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Author’s Note

Anyone who has worked in a large office environment is aware of the sexual tensions often arising between management and those they supervise (as well as between those who are supervised). I’m not speaking of predation, though that occurs as well. I’m speaking of importune attractions. Especially in tech, employees are often together more than sixty hours a week, which is more time than spent with their significant others at home (if they have any).
Office romances and hook-ups are nothing new. That they flourish now is understandable, given the amount of time people find themselves in the modern office workplace, especially in the Silicon Valley. This is the story’s locale. Office flings are examined from several angles, especially when they go comically wrong (though, ultimately, not in my heroine’s case). That’s when the furies unleashed by misinformed, stilted lovers often result in unintended consequences, and to the degree that lives are changed forever.
And often for the better.
David Stone
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Chapter 1



TASSIE
Tassie stared into her walk-in closet and got very depressed. It was a sea of dark gray and dull brown, shapeless sweaters, sullen hoodies, uninspired dresses and skirts, unisex tops, baggy jeans and unflattering blazers. If one was being polite, it could be said her footwear looked comfortable, but that was it. It was an otherwise dreary selection of women’s attire.
This was her entire office wardrobe, purchased a year earlier for her new job at Trans Tech in Palo Alto. Though she had shopped the higher-end stores offering free tailoring, she declined those offers, even though clerks stressed that a little tailoring would accentuate her great body. Instead, Tassie pointed them in the other direction, the result being all her new clothes fit loosely and abundantly.
But that’s how it was for a lot of the women working in tech in the Bay Area. Unisex ruled. Stressing one’s sex appeal was not on the menu.
Now, a year later, it was Tassie’s decision to reverse course and swim against the current. She was emptying her closet of frump. She was going to quit hiding her killer body and let her hair down (literally, as she had kept it up in ponytails or buns for six years).
And she was now going to wear a touch of fashionable makeup, a just right touch. She knew she could sex things up easily, but she also wanted to be classy.
Just days before when she was back home in Ohio, her family stressed, almost to the point of staging an intervention, that it was time for Tassie to “whore it up a bit, but in a classy way,” and quit hiding her natural, sexy beauty. Her sister Maureen even encouraged her to “show her tits a little more.”
Tassie sat on the edge of her bed to collect her thoughts. In less than a week her entire outlook had changed. Instead of hating men, or at least the disappointments they had always represented, she was going to give love another chance. It had taken a recent family trauma and intervention to turn her mind around. Able to heal from her psychic wounds, she discovered the truth about love and her true self. She was liberated from her past demons. Tassie now knew that true, passionate, everlasting love was not a fairytale. It was real, and she could experience it in her life.
But not if she continued hiding from the world under yards of frump.
She wondered if any man would really understand and accept the journey she had just taken to finding her true self. He would have to have a past full of symmetries bearing similar experiences to her own life, experiences that could only be understood by living them.
But she didn’t want just any man. Her target was Daniel Wood. They’d worked near each other for over a year and she knew they both felt a longing for each other. But instead of acknowledging her true feelings, she hid them and used her frumpy appearance as camouflage.
Now it was time for Daniel to meet the true Tassie. She knew, without a doubt, he had tried to connect with her multiple times, but she had always refused to respond.
And now that was all in the past. Come Monday morning, Daniel would meet the new Tassie, and she would respond this time.
Unless it was too late, of course. She didn’t keep track of his social life and she didn’t indulge in office gossip. There was no way she could know if Daniel was free or not.
But she remained optimistic, and there was only one way to find out.
She filled four lawn-size garbage bags with her unfashionable clothing and dropped them off at Goodwill. From there, she headed to the mall to shop the boutiques, Nordstrom and Macy’s. She wore a simple flutter-sleeve dress with a zip front, easy to put on and take off for a day of trying on new clothes. It was a gift from her mother, and she’d never worn it before because she had deemed it too sexy.
As soon as she entered the mall, she knew she was right about that. Men and women took notice when she passed. She had never noted people staring at her before.
Her first stop was one of the smaller boutiques. Its window display featured deep plunging, peek-a-boo lace tops, and Tassie felt they would work with the designer jeans (tight) she planned to purchase. A clerk, a young woman with spiky hair and a pierced eyebrow, helped her make a selection and showed her to the dressing rooms. She admitted to the clerk that this “girly stuff” was all new to her, and she needed help to get up to speed.
Tassie was startled to see the amount of cleavage revealed by the low-cut tops. Initially, she thought, no way. But the more she admired herself in the mirror, the more her sister Maureen’s instructions to show more tit echoed in her her brain. She purchased an assortment in different colors but with similar necklines.
At Nordstrom and Macy’s, she stocked up on a selection of pencil-style tight skirts, tight jeans, slender-fitted white dress blouses, and new suit jackets that, when tailored, would follow her curves precisely. She could pair them endlessly with the collection of skimpy camisoles and the low cut blouses she had now added to wardrobe. From there she went on to shoes, buying six new pairs, then picked out a few tasteful bracelets and earrings. She finished her shopping spree buying several drawers worth of new lingerie, all sexy rather than utilitarian.
By the time she got home and got all the tags removed and clothing put away it was nearly midnight. From her Redwood Shores condo, she could see flights still lining up to land for SFO. She fixed herself a stiff martini using apple flavored vodka and stepped out on her small upstairs balcony. A favorable wind diminished the sound of air traffic into SFO, but with a downside. It was bringing in the low tide odors from Bair Island.
Tassie left the balcony, sat on her bed, and popped open her laptop. Her work email had been slight during her four-day absence, so she noticed right away a fresh one queued at the top from her company’s New Products Incubator. It said she was assigned to a temporary work team along with several others from her department. Its focus was to “Develop strategic and pro-active forecast models involving holistic client modeling…” As with most memoranda received from department heads, none of them knew what the hell any of the special teams would actually be doing until they sat down in their first meetings.
The email named Daniel Wood as the lead supervisor.
Her Daniel Wood!
Tassie thought the planets might really be lining up for her now. This couldn’t just be a coincidence. There were surely supernatural forces of some kind at work, and she felt a giddy excitement at the prospect that things may be finally going her way.
When Tassie began her three month internship at Trans Tech, Daniel was her lead supervisor. She was impressed by his extremely confident manner, his bright sense of humor and the aura of success that seemed to follow him around. Plus, he was very handsome, but in an effortless way. In short, he was hopelessly attractive. He also reminded Tassie of Tom, her mom’s lover, a man she had greatly admired and trusted completely.
It was her moms lover’s recent suicide that took her back to Ohio. Tassie viewed Tom as her unofficial stepdad. From the shock and recovery from this family tragedy came the genesis of the New Tassie.
Daniel’s low voice and confident manner also matched Tom’s, and Tassie always felt a little flustered when he spoke to her directly at work. Regardless, she excelled at every task that landed in her tiny cubicle and she was soon assigned a permanent position in Forecast Analysis, Retail Division. The downside there was Daniel was no longer her supervisor.
And that was about to change! True, it was just a temporary assignment, but that’s all she needed - a new opportunity to shine for Daniel Wood, and this time without the frumpy and cool exterior.
Aside from two minor and very brief office flings since landing in California, Tassie hadn’t dated anyone, nor had she attempted to. The only male in the entire wing of their vast campus that interested her was Daniel. He was the only man who gave her those telltale tingles that were hard to ignore.
As far as Tassie knew, Daniel didn’t date anyone from the office, and she had never heard his name come up during gossip sessions she accidentally overheard involving office romances.
As she concluded these reflections on the past, Tassie felt excited about the future. She finished her cocktail, closed her laptop and turned off her light. The retail therapy that had occupied her day now left her worn out, and she quickly fell asleep.
***
The weather the next day, Sunday, was brilliant for a San Francisco summer. The early fog that occasionally spilled over from Half Moon Bay failed to materialize and the sky was blissfully cloudless and sunny. Tassie felt jet-lagged and generally depleted from her recent trip and exertions the day before. She was also recovering from all the booze she drank with her siblings to numb the pain of Tom’s death.
She decided to bring some reading to her condo pool and take it easy. Her sole prior appearance there had been in a mommy style one-piece bathing suit, it’s sole benefit being no one bothered her. Today she’d set the new Tassie in motion and wear a killer two-piece bathing suit with the near-thong bottom. She’d purchased it on impulse and only worn it a few times at home. She had never thought of wearing it “in public” before. But her family was liberated when it came to matters of the flesh and thus unbothered by skimpy swimwear.
There were three other people at the pool when she arrived, a couple and a single man staring at a laptop. The woman, possibly in her early thirties, gave her a wary stare as she crossed the pool patio.
Tassie pulled off her long T-shirt and immediately felt the fresh air over her very exposed bum. For a moment she wondered if she’d forgotten to put her bottoms on. A quick check confirmed that she had. She bent over to spread her towel on a lounger and sat down. She noted the three sets of eyes examining her, to which she offered a single smile. She had seen these people before around the complex but didn’t know any of them personally.
After reading for a while, her eyes got tired from squinting at the sun drenched pages, so she put the book down and rolled over onto her stomach. She undid her top so there wouldn’t be a tan-line, and tried to doze.
After a few minutes, a voice seeped into the din of the traffic noises surrounding them, both from the airport and 101, and it was apparently directed at her.
“Excuse me… Do you work at Trans Tech?” said the voice.
Tassie looked up to see a head haloed by the sun. She shielded her eyes by mimicking a salute.
“Yes, in Forecast Analysis,” said Tassie.
“I thought I’d seen you there.”
“Yes. Maybe. Do you work at Trans Tech too?” asked Tassie.
“Yes.”
It was obvious this voice wasn’t attached to someone skilled in social graces. Tassie started to get up but realized her top was no longer secured to her body. She reached around and tied the straps and made some liberal adjustments as she sat up. There was generous boob hanging out in several places, which she tucked in as she gestured with her eyes to the adjacent lounger.
“Why don’t you have a seat… I’m sorry. I don’t know your name. I’m Tassie.”
“Hi.” The voice sat down holding a laptop to his chest. He wore unattractive, thick glasses with a clip-on sun visor attached.
“So, you work there too. What section?” asked Tassie.
“Technical Services.”
“I haven’t seen you before, but I think you’re in another wing.”
“I see you in the canteen at lunch, or on the quad. I’ve seen you both places.”
“I’m sorry, I still don’t know your name,” said Tassie.
“It’s Jared.”
“Hi, Jared. Nice to meet you. I really don’t know that many people outside my department.”
“Maybe I’ll see you at lunch then,” said Jared.
“Sure,” said Tassie. “Anytime.”
“Okay. Well, have a nice day.” He then got up and left.
That was the first time a male outside of work had introduced himself to Tassie since landing in San Francisco. That was almost a year ago. And of course, he was from work. She looked down to see half a nipple peeking out of her top and adjusted her suit. She laughed, thinking Jared was probably now back in his condo getting her out of his system.
She looked at her phone to see it was one o’clock, reclined on her stomach again, undid her top and fell asleep.
About an hour later she awoke to notice several dozen more people around the pool, and most of them men. She looked over her shoulder at her backside. From her angle, it appeared she wasn’t wearing anything. She tied up her top and made sure the cups were fitted properly this time, sat up, pulled on her T-shirt and left. There was silence as she walked, and she felt all eyes were on her. It made her feel deliciously conscious of the fact that the New Tassie was a hit.
When she got back to her condo she studied her reflection in the bathroom mirror. Hell, she thought. Why had she been hiding the woman in that mirror for so long?
Tassie decided to figure out her outfit for the next day. She laid out her sexy new underwear, new skinny jeans, new low-cut top and the single blazer that fit off of the rack. She took a picture and sent it to her sister Maureen, who texted back a few minutes later.
“What’s this?”
“My clothes for first day back at work”
“Try them on.”
“Okay”
Tassie had to do some jumping up and down to get into her new skinny jeans. She put the low-cut top on over her balconette-style bra and was surprised at the amount of boob showing. Her new blazer minimized it but not by much. She took a selfie in the bathroom mirror and sent it to Maureen.
“That’s a lot tit.”
“Too much?”
“No. It’s right on the edge though.”
“Thanks.”
Tassie decided she’d go with it. Monday would be tits, then Tuesday a pencil skirt with a scalloped front and white blouse, and then she’d alternate. She put the clothes away and spent the rest of the day and night reviewing her new team packet, eighty pages of gobbledygook and techie speak that managed to tell her virtually nothing about what was expected of her.
Later, as she trying to fall asleep, she kept thinking of something that happened a few days before when she back in Ohio. It made her ruthlessly aroused. She turned on her light and pulled a hand mirror and dildo out of the nightstand drawer next to her, set them on the bed, and removed her panties. Holding the mirror, she watched herself masturbate.
When she was done, she put everything away and turned out the light. As she closed her eyes she concluded that no, no one would ever believe the journey she’d just taken.
But to know her truly, she wondered, wouldn’t they have to?




Chapter 2



TASSIE
When Tassie walked into the lobby of her wing at Trans Tech and headed down the hall to her cubicle, she was stopped by security. She was surprised, as it was the regular security team that had waved her through hundreds of times before. She showed them her identity badge and one of them said, “Welcome To Trans Tech” and waved her on. It was the same guy who had helped her get into her car when she’d lock the keys inside.
Could she really look that different? Instead of the usual bun or ponytail, she had dried her hair properly and curled the ends. She was wearing just a dab of makeup, versus her no makeup prior self, and had noticed immediately the difference just a dab made. She was wearing the outfit she selected the night before: sleek jeans, low heels, a low-cut top with ample boob accenting her steps as they quivered, and a sharp blazer that hugged her waistline.
Okay, she thought. She probably did look a little different. She’d only noticed one other woman on her floor who ever wore low-cut tops, and unlike Tassie, she didn’t have a lot to show for it.
As she approached her cubicle no one said hello or acknowledged her by name until she set her bag on her desk and sat down.
“Tassie?” The voice belonged to Jason in the adjoining cubicle, who pushed his chair out to look around the divider.
“Hey, Jason. Miss me?”
“I, ah, didn’t recognize you at first. Sure, we missed you... What have you done? You look different?” said Jason.
Tassie smiled and said, “Oh, my hair’s down. I always wore it up before.”
“Yeah, but…”
“That’s really it. Oh, I got some new clothes too,” said Tassie.
“Well, you look nice. Hey, we’re on a new team, did you get the email?”
“Yeah. I read all the spec stuff. Is there a meeting I should know about? Hey, my computer isn’t booting up,” said Tassie.
“Yeah. At ten. Let me look at your computer.”
Jason stood and came over. Tassie leaned around the back of her screen to check the connections, and when she leaned back and looked at Jason, he was staring down her top.
“Hey, Jason, over here,” she snapped her fingers. “It’s all connected. Do some magic for me.”
Jason clicked some keys and her screen came to life.
“Thanks, Jason.”
“There’s a new security protocol. Hey, maybe I’ll see you at lunch. You can tell me about all the fun you had on your vacation.”
“I went home for a memorial service, Jason. My stepfather killed himself.”
“Oh yeah, I forgot.”
“It’s okay. We only called him ‘stepdad’. He was my mom’s lover for years, in fact, for most of my life.”
“Well, I’ll see you at the meeting and then maybe lunch.”
“Okay.”
After Jason returned to his cubicle Tassie reviewed her boob situation and decided to button her blazer. It didn’t really conceal her cleavage much but it was all she could do.
“Tassie?” Said a new voice.
She looked at the source. It was Kelly from another nearby cubicle, a young woman with a very cool manner. “Hey, Kelly. How are things?”
“Good. You look different,” said Kelly, while staring at Tassie’s chest.
“It’s the hair. I’m not wearing it up.”
“Okay... Listen. Wood wants us to get together with him before the meeting later. He didn’t say why.”
Tassie felt her heart jump a little. She had to revise her panic schedule. “When?”
“Ten minutes okay?”
“Sure,” said Tassie, smiling.
“It’s not just the hair, Tassie,” said Kelly, looking as if she was pondering other possibilities. She returned to her cubicle without further comment.
Tassie now had the feeling she was overdoing it her first day back. She turned on her webcam and did a few turns and twists to see how her cleavage was behaving. She didn’t think there was too much showing, but she tucked her top down in the back to let it rise in front. It was a little better and frankly all she could do. By no means did she look like a tart, or any different, really, than most career women with office jobs outside of tech.
“Tassie?” said a fresh voice, this one a baritone.
She looked up to see Derek from three cubicles away.
“Hey, Derek. How are you?”
“Good, good… Say, now that you’re back I was wondering if we could grab lunch. I thought we could talk about the incubator. You’re on my team.”
“What do you mean ‘my’ team? Aren’t we all on the same team? Daniel is the supervisor.”
“Yeah. Sorry. I meant the team.”
“No problem. Okay, maybe I’ll see you there after the meeting,” said Tassie, offering an ambiguous response to the lunch suggestion.
“Okay. See you later then,” said Derek as he left.
Kelly collected Tassie and they walked to the corner office where Daniel Wood would oversee the New Products Incubator. Tassie had only been there a couple times during her internship. When the women knocked, Daniel waved them in, said hello to Kelly, and looked at Tassie with an amused and boyish smile, but failed to offer her a greeting. He looked at Kelly, then back to Tassie, offering his hand. “Hello, I’m Daniel Wood. I don’t think we’ve met.”
Tassie blushed and explained they’d met many times over the past year, also mentioning that he’d hired her.
“Oh my God, yes. Jesus, I’m sorry! Of course I remember. Sure... Please forgive me...” said Daniel, stumbling. He was clearly, thought Tassie, acting like a bashful seventh grader.
“It’s the hair, Daniel. She usually wears it down,” said Kelly, her voice mimicking the effect of an eye-roll.
“Okay. That’s it. Right,” said Daniel. “Well, let’s sit down and chat a minute.”
“Look,” he continued. “We’ve been handed this pile of… Let me start again.” Daniel referred to his notes. “We’re to study launch readiness criteria, validate testing requirements for identifying monetization opportunities, make recommendations/solutions, timely completion, blah blah blah… I’ll be honest. I can barely understand this nonsense. It’s basically a vanity project to secure more funding. It’s so they can show activity in programming aimed at optimizing revenues.”
“So we’re going to scratch the project?” asked Kelly.
“No, we can’t do that. But we can make it useful to us. The only thing worthwhile here is the monetization analysis across retail platforms. I want you two to focus your efforts there and ignore the rest. You will not be integrating with the team. Also, you will not have to wear those hideous green T-Shirts sitting in that box in the corner... I’m sorry if that’s a disappointment.” He attached a smile to his last comment.
Tassie looked at Kelly, her junior, to see if she was going to speak, and noticed she’d undone the top two buttons of her blouse. She didn’t seem moved to say anything.
“So,” said Tassie. “We’re going to be a super sub-team while the others sit in the Imagineering Pit, spew nonsense at each other, and eventually condense it all into a report that no one will read.”
“That’s it precisely,” said Daniel. “You’re a quick study, Tassie. I recall that now.” He seemed to smile at thoughts inspired by his recollection. “Anyway, you two won’t need to attend the meeting. We can talk more about our project later.”
“Is that it?” asked Kelly. “If I’m not attending the meeting I can go over to the hub and run reports we’ll need to get started.”
“That’s great... Yeah, that’s it. We’re done,” said Daniel, who stood up to see them out. When they got to the door he tapped Tassie on the shoulder.
“Say, Tassie, hold on a minute, will you?” Kelly stopped for a moment, gave Tassie a catty look, and moved on.
“Sure,” said Tassie. The low voice he used startled her. It was the same voice he might use to say, Tassie, I love you. Will you be my wife? “What’s up?”
“Well, I was just thinking, Kelly can handle the data collection side for the retail stuff. I recall you have a real knack with statistical projections. I’d like to work closely with you on that, make that our focus.”
“Okay, where do we start?” asked Tassie.
“Why don’t we grab some lunch after my meeting. We can go off campus so we won’t be disturbed.”
“Okay, sure.”
“Great. I’ll grab you at lunchtime,” said Daniel. Tassie half expected a parting peck on her cheek.
When she returned to her cubicle she found Derek hovering. She put her laptop down and pulled out her chair and sat down. She had been hoping for a quiet moment to reflect on her meeting with Daniel and his proposed luncheon. It was completely unexpected and needed processing.
“Hey, Derek, what’s up?”
“Oh, there you are. I was just wondering how your meeting went. You know, the team thing?”
“Derek, you can see my desk from your cubicle.”
“Yeah. I was just walking by though.”
“I’m not on the team after all. You’ll have to get along without me I guess,” said Tassie, smiling. Derek was staring at her cleavage. As Tassie was feeling a little high from her meeting with Daniel she felt a little mischievous as well. She unbuttoned her blazer and fluttered her top, pretending she was warm.
Derek didn’t bother looking away.
“Not on the team anymore?” he asked, still staring at her chest.
“Nope. Daniel has something else for me to do, so…”
“Okay, well, see you at lunch I guess.” He returned to his cubicle and Tassie checked her calendar, turned off her out-of-office responder and opened a new project file. She didn’t really have anything to put in it yet, closed it, and decided to get some coffee.
At the end of their wing was a small concessions area with an espresso stand. She ordered a double shot mocha and sat in the adjacent “Think Center” to text Maureen.
“Tits a success.”
After a few minutes, Maureen responded.
“Go tits! Explain.”
“Having lunch with Daniel, that guy I told you about.”
“That was fast. Wedding bells?”
“LMAO, not.”
“I’m happy for you.”
“Thanks. LUV YA.”
As she clicked out of messaging to surf the web and drank her coffee, a fresh voice loomed over her, front and center.
“Tassie?”
She looked up and saw Sean, a guy she had an unfortunate tango  with during the office Christmas party. This was the same Sean who hadn’t spoken to her since.
“Hey, Sean. How are you?”
“I’m great… I wasn’t sure it was you.”
“It’s the hair. I’m wearing it down,” said Tassie, flinging a strand of hair to demonstrate it was not up.
“Yeah. You look nice.”
“Thanks.”
“Hey,” said Sean, his voice attenuated. “Look, I’m sorry I never got back to you after that party, I mean the night we…”
“Fucked?”
Sean seemed startled by her frankness. “Well, yeah I guess.”
“That’s okay. I didn’t get back to you either, or didn’t you notice?”
“No. I mean, yes, I noticed.”
“So we’re cool then, right?”
“Yeah. Hey, I was thinking maybe I’d see you at lunch,” said Sean, hopefully.
“Sure,” said Tassie standing up, making sure he got a nice downblouse on her way up. “Maybe I’ll see you at lunch.”
Tassie left Sean and returned to her cubicle and fortunately no one was hovering. She sat down and pondered her forthcoming lunch date. It was extremely unusual to be taken off campus by senior management for a lunch meeting. Even lunch meetings between senior managers were taken in a private dining room setup for executives.
Was it really that simple to get attention? Show some cleavage and men fell over themselves to invite you to lunch? None of her cubicle mates ever planned to eat together, though it happened occasionally. Tassie usually ate a sandwich alone sitting in the quad.
If Daniel was planning to put a move on her at lunch that would be it. She was lose interest immediately. If he didn’t put any kind of move on her, that could mean it was strictly a business meeting. That idea bothered her as well. She worried she was developing the mind of an eighth grader wondering whether a cute boy in class loved her. If she had a notebook open she might be drawing nice houses with white picket fences. How did kids get through school with this nonsense in their heads? Maybe she should thank her guru for saving her from all those miseries.
It was her guru, currently an inmate in Federal Prison, who taught her men were not to be trusted, sex was bad, and women should wear potato sacks to hide their feminine virtues. His movement was called the Virgin Path, and she’d bought into it hook, line and sinker. She now felt it had destroyed almost eight years of her young life.
But that was all in the past now.
High school must be where you learned the game of love and how to pick yourself up when your heart was broken. She had missed all that thanks to the Virgin Path, which taught her to shun men.
Not being frumpy anymore clearly meant she faced a new set of problems. She checked her cleavage and noticed a big coffee stain on her top, dead-center between her breasts. It sat there like an exclamation mark off its diet.
She went to the women’s room to wash it out. She debated whether she should take off her blouse, but that would leave her standing in a not-for-work style, here-are-my-tits bra meant more for evening entertainments. She couldn’t go there, so she kept it on and dampened the stained area. That caused the wet area to spread significantly, and where there wasn’t a coffee stain, her top was now transparent. After some more scrubbing the stain was mostly removed, but now she faced returning to her cubicle as a one woman wet T-shirt contestant.
She bent down to get her wet top in front of the hand dryer and punched it on. This startled her hair, which reacted as any wind-blown object might. She gathered her hair around her back with one hand and continued holding herself in a bent posture over the hand dryer. It was heating her up significantly. She soon felt her face beading with perspiration and her underarms getting damp. She stood to survey her top. It was almost dry, so she bent down again over the dryer and punched for another cycle. At this moment Kelly entered the women’s room, which Tassie thought was unfortunate.
“Hi,” said Tassie, above the noise of the hand dryer. “I spilled some coffee.”
“Bummer,” said Kelly, as she disappeared into a stall.
When the dryer finished its cycle Tassie looked in the mirror. Her top was mostly dry now but the coffee stain remained slightly apparent, and the drying action had caused unsightly wrinkles and stretch marks on her top. There was no way her slim-cut blazer could hide it.
Tassie was feeling flustered as Kelly exited the stall to the sound of a gurgling toilet and came to the sink area.
“Didn’t work, huh?” said Kelly, looking at Tassie.
“No. I think the top is ruined.”
“It’ll be alright once you wash and dry it.”
“That won’t do me any good for today.”
“No… So, what’s up with Daniel?” asked Kelly. “I noticed he held you back.”
“He wants me to handle some statistical forecasting, that’s all.”
“That’s it?”
“Yeah. He said we’d get together later to talk about it.”
“Well, be careful there,” said Kelly, as she walked out.
Tassie wondered what the hell that meant. Was Daniel a serial office abuser of women? Did he have some history she didn’t know about? Damn, she thought. If only she’d made some close friends she could ask them about it. She stared at her top situation, which was hopeless. There was no time to go home and change.
Feeling rather sullen, Tassie left the bathroom to return to her cubicle. There were ten minutes left until the lunch hour. She’d just tell Daniel she couldn’t make it due to wardrobe distress and ask if they could schedule another time to meet. As she passed Derek’s desk she noticed his green T-shirt.
“What’s that for?” she asked Derek, who instantly stared at the stain on her top.
“It’s a team T-shirt. We got them at the meeting.”
“Can I get one?”
“What for?”
Tassie gave him a duh look and pointed at her top, which Derek interpreted as Tassie pointing at her boobs.
“Oh. Yeah. Sure.” Derek got one for her from a box on the floor, the same one that had been sitting in Daniel’s office. In bold white lettering it said, “I’m Incubating”.
Tassie’s first thought was she should get one for Maureen, who was trying to get pregnant. Her second thought was, there was no way she could wear it. As she was holding it up to her chest she received a tap on her shoulder. It was Daniel. She turned around still holding the T-shirt over her front.
“Didn’t I tell you they were hideous?” he said, smiling.
“I don’t know. Maybe. Anyway, I was thinking of wearing it.” Tassie dropped the T-shirt to reveal her stained top.
“Oh, I see. Well. You can’t wear that out in public.”
“Can we reschedule our lunch?” asked Tassie.
Daniel thought for a moment. “Where do you live? We could pass by your place so you can change.”
“Redwood Shores.”
“That’s not too far. There’s a decent place up there, Mistral.”
“I know it. It’s near my condo.”
“Let’s go there then,” said Daniel.
In the meantime, Jason had appeared to walk with Tassie to the lunch area, which Derek thought he would be doing as well. Behind Jason was Kelly, who stood in her cubicle staring at them.
As Tassie and Daniel walked the long corridor heading to the parking lot, it was clear all eyes were upon them and from every direction. When they got to his gleaming white BMW, he opened her door, and that made Tassie feel she was on a date.
Was she?




Chapter 3



TASSIE
“I’m sorry I didn’t recognize you at first, Tassie,” said Daniel, steering them onto the 101. “Maybe I’ve reached that stage where I get senior moments and start forgetting stuff.”
“I hope not. What are you? Maybe ten years older than me?”
“Thirty-four,” said Daniel. “The early gray in the temples is a family trait.”
“It looks nice. Anyway, don’t worry about not recognizing me. I got a lot of that today.” Tassie stared at his hand resting on the gear knob in the center console. His fingers were long with expertly manicured nails and it looked like they wore a polish of some kind. She decided that was okay.
“I can’t believe it’s just the hair,” said Daniel. “There’s something else. Your vibe is different, Tassie. I just can’t put my finger on it.”
Indeed, thought Tassie. Over the course of the past week, she had become a new women from the top down. She knew she was exaggerating, but she had definitely crossed a threshold and there was no return ticket.
She was now a complete woman. Apparently, this had affected her “vibe”. But would she ever be able to explain it to Daniel?
“I changed my shampoo,” said Tassie, as a joke.
“That must be it,” said Daniel, laughing.
Tassie directed Daniel to her condo unit. He found a spot directly in front and parked, leaving the engine running. She was happy for that, as turning off the engine might have meant he expected to go in and ravage her in the kitchen, thus saving the expense of a meal. Of course, she was kidding herself but liked the imagery of it.
“These condos aren't cheap. We must be paying you too much,” said Daniel.
“I’m sort of subsidized by my parents. My mom thought it was a good investment for the family. You could say we co-own it.”
“That’s was good of her. My parents would never have had the ability.”
“I’ll just be a minute.” She got out of the car and entered her unit, and dashed up the stairs as she peeled off her blazer, top and bra.
She reviewed the options and settled on a new white safari-style blouse with rolled sleeves and a short tail meant to be worn untucked, and chose a sexy white bra with lace trim, buttoned herself up and viewed the result in the mirror. She left the top two buttons undone to preserve the cleavage factor that had worked so well that morning, but with a reduced overall view of her boobs. She knew finding her limits would take some practice as well as trial and error.
As she passed her hall mirror on her way back to the car she noticed the outline and detail of her bra was clearly visible through the light fabric of the blouse. There was a time when she would never have left the house in a similar top.
When she slung her trim, jeaned legs back into the BMW and sat in her seat, she could feel Daniel’s eyes recalculating her revised look. Tight jeans, fitted white top clearly covering a sexy bra, with luxuriant thick hair falling in neat curls at the shoulders.
“Wow,” said Daniel. “That was quick. You look great.”
He drove them less than a quarter mile to the restaurant. It was busy but he had reserved a table with a nice view. Most of the women present seemed a few years older than Tassie, and many were wearing crisp suits but otherwise exhibited no particular flair.
“Do you come here often?” asked Tassie, settling in. After she said it she remembered it was a corny line.
“Maybe a twice a month. I know the owners. I haven’t been here in a while and have been jonesing for their paella and sea scallops. Plus, since you live up here it made sense.”
“I’ll try the paella,” said Tassie. “I’m sort of a foodie at heart. I love trying everything.”
“Really? You don’t look like a foodie.” Daniel smiled as his eyes did another once-over of her physique, or at least that portion still viewable as she sat across from him. “I know I am. I love everything.”
“We live in the right part of the country for experimental dining, that’s for sure,” said Tassie. “But I haven’t really been out that much.” In truth, she seldom went anywhere.
“Do you have a favorite place?”
Though Tassie had rarely if ever ventured out into the local cuisine-scene, she read the reviews. “Quince is nice,” she said.
“I thought it was a little unfocused myself, but excellent quality.”
“Yeah,” said Tassie, hoping the subject would change. She was guessing the suit jacket he slipped on for lunch was Armani. A black suit, crisp white shirt, and no tie was for her perfection if worn by the right man.
They ordered their meal. Daniel declined to see the wine selection, then apologized for not offering it to her.
“Oh, that’s fine. I’m not a lunch drinker.” Tassie was glad they wouldn’t be drinking alcohol. If he was a player, that would be his first move — to get her tipsy.
“So, I know we worked together before, during your internship, but I never learned much about your background outside of school. Carnegie Mellon, right?
“Right. In lovely Pittsburgh.”
“Good school though,” said Daniel. “But you’re not from there?”
“No. Granville, Ohio.”
“I know the place. It’s a funky little town,” said Daniel.
Their food arrived and by the time the fresh pepper was ground and their waters topped off they had lost the track of the conversation. Tassie wondered how Daniel could possibly know anything about Granville, Ohio.
“Oh, this is lovely,” said Daniel, digging into his paella and scallops. Tassie thought a man using “lovely” to describe his food was lovely. She felt it was much better than grunting.
“It is good,” said Tassie. It was, she genuinely thought, and flavored in a way she wasn’t accustomed to.
“It’s cooked over charcoal, and the stock is excellent. Try the allioli. They use a Catalan recipe.”
“You are a foodie,” said Tassie, trying the garlic sauce. “Wow, it’s all good.”
As Tassie was showing her interest in the food, it encouraged Daniel to offer an exacting summary of Spanish and Catalan cuisine. He was amazingly informative, thought Tassie, and had an almost sensual relationship to food.
“Anyway,” he said finally. “Weren’t we talking about your family before?”
“Not my family. I mentioned I was from Granville, Ohio. We didn’t get to the family bit.”
“Oh, sorry… So your family lives there? What’s your dad do?”
“My real father left us when I was pretty young,” said Tassie. “I didn’t really know him after I was five.”
“That’s sad. I’m sorry to hear it.”
“It’s so long ago I don’t have feelings about it anymore. My mom found someone new after a couple years so it felt like a real family again.”
“And what’s he do there, your mom’s friend?” asked Daniel, innocently.
“He committed suicide about four weeks ago,” said Tassie, before consuming a shrimp.
“God, I’m sorry. I keep stepping in it, don’t I. That must have been terrible for your family.”
“Well, initially it was a shock, of course, but then we learned why he did it and it made sense. You know Robin Williams? He had the same disease. It’s an early onset dementia and neither one of them wanted to live through that, especially him. My mother understood. She even knew it was coming.”
“I can understand. That took a lot of courage from both of them. They have my respect. And it saved you all from having to experience his decline. My grandfather died from dementia, but not quickly. It was horrible for my mother and grandmother.”
“I see that now,” said Tassie. “I didn’t know about the dementia until last week. My sister and I found it out reading his journal. His son actually found it in dad’s’s shop behind their house.” Tassie regretted mentioning “his son” because he was soon to become her brother-in-law. He was going to marry her sister Maureen. She should have left that bit out, and now realized how difficult it would be going forward when explaining her family to strangers.
“So, you have a stepbrother too. I have a stepsister about your age,” said Daniel. “I’m almost afraid to ask, but how is your mother doing now? How is she adjusting?”
“He’s not my stepbrother. He was my mom’s lover’s son. I know it’s confusing... Anyway, she’s doing well. She already has a prospect for… Well, that won’t sound right. She may even get remarried this time. There’s an old flame in the picture... I really shouldn’t have mentioned that. It’ll sound wonky since she’s only just lost her one and only. My family is a little different. It’s hard to explain.”
Though Tassie had perfected the art of letting her intelligence shine in interviews and during office discussions, she felt less adept in purely social situations. When discussions veered into feelings or personal matters, she could be a flake, she thought, who shouldn’t be allowed to speak.
When Daniel mentioned having a stepsister, her first thought was to wonder if there had ever been any sexual tension between them. Thankfully, his question about her mother saved her from committing a faux pas by asking.
“Don’t worry about explaining. All families have their quirks. I know mine does. Anyway, it’s tough on the kids but, sure, your mother should move on and find happiness again. Life is so short. I don’t understand people wasting so much of it trying to find themselves... Oh, I’m sorry, that’s sort of a pet peeve of mine. Wasters. I think life is precious, and it’s better when you can spend it with good company.”
“No, I get it,” said Tassie. “He told my mom before he died he wanted her to move on, even mentioned the guy she’s now possibly marrying. I agree about not wasting time. My younger sister is trying to get pregnant for the same reason. She wants to get on with it.”
“I wish her the best of luck. I love kids. I don’t understand couples who give that side of life a pass,” said Daniel.
“I think I’m going to hear any day now that she’s been successful. They’re really trying hard.”
“What’s your future brother-in-law like?” asked Daniel.
Shit, thought Tassie. Maureen and Wayne’s coupling was going to be tough, if she ever went with full disclosure down the road. She’d already tripped up twice in a single lunch.
“He’s a great guy.” Tassie didn’t feel it necessary to explain all of the details or ways in which Wayne was great. “We really love him. They’re not married yet, though. That’s on the horizon.”
“Good. I guess you’ll be Aunt Tassie soon. I’m sure you’ll love it.”
“Me too. They’ll be moving out here soon so we’ll be able to visit a lot. So is my mom. Her friend lives in Big Sur.”
“That will nice for all of you, and I guess it means there could be two weddings soon, your mom’s and your sister’s. I’m envious. My family is kind of spread out now. We don’t see each other much.”
“I’m sorry. Maybe that’ll change,” said Tassie.
As Daniel was explaining his family situation the waitress arrived with the bill, he settled up and they walked out to his car. Tassie was full from her meal and desperately wished she could take a short nap. After a minute of further small talk as they drove, Daniel pulled up in front of her condo. It initially made sense to be there, and a second later it didn’t.
“What are we doing here?” asked Tassie. A quick panic took her mind off her full stomach. Did he think he was coming in for a quickie?
“Oh shit,” said Daniel. “I forgot all about work. In my head, I was dropping you off like after a…”
“A date?” asked Tassie, forcing a laugh.
“I guess. I don’t know. We didn’t even talk about work, did we? That’s my fault. I get carried away by the food.”
Daniel turned the car around and headed back to work.
“Look,” he said finally. “I really did mean to go over the project with you. I don’t want you to get the wrong impression. I think you’re lovely and all that but I really meant to discuss the project.”
“That’s okay,” said Tassie, happy to discern an earnestness in his words. “I forgot about work too. It was fun having lunch with you. I learned a lot about Catalan cooking.”
“I hope I didn’t overdo that. As I said, I get carried away.”
“You’re really passionate about food,” said Tassie. “I like that. I think enjoying food can be very sensual, like making love.” Why oh why, Tassie wondered, did she add that last part?
“That’s it exactly!” said Daniel. “People should savor good food the way they savor sex. Those are my feelings exactly.”
Daniel pulled into Trans Tech and parked in his reserved spot. “Listen,” he said. “A friend recommended a new Greek restaurant in the city. I’ve been eager to try it. Do you like lamb?” Tassie nodded, though it was a guess as she’d never tried it. “We could zip up there Friday after work if you’re not doing anything. We can talk about the project then. I’m going to be in LA the rest of the week so, well, we don’t have to call it a date. It’ll be a catch-up. I’ll email you some stuff to outline what I’m looking for, and can you tell me what you’ve discovered over dinner. Will that work for you?”
“That’s sound great. I’d love to.”
“Great. And hey, do me a favor and keep this between us, okay?”
“Sure thing.”
Tassie got back to her cubicle to see Jared from the condo pool standing by it. It took her a moment to recollect his name.
“Hey, Jared. What brings you by?” she asked.
“I thought we were having lunch together,” said Jared.
“Oh, I’m sorry, Jared. I didn’t know you meant we’d go to lunch. I thought you said ‘See ya at lunch’. I’ve already eaten.”
“Oh,” said Jared. He walked away without another word.
As she settled in, Jason peeked over the wall separating their cubicles.
“Tassie, that guy has been standing there for over an hour. What was that about?”
“He made a mistake,” said Tassie. “He thought we were having lunch today.”
“Oh. You went out with Wood, right? You left together.”
“Jason, is that important for any reason?”
“I just wondered,” said Jason, sitting back down at his desk.
There was definitely a change in local atmosphere of the office, thought Tassie. Everyone seemed very interested in her affairs now, meaning she would be monitored more closely, at least in regard to the social side of office life.
And this was only day one of New Tassie which, if she were keeping a diary, would be noted under the entry of “Tits”. She looked at her blouse to see a button had come undone and the center panel of her bra was showing, along with generous portions of each cup, both of which spilled over with boob.
She wondered if she was starting to give off the wrong impression. But what was the right impression? And why did Daniel ask her to keep their dinner “date” just between them?




Chapter 4



DANIEL
Daniel was pleasantly surprised when Kelly brought the new girl into his office. She was tall and slender with a magnificent bosom. Her eyes were the friendly, smiley kind, and she was wearing a sharp blazer over a low cut top. He was a great admirer of cleavage and felt it was a terrific wrong that so few women displayed any. He was a fan of late Fifties and early Sixties starlets who dressed in a way that celebrated the female form and accentuated bustlines.
Nudity was all over the Internet, which would make one think to show a little bosom was no longer a big thing. So why didn’t that liberal view descend into everyday office attire? The women on Mad Men were far sexier than most women in Silicon Valley. Daniel knew he could be overestimating the actual drought, but seeing Tassie that day, he couldn’t but notice the contrast between how she looked compared to every other female in his office. He didn’t view women who dressed sexily as objectifying themselves.
When Tassie sat across from Daniel, he couldn’t help but see that her beauty was bountiful, and now he couldn’t get her image out of his mind. He didn’t view women as parts, and he normally didn’t think much about these sorts of things, but Tassie changed all that, at least for the moment. From her lovely breasts to her long legs and beautiful face, both the sum of her features and their individual highlights had left him temporarily speechless.
When he first met Tassie a year before she was a different woman. Her attire broadcast she was all business and no nonsense, admirable traits in an interviewee, but not exciting outside business hours. Still, he had greatly admired her intelligence and quick mind. She also had displayed a very dry and refined dry sense of humor, which was his favorite kind, and was not shy about employing sarcasm. It wasn’t the highest form of wit, but when expertly dealt it could be sublime.
It was too bad, he had then thought, that she dressed so poorly and seemed to go out of her way to hide her feminine virtues and shapely body (which he didn’t really know she then possessed). He could have gotten beyond that, but she emitted a vibe that broadcast zero interest in the more sensual aspects of life, the man and woman stuff, pleasure in general or sexuality in any form.
He thought it was a shame, as her mind worked terrifically, and her humor didn’t fit the front she put forth at work, which was of an otherwise dull personality. For some reason, she had buried her true self under a frumpy exterior that signaled men should not apply. Still, she had put a hook in him. He knew she was special in some ethereal way that connected with him, but her unencouraging tone instructed him to look the other way.
The woman in front of him that day was not the same woman, though her badge said otherwise. It was a confounding mystery in Daniel’s mind that she could be one and the same person.
Kelly, who formerly held, by the slimmest of margins, a claim to “most sexy of them all” among the women on his floor, was now a far distant second. Regrettably, he had a history with her. When Daniel stumbled and didn’t recognize Tassie, Kelly sounded a little snarky explaining it was Tassie’s hair that made her look different. True, he had never seen Tassie with her hair down before, but that was far down the list of changes noticed.
What a great body! When she walked into his office her outfit looked like it was painted on, as if done by a great artist. The way her jeans fit her crotch, and the way its fabric followed her most intimate curves dazzled his brain. It felt like he was seeing her naked, which was nearly the case with the top third of her creamy bosom, which delicately rose and fell with each measured breath.
He could barely remember why he’d call Kelly and Tassie into his office, so he looked at his notes. In an angry scrawl, he had outlined some highlights and tried to share them, but his general state of fluster removed his will. He knew it was another garbage assignment meant to glorify several in management whose positions gave them little to do. So he summarized along these lines, and told the women what he had in mind was a sidebar to the main directive.
As he delivered his summary of the project he twice noticed Kelly stealthily unbuttoning her blouse, the button closest to her neck, and then the following one. He saw her glance down at the result and then over to Tassie. He suspected she felt behind in that day’s cleavage tournament and needed to catch up. Daniel thought this was a petty maneuver but felt no reason to share his opinion. At any rate, it was clear who the winner was.
Unlike most most of his staff during meetings in his department, male or female, Tassie made no attempt to reiterate what he had just summarized to show off a deep and complex comprehension. Instead, she gave a rather a quick, snarky summary and nailed it. This took his mind off her boobs and back to her similarly attractive intelligence.
When they were preparing to leave, which involved nothing more than standing up, Daniel felt some panic at the thought of losing Tassie’s presence for an indeterminate amount of time. As soon as he sensed Kelly was out of earshot, he bent towards Tassie in a way that he hoped would not be misinterpreted or viewed as conspiratorial. He suggested they have a lunch meeting to discuss working together on a tangent to the main project.
“Sure,” Tassie had said.
Then he said, “Grab you at lunchtime” when he meant to say “Pick you up”. It was a Freudian slip, as even a Jungian would admit. When they were in close contact and he could smell her scent, he knew his future was taking an immediate turn for Tassie Collins. When he saw Tassie walk away, all he could think of was holding her ass and never letting go.
When Daniel got to her cubicle at lunchtime, he noticed the annoying but brilliant engineer Derek chatting her up. He had hoped to collect her without anyone noticing. Tassie was holding one of the awful team T-shirts he gave out at his meeting. She explained the circumstances and Daniel’s first reaction was to feel a slump in his mood. He didn’t want to postpone their lunch. He wanted their lunch date to begin at lunch and then end up at the county clerk’s office to pick up their marriage certificate. Well, perhaps that could wait for down the road a bit. Still, he didn’t want to postpone their first outside-the-office casual meeting.
He offered to take Tassie to her place so she could change and she agreed. Before they left, he could see Kelly peering at them from her cubicle. She did not look happy.
Once in the car, Daniel attempted to clear up his earlier stumbles and blame them on aging. He later felt this wasn’t a very clever move, but he was once again stunned by her beauty and not operating at optimal efficiency. She was now sitting inches away and offering a view into the right side of her blouse. It made him jealous of the lace that supported her bosom, now animated by the car’s movements.
Tassie made a few jokes to explain her new appearance but in a way that didn’t really acknowledge the extent of the change. He admired that she was downplaying it rather than attempting to accent the highlights, which he could plainly see anyway.
Daniel was surprised to see her upscale condo. Most of the people under him still had roommates, or lived in downmarket apartments and houses that charged an arm and a leg despite their dreary condition. He would know, as he was also a landlord in the area. Tassie’s condo must have cost at least half a million, which in their part of the world wasn’t much. Maybe it went for a million.
After changing, she returned to the car looking as great as before. He could see a different lacy bra under a crisp white shirt tastefully and sufficiently unbuttoned to preserve a hint of cleavage, but less voluminously. As her fresh scent entered the car and melded with its leather aromas, Daniel imagined it must be what heaven smelled like.
Over their meal, he felt she exhibited a similar appreciation for fine dining, though Mistral qualified more as just good dining at lunch. As those who knew him knew he was accustomed to doing, he went a little off the reservation rhapsodizing over Catalan cuisine which, frankly, wasn’t even his favorite. She listened patiently and seemed genuinely interested.
When Tassie outlined several sad circumstances surrounding her family, her dad’s disappearance, the recent suicide of her mom’s lover, Daniel felt like a chump. But, of course, how could he have known?
When she mentioned having both an unofficial stepdad and step sibling he felt a pleasant pang of synchronicity. He wondered how far that synchronicity might extend. Certainly not, he was sure, could it have involved an unrequited affair. Daniel and his stepsister Gale had discovered their mutual attraction when she was still in college, beginning over a Christmas visit, and it had carried on for three years. They even wondered if marriage could ever be a possibility, but knew neither of their parents would ever stand for it. It had subsequently broken Daniel’s heart. She finally married someone else and ended up divorced. For the moment they were not speaking, letting time heal the wounds.
After their meal, Daniel accidentally drove Tassie back to her condo instead of work. Their lunch together had felt like a date, which she as much said although she was kidding. He regretted that he would be gone most of the week and not be able to see her again until the following Monday. His only choice was to schedule a real date, though he would remove that stigma by calling it a catch-up meeting. It wasn’t great as ideas go, but he was operating under pressure.
However, she said it was a good idea and would be looking forward to it. Now Daniel would have her on his mind all week anticipating their dinner. It was a shame he had to deal with another woman on his trip, for whom he had now lost all interest. He knew it was time tell Donna they were finished. He knew that even before Tassie had walked in his office that morning.
He worried dating women from the office could come back to haunt him. Daniel knew it wasn’t good form. Rather, it was a sign of weakness fueled by hope, and Tassie was making him feel very hopeful.




Chapter 5



TASSIE
Tassie liked to finish off her workdays with a stop at the campus fitness center, which was more elaborate and well equipped than any commercial health club. Unfortunately, the workout clothes in her locker reflected Old Tassie’s tastes for homely clothes — big gym shorts and oversized T-shirts or sweats with hoodies. She decided to empty her locker of the old and shop for the new on her way home. For today, she could knock out a hundred laps in the condo pool to make up for missing the gym. It would also burn off her recent acquisition of paella.
At a sports outfitters, she selected short leggings that fit her like a second skin and sports bras with a flirty mesh top that almost looked like lingerie. This was a style she had seen on only one other woman at the fitness center, and she was probably now married to a tech billionaire.
When she got home she stuffed her old gym clothes in the garbage, removed the tags from the new items, and put them in her bag to take to work. She laughed when she discovered the new outfits could fit in the ball of her hand when squeezed.
She got out of her clothes and slipped into her two-piece swimsuit with the near-thong back, then decided to fix her dinner before heading out for an exhausting swim. As she was finishing up her doorbell rang and she answered it as she was. It was a swimsuit, after all.
“Hello,” she said, after opening the door.
“Hi. I have some...” he paused to look at a receipt. “I have a delivery from Nordstrom for Tassie Collins.”
“Oh, great. That was fast. Thanks.”
He eyeballed Tassie for a moment while also not handing over the delivery, several custom tailored suit jackets. “Do you have your receipts from purchasing these items?”
“You mean my store receipts? Hold on.” Tassie ran up the stairs, giving the delivery guy a healthy dose of her generously exposed backside as she climbed them. When she came back he was smiling.
“Here ya go,” said Tassie.
“Oh, I don’t need to see them.” He gave her a cheesy smile, handed over the delivery, and left.
Okay, thought Tassie. That was a bimbo move on her part. When had she ever had to show a receipt for delivery? All she usually had to do sign her name, which was a full frontal situation not involving thonged backsides. She chalked it up to her new learning curve, hung the clothes in her closet, and pulled on a long T-shirt to walk to the condo pool area.
Once again there were just a few people mingling in after work mode drinking beer. Tassie put her towel down, took off her T-shirt and dove in. This would be an all-business visit to the pool. It was a more normal San Francisco summer day and thus on the cool side, which did not describe how the water felt, which was cold. She knew she would adjust once she started swimming vigorously.
However, her top was not what a woman would wear for vigorous swimming, its design shortfall making it more suited to harvesting krill. It also acted like a parachute, much against the general principles applied to streamlining. As her breasts were submerged anyway, she tucked the top down under her boobs and resumed her swim. As long as no entered the pool wearing goggles no one would be the wiser.
She quickly found her pace and went on automatic pilot. Her mind wandered into the day’s events. She had been chewing on Kelly’s parting comment in the restroom to “be careful” and decided it was just a bitch move. Kelly wanted to implant doubt in Tassie’s mind, and this could only mean Kelly had designs on Daniel herself. Perhaps seeing his favorable reaction to Tassie’s changed appearance kicked Kelly’s insecurities into gear. She may have been speculating about a relationship with Daniel as well and, seeing no competition among her fellow cubicle mates, was in no rush to put a plan in motion. With New Tassie in the picture, Kelly now felt threatened.
Daniel made it clear, in those first few minutes of their initial meeting, that he’d lost his mental traction when his eyes landed on her. He stumbled over the name thing. Kelly obviously interpreted this correctly, though it was still speculative on Tassie’s part that her beauty had momentarily dazzled him.
Kelly, who joined Trans Tech six months after Tassie, didn’t seem any more socially integrated with her fellow employees than she was. Kelly wasn’t a particularly warm person. She was pretty and had a nice figure but her eyes were cool and calculating. Tassie was never comfortable in her presence. It felt like an inquisition was afoot, and that she was peering into your depths against your will.
Tassie bonked her head during one lap and had to reset her automatic pilot. Normally, she could lap pools endlessly with her eyes closed, once she’d completed the first few. She recalibrated and made a summary mental visit to her lunch with Daniel.
He was clearly a foodie, which she liked, and was interested in the science of food, made apparent during his exposition on Catalan cooking. They both agreed about the sensuality of food, and she got the impression he took a sensual approach to life generally. This was her parent’s philosophy, especially on her mother’s side.
There was also the ‘blended family’ similarities, important in understanding what each had been through growing up. Tassie wondered just how similar. Did he have a special relationship his stepsister?
Tassie had to get through the week without seeing Daniel. He would miss seeing her in other new outfits, all purchased with him in mind. Perhaps she had been hasty in pitching all of her old work clothes, though she could dial things back in his absence by closing a few more buttons and choosing more conservative bras.
Then again, she was enjoying the new attention. Maybe it wasn’t a case of exhibiting her assets so much as not hiding them anymore. Hiding them almost required more effort. Her breasts were not unusually large, but they seemed that way due to her slender, tall frame. That was not a fault that should be hidden from the public, and her guru had been wrong to suggest otherwise. Why did her guru want her to feel ashamed by her natural assets? He had instructed her that a woman’s sexual desires were not natural and needed to be buried.
Her mother blamed her gullibility on her real father’s disappearance, which had been a painful experience.
But that was all in the past, where Tassie decided it should remain. She was not going to hide her assets any longer. If she was a sexy woman, she was a sexy woman. There was no point in putting her body in a box, which is about what her previous wardrobe amounted to, like it had been a coffin into she buried her sexuality.
Tassie lost count of her laps around number forty, and that had been a while ago. She could see she was in the shallow end and stood up, cleared her ears by pinching her nose and blowing, and smoothed her hair by leaning backward, all of this done with her eyes closed.
When she opened them she saw there were about ten people staring at her, most of them men. She smiled and headed to the steps to climb out of the pool. As she looked down for the first step, she noticed her breasts hanging out, as her top remained tucked under them to prevent it from harvesting krill.
Feeling somewhat aghast, she pulled her top up to discover it was now stretched beyond utility and failed to stay up. She wrapped herself in her towel and headed back to her condo.
As she departed through the gate leading out of the pool she heard someone call her name. She stopped and turned around to see Jared coming after her. He was carrying the T-shirt she’d left behind due to her haste.
“Hey, Jared. Thanks,” said Tassie when he caught up with her. “I guess you saw the show I just put on.”
“It looked like an accident. I don’t think anyone thought it was intentional.”
“Thanks. No, it wasn’t intentional, it was an accident. I pulled my top down so I could swim without it ballooning up and then forgot.”
“I see.”
“Yeah. Pretty funny I guess,” said Tassie, who continued walking. Jared followed along.
She wondered about him. He wasn’t bad looking but could have used a tweak with the glasses and, well, the frumpy clothes he seemed to enjoy. Tassie wondered if he was hiding under a disguise, which had more or less been the case with her. They were quickly at Tassie’s door, which she’d left unlocked.
“Well, here I am,” said Tassie. “This is my condo.”
“Yeah. Mine’s down there, around the end,” said Jared.
“That’s a good spot. You can probably see more of the Bay.”
“Yes.”
“Well, I guess I’ll go in,” said Tassie. Jared didn’t budge and she became curious. “Is there something else, Jared?”
“I was wondering about lunch tomorrow.”
“Oh. What’s with lunch, Jared? Everyone wants to have lunch with me now.” After she said this she felt she’d been rude.
“Hey, never mind that,” she said. “Do you want to come in for a drink? I need something to warm me up. I’ve got a chill now.”
“In your place? Sure.”
She took him into her living room and said he could have a seat on the sofa while she went up upstairs and changed.
Tassie got to her master bath and peeled off the now useless top and the four square inches of the thong and tossed them both in the wastebasket. She dried herself off and slipped into her plain old robe. It wouldn’t give anyone the wrong ideas. She toweled off her hair and shook it out, letting it assume a semi-wild state, which was exactly how it looked before she toweled it.
She passed through the living room on the way to the kitchen.
“Jared, I’m going to have some aquavit. Do you know it?”
“It’s a Scandinavian drink, caraway flavored, with citrus accents. Yes, I’ll have some. Thank you.”
“You know your alcohol, Jared. Most Americans haven’t heard of it.” Tassie was now hanging between the living room and kitchen.
“”My parents drink a lot. We lived overseas for a while.”
“That’s must have been a great experience, living overseas… I’ll be right back.” Tassie pulled a bottle of aquavit out of her freezer and got two shot glasses.
“I don’t usually drink the hard stuff during the week,” said Tassie, pouring out their shots. “But I’ve just shown the entire condo complex my tits so I think I deserve it. Cheers!”
“You didn’t show everybody. Anyway, you should be proud of them,” said Jared.
That seemed a little odd coming from Jared, and the mystery surrounding him deepened. He was utterly without pretension, which she found refreshing.
“Thanks, Jared. I like them well enough. I got the impression the people at the office today liked them too.”
“You looked nice. It’s funny...,” said Jared, apparently not ready to complete his thought.
“What’s funny, Jared?”
“You’re a lot different than you used to be.”
“Sexier?”
“Yes. But approachable is more what I meant. You always looked mad before.”
“It’s because I used to be hiding in plain site, Jared. I wanted disappear in a way, especially from men. Now I’m not doing that anymore... Hey, take off your glasses for a minute.”
Jared took them off. Tassie was instantly struck by how handsome he really was.
“Jared, I don’t mean to be rude but those glasses don’t help you much. You’re good looking. I don’t know how glasses can hide that but they do. It’s like a Clark Kent to Superman transition just took place here.”
“I can’t see without them,” said Jared.
“That’s not the point. Get a different style frame, or wear contacts. The glasses you’re wearing don’t compliment your face.”
Jared tried to study his frames, but couldn’t really without wearing them.
“Hey, if you want, I could help you pick out a new pair,” said Tassie. “It’ll be fun. They’ve got one-hour places. We could go tomorrow. I’ll be exercising after work but we can go from there.”
“I have seminars after work through Wednesday.”
“We can go on Thursday,”
“Okay.”
They both drained their shots and Tassie poured another round.
“Where’d you go to school, Jared?”
“Stanford.”
“And where are you from?”
“Walnut Creek.”
“And… Jared, these are questions where you don’t just answer with one or two words. They’re openings for conversations.”
“I really haven’t talked much to anybody. I don’t think I know how to.”
“Let me guess. You were born with a Gameboy in your diaper, and your head’s been in video games and programming ever since.” She was familiar with the type, though she didn’t dig into computer science and games until reaching late high school.
“Yeah. That’s pretty much the case,” said Jared. “I think I need to work on my social skills.”
“I can help you with that,” said Tassie. “But let me say this up front, okay? I’m not coming on to you. I don’t want you to get any ideas. I was like you before but in a different way. But the point is, I’ve got someone I’m interested in. Okay?”
“I understand. You like Daniel Wood.”
“It’s that obvious?”
“They were talking about it when I came to get you for lunch.”
“So much for secrets.” Tassie poured their third round of shots. She could feel the first two already but Jared seemed as stoical as ever.
“How are you set up money wise, Jared?”
“I barely spend anything, so I have a lot saved up.”
“Let’s get you some new glasses and clothes. You’ll see what a difference it can make. That’s sort of what I’m finding out clothes wise. I discovered I had a woman under my old stuff. That’s why I looked different today.”
“Some people asked me who the hot new girl was in forecasting.”
Tassie laughed. “See, clothes make a difference.”
“Yeah. Okay, I’m game for a change. You have a breast showing again.”
Jared passed that information along without adjusting his monotone, so Tassie didn’t tune into its import immediately. She looked down to see her right breast dangling outside her robe. She laughed as she addressed the malfunction. Jared just had a reprised though briefer view of what he witnessed at the pool.
He remained as stoical as ever.
“Jared, I just gave you an unintentional freebie of my tit. You’re supposed to react to that.”
“I don’t know how I’m supposed to react.”
“Do girls show you their tits very often?”
“No. Never.”
“Did you like seeing mine?”
“Yes. Both times.”
“We’ve got a lot of work to do, Jared.”
With that Tassie said she had to eat her dinner and get to bed early. She firmed up her date to take Jared for new glasses Thursday after work and he left.
She ate her salad in front of her laptop watching a show on Netflix. When she was done, she took her computer upstairs to bed to finish watching the show. As she settled in her phone chimed, indicating a text. It was from Daniel.
“Just checking to see if got my email.”
Tassie checked her work email and saw it in the queue.
“Got it. Haven’t had time to read it yet.”
“Ok. Let me know if you have any questions.”
“Will do.”
He wasn’t typing a follow-up. Maybe he really just wanted to know about the email. Or, maybe he was just using the email as an excuse to text. She decided to check.
“Enjoyed lunch BTW. Great paella.”
She saw he was typing, meaning he had been on standby.
“Me too. Looking forward to Friday night.”
“Me too. I did fifty laps when I got home to work off the paella. I’ll make some more room for going Greek Friday”
As Tassie waited to see the bouncing dots indicating a forthcoming reply she thought, oh shit! Had she just told him she wanted anal sex? Finally, he replied:
“Don’t worry. It won’t fill you up too much.”
What the hell did that mean? Was he telling her he had a small dick? Maybe she’d had too much aquavit. She wasn’t sure how to reply and made do with:
“Good”
There were no more bouncing dots so she sent a snoring emoji to indicate she was going to sleep. This prevented her from texting “I’m ready to go to bed now”, which could be misinterpreted.
Tassie turned off the ringer and notifications and set her phone on her nightstand face down. She stared absently at her laptop, put it aside and after a few minutes fell asleep.




Chapter 6



TASSIE
As she walked to her cubicle the next morning the office atmosphere once again seemed changed. The air felt a little denser, so maybe it was something to do with the climate control. She dug right into Daniel’s email and made several project folders, one for each of his bullet points. It wouldn’t take more than a few days to extract and analyze the various data and produce the summaries he requested.
When she came up for air around the lunch hour she saw Jared standing by, smiled at him, and rose from her chair.
“You’re really into this having lunch thing, aren’t you Jared,” she said, smiling.
“I’m sorry. Are you seeing Daniel again? I thought he was away this week.”
“Don’t be sorry,” said Tassie. “Yeah, Daniel’s away. Anyway, we don’t have lunch every day. Yesterday was a working lunch. It’s never happened before.”
As they walked toward the canteen Tassie noticed some of the women had upped their game in the wardrobe department. Many were wearing more revealing tops.
“Do you notice anything different, Jared, about the women?”
“Some are dressing like you now.”
Tassie was wearing another jeans, blazer and top arrangement but with no boob emphasis nor much cleavage. Still, the more slender cut of her clothes nullified any attempt to make her breasts less prominent. As they got further from their wing, the women started looking more like the Old Tassie, wearing liberally cut unisex clothes that defied a gender bias.
“That’s a great blazer. Where did you buy it?” asked Jared, as they stood in line at the canteen.
“Thanks, Jared. Yes, it’s new. I bought it at Nordstroms. Why do you want to know where I bought it? It’s a woman’s cut.”
“I read a bunch of stuff on improving my social skills. One site said to compliment what women are wearing.”
“What else did it say?” asked Tassie.
Jared pulled out a folded sheet of notebook paper. “These are general conversation starters.” He showed her the sheet.
“The first one, ‘What do you do for a living?’, you can’t really use that here because you already know. Here’s a good one. ‘Tell me more about your family’. Try that.”
“You mean I should ask you?”
“Sure.” They paid for their lunches and found a table outside.
“Tell me about your family, Tassie.”
“You don’t need to say my name. It’s just the two of us. My family is kind of strange.”
“Oh.”
“Ask me why they’re strange.”
“Isn’t that personal?”
“Jared, that’s just making conversation. People will decide on their own what to tell you.” She gave him a brief outline of her family including the suicide and her sister’s dilemma. Jared began to catch on with the give and take of conversation and was soon conversing like a normal human being. Tassie felt proud of him.
“Isn’t that fun? We’ve just learned a lot about each other,” she said.
“I think I’m getting it.”
“Jared, aren’t you interested in people? In what makes them tick?”
“I hadn’t thought of it before.”
“Tell me about your girlfriends. Have you had many?”
“I dated a girl in college.”
“That’s it?”
“Yeah.”
“Can I ask you a personal question?”
“I guess so,” said Jared.
“Are you a virgin?”
Jared reflected a moment as if he wasn’t sure of the answer.
“Have you had intercourse with a girl?”
“Not really.”
Tassie suddenly felt sad for Jared, though she wasn’t sure why. Her own sexual intercourse history had been a bust with only two brief exceptions, not counting her new found admiration for battery powered fun.
“We need to take care of that, don’t you think?” said Tassie. She then felt she may have sent the wrong message. “I mean, we need to find you a girl. You do prefer girls, right?”
“Yes.”
“Hey. I got pretty caught up this morning. Why don’t we blow off a couple hours of work and take care of your glasses and maybe pick out some clothes for you?”
“Okay,” said Jared, standing up.
“I’m mean after we finish our lunch,” said Tassie, laughing. “You’ll be my pet project. I think you’re going to be surprised at how fast you can turn your life around.”
***
Three hours later they were sitting in Jared’s apartment. Tassie felt was unsettlingly bare, but she would deal with that later. Right now, she was sorting through the several piles of new clothes picking out an outfit for him.
“Go put these on. Oh, and don’t forget this,” she handed him a pair of sexy boxer briefs, which she insisted upon after learning of his tidy-whities situation. He left, and when he returned he looked like a new man. He was dressed like Daniel Wood, but also wearing a $600.00 pair of Lindberg framed glasses under a new haircut, and it all looked terrific on him. There was no evidence of the former Jared.
“How does it feel?” asked Tassie.
“This is how my boss’s boss dresses.”
“They say you should dress like your boss’s boss if you want to get ahead. Now, wave your arms all other the place and twist around, bend your knees, maybe jump up and down.” He did as instructed. “Okay, now just relax. You’ve got to own the look. Good. Jesus, those glasses really do it, Jared. With everything else you’ve got going, you’re a hottie.”
“Won’t people think I’m a phony?” asked Jared.
“That’ll depend. Which one is the real you? Before or after?”
“I’m not sure.”
“Jared, I’m already getting used to you this way. Like I said, you’ve just gotta own it now. And when people say stuff, just smile. That’s all I should have done. One last thing. All your hoodies go in the dumpster. You’re not Zuckerberg. This is your look now. You can wear dress Ts to alternate with the Oxfords, but always wear one of the sport coats. Alternate the dress slacks with jeans.”
“Okay. I’ll do it.”
“Shit. We should get back to work now,” said Tassie.
Tassie parked in the lot for her wing of Trans Tech. Jared could walk to his from there. When they parted, she gave him a friendly peck on the cheek as a form of encouragement. He now looked like a handsome young executive, and she was proud of her work. As she approached her entrance she noticed Kelly looking at her from inside. She had a devilish expression on her face, but Tassie paid it no mind.
When she got to her cubicle she saw a stack of notebooks from Kelly labeled “Wood Project”. She gave them a quick browse and felt they weren’t pertinent to the objectives outlined in Daniel’s email. She put them on the floor.
There was only a half hour left of the work day, and then she would hit the gym. She focused on returning the emails responding to her morning inquiries, prioritized the ones she would get to later and went to the fitness center.
It was buzzing with those burning off their weekend excesses. Tassie went into the women’s locker room and slipped on her new workout clothes, all four ounces or so of fabric. Their extra snugness highlighted the fact that her pubic hair was growing back after three weeks following an ill advised waxing, the stubble now causing some chafing. After a half hour on the treadmill, she could bear it no more.
She switched to working her upper body strength. As she walked to the area with the body building equipment she noticed the increasing frequency of men’s attention, the telltale sign being the sudden hush filling her wake. She was the only woman in form-fitting attire. The mesh topped sports bra revealed an inch of now heaving and perspiring cleavage. A look in one of the floor to ceiling mirrors revealed men had a reason to stare.
What she most wanted to do was pull down her short leggings and scratch the hell out of her crotch. She didn’t view that as an option, so she concentrated on the weight machines until deciding she had to get out of her snug shorts. In the shower she noted five o’clock shadow encroaching on her formerly pristine pubic area. She didn’t want to endure another waxing, nor did she want to get into the routine of shaving herself bare. She didn’t mind her pubic hair and had no idea why she went with the waxing.
It wouldn’t be a big concern except for not knowing what was and what wasn’t on the table with Daniel. Was she ready to sleep with him? Might that be one of the options Friday night after they had dinner? Of course it was, he being a man. She didn’t feel the need to ignore the opportunity if it came up, but should she? She viewed him as a candidate for the long haul. She didn’t want to scare him away from that prospect for the sake of discovery — would he be good in bed, meaning, above all, would he be concerned about and attentive to her needs too? It was important that she know, but she didn’t want to appear like an easy lay just out for a bang.
If they abstained and dated for a while and then she discovered he was a selfish bastard in bed, she would have wasted time, time that could have been spent looking elsewhere for a one-and-only. With her new look, not only were more men noticing her with longing in their hearts, she was seeing them differently too. Maybe the new chemistry she sent out to men was also piercing the veil that obscured how she viewed them generally.
But dismissed those thoughts, knowing her heart was set on Daniel.
Regardless, in another three days, this stubble would become much more aggressive. Once it got a little longer it would shift into a soft and downy texture. That would require at least another week’s worth of growth.
There was nothing she could do at that moment so she finished her shower, got dressed and went home.
As she approached her now locked door she saw a note tucked into its frame. She opened it to learn that Brian, who saw her at the pool the other day, wondered if she’d like to have a drink. She concluded that Brian might not be very bright. There was no contact information through which she could confirm or decline the offer.
She tossed the note in the garbage and open a bottle of Vita water and drank half of it. She went upstairs to get out of her clothes and into her robe. She then looked at her phone to see two missed texts, neither of them from Daniel.
Jared had checked in, texting “Thanks. It’s working”. Over time, she hoped, Jared would become less cryptic in his communications. The other text was from a Trevor that was a just smiley face. She deleted that one and texted Jared:
“Happy it’s working.”
It was only eight o’clock but she was still on Central Time, so she cued up the Borgia on Netflix, the one without Jeremy Irons, to start her third swing through the series. Within a thirty minutes she was asleep.




Chapter 7



DANIEL
As Daniel sent off some final emails before leaving the office for a few days, he made a commitment to himself not to contact Tassie while he was away. She’d be receiving some instructions via email but that would be it. If she needed to clarify anything she knew how to contact him.
About an hour later Daniel was in her personnel file looking for her private number. A couple hours later, he sent a text and immediately felt stupid, like a teenager making up excuses to contact a girl. He thought it would be like asking “Did you get the homework assignment?”, or “Do you know so and so’s number”. He did have a legitimate reason to make contact, but it wasn’t urgent. Daniel knew she’d see right through it.
When he didn’t see a reply coming he felt even more stupid, but then she responded and mentioned their lunch, and later their plans for dinner on Friday. Clearly, he thought, they were now out of work territory, and into the realm of exchanging personal texts, though they kept it light. Daniel really wanted to ask what she was wearing and would have been happy to receive a selfie. He suspected she was in bed already and perhaps naked. Daniel meditated on that prospect for some time.
That meditation was interrupted when Donna, a woman with whom he’d been having a quasi-affair, texted to say she looked forward to dinner when he got to LA. Daniel wanted to call it off right there. He was never smitten with her, and they both knew they were just killing time waiting for someone else to come along. She was a smart and attractive woman, but she didn’t compare to how he was starting to feel about Tassie, whom he still barely knew.
His gut told him Tassie was the one. When he’d met her a year before he had a feeling about her, that there was something deeper there, but he just couldn’t get past the wall. Even later when she transferred to a different department, she had remained a mystery in his mind.
And now she was back. Unfortunately, Daniel had met Donna in the meantime, a department head in their L.A. office. There was an initial attraction, and some fire and the sex worked well enough, but it wasn’t the sort of relationship he ever pined for. He had enjoyed a few years in and after college chasing women, but after hitting thirty, it just didn’t seem grown up to do so anymore. He was interested in a life partner now. Now he wanted true love.
Daniel was no longer thrilled with the industry he had excelled in. At best, he now saw it as a means to an end. If he lived prudently and stashed as much as he could he would soon be able to bail out. In another year he would have enough to buy a small vineyard outright. He knew it would have to be a modest affair, but still highly viable as a going concern that he could grow.
He just needed thirty or forty acres. He saw it as a profitable business, but not one to make him richer. Nor would it drain the wealth he had accumulated to acquire it, as long as it paid for itself and produced even a small profit, which would be enough. He wondered why anyone would work beyond “enough”. There was too much life out there to enjoy.
When he mentioned his goals to Donna, she didn’t laugh but did manage to give him an “Are you kidding me” look. She couldn’t see why anyone would take their eyes off being CEO of a major tech company. Once CEO, there would be acquisitions to consider, new IPOs, new markets and products. Who needed any more tech? Daniel hadn’t upgraded his home computer since 2011.
He felt he’d clearly lost the faith.
His ruminations over Tassie persisted into next day and throughout his LA meetings. When the last one finished, Donna grabbed his arm and led him off for cocktails at L.A.’s swankiest rooftop bar, then to a boutique restaurant where lesser stars were known to frequent. He knew Donna would expect to join him in his room afterward. He thought of telling her at dinner that there was someone else in the picture now. He knew he was jumping the gun, but felt it would be immoral to leave her in the dark. He felt now felt nothing for Donna, and he wasn’t interested in pretending for the sake of sex or companionship during his trip.
It took this as a sign that he had crossed a threshold. His cock, which was showing no enthusiasm for any of the beautiful women he’d seen that day in LA, was confirming what his brain already knew.
Finally, when the dinner check came and Donna started giving him her bedroom eyes, he decided it would be best to have a private chat in his room. He knew hotel rooms had a dangerous coercive power in matters involving the opposite sex, but he didn’t feel it would threaten his resolve.
When they got to his room, he opened the mini bar and prepared them drinks, then he asked Donna to have a seat so he could explain something important.
“Look,” said Daniel. “This hasn’t come up between us before, but I think I’m falling for someone else back home. I don’t think we should make love anymore because, really, I can’t get her out of my mind, and frankly, I don’t want to.”
Donna took a long sip of her drink and put it down, and then started unbuttoning her top. As she did so, she said, “Daniel, do you think you’re the only one I’m sleeping with?”
“I thought that’s how this worked,” he said. “Are you sleeping with other men too?”
Donna stood up and finished removing her top and removed her bra. She had a very good figure, upon which Daniel couldn’t help but take note.
“Yes, I’m sleeping with other men,” she said. “We never told each other this was an exclusive arrangement.” She continued undressing.
“Who are you sleeping with besides me?”
“You know them, but names aren’t important,” she said. “Now it’s your turn to have me.” She moved over to the bed and laid down.
Daniel did not feel himself stirring and took that as a further confirmation of his feelings. “Donna, that’s never been what I was looking for. I’ve never been interested in just getting laid. In the beginning, I thought we might be building something together, but it’s clear now that’s never been the case.”
“Daniel, Dan... What’s the problem here? We’re friends, we have sex, how does that change if you’ve found a girl back home? Are you having sex with her?”
“No,” said Daniel. “We’re not having sex. We’re not even a couple yet. Clearly, I don’t have to say anything based on what you’re telling me now. I’m sorry I brought it up.”
“Then come here and fuck me,” said Donna. She opened her legs wide in case her suggestion confused him. It was her way of pressing the point, feeling he would not be able to resist. Daniel finally realized it had always been primarily a sexual arrangement between them, the benefits being occasional dinners at swank restaurants.
“Thanks, but I’m not in the mood.” He turned to look out the window at the twinkling lights of LA.
“Oh come on, I’m already halfway there,” she said. She was now twirling her fingers over herself, generously spreading her lips.”
“Go ahead and finish yourself off. Look, can you still drive? I can get another room.”
Donna quit masturbating and sat up. “Yes. I can drive.” She stood up and started dressing. “So, who is this gal? Some Millennial intern slut with a tight ass and tits?”
“You wouldn’t know her.”
“I bet I know who it is,” she said. She was now behaving churlishly, thought Daniel.
She finished dressing and fixed her hair. “If you change your mind, I’ll be down in the bar for a while. Maybe I’ll find someone interested in women their own age.”
“You have the wrong impression, Donna. She’s not a young intern.”
Donna left him without saying another word.
***
Daniel got through his remaining days in L.A. without seeing Donna again. Thankfully, his business with her department was concluded his first day.
He managed to restrain himself from sending Tassie further texts, though she was constantly on his mind. He was a little beguiled by a text he’d received from Kelly. It said, “We need to talk”. Why, he wondered? She wasn’t working on anything really critical and he wasn’t interested to find out what she wanted to talk about. He’d see her in the office the following Monday.
He left his L.A. office at noon to fly home for his date with Tassie. At that moment, that was all he cared about.




Chapter 8



TASSIE
Tassie stood in her morning shower fondling herself, but not due to arousal. Her stubble was making her grumpy. It was now a full on itch-storm. It was Friday morning, and that night was her date with Daniel. In her new format as a liberated and sexy woman, she didn’t really know, after mulling it over all week, where it could end up. In her bed? In his? Would sleeping with him so soon send the wrong message? She didn’t even know where he lived, though it was probably in one of those refurbished tech millionaire homes in the hills. That wasn’t a draw, but it crossed her mind.
She held a razor in her right hand and a can of Edge in her left. She knew the first swipe would commit her to finishing the job, though she wasn’t exactly sure how committed it needed to be. She decided to just start and see where it took her.
Within a few minutes the job was complete. She rinsed off and was pleased with the result, though she did feel some burning. It was definitely less of an annoyance than was the itching.
She dried off and got dressed, and for the first time selected one of the short black pencil skirts to match with a rather sheer, fitted white blouse. It offered plunging neckline possibilities, depending on the number of buttons let undone. She looked at the result in the mirror. She thought she looked like a sexy hostess at a high-end restaurant. If she wore it that night to the Greek restaurant, someone might ask her for more bread or the bill. She checked the time and decided it was too late to change.
There was imprecision in the actual timing of their date, and she assumed Daniel would confirm the pickup arrangement during the day.
As soon as she reached her desk she started work on her usual tedious Friday reports. They would summarize the output of her department during the week. She was done by eleven-thirty. There had been no word from Daniel, which made her feel a little anxious, and now with little to do she started staring at her phone.
Her outfits all week had drawn stares and traffic to her cubicle at a steady pace and today was no different. She enjoyed her new popularity, but she was surprised that she hadn’t seen Jared since their shopping trip. When he finally checked in, stopping by at the lunch hour, she didn’t recognize him at first.
“Let’s go to lunch,” he said. This was very forward, she thought, compared to his former method of just hovering until you spoke to him.
“Hey, Jared,” she said, smiling. “Sure. I didn’t recognize you at first.”
“Yeah. I’ve heard that a few times now.”
Tassie stood up and struck a pose like a runway model might. “What do you think of my outfit?”
“I like it. You’ve got a stain on your blouse.”
Tassie followed his glance to see that this time a coffee stain had taken residence her left breast. “Shit!” She felt that it was already dry. No doubt her drive-thru mocha was the culprit. It wasn’t a blazer day so she couldn’t cover it up.
“Hey, Jared. I already decided I didn’t want to go out like this tonight. Let’s go shopping instead. I can grab another blouse for today and something new to wear for tonight.”
He agreed and twenty minutes later they were in Nordstrom’s women’s department. Tassie picked out another blouse right way and grabbed a clerk to help her select a dress for the evening.
“Maybe just a small black number, sexy but not trying too hard.” The clerk selected four styles that all looked promising. Tassie went to the dressing room to try them on.
The first two didn’t feel right so she didn’t show them to Jared, who she noticed was being flirted up by the clerk. The third one was a contender so she stepped out of the dressing room to show him.
“What do you think, Jared?”
“You’re a lucky man,” said the clerk.
“We’re not a couple,” said Tassie.
“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, smiling rather more intimately now at Jared. “It looks good on you. You’ve got a great figure, but it’s a little tight up top.”
“I’ll try on the last one,” said Tassie, returning to the changing room. The fourth felt just right.
“Wow. That’s perfect on you. You’ll need a different bra. Do you have one that’ll work?”
“I’m not sure. I better get one while I’m here. Can I walk over to lingerie with this on?”
“Sure. I’ll go with you,” said the clerk.
Tassie kept asking Jared’s opinion on the bras the clerk selected. A week ago he would probably have fainted being near so much intimate apparel. Tassie tried a few on until finding one that worked with the dress. She paid for everything and they went back to Tassie’s car.
As she started driving out of the complex she noted they were next to the new Four Season Hotel. A review she read said there was a good restaurant inside for the valley lunch crowd.
“Hey, let me buy you lunch. We can eat here,” said Tassie, pulling into their parking lot. “It’s supposed to be quick.”
“Okay. Thanks. I am pretty hungry.”
As Tassie parked she noticed she forgot to change into her new blouse. “Shit. I need to change my top.”
“You can change it inside,” said Jared.
“No, I’ll just do it here. You won’t see anything you haven’t seen already. In fact, you’ll see less, but look the other way anyway, okay?” She took off her blouse before removing the tags on the new one, so had to sit there in just her bra. “I could have thought of this first, huh? I think I’ve gotten more stupider,” she said, laughing.
“There are some people from the office coming this way,” said Jared, pointing.
Tassie looked up and saw Kelly and her posse staring at her and Jared as she sat there in her bra. They disappeared into a car as Tassie finished changing.
“There’s going to be some talk about this back at the office,” she said. “Jared, your stock is going up by the minute.”
“What do you mean?”
“You were just seen in a car with a woman in her underwear.”
“They don’t necessarily know it was us.”
“Maybe not. It doesn’t matter. We know it was harmless. Let’s get something to eat.”
Once seated, Tassie inquired into the particulars of Jared’s first week as a new man. She couldn’t get over how his new frames complemented rather than distracted from his looks.
“I’m definitely getting more attention. That woman at Nordstrom slipped me her card. What do I do with it?” he asked.
“If you like her, call her number,” said Tassie. “To be honest, I’m not really sure how that all works. This is all new to me too. Somebody named Brian left a note on my door asking me out for a drink.”
“He was at the pool when your breasts were showing.”
“That’s great. Thanks for the reminder of the pool incident...”
“But you’re also hot now anyway. It’s not just what happened at the pool.”
“Seems pretty shallow though, doesn’t it?” said Tassie. “But it makes sense. I think it goes along with something my mother told us. ‘Dress up for doctors and dentists and you’ll get treated better. They like to help people who help themselves’. Men like women who take care of themselves and don’t hide their charms.”
“A doctor or dentist should treat you the same as everyone else.”
“It’s the way you present yourself to the world that matters. That’s what I’m saying, Jared. If you tell the world you’re a frump, or a nerd, whatever, that’s how they’ll perceive you and ultimately treat you. I didn’t write the rules, but I can see the point of playing by them now, at least to some degree. It’s not that hard, is is?”
“It makes sense. It’s going to take me a while to figure out the social side, like talking to women.”
“Jared, you’re already using full sentences with me. Just don’t be too eager. You did pretty well with that Nordstrom women, by the way. You weren’t coming on to her at all. In fact, you looked aloof, and a woman might view that as confidence. I think that kind of turned her on.”
When she got back to the office she noticed the stares were lingering a bit, as if there was more to digest. Tassie ignored this and kept her head down to finish her Friday afternoon schedule. There were no emails or text messages from Daniel, but there was still plenty of time for them to connect.
As it was approaching four o’clock Tassie was idly staring at her phone when Kelly produced a thud on her desk in the form of a stack of folders. Tassie looked up to see a sneer-like grimace on Kelly’s face, an effect produced by her eyes and lift of the chin.
“What’s this?” asked Tassie.
“Daniel wants you to run the modeling on the data I collected.”
“Okay. But I’m surprised he didn’t mention anything,” said Tassie. She looked through the folders. There was perhaps a full day’s worth of work.
“Maybe he couldn’t reach you,” said Kelly, knowing full well everyone is reachable at any time. The statement was surely meant to convey something about Tassie’s long lunch break. “He’ll want to see it when he comes in tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow is Saturday,” said Tassie.
“Yeah, well. It is what it is, right?” Kelly left, leaving Tassie to wonder if her date with Daniel was off. As she opened the first folder to start a file her phone chimed and she saw it was Daniel:
“Delayed a bit. Arriving SFO 6:40. Wondering if you should just pick me up there. Traffic south will be brutal.”
Tassie felt a vast amount of relief, which made her feel giddy too.
“Sure. Gimme Flight Info”
He sent the necessary information for them to connect. Tassie then wondered about the assignment Kelly had just landed on her desk.
She texted: “What about reports you wanted for 2moro?”
“I didn’t ask for any reports.”
Hmm, thought Tassie. Perhaps Kelly had been taking some proactive initiative, operating from intuition rather than instructions from Daniel. This gave Kelly the benefit of the doubt.
Tassie shut down her station and headed for her car. She had time to get home, change, and possibly slip in a cocktail to settle her nerves before heading to the airport.
As she walked by Kelly’s station she smiled, receiving a WTF look in exchange. Something was definitely up with that girl, thought Tassie, and she reflected on the incident in the hotel parking lot earlier. Maybe Kelly did see her sitting in her car in her bra with a man. Tassie wasn’t breaking any laws. Sometimes people spill coffee on their blouses and need to change their tops. Tassie had now proved it twice in a single week.
Once home she decided to take a quick, refreshing shower. Afterward, she slipped down to the kitchen to fix a small cocktail of vodka and cranberry juice, then went back upstairs. She stood by the sliding glass door to her balcony and looked out at the Bay and the air traffic lining up for SFO. She loved going into the city, which was still a big deal for an Ohio girl from a small town. She’d only been there a handful of times and that was during the day.
She saw a man staring at her from across the green space that separated their wings. She waved and received a reciprocal wave in return. She then realized she was standing wrapped in towel and nothing else, and may have sent the wrong impression with her wave. Tassie laughed and closed the sheer curtain to diminish his view into her bedroom. She had never considered the possibility of Peeping Toms among her neighbors, despite her own behaviors in a similar vein. Often, she sat on her balcony to watch the goings on in the other condo units at night.
Tassie put on her new lingerie and slipped into the dress. It was as she had hoped — a killer look, but one that didn’t broadcast she was trying too hard. There were small, flirty cut-outs on the sides, and a slit opening up the front, almost to her crotch.
She put on the tiniest bit of makeup and accessorized with a minimum of jewelry. There was just the right amount of cleavage, but by no means overstated. She looked classy, she thought. No one would mistake her for the help.
She went out to her car with a kitchen garbage bag and filled it with about empty to-go cups from Starbucks, used tissues and the half eaten taco she discovered was not good driving food. It was the cause of another clothing stain in her prior life as a Plain Jane. She pitched the bag in the dumpster and headed to the airport.




Chapter 9



TASSIE
As she pulled up to Alaska Airlines arrivals she saw Daniel waving her down. She thought he must have superior vision. She’d forgotten to tell him the make and color of her car, though perhaps he knew it already. He opened the rear door and threw in his bag, then climbed in the front seat. For a split second, Tasse expected a welcome home kiss.
“Sorry I’m a little late,” he said. “I hope you haven’t had to keep driving around in circles. They’re pretty strict on standing vehicles. How are you doing?”
“Good, thanks. I just got here. My timing on airport runs needs a little work.” She felt honesty was the best policy. A light rain started falling, producing halos around the airport lighting. It was making it difficult to navigate.
“Just keep to the right up ahead,” said Daniel, intuiting she was confused. Within another few minutes they were streaming into town at a fast clip. The southbound traffic was nearly at a standstill.
“So, was it a good trip?” asked Tassie, as might any wife driving her husband home from the airport.
“Overall very good. There was business at the front-end that wasn’t any fun.”
“Oh?”
“Maybe I’ll tell you about it someday,” said Daniel, which piqued Tassie’s curiosity. She decided to let it go for now.
“By the way,” said Tassie. “Kelly didn’t give me the project files until just a few minutes before I needed to leave. She said you needed them by tomorrow?”
“What files?” said Daniel. “I didn’t ask her to give you anything.”
“She said you needed me to do the modeling for the forecasts.”
“No,” said Daniel. “Look, there’s a situation there. Maybe we can talk about that over dinner, okay?”
“Sure,” said Tassie. She felt she knew what the situation might be, and that it would explain Kelly’s cold stares and coolness overall.
The restaurant was full when they finally settled in. Sitting in a new dress for the first time, Tassie noticed the slit in front opened nearly to her panties when she sat, something she hadn’t noticed driving in. She briefly flashed Daniel on the way down to her seat. His innocent stare revealed his appreciation.
When the menus came he got a similar look in his eyes.
“Wow, this all looks great,” he said. “Should we mix things up and share along the way?”
“Absolutely. I can’t decide where to start.”
“Lamb meatballs and grilled octopus would be a good place,” said Daniel. “Okay with you?”
Tassie nodded. “I think I’ll let you do all the ordering. I haven’t had a lot of Greek food experience, unless you count gyros and moussaka.”
“Happy to. Do you want to start with some Greek mojitos? They’re sort of sweet. They use Metaxa, a Greek brandy.”
“I’m up for anything,’ said Tassie. In her mind, she then thought another phrase might have been better. The mojitos came right away and they toasted. They were delicious, but also rather sugary. They finished them in several swallows as they were small drinks.
“That was yummy,” said Tassie. “I don’t think I could drink more than one. They’re very sweet.”
“They’re meant to get your digestion going. Some people do shots of Metaxa during the meal to keep their appetites going.”
“Like they do with Calvados in France,” said Tassie.
“Exactly!” said Daniel. Her knowledge of Calvados seemed to excite him. “Have you been to France?”
“Once, when I was much younger on a family trip. I didn’t do much drinking, but my parents brought back a case of Calvados.”
“I spent a year in Paris, in college. It was possibly the best time of my life. I even took the Cordon Bleu cooking course while I was there and thought for a while I would become a chef.”
“What happened?” asked Tassie.
“Life, as they say. I just got on a different track due to the source of my funding. The father figure didn’t think chefs made any money.”
“You’re still young,” said Tassie. “You’re in charge now, so…”
“My thoughts exactly,” said Daniel, with a big smile. “Should we have another drink? I could use a very dry martini.”
“Sure, but I’ve got to watch it if I’m driving tonight.”
“Oh right... Hey, we could use a new service they’re trying out. I’ve got the test app for it on my phone. It’s like Uber but you get two drivers. One drives you home while the other gets your car home.”
“Really? Even down to the valley?”
“Anywhere. Of course, it ain’t cheap, but I’m happy to pay.”
“It’s fine with me. I’ll have a vodka martini then.”
Daniel ordered them fresh drinks and arranged for drivers using his phone. Tassie surveyed the restaurant while he was busy. She couldn’t help but note she was among the better looking women present and certainly the sexiest. Daniel was also in the top tier among men. These were not assessments Tassie normally made nor was she usually concerned with how people chose to look. She just assumed that she was now adjusting to where she fit in the general scheme of things. It was the sort of knowledge you only bothered with once and then buried.
The drinks arrived and Daniel ordered a bottle of Retsina to have with their meal. The mojito was already making Tassie feel cozy with Daniel. She also realized work, aside from the mention of Kelly, had barely come up yet. She decided to get out in the open the extent of Daniel’s plans for a business discussion.
“You wanted to go over some things from the office, right? Isn’t that why we’re having dinner?” Tassie said this with a coy smile and twinkle in her eyes.
“Well, we could,” said Daniel. “It’s been a long week though. I’d be happy if we just made this a casual, social dinner.”
“You said before, in the car, you wanted to tell me something about Kelly.”
Daniel stared at the table for a few seconds, then looked around the restaurant. His posture tightened and he seemed uncomfortable.
“Hey,” said Tassie. “You don’t have to say anything. I was just reminding you what you said the car.”
“No, I’ll tell you, though I’m sure you have an idea…”
“You two had an affair,” said Tassie. “She’s giving me that vibe now, like I’m supposed to lay off.”
“I’m sorry. What has she done?”
“On Monday she told me to ‘be careful’, insinuating I should be careful with you. She couldn’t have meant anything else that I can think of, like ‘be careful of staples’ or ‘opening cans’.”
Mostly under his breath, Daniel wheezed out a “Bitch” without issuing further commentary. He reflected for a moment then resumed.
“We didn’t have an affair. We had sex. Twice. I regretted the first time. I have no understanding of the second time. Afterwards, I told her that was it. I’d met someone else by then, though I would have ended it in any case. There’s something not right with Kelly. Have you seen that film with Glenn Close, Fatal Attraction, where she goes nutso with Michael Douglas after they have an affair?”
“I recall the boiled rabbit scene well,” said Tassie, feeling a shiver run up her spine. Kelly did give off the same vibe Glenn Close acquired in the latter half of the movie.
Tassie did not feel neutral about the information Daniel was sharing with her. When he said he had sex with Kelly not once but twice, the idea of his body naked on top of her naked body gave her an icky feeling . Kelly was good looking and sexy, and from that angle, she could comprehend the physical attraction, but Kelly, in every other way Tassie could imagine, was not the sort of person you’d want to spend time with in dark shadows. She wasn’t creepy, but unsettling in a way Tassie couldn’t put her finger on.
And Daniel said he would probably have stopped seeing her because of someone new in the picture? Which was it? He dumped Kelly because she was Kelly and would have dumped her in any case? Or because he’d found a new woman, rendering Kelly redundant?
Daniel resumed. “She’s not as far out as that movie, but I had a feeling something might be waiting in the wings for me. I’ve been thinking of getting a dog. Can you believe that?”
“She might boil it,” said Tassie, before thinking of something better to say.
“You’re right. I hadn’t thought of that,” said Daniel, now smiling. “Anyway, I’m not proud of it. I had a policy about dating women from the office and broke it.”
This made Tassie wonder what they were doing there. She was from the office. She felt the best thing to do was to point this out and gauge his reaction.
“I’m from the office,” she said.
“As soon as I said that I knew I’d put my foot in my mouth. I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be a hypocrite.”
“Daniel, this is a date, right? Let’s be completely straight with each other. In my mind, I’m on a date.”
“This is a date,” he said. “When you walked in my office Monday I knew I had to get to know you better.”
“I used to work for you when I started there,” said Tassie.
“Tassie, if we’re going to be straight with each other, let me tell you something. The Tassie I hired is not the Tassie before me now. You’ve changed. If you haven’t changed, then I admit I was blind before and didn’t see you then as I see you now.”
Tassie felt a little riled now. She knew who she was all along and it wasn’t until she showed some tit that he felt like “knowing me better”? Then again, Tassie knew she had been hiding herself in her former life. She’d buried her sensuality too. She knew she had been unresponsive with Daniel in the past. Could she really blame him for any of her decisions?
“You know, Daniel, my first thought was, you finally saw my tits and suddenly took an interest in me...”
“Not at all. I...”
“But let me finish… I did change my appearance. I mean, I just let out what was there all along. And I used to bury my feelings about sex and men, and I did used to send out a “stay away” signal to men. I had some fucked up experiences growing up…”
“Oh God, I’m sorry…”
“No, not what you’re thinking. I had this guru who taught us — he had a following — to basically wear sack clothes and remain virgins. He said sex was just a tool men used to control women, and that a woman's sexual feelings were an aberration, that they should never have existed from the start.
“I left the guru a long time ago but a lot of that stuff stuck with me. When I had some bad experiences with guys later on I thought maybe the guru was right. There wasn’t really anything true about ‘true love’ or sex. So that’s who you met when you hired me. That girl. I’m not that person anymore. I finally found true love and I discovered it wasn’t a fantasy or a one-shot deal. It just didn’t work out for me to stay with the guy who showed me the truth.”
“That explains a lot,” said Daniel. “When I knew you before, I got the impression men weren’t your thing. I don’t mean I thought you were gay. I guess I mean, you seemed to be interested in the material side of life only. Work. But there was still something I really liked about you. I let it go when you weren’t responsive.”
“I was still sorting stuff out. I had an experience the summer before I started at Trans Tech and thought, well, that was it. It would never be repeated. Then recently, I discovered it could happen again, in a different way. Love and sex can be meaningful...”
“And the same thing... You met a guy?”
“Sort of, but not what you’re thinking,” said Tassie. “It’s hard to explain.” Their dinners arrived and they were silent for a while savoring their food.
“This is terrific, Daniel. Who knew I’d like Greek food so much?”
“And there are over two hundred types of primary cuisines in the world and several thousand variations on those. When I counted how many I’d tried I only got up to twelve.”
“I may have tried up to five or six,” said Tassie. “That leaves a lot of room for growth.”
“It’s exciting to contemplate what’s still out there that we know nothing about, isn’t it? Food, cultures, climates, art, novels, whatever.”
“I agree, though I haven’t thought about it a lot. I’ve always felt that was something you saved up to share…”
“Share with a partner...,” interrupted Daniel.
“Share with a partner. Right. I was going to say mate but same difference. So Daniel, what about this other woman? The one you told Kelly you’d met back when you called it off with her?”
“It was a woman in the L.A. office. Remember when I said in the car the week was a little challenging at the beginning?”
“I remember,” said Tassie. The longer she sat with Daniel, the more he reminded her of how she had felt being with someone else. He was now gone from her life forever.
“I broke it off.”
“I’m sorry. That probably wasn’t easy. Why, if I may ask?”
Daniel smiled and seemed to weigh his response.
“Because I’d met you, Tassie,” he said. “I haven’t thought about anything else since you walked into my office on Monday. I knew there something about you when we first met, when you were still in your hiding phase. On Monday it was like, well, you were Cinderella arriving at the ball.”
Tassie felt light-headed, and she was spontaneously aware of her nipples, which seemed to be cheering the news. Her inner thighs quivered and she felt her eyes glaze over. She blinked a few times. Words were not quite forming, so she leaned as far as she could over the table with her lips leading the way.
Daniel caught on immediately and leaned in to kiss Tassie. It was an introductory kiss, and they both understood its meaning. Daniel leaned back and smiled. Tassie smiled back, then noticed his eyes were aiming a little lower down her person. She looked down and saw a dollop of Greek yogurt with pistachio coloring residing on the foothill of her right breast, just above where the dress ended. She could also see her nipples poking through her dress.
“Shit,” said Tassie. “Well, at least it didn’t land on the dress.” She made no move clean herself up but rather heaved her chest and, leaning back toward Daniel, said, “You’d better take of it before it drips down into my bra.”
He smiled and leaned over. He rubbed the dollop off yogurt off her breast with his thumb. As he was bringing his arm back to his side of the table, Tassie grabbed his hand and directed the thumb into her mouth and sucked off the yogurt. When she released him, they smoothly transitioned into holding each other’s hand.
“I think we’re using the same map now,” said Tassie. “Or is it ‘We’re on the same page’?”
“Both work.”
“I don’t want to have an affair, Daniel.”
“That’s not what’s on my map or page, Tassie. I’m thinking of something else altogether.”
“We still have the problem that I’m from the office,” said Tassie.
“I don’t care about that, not in our case.”
“It’s not going to be a problem for long. I was sitting at my desk today thinking it didn’t really seem like where I wanted to be.”
“You mean Trans Tech? Or California?” asked Daniel.
“Tech,” said Tassie. “I’m kinda sick of it to tell you the truth. You could really get me into trouble if you spread that around. Those people think tech is God.”
“Don’t worry. I know what you’re saying. Tech is supposed to make your life easier, not be your life. I’m actually glad to hear you say you want more out of existence. When I told that L.A. woman my ambitions she laughed out loud.”
“Clearly she is a bitch,” laughed Tassie. “I’m sorry. That was a reflex. What ambitions?”
“I’ve had my eye on several vineyards. They’re small but can still produce thirty thousand cases of wine a year. I’d also like room to grow specialty vegetables for supply to local restaurants. That’s not anything to make real money with of course, but I’ve always like the idea of growing my food. I’m not worried about the money side.”
“And she laughed about that? You had every right to dump her!” said Tassie, feeling her mojito, martini and the Retsina they were drinking with their meal.
“Different strokes, I guess. So, you don’t think it’s crazy?”
“If you could arrange for it to have a Tuscan villa attached I’ll start planning our wedding.”
Daniel smiled, and his body eased up in every direction. The air around him seemed to ripple as whatever tension he was holding in evaporated.
“So, you like my map,” he said. “I was afraid you might have your heart set on life in Silicon Valley. For most of those people finding a good opportunity there is a dream come true. That’s fine, but it just doesn’t work for me anymore. Anyway, I can still work it from the outside if I feel like it.”
“I was one of those dreamers. It just doesn’t, I don’t know… I think I’ve found another side of life I like a little better.”
“What’s that?”
“I can’t really explain it right now, Daniel. I think some things will just have to come out over time. I’m still processing some stuff that happened recently.”
But for the moment, Tassie’s mind wasn’t on the past or the future beyond the rest of the evening. She’d now been staring into Daniel’s eyes for nearly three hours, wondering where they would end up that night. She desperately wanted to know what it would be like to sleep with him, but she also wanted to hold off. Twinned forces were waging a battle in her brain while their hands remained entangled. His gentle caressing of her fingers was driving her a little nuts. She was ready to have his fingers elsewhere.
She looked at their table, now covered with half-finished dishes of an assortment of Greek delicacies. It was all delicious, much of it orgasmically so. She wouldn’t need to eat for the rest of the weekend.
“I don’t think I can eat another bite, Daniel. Can we take this home? Can you do that in a restaurant like this?”
“Of course you can.” Daniel motioned to the waiter and asked him to put the rest of the food in to-go cartons. He emptied the rest of the wine into their glasses and proposed a toast.
“To beginnings?”
They clicked their glasses together and drank.
“What are you up for?” asked Daniel. “It’s ten o’clock.”
“I don’t know,” said Tassie, thinking it best not to say bed. “You’ve done so well with the food, I’ll let you decide.”
“It’s not exactly my thing on a regular basis but you’re looking so hot, let’s go the Redwood Room. I want to show you off. The zillionaires of tech hang out there.”
“Thanks. That sounds kind of interesting. Maybe we’ll see Kelly on someone’s arm,” said Tassie, smiling.
“I wouldn’t be surprised.”
It was close by so they walked. Daniel put his hand on the small of her back as he guided her out of the restaurant and onto the street. She hooked her arm in his as they strolled. It was a little chilly now for the dress she was wearing but she felt it would help her burn off the food.
When they got to the Redwood Room Tassie was amazed by the luxurious decor, the rich paneling and the plush seating. It was crowded and indeed seemed to be filled with a rich crowd. They both fit right in. Daniel found a seat on a low banquet, and sitting down in her dress was a challenge. All she could do was sit next to Daniel and flash her panties to anyone who cared to look. They drew a lot of attention even before sitting down, as Daniel was stopped every few feet by someone he knew in the industry. He simply introduced her as Tassie Collins. A few times Daniel was slapped on the back in an attaboy fashion.
“Sorry,” said Daniel. “I didn’t realize I would know so many people here tonight.”
“It’s okay. This is a gorgeous place. I need to get out more.”
“There are loads of places in the Bay Area, and all different. That’s one thing I love about living here,” said Daniel. “What are you up for? They have a lot of specialty drinks but they’re all the same. Sweet and colorful and boozy.”
“I could go for a Calvados. Do you think they would have it?”
“Let’s find out,” said Daniel. He waved a waitress over and spoke in her ear, and then held up two fingers. She left smiling. “She’s bringing us some Grand Pommier. It’s a notch or two up from what you normally get even in France.”
“Yummy. I hope it’s not too much,” said Tassie.
“This is business, so…”
“I get it. Maybe you could get some to take home too,” she said, smiling. Then she promptly worried if that sound too kept-womanly.
The Calvados came in large brandy snifters. Daniel whispered in the waitresses ear again and then turned back to Tassie and toasted her. Tassie said it was nothing like she had before. A few minutes later the waitress was pack with a cylindrical box and handed it to Tassie.
“There’s your take-home bottle. Enjoy it,” said Daniel.
“Thanks. We can enjoy it together,” said Tassie. She used this as an opportunity for their first real kiss. She thought she knew going in what it would be like, but it far surpassed expectations. It felt like they were diving into each other. His hand fell on her hip and it was all she could do to not jump in his lap.
“Nice kisser,” said Tassie, when they finally broke. “That’s always good news.”
“Same to you, but you smell like an alcoholic,” he joked.
“What can I say? I hang out with the wrong crowd.” She too noted the heavy lingering flavor of Calvados on Daniel’s tongue. “Maybe we should get some water.”
Daniel ordered Perrier. They fell into an easy chit chat while they continued to modestly paw each other. Feeling Daniel’s hand on her body, even just her arm, felt electric. He put a hand on her thigh and she almost hoped it would explore her panties, which were plainly in view to him. She noted he had to adjust himself several times while sitting there, which she took as a good omen.
After another hour they both knew they needed to move on to a more private space. It was a telepathic agreement, but one without a known conclusion. Tassie still didn’t know how she wanted the evening to end.
Daniel used his phone to order their two rides, one for her car and other for them. He finally looked up and said, “Ten minutes.”
He asked for the bill and then said he needed to hit the head. Tassie watched as he navigated the crowd and was once again stopped every few feet. There was a lot of looking back in her direction, his greeters obviously inquiring after her.
The waitress set the bill down on their small table and Tassie decided to have a look. It was over eight hundred dollars for their two rounds and her takeaway bottle. She put the bill back on the table.
Daniel returned and once again guided her through the crowd with his hand on the small of her back. They had to stop every few feet as Daniel keep running into more acquaintances. His popularity was almost becoming tedious. They finally made it to the curb where a limo sat idling.
“This is it. We’ll take the other driver to your car and then head home.” Once that was done they were quickly heading south on I-280 to meet up with the 101.
They were both quiet. Tassie wasn’t sure whether to take the lead or wait until Daniel indicated what his hopes were for the balance of the evening. After five minutes Tassie couldn’t bear it any longer.
“Daniel, what’s on your mind?”
“You mean now?”
“I mean what are we going to do now?” asked Tassie.
“We can get you home, and the driver will take me on to my place.”
“Where do you live?”
“I have a place in Emerald Hills, south of you.”
“I’m not ready for the evening to end, Daniel, but I’m not sure where I want it to go…”
“You’re not sure we should sleep together yet.”
“I have a feeling we’ll get there soon enough, don’t you?” Tassie gave him a deep kiss then leaned back. “What I mean to say is, I feel good about you, but I want us to take our time.”
“I understand completely,” said Daniel. “So, what should we do? Do you want to open that bottle and talk some more? I love talking to you, but it’s going to drive me crazy not to touch you.”
“I didn’t say you couldn’t touch me, Daniel. I want you to do that. We just don’t have to go all the way. Wow, doesn’t that sound funny? Like high school or something?”
“I know. I’m feeling like a kid in high school myself who just scored the prom queen, so that’s fine with me.”
“Okay. Let’s go to my place. It’s not much, but…”
“Great. I can take a cab or Uber from there.”
Tassie’s car was already parked when the limo dropped them off. Tassie took Daniel inside, hung up his suit jacket and directed him to her sofa. She went to the kitchen and opened the Calvados but then thought they might switch to aquavit. She may as well get him used to her one of her family’s traditions when entertaining company. She grabbed the bottle out of the freezer and took it into to her living room with two shot glasses. Then she got them each a bottled water and sat next to Daniel.
“My honorary ‘stepdad’ was Norwegian and this was his drink,” said Tassie. “I guess it’s the Scandinavian Calvados.”
“All cultures have their brandies. This brand is actually Icelandic. Brennivin.”
“You know your booze,” said Tassie.
“It’s a hobby, but I’m not a big drinker overall. That would kill the fun. Cheers.”
They toasted once again. “Do you mind if I slip into something else? It’s hard to sit in this dress without flashing you.”
“I don’t mind, but don’t worry about your dress. I don’t think you’re flashing anyone here that would be offended by it. In fact, I can guarantee that’s not the case.”
“Okay, I’ll sit, but I’m not going to bother pulling this thing down all the time.” Tassie moved into a lotus-like position on the sofa facing him, her dress now riding up to her hips.
“So, he was Norwegian. What about your mom?”
“Irish stock. Her maiden name is McGrath, but she’s the third generation, so, you know, she’s mostly American.”
“What’s she like?”
“Comes off as a little nutty at times, but she’s very bright. She’s big on sensuality. Thinks sex is divine. Even though she sounds like a hippie most of the time, she doesn’t look it. She’s very elegant, like an older French movie actress. She’s also a bit of a nudist.”
“So, she’s not nutty at all,” said Daniel. “I think I’d like her.”
“That’s not much to go on but I agree. You’d like her. What about your family?”
“My real father died when I was young. I grew up with a stepdad and stepsister. He is a real conservative and my mother is very liberal. It makes dinners interesting.”
“I bet... I don’t mean to be rude but I just want to kiss you now. Is that okay? I enjoy talking too but...”
“I think that’s a good idea,” said Daniel, putting down his glass.
Tassie rearranged herself to sit sideways on Daniel’s lap. She started unbuttoning his shirt as they kissed and let her hand roam over his chest. He felt firm and muscular and before she knew what she was doing, she started untucking his shirt. In her mind, she wasn’t sure whether she on her way to his belt buckle.
Daniel was more hesitant to explore Tassie’s body. She leaned back and said, “This is where you start touching me,” and smiled. He put his hand on her breast and he gently fondled it over her dress.
They both started breathing more heavily and Tassie was impatient to feel his hands on her skin. She stood up and slipped her dress off her shoulders and sat back in his lap. He roamed inside her bra, her breast filling his large hand completely. His fingers found the hard nub of her nipple, sending a thrill up Tassie’s spine, which made her moan elaborately. Daniel pulled down her bra and started kissing and sucking her nipples with exactly the right touch, and Tassie felt all bets were off. She wanted his hands everywhere, stroking, rubbing, pinching, kissing. She leaned back and removed her bra completely and paused, staring into Daniel’s eyes.
He smiled. “Tassie, I can’t believe how wonderful you look right now. Is it okay if I just stare for awhile?”
“You can stare all you want. My schedule is open. Is this a reciprocal arrangement? Can I take off your shirt?”
Daniel pulled his shirt off.
“How about the pants now too?” Tassie got off his lap so he could remove his pants and she pulled her dress completely off. His erection was peeking over the top of his briefs. Daniel sat back down and Tassie straddled his legs. “Can I touch you?”
Daniel nodded. Tassie pulled his briefs down and liberated his erection. She held it her hand and looked at it, admiring it, feeling his fullness and thickness. She squeezed it gently and swirled her index finger over the tip. It was wet and slippery.
She stared back into his eyes and just held his cock calmly in her hand, lightly rubbing her thumb back and forth over the tip. “This is nice, Daniel. I like slow. Can we just sit like this for a while?”
“I could sit like this forever.” He held both of her breasts in his hands as his fingers seemed to gently savor them. “I would give away my kingdom to be one of your bras for a day.”
“You’re hired,” laughed Tassie. “If you hold my back, you could reach over and refill our glasses.”
Daniel held her back with one arm and refilled their glasses, handed her one, and then leaned back with his.
“The way you’re touching my breasts... It doesn’t feel greedy. It’s like you’re creating a feedback loop. You reading me as you touch, gauging your touch to the way I’m responding… I’m sorry. I seem to be taking mental notes of your techniques... Most men just grab and ignore how the experience is for the woman. I mean, that’s what other women tell me men do.” She laughed. “I don’t have that much experience with men fondling my breasts.”
“You’re giving me credit that maybe isn’t due. How else should you be touched? This, what we’re doing here, is like a meditation, isn’t it? That’s how it feels to me? You’re my entire world right now.”
“Is that how it’s been with you and other women?”
“Not exactly. No, I can say almost never. Let’s say it’s been my dream.”
Tassie bent down and kissed him hard, still holding his cock and twirling her thumb over its tip. Her hand was now wet with his fluid. She leaned back and said, “I’m just going to do some housekeeping.” She moved off his lap and down to her knees on the floor, leaned over and took him into her mouth. She sucked and then licked his shaft up and down, then climbed back on his lap, her legs on either side of his own.
“I think that was the nicest thing anyone has ever done for me,” said Daniel, leaning in for another kiss.
“You can feel me now, Daniel.” She grabbed his hand and cupped it over her panties. He started to gently massage her there, and then moved a knuckle up and down her cleft, causing Tassie to arch her back and moan.
“That’s so nice, so perfect,” she said. She rocked her pelvis in his hand. She squeezed his shaft and more precum dripped over her fingers.
“Maybe we should move up to my bedroom, Daniel. We’ll be more comfortable.”
“Okay.”
“But we’re not going to make love. Not tonight. Can you go along with that? I just want to do what we’re doing now. Going slow, getting to know each other, feeling each other.”
“I think that’s a perfect idea, Tassie. I like this.”
They both stood up and Tassie lead them upstairs.
***
Standing next to her bed, Tassie bent down and pulled off Daniel’s briefs. She did a mental inventory as she lowered them to the floor and he stepped out of them, noting his well-defined musculature, the nice symmetry of his equipment and the way it hung.
“Well, now you’re embarrassing me,” said Daniel. “I always feel funny standing with an erection.”
“Oh, don’t feel funny! I’m just drinking you in.” She stood up and smiled. “Now you can take off my panties.”
Daniel pulled down her panties in near slow motion while gazing at her body, his eyes drinking her in as she had just done with him. After she stepped out of her underwear he leaned in and laid a soft kissed just below her navel. At that moment, Tassie felt like hopping in the air to redirect his efforts.
“Lay down on the bed,” he said. Tassie crawled to the center and laid down, and Daniel sat next to her.
“I think you’re the most well proportioned human being I’ve ever witnessed,” he said. “How’s that for sexy talk?” His eyes roamed her body up and down. He placed his hand on her thigh and stroked it up and down, his fingers on the inside barely brushing her lips. With each stroke, Tassie lifted her pelvis as his fingers neared them.
“You’ll drive me crazy if you don’t touch me,” said Tassie. As his next stroke neared its apex, she pulled his hand all the way up. His index finger now pressed upon and aligned with her swollen vulva, his thumb nestled in the crease along the top of her thigh.
“What happened to slow?” said Daniel.
“I just want your hand there.” She reached down to hold his cock.
Daniel moved his index finger up and down. Tassie was completely wet and warm and ready for him.
“Tell me what you’re thinking now,” asked Tassie.
“It’s going to sound like purple prose. I’m watching your breasts rise and fall following your breathing. I can feel how wet you are and it is driving me crazy. I want to bury my face into you. Can I say ‘pussy’?” She nodded. “You have the loveliest pussy I’ve ever seen. It’s just perfect, a perfect slit that’s now dripping into my hand. I want to think it’s forever mine now.”
“Put a finger inside me.”
Daniel rotated his hand and gently inserted his middle finger. Tassie let out a quiet gasp.
“Nice.” She squeezed his cock and rubbed her thumb over the tip.
“You’re all wet too,” she said.
Daniel bent over and kissed her breasts, circling his tongue around her nipples. She pressed herself into his face.
Daniel leaned back said, “So, what are you thinking now?”
“I’m feeling your finger inside me and it feels perfect. You’re holding it exactly where it needs to be. I feel your cock — can I say cock? I’m holding your cock in my hand and it feels warm and hard. I can feel it pulsing. I’m looking at your body and I want it to be mine. I want to bury my face in your chest, I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”
Daniel laid down beside her and, lying on their sides, they fell into a rolling embrace. Tassie felt his cock on her tummy and hooked a leg over him to pull in tighter, then rolled over on top of him. She reached down and aligned his cock with her vulva and started to rub herself up and down.
“I need to warn you this could make me come,” said Daniel, staring into her eyes.
“I don’t want you to come yet,” said Tassie, slowing down her momentum. “Not this way.”
“Lie on your back,” said Daniel. Tassie rolled off him and laid on her back with her knees raised. He moved between them and bent down to kiss her up and down her slit, inserting just the tip of his tongue. Tassie curved her spine and moaned.
“Daniel. Oh Daniel… go slow. Yes, yes.... Mmm. You do that so well.” Daniel spread her lips with his fingers and buried his tongue deep, then brought it up to circle her clitoris, where he slowed and focused with a languorous gentleness. Tassie couldn’t hold herself back any longer and started rocking her pelvis into his face. Daniel slowly increased his rhythm and gently lifted and pressed just above her clit with his thumb. Two fingers were now exploring just beneath his tongue.
“Daniel, I’m sorry… I’m going to come. I’m going to come. OH GOD YES!” Tassie’s body convulsed into one elongated spasm, her hips rising in the air as her body shook with orgasm. Her hands gripped the bedding as she rose one final time onto an oasis of bliss.
Daniel rested his head on her tummy as she ran her fingers through his hair. Daniel already knew her needs completely. His attention was perfectly focused.
He rose up the bed to kiss and embrace Tassie while she bathed in her afterglow. They exchanged long, tender caresses. Daniel softly ran his hands over her arms and hips and kissed her everywhere.
“Daniel,” said Tassie, once she fully composed. “I think I could get used to having you around all the time.”
“I’d be delighted,” he said. “Does that mean I get the job?”
“As my lover? Absolutely.”
“More than that I hope.”
“Cook? Handyman?” joked Tassie.
“Maybe even more than that?”
“Don’t you want to see how I perform first? I’ve barely touched you.”
“Tassie, you already had me in your mouth. I do recall I rather enjoyed that. I would say you’re hired.”
Tassie pushed him over on his back and moved her head down to his cock, held it her hand and put the tip in her mouth.
“Tassie, you don’t have to do that. Believe me, I’m sold on you.”
“I want to, Daniel. Just relax now.”
Tassie licked his shaft up and down then tickled his balls with her tongue as she held them in her other hand. She gently sucked each ball into her mouth, then moved back up his shaft. As she took it in her mouth she started pumping the shaft. It seemed to grow another inch as her tongue swirled around him and she tasted more of his salty essence.
Daniel started to groan and gently roll his hips in time with Tassie’s strokes and sucking. Tassie could feel him getting closer. She danced her fingernails over his perineum and Daniel groaned even louder.
“Tassie… Tassie, I’m going to come…” He pushed on her shoulders as a warning, not knowing if she meant for him to come in her mouth.
She paused just long enough to say, “I want you to come this way, Daniel.” As soon as she put his cock back in her mouth, it erupted, streaming warm jets of come. She could feel each pulse of fluid as it rose through his shaft and emptied in her mouth. She swallowed hard. When Daniel settled back down she gently kissed him, moving up his body to land on his lips.
They rested for a while, lightly letting their hands roam and caress each other. After a few minutes more Tassie got up and ran downstairs to get their water bottles. When she got back she handed one to Daniel and he drank heavily. Then he sat up and leaned against the headboard and smiled at Tassie.
“So much for ‘slow’, I guess,” he said, smiling some more.
“I did my best, Daniel,” she said, laughing. “But when you put your tongue inside me there was no going back. That was really expert, by the way. What did you do, read a book or something?”
“I read your body. It told me everything I needed to know.”
“That’s sort of how I feel. Your body was the only instruction I needed,” said Tassie. “Are you okay with this? With what just happened?”
“What a question... How could I not be okay?”
“Tonight is really only our first date, you know, or second if you count our lunch.”
He thought for a minute. “So what you’re asking is, did we just move too fast if this is a real thing and not just some one-night miracle?”
“I guess that’s what I mean. I don’t know. You might not believe it but I’m still new at this sort of thing.”
“If you’re talking about serious relationships so am I,” said Daniel. “I’ve had more than enough of the other kind. I got that out of my system.”
“Daniel, I’m feeling serious about you. I think I mentioned that already.”
“That’s how I’m feeling too.”
She experienced a surge of pleasant adrenaline, the kind that occurs when good news overloads the circuits in the brain causing a “rush” sensation.
“Me too.” She kissed him while laying herself across his his hard chest.
Daniel looked down at her body and back into her face. He cupped her free breast in his hand and smiled.
“You seem to like my breasts,” laughed Tassie.
“I would be lying to say otherwise. You might not realize how perfect they are. When artists draw the perfect breast, this is what they look like.”
“Aw, you probably say that to all the girls.”
“I’ve only ever said that once, and that was just a minute ago.” Daniel bent down and kissed her nipple. “These nipples are in a class of their own too.”
“From now on they’re yours whenever you want them. But I have to be honest. If you pay attention to my nipples, you’d better be prepared to go all of the way. They’re like my starter buttons.”
“Noted. That’s handy to know,” he said, pinching her nipple.
“That works too.” Tassie could feel Daniel getting another erection. She moved over and looked to see he was nearly fully erect again.
“Is that going to be a problem?” asked Daniel. “I tend to recycle fairly quickly.”
“You’re kidding, right?”
“About which part? It being a problem, or the recycling?”
“Both, and the answer is… Well, now I’m confused. It’s not a problem in any case, and I think it’s wonderful that you ‘recycle’ so quickly.”
Tassie held his cock in her hand, bent down and kissed the tip.
“Do you want to come again, Daniel? I’m happy to…”
“Please don’t feel the need to do anything. But it’s nice that you offered.”
Tassie felt it grow to full hardness. “Will you be able to sleep?”
“I think so. I like being aroused by you. I’m sure around you that’ll be my constant state. Aroused.”
“That’s how I felt the first time I saw you a year ago, and especially after I got back from my trip when all you did was walk by my desk.”
“That’s how I felt when you came into my office on Monday.”
She gave him a kiss. “Should we go to sleep now?” Daniel nodded. They both got up so they could turn down the bed.
“What side do you like?” asked Tassie. “I don’t care.”
He thought for a second. “I sleep on my left side, so the left side. That way I’ll be facing you.”
“Okay. Can I hold you until I fall asleep?”
“Even after you fall asleep, Tassie.”
They both got into the bed and were soon quiet in each other’s arms.




Chapter 10



DANIEL
On the flight home from L.A., Daniel’s memory of Tassie jogged between the woman he’d hired a year earlier and the Goddess that walked into his office that Monday. He was having trouble drawing a line between the two women.
He assumed that, over the course of the next few hours, he would have a much better understanding. By the end of the evening, they might both have reason to feel a bright future together lay ahead of them. He knew he was trusting his gut, but viewed that as a good thing. It had never let him down before, and that included some momentous course changes that worked out for the best. He followed his gut, and it was always right.
It was something in his gut that told him to stay away from Kelly and he hadn’t listened. His motivations for her arose by listening to his animal instincts alone. Up until recently, he thought his troubles with Kelly were now buried. On Monday, during his meeting with both she and Tassie, he was no longer so sure. Then, there was that mysterious text. Kelly was still interested in him, but to what degree would this interest manifest itself, and when?
When he met Donna, his gut had also noted that she wasn’t a match either, but his loneliness was persuasive. He started spending weekends in L.A. to be with her, and soon he was no longer looking forward to weekends. Happily, he was now sure Donna was in the past.
When he climbed into Tassie’s car his eyes fell at once upon her immaculate bosom and the triangular patch of panty her short dress failed to conceal. He assumed that part wasn’t intentional and just a lucky accident. She struggled thereafter to preserve her dignity upskirt wise, which he noticed every time she sat down or got up.
His heart sank when Tassie mentioned receiving some files from Kelly, claiming he had requested some extra work. Clearly, something was up, and he would deal with it on Monday. For now, he wanted to put Kelly out of his mind but felt an explanation was due first to quell any mysteries stirring in Tassie’s head. He explained, and she took it well, even adding some humor to the situation.
He felt Tassie was simply delightful over dinner. She didn’t seem to mind showing her enthusiasm when most women felt the need to remain aloof about everything. She loved the food and seemed to share Daniel’s excitement for tasting new things and having new experiences.
He could also not have been prouder of how carried herself. She had an easy elegance, but one with the edges smoothed over by her small town roots. He felt some women used their smiles purposefully rather than letting them erupt spontaneously. They gauged all of their responses for purposes of seduction or persuasion or simply general manipulation. In contrast, Tassie was natural all the way. If something surprised her she didn’t mind letting the world know.
It was obvious to Daniel there had recently been a man in the picture. Tassie became a bit guarded discussing some of the details surrounding her metamorphosis, but not because she was hiding anything. He got the feeling she was still processing whatever it was and, at some point, it would all be explained.
When Tassie leaned in for their first kiss he was beside himself. As his mouth drew nearer to hers he thought he could hear every single clock in the world stop. Their lips met briefly but forever after they would be imprinted on his own. That kissed telegraphed a quadrillion megabytes of data.
Daniel knew the Redwood Room would be swarming with industry types at that time of night. By taking Tassie there he was definitely showing, and couldn’t have been happier with the result. Everyone’s eyes looked envious, and he could feel their stares falling on her at their table.
Driving home, he was both pleased and surprised when she forced them both to say what was on their minds. This meant she was not into games and said exactly what was in her thoughts. It was such a contrast to all of the other women he had dated, those who held their cards close to their chests, many of which were not entirely natural.
Daniel was doing all he could, once sitting in her condo, to not simply reach for her and smother her with kisses. They tried some getting to know you better talk, but it was clear they both were feeling the same impulses. When she said she wanted to kiss him, he knew the evening was quickly taking a delicious turn.
Still, Daniel felt the need to hold back. He wanted to follow her lead. When she told him to touch her he thought his erection might knock her off his lap. Before long, Tassie’s dress was on the floor and she was sitting there in her panties. Her firm breasts filled his hands, her taut curves tantalized his fingers, and her feminine scents overwhelmed his senses.
Almost beguilingly, she would slow things down to just savor the moment. He felt this was in perfect alignment with his own sensibilities. He was beginning to really love this woman and he knew it.
When Tassie took him into her bedroom and laid naked on her bed, he felt he’d died and found Heaven and had a V.I.P pass. He didn’t mind thinking it even though it was a cliche. It exactly suited what he felt.
Tassie slowed the pace once again, then asked him to put a finger inside her. Just like that, he thought. She felt like liquid love, so wet and warm and inviting, so eager. She gently reacted to his touch, moaning endearingly, soothingly. He couldn’t help but to want to taste her now.
Daniel felt her orgasm erupting under his tongue, and the way she spasmed and convulsed was a spectacular display of something powerful they’d created together. It was beyond a normal orgasm, something much higher than that, and happening in a new dimension.
When Daniel felt her hand squeeze his cock, and felt his warm liquid rising, and her tender, playful thumb swirling over his tip, he knew he was feeling something entirely new. It wasn’t the touch of someone just getting the job done. It was the touch of someone who might really love him and would cross any border to bring him pleasure.
Daniel was shocked when Tassie paused just long enough to tell him to come in her mouth. Such an intimate thing! And she wanted him to do it! When her mouth took him back inside he went over the cliff and exploded in a way that was unfamiliar to him. His mind slipped into a primal abyss of orgasm, and she hung on and swallowed every last drop.
As they cuddled to fall asleep she reached over and held his cock, which was hard again, and when he woke up several hours later, she was still holding it, and he was still hard. He leaned over and kissed her shoulder. She moaned, and he fell back asleep.




Chapter 11



TASSIE
Tassie woke the next morning almost startled to see she had company. It felt like she’d been out for a week, and that it was only yesterday when she sat at the family dining table in Ohio to have breakfast. Her arm was now over Daniel’s side and she listened to his deep breathing. She slipped out of the bed and closed the heavy curtains over the sliding doors to the balcony.
She put on a fresh pair of panties and T-shirt and went downstairs to make coffee. After getting the pot going she picked up the clothes they’d left in the living room, folded them neatly and placed them on a credenza in her foyer at the base of the stairs. Above the credenza was a hall mirror, and when she looked at herself she laughed. What a mess, she thought. She fussed with her a hair a bit and then decided it didn’t matter.
Back in the kitchen, she stood over the sink looking out the window while drinking her coffee. Instead of seeing her family’s backyard in Ohio, she saw her small entry garden and the parking lot beyond. She missed her family.
But she also felt entirely exhilarated. All of her intuitions about Daniel were bearing out. He was a thoughtful, nice guy, with a good sense of humor and a great body. He seemed to have written the instruction manual on how to touch her body and make it come alive.
He was delicate when she needed him to be, and firm when that was just the right move. There were no hiccups upstairs or on the sofa, and he was a perfect companion at dinner and afterward for drinks. Was it all too good to be true?
Just a week ago, the new Tassie was born with a clear objective in mind. She was going to let the true Tassie come out of hiding so that the object of her desire, Daniel Wood, could see who she truly was and not who she had been pretending to be.
And now she was standing in her kitchen half naked making him coffee.
As she continued looking out the window she jumped when a pair of arms drew around her shoulders and squeezed her into a hug. Some of her coffee spilled onto her T-shirt.
“Good morning,” said Daniel. “I hope I didn’t startle you.”
Tassie turned around and looked down at her T-shirt and then back up to Daniel’s face and smiled. “Maybe a little bit.” She kissed him on the lips and they hugged again.
“Coffee?”
“Please.” He was standing in his briefs looking mildly aroused. “I should probably put some pants on.”
“No need to rush,” said Tassie. “But if you really want to, they’re folded on the credenza in the hall.”
“Thanks. So you’re the tidy type.”
“How about you? What’s your place like?”
“I keep it pretty tidy. I don’t like messiness as a rule. It’s a short hop from messiness to outright chaos.”
“I know what you mean. You wanna sit in the living room?”
They went there and sat on the sofa facing each other.
“If you’re going to sit in just your panties I’m going to need to get my trousers on.”
“Are you trying to tell me you’re getting another erection?”
“I think that’s rather obvious, isn’t it?”
Tassie looked to see he was near to popping out of his briefs again, which had the predictable effect on herself.
“Don’t worry about it. Let’s talk and see if it settles down.”
“Don’t bet on it. You have to understand what my view is like. It’s full of stimuli.”
“Well, let’s just see, shall we? What’s your day look like?”
“Saturday mornings I meet with a trainer at Man’s Gym. That takes about three hours. Then I usually crash at home on my sofa and read, nap, get up, work on a project, have some dinner, then read if I don’t have anything planned. Shit. I should probably check my calendar”
Daniel got his phone out of his suit jacket and looked at messages and his day planner. Tassie enjoyed watching him move around in his underwear. His buttocks were sublime.
“I have a dinner tonight with Carl and his wife and some of their friends.”
“Who is Carl?” asked Tassie.
“He’s our CFO, at Trans Tech. You know him.”
“Oh sure. That sounds like fun.”
“No, it isn’t usually. I mean it would be if I was still interested in a long career in the industry. That’s all the talk will be about. I would ask you to…”
“Don’t worry about that. I’m technically still your employee and, well… I realize you a have life too.”
“It’s not that,” said Daniel. “I could handle the employee aspect. Carl’s wife works in HR. What I was going to say is, there really would be no point. I don’t plan to be around here in a year. I’m looking at you as part my new life, not the old one.”
Tassie gave Daniel a kiss. “There’s no need to explain.”
“What do you think about my new life comment?”
“I like the sound of it. It’s true. We’re ‘new’ in each other lives. It sounds like we’re going to have some fun together. I’m not assuming it means much beyond that.” Tassie knew she was baiting him, hoping he would say otherwise.
“Why not? I read your personnel file. You’re full of potential. Plus, you’re very attractive and apparently tidy.” Daniel smiled.
“Don’t forget my tits,” said Tassie, lifting her T-shirt. She was disappointed that he didn’t take the bait and outline his marriage intentions.
“Oh God, yes. The tits.”
Tassie let her top fall back down. “But seriously, Daniel. You look at me and think what?”
“I don’t want to appear foolish or impulsive because I’m not. But I see you and think how nice you’ll look standing in our vineyard holding some pruning shears.”
“What?” Tassie laughed. “You won’t be able to afford laborers?” She felt some relief, though she assumed he was joking.
“Okay, you won’t have to work, period.”
“Thanks, but I have to do something. I’m not a sit around gal. I don’t dig daytime TV.”
“I’m happy to hear it. Maybe you would have kids at some point.”
Tassie was now thinking if he wasn’t just joking that this was way too fast. But why? He was saying words she wished to be hearing, and she desperately felt like saying Well, let’s giddyup.
“Let’s say, Daniel, that we’re thinking along similar lines here. I don’t want to jinx anything by planning our honeymoon or anything.”
“Where would you like to honeymoon, just out of curiosity?”
“This will sound corny but Tahiti comes to mind, or some tropical island.”
“I’ll agree as long as we can go to Paris after.”
“Oh, okay, if you’re insisting… Hungry? Hey, what about your workout?” She now assumed they had just been joking about their future life. She was half relieved, feeling it was too soon to talk that way, and half disappointed they weren’t calling their parents to share the good news.
“I canceled when I was on the phone. I’m medium hungry. What are you thinking?”
“I don’t know. I can make something unless you want to go out in your suit.”
“Something here is fine. I can help.”
They went into the kitchen and Tassie stared into her fridge.
“I may have misspoken. I have two eggs, a carton of milk and some iffy looking cheese. Everything else is salad stuff.”
“I can order from Mistral. Do you like eggs benedict?”
“Who doesn’t? Will they deliver breakfast?”
“I know the owners, so yes.” Daniel got his phone and ordered their breakfast. “That’s set. They said to give them a half hour.”
“That gives us some time to cuddle,” said Tassie, leading Daniel upstairs.
“I was thinking a shower but I like your idea.”
They both jumped onto Tassie’s bed and started fondling and kissing, and within a few minutes they were both naked. Daniel’s hand fell naturally to caress Tassie’s lips, and she responded in kind, taking his cock in her hand. As they touched each other their eyes were locked.
“You take me right up to eleven in no time, Daniel,” Tassie said, smiling.
“I was thinking twelve.”
“I want to make you come, okay? Please? Please?” said Tassie. She didn’t wait for a reply, taking his cock into her mouth. He did his best to attempt a reciprocation but she stopped him and said, “Just relax.”
Daniel laid back and Tassie moved so she was laying on one of his legs while she played with his balls in one hand and stroke his shaft with other. She started sucking harder and within no time Daniel exploded in her mouth again, this time with even more energy. When he calmed down Tassie laid her head on his stomach and gently held his balls and cock as it softened in her hand.
“You’re spoiling me now, Tassie.”
“This isn’t one-sided, Daniel. I like doing it and I like how you taste. Plus, I know you’ll look after me too.” She moved up to kiss him and then rested beside him. “I get a kind of mini orgasm when you come. It’s hard to describe. It’s in my head. It’s like a little pool of euphoria settles over my brain.”
Tassie reached down again for his cock and held it up. It was flaccid now but still large. Tassie let Daniel’s cock fall from her hand and picked it up again, letting it fall the other way, and then she noticed it stiffening again.
“These things are amazing, aren’t they?” said Tassie, now wiggling his cock.
“I think you’ve made a new friend,” said Daniel. “It likes you.”
The doorbell rang announcing their breakfast had arrived. “I’ll get it,” said Tassie. She got up and slipped on her robe. “I’ll bring it up here, okay?”
“Sure. I’ll straighten things up a bit.” He got up and started to remake her bed.
Tassie returned with the food transferred to plates and handed one to Daniel. “It’s too bad I don’t have trays. Sorry. We could sit at the table on the balcony. Just wrap a towel around yourself.”
“Okay.” Daniel went into her bathroom and came out wrapped in a towel. He opened the sliding door and they sat on Tassie’s small balcony. They could see a few people out on their balconies or their first-floor patios.
“I don’t want to get all flattery on you, Tassie, but if I were to design a woman, it would be you. And the way you do what you do is incredible.”
“What? Eat breakfast?”
“Yes, that’s exactly what I meant,” laughed Daniel. “But seriously, I can’t get over you, or let’s say I don’t ever want to get over you. I’m not saying you blew me off before when we were downstairs. But I want us to be serious. I know it’s crazy to go there so soon in a relationship, but I can’t help it. I have good instincts.”
Tassie felt the need of avoiding future speak diminishing but she wasn’t sure what he was saying, so she didn’t say anything.
“When you said your sister was trying to get pregnant I felt jealous. I wish I was starting on that track now. I feel like I’ve wasted ten years of my life. My parents were both twenty-two when I was born. I’m more than a decade further on now.
“Now you’ve come along and it feels like everything is lining up. You’re perfect, I’m not bad myself. Neither one of us is thrilled with our careers… You know, you can jump in here anywhere.”
Tassie laughed. “I’m sorry. I like listening to you talk... It’s working. I want to get started on a family too, I feel things are lining up. I don’t think there’s a gap between us here. But what’s the next step? What do we say now?”
“I’m not sure I’m qualified to even know, but I think I’m falling in love with you, Tassie. It happened when you walked into my office on Monday. The old Tassie I knew and liked and respected before, who wasn’t interested in men as far as I could tell, walked in, in a new package with, what, a new attitude? When I put the two Tassies together I started falling for you.”
“And when I met you a year ago you reminded of someone close and I was afraid. I was afraid that it couldn’t be real, or something... So I raised the shields. But I’ve had a crush on you since we first met.”
“And here we are today eating eggs benedict on your balcony wearing practically nothing. Something seems to have worked out. And I am real, and I’m telling you I may be falling in love,” said Daniel
Tassie thought for a moment, put down her utensils and looked at Daniel. “I may be falling in love too. I’ve just been dying to say those words, Daniel, but they scare me. Someday you’ll understand why, but for today, well, maybe what’s going on here is serious, and that makes me happy.”
“I would jump over the table and sweep you up in my arms right now but I’m wearing a towel and we’re basically out in public here.”
Tassie opened her robe exposing her breasts and said, “Who cares? Come over here and get as close to these as you can.”
Daniel got up and went around to Tassie, who stood up and fell into his arms for an embrace. He swung her back and forth as best he could in the limited space. As they kissed they could hear people clapping from balconies and patios across the way.
“Then it’s settled,” said Daniel, sitting down. “And we don’t even know each other’s politics, religion, criminal histories, affiliations… We should spend the next few hours Googling each other.”
“Go for it, Daniel. You’ll be bored to death, though you’ll find my high school yearbook picture. You may want to reconsider when you see that.”
“Don’t worry. In mine, I look like the consummate nerd, which I remained until I got to Paris. That’s where my eyes were opened.”
“Maybe some day you’ll be showing me around Paris...”
***
They finished up their breakfast and Tassie felt like having a nap. Daniel took their dishes downstairs to wash them up and then joined Tassie on the bed. She was already asleep, as soon was Daniel. After an hour they woke up to start the day again.
Tassie leaned over to kiss his chest. He put his arm around her shoulder and kissed her on the forehead, and Tassie moved a leg over his legs and hugged him.
“I don’t think we’re going to get much done today,” said Tassie. “I don’t want to move.”
“You’re fine where you are. Don’t move.”
“I hope this never gets old. I’d hate for that to happen.”
Daniel reflected and said, “It doesn’t ever have to get old. Just keep falling in love.”
“How do you do that?”
“I have a theory on that but I don’t want to sound pedantic, especially about love.”
“Don’t worry about that,” said Tassie. “Tell me your theory.”
“That feeling of falling in love happens through chemistry in your brain. Nature designed it that way. That doesn’t make it less real. You can’t feel the chemistry without feeling the love. But over time, like with any drug, the chemicals wear off. So you’ve got to stir them up again, right? And you do that by continually evolving, both of you. You continually strive to become even more than you are. And if couples commit to that, they’re always falling in love in again, because they’re always discovering new things to fall in love with.”
“So,” said Tassie. “Instead of getting married and saying that’s it, we won’t get any better than this, we go the other way. We keep growing and getting better.”
“You always get right to the gist of things. I like that”.
Tassie kissed him again and rubbed his tummy, letting her fingers brush his pubic hair. She rested her hand and absentmindedly played with it.
“What’s your policy on pubic hair? I notice you shave your testicles and trim elsewhere.”
Daniel laughed. “I just started doing that when it became fashionable and never stopped. Why do you shave everything? Is that something you prefer to do?”
“Well, funny story there, really. I had pubic hair until about a month ago, and then had the crazy idea to get waxed. It hurt like hell, and it was humiliating, but I know women who think nothing of it. Anyway, it was growing back and yesterday, when I was standing in the shower feeling the stumble, I thought, Jesus, what if we end up in bed? What’s Daniel going to think? I don’t know how to groom myself? So I shaved it.”
Daniel laughed. “I’m sorry. It would have been fine. Don’t shave on my account.”
“Thanks. But if you like it this way I don’t mind. Shaving is easy. I don’t why I went with waxing.”
“How about going both ways then. Shave in summer, don’t in winter. Just let it all go for six months. But if you don’t mind, I’ll stick with shaving my testicles.”
“Thanks for shaving your balls. They look so cuddly this way.” Tassie bent down and kissed them. His penis, which had been idling between full relaxation and tumescence, seemed to yawn and stretch.
“I just love watching this,” she said.
“What?”
“You tumescing.” Tassie laughed. “It’s just fascinating.” She watched his cock straighten out and begin lengthening without her touching it. “Is that just happening of its own accord? Or are you consciously doing that?”
“No. It’s not like a muscle I can control.”
“Have you ever measured it?”
Daniel lifted up on his elbows to look down at himself. “No, actually. I always thought it was okay so I wasn’t worried about comparisons.”
“Can I measure it?” asked Tassie, sounding and looking a little giddy.
“I suppose so, but, you know, make sure I’m at my maximal…”
“Don’t worry about that!” Tassie got up and went to her little writing desk and opened a drawer. She pulled out a ruler and laughed. “This is so funny. I’ve had this thing forever. It’s a Hello Kitty ruler. Who knew I’d need it for measuring penises one day?”
“You know you used a plural there. ‘Penises’.”
“I meant your penis. Sorry. Now let’s see. Do you think they measure from above or below?”
“I really don’t know. Do it both ways.”
Tassie picked up his penis and kissed the tip. It grew some more and got very hard. She measured from the base at the top and from the bottom.
“You’re seven inches and a tenth from the top, and nine and a half from the bottom. I know six inches is average, and that must be from the top. I should give you a gold star or something.”
“My turn. How big are your breasts?”
“My bra size is 34 C or D depending on the style.”
“I’d give them both gold stars, or let’s say a dozen each.”
“I have never had this discussion before with anyone, by the way, just in case you’re curious,” said Tassie. “It’s made me a little hot.”
“We can do something about that, I mean if you don’t have any other plans,” said Daniel.
“Believe me, I want your seven inches to fill me up… oh look, you just leaked a little there.” Tassie held his cock again and played with the tip, swirling the liquid around. “I want you inside me, but I want to save intercourse. I’m just feeling that way right now, even though it’s driving me crazy.”
“It doesn’t have to be intercourse, Tassie. I was thinking of something else...”
“Let’s take a shower first.”
They got in the shower and were immediately on their way to vertical sex, but soon settled into washing and shampooing each other. When they finish they dried off and sat back on the bed.
“Daniel, I’m so ready to have you inside me I’m afraid to let you near me to do anything else right now. I know that’s probably very irritating to hear, but is it okay if we wait?”
“Of course it is. We don’t have to have sex.”
“Now you’re talking crazy,” said Tassie, laughing. “You’re busy tonight. I was thinking tomorrow. But I want to get out and do something Sunday too, some couples stuff. It’s too late today. When do you have to be at your dinner?”
“Five-thirty or six. Around there.”
“It’s already three thirty. We should probably get you home so you can change.”
“You’re right. Should I come over after the dinner?”
“Where do they live?”
“It’s a bit of haul. They will be over on the coast tonight.”
“Why don’t we just get a good night’s sleep then and we’ll see each other tomorrow?”
“That’ll work, though I don’t mind driving back,” said Daniel, “It makes me a little sad to think I won’t see you later.”
“Me too, but we waited this long, as they say. Another day won’t hurt us. I’ll keep my hands off myself.”
Daniel directed Tassie to his house in Emerald Hills. She was surprised at how modest the neighborhood appeared, as well as his house. She didn’t mind, but it struck her as odd. When she got inside she saw construction work was underway.
“This is nice, Daniel. Are you doing some remodeling?”
“Yes. This is my twelfth house. I’m a flipper. I only live in them until they’re refurbished and sold and move on to the next one. I’ve got two houses that are rented right now until I’m nearly ready to refurbish them. I do a lot of the work myself. It helps me unwind.”
“That’s impressive.”
“It’s getting old, frankly, but it’s just another year and I’ll be done. I’ll cash out then.”
“And buy the vineyard…”
“That’s my hope. You don’t mind if I change in front of you, do you? We can go into the bedroom.”
Tassie smile. “I think I can handle that.”
They went into Daniel’s bedroom. Tassie felt it just got the job done. There was a bed and a nightstand and lamp. It was tidy but bare. Daniel undressed and then stood at his closet naked deciding on what to wear.
“Let me help,” said Tassie. “I mean if you don’t mind. I like the idea of rifling through your clothes.”
“I feel that way about your lingerie drawers,” smile Daniel. “Go ahead. But the unusual uniform those these things is polo shirts and khakis.”
Tassie pulled out a navy Ralph Lauren polo and tan slacks. “You’ll probably need some underwear unless you’re thinking of going commando.”
Daniel pulled open a bin built into his closet. Tassie selected a black pair and he slipped them on.
“Til next time time, I guess,” said Tassie, watching him pull them on. In another few minutes he was ready to go.
“Well, I’ll be fashionably late if I leave now.” He pulled Tassie in for an embrace. “I’m thinking tomorrow we might drive out to Point Reyes. Have you been?”
“I haven’t been across the bridge, Daniel. I’m almost embarrassed to admit that.”
“There has to be a first time, right? We can eat a brunch in Sausalito and then drive out to the beaches. The fog usually burns off by noon. If it doesn’t it’s beautiful to look around anyway. How about I pick you up at ten?”
“That’ll be perfect. Should I wear jeans? Dress? What?”
“Strictly casual. Jeans, sexy top of course.”
***
Tassie drove home feeling on top of the world and also a little tired. Though she slept well the night before and later had a nap, she found falling in love to be exhausting.
She passed a Macy’s on her drive home and decided to run in and pick out a new robe, deeming her current one unsuitable for entertaining lovers. She picked out two, one sheerer than the other just for the sake of variety. As she passed the men’s department she thought she’d grab a robe for Daniel as well. She selected a plush Turkish terry cloth style in a rich navy color.
She then stopped at deli to pick up some salads and headed home to spend a quiet evening with Netflix. She was sorry Daniel wouldn’t be getting any rest.
When she got home she took the tags off the robes, then took off her clothes to put one on. She choose the less shear one, and went downstairs to grab her deli dinner and brought it back upstairs along with her laptop. Just as she settled into her dinner with Netflix rolling, her doorbell rang.
She had the usual reaction one has in those situations but didn’t actually swear out loud. She went downstair and looked through the peephole. Thankfully, it was only Jared, and not that Brian person who’d left a note on the door.
“Hey, Jared, what’s up?” She let him in and they stood in the foyer.
“You may have a problem,” said Jared. “I saw Kelly parked outside your place last night. She was still there when I went out this morning.”
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Great, thought Tassie. She had a stalker. She went to bed deciding she wouldn’t mention anything to Daniel. If Kelly was jealous she would take it out on Tassie, not him, and as a careerist in tech she wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize her job. Tassie actually felt sorry for her, as there’s no pain greater than not being able to be with the one you love.
Tassie felt she would know.
Daniel picked her up at ten sharp the next morning and they arrived at his favorite brunch spot in Sausalito well before the crowds. Tassie joked she would have to double up her gym time over the week to make up for hearty meals she was enjoying with Daniel.
“I can’t go near the fitness center,” said Daniel. “As soon as I walk in there the nerds come after me… Well, I used to be one of them, so I shouldn’t talk that way. They’ve all got ideas to pitch, and it’s the company’s policy that we’re all access, all the time.”
“I remember the urge to blab to supervisors,” said Tassie. “But to be honest, they don’t seem very interested in ideas coming from women in tech. It’s frustrating. It’s one of the reasons I don’t feel I belong.”
“A lot of women have told me that. I’m afraid it’s endemic throughout the valley. You won’t have to deal with it for much longer if you’ll really thinking of getting out.”
She smiled but frowned inside. Why didn’t he say If you’re really thinking of us having a life together?
“I’ll have to get it figured out first,” she said.
“I’m sure you can write your own ticket in whatever you decide,” said Daniel. This was not the form of encouragement she was hoping for, but she realized she might be reading too much into his words. Being a “serious couple” did not come with a program guide.
Daniel segued. “I’m enjoying showing you around. I can’t believe you never crossed the bridge. Marin is terrific, maybe the best place in the world.”
“I love everything you’ve shown me so far. I can’t believe the rut I’ve been in. I’ve been living like a shut-in with a dozen cats.”
“Sometimes ruts are inevitable,” said Daniel. “That’s how I feel about work right now.”
Soon they were back on the 101 heading north. Daniel got off at Novato to head out to Point Reyes. Once out of Novato they were in the countryside.
“To be honest, there’s a faster way,” said Daniel. “But I hate the coast highway here. It’s a narrow road with a steep drop off to the ocean. It terrifies me.”
“I’m glad we’re giving it a pass then. This is beautiful out here. It reminds me of other places but I can’t nail them down.”
“I can. Parts of Marin look like Scotland, Cornwall, Normandy, and, further south, Switzerland’s Juras. The diversity is amazing. An hour north and you’re deep into wine country where it does often feel like Tuscany.”
Daniel’s excitement was palpable and infectious. Tassie liked everything he was showing her and was starting to feel this could be their life together. It made her feel feverishly happy to be alive but also anxious. How soon could they just commit to each other completely?
Soon they were driving along a bay and Daniel asked if she liked oysters. They stopped at the Hogwater Oyster Company and slurped up a dozen small Tomales Bay golden nuggets each. They sat outside to enjoy the bay view as they ate, and the weather was gorgeously warm with clear skies.
A half hour later Daniel lead them down a path to Point Reyes Beach.
“I give you the Pacific Ocean,” said Daniel, pridefully marveling at the view, as if he had arranged it just for her benefit. “Between here and Japan there’s nothing but ocean. Are you a good swimmer?”
“Olympic,” said Tassie. “But I think Japan might be a reach.”
They headed down to the shoreline and started walking north. Daniel was silent and seemed to have been transported into a meditative state due to the beauty surrounding them. That too was infectious.
After fifteen minutes Daniel suggested they sit and lean on a giant log that had drifted in, probably from the Pacific Northwest. To the south were cliffs plunging down to the beach and to the north the land leveled out.
“In another few months, you can sit here and watch gray whales migrating. They come right up to shore.”
“I’d love to see that,” said Tassie.
“You will. This January maybe we could stay at a funky place in Bolinas. It’s a town that time forgot. It’s full of hippies.”
“Fun! I should bring my mom.”
“I was thinking of running down there today but this is so nice I don’t want to move. Usually, the wind gets to you after a while but today there’s just the slight breeze.”
“So don’t move,” said Tassie. “I could sit here all afternoon. There’s not a soul around.”
“I think that thanks to the road most people take to get here. I’m not kidding when I say it scares the hell out of people.”
“Do you care if I take off my top?” said Tassie, knowing he would most likely approve.
“Be my guest. I’ll join you.” Daniel pulled off his polo shirt and Tassie took off her top and bra.
Daniel pointed to his left. “If we’d gone south when we hit the water we would have landed on the nude beach, but really anywhere out here works. Nobody cares.”
“Okay,” said Tassie. She stood up and took off her jeans and panties. “It’s too bad we didn’t bring a blanket.”
“We did. I forgot it in the car. Sorry.”
Tassie laid her top and jeans down to function as a towel, though it was weak as towels go. “Well? Join me?” Daniel stood up and removed the rest of his clothes.
“Well, look who's back!” she said, noting Daniel was already sporting an erection. She reached over and patted it.
“In this light, you’re even more beautiful, Tassie. I’m going to forget the other view for a while.” He leaned over and kissed her.
“You can look and touch if you want,” she said. “I love feeling the sun all over me. Can we come back here lots?”
“Your wish will be my command, Tassie. But the weather usually isn’t this good. You do look like a natural nudist. Being naked suits you.”
“This is my first time though a few days ago I was skinny dipping with my sister and the son of my mom’s lover. That was also a first.”
“Wow. So your family is pretty liberal. Well, both families.”
“I think I mentioned that my mom was a little out there and that she calls herself a ‘sensualist’. I didn’t really get what she meant until recently. She’s also a bit of a nudist. I can see why now.” Tassie was wishing she hadn’t included Wayne in her earlier statement.
“That’s probably what I’d call myself too. What didn’t you get about it? About being a sensualist?”
Tassie, who had been lying on her back, rolled to her side to face Daniel. “It was actually my little sister that got me to understand it just last week, really. She talked about how sexual we all were, meaning our sexuality was important to us. It was how we bonded and healed and loved. She made it clear I had been denying all that.”
“How do you mean?”
“It’s pretty complicated but basically, I was denying that sex was important. It had only been good, or what I thought it was supposed to be, once, and that was a unique, once-only situation. So I thought that was it. There was no further point. Every other time it hadn’t been good, not that there were a lot of other times. And then I guess I changed my mind. My sister helped me see the light, as it were.”
“I think I understand,” said Daniel. “When we were in bed I was amazed at how sensual you were, so uninhibited and generous. That’s when I felt you really did like me. We weren’t having sex, we were making love.”
“I tried having just the sex part in the past. I honestly didn’t get it. I can do that alone with better results.”
“I really do think it’s a sacred thing,” said Daniel. “It was actually my sister too. She was the one who made me see the light.”
“You have a sister too? You said before you had a stepsister.”
“That’s who I meant, my stepsister. We had a special bond.”
Tassie wondered if it matched the bond she had shared with Wayne. Her intuition told her that it might. Seeing Daniel naked lying next to her under the sun, with the soundtrack of waves lapping the shore and gulls screeching in the distance, was making her extremely aroused. She reached over and ran her palm up and down Daniel’s torso, letting her hand dip to touch his pubic hair.
“I do think it’s a sacred act,” said Tassie. “There’s something divine in it. That’s been my mother’s spiel all along. I don’t know why I didn’t get the message until now.”
“Is this why we have the ‘New Tassie’ now? Because you had a revelation?”
“That’s the sum of it, I guess,” said Tassie. “I don’t mean to be a bully, but you have to touch me now. My body is aching for your hands to be all over me.”
Daniel moved over and let his hands roam Tassie’s body.  She responded immediately as they kissed, her wetness and swelling begging to be touched and fondled. When their lips parted Tassie looked into his eyes.
“I think we’re making foreplay obsolete here. You just touch me and I’m ready to have you inside me.”
Daniel smiled. “That’s because life should be foreplay. All the time that we’re not having making love we should at least be in a state of foreplay. That’s how I want to see it. You need to be with the right person for it to work. An orgasm lasts for a few seconds. Foreplay can last forever.”
“Oh, Daniel, I like how that sounds. I want to believe it could always be this way.”
“It will be, if you decide it’s how you want to live. I don’t think that aging will change anything, or familiarity. As long as you keep evolving, so will your love, and your excitement for life.”
“Are you talking about us? Do you mean ‘If we decide to live that way’?”
“I could be. I don’t want to make any assumptions, Tassie. I don’t want you to feel corralled into anything.”
Tassie sensed a reluctance on Daniel’s part to just jump in and say “we” from now on. Though she knew he was right to not make assumptions, she was ready to make them.
“Let get wet. I’m hot.” Tassie stood up and stretched. Her body felt great being naked in the sun with a light breeze tickling her skin. She bent down to offer Daniel a hand.
“Okay, but listen. The water is freezing, like hypothermia freezing, and this part of the ocean is infested with great white sharks, not to mention killer whales. The whales will come right on the beach if they’re hungry.”
Tassie’s enthusiasm seemed to wane. “How about we just get our feet wet and splash our upper bodies?”
“That I can do.” Daniel got up and they walked to the waterline.
“I just love this, Daniel. I like being naked like this outdoors with you. Do you like it?”
“I have been a big fan for a long time.”
“Would you mind if other people saw me naked?”
“No. I’d be proud.”
“Then let’s walk. There’s nobody that way,” she said, pointing south.
“That’s the nude beach area, about a half mile down, more or less.”
They grabbed their clothes and walked the beach naked. Tassie felt like she was in a whole new country wondering if she would know the language. There was a foreignness in the new experiences she was having, but only because she had in many ways let herself live a sheltered life. She felt she was quickly acclimating.
“Daniel, this is really getting me really, really aroused. Can we stop and just hug and kiss for a minute?”
They hugged and kissed, and Tassie couldn’t help but draw one of his hands down between her legs. “I just need to feel you there, Daniel. Please…”
She was swollen and wet and he inserted his finger and her knees nearly buckled. She leaned into his hand and let him fondle her. “Oh yes, Daniel, just right there, yes... Oh God, Daniel. This is going to make me come…I’m not kidding...” Tassie went silent for a moment. “Oh damn. Yes! Oh God! Yes!...”
She bucked into his body, clamping herself onto his hand, nearly sitting on it until the rush was over. She put both arms around his head and just hung on to him, rocking back and forth.
“THAT IS JUST NOT POSSIBLE!,” she exclaimed, but in a sort of whisper. She kissed him powerfully, and he responded in kind. “Daniel, you just touch me and it happens! How can that be? I just can’t believe it…”
“You don’t have to believe it. Just enjoy it,” said Daniel. “It felt wonderful to me too. It was like you were trying to crawl inside me.”
“Would I, could I, I would,” said Tassie, and kissed him again.
Tassie looked down at herself. “I am just popping out! Look at my legs…”
“You look beautiful. The question is, can you walk?”
She smiled. “I’ll manage. I going to splash some water on myself. Keep a lookout for sharks and stuff.” She wandered almost waist deep into the surf and bent over to wet her upper body.
“If only I kept a journal,” said Tassie, returning. “I could write all this down and sell it to the highest bidder.”
“I’d love to read it. You might consider keeping one of your new life. I’ll be able to read it after a shark kills you. You were standing in shark depth water by the way.”
“What about the killer whales?”
“Unless you’re a seal with your eyeballs six inches off the sand you see the whales before they can get you.”
“Good to know.”
Within several hundred feet they passed by their first nude couple lying on the beach. They all exchanged waves. Within another hundred feet were a bunch more people, all naked, and smiling at them.
“These are happy people, aren’t they?” said Tassie.
“Who wouldn’t be happy on a day like this?”
“I know what you mean. I feel like I’m on school break with not a worry in the world.”
They walked until they reached the cliffs and turned around, passed by the nude area again, which was thinning, and headed to the car. They waited until they got to the hard path before putting on their clothes so they could brush off the sand before getting in the car.
“This was one of the best Sundays I’ve ever enjoyed, Daniel. Thank you.”
“Me too… We’ll be home in about an hour and a quarter. There’s a vineyard I’ve looked at that’s about a half hour from here.”
“So, you’re saying you might live a lot closer. Nice.” Tassie was hoping for a correction, and that he would say, ‘We might live a lot closer’.
“I guess I’m just thinking aloud. It’s all good around here, in Northern California generally, at least along the coast.”
“And soon my whole family will be living out here,” said Tassie. This thought made her extremely happy. She wished she could tell them all about Daniel, but still felt she might jinx things, which she knew was silly. Daniel was solid, and he said he was falling in love with her.
“So, now we can think about dinner,” said Daniel. “What are your hopes and dreams?”
“You, in both cases.”
“Okay. Should we dine out, or eat at your place or mine?”
“Let’s eat at my place. I’ve got plenty of salad stuff and I don’t want a heavy meal after that brunch and the oysters… I’m sorry Daniel, if you want something heavier that’s fine too.”
“Salad sounds just right.”
“And, will you stay the night?” asked Tassie.
“If you’ll have me.”
“What about clothes for tomorrow?”
“Look behind me.” Tassie saw a garment bag hanging on the hook
“Goody,” she said. She leaned over and kissed him, and settled back in her seat with her hand on Daniel’s thigh. They were silent most of the way back. Kelly was once again intruding on her thoughts but she again decided Daniel didn’t need to know about the stalking.




Chapter 13



TASSIE
“Let’s see,” said Tassie, once again surveying her refrigerator. “Do you like variety lettuces, like arugula, mesclun, frisee and radicchio in your salads, along with romaine and butter lettuce? Or did your mother raise you as an iceberg lettuce kind of guy?”
“I’ve always thought radicchio should be a cabbage.”
“That doesn’t really answer my question,” she said, smiling.
“I like them all.”
“Okay, then some chopped pepper, onion, cucumber, tomatoes… do you like artichoke in salads?”
“Yes,” said Daniel. “Everything. From this point forward everything you like I like, okay? That’ll keep things simple.”
“Okay, but let me warn you. I have a weakness for stinky cheeses.”
“Ditto. See? Everything you like I like.”
They made the salad and sat at Tassie’s small dining table off the living room surrounded by lit candles.
“Everything you have here, I mean in your condo, is sort of top notch,” said Daniel. “You too of course, but also your furnishings. They’re very tasteful. More than that, it makes one feel comfortable. I’ve been in some homes I can’t wait to leave because they’re so uncharming. I guess I’m saying you’ve got a good eye.”
“No one has ever said that about me before. Thanks. I may have picked it up from my aunt. I worked at her furniture store for a couple summers. She’s married to my uncle Boner.”
Daniel lightly choked on his salad. “Boner? That’s different.”
“He had a lap situation going on when my sister and I were growing up, so it’s his nickname.”
“You have an interesting family from what I’m hearing so far.”
“You have no idea…” said Tassie, wrestling in her mind for an appropriate way to finish her sentence without further exposure.
“That’s okay. Mine has it peculiarities too.”
“All families do I’m sure,” said Tassie. “Let me ask a question.”
“Shoot.”
“Am I making you happy?”
Daniel thought for a moment. “Let me count the ways… The short answer is yes. I’m not sure where to start. How about you? Do I make you happy?”
“I’m ecstatically happy, which scares me, Daniel. It really does. I’ve never been this far with someone feelings-wise. This is all new territory for me.”
“We’re talking about relationships, right? You’ve never been this far feelings-wise in a relationship?”
“It sounds pathetic, right? No. I haven’t been really. No high school sweethearts, no college crushes. What I mean is, I’ve never been part of a real couple.”
“Believe it or not we’re on somewhat similar ground here. I’ve had long-term relationships before, the longest being around three years. But aside from that one, I was never really crazy about the woman, not that they weren’t perfectly fine. Those relationships lasted a year or two. I just didn’t hear wedding bells or bells of any kind. I hope that didn’t sound too girly.”
“No, not really. So why did they go on so long?” asked Tassie.
“Because you get familiar with the other person, and that’s comfortable, and you get used to the status quo. You like them, sure, but it never really rises to falling head over heels for them. You just go along. Beyond that, I don’t have a good answer. You’re the first woman that’s made me feel completely gaga.”
Tassie wanted to ask about Kelly but, fortunately, that moment passed. She felt she could trust everything Daniel was telling her. They finished their dinner and cleaned up, occasionally interrupting themselves for lingering embraces and adolescent petting.
“Are you up for an after dinner something?” asked Tassie. “We’ve got that Calvados. I can make coffee too.”
“No coffee, but I’d like the Calvados, thanks.”
They sat in the living room and sipped their drinks and talked about random things, including their childhoods, schools, travels and general feelings about life. The more Daniel spoke the more Tassie felt an accord in how they perceived the world, his words confirming in her awareness that she had carried these perception all along, but never had the chance to reveal them to anyone.
“I’ve noticed one thing in particular about you Tassie. I wonder if you’ve noticed the same thing about me. When I picked you up this morning you didn’t bring a phone with you. I haven’t seen you pick one up since we got back.”
“No. I detached the umbilical cord a long time ago. And I haven’t seen you check your phone all day either.”
“That woman I broke up with the other day took hers to bed. She would answer during sex.”
“Oh, I don’t want to think about that,” said Tassie. “Did you have sex with her this week, before you broke up?”
Daniel stared at his drink for a moment, hesitating.
“I’m sorry,” said Tassie. “I shouldn’t have asked.”
“No. I understand. It was another reflex question… No. We didn’t have sex, but she was in my hotel room when we broke up. You might find this telling: She still wanted to have sex. She undressed and laid on the bed and said ‘fuck me anyway’. I didn’t, but I offered to get myself another room. That seemed to piss her off, so she got dressed and left.”
“Again, I’m sorry I asked, but thanks for answering. It wouldn’t have made any difference either way.”
“I’m clean, by the way,” said Daniel. “I just thought I’d get that out of the way. I had a physical and tests done two weeks ago for insurance and I haven’t been with anyone since.”
“Me too. When I was in Ohio last week I got a check up with the family doctor.”
“So, I guess we can kiss each other now, now that we’ve cleared up the hygiene questions.”
“I think I can go along with that.” They both put down their drinks and embraced, and then cuddled on the sofa. “If you put your hand under my top, I won’t swat it away or anything.”
“Good to know.” Daniel crawled his fingers under her top and cupped a breast in his palm. “You were so beautiful on the beach today. I couldn’t believe it when you just stood up and stripped off your clothes. Usually, a man has to beg for that sort of thing.”
“I couldn’t believe it when you made me come in your hand while I was standing up.”
“You’ve got to start that journal, just so we can keep track of these momentous events,” said Daniel. “Clearly, we’re not restricted to the bedroom like other boring couples.”
“I was thinking that when we were driving home. You had your hand on my thigh almost the whole and it was driving me nuts. I wished I’d worn a dress and no panties.”
Tassie moved a hand down to feel Daniel’s crotch. “Look who’s back again... Can I straighten you out?” Daniel opened his legs a bit and Tassie undid his pants and moved his penis to the twelve o’clock position. “Isn’t it painful when it goes the other way?”
“Not so much, but it’s definitely more comfortable now.”
“Hey, I forgot! I got you a present!” Tassie stood up and grabbed his hand and led him upstairs. “Sorry, it’s not wrapped.” She handed Daniel the bag holding the robe.
“Hey, this is beautiful! You didn’t need to… Let me pay you for it. It looks expensive.”
“You do know about gifts, right? You’re not meant to pay for them.”
“Thank you. Should I put it on now?”
“Sure. I got myself a nice one too. I think you’ll like it.”
Tassie shimmied out of her jeans and top and put on her new sheer robe. “What do you think?”
“Wow. That’s looks great. I don’t think you should answer the door that way, though. I can see right through it.”
“That’s the idea.” She kissed him. “Go ahead, try yours on too.”
Daniel removed his clothes and put on the robe. Tassie felt it looked smart and sexy on him. They cuddled in their robes standing up then she led them back downstairs.
“I’m thinking one nightcap before bed. Sound good?” she asked.
“Sounds great.”
Tassie felt his eyes on him as she went into the kitchen and turned on the light. Her robe was essentially see thru and she knew he would like that. She brought out the bottle and refilled their glasses, and then cuddled into him on the sofa.
“So, work tomorrow… I’m guessing we keep our relationship incognito, correct?” asked Tassie.
“Probably for now. Is that okay?”
“Yeah. I’m fine with that I guess, though I’d like to claim you outright.” She was thinking again of Kelly.
“We’ll get there. Anyway, we haven’t talked about when I leave. Will you want to stay there?”
Tassie liked the sound and import of that question. That was a year away.
“I’ll want to have something lined up before you leave. I guess that’s going to depend a little on where you find your vineyard. If you end up in France I’ll have to learn French.”
“Not France. It could be south of here or north of here, just not here.”
“Daniel, I can coast for a while. I’ve got money saved and a trust I can draw from if I need to.”
“You won’t need to touch either one unless you want to, but I understand you want to do something.”
“Being your girlfriend is one item on that list.”
He leaned over and they both fell back into the sofa, he on top of her, as their lips met. He opened her robe and pulled down her bra and his fingers roamed her breasts and pinched her nipples. Tassie moaned, and pulled open Daniel’s robe and slid her hand into his briefs.
They continued like this until Tassie pushed his shoulders back and said, “I think it’s time for bed, don’t you?”
They got up from the sofa and headed for her bedroom. Tassie adjusted the lighting and they took off their robes, climbed into bed, and started kissing and fondling again.
Daniel’s hand slipped into her panties as she started pushing his briefs down over his hips. They finally rolled onto their backs to slip out of their underwear, then faced each other side-by-side, their hands exploring everywhere. Tassie bent down to take him into her mouth and it was harder and larger than she remembered, literally seeming to be bursting. She licked it as Daniel pulled her hips over his body and planted his face between her legs as she laid on top of him. She felt his tongue gently circling her labia, drawing tighter circles as he went, then started licking her up and down, from her rectum to the top of her slit.
She could do nothing now but receive Daniel’s generous attention, and when she felt she was getting too close she moved herself off his face and laid down next to him, panting. She looked in his eyes and nodded her head. He rolled on top of her as she spread her legs open wide.
She reached down and positioned his cock between her lips and moved it up and down, distributing his liquid along her length. Then she put her hands on his backside and nodded once again. He slowly lowered himself, putting his tip inside her, then smoothly slipped his full length inside Tassie.
She gasped and moaned. He calmly increased his motion as Tassie vocalized her encouragement. “Yes, Daniel. Oh, Yes, more Daniel… fill me up… Oh God Daniel…”
Tassie could feel his girth rubbing her with each pass with just the pressure, aligning with her perfectly. Tassie was now nearly screaming, “Oh God yes, fuck me Daniel, fuck me… I’m going to… ” He lifted her legs over his shoulders and thrust harder. Tassie could feel his cock swelling and pulsing and as he erupted inside her. Tassie’s mind detonated. She was consumed by an extravagance of euphoria like nothing she had ever known. Her consciousness faded and was replaced by a streaming vision of light that bathed her in warmth and love.
When her body finally came to rest, her sole awareness was of the stream of life now pooling inside her. She could slowly hear Daniel’s heavy breathing creep into her consciousness, his body now limp, his head buried in the nape of her neck. She raised a hand and gently stroked it, her other hand lightly rubbing his back. She wanted him to be still.
She slowly lowered her legs but kept them bent at the knee. Her breathing was returning to normal and the bedroom was coming back into focus. She could see their robes on the floor, her desk, the door to the hall, the light on her nightstand. Everything had a new sheen or gloss as if their lovemaking had performed a sort of alchemy on the inanimate objects of her life. A week ago she lived in the land of “mine”. Now she felt she entering the land of “ours”.
Daniel lifted his head and turned to her face. Their eyes met and he could see that hers were moist and a tear lined her cheek. He kissed the tear and her lips, and when he started to say something Tassie said, “Shhhh,” raising a finger to her lips. He rolled to her side and she cuddled him.
There really was no need for words.
***
Tassie rose naturally at six. She slipped out of the bed and into her robe and went downstairs to make coffee. She tidied up the living room while the coffee brewed, and when it was done, filled two mugs and took them upstairs.
She set the coffees on the nightstand and bent down to kiss Daniel along his shoulder and down his arm. He started to stir as she slowly patted and rubbed his legs. When his eyes finally opened he smiled and said, “I think I’m falling in love with Tassie Collins.”
She kissed him, and then as he sat up and leaned on the headboard she handed him his coffee. Her robe fell open and Daniel smiled.
“Please, never burst this bubble I seem to be living in. I never want it to end.”
Tassie pushed the sheet off his lower half and felt his cock, which was already hard. “Me either, Daniel Wood.”  Tassie laughed. “That name really suits you, you know. Wood?”
“I was ‘Woody’ in high school, but not for the right reason. Think Toy Story.”
“I was ‘Sassy Tassie’. It didn’t really fit.” She decided not to mention Johnny Price’s favorite nickname for her. “So, I don’t really have anything for breakfast. I usually grab something off the trolley at work.”
“Me too. I mean, I usually grab a bagel off the trolley.”
“Daniel, what are your thoughts for the rest of the week? Will you stay here?”
“I haven’t thought that far.”
“That’s fine. I’ll shop groceries after work and get stocked up in any case.”
“Let me chip in.”
“Okay. Five hundred should cover it.”
Daniel smiled. “I’ll have to stop at an ATM.”
“I’m kidding. How about I just keep track?”
“Splendid idea… Now, I guess I’d better get ready for work. Monday is our early meeting day, the bastards.”
“I’m pretty much finished with all your stuff, the bullet points you emailed me. So, I guess I’m just looking at a normal Monday. It sounds boring after our weekend together.”
Tassie got in the shower and Daniel followed. He had to hurry so they stuck to business with just a few pauses for mutual appreciation. Tassie laid out what she planned to wear to work and Daniel nodded enthusiastically.
“I was thinking I’d tone it down this week but if you insist, tits it is.”
He smiled and then had to leave for his early morning meeting. Tassie poured another cup of coffee and starting thinking of facing Kelly. She didn’t have a clue about what to say regarding the stalking report from Jared. If she had been watching her condo then she knew Daniel spent the night with her. That wasn’t a crime, so there would be no point in denying it. In fact, she might even rub it her face a little, just to make a point.
Tassie tidied up her bedroom, got dressed and went to work wondering what the rest of her week would look like. When she asked if he’d be staying over he said he hadn’t thought that far. Why? She was already thinking of how to arrange her closets.




Chapter 14



DANIEL
Daniel’s mind was spinning as he drove into work. What a weekend, he thought, and what a woman. After their Friday night foreplay and ensuing orgasms, he wondered why anyone would need intercourse. He couldn’t have come any more explosively than she had made him do in her mouth.
And in addition to the sex, there was just the way she was, her manner and bearing, her effortless classiness, the way she saw the importance of minding the details of life, big and small. She surrounded herself with nice things. He had trouble not staring at her. Every minute was a struggle not to say, “Just marry me.” He was afraid it would be too much, too soon. She was just getting to know him.
When she stood up and walked naked on the beach he was fully amazed. She was a Goddess and she was with him. Nearly all he had to do was touch her and she had a massive climax, just standing there naked to the world. When they were both old and gray he knew he would always see that woman on the beach when he looked at her.
When they finally made love, when she wrapped her legs around him and screamed in ecstasy as he erupted inside her he knew she was the one. All he wanted to do is be with her, and now he faced the start of another week of work. It was almost cruel.
When Daniel got to his office he found Tran Tech’s CFO Carl waiting for him. Normally he wouldn’t even see him in his wing, so this was unusual.
“Hey Carl,” said Daniel.
“Hi, Daniel. Can you close the door?”
“Sure.” He closed the door and sat down. “What’s up?”
Carl looked at the floor and then at Daniel. “Listen, this is tough, but we received a call over the weekend from Donna Sheffield in L.A.”
“Sure. I know her.”
“Look, I’ll come right to the point. She said you are having an affair with one of our interns and she was afraid it could get out of control. She alluded to knowing you intimately.”
“Donna and I had been seeing each other. I broke that off Monday when I was down there. I’m not having an affair with an intern, Carl.”
“But you were seeing Donna? Intimately?”
“Yes, Carl. We’re both adults. We had a brief affair, and now it’s over.”
“She said you told her you were seeing someone from the office and mentioned a young woman.”
“Look,” said Daniel. “This sounds like sour grapes to me. I told her I’d met someone else. That’s it. She got a little nasty and said it was probably an intern. She said, ‘A millennial’. I basically told her that was none of her business.”
“So this other women is from this office? You do know that is frowned upon, especially by senior management. In both cases.”
“Yes, Carl. But she’s not in my division. I don’t supervisor her, though we are just wrapping up a special project. She’s in her mid-twenties, so not young, just younger than me.”
“Do you think that’s wise in any case?”
“Carl, forgive me, but I’m going to call bullshit on this. You’re married to someone from the office. What is she? Fifteen years younger than yourself? Look, I own a fair amount of stock in this company. I wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize it or my position.”
Carl reflected for a moment. “Daniel, you understand we have to make inquiries if something sounds fishy. And as you know, the company hired my wife, I didn’t meet her here. My situation is different from yours. Clearly, Donna was taking a piss on you. I can see that. She’s playing the jilted woman card. You can see how employees dating each other can be problematic.”
“Do you want me to deal with Donna or will you?”
“I’ll call her after our meeting, Daniel. Don’t worry about that. I believe what you’re telling me. Forgive me for having to ask. For now,  I’m going to ask you reconsider this other situation.”
“I understand, Carl. Is that it?”
“Yup. I’ll see you in the meeting.”
“Okay. See you there.”
What a total bitch, thought Daniel. Donna was exactly what his gut had originally told him — nuts. He thought about Kelly now and knew he needed to have a talk with her, about her text and dumping work on Tassie that he didn’t ask for. He would do that later.
He had just enough time to read a few emails before his meeting started, so he put both Donna and Kelly out of his mind. There was nothing pressing so he looked over some notes from his week in L.A. and then set out for his meeting across the campus.
As he walked out of his wing he noticed something different about the place, and then figured out it was the women. A few of them had dolled-up and were wearing actual women’s clothing, some of it rather sexy. He thought it might be due to Tassie’s influence. If she had dressed the same all last week while he was in L.A., surely most of the women on campus would have taken note. He chuckled to himself at the thought. It only takes one to set a trend.
When Daniel returned from the meeting he turned on his phone to see he missed call from Donna. He first decided to ignore it, then thought, what the hell, he would call her and pretend he hadn’t spoken with Carl.
He dialed her number.
“Hello?”
“Hey, Donna. I see I missed a call. What’s up?”
“Are you… Are you at your office?”
“Yeah. At my desk.”
“Oh…”
“Well, I’m returning your call.”
“Right. I just wanted to see how you’re doing, I guess. Old reflex.”
“Donna, I don’t think we ever called each other. It’s always just been texts.”
“Right. Well, you sound good.”
“Thanks. You too.”
“Okay. Well, I guess that’s it.”
“Donna, bullshit. Now tell me why you called.”
She was silent for a moment, then said. “To tell you you’re a prick, and you need to watch your back.”
He was silent for awhile, then said. “I’m not a prick, and why would I ever need to watch my back? If you’re threatening me it won’t work.”
“You’ll see.”
She hung up. Daniel knew she had nothing on him and was just acting out her anger at being dumped, which was hardly the case anyway. She made it clear they weren’t exclusive to each other, and he was just withdrawing from her circle of sex chums. Carl wouldn’t have been able to talk to her yet due to the meeting. She’d probably be hearing from him shortly.
Daniel buried himself in work. He wanted to check in with Tassie but thought he should get rid of his sour mood first. There was no need for her to worry or even know what was going on. Carl would calm Donna down. He’d handled other situations like this and was known for his diplomacy.
About an hour later he couldn’t stand it any longer and picked up his phone. He sent a text to Tassie:
“Thinking of you. What a great weekend.”
About thirty seconds later she replied. “Me you too. Agree about the weekend. Miss you.”
He put down his phone and decided not to worry about Kelly. Whatever she was up to she would run out of steam eventually. They only had the two times together and he never made a commitment to her of any kind. They both knew it was the sex and nothing more. If he hadn’t had been in slump, it never would have happened.
He dug back into work. He felt like a kid after that brief texting with Tassie. There was nothing like falling in love to stir a man’s heart and make him feel like he was thirteen again. As he was beginning to wind things up for the day he got a call from Carl.
“Hi, Carl.”
“Hey, Daniel. Look, I talked with Donna. She’s pretty fired up but I think it’s just her pride that’s been hurt. But that’s not why I’m calling. She said this other woman is a girl named Kelly, and that you started what she’s calling an ‘illicit affair’ with her when she was an intern. Can you comment about that please?”
Daniel thought for a moment. He should never have told Donna about Kelly. But the truth was, Kelly was no longer an intern when they had their two trysts. She was a regular employee and not under his direct supervision.
“Carl. I did have a brief dalliance with a woman named Kelly. She was not an intern at the time, but a regular employee in another department. It was brief. She and I have no current relations outside of work.”
Carl was quiet for a moment. “Daniel, you have to look at this from our angle. Now, it’s three women you’ve been involved with at the company, and one of them you’re still involved with by your own admission. You’re aware of our policies on these sorts of things. Office affairs can end badly and lead to animosities when we’re trying to maintain a harmonious workplace. You can agree with me so far, right?
“I don’t disagree, Carl.”
“Good. So now we have to talk about this current thing you have going on. Is it serious?”
“I can’t say it’s not serious, Carl. You know how these things go.”
“Was it serious with Donna or this Kelly”
“I don’t see how that relates to anything unless you’re trying to back me into a wall, Carl.”
Carl seemed to be thinking for a minute. “Daniel, I’m just trying to help you see things the way we see them. Why don’t we meet after work and talk eye-to-eye? Let’s say at Waterloo’s around seven? I’ll bring Don along. He’s in on this.”
“Why is Don involved? Isn’t this kind of low-level stuff?”
“Not at this time, no. We’re in a rather urgent funding cycle. You know how that goes. We can’t have any mischief out there.”
“Okay. I’ll see you at six, Carl.”
“See you then.”
Daniel put down his phone and wondered why Don, their company chairman, would ever be involved in anything as petty as an office affair. It didn’t make any sense.
He decided to alert Tassie that something had come up and that he’d probably not be able to see her that night. He text her a message saying he had a meeting after work, and he would probably just go to his house afterward. He’d need fresh clothes anyway.
She replied she understood.
Daniel worked until it was time to meet Carl. He walked out to his car. As he approached it, he was ambushed by Kelly, who went up to the passenger door.
“I’ve got something to show you, Daniel.” She climbed into his car. He had already unlocked the doors using his FOB, and she must have been waiting to hear the click.
He got in the driver’s side leaving his door open.
“What is it Kelly? I’m in a hurry.”




Chapter 15



TASSIE
As Tassie crossed the parking lot from the fitness center after an exhilarating workout, she was consoling herself over the absence of Daniel that evening by thinking of his work ethic. He didn’t always mix pleasure and work. She didn’t know what to expect her first day back at Trans Tech as the “girlfriend” of a division supervisor, and now she knew. Work would proceed as per usual. There would not be mid-day breaks for quickies in his office.
She thought this was as it should be. Even meetings after work weren’t unusual for supervisors, so she decided she shouldn’t read anything into it. She would go home and snuggle up with a book, and later possibly have an endearing text exchange with Daniel as they each signed off for the day, and go to sleep. Maybe they could start planning for the weekend, perhaps a tour of wine country and one of the vineyards Daniel was considering to make his own. Or “their own.”
As Tassie crossed over a meridian on the way to her car she saw Kelly standing by Daniel’s BMW, and then Daniel, followed by Kelly getting into the passenger side. Her heart sank a few inches. What the hell, she thought? Tassie ducked behind a minivan so she wouldn’t be seen, and peered around its edge. Daniel and Kelly seemed to be discussing something but she couldn’t grasp the tone of the conversation. Then his car started and he pulled out of his space and drove off with Kelly still in the passenger seat.
Tassie felt a sense of panic as she digested this information. Daniel said he couldn’t see her that evening due to a meeting, and she just saw him drive off with Kelly. She didn’t appear to have a gun to his head. Maybe they were attending the meeting together. That gave Tassie a sense of relief, which lasted about thirty seconds until replaced by the former panic.
She got in her car and drove home as tears clouded her vision. She wiped them away angrily, feeling she had been duped. All of Daniel’s hints and clues at a serious relationship were clearly routines in his seduction program, employed as needed to keep her limber and willing in bed. Men were the worst, and she had been right all along. If only Tom could come back and hold her, rock her in his arms and tell her she wasn’t a fool but a victim, and that she would know better the next time.
Tassie pulled into her space at the condo and went inside, peeled off her clothes and stepped into the shower. She regretted that Daniel’s memory was now an occupant in her mind. Being in the shower reminded her that, just ten or so hours earlier, they stood in it together. She consoled herself with another round of tears, dried off and put on her robe. She was feeling shaky and went downstairs to make a drink. She saw the bottle of Calvados, which caused another memory to erupt, the taste of it on Daniel’s tongue when they shared their first deep kiss. She went for the aquavit and poured a generous amount, and decided to call Maureen to see if she could receive any comfort from her wisdom.
“Hey!”
“How’s it going, Maureen?”
“I’m not pregnant yet”
“Be patient. It’s not even two weeks, is it?”
“About that... Anyway, I’m not worried. What’s up?”
“I think I’ve already been dumped by Daniel. We had a great weekend. We made love. He stayed over last night. He sent a nice text during the day, then another one saying he had a meeting tonight, and when I was leaving I saw him get in his car with a girl he said he had an affair with. So, no meeting. They’re probably fucking right now.”
“So, you’re bummed out. I’m sorry. Maybe there’s an explanation. If they had an affair in the past maybe she’s nutso or they have unfinished business. Why don’t you text him?”
“I could do that. What should I say?”
“Just say, ‘Thinking of you’.”
“Okay. I’ll try that. How’s Wayne?”
“I’m wearing him out. I gotta go. Let me know what happens. Love you.”
“Love you too.”
Tassie decided to wait an hour before texting Daniel. She wished she had a real girlfriend she could invite over for a real tete-a-tete, but the only women she’d connected with in California had relocated to Ireland a few months earlier. She thought of texting Jared to see what he was up to, but decided her news might dissuade him from keeping with his new program. She didn’t want to discourage him when he was just getting his legs in the love department.
Daniel went as far as to say he knew he shouldn’t date women from work, and now she was the third woman who forced him to break that vow. It was probably just a line, thought Tassie, meant to camouflage his true personality. He would tell a woman anything to get her to loosen up, put his cock in her mouth, let him fuck her.
But he was so good in bed, a fact that pierced Tassie’s mind like a saber. Maybe true love, or the feelings of falling in love, can be faked, for the sake of some instant gratification. Maybe she should just be happy for being so wonderfully screwed.
But she doubted that she could be so wonderfully screwed without feeling the rest that she felt with Daniel. She could never fake the circumstances and achieve the same effects.
Feeling hungry, Tassie peered into her fridge to see the take-home containers from their dinner at the Greek restaurant. She put them in the garbage and finished the deli salads she’d purchased two days earlier, just on the edge of freshness. She tossed what she couldn’t finish and looked at how bare her fridge now looked. When she left for work that morning her plan had been to shop for groceries for her and Daniel to enjoy. Now there was no point.
Tassie took her laptop upstairs to numb her mind with a movie, pulled down the covers of her bed and sat in it, and then felt she could smell the presence of Daniel lingering in her sheets. She stripped the sheets and pillow cases and remade the bed.
An hour had now passed and there was no text or call from Daniel, so she sent a brief “Thinking of you” and stared at her phone. After five minutes with no indication of a reply she started her movie and rubbed a tear off her cheek. After an hour there was still no reply. She closed her laptop and went to sleep.




Chapter 16



DANIEL
Kelly looked at Daniel with the appearance of a scorned lover, her face taut with unnecessary and unattractive drama. Daniel knew immediately this was a play meant to convey the earnestness of her affection, but it looked more like a second rate mime act. Kelly was simply jealous. Donna was out of her reach, being in L.A., but Tassie was just a few cubicles away from her own. For her, this made the absence of his affection more personal.
“You should know, Daniel, that she’s not that into you. She’s got other lovers.”
“Who are we talking about, Kelly?”
“You know who, Tassie. She’s playing you.”
“Tassie’s not playing me. Look, Kelly, I need to be somewhere.”
“With her?”
“No. I have a meeting.”
“I don’t care. You can’t just dump me and not expect there to be consequences. I loved you. I let you fuck me.”
Daniel wasn’t buying any of it. He started the car and backed out of his spot. “You should get out now. I’m leaving.”
“I’m not getting out.”
“Okay.” Daniel drove off knowing he couldn’t take her to the Waterloo. Ironically, he was meeting with Carl and Don to discuss the very thing that was happening now in his car. He decided to just drive around and let Kelly get whatever was on mind off of it.
“Kelly, I never said I loved you, and you never told me you loved me. We knew what was going on. I told you when we ended it that it had been a mistake. I liked you, but I should never have let it go so far. I’ve already apologized. If you still have feelings then I’m sorry. I’ve moved on.”
“You’ve moved on to a woman that screws men in parking lots, Daniel.” She held up her phone with a picture on the screen. “This is Tassie in a parking lot at the Four Seasons the day you spent the night with her. She’s fucking guys in parking lots on lunch breaks, Daniel. Is that the kind of woman you want to be with?”
Daniel grabbed the phone and looked. It wasn’t a clear picture but he could tell it was Tassie’s car, and that the woman inside was only wearing a bra. He gave her back the phone.
“How do you know we spent the night together, Kelly?”
“I just know. You’re not denying it?”
“No. I have no reason to. And if that’s Tassie in the car, I’m sure she has an explanation. Now, I’m going to pull over and you’re going to get out.”
“I’m not getting out of this car, Daniel.”
Daniel pulled into a gas station and ordered an Uber on his phone. “I’ve ordered you a ride, Kelly. Now please get out of the car.”
“Sorry Daniel. No.” She reached over and grabbed his phone and smashed it on the dashboard, bending it nearly in half.
Daniel turned off the engine and got out of the car. He jumped into the Uber when it arrived, leaving Kelly behind.
Kelly had clearly demonstrated Carl’s earlier point. Office affairs could disrupt office harmony. Daniel had no argument with that and felt ashamed of his behavior. But he was a hopeful romantic, not a lecher. He never took advantage of any woman intentionally. He didn’t make a play for Kelly, but she was incessantly chasing him and finally, he broke, and they slept together. She was skillful in bed, but that was not enough. One further time he fell victim to Eros, but it, fortunately, helped him decide that Kelly was not for him.
Maybe it was time for him to speed up his itinerary and make a clean break from Trans Tech. Daniel didn’t know what Carl or Don had on their minds. He knew he needed to consult with his attorney before making any grand gesture. He wasn’t worried about losing his salary, but he needed to protect his stock. He was probably fine there, but he wanted to be sure. Plus, he needed Carl and Don to play their full hand before he decided on anything.
Daniel made it just in time for their meeting. Carl and Don were sitting in a booth. He sat next to Carl.
“I hope I’m not late,” said Daniel. He knew he was not.
“Hello Daniel,” said Don. “Haven’t seen you in awhile. How are things?”
“Maybe you can tell me, Don,” said Daniel. “Carl has raised his concerns. I’m sure you’re fully apprised of my situation. What are your concerns?”
“Your behavior, Daniel. I can understand an office affair. I’m sure our interns and the younger single staff are fucking the hell out of each other. That’s one thing. When a supervisor is committing serial affairs in the office, and with young women, it’s a concern. It exposes us to legal liabilities we’d rather not have to deal with.”
“The way you’re phrasing it doesn’t exactly fit the perceived crime, Don. You’re overstating my case.”
“Have you not been involved intimately with three women at Trans Tech in the last six months? And do you not have an ongoing affair currently, with a young woman?”
“I see no reason to deny anything, Don.”
“And you intend to keep seeing this current woman?”
“I do.”
“Then we have a serious problem, Daniel,” said Carl. “If it was a single incident, let’s say you met a woman at work, it got serious and you two ended up married, that’s one thing. It happens. But sleeping with three women at Trans Tech in a span of six months isn’t acceptable. That’s careless. It opens us up to lawsuits, not to mention what it could do to our reputation. One spurned woman could spread a lot of rumors out there, ‘Trans Tech management preys on women employees’, that sort of thing. We’re in a new funding cycle. We can’t have any bad press of any kind.”
“I have no disagreement with anything you just said, Carl. I do feel ashamed of my behavior, but I know I wasn’t preying on these women, regardless of appearances. That said, what do you and Don propose I do?”
“We were both hoping you could propose something,” said Don. “Carl and I are hopeful that we won’t have to do anything.”
“So, I think I understand what you’re saying, Don. I do. But for the moment I’m not going to say anything more. I’ll have to leave it right here.”
“In other words,” said Carl. “You’re going to consult your attorney.”
Daniel stood up, shook their hands and, as he was walking away, reached for his phone to call for a ride. His empty pocket reminded him that Kelly had smashed it on his dashboard. He arranged for a ride at the reception and ten minutes later was at his car. There was no sign of Kelly. He got in and drove home.




Chapter 17



TASSIE
Tassie woke up feeling unnerved at having to face a new day. It was as if strands of her new life had come undone, and she had no idea how to fix them. The sunlight streaming into her room showed an indifference to her mood. Had it been dimmed by cloud cover, it would have been more in tune with her feelings.
With a high amount of worry and dread she looked at her phone. No messages. It was a lucid announcement that her text to Daniel had gone unheeded, for which there was no excuse unless she were to look out her window and spot mushroom clouds. Feeling that was improbable, she didn’t bother to look.
She stepped into her shower and while lathering with a body wash, felt the return of stubble in her pubic area and laughed. She would power through the itching and let her garden return to its normal exuberance, though she would keep it trimmed of course for the sake of preserving old habits.
She dried off and perused her wardrobe. She still had a week’s worth of New Tassie attire to experiment with. Why not dial things up, she wondered, even though there wasn’t much space left on the dial to roam. She chose an outfit that would outdo her first day back at work when Daniel, stunned by her beauty, forgot her name.
Rather than dress and risk another coffee spill, she went to the kitchen nude to make an espresso. To fire up her new and as yet unused and expensive Breville espresso maker, she had to read the directions. Ten minutes later she had a nice crema foaming on top of her freshly brewed espresso.
As she was sipping away there was an urgent knock on her door, unusual for six-thirty AM. She ran upstairs to put on a robe and returned to look out her peephole. It the manager of the complex. He was looking stern and bothered. She opened the door.
“Good morning,” she said. “I’m sorry, I forget your name.”
“It’s Ray... Good morning Ms. Collins. I’m wondering if you know about this.” He nodded to the front of the now opened door. She looked and gasped. Someone had spray-painted “CUNT” in bold letters.
“Oh my God, Ray. No. That must have happened overnight.”
“Clearly, someone has a gripe with you… I don’t mean to be personal but could it be anyone here in the complex?”
“No. I can’t think of anyone. I’m sorry, Ray. I don’t have any idea who could have done it.” As Tassie said this, she thought of Kelly.
“Well,” said Ray. He rubbed the paint and looked at his fingers. “I’m going to have maintenance just replace the door, okay? This is oil based and will just bleed through if we try to paint over it. I’ll have the lock switched. It’d be best if you’re home while they do that. Any chance you’ll be here this morning? Maybe I can get somebody straight away.”
“Sure, I’ll stay, Ray.”
He made a call and explained the situation to the party on the other end. “Ten o’clock,” he said, after he ended his call.
“Okay,” said Tassie. “I’m sorry about this Ray, I really don’t know who could have done it.” She was now sure it was Kelly. She left the door open so it wouldn’t be facing out toward the parking area and drive. “Do you think I should file a police report?”
“That’s up to you. It’s your property but I can’t leave it like this. I doubt the police can do anything, though.”
Tassie emailed her direct supervisor that she would be late, and slipped on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. There was no point in getting dressed for work yet. She took some pictures of her door for evidence and messaged one to Maureen. A few minutes later she responded.
“WTF?”
“Nice huh? On my front door this morning.”
“Call the police.”
“You think?”
“I would.”
“I’ll think about it.”
Despite how Tassie was feeling about Kelly, as well as Daniel, she didn’t want to escalate the situation by dragging in the police. It did cross her mind that Kelly might have a trace of blue paint on her fingers, or there could be a paint can rolling around the floor of her car. Still, the absence of both as evidence would make a call to the police fruitless. As unlikely as it sounded, maybe it was just a random act of graffiti. She decided she would have to be a real idiot to believe that.
At ten sharp two men pulled up with a new door and within twenty minutes it was in place with the lock changed. She thanked them and got dressed for work.
Looking sharper and sexier than she ever had, Tassie strolled into work, enjoying the stares and silences that accompanied her walk through her wing. When she got to her desk she picked up the notebooks Kelly had left the Friday before and took them over to her cubicle, dropping them with a similar thud as Kelly had done. She looked up at Tassie with a guarded look, like her mind was battling with fight or flight signals.
“Daniel told me he didn’t need the reports you asked me to do for him,” said Tassie, smiling broadly. “It must have been a miscommunication.”
Kelly’s expression was one of someone fuming while at a loss for words. Tassie didn’t see any blue paint on her fingers, but she had no doubts. Kelly was the miscreant artist who had vandalized her front door.
Tassie returned to her cubicle and sat down, opened her email and checked her phone. Still no messages from Daniel. She was surprised that this did not disturb her. In fact, she was feeling a little mellow after the anxieties of the evening before and the morning surprise with her door. She felt firmly on the high road. If Daniel had been her Plan A, surely there must a Plan B she could execute. She just had to think of one.
As the afternoon wore on, she looped through degrees of acceptance, sadness, grief, denial and back to acceptance. At the end of the day when she hadn’t heard a word from Daniel, she shut down her computer and walked to her car, got in and drove home. She wasn’t in the mood for the fitness center.
When she walked in her door a sudden sadness descended, its force like a roof collapsing on her head. She suddenly hated California, vineyards, whales, unlimited cuisine options, and mostly brilliant weather. Everything that had been marvelous just two days before now appeared as gloomily oppressive for a single woman. California wants you to be annoyingly chipper, which is not how one feels when jilted.
She looked at her phone to see if there were any messages and saw none. Who would message her aside from Maureen? She had no true friends to speak of. Well, Jared was now a friend. She text him and asked if he wanted to go to the Grinch, a nearby bar for upwardly mobile singles. He was just leaving work and said he would stop by and pick her up.
Tassie fixed herself a drink and sat on her patio to wait. Ten minutes later she fixed herself another drink, and ten minutes later repeated the process. She knew it wasn’t exactly prudent as she’d barely eaten that day, but who was there to care?
About ten minutes later, as she was making her way through her fourth drink, her phone chimed. Jared was nearly there, so she went to freshen up. She decided Plan B was to put ‘herself out there.” Jared would be her wingman, and they could help each other in that regard. She wasn’t likely to meet anyone sitting at home or at the office, having now stuck out there three times. At least Plan B would be a distraction while she worked through her grief over Daniel.
In the mirror she saw a highly desirable woman, a mid-twenties beauty she found under a pile of old clothes. Her outfit that day was a sage satin blouse that buttoned up the front, tucked into a tight, bandage style skirt. She undid another button of her blouse.
When she stepped into Jared’s car she noticed his instant approval. He was looking sharp as well, she thought, and as a pair, they would liven up any singles bar.
“Thanks, Jared. I’m glad you were free. I’m feeling a little blue.”
“About Daniel?”
“Why are you saying that?” she said, surprised.
“I saw him leaving Trans Tech,” said Jared. “He was carrying a box of his stuff and there was a security guy carrying another box. I’m guessing he quit or was fired.”
Tassie was confused. Why would he have been fired? Why would he have quit? He had a year left on his contract, the amount of time he felt he needed to dot all the i’s and cross all the t’s for his new life, the one he was apparently leaving for without her.
“I don’t know anything about that, Jared. I’m blue because he jilted me for Kelly. I saw them leaving together last night. He’d blown me off by saying he had a meeting.”
“That doesn’t really sound like him, but I don’t know him that well. Anyway, I’m sorry. I can understand why you’re blue.”
They pulled into the bar and drew stares as they cozied up to the bar and sat on stools. Tassie ordered a double dry martini and Jared asked for a Coke.
“Not going to drink, Jared? It’s on me.”
“I’m driving.”
“We could get an Uber home.”
“That’s okay. I don’t want to leave my car here overnight.”
Tassie was about to mention the service she and Daniel took home from the city but she never learned its name. Thinking of that ride made her sad.
Her drink came and she guzzled half of it, then thought she should slow down. If she drank too much she would forget why she was drinking, and for the moment she preferred to stew and vent to Jared with her memories intact.
“So, Jared,” she said. “I guess I should warn you that there are dangers in this new life. Well, I guess they’re dangers you faced in your old life too… I mean you can still be... I forgot what I was going to say.”
“You already sound a little loopy, Tassie. Were you drinking before I picked you up?”
“Just a couple drinks, I think. You’re right though, I feel it. I didn’t really eat today.”
“That’s okay,” said Jared, soothingly. “I don’t mind. You’re sad.”
“Okay, I was just going to say is, being popular or pretty, or handsome in your case, doesn’t mean you won’t get hurt.”
“No. I wouldn’t think so.”
“Jared, have you ever had your heart broken?”
“Not yet, but I hope to someday.”
“Why?”
“They say it’s better to have loved and lost than to never have loved.”
“Oh yeah. That. Well, maybe tomorrow I’ll feel that way.” Tassie looked around the bar and noticed they were both getting attention.
“Do you see any pretty girls here, Jared?”
“Sure. You. There are a couple women over there in the bay window.”
Tassie looked and agreed. They were two women by themselves, both attractive and about their age. Tassie saw several men who appeared interesting, handsome and likely available, but she felt no impulse to meet them. In the mirror over the bar she could see some of her bra was showing and wondered if she looked slutty.
“Do I look like a slut, Jared?” asked Tassie, as she ordered another double.
He took this as a sincere question and gave it some thought, not realizing he was supposed to not miss a beat and insist she didn’t look like one.
“Jared!”
“No. You don’t you look like a slut. You’re too classy to look that way.”
“What about these?” Tassie cupped her breasts underneath.
“They look nice. I don’t know. You’re showing a bit but that’s attractive.” He looked around the bar. “That woman over there is wearing a top like yours but she’s not as big as you are.”
Tassie looked and saw a woman similarly dressed as her. Her mind drifted to how she might have looked had she come in as the old Tassie.
They talked for a little while more until Jared went to the men’s room. Tassie ordered another drink, and Jared returned a minute later with a friend.
“This is Robert, Tassie. He works in my wing.”
“Hi Robert,” said Tassie. “Nice to meet you.” She sensed she may have slurred the “you”, adding some unnecessary vowels.
“Nice to meet you, Tassie,” said Robert. “Jared said you’re responsible for this.” He did a sweeping motion to illustrate he meant Jared’s new look. “I’d love it if you could do me.”
“I could do you,” said Tassie. She then laughed and attempted to repair her phrasing. “I mean, your look, of course. Not you personally. I mean, I don’t even know you, do I? You could be crap in bed for all I know… I mean, if I knew you better.” She knew she was now clearly drunk. As persons often do upon when making this discovery, she took another swig of her drink, falsely assuming it would somehow stabilizer her.
Robert laughed and said thanks and with a nod to Jared, left.
“I’m sorry, Jared. I may have drunk too much.”
“That’s okay. Do you want to leave?”
“In a minute. I’ll just finish this first.”
“Okay.”
“You really are a sweet guy, Jared. I hope you find someone soon too. I mean, I haven’t found anyone, have I? No, I lost someone... You know what I mean… Did you know I sucked Daniel’s cock? He...”
“I think I should probably get you home now, okay?”
“Okay,” said Tassie. Getting off her stool she stumbled, and Jared caught her. He held her up while they walked to the car. She bumped her head getting into it, but not so hard as to leave a bruise.
When they got to her condo he saw her to the door. She fumbled for a moment finding the right key and then remembered her morning ordeal.
“Did you know I have a new door?” she asked.
“No. It looks the same.”
“That’s because its new… Someone wrote ‘CUNT’ on me. I mean the door...”
“You’re kidding. Last night?”
“No, this morning.”
“I mean…” Jared realized it was pointless to pursue this line of questioning. He opened Tassie’s door and got her inside. She stumbled again, catching herself on the credenza in the foyer. He realized she would need help getting upstairs.
Jared got her to her bed and she laid down without protest. He took off her shoes and pulled the far side of the bedspread over her, hoping that would keep her settled.
“Are you okay, Tassie? Shouldn’t I get you some water or something? You should probably take a couple aspirin too.”
She nodded her head and Jared went downstairs to get water and see if there was any food he could get her to eat. The fridge was empty except for a surprising variety of lettuce. He took the water upstairs and saw the bed was empty. He heard the toilet flush and Tassie emerged from the bathroom wearing just her panties.
“Oh. High Jared. I thought you left.” She was standing in the doorway from the bath, listing to the right.
“I got you some water, remember?”
“That’s nice.”
He helped her get back into the bed, properly this time, and tucked her in.
“Will I find aspirin in the bathroom?”
“Do you have a headache?”
“No. It’s for you, so you won’t be so hungover.”
She nodded and Jared went and found her a couple aspirin, put them in her palm and watched her swallow.
“Okay. I think you’re all set, Tassie. Don’t get out of bed. Okay? You’re probably not going to feel like working tomorrow. That’s okay too…”
Tassie fell asleep before he could finish. He turned out the lights and left.




Chapter 18



DANIEL
“Normally...” said Daniel’s attorney. “Normally, your best and only course would be to quit, Daniel. Cessation for cause would terminate your options agreements. But I think in your case you’ve got some room to negotiate. If you fought a termination they know that would mean an escalation, whereas they want to bury this thing.”
“So,” said Daniel. “I don’t quit and I fight a termination, and we end up with a negotiated settlement.”
“That’s it. It takes some balls but it’s your best shot at preserving your stock position. They mature in eleven months. Trans Tech will estimate their matured value and pay you up front to retire the option. There’s a good chance for some severance as well. I’d say you’re in a good position. Until this is sorted, though, don’t have any contact with any of the women involved here.”
“So what do I do now? Meet with Don and Carl and stand firm?”
“Don’t take any position,” said Daniel’s attorney. “Just listen and don’t give any ground. Then tell me what’s on the table and I’ll negotiate from there. If it goes well you won’t have to see them again.”
Daniel left his attorney’s office feeling much better than when he arrived. He was almost thankful to Donna for bringing his shameful behavior to light. The threat of Kelly erupting was the icing on the cake. Under the guise of being helpful to their cause, Daniel would make Carl and Don aware that she could be trouble.
Without his phone he felt like a cripple. He didn’t know if Tassie had attempted to contact him, let alone the office. He didn’t have a personal phone and would take care of that after meeting with Carl and Don.
When he got to his office there was no indication that anything was going on. His door wasn’t locked, which he took as a good sign, and when he checked his security clearances they all remained intact. He knew his computer activities would be monitored. He looked at his email hoping to see one from Tassie, but there was none, nor from anyone else. He used his desk phone and connected with Carl’s secretary, asking her to arrange a meeting, and explained his office cell was no longer operative.
He felt the urge to walk down to Tassie’s cubicle to explain what was going on but also felt he needed to heed his attorney’s advice. It was likely that she was being monitored as well, along with Kelly.
There was really nothing for Daniel to do, so he called his realtor in Napa. He wanted to accelerate his timetable and ratchet up the realtor’s activities on his behalf. Maybe there was a property he could jump on right away. He got some promising news, with the realtor saying he would get back to Daniel that night at his personal email address.
At eleven Carl walked into his office and closed the door.
“You’re not answering your phone, Daniel?”
“Hi, Carl. It’s not that. I told your secretary to use the office line. She didn’t tell you?”
“I haven’t been at my desk this morning,” said Carl.
“Look,” said Daniel. “Before you say anything, I need to tell you about an incident with Kelly. Last night she ambushed me, got in my car, destroyed my phone. It was while I was on my way to see you and Don.”
“Shit. You know, you’re not helping your case, Daniel. What are we looking at here?”
“Unknowable, Carl. She’s pretty riled. I’m not sure what she might do. I’m telling you because you need to know she could be trouble.”
Carl reflected for a moment. “I appreciate your honesty, Daniel. Look, I need to speak with Don about this. In the meantime, have you decided anything? I imagine you’ve spoken with your attorney?”
“I haven’t really had a chance to think about it, Carl.” Daniel knew it was in his interest now to leave Carl in the dark on this point.
“Okay, Daniel. I’ll go grab Don’s ear and get back to you after lunch, okay?”
“Sure thing, Carl. Thanks.”
Carl left and Daniel felt he had won round one. Making him aware of Kelly’s behavior the night before would make both Carl and Don nervous, and in a mood to negotiate a quick settlement, should one be needed.
To kill time, Daniel read the wine growers trade presses, investigated property on his own, and took extensive notes. The idea of beginning his career now as a winegrower was filling him with excitement.
At five-thirty sharp Don and Carl entered his office followed by a low-tech stenographer. Carl’s opening parlay indicated they really didn’t have a firm position, and the ball was in Daniel’s court.
“Daniel,” said Carl. “We strongly feel the need to reach an agreement whereby we come to a fair conclusion of our working relationship. You’ve been invaluable to Trans Tech and we will fully recognize your contributions to the company. But at this juncture, we feel it’s time that we go our separate ways. Can we agree on this point?”
“Carl, I don’t disagree. Listen. If I’m reading you correctly, I think we now have an understanding. At this point, I’m going to step aside and let my attorney manage the rest. In the meantime, what do I do? Is this it?”
“This is it,” said Don. “There’s no reason to delay. I know you’ll work with our transition team to fill in any holes that might come up.”
“Of course, Don. I’ll be happy to.”
“You can clear out your desk today then,” said Carl. “Make sure we have all your expense accounts up to date. Your company credit cards are of course no longer operative.”
Daniel smiled. “Of course.”
They all shook hands and after they were gone Daniel called his attorney. “It all yours now.”
He surveyed his office. There wasn’t much by way of personal effects. He had maintenance bring up two boxes and he barely filled them. Once they were loaded into his car and he drove off the campus, he was a free man. His first mission was to pick up a phone. As a titan of tech, he was abysmally poor when it came to his personal gadgets. He relied on the company for all that stuff. Now he had to face that world as a common consumer.
And like any common consumer, it took him over an hour and a half to get a new iPhone setup, including one false start with a damaged sim card. Once he was all checked out he confronted that fact that he didn’t know anyone’s number, including Tassie’s. He tried to connect to her personal file at Trans Tech but he was already blocked.
There was nothing left for him to do but go to Tassie’s directly and explain everything. On his way there he passed an upscale jewelers, circled back and twenty minutes later walked out five grand poorer. It would be a pre-engagement ring. That would take the pressure off, he thought, and possibly make up for his inexcusable disappearance.
He pulled into Tassie’s condo complex and parked. As he approached her front door he could see in her kitchen window. What he saw was a well dressed man peering into her refrigerator. Perhaps now was not a good time, he thought. He tried not to think further than that and drove home.




Chapter 19



TASSIE
Tassie woke up feeling like a family of hamsters had taken residence in her throat, and at some point suffered a bout of dysentery and died. As she pondered the reasons for why this could be, her brain signaled that it was not up to the task of consciousness, its aches and pains obscuring awareness beyond a general feeling of malaise. On top of this, she felt a maelstrom rising in her stomach, and made it to her toilet only just in time. She wretched voluminously.
She went to her sink and washed her face and drank a full glass of water. As it swirled into the drain of her esophagus, she looked at the floor. She recognized the outfit she’d worn the day before lying scattered, but she had only a vague memory of having left them there.
Feeling a little steadier, she returned to the bedroom. It looked normal. She had clearly slept alone, a good sign when one wakes hungover with a portion of the prior evening residing in blackout. She found her phone and checked for messages to find there were none. She checked her texts. The last ones were to Jared, and with that information she was able to reassemble a fuller memory of the night before.
She now recalled sitting at the bar with him and drinking double martinis. There was a vague memory of standing naked in the frame of her bathroom door, and then Jared easing her into bed. She was wearing panties, however, so perhaps she wasn’t completely naked. Regardless, at some point, she was like she was now but with Jared present.
Did they screw? She didn’t feel like she’d made love the night before, and the bed didn’t show any signs of it. He must have just seen her home and made sure she got to bed. That question was settled, now there was the matter of it being a workday. She was not fit for service, she knew that. It was nearing nine-thirty. She needed to eat something urgently, she felt, before she would start feeling normal again.
There was nothing but salad fixings and she knew she needed grease and starch and calories to absorb and burn the remaining alcohol in her system. She tossed on some clothes and headed out for fast food, the nearest of such being a block away. She returned twenty minutes later with three double cheese and sausage biscuits, a double order of hash browns and a half pint of industrial gravy. She put everything on a plate and poured the gravy over it. About halfway through she started to feel a little better.
She showered, alternating the warm water with cold, and by the time she stepped out and dried off she felt almost perfectly restored. Now she could check in at work.
She opened her laptop and looked at her work email. A message from HR sat atop the queue. She opened it and saw a request for an appointment at “her earliest convenience”. Okay, she mused, she had missed some work recently, but Trans Tech was always flexible on that point. They never knew if you were in the yoga center or a meditation pod when they went looking for you.
She dialed the number listed on the email and a friendly voice welcomed her to Human Resources. Tassie explained the reason for her call, and after some minor confusion due to her surname and its employment of a central double consonant, her file was retrieved. The HR assistant said she had until Friday next to use her remaining four vacation days before her anniversary date. She could pick any four days. Use ‘em or lose ‘em was the reigning philosophy. As far as HR knew Tassie was sitting in her cubicle at that very moment.
There was nothing else that looked important so she closed the laptop. She sent a text to Jared saying, “Thanks. I’m still alive.” He text back saying only, “You’re welcome. Glad you’re alive.”
Tassie felt three days of silence from Daniel pretty much put the final nail in that coffin. She remained heartbroken but it didn’t sting as much. She’d proved she could get attention, whether Daniel’s or from the geeks at Trans Tech and the zillionaires at the high-end Redwood Room. The idea of starting from scratch didn’t appeal to her, but she knew she faced few impediments once she decided to put herself “out there,” albeit in a more sober form. She didn’t need to drink to mingle.
She knew these were not high-brow assessments, but she was warming up to address the larger picture. Should she stay in California? Well, yes. Her entire family might soon be living there. If only things had worked out with Daniel. She could have hosted Christmas in their Tuscan style villa on their vineyard estate. This line of thinking wasn’t helping her mood.
She decided to blow off work entirely and go for a swim. After that, and a nap, she would be fully herself again.
She went upstairs and put on her alternate swimsuit, didn’t like how it looked, and opted to wear her sports bra and short gym leggings. Both being streamline, they wouldn’t interfere with her swimming. She grabbed a towel and went to the pool. There was no else present. She dove in and counted fifty laps, sat on the side of the pool to catch her breath, and returned to her condo. She discovered her white leggings were entirely transparent when soaked. Fortunately, no one had arrived while she swam to witness the fact. She removed the wet things and climbed into bed and was soon asleep.
She dreamt she was naked on the beach and running and ultimately jumping into a man’s arms. He too was naked. When she looked in his face she saw Daniel smiling at her.
A couple of hours later her doorbell woke her up. Outside light indicated a late afternoon hour. She put on a robe and went downstairs. When she looked through the peephole she saw Daniel waiting outside.




Chapter 20



DANIEL
Daniel woke up his first day as a free man to the sound of heavy knocking on his front door. It would have been the doorbell had it not been in need of rewiring. He pulled on a pair of shorts and answered the call.
“We’re here to pick up a BMW 740i,” said a man in a mechanic’s overalls. “I guess it’s the one parked in the driveway?”
The sun was behind the man, forcing Daniel to squint. So soon, he wondered? He hadn’t had any time to make other arrangements.
“That’s the only BMW here, so yeah,” said Daniel. “Do I have to sign anything?”
“No. Do you have any personal effects you’d like to grab before we take it away?”
Daniel thought for a moment. The only thing he could think of was his company phone, which now laid on the floor bent in half.
“No. She’s all yours.” Daniel went to his kitchen to make coffee. On the counter was the ring he purchased to give to Tassie. It was quite beautiful, he thought, then his mind wandered to the man he’d seen in her kitchen. Was there anything to read into that? He wore glasses, as did the man in the picture Kelly had shown him, the one with Tassie sitting in her bra in her car. Maybe she knew him from before, and there was a good explanation for the bra business. What he intuited about Tassie informed him. She was not the type to jump from one man to another. That was his gut feeling as well.
He turned on his private computer, a now older model Mac that he hadn’t updated in over a year. When it booted he had to re-familiarize himself with its terrain. Once he updated his Chrome browser he looked up “most reliable new model trucks” and started his research into replacing the BMW.
He was shocked at the prices for new models, so he roamed Craigslist. He found a five-year-old Ford that would suit his purposes and called the owner. When he told Daniel he could look at it right away, he laughed, explaining he didn’t actually own a car he could use to go see it. The owner agreed to be right over, so Daniel got dressed.
Two hours later Daniel was driving home in his new, used truck, quite thrilled to be riding so high off the road and, more than that, at being a guy who drove a truck. It made him feel he was on his way. All he needed now was a vineyard to buy, preferably one with a Tuscan style villa attached.
He got home and checked his inbox for any word from his realtor. There was a fresh email with links to vineyards for sale. Daniel studied them for an hour, taking notes and running figures through a calculator. He liked the numbers and, as he drifted into visualizing the several properties as his own, he realized he hadn’t heard from his attorney. Of course he hadn’t. He had failed to give the attorney his new number.
He called the attorney’s office and gave his number to the receptionist, then made some fresh coffee. A lot depended on his settlement from Trans Tech, and he had no right to assume it would be entirely favorable. There could be several million dollars worth of variance. The vineyard with the most appeal cost four million outright, and the attached home was pretty close being a Tuscan style, though it would need some remodeling. It was set on a hill with a nicely landscaped pool.
There was also a wine tasting room with a small visitors center, and on the premises, its own production facilities. As a going concern, he could be in the wine business by just signing his name and handing over the cash.
Daniel’s new phone didn’t ring until after four o’clock. Only the realtor and his attorney had the number. The call was from his attorney.
Trans Tech agreed to all the terms his lawyer had set out, from a full severance package to a generous stock estimation value that placed his total walk-away compensation at over eight million dollars. Daniel was set for life if he managed it well, which he knew he could do. But there remained a missing element. He needed Tassie to make the picture complete, and he was free to see her now. He grabbed the keys to his new truck and headed to Redwood Shores.




Chapter 21



TASSIE
Tassie’s extremities tingled at the sight of Daniel and then she panicked at the thought of her appearance. She had fallen asleep with wet hair that now felt slightly damp and wild beyond reason or credible explanation. She stepped back to look in the hall mirror and it confirmed her worst suspicions. She looked a mess.
Should it matter? She decided it did not and opened the door without saying a word or offering a smile. She acknowledged Daniel with just her eyes, and they betrayed no emotion.
“May I come in?” asked Daniel. “I need to explain the past few days to you if you’ll listen. I haven’t been able until now to get in touch with you. I’m sorry.”
“You can come in, Daniel, but I’ve already decided I should move on now. Three days without hearing from you after the weekend we had, well… Anyway, you can see I’m not ready for company. I was napping when you rang the doorbell. Sit in the living room and wait for me.”
Daniel silently went to the living room as Tassie went upstairs to get dressed. Once in her room, she moved into a cartoonish fast forward, scrambling back and forth to resurrect the New Tassie, the one that didn’t look like a run-down saloon hostess off her vitamins. She used a hair dryer to whip her hair back into shape, put on a pair of jeans with a semi modest top, and applied some color to her cheeks. This took all of five minutes.
“Would you like some coffee, Daniel? I can make you an espresso.”
“No, I’m fine, thanks. I really just want to talk if I may.”
“Okay. I’ll get us some water.” Tassie’s hydrologic situation remained dire, making the offer more self-serving than generous. She got the water and sat in a chair opposite Daniel rather than next to him.
“For starters, I’m no longer employed at Trans Tech. I severed my relations yesterday and about an hour ago got my settlement. It’s a clean break and I’m in good shape.”
“I’m happy for you,” said Tassie. “I mean, you seem happy about it.”
“I’m not happy with the circumstances that brought it about. I’m just going to lay it all out now, okay?” Tassie nodded. “On Monday Carl came into my office. He had heard from Donna over the weekend, the woman I parted with in L.A. She told Carl I was dating an intern at Trans Tech and insinuated something about that I haven’t quite figured out. It was enough to rile Carl, so I explained I wasn’t dating an intern and all the rest but acknowledged I was seeing someone. In this case, I mean you.”
“I got that,” said Tassie.
“It escalated when Kelly came up and, to tell you the truth, I could see it the way they were seeing it. I had been involved with three women from Trans Tech over the course of six months, and it was against company policy to begin with. It’s not written down, but understood. Senior management didn’t date the younger employees.”
“I can see that, Daniel. I mean, I can see their side.”
“And so could I. I left it with Carl that I would meet with him and Don, the chairman, after work. That’s the meeting I told you about. When I was leaving, Kelly jumped in my car.”
“I saw that, Daniel. It just looked like you two were going somewhere together.”
“I’m sorry. No. It wasn’t planned. I didn’t know she would be there. Anyway, I told her I was in a hurry and asked her to get out. She refused, so I thought, fine, I’ll just lose her on my way to the meeting. She still wouldn’t get out, so I parked the car and jumped into an Uber to get away from her. She smashed my phone in the process.”
“I tried to reach you that night, Daniel. I was heartbroken when you didn’t reply.
“I didn’t see your message. I would have replied, believe me. Anyway, when I got to the meeting it was clear they wanted my resignation. I knew I had to play my cards tight, so I put them off until I could see my attorney. I Ubered back to my car, there was no sign of Kelly, and I drove home.”
“Daniel, that night she spray painted ‘CUNT’ on my front door. I didn’t see it, the complex manager did. I can’t think of anyone else who could have done that.”
Tassie saw the shock on Daniel’s face, at Kelly’s actions, and the effect they could have had on her. He was quiet for a moment.
“I’m so sorry, Tassie. If I had suspected something like that could have happened…”
“It’s okay. I also heard she was parked outside my place Friday night and stayed there until morning.”
“That’s how she knew I’d spent the night with you,” said Daniel. “She mentioned it when she got in my car.”
“I suppose I should have told you. I didn’t want you to be bothered with it. It didn’t bother me. I felt sorry for her.”
“At least you understand now I didn’t get your message. My phone was kaput. The next day was sort of a whirlwind with me seeing the attorney, then meeting with Carl and later with both he and Don. That’s when we decided my time there was over. I packed up at the end of the day.”
“I heard. A friend saw you leaving with boxes.”
“Yes. the sum of my existence there fit into one and a half boxes. So I went from there to finally get a new phone. I was without one all day. When I got it set up, of course, I didn’t know your number from memory. I decided to just come over and see you.”
“That’s last night, right?” asked Tassie.
“Yes. When I got here I saw a guy in your kitchen. He was looking in your fridge and I thought… Well, I didn’t think anything, other than it might be a bad time. So I went home.”
Tassie stared at her water bottle for a moment. She believed everything Daniel outlined to her. It fully explained the loss of contact over the last three days, but she wasn’t sure where it left them, and she was afraid to ask. She was embarrassed about the night before but knew Daniel would understand.
“That guy you saw was Jared from the office. He and I have sort of buddied up. Last night he was taking care of me. I got shitty drunk, Daniel. He got me to bed. He was probably trying to find something for me to eat. There’s nothing going on with him.”
“Might he be the same guy Kelly saw you with in your car? You were sitting in your bra.”
“That bitch… Yeah, the same guy. I’d spilled coffee on my blouse and changed it in the car. I told him to look the other way. There’s a bit of a funny story there but, again, there’s nothing going on with Jared. He’s been a complete gentleman.”
“I believe you, Tassie.”
“And I believe you, Daniel. It’s going to take me some time to settle down, I think. I mean, where are we?”
“You mean where do we stand?”
“Yeah. But I guess I mean, where do I stand with you?”
“I want to dial things back to Monday morning and forget all the stuff in between then and now. On Monday morning I left here knowing I was falling in love with you. Now I can make it official. I love you.”
“I want to feel the same way, Daniel, I do. I’m just still a little shell shocked or something. I’m afraid to say anything.”
Daniel reached into his pocket and took the ring he bought out of its box. He set the box on the table and held up the ring.
“Look, I want you to have this. I want you to accept this along with my intention to love you forever. You don’t have to say ‘I do’ or anything. That can come later, but only if it’s how you truly feel. I just want to put this reminder on your finger, and when you see it, think of it as me saying I love you... May I put it on your finger?”
Tassie was truly dazzled. Her morning started with her retching in a toilet, and the day was ending with a testament of love from a man she truly knew she loved. Plus, the ring was outrageously beautiful, but she felt the need to hold back.
“Daniel, that’s beautiful. I just love it, and I want to love you forever too, but I want you to put that back in the box right now, okay? I want to accept it, but not tonight. I need a fresh day to go along with a fresh start. To be honest, I’m still a little shaky from last night. I want my head to be crystal clear when you put that ring on my finger and I say ‘I will’. Okay?”
“Do you mean you want this ring to be the ring, the one I put on your finger when we agree to become engaged?”
“That’s what I mean, Daniel, if you’re ready.”
“I’m ready, Tassie. I’m ready right now…”
“No! Let’s do it tomorrow. Let’s drive to the coast again. You can propose to me there!”
“What about work? You’re still employed,” said Daniel.
“Yes, but HR told me I have vacation days I had to use or lose. Anyway, I’m going to resign. I was thinking of quitting anyway. If you’re not there I can’t think of any reason to stay on. So, what do you think about tomorrow? Pick me up at ten o’clock?”
“You mean…”
“I mean you go home now and I go back to bed, and tomorrow is a new day and we’ll officially start over.”
“Can I at least kiss you before I leave?”
“You’re not leaving until we’ve kissed a lot, Daniel. In another twenty-fours you’re going to make love to me as your future wife.”




Chapter 22



TASSIE
Climbing back into bed after Daniel left, Tassie felt intoxicated but not from alcohol. Her mind was clear and her world enchanted once again, so she felt pleasantly loopy this time. She did wonder if she hadn’t been too easy to come around. The silence had been agonizing in a slow burn way. It wasn’t like getting whacked in the head with a blunt object, but rather like drowning in a very indecisive manner.
These metaphors weren’t really working for her, and perhaps there was a reason. Her intuition told her all along that there would be a reason for the silence because Daniel was not the type to play games. Nor was she. She could have played the bitch card and scowled and bared her teeth, saying things like, “I’ve NEVER been treated so poorly,” or “How dare you come here and try to explain everything.”
Instead, she said, oh, okay. I believe you. It was a good thing that she wasn’t the type to favor tempestuous relationships. Anyway, she knew she’d suck at that thanks to her upbringing. Her parents never engaged in pyrotechnics in their relationship. They never once raised their voices at each other.
Now, she thought of having Daniel naked beside her once again. She couldn’t wait for that to be the case and fell asleep smiling because it would soon be so.
***
At the ten the following the morning Daniel rapped on her door, and Tassie, ready since an hour before, jumped into his arms. He wasn’t quite prepared for this, but being athletic by nature managed to stay upright. Tassie grabbed a bag from her kitchen counter and followed Daniel into the parking lot. She was looking for his bright and sporty BMW, but for some reason, he was headed for a large red truck.
“What do you think?” asked Daniel, as he opened the passenger door. His face betrayed a boyish grin of pride.
“Big, and very red,” said Tassie, climbing in. She smiled and Daniel went around to get in the driver’s side.
“I’m guessing the BMW was a company car?” said Tassie.
“Yes, and now this is my truck. I’ve always wanted one. It’ll be handy.”
He pulled out onto the highway and Tassie felt Daniel was a mile away. This was due to the size of the cab, not his demeanor.
“You’re so far away. I wore this dress so you could put your hand on my thigh but…” Daniel demonstrated that he could still reach Tassie’s thigh from his driving position. “Never mind then.”
“I talked to my realtor last night,” said Daniel. “I think I’ve found something to bid on. The house isn’t quite Tuscan, but with a little remodeling it’ll come close.”
“That’s exciting. Do you think you will bid? Are you really ready to take that step?”
“I’ve been ready for years... Would you like to run up there tomorrow?”
“Sure, I guess. Are we just jumping right back into forever together? Everything you say now I should hear ‘us’ in the background? I’m still trying to figure out how this couple thing works.”
“Everything I say from now on includes ‘us’. If I say anything about future stuff I’m thinking that future includes you. I can say it in French if that’ll help you understand.”
“Oh, in German please!” said Tassie. “It’s such a sexy language.” She tried to lean over and kiss his cheek but her seat belt forbade it. “Can we put this center thing up so I can sit next to you?”
Daniel lifted the center console and Tassie scooted over.
“This is better. Now, all we need is a gun rack in the back window.”
Daniel put his hand on her thigh and teased her leg up to her panties.
“Okay now that’s perfect,” said Tassie. “Where were we? Seeing your property tomorrow…”
“It’ll be our property, Tassie. Yours and mine.”
“You still have to propose to me, you know. And I need to see that ring again.” She kissed his cheek and leaned her head onto his shoulder. She felt like they were driving into paradise.
Within forty minutes they were walking down a trail to the beach. Tassie brought a blanket and thermos of coffee. She considered bringing something more potent to celebrate with but decided alcohol would remain off her schedule for the foreseeable future, or at least until that evening.
It was windy but not cold, and the sun was gaining mastery over the lingering fog. They found a spot where nature had deposited yet another convenient log to lean against, this one possibly six feet in diameter, smoothed by the waves and bleached by the sun. Tassie laid out the towel and they sat down.
“This is perfect,” said Tassie. “Are we the only inhabitants of Northern California? I don’t see anyone else.”
“It gets crowded on weekends when it’s warm and the sun is out. It’s also a nude beach further south.”
“Is California the Garden of Eden?” asked Tassie. “It’s beginning to feel that way, except maybe not the past few days.”
“Ouch,” said Daniel. “Again, I’m sorry about all that.”
“No, I’m sorry, Daniel. I wasn’t thinking when I said that.” She laughed. “You know, when I was falling asleep last night it struck me that I let you off pretty easy. You explained yourself and I just said, ‘Oh, okay’. You probably wondered about that later.”
“Not at all. I thought you would understand. I was glad when you took it all so well, but I also expected you would. I don’t know. I guess I think you’re level headed.” Daniel smiled and reflected. “You would never play the bitch card, even if you could.”
“That’s exactly what I thought last night! That’s funny. You do know me. And I knew all along there had to be a reason for what happened. That didn’t keep me from responding like a little girl at moments. Boy, I really drank too much the other night. I’m glad you weren’t around for that.”
“That was the night before when I saw that guy in your kitchen?”
“Yeah, Jared. You actually know him already but his appearance has changed, just like mine has.”
“I’m guessing you’ve helped him evolve.”
“That’s it.”
“If he’s now a friend of yours I look forward to knowing him better.”
“That’s sweet of you, Daniel. I appreciate you saying that. Isn’t being level headed the way to go? So many people like to get riled up and guarded and, well. Neither of us is that way.”
Daniel leaned over and kissed Tassie and they laid down on the blanket to cuddle.
“Look at that!” Tassie pointed to the ocean. “Are those whales?”
Daniel looked. “No, bottlenose dolphins… Look at ‘em jump!”
“Are they feeding on something?”
“I guess they could just be welcoming the sun. The fog is totally gone.”
“That was beautiful, Daniel,” Tassie took a deep breath. “I think life with you is going to be beautiful. I think we’d better stand up now so you can get on one knee and propose to me.”
They both stood up and Daniel got the ring from his pocket. He opened the case and dropped it to the blanket, then he got on one knee and looked up at Tassie.
“Tassie, will you please marry me and love me for the rest of my life?”
“I will, Daniel. I’ll love you forever.” She felt tears lining her cheeks as he put the ring on her finger. She looked at it and they kissed and hugged, and he swung her in a circle.
“I’m going to be your wife,” said Tassie.
“And I’m going to be your husband.”
“I’m going to take your name. Tassie Wood. Is that okay? I don’t want to be a hyphen.”
“That I’ll leave entirely up to you.”
“Tassie Wood then. Try saying ‘Tassie Collins-Wood’.”
Daniel tried it. “I see what you mean. It doesn’t exactly roll off the tongue.
They laid back down and Tassie poured them each a still warm espresso. “I’m really glad I figured out that espresso machine.”
“This is very good,” said Daniel.
“Thanks.”
Tassie sat with Daniel’s arm around her and watched the waves and life felt perfect. She knew there were trials ahead of them, but if they remained level headed, she knew they would thrive as a couple.
They were quiet as they drank their espressos and absorbed the beauty surrounding them. Eventually, people starting arriving to enjoy the sunny weather, and they were all warm and friendly and made sure to wave and smile.
Tassie kept looking at the ring on her finger. It startled her to see it. And this time it was for real, and not like the costume jewelry she and Maureen wore as little girls pretending to be engaged or married. She wondered how she would tell Daniel about her peculiar erotic journey, that one that resulted in the New Tassie. She knew it would come up, but all that now seemed so far in the past.
Maybe a “right time” would present itself, something along the lines of a Maureen moment, like when she would spot an opening that no one else would envision as an opportunity to sneak a new topic into a conversation.
Daniel suggested a walk and they spent a couple hours roaming the beach, often pausing for hugs and kisses. Tassie wished they were nude but was also glad not to be. She was looking forward to the evening and wanted to save up all that energy.
They did pass one nude couple walking from the other direction. Neither of them was carrying any clothes. Tassie looked at Daniel and, with a smile, said. “California really is different, isn’t it?”
***
On the way back to Tassie’s they stopped at a market to get fresh shrimp, clams and vegetables so they could cook at her place. By four-thirty, they were in her kitchen preparing dinner. Daniel displayed his prowess with slicing and dicing the vegetables as Tassie prepared the seafood. When everything was prepared they took a break to relax with a glass of wine on her patio.
After dinner they received a call from his realtor who, along with his “property guy,” had surveyed the vineyard that most interested Daniel. Arrangements were made for them to see it the next day.
Daniel showed her the property online. Tassie viewed each room and thought how it would look once she applied her “flair.” It would be a dream project, even though she had never dreamt of taking on a project of that sort. She was surprised at how quickly she moved from being a woman with a single’s perspective on life to being one-half of a couple. It could hardly be called a transition as it took place in the blink of an eye, or, in this case, a simple “I do.”
They prepared for bed in a couple’s fashion, each executing their normal routine but doing them together. They got into bed naked, he on the left, she on the right, and naturally cuddled, each ignoring the extra space the bed provided.
Over the course of the day, Tassie slowly and quietly grasped that what was happening was real. She was now betrothed, and she couldn’t be happier. She had been falling for Daniel for over a year, so the swift progression from a couple dates into several days of doubt and finally an engagement didn’t trouble her. What did make her anxious, which she viewed as the final chink in her bliss armor, or at least one of them, was the matter of Wayne and Maureen. She felt the need to apprise him of that situation. Maureen could be pregnant any day now.
“Daniel,” she said. “Could we talk about my family? I want you to know what’s going on there.” They were lying side-by-side facing each other, letting their hands tenderly explore. At that moment Daniel was fixated on her right breast, his thumb gently stroking her nipple.
“That’s a good idea. I assume there’s stuff for us to know on each side.” He sat up a little more to receive whatever she meant to tell, dropping his hand from her breast.
“No. Keep your hand there. Daniel. You can listen and fondle, can’t you?” He replaced his hand.
“If you insist.” Where had she heard that before?
“Okay, I mentioned my sister Maureen was trying to get pregnant, and you asked about my brother-in-law and I said he was great. Remember?”
“I do. We talked about it at the Greek restaurant.”
“I sort of glossed over the facts there. The man she’s trying to get pregnant with is my unofficial stepbrother Wayne. They plan to get married. So, he’s going to be my brother-in-law, so it’s kind of weird. He’s been like our stepbrother forever.”
Daniel thought for a few moments.
“You understand they’re not blood-related at all,” said Tassie. “It’s just a little, you know, unusual?”
“Tassie, I can tell you my stepsister and I had a special relationship. The details aren’t important,” said Daniel. “At one time I even thought of marrying her, but I knew that would create a real mess in the family.”
It was Tassie’s turn to stop what she was doing fondling-wise and stare at Daniel. When he said nothing further she wondered if she should tell him the rest of her story. Finally, Daniel continued, abating her need to fill the void.
“She later got married but it didn’t work out, so now she’s divorced. We’re both grown up now, and those special feelings we had for each other are all in the past.”
“Do you have any lingering feelings for her?”
“No feelings, other than familial ones. Of course, I love her as she’s part of my family, but nothing beyond that. There’s no danger there. I know she’s involved with someone. She’s not waiting for me to come around. As I said, it’s all in the past.”
“And how do you feel about my sister’s situation?”
“I think it’s great. They’re not blood related. But I feel sorry for them too. There will be people who look at their prior relationship more than how it evolved into something else. Their situation is probably more common than most people realize.”
Tassie now felt more conflicted than ever. Her secrets were even bigger than Daniel’s. What she had just told him about Maureen and Wayne was nothing in comparison to the full breadth of what what she wanted to tell him.
Daniel had been quiet during Tassie’s brief rumination. She guessed it was her turn to speak.
“I’m glad you feel that way about my sister, Daniel.”
“I do. I’m eager to meet both of them.”
“Well, Daniel, there’s a lot more to the story.”
“Don’t worry. There’s always more to any story.”
Tassie fully explained the depths of her recent ‘erotic’ journey, sparing no detail, wanting Daniel to know to the fullest extent the reasons for her transformation into the “New Tassie.”
“You said you had an unusual family,” said Daniel, smiling. “Is there anything else, now we’re talking about the past?”
“No. That’s enough, don’t you think?” Tassie laughed. “But seriously, I thought I was the cause for my Tom’s suicide. I thought his guilt killed him, but it wasn’t that. Maureen and Wayne helped me through it all. The two of them helped me step back from the abyss.”
“I imagine it might be difficult for you and your mother now.”
“No. She’s fine actually. She knows everything. Everything is out in the open. That’s how I want it to be with you too.”
“We both have pasts, Tassie. We have the rest of our lives to explore all of that, at least the bits we feel are important to understanding each other. All I want to do now is hold you.”
“And nothing more?”
“Let’s see where it goes.” Daniel got up on his knees and looked Tassie over, head to foot. “I don’t know where to start. There’s so much beauty here.” He bent down and kissed Tassie hip, then moved up to her breasts. She laid on her back to give him full access.
He circled a nipple with his tongue. “I told you, Daniel, those are my starter buttons… Oh yes. They truly are… Just like that.” She reached to fondle his balls. “It just occurred to me. These are my husband’s balls.”
Daniel lifted his head and said, “And these are my wife’s breasts.”
“In bed, you can call them tits, Daniel. And yes, they’re all yours.”
He got back up on his knees. “I’m taking a full inventory now.” He bent down and kissed her navel, then moved lower and let his tongue follow her slit.
“Oh God yes, Daniel, that’s yours too.”
He continued to lick, but teasingly. She started arching her back, then rolling her hips and moaning.
“What happened to slow?” he asked.
“Sometimes quick is nice too.” She spread her legs as a non-subtle encouragement.
“Tell me what you want. Your wish is my command.”
“Daniel, what have your other lovers liked?”
“Are we going there? Really?”
Tassie nodded and smiled. “Daniel, I want to purge you of having had any experiences with other women that you haven’t had with me.”
“Okay. Roll over.”
Tassie rolled over onto her stomach. “Now what?”
“Lift your bottom… Get up on your knees.”
Tassie raised her bottom. “Yes, I like this too. Now do me, Daniel, just like you’ve done it with other women.”
“I’m beginning to think you’re always going to be exciting in bed.”
Daniel rubbed his cock up and down her slit and then penetrated hard. Tassie gasped. He started thrusting into her like a raging bull.
“Oh yes, Daniel… Hard… Oh God yes! Harder!”
Daniel thrust relentlessly, faster and deeper, until Tassie went into suspended animation, holding herself rigid, then letting herself go completely. She showered the room with expletives, which was a new thing for her. As she felt Daniel’s cock pulsing and his liquid warmth filling her inside, she felt another orgasm take hold. By the time it subsided Daniel had collapsed on top of her and was panting in her ear.
When he regained his normal breathing he rolled over and cuddled up next to her and gently stroked her side. After a few minutes he lifted himself up on an elbow and smiled at Tassie. “We’d better get life insurance if it’s always going to be like this.”
“Good idea. I think we’re just getting started.”
“You mean with our love making?”
“With that and everything else. But with our lovemaking, I want it to be all different ways. Sometimes I’ll want you to just take me, pull down my pants and just do it. No preliminaries. And other times slow and easy, other times in between. If you just need relief, you’ll just put your cock in my mouth. Whatever you want, I’ll want...”
“Variety is the spice of life,” said Daniel.
“You didn’t think me mentioning your other women was too dirty?”
“No. I liked it. It surprised me, but I liked it. You’re right. I want you to replace all of those memories.”
“Did you do other women that way too? Just fast and deep and relentless.”
“I’m not sure there’s a good answer…”
“Just tell me!” said Tassie.
“Yes, like that sometimes.”
“You’ll have to do me all the different ways. At some point, we’ll cross the line where you’ve made love to me more than any other woman.”
“That won’t take long.”
Tassie smiled. “I doubt that. Anyway, you’ve already crossed that line with me.” She kissed him on the lips. “You’ll be my teacher now. You’re going to show me everything.”
“Remind me about the life insurance. I’ll get on it tomorrow.”
Tassie saw he was erect again. “You’ve recycled.”
“I’m almost there. You’re to blame. Not only are you beautiful, I think I’m just beginning to get a grip on your sexual appetites. I’m glad they seem so abundant.”
“Slip inside me again and let’s talk about it.” She laid flat and spread her legs again. Daniel moved over her and gently slipped himself inside.
“You’re as hard as you were before… Oh, I love how you feel.” She raised her knees. “Just sit inside me now. Don’t move.”
“Okay.”
“What I wanted to say is, this is important. We’ll have to do what we have to do to keep this alive. It’s what my mother said. This is a divine space for us. As long as we have this, as long as we always show our love this way, and all the other ways too, but this way especially, we’ll be okay.”
“I agree.”
“I know there’ll be times, even days, where we’ll miss this. But we always have to come back to it. I’m not really talking about just the sex…”
“I know what you saying. This is how we know everything else is true.”
“Right! And anytime you need me, or anytime I need you, we’re there for each other.”
“And that’s forever.”
“Forever.”
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DANIEL
Daniel motioned with a bandaged hand to the delivery truck to continue backing up. On it was a load of terracotta tiles special ordered by Tassie for their new roof. The palettes of tiles were being offloaded next to the pile of large, antiqued ceiling beams Tassie found from an online salvage site. They would be installed in the living room and dining room of their new home. It was attached to the vineyard Daniel bought with his stock from Trans Tech, the company that was now just a footnote in their mutual Silicon Valley pasts.
“How’s the hand?” asked Tassie, and she delivered a cold beer to Daniel. “I think you need to change the dressing, unless you like the sight of your own blood.”
“Thanks,” said Daniel, taking a big swig of beer. “It doesn’t hurt, fortunately. Who knew trellis tools could be so dangerous?”
“Live and learn, I guess.”
“These tiles look great.” Daniel took another big swig of beer and wiped his forehead with a rag he carried in his back pocket.
“You really lucked out, though. A new roof, beams, some chiseled stone and stucco - who knew you could turn a 70s style California contemporary into a timeless looking Tuscan villa so easily?”
“We lucked out, Tassie. You keep forgetting the “we” part. Makes me wonder if you really love me.”
“Right. We lucked out. Sorry. This is still all kind of new to me. And of course I love you, Daniel. Why do you think I keep letting you come in my mouth?”
“Because you keep putting my cock in there, Tassie. It’s not my fault if that thing has a mind of its own.”
“I love our couples banter, don’t you? It makes me feel all warm and fuzzy inside.” She leaned in and gave Daniel a deep kiss.
The last of the palettes was unloaded, Daniel signed the delivery receipt, and the delivery truck along with the last of the contractor’s work crew left for the day. The sun was just above the horizon. Except for Grace, who managed the visitor center a hundred yards down the drive from the main house, they were once again alone on their forty acres of California wine country.
“Dip?” asked Tassie, pulling off her top.
“I think that’s a good plan.” Each time Daniel saw Tassie naked was like the first time. He couldn’t believe how beautiful she was naked or clothed. “I’ll grab a couple more beers and join you by the pool.” Daniel went in house to their kitchen, the first room completely remodeled and therefore no longer a construction zone. Their bedroom was complete except for the paint work. All the other rooms were in varying stages of reconstruction. He grabbed two beers from the fridge and a bottle of aquavit from the freezer and two shot glasses.
“Are we celebrating?” asked Tassie, now naked in the pool.
“Well, we should. We got a lot done this week. It’s Saturday night, no work crews tomorrow… Yes. We’re celebrating.” He poured two shots as Tassie swam to the side of the pool.
“Cheers,” said Tassie. She drank the shot and climbed out of the pool, then sat on its edge with her feet in the water. “You need to jump in. You’re sweating like a mad dog.”
“I don’t know. What about the hand? I think I’m going to need stitches.”
“Getting wet won’t change that.”
Daniel removed his clothes and dove into the pool. He swam the its length and back underwater and came up between Tassie’s legs.
“I love seeing you all nature boy, Daniel. It gives me tingles.”
“You probably noticed when I took off my clothes your nature-girl self had the same effect on me.”
“I love that you’re so responsive to the sight of me naked. We could never go to a nudist colony.”
“Naked, clothed… It works both ways. I still can’t believe you’re wearing that ring... I also very much like my present view, by the way.” Tassie closed her legs feigning modesty, then opened them wider than they were before. Daniel loved her lack of inhibition.
She looked at her ring finger and smiled. “I can’t believe it either. You put it on my finger just over six weeks ago.”
“And you made a special trip into work on a vacation day just so you could flash it at Kelly.”
“Well, yeah, if you’re going to be all specific and everything. But I also needed my stapler, so…”
“Right.”
Daniel climbed out of the pool and poured them each another shot, then sat next to her. He was quiet as they watched the sun set over the low mountains.
“You seem pensive, Daniel.”
“Yeah, a little bit. I was thinking, you know, we don’t have to wait if we don’t want to.”
“Do you mean to get married? You thought it would fun to do it with my mom and Maureen in the early spring.”
“I didn’t mean married,” said Daniel. “I meant something else.”
“Am I supposed to guess what it is or are you going to tell me?”
Daniel smiled. “We don’t have to wait to start a family.”
“You mean, you want us to get pregnant? Now?”
“Not right this minute,” laughed Daniel. “We’ve got these beers to finish.”
Tassie gave him a swat and then a kiss. “Wow. I’m beginning to think you really do like me.”
“And I also love you.”
Now Tassie was pensive for a moment, then said, “Daniel... Yes! Let’s start our family! Let’s get this show going! Can we skip the beers and start now?” She laid down on the side of pool with a very serious come hither face, then smiled and laughed, sat up and kissed Daniel again. It had the predictable effect.
Daniel slid back into the pool and pulled her along. They embraced underwater, came up for air and another embrace, then climbed back out of the pool and sat back on its edge.
“This has to be planned, right?” he asked. “I mean, do we need to get checked out first?”
“I think I just stop using my diaphragm. That won’t bother me one bit either. I hate it. But the rest? We both just had physicals and checked out fine. I’m know I’m good to go down there. I have reason to believe you’ve got plenty of potential in that department. I think we just stick to the program, but without the diaphragm.”
“How many times have we had intercourse since we met?”
“I’m so glad you didn’t say ‘how many times have we fucked’. That’s one of the things I love about you. You’re not vulgar unless we’re both being vulgar for effect, like when I say ‘fuck me’ while we’re having intercourse.”
Daniel laughed. “It’s funny you mention that. I feel the same way about you… Anyway, how many times do you think we’ve knocked boots?”
“Gosh, I was going to say a hundred times but, maybe it’s more like forty? We’ve been a couple for just over six weeks. I know we haven’t made love every day. My guess is forty or forty-five times? I know you’ve given me way more orgasms than that.”
“You’re right. I would have said a lot more than forty. On the orgasm front, I know we’ve each had at least one a day, often two.”
“Isn’t it great?”
“It amazes me. And yes, I think it’s great too.”
“Daniel, look over there a minute. Do you see something?”
Daniel looked where Tassie pointed but couldn’t see anything, then turned back to Tassie. She was twirling her diaphragm on her index finger.
“Sexy, huh?” Tassie laughed. “I didn’t want you to see me digging it out”
“I appreciate that... It looks like a Hobbit Frisbee.”
Tassie attempted to sail it across the pool but failed. She dove in to retrieve it. “I don’t think we wait the pool guy to find it in the filter.”
“Won’t you need it again? I mean, after?”
“After I have a baby?” Tassie climbed out of the pool. “What if we want to have another baby right away, and then another?”
“We should probably cut it off around ten, don’t you think? Overpopulation and all that?”
“I’ll just say it out loud, Daniel. I want to have three kids. What are your thoughts on the subject?”
“You know, we did talk about this before, but it was the night we celebrated your last day at Trans Tech. Your memory of that evening is a little hazy.”
“God, you’re right. How many kids did I say I wanted?”
“Three, and I agreed. That’s when I ordered that last bottle of champagne. It was entirely unnecessary. When we were leaving the restaurant, Jared told me to make sure you had some aspirin before you went to sleep.”
“Jared. What a pal. I’m so happy he’s found someone who isn’t a dink.”
“Yeah. He really scored with Denise. I hope that turns into something like we have.”
“I have an idea, Daniel. Let’s go Point Reyes tomorrow, to that beach you took me to. The weather is supposed to be warm. We can take a picnic, and if it’s not crowded, we could maybe find a place to reenact our first visit there, you know, get nekkid, and this time we’ll take a blanket.”
Daniel reflected on their first visit there, Tassie taking off her clothes, then him following suit, and their naked walk on the beach.
“That sounds like a good plan to me.”
“You know what I’m thinking? You’re going to get us pregnant on that beach. It’ll be our little secret forever. I want to hear the ocean while you’re planting your seed in me.”
They got towels out of the small cabana by the pool, dried off, gathered their clothes and started to leave for the house when Grace, their sole on-premises employee, appeared with a boyfriend. They were both wearing bathrobes. Tassie and Daniel wrapped themselves in their towels.
“Hey,” said Grace. “This is my friend Don. Is it okay if we have a swim?”
“Sure, any time you want,” said Daniel. “We were just leaving.”
“Thanks!” With that, Grace dropped her robe to reveal she was naked. Her friend Don followed suit.
When they were out of earshot, Tassie said, “California really is different, Daniel. I love it here.”
Daniel loved California too. It’s where he met Tassie, and he loved her completely.
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TASSIE
“Look!” said Tassie. “It’s like Mother Gaia knew we were coming and placed these giant logs here for us to nest in.”
“I’m sure that’s it. Primordial deities are looking after us.” Daniel spread their blanket between two logs that were fortuitously lined up perpendicular to the shoreline. There was a warm but gentle breeze blowing in from the east and a bright sun smiling down on the ocean and beach through a cloudless sky.
Tassie looked at Daniel, then up and down the shore, then began removing her clothes.
“I think Mother Gaia wants us to get naked now, Daniel.”
Daniel didn’t hesitate, though he did scan the horizon first. “There are what? Forty million people living in this state, and we’re the only ones who thought of visiting the beach today.”
“Well, this beach at any rate... It looks like you’re happy to see me naked again. I’ll never get tired of that.” Tassie bent down to give Daniel cock’s a quick kiss, then stood up straight to kiss him on the lips. They lingered in a brief embrace.
“I just love this, Daniel, being naked with you on the beach. I think this is going to be our thing.”
“One thing among many things. I’m starving. We been smelling that cheese all the way from Sonoma. Let’s start with that.”
“It called Pont l’Eveque. It’s the one the clerk said wasn’t allowed on public transport in France.” Tassie organized two plates with a generous wedge of cheese on each and broke off two hunks of baguette. Daniel opened a bottle of chilled white wine and poured them each a glass.
“Cheers,” said Tassie. She took a bite of the cheese. “OMG this is stinky, and so good.” She took several more bites and savored them. “I don’t think this is good first date cheese, do you? Hey, smell my breath now.” She leaned over and exhaled in Daniel’s face.
“I don’t smell it, but maybe that’s because I’m eating it too.”
“That must be why. Anyway, if you smelled like this cheese, I’d still love you.”
“That’s saying a lot, actually. This is pretty hard core cheese. Let’s try the saucisson sec.”
“Okay. And we’ve got the chorizo too. I’ll slice it up.”
After their course of cheese and sausage Tassie prepared them each a plate of roasted tomato and goat cheese quiche with a sides of potato and leek galette and artichoke and ricotta pie.
When they were finished, Daniel said, “I think that was one of the best meals I’ve ever had.”
“Me too. I’m going to have to wait a while before the desert course.”
“We didn’t get anything for dessert.”
“We’re each other’s dessert, Daniel.”
“That works. Did we bring any whipping cream, by the way?”
“Damn it. I knew I forgot something.”
“We actually haven’t introduced food play into our repertoire. I’m not sure how I feel about that.”
Tassie thought about the subject for a moment before replying. “I can see whip cream being fun… Okay, I just had a nasty thought about peanut butter too… Maybe we save that kind of stuff for way down the road? I’m pretty happy with just tasting you in bed.”
“Me you too.”
“Let’s clean this up and then, you know, maybe think about dessert?”
Tassie took their plates and utensils down to the shoreline and rinsed them in the ocean, then set them on a log to dry. Daniel shook out their blanket and put the remaining food back into the collapsible cooler. It was warm enough that they both felt the need for a dip.
“What about the sharks?” asked Tassie.
“I think that cheese we ate will keep them away.”
“Or make us extra tasty.”
“Maybe we could just splash some water on each other and call it good. That water is too cold to swim in regardless of the sharks.”
They sat on the smaller of the two logs to dry off completely before lying on their blanket. Tassie saw a couple approaching from about a hundred yard away, but they turned around after a few minutes and headed back from where they came. She’d forgotten they were both naked. She looked at Daniel, and his naked body, and felt a rush of warmth.
“You know, Daniel, if all goes according to plan, we’re really starting something here today. If we’re lucky, you’re about to plant the seed that starts our family. Someday we’ll be bringing our kids to this beach.”
Daniel put his arm around Tassie and gave her a deep kiss.
“Look, you’re ready to get work!” Tassie held his now erect cock in her hand.
“Tassie,” said Daniel. “The idea of you having our baby inside you, I just can’t tell you how that makes me feel. I know you’re going to be a great mom, and certainly the sexiest pregnant woman ever to walk the earth.”
The warmth Tassie felt earlier was now an inferno. She led Daniel over to the blanket and they laid down together.
“You know, no more coming in my mouth until you get us pregnant, Daniel. I know that’s a lot of pressure, but…”
“I know there’s no way to know for sure until later, but I have a feeling today is the day, Tassie.”
Tassie leaned down and took his cock in her mouth and gently sucked it. She released it with a popping sound and looked at Daniel. “I swear, I still can’t believe this is my life now. And not only that, everytime I think of putting your cock in my mouth I get dripping wet. There’s something about us being together that’s just magical. It’s like my mom said it would be if I found the right guy - Divine.”
“She’s a smart woman.”
Tassie laid down next him and said, “Okay, big guy. Knock me up.”
“What about my desert?”
“Won’t this count as desert?”
“Only if I get to taste you first.”
“Oh, Daniel, I’m ready now… Come inside me.”
“In a minute.” He scoot down the blanket and got between Tassie’s legs, then bent down and gave her swollen, pleading lips a teasing kiss.
“My God, Daniel, when you do that I go mad. Stick your tongue in me!”
Daniel slid his tongue up and down her slit and then penetrated, his tongue now swirling around her clit. Tassie moaned and her body heaved. She put her hand on head to press it down.
“Okay, Daniel, right there. No! Stop… Stop! I swear I’m going to come if you don’t stop! OMG, oh yes... No stop! I have to come after your come already inside me!”
Daniel lifted himself up over Tassie and plunged into her. She gasped and heaved, and dug her nails into his ass, pulling him in harder and harder. He could feel the heat of her passion clamping down on his cock. She was so wet and he was so hard that he knew they would both come right away, and they did. Their mutual climaxing seemed to split the earth, and they fell into an abyss, and for an eternity seemed lost there and in each other.
Still panting, they smothered each other in kisses. She locked her legs around him and rocked them both back and forth. More spasms took over Tassie’s body, and she felt another tremor sweep over her. She jerked her pelvis into Daniel, his cock still firm and responsive to her needs. Then Tassie finally, slowly, came back to the surface. She kissed Daniel as deeply as she could.
“Daniel, “ she said. “Did we just go somewhere together? It feels like we left the planet and came back, I mean, even more than usual. I’m not just saying that. It really feels like something special happened, something other worldly.”
“I don’t know if there’s a name for it, Tassie, but I felt it too. Something’s just happened that I’ve never experienced before.”
Daniel rolled over to Tassie’s side, still breathing heavily. He ran his fingers through his hair and let out a long, satisfied sigh. Tassie turned on her side to stroke his chest and kissed his shoulder.
After a few quiet moments, Daniel said, “I think we’d better start thinking of baby names.”
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TASSIE - BIG SUR - FIVE MONTHS LATER

Tassie stood in the shower feeling herself, but once again not for pleasure. She was trying to determine whether to shave her pubic hair into a nice heart. She was five months pregnant and already showing significantly, making her view of the situation somewhat challenging. Still, it was her wedding day, so she had to put in the extra effort.

As she was about to lather herself with shaving foam, the bathroom door burst open and a familiar voice rang out.

“Gotta pee!” It was Wayne, her soon-to-be brother-in-law.

“Fuck, Wayne. Still, with this routine? You’re getting married today.” For years, Wayne had a habit of bursting in on Tassie or her sister Maureen, his about-to-be wife, when they were in the shower or dressing in their rooms. It was tolerated thanks to their liberal household views on nudity and natural curiosities.

“It’s for real this time. Every bathroom in this house is occupied.”

“We’re in the middle of the woods, Wayne. Did you ever think of going outside?”

Wayne flushed the toilet, and it produced the usual effects on the plumbing.

“Fuck Wayne!” Tassie turned the shower head to the wall.

He opened the glass door to the shower.

“Your tits are huge.”

“Wayne, you already knew that. We were all in the hot tub last night, or didn’t you notice then?”

“I noticed. Today is another day. I think they got bigger.”

“Hey, Wayne, what do you think? Should I bother with this?”

“What?”

“I’m trying to figure out if I should shave or not. You know, wedding night?”

As Wayne contemplated the question Maureen walked in.

“Hey... Am I interrupting anything?” she asked, but not seriously. She knew the routine.

Tassie said, “I’m trying to decide if I should bother shaving. I can’t see what I’m doing.”

“I feel your pain,” said Maureen, who was almost seven months pregnant. “Let me help.” She grabbed the razor from Tassie. “What are we thinking here? Mohawk? Landing strip? Not a clean shave I hope.”

“No, just pretty it up if you can.”

“Okay, I’ll just straighten things out a bit.”

Tassie looked at Wayne, who was watching intently. “Wayne? We can handle it from here.”

“Right. Okay. I’ll see you all downstairs.”

When he left Tassie looked at Maureen. “I guess getting married won’t change any of Wayne’s routines.”

“I thought he was going to bust a gut when mom got in the hot tub.”

“She looked great. Her husband-to-be Dave isn’t so bad himself,” said Tassie.

“Big men, right?” laughed Maureen. “Okay, that looks pretty neat. Maybe trim it down a little more after you dry off. How does Daniel like it?”

“He likes it anyway I keep it, really. Bushy, trim, bald.”

“He’s quite a catch, Tassie. Everyone likes him a lot.”

“He quite taken with all of you, especially mom. His eyes nearly fell out of their sockets when mom got naked. Nudity is no big thing in California, but when it’s your future mother-in-law...”

“Speaking of big men, by the way… I’m sure mom approved of Daniel.”

“Gross. But you’re probably right.”

“He’s like Wayne.”

“And Tom”

“And Dave too, I suppose.” Maureen rinsed her hands in the stream from the shower. “You’re tits really are huge now, BTW.”

“So I’ve heard,” said Tassie.

Maureen left to get dressed and passed Daniel, now entering the bathroom.

“Your family keeps blowing me away. I love them,” he said, as Tassie got out of the shower. Daniel gave her a hand drying off. “I can’t believe how big these are now.” He was drying her breasts.

Tassie pulled his head into her bosom. “Soon I’ll be able to nurse you. Is that on your bucket list?”

“Now that you mention it, yes...”

“So, how did my family blow you away this time?”

“Your mom showed me pictures from a vacation she took with your stepdad… I mean Tom.”

“They were naked, right?”

“You’ve seen them,” said Daniel.

“Well, you already saw her naked last night.”

“When she got in the tub she told me I was seeing you in thirty years. It made me happy. She’s got a great body for her age.”

“What time is it?” Tassie wrapped a towel around herself as they went to their bedroom in Dave’s house.

“Eleven. You become my wife in exactly two hours.”

“And tonight we can make love as a husband and wife for real.”

“Dave gave me a tour of our honeymoon suites at the ranch,” said Daniel. “You won’t believe how nice they are. I tried to pay for them but he wouldn’t hear it. Maureen and Wayne’s room is next to ours.”

“The other guests may need earplugs.” Tassie began trimming her pubic hair in front of the dresser mirror with a small pair of scissors.

“It’s too bad your mom and Dave won’t be there too.”

“They’ve got this place. You can see the ocean from every room in the house. It’s Shangri La here. ”

“I know, but it would be fun.”

“You really like them. That’s nice. Now tell me, is this okay?” She dropped her towel and, with arms akimbo, pointed her fingers at her pubic hair situation.

“It’s lovely, but let me have another look.” He bent down and buried his face in her now less luxuriant pubic situation.

“You know,” said Tassie. “We have one last chance to make illicit nasty love before we’re married.

“You think it’s wise? I don’t want you to get tired of me.”

“Take off your clothes and lie on the bed, Wood.”

“Okay, Collins.” Daniel removed his clothes and laid on the bed.

“I like what I’m seeing here,” said Tassie. Daniel had his usual full erection. She climbed on the bed and straddled him. “What’ll it be, Mr. Wood? I understand your wife will be here in less than two hours.”

“I’ll leave that up to you, Ms. Collins.”

“Okay, but I have to warn you, I’m a virgin.” Tassie lowered herself gently over Daniel’s cock. “Oh my God. Each time is like the first time with you, Daniel. This is going to be fast, okay?”

“If you insist,” said Daniel smiling.

Tassie laughed. She leaned forward and supported herself with her arms. She stared directly into Daniel’s eyes as she rolled herself back and forth over Daniel’s cock. She was ready to come as soon as she felt him inside.

She raised a finger and pointed to her mouth and whispered, “Don’t come inside me” and smiled. He nodded and Tassie let herself go, grinding herself into Daniel’s cock, and was soon gasping as she came in successive waves.

She rolled off Daniel and bent down to take him in her mouth for one last time “illicitly.” She could now read Daniel like a book, and within less than a minute he erupted in her mouth. She gasped and swallowed and pumped him until he was dry.

She collapsed next to him and they both fell into a Netherland until Tassie’s mother knocked once and entered their room.

“MOM!” shouted Tassie. “Jesus, you’re supposed to wait until we say ‘come in’.”

“Well, I’m in already,” she said. “Anyway, I’ve got Daniel’s boutonniere. We’re heading over to the meadow now to greet people, and I wanted him to have it before you came over.”

Both Tassie and Daniel were naked on the bed. Tassie got up and tossed her towel over Daniel, then took the boutonniere from her mother.

“Hey, this is nice,” said Tassie. “You’ve gone all out with the flowers and stuff.”

“Dave’s a romantic. Wait until you see what he’s done in the meadow… Anyway. I know you two are excited and everything but you should really get ready. You’ve got to be over there in a half hour.”

Tassie’s mother left them alone and Tassie started dressing.

“Like I said,” said Daniel, getting up to get dressed again. “I really like your family.”

Tassie laughed. “I guess it’s a little different. If you still had your erection she might have stayed.”

“Okay, that’s not working for me…”

“I was kidding of course.”

“It’s everyone’s casual attitudes, I guess. She just walked in on us lying naked on the bed in post coital bliss and acted like it was perfectly normal. Last night we all hot tubbed naked. My mother would never do that.”

“And soon they will all living here in California. Lucky you,” said Tassie, laughing. “In three weeks they’ll be up to see us in Sonoma once all the honeymoons are over. Are you sure you know what you’re getting into here?”

“I can’t wait to entertain them. It’ll be fun. You did a great job on the house.”

“You know, Daniel. I was thinking. There are three weddings today. All the Collin’s girls — well, mom used to be a Collins — are getting hitched to three great men. You do realize when we got started on this road, don’t you?”

“It started when you went home for Tom’s memorial and returned as the New Tassie.”

“Right, or let's say funeral. So, first a funeral, and now three weddings,” said Tassie. “You see the link don’t you?”

“Of course. And two of the brides are knocked-up.”

“Precisely. It couldn’t be any more romantic, could it?” Tassie laughed and felt her belly. “Little Woody here thinks so.”

“Maureen is so big, I mean, for her wedding night.”

“She says it’s never been better. I think they make love at least twice a day.”

Daniel thought for a moment. “There must be something in the water in Granville, Ohio. You, Maureen and your mother must be the horniest women on the planet.”

“Lucky you.”

“Lucky me,” said Daniel.

“Now, let’s go get married.”

The End
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Kate Gets Caught
Feeling a slight throb on the side of her head, Kate opened her eyes not realizing where she was. The ceiling looked familiar, but not either of the two she was used to waking up under. It wasn’t the ceiling of her room at her parent’s house, which was white, or of her dorm room, which had a popcorn texture. This ceiling was light gray with a flat finish.
She then realized with a start what had happened before she fell asleep. She had been falling, and then the rest came back to her. Had it been a dream? Her head hurt. She reached up to where it throbbed and her fingers felt a small bump.
Then she heard a man’s voice.
“Kate! You’re awake! Boy, you had us worried,” said the voice.
She wasn’t connecting the dots.
Someone touched her hand.
It was Mrs. Stone. “Honey, you really bonked your head! When we saw you lying on the floor we thought you were dead!”
“Not dead. I could see you were breathing,” the voice belonged to Mr. Stone. “I think I heard the fall as I came in the kitchen.”
The dots started connecting. Kate was lying on their bed in the master bedroom. She could feel she was naked but covered in a throw blanket. She sat up to survey the room and to confirm she wasn’t dreaming. The blanket fell off her breasts and she tried to restore it, but it fell off again. Mrs. Stone put her hand on Kate’s shoulders, encouraging her lie back down. “Are you cold, honey? Do you want another blanket? Someone turned off the air conditioning. It’s warm as blazes in here. I didn’t really think you’d be cold but covered you anyway. We were going to get you dressed but we couldn’t find your clothes.”
Kate felt another set of hands on her body, Mr. Stone’s, softly rubbing her legs. They had both misinterpreted her fleeting sense of modesty for her being cold. “I’m not cold,” she said. I’m actually kind of hot now. She let the blanket fall.
Kate felt defeated, but in a strange way also relieved. There was no point is attempting to hide anything. Mr. Stone had seen her website, as most likely had Mrs. Stone. She must have knocked herself out when she heard them come home and, scrambling for her clothes, fell and hit her head. It was obvious they found her naked on the floor and carried her up to their bedroom. They had come to her rescue. She was safe.
Mrs. Stone said, “Kate, you don’t mind if I join you, do you? It’s clear you don’t mind nudity. I’m sweltering here.” She stood up and started removing her dress.
Kate didn’t know what to say, but she knew she didn’t mind.
“You seem perfectly comfortable, Kate. Do you like being naked in front of us? I mean in person?”
“I don’t mind it,” said Kate. “Plus, I know you’ve seen me naked before, so it doesn’t make any difference if you see me now.”
Mrs. Stone slipped out of her dress, then her underwear, and looked over to Mr. Stone. “Kate, do you mind if my husband undresses too?” Kate shook her head.
Mrs. Stone laid next to Kate while Mr. Stone undressed. They both watched him. After he stripped he sat on the bed on Kate’s other side. When she saw his penis she drew in a startled breath, making her breasts heave.
“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” asked Mrs. Stone. “We’re just comfortable being nude, especially when our company is naked too.” She laughed and smiled at her husband.
“I like it.”
“You’re such a lovely girl, Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. “Do you mind if I touch you?”
Kate didn’t mind. “No. I think I’d like it.”
Quietly, soothingly, Mrs. Stone caressed Kate’s body with her warm hands. Slowly, her fingers danced over breasts, her tummy, and flirted with her upper thighs, with just a whisper of a touch across her pubic mound. As she did so, Mrs. Stone’s breast brushed against Kate’s body.
“How’s your head, Kate? Are you feeling better?” said Mr. Stone.
“I think so. It doesn’t feel so tender now.” She touched her wound. It hadn’t broken the skin. It felt tender but not that bad now.
“You seem okay. No concussion. Just a bump. If you couldn’t focus or felt woozy we’d take you to the emergency room. Are you feeling woozy? Can you see clearly?”
Kate said she wasn’t woozy and that she could see clearly. She liked Mrs. Stone’s stroking and was feeling aroused. Kate put her hand on Mr. Stone’s arm, wanting a physical connection with him as well.
“I guess I should explain myself,” Kate made the statement in the form of a question. “You must have been surprised to find me naked in your house.”
Mr. Stone said, “Not surprised, Kate. But we both thought maybe it was time for you to reconsider your hobby.” He picked up the remote to the big TV hung on the wall across from the bed. Then he grabbed his phone, fiddled for a moment, and Kate’s website appeared on the TV. There she was, 65” across on the diagonal, masturbating naked on their bed with Mrs. Stone’s dildo. She gasped and put her hand over her eyes.
“We’ve been following your babysitting adventures, Kate, ever since you first sat for us. We’ve both been a little concerned, but we weren’t sure what we should say or do about it.” The video disappeared. Replaced on the screen were eight video images. One of them showed them all now on the bed naked. The angle was from to the right and above the dresser.
Mr. Stone clicked on that image, and then clicked the rewind icon. The video scrolled back through the evening, including when Mr. Stone laid her on the bed while she was unconscious, then further back to when Kate started inspecting their drawers, trying on their underwear, through her masturbation scene she posted to her site.
“You’re very creative, Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. She reached her hand down to Kate’s tummy, flirting again with her pubic hair. “And very sensual. You sort of ooze sensuality, something much deeper than just sexiness. You’re sexy too, of course. Just look at you.”
Mr. Stone turned off the TV and, lying next to Kate now and leaning on one elbow, said, “Kate, you know, all the houses around here have internal security cameras built in. Your parents have it in their house. Didn’t you ever think of that? Plus, putting this stuff online — don’t you think that’s kind of risky? I mean, Jesus. I admire your courage but stupid is stupid.”
Kate felt a pang of horror at what might out there. “No. I didn’t know, I mean, about the security cameras. Does everyone I babysat for know?”
“I doubt it,” said Mr. Stone. “Most of them don’t know how to tie the system into their computers. The security footage is only used if there’s a break-in. It only goes back forty-eight hours unless you pay extra, and most don’t even know they have the option.”
“But what about my website? How did you know about that?”
“Kate, you looked at it on my computer last summer so it was in my history. You only had a little bit up at that point. I’ve been tracking you ever since. I was hoping you would delete it eventually.”
“Me too,” said Mrs. Stone.
“Holy shit,” said Kate. “All this time I thought it was my little secret… I don’t know what I was thinking. I really don’t now. I don’t understand myself, aside from having these urges.”
“For one, because it’s probably exciting as hell,” said Mrs. Stone. “Be thankful you enjoy your sexuality, in all its manifestations, even if gets a little kinky at times. Why not? You only live once. But you’ve got to be more careful. A public site may be fun as a lark, but that stuff is going to be out there forever. I think you covered yourself with that wig, but only just.”
Kate only then noticed she wasn’t wearing the wig. Of course she wouldn’t be. Mr. Stone probably took it off to inspect her head. She reviewed her earlier performances that evening, when she entered the master bedroom, the rummaging through their underwear and trying it on. She didn’t know if they approved of all it, minus the stupidity of putting it on an open site online, or just some of it.
“You, um, saw everything I did while I was babysitting? Because of your security cameras?” Kate asked. “How long was I out, by the way?”
“A few minutes, maybe five,” said Mrs. Stone. “We watched the security cameras on our phone while we were out — we were sitting in the restaurant watching you. For us, it’s like seeing a very private exhibition, a very sensual performance... That was a nice touch with our underwear, by the way.” Mrs. Stone was smiling. “Fingering yourself wearing my panties? Yum! Believe me. I get it.”
“Kate,” said Mr. Stone. “We don’t want you to feel embarrassed over any of this. There’s nothing wrong with exploring your sexually, even in other people’s homes, and babysitters are the biggest snoops in the world. You just combined your curiosity with being naked.”
Oddly, Kate was feeling much more relaxed now, and enjoying the joint attention. Mrs. Stone continued to gently stroke Kate’s body, and Mr. Stone’s nudity excited her. It felt like she was in a dreamland.
“Did you like our videos, Kate?” asked Mrs. Stone. Kate looked confused. “You left the file open on the computer.”
“Didn’t I close it? I’m sorry. But yes, I liked watching them. I saw Mrs. Chelsea.”
“Yeah. She’s quite the lesbian, isn’t she? Well, I guess we both are,” said Mrs. Stone, laughing. “Anyway, you closed the video, but not the file.”
“Mrs. Chelsea, or let’s just say Diana, reminds me of you,” said Mr. Stone. “I’ve known her since college. She’s always been experimental. There’s a bit of exhibitionist in her too. She asked me to film our lovemaking.”
“She’s a lesbian? Is that why she divorced? I saw you both making love to her.”
“She’s bisexual,” said Mrs. Stone. “So am I, though it’s more than that... Kate, have you ever been with a woman? Sexually?”
“No. But I’ve thought about it, kind of. I have a friend but nothing has happened. It excited me to watch you with Diana.”
“Would you mind if I touched you there? If I tasted you there?” She knew Kate would understand what “there” meant. The thought made her panic for a moment, then extremely wet and eager to know how it would feel to be touched by a woman.
“No one’s ever done that… I mean, I’ve never been with anyone, really. I’m still a virgin.”
Mrs. Stone looked at her husband. “You’re a virgin, you mean with a woman, a man or both?”
“Both. I’ve never made love before,” said Kate. “I’ve played around but that’s it.”
“I believe you,” said Mrs. Stone. “but I have to admit, a girl like you at twenty being a virgin is hard to believe.”
“I know. I’ve lied about it. My best friend thinks I’m not. She’s the one I mentioned earlier.”
“Do you want to stay a virgin? Is that something you’re saving for marriage?”
“No. Every time I’ve had a chance to lose it, it just didn’t feel right.”
“With a man?” ask Mr. Stone. “Or a woman too?”
“Only with a man. I’ve never really gotten close with a woman.”
“Do you want to lose your virginity, Kate?” asked Mrs. Stone.
“Yes.”
“Do you want to lose it now, with us?”
“You mean both of you?” Kate looked at Mr. Stone, and then at his large penis. She couldn’t imagine it inside her.
“Yes, Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. “We can take you to the other side. I know you’ll like it. I can tell you’re ready. Are you afraid?”
“No. Will it hurt?”
Mrs. Stone laughed. “I think you’ve been pretty active down there already, don’t you? We just saw your video. Still, you might bleed a little. But if it’s going to hurt, it won’t be much, and it’s over in a second. It’s different for everyone. Do you want to find out?”
Kate was more than aroused enough and willing to lose her virginity to both of them, but she didn’t know what to say.
“I going to touch you now, Kate. Okay? You’re just going to feel my fingers. Would you like that?”
“Yes.” Kate parted her legs a little more.
Mrs. Stone gently brushed Kate’s slit with her fingers, and slowly explored her labia, drawing tighter and tighter circles. Kate liked it immediately and started rolling her pelvis in response.
“I’m going to put a finger inside now, okay?” Kate nodded. “You feel so warm, Kate, so wet… Has anyone ever done this to you before?”
“Yes. I’ve been touched there, but not like this… I like it.”
“It’s different than doing it yourself, or when a man does it, isn’t it?”
“Yes.”
Mrs. Stone nodded to her husband. “Now my husband’s going to touch you, just like this, okay?” Mr. Stone move a hand down to replace her hand and fingers. “You’re feeling his fingers now, just like mine.”
Mrs. Stone moved back up to Kate’s face. “Have you ever kissed a girl before?” She leaned in to give Kate a deep kiss, letting her tongue stroke her teeth. Kate seemed hungry for more, putting her hand on Mrs. Stone’s cheek as they kissed.
After a few minutes, Mrs. Stone leaned back. “Have you ever kissed a woman’s breasts?” Kate shook her head. Mrs. Stone tapped her husband to indicate she was moving Kate over to her side. She positioned herself so Kate could kiss her breasts, leaning on her side. Mr. Stone drew his hand over Kate’s hip, and then between her legs from behind. She lifted her leg in response, and then rested it back on his arm. His fingers were now inside her from behind.
“Kate, suck on my breasts.” Kate took a nipple and started sucking, curling Mrs. Stone’s toes. “Oh, just like, Kate, stay as long as you like.” She used a finger to push Kate’s hair off her face and watched her suck on her nipple.
Kate started moaning as Mr. Stone continued to finger her. She was rocking herself over his hand, trying to get his fingers closer to her clit, but he was avoiding that for now.
“Kate, now do the other one,” said Mrs. Stone. Kate moved to her other breast. After another minute Mrs. Stone lifted Kate’s chin up to her mouth and they kissed. “Did you like that, Kate?” She nodded and kissed Mrs. Stone again.
“Kate, now we’re going to pay some attention to my husband, okay? Honey,” she said to her husband. “Lie down. Kate’s going to explore you now.” He laid down next to Kate and Mrs. Stone moved to his other side. Kate sat and watched Mrs. Stone take his cock into her mouth. She stroked his shaft and licked it up and down.
“Kate, have you ever had a penis in your mouth?”
“No, I’ve only felt them. I mean, I’ve held a couple. I’ve masturbated guys.”
“So you know the basics.” Mrs. Stone was gently stroking her husband. Kate moved her hand over and Mrs. Stone put it on his cock and squeezed her hand around it.
“It’s hard, isn’t it?” Kate nodded. It did feel very hard to her, and she doubted even more that it could fit inside her. She liked being instructed and waited for Mrs. Stone to tell her what to do next.
“Do you want to feel it in your mouth now, Kate? You can just put the tip in.” Kate bent down and put the tip in her mouth. “Now move your head up and down a little bit. Don’t let your teeth touch it.” Kate did so, and she could taste his precum. She lifted her head off his cock and gave it a squeeze and more precum came out. Instinctively, Kate licked it with her tongue.
“That’s it, Kate. You’re a natural. You see how your body and mind already know what to do?” Kate nodded her head as she continued to suck his cock.
Mrs. Stone bent down and started kissing and licking his balls as Kate sucked his cock. He moaned and started rocking his pelvis.
Kate started stroking his shaft and Mrs. Stone put her hand over hers. “Kate, I want you to lie down now.”
Kate laid down. “I want to taste you, okay?” Kate nodded, and Mrs. Stone kissed her belly and then move her head down as Kate spread her legs.
“So pretty,” said Mrs. Stone, as she descended with her tongue and licked Kate’s entire length. Kate responded immediately, arching her back and naturally rolling herself into Mrs. Stone’s tongue.
Kate felt it penetrate and then rise to circle her clit, applying just the right pressure. She felt a finger go inside and twirl around, as another finger descended to tickle and excite her ass. Kate put a hand on Mrs. Stone head to feel it rise and fall as she licked and penetrated and kissed her. Then Mrs. Stone paused to move over and suck her husband’s cock. She licked the length of it while she continued to finger Kate and rubbed herself over Kate’s legs, leaving them wet.
Mrs. Stone then moved up to Kate’s mouth and alternated kissing her and then her husband. Kate reached down to touch and explore Mrs. Stone, then pulled herself away from the two of them, motioning for Mrs. Stone to lie down in her place. Kate positioned herself between Mrs. Stone’s legs.
“Are you sure, Kate?” said Mrs. Stone. “You don’t have to do that.”
“I know, but something’s telling me I really want to.”
She moved down and licked Mrs. Stone in the same way that she had done to her. Kate liked the taste, or the musk, whatever it was that rose as an aroma from Mrs. Stone. She was soaking wet, and Kate liked her rich pink colors and tender folds, and the firm tone of her thighs as they brushed her cheeks. She pushed her tongue in deep and sent its tip to circle Mrs. Stone’s clit and could tell immediately that this would make her come. She held back a little, not wanting this to end. Having her tongue and fingers inside Mrs. Stone was making her more aroused than she’d ever been.
Mrs. Stone began gasping and moaning and quivering. She put her hands on Kate’s head and gently pulled her up. “Oh Kate, that’s so good… so good… But I want you to lie down now. It’s time for you to lose your virginity. Are you ready?” Kate nodded, even though she was nervous, and laid on her back.
“Honey,” said Mrs. Stone. “She’s ready.”
Mr. Stone positioned himself between Kate’s legs and leaned down to kiss her, holding himself up with his arms. “Kate, are you sure you’re ready for this? Are you sure you want to give up your virginity?”
Kate nodded and closed her eyes, then opened them. She wanted Mr. Stone to be the man that took her virginity. She trusted him. He kissed her nipples and then slowly lowered his tip to meet Kate’s lips. Mrs. Stone gently moved his cock up and down Kate’s slit, and then nodded to her husband. She laid down next to Kate, sneaking an arm around her shoulders.
Mr. Stone slowly inserted the tip of his cock inside Kate. She went rigid for a moment feeling her lips part for him, and then relaxed. She nodded at Mr. Stone, and he slowly penetrated halfway. Kate’s eyes widened and she jumped and whimpered, and then nodded again, and Mr. Stone began a slow rhythm, thrusting gently into her all of the way. She raised her legs and began moaning heavily. She had felt no pain but something else, something she’d never felt before, a fullness in her core that filled her with pleasure.
As he increased his rhythm, Kate used the momentum of his thrusts to rock into his cock, making it go deeper and deeper. Mrs. Stone kissed and pinched Kate’s nipples, and stroked her belly, then her husband’s shoulder. She could feel Kate beginning to quiver, her body breaking into a sweat, her moans getting louder. Then Kate’s body went rigid and her toes pointed straight into the air. She spasmed and started exclaiming, “Oh, oh my God, oh my God, I’m coming! YES! YES! YES!” Her body convulsed for a moment and then went limp, leaving her breathing as if she’d just finished a marathon.
Mrs. Stone stroked her hair and kissed her breasts and neck gave her a hug. Kate smiled and kissed her and then Mr. Stone. They had carried her across the threshold and she was no longer a virgin.
“I’m a full woman now,” said Kate, still regaining her breath.
Mrs. Stone said, “Kate, you’re halfway there.” She smiled and moved down the bed.
“How?” asked Kate. “I’m not a virgin anymore. I’m all the way not a virgin.”
“With a man. Now you have to come with a woman.” She smiled again and got between Kate’s legs. Kate was extremely sensitive, and Mrs. Stone was extremely gentle. Kate didn’t feel she could come again so soon, but when Mrs. Stone licked her up and down, between her lips and her thighs, and then her slit, she knew she could come right away.
Mrs. Stone started licking her with more pressure, and, using her fingers, started circling her swollen center. She licked it with the tip of her tongue, and then back and forth and up and down, moving faster and faster. Kate’s back arched and she felt another stream of orgasm penetrating every cell of her body. She writhed and shook and gasped, and then her body went limp again, leaving her once again panting for air.
“Oh my God. That was just…”
“I know Kate. I could tell,” said Mrs. Stone.
After a few minutes, Kate sat up and said, “Now I want to do that to you.” She pushed Mrs. Stone down and spread her legs, then got between them. She bent down and started licking her and feeling the rim of her labia with her fingers. She was using the newly gained knowledge she’d just learned from Mrs. Stone. She wanted to take her all the way this time and feel it through her mouth.
Mrs. Stone started rocking herself as Kate had done. Kate inserted her tongue as deep as she could and then brought it up and over the hood of Mrs. Stone clitoris. She licked it in a circling motion, then moved her fingers in and out and quickened the pace. Mrs. Stone was pushing herself into Kate’s face, which was now dripping wet. She could sense she was close to orgasm
She inserted a finger into Mrs. Stone’s ass and felt her pelvis rise as she spasmed into orgasm, brushing herself up and down Kate’s face, soaking it even more. She could feel Mrs. Stone’s convulsions throughout her own body, which shook in tandem with Mrs. Stone’s spasms. They rode the wave together until Mrs. Stone went limp.
Kate collapsed on Mrs. Stone, who held her against her breasts and rocked her while her still undulating body settled down. Mr. Stone embraced them both, his hands stroking both their bodies.
“Kate, that was wonderful,” said Mrs. Stone, after a few minutes. “I mean it. It was lovely. I don’t think I’ve come so hard that way before. Are you okay?”
Kate, almost giggling, took a nipple into her mouth and sucked and licked Mrs. Stone’s breasts, then looked up and said, “I really, really like it. I did. If I’d know how great that was I would never have bothered with men!” They all laughed.
“I’m glad. You’re welcome to eat my pussy any time you want!” said Mrs. Stone. “Oh, that sounded a little over the top! But it’s fun, isn’t it? To just call it what it is?”
“It works for me,” said Kate. She liked feeling Mrs. Stone’s bare skin against her own and wished she’d never have to leave.
While they were bathing in the gloaming of their lovemaking they almost forgot about Mr. Stone.
“Honey,” said Mrs. Stone. “Should we draw straws on who gets you off?”
Kate was frankly not sure whether she should or could call dibs. Mr. Stone wasn’t her husband, and they were both friends of her parents. Kate was the junior party here. But, of course, he had just expertly screwed her and taken her virginity; his wife had oral sex with her, as she did her. Who was to say what was proper under these circumstances?
“Me Me Me!” said Kate.
“Are you sure, Kate?” asked Mrs. Stone, smiling.
Mr. Stone laughed. Kate reached over to fondle his balls and liked the feel of them in her hand. “I never thought I would one day be fondling your balls, Mr. Stone.”
“Jesus,” said Mr. Stone. “Call me Don, and call my wife Sue.”
“I don’t know, Don. I kinda like to call you Mr. Stone, if you get what I mean. It sounds more naughty.”
“If you call me Mrs. Stone now I’m going to feel old. What are we, fifteen years apart? I’m not that old. We could be lesbian lovers if Don ever screws up and I have to dump him.”
“That works both ways, dear. How do you feel about older men, Kate? I’m sixteen years older than you.”
“Maybe I have a thing for older men. I was attracted to you when I was younger and saw you around the club pool. Didn’t you ever notice me flirting with you? Oh, Sorry Sue. But it’s true.”
“No, I get it. Older men. They’re dreamy,” said Mrs. Stone. “Now, are you going to suck his dick or am I?”
“That depends on what Don wants, I suppose,” said Kate. “What’s it to be? You can cum in my mouth, which will be a first for me. I’m not on birth control so you can’t come inside me. I would offer my ass but...”
“Lie down while I think about it,” said Mr. Stone.
“On my tummy or back?”
“Back. And spread your legs please.”
“Yes sir,” said Kate.
Mrs. Stone laid next to Kate and her husband positioned himself over her. “You are pretty Kate, I mean, everywhere.” He bent down to lick her with long, lingering passes. Kate instantly felt revived. Mrs. Stone was now holding her with one arm around Kate’s shoulders while her free hand played with her breasts and nipples.
Mr. Stone entered Kate once more. He moved very slowly, completely withdrawing each time. The tip of his cock stroked her perfectly with each pass. She knew she was going to have another orgasm, and soon. He kept up the slow pace and started to moan, and Kate almost chased his cock each time it withdrew. It was nearly agonizing for her, but it worked the effect he desired, pushing her up to and finally over the edge, her hunger depriving her of patience. She came with what outwardly might have looked like violence but was in fact bliss. Kate went limp, then quickly revived saying, “Now you can cum in my mouth if you’re ready.”
“Kate, are you sure?” asked Sue. “It’s quite a thing when this man erupts.”
“I’m sure. I may as well try everything, right?”
Mr. Stone withdrew for the last time and Kate positioned herself to go down on him. She swallowed as much cock as she could and stroked him with one hand while cupping his balls in the other. As she continued sucking and stroking she sensed his excitement rising into a crescendo, and then his cock pulsed and the rush of his fluid filled her mouth. She swallowed several times to take it all in, but simply couldn’t. There was so much of it. When she released his cock, Mrs. Stone kissed Kate deeply to taste her and her husband’s essence, or what remained of it, and then they both cleaned him up with their tongues, pausing to randomly kiss and laugh. The women then cuddled up under Mr. Stone’s arm, and he caressed them until they all fell asleep.
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