

‘You fainted.’ He said as if it was an
accusation. He fumbled with the towel trying to hide the blotches
of make-up in the fabric. ‘You fainted.’ He said again this time
with a defensive undertone. ‘I was just dabbing your face. It’s
because of that stupid sweater, why on earth would you wear a
sweater like that?’

His heart was beating fast. She had a
confused look on her face and he realized he was acting weird. He
took a deep breath and sat down on the rim of the coffee table
again.

‘How are you feeling?’ He asked calmer.

She blinked her eyes again and stared past
him at the ceiling, then she tried to sit up. He hurried to
rearrange the pillows so she was supported.

‘Fine?’ She asked hesitant.

‘You should drink something, Did you hurt
yourself?’

‘I’m fine, I guess.’ Harper said.

‘You don’t have to put on a brave face for
me, you can tell me if something is wrong.’ Benjamin told her as he
walked to the kitchen to grab a glass of water.

‘I’m not putting on a brave face.’ Harper
said. ‘I think I’m truly fine. A bit nauseous maybe.’

‘Drink.’ Benjamin said. ‘Why did you choose
to wear that sweater anyway? That’s just... I mean... It’s not up
to me to approve your outfits, but... I won’t allow you to wear
that anymore.’

‘It’s the only thing I had left.’ Harper said
while bringing the glass of water up to her mouth.

‘Nonsense.’ Benjamin said confused. ‘Aren’t
you some sort of fashion person? Surely you brought more than a few
outfits.

‘I didn’t plan on face planting in the mud
two times and ruining all my clothes in two days.’ Harper said. ‘By
the way with the clothes and accessories I brought I could’ve
styled them in 24 different ways, to create 24 different outfits. I
did a video about that called: “Minimal money, maximal style.” It’s
one of my top rated video’s. Maybe because it has the word money in
the title. Later I did a similar video titled: “Pack lightly, dress
for impact” about how to pick out mixing and matching clothes for
your holiday but it got only half as much views.’

Benjamin shook his head, he didn’t understand
why she was rambling on about her views and her video’s, maybe she
was still suffering from a heatstroke. ‘Anyway,’ he said ignoring
everything she babbled on about. ‘You’re not wearing that while we
work on the land anymore.’

She shrugged. ‘Guess I won’t be working on
the land then,’ she said. ‘Or you have to lend me some clothes of
yours.’

‘My clothes?’ Benjamin asked. ‘You want to
wear my clothes?’

Harper shrugged. ‘It’s not like anybody is
going to see me, that’s the beauty of being here isn’t it? I can
dress however I want, it’s pure freedom. I could even work the land
naked and no one would care.’ She smiled and her smile seemed to be
sincere.

Benjamin shook his head. ‘Sure.’ He
stuttered. ‘I mean, not the naked thing. I mean, let’s go see if my
clothes fit you.’

They went upstairs and he grabbed a pair of
jeans out of his wardrobe. The jeans were way too big and even when
she wore his belt as tight as possible the pants would still slide
of her hips. Eventually they settled on his old dungarees, those
were still too baggy, but the shoulder straps kept the garment in
place, a plain white t-shirt, a quick ponytail in her hair and then
she was a completely different person, both gorgeous and cute at
the same time.

‘How do I look?’ She asked.

‘Beautiful.’ Benjamin said. ‘I mean good. I
mean those are good clothes, practical clothes.’

‘I feel like a little girl playing dress up
in her daddy’s wardrobe.’ She said while putting her hands in the
pockets of the dungarees. She looked down to her own denim clad
legs and walked around the room. ‘I like it.’ She said.

Then she looked up. ‘You know, we should take
a picture and post it on Instagram as an outfit of the day, it
would be hilarious, the haters and the trolls would have a field
day with it.’ She gave him another smile. ‘See I’m getting better.
I’m already detoxing from social media.’

‘Let’s get back to work,’ Benjamin said. He
wanted to say kiddo, but he swallowed that last word. He had seen
her change outfits, he knew she wasn’t a kiddo anymore.

 





Chapter 7: Harper

Harper shoveled compost and mixed it in with the
soil, a strand of hair had escaped her ponytail and kept dangling
in front of her face. She blew at it and tried to brush it behind
her ear, but it kept getting loose.

Benjamin was staring at her, every time she
looked up and took a little breather she saw him looking.

‘I’m fine.’ She said, the fourth time she had
caught him staring. ‘I swear I’m not going to faint again.’

‘Good.’ He said, but even after she’d
reassured him numerous times, he kept looking over.

As they prepared dinner Harper asked for her
phone. She leaned against the counter while Benjamin was frying
some onions and garlic. It smelled familiar and she was getting
hungrier every time she heard the pan sizzle. He kept on adding
ingredients tomatoes, carrots, basil, oregano.

She scrolled through the notifications on her
phone and despite having once more 99+ notifications she figured
she didn’t miss a lot. It were new haters with new hate messages
they spewed, but it felt like the same old same old. She tapped on
a video with the thumbnail of the girl she’d pushed. It was an
interview, not even with another YouTube channel, but with America
Today. The girl’s name was Savannah and apparently she needed three
stitches in her eye brow. They showed pictures of her at the
emergency clinic with blood all over her face and clothes and
hands. In the end she said she would be suing Harper and that if
Harper was watching she should expect a letter from her lawyer real
soon.

‘What a drama queen. O my god.’ Harper yelled
out, she rolled her eyes and shook her head. She tried to push the
memory of the girl away, but her heart was beating rapidly and it
made her nauseous as if she couldn’t breath.

‘Are you okay?’ Benjamin asked with a worried
look on his face.

It was sweet that he was so concerned about
her well being. ‘I’m fine.’ Harper said. ‘But look at this. What a
poser. What a wannabe. Ya basic, so what do you do, you sue
Harper’s Charm for some attention. O. M. G.’

Benjamin leaned against her arm to watch her
iPhone while she replayed the video. Her elbow and lower arm were
grazing up against his torso, his tight six pack. He had put on a
shirt again, but the heat of his body radiated right through the
fabric. He smelled good, sweaty and musky and masculine.

‘Well that’s unsettling.’ He said when the
video ended.

Harper wasn’t sure whether he meant pushing
the girl was unsettling behavior on her part or the girl going on
national television threatening her with a law suit was the
unsettling thing.

‘You want to talk about it?’ He asked.

‘No,’ Harper shrugged. ‘I’m fine, really.
This is just funny to me, she’s such a loser grappling for
attention. It doesn’t really affect me, it just makes me laugh, you
know?’

‘I don’t know.’ He said while picking up the
spoon and stirring the tomato and bean mixture in the pot.

‘It’s chili.’ Harper said to change the
subject. ‘My favorite.’

‘I know.’ Benjamin said. ‘Will you set the
table?’

Harper grabbed two plates and some cutlery
‘You know?’ She asked. ‘How do you know? I believe I’ve never
mentioned it on my channel, or maybe in the video where I try the
same diet as a Victoria Secret Model for a week? Did I mention
chili then?’

‘No.’ Benjamin said. ‘Maybe. I don’t know. I
haven’t watched your video’s. It was your favorite as a kid, so I
figured you’d still like it.’

‘You remembered?’ Harper asked. ‘Like I don’t
even remember that. Am I supposed to remember your favorite food
too?’

‘It’s pancakes with maple syrup.’ He said. He
carried the pot with chili to the table and then scooped some on
her plate.

‘Thanks.’ She mumbled.

‘I want to go to the Walmart tonight to stock
up on supplies, since you’re here now and we’re running out of
stuff twice as fast. You wanna join me maybe? To get you some boots
that actually fit and all that?’

Harper nodded. As she put the first spoon
full of chili in her mouth she felt a glow of nostalgia rising up
her chest. It tasted like home. It tasted like family.

 





Chapter 8: Benjamin

His fingers wrapped around the steering wheel, he
looked out onto the road ahead of them, but still he couldn’t keep
his eyes off of Harper. Their little road trip started out quite
chatty and cheerful. They talked about music and as it turned out
they both liked Kate Bush. However as the road got busier and they
got closer to Walmart, Harper became quiet.

She was slouching in her chair, as if she was
trying to hide and find cover beneath the dashboard cabinet.

‘You’re alright there kiddo?’ Benjamin asked
when they turned onto the parking lot.

‘No.’ She said.

He put the car into an empty lot, turned off
the engine and studied her face.

‘I’m not going.’ She said. ‘I’ve changed my
mind, take me home please.’

‘We’d just drove three quarters of an hour,
we’re not going to return empty handed, that would be insane.’

Harper shrugged and didn’t answer.

‘Are you afraid?’ He asked.

‘I’m not.’ She said. ‘It isn’t about fear. I
just... I don’t want to be seen in public with a hick like
you.’

‘A hick like me?’ Benjamin asked.

‘I’m dressed in rags.’ She pulled on her
dungarees.

‘You look cute.’

‘Says the hick.’ Harper hid her face in her
hands. ‘Just go without me.’ She kicked her feet and the dashboard
cabinet flew open, spilling it’s contents all over the floor,
mostly candy wrappers that didn’t fit in the ashtray anymore.

‘Ugh.’ Harper said, brushing the wrappers
away from her lap. ‘That’s so gross. You’re so gross and you’re
grossness is spreading to me and I’m not going out there... I’m
not... I’m not.’

‘You’re being rude.’ Benjamin said. ‘There’s
no need to insult me because you’re feeling a bit vulnerable.’

‘Well there’s no need to go all
psychotherapist on me just because you feel superior with all your
confidence and your muscles and all the right life choices.’

Benjamin had to suppress a chuckle. ‘Just
take a deep breath,’ He said. ‘Calm down.’

‘I am calm.’ Harper said.

‘You don’t sound calm.’ Benjamin said in his
melodic voice. ‘Listen to me, inhale slowly, hold for a moment and
exhale. We’re going to do a little visualization exercise okay?
Every time you inhale you breath in more and more relaxation and
with every breath out you feel the stress and tension leaving your
body.’

‘I know what you’re trying to do.’ Harper
said. ‘Now you’re not only trying to therapize me, now you’re doing
that hypnosis thing.’

Benjamin nodded and looked out through the
windshield, there was an overweight mother struggling to lift her
also overweight toddler into the cart while blocking the road and
keeping up traffic, three cars were waiting and honking. ‘You’re
right,’ he said. ‘I’m not your therapist and I’m not aiming to be
your therapist, but I do care about you and I want to help you calm
down.’

‘Fine.’ Harper said. She leaned her head back
against the headrest and closed her eyes. ‘I can’t possibly feel
any worse. Do your thing.’

Benjamin talked to her. He told her she would
feel more relaxed and she should visualize the relaxation slowly
rising up in her body, first her toes, then her ankles. By the time
he reached her shoulders and neck he could see her visibly relax,
but a moment later she teared up.

‘Never mind.’ She said abruptly opening her
eyes. ‘I was mistaken. I could feel worse. I’d rather stay here and
stay angry.’

‘Harper.’ He said. ‘Come on, don’t be a
child.’

‘Why not?’ Harper said, ‘what if I wanna be a
child? What if I just want to be a stupid little kid that doesn’t
have to worry about anything, that’s too young to understand how
the world works. What if I want that Benjamin? What if I want to be
put in the toddler seat, just like that boy over there. He’s not
going to fit by the way, his mother should’ve taken the XXL
shopping cart, or the one for disabled kids. I’ll bet I’ll fit in
the XXL shopping cart too. She better watch out though someone
might take a picture and before you know it she’ll be going viral
too.’

Benjamin looked at the mother still
struggling to fit her kid in the cart. The kid was already halfway
in the seat and the mother was about to pull on his legs when the
kid stood up and the cart rolled backwards.

‘Is that what you’re scared about, that
people will make a video of you and make fun of you?’

She shrugged. ‘I can’t get any more shit from
haters than I’m getting now, can I?’ She hid her face in hands
again and started sobbing uncontrollable. Her ribcage
convulsing.

Benjamin watched as the mother decided she’d
rather put the kid in the big part of the cart where the groceries
were supposed to go. The kid was getting up and trying to climb
out, but the mother smacked his head and started to push the cart
towards the store. The cars that had been waiting started to
move.

‘I can’t. I just can’t. Already I can’t even
breath, so how am I suppose to breath there. They’ll mob me again,
what if they’ll mob me and I’m dying, what if I get a heart attack
right in the middle of the store and they’ll just stand around
laughing and cheering while they record me? What if I get angry.
What if I get so angry I push another girl, or I hit one, what if
this time they’ll die? What if I murder someone?’

Benjamin put his hand on her shoulder and
softly stroke her back.

‘You’re not going to murder someone.’
Benjamin said. ‘It’s just anxiety, you’re afraid you’re going to
have a panic attack and that in itself is creating some
agoraphobia, really the best thing you could do is to not give in
to those fears because that’ll only make them stronger, and then
next time that anxiety will be twice as bad.’

He tried to remember whether there was a box
of Zoloft still in the trunk of his car, getting out there and
facing her fears even with the help of a little Zoloft would be
better than hiding out in the car and giving in to that
anxiety.

‘Nobody will recognize you.’ He said.
‘Whenever you post online you’re covered in six layers of make-up
aren’t you?’

‘Just the one full face.’ Harper said.
‘Except when I joined in on the 100 layers challenge and I put on
100 layers of foundation.’

‘See, they won’t even know you’re Charming
Harper, and even if someone did recognize you, we’d just pretend
that you’re somebody else and we don’t know about YouTube and that
we’re flabbergasted that you have a famous doppelganger.’

‘Maybe.’ She said. ‘Then we’ll pretend I’m
your kid and that I can’t talk and then when people come up to talk
to me I’ll just hold your hand and drool a bit or something.’

Benjamin chuckled and patted her on the back.
‘Let’s not get carried away.’ He said. ‘Ready?’

He stepped out of the car but Harper didn’t
follow. She just hid her face in her hands and started crying
again. Benjamin sighed. He leaned against the car and looked out
over the car park. Hoods shimmering in the the twilight. A guy
shoving twenty loafs of bread in the back of his pick up, some
teenagers were hanging outside of the Taco Bell kicking an empty
soda bottle around.

Fine. He opened the trunk of his car, he
reached for the plastic bag, it contained various boxes of
medicine, that should have been thrown away, but he had been too
lazy to do so.

He rummaged through the boxes, most where
heavier medication, anti-psychotics, anti-depressants. When he was
still working with the research team, his supervisor had send him
out to pick up a couple of boxes, with the intention of analyzing
the medication their competitors produced. They quickly discovered
that the substance they were working on was in a totally different
category so any form of comparison was obsolete.

He found the box of Zoloft. He walked around
to the passenger seat and opened the door.

‘Forget it.’ She said. ‘Just forget it
Benjamin, I’m not going.’

‘Here.’ Benjamin said squatting down next to
her. He showed her the box, ‘Take half a tablet of this.’

She snatched the box from his hand and before
he could stop her she had pressed one of the white pills out of the
silver foiled strip and she swallowed it whole, without any sip of
water.

‘Damn it Harper.’ He said. ‘I told you
half.’

‘Don’t worry.’ She said. ‘I’ve build up a
tolerance, you know, I’ve used plenty of these.’

‘Why?’ Benjamin said. He looked at her
inquisitively. ‘Why on earth would you do that?’

She shrugged. ‘Remember when in the nineties
Alderall and Ritalin where all that?’

‘You weren’t around for that.’ Benjamin
said.

‘Well back then I guess productivity and
focus were a scarce resource. Nowadays everybody is stressed out.
So peace and relaxation are a scarcity and people will pay to
experience it, makes sense doesn’t it? And whenever someone is
willing to pay, someone is willing to provide, that’s the beauty of
the free market.’

‘Lets get going.’ Benjamin said, gesturing
towards the entrance of the Walmart.

‘It’s just not worth it.’ She said. ‘I look
hideous, they’ll find me and record me, all because they want to go
viral themselves and they want to use me for fame and
attention.’

He was fed up with her dramatized pity party.
‘Stop that. Here’s what’s going to happen.’ He said firm. ‘You’re
going to stop whining. You’re gonna suck it up. You will take my
hand, get out of the car and we’re going to buy ourselves some
groceries.’

He held out his fingers in front of her, she
hesitantly put her own hand in his and got out of the car.

‘My name is Penny okay, and we’ve never heard
of Harpers Charm, any similarities are purely coincidental,
right?’

‘Right.’ Benjamin said. She was still
clasping onto his arm and she didn’t let go when he tried to get a
coin out of is wallet for the cart, and even when he was pushing
the cart she still clung to him. It was annoying maneuvering the
cart with just the one hand, but there was also a part of him that
liked her clinging onto him.

‘Come on, Kiddo.’ He said as he lead her
inside the store. At first she was quiet and skittish, but after a
while Harper became more relaxed and chatty. ‘Let’s get some coffee
too.’ She said. ‘Do you even own a coffee maker? Look at those
strawberries, Benjamin, Do you think I could make a video labeled
“A full face of make up with fruits and veggies.” Cherry and
strawberry are quite pigmented, aren’t they. Do you grow
strawberries too?’ When she was done looking at the strawberries
she grabbed his hand again. Although there was nobody in their
aisle and she didn’t seem to be that scared anymore, she continued
chatting about strawberries and make-up video’s

Her hand was dainty and small, yet her
fingers held on to him tightly. He tried to forget about her hand
and to remember his grocery list. Toilet paper, with a girl in the
house it made sense to buy some extra toilet paper.

‘That’s a good idea isn’t it Benjamin?’
Harper asked. ‘That’ll probably score well on YouTube, I should
write that down. Did I bring my notebook? Wait, I didn’t bring
anything. Not even money. I just realized.’ She slammed her hand
into her forehead. ‘That’s so stupid, I’m so stupid. Can I pay you
back later or do you want to go home to pick up my wallet? No
wait... your home is really, really far away, because we’re in the
middle of nowhere. Don’t hate me please. Do you hate me now?’

He squeezed in Harpers hand. ‘I don’t hate
you, but you’re talking too loud,’ he said.

She looked around. ‘There’s no one here.’ She
said. ‘Because no one lives here.’ Theatrically she opened her arms
and turned around. ‘There’s nobody here, in the whole wide world,
we’re free, Benjamin. We can do whatever we want.’ She turned and
turned and turned and then suddenly stopped ‘Now I’m dizzy.’ She
said.

‘Harper, listen to me, girl. I take it your
medication is starting to kick in and I’m happy you’re feeling
better, but you took a lot and I believe it’s messing with your
inhibitions. Don’t do anything you might regret later.’

‘Regrets. I could do a video on that!’ She
yelled. ‘My top five biggest fashion regrets. I’ll show pictures of
stupid outfits I wore as a kid or a teenager, that’s bound to do
well, also it makes me relatable. That’s important, on the one hand
show high end fashion and lifestyle people can only dream about, on
the other hand show them you’re human yourself, show them your
insecure and authentic.’ She sighed. ‘But that kind of authenticity
is still fake, don’t you think? It’s something you do to get views.
You show yourself crying, but you know full well you’re recording
yourself. You talk about your insecurities, but those are perfectly
curated insecurities, to appeal to the masses.’ She was shaking her
head.

Benjamin listened to her rambling and
smiled.

‘You’re quite the philosopher aren’t you?’
Benjamin said.

‘I don’t know.’ Harper said shrugging.
‘There’s just this schism you know, between who you are and how you
portray yourself online. You know what people don’t realize? How
lonely it is being a YouTube star. People seem to think I’m so
social and such an extrovert, always on the go, always talking to
new people, emerging myself in new experiences. But that’s just my
online persona. In reality most of the time I just sit in front of
my computer editing the next video, you know how much time it takes
to edit a 20 minute video?’ She tilted her head to the side and
waited for his reaction.

Benjamin shrugged.

‘No.’ She said, she leaned over the handle
bar of the cart and pushed it into the next aisle. ‘I don’t know
either. It depends off course.’ She let out a moan that left
Benjamin wondering what that sound was suppose to mean.

‘Everything alright?’ He asked.

‘I’m fine.’ She said yawning. ‘They don’t
know me.’ She shook her head and then pointed up at the dangling
tube lights. ‘Lighting. How to properly light your Instagram
photo’s. That’ll be a great video, don’t you think?’

‘God Kiddo, your brain.’ Benjamin said. ‘Does
it ever stop?’

‘I wish! If you have to put out four video’s
a week, thinking up new idea’s becomes second nature. I guess.’

‘It’s amazing,’ Benjamin said. ‘It’s really
cool to see how you process the world around you and how you can
turn anything into a video pitch. It’s a gift.’

‘Don’t know.’ She said. ‘Maybe. That’s why I
had those millions of followers. Although sometimes it feels like a
curse too. Is it okay if I hold your hand again? I mean I’m not
really afraid, I just want to feel save.’

She slipped his fingers into his and tried to
control the cart with one hand. That didn’t turn out so well, she
bumped into a rack of candles and after that she rear ended a woman
while she was distracted by an as seen on TV shower head that
according to the package would display a laser show while you
washed yourself.

‘Why?’ She asked frowning and squinting at
the box. ‘Why Benjamin?’

‘I don’t know.’ Benjamin said.

‘My mind is just... totally blank right now.’
Harper picked up the box and turned it back and forth. ‘Why would
you invest 16 dollars in a shower laser show? I don’t get it. 16
dollars isn’t that much, maybe we should buy it, so we can try.
It’s... my mind is so empty, I like that. Maybe that’s what is
does, it confuses people up to a point where they can’t think
anymore. I feel calm though and a little bit fuzzy on the
inside.’

Benjamin grabbed the box from her hands and
put it back on the shelve. ‘I don’t think that’s the star shower, I
think you’re starting to feel a bit groggy from the double dose of
Zoloft you just took.’

‘Yeah.’ Harper said. ‘That makes more sense.
It feels nice though.’ She grabbed his hand as they walked to the
clothing section. She was getting more and more quiet, the
frequency of or video pitches dimmed down while the intervals in
between her yawning became shorter. She stared at the clothes on
the rack without making an effort to pick anything.

‘Just grab something.’ Benjamin said. ‘So we
can get you home.’

She reached out to a ruffled blouse and then
she stroke her finger over a dress covered in sequins. She grabbed
his arm with both hands and leaned her head against his bicep while
yawning. ‘Don’t know.’ She said. ‘You pick. You know what’s most
practical and all that. Video Challenge: Style the clothes that
you’re father or mother has picked out for you. That’s a good idea,
don’t you think? You think my mother would want to join in on that?
Probably not. I don’t know, you pick.’

Her speech was getting slurred and she still
clung to his arm, although it didn’t feel like she was looking for
safety and protection, it felt more like she was so tired she
wanted to lean into something.

‘What’s your size?’ He asked.

‘European 36, American either 4 or 6, or just
anything labeled Small.’

He grabbed a jeans. ‘This okay?’ He
asked.

She shrugged, she truly didn’t seem to care
what clothes he would pick out for her, and then he did something
he wasn’t proud of. Instead of just throwing in the first few jeans
and plain t-shirts that he saw, he picked out clothes that he
imagined looked cute on her. He liked her wearing his dungarees, so
he picked out two other dungarees that would be slightly to big for
her. He picked out denim shorts, some v-neck T-shirts and some
sheer blouses, he also put boots and gloves in the cart.

‘Sunscreen.’ Harper yelled out when they were
walking towards the register. ‘You don’t want to get a sun burn and
skin cancer and wrinkles and all that.’ She reached out for a
yellow bottle with a big red 30 on it and threw it in the cart as
well.

On the drive back Harper sat quietly in the
passengers seat. After a while she started nid-nodding, her eyes
closed her head sinking forward and then she jerked it up again,
opening her eyes, looking around slightly confused. The last time
she let out a tiny squeal and she gasped for air.

‘You’re alright there kiddo?’ He asked.

‘Yeah,’ she said lethargic. ‘No... I mean...
no, not really. The Zoloft is making me sleepy but my thoughts are
still there. I just don’t want to think anymore.’

Benjamin reached backwards and grabbed one of
her new T-shirts out of the shopping bags. ‘Here.’ He said. ‘Just
roll this up and use it as a pillow. Sleep it off. When we’re home
you probably feel better.’

‘Thanks.’ She said. ‘You’re such a kind
person. I don’t think I’ve thanked you yet for everything you’ve
done for me, for everything you’re still doing for me. Your such a
nice guy, so nice and caring, it makes me feel safe to be around
you, and you’re strong and gorgeous and I just...’

She stopped in the middle of her sentence.
Her eyes were closed her mouth slightly opened.

Good. Benjamin forced himself to think,
although he was dying to know what else she had to say about him.
He wouldn’t wake her up. She probably lost her train of thoughts
already.

He couldn’t keep his eyes on the road. The
way her neck was bend, that couldn’t be comfortable could it? Her
cheeks pinkish and sweet, covered in freckles. He reached out and
softly caressed her. Half and half he expected her to wake up dazed
and disoriented asking him what was going on, but nothing happened,
she stayed far away in dreamland.

He grabbed the steering wheel with both hands
and forced himself to focus on his driving, to sing along to the
radio, to think about the lecture on RC-154... yeah, maybe he could
use this time to prepare his lecture. Again he caressed her cheek.
It was just a movement his hand made without him actively deciding
to do so.

She looked so innocent, so pure. She wasn’t
this well thought out social persona, this was Harper sleeping,
Harper without make-up, Harper without her carefully styled high
fashion clothes, this was the essence of Harper. Harper at her most
vulnerable.

A scream. An intense cry as if somebody was
being murdered. The car dodged around the road, eventually came to
a standstill.

‘What happened?’ Benjamin asked. ‘Harper? Are
you okay.’

She looked flustered and just stared at
him.

‘What? What’s wrong. Talk to me.’

Harper shook her head, she looked through the
windshield for a moment and then she looked at him, shyly. ‘Don’t
know.’ She said. ‘I don’t know what’s going on anymore. I don’t
know anything.’ Tears popped up in her eyes.

‘Did you have a bad dream?’ He asked.

She slowly nodded. ‘I hope so.’ She said.
‘I... yeah... maybe it was all a nightmare, but then again who are
you and why are we here? Maybe this is still part of the
dream.’

She pulled on her lower lip. ‘This is real,
isn’t it? I’m here in the middle of nowhere living with you,
because the world thinks I’m a pervert. That happened, that part
was real, wasn’t it?’

Benjamin nodded. He started the car again and
continued to drive home.

‘It’s going to be okay.’ He said.

She shook her head. ‘That’s nice of you to
say.’

‘I wasn’t trying to be nice.’ Benjamin said.
‘I mean it.’

‘You can’t know that.’ Harper said.

They were driving in silence for a while.
‘Just go back to sleep.’ Benjamin said.

‘I can’t.’ Harper said. ‘My thoughts are just
going like whoosh-whoosh-whoosh, and I can still feel my blood like
pumping in my throat and in my ears as if it’s thick like
syrup.’

Benjamin looked at a flock of blackbirds that
was circling over the fields, he always liked a big flock of birds,
they were all individuals but at the same time all of them together
created this entity that was bigger than each of them. ‘Look.’ He
said, pointing.

‘Pretty.’ She said indifferent. ‘Maybe you
could help me. You should use your voice again to make me calm down
and to chase my thoughts away, you should tell me how relaxed I am
and then I will automatically obey you, right?’

‘You want me to hypnotize you?’ Benjamin
asked.

‘Yeah, whatever it’s called, visualization,
hypnotism, whatever, the thing you did yesterday and earlier this
evening when I was having a panic attack too.’

‘Are you having a panic attack now?’

‘I don’t know,’ Harper said. ‘I don’t feel so
good, Benjamin.’

‘Fine. Just look at the birds,’ he said.
‘Don’t just look at them, really focus on them while you listen to
my voice.’ It didn’t really matter where she focused on as long as
she focused on something. He’d never hypnotized someone while
driving a car at the same time, he looked back and forth between
her and the road to see whether she was ready for the next
instruction.

‘And as you keep following the birds with
your eyes, you feel your breathing getting SLOWER and DEEPER. Keep
looking at the birds, Harper, see them twisting around each another
and feel your eyes getting HEAVIER. SLEEP NOW, Harper. Close your
eyes and sink DEEPER. It’s so EASY to SURRENDER to my voice. It’s
so EASY to OBEY my voice, because all you want to do is SURRENDER
AND OBEY and SLEEP DEEPER.’

Benjamin pressed his lips together. It was
quite a common hypnosis technique to tell her to surrender and
obey, still he felt uncomfortable using those phrases with
Harper.

‘Talk to me please.’ She said groggy

‘Just...’ Benjamin shrugged. ‘Just sleep it
off now kiddo.’ He said.

When they arrived home, Benjamin expected
Harper to wake up from the wobbling as they drove onto his land, or
from the car coming to a stand still, or the noise of the engine
disappearing. But after he had parked the car she was still
sleeping like a baby.

He sat in his seat and stared through the
windshield, his shed could use a new layer of paint. What if she
didn’t wake up? Then he would pick her up and carry her to her
bedroom. She couldn’t sleep in those dungarees though, but wouldn’t
it be inappropriate for him to take her clothes off? Although
helping her get comfortable for a good nights sleep, that just
meant he was a good host.

 





Chapter 9: Harper

She wasn’t asleep, yet she wasn’t fully awake either.
Slumbering in this blissful twilight, sooner or later she would
have to get up, she would have to get out of the car and face the
real world, but right now she didn’t want to. She just wanted to be
lazy and lay on top of her new T-shirt. The tag slightly hurt her
cheek, but she was too lazy to do anything about it.

She didn’t have to do anything. Benjamin
would take care of her. Benjamin would tell her exactly what she
needed to do, and right now he hadn’t told her to wake up and get
out of the car, so why should she?

The car door disappeared and with that the
T-shirt pillow fell and her entire body slouched out of the car. A
strong hand cupping her cheek pushed her back in her seat.

‘What?’ Harper opened her eyes and saw
Benjamin squatting next to the car.

‘Ssh.’ He said. His arms reaching over her,
his fingers fidgeting with the seat belt, it unbuckled and she felt
the pressure disappearing from her chest and shoulder. Benjamin
guided her out of the car, his arm was wrapped supportively around
her waist. The evening breeze woke her up, but she pretended to be
groggy still. She slumped against his torso just so she could feel
his chest against her cheek and his strong arms holding her in a
tight embrace.

‘Easy there kiddo.’ He said.

He helped her to get up the stairs and
brought her to her room. ‘Good night.’ He said. Then he just left
her there. Her shoes still on, her dungarees still on, she hadn’t
even brushed her teeth. Harper was wide awake now.

‘Don’t leave me alone.’ She yelled. She sat
up on the bed and leaned against the wall. She’d given herself
away, now he knew she hadn’t been asleep, now he’d know she’d just
been pretending. Her knees pulled tightly into her chest and she
hid her face. Life wasn’t that easy or simple over here either,
life was still complex. She wanted things she didn’t want to want,
she felt things she didn’t want to feel, she did things she didn’t
want to do.

She pressed her lips together and listened to
the sounds in the rest of the house. She heard Benjamin messing
around, and she suppressed the urge to yell for him once more. She
just got up and started her evening routine. There was still a
light buzz in her mind, she figured those were the remnants of the
Zoloft. It wasn’t particularly relaxing or calming, it felt more
like the buzz you’d get from alcohol, slightly detached and
intoxicated, with no emotional filters. After she finished her
routine she sat down on top of the bed and pulled the blankets over
her knees, she didn’t feel like lying down. Somehow the world would
seem even more horrible when lying down. She could cry very easily.
Her sadness growing and growing, there wasn’t even a thought that
her sadness could latch onto, it was just an emotional whirlwind
running amok. It wasn’t just the one thing that made her cry, it
was everything.

The tears came even though she tried to hold
them back, wet spots appearing in the blanket. A moment later she
was sobbing softly, and another few moments later she was crying
out loud. Benjamin would come. Benjamin would come to console her,
just like he did yesterday. But no matter how she sobbed or wailed
he didn’t knock on her door.

She kept thinking about the sex tape and how
she would never be able to fall in love again, how she would never
trust somebody again, how she would never get married and start her
own family, how her future was completely empty and ruined. How
she’d probably become a homeless pigeon lady on the streets. Her
sadness was absolutely real, but the sounds she made were
theatrical and exaggerated.

Benjamin didn’t come, she could hear him
walking around on the landing, and shuffle around in the bathroom,
but eventually the house became quiet and she assumed he had gone
to bed.

For a while she kept on weeping and
eventually she got up. She paced around her room, opening the door
onto a tiny crack, pacing around on the landing, she stared at
Benjamin’s door, contemplating whether to knock or not. She didn’t
even know what to ask him. After a few moments of hesitation she
knocked on his door anyway.

‘What do you want Harper?’ He asked
grumpily.

‘Can I come in?’ She asked.

‘What’s wrong?’

It wasn’t an invitation but she opened the
door anyway, she shuffled into his room.

‘What do you want?’

She hastily had to come up with a question.
‘Can you help me open my window? I can’t figure out how the latches
work.’ She said.

‘Just turn it a quarter and the window will
swing open, turn it all the way and you can tilt it forward. It’s
pretty standard.’

‘Will you just show me?’ Harper said.

With a grumble Benjamin came out of bed, he
was wearing nothing but a black boxer, on the way to the door he
grabbed his bathrobe.

He showed her how to open the window. ‘Good
night, Harper.’ He said.

Harper started crying again but he just
continued to walk through the door.

‘Benjamin. I’m sad!’ She yelled just before
he would leave her room.

‘I figured.’ He said. ‘You were bawling your
eyes out for over thirty minutes.’

‘So you did hear me? Why didn’t you come to
ask me if I was alright?’

He shrugged. He avoided looking at her and
just fiddled with the waistband of his bathrobe. ‘You’re an adult
woman.’ He said. ‘You should know by now that sadness is a part of
life and you should have developed some self-soothing skills.’

‘But...’ Harper said. ‘But...’ She saw him
nervously balancing on the side of his foot. ‘You’re scared.’ She
said. ‘You’re scared of me. You too think I’m a disgusting pervert.
See, you can’t even look at me, you can’t wait to get out of this
room.’

‘I don’t think you’re a pervert.’ Benjamin
said.

Harper pressed her body against his and
pulled his arms around her. ‘If you’re not disgusted by me, than
why are you being so weird. Why can’t you just give me a hug and
comfort me?’

 





Chapter 10: Benjamin

Because I’m the opposite of disgusted by you, he
thought, and you’re the twenty two year old daughter of my best
friend. As she was rubbing her body onto his, looking for comfort,
he stared up at the ceiling and tried to think about irrigation, or
about the convention he would be attending, or about the Brussels
sprouts that he could harvest soon.

She couldn’t be this oblivious, she must know
full well she was a hot young lady dressed in a silky nightgown
rubbing her body against a forty six year old male, she must know
the effect that would have on him, she must know what kind of
message she was sending him.

He sighed. Her face pressed against his
shoulder, crying and sobbing once more. Despite knowing better he
put a hand on her head and softly stroke her hair. She was probably
so used to getting praise and attention that without her phone she
experienced withdrawal. So now she was so desperate for attention
she wanted his.

‘Harper.’ He said strictly. ‘You need to find
a way to self-sooth.’

She didn’t say anything, she just wrapped her
arms tighter around his back, squeezing all the air out of him. He
patted her on the shoulder.

‘When your father died didn’t you sleep with
that teddy of yours, wasn’t that a way to console yourself?’

‘Tobo.’ She said softly.

‘Well find something like that, something
that brings you peace. Maybe hug a pillow, wrap yourself in a
blanket, some people like to take a warm shower, do some of that
make-up thing you’re so obsessed with, read a good book, or write
some melancholic poetry, whatever.’ He said. Her arms were still
wrapped around him, he knew he was stronger than her, if he really
wanted to go, it wouldn’t be that hard to pull her arms away from
him. He probably should’ve pulled her arms away from him and
escaped that embrace. But instead he softly stroke her back.

‘Tobo is stuffed in my backpack somewhere.’
She said.

Benjamin looked at the bag that was laying on
the floor, he didn’t expect her to bring the exact same teddy, but
it would probably do the trick. He told her in a stern voice to go
lie in bed and she obeyed him. He rummaged through her backpack
found the teddy and put the worn down bear in her arms.

‘Better now?’ He asked.

She stared at him with an confused look at
his face.

‘What?’ He asked.

‘You don’t think I’m a pedophile?’ Her
confusion seemed to be sincere

‘Why on earth would I think you’re a
pedophile?’ Benjamin asked slightly confused himself.

‘Because of Tobo.’ She said.

He squinted. Maybe he’d misunderstood the
question or maybe this was her conservative upbringing talking,
after all he remembered her going to school with some religious nut
cases. There was a look of absolute terror on her face.

‘Why do you think you might be a pedophile?’
He asked. ‘Do you feel sexually attracted to children?’

‘No off course not.’ She said. ‘Don’t be
gross.’

‘So why?’ He asked. ‘What’s going on?’

‘People say I am.’

‘People online?’ He asked.

‘Yeah.’ She nodded.

Benjamin picked up a t-shirt from the floor,
folded it, put it on her backpack. ‘Don’t worry about them.’ He
said.

‘It’s because of the sex tape.’ She said.
‘They saw me have sex and now they say I’m a pedophile, because of
Tobo.’

‘What?’ Benjamin mumbled confused. ‘Why on
earth – what happened? What’s on that sex tape?’

‘I was dating Stephen and he seemed funny and
kind and caring. He treated me like a princess. He just... he was
so supportive and sweet. We were dating for two months maybe and I
was beginning to fall for him. He wanted to do the sex thing with
me. At first I was apprehensive, since I was a virgin still and I
didn’t want to become a slut, but he wanted it so badly and I liked
him so much that we... well... you know. I didn’t know it was just
a challenge for him, I didn’t know had had made this bet with his
friends, I didn’t know he would record me. I just... I wanted to
please him, so I agreed, but then it hurt like hell and I didn’t
like it, so I grabbed Tobo for comfort and... then Stephen said
things to me... and then people said I was a disgusting pervert and
a pedophile.’

She let out a deep sigh and looked up with a
tormented look on her face. Benjamin felt sorry for her he reached
out he put his hand on her cheek. ‘Listen to me.’ He said. ‘You’re
not a pedophile. Understood? You’re not a slut either. You’re an
adult and you’re allowed to do “the sex thing” as you call it and
you are allowed to like it. The fact that you didn’t, just tells me
what an egotistical asshole that Stephen was. He probably just
barged on in there without making sure you were ready and you were
wet enough.’

‘Probably.’ She said. ‘What does that mean,
wet enough?’

Benjamin started blushing, it couldn’t
possible fall onto him to educate this woman. He tried to keep his
answer as medical as possible ‘It’s when you get aroused, then the
vagina produces a slippery substance, it’s like a natural
lube.’

‘What’s lube?’

‘Come on, Harper.’ He said. ‘Stop fucking
with me.’ He shook his head and attempted to get up from the bed.
She grabbed his arm and forced him to sit back down again.

‘Sorry.’ She said with a panic in her voice.
‘Sorry, we don’t have to talk about this, just stay, okay, we’ll
talk about something else. Tell me about you. Did you ever have a
girlfriend? Or a boyfriend? Because that’s okay too.’

He sighed and didn’t know why he allowed her
to control him like that.

‘I’m not gay.’ He said. ‘I’ve had a couple of
girlfriends, but it never really worked out.’

‘Why not?’ She asked.

‘Different reasons,’ he said shrugging. ‘In
high school I dated Jessica, but she became jealous and said I
spend too much time with your mother, so she dumped me. Then at uni
I dated Greta who was mentally unstable I guess in hindsight she
appealed to my Hero-complex, and the relationship turned toxic real
soon.’

‘What’s a Hero complex?’ She asked.

‘It’s not official psychology, but it’s a
term my third girlfriend introduced. After Greta I wanted someone
strong and healthy and independent, so I dated Lynn who was ten
years older than me and worked in financial management. She said I
was way too committed to my clients, that I had this urge to feel
needed and to feel like a savior. I guess she was right, because
after Lynn I dated one of my ex-clients, which was... very short
term... it was just a rebound I guess, but it proved Lynn right.
After that... it was more of the same mostly. The women I dated
were either too needy and dependent so the relationship would turn
toxic, or they were too independent and I lost interest. So
eventually I took a break from dating... and it became a string of
meaningless hook-ups, which got boring too. I guess now it’s just
me on my own with my computer.’

He pressed his lips together. He shouldn’t
have told her all that. It was none of her business why his
relationships didn’t work out, and most situations were way more
complex than he’d implied by summarizing it like this.

Harper played with her teddy bear, she was
fidgeting with the rim of it’s ear and judging by the bald spots in
his fur it wasn’t the first time she did this.

‘You mean you watch porn on your computer?’
She asked.

‘I’m sorry.’ Benjamin mumbled. ‘I shouldn’t
have said that. But you know everybody watches porn, there’s
nothing wrong with that.’

‘I don’t.’ She said.

‘Maybe you should.’ He said, not sure whether
he believed her innocence or whether it was all an act. ‘That way
you’ll see that your tape probably isn’t that weird.’

‘You haven’t seen it.’ Harper said. ‘You
don’t know. Maybe it is actually that weird.’

‘Maybe.’ He said. ‘Probably not though.
Believe me there is some weird porn out there.’ He should stop
talking, or at least try to talk about something else. Words just
kept tumbling out of his mouth. ‘Watching porn could be good for
you.’ He said. ‘It can help you figure out what you like, it can
help you figure out what gets you wet. Masturbation helps you to
explore your body, so that way the next time you come across
someone like Stephen you’ll be less vulnerable. You know to smack
that asshole on the head and to tell him to make it fun for you
too.’

‘I’ve never even masturbated.’ She said.

O god! He should go now, he should stand up
and leave her room. Although it would be thoroughly awkward to
stand up right now. He crossed his legs and tried to suppress
whatever was happening to his body.

‘It’s healthy to masturbate,’ he said, ‘and
it feels good.’

It feels good? Why on earth would he add that
part, that she would figure it out soon enough. He was tired, he
couldn’t think clearly, he should go, he should just leave now. ‘Go
to sleep.’ As he stood up she grabbed his arm again.

‘Don’t leave me.’ She begged. ‘Please stay.
Please, Benjamin.’ It wasn’t that hard to pull away his arm. She
started wailing again.

‘Damn it, Harper.’ He said angrily. ‘Stop
that. Stop manipulating me.’

‘But I’m not.’ She said, in between two sobs.
‘I’m not manipulating you though.’

‘Just stop these theatrics and go to sleep
already.’ He slammed her door shut, from the landing he could hear
her weeping still. He locked himself in his home office across the
hall and slumped down in his chair.

What the fuck just happened? Bewildered he
stared out of the window, the dark night filled with stars, and
just a tiny cluster of clouds floating around the moon. He shook
his head, he was an idiot. Why did he allow himself to be enticed
into her bedroom, why did he engage in conversations about sex and
masturbation with her? It was as if he wanted to be manipulated by
her.

He turned on the computer and waited for it
to boot, then he looked for her video’s online. Her YouTube video’s
would surely remind him what a self-absorbed, egotistical, vapid,
superficial air head she was. Once he found her channel he picked a
random video to watch. He stared at her face and listened to her
voice, but didn’t register what the video was about. She was cute
and endearing, she seemed so knowledgeable and confident, but at
the same time vulnerable. One moment she was giggling innocently
and the next moment she was firmly telling everybody to not ever
apply mascara before you applied the highlights on your eyeshadow.
Her lips moving, her cheeks smooth but he knew behind that layer of
make-up she would have a handful of freckles sprinkled across her
skin.

She held up a make-up palette and described
the colors as if she was describing a painting in a museum, she was
really well versed and the things she said sounded fascinating.

No. He shook his head. That must be his
imagination. He probably just wanted to see something else,
something more meaningful than just another empty face preoccupied
with appearances. He probably just wanted to believe that Harper
was different, that Harper wasn’t vapid or superficial. His mind
was playing tricks on him.

He clicked on another video, this one was
very negative about Harper, he couldn’t bear hearing them talk like
that and he clicked on yet another video. More negativity. More
people putting her down. More people telling the entire world what
a rotten and despicable girl she was. What a depraved sex maniac
she was, what a slut she was for creating that sex tape.

‘But she didn’t make that tape.’ He mumbled
at the screen shaking his head. They didn’t know her, they didn’t
know that crying girl across the hall that had never even
masturbated, the girl who didn’t even know what lube was. There
were news articles about her, even the BBC had picked up on the
story and loudly proclaimed how social media fame had messed her
up. The girl she attacked claimed she would sue her for twenty
million dollar in damages, for her medical costs as well as the
psychological distress.

Another video announced that neither Pornhub
nor any of the other platforms that the sex tape was shared on
would be legally obligated to remove the video, since the video
contained no illegal content and ageplay was just a harmless kink
that two adults could share and celebrate with one another

Eventually he went to Pornhub and clicked on
the video. It had been watched 8.9 million times and 71% percent of
the people liked it. He watched Harper undress, nervously. He
pressed the palm of his hand into his crotch. It wasn’t that
despicable to masturbate to this video, was it? She had already
told him about it, he already knew what was in it. Watching it was
just a way to purge his feelings so tomorrow he would be better
equipped to resist her manipulations.

He couldn’t. He saw that guy thrusting inside
her and he saw her face wincing, filled with pain and terror. He
felt the urge to thumb that guy on his head, he wanted to break his
jaw and pull Harper away from him. There came the moment she’d
described, she reached out for her stuffed animal and she held it
tightly, her thumb in her mouth. The guy told her what a little
girl she was, what a tiny little baby and Benjamin stopped the
video. He didn’t want to see it anymore, he didn’t want to hear it.
He wanted to run back into Harpers room and wrap his arms around
her and protect her from assholes like Stephen.

Benjamin tried to get a hold of himself. He
just needed to orgasm then he would be able to think straight
again. Probably. He clicked on one of the video’s Pornhub
suggested. A twenty some year old with pigtails in her hair, she
talked to him as if he was her daddy. It was confusingly wrong and
arousing at the same time. She suckled on her thumb and said she
wanted to give him a blow job, she said she had earned the
privilege to give him a blow job because she’d been such a good
girl lately. A moment later a cock appeared in the frame and she
put the dick in her mouth, while Benjamin jerked himself off.

 





Chapter 11: Harper

Her bedroom was dark and she listened to the sounds
surrounding her. Outside of her window chirped a little cricket.
Harper couldn’t sleep, she stared up at the ceiling and sighed.

She wished Benjamin hadn’t left her room in
such a hurry, she wished he was still sitting on the edge of her
bed, talking to her ever so soothingly. She didn’t care what they
talked about, she was okay with talking about sex and
ex-girlfriends, but she would also happily listen to him talk about
laundromats or eggplants or bug infestations.

Just hearing his voice and knowing he was
there filled her with warmth. Although she liked what Benjamin had
to say about sex, that it was normal and that people were supposed
to like it. She wanted to believe he was right, he was probably
right. Her conservative upbringing had given her a skewed
perspective on sex.

She put her hand on top of her panties and
rubbed her fingers back and forth. See, she wasn’t even touching
herself yet, there was still a layer of fabric between her fingers
and her pussy, but already it felt as if everybody judged her. The
people from her high school, the people from her mothers church,
her own followers, every decent person in the entire world would
think she was a slut.

She took a deep breath and then another,
trying to calm herself down. That was just her conservative
upbringing talking. Masturbation was normal. Masturbation was
healthy. She wasn’t a slut for exploring her own body. Right? At
least that’s what Benjamin thought.

She put her hand inside her panties and
pressed her fingers against the soft muggy skin. Moving her finger
side to side and back and forth, it didn’t feel all that special.
It just felt like fingers were prodding and stretching her
skin.

Maybe she needed to slip a finger inside?
With the tip of her index finger she searched for her little hole.
She found it but couldn’t even press her finger inside. There was
too much friction and it was uncomfortable to push her finger any
further. She only managed to get her fingertip in, this couldn’t be
right, could it?

Maybe she tried to enter the wrong hole. She
searched for another place to slip her finger inside, but the only
spot she could find was her asshole. Carefully she tried to push
her finger into her ass, maybe this was suppose to feel good? Her
ass was even tighter, her fingertip throbbing and pulsating as her
circulation was cut off. She removed her finger from her anus. Now
she felt gross. She was gross. She was a gross slut.

She got out of bed and stepped into the
bathroom. No matter how many times she washed her hands and how
many soap she used, she kept feeling disgusting.

Back in her bed she stared up at the ceiling
once more. Maybe masturbation wasn’t for her, or maybe she didn’t
like sex at all. Maybe all that internalized judgment made it
impossible to enjoy sex. She closed her eyes and tried to pretend
she was a teenager still, a little girl that didn’t know jack-shit
about social judgment or sex or sluts. Again she moved her hand
into her panties and rubbed her fingers over her pussy.

Tomorrow she would ask Benjamin. It would be
uncomfortable to admit what she did tonight, although that
discomfort was probably also the result of her conservative
up-bringing. If sex was truly so normal as Benjamin claimed, there
was no reason to be embarrassed when asking a question.

She kept on playing with her own pussy, maybe
it would grow on her over time. She fell asleep before she reached
any type of climax, and the next morning she woke up with her hand
still in her panties.

Her adventures of last night twirled through
her head, yet she couldn’t find the courage to bring it up over
breakfast and neither did she say anything at lunchtime. In the
afternoon Benjamin and Harper took the tomato plants out of the
green house and planted them out in the field. It was a satisfying
job. Sure it was hard work too and her body was sore, she was still
nurturing a muscle ache from all the shoveling yesterday, but she
liked that she didn’t have to think. Benjamin told her exactly what
to do and there was no need to second guess herself or worry about
anything. She put a tomato plant in the hole she just dug and
shoveled the earth back around it. With her new rubber boots she
tamped the earth surrounding the stem.

‘Is this okay?’ She asked.

‘Perfect.’ He said. ‘Good girl.’ He patted
her on the head. The gesture was patronizing but still released a
burst of adrenaline in her tummy. She couldn’t help but smile. See,
he was kind, he would understand. If only she could find the
courage to talk to him. She looked at his face wondering how to
bring up her attempts at masturbation.

Benjamin had taken of his shirt, his head
tilted backwards as he drank some water and then handed her the
bottle, commanding her to take a sip too.

‘We don’t want you to faint again, do we
kiddo?’ He said. As she put the bottle to her lips, she was eerily
aware that his mouth had just touched that same plastic, that his
saliva might still be on the rim. She closed her eyes as the water
flowed into her mouth. She would say it, she would do it now.

‘I tried the masturbation thing, yesterday.’
She said when she gave the bottle back to him. Benjamin kept silent
though. He stared at her, ran a hand through his hair but stopped
halfway as if he was posing for a picture. Eventually he turned
around and knelt down besides a tomato plant, completely focused on
a twig.

 





Chapter 12: Benjamin

This girl. This girl! This couldn’t be real, she was
fucking with him, it must be a joke. Maybe, he was in one of those
hidden camera shows. They were filming him right now. He looked
over his shoulder but Harper was just standing there, a shy
smile.

‘I didn’t like it.’ She said. ‘I mean I don’t
get it, you reckon I did something wrong? Although it’s impossible
that everybody on earth likes the same thing, right? So why would
everybody like sex?’

‘I don’t know,’ Benjamin said. He could very
well give her a medical expose about hormones that would be
released into the body during orgasm, but he kept his mouth shut.
Instead he turned around and walked into the green house. She
followed him.

‘It’s like those Marvel movies.’ Harper said.
‘Everybody seems to like them and I really want to like them too
but it’s just...’ She shrugged. ‘It doesn’t illicit any emotion
with me, you know.’

Benjamin shook his head. ‘I don’t like
superhero movies either, although I did watch that one in space,
what’s it called? I liked that guy, that actor, from... come
on....’ He kept on babbling, filling up the silence with
meaningless chatter, while he picked up a new tomato plant and
walked outside. Harper picked up a potted plant too and followed
him. She grabbed both the shovels and handed him his.

‘You think there’s something wrong with me
for not liking the sex thing, don’t you? I can see it in your
face.’ She said. Her voice quivering an emotion he couldn’t quite
define, almost as if she felt sad or embarrassed or was she
apologetic? He didn’t know how to respond to her. Off course he
thought there was something wrong with her, but that had nothing to
do with her not being able to masturbate and everything with her
wanting to talk about it with him. Although, not being able to
masturbate was a little weird too, wasn’t it?

She just wanted to talk about it, there was
no harm in talking. Besides him being awkward about sex now would
only reinforce the idea that it was wrong and bad and weird.

He wasn’t sure whether he could trust himself
or whether he was looking for a justification to engage in this
conversation with her.

‘You’re okay.’ He said taking a deep breath.
‘I’m okay. You’re okay. Nothing to worry about. You probably just
haven’t found what you like yet. Like you said, sexuality isn’t a
one size fits all. Some like it sensual, some like it rough, some
like it kinky, some women need clitoral stimulation, some need
vaginal stimulation, some need both, some need mental stimulation.’
Benjamin kept on going without looking up at her, he just focused
on the pile of sand he was scooping up, although the hole was
getting way too wide.

‘I don’t know.’ Harper said eventually. ‘I
don’t even know what all of that is. You want to know something
stupid? I couldn’t even fit a finger inside and I wouldn’t even
know where my own clit is.’

Benjamin clenched his fingers around his
shovel, he gripped the handle so tightly his knuckles were turning
white. He pressed his lips together, yet without him deciding to
talk, words came out of his mouth.

‘You never did some research online?’ He
asked. From the corner of his eyes he peeked at her, she just stood
there, hand on the hip and an inquisitive look on her face.

‘No.’ She said. ‘I tried once but then I kept
thinking what a slut I was, and I didn’t enjoy that, so I
stopped.’

‘You’re not a slut.’ He said. He shook his
head. ‘You’re not a slut if you know where your own clitoris is,
you’re not a slut if you masturbate, you’re not a slut if you enjoy
sex and enjoy your own body. Feeling pleasure is completely
normal.’ Benjamin said.

‘I know.’ She said. ‘I know. It’s just... I
know all that, but it still my thoughts keep telling me otherwise.
I just can’t seem to get rid of all those things they told me as a
teenager, all that internalized judgment, I think that messed me
up. And when I think about the sex tape, those comments of all the
haters just keep on whirling through my mind. I just don’t know
what to do.’

‘I’m sorry, Kiddo.’ Benjamin said. He reached
out and put a hand on her shoulder, softly squeezing. Just to
reassure her. It made him angry to realize that other people had
put so much shit in this girls head, that they’d basically taken
her body and her sexuality away from her by forcing their own
conservative beliefs on her. She tilted her head and rested her
cheek against his arm.

‘You’re a good kid.’ He said. ‘You’re good
the way you are, don’t let anybody tell you otherwise.’

‘Will you help me?’ She asked.

‘Sure.’ Benjamin said.

‘Really?’ She asked. ‘Will you help me
masturbate and teach me about my body and figure out what I
like?’

Benjamin pressed his lips together. He didn’t
want to say no to such an appealing request. Yet he didn’t allow
himself to say yes either.

‘Would you like to be my masturbation
mentor?’ She said.

He nodded almost unnoticeable and the rest of
the day he kept fantasizing about how he would help her explore her
body in the most ethical way, alternated with arguments about why
he didn’t need to be so rigid in his ethics and the boundaries he
put on himself. After all she did ask for it herself. Although if
she was as naive as she pretended to be, maybe she didn’t know what
she had asked for in the first place.

At the end of the day Harper announced she
would take a shower and Benjamin also went upstairs, he pulled a
mirror of the wardrobe and laid it down on her bed. He just stood
there in the middle of the room looking at the bed and listening to
the shower rustling for minutes, he sat down on the bed, then stood
up again and stood in front of the window staring out. This was
good. Now if she walked in on him he wouldn’t come across too
eager, it would seem like he was distracted by something
outside.

 





Chapter 13: Harper

Harper felt all sorts of feelings she’d never felt
before, her heart was beating like crazy, her fingers were
trembling with anticipation, and there was something happening in
between her legs, as if her pussy knew what was going to happen and
was preparing itself.

‘Tell me,’ She said as she walked into the
room. ‘How do we start?’ She wanted Benjamin to guide her, to
command her so she could just obey. That would be easiest, that way
all she had to do was listen.

‘Okay,’ He said stuttering. ‘Okay, okay.’ He
nodded and fiddled with a loose thread on the seem of his t-shirt.
‘Are you sure you want to do this though?’ He asked. ‘Don’t you...
you know, want to explore sex with someone you’re in love
with.’

‘Like Stephen?’ She said cynically. ‘Yeah,
that worked out great last time. I’d rather learn from someone like
you, you seem to know a lot about it and I think you’re a nice guy.
So what do I do now?’ Harper asked.

‘I figured we start with the basic anatomy.’
Benjamin said. ‘Come sit here in front of me.’ Harper climbed upon
the bed and sat in his lap, her back resting against his chest and
his face was so close, whenever he talked she could feel his breath
move through her hair. ‘Now open your legs,’ he said, ‘and hold
this mirror so you can look at yourself.’

The mirror was big and unruly, she had to
hold it with two hands to maneuver it around. In the mirror she saw
her own pussy, the pinkish pussy lips and the stubble of her
pubes.

‘O no.’ She said. ‘I’m sorry, I didn’t shave,
Stephen told me pubes are gross on girls, I'm sorry.’

‘Don’t be.’ Benjamin said firmly. ‘Stephen is
an ass and pubes are natural. Some women choose to shave it off,
some women trim it down, and some women enjoy a wild bush, it’s
totally up to you how you like your pubes.’

Harper closed her eyes for a moment and try
to imagine what she would like. She felt his body close to hers,
the subtle rhythm of his breathing.

‘Are you okay?’ He asked. ‘We can stop
whenever you want.’

‘I don’t want to stop.’ Harper said. ‘I was
just thinking, but I don’t seem to have any pube preferences.
Should I though? I guess as a fashion guru I should have some
idea’s about that, right?’

‘You’re fine.’ Benjamin said. ‘You’re fine
just the way you are, there’s nothing you should or shouldn’t
do.’

‘Okay,’ Harper said. ‘Continue.’ Via the
mirror she looked at Benjamin, his chin was resting on her
shoulder. She liked his blue eyes standing out brightly in his
tanned face and she liked the safe feeling she got from leaning
against his body.

‘Well the only thing you can see now are your
outer labia, but if you will pull them to the side, we’ll see the
rest.’ Benjamin said.

Harper didn’t dare to let go of the mirror.
It was already difficult to keep it in place with two hands.

‘I can’t.’ Harper said.

‘That’s okay. You don’t have to, we can stop
for today.’

Something inside of her was smiling realizing
that he was nervous, that her pussy made him nervous. He was sweet.
He was a good guy and would never force himself on her or coax her
into doing things she wasn’t ready for.

‘I mean the mirror is too heavy.’

‘I’ll hold the mirror for you.’ He said.
Reaching past her he grabbed the mirror, but it tilted backwards so
now she couldn’t see her pussy anymore, for a moment they were
moving their limbs around, trying to find a way to make it
work.

‘I think it’s easier if I just hold the
mirror and you spread my pussy lips apart.’ Harper said. It was
exiting to think about Benjamin touching her there, she felt her
pussy getting warm and slightly wet.

‘Are you sure?’ He asked.

She nodded and a moment later his fingers
were softly running over her inner thighs.

‘When you want to stop, just say so and I’ll
stop immediately.’ Benjamin said.

‘Go ahead, already.’ Harper said
impatiently.

His fingers running over her lips a soft
pressure as he opened her pussy. ‘Here you’ll see the inner labia,
this little frumple up here is the hood of your clit and down there
is the entrance to your vagina.’ He talked quickly and nervously
and then he let go. She felt his chest rising and falling.

‘Are you alright?’ She asked.

‘Yeah.’ He said. ‘I’m fine.’

‘Would you mind showing me again, but this
time a bit slower.’ She asked.

He didn’t answer but she felt a bulge
emerging in between his legs and pressing against her back. Another
very controlled exhale, but the bulge didn’t disappear. For a
moment they kept quiet, they both knew, but they both didn’t say a
thing. She looked at his face in the mirror, he was blushing and
seizing her up at the same time. She shrugged and gave him a
smile.

‘Okay then.’ He said. Again his fingers on
her pussy lips and again he summed up the medical terminology, she
repeated him, inner labia, glans clitoris, preputium clitoris. His
fingers there made her pussy tingle. That glowing warmth in between
her legs spread to her tummy and her chest. She leaned heavier in
his arms and she noticed her breathing became shallow and
irregular.

‘This entirety of your pussy you call vulva,
and then there’s the urethral opening, and the vaginal opening.’ He
said. ‘As you can see there’s a little droplet shimmering there in
your vaginal opening, that’s some vaginal discharge, that’s also
completely normal, all women have that, it can have a different
smell or color depending on where they are in their menstrual
cycle.’

‘Oh?’ Harper said. ‘I thought that was the
wetness you talked about yesterday, that happens when a girl likes
being touched down there.’

 





Chapter 14: Benjamin

How did he end up here? How did he end up in this
situation. He wanted to be here, he definitely wanted to be here,
he wanted Harper to lean against his chest and he liked touching
her pussy. But what about her age? She was twenty two and he was
forty six. What about her mother? What about the fact that he was
suppose to help her, that he was supposed to be a shelter against
those online haters, he was supposed to care for her.

He was caring for her. He was helping her. It
may not be the help or the care that either of them had imagined
when they agreed to these living arrangements, but he wasn’t
harming her in any way. In fact he was helping her to discover her
body. He once more exhaled, his cock was bulging against a wrinkle
in his jeans, it was uncomfortable but it would be weird to adjust
it. Although, it wasn’t that she was totally oblivious to his cock
pressing in her back, right? She must feel something.

‘Now do the masturbation thing, with me.’ She
said. Her fingers tightly gripping around the mirror. It wasn’t
masturbation when he did it, but he didn’t correct her
terminology.

Instead he gently caressed her pussy lips,
stroking up and down. ‘You could do something like this, or you can
add a little more pressure.’ He said, pushing the palm of his hand
into her vulva. Her eyes closed for a few moments and then she
looked up at him via the mirror, her eyes glassy and sultry, a
blush covering her cheeks.

‘Some like clitoral stimulation.’ He said.
‘Either over the hood, or directly on to the clitoris.’

He showed her both. ‘Which do you like more?’
He asked.

‘Show me again.’ She said.

‘Over the hood.’ Benjamin said. He looked in
the mirror and he made sure the little frumple of skin was a
barrier between his fingertip and her clitoris. He pressed down
until he felt the nodule and circled around. In the mirror he saw
his own rugged hand moving the delicate pussy around. Her body
leaning heavy against his chest, her breathing irregular.

‘And this is under the hood.’ He said. He
pulled the skin aside and pressed his fingertip directly onto the
clitoris. Her body spasmed and her face grimaced.

‘Nope.’ She said. ‘That’s... nope. Too
sensitive. I like over the hood way more.’

Benjamin adjusted his fingers so he was
touching her over the hood again. He moved his hand down and played
with the slime that had compiled there, his fingers wet and
slippery.

‘Now I’m going to slip a finger inside.’ He
said as he entered her. Her body was tense and he stopped to see if
she was still enjoying herself. After a moment she relaxed and he
continued. The mushy insides enveloping his finger, squeezing his
finger, he moved back and forth.

‘This is general vaginal stimulation.’ He
said. ‘But this.’ He angled his finger a bit more. ‘Let me have a
look.’ He twisted his wrist in an uncomfortable angle. ‘It’s always
a bit of a search.’ He said. ‘Yeah, got it. This is G-spot
stimulation,’ he said while massaging the ribbed insides of her
vagina. Her leg twitched.

‘I don’t know which one I like most.’ She
said panting. ‘I like everything I think.’

‘A combination of both?’ He asked. With the
one hand he kept massaging her G-spot and with the other he tried
to caress the clitoris.

‘No.’ She said. ‘Both at the same time is too
much, then I feel like I’m going to faint.’

Benjamin removed his finger and shook his
hand to get rid of the cramp. ‘Let’s focus on the clitoral
stimulation for now.’ He said. Once more he massaged her clit, she
was panting lightly and she seemed to enjoy it, but there remained
a worried look on her face.

‘What’s wrong? You want to stop?’ He
asked.

‘Definitely not.’ She said. ‘I... it’s
just... I keep thinking they would judge me, and you know, I keep
feeling like there’s something wrong with me. I wish I could be a
total blank slate, somebody who knows nothing about sex, or any
social stigma and judgments that go with it, you know?’

Benjamin nodded.

‘I want to figure out what I like, without
being distracted and having to battle those thoughts. You’re trying
so hard to show me how normal everything is, and I really want to
feel like this is just a normal part of life, but I keep feeling
ashamed, as if there’s something wrong with me.’

Benjamin looked in the mirror, her pussy had
swollen a little bit and the inner lips opened as if she was
welcoming him inside. He slid his finger up and down her labia. He
too was struggling with some internalized judgment, he too felt he
was doing something wrong.

‘Can’t you use your voice?’ She shrugged
apologetically. ‘You know, when you tell me to calm down. Can’t you
just tell me to forget, so that I can start anew, without any
voices from the past.’

Benjamin closed his eyes. His body had all
sorts of reactions to her proposal and it was hard to think
clearly. His cock was throbbing with arousal but still held captive
within his jeans. He wanted to, he sure as hell wanted to. His
whole body was filled with excitement by the thought of hypnotizing
her and helping her to experience sexual joy unpolluted by any
social stigma, her arousal would be so pure, so direct, so
innocent.

‘I’m sorry.’ She said. ‘That was indecent of
me to ask, wasn’t it?’

He opened his eyes and looked right into her
worried face. Frantically he shook his head. ‘No.’ He said. ‘No,
that wasn’t indecent at all. It’s good to ask for what you want?
That’s what I’m trying to teach you, isn’t it?’

‘Right.’ She said.

Benjamin nodded, if only he could listen to
his own teachings. ‘Alright.’ He said. ‘Take a deep breath in. Hold
for a moment and let go. As you exhale you feel all stress leaving
your body.’ She slipped into trance way more easily than his
hypnotic induction suggested. He looked at her face, her eyes
closed, her head bobbing backwards against his shoulder. Just to be
sure he finished the induction and then he talked about forgetting,
it was always difficult to make someone truly forget, but
temporarily while she was still in trance he could make that
information inaccessible.

‘You just get so overwhelmed with pleasure,
you CAN’T THINK.’ He said. ‘The pleasures TAKE OVER your body and
your mind. You don’t have to think, you don’t have to understand,
all you have to do is ENJOY the PLEASURE.’

He told her to open her eyes and examined her
face. There was a content smile on her lips and something groggy in
her eyes. He continued to finger her clit and she looked down at
his hand with a look of surprise and amazement on her face.

‘It’s okay, Harper.’ He whispered softly in
her ear. ‘It’s okay. You’re a good girl. You’re a good person. You
don’t have to understand what’s happening to you right now. You
just have to enjoy it, all you have to do is give yourself
permission to feel pleasure. Good girls are allowed to feel
good.’

Her body tensed up, the back of her head was
pressing into his collarbone. Her back arching and then these
surprised squeals came out of her mouth. Her entire body rocking
and convulsing, her hips moving up and down, her head banging into
his shoulder. Heavy panting, loud moaning.

‘Good girl.’ He said encouraging. ‘Good girl.
Just allow yourself to feel. Allow yourself to enjoy.’

She kept on orgasming for quite some time, or
maybe it just seemed longer because he watched her cum so
intensely, because he studied every frown, every grimace every
little spasm.

His own cock was pulsating and throbbing. He
was desperate for some relief too. Yet he kept on holding Harper,
looking at her face in the mirror. Reddish cheeks, reddish lips.
She opened her eyes and there was a look of bewilderment and
surprise of her face.

‘Wow.’ She said. ‘That was... I don’t know
what that was... it was... amazing.’

‘That’s an orgasm.’ Benjamin said. He was
still holding onto her, even though she wasn’t squirming and
convulsing anymore. His arms remained wrapped around her.

‘I like that.’ She said. ‘I want it again. Is
that okay? Is it okay to want that again?’

‘Completely normal.’ Benjamin said.

‘Will you do that again please?’ She asked.
She nestled her head against his chest and snuggled up to him.
‘Please? Please, please, please.’

‘You can do it yourself.’ He said. ‘You can
give yourself that feeling.’

‘I can?’ She asked. ‘How?’

‘Just use your own fingers, just masturbate.
That’s why we’re here, to teach you to masturbate. Give me your
hand, put the mirror down now and put your hand on mine.’

She laid the mirror on the bed. He grabbed
her hand and he guided her fingers towards her own clit.

‘Feel that nodule?’ He asked.

‘Yeah.’ She said.

‘Play with that.’

For a little while her fingers moved clumsily
over her skin. ‘I can’t.’ She said. ‘Won’t you just do it.’

‘Don’t give up.’ He said. ‘You’ll get better
with practice.’

He felt her chest expanding as she inhaled
and then she sighed. ‘Will you talk to me, will you at least talk
to me and tell me I’m a good girl, that I’m allowed to do
this.’

‘You’re a good girl.’ He said. ‘You’re doing
great, Harper. Just focus on the feelings, focus on the sensations
and let them drown out any and all thoughts, feel the arousal
building up, pushing away every last thought.’

He kept on talking. Repeating himself,
encouraging her and reassuring her until she orgasmed.

When she came round from her second orgasm
and opened her eyes, she turned her face towards him. Looking at
him questioningly.

‘Did I cum?’ She asked.

Benjamin nodded.

‘But...’ A puzzled look on her face. ‘It felt
better when you did it.’ She said. ‘This time... I mean, it still
felt good, would do again, but it wasn’t as amazing as the first
time.’

‘Not all orgasms are alike.’ He said.
‘Sometimes you’re tired, or distracted. Some are more intense, some
are less intense. I think we’re done now. You know how to
masturbate. You’re good. I’m good. All is good. No problem.’

He shook his head as he tried to get up from
the bed. Her body was still leaning against his and she didn’t
cooperate. He pushed her shoulders forward and put a foot on the
ground.

‘What’s happening?’ She asked. ‘What are you
doing? Do you have an itch or something.’

Benjamin stared at the mirror that was laying
face down on the blankets, on the back was a piece of tape
attached. ‘I’m...’ He stuttered. ‘I’m going to bed.’ He said.

‘Why?’ Harper yelled out. Her voice
immediately filled with panic. ‘Why? Did I do something wrong. I’m
sorry. Just tell me what it is, and I won’t do it again.’

‘You didn’t do anything wrong.’ He said.

‘So stay. Please!’

‘Harper.’ He said with a sigh, all the while
questioning himself, why couldn’t he allow himself to stay? He
walked towards the door a grabbed the doorknob.

‘What if I want to masturbate some more?’ She
asked.

‘Go ahead, now you know how it works.’
Benjamin said. The girl looked anxious and distressed. ‘It’s okay.’
He said. ‘You’re okay.’

‘But what about your voice, I need your
voice. I need you to talk to me.’ She said.

He shook his head. ‘You don’t need anybody,
just use your imagination, people fantasize when they masturbate,
that’s okay.’

‘What if I want to fantasize about your
cock?’ She asked.

‘That’s okay too.’ Benjamin mumbled while
opening the door. ‘Completely normal. That’s normal, nothing wrong
with that.’ He went straight into his home office. He locked the
door, sat down in his swivel chair and slammed his head upon the
table. Face down he kept lying there staring at the grain of the
wood. Confused about what he was feeling and not really sure
whether he should allow himself to feel those feelings or not.

Eventually he turned on the computer. He
would just pull up a video of Harper and masturbate, and then
everything would make sense again, then his mind wouldn’t be
befuddled with arousal and horniness and he wouldn’t second guess
himself, then he wouldn’t be questioning whether he just felt a
parental protectiveness over her because she was young and confused
and in distress or whether he lusted after her because she was a
beautiful adult woman, or whether she was a vixen that brilliantly
manipulated him to satisfy her own need for attention, or whether
maybe just maybe he actually started to fall for her.

When the computer had booted, it
automatically opened his mail and he saw a new mail from Harpers
mom. He closed his eyes trying to ignore the fact that Maria had
just send him a message but it was impossible to get out of his
mind now. When he opened his eyes again the e-mail was still there,
the letters bold and asking for attention. He opened the message
and started reading.

“Hey Ben,

Harper doesn’t answer her phone nor responds
to any of my messages. Klaus and I are trying to patch things up
with that Savannah girl. She needs to sign the documents to
authorize us to make legal and financial decisions on her behalf.
Tell her to call me please.

Also thanks for taking her in, I really
appreciate that. How’s she doing? Is she calming down already?

Warm Greetings from Maria.”

Benjamin stared at the letters on his screen,
then he deleted that e-mail. He opened a new window and went to
Harper’s YouTube channel. He watched a video about her matching her
make-up to her accessories, in particular, a necklace with marbled
beats. He tried to jerk himself off, but he just couldn’t get to
that orgasm. He kept on judging himself. For a moment he tried to
hypnotize himself, telling himself it was okay to feel pleasure,
that he could allow himself to feel pleasure, but it didn’t work
like that. Eventually he went onto Pornhub and he watched that same
video again, that pigtailed girl that called him daddy and
practically begged to give him a blow job.

 





Chapter 15: Harper

When she woke up the next morning there was a sunbeam
shining onto her face and she was filled with a happy
tranquility.

Her hand found its way into her panties and
she started playing with herself, her fingers softly circling
around her clit, just like Benjamin taught her yesterday. A warm
glow as she remembered the moment, butterflies in her tummy when
she recalled sitting in his lap, leaning against his torso.

As she fingered herself she tried to imagine
his voice, his mouth close to her ear, whispering softly, telling
her she’s such a good girl, telling her she shouldn’t worry about
anything, that she should just feel.

She felt the magic tingles in her pussy
increasing, yet after a while her wrist became sore and no orgasm
happened. She tried to masturbate with her other hand for a while
but that didn’t help her orgasm along either. She closed her eyes
and tried to imagine it were Benjamin’s fingers on her pussy, or
maybe it could be his cock sliding inside of her. She slipped her
own fingers inside. She imagined his weight on top of her. His
smell, his breath, his eyes, and most of all his voice as he would
be fucking her.

‘Good girl,’ he would say. ‘You’re such a
good girl. I love you, you know that? You’re doing so great. You’ve
got permission to cum now, you’ve got permission to feel good. I
want you to enjoy yourself, are you enjoying it little girl? Are
you enjoying my cock?’

Again her hand started hurting and cramping
up, yet she pushed through this time. She kept on going, her
arousal building up higher and higher, until finally that tidal
wave of relief and horniness spread through her body. Her hips
convulsing and for a while she liked to just lay there, marveling
in the afterglow.

Eventually she got dressed and went
downstairs. Benjamin wasn’t up yet, at least he wasn’t sitting at
the dinner table, neither was he outside, the chickens were still
locked in the coop.

She made some tea, poured herself and
Benjamin a cup and waited for him to come down. She listened
intently to the sounds in the house, no footsteps, no rustling of
the shower, nothing.

Maybe he had died, maybe he had gotten a
heart attack. Maybe he thought the things they did yesterday were
so disgusting he left, unable to spend another moment under the
same roof as Harper. She shook her head. No, she shouldn’t
immediately assume the worst. He probably just overslept. She went
upstairs and knocked on his bedroom door, no answer came. She
knocked again and opened the door. The room was empty, the bed
empty. No Benjamin.

‘Benjamin!’ She yelled. She opened the window
and looked down. The car was still parked next to the house.
‘Benjamin?’ She yelled again, standing on the landing looking
around. ‘Where are you?’

A soft moaning sounded from behind a closed
door.

‘Benjamin?’ She said against the door.

Another grumble. The door was locked. She
twisted and turned on the knob. ‘What are you doing there? What’s
happening?’

Eventually the door opened and Benjamin
appeared. She wrapped her arms around him. ‘Thank god you’re here,
you’re alive.’

‘Off course I’m alive.’ He said. ‘Don’t be
dramatic.’

He looked scruffy, still wearing the same
clothes he wore yesterday only wrinkled, he reeked of old sweat and
his face had the imprint of a keyboard pattern.

‘What hap - ‘

Before she could finish her sentence he
brushed her aside and walked towards the bathroom. ‘Nothing
happened.’ He said. ‘Nothing’s wrong. Everything’s fine. Everything
is just peachy. Blue skies and butterflies.’

‘But...’

‘Leave me alone.’ He slammed the door
close.

Harper was startled. She hopped from one foot
onto the other, lingering on the landing for a little while until
she heard the shower turn on.

As she listened to the rustling of the water
her heart was withering. He despised her, there was only one reason
why he would suddenly despise her, yesterday evening she must have
done something that was upsetting him. Or alternatively he was just
one of those people who woke-up grumpy, maybe if he drank his
morning tea, things would return to normal.

She went downstairs, sat down at the kitchen
table and waited for him. She fiddled with the rim of the
tablecloth for a while and then she did the dishes just to fill up
the time.

When Benjamin finally came downstairs he
didn’t say a word. He poured out the cold tea and put the kettle
on. He poured himself a hot cup of water, dangled his tea bag in
the water, he pouted his lips to blow and all the while he kept
silent.

Harper tilted her head. Fine, if he wouldn’t
say anything, she would.

‘Good morning,’ She said chipper.

He didn’t even acknowledge her being there,
he just continued to sip from his tea. Eventually he got up put his
empty mug in the sink and went outside. She looked at the back of
his head as he entered the shed. Why, why, why did he suddenly
treat her like this? Why wouldn’t he just tell her what she did
wrong yesterday? He was there to help her learn, wasn’t he. How
could she learn if he didn’t talk to her.

Harper followed him outside. ‘Just tell me!’
She yelled.

Benjamin didn’t answer, he opened the coop
and Princess came running towards Harper.

‘No.’ Harper said. ‘No princess, stay.’ The
chick didn’t listen, she flew against Harpers leg and Harper did a
step backwards, screaming. The chicken cackling and fluttering and
following her over the land as Harper ran away.

‘For God’s sake Harper.’ Benjamin said with a
deep sigh. ‘Princess only wants a bit of attention, but if you keep
running and screaming like that you’ll turn it into a fun game for
her. Just stand still and let her sit on the toe of your boot for a
little while.’

Harper tried to do as she was told. She
clenched her fist and tried to endure the chicken pecking her
leg.

Benjamin was right, after a while the chicken
let her be and ran cackling and fluttering towards the other
chickens.

‘Good.’ Harper said. ‘I did good right?’

Benjamin ignored her again.

‘Yeah, you’re a good girl, Harper.’ Harper
said trying to imitate Benjamin’s voice. She studied his face, but
there was no reaction at all. He just did what needed to be done
without assigning her any tasks or including her in the work.

‘Why are you ignoring me?’ Harper asked
during breakfast. ‘I’m not blind, there’s clearly something off. Do
you regret last night? Are you disappointed in me? Do you think I’m
a slut now? Do you regret taking a pervert into your house?’ All of
her fears that had been simmering under the surface all morning now
reached a boil and tumbled out of her mouth.

‘No.’ Benjamin said coldly. ‘Let’s not talk
about that. You should call your mother.’

‘No I don’t.’ She said. ‘My mother has
nothing to do with this, this is between you and me.’

‘She’s worried about you.’

‘Don’t change the subject.’ Harper said.

Benjamin shrugged and put a fork full of hash
browns in his mouth.

‘Just tell me already. How can I know what I
did wrong or why you’re mad at me if you don’t tel me why?’

There was a line in between his eyebrows she
hadn’t noticed before.

‘I’m sorry.’ She said at her wits end. ‘I’ll
go home if you like.’

‘Fine.’ He said.

‘Are you sure? You really want me to go?’ She
asked.

‘You’re not my prisoner. You can leave
whenever.’ He said.

‘I know.’ She said. For a few moments Harper
stared at the table, then she shoved her chair backwards, it tipped
over and clattered on the kitchen floor. With two steps at a time
she ran upstairs and hastily she crammed all her clothes in her
bag. She plastered some make-up on her face and she watched the old
Harper reappear in the tiny mirror.

She hoisted her bag onto her shoulders, when
she came downstairs Benjamin was already working the land, kneeling
in the dirt, running his hands through the sand. She wasn’t really
sure what he was doing, but he told her today they would sow
zucchini’s and eggplants, so this is what sowing looked like,
probably.

Her ribcage seemed too tight. She couldn’t
breath. She put her hand up in the air. ‘Bye.’ She yelled. Benjamin
didn’t even look up. She started walking, but her heart was already
pounding in her throat, feeling dizzy and angry at the same time.
She leaned against the car and took a few deep breaths.

The Zoloft. Somewhere in his car must be the
box of Zoloft. She looked over her shoulder Benjamin didn’t realize
she was there or maybe he was intentionally ignoring her. She
sneaked inside, got the keys to the car. First she looked on the
back seat and eventually she opened the trunk.

It was a medication Valhalla, a whole plastic
bag with about every other sleeping pill, sedative or
anti-depressant that was out there on the market. She took the bag
with her and walked towards the bus stop.

What if the bus had just left, then she would
have to spend the next twenty four hours there in the open air? Or
would she return to Benjamin’s house? She couldn’t do that, in that
case she would check for an Airbnb around here.

When she arrived at the bus stop and studied
the schedule she saw the bus would arrive in two hours. She leaned
against the pole and got her telephone out, the batteries hadn’t
been charged and there was only 16% left. She wouldn’t waste her
16% of batteries on hate messages, so she put her phone back in her
pocket. She was surrounded by acres and acres of farmland, how on
earth was she supposed to entertain herself the next few hours?

She could masturbate. Masturbating was fun,
although that wasn’t something you did in public. She smiled, what
if Benjamin hypnotized her and told her she didn’t know anything
about sex, then she wouldn’t know masturbation in public was a bad
idea either. There was a cramp in her chest as she realized
Benjamin wouldn’t hypnotize her anymore.

She examined the boxes of medicine in the
plastic bag. All of the medicine was in cardboard boxes and in
those dispenser strips with tin foil, like they had in Europe, not
one came in a regular bottle. She didn’t care, she found the Zoloft
and popped a pill in her mouth.

She waited till she felt the calming buzz
overtaking her mind. Her feet sore and she sat down on the rim of
the side walk. It didn’t matter, nothing really mattered at all,
she felt great, the world was great, everything was great, and
nothing mattered.

 





Chapter 16: Benjamin

She was a self-absorbed drama queen, a egotistical
air head. She was vapid. She had unrealistic expectations. She was
just... stupid... plain stupid. What did she expect? That he ran
after her? That he would try to get her to stay with some big
romantic gesture?

He scoffed as his fingers kneaded the earth.
He was supposed to plant some seeds, but he was already sitting in
the same spot for fifteen minutes and all he did was grab a handful
of dirt and watch the sand slip through his fingers over and over
and over again.

He probably should have told her that her
mother was looking for her instead of just hinting at it. He wished
Maria had never send him that message. That Maria was Harper’s
mother, that Maria was his best friend.

Before that e-mail he could pretend that
Harper was just a twenty two year old, the age difference between
the two of them might be a little questionable and him being her
masturbation mentor may be somewhat peculiar, but she was an adult,
she seemed to enjoy herself, he enjoyed himself. That was precisely
what he was trying to teach her, don’t worry about what other
people may think, your body is yours, your sexual pleasure is
yours.

He couldn’t practice what he preached, he
kept thinking about Maria, and what she would think when she found
out he had a relationship with her daughter. Although relationship
wasn’t even the right word.

He slammed his hand in the earth. She was
gone now, last night was nothing, meant nothing. He had kept his
pants on, he barely even touched her, he didn’t even kiss her and
there was nothing to confess to Maria.

With his thumb he made a little indent in the
earth and sprinkled some of the seeds in there. Then he moved about
40 inches and made another little indent. He told himself he was
glad she was gone. Now his life would return to normal, everything
would be simple again. Away with her and her big city dramatics.
She wasn’t really gone yet, the bus hadn’t arrived at the bus stop
yet, he could still... No! Forget it!

He tried to distract himself by going over
his lecture for the convention once more. The problem with RC-154
is that it inhibits neuro-transmission in the insular cortex, the
anterior cingulate cortex and medial prefrontal cortex, thereby
messing up the patients own sense of self and sense of reality
making the patient vulnerable for suggestions.

He sighed. He’d given this speech time and
again, he knew it by hearth and he could recite it in his sleep.
There was no need to practice.

When he finished sowing the entire row he
went upstairs, the computer was still on and he sat down behind the
screen. Still fifteen minutes till the bus would be at the bus
stop. Don’t think about Harper, just watched some porn instead. He
looked for the video of the girl with the pigtails that he had
watched two times already, Pornhub had an incredible collection of
similar video’s. Adult woman pretending they were innocent, talking
into the camera, calling him daddy. He kept clicking on those
video’s feeling like he was falling through a rabbit hole, falling
and falling.

There was a whole community of people being
into ageplay and despite Wikipedia telling him that ageplay had
nothing to do with pedophilia or incest, still there were a lot of
people hating on it.

He didn’t hate it. It made sense to him. This
way his partner could be an independent well-functioning healthy
lady, but she could still allow him to take care of her, he could
nurture her, protect her, he could feel needed and strong.

If only he’d known this years ago. Lynn kept
buggering him about his Hero-complex, but she also kept pestering
him about his fetishes or his kinks, which he didn’t have at the
time, although she didn’t believe him. Maybe if he’d told her this
was his fetish their relationship wouldn’t have ended in a
break-up.

It was too late that relationship ended years
ago. Lynn had already moved on, she was probably married with
children right now.

He opened his e-mail program: “Harper isn’t
here anymore” He wrote Maria. “She returned to the city. Warm
regards, Benjamin.”

Almost immediately he got a message back.
“She can’t be.” Maria wrote. “Klaus and I ended her rental
agreement, she has no longer access to her apartment. We hired a
lawyer who will counter-sue on Harpers behalf. Tell her that. You
aren’t telling me my daughter is missing, are you?”

Benjamin stared at the e-mail. He couldn’t
understand why Maria would do something like that. The Maria he
knew wouldn’t end her daughters rental agreement without consulting
her daughter first, but then again the Maria he knew wouldn’t
secretly marry. Klaus was a bad influence.

Benjamin stared at the e-mail. It wasn’t his
problem, not his problem, not his problem. He didn’t have a
hero-complex and there was no need to get into his car and drive
half a day just to rescue Harper. Harper didn’t need rescuing.

“Give me her phone number and the address of
her apartment,” he wrote back.

Maria send him the info and a few minutes
later he put the chickens back in their coop and stepped into his
car. For a moment he wondered why he hadn’t locked his car and then
he drove off.

 





Chapter 17: Harper

The bus terminal was in the middle of the city and
she took a cab home. When she tried to open the door to her
apartment the key only fit halfway. She tried again, this time with
more force, another time less force and more care, twisting and
turning. Her key kept getting stuck at the same point.

She grabbed her phone and annoyed she called
her landlord. She didn’t want to talk to him, she didn’t want to
talk to anybody right now. All she wanted to do was take a warm
bath, put on some dramatic movie on Netflix and bawl her eyes out
over somebody else’s pain.

‘Hello Miss Nicholas.’ The landlord said.
‘How can I be of service?’

‘My lock is jammed.’ She said. ‘Maybe
somebody put some gum in it to tease me or something, anyway I
can’t get my key in to open my door.’

‘You mean the lock on apartment 312?’ The
landlord asked. ‘You’re not living there anymore.’

‘Yes I am.’ Harper said. ‘I was out of town
for a few days but I still live here, my stuff is still there.’

‘No it isn’t.’ The landlord said. ‘Your
parents came to pick it up the other day.’

‘When?’ She asked. According to her landlord
her mother was here two days ago.

She kicked the wall, she’d barely been three
days at Benjamin’s place. ‘They can’t do this.’ She said.

‘They said you were having a mental breakdown
because of everything that was going on, and they also said you
wouldn’t be able to pay rent anymore. I actually made an exception
for them, you know, usually you rent until the end of the month,
but because you were going through such a tough time and all that,
we agreed that if they came to pick up your stuff before the 15th
you would only have to pay half a months rent, I cc’d you in all
the e-mails back and forth’

‘Where am I suppose to go?’ She asked.

The landlord didn’t answer, and why should
he, it wasn’t his problem. He talked about her safety deposit and
Harper hang up on him mid conversation.

She leaned against the wall and closed her
eyes. The situation was too complicated, she needed some sort of
overview. She searched for her notebook and as she was rummaging
through her backpack she came across the bag of medication. She
felt she deserved a little break and popped another Zoloft in her
mouth. Then she found her notebook and started writing:

“To do:

Today: Find a place to stay the night, (a
hotel?), charge phone.

Tomorrow: Call mom. Find laundromat (maybe in
hotel?)

Later: Find my stuff. Find my computer, make
a financial analysis of my revenue, find a new apartment, find a
new source of income (maybe revive harpers charm somehow)”

Okay, Harper thought to herself, okay, okay,
okay, she was staring at the page in her notebook and calmed down.
This was doable.

 





Chapter 18: Benjamin

Benjamin sat in his car and examined the apartment
building across the street. He hoped he reached the city before the
bus did, since he didn’t have to drive into the center of every
town and stop at every bus terminal. It was stupid, maybe she’d
already visited her apartment and left to spend the night with a
friend. Waiting out here in is car was creepy, he should just go.
Harper was gone and he needed to accept that. Still he kept sitting
there.

Until eventually he saw a girl looking like
Harper come outside. He didn’t know whether it was Harper or not
because she kept disappearing between the bulk of people passing
her by on the side walk. He kept an eye on the figure and the
moment she got in a cab he recognized her backpack. He turned the
key in the ignition and followed her.

The roads were crowded and stuffed. He felt
the city enveloping him, he felt his stress and anger levels rising
and before he knew it he was crossing red lights, honking his horn,
shouting at other cars as if he’d never left to go live on his
farm.

The cab dropped Harper off in front of a
hotel. Apparently she found a place to stay for the night already,
she was safe, there was nothing left for him to do. Yet he drove
around the block three times, found a parking spot and walked into
the hotel lobby. Where did she go? He queued up before reception so
he could ask and then in a glimpse he saw her getting into an
elevator.

‘Harper wait!’ He yelled. She looked over her
shoulder and studied him with a mixture of suspicion and disbelief
on her face. Not only Harper looked over but now everybody in the
hotel was looking at them. A buzz went through the room, people
whispering, ‘Did he just call her Harper? That’s her isn’t it?
That’s that pervert from the sex tape? That’s...’

Harper rolled her eyes at him. ‘Smooth.’ She
said. She grabbed his elbow and pulled him into the elevator with
her. It was quiet, there was another woman looking at her phone and
there was a bellboy staring at the digital numbers climbing
upwards.

Benjamin wanted to ask her if she was
alright, but Harper pinched him. ‘Ouch.’ He said. She had a
penetrating look in her eyes and ever so slightly she shook her
head. Why couldn’t he speak? He send her a puzzled look. She rolled
her eyes at him.

‘Sixth floor.’ The bellboy said as the doors
opened. Harper grabbed his arm and pulled him through the hallways.
She opened the door she pushed him inside and slammed the door
shut.

‘What?’ She asked.

‘Can I speak now?’ Benjamin asked.

Harper shrugged. ‘Is there somebody around
live tweeting every word we say?’ She said cynically.

‘I don’t think so? No?’ Benjamin asked.

‘So what do you want?’ She plumped down on
the bed next to her backpack and got her charger out, she plugged
it into the outlet next to her nightstand and started looking at
her phone.

‘Well?’ She asked, without looking up at him.
‘What do you want to say? Why are you here?’

He wasn’t really sure why he was here
anymore. So he just shrugged. He paced around the room and
eventually sat down at the desk, his grabbed a sachet of sugar and
toyed with it.

‘I just wanted to see if you were
alright.’

‘I’m fine.’ She said. ‘Can’t wait to take a
long steamy bath though. I especially asked for a room with a
bathtub.’

‘You’re mother told me.’ He said.

Now she looked up at him. Frowning, seizing
him up. ‘Told you what?’

‘About your apartment.’

‘So you knew?’ Harper asked. ‘You knew all
this time that she send me to your farm, just so she could kick me
out of my own apartment.’

‘No.’ Benjamin said. ‘I heard about it this
afternoon, that’s why I’m here. I didn’t want you to roam the
streets homeless.’

‘Don’t worry.’ Harper said. ‘I may look like
a naive helpless baby when Princess is chasing me, but this is my
turf. I know what I’m doing,’

The paper of the sachet got soggy and the
sugar escaped, white crystals shimmering in contrast with the dark
wooden desk. He collected it all the sugar with his fingertip and
put it in his mouth.

‘They got you a lawyer.’ Benjamin said.

‘I know.’ She said. ‘I just read it. Look.’
She invited him to sit next to her on the bed and he hurried to do
so, his arm touching her shoulder. There was an article about Klaus
and her Mother who claimed that Savannah was stalking and harassing
their mentally unstable daughter. “Our Harper is very vulnerable
right now.” Klaus supposedly said to a reporter.

Harper scoffed. ‘He doesn’t even know me,’
she said. ‘Three days ago I didn’t even know he existed.

She threw her phone on her bed. ‘I don’t want
to think about it.’ She said. ’I’ll call her tomorrow, I’m going to
take a bath.’ She got up and pulled her t-shirt up over her head,
she didn’t send him away, she didn’t ask him to turn around. He
peaked at her lace bralette and admired the curves of her waist,
her butt round and firm, her legs long and her feet dainty. She
disappeared into the bathroom and he heard water sloshing.

Benjamin didn’t move. He stared at the dark
screen of the plasma TV, telling himself he should leave now.
Harper was fine he could go home. He just sat there until she
yelled something from the bathroom, he couldn’t quite make out what
it was. It sounded like she was calling him daddy. It made him weak
in the knees, his fingers trembling, his heartbeat picking up, a
happiness that made him light headed and dizzy.

‘What did you say?’ He asked.

‘I said, there’s no way in hell I’m going to
call Klaus, Daddy.’ She yelled this time a little bit louder.

Yeah, that made more sense. He looked at his
own fingers and took a deep breath. ‘Off course not.’ Benjamin
yelled back. ‘I’m sure no-one is expecting you to do so.’

‘How can they just end my rental agreement
without me knowing? How can they get me a lawyer?’ She said. ‘They
can’t make decisions on my behalf without my permission right?’

‘Unless they get you a psych evaluation and a
judge signs off on you being incapacitated to make your own
decisions and them being your court appointed guardians.’ He yelled
back.

‘Come over here.’ Harper said. ‘So we can
talk a bit easier.’

Benjamin got up and shyly he stepped into the
bath room, he lingered around on the most fluffy mat he’d ever
encountered and made a comment about that. Her body was hidden
under a layer of bubbles, only her face was visible, her eyelashes
wet and clumping together, her hair sticking to her face.

‘I think it’s Klaus.’ He said. ‘The Maria I
know wouldn’t, I think Klaus is behind all of this.’

Harper shook her head. ‘No,’ she said. ‘My
mother wouldn’t allow a partner or anybody to make decisions about
me. She’s always been very protective of me.’

‘I know.’ Benjamin said.

‘The moment I got onto that bus three days
ago they had a truck standing by to clear out my apartment. This
isn’t just the lawsuit with Savannah, this started before that. The
lawsuit just played right into their cards, or maybe they planned
it like that, maybe they’ve even orchestrated that sex tape, maybe
it wasn’t a bet Stephen had with his friends, maybe someone payed
him to make it, maybe they’ve kidnapped my mother and hacked into
her e-mail, so it seems like we’re talking to her, but in fact it’s
them.’

She made towers of bubbles with her hands,
trying to make them as high as possible and then squashing them
down, splashing water over the edge onto the floor and the fluffy
bath mat.

‘Someone wants to bring me down, maybe one of
my competitors, maybe Klaus works for “Fash with Viv” or something,
maybe they’re black-mailing my mother, or threatening her with a
gun.’

‘You’re starting to sound a bit paranoid to
be honest.’

‘You’re starting to sound a bit like a
psychiatrist, I thought you didn’t want to therapize me?’ She
squashed down another tower of bubbles. ‘Maybe it’s the Zoloft.’
She said a moment later. ‘Delusions can be a side effect, right?
Although I was already a paranoid before leaving the city and
justifiably so. I didn’t just fear everybody was secretly recording
me and whispering about me, they actually were.’ She laughed
cynically, inhaled deeply and slipped under water. The bubbles
waving up and down. After a while a big bubble of air reached the
surface and not long after that Harper appeared again.

‘I’ll call her tomorrow.’ She said.

Benjamin nodded. He grabbed a sheet of toilet
paper and folded it into a crane, the paper was too soft and it
ended up just a flabby crumpled ball of paper. He didn’t even show
it to her. He just lifted the lit of the toilet and threw the bird
into the water.

‘What are you doing?’ She asked.

‘I... I made a crane, like a bird, like an
origami thing... ‘

She chuckled. ‘What are you talking about
Benjamin?’ She said looking at him with a slightly confused but
amused look on her face.

‘I was... You asked what I was doing, didn’t
you?’

‘I meant, are you staying the night? Are you
returning to the farm? Are you going to try and rent another hotel
room just to get away from me?’

He picked up the empty bottle of bathing foam
from the edge and studied the ingredients. ‘Do you want me to
stay?’ He asked. ‘I’m sorry by the way, I’m sorry for how I behaved
this morning. I shouldn’t have acted so insociable, I guess I was
just confused.

‘And now? Are you going to be nice to me? Or
are you still confused?’ She asked.

‘I can be nice.’ He said.

 





Chapter 19: Harper

When the water got cold, she started shivering. She
grabbed a big towel and wrapped it around herself. In the hotel
room she dried herself off and put on her silky nightgown. Benjamin
didn’t follow her, instead he just kept lingering in the bathroom.
For a moment Harper stared at the bathroom door, then she shook her
head and continued her evening routine even though it was only late
afternoon. She would stay here in bed anyway, watching Netflix,
getting room service.

She grabbed the menu and skimmed through the
options. She didn’t want to eat something complicated like smoked
soy bean quesadilla or asparagus and blue cheese. She wanted
comfort food so picked on fries and a burger from the kids
menu.

‘You want something?’ She yelled. ‘Hey
Benjamin, I’m gonna order room service, you want anything?’

Now he appeared in the doorway.

‘What’s with you?’ Harper said as she saw him
nervously fidgeting. ‘Here pick something to eat, I’ll pay.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous. I’ll pay.’ Benjamin
said.

‘I’m not poor yet.’ Harper said with a smile.
‘I may have lost most of my sponsorships and YouTube may have
demonetized some of my video’s, but there’s still video’s out there
pulling views and advertisement money.’ She gave him a reassuring
smile.

‘I’m not poor either.’ Benjamin said. ‘They
knew I opposed the production of RC-154 for mass consumption so
they offered me a buy out to get my name off the patent.’

Harper stared at him for a while and sighed.
‘Fine pay for yourself if you must, just pick something already.
I’m hungry.’ She said.

Less than an hour later they were both
sitting in bed under the blanket with a tray of food on their lap.
Harper logged into her Netflix account and while stuffing the fries
in her mouth she scrolled through movie suggestions.

‘I messed up my algorithm.’ She said with her
mouth full of fries and ketchup. ‘When I wasn’t feeling so well I
binge watched gossip girl and now Netflix thinks I’m into that sort
of chick flicks, see? What would you like to watch?’

None of the series that were offered to her
were all that enticing, she kept scrolling and clicking back and
forth and eventually she put the remote control on Benjamin’s
tray.

‘You pick something.’ She said.

Because she’d ordered the kids menu it came
with a little toy. According to the packaging it was a whizzer. She
ripped open the plastic and untangled the strings, she remembered
having one of these as a kid. She put her fingers in the the loops
and moved them back and forth. Soon the whizzer was spinning around
making a humming noise.

Benjamin stared at her with an endeared smile
on his face. She watched him from the corner of her eyes, but as
she didn’t pay enough attention to the whizzer the strings got
tangled.

‘You want to give it a try?’ She asked.

He shook his head, but his mouth said ‘sure.’
She handed him the whizzer and watched him play.

‘So what’s up with you and RC-154?’ She
asked. ‘You invented it, but you hate it, you don’t want people
taking it, but you’re still making money off of it?’

‘Something like that.’ He said. ‘If you’re
trying to point out how hypocritical I am, don’t. I’m well aware of
that.’ The whizzer got stuck and he handed it back to her. ‘You go
play with it.’

She pulled on the strings to untangle them
and noticed some of her panic and anxiety started to return, she
glanced over at her backpack. She listened to Benjamin ramble on
about the drug he invented and the conventions he visited and all
the while she tried to come up with a plan to somehow take some
more medication without giving Benjamin the opportunity to stop
her.

Maybe she could say she had girl trouble and
take her backpack into the bathroom, or maybe she could squad next
to her bag with her back turned on Benjamin.

‘What’s so bad about that drug anyway?’ She
asked she got up out of bed and pulled her backpack closer. ‘It
doesn’t sound all that bad if you ask me?’ Apparently she was going
with the squatting plan, she didn’t remember making a conscious
decision, but she was already bend over and rummaging trough her
clothes. Her hand slipped into the plastic bag with medication.

‘Depressed people are no longer depressed,
fat people no longer fat, traumatized people no longer
traumatized.’ She hoped her voice would hide the rustling of the
plastic bag. Zolpidem, that was a sleeping pill she’d used before.
She took a tablet out of the package and swallowed it dry. For a
moment it felt like it got stuck in her throat, she coughed and
swallowed again and then it was gone.

‘That’s how they promote it, yeah.’ Benjamin
said. ‘But basically the way the drug is working is... it
interferes with the insular cortex, the anterior cingulate cortex
and medial prefrontal cortex, thereby messing up the patients own
sense of self and sense of reality making the patient incredibly
vulnerable for suggestions.’

She didn’t understand what Benjamin was
saying, but it sounded rehearsed. ‘Is that what you tell them at
those conventions?’ She asked.

He nodded.

Harper sat back down on the bed, she stomped
into the pillow to make it a bit fluffier and put it up against the
headboard, then she grabbed her toy whizzer and leaned
backwards.

Benjamin continued. ‘I’m not denying it’s
track record, the drug does work, that’s precisely what’s dangerous
about it. It’s like brainwashing. They say that the protocol of
having two therapists in the room will prevent any abuse, but it’s
too expensive for two specialist to focus on the one patient, so
they mostly ignore those guidelines.’

Harper liked listening to his rambling, there
was a low key buzz already appearing in her mind and she wanted to
lean into it, she wanted to just go with the flow and feel good. It
wasn’t that long ago that she’d taken that sleeping pill, right? It
couldn’t possibly be that sleeping pill already, right? Although
according to the television screen twenty minutes had gone by, had
she been listening to Benjamin’s babbling for twenty minutes? She
looked at the whizzer, there were stickers on it that turned into
lines and circles if the toy spun around quick enough.

‘Maybe I’ve hypnotized myself with this
thing.’ She said accidentally out loud.

‘What?’ Benjamin asked.

Harper felt groggy she just wanted to lay
against his chest. Softly she pushed her forehead into his bicep as
if she was a kitten purring and bunting his arm.

‘Are you alright?’ Benjamin asked.

Harper nodded. She needed to stay a bit more
alert, otherwise she might loose inhibitions and threw herself onto
Benjamin, which would be fun for the night, but then tomorrow
morning he would be all awkward and throw her out again. ‘It’s my
hotel room.’ She said. She pressed her hand against her mouth, he
couldn’t throw her out of her own hotel room, that’s what she was
thinking, but there was no need to say it out loud. There was a
delightful buzz, a safety, a satisfaction, a security.

‘Why would you be confused anyway?’

‘I’m not confused.’ Benjamin said.

‘Now you’re not.’Harper said. She wanted to
roll her eyes, but accidentally rolled her entire head backwards.
She giggled.

Benjamin held her shoulders and studied her
face. ‘You took something, didn’t you?’

Harper giggled again. ‘Maybe just a little
harmless sleeping pill. Just... tell me.’

Benjamin closed his eyes, as if he was
battling some inner demon. Harper put a hand on his shoulder.
‘You’re gonna be alright.’ She said.

‘What do you want to know?’ He asked.

‘Why you were so mean to me this morning,’
she said.

She bumped her forehead against his arm once
more. ‘Are you going to be mean to me tonight? How about tomorrow?’
When he didn’t wrap his arm around her she just laid her head upon
his shoulder.

 





Chapter 20: Benjamin

Her cheekbone leaning heavy against his upper arm, he
felt the urge to protectively wrap an arm around her, but he
didn’t. How to explain why he behaved the way he did this
morning?

‘I felt...’ Benjamin stuttered. ‘I just
felt...’

‘Hey, if you they brainwash someone with that
RC-stuff, can they make me forget all about that sex tape too?’

Benjamin squinted his eyes, apparently she
was so groggy she’d already forgotten about him being mean. He
shrugged. ‘Probably, yeah.’ He said.

‘I want that. Can you do that too?’ Her
eyelids were drooping. She tried to sit up enthusiastically, but
she started to sway and fell back against the head board.

‘We should.’ Harper said again. ‘You can just
erase my memory and then I’ll be like a virgin again, and maybe you
can remove all those other thoughts about sluts and stuff as well,
so it’s easier to believe you when you say sex is normal, then I be
like a little girl.’

‘You want to be a little girl again?’
Benjamin asked, knowing full well this question would bring them
onto slippery ice. Maybe he wanted to be on slippery ice with
her.

‘Yeah, I’ll be all innocent and I won’t know
anything about sex and then you can teach me, and you’ll tell me
I’m a good girl and you’ll give me permission to like it, and
just... poof... no thoughts, not a single worry to make me feel
bad. Doesn’t that sound nice, Benjamin?’ Harper snuggled up against
his arm and put a hand on his thigh.

Benjamin didn’t move. He liked listening to
her fantasies, him and her, together in that kind of scenario. He
put his hand on top of hers and ran his thumb over her
knuckles.

‘I want that, Benjamin.’ She said. ‘I really
want that real bad. I feel it in my chest and in my tummy and in
between my legs it’s all warm and fuzzy if I think about that.’

‘It’s warm and fuzzy because of that sleeping
pill you took,’ Benjamin mumbled, but apparently she didn’t hear
him or she chose to ignore that comment.

‘Feel.’ She put her hand between her legs.
‘Feel my pussy.’ She said. She pushed the blankets aside and showed
him her thighs, her legs, her own hand on her panties. ‘It feels so
good, right Benjamin? Thinking about that feels so good right?’ She
slipped her hand into her panties and behind the silk he saw her
fingers rapidly moving and then she suddenly let out an annoyed
grumble.

‘I can’t do this.’ She said angrily.

Benjamin froze. ‘You don’t have to.’ He said
hastily. ‘I didn’t ask you to.’

She got up out of the bed cursing at her
panties that were apparently too tight, the elastic waistband was
cutting of the circulation in her hand, she said. Well she didn’t
actually say circulation. Her speech was slurring so it sounded
more like. Sssslalllllation, but he figured that’s what she meant.
She stood next to the bed, swaying almost tumbling over as she
tried to lift her leg and get her panties off, she was cursing more
and more.

‘Sshhh.’ He said. He got up too and grabbed
her shoulders to stabilize her. ‘It’s okay kiddo.’

‘Yeah.’ She said, while slouching into his
arms. ‘It’s okay. I’m your kiddo and you’re my protector. You’re my
bodyguard.’

‘Your daddy?’ Benjamin whispered primarily
motivated by his own hard-on. She just leaned into his chest.

‘You do it.’ She said. ‘You take off my
panties. I’m done with them.’ She bend over and pushed her panties
all the way down to her ankles. Benjamin’s foot stepped onto the
panties pushing them further to the ground so she could safely step
out of them. She sat back on the bed again, and pulled the blankets
up to her waist.

‘Wow.’ She said. ‘That was like a real
adventure, wasn’t it, like a moment ago we were there and now I’m
here. It’s like... ‘ Harper imitated the sound of an explosion. She
had her eyes closed and her head was lulling onto her
shoulders.

‘Harper?’ Benjamin asked. ‘What did you
take?’

He was kind of hoping she was so intoxicated
she would just tell him.

She opened her eyes and smiled at him. ‘You
know,’ she said shrugging, she gestured towards her backpack and he
saw a piece of white plastic sticking out. She couldn’t. He got up
and found the plastic bag out of the trunk of his car and cursed.
He examined the boxes, only the Zoloft and the Zolpidem had been
opened. A sigh of relief left his body when he saw only the one
pill was missing.

He hid the bag in the drawer of the
nightstand so she couldn’t take anything else, although by the look
of it she would fall asleep soon anyway. He pulled her teddy from
her backpack and put the stuffed animal in her arms. ‘Here.’ He
said.

She briefly opened her eyes.

‘Benjamin!’ She said when she saw him. ‘Will
you talk to me? I’m trying to remember, but it’s better if you say
it for real.’

Under the blankets he saw movement around her
crotch area. He looked at it, looked back at her dazed little face,
looked at her moving hand again, and then he lifted up the blankets
so he could see her fingers fondling her own pussy lips.

The tip of her index finger was frantically
moving around her big pussy lips and her smaller pussy lips, pink
frumpled skin was stretching and bending under her touch. His own
cock was rock hard and twitching. He pressed the palm of is hand
against the shaft and moved up and down, first slowly, almost
unnoticeable so he wouldn’t disturb her, but she didn’t seem that
aware anyway. So after a while he lifted his hips and moved his
pants and boxer short down. His cock springing up right, he wrapped
his fingers around the shaft and started to jerk himself off. His
arousal was spreading quickly through his body. His mind befuddled.
His eyes locked onto her little pink pussy and the shimmering
droplet of horniness that appeared. He wanted to lick it, he wanted
to push his tongue inside of her and taste her, he wanted to put
his cock inside her and fuck her hard.

He moaned.

‘Benjamin?’ The sound he just produced, must
have made her aware of his presence. For a moment he stopped
touching himself, feeling caught.

‘Talk to me please,’ She said. ‘Will you tell
me I’m a good girl. I am, right?’

‘You’re a good girl.’ He said panting,
fighting to keep his voice steady. ‘You’re allowed to feel
pleasure, and me too, I'm allowed to feel pleasure too.’ He started
tugging on his own shaft again.

‘Yeah.’ She said groggy. ‘Cause pleasure is
nice.’

‘It is.’ He said.

‘More?’ She asked. ‘Say all the words please.
ALL... the... wordssss.’

‘You don’t have to think.’ He said. ‘You
don’t have to worry. You don’t have to know what’s happening. Just
enjoy yourself. Just give yourself permission to feel so good.’

It was hard to keep talking. His breathing
was superficial and irregular. Her body started shaking.

‘It’s okay.’ He said. ‘It’s okay, kiddo.
You’re safe now. You’re with me now.’ He said and he watched her go
over the edge. Her body convulsing, the fingers in between her legs
shimmering from all the juices. He could smell her, it was as if he
could smell her orgasm. The room filled with scents of musk and
sweat Or maybe that was just his imagination. He reached his climax
too. Arousal skyrocketing spreading through his body, from his toes
till his face, everything was tingling, even his mind was tingling.
He tried to suppress a sound, but some weird muffled moan still
left his mouth.

‘What?’ Harper said groggy.

Benjamin just leaned back, eyes closed,
savoring the satisfaction that now flew through his body.

‘What are you doing?’ Harper asked.

He opened her eyes and saw Harper looking at
him, with droopy eyelids but still with a curiosity on her face
that he didn’t expect. He grabbed the blankets and made sure he
covered himself.

‘Why aren’t you asleep yet?’ He asked.

She shrugged and put her head against his
arm. ‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘You were masturbating too. Weren’t
you? That’s okay.’ She yawned. ‘You can feel good too, you can feel
pleasure. Nothing wrong with that.’

‘Nothing wrong with that.’ Benjamin
repeated.

He kept quiet for a moment. He saw Harpers
eye’s shutting close, her chin sinking onto her chest and then he’d
figured she was asleep and he tried to get up.

‘Where you going?’ Harper asked.

‘I’ll be right back.’ He said.

‘No.’ Harper said with a panic in her voice.
‘Stay.’

‘Just a minute.’ He pulled himself loose and
stepped into the bathroom, in front of the mirror he cleaned
himself off and then he washed his penis over the sink. He knew. He
knew Zolpidem had amnesia as a side effect. That’s why he jacked
off right next to her, since she wouldn’t be able to remember
anyway.

‘I’m sick.’ He mumbled to himself.

‘You need to throw up?’ Harper was standing
in the doorway looking at him, drowsily swaying.

‘No.’ Benjamin said.

‘Will you come back to bed then?’ She
asked.

‘Sure.’ Benjamin mumbled. He followed her
back to the room. As soon as he lied down she snuggled up against
him, pulling his arms around her in a tight embrace. She started
stroking his hair. ‘I’m sorry you’re not feeling well.’ She said.
‘I hope you feel better soon.’ A moment later she drifted off.

 





Chapter 21: Harper

She was still feeling a bit groggy, yet she enjoyed
the fact that Benjamin was snuggling up against her. His breathing
was deep and rhythmic and his body warm against hers. She didn’t
move and just savored this moment, his torso against her shoulders,
his arm wrapped around her chest.

Today she would call her mother, she tried to
rehearse the conversation in her head, but she had no idea what her
mother was going to say, maybe there was a very reasonable
explanation for everything, although she doubted there was any
explanation that justified kicking her out of her own
apartment.

She stuck out her butt and tried to rub it up
against his groin, she loved the warmth and the coziness of his
embrace. She kind of remembered masturbating last night, she
remembered Benjamin sitting next to her, tugging on his cock,
masturbating too. She wasn’t sure whether those were real memories
or just a recollection of some vague atmospheric fragments in a
dream.

She grabbed his arm and pulled it even
tighter around herself, shuffling her body closer to his. He moaned
and tried to roll over.

‘Sshhh.’ She whispered. ‘Just sleep.’

No matter how much she shushed him and told
him to not worry, he kept on stirring and coughing and moaning and
tossing and eventually he opened his eyes. His face turned towards
her, glassy eyes and a confused look.

She smiled. ‘Good morning.’ She said
softly.

Benjamin studied her and started to smile,
then studied the hotel room and rubbed his eyes. An elongated yawn.
‘Okay.’ He said. ‘Okay, good morning.’

For a moment they looked at each other,
intertwined in their embrace. From this nearby she saw there were
little green specks in his blue eyes.

‘So.’ He said. He got up out of bed and
hoisted himself in his clothes, within a few minutes he appeared to
be ready to go. He grabbed the plastic bag filled with medication
and wrapped it around his wrist.

‘So.’ He said once more.

Harper sat up and pulled her silky night gown
down over her knees. A frightened fluttering in her chest.

‘Not again.’ She said.

‘What do you mean?’ He asked.

‘You’re not going to be mean and distant to
me again, just because we masturbated last night, right?’

His face terrified and filled with disbelief
at the same time. ‘You remember that?’ He asked.

She nodded. ‘Sure.’

He twisted the plastic bag and let it spin.
‘How... I mean... What else do you remember?’

‘I don’t know. Everything.’ She said. ‘I
think. Although I wouldn’t know what I forgot.’

‘How?’ He asked. ‘But how? I need to go.’

Harper let out a sigh and leaned backwards
against the headboard. ‘Why?’ She asked. ‘I’m not that disgusting,
am I?’

‘No.’ He said. ‘No, you’re wonderful. It’s
just that the chickens need feeding.’ He walked towards the door,
hesitantly turned back to Harper, ‘Yeah, the chickens.’ He said,
his hand already on the doorknob, yet he didn’t open the door,
almost as if he was waiting for her to say something, to call him
back.

‘The chickens.’ He mumbled again.

‘I’m going to call my mother today.’ She
said.

‘Good.’ Benjamin mumbled. ‘Yeah, call Maria.
Maria is your mother. That’s a good idea.’

An uncomfortable long silence, his hand still
resting on the door handle, his fingers drumming on the metal. They
were avoiding each others gaze, uncomfortably smiling whenever
their eyes accidentally met.

Finally Benjamin turned around. ‘I’m acting
like a jerk.’ He said. ‘Again. I’m sorry. Do you need me to
stay?’

Harper shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘I
guess don’t need you. I’ll manage on my own just fine, but I guess
I would like it if you stayed for a bit.’

‘Okay.’ Benjamin said nodding, still he kept
lingering in the hallway close to the door. ‘Okay. I’m sorry about
the sexual stuff … if I did anything you didn’t like, or if you
feel I abused your vulnerability or something.’

‘Not at all.’ Harper said. ‘Do you feel sorry
about – Yeah obviously otherwise you wouldn’t have said that.
Should I feel sorry too?’

‘No,’ he said. ‘You did nothing wrong, you’re
a good kid. I mean you’re not a kid, you’re an adult woman, you can
decide for yourself who you want to sleep with, you’re Maria’s kid
though and you were intoxicated so maybe you... but then again we
didn’t even sleep together.’

‘Don’t worry.’ She said. ‘We didn’t do
anything wrong. I liked it, you liked it, we’re both adults, we’re
allowed to enjoy sexual pleasure. At least that’s what you keep
telling me.’

Harper got up out and opened her backpack.
‘Right?’ She asked.

He nodded.

She tried to find a set of decent clothes but
there wasn’t anything clean anymore, well a dirty sandy skirt it
was, the moment she put it on she felt the dust transfer onto her
legs and she shivered. ‘I’m going to need a laundromat today.’ She
said.

‘I should call Trey,’ Benjamin said. ‘If I’m
staying here with you, he’ll send his kid to look after the
chickens.’

Harped gave him a nod and it was almost as if
she was giving him permission, he didn’t need her permission to
call Trevor, right? With her hands she tried to brush some of the
dust from her skirt and then she ran a comb through her hair.

Benjamin picked up the phone in the room, he
asked for an outside line and from memory he dialed a number. ‘I
need to help out that poor girl.’ He said in the mouth piece.
‘We’re in the city now, she needs my support, she’s in trouble. Can
you send Little T to take care of my chickens.’

‘I’m not a poor girl.’ Harper said when he
put down the phone. ‘And I’m not in trouble.’

‘I know.’ He said.

‘Then why did you tell Trevor I was?’

Benjamin shrugged. ‘Don’t know.’ He said.
‘Cause I didn’t want to tell him the truth.’

‘Which is?’ Harper asked.

‘Let’s get breakfast.’ Benjamin said. ‘They
say the buffet opens at seven, so we’ll be right in time.’

‘Don’t dodge my question.’

‘What question?’ Benjamin asked
innocently.

‘Benjamin.’ She punched him in the arm. ‘Fine
don’t tell me then.’

They took the elevator down and walked into
the breakfast hall, it was completely desolate and they were the
only people there. Benjamin grabbed a stack of pancakes with maple
syrup and Harper picked up some scrambled eggs.

‘Look.’ She said, while poking in the eggs.
‘The yolk is so yellow here, but the yolk of your chickens is
almost orange right? Is that because of the brand of chicken or
something?’

Benjamin chuckled. ‘Brand of chicken? You
mean breed? No it’s because my chickens are free range and eat all
the bugs and the grass and all those natural nutrients.’

‘Okay.’ Harper said. ‘Why do you know
Trevor’s phone number by hearth?’ She asked, ‘You guys call a
lot?’

Benjamin shook his head. ‘You’re the
generation that’s spoiled by technology,’ he said. ‘Before smart
phones it was completely normal to just remember peoples phone
numbers.’

‘Whatever.’ She said. ‘You’re the generation
that thinks everything old school is better, but you’re missing out
on some amazing progress of humanity.’

‘Like YouTube video’s about matching your
make-up to your necklace?’ Benjamin said.

‘Seriously?’ Harper asked. ‘You watched my
video’s?’

Benjamin shrugged.

‘Why did you watch my video’s?’ Harper asked.
‘Because you missed me?’

‘The pancakes are a bit grainy.’ He said.
‘Don’t you think?’ He held his fork with a piece of pancake
skewered onto it in front of her face. ‘Try some.’ He said.

Harper ate the pancake that he fed her. ‘I
know what you’re doing.’ She said with her mouth full. ‘You’re
dodging my question. Did you watch my video because you missed me
so much after you were so confused, that you became a meanie and
send me away. Did you missed this pretty little face.’

‘You’re absolutely right.’ Benjamin said
laughing. ‘Sure I sat through hours of make-up video’s that I don’t
give a shit about just to see your face. I was bored half to death,
and afterwards I had to resuscitate myself back to life, but it was
worth it.’

‘I know you’re joking.’ Harper said. ‘But
just remember, every joke is based on a kernel of truth.’

‘Baby.’ Benjamin said theatrically. ‘You
don’t have a clue, how true my joke just was.’

Harper just rolled her eyes at him. ‘You’re
in a weird mood.’ She said.

‘I’m trying to distract you.’ He said.

‘From what?’

‘If I told you, you won’t be distracted
anymore, would you?’

Harper shook her head and walked back to the
buffet to get a cup of tea from the machine. She didn’t even ask if
Benjamin wanted one, she automatically filled two cups. While she
waited at the rattling machine that poured out hot water, she tried
to figure out what she needed to be distracted from? The fact that
she was about to call her mother? The fact that she and Benjamin
had participated in some synchronized masturbation? The fact that
her entire life had been falling apart? As if she could forget
that. She sighed. It was nice of him to try and make her laugh
though.

After breakfast they’d returned to the room
Harper grabbed her phone and stared out the window. She looked at
the cars and the people down on the side walk, they behaved like a
swarm, and it was hard to imagine that each on of them had a life,
a father, a mother, a car, a job, a bedroom, a favorite TV show.
She scrolled through the contacts in her phone, but when she found
her mother, she didn’t tap the green button to call, instead she
put her phone down again.

‘I don’t even know what to say.’ Harper
said.

‘I don’t know either.’ Benjamin said.

‘Stop fucking with me.’ Harper said annoyed.
‘Stop joking. Didn’t you tell Trevor that I was a poor little girl
and that you needed to help me out? So help me, what do I tell my
mother?’

‘Maybe just ask her what’s going on.’
Benjamin suggested.

Harper nodded, that sounded sensible. She
tapped the icon and pressed the phone up to her ear.

‘You can do this.’ Benjamin said. His hand
briefly touching her shoulder.

She counted the dial tones, it rang three
times before her mother picked up the phone.

‘Harper sweetheart, where are you?’ She
asked.

‘What’s going on?’ Harper asked.

‘What are you talking about, sweetheart?’ Her
mother asked.

‘Don’t bullshit me.’ Harper said. ‘Tell me
what’s going on?’

‘I don’t know.’ Her mother said.

‘Who is Klaus?’ Harper asked.

‘I told you the other day,’ her mother said.
‘Klaus is my husband, I met him at church.’

‘But who is he?’ Harper said. ‘What is he up
to?’

‘You sound a bit hysterical, sweetheart.’

‘Just tell me what Klaus is up to.’ Harper
demanded. She paced through the room and saw Benjamin writing
something on a piece of paper, she looked over his shoulder. “Stay
calm,” He wrote. Harper rolled her eyes and walked over to the
window, she rolled herself into the curtains.

‘I’m not hysterical,’ she said. ‘Just tell me
what’s going on.’

‘Well, If you have to know, Klaus is at the
shop buying oranges so we can have freshly squeezed orange juice.’
Her mother said. ‘Are you eating well, honey? You’re not developing
an eating disorder on top of everything, are you?’

‘No.’ Harper said. ‘I’m not having an eating
disorder.’

‘Listen sweety.’ Her mother said. ‘There’s
nothing to be upset about. I understand you’re going through a lot,
but you don’t have to worry about anything, Klaus and I have
everything under control.’

‘You mean you ended my rental agreement
without consulting me? What are you talking about, what do you have
under control?’

‘I just want to help you, if you give us
authorization to act on your behalf Klaus and I can fix everything,
we’ve already contacted a lawyer who’s willing to take on your
case.’

Harper leaned her head against the window and
stared at the seagull on the rooftop across the street. ‘Did Klaus
come up with that idea? What’s your endgame? I sign your documents
and then you control my finances. You try to scam me out of my own
money?’

‘No off course not. My endgame is to take
care of my daughter.’

‘But why?’ Harper asked.

‘Because I love you, off course.’ Her mother
said. The seagull had gotten a friend and now there were two big
birds sitting on the rooftop across the street. Harper leaned into
the curtains, they were smooth and soft against her skin.

‘Last time I checked it’s not illegal to love
your own daughter.’

‘Mom.’ Harper said. ‘Do you even listen to
yourself? Off course it’s not illegal to love me, but that doesn’t
give you the right to meddle in my personal business.’

She felt a hand on her back. Harper turned
around and fought with the curtains. There Benjamin stood. A
calming look on his face, he inhaled grotesquely, miming to Harper
that she should imitate him. She pushed him away and wrapped
herself in the smooth curtains again, staring at the seagulls.

‘Don’t be mad at me, sweetheart.’

‘I’m not mad.’ Harper said with a sigh,
although she felt quite agitated and fed up with her mother. She
took a deep breath. ‘Just tell me where my stuff is.’

‘It’s in a storage unit, Klaus got a really
good deal, he – ’

‘Give me the address.’ Harper ordered. ‘Do I
need a key or a card or something?’

‘A code.’

‘Even better, well give me that code too.’
Harper unwrapped herself out of the curtains, she ignored Benjamin
who was making funny faces at her and grabbed the notepad and the
pencil, beneath his words “Stay calm,” she wrote the name and
address and entrance code of the storage unit, then she hung up the
phone and threw the device on the bed. For a moment she just stared
blankly into nothingness, going over their conversation once
more.

‘I don’t know.’ She eventually said. She
dived into the mattress. Was she hysterical and paranoid or where
her mother and Klaus actually up to something? ‘I just don’t know
anymore.’

‘You’re alright there, kiddo?’ Benjamin sat
down next to her and put his hand on her back.

‘No I’m not.’ Harper said. ‘Just hold me
okay.’ She crawled onto his lap and wrapped her arms around his
neck. She hid her face in his shoulder and closed her eyes. She
tried to make the entire world disappear.

‘Isn’t that inappropriate?’ Benjamin
asked.

‘No.’ Harper said stern. ‘Tonight we
masturbated together, so don’t worry about getting a hard on from a
hug.’

She felt Benjamin’s his fingers gently
caressing her back.

 





Chapter 22: Benjamin.

Her crotch pressing against his crotch, her boobs
rubbing up against his chest. His pants were too tight for the
bulge that appeared. She was crying and looking for comfort, not
looking for sex, so his erect penis was out of place. Her body
melting into his embrace. He took a deep breath and stroke her back
and shoulders.

‘Sshhh,’ He softly whispered. ‘It’s okay,
it’s going to be okay.’

‘It’s not.’ She said.

She hid her face in his shoulder.

‘It’s not going to be okay.’ She said, as if
he didn’t hear her the first time. ‘Everything is ruined now. I
don’t even know what to do. I mean I know I have to find another
income and a new place to live, but I can’t. I mean I can’t do
anything.’

‘You have lots of talents.’ Benjamin
said.

‘No, I don’t.’ Harper said obstinate.
Benjamin put his lips together, apparently she didn’t want to
actually talk about the future, she just wanted to wallow in self
pity and be comforted by him. Okay, he would just hold her and
enjoy the warmth of her thighs radiating into his groin. He cupped
her face, almost as if they were about to kiss. Their mouths so
close together, looking each other in the eyes.

‘What do I need to do?’ She asked, while
nervously looking away, pulling her head out of his hands.

‘You talked about laundry yesterday.’
Benjamin said.

She shook her head. ‘No.’ She said. ‘I mean
not today, what do I need to do with the rest of my life?’

‘You don’t have to know. Nobody knows how
their life is going to pan out,’ He said. ‘You can’t plan life, it
just sorta kinda happens.’

She rolled her eyes. ‘Most people do know
what job they have, or at least for what kind of jobs they could
apply.’ She let out a deep sigh and put her head on his shoulder.
Her hair itching his nose. ‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘Do you think
I should sign the documents my mother send over? Or should I get my
own lawyer? How much money am I going to get this month? How long
will I have to stay in a hotel? I mean if it’s just a few days I
might as well stay here, but if it’s going to take a while, I’d
better find something cheaper. See Benjamin I just don’t know.’

He put a hand on the back of her head and
stroke her hair, first to stop the itching against his nose, but
after that because it was a nice soothing gesture and she seemed to
like it.

‘You could always come back to my farm.’ He
said. ‘You’re very welcome to just take some time to unwind and let
this stuff blow over, you’ll have plenty of time to figure it
out.’

‘Are you sure?’ She said. ‘You’re not
confused anymore.’

‘Definitely.’ He said. He tried to sound
convincing even though he wasn’t quite sure about his own
motivations. There was part of him that honestly wanted to help her
out, but there was another part that felt happy about having her
close, another part hoping that her staying at the farm might lead
to more mentoring hours.

‘I’m sure.’ He said again nodding. ‘I’m
sure.’

‘Fine,’ she said. ‘Let’s go back to the farm
then.’

She got up from his lap and collected her
toothbrush from the bath room, she stuffed all her clothes back in
her bag and forty minutes later they checked-out and got in his
car.

‘Can we go to the storage unit?’ She asked
after they drove a few blocks.

‘Sure,’ Benjamin said.

‘Really?’ She asked. ‘You’re not going to
lecture me about the dangers of the Internet, I can bring my set-up
to your house?’

‘You want to make videos at my farm?’ He
asked.

She shrugged. ‘I don’t know. I’m not going to
reveal your location. I promise, you don’t have to worry about
that. I just want my own set-up, something familiar, something to
do, it gives me a sense of control I guess.’

Benjamin drove to the storage unit. He helped
her to carry the monitors and microphone and computer and they put
most of it in the trunk of his car. When the trunk was full they
put the rest of the stuff on the back seat. Some lights, a green
screen. Looking at all her camera gear, he noticed she wanted to
bring a lot. She must plan on staying a while.

 





Chapter 23: Harper

A couple of hours later they arrived back on his
farm, it was around dinner time and they both carried pieces of her
computer set-up to her room. When Harper came down to get the next
monitor there was a kid balancing on a mountain bike next to the
car giving her an inquisitive look.

‘You’re the girl, aren’t you?’ He asked. She
wasn’t that good at guessing kid’s ages but she thought the boy was
maybe ten or eleven years old. He was wearing a tank-top and his
dainty prepubescent arms were smudgy and gray.

‘Yes. I’m a girl.’ She said.

‘No, you’re the famous girl.’ The boy said.
‘I heard my dad talking about you. You’re a famous girl that got in
trouble and then Ben had to go to the city to safe you.’

Harper shrugged. ‘That’s a bit of an
exaggeration,’ she said.

‘It’s like that movie. Nothing Hill, where
there’s this famous girl that falls in love with Hugh Grant.’ He
said.

‘That movie is a million years old.’ She
said.

‘I know.’ He said. ‘But my mother loves Hugh
Grant, so we watch it every other week.’ He grimaced as if she
would understand his suffering.

‘You’re Trevor’s son.’ She said. ‘You’re here
for the chickens, aren’t you?’

‘Don’t know if I still need to do that now
Ben is back.’ He shrugged. ‘What are you famous for anyway, are you
a movie star?’

She shook her head.

‘A singer?’ He asked. ‘Did you win American
idol or something?’

‘No, I didn’t.’ She said.

‘Just tell me.’ He got on his bike and drove
around in a little figure eight, his breaks squeaking as he came to
a standstill right in front of her, directing a dust cloud of sand
in her direction.

‘Thank you.’ She said coughing.

‘Tell me already.’ He demanded.

‘I’m a YouTuber.’

‘So you’re a gamer?’

‘I do fashion and make-up blogs.’

‘Boring.’ He said. ‘You should do a video
about Minecraft, that’s going to get you like a thousand views or
something.’

‘One of my make-up tutorials got eight
million views,’ she said.

‘Liar.’

‘I’m not lying,’ Harper said. ‘Go look me up,
my channel is called Harpers Charm.’

He got out his phone and stared at the screen
for a moment. ‘Never mind. My phone is too old and the internet is
too slow around here. I’ll look you up when I’m at school.’ He
said.

‘Don’t tell your classmates I’m here,
though.’ Harper said.

He tilted his head and squinted his eyes at
her. ‘Why? What’s wrong with you anyway?’

‘Nothing.’ Harper said. ‘Don’t be rude.’

‘I’m not being rude.’ The boy said. ‘Why is
Ben taking care of you?’

Harper thought about the sex tape and her
life falling apart, she couldn’t tell this kid about that, could
she? ‘Benjamin doesn’t need to take care of me.’ She said. ‘I take
care of myself.’

‘Then why are you here? Are you in love with
him?’

‘NO!’ She said loudly. Her voice got a higher
pitch. ‘Off course not, don’t be ridiculous. He’s like a million
years older than me, and he’s... ridiculous. I... no....’ Harper
started shaking her head. ‘No, no, no, definitely not.’

‘Hey LT.’ Benjamin said to the boy.

She closed her mouth and stared off into the
distance, trying to avoid looking at Benjamin.

‘You’re not bothering Harper are you?’
Benjamin asked.

The boy shook his head, scrunching his nose
up in disgust. ‘I’m not fan-girling her, I don’t even know her, I
don’t wear make-up.’

‘You don’t say.’ Benjamin said. ‘So that
pretty little face of yours is all au natural, no fancy creams
needed?’

The kid rolled his eyes at Benjamin and then
he blew a beetle of his bike.

‘It’s okay.’ Benjamin said. ‘Go put the
chickens in their coop and then come see if I’ve got a surprise for
you.’

‘Money?’ The boy asked.

Benjamin nodded. The kid put his bike against
the shed and lured the chickens with some scratch back in their
coop. Benjamin gave him ten dollars and waved him goodbye. While he
was distracted with the money Harper’s hand found it’s way into the
plastic bag with medication, she got a box with sleeping pills and
slipped it under her shirt into her bra.

It was as if she was looking at herself from
a distance. Twitchy and nervous. Sneakily stealing some medication.
Maybe she should listen to Benjamin and stop taking that shit, this
was the behavior of an addict. Yet she didn’t put the box back, she
just waved at the boy as he drove away and then she grabbed a set
of lights and carried them upstairs. Her room was stuffed with
camera gear, there was barely enough space for everything. It only
worked if the backdrop of the green screen was on top of her
bed.

‘You can’t sleep like that.’ Benjamin
said.

‘Then I’ll just sleep with you.’ She said,
while she draped some chiffon scarves and some fairy lights around
it. ‘If that’s okay with you off course, but why shouldn’t it be
okay? Last night we shared a bed too.’

Benjamin shrugged.

‘Great.’ She said.

He looked down and fidgeted with the sleeve
of his shirt for a moment, lifted his head and gave her a brief
smile. ‘I’m going to check up on the tomatoes.’ He said.

Harper nodded. ‘Okay.’

For a moment he didn’t move and then he
turned around and left the room. She listened to his footsteps
descending down the stairs, then she sat down and logged in to
YouTube. She tried to estimate her income next month. The money she
made wasn’t enough to continue her old lifestyle at all. Maybe her
mother was right to end the rental agreement. Harper shook her
head. She would just make a new video, new video’s would gather
more views and more add revenue than old video’s. She put on her
camera and started recording.

“Hi there friends, today we’re going to make
a video about...’ She stared at her own face on the screen, she
looked horrific. She couldn’t believe she almost forgot to put on
make-up. She turned the camera off and spread some foundation over
her cheeks. When she was satisfied with the way she looked she
grabbed her notebook. Ever since she arrived her, she came up with
a million video ideas, yet she’d written down very little of those.
She closed her eyes and tried to remember.

‘Hi there friends,’ she said into the camera.
‘Have you ever been mesmerized by the beauty of a sunset, what if
you could transfer that beauty onto your face?’

Harper paused the recording again, now she
should design this look, with lots of oranges and lots of reds and
purples. She sighed, she just didn’t feel like designing a new
make-up look, maybe she should try making a video about something
else.

‘Hi there friends,’ she said when she turned
the camera back on, ‘today were going to talk about accessories,
and how a good necklace or a well chosen pair of earings can be the
glue that connects your make-up and your clothes, grrrr....
aaaaaahhhhh.’

She let out a frustrated growl, she didn’t
even know where that was coming from, the feeling suddenly was
there, filling up her chest, making her moan and growl at her
computer screen. It was fake, everything she did was fake. She
shouldn’t pretend there was nothing going on, she should address
it. That way she was both authentic and she would also pull in
views from those drama seekers that wanted to know what
happened.

She deleted all the video material she’d
recorded just now and turned on the camera again.

‘Hi there friends,’ she said, ‘and welcome to
all the other people that just tuned in to my channel, no matter if
you’re new and curious, or if you’re a hater, or if you’re just
here for the popcorn and the drama, a big warm welcome to you
all.’

She looked at the red light of her camera,
this was good, this was honest. Harper continued to talk to the
camera, she told her story, she told her side of the story, she
talked about her panic attack and how she had pushed that girl and
then she apologized to that girl.

When she closed the vlog and stopped
recording she noticed she had forty minutes of material. She all
loaded it into her computer and she started editing, she needed to
edit it down into a twenty or twenty five minute video. She cut out
the part where she talked about the sex tape, and the parts that
seemed too repetitive or boring. She added some photo’s and video
fragments. In Photoshop she designed a thumbnail and then she
uploaded her video. The internet was indeed slow around here. At
home uploading a new video took her about 5 minutes, but right now
her computer predicted she had to wait 68 minutes before it would
appear online.

Harper stared at the computer screen and then
she pulled her notebook out and started doodling. She wasn’t an
artist, but her pencil just moved across the paper, drawing some
hearts and some flowers. She yawned. Outside it had gotten dark and
according to the clock on her computer it was past midnight
already. As she was waiting she put on her nightgown and removed
her make-up. In her pajamas she waited some more until the video
was finally online and she could post a link to her twitter.

Eventually she tiptoed over the landing and
snuck into Benjamin’s room. He was laying in the middle of the bed,
she didn’t know whether she should lie down on the right or the
left side of the bed. When she slid under the blankets Benjamin let
out a little moan.

‘Sshhh.’ She said. ‘It’s just me, it’s
Harper, can you scoots over?’

 





Chapter 24: Benjamin

She snuggled up against him, against his elbow
mostly. Both of her arms wrapped around his bicep, she pulled his
upper arm in between her breasts and her chin rested on top of his
shoulder.

Benjamin got a burst of adrenaline. He closed
his eyes tightly and took a deep breath, and another breath, until
his feelings faded and he got himself back under control.

This was torture. She didn’t like him, she
said so herself. He shouldn’t fall for her or else he would only
get hurt. She was just a spoiled social media brat, addicted to
attention. He was just a means to an end. He was an attention
dispenser, nothing more.

He sighed. ‘God Benjamin.’ He muttered.

‘What?’ Harper asked sleepily.

He shook his head and try to retrieve his
arm. She let go of him and he rolled onto his side, a moment later
she snuggled up to his back, as if she was the big spoon and he the
little spoon. It was nice feeling her breasts bumping into his
shoulder blades, her legs pushing into his ass, usually it was the
other way round, with other girlfriends he always was the big
spoon.

She NOT a girlfriend, he said to himself.
She’s NOT, NOT, NOT, NOT, NOT a girlfriend. Don’t compare her to
Jessica or Greta or Lynn. Just Don’t.

Eventually he must have fallen asleep,
because he woke op with Harper rubbing herself up to him, the
sunlight beaming through the cracks in the curtains, painting a
light pattern on the ceiling. Harper was panting, her body partly
on top of him, her leg wrapped around his knee and she pressed her
pussy against his thigh. A tense rhythm, almost as if she needed
him and didn’t want to let go.

She didn’t need him, she just used him. He
reminded himself. He didn’t stop her though. He kept his eyes shut
and let her have her way with his body. She reached for his hand,
pulled his arm to her hips and crammed his fingers into her
panties.

‘What are you doing?’ Benjamin asked.

‘It’s okay to feel pleasure, right?’ She
asked. ‘I’m allowed to feel good in between my legs.’ She said.
‘Right Benjamin? Right?’

For a moment he kept quiet. Anyone, anywhere
was allowed to feel horny, there was nothing wrong with feeling
horny.

He sighed. He didn’t want to reject her, he
liked her wet pussy rubbing up to his thigh, her moist little
vagina pressing against his fingers. He started fingering her.

‘Will you talk to me, Benjamin?’ She asked.
‘Please, will you use your magic voice and help me to shut off all
my thoughts, will you help me focus on the pleasure?’ She
asked.

Benjamin started mumbling, using the same
hypnotic suggestions he had been using for days, and within a few
phrases Harper was squirming and squealing with arousal. His own
cock rock hard. In an impulse he grabbed her hand and folded her
fingers around the shaft.

‘What’s that?’ She asked a bit disoriented.
She opened her eyes and looked at his erect penis. ‘O,’ she said.
‘I get it. It’s you.’

Benjamin covered her hand with his own hand
and moved her fingers slowly up and down.

‘I get it.’ She said. ‘You’re allowed to feel
arousal too.’

‘That’s right.’ Benjamin said. ‘I help you to
feel good and you help me to feel good.’

‘Yeah.’ She said. ‘That’s normal right,
that’s not wrong or slutty, that’s just normal.’

‘Completely normal.’ Benjamin said.

After a few moments Harper took over and she
moved her hand up and down his cock in her own rhythm, squeezing
softly in his shaft. The tip of his finger rested on her clit, but
it was hard to concentrate on rubbing it around in circles while
his own arousal was building up and befuddling his mind. Within
moments he felt he was ready to blow, her hand, her tiny innocent
little hand moving around his shaft, up and down rapidly and with
just the right amount of pressure. He felt his muscles tensing up,
orgasmic waves crashing through his body and then the sperm shot
out, all over his belly and chest.

‘Stop now.’ Benjamin said.

‘Didn’t I do it right?’ She said with an
innocence in her voice that was just too much, it was theatrical,
or pretend, or... he didn’t know how to describe it, she was
playing with him. He sighed and shook his head.

‘I’m so sorry.’ She said. ‘I didn’t hurt you,
did I?’

It was working, her fake innocence no matter
how theatrical it was did have an effect on him, he wanted to wrap
her up in a big hug and reassure her.

‘You did great.’ He said. ‘You did exactly
what you were supposed to do, you helped me orgasm and now it’s a
bit too sensitive down there, that’s all.’

‘So the white stuff that came out, that meant
you had an orgasm and that you felt those magical happy
feelings?’

‘Stop it, Harper.’ Benjamin said.

‘What? Stop what?’

‘I know you’re not that naive, you’re fucking
with me.’

She kept silent for a while. ‘So what?’ She
asked after a bit of silence. ‘I’m not fucking with you though.’
She said. ‘I’m... What if I want to be that naive?’

‘Why?’ Benjamin asked.

‘Because it’s easier. Because knowing stuff
about sex just makes it complicated, I don’t want it to be
complicated. I want to be naive, I want to trust you, I want to
just rely on what you are telling me, that it’s all good and I
don’t want to be burdened by any knowledge.’

Benjamin reached next to the bed for a set of
tissues and he wiped the cold blobs of sperm of his chest.

‘I like being a naive little girl. I... you
know, it doesn’t matter what is real, it matters what feels real,
and when you talk to me and tell me to stop thinking, that feels
real... I’m not doing it to trick you or something, I just like it
when...’ She was blushing and she pressed her lips together.

‘What?’ Benjamin asked. ‘What do you want to
say.’ His heart was fluttering rapidly.

‘I just like to feel innocent, and you just
make me feel safe and irresistible at the same time, I like
that.’

Benjamin didn’t know what to say, he studied
her face in disbelief.

‘I am sorry.’ Harper said. ‘I’m disgusting.
I’m a monster. All those people online where right, I’m a slut and
a pedophile and –

‘Stop it!’ Benjamin said strictly. ‘You’re
allowed to like sex, there’s nothing wrong with liking sex.’

‘I know.’ Harper said. ‘But there is
something wrong with me, in my mind.’ She pointed to her own temple
as if she was telling him she was crazy. ‘The things I fantasize
about... I can’t even tell you, it’s so gross.’

‘You want to be innocent and naive.’ Benjamin
said. He rolled over on his stomach and supported himself with his
elbows, he was leaning over her, studying her face. ‘You want to be
like a little girl who knows nothing about sex, so you can enjoy
the sensations for what they are, right?’

Harper shrugged. ‘Something like that.’

‘There are loads of people who like to enjoy
sex in that way. In fact so many people like it they came up with a
name for it. It’s called ageplay or dd/lg. I’m not really sure
about the difference between the two, but as far as I can tell
ageplay is when you regress and pretend to be of a younger and more
innocent age than you actually are and dd/lg stands for daddy dom
and little girl. It’s when you like your partner to be caring and
nurturing and guiding.’

Benjamin felt a flutter in his chest. What if
she asked how he knew? Then he would have to explain about the porn
he watched. Maybe he could get away with telling her he got that
from ‘the internet’ in general, without specifying a website.

‘See.’ Harper said. ‘That’s gross. I want
that, that’s me. I’m gross.’

Benjamin’s heart was beating faster and
faster. She didn’t like him, she didn’t like him, he had to keep
reminding himself. She’d said “I want that” but that didn’t mean
she wanted that with him, that didn’t mean she wanted a
relationship with him, that didn’t mean she wanted to call him
daddy and she wanted to be his little girl.

‘It’s okay.’ He said. ‘I understand. It’s
hard to accept yourself and your own sexual preferences, that
doesn’t happen overnight, that’s a process. Just know that your
desires are perfectly valid and as long as everything you do
happens between consenting adults there’s no harm.’

‘Just...’ Harper gestured for him to stop
talking. ‘I don’t want to think about that.’ She said. ‘I want to
orgasm now, I didn’t cum yet, and I want to stop thinking about
this stuff, so you know... say those other things please?’

Benjamin bit his lip. He didn’t like being
ordered around like that, he liked it much more when he was the one
giving orders, yet he obeyed her, because he simply hadn’t had the
self-constrained to resist such an offer.

‘Just take a DEEP BREATH.’ he said, ‘and FALL
DEEPLY into that HYPNOTIC TRANCE. Totally peaceful, totally
tranquil, totally relaxed. Feeling so SAFE and SECURE, feeling so
GOOD if you LISTEN TO MY WORDS. Feeling even BETTER if you
SURRENDER to my words. It’s so EASY TO SURRENDER. It’s so EASY TO
OBEY.’

Her eyes shut and her head slumped to the
side, he knew she was deeply entranced by his words. It was easy to
hypnotize her, she wanted to be hypnotized so badly she had almost
put herself under with minimal prompting from him.

‘Now imagine a big staircase going down into
darkness, you can’t even see the end of this staircase. In a moment
we will decent this staircase and with every step you take you will
feel younger and younger, you will feel more and more naive. With
every step you take you’ll loose more and more knowledge about the
world around you, and when you’re all the way downstairs you’ll be
totally blank-minded, not knowing anything about the world, not
knowing anything about what’s happening to you. Do you want to go
down that stairs Harper?’ He asked.

‘Yes please.’ She said.

‘Okay, you can take the first step, now.’
Benjamin snapped his fingers when he said the word now, and he saw
a rush of relaxation travel over her face. He told her how she felt
right now and that those feelings would be ten times as intense if
she took the second step. ‘If you want you can take that step,
now.’ He said again while snapping his fingers.

He counted the steps with her and he saw her
relax. There wasn’t some big theatrical expression on her face, it
wasn’t an act she put on to humor him, it were micro-expressions,
hardly even noticeable. It might as well be just in his head. He
helped her reach that blank-minded innocent state of mind she
longed for and then he told her to open her eyes and wake-up, while
still remaining deeply entranced. There was a glassiness in her
eyes, a glassiness but also an eagerness. Almost intuitively she
started to suckle on her thumb.

He first rubbed his fingers over her pussy.
Her face looking at him full of surprise and delight, she opened
her legs even wider and pressed her crotch against her fingers, she
didn’t say anything though, she just suckled on her thumb.

After a while he pulled the blankets back and
took off her panties. He watched at her pink pussy lips, moving his
fingers up and down over her clit, slipping a finger inside of her,
then he bent over her and pressed a little kiss on top of her
clitoris.

Her body spasmed and she let out a little
squeal.

‘You like that?’ He asked.

She nodded.

‘You want me to do that again?’

‘Yes, please.’ She said in a childish pitched
voice, her words muffled by the thumb she didn’t even remove from
her mouth. Again he bent over her and pressed his lips against her
clit, this time his tongue slipped out of his mouth and he briefly
licked her labia. Immediately looking up to her face to see if this
was alright still.

‘More.’ She said while slamming her heels
into the blankets. ‘More, more, more.’

He licked her clit. quickly she closed her
eyes and calmed down. Just soft panting, her hips rhythmically
pressing her pussy into his chin. He enveloped her clit and sucked
it into his mouth, his tongue flicking around the little
nodule.

She let out a moan. ‘Wow.’ She mumbled.

The taste, her scent, her horniness, it was
all very intoxicating. His tongue seemed to have a mind of it’s
own, it was darting around her pussy, trying to lick her
everywhere, trying to taste everything. He pushed his tongue inside
her deep. His tongue surrounded by her pussy, his face surrounded
by her legs, her moans filling the room, her musky smell filling
his nostrils. He let himself be guided by her moans, her spasms,
her body language.

Licking her. A finger inside her pussy,
moving back and forth, massaging her g-spot, his tongue massaging
her clit.

Then her back started arching, she became
quiet, not even a single panting sound crossed her lips, she was
holding her breath, her body completely tensed up. He kept on
going, he kept on pleasuring her in the same rhythm and then a loud
scream, her body convulsing heavily. Her hips rocking it was hard
to follow her jumpy clit around, another scream and another. Her
thumb had left her mouth, both her hands were grabbing into the
mattress.

 





Chapter 25: Harper

She was a vessel, an empty vessel in a river,
something was streaming through her, she didn’t know what it was,
something magical like a river made out of unicorn glitter,
something that bewitched her, something that controlled her entire
body, something that was making her feel so good, so overwhelmingly
good. She kept her eyes shut and just marveled in these feelings.
The intensity faded, but a calm tranquil satisfaction kept flowing
through her empty mind, it felt so good, it felt so good to not
think, to just feel, to just experience what it meant to be alive,
this tingling sensation, this magical tingling sensation was
everywhere.

‘Harper?’ A voice said. She knew it was
Benjamin’s voice, she liked the voice, she like listening to the
voice, she liked obeying the voice. ‘Harper are you okay?’

‘I’m a unicorn.’ She said. ‘I’m magical.’

‘I know.’ The voice said. ‘I’m going to bring
you back now.’

‘Back to the river?’ She asked.

‘No, back to the real world.’ Benjamin
said.

Harper hadn’t completely forgotten about the
real world, it was still there, it was still in her mind, she knew
she was a 22 year old woman, she still knew she was on Benjamin’s
farm because her life had fallen apart, but all those memories were
pushed to the side, they were infinitely unimportant.

‘No.’ Harper said.

‘What do you mean?’ Benjamin asked.

‘I don’t wanna leave. I don’t wanna go
back.’

There was a sigh. ‘I know.’ He said. ‘I know,
kiddo, but I’m still going to pull you out now. Take a deep breath
and close your eyes, fall back into trance, now.’ A finger snap
completely took over her brain, and she was surrounded by darkness,
by his guiding voice.

‘I’m going to count backwards from ten till
zero, and when I reach zero you’ll be completely awake and alert
and any and all hypnotic suggestions will fade and disappear from
your mind completely. He started counting.’

‘Noooo.’ Harper yelled again. When he was
down to three she was awake enough to open her eyes and to move
around, yet he kept counting down.

‘Two.’

‘No.’ Harper said again, putting her hand in
front of his mouth trying to keep him from counting down.

‘One.’ He said nevertheless.

Now she put her hands on her own ears and
started singing loudly. ‘la, la, la, la, la.’

‘Zero.’ She heard him say still.

‘Okay.’ she said. When he had said zero
something snapped in her mind, something disappeared that a moment
ago had still been there. Now the real world was here again, the
real world filled her mind completely and the magical tingling
sensations had disappeared into a faint memory.

‘So what happens now?’ She asked.

Benjamin looked at her intensely as if he was
studying her. He shrugged. ‘I guess we take a shower, get dressed,
tend to the chickens, eat breakfast and you know all that... we
just move on with our day.’

A moment later with the bathroom door locked
and the warm water raining down on her shoulders she tried to
masturbate, yet every sensation she could create there herself was
infinitely less pleasurable than the sensations Benjamin could
create with his tongue and with his words. His words were also
created by his tongue, his tongue was just magic, his entire mouth
was magic.

At breakfast she stared at him eating, his
lips surrounding the breath when he took a bite, his jaw moving up
and down when he was chewing. His tongue licking past his own
teeth.

‘What are you looking at kiddo?’ He
asked.

‘Nothing.’ She said. She shook her head and
looked away. She shouldn’t allow herself to behave so obsessed, it
was better not to grow too attached.

A moment later they were startled by a
ringing sound. He looked at her both scared and angry. ‘What did
you do?’ He asked.

‘Nothing?’ Harper said confused. ‘I swear, I
did nothing.’

‘To whom did you give my phone number?’

‘No one.’ Harper said. ‘I swear, I don’t even
know your phone number. Maybe it’s just Trevor?’

Benjamin shrugged. ‘Maybe.’ He said as he
walked over to the land line. ‘Who’s this?’ he asked when he picked
up the phone.

‘Maria?’ He asked. ‘What’s wrong? Sure.
Harper it’s for you. It’s your mother’

Harper shuffled towards the phone and she
pressed the plastic against her ear. ‘This is Harper.’

‘What were you thinking? You idiot. Have you
lost your mind completely? How old are you? How could you do
that?’

‘What?’ Harper said confused. She saw
Benjamin putting on some rubber boots and walking out of the house,
she wondered why he didn’t stay. She tried to follow him with her
eyes but he disappeared behind the shed.

‘Leonard is here too and he says you fucked
up big time.’ Her mother said.

‘Who’s Leonard? I thought you were married to
some guy named Klaus?’ Harper said.

‘Leonard is your lawyer, our lawyer, Leonard
Polak. He’s fuming.’

‘Why? What did I do?’ Harper said. ‘I did
nothing, you’re the one that ended my rental agreement and stole
all my stuff.’

‘Not that again.’ Her mother said tired.
‘We’ve been over this yesterday. The video you posted, you admit
guilt there, that’s not going to help our case, now they probably
won’t settle out of court.’

‘I didn’t admit guilt.’

‘You apologized.’ A male voice said. ‘An
apology juridically speaking can be interpreted as an admission of
guilt.’

‘Are you Leonard?’ Harper asked.

‘Yes I am.’ The male voice said.

Harper nodded. ‘So... what do you want from
me?’

‘I want to advise you to remove the video
right now.’ Leonard said.

‘Right now.’ Her mother repeated.
‘Immediately.’

Harper figured she was on speaker phone and
they were both listening to her at the same time.

‘And I need you here for a strategy session.’
The lawyer said. ‘This isn’t working, you can’t go off doing your
own thing, doing whatever you want, maybe we can salvage this
situation but we need to convince the opposition that you were
bullied into this that all those haters are getting to you. Sign
the documents and don’t post anymore video’s! Don’t post anything,
not a single tweet, don’t even like a Facebook picture of a cat
sniffing his own butt, stay away from the internet, understood?
Your mother didn’t send you to the middle of nowhere for
nothing.’

‘So this is part off some big conspiracy, you
guys did plan it all, sending me here, stealing my stuff, ruining
my life.’

‘Good, this is good.’ Leonard says. ‘Yeah the
conspiracy theories feed right into the narrative of you having
mental problems.’

‘I’m not crazy.’

‘Honey, you are.’ Her mother said. ‘You’re
erratic and emotional and oh so vulnerable right now.’

‘I’m not.’ Harper said. ‘but I’m not.’

‘I strongly advise you to take that video
down and stay away from the web.’ The lawyer said.

‘Also leave your phone on, in case we need to
reach you. This whole sending you twenty e-mails and thirty missed
calls thing is getting old.’ Her mother added.

‘So you want me to be off the grid, but you
want me to be available for you?’ Harper asked. ‘Don’t you know how
hypocritical that sounds.’

‘Just take down the video.’ The lawyer said,
then they hung up the phone. Suddenly Harper was listening to a
dial tone.

Eventually she put on her own rubber boots
and walked outside. She found Benjamin on the patch of land with
the tomatoes and the cauliflowers, he was pulling out some weeds
and dandelions.

She knelt down next to him, without worrying
about the sand that would get into her dungarees and started to
pull out some weeds too. They worked side by side in silence.

‘They’re mad at me.’ Harper said after a
while.

Benjamin pulled out another dandelion and put
it in the container, then he grabbed the container and emptied it
on top of the composting pile.

‘Because of the video I made yesterday.’ She
said.

‘What do they care about the videos you
make?’ Benjamin asked.

‘They say an apology is juridically speaking
the same as admitting guilt.’

‘So you made an apology video while you were
being sued, that’s kind of stupid indeed.’ He said.

‘Don’t be mean.’ Harper said, while punching
him in the upper arm.

Benjamin shrugged. ‘I’m not being mean. It’s
stupid and thoughtless. It weakens any defense and it could cost
you a lot of money, it’s an expensive mistake.’

‘It wasn’t a mistake.’ Harper said. Suddenly
it felt like the entire world was against her, like everybody here
on earth just wanted to make her feel bad. ‘Fine,’ She said while
throwing a weed she just pulled back onto the earth. She stood up.
‘I’ll take that video down, if that would make you all happy.’

She was stomping her feet as she walked over
to the house, she took her boots off on the porch and marched up
the stairs, when she turned on her computer she saw the video she’d
posted yesterday had already accumulated half a million views in
just one night. She stared at the graphs, those lines used to be
really reassuring to her, the line of this video promised great
statistics if she kept it online. She hovered the cursor over the
words “delete video”, she took a deep breath and clicked. YouTube
asked her if she was really sure she wanted to delete the video and
a moment later it was gone.

It wouldn’t matter though, people had
probably already downloaded it, people would repost it, others
would make money off of her video now.

For a moment she hesitated whether she wanted
to go downstairs or scroll through the news. Maybe Savannah had
done another interview, maybe TV channels had already picked up on
the video and shared it with the world. Harper unplugged the
computer and her screen went black.

She face planted into the bed, which wasn’t a
good idea, because the mattress wobbled and that made the green
screen tip over. She pressed her face in the pillow and screamed as
loudly as she could, then she opened her backpack and looked for
Tobo. As she was going through her stuff she found the box of
sleeping pills she had smuggled up to her bedroom yesterday, she
popped a pill and put it in her mouth, then she grabbed Tobo and
pulled the worn down teddy bear against her chest. For a while she
was laying there until she felt the sleeping pill kicking in.

At first it was just a carelessness flowing
through her brain, everything that seemed so important and
meaningful a few minutes ago, now didn’t matter at all. Soon
followed by a drowsy apathy.

She put her thumb in her mouth hoping it
would sooth her, she didn’t want to be alone though, she wanted to
be with Benjamin, she wanted to lay in his arms, her head against
his chest, his voice whispering in her ear shutting down all of her
thoughts and turning her into the girl she longed to be.

As she walked downstairs she noticed her
motor skills were affected by the sleeping pill too. She was
swaying and she had to grab the banister tightly. She put on her
rubber boots and went outside.

Benjamin had pulled some power tools out of
the shed and some wooden planks

‘What are you doing?’ Harper said. She
noticed her tongue wasn’t as responsive as usual.

‘I’m going to build an annex to the coop.’ He
said.

‘Need help?’ Harper asked.

Benjamin squinted as he looked at her.
‘Sure.’ He said. ‘Grab some sandpaper.’

A moment later she was rubbing the sandpaper
over the wood. The sun was warm and beaming down on them and Harper
was getting sleepy. She didn’t want to fall asleep though, she
wanted to cherish this feeling. She wanted to be even less alert, a
little bit helpless even so Benjamin would have to take care of
her.

‘You’re in control now.’ She said.

‘What?’ Benjamin handed her another
plank.

‘You’re in control.’ She said.

He squinted. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘I’m in control,
I’m always in control, what are you trying to say by that?’

‘I mean you control me.’ she said.

‘Look at me.’ He asked and Harper obeyed. He
lifted her eyelids with his thumb. ‘Where did you get them?’

‘Get what?’ Harper said innocently.

‘I’m not an idiot, Harper. I know you took
something. Where did you get the medicine?’

‘From the plastic bag.’ Harper said, she
leaned forward trying to fall into his arms, he did catch her, but
he didn’t embrace her, instead he pressed his fingers into her
shoulders and forced her to stand upright. ‘When you were paying
that boy, I hid them in my bra, and then I’ve kept them in my
room.’

‘Damn it, Kiddo.’ Benjamin said. ‘That’s...
we’ll have to do something about that... we’ll talk about it later,
first go sleep it off.’

‘No, I don’t want to sleep it off.’ Harper
said.

‘You can barely stand up straight.’ Benjamin
said.

‘I can stand up if I want to, I just didn’t
want to, because I wanted you to hold me.’

‘Let’s go.’ Benjamin pushed her inside and
sat her down on the couch. ‘Lie down.’ He said.

‘I don’t want to sleep.’ Harper said. ‘I want
to stay with you. I want you to protect me. I want you to be in
control.’

‘I am protecting you, by telling you you have
to sleep.’

‘No, no, no.’

‘You’re being a whiny brat, Harper. You’re a
toddler.’

It made her smile, being called a toddler
reminded her of all the happy feelings she had experienced this
morning, yeah, she wanted to behave like a toddler, like a naive
little baby. She put her thumb in her mouth. ‘You know, you sucked
on my crotch area, does that mean I can suck on your crotch area
too? Will that feel just as good for you as it did for me?’

 





Chapter 26: Benjamin

He sat down on the rim of the couch, he guided her
head towards the pillow and gently stroke her hair.

‘Can we try that?’ She asked. ‘Can I suck on
your cock?’

‘No.’ He said even though his cock was
twitching in his pants.

‘Why not?’ She asked in a whiny voice. ‘Don’t
you like me? You hate me that’s it, everybody hates me and so do
you.’

‘Go to sleep.’

‘No.’ She said. ‘No I want to do more of the
sex thing, I want you to talk to me just like this morning and to
turn me into a little girl again, and then we’ll try more sex, that
will be awesome, wont it?’

‘Harper, please.’ Benjamin said. He was
looking down on her face, she looked adorable in her dungarees, her
face without make-up, her pinkish lips pouting, her cheeks filled
with freckles and softly blushing, her eyes glazed over, yet she
was trying her hardest to blink seductively.

‘I want to suck your cock.’ She said. ‘That’s
only fair, you know. You sucked my pussy, so now I need to suck
your cock.’

‘First I want you to sleep off the medicine
your took. If you wake-up and you’re not intoxicated anymore and
you still want to suck my dick, you can, but not right now.’

‘Okay.’ Harper said. She closed her eyes
tightly, snored three times, then she opened her eyes again. ‘I’m
awake now,’ she said. ‘I still want to.’

‘Close your eyes.’ Benjamin said. He gently
caressed her forehead. ‘Focus on my fingers.’ He said. He was
caressing her and over time his fingers moved more and more slowly,
every time she wanted to open her eyes he ran his hand over her
face so she had to close them again.

‘Your thoughts are slowing down, so slow, so
incredibly slow you could just SLEEP. No thinking, no thoughts,
just SLEEP. SLEEP NOW, sweetheart.’

She was gone, her head slumped to the side
and her hand slipped from the couch and dangled over the floor. For
a few moments he kept sitting next to her. Admiring her.

He frowned and let out a sigh. ‘What to do
with you kiddo?’ He made a clicking sound with his tongue and then
shook his head. He went upstairs and searched every inch of her
room until he found the box of sleeping pills. He glanced at the
brand name, those were meant for falling asleep more than they were
for staying asleep, he opened the box and saw she had only taken
the one pill so he quickly calculated when the medicine would have
flushed through her system. He put the box in his pocket and
continued to go through her stuff just to make sure there wasn’t
another stash of pills somewhere.

He didn’t find any more medication, but he
did found her teddy bear, for a moment he pressed his nose against
the faded fur and inhaled, the smell didn’t particularly remind him
of anything. He found some dirty panties and pressed those against
his nose. His cock was getting stiff and twitching, before he even
consciously registered that it smelled like her pussy.

She didn’t want to give him a blow job, did
she? She just said that because she was drowsy and intoxicated, she
just said that because she wanted to manipulate him for attention.
He unzipped his pants and wrapped his fist around his cock. With
her panties so close to his face it didn’t take him long to reach
orgasm.

It was for the best, this way he wouldn’t
machinate situations in which she would give him a blow job
anyway.

He collected all the pills and medicine he
could find, even the aspirin he got from the drugstore, and then he
climbed all the way upstairs, up into the attic and he put the
medicine into the safe where he also kept the legal papers and the
contract about the RC-154 patent.

After he closed up the attic up he went
downstairs to check on Harper. She had rolled over onto her side,
for a moment he hesitated whether he wanted to wipe away the drool
from her face, but then he decided he didn’t want to wake her up
and deal with her whining, so he just went outside and continue
working on the coop.

When it was time for dinner she was still
peacefully asleep, even though the medicine should’ve flushed
through her system right now. He started cooking and when dinner
was ready he squatted down next to her. He gently caressed her
cheek.

‘Harper?’ He whispered, when she didn’t
respond he said it a little bit louder. ‘Harper?’

She opened her eyes and looked up at him.
‘I’m awake.’ She said. ‘I don’t want to go asleep.’

‘You already slept.’ He said. ‘It’s time for
dinner now.’

She pushed herself upwards and a moment later
she was sitting at the dinner table with him. She was poking in her
curry with her fork.

‘You’re alright there?’ He asked.

‘Yeah.’ She said. ‘I’m fine.’

‘But...?’

‘What do you mean – but? There’s no but. I’m
just fine.’

‘Good for you. I’m glad to hear that.’

When he was done he brought his plate to the
sink and drank a glass of water.

‘This weekend I’m flying out for a conference
in Maine.’ He said. ‘Just to let you know, you’ll be home alone for
a few days.’

‘O,’ Harper said bland.

‘I don’t know when I’m leaving exactly.’

‘I’m sure I’ll manage without you.’ Harper
said while scooping another spoonful of curry into her mouth.

 





Chapter 27: Harper

She told him she would be upstairs with her computer
and left the dinner table. Her own room was a mess, her green
screen had tipped over, the bed was draped with fairy lights and
her backpack seemed to have exploded, there were clothes
everywhere. She just kicked the clothes out of the way, she vaguely
recognized she hadn’t pulled them out of her bag, but she was too
distraught to think about what had happened here. She slumped down
in front of the computer. Her feelings didn’t make any sense.

Benjamin could go to a convention, she didn’t
own him, she wasn’t entitled to any of his time. He didn’t even
like her, this afternoon she practically begged to give him a blow
job and he refused.

To get her mind of Benjamin rejecting her she
picked up her phone, another dozen of missed calls from her mother,
she put her phone to the side and opened her e-mail. A million more
messages from her mother. Harper sighed, she didn’t want to be
confronted with those e-mails right now. She turned away from her
screen and looked through her backpack. She couldn’t find the pills
she was looking for, the pills that would give her some relieve,
the pills that would numb her thoughts. She cursed and realized her
clothes sprawled out over the floor must mean Benjamin had gone
through her stuff and taken the pills away from her.

Frustrated she kicked against her green
screen. She hurt her toe and cursed. For a moment she closed her
eyes and tried to imagine what would happen if she asked for her
sleeping pills back. He would refuse, she would scream at him,
nothing good would come out of it.

She read the first mail her mother had send
her, it had a legal documents attached, so did the next message,
but most of the others were just her mother being impatient and
encouraging her to read and sign those documents.

Harper opened the pdf’s, she didn’t
understand all the legal mumble jumble, she skimmed the page, read
a few words here and there. The first one seemed to be a statement
about what happened between her and Savannah in the mall.

“I was harassed by Savannah, she was stalking
me and verbally abusing me. I was gravely psychologically tortured
by her actions. I asked her multiple times to leave me alone, but
she refused my requests.”

Her mother and Klaus and Leonard the Lawyer
had concocted this story amongst themselves. Harper skimmed through
the statement again, it said she wanted to press charges for verbal
abuse and psychological torture. That was a bit over the top wasn’t
it? Although it wasn’t a complete lie.

She read the other document, it was the same
one her mother had send her before. It said that Harper would
authorize her mother and Klaus to act on her behalf both legally
and financially.

Harper stared at the documents until the
letters got blurry and started dancing. She didn’t know what to do.
It felt luring to just sign away her responsibilities and have her
mother fix whatever mess she was in. Although she still suspected
all of this might be a scam, her mother didn’t act like herself at
all these past few days, so maybe Klaus had held her hostage or
blackmailed her into doing this, maybe Klaus was trying to scam her
out of her money. She had never met Klaus but she imagined he
looked like a fat mafioso with the bushy eyebrows and the striped
Italian suit. She couldn’t sign those documents because then Klaus
would have won.

She called her mother.

‘Finally.’ Her mother said. ‘Did you
sign?’

‘No.’ Harper said. ‘And I’m not going
to.’

‘Sweetheart, you have to.’ Her mother said.
‘Leonard worked really hard to compile these documents today, he’s
says we have to press the situation, move quickly, try to meet with
a mediator and settle this within the next week, you know, he says
it’s in our best interest to move quickly.’

‘How do you know this Leonard?’ Harper
asked.

‘It’s a friend of Klaus or something, I don’t
know.’

‘See!’ Harper said. ‘I knew it. They’re
blackmailing you.’

‘What? What are you talking about? No one is
blackmailing me.’

‘Then why?’ Harper asked.

‘Why what?’ Her mother asked.

‘Why are you doing this? Why are you acting
like this?’

‘O sweetheart. I wish I could just wrap my
arms around you. You sound really confused and panicked. If I can
do anything for you let me know.’

‘Like what?’ Harper asked.

‘I don’t know.’ Her mother said. ‘Anyway,
Leonard wants to meet up with the four of us, so we can include you
in the strategy.’

‘Which four?’ Harper asked. ‘Who’s the four
of us?’

‘You, me, Leonard and Klaus.’

‘And Benjamin.’ Harper said. ‘I want Benjamin
to be there.’

‘That’s okay sweetheart, if that brings you
solace, you should ask him to join. Maybe meet up somewhere next
week, at Leonard’s office, how does that sound?’

‘I don’t know.’ Harper said.

‘I think it’s a great idea.’ Her mother said.
‘I’ll contact Leonard and send you the details. Okay, now get some
sleep okay, when you’re mentally unstable it’s important to get a
good nights rest, do you sleep enough? Do you eat enough? Do you
shower? You need to do self-care you know.’

Harper frowned as her mother was rambling on
about Harper’s mental health ‘Where do you get all this
bullshit?’

‘This isn’t bullshit, I’m learning this in
therapy.’

‘In therapy? The fuck?’

‘Don’t curse sweetheart.’

‘Since when are you in therapy?’ Harper
asked.

On the other side of the line it was silent
for a while. ‘I don’t know.’ Her mother said. ‘Couple of years now.
Four maybe five?’

‘So right when I moved out?’ Harper
asked.

‘Let’s not talk about me.’ Her mother said.
‘I’m doing great actually. Let’s talk about you and how we can help
you.’

‘I’m fine thanks.’ Harper said. ‘Good night.’
She put down her phone and rested her head on top of her keyboard.
‘Okay,’ she mumbled. ‘Okay, okay, okay.’ When she looked up she had
googled a string of a hundred m’s. Google said it was too long a
word and it didn’t yield any results, Google also asked her if she
wanted to try a different keyword phrase.

She closed the tap and opened a new one. She
turned to YouTube. She ignored all the new video’s her friends had
uploaded instead she typed in the search bar. “I want to be
hypnotized to be a baby.’ She never expected it to get any results,
it was just the main wish on her mind, but to her surprise YouTube
was filled with hypnosis video’s that would supposedly help her
regress.

Her heart started to flutter nervously. If
this worked, if these video’s really worked that would be amazing.
She clicked on the top one and she watched the purple and blue
spirals twirling around. She listened to the voice to the words and
she felt the trance-like tranquility taking over her mind, when the
voice told her to sleep she vaguely registered her eyes shutting
close and her body slumping in her seat, the voice kept on
repeating this one sentence. “The deeper you go, the younger you
feel and the younger you feel the deeper you go.” It created a loop
in her mind. Her thinking stopped, and soon nothing was left but
the blank mind of a new born baby.

There was a far away awareness that she was
listening to a hypnosis video on YouTube, but there was also this
way more overwhelming feeling, that she couldn’t think, that she
couldn’t understand the world, that she couldn’t walk or control
her muscles.

It was marvelous, but then the video was over
and it told her to wake-up, the video would count upwards and then
she would be awake and alert again. She didn’t want to be awake and
alert, so she stopped the video all together. Yet by operating the
computer she had already broken out of trance.

She clicked on the channel to see what other
video’s they had uploaded and found hours of material. One video
claimed it would brainwash her into being an obedient slave,
another video would claim to make her a blank minded robot, yet
another video claimed it would give her unlimited pleasure and a
hands free orgasms.

She clicked on that last one and eagerly she
played along, she wanted to be hypnotized so badly, that she had
her eyes closed and she tried to summon that floaty feeling way
before the voice actually told her too. She tried her hardest, but
despite becoming incredibly aroused she didn’t go over the edge.
The video promised results would be even better next time, so she
immediately started the video again, but now she first had to sit
through the whole induction again.

She got bored and turned the video off. With
her own fingers in her panties she’d finished the job. It wasn’t
that hard since she had been on edge for quite some time now. After
she orgasmed she clicked through some other play lists on that
channel just to see what else they’d got, but now that she had
orgasmed she didn’t feel that magnetic pull anymore. Eventually she
clicked the YouTube channel away, removing it from her history and
destroying every piece of evidence that she had just enjoyed that
video.

She went to Benjamin’s bedroom and crawled
into bed with him. He wasn’t asleep he rolled over and opened his
eyes to look at her.

‘Harper.’ He said strictly.

‘I can’t sleep in my own bed, the green
screen is still there.’ She said, even though the green screen had
tumbled over and she might as well have put it on the ground.

‘It’s okay, kiddo.’ Benjamin said.

She waited till he would fall asleep, she
looked at the gray strands of hair above his ear, she looked at his
tanned face and his closed eyes. He was completely asleep now,
wasn’t he? She snuggled up to his shoulder and wrapped his arm
around her, so she could feel safe and secure in his embrace.

‘What are you doing Harper?’ He asked while
taking his arm back.

‘Will you just hold me.’ She said. ‘I’m
just... I’m sad and confused and overwhelmed and I don’t know what
to do. I just need a hug.’

Benjamin held her tightly and stroke her
back. ‘A hug isn’t going to fix anything.’ He said.

‘I know.’ Harper said. ‘But it’ll make me
feel a little bit less lonely for now.’

‘Yeah.’ Benjamin said agreeable. ‘Okay. You
wanna talk?’

‘About what?’

He shrugged and her head wobbled on his
shoulder. ‘Whatever you want, whatever is bothering you.’

‘You want to come to the strategy meeting
with my mother?’ She said. ‘And the lawyer and Klaus. I told them I
would feel better if you were there too.’

‘I’ll see what I can do. When is it?’

‘Somewhere next week.’ Harper said.

Benjamin didn’t say anything, his fingers
were running over her back, so softly that in some places it felt
ticklish. Harper didn’t want him to stop though. She closed her
eyes and focused on his fingers caressing her back. Maybe she could
hypnotize herself, maybe she could just pretend his fingers where
sending magical hypnotic waves through her body, she tried to
summon up that trance-like tingling in her body, but it didn’t
came.

Tomorrow morning, she promised herself,
tomorrow morning she would press herself up against his leg, maybe
he would lick her pussy again, maybe she would even be allowed to
suck his cock this time.

However when she woke up the next morning the
bed was empty. She blinked and looked at the other side of the bed,
the blankets were crumpled, the pillow dented, but the room was
completely deserted. She listened intently, no running shower, no
flushed toilet, no banging of chairs.

‘Benjamin?’ She asked. She sat up, her eyes
darting through the empty room. ‘Fuck you, Benjamin.’ She said,
shaking her head and slamming her hands into the duvet.

She wasn’t that repulsive, was she? Benjamin
was an idiot, a stupid, fucking, idiot. She got up out of bed and
stared out of the window, hoping she would see him downstairs with
the chickens. Although in her heart she knew he had left her again.
He had gone to that convention three days early, just to avoid
her.

At least he could’ve left her a note. Did he
assume she would take care of the chickens for him, had he called
Little T to help him out? Plunged in thought she stumbled to the
bathroom, while sitting on the toilet she saw his toothbrush still
dangling in the toothbrush holder.

So that’s in how much of a hurry he was, he
didn’t even pack his toothbrush. In a split second she imagined
herself showing up at his hotel to bring him the forgotten
toothbrush. It wouldn’t be that hard to figure out where that
convention was exactly, she could fly out there and simply show
up.

If he told her that only creepy stalkers
would do such a thing, she could simply point out that he did the
exact same thing a few days ago, showing up at her hotel without
warning.

She chuckled. She went in her room to turn on
the computer and a few moments later she had found the website of
the convention. She probably wouldn’t even get into the venue. She
studied the picture of Benjamin, he looked quite attractive in his
suit with the top button of his shirt open. It was hard to imagine
the guy in the picture was the same that would shovel the
composting pile or build an expansion to the chicken coop. They
seemed twins that were split up at birth and grew up in two totally
different environments.

Harper got dressed and went downstairs, she
put her boots on and went outside to let the chickens out of their
coop, but they were already pottering about. So he did ask Little T
to help out, that’s how much confidence he had in her.

‘Morning,’ A voice mumbled behind her. She
yelped and looked over her shoulder.

‘Benjamin?’ She asked. ‘What? Why? What are
you doing here? Was your flight canceled or something?’

‘I live here.’ Benjamin said. ‘What are you
talking about?’

‘The convention.’ Harper said. ‘I thought
you’d left.’

‘Nope.’ Benjamin said shrugging.

‘Okay.’ Harper said a little bit confused.
‘Yeah, okay, great.’

‘What?’ Benjamin asked. ‘Did you miss
me?’

 





Chapter 28: Benjamin

Look at her, standing there, trying to hide her
shyness behind some fake sarcasm. She had absolutely no idea what
she did to him, she had absolutely no clue how hard he was falling
for her.

‘Did you eat breakfast yet?’ He asked.

She shook her head.

‘I did.’ He said. ‘I’m going back to work.
You go eat, I’ll see you later.’ He made a hand gesture and
returned to the shed. He worked hard, harder than necessary, harder
than comfortable in this weather. It was hot and he took off his
shirt. Sweat seeping down his forehead and back. He should try and
break things off with Harper. What was just a little ploy for
attention from her side, was evoking very real feelings on his
side.

Eventually she asked if he wanted help, so he
gave her some easy task to do. She was talking about social media
and accusations of being fake by haters. ‘What does it even mean to
be fake?’ she asked.

He made some agreeable sounds. Now and again
interjecting her philosophies with a research or a theory he
remembered from his psychiatry studies and after a while he became
intrigued by their conversation.

They talked about how you could fake it until
you make it, in this world and how peoples expectations would
change your behavior around them.

‘If you look at it like that, society can be
used as a tool in self improvement.’ He said.

‘That’s already how society is used.’ She
said. ‘Just go on Facebook, there’s like a million people posting
status updates about going to the gym. It isn’t good content at
all, but it helps the poster to become the person they want to be,
to become a gym goer. Honey, you’re burning up, you need to put
some sunscreen on those shoulders of yours.’ Harper went inside and
for a moment he thought there was a little skip in her step.

She changed the subject so quickly, the one
moment they were having this nice theoretical non-personal
conversation, the next moment she called him honey and put a hand
on his shoulder. Too confused to react to the situation he just
kept on working, trying to process what just happened.

A moment later Harper returned, waving with
the yellow flask of sunscreen. She took a little blob and spread it
around his shoulders.

‘Stand still.’ She told him to. ‘You know,
it’s even better if you sit down.’

He walked over to a chair. She massaged his
shoulders, his neck. She spread the sunscreen out over his biceps
and his lower arms, and eventually she stood in front of him, his
fingers applying the oily substance over his face. He closed his
eyes and just enjoyed the sensations, her body so close he could
hear her breathing, he could even feel her exhale, a soft breeze in
his hair, or maybe that was just the wind. He opened his eyes and
looked right into her face. For a moment it felt like he had caught
her with an endeared smile on her lips, but a moment later it was
gone. Their eyes locked and intuitively Benjamin held his breath.
They would kiss now. Should he pout his lips and move in or should
he wait for her to take the initiative?

‘All done.’ She said, she stepped backwards.
‘No more zombie white spots. Did you know that apparently tomatoes
help to bump up your skin type. So lets say you have skin type one
and you burn easily, if you eat like two tomatoes a day you can get
skin type two, you know.’

‘I didn’t know that.’ Benjamin said still
distracted by his own feelings and thoughts that were spinning
through his body.

She laughed. ‘Off course you didn’t.’ She
said. ‘I don’t even know if it’s true, it just another beauty
legend I guess.’

He nodded.

‘Maybe I can do a video about testing and
debunking such beauty myths.’

‘Maybe.’ He said.

He kept on working, hoping she would deem it
necessary to rub some more sunscreen on him, but eventually his
stomach was growling, the sun was setting and it was way past
dinner time, so they went inside.

Later that night they lied in bed together,
Benjamin on his side of the bed and Harper on her own side, there
was no cuddling, no embrace, not even a pinky toe touching.
Benjamin looked at the curtains that were slowly waving and for the
umpteenth time he recalled his favorite moments of that day.

That moment when he had told her good
morning, when she looked over her shoulder with overwhelming look
of relief and happiness, just because he was there still. The
moment when she had suddenly called him “Honey” just out of
nowhere. It didn’t mean anything, he told himself, it was just
wishful thinking to search for any meaning behind her words, though
there was that last moment, their almost-kiss, he had dubbed that
moment in his head. Their faces so close together, their eyes
locked together. Those three moments over and over again, until he
made himself crazy, until his entire body was filled with nervous
butterflies and adrenaline and he was wide awake. He was tossing in
his sheets letting out a deep sigh, whenever he tried to think of
something else his mind started fantasizing about the future, how
tomorrow she might put sunscreen on him again, or maybe she would
confess her attraction to him and he would reassure her, tell her
it was completely normal to fall in love with him, that he in fact
was in love with her too, and then they would kiss. He couldn’t
believe they never even kissed. He’d seen each other naked, he’d
touched her pussy, he licked her pussy, she’d given him a hand job
but they’d never once kissed.

‘I can’t sleep either.’ She said.

‘Huh?’ Benjamin mumbled

‘You sighed. I heard you sighing. I assumed
because you couldn’t sleep.’

Maybe she couldn’t sleep because she was
tortured by the same memories and by the same desires.

‘Why can’t you sleep?’ Benjamin asked his
heart beating faster.

She laughed. ‘Because my life is falling
apart.’ She said.

‘O.’ Benjamin. ‘Okay, yeah, there’s
that.’

‘What did you think it was?’

‘Don’t know.’ He said. He shook his head,
longer than necessary.

‘You don’t want me taking sleeping pills, do
you?’ she asked. ‘That’s why you took them all away from me, isn’t
it?’

Benjamin didn’t answer. Instead he was
fighting some very conflicted feelings. He wanted to give her
sleeping pills, he wanted to give her anything her heart desired.
It wasn’t responsible to take any sort of medication without a
prescription, but he was a trained psychiatrist, so it wouldn’t be
that irresponsible either and it would make her malleable, it would
make her loose her inhibitions, she would rub herself onto him, beg
to give him a blow job, press her pussy against his fingers. He
wanted that, yet he didn’t want that. He didn’t know what he
wanted.

‘It’s okay.’ She said. ‘You’re probably one
of those people who believe in coping skills and self-soothing
skills and in sitting with your feelings and all that.’

Benjamin nodded. ‘Yes.’ He said. ‘Off course.
No need to be sarcastic about it, you sound as if you think coping
skills or self-soothing skills are some marketing ploy.’ He was
silent for a while and when she didn’t answer he continued. ‘Which
of course a lot of marketing ploys are indeed based on creating
this suggestion that their products would help you fix some
existential need or desire.’

‘M-kay.’ Harper said. ‘I still can’t
sleep.’

‘Me neither.’ Benjamin said. ‘I can give you
hug if that helps.’

‘That helps.’ Harper said.

A moment later their bodies were intertwined,
her ear was pressing into his shoulder and her breath was caressing
his nipple. His hand loosely resting on her shoulder, although
every fiber in his body wanted to grab her tightly, press her into
him, pull her even closer.

Her hairs were itching his nose. He scratched
and she said sorry.

It was okay. He told himself everything was
fine. He was allowed to hold her. He was allowed to sooth her.

‘Can you talk to me?’ She asked.

‘What do you want me to say.’

‘You know.’ She said shrugging. ‘Stuff.’

Benjamin thought about something to say: ‘Did
you know in French the tomato is called Pomme d’Amour which
translates into love apple?’

‘Why?’ Harper asked.

‘Because the tomato plant was categorized as
a mandrake and those plants were believed to have aphrodisiac
qualities.’

‘I...’ Harper said. ‘Okay, that’s cool I
guess, but I meant... I didn’t mean you should start spewing random
facts, I meant... you could talk to me in that voice that helps me
to calm down.’

‘I figured.’ Benjamin said.

‘But?’ Harper asked. ‘You decided to do as if
you didn’t understand, because you felt it was inappropriate or
something?’ She sighed. ‘Well if you give me my phone I’ll listen
to one of those hypno-files on YouTube.’ She tried to get up out of
bed and Benjamin wrapped his arm tighter around her shoulder.

‘Stay.’ He said. ‘I’ll talk to you. I’ll
hypnotize you if that’s what you want.’

‘I want that.’ She said.

‘Okay.’ Benjamin said. ‘I’ll help you relax
and fall asleep.’

‘And also help me to regress, so I’ll be
completely worry free and I can sleep like a baby.’

‘Fine.’ Benjamin said. ‘Go lie down in a
comfortable position.’

‘This is comfortable.’ She said while she
laid her head back on his shoulder. ‘Also... you know... if you
want to... I mean... you don’t have to if you’re really that
repulsed by me, I don’t care. I mean if you’re up for it we can
like add a little orgasm or some masturbation and arousal and all
that, maybe...’

Benjamin liked to hear her stutter and
stumble while she made her request and he already knew he would
honor her request. Even though every rational though protested and
told him that she was just using him.

He didn’t care, he liked being used by her.
Maybe being used by her was the closest he would ever come to being
in a relationship with her. So be it, the inevitable heartbreak if
he fell harder for her would be worth it if he could be with her in
this moment. Alcohol led to a hangover. Love led to a broken heart.
Any joy in life would be paid for by pain.

‘Sure.’ Benjamin said. And then he heard some
words coming out of his mouth that he never expected himself to
say, he wasn’t even sure if he was the one talking, it felt as if
his body totally acted on his own accord, and any rational
consciousness was expelled to the sidelines, just an outsider
looking in. ‘You still want to try sucking... you know... my crotch
area?’ He asked.

Harper shrugged. ‘Fine,’ she said as if she
didn’t care about it one bit. ‘I mean if you want that, if that
makes you happy, then sure I’ll do it.’

 





Chapter 29: Harper

She listened to his words intently and soon she felt
her mind drifting away, she was calming down, she was sinking in
this bath of tranquility, her consciousness slipping into trance,
so much quicker, so much easier, so much deeper than when she
listened to those YouTube videos. Maybe Benjamin was just a better
hypnotist than those people online.

Her muscles relaxed and it was as if her body
was melting into his. His skin so close, she despised the nightgown
she was wearing, the layer of silk that prevented any skin-on-skin
contact, but soon she wasn’t thinking about that any more, she was
just listening to his voice, obeying this voice, not just with her
mind but with her entire being. She surrendered to him, she
surrendered control and then she was free. Freely floating, freely
drifting. Feeling good. Feeling better and better.

His voice guided her back in time, thoughts
slowing down, fading and disappearing completely, she was getting
younger, feeling younger, thinking younger and at the same time she
was getting incredibly aroused. Her thinking had regressed too much
to worry about it. It were just sensation in her body, a desire to
rub her pussy onto something and his thigh happened to be
there.

The mesmerizing words swirling around her,
coiling, entrapping her in this blissful state of mind. She wanted
to stay like this forever, she wanted this to feel even more
intense, even more overwhelming, she wanted to feel helplessly
trapped in this state of mind.

His fingers in her panties, sending tidal
waves of pleasure up into her body. She forgot about time and
space, it was hard to register what was happening when and for how
long, there was just this string of sensations. Pleasurable
sensations.

His mouth, she longed for his mouth on her
pussy. She started squirming and rocking her hips.

‘Please,’ she mumbled. ‘please, please,
please.’

‘What do you want?’ The voice asked. Benjamin
asked. ‘Tell daddy what you want.’

‘Do that thing, with your mouth and your
tongue, please.’ She begged.

A moment later his lips covered her pussy,
his tongue softly dabbing her clit. She didn’t even have words to
describe what she was feeling, it was just tingling, happy tingling
that filled her body, her mind, spikes of tingles each time his
tongue touched her there. She was going crazy, the pleasures, the
sensations it was more than her regressed brain could process. Her
head lulled from side to side, she lost the ability to talk, to
move, to think, just mindless moaning.

His voice was there again. His voice
whispering in her ear, but if his mouth was next to her ear, his
mouth wasn’t around her pussy anymore. She opened her eyes to
figure out what was going on, his face was looming over her, his
hand in between her legs.

‘Good girl.’ He said. ‘That’s it, slowly open
your eyes, slowly come too.’ Benjamin was counting, but she wasn’t
waking up, it didn’t feel like she was waking up, although she
wasn’t as lost in the darkness of the trance as she had been a few
moments ago, she couldn’t even remember what he had said, she
couldn’t remember what she was suppose to do.

He started moving, he got up out of bed and
took off his boxer shorts. She wanted to talk, she wanted to ask
him what was happening, but only some impatient whining came from
her mouth.

‘Ssshh baby, I’ll be right there. I promise.’
Benjamin said. He grabbed his pillow and put it up against the
headboard, then he sat up and leaned backwards, his legs spread
apart and his cock bouncing upwards. His cock had a magnetic pull
to her eyes, she just needed to keep looking at it, it was
fascinating, the thick shaft with the vein twisting around it, the
pink and purple shiny head. She never had seen anything like it
before. She had though, she had seen Stephen’s cock, she’d seen
Benjamin’s cock before too.

She didn’t want to remember that, she just
wanted to enjoy the moment, she shook her head trying to get those
memories out of her mind.

‘What’s wrong babygirl?’ Benjamin asked.

She felt dizzy, she closed her eyes, her body
swaying feeling heavy, she fell into the mattress. I’m a babygirl,
I’m a babygirl. I’m a babygirl, she told herself. Benjamin softly
caressed her cheek.

‘Is it that overwhelming to see daddy’s cock
for the first time?’ He asked. ‘You’re alright sweety, come just
open your eyes, you’ll be fine.’

She obeyed the voice, the moment she opened
her eyes she was mesmerized by his cock again, the shape, the
color, the smell. It was magnetic, she wanted to be close to it, so
close she could smell it and touch it and taste it.

The pull of his cock was way stronger than
any conscious thought she had. She pressed her cheek into him, the
silky smooth skin rubbing past her face. Before she knew what she
was doing she had kissed the cock, and the moments her lips touched
his skin something changed.

It was as if her clit was displaced, as if
her entire mouth was as sensitive and erogenous and aroused as her
pussy. Softly she moved her lips back and forth over his shaft,
feeling waves of arousal radiating from his cock into her lips and
face, spreading through the rest of her body.

Involuntarily her body started spasming, her
hips twitching.

‘Good girl.’ A voice said. For a moment she
was disoriented, she had been so entranced by the cock that she’d
totally forgotten about the person attached to that cock. Confused
she looked up at Benjamin. He had this mollified look on his face,
he smiled at her.

‘Yes.’ He said patronizing. ‘You’re a good
girl, you’re doing great.’

He talked to her as if she was a little girl.
Which she was, she realized, or at least that’s what she longed to
be. She smiled back at him.

‘Go ahead.’ He said. ‘It’s okay.’ He wrapped
his hand around the base of his cock and he pushed it down in her
direction. Intuitively she opened her mouth and took him into her
mouth. Warm waves of arousal spreading from her lips into the rest
of her body. She tried to take the cock deeper, she wanted to have
it all, deeper and deeper, it didn’t fit. She had to gag, but still
she didn’t want to let go.

‘Careful now.’ Benjamin said. His hand
resting on top of her head, his fingers grabbing her hair pulling
her off his cock. But Harper wasn’t willing to let him slip out of
her mouth that easily, she pulled her head down trying to keep his
cock in her mouth as far as she could.

Benjamin moaned. ‘Baby.’ He said. ‘O,
sweetheart, you have no idea, you... it’s... just wait a minute,
just let me catch my breath.’

Harper didn’t listen she wanted cock in her
mouth. Benjamin was huffing and panting and moaning and begging her
to stop.

‘Sleep.’ He said in between to breaths, he
snapped his fingers.

Harper felt her body melting, her eyes
rolling up into her head and she sunk down, the cock still in her
mouth, she suckled softly as she drifted off, as she drifted deeper
and deeper. Heavy breathing from Benjamin and a moment later his
voice appeared. A shaky voice, but the effect it had on her was
just as mesmerizing and bewitching. He told her she needed to obey.
He told her that good girls obeyed their daddy no matter how
enthused they were about having a cock in their mouth.

A moment later he told her to open her eyes
again and puzzled she looked around trying to remember what had
happened, what was going on. She saw Benjamin’s face, his cheeks
were flushed but there seemed to be some melancholic look in his
eyes, almost as if he was sad, she wanted to sooth him so she
patted him on the shoulder, she wanted to say it was okay, but
again no actual words came from her mouth, just some pre-verbal
muttering. Maybe she didn’t actually want to talk, if she wanted to
she was pretty sure she could just snap out of her hypnosis and
talk, but she much rather stayed in this floaty trance. She made
some more toddler-like incoherent sounds and it made Benjamin
smile.

‘It’s okay.’ He said. ‘I’m okay.’ He made a
little nod down to his crotch, he was holding his cock in his hand.
How could she forget about his cock? Immediately her mind was
flushed with the desire to suck on it. She carefully kissed him on
the top though, and when Benjamin didn’t protest she kissed him
again, opening her mouth just a little bit, sucking on just the
upper part.

She heard him moan. ‘O fuck.’ He was
muttering. ‘God Harper, Fuck.’

She didn’t know what to do with those words,
they weren’t a direct order, they weren’t something she could obey
or disobey, so she just kept going. Taking in the cock deeper and
deeper into her mouth again, until her mouth was so filled with
cock she was choking on it, she was gagging and coughing.

‘Slowly move up and down now.’ Benjamin
said.

Her mind was befuddled with the desire to do
as she was told, she let the cock slip out off her mouth and then
she moved down again. Up and down. The shaft of his cock sliding
past her lips, in and out, the tip of his cock brushing over her
tongue and bumping into the roof of her mouth.

It was bewitchingly arousing, she couldn’t
help it, her body was so overtaken by all the pleasures that
radiated from her mouth that she started moaning in between her
gagging, her hips rocking, her back convulsing.

Then the cock started twitching, his thighs
rock hard and tense, jolted breathing, little moans burst out
rhythmically and then there was a whole lot of cum that filled up
her mouth.

Suddenly she felt dizzy, overwhelmingly
dizzy, and then everything went black as if her mind just switched
off. She was floating through space, sparkling and tingling
everywhere, her whole being overflowing with the most intense
pleasure. She was moaning, her body convulsing. Out of breath,
gasping for air. The orgasm just kept on crashing through her body,
it all started in her mouth, it took over her brain, her body,
everything she didn’t exist anymore, there was just this flow of
orgasmic energy.

Only after she’d swallowed the sperm her
orgasm started to subside. The two worlds started to collide, the
real world and the hypnotic fantasy world, she was just so
overwhelmed that she couldn’t keep the two apart. She opened her
eyes and stared up in Benjamin’s face. She just couldn’t grasp what
had just happened. She blinked and shook her head.

‘You’re okay there?’ Benjamin asked.

‘What was that?’ Harper mumbled. ‘It was sooo
wow! What just happened?’

A relieved smile broke through Benjamin’s
face, even though she hadn’t been aware of any worried look that
must have been there before.

‘That was sperm.’ He said explaining in a
paternal tone of voice. ‘The sperm made you orgasm, look there’s a
little bit on your chin still.’ He rubbed his thumb over her chin
and pushed the sperm in her mouth, the moment it touched her tongue
she felt her body tensing up again, she closed her lips around his
thumb and started sucking every last drop of sperm off it, until
she went over the edge.

Seconds, minutes, hours, she didn’t know how
long she was floating, how long she was out of it, her mind
non-existent, trying to process the overwhelming pleasures that
came from her body. Hallucinating. Fountains, fireworks, glitter,
sparkles, just a magical trip through space.

‘Sshhh. Calm down now.’ A voice said. Her
thinking latched on to those words, to that voice that existed in
another reality, it pulled her back, and suddenly she was aware of
the mattress and the blankets and Benjamin’s presence.

‘In a moment I’m going to count down from ten
to zero and when I reach zero all the hypnotic suggestion will fade
and you’ll be back to being the lovely amazing adult Harper. You’ll
feel happy and satisfied and you’ll feel incredibly relaxed. You’ll
be tired and drowsy and it is incredibly easy to fall asleep, in
fact it’ll be hard to keep your eyes open, it’ll be nearly
impossible to stay awake. You don’t want to stay awake, you want to
dream about everything that just happened. It was just a dream, it
was your mind who created these events, and when you sleep your
mind will create more. Ten, nine... ‘

Harper started fuzzing and whining, she
didn’t want to wake up, she didn’t want to return to the real
world. Although, she wouldn’t wake up, would she? It was just a
dream, she just had an amazing dream and if she closed her eyes and
fell asleep again she could continue this dream.

‘Ssshh... it’s okay kiddo.’ A voice said.
‘Three, two, one, zero.’

Harper let out another fuzzy moan, but then
there were slumberous nebulae swirling around her, closing her in,
she vaguely remembered she didn’t want to wake-up and she wanted to
resist, but then again, she didn’t have to wake up, she could just
surrender to the drowsy darkness, she could just give in and dive
into this deep overwhelming sleep.

 





Chapter 30: Benjamin

She hugged his leg, it was almost a seamless
transition between hypnosis and sleep. A peaceful look on her face
and for a moment he was jealous. She was asleep now, but he was
wide awake, maybe even wider awake than he had been before.

His body tensing up, a cramp, a fear of
loosing her, a fear of hurting her, a fear... maybe it was just a
generalized fear.

‘God kiddo, what are you doing to me?’ He
asked while softly stroking a strand of hair from her face. Her
pinkish cheeks rosy from sleep and maybe also from the orgasms she
just had. ‘You’ve no clue, don’t you?’

He couldn’t fall asleep in this position, but
when he pulled his leg from her clasp she started sobbing.

‘Don’t leave me.’ She said.

If she was awake enough to talk, then maybe
she was awake enough to listen. Maybe she heart every pathetic word
that just came out of his mouth. Terrified Benjamin held his
breath, she clung to his leg and calmed down. He tried again and
lifted her arm he freed his leg and hip and lied down in bed.

‘Noooooo,’ she cried out. ‘No, no, no, no
stay with me.’

‘Sshhh.’ Benjamin said. ‘I’m not going
anywhere kiddo. I’m right here.’ He pulled her close and she
snuggled up to his chest.

‘Just relax, you’re safe here.’ He felt the
urge to sing for her even though he knew he couldn’t keep tune.
With an unsure tremble in his voice he started a song: “Hush little
baby, don’t you cry...”

As the song went on he felt her body melt in
his arms. He lost the lyrics, made something up, hummed a part,
repeated a part and eventually he stopped singing. The moment it
became quiet she started to stir and fuzz again. He sang a Kate
Bush song, it wasn’t a lullaby, but at least he knew all the
lyrics: “I hear him, before I go to sleep...”

When the song was over he sang it again, and
again, and again.

The next day she hummed the same song as they
were feeding the chickens, she didn’t even seem to be aware that
she was humming, She kept humming it over breakfast, and the
humming continued when they were painting the expansion of the
chicken coop.

There was white paint everywhere, he had
blotches on his arms and she had a smudge on her nose, most of the
chickens were out in the field searching for food, but princess
curiously looked on trying to figure out what they were doing to
her home. In her brown feathers were also some white paint
splatters visible. Princess pecked at Harper’s boot. Harper just
looked down and started talking to the chicken, telling her she
would get a bigger coop, with new nest area’s and that princess
would get new friends.

He was endeared by her babbling. Harper was
cute as she talked to the chicken, splatting both her and princess
with more paint. Eventually Princess moved on en Harper started
humming again.

‘Ooh, he’s here again,’ Benjamin sang along.
‘The man with the child in his eyes.’

‘That’s it!’ She said turning around
abruptly. ‘Thanks! That tune has been stuck in my head the entire
day, it felt familiar but I just couldn’t remember what song it
was.’

‘You don’t remember?’ Benjamin asked.

‘I do now,’ she said. ‘It’s a Kate Bush
song.’

Benjamin stared at her smiling face, did she
just remembered the title and the artist of the song or did she
remember more?

‘I sang that song for you.’ He said.

She looked at him and paint dripped from her
brush onto the grass. ‘Yeah,’ she said nodding. ‘Just now, I heard
you.’

‘Last night.’ Benjamin said.

She lifted her eyebrows. ‘When?’ She
asked.

‘You couldn’t sleep, so I sang for you.’

‘No.’ She said shaking her head. ‘I couldn’t
sleep so you hypnotized me and we did... you know... right?’ She
shook her head again.

‘Yeah.’ Benjamin said. ‘I did hypnotize you
and we...’ He nodded. ‘Yeah, but afterwards, when I pulled you out
of trance I sang this song for you.’

Harper blushed, stared at her feet, then she
turned around and dipped her brush in the bucket of paint. She
splotched the paint on the new annex and the spread it out over the
bare wood. ‘Thanks,’ she said. ‘I think I liked that, didn’t
I?’

‘You calmed down.’ Benjamin said.

‘So did I suck your cock?’ She asked still
with her back turned.

He wiped some sweat of his forehead and felt
paint transfer onto his skin. He must look ridiculous now, with a
big white stripe across his face.

‘We did.’ He said truthfully. ‘I mean you did
indeed suck my cock.’

‘And I liked it?’ Harper asked.

‘I think so.’ Benjamin said.

‘And you liked it too?’

‘Definitely.’ Benjamin said nodding.

‘Yeah you liked it because then you came in
my mouth, right? I remember, and then I orgasmed like – ’ With her
arms she mimicked an explosion, the paintbrush twirling through the
air. She looked over her shoulder. ‘Right?’ She asked.

‘It looked like it, yeah.’ Benjamin said.

For a moment it was quiet. She grabbed her
paintbrush the bucket of paint and moved on to the other side of
the coop. Maybe they were done talking about it. Benjamin also
dipped his brush in the paint and finished off the top of the coop.
They worked in silence and Benjamin’s mind started drifting back to
last night.

‘So is that normal?’ She asked, her voice
breaking him out of his daydreaming. He walked over to her and look
at the side she’d just painted.

‘Looks good.’ He said. ‘What are you worried
about?’

‘Not the paint,’ she said. She gave him a
playful push and she left a brush stroke on his elbow. He looked at
his arm and tried to wipe it off, but he only made it worse.

‘The orgasm.’ She said.

Benjamin hesitated.

‘Do a lot of women orgasm from getting sperm
in their mouth?’ She asked.

A little shake of his head, almost as if he
hoped she didn’t see it. ‘No,’ he said eventually. ‘No, not really.
I don’t know. About that... I may have put some hypnotic
suggestions in your head that... would make it so... cause such a
reaction in your body.’

‘Really?’ She said her voice filled with
surprise. ‘That’s awesome! I mean that’s so cool. I tried a YouTube
video about a hands free orgasm, but it didn’t work then... but
this was like a hands free orgasm triggered by the sperm,
right?’

‘Yeah,’ Benjamin said. ‘Sort of.’

‘That’s so cool. You must be a really good
hypnotist.’ She said.

‘It was part of my job.’ He said, ‘I mean not
the sex part, but the hypnosis. You’re really good at being
hypnotized though, did you know that?’

‘I am?’ She asked.

He nodded. ‘I guess you have a very vivid
imagination.’

She nodded too. ‘Maybe.’ She said. ‘I don’t
know. I can’t really compare it to other people’s imaginations can
I?’

Benjamin chuckled. They both focused on the
paint job again. He wondered if he should say anything else.

‘So when do you leave?’ She asked.

‘I’m not leaving.’ Benjamin said. ‘I’m
staying right here.’ With you, he thought, but he pressed his lips
together to avoid saying that out loud.

‘So you’re not going to the convention?’
Harper asked.

‘Oh, the conference. I mean, yeah, I will go
to the conference.’

‘So when?’ Harper asked. ‘It’s this Sunday
right? So are you leaving tonight or tomorrow, or are you going
there on Sunday morning?’

He shrugged. ‘I haven’t bought a ticket yet.’
He said. ‘I’ll guess I leave on Saturday, tomorrow, that makes
sense.’

For a moment it was quiet. He didn’t know
whether Harper was actually upset with him for leaving or if he
wanted to believe that so badly he imagined it. His brush was
shedding and left a thick black hair lodged in the middle of the
white paint. With his nail he picked the hair out of the paint, but
then it stuck to his finger and he couldn’t get it off. He shook
his hand up and down rapidly. Harper giggled and seemed younger
than she was, a carefree joy spread over her face as she was
laughing. Benjamin’s chest filled up with affection.

‘You want to come along?’ He asked.

‘Sure.’ Harper said, her smile growing even
wider.

Benjamin smiled too. He didn’t need time away
from her to figure out his feelings. His feelings were very clear
right now, he wanted to be with her, every minute of every hour of
every day. Whenever he could. Whenever she would allow him to be
around.

 





Chapter 31: Harper

She couldn’t stop smiling and she felt dizzy with
happiness or maybe that was just the fumes from the turpentine. She
took a step back to admire her work and to take a breath of fresh
air. It would be like a romantic weekend get away. Although they
would have to attend the lectures in the convention center and all
that, but maybe if they were out in public she could pretend to be
scared again and then he would hold her hand protectively.

‘You want to shower first?’ Benjamin asked
when their paint job was done.

Harper nodded and then shook her head. ‘You
know.’ She said shy. ‘Since there’s only a limited amount of warm
water, wouldn’t it make more sense to take a shower together? We’ve
seen each other naked anyway.’

Benjamin tried to hide a smile, with a fake
serious face that made Harper laugh he started nodding. ‘That does
sound practical.’ He said.

‘Yeah, practical.’ Harper repeated.

In the bathroom Harper undressed and stepped
into the shower. A moment later Benjamin joined her. From the
corner of her eye she looked at his body, not because she’d never
seen it before, but because it was so beautiful. She wanted to
nestle her head against his pecs, she wanted to press her chest up
to his skin, her hand cupping his bum.

She stepped aside so he could enjoy the water
for a while. She grabbed a wash cloth and some soap and she rubbed
it over the paint splotches on her arm. Half a minute later her
skin was red from all the scrubbing but her elbow still had white
splatter all over it.

‘I brought the turpentine,’ Benjamin said
nodding towards the shower curtain. ‘Here I help you.’ He grabbed
the wash cloth out of her hand and reached behind the curtain, he
drizzled a bit of turpentine on the terry fabric. Harper held out
her hand, expecting him to give the wash cloth back to her, but
instead he started to softly scrub the paint of her arm.

His touch so tender and sweet, his face
filled with endearment. She felt cared for. Her entire body started
to feel warm and happy and her mind started tingling softly. She
just wanted to lean into this moment, she wanted to sink into these
feelings and surrender herself to his care. She didn’t know whether
she was allowed to, so she just kept her mouth shut and marveled in
the happiness that was there in that moment.

‘All done.’ Benjamin said. ‘Now go rinse off
the turpentine and then make sure you put some oil or lotion on
your skin. I’m assuming a beauty guru like you has loads of lotions
with you, right? Otherwise you can borrow some of mine. Don’t
forget or your skin will get terribly dry and itchy.’

‘No.’ Harper said. She noticed her voice had
changed, it sounded higher pitched and more childish. ‘No, we’re
not done yet.’

‘Did I miss a spot?’ Benjamin asked.

She pointed at his own arms, she took the
wash cloth out of his hands and started to rub him clean.

‘O,’ Benjamin said surprised. ‘I mean, okay,
yeah, go ahead.’

As she was cleaning Benjamin she realized it
was more fun when he washed her. She liked him having this caring
almost paternal energy. A vague memory popped back in her mind that
etched itself in her brain.

‘Can I ask you something?’ Harper asked.

‘Sure. Anything.’

‘Something about last night.’ Harper
said.

Now Benjamin tilted his head and studied her
face. ‘Okay.’ He said.

‘Did you call yourself daddy last night?’

He put his face under the water and rubbed
his hands over his cheeks. He probably thought Harper wouldn’t see
the red spots in his face and neck that way.

‘Maybe.’ He said eventually. ‘But you know,
it’s just... there’s loads of guys that like to be called daddy in
the bedroom. I told you about dd/lg, and daddy doms right? It is
just a way to connect to each other, you know. Some people just
like that guiding nurturing energy.’

‘And you?’ Harper asked. ‘Do you like to be
called daddy? Do you like that guiding nurturing energy?’

For a moment Benjamin was quiet, he stared at
his feet. The water got cold. Harper screamed and jumped out of the
shower. Benjamin cursed and turned off the tap.

‘I didn’t realize we were in there so long.’
He said while wrapping a towel around his shoulders, he handed her
a towel too and Harper wiped her face.

‘Are you going to answer my question?’ Harper
said. ‘Or are you pretending the cold water distracted you so much
you’d forgot all about it.’

Benjamin smiled. ‘I was trying to pretend I
forgot all about it.’ He said. ‘But now I feel caught.’

‘So you like it.’ Harper said. ‘I mean if you
didn’t like it you wouldn’t try to avoid saying no, would you?’

‘I guess.’ Benjamin said. ‘I just... to be
honest with you, I don’t know if I like it. I don’t have much
experience with it and I only recently found out this exists. I
feel drawn to it, though. It makes sense to me. When looking back
at my former relationships there’s always some level of care
and...but then it becomes dysfunctional, and this I don’t know this
way everybody is on board with the level of care, cause... you all
agree. I don’t know.’

‘But you tried it yesterday?’ Harper
asked.

Benjamin nodded.

‘Did you like that?’

He nodded again, although it was barely
visible, since he was bent over rubbing the towel over his calves
and knees.

‘Do you want me to call you Daddy?’

His head shot up in shock, he looked at her,
almost with a sense of wonder and disbelief in his eyes. ‘Would you
be okay with that?’

For a moment Harper thought about it. ‘Yeah.’
She said. ‘Yeah sure.’ She didn’t much care about how she would
call him, but she liked the idea of him taking control, of him
being this confident guiding nurturing know-it-all that she could
just rely on, that she could just surrender too. She nodded.

‘Sure daddy.’ She said curiously studying his
face.

It didn’t sound convincing at all. They were
just two weird syllables the ‘Da’ and the ‘dy’ glued together, but
it didn’t matter. The effect those syllables had on Benjamin was
unbelievable.

He accidentally dropped the towel en pressed
both hands against his chest, there was this mollified look on his
face as he stared at her.

‘Are you okay?’ Harper asked.

Benjamin shook his head and nodded and
started stuttering incoherently.

‘Did you just have a stroke or something?’
Harper asked giggling. ‘Reach out your arms.’ She vaguely
remembered that if you reached out your arms you could check for
symptoms of a stroke.

Benjamin shook his head again. ‘I’m just a
bit... I don’t know...flustered. I’m fine. I’m more than fine. I’m
happy. I’m just like...’ He shook his head and smiled. ‘I’m sorry.
I’ll try to get a grip.’

 





Chapter 32: Benjamin

It was too much, too overwhelming. The moment she
called him daddy his brain just shut off and a overwhelming pulse
of happiness spread trough his body, rendering him a puddle of goo.
It was... stupid and embarrassing really, he’d never expected such
a strong physical response to such a simple word.

Harper was still looking at him partly
worried, partly entertained.

‘Don’t worry.’ He said. ‘I’m not having a
stroke. I swear. Look.’ He reached out his arms and flipped them
over. ‘See, nothing wrong.’

Harper shrugged.

Benjamin picked his towel up from the ground.
He was already dry, he crumpled it up in a big ball of terry and
rubbed it passed his legs one last time. Harper still followed him
around with this inquisitive look on her face. He wanted to wrap
his arms around her, he wanted to kiss her, lift her up from the
ground, cradle carry her to bed and just spoil her with hugs and
kisses, he wanted her to call him daddy again, and again, and
again.

For a moment he put his hand on her shoulder,
she looked at his fingers bewildered. Apparently this wasn’t the
moment for a hug, apparently she didn’t want to be touched by him.
He let go of her and moved into his bedroom and got dressed, she’d
followed him and now she was standing in the doorway looking at him
for a few seconds.

‘Okay.’ She said, she turned around and
left.

Benjamin fell onto the bed backwards. He had
ruined it, he had ruined everything. She probably despised him now,
he should’ve never told her he’d like to be called daddy, and after
she called him daddy he shouldn’t have turned into this stupefied
stuttering idiot, and then he shouldn’t have ran out of the shower.
He should’ve kissed her, or he should’ve kept his mouth shut, or he
should’ve...

He didn’t even know what he could have done
differently. Ask her about any pet names she liked to be called
during sex maybe, he could’ve turned the question around on her,
yeah... he would ask her during dinner.

She sat across the table from him in just her
nightgown and a cardigan. With every bite he scooped into his
mouth, he forced himself to ask her about her pet names, but then
his mouth was filled with food and he didn’t want to spray
semi-chewed potatoes and green beens all over the table so he kept
his mouth shut.

When they were doing the dishes he finally
mustered up the courage and he forced the overly rehearsed question
out of his mouth.

She smiled at him. It wasn’t a coy or a shy
smile it was more of a cheeky smile. It made him nervous. ‘If
you’re my daddy, that means I’m your little girl, doesn’t it?’ She
asked. ‘So then you can call me baby girl or little girl or
sweetheart or good girl.’ She said shrugging. ‘But you’ve been
doing that already, haven’t you?’

‘I guess so.’ Benjamin said. ‘Is that... are
you alright with that?’

She nodded. ‘You can continue to do so.’ She
said.

It was a stupid question and now Benjamin
felt ridiculous for asking. She was right off course, he had been
calling her loads of pet names already, and he’d already seen from
her reactions that she’d liked that.

After dinner they packed their bags. Benjamin
got his suit out of the closet and dusted of his dress shoes.
Besides some clean socks, underpants and his toothbrush he didn’t
need much else. He was sitting on the edge of the bed looking at
the luggage he would bring. Harper was rumbling around in the other
room, once in a while she would yell to ask him a question, whether
she should bring conditioner or whether they would stay in a hotel
that provided shampoo and all that.

Benjamin didn’t know what to do so he just
kept sitting there. Looking out of the window, watching the sunset
behind the trees.

Harper appeared in the doorway. ‘My mother
send me an e-mail, the meeting with the lawyer is on Tuesday.’

‘Okay.’ Benjamin gave her a little nod.

‘It doesn’t make sense to come back here in
between, does it? We’d better head from Maine straight over to my
mom’s place, right?’

‘Right.’ Benjamin said.

‘So then I’ll need some more formal clothes?
What do you even wear to a strategy meeting with a lawyer?’

She didn’t await his answer, she turned
around and then pottered about in the other room again. Benjamin
listened to the sounds for a little while and then he closed his
eyes.

Daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy,
daddy, daddy. Again and again he tried to remember that moment she
called him daddy, he could imagine her voice, but he was pretty
sure he misremembered her intonation. It didn’t matter, again and
again he imagined her standing there in the shower. He wanted to
remember even the tiniest little details of the moment. Her face,
how she looked at him, her towel, he couldn’t even remember whether
the towel was wrapped around her shoulders or if she was maybe
drying off her belly at that point.

‘You okay?’

He opened her eyes. She stood in the doorway,
for a few moments she seemed shy, then she walked into his room,
she sat down next to him and put her hand on his arm. Softly
stroking him.

‘Are you nervous about the convention?’ She
asked.

Benjamin started laughing. Joy just bubbled
up in his chest, at first it was a soft chuckle but soon he
couldn’t control himself anymore. He was laughing out loud. Harper
looked at him as if he had gone crazy.

‘Maybe a little.’ He said. He wasn’t nervous
as all, but he wanted to reassure her and not have her think he was
completely crazy.

‘It’ll be fine.’ She said. ‘You’re gonna do
great.’

‘I am.’ Benjamin said.

‘I have another question for you.’ She said.
‘I figured, since we’re out in public and we’re also going to be
confronted with that law suit stuff and all that, would it be
possible if we brought some medication. I mean, you don’t have to
bring it all, just enough for a few days, and you can keep them in
your suitcase and I will listen to you about when to take them or
not. Is that okay?’

Benjamin nodded. ‘Sure.’ He said. ‘I’ll get
them in a moment.’

‘Thanks.’ She said with a relieved smile.

Afterwards Benjamin told himself there were a
lot of different reasons why he honored her request. He told
himself it was a very reasonable request, he told himself it was
the responsible thing to do, but in reality he just wanted her to
like him and that’s way he didn’t say no.

A few hours later they were laying in bed
together, their bags packed and ready to go, the alarm set for six
thirty. She was laying on her own side of the bed, she wasn’t
inching towards him, she wasn’t asking him for a hug, she was just
peacefully sleeping.

Benjamin looked at her closed eyes. How come
they didn’t do anything sexual right now? Why wasn’t she rubbing
her pussy against his leg, why wasn’t he hypnotizing her? He was
her daddy now, they’d just agreed he would be her daddy, so why
didn’t they hug and kiss and do all those relationship things.

Maybe they weren’t in a relationship, she
didn’t specifically agree to be in a relationship with him, maybe
she’d just agreed to calling him daddy, maybe that word didn’t hold
the same meaning to her as it did for him.

He didn’t want to speculate anymore. He just
wanted to hold her, he just wanted to hear her voice calling him
daddy.

‘Hey.’ He said softly trying to wake her
up.

Groggy she opened her eyes for a moment, then
she rolled over. ‘What?’ She said.

‘Did you remember to put on some lotion?’ He
asked. For a moment he imagined himself running his hands over her
skin and spreading the lotion all over her body. She would turn
into a puddle of goo under his fingers. Malleable and
agreeable.

‘I did.’ She said. ‘Don’t worry.’

‘Okay.’ He said.

‘Good night.’ Harper said.

‘Good night, Kiddo.’ Benjamin said.

‘Good night, Daddy.’ Harper said. He held his
breath as the hormones crashed through his body. His chest filled
with butterflies and for a few moments he couldn’t think, he was
completely trapped within his own body. A long exhale.

‘Good night my babygirl.’ Benjamin said, when
he got himself under control again. He wasn’t sure whether she’d
heard him or whether she’d fallen asleep already.

 





Chapter 33: Harper

They drove from rural road onto provincial roads onto
high ways. They were surrounded with more and more cars, the road
sides were covered in more and more billboards. Harper had taken
off her shoes and rested her bare feet on top of the dashboard.

Once in a while she looked at Benjamin. He
was wearing black trousers with a white button down shirt, the
sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, he was humming along to the
car radio. A song she didn’t recognize. She wanted to nestle her
head into his lap, she wanted to bent over and kiss his fingers,
she wanted him to pat her on the head and say reassuring things,
but none of these things happened.

They parked the car at the airport, they
loaded their luggage onto a trolley and walked towards the main
hall. Harper didn’t seem to be scared. She tried to focus on her
feelings. No, she was mostly excited to be here with Benjamin, she
wasn’t scared at all. Yet she tried to pretend she was, she created
some tension in her shoulders and she started breathing
irregular.

Benjamin didn’t even notice.

‘I’m scared.’ She said eventually.

‘Okay.’ Benjamin said looking over his
shoulders. He was pushing the trolley and now he bent over to make
sure the strap of her backpack didn’t drag over the ground. ‘You
want medication?’ He asked.

‘No.’ Harper shook her head. She looked at
his strong hands and imagined his fingers wrapped around hers.

For a moment Benjamin studied her face then
he shrugged. ‘Come on.’ He said, pushing the trolley again. Harper
ran a few steps to keep up with him. She stared at his knuckles his
fingers wrapped around the handle bar. Maybe after they’d checked
in, after they’d dropped the luggage off and gotten rid of the
trolley.

Benjamin bought two tickets and then they had
to stroll through the airport until the plane was ready for
boarding. It was a small airport, there was just the one shop that
also doubled as a coffee bar. They sat at the table there was no
need to grab his hand, it wasn’t even all that busy here.

Right when they were lining up for boarding a
girl came their way.

‘Excuse me miss?’ She said tapping Harper on
her shoulder. ‘Are you that girl from Harpers Charm.’

Harper looked at Benjamin, but he just
shrugged.

‘I am.’ Harper said.

‘Can I take a selfie with you?’

Harper glanced over at Benjamin again. ‘Can
she?’ She asked.

‘Why are you asking me?’

‘Don’t know.’ She said. ‘You seemed to agree
with the lawyer when they said I should stay away from social
media. This picture is definitely going to end up on social
media.’

Benjamin nodded and then turned to the girl.
‘I’m sorry.’ He said. ‘No pictures. What’s your name though?’

‘I’m Alyssa.’ The girl said.

‘What do you do?’

‘Well I’m in middle school right now, but I
have my own YouTube channel too, I do slime reviews.’

‘Maybe you can show one of those video’s to
Harper and then she can give you some tips and tricks on how to
grow your channel, would you like that?’

The girl was nodding her head frantically.
‘This is even better than a selfie,’ she said enthused jumping up
and down. Harper looked at Benjamin. He had handled that very
smoothly, even smoother than she could’ve if she’d handled it
herself. She would’ve just turned the girl away and listened to her
bitching about what an arrogant diva Harper was.

For a moment Benjamin put his hand on her
shoulders. Harper leaned backwards so she would feel his chest
behind her shoulder blades, but at the same time Benjamin leaned in
to talk to her. His chin banged into her head. ‘Ouch.’ Harper
yelled.

‘I’m sorry.’ Benjamin said. ‘You’re okay?’ He
asked.

‘It hurts.’ Harper said rubbing her hand over
her head. ‘But I think I’ll survive.’

‘Good.’ Benjamin said leaning in closer and
whispering in her ear. ‘I meant are you okay watching a slime
review video and giving her some pointers.’

Harper nodded.

She watched a video and gave the girl some
feedback. She talked about the algorithm of recommended video’s and
how to become more visible and then it was time to board. Harper
and Benjamin flew first class, it was a small domestic flight
though, so first class just meant the seats were a little bit
softer and the arm rest was a little bit wider. When the girl from
the slime videos boarded she waved at Harper as she walked by.

Harper had put her elbow on the armrest, her
hand dangling over the edge her fingers mere millimeters away from
his knee. Yet she didn’t touch him. Maybe during take-off the plane
would wobble and her hand would touch his leg accidentally.

Way before take off the flight attendant came
to check whether she’d stored her luggage correctly, which she had,
and whether she’d put her seat belt on, which she hadn’t. Benjamin
helped her to close her seatbelt, that wasn’t really necessary, but
she liked it anyway.

‘Are you okay?’ He asked. ‘You don’t have any
fear of flying? No anxiety attack because of that girl? You still
don’t want any medication?’

Harper was fine actually, she didn’t fear
airplanes and meeting that girl and seeing how Benjamin handled
that gave her a sense of control. She realized she didn’t just have
to smile and take a picture on command, her fans didn’t own her.
Despite feeling fine she put a troubled look on her face.

‘I’d would like something to help calm me
down, please.’ She said.

He handed her a pill that she swallowed with
a sip of water. The plane took off and soon they were high up in
the air, bursting through the clouds until eventually they were
flying above them.

Way before she felt the medication taking
affect she pretended the pill had made her groggy and made her
loose inhibitions. She leaned over the arm rest and put her head
against his shoulder. Benjamin tenderly brushed some hairs out of
her face.

‘Is it kicking in already sweetheart?’ He
whispered. ‘That’s quick, did you eat enough?’

Harper nodded.

‘It’s okay.’ He said. ‘You’re safe now,
you’re safe with daddy.’ Harper felt her chest filling up with a
peaceful warmth, she wasn’t really sure whether that was because of
his words or because the medication was now really starting to work
it’s magic.

 





Chapter 34: Benjamin

Some people called alcohol “liquid courage” Benjamin
thought as he was softly running his fingers through Harper’s hair.
He whispered how she was safe and that she was a good girl, that
she didn’t have to worry about a thing, that daddy would take care
of her. Harper being dazed and slumberous gave him courage.

Now he finally had her in his arms, he wasn’t
about to let go. No matter how uncomfortable he had to bend his
ribcage over the armrest. His foot started to fall asleep, his
shoulder was hurting, but he didn’t care, he didn’t care about any
of his own discomfort, he just wanted to hold her.

Her hair so soft and she smelled so good. He
gently squeezed her upper arm. About fifteen minutes later he
couldn’t maintain this position anymore. He sat up straight.

‘No.’ Harper said with a hint of panic in her
voice.

‘Ssshh. I’ll be right back.’ He said.

‘Were are you going?’ She asked. She sounded
way more lucid than he’d anticipated.

‘Just up and down the aisle, just stretching
for a moment.’ He got up out of his chair. He felt silly just
walking back and forth, but his foot started to tingle and wake up
again. A moment later he sat back down again. Immediately she
leaned over the arm rest and put her head back against his upper
arm.

‘So what is this convention about anyway?’
She asked. ‘What are you going to tell them?’

‘I’m going to tell them why they shouldn’t
prescribe RC-154 to their patients.’ Benjamin said. ‘Although it’s
a farce mostly. They’ll prescribe it anyway. By listening to my
lecture they get the feeling they’re so well-informed about the
risks that they’re capable of making a responsible assessment in
whether or not to prescribe it.’

‘That doesn’t make any sense.’ Harper
said.

‘It’s how the human psyche works.’ Benjamin
said.

Harper yawned and her eyes were drooping.
Benjamin fidgeted with the arm rest, maybe there was a way to tilt
it away so they weren’t kept apart by this piece of plastic. He
couldn’t found any button to help him flip it upwards.

‘But not how your psyche works.’ Harper said.
‘You aren’t someone that would fly across the country for
nothing.’

‘Maybe I am.’ He said. ‘Clearly I am.’

‘No.’ Harper said shaking her head.

‘I think it’s important for people to be
aware of the risks.’ He said. ‘So they’re not just indoctrinated by
Big Pharma.’

‘But why conventions?’ She asked yawning
again.

Benjamin shrugged.

‘Why not reach out to the people who are
taking these medicine? Like a Public Safety Announcement, or you
know by making a YouTube video or something.’

‘Maybe.’ He said. ‘I hadn’t thought about
that, but maybe I will do that too.’

‘I’ll help you.’ She said. ‘I’m good at
making video’s.’

‘You are indeed, sweety.’ Benjamin said
softly caressing her ear and the side of her neck. ‘You’re the
best.’

‘I’ll help you.’ She said. ‘We could
interview you, and then we’ll interview some other people as well
you know.’

‘You’re talking a bit loud.’ Benjamin
said.

‘Sorry.’

‘It’s okay. It’s the meds.’

‘Yeah, it’s the meds.’ Harper agreed. Her arm
limply slipped down, her fingertips resting upon his thigh awfully
close to his crotch, a rush of blood.

 





Chapter 35: Harper

She closed the door to their hotel room, but before
it was completely shut and she could have a look around Benjamin
ripped her backpack of her shoulders and threw it on the
ground.

‘What?’ Harper said confused. The medication
had now completely flushed through her body. After the plane landed
they waited for the luggage, then they had to wait for a taxi to
take them to the hotel where the convention was held, and then the
queue in front of reception was incredibly long because apparently
everybody was checking in today. She was tired, she wanted to take
a shower, get a bite to eat, and then just wrap herself into the
hotel duvet and watch Netflix with Benjamin. Maybe get him to
hypnotize her, maybe let him to go down on her again.

Benjamin stood in front of her. ‘I can’t take
this anymore.’ He said, his hands on her shoulders, he was looking
at her with a worried look on his face.

‘I... what is going on?’

He moved in closer, his face inches from
hers, he was so close she couldn’t even focus anymore, his eyes
just foggy blobs of blue in a haze of tanned skin. Then she felt
his lips against hers, soft at first, exploring her. She pouted her
lips and kissed him back. Apparently that was all the encouragement
he need, because a moment later he had wrapped his body around
hers, his hand holding her in the nape of the neck, his mouth
firmly pressed against hers.

She melted into his arms and chest. She
closed her eyes and let the kiss overwhelm her. His tongue softly
running past her lower lip, she opened her mouth to let him in and
a moment later their tongues were touching, dancing around each
other.

Her breathing became heavier. She still
wasn’t really sure what was happening or what this would mean for
their future, but right now she didn’t care. She wanted him, she
needed him. The rest she would figure out later.

He removed his mouth from hers. She pressed
her body forward and lifted her chin, protruded her lips, when she
couldn’t find him she opened her eyes.

‘Is this okay?’ He asked.

She nodded as frantically as that girl from
the airport this morning, if not even more frantic. ‘Yes.’ She said
in case it wasn’t clear. ‘Yes, this is okay.’

She grabbed the back of his head and wanted
to pull him closer, but before she knew what was going on he had
lifted her from the ground. He carried her to the bed and slowly
put her down. Then he positioned himself on top of her. She could
feel his weight leaning heavy on her chest and it made her feel
safe. His face looming over her, looking down on her, leaning in to
kiss her again. She closed her eyes and answered his kiss. Swept up
by the rush of the moment, she ran her hand through his hair, over
his toned shoulders and back and eventually the palm of her hand
rested on top of his ass cheeks, she pressed his fingers into his
bum and pulled his hips even closer.

‘O god, o god, o god.’ Benjamin mumbled. He
sounded alarmed and Harper opened her eyes to see what was going
on. As soon as he saw her looking he hid his face in the pillow
next to her head.

‘What?’ Harper asked.

He didn’t answer. She stroke the back of his
head tenderly. ‘It’s okay.’ She said. ‘It’s okay daddy.’

Benjamin shook his head. ‘What is happening?
What is she doing to me?’ He whispered into the pillow. Harper
wasn’t really sure how to respond to that. She grabbed his chin,
and turned his head so she could kiss him again, pressing her lips
against his, slipping her tongue in his mouth, and soon he was
kissing her back.

Her body squeezed tightly under his body, she
rocked her hips and pressed her crotch against his rhythmically.
Her hands once again wandering over his back. Carefully she cupped
his bum. She hadn’t forgotten his weird reaction a moment ago, so
for a moment she looked at him questioningly and when he didn’t
respond she asked.

‘Can I hold you like this?’

‘Yes, yes.’ He said slightly out of breath.
‘Yes off course, you can hold daddy however you want to my sweet
sweet baby girl.’ His voice was trembling in a way that made her
chest flutter.

She dug her fingers in his butt and pulled
his hips closer to her. Rhythmically. They were both panting. Once
in a while Harper had to suppress a moan, until she decided not to
suppress them anymore and to just let them out. Softly moaning.
Softly kissing. Dry humping.

He didn’t ask her to take her clothes off, he
didn’t offer to take his own clothes off, and neither did Harper.
They just laid there dry humping and kissing forever. Harper was
completely satisfied, she didn’t need anything else to happen, she
didn’t want anything to change. She just wanted to be here in this
moment forever and ever and ever.

She didn’t know how much time had passed, but
eventually she noticed his shirt had crawled up and there was a bit
of his back exposed. She touched the warm slightly sweaty skin of
his lower back, caressing him with her fingers, sliding further and
further up his shirt, caressing his shoulders. She could hear him
responding, he was holding his breath almost as if he was scared
that she would stop if he moved a muscle.

She moved her hand down again, when she
reached his belt she wriggled her fingers inside his pants, feeling
the curvature of his butt.

‘I...’ He was panting and stuttering.
‘Harper... I...’ Shaking his head now.

Harper rolled him over onto his back. Now she
was on top. She sat down rubbing her pussy against the bulge in his
pants. Looking him in the eye as she started to unbutton his shirt
exposing his chest. With the tip of her finger she followed the
curvature of his muscles, his nipple was hardening almost as if he
was cold. She ran her thumb over his nipple. He shook his head
again as he closed his eyes and let out a moan.

‘It’s okay.’ She said. ‘It’s okay.’

She moved onto the clasp of his belt, first
she ran her fingers over the leather and then she started to
unbuckle his belt. Unzipping his pants. She moved her hand inside
his pants and folded her fingers around the bulge in his boxers. He
was only semi-erect.

‘I’m sorry.’ He said. ‘I’m just so nervous.
I’m sorry.’ He grabbed his hand and removed them from his pants.
Harper started rocking her hips again, rubbing her crotch up
against his.

‘Don’t worry.’ She said. ‘It’s fine.’ She
bent and nibbled on his earlobe and then gave him little butterfly
kisses in his neck, across his chest all the way down to his
boxers. She kissed the bulge and she felt the cock twitching. She
pulled the boxer down a bit, just enough to expose his cock.

It wasn’t stiff and bouncing upwards like the
other two times she’d seen him. It wasn’t totally flaccid either,
it was just somewhere in between.

‘I’m sorry Harper.’ He said again, reaching
down with his hand to pull up his boxer again. Harper didn’t let
him though. She grabbed his wrist and pushed his arm upwards.

‘I said it was fine. You’re fine.’ She
pressed her lips against the cock and gave him a little kiss.
Sticking out her tongue, she drew a long sloppy wet line all across
his shaft and then she kissed his cock again and again. Her mouth
wasn’t an erogenous zone this time, there were no special feelings
in her lips or tongue or the roof of her mouth, but still her pussy
was throbbing with excitement. Then a naughty plan emerged in her
head it made her smile, although she didn’t know whether she had
the courage to actually go through with it. She wrapped her hand
around his cock and suckled on his tip for a while, then she looked
up.

Her heart beating nervously, she couldn’t,
she just wasn’t brave enough. She looked to the side and saw they
had a mini-fridge filled with little bottles. That wasn’t important
right now, she couldn’t care less about the fridge. Benjamin was
here, with her, Benjamin, Benjamin, Benjamin.

‘Daddy?’ She said dragging out the syllables
in a theatrical innocent way. He closed his eyes and inhaled
deeply. He was shaking his head still, although Harper didn’t think
he tried to say no, it was more as if he just couldn’t believe this
was happening.

‘Daddy?’ She said again.

‘What is it, baby girl?’ He asked.

‘Can I suck your cock please?’

‘O, fuck me!’ He said.

‘You rather want me to fuck you?’ Harper
asked. She stood up and took her pants and panties off then she sat
down again, rubbing her slimy wet pussy lips over his shaft.

‘No.’ He said. ‘Yes. I mean...’ He lifted his
arms up into the air and slammed them into the mattress as if he
had given up. ‘You can do whatever you want.’ He said. ‘Just... I
can’t think anymore. My brain has melted.’ He slammed the palm of
his hand against his temple.

Harper kept sliding her pussy over his cock.
She wasn’t on any birth control and she didn’t bring any condoms.
‘Did you bring condoms?’ She asked.

‘No.’ He said. ‘I... maybe I have one in my
wallet.’ He sat up and reached for his pants, he got his black
leather wallet out of one of the pockets and he went through all of
the compartments. ‘No.’ He said. ‘Well and if I had it would
probably be past the expiration date, but... no... I don’t have one
anyway.’

For a moment they stared at each other
uncomfortably. Harper giggled and Benjamin started laughing
too.

‘I’m sorry.’ She said.

‘Don’t apologize.’ Benjamin said firmly.
‘You’re amazing, you have nothing to apologize for.’

She nodded. ‘I know.’ She said.

Benjamin smiled.

‘Maybe tomorrow we can go to a drugstore or
something.’ She said.

Benjamin nodded. ‘Let’s do that.’

Harper wanted to get up out of bed since
everything seemed to be ruined now, any mood had completely
disappeared and she was eerily aware of the smell that came out of
her arm pits. She was in desperate need of a shower.

Benjamin grabbed her elbow and pulled her
back into bed. ‘I’m not done with you little lady.’ He said while
he pulled her into his chest and wrapped his arms around her
tightly. ‘Even if we can’t fuck tonight, that doesn’t mean I can’t
hold you or touch you or kiss you or finger you, does it?’

‘No, maybe not.’ She said.

His hand gripped into her hair and he pulled
on it. ‘Ouch.’ She said.

‘No, what?’ He asked.

‘No, daddy?’ She said questioningly.

‘Good girl.’ He said.

 





Chapter 36: Benjamin

They were laying in bed, fondling and kissing for an
eternity. He fingered her pussy until his wrist cramped up, she
suckled his cock, and he licked her little clit, and she fondled
his crotch for hours. Well it didn’t feel like hours, but by the
time they were both so satisfied and sore they decided to get up
and get some dinner he realized it was 1:30 at night and both the
hotel restaurant and room service had closed down already. So their
dinner consisted out a selection of crisps and cookies they got
from the vending machine in the lobby.

He smiled though, realizing how much happier
he was in eating Doritos and Lays and Reeses cups and Oreos with
Harper, than he was eating the fanciest meal in the fanciest
restaurant all by himself.

When they finally went to sleep the bed was
covered with crumbs, a few times he got annoyed by an itchy crumb
and tried to wipe it away, but after the third time he was too
tired to do anything about it, or maybe it was that after the third
time Harper had snuggled into him and fallen asleep and he didn’t
want to wake her up.

He didn’t lie awake for long.

The next morning he was way too tired and he
had gotten too little sleep. However he needed to report to the
organization early, so they could do a sound check and he could
copy his presentation onto the beamer laptop. Reluctantly he got up
and stumbled towards the bath room. Harper moaned.

‘I don’t wanna wake up.’ She said.

‘So don’t.’ Benjamin said. ‘Go back to
sleep.’

By the time he had finished his shower and
put on his suit she was wide awake and munching on the left over
crisps from that night. She smiled as she saw him. ‘I want to
come,’ she said.

‘Are you sure?’ Benjamin asked. ‘I can help
you get into the convention, but I don’t think you’re allowed
backstage, so you’ll just have to wander around on your own all
these hours till I’m finished with my lecture.’

She shrugged. ‘Yeah fine.’

Benjamin looked at her. So she wouldn’t get
out and visit a drugstore then? ‘I don’t think you can get out and
get back in again.’ He said.

‘That’s fine. I’ve got nowhere else to be
anyway.’ Harper said. She jumped out of the bed and put on a skirt
and a blouse, she brushed her hair and put it in a ponytail and
then she was about to put on some make-up.

‘We have to go now.’ Benjamin said.

Harper let out a deep sigh and shoved the
make-up into her purse. They went downstairs and he guided Harper
past the security. then he left her to go look for someone of the
organization.

Without paying attention he did what he had
to do, he got fitted a microphone, did a sound check, got
introduced to other speakers and panel members most of whom he
already knew from other conventions. A bit of smalltalk. Checking
whether his presentation worked on the beamer and then he was done.
He went into the backstage room and grabbed himself an orange from
the fruit bowl.

A little time to breath. He could finally try
to process whatever was happening with him, with Harper, with the
two of them.

Yesterday everything went by in a blur, yet
two particular moments stood out. The moment were she said she
would go to the drugstore to buy condoms, which implied that
tonight they would have sex. And the other moment when they were
laying entangled in an embrace, she had just orgasmed and he was
softly stroking her hair and kissing her cheeks.

‘It’s okay.’ He whispered. ‘It’s okay. Daddy
loves you.’

She didn’t respond, there was this blissful
afterglow of her orgasm still visible on her face.

‘Daddy loves his baby girl very much.’ He
said.

Still no response, not the tiniest smile, not
a twitching eyebrow, nothing.

‘And you?’ He asked eventually. ‘Does this
little girl loves her daddy too?’

‘Baby girl loves Daddy.’ She had mumbled and
in that moment his heart just exploded. She loved him, he loved
her, life couldn’t get anymore perfect than that.

But now, sitting here in this back room all
by himself, he started to doubt the meaning behind those words. He
practically forced her to say she loved him, and then she phrased
it in that weird way, baby girl loves daddy. So detached.

He slumped in his chair, his head leaning
against the wall behind him. He should pace himself, he should try
to pace his emotions, and he shouldn’t coax her into saying things
she didn’t actually mean.

It was hours still before his lecture slot,
he might as well slip out and visit a drug store.

 





Chapter 37: Harper

She’d never been to any convention about psychiatry
and neurology. She did go to YouTube related conventions like
VidCon and she had attended events during Fashion week. It wasn’t
all that different. Although this convention was a lot smaller.
There were only a few stalls and boots and there was just the one
lecture hall. Harper strolled around picking up a leaflet here,
picking up a lost program there.

Eventually she sauntered passed a stall that
was promoting RC-154, there were a few people surrounding a screen.
Harper had to stand on her toes to see what was happening. There
was a rendering of a brain, apparently as part of some sort of
computer game, different area’s lit up with different colors. She
didn’t know the purpose, but the onlookers appeared to be quite
invested in the game, cheering and encouraging the one behind the
controller.

‘Excuse me.’ Someone said tapping on her
shoulder.

It was a young man in a suit, in his late
twenties early thirties maybe. His face was small and he had a
little bit of acne that he tried to hide behind a
three-day-stubble.

‘What’s your name?’ The man asked. ‘I’m Roger
by the way,’ he held out his hand.

Harper hesitated for a moment. He didn’t look
like one of her regular fans. She tried to come up with a fake
name, but she got nervous and introduced herself as Harper
anyway.

‘Harper.’ He repeated. ‘Who do you work for?
Are you here to be like I model in one of these boots or something?
A pretty face to lure in customers?’

She shook her head.

‘I’m so sorry, so your an actual guest? You
look so young. I’m terribly sorry. How old are you if you don’t
mind me asking?’

‘Twenty two.’ She said.

‘So you’re an intern?’

She nodded.

‘Private practice or psych ward?’

‘What do you do?’ She asked.

‘I’m here to inform people about RC-154.’

‘O, about the dangers?’ Harper asked.

The people surrounding the game were cheering
loudly and now they pushed someone else forward to give it a go.
Both Harper and Roger looked at them.

‘RC-154 has less side effects than any other
psychiatric drug.’ He said. ‘You know the benzodiazapines can be
really addictive, Xanax and Prozac can cause suicidal thoughts, the
anti-psychotics cause a tremor and eventually Parkinson. RC-154 has
no side effects like that at all.’

Harper looked around and saw a sign for the
toilets, she still needed a mirror so she could put on her make-up,
but this guy kept talking to her. Well it wasn’t a conversation. He
was just rambling on this rehearsed monologue, a sales pitch, he
wasn’t even that good of a sales man, he didn’t ask her questions,
he didn’t engage her in the conversation, he didn’t even check to
see if she was authorized to purchase and prescribe drugs to
clients.

‘Other drugs work like aspirin,’ he said,
‘you just take it and then throughout your whole body the pain is
numbed. Those drugs don’t have a way to localize where they need to
go. RC-154 has thy dihypoxy-localizer component, so only the
insular cortex, the anterior cingulate cortex and medial prefrontal
cortex are affected. The drugs know where to go, so you don’t need
to flush the patients system to get any blood concentration. It
targets the right portions of the brain and then through verbal
surgery you can remove any psychiatric disorder.’

Harper nodded. She wondered how she could get
rid of this person.

‘When you think about hypnotherapy, you
immediately think about those big weirdo’s going on silent
retreats, taking alternative medicine and herbal remedies.’

Harper didn’t think about that at all.
Hypnotherapy made her think of hypnosis, and Benjamin and then that
made her horny.

‘EEEEEHHHH, wrong!’ The guy said. ‘RC-154
turns hypnosis into a reality. No more endless conversations about
any troublesome youth, no more slow grind, no more relapses, no
more hard work trying to get a patient to be self-aware. In fact
RC-154 makes them even less self-aware. With the help of RC-154 you
just put them into this hypnotic trance and you tell them their not
depressed anymore and bam... depression fixed.

‘Really?’ Harper said interested. ‘So it
hypnotizes you?’ She asked.

‘The drug brings a patient in a susceptible
state of mind, which makes hypnotherapy performed on these patients
like a thousand percent more effective. After just one session 94%
of the patients report on improvement of their mental health, and a
6 months later 86% reports on lasting long term positive
effects.’

‘Wow.’ Harper said frowning. ‘That’s
amazing.’

‘It is.’ The sales rep said. ‘It truly is a
miracle. In fact I would say, not offering RC-154 to your patients
would just needlessly perpetuate their suffering. I would even go
as far as to say not prescribing RC-154 is sadistic, it’s torture
and power abuse.’

Harper rolled her eyes. ‘That seems a bit
excessive.’ She said.

‘Not if you truly grasp what miracles can be
achieved with this drug.’

‘Okay then.’ She said.

‘Here, take a free pen, take my card.’ He
grabbed some stuff from the table and pushed it into her hands.
‘Here’s some additional information.’ He said handing her a
leaflet. ‘You want a baseball cap as well?’ He asked.

Harper shook her head.

‘I thought so, you don’t really seem like a
cap wearing kind of gal. Here take this.’ He handed her a pyramid
shaped object that had the logo printed on the side.

‘What’s this?’ Harper asked turning the
pyramid around in her hand. ‘Maybe it was just the ugliest
paperweight she’d ever seen.

‘This is to promote our new RC-154-XR,’ Roger
said. A few of the people that had been looking at the game now
turned around and started listening to him as well. Roger noticed
his audience was growing.

‘It has the extended release so the effects
of the drugs will last for up to four hours, for those patients
with the more complex diagnosis or the co-morbid diagnoses. Also we
plan to release a series of DVDs soon, either for institutions to
use and to help large groups of patients at once in group therapy,
or the patient can just pop it into their DVD player at home. It’s
going to revolutionize the way we cope with mental health issues
all over the world. Mental health won’t be a luxury item for the
rich and wealthy anymore, it will be available for everyone,
everywhere.’

‘So what will those DVDs cost?’ A bystander
asked.

‘We’re starting with a simple series tackling
the five most common issues depression, social anxiety, panic
attacks, eating disorders and nicotine addictions. Those DVDs will
be sold at four ninety nine.’

‘4 dollar 99 or 499 dollars?’ Someone asked,
but the sales rep didn’t answer. He kept on talking about the DVDs,
and the disorders they would tackle later this year. More and more
people had gathered around. Harper shuffled backwards into the
crowd until Roger couldn’t see her anymore, then she turned around
and headed for the toilets.

In front of the mirror she examined at the
plastic pyramid, she heard something rattling inside. She studied
all sides of it until she found a little slide, when she pushed it
a hatch opened and a pill came gliding out. A pink triangular pill
rested on the palm of her hand, the letters XR stamped on top.

For a moment Harper felt inclined to pop the
pill in her mouth, but Benjamin wasn’t here to take care of her, he
wasn’t here to hypnotize her and she didn’t want to become all
vulnerable and loosing her inhibitions amongst these strangers.

She put the pill back in the plastic pyramid,
that seemed impractically large a box to hold just the one pill,
and she put the pyramid in her purse. She got her make-up out, but
before she put the foundation on her face she looked at herself.
She smiled at the girl she saw in the mirror, she didn’t look half
bad without make-up, she actually looked quite cute. Still she put
her make-up on.

On the wall of the bathroom there was a
machine that sold condoms. She glanced at it a few times. Just the
three pack, she put some coins in the machine and picked a condom
that was called feather feeling. Then she went back out there
again.

She sat down on a bench, attended a few
lectures and panels just to do something, but most of it went over
her head. People left their leaflets and their empty cups of coffee
everywhere. Also she saw a few abandoned pyramids resting on the
window sill. She walked by and put them in her bag. Benjamin was
nowhere to be found. So then she just made it her job to find all
the pyramids that people had left behind and forgotten about.

Eventually it was time for Benjamin’s
lecture. She shuffled inside with the crowd and found a place on
the end of a row.

‘We have a very special guest for you right
now. He worked on the team that developed RC-154. He was right
there when it was invented and he’s here to tell you why you
shouldn’t prescribe it, a warm welcome to Benjamin.’

A polite applause sounded from the audience
and there Benjamin was, walking on stage in his suit. Harper felt
her heart fluttering as she saw him. He was gorgeous. There were
hundreds of people in this room right now, but she was the only one
who had seen him naked. She knew what his penis looked like, she
stared at his crotch and imagined his hard-on, the thick shaft with
the slight curve, the shiny pinkish tip. She was blushing and her
pussy started to get warm. From the corner of her eye she looked at
the person sitting next to her, but that guy didn’t pay attention
to her at all.

Benjamin showed some slides of the brain, he
also mentioned some cortex. Harper wasn’t really sure whether that
was the same cortex the sales rep mentioned, probably so. She
didn’t understand most of what he was saying, but he looked so cute
standing up there and talking to a room full of people. So
impressive and so smart, Harper smiled. She was proud of him, she
realized.

‘Take anxiety for example,’ Benjamin said,
‘you can’t just tell someone they aren’t afraid anymore, and be
done with it. Fear is important because fear keeps us safe. Without
fear someone may take unnecessary risks, they may hurt themselves
or even others because they don’t have that internal warning that
something is dangerous.

So you might be able to take away someones
fear, but then you’ll burden them with a new symptom. You’ll have
to be very very specific in how you word the suggestions you give
to your patient, don’t say “you won’t be afraid anymore,” but
instead say “you will be able to accurately assess a situation, you
recognize when there’s danger and you need to be afraid, you will
be able to recognize when a situation is safe and you will be able
to relax.”

However if someone simply doesn’t have an
accurate framework of reference for recognizing when to be afraid
and when to be safe, you can’t just assume that information will
appear, you can’t make someone smarter than they are. You can’t
just pop a pill in their mouth and tell them they now have an IQ of
160 and they suddenly have all this information and references in
their head that they’d never seen before.’

Benjamin kept on talking and talking. He
talked about how sadness and grief was just part of being human and
you shouldn’t take away the ability to be sad from someone. He
talked about what it meant to be human and how RC-154 was
dehumanizing.

He also talked about how they claimed the
drug wasn’t addictive. He said: ‘There’s no physical dependence,
that’s true, but it’s very easy to develop an emotional dependency.
I heard people describe their experience while on this medication
as if they were on some sort of recreational hard drug, they feel
happy, careless, free, high, the loose track of reality. Fantasy
and reality starts to mingle. It’s a drug where you can direct your
own trip. This drug has already popped up at several illegal hard
house parties because of how good someone feels after taking them,
but trust me, because of the susceptibility that comes with it,
that creates a nation of teens who’s personality is quite literally
shaped by the music they listened to. A few months ago there were
two people wounded at one of those illegal raves because someone
had taken RC-154 recreationally and then a song came on with the
lyrics: “Blow a kiss, fire a gun, I just need someone to lean on,”
and this guy just fired his gun into the crowd.’

A shocked sound traveled through the
audience. Someone interrupted. ‘If we had better gun laws and there
were no guns allowed that wouldn’t have happened.’

The people started mumbling louder and louder
until Benjamin started talking again.

‘Another problem I have with these drug is
the way it’s prescribed. I don’t deny the amazing possibilities it
brings to the world of psychotherapy. But it should be a one time
drug, and when the patient is under influence of this drug the
therapists should be always there to supervise and to control the
external stimuli the patient is exposed to. There shouldn’t be a
background song on the radio, there shouldn’t be a receptionist
walking in with some question, there should always be at least two
therapists watching over the patients, to avoid abuse or mistakes,
and that simply not how it’s prescribed right now. I’ve heard about
patients who get prescription to take one a day, at home,
unsupervised... so who’s introducing the suggestions then? The
television? The neighbors?’

Harper was distracted by a ladybug that
crawled over the chair in front of her, she put her finger in front
of the bug and tried to get it to walk onto her hand. A few times
the bug turned around and just walked the other way, but eventually
it took a few cautious steps onto her finger. Harper brought her
hand closer to her face so she could count the spots on his back
and it flew away.

Harper leaned back and started fantasizing
about tonight, Benjamin would grab her and kiss her, he would
hypnotize her and everything would be alright. Maybe she could
convince him to let her take the RC-154 and then her hypnotic
experience would be even better.

She was ripped out of her day dreams when the
person next to her stood up from his chair and started talking into
a microphone. Harper looked around to figure out what was going on.
Apparently the lecture had ended and now there was the opportunity
to ask questions. The guy next to her wanted to know what Benjamin
thought about the DVDs that would be released soon.

Benjamin answered that he liked the idea,
since it’s so incredibly important that the stimuli introduced to
the patient are carefully curated and reviewed, but he hadn’t seen
any of the actual DVDs so he couldn’t make an accurate judgment. He
answered a few more questions and then most of the people started
leaving. Some people however walked up to the stage and had a
little chat with Benjamin.

Harper didn’t know what to do. She kept
sitting on her chair staring in his direction, eventually he looked
back at her and waved, yet he didn’t come her way until all the
other people had left.

‘And?’ He asked. ‘What did you think?’

‘You were great.’ She said. ‘You did really
well.’

She hoped they would be going back to the
hotel room now, but Benjamin wanted to talk to some more people, so
Harper just hung around the convention hall collecting a few more
abandoned pyramids. She sat down on a bench and started daydreaming
again. Someone came up to her and recognized her from Harper’s
Charm. It was a man in his 50s, apparently his daughter watched her
video’s and he wanted to take a picture. Harper felt icky about it,
his daughter might as well be an excuse, maybe he watched her sex
tape, maybe he just wanted to take a picture so he could pretend on
social media that he’d slept with her too.

‘No pictures.’ Harper said. ‘What’s your
daughters name though?’

‘Michelle.’

‘What does she do?’

The guy squinted. ‘You mean for a job? She’s
a sophomore.’

‘I’ll could write her a note or
something.’

Now the guy frowned and tilted his head.
‘What’s wrong with you?’ He asked.

‘That’s rude.’ Harper said.

‘Slut.’ The guy said as he turned around and
walked away. Harper stared at him, until she couldn’t see him
anymore. She looked at her own clothes, she tried to pull her skirt
down a bit. She was trembling and her heart was racing. Suddenly
she felt like everyone here saw the sex tape, everyone here had
seen her naked, they all thought she was a slut. She could see it
in their faces, she could see it in they way they walked past her,
pretending not even to notice she was there, turning away in
disgust.

Her heart was beating so fast it was getting
hard to breath, it felt like she was having a heart attack. She
would die right here right now on this bench, and tomorrow it would
be all over the internet. She needed help, someone needed to call
an ambulance. Her mouth felt dry and there was a big lump in her
throat. She didn’t want to draw anymore attention to herself, maybe
she was just having a panic attack. It was probably just another
panic attack. She took a deep breath and started to count, four
counts inhale, eight counts exhale.

‘Are you okay?’ A lady bend over to her and
put a hand on Harper’s shoulder.

‘No, not really.’ Harper said gasping for
air.

‘Do I need to call someone for you?’

A few more people were now gathering around
her. ‘What’s wrong with her?’ One of the bystanders asked. Without
warning another bystander sat down on the bench with her.

‘She’s having a panic attack.’ ‘Are you sure?
Isn’t she just hyperventilating?’ ‘Maybe both.’ ‘I had a patient
once that always hyperventilated so much during a panic attack she
made herself throw up.’ ‘I’ll bet she’s just having a panic
attack.’

Someone told her to breath. She shook her
head, she was trying, didn’t they see she was trying? Even more
people arrived, someone from the organization asked what was going
on, and then someone from security arrived. They tried to break up
the clique of onlookers.

‘Can you walk?’ Someone asked. ‘Let’s get her
into an office, somewhere quiet.’

Harper nodded, an office away from this
circus sounded nice. For a convention on psychiatry very few people
seem to understand that mobbing her during a panic attack wouldn’t
be helpful. Now they were tugging on her, trying to get her to
stand up.

‘Just leave me alone.’ Harper said. ‘Don’t
touch me.’

A man emerged from the crowd. It took a
moment before she recognized him, in his fancy suit and his slick
hair. But when she realized it was Benjamin, she jumped in his arms
and wrapped her arms and legs around him.

‘It’s okay, Harper.’ He said. ‘Calm down now.
It’s okay.’

She hid her face in his shoulder and didn’t
say a thing. Her eyes started watering, maybe she was crying
although she didn’t feel sad. She didn’t feel anything. It was as
if there was a disconnect between her and everything else. She
clung to him.

People were still talking about that office
just around the corner, where things would be more quiet. Benjamin
stroke her back and told her to put her feet on the ground, he told
her to stand up, but she didn’t listen. She clung onto him, so
eventually he carried her like a baby monkey to the office.

He put her down in a swivel chair and pulled
her arms away from his neck.

‘You need anything? A glass of water or
something.’ Someone asked.

‘I’ll take it from here. I got this.’
Benjamin said. ‘Thank you though.’

He squatted down in front of her, held her
knee and studied her face. ‘Calm down. Deep breaths.’ He told
her.

‘I know. I know.’ Harper said. ‘Don’t you
think I’m trying.’

He started breathing theatrically slow and
after a while she indeed calmed down a bit, but the disconnected
panic she felt apparently acted like a dam holding her other
feelings in place, because the moment it started to fade that dam
broke through and she started crying inconsolably.

‘It’s okay.’ Benjamin said. ‘Just let it out
kiddo.’

‘I’m a slut.’ She said. ‘I’m a horrible
monster. I’m going to hell. The guy probably didn’t have a daughter
anyway.’

‘What guy? Benjamin asked. For a moment
Harper was jolted out of her own sadness realizing Benjamin sounded
angry.

‘I...’ she said, the sorrow and anguish
quickly took over again. She shook her head. ‘The guy.’ She said.
‘I don’t know.’

‘Do you see “the guy” right now in this
room?’ Benjamin asked.

‘No off course not.’ Harper said. ‘I’m not
crazy. Just... this guy, just now... he wanted a picture for his
daughter, but he didn’t have a daughter, I’ll bet. He just jerked
off to that sex tape and when I didn’t want to take a picture with
him, he called me a slut.’

‘What a nincompoop.’ Benjamin said.

Harper giggled. ‘Yeah, he’s a total
nincompoop.’

Benjamin laughed too.

‘Feeling better?’ Benjamin asked.

Harper nodded and shook her head. ‘I guess,’
she said. ‘In any case better than a moment ago, but I still
feel... I don’t even know what I feel.’

‘When did you last eat?’ Benjamin asked.
‘Let’s get some food in you.’

He got up and hold out his hand. Harper
grabbed his fingers and he pulled her out of the chair. ‘What do
you want to eat.’ He asked.

‘Room service.’ Harper said.

‘Yeah?’ He asked. ‘They got anything good
here?’

She shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘I
don’t care. I just... I don’t feel like going out.’

 





Chapter 38: Benjamin

She was sitting on the bed in a hotel bathrobe. It
had slipped open and quite a bit of her thigh was exposed. Her hair
still wet from the shower she just took. She stuck some fries in
her mouth.

‘Aren’t you hungry?’ She asked him gesturing
towards his plate.

He nodded and put a bite in his mouth as he
was chewing he looked at her again. Her face without make-up, her
pouting lips sucking a drop of ketchup from her wrist, the V-neck
of the bathrobe, the tightly knotted waistband.

All day he’d imagined they would fuck
tonight, all day long he’d obsessively checked his bag to make sure
he hadn’t lost the condoms. Now she just had a panic attack, maybe
she was more vulnerable than he realized. It was... the moment
downstairs when she wrapped herself around him, it... he didn’t
know what to make of his own feelings. He liked it loads, it made
his heart melt, he wanted more and more and more of it, it was
addictive. Although it was the worst kind of addiction, because it
meant he was addicted to Harper not feeling well, and he loved her,
he wanted her to feel happy and good.

‘What?’ She said. She turned towards him, her
mouth filled with food. ‘Why are you looking at me like that? Why
aren’t you eating? I’m fine, honestly. I just had a panic attack,
no big deal, I had it under control if those people wouldn’t have
all started to interfere.’

‘Good.’ Benjamin said. ‘Good. Yeah, that’s
good.’

She tilted her head and studied his face.
Then she reached out to his forehead and put her greasy fingers up
against it. ‘Are you okay?’ She asked. ‘Are you feeling ill?’

He pushed her fingers away and rubbed his
forehead clean with a napkin. ‘I’m fine.’ He said, way more
irritated than he’d intended too. ‘I’m sorry.’ He said. ‘I’m just
tired probably. Tired and hungry.’

‘Well there’s food right there.’ She said
pointing to his plate.

He put another few bites in his mouth plunged
into thought.

‘I bought some condoms.’ She said. Her voice
breaking through the silence.

‘Me too.’ He said.

She started giggling. ‘Good.’ She said. ‘So
we’re doing this?’

‘Uhm...’ Benjamin said. ‘Maybe. I think so,
yes.’

‘That sounds enthusiastic.’

Benjamin stared at his plate and picked up a
few peas to put them in his mouth. ‘I’m sorry.’ He said. ‘I...’

‘You don’t have to if you don’t want to.’
Harper said.

‘I want to.’ Benjamin said. ‘I’m just nervous
I guess.’

Harper nodded. ‘Me too.’ She said. ‘Like...
you know, my tummy is fluttering and I know technically I had sex
with Stephen, but that’s not a happy memory. I would rather think
about this as if... you know I want to remember this as my first
time, as if I’m loosing my virginity to you.’

A rush of hormones incapacitated him, his
cock bulged in his pants, his heart fluttering in his chest. ‘Yes.’
He mumbled. ‘Yes.’

‘I thought maybe you can hypnotize me. So you
make me forget all about Stephen.

‘I’ll make you...’ Forget about stupid
Stephen anyway, he’d wanted to say. But halfway through his
sentence he stopped.

Harper leaned into him, her chin resting on
his shoulder. She kicked over her empty plate and a smudge of
ketchup spotted the blankets.

‘Sorry.’ She said without moving or
attempting to wipe it clean. Her hand resting on his knee,
caressing him, moving higher and higher up his leg, as if he
wouldn’t notice if she moved real slowly. Of course he noticed, he
couldn’t think about anything else, but her fingers fondling his
thigh.

‘Then I’ll be your little girl and you can
introduce me to sex, you can teach me and show me how it’s supposed
to be done. You can tell me that it is supposed to feel good and
that I’m allowed to feel horny. You know?’

He nodded. ‘And if you’re my little girl,
than I’m your...’

‘My daddy.’ She said.

‘Yes.’ He said. ‘Yeah, yes, okay. We can do
that. We can definitely do that, yes.’ There was a sudden shyness
in his chest.

‘And then I was thinking,’ Harper said. ‘I
could take some RC-154 to enhance the hypnosis and make it feel
even more real.’

Benjamin closed his eyes for a moment. No, he
needed to say no to this idea, it was irresponsible, it was
dangerous, yet he didn’t want to say no, he just wanted to be with
her, he wanted to give her everything she desired. His little girl,
he would spoil his little girl to bits. ‘I don’t have any RC with
me.’ He said.

‘I have.’ She said.

She got up out of bed. While she was rumbling
through her bag, he collected the plates and put them back on the
trolley. With a napkin he tried to clean up the spilled ketchup,
but he was only rubbing the sauce into the fibers, creating and
even bigger smudge. He crumpled up the napkin and threw it on the
trolley too.

‘Here.’ Harper said. She showed him a couple
of plastic pyramids. She opened one of the pyramids and a
triangular pink pill slid out. It indeed resembled and RC-154
pill.

‘Where did you get that?’ He asked while
snatching the pill from the palm of her hand. He studied it, there
were letters etched in and XR.

‘The guy at the convention gave it to me.’
She said.

‘That nincompoop that called you a slut?’
Benjamin asked.

‘No, the one in the boot, the sales rep. It’s
the new RC-154-XR, which has extended release so... that’s... I
don’t know, better or something.’

Benjamin held the pill up to the light then
he stuck out is tongue and licked the little pill it tasted minty.
He popped it into his mouth and bit it in two.

‘What are you doing?’ Harper asked
startled.

He smiled.

‘Here.’ He said throwing her one of the other
pyramids. ‘Take one.’

‘But... you said... in your presentation, we
can’t both be taking them, someone needs to curate the stimuli, I
don’t know how to do that.’

‘They’re just mints.’ Benjamin said. ‘Do you
really think they are allowed to give away real medication as part
of a promotional campaign?’

‘But...’ Disillusioned she grabbed another
pyramid. ‘Okay, I didn’t think about it like that.’ She said. ‘I
was just...’ She shrugged. She studied the pyramid she was holding
and then threw it off the bed. ‘It’s a stupid marketing campaign
and wasteful. All that plastic, just to hold one little mint.’ She
threw the other pyramids on the ground too.

‘I’m guessing it’s just a play at their
slogan.’ Benjamin said. ‘One pill, monumental change. Monument.
Pyramid.’

‘It’s stupid.’ She said.

Benjamin nodded. ‘It is.’

For a moment he studied her face. She seemed
disappointed. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into
his chest. ‘Don’t worry.’ He said. ‘I’ll still hypnotize you. I’ll
still deflower you and it will feel amazing. You don’t need those
pills.’

‘But...’ she said. ‘I want it to be real. I
don’t want to know that it’s just pretend.’

‘It isn’t pretend.’ He said. ‘You’re feelings
are real, aren’t they?’

‘But I’ll know... I know that I’ll just be
hypnotized to believe it’s real and then I’ll start thinking about
that, and then my thinking messes up the hypnosis even more and
then... then everything is ruined.’

‘Listen.’ Benjamin said, he pushed a strand
of hair behind her ear, but it escaped and continued dangling in
front of her cheek. ‘I can make you believer whatever you want, and
then I can make you forget I made you believe that. However you’ll
always be able to break out of trance if you need to, if you want
to stop. Otherwise it won’t be safe, it wouldn’t be ethical.’

Harper stared up at him, her eyes big and
begging, she lifted her chin and kissed him on the mouth, her lips
softly bumping into his. He cupped her face and kissed her
back.

‘Okay,’ she mumbled against his lips. ‘Let’s
do it like that.’

‘You’re great at being hypnotized, kiddo,’ he
said, ‘you’ll be –

He didn’t have a chance to finish his
sentence, because her lips were already pushing against his mouth
again, her tongue swirling around his. Her body melted into his
arms, she snuggled close to him. He was getting so horny himself he
doubted he would have the patience to first hypnotize her. He ran
his hands over her back, her waist, his fingers grazing her
butt.

Her breathing irregular and she let out a
little moan. Her hands grasping his neck, his back, as if she was
clinging on to him for dear life. They could’ve been kissing for
hours, or for just a few minutes.

‘Talk to me.’ She said. ‘Let’s do this.’

‘Are you comfortable?’ He asked.

For a moment they’d readjusted their body
parts, Benjamin leaned into the headboard and Harper leaned into
him. Her eyes already closed, eagerly listening to whatever he was
about to say. He softly stroke her cheek, in awe by her face, how
pretty she was, how young and innocent and sweet she was, and how
ready she was to surrender to him. He planted a little kiss on her
forehead.

‘Take a deep breath.’ He said. ‘Slowly in,
and slowly out.’ He started his regular induction and soon he felt
her body relax in his arms. The eager look on her face changed into
an expression of peace and calm.

‘In a moment I’m going to help you turn into
a little girl,’ he said. ‘but whenever you want to stop, just say
so, and whenever the hypnosis is over all hypnotic suggestions will
fade away and disappear and you’ll be happy to return to being the
awesome, intelligent, lovable, amazing, adult Harper that you are
right now.’

 





Chapter 39: Harper

She was sinking deeper and deeper. She didn’t
consciously register what his voice was saying, but it didn’t
matter. His words were meant for her subconscious anyway. She could
just enjoyed this floaty drifting feeling. It was almost as if she
was sleeping, but not really, because... she didn’t want to think
about the difference between sleep and hypnotic trance, she just
wanted to treasure every moment of this.

‘Open your eyes now, sweetheart.’

Harper felt like she wasn’t ready to open her
eyes yet, she didn’t want to open her eyes she just wanted to lay
close to her daddy. She smiled because she noticed she’d thought
daddy instead of Benjamin. She rubbed her eyes and started
blinking, the lights were way too bright. Somewhat disoriented
she’d looked around. In the back of her mind she recognized the
hotel room, she knew she was here with Benjamin and she knew
Benjamin had hypnotized her, but it was very very easy to push
those thoughts to the side, to just lock them away and the stay in
the moment.

Daddy. She was with her daddy, he was here,
he was looking out for her and she felt save. Her tummy was just so
full of love for her daddy.

‘Good morning, sweetheart.’ Her daddy
said.

Harper shook her head. ‘It isn’t morning.’
She said.

‘You’re right, it isn’t morning yet.’

‘So we don’t have to get out of bed yet,
right daddy?’

The tightest hug ever, his arms around her,
his chest pressing against her, so tight she couldn’t breath.

‘I’m sorry.’ Her daddy said when he let go of
her. ‘I’m just so happy that I couldn’t help myself.’

‘I can’t help myself either.’ Harper said.
She climbed up on his lap and wrapped her arms around his neck. She
vaguely noticed he had a bulge in his pants, her boobs were
squeezed into his chest and she gave him lots of tiny butterfly
kisses all over his face.

He was groaning helplessly as if he just
couldn’t process so much love and affection, she liked it so she
kept on kissing him.

‘Do you love daddy so much?’ He asked. ‘Do
you love daddy a thousand kisses much?’

‘No.’ Her voice sounding higher pitched and
younger than usual. ‘I love you a million kisses much!’ She said
cheery.

‘Wow, that’s a lot.’ He smiled. His finger
softly caressed her cheek.

‘Maybe you’ll love daddy so much that little
girl kisses aren’t enough, maybe you need to give daddy a
grown-up’s kiss.’

‘Yeah.’ She said. ‘I want that, how do I do
that?’ She heard herself ask. It was as if her mouth was deeper
hypnotized than she was, because she had a very strong suspicion
that a grown-up’s kiss just meant using their tongues. She closed
her eyes for a moment, she pushed those thoughts away and she
allowed herself to sink even deeper into being the little girl she
wanted to be.

‘Tell me daddy.’ She said.

‘I’ll show you.’ He cupped the back of her
head and pressed his lips against hers. His tongue slipped into her
mouth. It was as if she’d never felt a tongue in her mouth before.
It was slippery and wet with saliva. Curiously she stuck out her
own tongue and pressed it into his, touching it, exploring it,
experiencing a grown-up’s kiss for the very first time.

Warm and soft and denting. Their tongues
moving around each other. ‘Good girl,’ Daddy said softly stroking
her hair, ‘That’s my girl.’ His hand moved down to her lower back
and he pulled her even closer to him. It was like magic, her entire
body started tingling, she felt good, she felt happy down there in
between her legs, she felt sensations she couldn’t describe. Her
body just flushed with happiness, with magic happiness, that’s how
she called it. It felt even better if she pushed herself against
her daddy. So she moved her hips and rubbed herself against
him.

‘Does that feel good?’ Daddy asked.

She nodded. He put his hands on her butt and
guided her rhythm.

‘It feels... it feels...’ She was searching
for the right word. ‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘Like wow.’

‘You don’t know what that is, do you?’ Daddy
asked. ‘That’s okay, you’re a little girl still, little girls don’t
know everything yet, that’s okay. All you need to know is how good
it feels. Does it feel good?’

She nodded enthusiastically. ‘Mega!’ She
said. ‘A mega million magic good.’

He pulled her closer and kissed her again,
his hand slipped under her skirt fondling her bum. Harper felt
dizzy with love, with pleasure, with sensations she couldn’t name.
She closed her eyes and let the moment wash over her. Her mouth was
looking for something to suckle on so she started to nibble on his
lower lip. Panting louder and louder, the pleasures filling her
body, taking over her mind.

‘Daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy.’ She
mumbled.

‘It’s okay, sweetheart, daddy is right here.’
A soothing voice said. ‘Daddy is not going anywhere, daddy is not
leaving you, you need your daddy.’ He unbuttoned her shirt and
unhooked her bra.

‘You’re so beautiful.’ Daddy said. He cupped
her naked boob protectively and just held it in the palm of his
hand while he kissed her again, softly rubbing his thumb over her
nipple. It felt a bit ticklish but not in a way that made her
squirm and scream, it was more like ticklish in a bewitching way.
All her attention was sucked towards that one simple movement, that
one caress. She looked down at her own chest, she saw his thumb
stroking her. The effects of that little touch radiating through
her body, making her pant and moan.

A moment later his mouth was wrapped around
her breast, his tongue toying with her nipple, making those
sensations even more intense, the pleasure growing and growing. She
was swaying and moaning, and about to loose control completely. She
wanted to warn her daddy that something was about to happen, but no
words came from her mouth, just moaning.

Then she just snapped. The world turned black
and disappeared, there was just this pulse of pleasure that
exploded from her nipple and grew into the size of the entire
universe.

She was completely out if it. When the
feelings ebbed away and she opened her eyes she felt dazed and
disoriented still. She had fallen over apparently and now she was
just laying on the bed, staring up in Benjamin’s face.

‘Daddy?’ She asked.

‘That’s right. I’m your daddy.’

‘What happened?’

‘You had an orgasm baby girl, an orgasm in
your nipple because you liked it so much when daddy’s tongue
touched you there.’ He said, while rubbing his thumb over her
nipple once more, again the tingling pleasures started to build
up.

‘I remember.’ She said. ‘I remember
daddy.’

‘Good girl.’ He said.

She liked it when he called her a good girl,
it was like a warm blanket wrapped around her whenever he said
that. ‘I want to be a good girl.’ She said.

‘You are a good girl already. You don’t have
to do anything, you don’t have to be anything, just be you and
you’re already perfect.’

She smiled.

Her daddy tried to take her skirt of, but he
had forgotten to unzip it, so no matter how much he pulled on it,
it didn’t slide across her hips. For a moment she just laid there
on her back, after all she was just a little girl and he was her
daddy, he would figure it out eventually, wouldn’t he?

But then she wanted to hug him again, and
kiss him again. She lifted her hips and twisted the skirt around so
the zipper was facing forward. A moment later her skirt was thrown
across the room. He hooked his fingers behind her panties and those
ended up somewhere on the floor too.

‘Open your legs.’ He said.

‘Why? What are we doing daddy?’ Again she
realized her mouth was younger and more hypnotized than she
actually was. She wasn’t pretending, it was a real question and
there was also a real sense of wonder and curiosity in her chest,
but at she same time she knew full well what was happening. Well
she wasn’t sure whether he would put his fingers inside, or whether
he would go down on her, or if it was time to fuck already, but she
didn’t care, he could do anything he wanted with her, and she would
just lay here in front of him, with her legs spread apart
encouraging him, enjoying him.

His fingers caressing her inner thighs,
moving closer and closer to her pussy, it started tingling in
anticipation. As the tingling pleasures become more and more
intense, those pleasures started to control her body, they made her
pant and squirm and moving her pussy around, trying to rub herself
against his fingers, against his arm, against anything.

‘When little girls grow up they’ll start to
get these special feelings in between their legs.’ Her daddy
explained. ‘Those feelings are very nice and very natural, but for
little girls who haven’t experienced those feelings before, it can
be a bit confusing. They may think there’s something wrong with
them, or maybe someone has told them they aren’t suppose to feel
it, but you shouldn’t listen to those people sweetheart, these
feelings are completely natural.’ He slipped a finger inside and
she gasped for air. She moaned whenever he moved his finger deeper
inside. ‘It just means my little girl is growing up and becoming a
woman.’ He said. ‘So daddy is here to help you, daddy is here to
guide you, so you won’t be confused and scared and so you won’t
think there’s anything wrong with you.’

He kept on talking, but very little of his
words actually made it into her brain, her brain was completely
shut down, there was just pussy. Pussy and finger and finger and
pussy. Like those two body parts were made for each other. Harper
closed her eyes and drifted off in this sea of pleasure, waves
rocking her up and down, soothingly and incredibly arousing.

‘When little girls are growing up, that spot
in between your legs is preparing itself for a penis. You know what
a penis is, baby girl?’

She nodded.

‘You do?’ He asked surprised. His finger
stopped moving and Harper opened her eyes confused about what was
going on and why he had stopped. She looked at his hand in between
her legs that remained motionless and then she looked up at his
face.

‘You know what a cock is?’ He asked.

She stared at him for a moment and then she
grabbed his wrist, trying to pull his finger deeper inside her,
tilting her hips, moving her hips. ‘Daddy.’ She said whining.
‘Daddy please.’

‘It’s okay sweetheart.’ He said. His finger
started moving again and she fell back in the mattress with a
satisfied sigh. She couldn’t keep her eyes open, the pleasures were
too intense, her eyes rolled up and away, and soon she was panting
and moaning again.

‘Look at this.’ Daddy said, maybe a few
seconds later, maybe a few hours later. When she opened her eyes
she saw his finger glistening. ‘Daddy’s finger is all wet,’ He
said, ‘that’s your special spot telling daddy you’re ready for his
cock. You may not know what that means sweetheart, but your pussy
knows, because that’s how nature has created our bodies. You want
to taste?’

He slipped his wet finger into her mouth, and
for a moment she suckled on it, it tasted slightly sweet and
slightly salty, she suckled on his finger until the taste had
completely disappeared and she was just tasting his skin. Still she
continued to suck his finger, it made her feel calm and safe. There
had been so much tension on her body from all the pleasure and
arousal, but now she relaxed a bit. Her muscles relaxed, her
breathing calmed down.

Daddy removed his finger and stepped out of
the bed.

‘Ouch. Dammit.’

Harper was startled. The fuzziness in her
mind faded and she sat up. ‘What’s wrong?’ She asked. ‘What
happened?’

Benjamin looked over his shoulder. ‘It’s
nothing, just relax babygirl. Daddy stepped on a stupid pyramid,
just breath deeply now, deeper and deeper, younger and younger.’ He
kept on mumbling all the while he kicked those pyramids to the
side. She felt herself slip back, the haze coming back, the
fuzziness coming back, and then she was floating in this little
girl space again. Her daddy took his clothes off and soon she would
see his naked body. It was like her body already knew, like her
pussy already knew, daddy was right, her pussy knew more than she
did.

She looked at his chest, his six pack, the
thing between his legs that stuck out forward and bounced upwards.
When he turned around to get something from his bag, she could see
his beautiful round ass. She didn’t just want to look at him, she
wanted to be close to him, to touch him.

‘Daddy.’ She said. ‘Daddy, come here please,
daddy.’

‘One moment, sweety, be right there.’ When he
finally came back to the bed he had a colorful box in his hand that
he put down on the mattress, and he knelt close to her. He grabbed
the thing that was between his legs and showed it to her.

‘Look.’ He said. ‘This is daddy’s cock.’

‘Cock.’ She said as she reach out to touch
it. With the tip over her finger she grazed the soft pinkish skin.
‘Cock.’ She said again.

‘That’s right, that’s daddy’s cock. You can
hold it if you want.’ He moved his own hand to make way for her,
she folded her fingers around his cock, the skin was warm, softly
throbbing and twitching in her hand. She closed her fingers even
tighter around it, so it wouldn’t escape. He guided her hand back
and forth. ‘When you go like this, you give daddy all those magical
feelings too, just like when daddy puts a finger inside of you.’ He
said.

She nodded and kept moving her hand up and
down in the same rhythm. He had this look of delight on his face, a
look of ecstasy. His breathing irregular, his lips slightly
parted.

‘Good girl.’ He mumbled. ‘Good girl. If you
want to you can take daddy’s cock in your mouth, to help daddy feel
even better.’

She nodded. He knelt over her face and
suddenly she saw his butt from really up close, the pinkish skin,
the black hairs growing all over it. He guided the cock in her
mouth and then he bent forward so his mouth could kiss her pussy.
‘Now you make daddy feel good, and daddy helps you to feel good.’
He said. He pressed his tongue against her skin and she closed her
eyes again, the tingling pleasures were just so intense it was hard
to focus on anything else. He was moving his cock in and out of her
mouth, now and again she had the awareness to close her lips around
it, or to swirl her tongue against his skin, but a moment later he
had distracted her again. Her legs and hips twitching spastic as
the pleasures kept increasing, getting more and more intense, a
warm glow in her pussy, in her tummy, a warmth glowing in her
chest. She was overwhelmed with feelings she hadn’t felt before.
Her eyes started burning and suddenly she was crying. First they
were just tears streaming from her eyes, but a moment later it
turned into full blown sobbing.

‘O no! What’s wrong sweetheart?’ Her daddy
asked.

She tried to find the words to explain
it.

‘You want to stop?’ He asked. ‘You want me to
bring you back?’

‘Nooo!’ She exclaimed. ‘No, definitely not. I
want to continue. I’m just... I don’t know...’ It wasn’t the
hypnosis that made her forget, it was honestly a feeling she hadn’t
felt before, a feeling she didn’t know the name of. Maybe this was
love, but how come she’d never felt love before? Maybe this was a
different kind of love?

He was still looking at her with a worried
look on his face.

‘I’m fine.’ She said. ‘I’m just so filled up
with feelings that I started crying, it’s like... I don’t know, a
release valve or something. It’s all happy feelings though.’

He smiled and gave her a little kiss on her
cheek. ‘It’s okay, baby girl.’ He said. ‘It’s a lot of feelings for
a little girl like you, isn’t it?’ His voice sounding patronizing,
but it helped her to feel younger. ‘It’s overwhelming for you, but
that’s okay, you just need daddy, and daddy is here for you.’

‘Are you going to put your cock inside me
now?’ She asked.

‘Would you like that?’

‘You said my pussy was ready.’ She reminded
him.

‘It’s not just up to your pussy, the rest of
you needs to be ready for it as well.’

‘I’m ready.’ She said.

‘Are you sure, do you want daddy to take your
virginity now?’

She bit her lip and nodded. Daddy grabbed the
box and got a condom out, he tore open the wrapper and rolled the
rubber down his cock. She stared at his cock, it was way bigger
than his finger, it was longer and thicker.

‘Is it going to hurt?’ She asked. ‘Is it
going to fit?’

Daddy looked at her and smiled. ‘Of course
it’s going to fit, nature has designed our bodies precisely so. Not
only is it going to fit, but it’s going to feel really really
really good.’

‘Okay.’ She said. ‘Okay, let’s do it.’

‘You still look scared, sweetheart.’ He said.
‘You really don’t have to do this, if you don’t want to.’

‘I want to.’ She said. ‘Are you sure it isn’t
going to hurt?’

‘I don’t know.’ Daddy said. ‘Sometimes when a
little girl gets a cock inside her for the very first time it hurts
a little when Daddy breaks through her hymen, and sometimes there’s
a little blood too, but that pain will fade into pleasure really
soon.’

‘Okay.’ She said. ‘Go.’

‘Shh.’ He said, he bent over to give her a
kiss on the mouth, his tongue slipped inside. He wriggled his hand
between their two bodies and started playing with her clit, soon
the pleasures were overriding any conscious thought she had
left.

‘Daddy is going to enter you very slow and
very careful, and whenever you feel like you want to stop, just say
so and daddy will stop immediately.’

She nodded. She felt his cock rubbing up
against her pussy and then he slipped inside of her, first just the
tip. It was weirdly full and she felt all stretched out, but it was
a nice feeling.

‘Are you okay baby girl?’

‘Yes daddy.’ She said.

‘O my god.’ He mumbled and as he closed his
eyes, she felt the cock in her pussy swelling up for a moment. His
cock gliding in deeper and deeper, bit by bit, inch by inch.

‘You’re so tight.’ He said. ‘You’re still
okay?’

She nodded. Eventually the entire cock was
inside and daddy laid on top of her, kissing, stroking her hair,
telling her she was such a good girl. The inside of her pussy
seemed to be convulsing, she wanted more. Intuitively she started
to move her hips around, back and forth. Daddy understood what she
wanted before she herself even understood and he started thrusting.
With every thrust the glow of pleasure and happiness and magic in
her tummy grew bigger. Several times she was sure it was going to
explode, that it was just physically impossible for any human being
to feel any more pleasure than this without exploding and then her
mind was blown when daddy kept on thrusting and the pleasures kept
on increasing.

First he was thrusting gently, kissing her,
stroking her hair, making sure she was alright, but after a while
he panted heavier, stumbling and muttering. He was picking up
speed, getting rougher with her, thrusting her full force.

She lost control, she lost any grasp of
reality. Her hands grabbing into the blankets, grabbing into his
butt, grabbing into his back. Her body completely filled up with
arousal, and then it all exploded, her mind went blank and her body
started trembling uncontrollably. Her back arching backwards, she
was screaming, maybe she was screaming, maybe she was biting,
suddenly there was a shoulder in her mouth. She just couldn’t hold
it in, it was too intense, too overwhelming, too mind blowing.

Eventually the intense ecstasy made way for a
satisfied buzz. No not a buzz, a satisfied symphony of feelings.
Happy, love, cared for, euphoric, amazed, dazed and a million other
feelings she didn’t know by name.

She wrapped her arms around his neck and
pulled him close. She would never ever ever let him go, she simply
wouldn’t survive without him, she needed him so badly, she wanted
to hold him like this forever.

He gently stroking her face, supporting
himself with his elbows so he could look at her. His stare made her
shy, her mind was still buzzing, and she hid her face into his
bicep.

‘How’s this little girl feeling?’ He
asked.

She didn’t answer, she kept pressing her face
into the sweaty skin of his upper arm.

‘Is this little girl a little bit shy?’ He
asked.

She shook her head. ‘No.’ She mumbled.

‘Is this little girl a little bit sad?’

‘No.’ She said.

‘Is this little girl a little bit... scared
then?’ It started to sound like a game and she giggled.

‘No-ho.’ She said. ‘Off course not.’

‘Then is this little girl.... a little bit
angry?’

Now she was laughing out loud. ‘No, no, no,
no, no.’ She said. ‘You got it all wrong daddy.’

‘I give up, sweetheart. Just tell me how
you’re feeling.’

Now she looked at him. She lifted her hand
palms up into the air questioningly. ‘I don’t even know,’ she said.
‘I... I don’t know the words, happy and magical I think.’

‘I’m glad to hear that.’ He said.

Her mind was like a vortex of thoughts and
feelings, it was hard to grab just the one and focus on it long
enough to express it in words. It was confusing, there were
thoughts and memories that didn’t feel like her own, and yet she
knew they belonged to her, it didn’t make sense.

‘Daddy?’ She asked.

‘Yes, sweetheart?’

‘Is your name Benjamin?’

‘That’s correct.’

‘And my name?’

‘You’re name is Harper.’

‘Right.’ She said. ‘You’re not really my
daddy, are you?’

He smiled. ‘Not really, no, that part was
just pretend.’

‘I knew that.’ She said. ‘But the other part
was real?’

‘What part are you talking about?’ He
asked.

‘The magic part, where you put your cock
inside of me and if felt so good?’

‘That indeed happened.’ He said. ‘And those
feelings were real.’

‘Did you take my virginity?’ She asked.

For a moment it was quiet. He looked away
from her, to the closed curtains. She also looked at the curtains
but she couldn’t see what was so interesting about them. There were
memories in her head she didn’t want, memories about another guy.
She shook her head trying to get rid of them.

‘Daddy did you take my virginity?’ She asked.
‘Was that for real?’

‘Look at the blankets.’ He pointed.

Harper came up to a sitting position and saw
what he meant, a reddish smudge on top of the duvet cover.

‘Is that the blood?’ She asked. ‘Is that the
blood because you took my virginity.’

He pressed his lips together. ‘I’m going to
end your hypnosis and bring you back now.’ He said.

‘No.’ Harper pressed herself against his
chest. ‘I want to stay with you. I want to stay with daddy.’

‘You can stay with me. After I end your
hypnosis you can still hug me, and call me daddy and be my little
girl.’

 





Chapter 40: Benjamin

He was counting upwards, slowly. Waking her up was
scary, his mind filled with what-ifs. What if she would despise
him, what if she was angry, what if he had traumatized her, what if
she didn’t want to stay in the same room with him anymore.

Harper stirred and stretched and rubbed her
eyes. Eventually she looked up, for a few moments there was this
inquisitive stare in her eyes, then she smiled. Relieved he smiled
back.

He didn’t know how to behave, whether he was
still expected to hug and caress her, or whether that was over now.
Another smile.

‘Wow.’ Harper said. ‘That was awesome, but
also confusing. How did you...’ She pushed herself up into a
sitting position and looked around. ‘Oh... it was the ketchup.’ She
said. ‘I thought you made me see blood that wasn’t there or
something.’ She started giggling and laughing. ‘This is so weird. I
just... my brain still feels a bit shaken up, you know what I
mean?’

Benjamin gave her another smile.

She made a clicking sound with her tongue and
stared up at the ceiling, she made a little comment about the lamp
that was dangling there, then she looked at the blankets again. ‘So
when my brain is like a filing system, a filing cabinet for
memories, then I feel like all the file folders are shaken up and
flying through the air and trying to find their way back to the
right place, and then you know, there’s this new file folder, with
a new memory about what happened tonight and like that file folder
doesn’t know where to go yet.’

‘That’s an elaborate metaphor.’ Benjamin
said. ‘File it after the convention and before flying out to your
mother tomorrow. We didn’t change history, you’re still the same
Harper that you were before.’

‘I know.’ She said. ‘It’s just... I wanted to
forget about Stephen. I wanted this folder to replace that
folder.’

‘I know.’ Benjamin said.

‘And it did, sort of, but now those memories
are back again.’

Benjamin nodded. She looked sad and
intuitively he wrapped an arm around her. ‘It’s okay.’ He said. ‘I
know those aren’t happy memories, but they’re part of who you are.
You wouldn’t be here with me right now, if it wasn’t for those
memories.’

‘I know.’ She said. ‘I know.’

For a longtime they just lazily laid against
each other.

‘What are we going to do tomorrow?’ Harper
asked eventually.

‘We fly at noon.’

‘No, I mean. With my mother, like... should
we tell her?’

‘Tell her what?’ Benjamin asked.

‘That we have slept together.’

Benjamin tried to imagine himself standing in
front of Maria. They’d been friends since high school. He would see
Harper in her, just like he’d saw a glimpses of Maria in Harper. He
couldn’t. He simply couldn't imagine what would happen if he told
her he’d slept with her daughter. Usually when he told her he had a
new girlfriend, Maria asked him if he was happy and then she would
be happy for him, but he doubted that would be the case in this
situation. There was a fair chance Maria would freak-out, yell at
him, and never wanted to see him again. Or worse, forbade him from
ever seeing Harper again.

‘Better not.’ He said.

Harper tilted her head. ‘Yeah.’ She said.
‘Yes, we’d better not tell. It’s not like we’re going to get
married anyway, it’s just... I don’t have to tell my mother about
every one night stand, right?’

Hearing her say that was a punch to the gut.
A one night stand? She thought this was all just a one night stand?
Did she not feel... did she not see... did she...how could she not
feel the attraction between them. It couldn’t just be his
imagination. Benjamin shook his head.

‘Right.’ She said. ‘So we don’t tell
her.’

‘Okay.’ For a moment her body just felt like
a heavy sweaty warm blob of weight, leaning against his. His arm
started to feel numb, yet he didn’t move. This might as well be the
last hug they shared so he’d better treasure every moment of it.
They started talking, first about the convention and the lawsuit,
but soon they were talking about everything, telling stories,
sharing their philosophies, comparing both their perspective. The
conversation was like a river, it kept on flowing and flowing, one
subject into the next, one moment he was sharing some embarrassing
insecurities about high school, the next moment he was defending
Wittgenstein while she told him why his Tractatus was at the root
of everything that was wrong with society today.

Evening turned to night, night turned to
early morning, a pale blue light shimmering behind the curtains.
The city was so silent you could hear the birds tweeting. He
listened to their songs, knowing that in an hour or so the sounds
of cars and trucks and trains and people would overpower the sound
of the birds.

‘Should we try to sleep?’ She said.

‘We’ll sleep on the plane.’ He said.

‘Yeah, when there’s this big plastic armrest
in between us.’ She said.

He wasn’t sure what she meant by that, but he
was too tired to figure it out. To tired to analyze every word
trying to figure out whether she liked him or not, to calculate if
there would be another moment of intimacy or if this was the last
one. He should probably just talk to her.

He put his cheek against her head. Not now
though, right now he wanted to enjoy this moment, he didn’t want to
say or do anything that would ruin it.

The plane was delayed so they had to wait at
the airport for hours. That gave him plenty of opportunity to start
that conversation. When they were drinking coffee at a tiny
restaurant for example and under the table her knee touched his. Or
when they were walking around hand-in-hand looking at shops, or
when they were bored sitting on the benches underneath the screen
with flight information and she yawned and rested her head upon his
shoulder. Yet he kept his mouth shut, maybe because he feared her
answer, maybe because he wanted to treasure those moments and not
ruin them with talk about the future.

What was there to doubt? What was there to be
insecure about anyway? She liked him, she wouldn’t hold his hand
and she wouldn’t rest his head upon his shoulder if she didn’t.
Right?

He was tired, he had been awake for over 30
hours now. Finally they boarded the plane and even before take off
he’d fallen asleep, he vaguely noticed Harper used his arm as a
pillow, but he was too tired to wake up and savor the moment.

‘Benjamin?’ A voice sounded from far a way.
‘Benjamin wake up.’ The slumberous nebula slowly subsided, although
he could very easily roll over and fall asleep again.

‘Benjamin?’ A whisper. ‘Daddy?’ A hand on his
shoulder shaking him, he opened his eyes, they were still in the
airplane, although most of the other passengers were grabbing their
luggage and leaving the plane.

‘I’m awake.’ He said. ‘I’m awake, let’s go.’
By the time they left the airport it was way too late to visit
Harpers mother. The world felt like a haze, surreal and far away.
They just went to a motel close to the airport. He didn’t get
undressed. He just dropped himself on the bed and he fell asleep
with Harper in his arms.

See, she was laying in his arms, this wasn’t
just a one night stand, that was the last thing he thought before
he drifted off.

 





Chapter 41: Harper

In the cab towards the lawyers office she was getting
more and more nervous. She didn’t want to face her mother and her
weird new husband Klaus, who was technically her stepfather
now.

She let out a deep sigh. Benjamin reached
over and put his hand on hers. It was supposed to be soothing, but
she shook him off. ‘Don’t.’ She just said.

When they were having sex she just lost
herself in the moment, she surrendered to his words and then it
felt totally normal and natural and definitely arousing to call him
daddy, but right now it was confusing.

How could she be angry with her mother for
marrying Klaus and replacing her father with a weirdo she’d never
met before, while she herself was replacing her father too.
Although she wasn’t replacing him, she was only having sex with
someone twice as old as her, that she liked to call daddy.

‘It’s gonna be okay.’ Benjamin said, his hand
on her shoulder, softly squeezing.

‘Don’t touch me.’ Harper said shrugging his
hand away. The cab driver looked in the rear view mirror to see if
everything was alright. ‘I’m fine.’ Harper said to both men. ‘Just
leave me alone.’

She could see Benjamin was hurt. She closed
her eyes, she didn’t want to see, she didn’t want to be confronted
with his emotions. Her own emotions were already complicated
enough. She leaned against the window, the glass somewhat cooling
against her warm forehead.

‘I want medication.’ She said.

Benjamin didn’t answer.

Eventually she opened her eyes and turned
towards him. ‘I want medication.’ She said again.

‘I don’t think that’s a good idea.’ Benjamin
said.

‘Why?’

‘I think it’s important to pay attention and
to be alert.’

Harper rolled her eyes and looked out the
window again. Trees and sidewalks and buildings and crossroads.
Stores and cars and people. None of the things she looked at she
actually saw, it was a city as any other city.

‘If I get a panic attack I’m not that
attentive and alert either,’ she said in a last attempt to get some
pills.

Benjamin didn’t even answer. They got out of
the cab in front of a big skyscraper. Her mother was waiting for
her in the lobby and when Harper walked in through the revolving
doors, her mother ran up towards her.

‘Harper, baby-mine, sweetheart.’ She screamed
through the entire lobby. A few people looked around. Her mother
had lost some weight, she looked frail and worried, her jeans were
a too baggy and she was wearing a blazer that Harper hadn’t seen
before. She wrapped herself around Harper and hugged her tightly,
she smelled different too. Harper shook her head, maybe they’d just
changed the formula of the washing powder, or maybe she’d gotten a
new perfume or something.

‘Harper this is Klaus. Klaus honey, this is
my daughter.’ She introduced Harper to a disappointingly normal
guy. He looked so incredibly plain, she couldn’t really describe
any of his features in a way that would really convey how
uninteresting he looked, since any focus on any detail would make
that detail more meaningful than it actually was.

‘I’m so glad I finally get to meet you.’
Klaus said. ‘Maria has been talking a lot about you. You were
really close I hear, she hasn’t been herself since you left.’

Harper frowned. Klaus couldn’t know that,
right?

‘Let’s go.’ She said

The four of them stepped into the elevator.
The lawyers office was on the eighteenth floor. Her mother let the
receptionist know they were there and a moment later a guy in a
suit came to welcome them.

‘There she is.’ He said pointing towards
Harper. ‘The belle of the ball. You’re hard to get a hold of.’

Harper nodded.

‘Luckily your mother has contacted me, it’s a
bit of an atypical procedure, but I’m glad we got the ball rolling.
You’re mother has filled you in I presume?’

Harper shrugged as she sat down on one of the
chairs in his office.

‘I’ll summarize. It’s in our best interest to
settle out of court, and it’s in our best interest to settle
quickly, because anything you say or do in social media or in
public, can be used to strengthen their case. However we’re not
just going to roll over off course, we’re going to try to make that
settlement fee as low as we possibly can. Have you signed the
documents I send over?’

Harper briefly looked at Benjamin, but he
didn’t respond, she shook her head.

‘So we need to fix that now, otherwise I’m
not technically your lawyer and that will cause issues. We have
about an hour before Savannah’s lawyer is going to be here, so
let’s get our business in order.’

‘Savannah is going to be here?’ Harper asked.
She looked around the room, her mother, the lawyer, Benjamin, they
all ignored her, the only one giving her a friendly nod was
Klaus.

‘Nobody told me,’ she said.

‘They didn’t tell us either.’ Klaus said.

‘You’re so awfully difficult to connect with,
it just made sense to finish this while we got you here.’ The
lawyer said.

‘No.’ Harper shook her head. ‘No, this
doesn’t make sense, this... life doesn’t work like this, lawsuits
must take forever, right... lawsuits don’t get fixed within two
weeks. Those things take months right, or maybe even years?’

The lawyer nodded. ‘You’re right,’ he said.
‘But this isn’t a lawsuit yet, we’re trying to

prevent this turning into a lawsuit, so we’re
going to sit down with a mediator and try to hash it out this
afternoon.’

‘No.’ Harper said. ‘No, no, no. I...’ She
looked around the people in the room. ‘You... you knew? You tricked
me? You lied to me... this isn’t real is it? This is a dream. This
is a conspiracy, you guys are trying to con me out of my money,
well jokes on you, I don’t have any money anyway.’

She got up and left the office, she paced
down the hallway, not really sure where she would go. She found a
water cooler and while she poured herself a cup, she examined the
abstract piece of art that was hanging there. Criss cross red and
brown smudges. It made her remember the ketchup stain and that
caused her to have some feelings she didn’t want to be confronted
with in this moment.

‘Are you alright?’ It was Klaus who had
followed her into the hallway. He poured himself a cup of water as
well. From all the people who could come after her, Klaus was the
last one she’d expected, she’d expected Benjamin to follow her, so
he could calm her down, or her mother so she could try and convince
Harper, or maybe even the lawyer, but not Klaus.

His hair was graying and he had friendly eyes
in a non distinct color, somewhere between blue and green and gray.
She shook her head, she didn’t even care about the color of his
eyes.

‘What do you want?’ She asked.

He laughed. ‘What do I want? I want your mom
to be happy,’ he said. ‘And for that to happen I need you to be
happy too, I believe.’

Harper shook her head and started to walk
away from him.

‘Can I do anything to make you happy?’

‘Maybe leave.’ Harper said.

‘I know. It’s weird, isn’t it?’

‘What?’

‘Well that I married your mother and you
weren’t even there. You’re so important to her, she talks about you
all the time. When we were making our wedding plans I asked her
time and again and told her that I wanted to meet you before the
wedding, that I wanted you to be present at the wedding, but your
mother seemed to think that wasn’t a good idea, and I assumed she
knew you best.’

‘I don’t know why she didn’t want me there.’
Harper said. ‘And I don’t care.’

‘I understand you have bigger worries right
now.’

Harper shrugged.

‘It’s not a conspiracy.’ Klaus said. ‘But
you’re right, it is atypical. Like Leonard said, technically he
doesn’t even work for you, he works for your mother. Leonard is an
old buddy of mine. When she saw on television that a girl would sue
you and your mother was in such a distress I called Leonard, hoping
he could calm her down by explaining the procedures of a lawsuit,
but then your mother wanted to... fix it all. She’s like that, you
know, she wants to fix everything.’

‘I don’t remember her like that. She’s
changed.’

Klaus nodded. ‘I guess so. Everybody’s
changing all the time. We want to believe we evolve and every
change is making us a better person, but sometimes it’s just that,
a change. You moving out had a big impact on her.’

‘You’re not what I imagined you to be.’
Harper said

Klaus laughed. ‘Do I want to know how you
imagined me?’

Harper shook her head.

‘No, I guess not.’ He said. ‘But listen. I
know this is all moving really quickly. You don’t have to cooperate
right now, you don’t have to sign anything right this instance. You
can go home if you want, take your time to read all the documents,
you can even hire your own lawyer if that makes you feel better.
You’re mother will sputter and fuss but I’ll handle her, you know.
You gotta trust your gut and if it doesn’t feel good, just don’t do
it.’

‘Okay.’ Harper said. She frowned and studied
his face. Klaus seemed to be sincere, but she didn’t know him that
well, he might just be a very good actor trying to use reverse
psychology to get her to sign anyway.

She poured her entire cup of water down her
throat and then she returned to the office. Not really sure who to
trust or what to think about all of this.

‘So explain to me what’s happening today?’
She asked the lawyer.

‘We’re going to talk to Savannah’s team.’
Leonard said. ‘You’re going to be quiet and let me do the talking,
then we settle this once and for all and you get to keep most of
your money. How does that sound?’

‘Great.’ Her mother said. ‘Sounds great.’

She looked at Benjamin, but he was just
silently sitting at the table as if he didn’t care about anything,
as if he didn’t care about her. As if he was completely neutral. No
he wasn’t neutral, there was a sadness on his face, he was plunged
into a sad melancholic thought and not even listening to their
conversation. When she put a hand on his elbow he looked up
distracted. He glanced at her hand and then at her mother, shaking
his head. She retrieved her fingers and started fidgeting with a
button on her blouse.

‘What about the documents?’ She asked. ‘the
one that says I have to authorize you to have access to my
money.’

The lawyer laughed. ‘I understand.’ He
said.

‘What?’ Harper asked. ‘I don’t.’

‘I’ve send you multiple documents, because
there’s multiple ways to deal with this situation. You wouldn’t
give me any access to your money though. One option is you would
authorize your mother to make legal and financial decision for you
on your behalf, that’s one of the documents. Or another option
would be that you hire me directly to represent you. But I take it
you either didn’t read those documents carefully or you didn’t
understand them.’

Harper shrugged. ‘So now what?’

‘First things first,’ The lawyer said.
‘Savannah is going to be here in about thirty five minutes, do you
want to go through with that or cancel?’

‘What would happen?’

‘Well hopefully we’ll settle and then you’ll
be done with it. If not or if you cancel things we’ll continue
negotiations and we’ll have some more appointments to come up with
a new strategy.’

Harper put her face in her hands, she stared
into the darkness her fingers created, well not really darkness
there were little lines of light. ‘Okay, let’s do it today.’ She
said.

The lawyer nodded. He asked some legal
assistant to print out a few of the documents and he read them with
her, line by line, explaining what everything meant, until she
understood what she was signing. When she’d finally hired Leonard
as her lawyer officially, there was no time to discuss a plan of
attack.

‘Just sit there and be quiet,’ Leonard said.
‘Let me do the talking.’

With the five of them they walked into a
conference room. Savannah was already sitting at the large oval
table. Harper hardly recognized her, she had brought a lot of
people, a lady that must be her mother, another lady that must be
the lawyer and then there was still another woman and two man that
Harper had no idea who they where.

‘Thanks for waiting.’ Leonard said. He
quickly introduced everybody and then he started talking. At first
Harper tried to pay attention, but soon she was distracted by the
earrings Savannah was wearing. They where way too big for her face.
The gold didn’t match her hair color or her skin tone. If she was
truly a fan of Harper’s Charm and if she’d watched all the video’s
she should know to wear silver, maybe some small silver dangling
ear drops. Now her face was framed in an awkward way, making her
look tacky.

Harper tried to focus on the legal talk, the
negotiations seemed to go on forever, she didn’t understand half of
what was said. Under the table she pressed her knee against
Benjamin’s knee, but he pulled his leg away. She shrugged.

‘What?’ The lady that was part of Savannah’s
team gave her an inquisitive look. ‘What does this mean.’ She
imitated the shrugging.

Harper looked at her own lawyer for help. He
started talking and a moment later nobody paid attention to her
anymore and her daydreaming continued. Maybe if she got a panic
attack right now Benjamin would pick her up and pull her on his
lap. He would rock her back and forth and tell her that daddy loved
her, that everything would be alright.

She looked at Benjamin’s hand, it was laying
on the table, close enough so that she could put her hand next to
it, get their little pinky fingers to touch. She didn’t though, she
just kept quiet and waited till the lawyer had done his job.

‘You were great.’ Leonard said when Savannah
and her team had left the conference room, ‘you’re one of the best
clients I have ever had, most people want to tell their story you
know, they want to be heard and listened to primarily, like
Savannah’s people, the mother, the father, the grandmother, all
wanted to have their say, and they just made it worse for their
legal team. While you were marvelous! That’s why we only have to
pay 15.000 dollars, that’s... it’s insane when you think about it.
This is a major win! I’m like... still a bit surprised myself that
we pulled this off. Just the 15.000 dollar.’

‘That’s still a lot of money.’ Her mother
said.

‘Not compared to the millions they asked. If
you think about it, the medical cost, their legal costs, their
travel expenses coming here. You were great!’ He gave her a pat on
the shoulder.

‘Thanks.’ Harper said. ‘And thank you for,
you know, all this.’

‘You’re welcome. And if you need any more
legal representation you’re very much welcome here.’ He said.

When they were outside again her mother asked
what the plans were, if they wanted to go out for dinner to
celebrate. They all got in the car. Klaus and her mother where
bickering about which restaurant they wanted to go to, the one had
terrible service, the other one had undercooked beef.

‘So don’t order the beef.’ Klaus said. ‘Or
tell the waiter you want it medium well instead of rare.’

Harper stopped listening, she glanced at
Benjamin. He hadn’t said much the entire day.

‘Are you alright?’ Harper whispered, she
studied his face, but she couldn’t find any clues. ‘What’s going
on?’

‘Nothing.’ Benjamin said.

‘There is something.’ Harper said. ‘I see it,
just spill it.’

‘I’m fine.’ Benjamin said.

She leaned over. ‘You need a hug?’ She
whispered.

‘No thanks.’

‘Daddy?’

‘Don’t.’ He whispered back. ‘Don’t do that.
Don’t toy with me like that, you have no idea what –

‘Are you two okay back there?’ Her mother
asked.

‘We’re fine.’ Benjamin said.

In the restaurant he picked the chair that
was farthest away from Harper. He avoided any eye contact. He had a
brief conversation with her mother, about the olden days and he
congratulated them with their wedding. He asked for the story about
how they met and Harper studied his face as he listened to her
mother rambling on about Klaus playing the organ at church. Then he
talked with Klaus and asked them what he was doing besides playing
the organ, and then he talked about his farm and the chickens.

When the waiter brought their food her mother
got a bottle of pills out of her purse and swallowed one with a sip
of water, when her mother wanted to put the bottle back Harper
noticed the lettering. She grabbed her wrist and studied the pill
bottle.

‘RC-154.’ She read out loud. ‘You’re taking
RC-154? What the hell? Why?’

‘Excuse me?’ Her mother said. ‘Medical
information is private, please shout it out loud so the entire
restaurant knows.’

‘Why are you taking that?’

‘Those are anti-depressants, those are
prescribed by my therapist. Please don’t be one of those people who
tells me to fix my depression by going out for a walk and by
reading a good book. I’m not going to stop taking my pills, and to
be honest I’m sick and tired of people trying to tell me to just
use some natural herb or to eat healthier. It’s irresponsible to
tell a depressed person to stop taking their pills. Isn’t it
Benjamin?’

‘She’s taking RC-154, Benjamin.’ Harper
said.

‘I heard you say that earlier.’ He
mumbled.

‘Why are you depressed?’ Harper asked.

‘Sometimes there isn’t really a reason,
sometimes it’s just a chemical unbalance in the brain.’

‘Who told you that?’ Harper said. ‘Why are
you taking them now, in the middle of the restaurant? You can’t
possibly curate all external stimuli here. That’s irresponsible.
Who told you you were depressed, did they tell you so after you
took that pill? They’ve brainwashed you, you aren’t depressed, they
just convinced you you are so they sell more pills. Right
Benjamin?’

‘I don’t know,’ He said.

‘You don’t know?’ She said furious. ‘Well
yesterday you knew, or the day before yesterday or whenever that
convention was, I haven’t slept, my days are a bit jumbled up...
but you know what I mean.’

Benjamin shrugged.

Harper was getting frustrated. ‘How long have
you been taking those?’ She asked her mother. ‘It makes sense
though, doesn’t it? This explains why you were acting so weird and
not like yourself at all. We got to stop the brainwashing. We got
to help you. Benjamin?’

‘I’m not her therapist.’ Benjamin said. ‘I
don’t know what they’ve talked about, what they’ve agreed upon, I’m
not going to meddle.’

‘Fine. I’ll do it myself.’ Harper said.

‘Harper please.’ Benjamin said.

‘Is it kicked in yet mom?’ Harper asked.

‘Harper don’t.’ He gave her a stern look.

‘What’s going on?’ Klaus asked.

‘These meds she’s taking, those are horrible,
those are used to brainwash people, she’s brainwashed and I’m going
to unbrainwash her, so she’ll be herself again.’ Harper said.

Benjamin shook his head.

‘Mom?’ Harper said. Benjamin stood up. He
grabbed Harpers elbow and pulled her away from the table. Harper
let out a startled scream.

‘Stay away from my daughter.’ Her mother said
threatening.

People in the restaurant were looking up from
their food.

‘There’s nothing the matter Maria.’ Benjamin
said. ‘You’re daughter is just a little confused and panicked right
now, she doesn’t know what she’s saying, maybe this afternoon was a
little bit too intense for her. I’ll handle this, you just enjoy
your meal, your pasta looks delicious.’

‘It does.’ Her mother said looking at her
plate and twisting the fettuccine on her fork.

Benjamin fingers were poking in Harpers arm.
He pulled her aside into the little corridor next to the
bathrooms.

‘What’s wrong with you?’ He asked. ‘What are
you doing?’

‘What am I doing? What are you doing?’ Harper
said. ‘She’s taking those pills in the middle of a restaurant,
that’s unsafe.’

‘Yeah, and what do you think will happen if
she’s totally susceptible and her daughter tells her the restaurant
is unsafe and her pills are unsafe and she’s being brainwashed, how
do you think that will play out?’

Harper shrugged. ‘Don’t know.’ She said
begrudgingly. ‘I didn’t think about that. Not good?’

‘Not good.’ Benjamin said.

‘You do something then,’ Harper said.

‘Like I said, I don’t have access to her
file, I have no idea why she’s taking them, what her therapist is
working on with her. I don’t want to do any more damage than has
already been done.’

‘Can’t you just undo all the suggestion, just
tell her she’s my lovely mother that she always used to be and that
all the other suggestion fade away.’

‘I don’t know what the other suggestions
are.’ Benjamin said. ‘What if the suggestions removed suicidal
thoughts and those come back for example...think Harper, think.’ He
pressed his index finger against her temple.

‘Don’t treat me like I’m stupid.’ Harper
said.

Benjamin turned around and grumbled in
frustration. He took a deep breath and another one. ‘Okay.’ He
said. ‘I’m sorry.’ He shook his head. ‘Here’s what we’re going to
do, we’re going to talk to her when she’s not under influence of
this pill and I’m going to give her a referral her to a reliable
and safe hypnotherapist that’s trained for RC-154, okay?’

‘Okay.’ Harper said.

For a moment they just stood in the hallway
looking at each other. A guest came by and went into the women’s
bathroom.

‘I know you love your mother.’ He said. ‘I
understand you’re worried about her. It’s okay.’

‘It’s not okay.’ Harper said.

Benjamin sighed.

‘It does explain everything.’ Harper said.
‘Why she’s different, right? Why she’s marrying people without
telling me, and all that’

Benjamin shook his head. ‘I don’t know. It’s
a possible explanation. I’m sorry. I’m sorry Maria at one point in
life felt so horrible she and her therapist felt RC-154 was
necessary, I’m also sorry that you feel worried about your mother,
but I don’t know what’s going on, so I can’t say anything sensible
about it.’

Harper leaned backwards against the wall, she
stared up at the ceiling, tears welled up in her eyes, she tried to
blink them away, but she couldn’t. ‘It’s stupid.’ She said.
‘Everything is stupid.’

‘Come on, kiddo. Let’s get back to the table
before our food gets cold.’

‘Why? So you can ignore me again?’

‘I’m not ignoring you.’ He said.

‘You are. You’re avoiding me and you’re mean
to me.’

‘Harper please.’

‘You are.’ She said. ‘You’re suppose to be my
daddy. You’re supposed to be there to support me, but you... you...
you...’ She couldn’t breath anymore. She was trying to swallow away
the sadness that filled up her throat.

He cupped her face and kissed her on the
mouth. ‘I am your daddy.’ He said. ‘I want to be your daddy. I
thought you didn’t want your mother to know because it was all just
a one night stand for you? You were swatting my hand away too,
remember?’

‘A one night stand?’ Harper said surprised.
‘No. No, not at all. I... I like you a lot... I want to be with
you... a lot more nights and days.’

‘Then that has been a misunderstanding.’
Benjamin said cheerful. He kissed her again. ‘We should talk about
that, talk about us and what we want and expect from each other,
what this means, what us means. So let’s do that, let’s have that
conversation. But right now we should get back to the table, your
mother is waiting, our food is getting cold, the corridor next to
the bathroom in an Italian restaurant isn’t really the time or the
place for that conversation.’

‘It is.’ Harper said.

Benjamin shook his head. ‘Come on kiddo.’

She grabbed his arm to prevent her from
leaving. ‘It’s simple.’ Harper said. ‘I like you and... do you like
me too?’

Benjamin nodded.

‘So that’s it then.’ Harper said.

‘You mean we’re boyfriend and girlfriend
now?’ Benjamin asked he was shifting and looking to the end of the
hallway.

‘Yeah.’ Harper said.

‘Cool.’ Benjamin said.

For a moment they stared at each other and
then they started laughing.

‘As if we’re teenagers,’ Benjamin said.

‘I don’t mind.’ Harper said.

‘A kiss?’ He asked.

Before Harper had opened her mouth to say
yes, his mouth was already pressing against hers. She wrapped her
arms around his neck and pressed her body against his, rubbing
herself against his chest, tilting her hips so her pussy would
grind up against his thigh. Her body was tingling with adrenaline
and excitement and love.

‘We should go back.’ Benjamin said.

‘I don’t care.’ Harper said. She didn’t care
about anything, not her parents, not the food, not the hallway they
were in, she just wanted to be with Benjamin, she wanted to kiss
him and hug him and feel his naked body skin to skin. Benjamin
freed himself out of her embrace and started walking towards their
table.

‘Come on.’ He said looking over his shoulder,
he reached out his hand. ‘Come on, kiddo.’

She grabbed his fingers and hand in hand they
showed up back at the table. Harper was so happy it made her
delirious. She kept looking at Benjamin, exploring his face, his
hairs, his eyebrows. The way he put his ravioli into his mouth and
then made a comment about how good it tasted.

‘Feeling better?’ Klaus asked.

Harper looked at him confused. ‘Why?’ She
asked. ‘I feel great. I always feel great.’

‘It’s just a moment ago you were obsessed
with my pills and Ben had to pull you away from the table.’ Her
mother said.

Harper took a sip from her wine. ‘Sorry. I
forgot. I’m feeling much better thank you, we’ll talk about it
tomorrow right?’

‘We forgot to toast.’ Her mother said raising
up her own glass. ‘To Savannah and to the settlement we got. I
seems we made a mountain out of a mole hill, with all our worrying
and all our sleepless nights. It appears Savannah was more
interested in getting attention in the media and blurting out
lawsuit on every other channel, then she was interested in hiring a
decent legal team.’

Her mother laughed. And they all clinked
their glasses against one another.

 





Chapter 42: Harper

She was leaning against the side window of Benjamin's
car looking out onto the road. The landscape around them had
changed, They’d left the airport and the busy high ways and now
they were back home in the country side. Miles and miles of
farmland around them, framed by a few mountains on the horizon.

This morning Benjamin had made an appointment
for her mother with a better therapist and her mother seemed happy
to go. After that they’d said goodbye.

Harper was happy to be alone with him, they
would be home soon. Home she realized, his farm had truly started
to feel like a home. He would be her daddy and she would be his
little girl. An excited and nervous tingle in her tummy as she
thought about him holding her hand or him rubbing her pussy.

She looked sideways to Benjamin. She could
look at him forever every little inch of his body was fascinating,
every little twitch of his lip, every wrinkle in his forehead,
everything she saw was Benjamin and she wanted to know all of
him.

She wasn’t sure if she would continue her old
YouTube channel or if she would start a new channel with a new
message for the world, or if she would leave YouTube behind all
together. Maybe she would go back to school and study AV or study
modern media and communication.

Benjamin said she could take as much time as
she needed to figure it out, that she shouldn’t worry about money
or any thing like that, he had enough, he would take care of her,
he would be her daddy and she would be his little girl. She liked
that, and she knew for a few weeks she would happily only be his
baby girl, day and night they would stay in bed, they would have
sex anywhere and everywhere. However long term she wanted to have a
job too, she wanted to have some independence. Although she love
pretending to depend on Benjamin, that didn’t meant there needed to
be actual dependence too. She would find something.

‘I’ll start with your project,’ she said.
‘I’ll start with the public announcement video about RC-154, and
maybe after that I’ll find another project, maybe I’ll start my own
AV company.’

‘Sounds good.’ Benjamin said.

Harper nodded. She looked at the guy sitting
besides her and she couldn’t hold back a smile.

‘Are you looking at your daddy again?’
Benjamin asked playful. ‘Because you think you’re daddy is so
beautiful you just can’t keep your eyes of of him.’

‘Precisely.’ Harper said. ‘I don’t think I
can keep my hands of of you either.’ She put her fingers on his
thigh and started inching towards his crotch. ‘Maybe you should
find a save place to park the car before it becomes dangerous.’ She
said.

He was shaking his head and he kept looking
forward as if he was ignoring her, but she could see him biting his
lip.

‘It’s okay, daddy.’ She said. ‘Your little
girl just needs her daddy right now, because she has all these
feelings, like all these tingles in her pussy she just don’t
understand, she needs daddy to explain it to her. Just pull-over
daddy, We’re almost home anyway.’
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