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June 1977
He had never enjoyed waking up with the sun before but then again, Ed thought to himself, he'd never been on vacation before; at least not a real one. He'd gone on trips with his parents and two younger brothers, always the third wheel in the back of the station wagon. This was his first solo trip as an adult and no matter how much his mother might remind him that twenty was hardly an adult, he was still loving every minute of his newly found freedom.
By the second official day of vacation, Ed had decided a few things. First off, sleeping naked was the only way to do it and he didn't really care if Neal, his campus roommate at UIC, got a full view of his cock every once in a while when school was back in session and the two lived together once more. He stretched like a contented cat and looked down at his morning wood with a grin. He could really get used to having alone time.
He began lazily stroking himself, taking his time. Ed closed his eyes and his memory searched for the most familiar images. His best friend's mother was an oldie but a goodie and Karen Nelson's hand had been the first besides his own to touch his cock. Yes, before it was her mouth or later on, her soaking, wet cunt, it had been her hand. It had been so soft and when he closed his eyes, he clearly saw her crimson painted nails and her wedding ring sparkling in the light of the bedroom that she shared with Mr. Nelson. When she had stroked him like that back and forth, her blouse had opened for him and when her breasts came into view, the same breasts that Ed had been trying to peek at ever since he could remember, he'd unloaded with a moan. He had cum so hard in her hand. At that moment, it had seemed like bucket loads of jizz but now as Ed finished up, thighs flexed and toes pointed, he knew it had been just an average first orgasm of the day.
Another decision that Ed had made in the last forty-eight hours was swimming should also be done in the nude. The icy rush of the water had made him tingle with electricity up and down his body yesterday, at least after the first teeth chattering grip of cold had seized his chest. He put on his swim trunks to make the trip from his camper down to the motel pool though. No sense in being caught with his cock and balls out by some early rising housewife.
Only if she were skinny dipping too, Ed chuckled to himself, knowing that if the occasion called for it, he could be horny again already.
Once he was poolside, Ed peeled down his trunks after checking over both shoulders to make sure the coast was clear. The air was still cool. The sun hadn't fully risen to give heat to what promised to be another glorious mid-June day in the Midwest. Over the pool there was a cloud of mist from cool and heat colliding. Yesterday the temperatures had risen to almost 90 and Ed was looking forward to driving the pickup with both windows down and his left arm resting on the door while he got a farmer's tan.
This is the way summer should be celebrated, Ed reminded himself before jumping into the deep end.
After his ice cold, naked swim, which also served as his shower, Ed went back to the camper to finish his new morning routine. He had been smoking pot regularly for almost four years now but it wasn't until this last year in college that he'd truly mastered rolling the perfect joint. This morning, he took care packing his weed, rolling the paper and running his tongue along the edge. The joint and the last can of Budweiser that was left in yesterday's melted ice in the cooler was the beginning of the breakfast of champions.
By the time the dew on the thick grass was sparkling in the sunshine, Ed was in the middle of a mellow buzz. All of the colors were a little more intense and the scent of wet flowers hung a little lower in the air. Even the feel of the clean tee shirt on his skin had more density and every nerve on his body had come alive.
Ed fucking loved smoking grass. No matter what his father said about the evils of marijuana, it couldn't be anything but good to feel like this. He smiled at the world as he drove the green pickup truck through the campground back to the sign on Route 66. He had all the time in the world to get to Santa Monica. He was free for the summer and Ed intended to enjoy every last minute of it.
***
Ed was just a few miles outside of Oklahoma City when he saw the diner's flashing sign, "pancakes" with an arrow. Pancakes, pancakes, he felt as if he were being hypnotized. Ed was almost drooling and suddenly starving. He could picture a stack of them, dripping with butter and syrup and a plateful of crispy bacon to go with. He had learned to go with the munchies, there was no sense fighting it.
He parked at the far end of the lot designated for trucks and campers and headed for the front door. Country music was on the jukebox and Ed thought he definitely was in the south as the waitress behind the counter greeted him. "You by yourself, hun?" she asked while she looked him up and down and cracked her gum.
"Yes ma'am."
"Then sit at the counter, hun," she clicked the long, aquamarine counter with a pointy, hot pink fingernail. He did as he was told and watched the waitress walk away.
She was tall, taller than Ed who was just about six feet. She was tall and lanky and swiftly efficient. When she came back to him with her talons wrapped around the handle of the coffee pot, she grinned and showed a crooked tooth. "Well aren't you the cutest thing ever," she drawled over thing. "You know who you look like?" she asked, popping out one hip. "What's his name," she twisted her mouth to recall, "Han Solo."
Ed was kind of used to it by now. Neal said that all the attention from women had given him a big head but that was just because Neal had no self-confidence at all. Women liked him and it was almost always mutual. "Thanks," Ed said as he leaned in, both elbows on the counter. "Are you still serving pancakes?"
"For you, sugar," the waitress cracked her gum and raised her eyebrows, "anything."
"Then I'll have a stack of pancakes and an order of bacon. Can I get that on the crispy side?"
"Uh huh," she wasn't really paying attention though. "You're not from here, are you?" she asked with a twang.
She wasn't pretty, she was interesting to look at though and Ed thought she probably wasn't much older than him. Her face was hard around the edges, like she spent way too much time worrying. "I'm from Chicago," he told her.
"Oh, from the Windy City," she nodded, scribbling on her pad. "You want coffee with that hun?"
He didn't drink coffee. "No, I'll have chocolate milk though." It sounded delicious and Ed was fairly certain it was the weed talking.
The waitress giggled, "you old enough to be out here by yourself? Chocolate milk." She placed his order on the turnstile and bent down to reach under the counter.
"I'm twenty, I'd say that's old enough," Ed gave her a quick smile. He didn't usually talk much to strangers, living in the city, he had been raised not to. All that quiet time in the truck was nice but now he felt he needed this little bit of companionship. "I'm a sophomore at UIC."
She slid the plastic glass of chocolate milk his way. "What you going to college for?"
"Engineering," Ed told her, even his voice sounded flat and resolute when he said the word.
She wiped and shifted plates of food and dirty dishes in a swaying motion, back and forth. The waitress whistled, "I bet you make a shitload of money doing engineering. Sounds fancy anyway."
He wasn't the only customer at the counter and a fat man with a local accent three barstools down from Ed waved his coffee cup at her. "I hate to interrupt you and your new boyfriend, Charlene, but can I have a refill?"
"Go to hell, Fred," she muttered to the man while pouring his coffee. Her cheeks were pink enough for Ed to know there must be some truth to his statement.
He answered the question. "I don't think it's a shitload of money but it's a pretty good job," at least that was what his parents kept telling him.
As he cut into pancakes, he thought back to the conversation that had prompted the trip. Yes, he knew that he was lucky for his dad to pay for college. Yes, he shouldn't waste the opportunity but fuck, here came the knot in his stomach once more. He didn't want to have to make a commitment to something like that yet. Ed didn't even have a girlfriend yet. Why would he sign away the rest of his life when he couldn't even commit to pussy?
What he really wanted to do was play in his friend Jeff's garage band. They didn't have a solid name yet but after a jam session they'd usually get high and toss around bad ideas like Sneakers or The Three Bears. Ed needed to practice the guitar more but he really liked the idea of playing music and living on the road.
His father hated it. "Don't be ridiculous," he'd snapped after Ed told him his plan of no plan. "It's time you grow up."
His mother had used all three of his names after he'd muttered, "fuck dad," on his way upstairs.
"Edward James Walsh, don't you talk like that about your father," she had tried to just sound mad instead of worried like the lines that drew her eyebrows together said she was. "He just wants what's best for you," she had whispered.
So he was at school but his heart wasn't in it. That's why Ed had determined to squeeze every last drop of joy he could from this road trip. He was taking Route 66 from Chicago all the way to the Pacific. He'd never seen an ocean before and didn't believe his dad that it would look just like Lake Michigan.
"How you doing, hun?" the waitress was back, wiping down the counter with a rag that smelled of bleach.
He was doing amazingly well now that he had nowhere to go and all summer to get there. "Good, thanks Charlene," Ed said with a smile as he pushed his plate away. "Those were great pancakes," they weren't as good as his mom's but he didn't want to think about home anymore.
"Good," Charlene took his syrup sticky plate and deposited it in the brown plastic container under the counter. "You wanna go have a smoke?" Charlene bit her bottom lip, as if she were nervous about his response.
Ed thought it wouldn't take much more than a smoke to get Charlene to go back to the camper with him. Hell, she would most likely fuck him right here in the parking lot, shoes still on and her waitress uniform tucked up above her waist.
Charlene was trouble though, Ed could see it in her eyes. She probably had some big, dumb hillbilly boyfriend that tossed her around on her ass and said he was in love with her. "No, I don't smoke," Ed shook his head and reached into his pocket for some bills. He'd tip her well but he was out of here.
He didn't need any hassles.
***
Ed had plans to stop at the Palo Duro Canyon state park for the night maybe two. So far, Amarillo had a Wild West feel to it and he liked the vibe. It wasn't yet dusk but the sun was definitely melting into the horizon and the light was magic. It was that golden hour when the setting sun and the clouds had bathed everything in a warm, pink glow. The sky looked like a painting and Ed pulled over to properly appreciate it. There was a sign on the side of the road and a worn, brown picnic table that seemed to be for just these kinds of moments. He fetched an ice cold beer from the cooler strapped between the seats and lay on the top of the table, taking it all in.
Being out of the city was beautiful, especially out of the noise and maybe most especially being out of his parents house. With school out for the summer, he had to move from campus back to his old room and Ed hadn't realized until he had laid on the twin mattress how much he'd grown up. It seemed like bunking down with a little kid with the toy cars and the sailboat sheets. It was awkward and damn near impossible to go back to living by the house rules.
He needed to get out.
Ed had just decided that he should roll another joint to enjoy with the last of the sunshine and the drink when he saw them approaching from the right. Two girls, one brunette and the other was a blonde. He was sure that the brunette was fine but he couldn't even really see her for the radiant blonde whose hair had caught fire in the soon to be setting sun and Ed could have sworn she had a halo. "Hey there," the brunette waved at him as if they knew each other, "you're friendly, right?" she asked with a giggle.
The brunette wore a yellow halter top of thin cotton and her hard nipples were clearly discernible through the fabric. She was lean and lanky and her breasts were small and perky. Her thin legs were bare in the worn cut-off shorts. Her hair hung in a braid on the side of her head and teased her shoulder and arm. A striped bag hung over the other shoulder and it seemed like an awful lot of stuff to carry around in the evening heat.
The blonde answered for him, "he's friendly, he's not a psycho killer." She gave him a smirk and Ed thought she might be making fun of him just a little but at the moment, he didn't care. Her long, blonde hair was thick and when she shook it from the back of her neck to her shoulder, he could see the damp tendrils left behind. The denim dress showed her cleavage. The little droplets of sweat that beaded there between her breasts glistened in the light and Ed wanted to taste her there and see if she was salty. The hem of the dress ended mid-thigh and her skin was creamy and he bet she was soft all over. Her eyes were somewhere between blue and green and probably quite mesmerizing all on their own if he wasn't completely drawn in by her mouth.
Her full, pouting lips were the perfect shade of pink. She'd smirked and then she smiled and she seemed to be waiting for him to answer and her lips were just a little puckered. Ed wanted very much to answer, to assure her that yes, yes he was very friendly but he wanted all of that to happen after kissing her.
"You okay?" the blonde asked with one hand on her hip. She wasn't used to being kept waiting and Ed imagined that anyone as beautiful as her didn't have to. If the light around her head was a halo and if the skip in his heartbeat and the throb in his cock were any indication, she had to be an angel.
Ed cleared his throat, "sorry, you startled me. Yes, I'm friendly," he tried to sound casual and hoped that his erection wasn't obvious.
The brunette rushed to him and put her arms around his neck with a whoop. Her hair smelled like fruity shampoo and it was nice enough but he didn't return the hug. His eyes were busy memorizing the blonde. "I'm so glad, we're so done with walking, right Chels?" the brunette asked from the crook of his neck before letting him go. "Chelsea and I are trying to get to this party. It's supposed to be so awesome but we missed our ride and I wanted to hitch but Chels said it's too dangerous and anyone who would give us a ride would be a psycho killer."
There was the backstory and the blonde rolled her eyes. "By the way, I'm Chelsea, and this," Chelsea elbowed her companion, "is Lanie. What's your name?" she wondered, looking Ed dead in the eye.
"Ed," he said but his throat was suddenly dry and no sound came out. He cleared his throat again and said, "Ed. Yeah, sure I'll take you to your party." He'd regret dropping them off somewhere else though, knowing that he'd never see Chelsea again.
She asked, "where are you going?"
He gestured back towards the truck and the camper. "I was just finishing my beer and gonna go down by the state park, to the camping grounds." He could hardly hear a thing except for the blood in his ears as his pulse raced. What was this? Attraction, yes, goddamn attractive but it was something else as well as he let his eyes wander up and down her slender arms and noticed the white down there and bet it would feel like heaven on his fingertips.
"You're camping?" the blonde shrugged. She looked at Lanie and then back at Ed, "got any weed?"
He had a quarter pound of it in the duffel bag. He'd shoveled a lot of driveways and stoops to scrape enough money together to buy it but for her, anything. "Yeah," he sounded sheepish, "you're not cops, right?"
Lanie made a face to say he was crazy. "What? Do we look like cops?"
Chelsea put her hand on Lanie's arm, "Lanie, he's joking," she said in a voice that was almost irritated with her friend. To Ed she said simply, "we'll come with you."
In the pick-up truck, Chelsea sat next to him, between him and Lanie. Ed watched as the girls held hands, fingers interlaced and he wondered if they were nervous. He carefully followed the arrows that pointed to the campground and the road was a little bumpy right before he turned off onto the gravel. There were a couple of other campers in the clearing and Ed chose a spot on the far end, away from wandering eyes.
Once they had opened the camper and Ed started a fire in the pit, the sun had set and to the east there were stars that hung low in an indigo sky. To the west, the deep pink and fiery gold clouds splattered the horizon, the paint speckled remainder of the glorious sunset. Ed laid two blankets on the ground and stretched out after sharing beers with both of the girls.
Lanie sat up and lit the joint that Ed had also shared with them. "It's pretty here," she said before taking a long toke and holding the smoke.
Ed's mind was consumed with the feel of Chelsea's skin on his, one arm and one leg were casually touching his as they lay on the blanket. He had been right, the down on her arm was like velvet and it carried its own intoxication, much more potent than the beer or the weed. "You never come here?" he was talking to Lanie but his eyes were for Chelsea.
Lanie passed him the joint, "maybe once or twice when I was little."
Ed inhaled deeply and felt the smoke chugging up inside of him. As he was about to blow out, he felt Chelsea's hair brush his bicep and felt her shift next to him. Her round, pink mouth was open to accept his smoke inside her mouth. Ed exhaled deeply, never kissing her, never even touching but somehow the act felt even more intimate than a kiss. She was breathing him.
He passed the joint to Chelsea, Their fingers touched and gave him a chill. It was all sensory overload, her scent, something like vanilla, invaded his nostrils, soaked into his skin. "My dad used to take me here to go fishing," Chelsea pulled on the joint, her luscious lips puckered around the paper. "Before he died," she finished, talking without exhaling.
She passed the joint back to Lanie and after the handoff had been made, Chelsea kept her hand on his chest, right at the center. Ed wondered if she could feel how wildly his heart hammered there. "So you're just out here by yourself?" she wondered while her fingers traced a circle and made his cock strum and strain for her hand to move lower.
Ed talked slow, as if forming words were strenuous. "Yup, this is my summer vacation."
Lanie nudged him with the joint once more, "that's fucking cool. We never go anywhere for summer vacation."
Ed was high already but it was on vanilla perfume and her impossible softness. He took another drag and turned, waiting to share it with the blonde. This time she touched his jaw with the tips of her fingernails as he exhaled deeply inside of her. The sensation of her fingers on him sent a ripple through his face and neck.
He was under her spell.
When it was Chelsea's turn to exhale, she sat up. The tumble of her thick, blonde hair almost hid her from view, which would have been a pity if Ed had missed it, he thought. Lanie came close and waited for the pot but this time Chelsea opened her mouth and breathed her smoke into Lanie's mouth. Their lips lingered, touching, something whisper soft, almost just imagination. Lanie had the joint in her right hand as her left hand caressed Chelsea's face. Their tongues touched. Chelsea licked Lanie's upper lip as Lanie sighed deeply.



All the while, the blonde's hand had deftly moved down Ed's chest, past the waistband of his shorts, to firmly fondle his rock hard dick. Ed had wanted to keep quiet, just in case it was an accident and alerting her to it would make her stop but it was impossible. Ed moaned as he watched the two girls kiss.
Lanie brought the joint up to her mouth and inhaled once more. Chelsea asked Ed, "have you ever been with two girls?" as she fondled him. She didn't wait for his answer and when Lanie blew the smoke into Chelsea's mouth, it was a full-on kiss. No tease, no hesitation, the two girls were locked in an embrace that Ed thought might make him cum just watching.
Chelsea removed her hand from his cock and draped both hands around Lanie's neck, untying the string that secured her halter top. With two, quick little movements, Chelsea had removed the yellow fabric and Lanie's small breasts came into view. The blonde bowed her head and caught one of the girl's button nipples between her lips.
While she sucked, Chelsea also managed to move Ed's right hand to Lanie's other breast. Touching her felt delightful and uncertain all at the same time. What were the rules? Would he also get to touch Chelsea's breasts? He was too stoned to answer any of the questions and instead let himself sink into the sensation.
"Do you like Lanie?" Chelsea murmured in between licks.
Ed had either become more comfortable or was too horny to stop himself and his tongue caught the tip of Lanie's nipple. It was large and he could feel the ridges of her flesh and he could hear Lanie whisper, "oh yes," over and over.
"Uh huh," he told Chelsea. The truth was much more complicated though.
"Unbutton my dress, Ed," Chelsea called him by his name for the first time and he wanted to hear her say it over and over. His fingers were nervous and uncoordinated, plus the damn buttons were so tiny. She giggled, laughing at him but didn't offer to help. As the dress opened, the valley between her breasts was revealed and Chelsea had ripe, round breasts. They were high up and her nipples looked to be almost pointing north. What nipples they were, pink rosebuds that he could almost taste as he stared. The pink of her mouth and her flesh had him wondering where else she might be the same shade and his dick needed to know the answer. Her belly was flat and her skin was slick with the sweat from the day. Her panties were white and in the starlight, almost glowed. As the dress fell from her to the blanket below, Ed shuddered as he thought about what lay under those panties.
He'd never wanted to see or touch or taste a pussy this badly and briefly wondered if it was just really good weed. Chelsea lay back on his quilt and beckoned to him with her tiny index finger, "I want to kiss you, Ed," she purred and said his name again and he knew that he wanted to hear her say it when she came.
He pulled the tee shirt off over his head and tossed it into the grass before sinking down to draw her near. Ed's hands were in her hair and he studied her face. The pale moonlight washed her in its luminescence. She was a creature of the forest, almost a fairy, she certainly wasn't like anything that he'd come across in Chicago. Chelsea was of another world, a sprite, maybe a princess, certainly could be a movie star. It came to him all at once, the only other woman on the planet who could have come even close. "You look like Bridget Bardot," he whispered, his lips brushing her plump upper lip.
Her tongue was wet and juicy and traced a line on his bottom mouth as she breathed the question, "who is she?"
"Never mind," he told her as he kissed her this time, a full on kiss without hesitation. Their mouths open and tongues gliding together and apart in a new dance that Ed already knew he'd never tire of doing. Her breath was minty like toothpaste and herbaceous like weed and it was a taste that he gobbled down along with her breath. He wanted all of her.
When he released her mouth, Chelsea smiled, "god, you're a good kisser. Where's your final destination?"
Ed wanted to bury his face in the sheath of her straw colored hair. He wanted to ask if he could slide her panties down, the last barrier between her and glorious nakedness. He wanted to do everything and it had never been this desperate before. It took a minute for the question to register. Oh, right, he was on vacation, the trip of a lifetime; the summer of love. "To Santa Monica, that's where Route 66 ends." He'd explained it to everyone he knew and so far no one else had really cared except that it was a goddamn waste of money and time and he could have been working for Christ's sake. "Maybe I'll head north, up the Pacific coast after that," he shrugged, preparing for Chelsea's ridicule. It wasn't going to make him want her one bit less.
Chelsea's eyes shone, "that's so fucking cool." She grabbed him by his hair and pulled his mouth back down to hers. Her little breathy cries came into him and her tongue surrendered completely to his. Her forearms shook a little as the embrace went on and it was everything Ed had never known he wanted. At least until right that minute.
This time when their mouths parted, the wet, slippery sucking sounds continued and Ed glanced to the right. Lanie had been the one to take Chelsea's panties down and was busily licking her friend between the legs. Chelsea inhaled sharply, clearly enjoying the attention. She asked him in a quivering voice, "you want to have a threesome?"
Ed shook his head no and then yes and he didn't really care if Lanie was there or not. He supposed that a threesome was what he was having right now although truth be told, he only had eyes for Chelsea.
"Come up here, Lanie," Chelsea was in charge of directions and Ed could tell that this wasn't her first anything. "I want to taste that delicious, little cunt of yours," she said in a low voice that took his breath away and when she talked dirty like that, Ed's cock hammered at the front of the shorts, demanding to see her mouth immediately. "I want Ed to go down on me."
He watched as Lanie slid up into position, her open thighs blocking his view of Chelsea's face. Lanie's slender hips rolled and bucked and her arms were awash with moonlight as she threw them up in the air.
Ed took his shorts off and freed his cock before settling between Chelsea's thighs. She was creamy and sweet there, oh so soft, and her crevice was sweltering, hot and slippery wet. Ed ran his thumb up and down the line between her small, bare lips and bowed his head to take in the scent. She smelled like saltwater taffy and bubble bath and when his tongue found her clit, her inner thighs shivered.
The sounds of Lanie's ecstasy drowned out Ed's own cries which were muffled by Chelsea's perfect pussy. He buried his face there. He lapped her petals apart with his tongue and swirled the tip of his greedy tongue around her throbbing clitoris, dragging his tongue back down to her sweet entry, just to start again. She tasted sweet, she tasted necessary. Ed thought that she tasted like the first and the last and Ed wasn't sure if he wouldn't just explode all over the blanket without her even seeing his cock. Licking her was almost too much just on it's own.
Chelsea locked her thighs around his shoulders, whatever sounds she made were lost on Lanie's snatch but he felt the roll of thunder through Chelsea's hips as he lapped and sucked on her erect, little bud. He devoured her then, desperate to drink from her. Ed lost all control and gulped her down in pants and howls and wondered if he might not drown when her orgasm began.
It started with her feet on his back, tapping uncontrollably, followed by her bottom pushing up, fucking his face almost violently as the climax continued. She squirted and when the delicious stream began, at first, just for a moment, Ed thought it was piss and never hesitated to swallow it anyway. It was delicious regardless but this was sheer ecstasy bursting forth from her core, a fountain of her deliciousness, a fountain just for him.
Ed washed his face in her juices and felt it run in little rivulets down his chin to his neck. He was coated in her, covered and marked and once the river had diminished to just droplets, he was breathless as he sank, face first, into the blanket. "Oh my god," it was Ed's thoughts but Chelsea's voice, her shaking voice to match her shaking thighs. "Oh my god, come up here," she called to him and Ed crawled up the blanket to collapse with his face in her neck. Her hair was a pillow and with their kiss, she tasted herself and he tasted her friend and nothing mattered other than it was Chelsea.
Chelsea touched his face and her eyes were smiling. The fire made shadows along her cheek and her mouth was cast in light. "You are so handsome," it sounded like she was as in awe of him as he was of her but Ed decided that wasn't possible. "Your dark hair and your blue eyes," she pressed two or three soft kisses to his mouth, inhaling the scent of herself there, "and no one's ever made me cum like that before."
Lanie rolled over as if she'd just woken up from a sound sleep, "that was so hot guys."
Chelsea's eyes were on him and Ed felt that she could see right through him. There were absolutely no secrets from this girl. "You ready for more?" he asked, hoping that she said yes but even if it was no, it had still been the most intense experience of his life.
"Yes please," the blonde murmured and he felt the tremor of anticipation run through her body as their skin pressed together. Ed moved back down, between her legs, picked up Chelsea's small feet and softly kissed the tips of her two big toes before depositing them on his pecs. "God, you're fucking gorgeous," Chelsea whispered, her calves trembling as he began to stroke his cock for her. On his knees, his hand around his dick, it had never felt so huge. He might just tear her in two and his balls craved release.
"Yeah, you really are," Lanie seconded that and Ed watched in his peripheral as Lanie touched herself and watched.
He eased himself in, just the head of his cock at first and Chelsea purred like a contented kitten. "More, give me more, Ed," she moved her hips for him, never taking her eyes off his.
He gave her more. Slowly Ed thrust about halfway inside. Chelsea was tight, perfectly slippery wet and tight and she clenched around him and drew him inside. She couldn't be a virgin, not when she was so comfortable with sex, out here in the open but she felt like it was the first time. She was satin and silk on his throbbing cock, opening up just for him. "Yes, just like that," she whimpered, moving with him, her pussy beckoning to him for more. "More, Ed, I want it all," she called to him.
He couldn't refuse. Ed thrust harder this time, his whole pelvis moving and he was balls deep inside her innocent, little angel pussy. On his knees, he drove to her depths, back and forth, grinding inside the beautiful blonde whose whole body quivered with each thrust. "Oh yeah, give me some of that," Lanie grabbed for his left hand and rubbed her sticky snatch in his palm.
His eyes never left Chelsea's face. Her mouth was open and soundless as her hips pushed and her lovely bottom bounced under him as the fucked in perfect tempo. Her pussy was tighter than his hand, tighter and wetter than a mouth, anything ever before really, even his imagination. There was only one explanation really. She must be made for him.
Still, Lanie's dripping cunt was hot and she was insistently grinding him with her mound. Fuck it, Ed thought, as he pushed two fingers of his left hand to her depths, but the cock, that was for Chelsea and probably always would be.
Chelsea's breath came in sharp gasps as he plowed her, harder, faster. Ed gripped her thigh with his right hand as he finger fucked Lanie with the left. His blonde, his beautiful blonde reached for his forearm and dug her nails in as her pussy quivered. "God, Ed, Ed, I'm gonna cum," Chelsea might have only mouthed the words, but it didn't matter, he knew her. He knew all of her, inside and out and his balls were drawn up, hot and tight and overflowing with the orgasm that had been building up forever for her.
Just her, just Chelsea.
Ed threw his head back and let out a howl as he met her orgasm with his own. Thick ropes of cum burst from the very bottom of him and spasm after spasm, he filled her. His thighs clenched, he bit his lip hard to keep back a growl but was unsuccessful. This was the way animals in heat rutted, there was no stopping this.
He shook as the last of his thunderous climax tore from his body. Weak and spent, Ed stopped moving when her feet stopped tapping on his chest. He sank to the blanket, to her arms, to her scent, to her sweaty limbs, to the warm pillow of her flaxen hair. Their mouths met and were instantly insatiable and sealed together, as if they'd been kissing all their lives, as if it was meant to be.
His left hand had slipped from inside Lanie long before she came. Ed wrapped both hands around Chelsea's round bottom and drew her to his heart, which was still pounding so fast that he could feel the reverberation.
Lanie sounded far away when she spoke in her sing-song voice, "we should smoke some more."
Ed felt certain that Chelsea could hardly hear her friend either. Lanie was a million miles away and Chelsea was as lost in his eyes as he was in hers. Her heavy lids, her thick, black lashes, her languid expression, her limbs wound around his body, she was his.
Ed's final coherent thought was that they would sleep naked out here under the stars, just like Adam and Eve. He fell asleep somewhere between two kisses and drifted off thinking that the sound of her breath reminded him of the sound of the ocean that he hadn't seen yet.
***
His erection woke him up every bit as much as the sound of birds. Ed was pressed against her flesh, every inch of his body entwined with softness but it took a few minutes for it to come back. The where and the what and the how were all a little sparse on details but he had dreamt of the who and that was immediately clear.
Chelsea was real, he realized it wasn't just a dream. She was in his arms, her back to him, her small, curvy bottom brushed the head of his cock and her legs were tangled with his. Ed had never woken up with a girl before and he nestled closer, his face lost in the nest of her blonde hair. He listened to her breathe and his right hand moved under the crease of her breast, sliding up to her rosebud nipple.
He hadn't spent any time on her nipples last night, absolutely none and it was a damn shame. Ed hoped that he'd get a chance to make it up to her this morning. The head of his dick was hot and he dripped on her cheek as she wiggled and turned.
Chelsea was awake. He discovered that her eyes were more green than blue and she hadn't been wearing lipstick last night, that pink hue was just the natural color of the most beautiful mouth he'd ever seen. "Good morning," she greeted him quietly. "This is nice, naked all night with you."
"Outside and everything," Ed wondered if anyone else were up yet, if anyone would spy the threesome with clothes scattered on the ground outside the camper that no one had used. Speaking of threesomes, when he looked over his shoulder, he realized that Lanie was nowhere to be seen. "What happened to your friend?"
Chelsea teased him, "why? You miss her already?"
She'd just been a distraction and Ed wondered if threesomes were all that they were cracked up to be. "No, just wondering where she went."
Chelsea kissed his bottom lip and whispered, "she still wanted to go to that party last night. She used the payphone to call some guy she knows. You didn't hear his car?"
Ed hadn't heard a thing but Chelsea's pulse in her throat. "No, I must have been tired," he grabbed her and pushed his pulsing dick between her cheeks, "I wonder why."
The blonde giggled, "yeah, Lanie left and I told her I wasn't coming."
She was beautiful in the morning. She was beautiful in the sunset. Chelsea was perfect and every inch of her glowed in the early morning light and Ed wondered if she would taste of sex. "Why didn't you go?" he wondered. The party had been the whole reason for the girls to approach him.
"I'm gonna go with you," she kissed where his jaw met his neck, "I'm gonna go with you to California."
Ed couldn't hide his smile, he was sure it was a smile that radiated from his eyes, from his very soul. "You sure you want to do that?" he asked, hoping that he wasn't so stupid as to talk her out of it.
They were still naked and the sun was up high enough to light their skin. Chelsea hadn't given a thought to clothes but rolled over to face him and clasped the head of his cock in her small hand. "I'm sure I want to do that," she shook her head in agreement. "There's something else I want to do too," and with a roll of her hips, the blonde had taken the first half of his flailing dick inside her candy sweet pussy once more.
She was even tighter this morning, tighter and hornier and when she wrapped her legs around his torso, Chelsea asked in a breathless little voice that made him ache, "fuck me, please?"
As if she ever had to ask.
***
They didn't make very good time to Santa Monica. By Ed's initial calculations, they were at least three days later than he had planned. Of course, those were three days that they hadn't gotten out of bed so they were very well spent.
The Pacific was nothing like Lake Michigan and Ed tried to explain that to his mother on the pay phone when he called. The California air was different, the breeze carried nothing of the weight of the Windy City. It tasted like freedom here. Plus there was a beautiful, blonde girl sitting in the cab of his truck. Her hair was in pigtails today, something that Ed never knew that he really liked until he saw them on her. Chelsea watched him talk to his mother and Ed waved and blew her a kiss.
"So when are you coming home?" his mother wanted to know. "If you're back next week, I'll order the cake you like for the Richardson's barbecue."
"It won't be next week," Ed wasn't really ready to say the word never in this conversation. He was pretty sure that he didn't have enough quarters.
"Really?" she sounded disappointed and the volume was going up. If she got too loud then his father would get on the phone and that would turn into some full blown bullshit argument that he was not high enough to deal with right now.
Ed kept his voice steady and calm. "It's still June, Mom. School isn't back until after Labor Day."
The thought hadn't crossed her mind. "You...you mean that you're going to be gone all summer?" she sounded so shrill.
Chelsea was making faces at him, sticking her tongue out at him and cracking up laughing. Her phone call home hadn't been more than two minutes. Her mother was out drinking, the aunt had answered and didn't seem to have noticed that Chelsea was even gone. Ed tried not to laugh, laughing right now would just make his mother lose her mind. "That's kind of the idea, Mom." he affirmed. None of them had really thought he was going to follow through with this plan. "We're in Santa Monica and now I think we're going to head up to Washington State."
"Who's "we", Edward?" she used his full name, which was never good.
We was only and always him and Chelsea. It didn't matter that they were quite often with another girl or maybe two. The blonde girl of his dreams liked to eat pussy, he could deal with that. Hell, Ed had a new found love for eating pussy so he felt that gave them something in common. After only a week in her presence, Ed wasn't sure if he could picture life without her. "No "we" Mom," he lied, "I meant me."
"He said "we". He's in California with some girl," his mother was busy ratting him out to his dad. "Edward, your father wants to talk to you," she was pulling out the big guns.



The operator asked for an additional twenty-five cents and Ed hollered into the receiver, "sorry Mom, the phone wants more money. I'll call you in a few days," before hanging up.
When he got back to the truck, Chelsea kissed him like he'd been gone for days. "Your parents okay?" she asked in a concerned voice. She already seemed to know him much better than anyone else he'd ever met.
"They'll be fine," Ed shrugged, and really it didn't matter if they approved of her or the trip or anything else. "So did you figure out the map?" he asked with a kiss to her forehead and a hand on one of her pigtails, curling her blonde hair around his finger.
"I think so," she suddenly looked somber. Her little brows were crinkled together, "are you sure you want me to come? I mean, I don't want to be a problem."
Ed scooped her from the seat and settled her on his lap, The big, black steering wheel was against her back. The hot pink shorts she was wearing today were a constant boner and the white tank top was tight and kept her areolas in view. Even though they had made love twice today, Ed could go twice more. He was insatiable.
"You'll never be a problem, Chelsea," he let his hands run over her bottom as he clamped her closer to his cock. There was so much more to say but he wasn't sure if this were the right time.
"Good, because I really love you, Ed," that sticky sweet, little girl voice made him ache. Ed thought he could cum just hearing her talk like that, whispering it in his ear.
It was more important than just one more way she was a perpetual cocktease though. She had read his mind, something that she seemed to be scarily good at.
He moved his hands off her ass. It seemed inappropriate at a sacred moment like this. Their fingers touching, woven together, her hands were so little in his. He looked her in the eye as he finally found exactly what he'd wanted to say since the first time she sat in the truck next to him. "I love you too, Chelsea."
Later that evening, they watched the sunset at the beach wrapped in the blanket that they had first made love on. The air had a chill to it which had created a mist over the ocean. It was still hot as far as Ed was concerned. The Chicago winters had made him immune but Chelsea held her legs with her arms and made herself into a ball. "You cold?" he asked, running his fingertips down one bare shin, "we can go inside the camper."
"No, I like it out here," the wind was in her hair, the light from the last of the setting sun made shadows that danced across her face. Ed wondered how he could ever memorize every little bit of her. "Play your guitar for me," his blonde twisted her cute button mouth into a pink bow.
That's right, the guitar. His big dream of running away with the band had recently gotten more complicated. "You really want me to?" Ed was suddenly shy. "I mean, I'm not really that good."
"I bet you are," she had him locked in her gaze with the mostly green, sometimes blue eyes that drew him to her like a magnet.
Ed opened the camper and grabbed the handle of his used six string. It had been a few days, he hadn't even really thought of the guitar since he'd met Chelsea. He hadn't thought of anything since he'd met her. Not about the guitar, not about going home, not about going anywhere, but he'd have to think about it at some point, wouldn't he?
He sat back down on the sand and strummed a few chords. Ed had always thought that if he could write just one really kick ass song that it would be fate. Then he'd have to drop out of school. It would be foolish not to.
Staring at her blonde hair blowing in the wind, Ed realized that if he wasn't inspired to write about her that he should really just stick to structural engineering. It was just that simple.
Here went nothing.
***
June 1979
They weren't going to make good time, not on this trip. Ed had known it when they left at the crack of dawn from their studio apartment in Rogers Park. Chelsea swore that they'd be fine, she'd be fine, nothing would be different at all. Ed had only nodded and kissed her forehead as he usually did when he couldn't think of what to say to his blonde bride.
But how could anything be the same when she was nine months pregnant?
"Really, honey, we don't have to stop for the night," Chelsea was still trying to convince him as he turned onto the gravel road. The good people of Elsberry had told him, on one of their many pit stops for the bathroom, that a nice couple rented out cabins here and it seemed just as good a place as any to sleep.
Ed parked the Oldsmobile Cutlass outside cabin number 6 and took her tiny hand in his for a moment. He kissed her knuckles and noticed for the hundredth time, maybe the thousandth, that she still wasn't wearing the gold band that he'd bought her. Sure, she used the excuse that her fingers were swollen but she hadn't worn it before either. Chelsea had balked at the ring from the very beginning, telling him with her chin out that it was a symbol of ownership. As if anyone could own her, Ed smiled to himself. "I know we don't have to Chels," he told her between little pecks, "but we were both up early. Maybe we'll just take a little nap and go into town for dinner?"
It wasn't going to be camping this time. First of all, Ed had sold the truck and the camper before Christmas when Chelsea had finally admitted that she'd skipped two periods in a row. Second of all, it wasn't going to be for the summer either. Ed had eight days until he had to get back to his summer job holding a flag for the construction workers who were laying asphalt on the Eisenhower. It was a good job and he couldn't complain, at least not out loud. It was union pay and union benefits and with his new wife about to give birth, Ed needed both.
He exited the driver's side of the car and swung the heavy door shut behind him. The car was sturdy, he'd give it that. His dad had told him it would be a good family car and Ed was on the brink of becoming a family man. He opened the passenger door for Chelsea and watched as she swung her bare legs out of the vehicle. Her dress was short and flowy and covered in pink flowers and Ed knew from her close proximity in the front seat that his wife's panties were wet underneath.
Chelsea had to take his hand to get to her feet. Her belly was enormous but that hadn't changed a thing for her. "Go to town, get some dinner," she winked at him, "maybe a nice girl or two from town."
Pregnancy had done nothing to change Chelsea's sex drive. She was insatiable, sometimes Ed just hoped that he could keep up. "Babe, you sure that's a good idea?" he couldn't help but worry just a little. She was due in two weeks, what if something happened?
Chelsea gave him a devilish grin, "I think it's a fabulous idea. I won't be able to have sex for a month after the baby comes. A whole month, Mr.," she stepped inside the cabin. Chelsea sauntered toward the saggy mattress in the middle of the room. "A whole month and you'll be wishing that you'd fucked a few more girls on this trip."
Ed shook his head. No, he wouldn't wish that, not now and not ever. He loved that she was so wild and untamed. He loved watching her in the throes of another woman's embrace but no matter what occurred in their bed, Ed was only for her. It wasn't something that he said out loud though, it was too traditional for his wife. He sat down next to her and kicked off his sandals. With his right arm around her shoulders and his left hand on her belly, he felt his child kick and then roll. "How's my baby?" he let his hand roam from her belly down to cup her mound through the dress and panties.
His right hand moved from her shoulders to her left breast and Chelsea's head went back, her mouth open. "God, yes, Ed. I'm so horny," his blonde wife whispered as she opened her thighs to give him easy access. She was aching, he could feel her clitoris through the gauzy fabric of her panties, erect and begging for attention.
"I know you are," Ed continued the gentle, back and forth rhythm. Over the last two years, he'd learned how to satisfy her with just his fingers and now it was a matter of pride as well as practicality. Sometimes after a full day of classes and a ten hour shift at the grocery store, or now on the road crew, his cock was too fast to satisfy her. Chelsea needed his mouth and his hands and if she only knew that every inch of him wanted to be for her pleasure.
Chelsea had begun to move her hips to his tempo. "Oh god, Ed, you're so good at that. My milk must be coming in," she shivered as his fingers traced her large nipples through the front of the dress. "My nipples are so sensitive, baby," she cooed. Still, she had more to say about their current circumstances. "You know, nothing's going to change after the baby," she said and then moaned and arched her back a little. Her panties were soaked through and Ed loved feeling her wetness all over him.
"Uh huh," he agreed out loud although he didn't in his head. Ed slipped his fingers over the waistband of her panties and made a hungry noise as he felt her soapy, hot pussy. Her lips were so swollen and open, inviting him right inside, begging for him.
"I mean, I know it's tough right now, with finishing school and both of us working different hours," Chelsea had insisted that she'd work right up to the end at the coffee shop. When her boss sent her home last Friday, he told her not to come back until after the baby came. She had been pissed even though Ed had been begging her to quit for weeks now.
"Uh huh," Ed throbbed in his Levis. His cock could never get enough of her and was jealous that his fingers, his index and middle, had slid inside her hungry entry already.
Chelsea whispered, "oh god," in a husky voice and pushed back onto his fingers. "We're still going to fuck all the time," she panted, "we're still going to have an open marriage. We're still going to be free, baby," she was already so close to an orgasm. It was still surprising how quickly she was aroused and today she was absolutely sloppy wet. His fingers made loud, squishy noises in and out of her and the comforter was already soaked through.
"I know, Chels," Ed whispered as he picked up the pace. He didn't know, not really, how they were going to do any of it, not with a baby around. He did know that she wasn't really trying to convince him anyway, she needed to convince herself.
She quivered, bit her lip and rutted like an animal in heat on his fingers. Chelsea fucked him back faster and faster and the grunts from her belly were about to erupt into a full-blown scream of ecstasy. He thought she was there when she whinnied, "and one day you'll be able to start your own band, honey. I believe in you."
Ed didn't have time to consider the weight of what she said before the orgasm began to rock her body. "Oh God, Ed, my Eddie, oh my love," she murmured, staring up at him as his fingers had their way with her perfect pussy. She gushed, it was an absolute flood of her juices and Ed thought for a moment that he'd like to be doing this while she laid down, naked and he tested that theory about her milk coming in.
Fingering her and drinking her milk, every hair on the back of his neck stood up at just the thought. He'd like to be covered in her sweetness.
Instead of her usual sigh and a shudder that would run down her body from head to toe, which was the usual response that Chelsea had to her first orgasm of many, his wife gripped his hand. "Oh fuck," she breathed hard, "oh fuck, that hurts."
He panicked, "it hurts? Honey, what's wrong?" Ed's heart raced, here they were in the middle of nowhere and something was happening. He knew they shouldn't have left. There were plenty of good hospitals in Chicago. Dammit he shouldn't have listened to her.
Chelsea made two little fists with her hands and shook as something held her body in its grip. When she gasped and let go, she gave him the sigh of relief. "Wow, I don't know what that was," she shook her head, "sorry to rain on your parade, Ed."
Ed realized that she meant it, literally.
There was a rush of fluid down the bed, as if it was pouring from her, as if she were a bucket that had been left under the spigot for too long. The liquid ran from between her legs and rained down the comforter and trickled to the floor in puddles.
"Fuck, Chels, we gotta go to the hospital," he was out of breath and he wanted to panic but instead just rose from the sopping mattress and grabbed the keys for the Buick. Once they were in his jeans pocket, he picked up his wife and began to carry her to the car. There was no time to watch her try to do it herself.
Chelsea tightened up in his arms and the pain must be coming again because she didn't try to punch him or tell him in a small, ferocious voice to put her down. Instead, she just wailed, "fuck, the baby can't be born in fucking Missouri!"
Two hours later, his daughter proved his wife wrong for the first time. Ed could tell by her determined grip around his finger though that it definitely wouldn't be the last.
***
June, 1999
For the last eight years, whenever Heather called Ed at work, it was never good. It was a good thing that Dorothy, his secretary, had raised a brood of five girls so she understood why sometimes he was scared to take a teenage girl's calls. Dorothy made a face and nodded at the blinking light on the phone, "she sounds strange, Ed."
Ed sat heavy in the chair and exhaled as if he were exhausted. Actually he was. Give him a grueling week at C.E. Anderson, hell give him two, but talking to Heather for five minutes was almost always a bigger hassle. He stared at the blinking light for a while. Sometimes when he made her wait, she hung up. "What do you mean, strange?" he asked Dorothy.
She shrugged, who really knew teenage girls? Correction, today was her birthday, she was twenty. She was officially no longer a teenager but he bet this call was some more of her high strung bullshit. He was so glad that his other three children were boys. "Strange, like quiet, not hysterical but serious," Dorothy was trying to help. He knew that sometimes his secretary fielded his daughter's calls and didn't even involve him and for that, Ed knew she deserved a raise.
"Okay, fuck it," Ed muttered to himself before pressing the flashing button. She wasn't going to hang up and if she was pissed off this early on her birthday then all of the plans might change depending on her whim. "Hey, honey, what's up?" he asked in a jovial tone, hoping that Dorothy might have meant strange as in it was strange that his daughter was so happy for once.
"I'm moving out," Heather said in a matter-of-fact tone. No tears, no hysterics, just a flat statement of what was.
Her mother must have really gotten to her, Ed thought to himself. Why, oh why, were the two women in his life constantly at each other's throats? He had a couple of theories but neither were going to solve anything and he usually just chewed them over in the evening by himself with two fingers of whiskey. For a long while, he'd blamed puberty but the boys weren't that far behind and not a peep. "What's wrong this time, honey?" he asked, immediately regretting the use of this time. He'd learned not to suggest that she was always upset, he was supposed to pretend that she was a ray of sunshine.
"Your wife," it was what Heather called her mother that when she was angry with Chelsea.
"What did your mother do?" Ed was almost afraid to ask.
"Kissed Emily," Heather reported with no inflection in her voice whatsoever. She had sounded like this the day that they put the dog down. When she was devastated, his daughter turned into an icicle.
Emily was Heather's best friend. The two were practically inseparable and sometimes Ed felt as if he had two daughters and should get some credit from the neighbors for bringing Emily with them everywhere. "When you say kissed, honey, like she hugged and kissed Emily goodbye?" Ed knew exactly what Heather meant though. He should have seen it coming. Those long side glances at the neighbor girl. His wife always asking Heather if her friend wanted to spend the night and giggled with Emily as if they were girlfriends. Ed watched the three of them sitting under a blanket together not that long ago with Chelsea in the middle and it had crossed his mind that his beautiful bride might be seeking her illicit thrills under said blanket.
The problem was Emily was a ravishing, little beauty. She looked like Snow White, in a perverted, x-rated way. She was a month older than Heather but she'd had the body of a twenty year old ever since they'd moved to the house in Park Ridge. Even Ed had masturbated to Emily's voluptuous bottom peeking out at him from the bottom of her swimsuit and he usually left those types of daydreams for his better half. His daughter interrupted his hazy daydream of Emily in their backyard, the water streaming down the back of her creamy thighs, water he'd like to lick off her slowly. "No, Dad, I mean kissed Emily, like a lesbo kiss. And it's not the first time, she told me."
Ed made a face and was glad that this conversation wasn't in person. It was a face that said everything. Yes of course Chelsea kissed her and of course it wasn't the first time and of course, his wife probably didn't just kiss her either, at least not just on the mouth. He wondered if Chelsea had already made love with the ripe, dark-haired beauty and he thought of all the escapades that they had shared in the past, why was she hiding this one? Maybe because she knew that Ed actually wanted this girl.
"Well, you can't just move out, honey," Ed needed to diffuse the situation and decided to be practical. "You don't have a job, you can't really pay any bills," he was the voice of reason that his father had been so many years ago. "Why don't we all sit down tonight and talk about this?"
"No, Dad," Heather was as stubborn as Chelsea and always had been, maybe even more stubborn. "It's already done. I already called Grandma and she said yes. I'm staying with her the rest of the summer."
He wondered just how much of the story his daughter had delighted in telling his mother. Shit, well there were upsides to this, as embarrassing as it was to have Heather air their dirty laundry. Without Heather in the house maybe his wife would return to her past softness and light. Maybe with just the boys around, they could even get away for a few days. Jake, Chris and Evan just needed food, the rest was on autopilot.
Fuck it, maybe he and Chelsea could go on their almost permanently put on hold road trip that they had put off for so long that neither of them could really reliably remember the plan. He hoped that he sounded sufficiently sad and disappointed when he asked, "you're not even going to be home for your birthday tonight, Heather?"
"I'm having my birthday, just at Gram's house," his daughter was rubbing it in, using that imperious tone that made him want to shout at her like her precious Gram used to do with him.
He was going to lie, which Ed wasn't fond of but lately, he'd found with both Heather and Chelsea, it was a matter of survival. "Well, we're going to miss you, sweetheart."
***
None of the lights were on downstairs when Ed got home at 5:50 p.m. like he had every night for at least ten years. With four children, the house was never silent. Back when they'd first moved in and Chelsea and Heather hadn't declared war yet, it was almost always a house of laughter.
Not so much lately, but still, it was never a house of silence. Ed called out, "hey guys, I'm home." Nothing. Not only was there not a light on but there was nothing cooking on the stove. There was no cake on the counter, no decorations up outside. She really must have gone through with it.
Ed left his briefcase at the bottom of the stairs and slipped off his loafers. If he had the house to himself tonight, he absolutely wouldn't mind kicking back in the recliner in the family room. He would order a pizza and have a few beers and maybe right before he passed out like that, he would have figured out what to do to patch things up.



Chelsea startled him. She hadn't made a peep and when he opened the door to their bedroom and flicked on the light switch, the last thing that he'd expected was his wife to be lying face down in the middle of their bed. "Chelsea?" Ed plopped down on the mattress, suddenly exhausted. "Hon, what happened?" Might as well get it over with, it wasn't going away.
"How did I get to be this old?" she asked in a small voice that was far away.
Could it really just be because Chelsea just turned 40? Ed hadn't really given the birthday another thought two years ago but then again, as he imagined that she would remind him, he was a man and these kinds of things were different for women. "Honey, you're still the most beautiful girl in the world," and she was and Ed knew that others would agree with him. He lay next to her and kissed the back of her head through her thick, blonde waves. Chelsea still turned heads everywhere they went and Ed knew that still meant something to her.
Chelsea raised her head and sniffed. Her mascara and eyeliner had run down her cheeks and her lip gloss was all over her chin. She was a mess, with puffy, bloodshot eyes and Ed thought she must have spent the majority of the day crying. "No, I don't just mean that, Ed. I mean how did I get to be this old and I never did anything I said I was going to do?"
Ed stroked her hair, he needed to calm the beast inside. "Honey, now that the kids are all in school, you can do whatever you want. Weren't you talking about taking art classes this summer?" Chelsea had talent. He'd seen her paintings, the ones that she had lived for back when she was barefoot and pregnant with Heather. She'd be a paint-covered mess when he came home and somehow, it hadn't mattered one bit. He would collapse on the lime green sofa from the second hand store and Chelsea would jump into his lap and cover his face with kisses. After they made love, she'd tell him about her painting and he'd stand back and stare, in awe, with her as much as her work.
Fast forward to this Chelsea with a red, raw nose that was running. "Yeah, I was except then I checked and all of the students are like Heather's age. I'm an old has-been Ed."
"That's not true," Ed flipped her hair over her shoulder. "You're a great wife," he winced as soon as the words came out. He should have started with something else.
She scowled, "yeah, sure."
"You are," he continued, "a great wife and you're a wonderful mother." Ed was about to say something about her cooking which was amazing now compared to what it used to be when Chelsea interrupted.
"Yeah, I'm a great mother," her arms were wrapped tightly around herself, "our daughter just moved out, Ed. Why does she hate me?" she wailed.
"You did kiss Emily, sweetheart," Ed reminded her gently. "You had to know that Heather would take that hard if she found out."
"Why is everything about her?" Chelsea's voice raised to a sharp pitch. "That has nothing to do with Heather. I did it for you, Jesus Christ, Ed."
Now it was his fault? "Chels, what the hell are you talking about?" In almost twenty-one years of marriage, Ed had raised his voice to her a total of three times and it seemed like tonight might just be the fourth.
"Emily, I see the way you look at her." Chelsea shook her head as if she were just accepting the inevitable. Her green-blue eyes were wet and rimmed in the leftover make-up smudges and Ed wanted to kiss her. He couldn't help himself.
"I look at her?" Ed sounded incredulous but Ed did, he always had. He felt like he was just in good company because every other dad on their block did as well.
Chelsea whispered, "yes, you look at her and I just don't want you to be bored with me, Ed. I mean," she laughed but it was more like a cough and definitely wasn't from anything funny, "look at me. I'm fucking 40 years old. I'm a housewife in the suburbs, Ed. I'm not even a good housewife."
Dammit, nothing could just be easy with Chelsea, could it? "Well as much as I appreciate that, I'm definitely not bored with you," Ed cupped her face in his hands. "Being a housewife in the suburbs isn't so bad Chels, there are worse things you could be. And Heather should spend the summer with my mother, it'll teach them both a lesson."
His wife sniffed once more, "you're not bored with me?"
Ed kissed her softly, just a brush of the lips, a whisper, the kind of kiss that he'd like to place on her pussy if she let him with her face looking like that. "Never, my love," he assured her.
"But remember all of our promises from when we first met? I was going to paint, you were going to start the band up again. I kind of thought we'd just raise the kids on the road," she let out an exhausted sigh.
Only Chelsea would think that would have been a better life. Ed laughed, "we have four kids, honey. How were we going to feed them on the road? It sounds great but darling, we had to grow up."
It was almost as if it had just occurred to Chelsea. He could tell she was contemplating it with her twisted, little pink bow of a mouth. "Fuck," she whispered in defeat, "I guess we did."
Ed tucked her into his arms and placed Chelsea's head on his chest, in their familiar sleeping position. "And no amount of threesomes is going to change that, babe," he said as he closed his eyes. Maybe they could order pizza now.
Chelsea had other ideas, "well, but plans have already been made."
"Like what?" Ed half sat up.
"Heather's moved out and the boys are at Dick and RaeAnn's pool party for the night." Chelsea bit her bottom lip and raised her eyebrows, as if waiting to hear him whoop and holler. "Surprise!"
"Chels, this is a terrible idea," he told her in a stern voice and hoped that his beautiful, blonde wife didn't run her hand down from his chest, over his belly, past his belt buckle, to his crotch. Then she'd discover that his cock thought it was a wonderful idea and couldn't wait to come out and play with Emily.
"Come on, please," Chelsea threw in the please and fluttered her long eyelashes at him flirtatiously and Ed knew, even after all this time, he was no match for her.
***
It was going to be a scorcher, Ed thought to himself as he stepped outside to grab the Tribune from the bushes. The thermometer said it was seventy-five at 8 in the morning. He smiled and tried to remember the last time that he was just getting out of bed this late. It was too far back to even remember.
He measured out coffee grounds and dumped them in the filter in the Mr. Coffee and pressed the red start button. Since Chelsea was still dead to the world, he was going to place a cup under the spout and take the first, brutally strong cup now instead of waiting. She hated when he did that but he'd make it up to her with breakfast.
Ed sat at the breakfast bar and smelled the pussy scent that was radiating from his slightly sticky skin. If he wasn't wearing the bathrobe, if he were still naked, he'd look down and see the remainders of last night's debauchery on his cock and balls.
Emily had worn her hair in pigtails and he knew then that Chelsea had coached her. Pigtails and cutoff denim shorts and a white tank top, some of the items that Ed had fetishized over the years and only one other person on earth knew that. Once she was naked, the twenty-year-old girl sitting on the edge of the bed was enough to knock the wind out of him. She was even hotter than the neighborhood dads had imagined that she was.
"I've always had a crush on you, Mr. Walsh," she had told him in that breathy, little girl voice that shouldn't be so sexy but it was.
Emily calling him Mr. Walsh had made his cock leak and flail in his pants. It was so damn perverted that he had been like this, with his daughter's best friend. All the sleepovers, all of the innocent hugs, all of the long, lingering looks that he had always imagined had gone unnoticed. The fact that his wife had also been naked and sitting next to Emily on the bed made it much more perverted though.
Ed had finished his first cup of coffee and decided to start on his second seeing as it was a quarter to nine. Breakfast in the Walsh household was usually whatever cereal you could get your hands on and sometimes leftovers from the night before. This morning seemed decadent, being in a robe and basking in the silence and this called for bacon and eggs. Hell, maybe even pancakes. Ed rummaged through the pantry and found pancake mix, he didn't know how to make them from scratch but he could figure out the mix. His stomach rumbled now just thinking about butter and syrup dripping down a stack of pancakes.
Ed was starving. He had really exerted himself last night.
He had stood at the foot of the bed and watched the dark-haired beauty unzip him. It should have been so wrong for a girl that reminded him of a Disney princess to be licking the head of his cock like she was. Fuck, it was wrong, Ed remembered thinking, but that didn't mean he was going to stop this. But he did stop it, at least he had stopped her, from making him cum in her gorgeous, round mouth. At 42 he had to pace himself.
Besides, what he had been wanting to do for far longer than he'd ever dare to admit was use his tongue on Emily. On his knees, he had set the girl's feet on his shoulders, bowed his head and just for a moment, looked up to meet Chelsea's heated gaze. Usually when another girl joined them in bed, Ed was mostly a bystander. Sure, he touched, he tasted, he occasionally even fucked them but it was under his bride's direction. Not so with Emily, last night he had gone off script and taken the lead.
He had devoured her.
Ed cooked the whole pound of bacon, it just didn't make any sense to wrap half of it up in foil. Whatever they didn't eat now, the boys would make quick work of once they came home. They were like locusts and if the three of them were set loose in the kitchen, left to their own devices, only what was nailed down would be left. They were good boys, he thought to himself and smiled as he flipped bacon with a fork.
After setting the bacon aside to drain on the paper towel, Ed mixed the pancake batter and poured two scoops of the white dough into the hot pan. He was ravenous and remembered that last night, he'd never gotten his pizza.
What he'd gotten instead was a four hour fuck fest where he'd spent the vast majority of that time giving Snow White head. He rubbed his face in her dripping folds and felt the girl heave and shudder under his wicked embrace. Her whole body was pink after what had it been, five, maybe six of her delicious, squirty orgasms. He had been out of breath at that point but he didn't let that stop him. Masturbating to Emily had never been enough, it had only stoked the flames. It had been high time to feel that hot, little angel pussy on his cock. Ed had bet that her sizzling, sweet cunt would be like magic, her sweet, cotton candy cum filled twat would be just the thing that Chelsea would like to have on her face.
Last night, Ed made Chelsea wait. He had flipped Emily over on her hands and knees and watched the pigtails twirl around her head as he got her into position. "I've wanted to fuck you like this for a long time," Ed had muttered as he lined up his cock with her dripping entry. With his hands on her heart-shaped bottom, guiding her back onto the full length and girth of his manhood, he intended to impale her.
The snapping grease called Ed back to the kitchen and he flipped the first pancakes and then poured two more. Then two more after that and in just a matter of a few minutes, he had a plate full. Well, if the boys came home, they'd make short work of it. Hopefully Chelsea would get up soon and not miss out or it would be Captain Crunch for her.
Ed scrambled three eggs and scooped them out onto his plate along with two pancakes and four strips of bacon. He carefully buttered both pancakes and poured syrup over both. If he fucked like that every day, he'd still be able to eat whatever he wanted.
It wasn't until he sat down that he reminded himself of the conversation that he needed to have with his wife.
It had been so hot. In the moment he was just fucking her like an animal. All Ed could hear was the sound of skin slapping on skin, he had been lost in the the wild abandonment of it all as he watched her push back on his cock. Either the girl was a very skilled actress or she had never really stopped cumming.
And then everything stopped.
Chelsea had been behind him the whole time, her small fingers ran down his back, up his back, over his shoulders. She had caressed him and the fingers had occasionally wandered down to his ass, softly explored his crack and then down to the back of his thighs. He felt her breasts pressed against him and in the back of his brain, he could hear her. "Yes, Ed, god that's so hot," she had whispered. "Eddie, yes, fuck her. She loves your cock so much," Chelsea had goaded him on. "I love watching you fuck her," she'd hissed and then finally, "fuck her just like you used to fuck me."
He had been too far gone not to finish but his heart wasn't in it.
Ed was mostly finished with breakfast when his wife came into the kitchen. "You're up early," she said with a yawn.
"Honey, it's almost 9:30," he told her, "I haven't been in this kitchen wearing a bathrobe at 9:30," Ed paused and went through his memory bank. "Ever," he concluded.
Chelsea poured a cup of coffee and took a sip. His wife made a face, "you took the first cup, didn't you? It ruins the rest of the pot." She shook her head and sighed. Adding, "well we did stay up pretty late last night."
Ed patted the barstool next to him. "Honey, come here, I think we need to talk."
Chelsea drew the thick, yellow cotton bathrobe closely around her, as if she needed the padding, as if she were preparing to be exposed. It broke Ed's heart really, that she could even think it.
That she really didn't know after all of these years.
"Are we going to argue this early?" Chelsea asked as she took a seat hesitantly. They never really argued, it was just that under that tough exterior, his wife was a marshmallow.
Ed pressed his forehead against hers and shook his head no. "No, we have nothing to argue about, Chels. I love you, you're amazing and I don't want you bringing home any other girls anymore." He said it in a voice that he usually reserved for the children, in a rare moment of discipline. It meant case closed.
"But," Chelsea started to argue and Ed put up a finger.
"No buts," he told her. "That was the last time. I'll never be bored with you." Ed took her hand and placed it at the center of his chest, "you're my world, Chels. There's never been anyone but you. Since the first time I saw you, there's never been anyone but you."
"Really?" she sounded like a small girl and she looked up at him as if he were so much bigger.
"Really," he said in a solemn voice, like a solemnly swear. Like cross his heart and hope to die because she was the softest girl in the world, melting in his arms like this. Maybe this could be the next page, Ed thought. It could just be the two of them again.
***
June 2017
"Chels, we need to leave in five minutes," Ed yelled up the stairs at her. Knowing his wife she was up there fixing her hair and making sure that her face was flawless, as if she weren't stunning when she was natural. Sure, she had a few little creases around the eyes, probably from squinting because she refused to give in and wear the readers she needed. His wife still marched to the beat of her own drum.
They both had aged but that was to be expected. Ed was more salt than pepper but for the moment, he was just grateful that he still had hair on his head. Most of his friends were bald and Chelsea would just hate that. All in all, he looked good for his age and Chelsea was still breathtaking. People still noticed, men and women and his wife still loved that attention.
She might still look twenty years younger, but that wasn't what Ed was concerned about. Lately she had the tendency to lose track of time and Ed went upstairs just to make sure that she was ready. "Honey, you know traffic on the Kennedy is still bad at this time in the morning," he said as he opened their bedroom door.
Chelsea was still in her robe. Naked underneath, just laying on the bed. The robe was open and if they didn't have a very important doctor's appointment to get to, Ed would take this as an invitation. Mornings like this, with all of the windows open, no kids, no commute, taking his time to explore every little crevice, every dip, every valley. Meandering with nowhere to go and all the time to get there, this was why he was counting down the next 700 days, give or take, at C.E. Anderson and he'd retire. "Babe," he touched her foot, her new thing was bright blue toenail polish and it always made Ed smile. She didn't respond. Chelsea just looked at the wall but she really wasn't looking there either because Chelsea was a million miles away. "Babe, we're going to be late for Dr. Playter," Ed reminded her in a gentle tone.
Finally she was back from outer space. Chelsea squinted at him, "late for what?"
It was this, moments like this, moments that were stacking up one upon the other. This was why he'd taken her to see Dr. Playter two weeks ago and why she'd had to have an MRI and all the blood drawn. This wasn't like his wife. "Late for going to the doctor, baby," he went to the closet and reached for the first pair of blue jeans that he saw, that and a green tee-shirt. It was good enough and then maybe he'd take her to SuperDawg for lunch. She'd like that even if she told him that hot dogs weren't good for people their age.
She shook her head, "no, I don't want to go to the doctor."
Ed opened the top dresser drawer. He needed panties and a bra and a pair of those ridiculous little socks that barely contained her foot. He fished out a pink bra and found a matching pair of panties. His cock stirred when he touched her panties. Even now, even after all of these years, her pussy was still his favorite place on earth. "We have to go and get your test results, Chelsea," he sounded stern and wished he hadn't. He shouldn't have to treat her like a child, they finally just got rid of the children.
"I don't want to get shots," Chelsea pouted and turned down her full, lower lip.
Shots? What the hell was she talking about? Ed shook his head, there wasn't time to discuss whatever this was. He pulled her off the pillow, Chelsea's arms were limp and she let him push and pull her like a rag doll. The bra clipped together in the back and the panties rolled up her thighs to cover her bottom and Ed assured her, "no shots, honey. We're just talking to the doctor."
"Promise?" Chelsea asked in a little girl's voice.
He pulled her thick, blonde hair out of the neck hole of the shirt and patted her cheek tenderly. "Promise," he whispered before Ed finished dressing her.
Somewhere between the driveway and getting on the expressway at Cumberland, Chelsea seemed to snap back. "Did you call the landscaper?" she wanted to know and touched his forearm.
"Yeah, he'll be out on Wednesday," Ed slipped her fingers through his. Woven together, her small hand was still soft and she still smelled like something sweet. He was still going to have to remind her about twenty more times between now and next Wednesday.
They were ten minutes late for their appointment with Dr. Playter and the nurse eyeballed them long and hard before walking them back to the man's office. Chelsea took a seat with a long sigh, her shoulders slumped as she sank into the leather couch. "I feel sick," she whispered to Ed as she folded and refolded her fingers.
Ed did too but he patted her knee confidently, "it's going to be fine, Chels," he told her.
Dr. Playter was a rumpled, chubby man who was probably only about their age but seemed careworn and much older. He was wrinkled like a raisin and when he shook both of their hands, Ed noticed that his hands were clammy. What was he doing here? Ed wished that they'd just seen Pat, their family doctor. Pat had insisted though that this was out of his realm and ever since they'd been referred to Northwestern Hospital, it had all been a little scary. No wonder Chelsea was regressing.



They exchanged pleasantries and Dr. Playter's face creased more deeply as he opened Chelsea's file folder and started to read. He scanned, "Um hmm," he nodded, immersed in whatever the papers said, "okay," he made a face and Ed's heart started to race. "Well, it looks like you do have early onset Alzheimer's, Mrs. Walsh," Dr. Playter looked sorry to be the bearer of such tidings.
Chelsea sounded like she was going to argue with him. "I'm only 58 years old," her voice was trembling and Ed took her hand in both of his. "This is something that happens to old people."
Ed chimed in, "isn't she kind of young for something like this, doctor? She's in really good health, I mean, she takes really good care of herself."
Dr. Playter sympathized. "Unfortunately, we don't know why some people get Alzheimer's this early. It's one of the many things that we have yet to discover about this disease." He closed her file folder as if to say that was that. "The good news is that with today's medications, you can extend your memory and most people have very few side effects."
Dr. Playter continued but his voice melted into the white noise of the air conditioning. Ed's face felt hot and he realized that his teeth were clenched. Pissed, that's what he was. He wanted to grab the fucking file folder off the desk and throw it to the ground. He wanted to shake the shit out of Dr. Playter too. It wasn't his fault, sure, but who else could he take this out on? Ed almost never lost his temper but the throb of his pulse at his temple was a warning sign.
Chelsea seemed frozen in her seat and after ten minutes, the doctor pushed two small, white pieces of paper at them. He had scribbled unintelligible symbols on them and indicated that they could be refilled twice before Chelsea needed to come back in for another check-up.
Ed pulled his wife up off the leather couch. This wasn't like his headstrong wife at all, the one who insisted that she could do everything herself. Chelsea needed help just gravitating to the door. Ed grabbed the prescriptions and knotted them up in his hand, crumbling the paper, maybe then it would all go away if he could stuff it in his pocket.
"Thanks," he muttered to the doctor. Not I want a second opinion, not fuck you, not any of the things he wanted to say, just a polite enough thanks. Thanks for nothing, which would probably be about all that Chelsea would remember of their lives together.
He needed a hot dog.
***
Two days later, they had almost talked themselves out of believing the diagnosis at all. Chelsea had been her usual self, fierce and funny and free. The rumpled prescriptions had been tucked away in the drawer in the kitchen where they kept batteries and random screws. Ed didn't need to see them to be aware of their presence though.
When Ed had arrived home from work that evening, they seemed to have traveled back in time. Chelsea's hair was up in a ponytail that hung like a horse's golden mane down the center of her back and her face was bare of make-up. There was a a tiny dot of paint on the tip of her nose. Smiling, Chelsea was waiting for him by the door. "Honey," she cooed and jumped to stand on her tiptoes and slip her arms around his neck. "God, I missed you today," she was softness and warmth with a lingering, closed-mouth kiss on his lips. "How was your day?"
Seeing her like this had definitely been the best part of it. Feeling her body under the blue, cotton dress, the weight of her breasts, the knowledge of her skin was still erotic every time. She was free of a bra and there was the unmistakable pattern of her puckered areolas pressing into the fabric. Maybe later, his day would get even better. "Fine, can't complain," Ed was enjoying being the center of her attention. "Do I smell something Italian?" Maybe pizza from Panino's.
She smirked, "I'm cooking. I made meatballs after I painted. Had a craving."
This was the Chelsea that he'd been craving. He needed her like he needed oxygen. It had been stifling in here for far too long and Ed finally took a deep breath. She was the love of his life, there was never a question. The doctor had to be wrong, had to be. Who was more vivacious than Chelsea? Who was as smart? Hell, as sexy, even as she approached her senior years, she might even be more sexy now than that girl in the denim dress in the moonlight.
They ate dinner on the patio and drank the whole bottle of Cabernet. Chelsea grabbed the green bottle to pour the last dregs and laughed, "someone's tipsy."
It was him. He was such a lightweight lately. "Well, maybe you might want to take advantage of me," Ed suggested as he ran his fingertips up and down her pale, soft arm. He sighed, completely content as he surveyed it all. The stars were hanging low to the east, the sun was putting on a spectacular show to the west and the light reminded him of the first time that he'd marveled over his lovely girl. "We should get away," he thought out loud.
Chelsea's eyes gleamed, "you still can read my mind, can't you? I've been thinking about that all day. We should do a road trip!"
The infamous road trip that was never fully duplicated ever since the summer they had Heather in a doctor's office that Chelsea, still to this day, swore was really a veterinarian. They'd taken the kids on vacation and done a few long weekends downtown Chicago or to Lake Geneva but never a real getaway. Never footloose and fancy free the way that they had promised they would be.
For two free birds, their wings had been clipped for a long time. "The summer of love," he whispered before pulling her hand to his mouth and placing a kiss at the center of her palm. "Just you and me," it sounded like heaven. Not a care in the world, no alarm, no phone calls, hell, he wouldn't even take his work phone. They'd pack light and spend as much time naked as possible.
"And a big bag of weed," Chelsea chortled.
Ed nodded, yes, that would do nicely. He didn't know who to buy it from anymore but one of the boys would help him out. He really needed to stop referring to them as boys, they were all in their thirties.
They continued planning between kisses as they cleaned up the kitchen together. Of course Chelsea wanted to do the original trip to Santa Monica but maybe afterward they'd go to Mexico instead of to the Northwest. "Could be scary," Ed said, elbowing her in the ribs although a couple of weeks of nothing but bikinis and margaritas would be everything they needed.
"I'll protect you, my love," she whispered, setting down the dish towel and giving him her mouth. She tasted like red sauce and wine and she smelled like oregano and the oatmeal soap that she showered with. The image of watching her, the water streaming down her bare body as the soap caressed her skin was the only high that Ed had needed all these years since they quit smoking pot. It had always just been Chelsea.
His cock was fully hard and insistent in the front of his khakis. Ed didn't know what made his heart beat faster, the kiss or the idea that in a pinch, yes, he did believe that Chelsea would protect him. She loved him ferociously, like she did everything else.
He hadn't done it in so long but tonight, he carried her upstairs. They were on fire for each other and the moment Ed set her down on the mattress, he knew that this was going to be far quicker than he wanted but there wasn't anything he could do to prolong his lust. The urgency of his desire for her had always been just under the surface. He was quick to remove his business casual clothes and dropped the boxer briefs to his ankles and stepped out, one leg at a time. Ed noted how the head of his swollen, dripping dick slapped his pelvis with each step as he approached his beloved. His wife purred, as if she'd never seen his thick cock before and she was starving for it. "I guess the summer of love starts now," she giggled.
"Damn right," Ed growled, melting with her into the mattress. These kisses were desperate, they were little nips like an animal that was too hungry to stop itself. A nibble on her throat, to her wrists, to that bare bit of shoulder that had been teasing him all night. Ed's right hand pushed the bottom of her dress up just enough to feel her glorious inner thigh, velvety and smooth. Yes, she was wearing panties and yes, they were already wet for him. He pulled the dress up, over her head and threw it over his shoulder.
"Caveman," Chelsea whispered, pushing her hips up, indicating that he should definitely take her pink, flowered panties down.
Ed pushed his nose into the center of the damp fabric and inhaled deeply. Chelsea's scent had always left him intoxicated. Her fragrance was reminiscent of the roses in the backyard on a warm, rainy night. He kissed her reverently, love of his life, fire of his loins. "I love you," he whispered into her warm center before hooking his thumbs under the waistband of her underwear. He slid them over her bottom, down her thighs, over her curvy calves and off her tiny toes.
"Oh Ed," she said in her far away voice as he bared her. Her toes were as good a place as any to begin his adoration and he placed hot kisses to her instep, each foot, one at a time. Ed watched her curl her toes as she writhed. He looked up as he began the journey, kisses on each newly shaved calf. His wife's lips were a pink bow and his cock made a wet spot on the bed as he remembered luxuriating in the warmth of her passionate mouth. Kissing the tender flesh of her inner thighs, feeling the flesh quiver there as he pressed his mouth to her. Chelsea sighed as his finger traced her slippery, little folds.
Still perfect after all this time, she kept her pussy bare and Ed noted how soft she was on his face as he pressed his lips to her mound. She whimpered as his tongue delved between her petals, sliding up along her swollen lips to her bud. Ed's fingers had to feel her from inside, her heat, her fire, her gush of fluids all down his hand as he fingered and sucked her juice right from the source.
She was delicious, a delicacy to be savored, a wine that had aged to reveal hidden notes and a depth of flavor that only added to its original succulence. His cock couldn't be ignored though. It pulsed and knocked under him, it drooled to get at her and Ed was compelled to heed its call. He crawled between her legs and Ed stroked the head of his cock along her crease and with one firm movement, he thrust inside.
So hot, and so tight, Chelsea's pussy gripped him and he moved, deeper in and almost all the way back out. He had to go slow, even after all this time. Chelsea could make a minute man out of him if she timed things just right.
"Stop," she shook her head no, "what are you doing?"
Leave it to Chelsea to make a game out of it. She was so damn creative, especially when it came to kinky sex. It had been a while but she still had all the moves. "What do you think, little girl?" Ed tried to sound gruff as he began slowly and steadily to pump his shaft to her sweltering depths. "I'm fucking you," he told her with a snarl. One look in her eyes though and role play or not, he had to admit in a whisper, "I'm making love to you, baby."
"No," Chelsea somehow could pull off looking furious even though she had already made a puddle on the bed. "No! Get off me!" she screamed.
She must want it rough, Ed thought and forcefully pinned her shoulder to the pillow as he picked up the pace. If this was what she wanted, fine but it wasn't really necessary. He was on the brink as it was. "No, little girl. Daddy's going to fuck that delicious, little pussy of yours. I've been dreaming about it for so long!"
She wailed, "get off me, goddammit!" and slapped his face.
Fuck, it must be the pilates because she could really hit. Ed would have to tell her tomorrow, just a note for next time that she didn't need to strike him that hard. He was determined not to ruin her fun though and continued. "I'm not getting off you," he set his teeth and began to jackhammer her into the bed. "I'm going to fill that sweet little cunt of yours up with my cum. Every fucking hole is going to be covered."
He was so close, his balls had drawn up tight and hot and every inch of his body was alive with electric pulses of pleasure.
She burst into tears, "please, please get off me! Please don't hurt me!"
Ed stopped where he was. Jesus Christ, was this real? "Chels, honey, you okay? I thought you were just playing," his voice was hoarse and cracked.
"Get away from me!" she screamed and Ed slipped from inside her, deflated, defeated. "Who are you?" Chelsea demanded as she shook like a leaf. She held her legs with her arms and she was wrapped in a ball. "What are you doing here?" she asked as she began to cry.
It was so pitiful. Ed covered his mouth and backed away off the bed and slunk away like a dog with his tail between his legs. He hadn't done anything wrong, it wasn't his fault, his mind raced but he felt just as guilty as if he had really raped her. "I'm sorry," he whispered, sure that she couldn't hear it and even more sure that he couldn't hold her and comfort her right now.
He had to leave her alone.
Ed went downstairs and sat on the couch, suddenly exhausted. He felt heavy, far too heavy to stand and he needed to lie down. The weight of the world had suddenly been placed on his shoulders. He was going to have to fill those goddamn prescriptions after all. There would be days where she was Chelsea but he'd have to remember that he was living with a ghost who would slip in and out of present time.
As he was about to doze off, Ed realized that they would never make love again and closed his eyes, squeezed them shut to keep that thought out of his mind forever.
***
June 2020
Ed pulled into the parking lot at The Sheridan assisted living facility at ten a.m. just as he had every Tuesday and Thursday for almost two years now. Since the Covid outbreak, he had to make the phone call that set the whole new series of events into motion.
He put his readers on and scanned the phone screen for the number. Evan kept telling him that he should get a smartphone but Ed didn't see the point. He didn't want the phone to be smarter than him. He muttered under his breath, adjusting the glasses until he could really see. He'd been putting it off for some time but the bifocals were going to be a necessity soon, Ed thought as he sighed and pressed the button.
"Thank you for calling The Sheridan at Park Ridge," the girl at the front desk said the same line every time he called.
"Hi, it's Ed Walsh," he introduced himself with the same line as well, "I'm here to see Chelsea Walsh."
There was a brief pause as she checked for his name. He knew from being inside so many times that she was scanning the sheet of visitors at the memory care facility. It all had to be written down and cleared ahead of time because the residents didn't remember who was or was not coming to see them, especially not his wife.
"You can come around back, Mr. Walsh," the girl informed him and ended the call.
It was so much worse this way, Ed thought as he hung his head before sliding the strips of fabric that secured his mask behind his ears. Sitting outside and staring through the window, the suspense nearly killed him every time. The fact that she was in a wheelchair now broke his heart. When they wheeled Chelsea in, would she even be Chelsea? Sometimes she was the girl that he remembered in the denim dress. She still had those eyes that drank him down, those lips that made his dick stand up and take notice. Sometimes she would smile and wave to him and excitedly grab the phone from the attendant as if she needed every second of time with him. Two weeks ago, on a Thursday, she had waved to the attendant midway through their conversation. "Take me to the window," she told the lady. To Ed, she asked, "pull your chair up closer?" She had put her palm on the glass and he could hardly see through his tears as he did the same. "I guess this is the only way to hold hands now, isn't it Eddie?" Chelsea had asked in a voice that touched him to his very soul.
He could only nod.
Then again, last Thursday she had been talking about going to school in a low monotone and Ed didn't realize until twenty minutes into the conversation that Chelsea meant grade school.
"She'll come and go," was the answer that the nurses always gave. "She has good days and bad days," and no one could tell him which was to be which. Ed just tried to prepare himself for the worst twice a week and it took the rest of the week to recover. He was being haunted by his wife before she died.
Ed eased into the chair and pulled it closer to the windows that looked into the common room, in hopes that today would be one of the good days. A few minutes later, Chelsea could be seen as the nurse brought her into the day room. It was technically Chelsea. It was a person with Chelsea's hair hanging down one shoulder. She had Chelsea's shape, but that was where the resemblance ended. In the place of her mesmerizing greenish-bluish eyes, she had these vacant orbs. Chelsea never looked at anything with those dead eyes, least of all him.
The nurse plugged in the extension for Chelsea but she bit her bottom lip before bringing the phone up to her ear. "Mr. Walsh, she's really not doing well today," she hesitated, "I think you should speak with Dr. Playter."
"Give the phone to her," Ed was determined not to let Chelsea see him lose it, just in case she remembered anything.
"Are you sure?" the nurse hesitated.
"Goddamn right I'm sure," Ed barked and then immediately regretted it when Chelsea eyed him suspiciously. In a gentle tone, he pleaded with the nurse, "can I talk to my wife please?"
She shrugged and handed the receiver to Chelsea. His wife's fingers trembled with the receiver and it took her a second to find her ear. Chelsea didn't show a flicker of recognition on her face, she was a million miles away when she whispered, "hello?"
Ed talked to her in the same voice that he used to speak to the children. "Hi honey, how are you today?" it killed him that he had to add, "it's Ed, baby." Even though she was looking straight at him and they'd only spent the last forty three years looking at each other every day, he felt like today she needed a clue.
"My parents aren't home and I'm not supposed to talk to strangers," Chelsea told him and shook her head. She had that wild-eyed, frightened look that tormented Ed. It was awful to know that sometimes she was scared and had no one to run to.
"Baby, come on, it's me. I'm your husband, remember?" he begged her.
"Please don't call here anymore," Chelsea said before handing the receiver to the nurse.
"Dammit," Ed said as he pounded on the glass. He didn't know what the nurse would do about it, it wasn't like she could make the old Chelsea come back. All the woman could do was wheel her back to her room. "Dammit!" Ed yelled to someone and no one in particular one last time before he broke down and cried.
***
Ed hadn't been this close to drunk this early in the afternoon for longer than he could remember but today was a special circumstance. At least that's what he reasoned when he took a slug directly from the half empty whiskey bottle. Who needed a glass? He chuckled after the alcohol burn ran down his throat.
Dr. Playter had devastated him, it was the final blow. "Chelsea is deteriorating rapidly, Mr. Walsh," the man confirmed what he already knew. "Not only is she regressing but the visits from you actually seem to be upsetting her."
Ed nodded, "you really think it's better for her to be all alone?" In this bleak, uncertain world, how could it be better to abandon Chelsea in the nursing home?
Dr. Playter finally said what they both knew was true. "She doesn't know she's here alone, Ed. Half the time, she thinks she's at grade school."



After Ed promised to stay away for a while, the two men exchanged pleasantries and remarks about the world in the grip of the coronavirus. Once they'd ended the call, Ed had started to drink.
Two hours later, he realized that if he were going to finish off the bottle, he needed to balance things out with a little food. Ed started the grill and went inside the kitchen and noticed that he was already a little wobbly on his feet as he looked through the food he had. A hamburger sounded good, actually a bacon cheeseburger sounded perfect. What was the point of eating healthy really? So that you could have perfect arteries that would keep your heart pumping forever just to have your brain check out? Fuck that, Ed thought as he grabbed his ingredients. He'd rather enjoy himself before he forgot how to.
That was when the idea hit him.
He should take their trip for her. If Chelsea wasn't able to join him on the Summer of Love commemorative trip, then he'd take it for her and do everything just the way that Chelsea would have wanted it. That was an amazing idea, he nodded and grinned to himself for the first time in a long time. He was of an age though that camping the way he did forty something years ago wasn't going to work. He had a perpetual ache in his right shoulder and occasionally a pop or a crack somewhere in his back. He was going to do this trip in style.
While he made his burgers, he called Cruise America and discussed his options. Did he want it to sleep 6 or 10? Well it was just going to be him, Ed pondered as he flipped a burger. Unless, he stifled a laugh, he really lived it up and brought several local girls back for an orgy. Now that would truly commemorate Chelsea in the style that she would have appreciated at some point in time. He took the one for six. It came with a microwave, a stove, a frig, a TV and a shower for two, according to the salesman. All it took was a credit card and Ed fished one out of his wallet once his two perfect burgers were resting on the plate.
After he ate, he felt considerably less drunk but rather than start thinking about Chelsea again, he evened himself out with a couple more swigs before he settled back in the deck chair. The sun was hot on his face and the mild breeze cooled his skin. All in all, it was a perfect summer day in Chicago which also made it the perfect time to get the fuck out.
He just needed one more thing and Ed reached for the cell phone once more. He didn't have to scroll down the list of numbers to find Jake, his oldest son. He was in the number one position. "Hey Dad, how's it going?" Jake answered the call with a question. His son sounded stressed, like usual and the kids hollered in the background. Being on lockdown with four kids at home, Ed made a face and shook his head. There were good things about getting older.
"It's fine," he told Jake. "Sounds loud at your house."
"Jesus, you don't even know," his son muttered quietly and then a door squeaked closed. Jake must have to go out to the garage in order to have any peace. "It's a shitstorm here, Dad." His voice cracked, as if under the strain, "the kids won't stop fighting with each other. And Debbie and Reese have to be sent to opposite sides of the house."
Ed couldn't help but chuckle, he remembered those days. Wives and daughters were tricky. "You remember your Mom and Heather?"
"Shit, I think these two are worse," Jake exhaled loudly. "I was actually thinking about calling you."
"What can I do for you, my boy?" Ed asked lazily as he enjoyed the lightheaded buzz he had going on. Lockdown hadn't really changed his world at all. Since he retired, his life had revolved around visiting Chelsea and anything else he could stand doing afterward.
Jake paused, it must be big. "Can you take Reese for a while, Dad?"
Nothing was going to fuck up the Summer of Love. He'd been waiting too long. "I'm sorry, Jake, I actually just decided to take a trip. I was calling you to see if you'd pick up the mail."
"A trip where?" his son wondered. "Are you sure that's a good idea with the coronavirus? I mean you're in the high risk group."
Ed was healthy as a horse and snorted at him. "I'm perfectly fine and besides, I'll be in a motorhome. I can quarantine myself in there just as good as I can at home."
"What about Mom?" Jake demanded.
Ed wasn't buzzed enough to have that conversation. He said very quietly because it hurt so much to say, "I've been asked not to visit. It's upsetting."
Jake just breathed in the phone for a bit and Ed wondered if he too was remembering Chelsea with her long, blonde hair floating in the breeze as she danced with them in the back yard. "Well that sucks," he finally admitted. "Seriously though, you'd be saving a life if you could just take Reese too."
Ed remembered that he felt the same the summer that his mother took Heather. Things had gotten better around the house. It probably saved his marriage although Ed still couldn't think of himself as a solo person and he never would have let go of his wife back then. To be saddled with a kid all summer though. Dammit, it wasn't exactly the summer of love he had envisioned. "What's so bad Jake? I mean, what did Reese do to piss her mother off so much?"
Jake started to count off the laundry list. "Well technically Reese flunked her senior year but I guess with this coronavirus, they're just passing her? I don't know, she never showed up for school and hasn't done any of the work since they sent the kids home. She just sits in her room and smokes pot all day and when anyone says anything to her, she says that she's eighteen and as soon as she can, she's moving out."
Bingo. Reese was the pot connection that he needed. Sure, she was a bratty, teenage girl but if they were both stoned out of their minds, how bad could it be?
"Tell her to be ready by ten tomorrow," Ed told Jake.
***
Ed had just eased the motorhome up to the curb and put it into park when the chaos from inside his son's house spilled out onto the porch. "You're not going anywhere dressed like that," Ed heard his daughter-in-law bark like a drill sergeant.
The front door slammed and Reese emerged. Ed understood immediately what "like that" meant when he saw his granddaughter. The shorts she had on were the tiniest, skimpiest shorts he'd ever seen. The were white denim, tattered on the bottoms, ripped on the backside as well and Ed knew because his eyes were compelled to take it all in. She had pink panties on underneath and miles and miles of nicely tanned legs on display. Jesus, Ed scowled at himself, little Reese was going to be a fucking handful with boys on this trip, wasn't she? Ed already regretted volunteering.
"For fuck's sake, Mom," Reese cocked her head and put one hand on her slender hip, "I'll be in a goddamn camper, who's going to see me?"
Dammit, he would, Ed thought, his throat suddenly dry as he looked her up and down. She must have been a late bloomer because Ed didn't remember her having burst forth into womanhood at the last family gathering. It was distracting, her being dressed like that, he told himself. On top of the almost nonexistent shorts, Reese had grown out her punk rock hairdo. Her hair now was natural and golden blonde and hung in thick coils halfway down her back. Gone were the charcoal smudges around her eyes and as far as Ed could tell, she didn't have a smudge of makeup on. She didn't need any. Maybe she had pink lip gloss on though, he decided from the driver's seat, either that or she had inherited those lips from Chelsea. "Don't you dare talk to me like that," his daughter-in-law had emerged from the house and had both hands on her hips.
Reese dropped her suitcase and put her hands up in the air and yelled, "I don't want to talk to you at all! I'm going, isn't that enough?"
The white tank top that his granddaughter was wearing was snug and revealed her taut, toned, tan belly and upon closer inspection, her button nipples as well. He didn't have to look long to know that she wasn't wearing a bra and Ed felt uncomfortable with that kind of knowledge with hundreds of miles of lonely road ahead of them.
Both women suddenly seemed to remember that he was sitting there and Reese and Debbie both waved simultaneously. Reese chirped, "hi Grandpa."
He waved back. Ed wasn't prepared for this, not only was she going to be invading his space but the blonde beauty was supposed to be a little girl who cracked gum and put on makeup. She wasn't supposed to be a woman who bore a striking resemblance to another blonde beauty.
One who had just broken his heart.
Damn, he really needed to get high in order to make this palatable. He rolled down the driver's window and called out, "hi honey." Ed smiled and nodded, "Debbie." He'd never been close to his daughter-in-law and they'd never greeted each other with anything but formal names and handshakes. She eyed him suspiciously now, as if the minute they were down the street, Ed was going to let her captive get away with murder. "Are you ready?" he asked Reese and hoped Debbie would let it go.
She wasn't going to. Debbie shook her head no, "actually, Ed, I think we should go over a couple of things."
Reese headed for the motorhome, opened the passenger door and threw the suitcase on the floor by the metal kitchen table leg. "Can we get the fuck out of here, Grandpa?" she asked, sarcasm dripping. "She's just going to talk your ear off about what a bad kid I am."
His granddaughter took a seat and when she buckled her seatbelt, her tank top dipped opened a bit and invited a parched look at her bare, small sweet breasts beneath the clingy fabric. Ed panicked and tore his eyes from Reese's body. She had white down everywhere, that he already knew and it would be heavenly soft.
Best to focus on something that wouldn't continue to give him a boner, Ed told himself and immediately put the motorhome into reverse. "Sorry Debbie, gotta go," he waved at his daughter-in-law and shrugged as if to say, sorry, I'm just an old geezer. He'd noticed that lately, the more gray hair he seemed to have, the more they let things like that slide.
Reese saw the exasperated look on her mother's face and didn't stop laughing until they were blocks away.
***
They were just outside of Hamel when Reese finally looked up from her phone. She hadn't moved, hadn't even looked up as far as Ed could tell since they'd left her parent's house and unfortunately, he'd been side eyeing her more than he wanted to. "Fuck, I'm roaming," she said, frustrated.
Ed reached for his water. His mouth was dry and he wondered if somehow the reason he was so distracted was that this bitch of a hangover headache had crept up out of nowhere. It was a dull ache right between the eyes. Maybe the headache was the reason that he could almost hear the little whimpering noises that Reese would make if he snaked his right hand up the bottom of the tattered cutoffs and followed the line of her pink panties down to her damp places. He drank half the bottle until he needed air and hoped that the thought would have been drowned out by then. "Sorry, honey," Ed said automatically. Sorry she was roaming, which he wasn't sure what it meant but probably was something about the technology. Sorry that he was staring like a lecherous old pervert. Sorry that he was half hard for his own flesh and blood.
It had been years, hadn't it? Ed started calculating.
"So where are we going, Grandpa?" Reese wanted to know as she kicked off her flip flops and crossed her tan legs. Without the technology, she was forced to talk to him, Ed guessed.
The pounding in his eyeballs was making it difficult to drive. What would really set him right was some weed. "We're taking the old Route 66 that went from Chicago all the way to the Pacific Ocean," he told her and squinted. "Do you have any Tylenol?"
Reese shook her head, "sorry, no. Why are we going there?"
Ed reminded himself. "Well I'm going for your Grandma. This is how your grandmother and I met forty-three years ago."
"No shit," Reese smiled at him. "That's kind of sweet. So is it all country? I'll totally die without internet."
With the sun streaming in through the window like that, Reese had a bit of a halo and something deep in his bones ached to reach out and tuck her wheat colored hair behind her ear before touching her pouty lower lip. "We'll be in St. Louis pretty quick, kiddo," Ed told her. "Then you'll have internet."
"Okay," she gave him half a smile. "I've never been to California. Thanks for taking me with you."
He chuckled, "well your father sounded pretty desperate."
"Yeah, me and Mom are making him nuts but it's his fault too. He's such a fucking hypocrite," Reese sounded exasperated and then suddenly remembered that was Ed's son. "I mean sorry Grandpa, but it's only a little weed, Jesus."
"Got any on you?" Ed didn't hesitate.
Reese giggled, "why? Are you going to rat me out to Dad?" she was suspicious.
Ed shook his head, "I'm not a narc." She erupted in laughter and he couldn't help but feel her infectious warmth run down his spine. It felt good to be in the presence of a woman, especially a beautiful one. "Can I make a confession?" he crinkled his brow, "I'm pretty hungover from yesterday and I could use a smoke."
Reese was intrigued. "Grandpa smokes weed?"
"Don't tell Jake," Ed wiggled his eyebrows at her and put his index finger over his mouth. Co-conspirators, Ed watched her wiggle out of the seatbelt and felt the flush on his body as his beautiful granddaughter's legs came fully into view when she reached for her suitcase. She rummaged through her belongings for a minute and came back to her seat, a pipe and a lighter in hand.
"I'm gonna smoke weed with my Grandpa," Reese still found it funny and clicked the lighter while taking a long drag from the pipe. "Does Grandma smoke weed?" she asked in a voice that was constrained as she held the smoke in.
She passed him the pipe but Ed realized that he was going to need both hands. "Put your hand on the steering wheel," he indicated where and took her pipe. One click of the lighter and a deep inhale and Ed felt the smoke fill him all the way to the top. He answered in the same choking voice, "yeah, your Grandma used to love to smoke pot."
Reese's slender arm was almost touching his thigh and Ed hadn't stopped noticing. Her fingernails were painted silver, her fingers were small and her scent was somewhere between hairspray and weed and he loved it. Ed handed her back the pipe.
She took another hit, "so you guys just drove around and smoked weed all summer?" She passed the pipe back and automatically took the steering wheel.
Ed couldn't help but note that if her fingers just moved six inches down, she'd feel another surprise that he bet she wouldn't believe about her grandfather. "And had wild sex," he added while holding in the second drag, "lots and lots of wild sex." After exhaling a blue cloud, he handed her the pipe, "this needs a refill."
Reese reached for her bag and laughed to herself, still incredulous. "Grandpa and I are getting high."
Ed put his hand out to stop her. There were blue lights in his rear view and he grimaced as the cop moved directly behind him. Shit, he hadn't been pulled over in years, let alone after smoking pot. "Put that pipe away and roll down the window," he told Reese as he pulled to the side of the highway. "Fucking cops," he muttered.
He was a local cop and he pulled Ed over with all of the pomp and circumstance that one expected from a country police officer who spent his days hoping for an out of towner to nail. Ed gave him a friendly grin, "hello officer."
"Everything okay, sir?" he asked in a voice that hadn't gotten rid of the southern Illinois twang. He was a young man, younger than any of Ed's sons, probably closer to Reese's age.
"Yes, it's a beautiful day," Ed kept it light and hoped that the aroma was just a memory and not something that could be detected by a boy who seemed to be just a few years from having a paper route.
The cop didn't smile. "You were driving about ten miles under the speed limit back there," the young man's Adam's apple bobbed, "having any problems driving this thing?"
No but it was slightly distracting when a beautiful, blonde girl had her hand perilously near his erection. An erection that was so very sick of Ed's hand at this point. It had years of Ed's hand and didn't really care that Reese was only eighteen. "It's a rental," Ed shrugged, "I was having a little problem but it's fine now."
The cop adjusted his shades. "And who is this?"
It was just the boy's excuse to take a long, thirsty look at Reese. The blonde in white, with her tanned skin and that pouty, kissable pink mouth, was definitely worth slowing down to take in. "That's my granddaughter," Ed said with pride. He was used to being seen with a woman that other men slowed down to take a second look at.
"Are you helping your Grandpa out?" the officer talked to her in the same voice he would have spoken to a small child.
Reese choked back her laughter, "yeah, I'm definitely helping Grandpa out." Ed looked at her over his shoulder and scowled, hoping that he didn't erupt into a fit of giggles.
"Well you two be safe out here then," the young man nodded and strolled back to the cop car.
Once the car pulled back onto the road, Ed threw his head back, "helping me out? Helping me get high is more like it."
Reese waited until the police officer had turned around and sped off in the opposite direction. She fished the newly packed pipe out of its hiding spot and lit the bowl once again. "Pretty cool, Grandpa," she said as she blew out her smoke and when their eyes locked for a moment, Ed felt as if he had jumped headlong into a pool. Reese's eyes were the brilliant blue of the sky on an autumn day and he was lost there for a while.
When it was his turn with the pipe, Ed took a drag and asked, "you know what would be good right now?"
"No, what?" Reese seemed to be comfortable with him now, now that he'd shown himself to be different from the rest of the controlling adults in her life.
"An ice cold beer," he said with a smile.
"For me too?" Reese wondered in a small voice that he remembered vaguely from a long time ago.
Ed checked over his left shoulder before pulling back out on the highway. "For my partner in crime and weed connection? Definitely."
They stopped at a gas station to fill up and wander to the store next door that had a neon, blinking "Beer" sign on even though it was broad daylight outside. He could use a sandwich too, some kind of snack he thought to himself as he watched Reese move up and down the aisles from the back of the store. Those legs, slender but toned and from his vantage point he could see her perky, little bottom as well. His reverie was interrupted as he was bumped from behind, which was probably a good thing because Ed was beginning to have a very man-sized hard on for a beautiful, young girl.
"Oh pardon me," it was a buxom redhead and she had tapped him with her cart. "I saw beer and I got excited," she drawled as she leaned over the cart and gave him a nice view of her cleavage.
"No problem," Ed nodded and took a step back. Women did occasionally make their presence known to him. It had happened once in a while and most not as brazenly as to hit him with their cart but he'd gotten a wink here and phone number there. He hadn't known exactly what to do. He was still too broken-hearted to have a response.
"So is that your motorhome out here, handsome?" the redhead asked while undressing him with her eyes.
His granddaughter butt in, "excuse me," she wedged her small body between him and the redhead's cart. Reese reached inside the refrigerator and grabbed a twelve pack of Budweiser. Her nipples were instantly ripe buds in the white tank top and Ed hoped that he wasn't blushing enough for her to notice when she closed the door behind her. "Ed," Reese cocked her head, "honey, didn't you say that we needed to get on the road?" Reese closed in, flipped her sheath of blonde hair over one shoulder as she closed the space between them. Her tiny, rock hard nipples touched his chest as she kissed him on the mouth. Her scent and her breath and her warmth invaded his body. The close contact sent a chill down his spine as well as a trickle of sweat that started at the nape of his neck. "I don't want us to be late, babe," she cooed once the kiss ended.



"Right," he couldn't breathe. More, he needed more of that, her little round mouth on his and it would be the most natural thing in the world for his hands to wander down to her backside as the kiss continued. "Have a great day," Ed told the redhead as he walked arm in arm to the cash register with Reese.
As they stood in line, Reese elbowed him with a suppressed giggle, "getting hit on Grandpa?"
"Were you rescuing me, honey?" he asked. Even if that's all it was, he would still hope those kisses on the mouth would continue as they became more affectionate.
She nodded and smiled, "I know that face. I thought I'd help you out, Ed," she used his name for emphasis. "Plus, I don't remember you ever kissing me when I was little," she added as they handed the beer over to the cashier.
Reese waited for him. Oh that was right, Ed thought as he fished out his wallet. Reese wasn't old enough to drink. He didn't remember whether or not he'd kissed her when she was little but he was sure that he was never going to forget the rush that had just charged through every nerve.
The cashier studied his driver's license and handed it back to him along with some change. "Have a nice day, Mr. Walsh," she said in a robot voice.
They were doing all kinds of new things together.
***
The sun was beginning its slow, glorious decent in the western sky as they pulled into the Motel 6 parking lot just outside of Belleville, Missouri. They had hook-ups for electricity and water and there was the added benefit of the pool. It had been a hot day, made sweltering by his hidden need and Ed could hardly wait to take a dip in hopefully freezing cold water to take his mind off of her.
Reese.
Reese with her golden laugh and her blue eyes and her rosebud mouth. Reese with her leggy length and the gentle curve of her hips and her young, supple breasts that would fit so nicely in his hand. Ed groaned, it was going to be a torturous couple of weeks if he didn't get his head wrapped around this whole thing.
Reese opened the motor home door, "you still hungover?" She thought that he was still in pain and actually if he counted the persistent ache in his balls for release, he was.
Ed lied, "a little. No more whiskey for me," he grabbed the second to last beer and tossed her the last. "From here on out, it's just Bud and bud."
Reese cracked up, "who knew you were so much fun, Grandpa." She bent over the suitcase with her sweet bottom in the air and wiggled it as she pawed through her clothes. The back of her shorts revealed the bottom of each cheek, a golden, ripe peach. She must lay out in the yard and drive all of the neighborhood dads crazy.
"So it's Grandpa again?" he joshed her, still trying to make light of the kiss that had sent him reeling.
Reese found the bathing suit she was looking for. It was just two little slivers of white fabric and Ed worried that he might cum in his pants if she revealed that much. "Gotta change," she stepped into the bathroom to dress and Ed sat back as he nursed his beer. They had continued to smoke off and on all afternoon and after that and the six pack he had a pleasant, slow running buzz coursing through his veins. It was good for deadening the dreadful hangover headache. It was perfect for long conversations under the stars after making love.
Before he'd even had time to consider what that thought meant, Reese emerged showing even more skin than she had all day. The top of the bathing suit revealed the underneath curve of her perfectly round breasts, a place that should be discovered with kisses. The bottom was just a strip of fabric and two ties and Reese's little bottom jiggled with each step. The blonde wound her hair up in a bun on the top of her head and secured it with a rubber band. She perched her sunglasses on her forehead and slipped on her flip flops. "Should I call you Ed all the time?" she wanted to know as she zoomed in, her knee on his chair. Her breasts were just inches from his face and it was overwhelming that this little girl had blurry edges of womanhood that Ed had no idea what to do about.
He just stammered, "uh huh."
Reese asked him in the demanding voice of a girl who always gets her way, "you're coming swimming, right, Ed?"
He couldn't with this hard-on, not like this, there was no hiding this. He pleaded his case in his brain but none of those words could be said out loud. Ed nodded in agreement.
Reese bent forward and pressed her freshly glossed mouth to his and gave him another warm, lingering kiss. The gloss tasted minty and her breath was yeasty and warm and he could almost gulp it down as his tongue found her Cupid's bow. "See you in a minute," Reese told him and before he could grab her to keep the daydream alive, his granddaughter was out the door.
Ed's feet walked him to the back window and he realized that he had no more conscious control of his body as he watched her run. In the golden light, her hair melted into sunshine and shade and her peach of a bottom moved up and down as her long legs made a straight line for the blue pool. Ed's right hand traveled down the front of his body and he grunted like an animal when he touched the bulging head of his dick through the front of his jeans. Hard as a rock, his cock strained to be freed of the pants and the boxers, Ed had a wet spot there and so much precum had already dribbled out in the name of a sweet blonde who had kissed him twice today.
Reese arrived at the pool and flipped the plastic sandals off her feet and took the sunglasses off and placed them on one of the green, plastic tables that dotted the concrete area around the Motel 6 pool. She jumped without hesitation and disappeared under the water for a split second. When she catapulted from the water, even from this far away, Ed could clearly see the outline of her baby pink nipples through the wet strip of cloth.
His hand didn't care that she was his granddaughter. Jesus, his hand didn't even care that she was barely legal or that he was barely married or that if she caught him stroking himself like this, Ed was sure that she'd have to tell. None of that mattered in the moment or in the ecstasy of letting go as he stroked the full length of his throbbing hardness and whispered her lovely name again and again.
"Reese," his voice broke as he moved his hand from the thick base all the way to the red, dripping head and he imagined lying her back on one of the deck chairs. "Oh. Reese, little girl," he hissed as his hand kept the rhythm steady and the pressure just right as he thought of pulling the bikini top up and watching her lovely nipples pop out and beckon to his tongue to taste their delights.
"God, baby," he moaned as his hips began to thrust the full length of his cock, in, out, back and forth. In his mind's eye she writhed under him, under his ravenous mouth as he slathered her with his tongue and licked her like butter. His granddaughter made a silent "o" with her pink lips as he tasted her buds. His thighs clenched and his balls drew up tight as the orgasm clenched in his belly. "Reese," he called to her, out loud and the perverted voice was raspy and hoarse as he imagined that his hand slipped down the front of the see through bikini bottoms and touched nirvana.
What came next was a bellow as he came in thunderous spurts, one after the next, after the next. Hot, molten lava erupted from his core and every droplet was for the beautiful blonde fairy who kissed him and brought his cock back to life. He wished he could make it an offering to her and coat her tanned limbs in his salty essence
He almost collapsed. Ed heaved, desperately trying to catch his breath when sunk to the cushions below. He couldn't remember the last time that he'd cum like that, that wild, unstoppable throbbing in his temples, that call to mate, to rut and fuck like an animal. Jesus, Reese brought the beast out in him that he had thought was gone for good a long time ago.
Ed cleaned up the evidence with his sweaty tee-shirt and threw it in the garbage bag that he'd designated for dirty clothes. He put his swimming trunks on and smiled as he watched his cock roll into place, complacent and soft and contented.
It was almost dark when he walked outside to the pool to meet the beautiful blonde who waited for him in the water. Just the sound of her body moving in the pool was enough for him to wonder if he couldn't get it up one more time for her.
***
Lake of the Ozarks was off their route but Reese had noticed the sign and Ed had thought what the hell? Now that he was thoroughly enjoying her company, there was no need to get to any destination. Besides, like his blonde granddaughter had said, they were running low on weed. It would be easier to pick some up in a place where the natives and the tourists alike were known to party.
The Riviera RV Resort was breathtaking and Ed found himself inhaling deeply as if he needed to gulp it down and take a little piece of this place with him. With the beach behind him and the forest straight ahead, everywhere he turned he was drenched with beauty. Especially at this moment, looking straight ahead at a luscious girl, a bubbly blonde in a pink sundress and pigtails and flip flops. She was sex on a stick and Ed had discovered over the last few days with Reese that she was well aware of her effect on, well everyone.
She wanted to take the car into town tonight, a little solo venture and as much as Ed tried to play it cool, the thought of giving her this much independence was worrisome. He knew what he was thinking as he side-eyed her and drank in the images of her lean legs. The sundress ended about mid thigh and that was a dangerous expanse of bare skin to trust any man with. Ed had taken the Honda Accord off the trailer anyway and backed it up for her to the end of the path.
He was still in the driver's seat and thought that he should really insist on going with her. It wasn't just that the straps of the sundress slid down a little and revealed her bare shoulders that said no bra. It wasn't only that the skirt flared out enough that Ed found himself waiting to see if when she turned, she'd flash a bit of panties or was she completely bare under the dress.
Reese stood at the driver's door and waited for him to hand over the keys. She cocked her head and flipped one long pigtail over her shoulder. "You okay there, Ed?" he had been Ed since the second kiss and he supposed that was right. Someone you called Grandpa shouldn't be masturbating to you.
"Sorry, honey," he exited the vehicle. "Are you sure you're going to be okay on your own?" Ed shook his head more to himself than anything. She had wings, she wanted to fly.
Reese smiled and opened her little hand for the key. "I'm really a good driver, Ed," she said in a very grown up tone, "just because my mother drives like an old lady doesn't mean that I'm a bad driver."
Ed had learned a long time ago with his own daughter not to take the bait. "Just watch the speed," he said in a far away voice as he stared at her with a palpable longing. When she sat, the dress shifted even higher up her lovely legs and he was parched for her skin and her scent. "You know these small town cops love tourists," he added as Reese put it in drive.
"See you," she flashed him a peace sign and in just seconds, she was nothing more than two red lights.
Ed went fishing after Reese left and let his mind wander about everything and nothing as he stared out at the water. After a couple of hours and having thrown back everything that he'd caught, he decided it was time for some real dinner and headed back to the motorhome to check the refrigerator. He had never camped this luxuriously before and now that he had, Ed decided that they could keep sleeping outside and roughing it. This was all the scenery along with all the comforts of home.
He was on autopilot and before long. He had a fire in the grill as well as another larger one in the fire pit. He had set out just one lawn chair initially but shrugged and placed a second not that far away, just in case Reese came back. It was hard to believe that he'd been dreading her company not that long ago. Tonight was nice, it was quiet and calm but a little lonely as well. For the last couple of years, Ed had spent an awful lot of time on his own and Reese was a welcome change.
Ed had finished eating his hamburger and was on his second beer when he decided to really melt into his mellow place and roll a joint from the last crumbles of weed in the bag that Reese had pressed into his hand. "You keep it," she had told him with a wink, "I'll just smoke it all."
Pothead, just like her Grandma was, Ed thought, chuckling to himself as he rolled the paper back and forth with the tips of his fingers. One lick down the edge of the paper and then a long inhale and Ed hummed. The thick, herbaceous scent was now something that he associated with the scent of his granddaughter and just that was enough to feel a twinge in the front of his pants.
Once the stars were out, Ed added the remainder of the wood to the fire in the pit. After a sweltering day, the evening air was crisp and the hair on his arms stood at attention as the sky grew darker. He went inside the motor home to grab a sweatshirt and glanced in the corner at his guitar. Did he even remember any of the songs he used to play?
Ed had lost track of time but he knew that he was just on the verge of the perfect high when he heard the Accord pull up on the gravel path. Two doors opened and closed and Ed smiled at Reese when she came into view. "Hey, honey," he waved at her, still holding the lit joint between his index finger and thumb of his left hand. His right was on the neck of the guitar as he slid his fingers up and down, trying to recall the correct position for the next chord in the tune that he couldn't recall.
"Hey, Ed," Reese tugged at her companion's arm and a cute, brunette came into view. She was shorter than Reese with longer hair that hung down and almost hid her face altogether. The brunette was wearing an AC/DC shirt and even in the moonlight, Ed could clearly see that she had no bra on. The shirt was skin tight and seemed to advertise that her nipples were large and pointy and on fire. It was distracting enough to barely notice that she had cutoff jean shorts that ended right above her knee. "This is Rachel," his granddaughter introduced her friend.
He strummed and greeted her, "hi Rachel. What have you two been up to tonight?"
The two girls wrapped up together in the blanket that had been set on a log. He noticed Reese's arms around Rachel and immediately felt the goosebumps that corresponded to the two of them. "We had a couple beers and went out on somebody's boat for a bit," Reese recounted the evening so far.
Rachel added, "scored some ganja," and giggled.
Reese reached into the girl's pocket and her fingers lingered on Rachel just a little too long. The blonde produced a sandwich bag of marijuana and she passed it to Ed and she continued the introductions. "Rachel, this is Ed," she slid her finger tips along the girl's arm before she wrapped her arms around Rachel's waist from behind. She watched Ed as she kissed Rachel's neck.
Every nerve in his body pulsed in response. His heart raced as the blood coursed to his pelvis. He'd known another gorgeous blonde that used to occasionally bring home a girl. Rachel nodded, "hi Ed. Do you play guitar?"
Ed couldn't say at the moment and admitted, "not really for a long time. I just got this out because I was getting a sweatshirt. Haven't played in," he tried to do the math but found his brain was slow as molasses. "A long time," he smiled.
Reese insisted though, "weren't you in a band though? I think I remember somebody saying that."
He shook his head, he couldn't explain because he was holding in the almost blue smoke that Ed could almost feel curling around inside him. He coughed a little, it couldn't be stopped and the puff of smoke was thick in the cool evening air. "That was so long ago. That was before I met your grandmother." It didn't keep him from strumming a few more chords though and humming a tune that he didn't have the words for.
Rachel looked back at Reese, "wait, he's your Grandpa?"
Reese smiled and added, "I know, he's too cute to be a Grandpa, right?"
She never gave Rachel or Ed an opportunity to answer though because she kissed Rachel on the mouth. It started out slow. It was closed-mouth and reminiscent of the two kisses that she and Ed had shared but this was more. The girls both opened their mouths simultaneously and Rachel sighed as she gave Reese her tongue. The slippery sound of their tongues delving back and forth inside the other was enough to make Ed's cock stand fully at attention.
Ed wondered if Reese could tell that he was watching. No, not just watching, studying and while his inner voyeur might be content like this, the beast inside him wanted to crawl to the two girls and get between them. He could almost taste both mouths on him. If she did notice, she didn't say anything but, "play something."
Reese didn't wait for Ed to comply but pressed her mouth to Rachel's again. He watched as the brunette writhed her hips back and forth as their mouths became one. Ed found his chord and started, "Yesterday," he sang along as he strummed, his voice was just above a whisper.
He serenaded the girls, "now I need a place to hide away," he sang. Ed's fingers missed and then found the chord again. Reese's hands were kneading Rachel's waist and hesitated, teasing her as well as him, which way would they slide, up or down?
He continued, his voice cracked here and there as the longing washed over him. He wanted to watch as Reese laid the girl down on the blanket and tugged the cut offs over her hips and down off her thin legs. He needed it. He was parched for the scent of the brunette's wet slit and he wanted to hear Reese drink her down in gulps. He'd kiss the cream from Reese's bottom lip and taste the two of them in one draught and his right hand moved from the guitar to his crotch.
Fuck, he was adjusting his dick as he looked at his granddaughter. He had to stop himself while he still could and Ed knew that it wouldn't take much more than a couple more minutes of this and he'd be insane with lust. He sounded faint and far away as he set the guitar down and rose from the lawn chair. "Reese, honey, I'm going to bed," he told her as he took a step toward the door.
Secretly, in his heart, in his most shameful place, he hoped that she would insist that he stayed. Insist that he stayed and take his pants off and join in. Would he even be able to say no? Would anyone? No, he was firm with himself somehow, get inside. Just because she's perfect and she kissed you a couple of times and made you feel like a man again, doesn't make it right.
The first night of their trip, the two of them had established that the bed at the back of the motorhome was his and the one in the front was Reese's. She liked crawling up to hers. It reminded her of the bunk beds she had as a child. Ed liked the back bed that he could just roll into from a standing position. Tonight he stripped down and pulled the down comforter up to his chin. He ached between his legs and his cock stood like a flagpole under the cover. He would have given anything to put himself out of his misery with his hand. It wouldn't take long, if he let himself imagine the two girls outside, it wouldn't even be a full minute. No matter how good the buzz was, he'd never be able to live with himself if Reese walked in and heard or god forbid saw that he was stroking himself to her. He resolutely closed his eyes and let his mind wander back to the placid water and the place of peace.
Ed was almost asleep when the motor home door banged open. Immediately there was a "Shhh" and two giggles. There were footsteps and Ed squeezed his eyes shut, willing himself to not peek. If he saw, if he saw even just the silhouettes of the two girls there was no way that he wouldn't reach down and touch himself. As it was, his dick was pleading with him to do it.



The weight shifted on his bed. He held his breath, hoping that they would leave. "Shh," Reese told the girl, "lay down," his granddaughter whispered.
Ed couldn't help but open his eyes just a sliver, just enough to see the two beautiful bodies awash in the moonlight. The glow on shining, bare skin was a sight that was burned instantly into his brain. The lapping sound of mouths on mouths, the whimper of a naked girl surrendering to the soft fingers that slipped along her crevice. Ed didn't have to see all of it to know what was happening. Every breath was sex, every sigh, the weight of the two bodies shifted again and he knew that Reese had slid down between her legs.
"Oh god," Rachel moaned and then immediately slapped her hand over her mouth. Ed could feel the rhythm of her hips and in his head, it became the rhythm of his cock inside his granddaughter. He could almost feel himself fucking Reese to the tempo set by her tongue. She would be dripping wet and hot and so perfectly tight for him, like satin wrapped around his aching manhood. He'd watch as Reese licked and lavished the girl beneath her, all the while pushing her hips back into him, taking every inch, absolutely full of Ed's thick cock.
He had made a puddle of precum on the mattress already.
Fuck, the word came out in a scream but just inside. He had to stop, he couldn't do this. He couldn't fuck his own granddaughter no matter how delectable she may be. It didn't matter how long it had been and especially it couldn't matter that she reminded him of the love of his life who had seduced him forty-three years ago just like this.
She was just a girl, he told himself again and again, just the most perfect girl.
He squeezed his eyes shut and somehow, Ed drifted off into a fitful sleep and dreams of nameless, faceless girls on a road trip to nowhere.
***
Ed could tell by the color of the light that it was close enough to morning that the sky in the east was more blue than black but the sun wasn't really up yet. In other words, it was far too early to be this awake but had he ever truly been asleep last night?
She felt good in his arms, warm and smooth and her hair smelled like chlorine and her floral shampoo and maybe a hint of smoke. Ed buried his nose there at the nape of her neck and inhaled deeply. He could drink this, drink her, gulp her down like cool water at the oasis. He'd been in the desert for so long.
Chelsea shifted her hips and the knowing of her seeped into every pore. She was naked and her bare legs were entangled with his. Her toes were on his calves and most importantly, her heart-shaped bottom was tucked into his pelvis and his cock sought her heat. Chelsea's head lay in the crook of his left arm and his right was draped over her body, hugging her possessively to his chest. She felt good, they even fit together as if they were the piece the other was missing.
His right hand had memorized her time and time again and yet she was always brand new. His palm moved across her chest gently as he felt her slow, sleeping intake of air. Ed breathed into her hair as her bottom pressed into his aching dick. His hand explored down the center of her belly, her skin tantalizing every nerve in every finger, all the way down to her bare, little mound.
She was so hot here. His beloved had waves of heat emanating from her secret, little spot. How could she sleep at all with her lips so splayed and swollen, her sex calling to him in the night with a siren's song? Her clitoris was hotter still, it might even burn him to caress her pulsing bud but it would be worth it to fan her flames.
One touch, one slow slide as his fingertips traced the outline of her and delved between her lips to stroke her button and she moaned. Chelsea writhed in his hand, wetting him with her sweetness, rubbing herself back and forth with a purr. His cock burrowed and found the dimple at the top of her crack and dripped precum in the valley, sure to make a river of his incessant need for her down her backside. The thought of a pool of his salty, hot liquid on the puckered skin of her perfect, pink asshole made him shiver and he promised himself to lick it later and taste himself there.
She mewed like a kitten in his arms as his right hand continued to play her. Perhaps at some point he had been somewhat skilled with the guitar but he'd never regretted putting that instrument down in order to more thoroughly learn to make music with her body. He'd never wasted one minute learning to make his wife cum.
Except this wasn't his wife, Ed was suddenly wide awake and his heartbeat throbbed at his temples. Not his wife, his body froze except his hand, which hadn't received the message yet. Or maybe his fingers had heard but wouldn't obey and couldn't help but explore her damp deliciousness. His cock heard but didn't care that he was stroking his granddaughter's pussy.
Fuck, that's what he was doing and Ed couldn't breathe but he couldn't stop either as Reese pushed her ass back into his erection. She sighed as his two fingers slipped and slid over her drenched, sticky slit. He was masturbating her. Oh god, he thought and Ed bit his bottom lip so hard that he was sure that he'd leave a bloody mark there, a reminder of his guilt for later. Something to stare at in the mirror as he reminded himself that he'd violated something sacred. Touching her, fondling her, molesting her, every hair stood at attention on his body as the words washed over him.
And he was loving every second.
Reese moved with him, pushing and grinding in his palm, her essence coating his fingers and Ed was sure that he'd lick it off, suck it clean and rub his face in the scent she left behind. Her little whimpers came steadily, her clitoris was full and begging for a release and Ed held back a moan that came from the depths of his soul as he picked up the pace. He wanted to make his little granddaughter cum. Not just cum, he wanted her to explode. He wanted her to wake up and look him in the eye as she came buckets of cream in his hand. Then his mouth and then all over his cock that swore to love her if he would just slide into her velvety snatch. He wanted it to be the best she ever had.
Reese shivered and her thighs twitched between his and her little bottom shuddered. The head of his cock drifted down the wet line of her opening, past her asshole, down, down, wetting himself, drenching himself in her orgasmic fluids, pausing there at her tiny entry. He was so past needing this.
Fuck, what was he doing! Ed tore his hand away as if she were a fire that had almost consumed him. Scrambling, he pushed himself up to his knees. Panicky and uncoordinated, his legs didn't want to move, his body didn't want to obey but his brain insisted. Get out, that was the only thought that echoed there, get the fuck out now. He tripped over his shoes as he stumbled from the bed. He looked at her and that was worse. Looking at her like this, staring, panting, his cock pleading, as if to point at his lovely blonde and say, "let me have her!"
He pushed the door to the motor home open and quickly slammed it shut behind him. Dawn had just broken over the horizon and the air was already heavy and warm on his bare body. Naked and hard as a rock, unable to trust himself, out of breath and almost out of time. Another few seconds and he wouldn't have stopped; not until she was full of his orgasm that just teetered right there on the edge, just about to explode.
There was only one thing he could do.
Ed ran to the pool. A flat out run, barefooted, as fast as his legs could carry him to the pool at the center of the villas. It didn't matter that he was nude or that he knew that the pool water would be ice on his flesh. The fog that hovered over the water indicated the change in temperature and nothing was going to prepare him for the knives on his flesh as he dove into the water.
He dove in.
After touching the bottom, Ed came back to the surface with a gasp. It didn't matter that the frigid water had done nothing yet to kill the hard-on that even now was beckoning to the motorhome, to the girl that he adored, to the succulent, curvy softness that melted in his embrace.
No, he had to stay here until he'd forgotten all about that.
***
Reese had decided that she had seen all the sights she cared to see in Lake of the Ozarks and had been fairly occupied on her phone for most of the day. It had given Ed time to try to forget what had happened before dawn.
He lied to himself and said that he could forget, knowing that his granddaughter's secret, succulent places had forever permeated his skin. Her scent had seeped inside him and was changing the chemistry of his brain. Even after the nude swim in the icy water this morning, even though he reeked of chlorine, he had smelled his hand in the shower this morning and it was the pure bliss of Reese's juices.
No, Ed shook his head no to himself again and kept his eyes on the road. Focus, that's all he needed, to focus on the task at hand and not let his eyes stray to the right where his lovely copilot was wearing tattered blue jeans and a black tee shirt. Her feet were bare and one calf dangled over the arm, of her chair. Her toes could easily brush his arm. Ed was aware of her like a predatory animal can taste its prey in the air.
When they stopped for gas, Ed only asked, "need anything?" before hopping out to stretch his legs.
"No, I'm good," Reese didn't even look up from the screen and her voice was far away.
He couldn't help it. He was still her grandfather and that concerned tone came naturally when he noticed, "you haven't eaten anything today."
"I'm fine," she whispered as she scrolled.
It hadn't happened, Ed told himself as he meandered around the gas station, almost lost in his dream world. Nothing happened, she probably thought it was a dream or she would have chalked it up to part of her escapade of the evening with Rachel. The brunette had been gone, thankfully when Ed returned from the pool and Reese had still been asleep, tucked away in a ball in his bed. Nothing had happened, he'd just lost himself in a memory of his wife, which was completely understandable given the excruciating circumstances.
He almost believed it as he whistled to himself. It was the same tune he'd been trying to remember on the guitar last night and he still couldn't place it, almost as if it were part of the same dream. Once he was back in the motor home with his seat belt on, as he checked the rear view, she asked, "are we close to Kansas City?"
"Yeah, about an hour or so," he guessed.
"Can we go eat a real dinner?" Reese asked, her small hand on her flat belly. "I want a steak."
She should have an appetite after all those orgasms, Ed let the thought flit through his mind and immediately regretted it. "That sounds great, honey," Ed nodded. "I'm hungry too," hungry for her, for her naked softness, for her scent wafting up from the slippery place between her legs that her grandfather should never touch. Most definitely never kiss or lick or devour like a ravenous wolf.
"We should get dressed up," Reese suggested and Ed didn't ask why or what the occasion was or what she considered dressed up given that most often, she showed more skin than covered. He didn't ask because her eyes were back on the screen and besides that, it didn't matter. He'd do anything to make her happy.
***
Ed pulled in at the green sign and followed the arrows to the main office at Basswood Resort. By now he already knew to ask for extra towels and the WiFi password. One long look over his shoulder at Reese, still in the front seat with eyes locked on her phone screen and he knew that was a necessity. He couldn't help but wonder if her quiet mood had anything to do with what had happened at the crack of dawn. His face was flushed just remembering her little sighs and the feel of her ass pressed into him was something that he'd never forget. It wasn't easy to pretend things never happened.
Once they had parked the motorhome and Ed had unhooked the Accord, he came back inside to check the time. Reese bit her bottom lip before asking, "can you give me some time to get ready?"
Was she asking him to leave? Was he already that bothersome or was this just the beginning of a teenage girl mood swing? "Um, sure," he nodded and took a step back. Ed still remembered when Heather would get really quiet like this, it was the calm before the storm. "What time should I come back?" he spoke just above a whisper.
She twisted her bare toes and smiled sweetly, "how's an hour?"
She was flirting, wasn't she? That coy look, the flutter of her lashes, the voice that tugged at his zipper and dripped honey down his spine. Fuck, he groaned in his head, she was right, he had to get out of there. "See you in a bit, honey," Ed agreed and wasted no time exiting the camper.
He took his time and strolled to the country store, hoping they had a six pack or two for later. Summer was in full bloom and what a perfect place to enjoy it. Even with his face mask on, Ed could smell the scent of wildflowers that hung, heavy and sweet in the air.
He paid for a six pack and took a rest on a bench beside the trail going back. Ed smiled to himself as he thought of Reese. In spite of her parent's assessment, she was really a sweet girl by all indications. Smart as a whip too, and considering that she was just 18 and had lived a very sheltered life, Reese seemed to know people. She had a wisdom about her that was far beyond her years. Sure, she was a brat and a manipulative, little flirt when she wanted something but that was just an act that she put on. The real Reese had depth to her.
Ed was back in what he guessed was about an hour and found Reese waiting for him on the padded bench that the salesman had told him was the living room. "Hey," she stood up, as if she needed to be inspected. Reese seemed almost nervous when she asked, "is this too much?" Her blue eyes pulled him in and Ed hoped that he didn't express with his eyes all of the desire he had for her.
"Oh, honey," Ed just whispered and whistled as she turned to give him the full view. He immediately realized once he'd already done it that it was a terribly inappropriate response. The dress was white and hugged her curves, a simple sheath but it was by far the dressiest thing that Ed had seen her in so far. Other than Reese naked, this was his second favorite look. "You're absolutely beautiful," he told her, hoping that she'd forgive the fact that the boner she gave him was involuntary.
Reese wore her hair down loose and free and his fingers twitched to touch it. She flipped it over one shoulder. "Good," she was satisfied and looked back at him, over one shoulder and said in her bossy voice, "you should hurry, I'm starving."
It wouldn't take Ed longer than ten minutes to shower and shave but mid-shave, as he stared at himself in the small mirror over the sink, he wondered, was this a date? He dismissed it with a shake of the head. This was crazy. He was an old man, at least by Reese's standards and even if middle-aged women still seemed to find him attractive, this was all in his imagination. She'd kissed him a couple of times and tossed her hair and he was so desperately horny and lonely that he'd turned it into a love story.
When Ed emerged, Reese asked, "ready for our date?"
No, he absolutely wasn't ready, Ed thought as he smoothed down the front of the button down shirt he was wearing. "I hope this is okay," he mumbled. Now he was nervous. He hadn't been on a first date in forty-three years and now that he thought of it, he wouldn't really call the first night with Chelsea a date either, life altering as it was,
"You look cute, Ed," Reese approached him and inhaled near his collar. "You smell good too," her fingers rested on his chest, right by his heart and Ed wondered if she could feel how it hammered there for her. Her bottom lip brushed his top lip and sent an electrical pulse down to his toes and she murmured, "let's go."
The restaurant only had seating on the patio which Ed was glad to hear meant that they could take off the masks. As luck would have it, they had a small table in the back corner where Ed could almost touch Reese's knees with his own the whole time. The close contact kept him in a constant state of arousal, hot and cold and hard and flushed and the hair on the back of his neck stood up and took notice of every inch of her. Her tiny hands, her skin glistened in the soft light, her scent beckoned to him and Ed recognized the feeling that throbbed at his pulse points like a second heartbeat. He'd felt this way before.
Ed had ordered a whiskey sour and halfway through their dinner, Reese gestured to his glass, "can I have a drink?"
Oh he kept forgetting, Ed laughed mostly at himself as he passed her the ice cold tumbler. She wasn't even old enough to drink. She was old enough to fondle until she came in his hand though.
"So are you off to college in the fall?" he wondered.
Reese shrugged, "with Covid? I have no idea. If it's anything like the last three months of high school, it's total bullshit." His granddaughter pointed with her fork, "I'll tell you what though, I'm not living with Mom anymore."
Ed found himself touching her forearm and watched as his fingers meandered down to her fingers. He wanted to hold hands but didn't dare. "What do you want to go to school for?" he asked.
Reese almost seemed reluctant to say. "I want to go for art. I love to paint." Another way in which she reminded him of her grandmother. "But Dad said that I need to get my degree in finance because that's more practical." It probably was. There were plenty of art school dropouts who probably wished they'd listened to their dads and gotten a degree in finance. There was something soulless about it though. Reese leaned in, her breath touching his neck, "what do you think, Ed?"
He took her hand in his, right there at the table. "I think you should follow your heart," he sounded wistful and remembered a time that didn't seem so long ago that he had heard the same argument. "But your dad just wants to make sure that you'll be able to take care of yourself," he defended Jake.
"Follow my heart, huh?" Reese's small fingers wove through his and when she smiled and looked him in the eye, Ed was immediately and completely lost in the light that shone there.
Once they finished dinner, they strolled hand in hand back to the car and Ed stopped, pointing with her hand and his own, "see the Big Dipper?" He made the outline with his finger.
"You've been showing me the Big Dipper ever since I was a little girl," Reese giggled. They had arrived at the car and Ed pressed the button on the key to unlock the doors. She didn't break free and open her door though. Reese stood, pressed up against the passenger door, waiting for something.
Ed held her face in both hands, yes, lost and totally swept away in the heat and the tenderness that was there and it couldn't be stopped. "It's the only constellation I know," he whispered. It couldn't be helped, there was nothing to do but kiss her. This couldn't be mistaken for a grandfather kissing his granddaughter. This wasn't a brush, something to be mistaken for a casual embrace. This was full, lips sealed, mouth to mouth, closed mouth at first but Ed's tongue licked the center of her upper lip, just a little taste, a hot, wet little taste of his granddaughter and Reese sighed and opened up completely for him.
This was a man kissing his lover.
Their tongues explored and her hips moved into him. Her little fingers wandered down to his belt loops and she pulled him closer. Ed panted into her, knowing full well that his blonde beauty would have to feel his erection like that. She had to know what she was doing to him, had to feel the full length and girth of him throbbing in the front of his pants for her and rather than turn away, she seemed to be opening her legs a little.



Ed's hands were in her hair and Reese was gulping down his air as she fed him her tongue in what was the most hungry, needy kiss of his life. When she released him, Reese was out of breath. Her pink lip gloss was gone and that must mean that it was all over his mouth. "Jesus," she whispered, trembling in his arms. "I've been thinking about that all day," his granddaughter confessed.
"Really?" Ed panted as if he'd just run a mile.
Reese's smile was all of the dirty thoughts in his mind. "Well when you wake me up like that," she told him between soft kisses on his cheeks, "with your hand on my pussy," a kiss on his mouth, "making me cum like that," she purred. "I've been so horny all day."
She'd been awake the whole time. She'd been awake and she had loved it and Ed's whole body twitched with the possibilities that lay before him. "For me?" he could hardly believe it.
Reese initiated this kiss and her tongue delved into his mouth, hot and steamy and small and perfect. She tasted like his whiskey and an after dinner mint and he moaned as his hands pressed her young body into his. "Take me home," she whispered in that bossy girl voice that Ed knew he'd never say no to. "Take me home and make love to me," her eyes were ravenous and the movement in her hips was a young doe following her mating call.
He had a million reasons to say no. Maybe more than a million and the first was about to roll off his lips. She was his granddaughter for god's sake, he'd pointed out the Big Dipper to her all her life. He hesitated, held his breath and then realized at the moment, she was just the most beautiful girl in the world, looking up at him expectantly, wanting him like he'd always wanted her to.
"Yes, honey," was all he said. He kept her left hand in his right one all the way back to Basswood. Ed didn't say a word, neither of them did and he guessed it was because they were both afraid they'd talk themselves out of it.
***
Once they got inside the motorhome and Ed locked the door behind them. He didn't know why he felt like he needed to make sure that the whole world was safely on the other side of the door. They were both suddenly shy as they stood at the foot of Ed's bed.
Ed sat, patting the place next to him on the mattress. "Come here, will you?" Reese sat and placed one leg in his lap, brushing his erection with the back of her knee. "Are you sure?" he couldn't even finish the question. Sure she wanted him, sure she knew what she was asking, sure that she wanted to cross a line that had been placed firmly in the sand before either of them existed.
She shivered and the white, downy hairs on her arms stood up. It wasn't cold, this was something else. "Yes, are you?" she murmured the question into his mouth but didn't give Ed an opportunity to answer before kissing him slowly. Reese tasted him, it was dainty, it was delicate, it was a girlish kiss and something that he couldn't remember ever having even when he was a boy. Their tongues lingered and caressed, slipped and tangled and their breath became one. She tasted so good here, Ed thought, wondering how delicious she would be elsewhere.
Ed couldn't lie though, not about this. "I'm sure I want you more than anything in the world," he looked her in the eye as he admitted it. "But I also know that this changes everything, Reese," and there it was, the single best reason for them to go back to her sleeping in the front of the motorhome.
His granddaughter cocked her head and smiled. "I know," was all she said as she slipped off her sandals. First one and then the other hit the floor and her tan legs moved in his lap as she got to her knees and held the hem of her dress in both hands. Reese pulled the dress up to the top of her thighs, slowly over her hips, easing them back and forth as the snug fabric caressed her. Ed was lost in the rhythm of her hips and then the sliver of white, lacy panties. She brought the dress to her waist and then up, past her breasts which were free of a bra. She revealed two, cotton candy pink nipples that were pointing north before tugging the dress off over her head. She wore nothing but panties now and it was against every animal urge in his body to take this as slow as possible, but Ed told himself he had to.
He lay her down on his mattress and every breath was a kiss. Her ripe, button mouth was full of sighs and her hips writhed on his sheet, back and forth, calling him to explore her curves. "Reese," Ed whispered into her nest of hair, "my darling girl, I have to ask." There was a catch in his voice, the images of her last night with the girl flashed slowly, a kaleidoscope of softcore porn, "you've been with a man before, right?" It was more of a statement than a question.
She curled her fingers in his hair, "no. Just girls," she whispered the last word.
Ed hadn't been with a virgin since he was too young to understand the significance but his dick pulsed at the thought of being Reese's first. "And you want me to," he paused, it almost took his breath away, it was almost impossible to say the words, "be your first?" He couldn't say lover, it just was a sound that was his heart ready to burst in his chest.
She was on the verge of a giggle, "I would have asked you this morning if you hadn't run away."
"If I had known," Ed moaned into her flesh, his cock flailed in the front of his pants and left a wet spot as it begged for her. It would have been impossible to leave, "I would have stayed," he finally confessed. He kissed her collar bones from her shoulder to her chest and contemplated a morning spent making love to Reese instead of drowning his lust for her in the pool.
Reese's eyes sparkled in the lamplight. The shadows played along her tiny waist and her long legs. Her blonde hair was fanned out beneath her on his pillow and Ed knew that he'd never be able to sleep on it again without thinking of his face buried there in her thick mane. "Take your clothes off for me," she cooed. "I didn't get to see you this morning."
Ed started with his shoes. His clumsy fingers were in too much of a hurry with the laces and he had to tell himself to slow down, they had all night. He stopped and stared at every inch of his blonde lover. From the tips of her toes, he let his eyes roam as he thought of all the time he'd need to make love to every inch of her. With his shirt off, he took her hand and placed it on the center of his chest. "Feel how fast my heart is beating," he held her fingers there, "guess I'm nervous, honey."
Reese sighed and let her fingers meander through his chest hair, "really?" For a girl without the experience of a man, his granddaughter knew what she was doing as her hand ran down the center of his body to his cock. She touched his erection through his pants and whispered, "I think you feel pretty excited."
"God yes," he groaned and busied himself with the zipper. He dropped his pants on the floor and gulped as the dripping head of his dick made its appearance through the opening in his boxers. He'd make a puddle on the sheet just touching her. Jesus, could he hold back his orgasm if he went down on her? The shudder ran down his spine like fingernails, his balls ached for her, for this, for everything that he'd wanted so badly from the first moment she sat down next to him. "I'm so excited," he admitted. Excited and out of breath, cock free to dribble precum on his granddaughter's flat, tan belly. The boxers were easy to kick off to the floor and then Ed was naked with the most beautiful girl in the world.
Reese was mesmerized at the sight of him. "And you're so hard," she said as her hand reached out to touch his pulsing cock. She touched him so gently, tenderly wrapping her small fingers as far around his manhood as would fit. "God, Ed," she called him in a voice that was a little girl's from long ago. Perverse, that's what it was, for her to sound so young and be so small and virginal while holding his dripping dick. "Grandpa," she whispered as she pushed up on one elbow and kissed the head that was so hot and needy for her.
He dripped precum on his granddaughter's full, bottom lip and convulsed as he watched it fall.
Ed shuddered and pulled away. Her touch was like lightning on every nerve and he didn't want to waste this erection on anything so silly as her hand when there was so much more to be had. "Sweetheart," he told her sheepishly, "I have to go slowly." How long had it been, could he even remember at this point? "I'm out of practice." Ed confessed.
He scooped her up in his right arm, she fit so perfectly against his body. Reese stroked the hair on his chest, her little hand almost touching his heart as a new, needy, desperate kiss began. Their tongues met and melded together as they began to breathe as one. As he drank down her air and gave her his, with his left hand, Ed explored the crease beneath Reese's breasts. She was like velvet here, perfectly soft and warm and when he meandered to her pointy little nipple, the girl in his arms shivered. "Yes, please," Reese wanted more.
Her breasts were small and perfectly round, her buds were pink against the small stripe of white flesh where her bikini tops must have covered her. She tasted like her flowery soap and the warmth of her body melted in his mouth as Ed let his tongue lead the way. His tongue, his lips, he'd taste all of her, lick and swallow, just in case tomorrow his gorgeous granddaughter came to her senses and told him never again.
Ed listened to her little whimpers as his tongue wet her pointed buds. Yes, she liked this, Reese's face was flushed and her round mouth was open, a stream of sighs came from her. The blonde pushed her hips up, grinding herself on his body as Ed continued to worship her. Just like she had this morning, as if her pussy needed to beg for it, as if she were just as needy as him. "Touch me, touch me there, please," Reese pleaded, out of breath.
Ed's hand obeyed her immediately. As he nibbled her nipples, his fingers delved under the band of her skimpy panties. She made a noise, almost a sob when he touched her ripe, slick little lips once again. She was so very wet, soaking wet and warm and her lips were wide open and insistent that he explore. "Baby," he whispered, moving down her body, licking her as he heeded what his animal lust commanded. He had to have her, he had to taste her, drink her down like wine. Ed hoped that she would cover his face with her orgasmic sweetness. Once he was between Reece's perfect thighs, he paused, "honey, can I take your panties down?" It was such a perverse thing for him to ask such a young girl and yet, here he was, on the precipice.
"Please," the smile on her face was porn. Reese pushed her bottom up at him and watched as he peeled back the tiny panties to reveal her nakedness.
What he saw there took Ed's breath away. "Baby," he groaned, bowing his head, as if to pray to the god that had made her so beautifully. He inhaled her scent and filled his lungs with her heat and her perfection, it was thick and sweet and forbidden and necessary all at once. He had her inside of him now, Ed thought as he let his eyes roam. Up and down, he didn't know what was more of a necessity, the sweet, bare little mound, so innocent and girlish or the magnetic pull in her eyes. Her mouth was like a little doll's mouth and yet her clit was fully erect and desperately needed to be sucked on. She was the perfect combination of sweet and slutty and Ed was at a loss for words so he let his tongue speak for him as he licked the dew from her petals.
Reese's inner thighs shivered and she drew them tight around his shoulders, pulling him in, guiding Ed to her slippery center. He needed no prodding, he was parched for his granddaughter's delicious little cunt and after gently licking her from her virgin entry all the way to her clitoris, Ed knew that he'd never get enough of her. He slathered his mouth with her juice, he dipped his tongue inside her, relishing the virgin cream that dripped from her. God, she was sweet and her perfume was rich and Ed greedily rubbed his face in her folds, bathing in her little creamy river.
"Yes, yes, yes," she whispered as she pushed herself back and forth, feeding herself to Ed, fucking his face, about to come undone. Reese's clit throbbed and Ed watched. Licked and watched it swell for him, licked and let his inner pervert drool on her flesh. Ed felt his tongue linger and salivate on her, watched it pulse as his eighteen year old virgin girl shuddered. "Yes, please, oh god, please," she teetered on the brink of an orgasm and Ed was determined to devour every last drop of it.
The moans that came from him were muffled by her lips in his mouth. Howling and gasping with pleasure as he drank and suck, Ed held her blossoming clit between his lips and his tongue rolled over her, lathering her, possessing her. Reese rode his face, her hips bucked and her little hands clenched the sheet below as she rocked with him, screaming when she exploded with a hot squirt of her first orgasm.
Ed gobbled it down, rubbing his face in the hot fountain of Reese's deliciousness. He was already determined that there would be so many more after this one. A girl's first time was special, after all, she'd never lose her virginity again.
His cock throbbed and dripped on the sheet. That's right, Ed panted on her pink, bare flesh, remembering that he was to be her first. Ed licked his second and third fingers, wetting them down to the knuckle as he took in the sight of her pussy. She was an angel like this, delicate and sweet and so innocent looking. Her skin was pale and creamy and his every breath caressed her nakedness, sending a new wave of sighs from Reese. "Yes, oh god, Ed, yes," sometimes it was Ed and sometimes it was Grandpa and as he touched the tip of his tongue to her little pearl once more, he realized that he didn't care how wrong it was anymore.
He was addicted to her.
Lapping at his granddaughter once again, Ed slowly ran the tip of his middle finger over her virgin entry. He'd never wanted this before, to be the first man, and he'd have been nervous if his cock wasn't insisting that it wanted to rip her to shreds. No, he told himself as his tongue continued its heated caress of her delicate folds and its worship of her button, he would make her so wet and so crazy that she opened right up for him. His little granddaughter, his little girl, he slowly entered her with the middle finger and listened to her purr as she fucked him back. "Grandpa," she whimpered as his finger pressed, deeper and deeper to a place where she stiffened up and put her hand out to stop. "Wait, wait," she whispered, her glove tight vagina throbbing around him.
Ed picked up the pace with his tongue. He licked just the tip of her clit until she writhed, convulsing under him, crying out for more. "Yes, give it to me," Reese mewed, "do it, do it, fuck me," she begged and the beast inside Ed reared up and gave her the second finger as well.
Reese moaned, something from somewhere deep inside the little girl. Her legs trembled, almost as if she were about to close them, shut him out, push him away but it was too late for that. Ed sucked voraciously at her pink hood as it pulled back and exposed her completely to her starving Grandpa's wicked tongue. He fingered her now, fully with both fingers, sliding in and out of her maidenhood, fucking her deeply and slowly as he licked faster and faster. The need inside him was building to a fever pitch and Ed wondered if he wouldn't cum just like this, without even being inside.
Reese must have known, she must have felt it somehow, their bodies entwined. She must know him much more intimately than a girl her age should. She was his flesh and blood after all. "Make love to me," she said it in the little girl voice that Ed remembered from years ago and it sent a shiver of desire down his spine. "Grandpa, make love to me," she reached out with both hands and touched his face. She was a siren and he could do nothing but heed her call. Inviting him, surrendering to him, seducing him all at once.
Ed looked her in the eye as he licked her virginal fluids from his fingers. He savored her taste in his mouth and held it like wine. He licked his fingers again and stared at her as he got to his knees. "Are you sure, little girl?" he asked but he wasn't sure he could stop if she weren't. He was covered in goosebumps and aching in his soul to have her. Ed sucked his fingers again, showing her how delicious she was.
Reese's eyes were large and somber and she shook her head yes.
He placed her feet behind him and came to her. "Put your arms around my neck, honey," he whispered hotly, feeling her small breasts press into his body. Her breath on his face, her legs around his torso, Ed's cock danced and dripped on her inner thigh and his balls were overflowing and one touch of her satin insides and Ed was afraid that he'd combust. He kissed her button mouth, the top lip, the bottom lip, sliding his tongue inside, he let Reese taste her orgasm. "You're so perfect," he told her between kisses, "so beautiful. I love you Reese." He couldn't help himself and hoped that she wouldn't mistake it for any of the other times that he'd told her or that it was like any other boy or girl telling her. This wasn't like anything he'd ever known.
After tonight, it would be a different love altogether.
Ed brushed the head of his slippery dick against her hot lips. He kissed her neck and felt her pulse there with his tongue. Ed touched the head of his cock to her ripe clitoris and felt it dip down into his slit, he rubbed himself on her the way she had rubbed her pussy in his hand. Reese's blue eyes were riveted on him as he pulled back and slowly thrust his head inside.
Fuck, he gasped as the sensation took over, she was a virgin and she sealed him inside her molten heat and satin flesh that had never been opened before. Ed clenched his jaw, determined to make this last. He wouldn't thrust his way home, he wouldn't tear her apart but the effort made his thighs shake. She was buttery and soft and sweet inside and Reese had a nervous expression on her face as he pressed on, just a bit more.
His granddaughter nodded, pulling him close with her feet.
Ed thrust and rocked back, god, she was heaven and dripping wet, Reese's pussy so drenched that even just this much, even just the first two inches inside and his balls were soaked in her cum. His cock made a wet noise as he thrust again, a little deeper this time.
Reese yelped, "you're so big," and clenched tighter around him.
Ed couldn't help but growl. Mating with her now, there was no thought, there was no turning back, he was past the point of no return and he held her small wrists to the mattress as he pumped in and out. His cock was soaked with her, he dripped and throbbed to her back and forth rhythm. It was like a second pulse, the beat of her insides, calling to him, beckoning him inside. She was impossible to refuse and Ed was powerless under her spell.
"Reese," he wasn't sure he could even speak and maybe didn't actually say her name before his tongue came out and his teeth. He kissed her fully, his cock followed suit and he swallowed down the little scream that his granddaughter made when he gave her every last inch of his aching dick.
They kissed and fucked, Reese filled him with her air as he bottomed out inside her satin little hole. Her fingers pulled him in deeper as she relinquished her maiden hood. Her legs shivered and her hips met him, move for move, their timing was exquisite. It was almost as if she'd been made for him, for this moment.
"God, yes," she gasped as her sweet, little angel pussy squeezed and gripped him as the tremor of her pleasure began at her white hot center.
She was cumming.
She was cumming on him and Ed roared and threw his head back, unable to contain himself one more minute. The ecstasy pulsed inside as his climax came, buried inside his granddaughter, spurt after spurt after spurt, until he was empty. Buried inside her, his body still pulsed with the spasms of their crescendo and Ed gave her his mouth, his tongue, while his manhood still throbbed.



Lost in each other, Ed had no idea how much time had passed or how long they had lay, desperate to catch their breath, entwined head to toe. He was determined to remember every bit of her and buried his face in her neck and covered himself in her blonde hair. He licked along her jawline until his tongue touched her pulse.
Could it be love? He was sure that he couldn't explain it but this couldn't be explained by sheer desire. It reminded him of a magical night many years ago when his hands melted around the small body of another blonde and they became one.
She wasn't Chelsea though. She was beautifully and tragically Reese. Ed wondered briefly what Chelsea would think of tonight's coupling. When his beautiful granddaughter shimmied her hips and whispered, "Ed," he realized that he couldn't possibly answer that question. The only thing he could answer was the call of her flesh with his mouth.
It continued all night, the slow exploration of each other. Ed knew his granddaughter in the biblical fashion. He knew the backs of her knees, the curve of her instep, the dip under her collarbones, the taste of her wrist, the scent of her flesh everywhere. It wasn't until the light changed and the shadows shifted on the wall in the motorhome above his bed that Ed realized that they had made love all night.
***
When they awoke, it was steamy outside and Ed was coated in sweat and sex, stuck to Reese's back. What a perfect way to begin the day, he smiled and peeled his body from her perfection, rolling back just enough so that he could take it all in.
The was the line down her back and the soft slope of her shoulder, the cascade of her hair and the tangle of her long, tan legs and there at the center of it all, her perfectly pink crevice that still had her grandfather's seed dripping out of it.
Reese stretched with her arms overhead and pushed her perky bottom out to tempt him as she asked, "what time do you think it is?"
He'd lost track after the kiss at the car. "Hold on," Ed reached for his flip phone and opened it for her, "does that say 2:30?" He couldn't believe it but they had been up all night.
Reese whistled, "my Grandpa knows how to party." She giggled, "and how to eat pussy."
Ed caught her in his arms and drew the girl close once more. Her breasts were sealed to his chest and the beginning of an erection stirred between his legs. Reese was the fountain of youth, he couldn't remember the last time that he'd cum like last night and was still ready to go the next morning. His lips brushed her velvet mouth, knowing that maybe two or three kisses would be more than sufficient for Ed to be fully hard for her once more. "Your pussy is exquisite," he murmured, his hand under her chin, looking her in the eye as he confessed, "I could never get enough." Her stomach made an audible squeal. "I guess that means I need to feed you," he laughed as he moved down the center of her flat belly and kissed the line that ran from the top of her rib cage down to her bellybutton.
Her eyes pulled him in, the heat there in her gaze as she stared at him down between his legs once more. "Yes, you should feed me," Reese whispered, her nipples hardening as her body told him everything. She blossomed for him right before his eyes, open and wet for him, "and then make love to me again."
Ed was fully hard and at the moment, food seemed unnecessary. The head of his cock was already slick with precum and burrowed into the damp sheet, aching to get at her again. She was so perfect inside, so tight, Reese's glove tight little vagina had bathed his erection with her hot juices and he was afraid that he was hopelessly addicted already. "I would love that, little girl," he pressed his forehead to her belly and kissed, one long, lingering, very soft kiss.
"Is that what I am, Grandpa?" Reese asked in a breathy voice that sparked every nerve in his body. Why was it now when she called him Grandpa, that he felt so dirty, so wrong, so lecherous that he craved her young, tender flesh? Reese parted her legs a little wider and let him see what was waiting for him. Her delicious petals were still open and swollen. She was dark pink and shimmering with her teenage lust and how had they not been sated in the night? Ed wondered for a moment before showing her the tip of his tongue. "Am I your little girl?" she whispered and her clitoris peeked out from under her slippery, little hood as she asked.
Ed gave in completely. Whatever this spell was, whatever magic this was coursing through his veins, he was powerless to stop it and why would he? "Yes," he answered, affirming it with a lap of his tongue along her pulsing pearl, "you are my little girl."
Reese's inner thighs shivered, "and you like licking your little girl?" Her clit was fully erect, as if it were listening to the words and had decided to swell and rise for his mouth.
The moan that came from Ed startled him. So ravenous, so savage, all he could do was sink to the mattress and cup her bottom with both hands to bring her up to his greedy mouth. "My darling, my baby," he told her between licks, "I love licking you. I can't get enough of your delicious, young pussy." He had no more time for words and Ed dove face down to her lips and lapped up the steady stream of cream that dripped from her tiny opening. He pushed her cheeks up and exposed her tiny, pink asshole. Ed moaned, this was new flesh that had gone unnoticed the night before. He was starving for her there though and licked her voraciously.
She tasted of sex and semen and sweat and her own sweet, girlish perfume and Ed hungrily gulped it all down in mouthfuls. He could taste himself from the night before. He had filled her virgin entry with a river of cum and somehow it was delicious now that it had fermented inside of her. Reese pushed her cheeks up, greedily wanting more tongue and Ed gave it to her happily, slithering the tip inside her tiny hole and tasting her most secret places.
Reese's fingers delved between her legs, sliding two of them over the tip of her clitoris. She whimpered as she touched herself and whispered, "god yes, Grandpa, lick me just like that."
It was filthy, Ed decided, the things he wanted to do to her. They were all filthy and depraved and he wasn't sure if he wouldn't just cum on the sheet as he licked and lavished her sweet asshole. Looking up, her tiny slit dribbled, her lips were red and wide open now, splayed and begging for more. His granddaughter was masturbating for him, showing him what her clitoris was begging for and by the tempo of her hips, she must be on the verge of an orgasm already. "Show me," Ed begged, his voice hoarse with need, "show me how you touch yourself, little girl."
Reese cried out as she pushed her hips up, working her fingers back and forth furiously as her clitoris throbbed. It throbbed like his cock was throbbing for her, it was the same drum beat, as if they shared one heart.
Ed couldn't stop himself. He wanted it all, he wanted it down his throat, in his belly, every last drop of her. He wanted to savor every inch of her as if it was the last time. He held her hands to the bed and whispered, "I love you honey," before sucking her clitoris between his lips, kissing his granddaughter with the steady bathing of his tongue while he gave her head. Sucking her off, gulping down every last bit of her, her aroma was heady, her taste divine and every last droplet should be his.
He wanted her like this forever.
When Reese came, it was sudden and with a sharp gasp, as if even she didn't know what to expect. Ed felt the warm gush of fluids and sucked contentedly. He gulped down mouthfuls of her sweetness and hoped that he didn't waste a drop.
Her spasms continued and Reese rocked her hips until a long, soft moan came from her and she pulled her legs up. Too sensitive now for his mouth, Ed smiled and blew her pussy a kiss before looking up to see her, flushed and lovely. Making love like this in the sunlight was even better than the glow of the moon, he could see everything and Ed knew he'd remember her this way forever. "What did you just do to me?" Reese asked, apparently shocked.
He let his fingertips wander down the valley of her inner thighs and then slowly back up to her waist. He could explain it later, when they weren't naked like this, when she wasn't glowing and pink. He'd tell her about squirting and then his granddaughter would Google it on her phone and giggle while she read to him out loud what all of the idiots on the internet had to say about it. For the moment though, all he said was, "I just wanted you to know how much Grandpa loves you."
***
The Las Cruces Arts Fair was a pared down affair this year because of Covid-19 but Ed was pleased to see that there were still vendors. Reese parked the Honda in the assigned spot and reached for the tye-dyed mask that she hung from the rear view mirror. "It's so cool that you like going to art fairs," his granddaughter told him before leaning in for a lingering kiss.
"I like doing anything that makes you happy," Ed said truthfully before reaching for his mask as well. Being masked, having her mouth inaccessible to him while out in public was probably a good thing, Ed had thought more than once. It was the only thing that kept him from kissing her, deeply, with tongue, right in front of everyone.
As they strolled the aisles, Ed was pleased to watch her entwine her fingers with his. It felt good like this, like lovers would hold hands and he wondered for the millionth time if that was what they were.
Reese spent time studying some photos. They were desert photos in black and white and the light and shadow was incredible. Another couple was waiting for them to leave, trying to keep their socially acceptable six feet away and Ed felt the woman's eyes on him as they walked by. Scorn, that's what it was, she was shaming him for being with such a young woman and Ed could only imagine what she would think if she only knew who the young woman was. "Did you see her?" Reese giggled once they left the tent. "She was giving us daggers over her mask," his gorgeous granddaughter whipped her loose, blonde hair back over her right shoulder.
Ed had and let his eyes move over her in the casual and yet perverted way that he had found himself doing regularly since they had made love. He would let himself remember touching her there, and there, and there, licking her there, the taste and feel of every favorite spot burned into his brain for safe keeping. Today she was wearing another sundress. This one was longer, but only just and the perfect green for her hair and her eyes and her braless breasts jiggled in the front of the fabric with every step, drawing every man's attention. "I'm sure she was just jealous," Ed told her, twirling her around as they made their way down the aisle. He was madly in love with her, it had to show on his face. Hell, it probably came through his pores she was so deep down inside of him and he honestly didn't give a rat's ass what anyone else thought.
Neither did Reese and that was just one more thing to love about her. "Jealous that I'm so young and we're together," his granddaughter turned to face him and the feel of her nipples on his chest was sweet torture. His cock ached for her and they had just made love until he was wrecked two hours ago. Spent and face sticky with her cum, it was Ed's new favorite way to spend his time and the closer they got to California, the more Ed was determined to enjoy every second of her.
"Jealous that you're so beautiful," Ed murmured in her ear, the mask blocking him from her satin skin. "But if she knew," Ed began and shook his head, "well, you know."
"I don't care who knows," Reese was probably sticking her chin out in defiance under the brightly colored mask. "That's another thing that Debbie can't stand. She walked in on me and a girl kissing and she totally flipped out," Reese was still exasperated with her mother. "Like I'm gay or whatever and she made a big deal about it."
Ed had a little experience with this. "No, you're definitely not gay," he pulled her close and whispered, "you like my cock far too much to be gay."
"Right? I just go with the flow," her gaze over the mask was hypnotizing him and Ed wondered if his erection were visible.
"Is that what this is?" Ed couldn't help himself. "Are we just going with the flow, little girl?" His heart wanted to know if the flow ended when the vacation was over? Did he even have any say about it? He'd never been in such a precarious position with a woman. The last woman that he'd been with had staked her claim when they woke up naked on a blanket.
"I don't know," Reese looked into his eyes as she stopped in her tracks. Like this, in his arms, her arms around his neck, she looked small and even younger than her years at that moment. She looked vulnerable, maybe even a little scared. "I don't know what we are yet."
He nodded, she had wings, she needed to fly. No labels, no commitments, Reese needed this time before someone talked her into getting a degree in finance. Besides, he reminded himself, one day when her paints were a long, lost memory, she'd settle down with a nice man and began the day to day responsibilities of her real life. It hurt his heart to think of her like that.
"You know what I know?" he resolved not to mention it again. Even if the magic slipped away, it was enough to have it now. There were certain things that happened in the midnight hours in the back bunk of the motorhome that he'd keep tucked away, simmering in his soul, until the day he died. "I know that I need a churro, immediately," he twirled her again and laughed as he watched as her hair fell around her shoulders.
"Mmm, that sounds delicious," Reese told him exactly the same thing when she had licked up his precum before kissing his cock for the first time. "Feed me," Ed's manhood pulsed in response to her request.
Even if it wasn't possible, he hoped that the summer of love never ended.
***
The campground at Kaibab Lake was breathtaking. Ed had taken in the sights as he fished off the sandy banks. Mostly he had just smoked his joint and enjoyed the cool shade of the pine trees as he watched the sun move across the azure sky, punctuated by cottony clouds.
When the sun was decidedly in the west, he thought if maybe he'd given Reese enough alone time. He'd checked his flip phone once to make sure that he hadn't gotten a text message from her. He'd be goddamned if he learned how to text her back though, it was one of the things that he had insisted on throughout the trip.
He'd also insisted on tasting her and touching her as much as possible.
Last night, Reese had reminded him of how he'd touched her pussy the first time. "It felt so good," his granddaughter had sighed as Ed's hand had involuntarily moved to his favorite spot, showing her that he was perfectly capable of doing that again. "It reminded me of the way I used to masturbate before I really learned how," she had told him as she pushed her bottom against his pelvis.
He had ached to know. It had almost been painful and it was definitely dirty that he needed it. "How did you used to masturbate?" Ed had asked and wondered if she could hear anything over the drumroll of his heartbeat.
Reese had shaken her head, as if to deny him. "It's so embarrassing," she had admitted in the little girl voice that drove him wild.
He had sounded like a desperate animal, his voice had been ragged and dry as he rasped, "show me."
Reese had moved from his arms to her knees and she had slid back on the bed, her small breasts had bounced with every movement. "Don't laugh, Grandpa," she had pouted, her full bottom lip shining with his saliva from their kisses. He had shaken his head and meant to assure her, no of course, he wouldn't ever laugh. How could he laugh when his gorgeous granddaughter was about to show him something that the depraved, lecherous old man inside him could hardly wait to see.
He told himself that he'd study it and he'd make her cum like that again and again.
Ed's body had been shaking with want as Reese moved the pillow to the corner of the bed and he had watched as she knelt on it with her thighs open wide. She had looked him in the eye as she began to rock her hips back and forth, grinding on the pillow, rubbing her sweet, thudding clitoris on the pillow. She had already been breathless and Ed had moved off the bed, unable to stop himself.
He had stalked her. Ed had walked around to stand behind her with his eyes riveted on her slender hips, studying the movements of her bottom as he watched her drenched pussy rubbing against the pillow. The little, blonde girl needed a big dick inside of her while she did that, cumming below, cumming on his cock, cumming like the sweet, little angel she was, so innocent and adoring and so in need of her grandpa's hard dick.
Ed had hovered behind her and watched. He remembered saying, "that's beautiful, oh god, that's beautiful honey. Grandpa loves watching you," he had panted. He had been stroking himself as he watched. There had been no stopping himself, he was a dripping, wet mess, palpitating in his own hand as he took in the sight of her. There had been a little wet spot on the pillow case already and Reese was picking up the pace as she moaned and shivered.
Ed had fucked her so hard. He couldn't stop himself, all the while he had felt her hips grinding below him. Drenched and white hot inside, her angel pussy wrapped his cock in her satin. His thrusts were loud and wet and he pounded her into the bed and imagined watching her when she had been alone in her bedroom and how the savage beast inside would have taken her no matter what the price.
He'd cum buckets inside her. Ed had pulled out halfway through and spewed all over her backside and then pushed all the way to the bottom of her as his pulsing dick continued to spurt. Reese had squeezed him there, her own little chain reaction of sobs and pulses as she came hard, her hips melded to his pelvis as she had exploded with him.
Ed had every second of her memorized and as he walked back to the motor home, he had that filed away as maybe the second most exquisite moment of her. Something to keep locked away and stroke himself to on a cold and lonely winter evening.
The Accord was back and pulled up behind the motorhome which meant she was back. Ed smiled as he set his fishing gear down near the grill. He hadn't caught anything, he'd been much too high to concentrate on anything more than the sky and the scent in the air and wondering if he could just smell her everywhere now.
He paused outside the door and heard a long, contented sigh. If Reese was playing with herself in there, Ed bit his bottom lip and told himself to have a little self-control but he wanted to rip the door off its hinges.
They were locked in a naked embrace. There were two pairs of long, bare legs with four feet dangling off the edge of Ed's bed. Reese was on top and Ed slapped a hand over his mouth, afraid of what sound might come out as he watched. It might scare the girls.
The other girl was dark-skinned, the color of strong coffee and cream and her pitch black hair lay in a thicket of ringlets on his white pillowcase. Her eyes were closed but her mouth was open and her voluptuous lips were dark pink and full and looked as if they'd been bitten.
"Fuck," he whispered, not meaning to make a sound, he wanted them to continue uninhibited.
Reese heard him. She watched him with a mischievous look in her eye, over her shoulder, her hair snaking down her back in blonde tendrils, her blue eyes were full of heat and desire. "Do you like the view?" she cooed and pushed her bottom back.
The girls were rubbing against each other, grinding hips, brown and tan and both of them wet. The slippery sounds of their lower lips coming together and peeling apart made the blood rush to Ed's cock. It was a symphony of sighs and juicy lips and his heart was the bass drum keeping time.



"I love it," he answered but he might have just mouthed the words, too wrapped up in the sight and scent of their bodies to say a word. Ed stood behind Reese and swept her hair up in his left hand as he licked the sweat from her neck. She was salty and sweet and smelled of reefer and beer and another girl's perfume and Ed rubbed his face in her skin to mark himself with the scent of his passion.
His granddaughter reached for the other girl's nipple. The darker girl had bigger breasts than Reese, full, round and they bounced to the rhythm of their hips. Her nipples were almost purple and the bit of puckered flesh sprang to life under Reese's gentle touch. "Do you want to play with us?" his blonde lover asked, a little out of breath.
Ed showed her how much he did as he adjusted his cock in the front of the jeans. His erection was hard as nails and the wet spot was already visible on his Levi's. This girl had turned back the hands of time, at least for his dick, he'd never been this ready, this perpetually in heat. "God, yes I do," he told her as he began to strip.
The girls watched, still caressing each other as Ed tugged the tee shirt off over his head and stepped out of the canvas shoes. Pants down, boxers thrown behind him, Ed was naked and throbbing for attention and the girls gave each other a secret smile. "Come here," the darker girl crooked her finger at him and beckoned. She licked her full lips and Ed's dick responded with a long, silky strand of clear fluid. "Let me taste that," she purred.
The sensation of a stranger's tongue made Ed gasp and his hands couldn't help but sink into her hair to guide her supple mouth down his shaft. Her mouth was wet and hot and her satin tongue licked along the bulging vein and sent a shudder down his spine. Liquid pleasure, so potent, so perfect, she was so young and how could she possibly take his cock all the way down so well? Ed felt his thighs flex as he pulled out and pushed in, thrusting into her delicious mouth a little deeper this time.
Reese sent shivers down his spine with her fingers on his balls. "You like that don't you?" she teased him with her sing song voice and her hips and her long, black lashes.
Ed moaned, "yes, fuck, yes," as his left hand reached for his granddaughter's small, perfectly round breast. He felt her nipple, hot and tender and pointed as he made a circle around the puckered point. But the mouth, god, the girl's mouth was voracious on him and there was nothing to be done but thrust in and out.
Fucking her, he shouldn't but he had no intention of stopping. He didn't even know her name and Ed didn't care because in a few more strokes with those round lips gobbling him down, he was going to burst in her throat and watch the young, black girl swallow his huge, salty load.
Reese could feel it, she knew him well by now. His balls were drawn up tight, they were hot, needy beads in her girlish hand. Ed touched her face and felt himself melt into her blue eyes while he thrust his way home inside the girl on his cock. "God," it was a word that was just a sound and a scream and described perfectly the rush of pleasure that was the black girl's tongue on his slit. His hips bucked and the electric pulse of need ran through him like an aftershock. Ed looked at his granddaughter, his climax was almost vicious as it tore through his body and wracked him with its waves of pleasure.
The girl gulped down every last bit of his orgasm. He could hear her swallow and the sound just made him cum harder. Ed's legs shook so hard that he thought he might fall and he reached out to steady himself. "That's so good," he whispered, watching her head bob up and down to suck out every last little bit. The black girl slid all the way up to the tip of his cock and looked up as she licked the last bit of cream.
Ed needed to catch his breath and sank down on the mattress between the two girls. Reese kissed him and once the black girl joined in and shared his flavor amongst the three of them, Ed felt the two tongues slip and slide in his mouth. He tasted both girls and he tasted himself and he had his hands on both of their heads as he pulled back. He needed a breather but the two teenage girls continued their kiss and the thought that Reese could taste him on the black girl's tongue made the goosebumps roll down his body.
Ed had lost track of time. It could have been minutes, it could have been hours, lost in the kaleidoscope of soft core porn that played out in front of him. Girls and fingers and tongues and slippery lips, so varied in color and size and texture. Rubbing, kissing, caressing, they were an orgasm on top of an orgasm that seemed to have no end. It wasn't until he and the black girl began a kiss over Reese's pink crevice that he was jolted back into the present. He tasted his own cum in her mouth as well as Reese's, a concoction that Ed had only drank directly from his granddaughter before this. He sucked on her tongue, delving down to lap his granddaughter's ripe bud as he watched the black girl do the same. It was a feast for the senses.
In spite of his previous thoughts on the matter, Ed could cum more than once in a night after all.
***
"What if I said that I think I'm in love with you?" Reese asked in a small voice with her head on his shoulder as they walked hand in hand along the Santa Monica pier. They had come to their final destination and in two days they were supposed to drop off the motorhome and head to LAX.
Ed had this conversation in his own head ever since taking her virginity which now seemed like ages ago. He had gone so far as to have the conversation with his wife in his head about his young, nubile girlfriend, who just happened to be their granddaughter. Of course, he'd dismissed it all as craziness and something to be dealt with when he was home alone and the reality set in.
He couldn't imagine having this conversation with anyone in the real world but in the next breath, as he stared in Reese's eyes, Ed wasn't prepared to let her go either. "Baby," he whispered, tucking a bit of blonde hair behind her ear, feeling the magnetic swell of her eyes and her round little mouth and her impossible softness and her scent pull him in. He was powerless to stop this craving. "Baby, I feel the same," yes it was impossible but there was nothing else to call it. This wasn't like anything else he'd ever known but Ed could tell her without a moment of doubt, "I love you so much, Reese."
He'd fallen in love.
Reese closed the space between them and her breasts were warm and soft and pressed against his chest. His heart still beat madly every time they were in close proximity. She was bare under the pink tee shirt. Ed knew, he'd watched her slide it over her head and pull her long mane out of the neck hole, watched it spill over her shoulders so gloriously. Then she had slid the blue jeans up, winding her hips back and forth as she tugged them into place. Ed had been studying her heart-shaped bottom with every step, every chance he got and could hardly wait to get her back to the motorhome and peel them down again slowly. On his knees, the view was lovely looking straight up. Her voice was still sad and her breath was warm on his neck when she asked the big question, "so do we really have to go home?"
If he were honest, he didn't ever want the trip to end. Back home, back in Chicago, Ed couldn't picture the two of them together. How could it be like this? The logistics were all off. It was the magic of the open road, something free and forbidden calling to them, the summer of love required a little of the unknown.
"You're not going to school yet, right honey? I mean, it's only the middle of July." Ed's hands wandered down from her waist to her bottom. The feel of her backside brought his erection back, full-fledged, immediate and pulsing.
Reese cocked her head and smiled, "nope."
Ed kissed the tip of her nose, it was almost something that a grandfather should do. "I'm retired, I've got nothing but time," especially on lockdown where the days had begun to melt together. The only thing that had kept them straight were Tuesdays and Thursdays at the assisted living home but all of that had changed. "We could take the Pacific Coast Highway from here all the way to Seattle," he'd only done that once before and the scenery had been breathtaking. Of course, just looking at her was pretty breathtaking as well.
Reese jumped and clapped her hands, just like she would have done long ago when she was excited. In some ways, she was still such a girl that Ed couldn't help but dote on her. "Could we? That would be amazing," she squealed.
"Anything for my girl," Ed just wanted to see her happy and a quick kiss on the cheek turned into a slow motion kiss where his granddaughter opened her mouth and gave him her tongue and moaned into him as he sucked the tip inside. His cock pushed into her hip and Ed knew without ever checking that he already had a wet spot that clearly delineated the head of his dick for her. In some ways, she was such a woman that he forgot all about her age and just lay back in wonderment at her touch.
They decided to sit on the beach and smoke the bowl that they had brought and stare up at the sky. Reese's fingers lingered on his forearm after she passed him the pipe and the lighter. Ed knew her well enough now, when her brow crinkled like that, Reese was trying to sort out how to say something. "Is it stupid that I was a little jealous the other night?"
The black girl who had given him head until he screamed, Ed never did find out her name but he could understand why Reese might feel that way. He inhaled deeply and waited for the smoke to settle deep down before exhaling. Ed shook his head, "no, honey, it's not stupid. That was pretty intense and having more than two people is always a little," he knit his brows together as he thought about it. Over the years, he'd been in the middle of two women on quite a few occasions. "Complicated," he finished.
Reese turned to face him, her eyes were full of something new, a tenderness that made him melt. "Can it just be us for now?" she asked quietly and he wondered how she could possibly imagine that he'd say no.
"Oh honey, that's all I want," Ed murmured.
Just the two of them forever, it sounded perfect.
***
The stars hung low in the sky as they made their way from the Accord to the motorhome. Suddenly it was as if even his step was lighter, now that they had decided to extend their vacation. Ed kissed the center of Reese's palm and then twirled her before fishing in his pocket for the key. Their evening might start under moonlight but inevitably would end with the sun peeking through the shades. His beautiful granddaughter was insatiable.
Once they were inside Ed sat at the table and reached for their weed stash box. He'd roll a joint before she started to undress, he'd be too distracted otherwise. "We're going to need some more in a day or two," he gestured to the box. "Better to get it around here, I think."
Reese giggled, "god, we smoke a lot."
Ed was about to agree when his flip phone that he kept on the table, rang. He loved being a pothead though and he'd missed it all these years but he'd have to defend his position on the benefits of marijuana after getting rid of whoever this was. "Hello?" Ed put the antenna up even though Reese said that it didn't affect the signal whatsoever.
A woman asked, "is this Ed Walsh?"
"Yes." For some reason Ed's hands felt clammy and he wondered if his body knew something that his mind hadn't figured out yet.
"This is Shirley from Dr. Playter's office." The woman paused, as if she hesitated to tell him what came next. "I hate to be the one to make this call Mr. Walsh but your wife is being moved to hospice care."
Ed seemed to be frozen in place, couldn't move, couldn't even speak until he realized that he'd had his hand clamped over his mouth. "How? What happened?" he asked, his voice shaking. He felt like he'd just taken a punch to the gut.
Shirley cleared her throat, "we don't really know. Mr. Walsh. This disease progresses at its own rate and the medication had stopped working a while ago. Now all we can do is keep her comfortable."
"I understand," Ed told her but it was a lie. He didn't now anymore than he had the first day in the doctor's office.
"So when you come to The Sheridan, you can tell the girl at the front desk that you're here to see Chelsea and they'll go over the PPE requirements with you." Ed had never gotten this far in his imagination. He had known for a while that Chelsea was going to die first and that seemed unfair on its own, let alone the whole goddamn ordeal of saying goodbye while wearing a fucking mask. The woman asked, "when will you be coming in, Mr. Walsh? I can let them know to be ready for you."
Ed's brain was fumbling for times and dates and suddenly he realized that they weren't going to make the trip to Seattle after all. In fact, he was going to have to say goodbye to two lovers. "I'll be there in the morning," he whispered into the phone.
Shirley cautioned him, "I wouldn't wait any longer than that," before ending the call.
Ed closed the phone and threw it down on the table as he held his head in his hands. He wasn't ready. He'd been so caught up in escaping reality and now, with it crashing down all around him, he felt like he was going to drown. "What is it?" Reese sat next to him, her small hands on his forearm. "Is it Grandma?"
She wasn't supposed to go out like this, Ed thought, picturing Chelsea in the denim dress so many years ago. She was a butterfly or a magnificent bird, something wild and free and meant to soar. "Yes," he could feel the tears well up and when he turned to look at Reese, he felt the first of what he assumed would be many slide down his cheek. "I need to go home now," Ed wiped his face with his hand. "Tonight."
Reese's blue eyes were frightened and she nodded. "Is Grandma going to die?"
Ed touched her face softly, trying to remember every little detail for later. They weren't going to make love one last time and it was something that Ed felt in his bones he'd regret. 'Yes, honey, she is," he told her as another hot tear escaped. "I've got some phone calls to make and we need to get to the airport."
It took some finagling and Ed had to use more than one credit card to get everything settled. The rental company would agree to pick up the motorhome and they'd charge him extra for smoking inside. Done, whatever it was, Ed was sure that it had been worth it. Another company would drive the Accord cross country for a hefty sum and part of him thought he should just let Reese drive back but then again, what if something happened to her? Having switched from lover to grandparent fairly quickly, he reminded himself that she really wasn't that good of a driver and he read the card number off to the customer service agent. He found two one way flights from LAX to O'hare, one was United and left at 1:30 am, the other was the red eye that would get Reese back by 8:30.
Two hours after they had decided to let the road trip go on forever, they were suddenly at the end of the road. "I hate to let you sleep in the airport," Ed said wistfully as they parked outside Terminal 7. "But I'm afraid you'll miss your flight if I leave you at a hotel," then there was the fact that he ached to take her to a hotel. Reese in a bed without him wrapped around her just didn't seem right. "I'm sorry," he murmured, for so many things.
Reese nodded. "It's not your fault," she whispered but as they crossed the parking lot and found themselves inside the airport, he couldn't help but feel that somehow it was. He had to go to the left and his beautiful blonde was going right and the fact that there was no lingering kiss out here in the open was a cold reminder that this didn't exist out in the open. It had only existed in the moonlight and under the stars and in the embrace of the open road.
Ed turned around twice on his way to the ticketing kiosk and Reese never met his gaze.
***
Ed arrived at The Sheridan at 3:55 a.m. He'd panicked the whole way home, wondering at what point would Chelsea die without anyone there to watch over her. He debated with himself whether or not he believed that she would even know the difference. Wasn't Chelsea, the real Chelsea anyway, really dead and gone a long time ago? Hadn't his wife disappeared the night that she mistook him for a rapist? Just before nodding off about halfway home, Ed decided that it didn't matter. It didn't matter if she looked at him with wide eyes and a confused expression. It didn't even matter if she never opened her eyes at all.
He had promised till death, Ed just never thought it would happen this way.
"I'm Mr. Walsh," he told the girl at the front desk. His mask muffled his voice and his breath fogged up his readers that he'd forgotten to take off. "I'm here for Chelsea Walsh," his beloved, his bride, "she's in hospice."
She nodded and even through her face shield and mask, Ed thought she seemed to have a sympathetic look about her. She knew he was here to say goodbye in a way that no one should have to say it. "Follow me, Mr. Walsh," he noticed that she was wearing plastic gloves as she handed him a plastic bag. They walked slowly down the hall as if they both wanted to put off the inevitable. She pointed to the washroom, "please put on the gown and shoe covers. You're also going to need the gloves and the face shield on over your mask before I can take you back. When you're done, please leave the door open because the bathroom will need to be disinfected."
He was quick to follow her instructions. There was a sense of urgency about all of it and Ed wished once more that he'd somehow been able to be here last night, even if here was horrifying. When he looked down at his gloved hands, he felt the lump in his throat and swallowed it down.
He wouldn't even be able to touch her one last time.
The girl took him through the maze of hallways and stairs that led Ed to Chelsea one last time. The girl waited outside a closed door with a folder that read, "Walsh, C." With her hand on the knob, she turned to ask, "are you ready?"
He never would be but because there was no other choice, Ed just nodded yes.
Chelsea's eyes were closed. She looked so small in the hospital bed, as if she'd shrunk somehow since she'd been in this place. Ed looked her over and realized that she had probably always been this size, it was just that she had always seemed to be larger than life. Her thick hair was tucked back behind both ears, something Chelsea would have hated, to keep it out of the reach of the plastic oxygen tubes in her nostrils, something else his wife would have despised. Her gray roots were showing and as Ed sat in the blue recliner next to her bed, he wished that someone would have given her a touch-up.
Chelsea should always be blonde, even like this.
His wife had none of the PPE on that the rest of them were required to wear. Her hands were bare, no gloves, no pink nail polish and no wedding ring either. She was finally free of the band that he'd claimed her with and that made him smile just a little. Ed held her soft fingers in his left hand. "How are you doing, honey?" he asked, almost hoping that she didn't wake up. He was sure that she'd be terribly frightened to see him hovering over her bed in this getup.
There was just the soft, elongated sigh and the gentle, steady beep of the monitor at her side. Ed got comfortable in the seat and entwined his plastic wrapped fingers through hers. "I finally did our trip again, babe," he told her and pictured that instead of any of this, they were laying in their bed at home. They should be side by side. Ed in his boxers and Chelsea in the baggy tee shirt that used to fall off one shoulder. His wife, as he remembered with her hair up in a sloppy bun and the readers on the tip of her nose, as if she wasn't really wearing them if they stayed down low. "I made all the stops, and," he chuckled when he added, "smoked a lot of weed. God did I miss that. Why'd we ever quit?"



He knew what she would say and responded for her. "Yeah, I know we didn't want the kids to catch us but," he finished with a whistle that meant boy had they been wrong.
There was something else, something he hadn't quite worked out yet but the steady beep and the slow rise and fall of Chelsea's chest accompanied him. "You've been here for a while, Chels. I don't know if you realize that or if you remember me at all," he choked down the tears that threatened to interrupt him. "I hope somewhere inside you do remember me."
The small fingers moved and Ed gasped, pulling the chair closer, "Chels? Honey, you awake?"
The next breath was almost a hum, a sound that Chelsea would make in the morning when he'd let her sleep late and had fucked her really well the night before. Her long lashes should flutter any second now and she'd open her arms to him with that smile that recalled every dirty thing he'd said to her in the dark. "Lover," she'd greet him and make that little hum.
But there was nothing, just the machine.
Ed nodded, of course it was just wishful thinking. "I just want you to know that I'm not going to remember you like this, honey. Not like the last couple of years. This wasn't my baby at all." Chelsea would have rather died than have lost her mind and that was the worst thing about it all, knowing that somewhere, locked down in the recesses, the real Chelsea must have been pissed. "I'll always remember you like you were the first night, when I met you, remember that honey?"
He was bone tired and rested his head on the corner of the chair so he could look at her. Ed wished that he could crawl into the little hospital bed with her but he was afraid that he'd crush her with all of his lifesaving gear on.
He continued in a sleepy voice, "I'll remember you with the afternoon sun shining on your hair and it looked like it was on fire. That blue dress, god I wanted to rip it off you and you knew I did. I could tell, the way you smirked at me. Your mouth, god I loved kissing that mouth."
The beeping of the machine became hypnotic and Ed drifted into a lovely dream of a blonde girl at the beach. All the while he was following her and her long hair kept whipping around her head, covering her face. He never saw her face but he could hear her laughter. "Eddie," she was calling to him but she was always just out of reach.
"Mr. Walsh," the little shake brought him to suddenly and the beach and the sun and the laugh all melted into his imagination.
A nurse wearing a face shield and a paper gown over scrubs stood over him and whispered, "Mr. Walsh, I'm sorry but she's gone."
Ed was sorry too.
***
Ed had picked a pink dress for the funeral but Heather had made an exasperated noise and said, "Dad, don't worry about it, I'll pick something." She'd never stopped being a little bit dramatic and she'd never fully forgiven Chelsea for kissing her best friend. Ed imagined that if she only knew what else had taken place, he'd be on the list as well.
"Thanks, honey," was all he had said. It didn't really matter what Chelsea had on in the casket, that wasn't the girl he knew, the woman he loved. As it was, the fact that Heather picked a dark gray dress with a black jacket just proved Chelsea's point that Heather was always trying to get one over on her.
Chelsea would have hated that outfit, Ed thought with a wry smile as he looked her over in the coffin. Of course, Chelsea would have hated all of it. He looked at the clock on the wall and slipped his black face mask on. The funeral wasn't for another hour but the family would begin to arrive and the young man at Cooney Funeral home had cautioned him to be vigilant in practicing social distancing throughout.
Ed kept his promise and nodded and waved instead of hugged or kissed. It was almost 11:00 when she made her appearance, separate from Jake and the rest of her family. When she did come inside, she sat in the back with her arms crossed over her chest.
Reese was the one person in the room that Ed would have wanted to bend the rules for. That night at the pier, her eyes had sparkled with a fire that he longed to feel once more. They had said things to each other that night, things that were burned into his memory. Right now, it was impossible to know how she felt or if she remembered or even cared. Her face was covered in the black mask and Ed couldn't see her smile, but he had her lips memorized. All it took was a moment to remember the sound of her moaning into his mouth while his body melted into hers. Reese, soft as velvet and sweet and oh so wet for him under her panties. Reese pushing her hips up for him to slide the panties down, shivering under his fingers, begging under his mouth. The want welled up inside, fresh and hot and everything else was just another numb shade of gray.
He looked away, this wasn't the time or the place and he wondered if Chelsea wouldn't find it humorous in a twisted way.
***
September, 2020
It had been one of those perfect Indian summer days where the sun had kept the heat on steadily. The sky was a brilliant, deep blue and yet, even though it had been in the 80's that afternoon, there was something in the air that signaled change. There was a crispness once the sun had moved to the western side of the backyard that said chilly nights were on their way. Ed sighed as he put the yard tools in the shed and looked wistfully at the flowers that were having one final burst of color before fading away.
He was just about fed up with Chicago winters.
Ed had been contemplating getting the hell out of dodge for a while. He'd even talked it over with Chelsea on one of his weekly visits to her grave at Graceland recently. He'd started cleaning out some of her clothes and moving old furniture out of rooms and once he started consolidating, Ed realized that the house was much too big for him now. "Hey, honey," he had started the conversation with his bride as he eased down onto the grass, "I think it's time to sell the house. Remember how much you hated the house in the beginning?" He did and Ed laughed as if she were right beside him and he could nudge her with his elbow. It was the last straw to his devil may care wife, the girl who wanted to raise the kids in a Volkswagen bus. Living in the suburbs had been wonderful for the kids now but that time was long gone.
He had decided on chicken for dinner and had set about preparing it, carefully following the directions that he'd found in Chelsea's recipe box. His wife hadn't been much of a cook, not in the beginning but like the house, she'd grown into it.
Sometimes when it was quiet like this, he could feel her here. There had been a night or two that Ed had woken up from a sound sleep and he could swear that her perfume lingered in the air around him. It was fine if she wanted to haunt him, Ed thought with a smile as he had tucked the blanket back up to his chin. He had missed her company for longer than she had been gone.
Ed poured himself two fingers of whiskey and tossed in an ice cube and watched it circle his glass. He missed someone else as well but there didn't seem to be anything that he could do about that either. He hadn't spoken to her since their painful goodbye at the airport, not even one last kiss but all it took was a second with his eyes closed and Ed could taste Reese's soft mouth and her breath and his cock responded with a persistent pulse.
God, he wanted her.
After Ed finished eating dinner, he washed the dishes and smiled as he recalled nights like this when he and Chelsea would make quick work of the dishes so that they'd have more time to make love. Maybe she was haunting him, he told himself as he dried his hands. Maybe that was one more reason to have a chance of scenery.
Ed was just about to settle on the couch with his second drink and a book when his cell phone rang. He frowned as he stared over his readers, no one called him this late anymore and if they did, it was usually a sales person.
"Hello," he answered.
"Hey dad," Jake sounded exhausted and suddenly Ed was reminded how nice it was to be home alone. "How's it going?"
"Quiet, but good," Ed quickly added in case his son got some crazy idea that his father was lonely and the whole family should come over.
Jake said wistfully, "quiet sounds great. I heard you've been getting rid of stuff over there."
Ed had been planning to give it to Goodwill but with the second wave of coronavirus about to erupt and everyone beginning to retreat back to their homes, Goodwill had stopped taking donations once more. Ed had thought it was a pity but the junk man came and stripped everything down to the bones like a human vulture. "I've been cleaning up, making some room," he took a sip and let the whiskey burn a little in his throat before swallowing.
"Can we talk for a minute?" Jake spoke just over a whisper and Ed imagined that Debbie must be upset with him.
"Sure."
"Is there any way that Reese could stay with you for a while?" With her name came a wave of longing, a palpable electric vibration that ran down his spine and curled Ed's toes.
"Why?" he asked but it was just a dry whisper. He had to clear his throat and ask again.
Jake must have had to go somewhere with more privacy, Ed heard a door slam and city noises. "Things were great when you took her in June, Dad. Did I tell you how much I appreciated that?" God, Ed should feel guilty but he didn't. At the moment, all he felt was hard. He hadn't even masturbated since they'd come back from the trip. It was almost as if his own body wanted to wait for her. Jake continued, "things were okay for a while when she came back. Then her and Debbie had a big blowout about something with a girl. Jesus, Dad, I think Reese is a lesbian."
Not true, Ed smiled to himself in the dark, Reese loved cock, at least she had loved his. "Is that a problem?" Ed asked.
Jake was exasperated, "no, of course not, Dad. But Debbie will not shut the fuck up about it and I can't get a moments peace. Now Reese says that she's not going to start her online classes because she's going to some place in New Mexico and sell art."
"Las Cruces," Ed told him. It was exactly what Reese should do, at least that's what Ed thought and he'd be exactly the right person to be with her there.
"Yeah, whatever," Jake was tired of it. "She's ruining my life right now Dad. I mentioned coming to stay with you and it was the only thing she didn't tell me to go fuck myself about so I think that means yes."
Ed chuckled, he had caught a glimpse of that Reese in the beginning but then she'd mellowed. When his blonde haired beauty had one orgasm after another, she was nothing but sweetness and light. Jake asked again, "would it be too much, Dad? I mean, I'll give you money for her room and board."
"You'll do no such thing," Ed insisted. It would be his pleasure to have her and he meant that in every way.
They agreed that she'd be there on Saturday and before hanging up, Jake made him promise, "tell me if she's a little brat, okay?"
Ed was positive that she'd be perfect.
***
It was almost six o'clock when Jake brought Reese inside and Ed watched her carefully as she walked from the car to the house, jockeying her backpack and another duffel bag. Jake was wheeling a suitcase that he'd fetched from the trunk as well so Ed, feeling a sense of relief wash through him. They must expect her to stay for a while.
Reese grimaced as she came up the stairs. "Hey Gramps," she addressed him with a new, horrible nickname and flashed him a peace sign. Her scent wrapped around him, enveloping him in her vanilla sweetness and herbaceous weed aroma and Ed wanted to rub his face in it.
There was Jake though and his son had a red face. Ed imagined that he'd been yelling at Reese in the car. "I expect you to be logging in and doing your homework starting Monday, young lady," his son snapped at her.
Reese's eyes were bolts of lightning and both of them shot at Jake with a sizzle that Ed could feel on the back of his neck. "I told you Dad, I'm not doing those fucking classes. Jesus, why don't you ever listen?"
Jake pointed at her, clenching his jaw. "Don't you talk to me like that!"
Ed touched his forearm, "it's okay, I've got it."
Jake probably needed to go home and fuck his wife. His son definitely could smoke some pot and calm down a little. When had his kids gotten to be such stuffy, old, uptight adults? Ed wanted to laugh but at the moment, he was sure that he'd be accused of taking sides.
Jake seemed grateful for the assist and handed Ed the handle of her suitcase. "Call me if she needs something," Jake shook his head and put his hands up as if he surrendered.
Ed took a long, shaky breath once it was just the two of them again. It felt different and he had to admit he was a little nervous. Then there was also the fact that they hadn't spoken since that night but maybe she didn't even remember that they'd fallen in love. Reese was only eighteen, she could have been in love several times since then already. What did it even mean when you were that young?
He smiled at her and wondered if she had already noticed how hard he was for her in the front of his jeans or if she even thought of him that way anymore. "I cleaned out the spare room for you, honey," he led the way upstairs and then waited for her to pass as he stood in the doorway. She was wearing a pair of white overalls with a blue tube top underneath. Her white flip-flops slapped the bottom of her feet with each step and Ed didn't know how much longer he could keep his hands to himself. "Everything is old, we could get you new stuff," he said it like it was a question.
Reese snorted, "as long as you're not going to scream at me like Debbie, I'll be fine." She kicked the suitcase across the floor. "I don't think I'll be here that long anyway." she huffed. Reese threw herself on the bed and when her hair spilled out around her like that, it was impossible not to think of his favorite vantage point. Ed could clearly picture himself on his knees, staring up as he took in every lovely, pink inch of her as he worshipped his beautiful granddaughter with his tongue.
She wasn't even looking at him and she definitely wasn't looking at him with the heated longing that Ed felt sure was radiating from his pores for her. So that was that, he couldn't help but feel the disappointment weigh on his shoulders, something heavy and almost overwhelming. Ed missed her like he missed air and in her close proximity, it seemed even harder to breathe. They should be kissing right now, they should be trying out this full-sized bed that no one had ever slept on and getting the sheets wet from their lovemaking.
"Well, you're welcome to stay as long as you want," Ed jammed his hands in his pockets so he wouldn't tuck her blonde hair behind her ear. Or unbuckle the overalls and pull her into his erection. "I'll give you your space," he whispered before closing the door behind him.
An hour had gone by and Ed ordered a pizza from Panino's. His heart wasn't into cooking and since he hadn't heard a peep from Reese, he didn't want to be put in the same category as her bothersome parents and knock on the door.
It took almost an hour and when the doorbell rang, Ed had the cash out. The slap of flip-flops made his heart skip a beat and after he'd closed the door, he saw his blonde goddess, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Panino's?" she sounded much happier. In her hands was a black, leather bound notebook.
"Of course," Ed told her, "can you go get some plates from the kitchen? We can eat in the living room." The sway of her bottom as she walked away was a thing of beauty. A jiggling, soft thing of beauty and if they weren't lovers anymore, Ed was going to have to do something else to keep his mind off her.
Reese came back and handed him the plates. Ed couldn't help but smile when he felt her thigh touch his as she settled on the couch, close to her, her satiny feel seeping into his pores. She looked him in the eye and he could feel himself drawn in and lost there. "I brought you something," she passed him the notebook that was bound shut with rubber bands.
Ed set the plates on the coffee table next to the pizzas. "Am I supposed to open it?" he asked her.
"Yeah, I just wrap it up like that so Debbie keeps her nose out of my goddamn business," Reese flipped her hair back over her shoulder and he could see her breasts shift under the overalls. "It's not a big deal, just wanted you to see," she whispered the last part and Ed knew then that it was a big deal.
They were her sketches. Ed held his breath as he studied the pages inside. Reese had drawn herself in a myriad of poses and her eye, the detail, the shadows and light were glorious and here she was, just a girl. Ed didn't know art but he had known an artist and Chelsea would have appreciated how gifted she was.
There was a drawing of Reese curled up in the arms of another girl. The face wasn't visible but the curve of the legs and the bottom were unmistakably feminine. Ed was parched and his dick had wet through his boxers. It was almost as if his granddaughter had looked through his dreams of her and carefully drawn the images. Here was another of just nipples pressed on breasts and the bottom of a hand. The rest of the fingers hidden by the perfectly round globe, Ed could almost feel the crease there, hot and sensitive and he swore he could hear a girlish sigh.
"What do you think?" Reese interrupted his reverie and it was good that she did because Ed could very easily forget his new status of just grandpa and touch himself in front of her.
He thought he would feel terrible if he got cum on her sketchbook but if he had it when she was out, he was going to try to be careful when he stroked himself to these but he might get these pages sticky. "Honey, I think you're tremendously talented," at so many things, some of them Ed shouldn't know. "And I think you're right," he continued in a lower, conspiratorial tone, "you shouldn't take the finance classes. It's just not right for you."
"Keep going," Reese pointed with her tiny finger, her little bossy voice that always made Ed smile and occasionally want to bite the tip of her finger, just enough to make her giggle.
Here was something that took Ed's breath away. A rear view of Reese, from head to toe, she was nude and it was an exact replica of her form. Her shoulders peeked out from the tumble of hair, her tiny, tapered waist, the flare of her perfect hips and then her glorious legs. Ed had this view a multitude of times and it was almost impossible not to show her what this was doing to him. "How did you draw this, little girl?" Ed asked in a voice that should have been used while he kissed her and took those overalls down. "Standing in the mirror?"
Reese had a mouthful of pizza when she answered, "no, from a selfie."
Even with the waft of melted cheese and basil coming from the open box, Ed was no longer hungry for anything but her. He let his eyes linger over her backside and remembered all the times that his tongue had delved down that crevice. "Well, you definitely have a gift," Ed murmured.
The next page was a cock, an erection and in the light, the precum shone there on the slit. It was a very familiar sight but Ed didn't want to assume. "It's you," Reese added with a smirk, "I had to use my imagination on that one."
Ed cleared his throat, unsure if this was anything more than just one more drawing to her. She had made him fully hard, bulging. The vein running down his shaft was lifelike and almost had its own pulse. His balls were drawn up, close to this body. If he were to unzip right now, he'd show her how close the art resembled real life. "You really remember how I look," he marveled.
He looked at Reese, her eyes were somber, almost sad. Her round mouth was a pout and her lips shone from sauce. "Of course I remember," she whispered, her small hands moving to his knee and then his thigh, "it's only you who forgot."



Where she touched him burned and Ed placed the notebook on the table carefully before grabbing her with both hands. "Honey, no, how could I ever forget?" he asked desperately. "Never, Reese, I've never forgotten one second." He massaged her fingers with his thumbs and added, "I've missed you terribly."
Reese leaned in, her chest almost touching his, Ed's heart responded wildly thumping in his chest, like a drum beating to her rhythm. "You could have called me, you know, Ed," she gave him back his lover's name and her whisper was hot on his face. "I missed you too, so much," the end was just a purr and Ed was immediately aware that the buckles of her overalls were pressed into his chest and would probably leave a mark. Something to remember her by tomorrow.
The kiss was unlike any of their previous kisses. Ed was shaking as her soft, satin mouth touched his and her tongue melted into his immediately. His granddaughter moaned into his open mouth and he returned the sound, something ravenous, something that clung to her small body and couldn't let go. She tasted of pizza and weed and Ed ached to swallow her and keep her inside. His hands were in her hair and when Reese's small hand caressed his erection through his jeans he did nothing to stop her. Ed's legs opened wide involuntarily and his hips moved as if he were on top of her, as if he were fucking his blonde beauty once more. If she wasn't careful, he might cum in his pants.
Reese sighed as the kiss ended but her hand remained. "You did really miss me," her eyes sparkled with mischief as she fondled him. "I can feel it."
Ed groaned, pushing his body up to her fingers, rubbing himself back and forth in her hand. This was how they had started, with Ed touching her in the night, making her cum, loving her madly before he could even admit to himself that it was his beloved granddaughter and not his wife in his arms. He had to confess, "yes, oh honey, of course I miss you." That last night in Santa Monica loomed large and all of the things that they had said to each other. "I love you Reese," he touched her face, holding her chin up so that he could look her in the eye, "I want it to be you and I, you and I forever, little girl."
She gasped, just a tiny sound of surprise, as if she didn't think it were possible. "Me too," was all she whispered as she made her way down, off the couch, onto her knees. She knelt between his legs, her small hands made seductive circles on his thighs as she looked up adoringly and asked, "can I do something that I've been dreaming of ever since I watched you?"
She could do anything to him. Ed just nodded and held his breath and gave his beautiful blonde all control. Reese unbuttoned and unzipped him and clearly wanted him to push up so that she could tug the jeans down over his ass. Ed did everything her hands told him to do and heard the change jingle in his pockets as his pants lay down at his ankles. The head of his dick was almost purple, round and full and dripping a steady stream of his pent up lust for her. It protruded from the opening in his shorts and beckoned to her as if to greet its best friend. Reese wanted the shorts off as well and Ed was happy to accommodate. Anything to give her full access to his cock and balls.
His blonde granddaughter purred at the sight of him, fully hard and beyond ready for her young mouth. She carefully tucked her hair behind her ear and bowed her head. He watched her kiss the tip softly before she ran her tongue along his slit and tasted his salty heat there. Ed's thighs quivered as her tongue wound around him once again and lapped up his essence. "You taste so good," Reese told him as her small hand reached to grip him by the meaty base.
Ed never said a word in response because she opened her mouth and in one gulp, took all of him inside. Her lips were hot and slippery and as tight as her virginal pussy when she sucked him side. Her tongue bathed him slowly up and down, it was a seduction, it was a slithering pulse of pleasure and his body kept her tempo. Fucking her mouth, oh god, Ed pumped in and out of Reese's small hand, letting her take the lead, pushing little by little to fill her all the way to her throat.
It was the hottest blowjob that he'd ever received and Ed could feel the orgasm building, the pressure mounted and sitting like this, it was easy enough to draw up his asshole and feel the unspeakable desire that welled up inside as the torrential climax built to a fever pitch. Reese picked up the pace, her saliva dripping down his shaft and puddling on his sack. Ed would be sitting in a wet spot in just a moment but most of it would be inside his little beauty.
It was her eyes though. When Reese looked up, looked him in the eye, Ed felt a tremor. Those blue eyes, so soft and innocent, the eyes of an angel and a mouth full of cock. It was the most x-rated thing in the world and yet that gaze was all love. She was his little girl, his teenage beauty, his perfect virgin girl and a wave washed down his body. This was much more than just an enormous orgasm that had been waiting for her for far too long. This was Ed's heart pouring out to her.
His toes curled as the howl that was sitting in the middle of his chest burst through. "Oh god, Reese," Ed cried out as he began to spurt. Pulse after pulse, he boiled over inside and pushed every last bit of his cum and his love and his need for her, feeding her every last droplet of everything that he'd held back for the months that she'd been gone.
Reese never stopped sucking until he was empty, until there was nothing left but the spasm that continued inside him but that might always be there. It had been rumbling underneath every moment with his lover, ever since he saw her on her front porch in the white shorts. The perpetual desire that he'd kept tucked away for her was never going away.
When she looked up, her brilliant blue eyes shone and Ed clasped her head with both hands, touching foreheads as he whispered incredulously, "what have you done to me? My god, Reese, that was," he trailed off, there were no words for what she was and he was shivering too much to speak.
"I wanted you so much," Reese cooed before giving him a kiss that shared his flavor. Ed liked the taste of his cum coming from her mouth, drinking from the well, sharing everything as he would with her soon enough.
She shimmied back up to sit in his lap and Ed clasped her to him. "I haven't even touched myself since I came home," he confessed. The desire was there, but the ache in his heart wouldn't let him. The dreams that he had about her were intense though. "I'm so glad you're here," Ed finally let his hands roam over her body. She was warm and soft and his fingers meandered under the front of the overalls and he watched his granddaughter close her eyes as his fingertips discovered her nipples through the tube top.
Reese kept her eyes closed as her hands reached for the buckles and opened them for Ed. Her overalls fell off and hung at her waist. Ed had been dreaming about her small breasts and little, pink budded nipples. He'd been dreaming of the taste of them in his mouth, the feel of them as he brushed his lips over them, the crease under her breasts and how impossibly soft her flesh was there. He was going to take his time and let his mouth explore every inch.
Ed pulled the tube top off over her head, watched as her nakedness came into view. Reese wasn't the only one who had a body memorized and he sighed as he took in her puckered, pink flesh. She didn't have the bikini line as prominently now and Ed thought it was a shame. His little girl should always be romping in a bathing suit, beautifully on display for him, tempting him with her young, succulent flesh. Ed placed her on the couch, on her back and pulled the white overalls off.
She was naked under there and Ed felt the tremor run down his body. "Reese, my baby," he sighed into her flesh and hovered over her, kissing her forehead like a grandfather ought to, before heading down her naked body to kiss her like a lover. The satin skin under her chin, following her blue vein down her throat to her collarbones, tasting her décolletage like the delicacy that it was. ""God, I love every inch of you," he told her before sucking each nipple into a perfect peak.
There was no time anymore and Ed had no idea how long he spent studying the shadow and light along her underarms and running his fingers across her ribs and then to trace the dip below her hip bones. The hunger for her kept calling him back to her center and once he smelled her sweet familiar musk rise from between her thighs, Ed felt as if he'd been called home.
On his knees, he realized that he could get hard again this quickly if he was staring at his granddaughter's pussy. God, she looked so young like this, her tiny, bare lips open and beckoning to him to taste, to kiss, to worship her. Ed exhaled, his breath caressing her and he watched with delight as she curled up her body. Her inner thighs shook as she begged in a voice that was from long ago, "please, yes."
Another breath and her gorgeous pink hood withdrew and her clitoris, round and full and shining and almost red, was in clear view. Her lips were slick and creamy and try as he might, Ed couldn't resist touching his hard cock as he licked his granddaughter.
He began with the tip of his tongue on her little pearl. He watched Reese's slender hips move under him as she slid back and forth, writhing under his mouth. "Grandpa, oh god," she whimpered as his kiss deepened and Ed sucked her inside. Bathing her in a slow, steady up and down movement, his tongue adored her while his lips were firm around her little button. He drank her down and kept her in his mouth.
Ed had to take his hand off his cock or he'd cum on her legs as he stroked himself and he wanted the next orgasm to fill her. He wanted to hold her knees as he pumped her to overflowing with his need and his pleasure. His two middle fingers thrust into his granddaughter's lovely slit and she was boiling hot and creamy inside.
"Yes," Reese gasped as he fingered and licked her, sucking harder on her clit as his two fingers began to call to her, call her to cum, call his sweet little virgin to surrender to him completely and melt under his touch and his mouth. "Oh god, I've been thinking about you doing that to me," she whispered, running her hands through his hair as she fucked him back. Feeding him her slippery folds, the sounds of his mouth on her cunt grew louder as he gulped more and more inside.
He wanted to tell her. He wanted to tell her everything, he wanted to tell her that he dreamed of her every night and his cock, so neglected, so lonely, would harden every time he thought her name. He wanted to tell her that he was hers and hers alone but he didn't want to take his mouth off the stream of her cotton candy sweet juices so he just sucked dutifully and let his tongue do the talking for him.
Reese began to shake and her tiptoes dug into his back as she quivered beneath him. "God yes, I'm going to," she finished with a scream and not a word as her hot, little fountain burst forth and a river of her deliciousness poured from her.
He could drown in it, Ed gasped for air just to fill his lungs and then took another mouthful of her. He felt her heat run down his throat as he drank and swallowed again and again until Reese's little toes stopped dancing on his back.
She looked like an angel when he stopped to look up. Kissing his way up to her, mound, belly button, between her breasts, hovering over his darling girl, Ed brushed her splayed lips with the head of his cock as he watched her glow. "That's what I needed," she told him with a giggle, blushing beautifully, her face turning as pink as her pussy. "I need that every day," Reese touched his face to reiterate.
That was an easy promise to keep and Ed kissed her tenderly before nodding, "every day, my love. I can do that."
The head of his manhood pressed against her tiny opening impatiently and Reese moved her hips to rub her clit on him. She wanted him and that alone was more than Ed could have ever imagined. "Make love with me," she was almost a woman when she said it like that but Ed knew with the first thrust inside that like this, she'd always be a girl.
Reese wrapped her calves around him and drew Ed down so that their mouths were touching as he fucked her in long, slow, deep thrusts. She was so perfect. Her dripping slit was so creamy and tight on his dick, her juices ran to his balls and Ed was sure that the couch was permanently marked with their scent and their flavor.
Good, he wanted it everywhere. Ed panted and licked her lips as their hips moved together and apart. "And this, little girl?" he asked as his heart beat began its gallop to the crescendo that he knew wasn't far behind. She was too much, too exciting, too everything he had always wanted for him to last long. It took him all night to appreciate her properly. "You still want this cock every day too?" He needed to know.
Reese shuddered and he knew that the first throes of her orgasm weren't far behind. "Yes," she mouthed the word and a cry of longing and heat and passion burst from deep inside as Ed pinned her to the cushion with his relentless cock. This orgasm was churning in his balls, making his whole body ache for release, something that had stirred and waited for her and now hungrily demanded her again and again.
She clutched his face as she came, "yes, yes, yes." It was Reese's mantra and Ed could hear the echo of it inside as he threw back his head and bellowed. This orgasm tore through him and entered her, joining them in the soapy sweet juices of their lovemaking. She called him Grandpa in a moan that echoed in the back of his mind and he filled her with all of his pent-up cum. Every last drop was for her and as he cried out with the last of it, he thought it always would be.
Ed sank to the couch, feeling her heartbeat against his chest as they kissed a hundred times, maybe it was a thousand, maybe he had lost track because he'd been kissing her all along in his mind's eye.
It was the pizza that brought him from the lust haze that melted his body into hers. He was starving and the scent beckoned to him like Reese's bare snatch had. His stomach growled and it sounded as if a wild animal were still inside.
Reese giggled, "you need to eat."
Ed chuckled at himself, "I forgot everything else once you sat down."
They ate and talked and it was well past midnight when Reese asked, "so if I go, would you come with me?"
As if she really had to ask. As if he wouldn't do anything to spend every minute like this with her.
***
The morning that they left, Ed woke up early to walk through the house, just to make sure that everything was locked up. There was a thick blanket of dew on the grass and his loafers were slippery and damp after he'd walked to the shed. Indian summer was slowly dying but it was having a burst of color before fading into a gray oblivion. The trees at the front of the house were aflame in gold, copper and a deep maroon.
Time to get the hell out, Ed nodded and smiled at what a good idea it was. New Mexico would still be plenty hot for a good long while and who knew where they'd wind up after that.
Ed didn't care as long as his blonde lover looked at him with those eyes that he was lost in and kissed him with that mouth that baptized his body in a fresh wave of desire every time they touched.
That reminded him, he needed to make one more phone call. He pressed the button that was Jake's number and waited patiently for the voicemail message. "Hey, Jake, it's Dad. I just wanted to let you know that I'm taking Reese to Las Cruces and I think we'll be there for a while. Think you can check the mail for me? I'm sure she'll call you in a few days. Thanks," he ended the call with a nod.
Time to get back on the road.
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It had come down in buckets for over an hour already and with the rain came the last of the copper leaves that had stubbornly clung to the branches past Halloween. The front yard would be a blanket of wet gold once it stopped but rather than see the beauty of it, he just saw more work. John sighed and shook his head after he let the curtain drop. He wondered for the hundredth time since Marianne passed if he shouldn't move.
He had argued both sides of the case for a while now and he knew all of the highlights. He had started doing it almost as if she were there to play Devil's advocate. He could see her arms crossed over her chest and he occasionally caught her scowling at him like she would do only once in a very great while. Family holidays were supposed to be in the pro category, shitty weather half the year was in the against. John felt that particular item held far more weight than family time but Marianne wouldn't have agreed. Quite often during the imaginary back and forth, John pictured her unable to resist a giggle. She had always been the cheery half, the better half in countless ways. More often than not she interrupted his soapbox with that little, pink bow of a mouth, puckered into a smile. Then she'd break out into a laugh.
Then he'd laugh.
The house was too quiet and that would have been at the top of the list for "Reasons to Sell". That along with the yard work that he'd grumbled about for going on forty years. The list went on to include this damn climate and the fact that his tricky shoulder was more like an unoiled hinge and the Chicago winter damp would settle into his bones, all the way to his toes and hang on until the middle of May.
When the doorbell rang, John made a face as he peered once more through the curtains. He kept his head down low. There was no need to answer and who the hell would be coming here in the middle of such a deluge? Who indeed, his eyes lingered over the intruder who appeared to be a young woman. Look at her, dressed like that and nothing more than a girl really. She must be a silly girl to be wearing such impossibly tight jeans. The ridiculous girl held a jacket over her head but it was too late, the water dripped from her waist length hair as if she'd just walked out of the shower. She was soaked all the way through. She beat on the door this time, really pounded on the screen door with her fist. "Come on, come on, please," she pleaded and jumped in place.
Dammit, it was nap time, he sighed his annoyance once more. On the other hand, how harmless could one girl be? He knew this would exhaust him as John eased out of the recliner and already wished he had gone to sleep in the bedroom rather than the living room. He pushed his feet into the worn, plaid slippers. "Yeah, yeah, I'm coming," he barked at the next volley of knocks. He shuffled across the wood floor and stopped at the transition to the entryway linoleum. Marianne would have had a rug here, something to soak up water and muddy tracks. Dammit, no one ever prepared him for all the ways that he'd miss her. "What?" he asked in his best gruff, old codger voice after yanking the door open.
The girl was sopping wet. She was wet all the way through her tee shirt and the outline of the see-through fabric stuck to her skin was a shock to the system. John sucked in his breath for a moment as his body jolted at the sight. Her breasts were perfectly rounded on top, bell shaped and heavy on the bottom. They would spill out of his large hands should he cup them and for a split second, he could almost feel the warm flesh between his fingers. The bra that they were strapped into was ruined and sheer from the water as well and John found it impossible to speak as his eyes outlined her form. "Mr. Gregory?" she shrieked and the salutation shook him from his trance. "Mr. Gregory, it's me Ashley. From next door. Can I come in?"
"Sure," he mumbled, although what he actually said was just garbled and really he'd just taken a breath, almost a wheeze. He took a step back and studied his memory. He was fairly certain that he would remember a goddess like this but nothing struck a chord. For years he had avoided the neighbors at all costs though so it made sense that there was no picture of a dark-haired beauty with gorgeous breasts there. Wait, maybe it was Ashley, the little terror with the curly, black hair that was always halfway down the block, just out of reach of one or more parent. Surely it couldn't be that Ashley. Since when had she gotten so much older and what did that say about him? Dammit, he couldn't be expected to keep up with birthdays and all of that crap, could he?
"Come in," he didn't sound welcoming but he waved her into the house anyway. He was half hypnotized by what he'd seen through the window, half annoyed that she was making a mess with those dripping, white tennis shoes. "Take your shoes off," John grumbled and put his hand out. It meant stop right there but it also meant don't take another step because I still haven't finished picturing the swell of your breasts. "Let me get the rug," he muttered as he tried to keep his eyes above her collarbones. Ashley, you don't say? She must have grown up quickly. This was a woman and a voluptuous one at that. She still had a tumble of inky, black curls down her back but that was the only resemblance. "Here, put your shoes on that," John had pushed the rug that Marianne kept in front of the couch toward the girl with the milky, white limbs.
"Thanks Mr. Gregory," Ashley said as she slid out of the dripping tennis shoes. "Holy crap, it's coming down hard," she added as she took the blue jacket off. She held it as it ran droplets of water steadily to the rug as she waited for further instructions.
John jammed his hands into his pants and his fists filled the pockets and made his change jingle. She was the first woman he'd seen in too long to remember. Sure, he saw women every day, at the grocery store, in the park, at the rec center where John still walked every morning. He made himself go, even though people still asked how Marianne was doing if they hadn't heard and it broke his heart just a little each time he had to repeat it. Women were still around, flitting on the edges but hardly noticeable at all.
It wasn't like this, like seeing Ashley.
This was a visual that he felt way down in the center of his body, in a place that had been asleep for far too long and now it was suddenly alive. It hummed with electricity like a piece of equipment that sparked and smoked and backfired occasionally. Noticing her was bringing back the feeling in places that were half dead and John wasn't sure if he shouldn't put her back out on the stoop. "Leave it on the floor," he nodded to her to come closer but stepped back just in case she got too close. "What are you doing out there?"
Ashley wrapped her arms around herself and all that did was press her magnificent, perfectly round breasts together so that John could watch the rain water trickle from her chin and collar bones down her cleavage. "Mom forgot to give me a house key so I'm locked out," she said in a sullen tone that suggested all the things she thought about her mother right now.
John had never been a fan of her mother either but he'd never shared that with anyone but Marianne and he wasn't about to change that. Not now, not with a girl who was a complete stranger. Even if she was stunning like that, covered in goosebumps and rivulets of water that touched her like intrusive fingers. Her nipples were clearly pointed and resembled flower buds about to burst into bloom through the completely see-through tee shirt and brassiere. He was frozen, unable to move from the spot. He could hear the drip as the little streams of her water splashed on the floor and yet he was unable to do one useful thing. "Why aren't you in school?" he mumbled like an idiot.
"I am," she nodded, "I just don't live on campus anymore," Ashley said as she twisted her mouth up. Her chin trembled and even in his state of hazy longing, John knew that those were tears that she was holding back.
He wanted nothing to do with that. Teenage girls, who knew what could set them off? He had always left that kind of stuff up to Marianne, even with their daughters. She'd been so good at it, like she'd been at everything.
Except for this; today, this girl and her budding nipples so front and center and the chill down in his bones had begun to warm to her breath and her white skin and the roundness of her hips. He was fairly certain that even Marianne wouldn't have a clever solution for this one. "You must be cold," he said in a voice from far away. It was somewhere far away where the first body that had cut through the blur of loneliness was something so palpable. It was something to touch, to trace his fingertips softly along the swell of her breasts. She might be cold but the feel of her would be sweltering.
Ashley just shivered and shook her head.
"Sorry, what am I thinking?" John asked himself more than her. She was his granddaughter's age for god's sake; a lovely girl but a girl nonetheless and she'd come here for help. "Come on in the kitchen," he beckoned to her, walking ahead. She'd have to follow because he knew better than to walk behind and watch the sway of her bottom in the skin-tight jeans, "I'll make you some tea."
She followed, her wet feet squeaked with every step. Ashley paused by the refrigerator as John turned on the light over the stove. "How about hot chocolate?" she wondered hopefully. "Mrs. Gregory used to make me hot chocolate with marshmallows when she watched me."
John scratched his head, unsure if he could fulfill her request. Of course she would remember what Marianne used to do. Everyone did and everyone reminded him of it too, how wonderful she was at managing everything. Now he had to remember how to make hot chocolate and at the same time not stare at the shirt that was a translucent second skin. It hugged her little waist, sucked to her hips, clung to her bosom and John just knew that it longed to be peeled up and off and tossed to the floor like the rag that it was. "Let me see," he said as he put his readers on and shuffled to the pantry. He pushed aside some cans to reach the back. The pantry had never had so much canned food before. It was depressing really, the sound of the plop of something congealed and sticky into the saucepan on the stove. It was just one, scraping the same saucepan, the clink of the one bowl, the washing of the one cup. That was why eating straight from the can was better. Then he could pretend that he was a bachelor once more and couldn't be bothered with such trivial things as silverware and dishes instead of in mourning. He liked the game he played with himself but it was never completely convincing. John had been domesticated long ago and there was no going back.
Here was something, a blue box with a cup on the front. "Here, hot chocolate," John declared, as he shook the little packet at the dripping girl, delighted, almost as if he'd found money or something.
Ashley shrugged, "that's cool, I guess. Mrs. Gregory used to make it from scratch." John felt that he must be glaring at her over his glasses because she quickly changed her tune, "but that'll be great Mr. Gregory. Thanks."
John nodded and began the process of measuring out the milk and pouring it into his chili saucepan. After he turned on the burner, he asked her, "why don't you live at school anymore? It can't be that great to move back home."
Ashley shook her head, "no, it really sucks living with old people." She had momentarily forgotten altogether that he was even older than the people who sucked in her household and quickly covered her mouth as if she were trying to push that back in. "I mean, sorry Mr. Gregory, but you know what I mean."
He couldn't help but smile but was fairly certain it would look more like a grimace. John began to stir the milk in a slow, clockwise movement. He did know what she meant, although he'd left home when he was 18 and never came back after four years in the Army. What did these damn kids know about that? His own were all well into their twenties before they flew the coop and one had come back after an unsuccessful takeoff.
What he also knew was that she was standing way too close to him to forget about the translucent, white fabric that was the same color as her skin. Ashley smelled like bubble gum and soap and he bet that the rain hadn't washed that off and if he lifted the tee shirt and peeled it from her ripe body, he'd smell her nakedness and her youth. It would come over him in waves. The clang of the spoon in his pot brought him back to reality. He stammered once more. He could hardly put the words together, "you're really wet." John forgot how stupid the old impulses made him. He wondered if he weren't blushing since his face and neck were both far too warm for such a chilly day.
"Yeah."
"We should put your clothes in the dryer," he offered and laid the spoon on the metal rim around the kitchen sink. John had recently learned how to work the dryer and was now proficient enough with it that even with her rosebud nipples staring at him, burning two little aching places into his chest, he was still sure he could dry her clothes.
He reached overhead for a china cup, one of the cups for company. He definitely wasn't serving her hot chocolate in his chipped, blue cup that was permanently stained on the bottom. Marianne had reminded him to throw it out a hundred times, maybe a thousand and he wasn't going to take a chance and share it now. Once he had the white and pink polka dotted cup in his right hand, he almost dropped it immediately. It was only a split second reaction with the left hand that saved it from shattering. "That would be great," Ashley said brightly and with one small hand, reached for the hem of her see through tee shirt and pulled it up slowly. The fabric clung to her skin and made a thirsty sound as she lifted the shirt from her body, something like the noise his lips would make as they latched on to a puckered nipple. She raised her arms overhead and up came the fabric. She revealed her taut, little waist and the ample weight of her breasts which were still squeezed into the white nylon bra. With another shake, she took the tee shirt off and held it between two, dainty fingers. "Watch out," Ashley cautioned with a nod of her head.
Because he might die right there, in the kitchen, the strain finally too much on his heart, which galloped at a dangerous clip. "What?" John whispered and wondered if her curves would catch his fall and if he died with his face pressed between her full, milk white breasts if it wouldn't be worth it.
"The milk," Ashley said with a grin and John wondered if, even at her young age, if she weren't well accustomed to men acting foolishly around her.
"Oh, oh right," he turned quickly and set down the cup and took the saucepan off the burner just before the milk began to completely boil. He wasn't sure if his hand was steady enough to pour it into the cup and instead, shook the little packet of mix and readied himself to tear the paper. "The milk," he repeated, breathless for no apparent reason.
"This is so nice of you," the girl with the inky, black hair told him with one hand on the button of her wet blue jeans. Jesus, she was going to strip right here in the kitchen. She'd leave two damp footprints on the brown tile and a pile of wet clothes and then he felt it, in his balls. Something stirred there, a heat and a longing that echoed his heartbeat. It was desperate, almost frantic; desire. The zipper made a gritty sound of metallic teeth and every hair on John's neck stood at attention as he realized that it had been years and years since he'd seen a woman in just a bra and panties.
"Wait," he wheezed as he placed a hand on her forearm, he didn't even trust himself there. He removed his fingers as if she were on fire. "Let me get you my bathrobe."
He took one long look. He watched where Ashley's little fingers were, stopped right there, on her crotch. There was the glimpse of underwear through the opening and John forced himself with a "humph" to turn around. All the way to his bedroom, he held one hand over his mouth to keep the perverted noises inside and wondered if she'd still smell like bubblegum and soap as he peeled her panties down over her heart shaped bottom and round hips and the flare of her thick thighs. Shit, he thought to himself as he reached for the old, green plaid bathrobe on the hook behind the door. This was more trouble than he needed. Marianne had always been the Good Samaritan, not him and for good reason.
He reached the kitchen just in time to discover that Ashley's panties were white also. White and full and shiny, the nylon was snug and hugged her bottom. It caressed both cheeks and showed the shadow of her ass crack. It was a line that even without his readers, John could discern quite clearly and he realized as his eyes traveled up the line that he was parched and maybe had been for years now. "Here," he said with a cough as he shuffled toward the girl in underwear, "p-p-put something on," John stuttered like it was the first time he'd seen an almost naked woman.
Ashley took his robe with a dimpled smile and slid one arm into the sleeve like a dance move. With one turn around, coming up on her tiptoes for a second, she was completely covered. "This is nice," Ashley murmured as she tied the robe around her waist in a bow.
John nodded, "don't forget your milk," he reminded her before he bent to pick up her wet things. He wasn't shaking, he was vibrating. He had a tremor but it was everywhere, his whole body. Was he having a stroke? It was as if his battery had been fully charged and something in his gut lurched and revved and threatened to charge. He couldn't possibly be expected to pour milk into a little cup when it was all he could do not to shred the bathrobe he'd just given her and fondle her.
John pictured her bent over the kitchen counter on his way to the dryer. She was lucky that he was a nice man and not a crazy rapist. What was wrong with girls, he wondered with a shake of his head as he came to the bottom of the basement steps and reached for the chain. Why in gods name would she expect to be fine after showing him that much skin?
He answered his own question as he squinted at the dryer. He was an old man, harmless, John was sure that was how she'd describe him. Harmless meant that she could dangle all that beautiful flesh in front of him casually with no worry of a consequence. He wouldn't do anything untoward, he wouldn't hold her down and force her fleshy thighs apart to ravage her up against the stove. Actually, John admitted as he closed the dryer lid, couldn't was more accurate. As alarming as the sight of her curves had been, as quickly as his pulse trembled and as deeply as the waves of need called in his spine, it still hadn't produced an erection.
As he slowly climbed the stairs, John remembered the last time he'd been hard and regretted using it so carelessly. If he'd known, surely he would have done something more spectacular rather than just quickly jerk himself to a nonchalant ending. Then the need just hid itself away, tucked back in his mind, the way he used to hide girly magazines when he was younger. His cock just never made an appearance since.
He rarely even thought of it; until this afternoon anyway.
Ashley was at the kitchen table and blew on her hot chocolate. "Your clothes will be dry in about an hour," John announced as he eased into the chair across from her. It wasn't until she looked up and smiled that he realized that he'd never, ever since she stepped inside, really looked at her face. What an idiot he'd been, John chided himself as he studied her thick, black fringe of lashes. Her lips were full and a delicate shade of pink. She was free of makeup, whatever she'd been wearing had washed off by now. Ashley was more than just a body. Her eyes were crazy, they were dark blue and they sparkled even in the dimly lit kitchen and John could just imagine how they'd twinkle if something actually caught her gaze. What was the reason for the almost tears earlier? "So why don't you live on campus anymore?" he asked.



Ashley's full bottom lip became a stiff, straight line. "My boyfriend, oh I mean ex-boyfriend," she added bitterly, "dumped me." There was the tremble in the voice that went with the glaze of tears, "so I just decided to finish the semester online."
"Why did he dump you?" John knew he shouldn't ask but she'd revealed so much skin that it almost seemed natural that she should tell him all her secrets.
"Because he thinks I'm fat," Ashley only whispered that part.
"Bullshit," John blurted out. It was too late to take the word back but these kids nowadays swore like sailors so he was sure she'd heard worse.
"No, that's really why," she affirmed in a voice that was sharp and prickly, as if she needed to defend herself from another question about the boyfriend.
John let out something that sounded like a growl. What kind of a fucking idiot would say something like that to her? "I mean bullshit, you're not fat. You're stunning," he couldn't really stop there though. There were so many inappropriate words, a hot tamale, a siren, a fox, a fine piece of ass, a fucking beautiful woman and emphasis on the woman. "You are sensuous, I think is a good word for you," John gave her a smile that he felt fairly certain was an actual smile and patted her hand. "If he didn't appreciate how beautiful you are then he definitely wasn't the man for you."
"Well, he definitely appreciated Lisa," Ashley looked glumly at her only warm chocolate now. "She's a stick compared to me."
John leaned back in the kitchen chair. Marianne had starved herself after the first pregnancy. She'd skipped dinners and gave him half a sandwich until what had been fleshy and soft had become a cold bag of sticks. It had taken years to convince her that he wanted the bounce and uncontrollable jiggle back. "He was just a boy, my dear," John said positively as he nodded. John was a grown man and at one point a connoisseur of the voluptuous and the animal inside that had been hibernating all this time could think of nothing but what he'd like to do with all of those delicious bouncing bits. "He couldn't handle a woman like you."
Ashley bit her bottom lip, as if she wasn't sure if she should take that as a compliment. "You don't think I'm fat, Mr. Gregory?" she asked with a gulp. Her voice was just above a whisper and he thought she should be much closer when she talked like that. He should feel her breath on the back of his neck.
These girls, he wanted to throw his hands up, these ridiculous girls who didn't understand that they ran the world. "Absolutely not," he affirmed and crossed his arms over his chest to keep his hands busy. His hands had memorized the journey to the opening of the robe and itched to part it slowly. "You're perfect," he murmured in a voice that only Marianne would have recognized as the beginning of his lovemaking ritual.
The girl twisted in the chair and pushed her drenched black hair over one shoulder. When she finally allowed herself to smile at him, it was with a flutter of her thick lashes and there was the light in her eyes that suggested that under this innocent façade, she might have a little devil in her. "Not like I should care, right? I mean no boyfriend just means no sex and I don't think it's a big deal anyway." She swirled her cup to get the chocolate at the bottom and finished her beverage.
John couldn't hold back the dry chuckle. "Not a big deal?" It was the only big deal. "The only way that sex wouldn't be a big deal was if you weren't doing it properly," he sighed as his imagination went over the image. That body, that alabaster statue of female perfection and not a supplicant worthy of worship. What a complete waste. "I imagine at your age, you'd need to show the young men what you like because they don't have a clue." John laughed as he remembered himself, lanky and awkward and bumbling; all dick and no clue. He repeated himself, "not a clue, trust me. They need all the education they can get."
She gulped once more and John thought he would like to touch her throat and feel the movement. "What if you don't know what you like?" she asked, she sounded embarrassed.
It was also John's turn to be embarrassed now. There was absolutely no other way to say it though. "You mean, you don't make yourself," he scratched his head, nope, no other way to get through it but straight to the point. "You don't make yourself cum when you touch yourself?"
She shook her head a little and sounded wistful when she admitted, "I really don't think so. I would know if I did, right?"
This conversation had taken a turn that left him cornered. Dammit, he thought as he felt the frown furrowed on his face. If he weren't the harmless, old geezer from next door, she wouldn't be telling him her deepest, darkest secrets. She'd be worried about him taking advantage of her in that bathrobe, with the indelible image of her roundness from earlier stamped on his mind. Now he knew that her body was starving. She was blossoming like that, bursting with her juiciness and so very lovely and yet, starving for pleasure. "Well that's not right," was all he could manage to say in a voice that was far away. John was lost somewhere in a place of shadows, where a dark haired girl sighed and his fingers responded.
"Will you show me?" the wet girl asked with a nervous tremor in her voice, as if she was afraid that he'd say no.
John's heart pounded so loudly, the echo of it and the blood rushing with a sudden, hungry purpose made it too loud to be certain and all he could do was ask, "what?"
"Show me?" she almost begged in that little girl voice that really shouldn't be magical on his flesh. It should be wrong but the beast inside had been let out of his cage and he didn't give a good goddamn if it was wrong.
It was happening.
He took her hand. It was soft and delicate and her dainty fingers were curled in his wrinkled, heavy paw. John didn't take time to think. There was no time, there was nothing but this necessary thing that caused waves of heat and longing to run up and down his body. Something had unfurled. The heat was turned up between his legs and John couldn't stop it if he wanted to. Quickly, he brought her to the bedroom, the same place he'd been sleeping for forty years, night after night, curled up on the same side under the same afghan. He dropped Ashley's hand and walked to the nightstand where he turned the knob. She was illuminated in the warm glow. It wasn't bright or intrusive, but just enough so that she could see exactly what he was doing.
They both could.
"Stand here," he guided her to the place, in front of the full length mirror that was to the right of the foot of the bed. He looked up just to make sure that he was almost hidden entirely from the reflection. Good, that was perfect. Only his gray hair and his readers were visible and he had become nothing but a pair of eyes that would take in every movement.
Ashley, on the other hand, was front and center and when John untied the bathrobe, he could feel her take a deep breath. Perhaps she was nervous now. Perhaps the girl suddenly realized what she had asked and her mind might be whirling right now as she contemplated that he might not be so harmless after all.
John removed the robe slowly and watched as it fell open to reveal her see-through underwear. He pulled the sleeves from her arms and tossed it on the bed. He already knew that when he put it on again, the robe would burn on his skin. The fabric would hold the memory of Ashley and he'd never wear it again without feeling her skin on his body.
He let his fingertips wander down the perimeter of her bra. He gently followed it from her collarbones, along her décolletage. "Do you touch your breasts when you play with yourself?" John asked in a voice that should include his hand on his cock. He sounded dirty and depraved like he was jacking off to a girl on the phone.
"A little," she nodded as she blushed beautifully in the mirror.
He slipped his fingers down her round shoulders and followed the straps all the way to the middle of her back. John unhooked her bra and watched Ashley's pendulous breasts move with their new freedom. He peeled the nylon back from her milky, white skin and sighed contentedly as he bared her. He dropped the bra to the floor. How could she be so beautiful? His eyes took in the heavy, pale breasts with her dark pink, tipped nipples. They were two dots of strawberry on a scoop of vanilla ice cream. He smiled as he brought his fingers back to her nipples. Strawberry was one of the best flavors.
Ashley sank her head back as he traced two slow circles around both buds and he felt them crinkle under his touch. "No, darling," he told her in the deep, lustful voice, "watch me as I touch you. I want you to watch me touch you everywhere."
"Yes, Mr. Gregory," she whispered and nodded her obedience. He wasn't sure if it was the sight of her nipples becoming tiny, hard beads in his fingers as he barely scraped them with his nails; or if it was the fact that she still addressed him as Mister. Maybe it was both, but he felt it in his balls. They shifted and his cock rolled to one side, as if waking up and stretching after a long nap.
Her nipples responded to his hands. Ashley's whole body responded. The girl was ripe for plucking and she couldn't stop purring as she watched him knead and graze her hot points. "Your nipples definitely like to be played with," John whispered on her neck. He felt the drumroll of the girl's pulse on his mouth. He watched his tongue as it escaped his lips and licked her like she was a juicy bit of meat. The girl in his arms wiggled, her round hips wound in a circle against his pelvis.
When he closed his mouth and nibbled her throat with the tips of his teeth, she swallowed hard and pushed her marshmallow bottom back into his cock. That's when he felt it, a pulse, an undeniable movement. He held his breath as if he couldn't risk it, he couldn't breathe until he knew for certain. He watched the girl in the mirror and felt her tremble as he made heated little stones of her sensitive nipples and there it was. John growled as he felt his cock flutter in the front of his pants. It had been so long. It was almost forgotten but a rush of relief washed over him like a refreshing splash of cold water on a sweltering, hot day.
His dick worked.
He knew just what would confirm how well it worked too. "Take your panties down for me," John didn't ask her, didn't say please and didn't stop teasing her nipples. He told her, "I want to see how wet you are for me, Ashley." He said it to her reflection and studied her bare, bell-shaped breasts and how they moved when she shifted her hips.
Ashley put her small hands on the waistband. Her cheeks were pink and John loved that she bit her bottom lip again, hesitant, as if she could really stop this now. She was thinking that in just a few seconds she'd be naked with a man that was old enough to be her grandfather, hell, maybe even her great-grandfather. She'd asked him to show her but had she really known how far it would go until that minute? "Yes, Mr. Gregory," she said in a timid tone that made his balls draw up closer.
She pushed the soaking wet, white panties down her hips and they dropped in a puddle at her feet. Ashley moved them with her tiny toes, and this time, it was John's turn to make a sound that could only be an expression of ache.
She was bare. She was bare, without a bit of hair between her legs, bare like the pornography that he'd glimpsed at here and there over the years. Ashley was bare and her pussy lips were demure and the same milky, white color as the rest of her cool, marble body. Small and not quite parted, she had lovely petals that longed to be plucked. Innocent and virginal, tiny and girlish, now that John had seen her sweet perfection, he understood why she didn't know how to pleasure herself. He should feel guilty for this, he thought for a moment. No, guilt was a waste, he told himself. He watched as his right hand clasped her bare mound. She whinnied and shivered in his arms and he knew that she wanted it. God, no, he felt the heat rise in his hand, she needed it.
She was so soft there. Her flesh was hot velvet and he realized that she wasn't bare so much as she was covered in almost white down, like a newly picked peach. Once John clasped her mound in his right hand, he knew that he'd cum to this. He'd cum to her, the sight of her. He'd cum to the smell of her that rose from between her legs; something sweet and fruity mixed with musk and heat. He had to know, "do you use your hand or a toy to play with yourself?"
She couldn't keep still. The dark-haired beauty watched and wiggled in his palm, as if her body was begging for more in spite of her wishes. "Sometimes a toy, but," she panted, "I don't let myself," her eyes met his in the mirror and the passion there made his cock rise to meet her. "Cum," Ashley finished.
He kept his eyes locked on hers as he whispered a promise. "I'm not going to stop until you cum so hard you can't stand," John growled and watched as her thighs parted, as if to dare him to keep his word. Her slick, satin lips trembled as he began, slowly, with just his index finger on his right hand to trace up the curve of one lip and then down and around the other. Once he traced the center line, he felt her shiver. The girl in his arms was simultaneously freezing and on fire. John smiled at the sight of her goosebumps that had rushed down her body. She was so sensitive and he was so enchanted. As his left hand lazily meandered back and forth over her nipples, he parted her quivering lips with the other hand.
She was wet as rain and let out a squeak when his two fingers slithered through her petals and opened her up wide. Ashley looked up at the ceiling and he quickly corrected her. "No, darling, look in the mirror. Look at how perfectly made you are." His hard-on agreed with every word and unceremoniously poked against her back through his jeans now. "So pink and juicy and perfect," he murmured dreamily. "Oh baby," he whispered as he touched the dripping, almost hidden, inner lips. She was even hotter here. They watched together as he opened her darker pink inner lips and Ashley pushed her thighs together and rubbed herself in his hand. "Open up wide for me," he guided her as he stared like a deviant. Her voluminous thighs jiggled as she parted her legs once more and he felt as she held her breath. Her wild eyes were riveted onto his fingers.
Perfect, that's just what he wanted. She was slippery and his fingers began to make a sticky noise as he gently worked them back and forth. He ran them through her sensitive inner labia; from her creamy, little entry all the way to her still halfway hooded clitoris. She let her breath out in a cry of surprise when he kept two fingers there on the pink hood and rocked to and fro as he felt her clit swell inside. "Mr. Gregory," she still managed to be so formal when he was ravishing her luscious pussy, "that feels so good."
"Is this how you touch yourself Ashley?" he needed to know. John wanted the mental image of her masturbating for later.
She whimpered, "yes, but you do it so much better," and on the last word she gasped as they both watched the curtain draw back fully and her ripe clitoris appeared. Shining with her wetness, it was just one more delectable thing about her, John decided and if it weren't so filthy, he'd hang his tongue out while he stared.
"That's beautiful," he told her and watched as her clit pulsed under his fingers. It was the size and shape of a pearl and now that he'd gotten its attention, it grew and swelled and vibrated between his fingers. "You need this, don't you darling?" he asked but he knew the answer already. He knew that most women were aching for a man with patient fingers and were usually startled by how much they needed it once they received the proper attention.
She answered anyway. "God yes," Ashley said with a moan.
John kept up the tempo and the pressure and watched intently as the girl in the mirror began to fuck his hand back. She pumped her round hips and he could feel her voluptuous bottom sway and then push back to meet his throbbing dick as she lost herself in the pleasure of his hand. They were both almost hypnotized at the reflection. It wasn't until he felt her stiffen and heard the sound that came from her belly, the guttural moan of an animal that is nothing but instinct, that he realized that Ashley was going to cum in his hand.
"God," she cried out, she shuddered and pushed into his palm. Ashley rubbed herself on him as if she couldn't possibly have enough, as if he might stop and leave her on the brink. "God, yes," she cried out as she came undone and finally let go. John smiled to his reflection as he watched her orgasm drip down his fingers to the floor.
She'd be nothing more than a puddle when he was finished with her. That was if she allowed him to continue. He had to get closer though. "Good girl," he hissed as he knelt at her feet. He could see his cock flailing to get out of its confinement now. The outline was clear in the front of his pants. A younger man would have been in a hurry to pull it out. John, on the other hand, hadn't seen a hard dick in so long that he was afraid it would never happen again. He wanted to make it last even if that meant blue balls. "You need more, don't you?" he asked and watched her nod in agreement.
Ashley blushed everywhere. Her flesh was the softest shade of pink, almost the same color as her pussy and he grinned. She was beautiful and breathless and dripped with cum for for him. Who knew that he could make a teenage beauty queen climax like never before?
He still had it.
He watched intently as Ashley parted her legs even more for him. Her body made sure that he knew that he had permission for everything, anything. The girl had one finger in her mouth, she bit the tip just a bit, nervous perhaps. It might have been the sight of all that pale, jiggly flesh, open and on display. "You know who you look like?" he asked her while his fingers busied themselves up and down her thighs, making a pathway to the beautiful pink place that he craved. "Venus de Milo; do you know the statue?" John smiled as she dropped the finger and her mouth curled into a little smile.
"Yes, I do," she pushed her still damp black hair back over her shoulder, "she's beautiful."
"Oh darling, so are you," he said reverently, like a prayer. It was a prayer to the dripping place between her legs that was open and needy. Her clit was still engorged and almost red, her inner lips were splayed wide open and begged to be explored. It took all of his self control not to twirl her body around and lap up her milk with his tongue. He wanted to taste her, he was parched for her but he wanted to watch her squirt first. "So beautiful," he added as his right index finger dropped down, from her clitoris to her entry. "You should be worshipped and fucked like this every day," he said as he took his place behind her. He rested his chin on her cushiony bottom and took in the sight of her loveliness.
There was a little gasp as his finger slid inside. Ashley must not be used to feeling quite so full but John would change that. Once she opened for him, she sighed languidly, "oh Mr. Gregory."
"That's perfect, honey," John said to her reflection. His cock watched the sway of her breasts and her hips as they kept perfect time. "Now play with your nipples," this was going to be the hottest fucking thing he'd ever seen, John was sure of it. "Do it the way I showed you."
Ashley obeyed and cried out softly as her tiny digits followed what he had shown her. He watched as she made her buds hot, pink stones once again. She traced her fingertips in slow circles as she opened her legs wider for more. When he inserted his middle finger, there was no squeal this time, just a hum.



God she was hot inside, hot and drenched. John began to fuck her, slow and deep and her pussy gulped. The noises that came from her core were hungry. He watched as his fingertips reached her g spot and the look on her face was pure porn. Gone was that innocent girl who had carelessly undressed right in front of him. This was a woman, this woman had a wanton, heated expression. Her blue eyes were wild and her mouth was open, her body demanded this and John was determined to give it everything it needed.
The two fingers beckoned inside. They touched her most sensitive place and then slid back once more, just to push in even deeper. John reached around with the left hand and kept the tempo of his right on her clit. Her pussy dripped and trickled and gushed and squelched as he kept the tempo, perfect timing as the hum from her center became something else.
It was a mating call.
Ashley's hips followed his lead and her bottom bounced to the rhythm of his hands. Her clit had become enormous. It was so red and full there would be no hiding it under the hood, no tucking it away. He felt the quiver as it ran down the black-haired girl's body and entered his own. The muscles in her thighs clenched as she thrust her round ass back and moaned, "oh fuck."
Her pussy tightened around his fingers. It was so eager. The girl was starving inside and didn't want to release him until her lovely, little cunt drowned in this pleasure. Ashley spit her milky cream, a river of it ran down her thighs and made a puddle at her feet. Another clench and she covered his forearm in her steamy liquid. One more pulse of her hips and her spray spattered the mirror with her glorious cum.
She vibrated there. John watched as her whole body shook, as the waves danced through her, up her spine and raced back down. "What was that?" she whispered, bewildered and unsteady. She was about to lose her balance.
John gently removed his fingers and his sticky hands helped her to the edge of his bed where he was sure she would leave a trail of wetness all down the side of his mattress. Poor girl, couldn't be expected to stand after exploding like that, could she? He answered as he traced the tips of his fingers softly over her pelvis, "that was how you should be taken care of, darling."
Ashley had collapsed but then propped herself with one arm. She looked lazy and lost but the heat in her crazy, blue eyes told him she was far from spent. She had just been awakened to what was possible. Something naughty glimmered there and John's hard-on said yes to it already, if leaving a new precum stain in his underwear could be a sign of agreement. "Your turn," she nodded to him with just her chin. It was kind of a dare.
She had shown him hers, hadn't she? He thought for a moment, his hands were unsure of what to do. A girl her age, how many boys could she have seen naked? Maybe just the one who had broken her heart and regardless of the number, they were all boys. They were slender and toned. They were one long line of chiseled abs and legs, with an erection that came and went with the breeze.
John's body was a man's body and an old man at that. He was scarred and gristly and a paunch hung over his belt and he was covered in wild patches of unruly, gray fur. His dick waved to the girl though. There was that. When would another black-haired beauty be naked in his bed again?
He pulled the worn sweatshirt off over his head and threw it to join her bra and panties. Normally his arthritic fingers would bother him when it came to the belt buckle but he didn't feel anything except the drumroll of his heart beating like mad in his chest. He had begun to think that his impotence didn't matter because there would never be cause for anyone to see anyway. He was delighted to be wrong, at least once. John dropped his corduroy pants to the floor and he was almost overjoyed and maybe even a little bit proud of the weight between his legs.
Off came the briefs and it was his turn to be a little shy when he saw Ashley bite her bottom lip once more in hesitation. Perhaps he was as hideous as he imagined. "It's big," was all she said and his cock nodded and dripped its sticky liquid on her thigh. Why yes, yes he was, thank you for noticing.
"It's big for you," John murmured as he took his girth in hand and squeezed his old friend hello. "Because you're so fucking beautiful," he continued as his right hand worked the full length of his almost red, fully engorged cock. He could feel the veiny shaft, full of boiling, hot blood. She looked even better like this with her hair almost dry. Crazy curls tumbled down her shoulders and back and her hair looked as if she'd been fucked as hard as he wanted to fuck her. Her breasts rested on her belly, her thighs spilled open wide and her lips were no longer little or demure. They were full and red and stretched open wide in a pornographic invitation. Her body demanded cock.
She was in heat. John had started something that he certainly hoped he could finish. "Show me how you touch yourself," Ashley said in a cute, singsong voice that drove him crazy. Just to give him some motivation, she reached one hand to cup her own breast. The flesh overflowed from her small hand and that was an excellent beginning.
How could he say anything but yes? John began to slowly jack himself for her. His feet spread wide apart so that his left hand could cup his aching balls. My god, he was full of cum. Maybe years worth of cum. If she was ripe for the plucking then he was teetering on the brink of an eruption. "You're so beautiful and wet," he muttered as he continued his up and down motion. "Your pussy is amazing," he sounded like a boy her age, all wistful and yearning as he stared and stroked. If he had been just a boy, John was almost positive he'd already have fallen in love with Ashley. He moaned at the pleasure of his hand as much as the thought.
She took the lead now, she had learned so much already. Girls were always ahead he thought to himself when she licked the tip of her finger and bent her leg to give him an even better view of her creamy slit. "You love my pussy, Mr. Gregory?" she wanted to know as she touched her clit for him with the wet finger.
"Love it," he muttered, mesmerized at the sight of her. His breath came faster with every trip back and forth and his balls were much too full to contain. His thighs flexed as he started to move back and forth, as if he were fucking her. As if this beautiful little china doll were completely full of his man sized dick right now and he was about to fill her to the top with cum.
"Fuck, yes," he grunted as he caught a glimpse of his profile in the mirror. It was her lovely white legs and just his cock that seemed to strain to get at her. He was a beast, ready to ravage her. His hand picked up the beat. "I fucking love your pretty, little pussy," he whispered, the electric waves of longing had taken over and he could barely think let alone speak. His precum poured from his slit in a salty river that was a waterfall down her thighs.
She flicked her round bud slowly and told him, "I want to watch you cum, Mr. Gregory."
He hoped she did because there was no holding it back now. John bucked, he spasmed and his balls were completely drawn up. They were hot and tiny and hard and the head of his dick had never been so huge. "Oh my god," he cried out and looked to the right for a moment. It was just a split second but he was just in time to see the creamy arch of his semen spurt and dash down the center of Ashley's curvaceous body. Then another squirt and another and he watched as he covered her tits and chest and belly with his warm, creamy load. She looked as if he'd poured milk down her center and the rivulets rushed down to the sheet beneath her.
It was his turn to lose his footing and he laughed as he crashed down on the bed next to her. John knew that his hand was rough, he really shouldn't be touching her satin skin with it but he couldn't resist running his fingertips through the orgasm that he'd doused her with. He swirled the hot cum and caressed her all at once as the sweet haze of his passion swallowed him down.
It might have been just a minute or two or it might have been days. John had lost track of time and he swore he could see stars as his body melted and the swell of ecstasy came down along with his pulse rate. As he began to notice the room once more, he could hear the patter of the rain on his bedroom windows and the rhythm of Ashley's gentle breath.
He rolled to his right and noticed that she had already curled up. She faced him, calm and quiet and lovely, just a girl once more. Her dark blue eyes were serene and sparkled in the light. Her mouth was a pink bow and had a secret smile, as if she now knew all the wicked secrets about the old guy next door. Her breasts were pressed together and lolled to one side. Her nipples had retreated and were just dollops of strawberry jam once more. "See, you definitely know when you cum," John told her with a chuckle as he used her words from the kitchen.
Ashley giggled and her flesh shivered and John realized that in spite of cumming harder than he could remember, his dick hadn't completely softened. "I see what you mean, Mr. Gregory," she murmured as her dainty fingers meandered to his chest. Could she feel his heart beating there? It was a recently wounded heart that couldn't make sense of the lovely girl beside him. All of the other questions stopped though when she asked, "can we make love now?"
Jesus, John thought to himself, could he? He'd be crazy to say no but after exploding like that, could a man his age even expect to go again? He scratched his head and weighed the pros and cons. "Do you want to?" he asked in a lover's voice as he reached out to touch her cheek. God, she was beautiful, like an angel with a torrent of black hair. The sway of her hips, the bounce of her bottom, every curvy inch of her appeared to be made for sin and yet, at this moment she looked so innocent. She could even be a virgin, looking at him like that.
She nodded. Her blue eyes were puddles, large and clear. "Yes, I think so," she held his hand there on her cheek. "Just go slow," she whispered.
He was fairly certain that if he could get it up again that slow was the only speed he could go. That's right, John reminded himself, Ashley was used to boys that jackhammered away as if a pussy was the same as their hand. "Slow and steady," he promised before he rose to his hands and knees.
What was almost certain to make him hard again, he frowned as he wondered. One look at the mirror and he had the answer; all it took was a little finagling. "Come to the edge," he wrapped his gnarled fingers around the fleshy place right above her knees and pulled so that her little feet touched the floor. Her toenails were painted purple and it made him smile. She was such a girl and yet, completely a woman, at least when she was on the verge of an orgasm. Once Ashley was arranged, John just needed to move the mirror a few inches to the left.
There were her calves. They were white and shiny in the reflection and he nodded to himself as he felt the first grip in his testicles. Yes, it was a yes to her question. He was almost positive that he could make love with her. He sunk to his knees, his face just a few inches from Ashley's bareness and he inhaled. How could he rush this, he wondered, how could anyone when she smelled like flowers and sweet cream?
Ashley should be savored in long, lingering laps with the tip of his tongue. He was here, allowed to worship at the feet of the goddess. John sighed contentedly and settled in with a glance at his reflection. This was the only place he wanted to be.
She shivered as his breath bathed her. His heated sigh tantalized her full lower lips before he whispered, "I want to taste you, darling."
His dark-haired girl was quick to part her legs a little more. John felt it in his dick as it rolled to one side. She wanted him. He would make sure to taste every sticky inch of her like no boy her age had ever done. He'd take his time and feel her orgasm pulse on his tongue. He'd memorize her girlish taste, like new wine. He'd remember her long after he washed his face, of that John was certain.
He kissed her at the top of her down covered lips, right where the line that parted her began. He listened to her sigh. The sound of her pleasure went right to the head of his dick and after the second kiss, his cock drooled down his leg as if he hadn't cum at all. It was as if this was his first time, as if the teenage beauty queen was the one he'd been waiting for all this time. Another kiss and another and her lips curled open once more. They invited John to partake of the divine, dark pink, slickness that he'd only touched before. The flowery scent mixed with her animal scent was something rich and fertile. The essence of her rose up as the girl whispered, "yes Mr. Gregory."
Intoxicating, he thought as he let his tongue begin its dance with the hood of her clit. He could feel just the tip underneath, just a bit of the hardness and the fleshiness of its cover. Ashley tasted like her cum and he'd never tasted anything like it before. Sweet, yes, sweet and creamy and rich and delicate on the tongue; something that only a girl her age could taste like. She tasted of a long, rainy afternoon as two lovers began. She tasted of longing and touching and kissing. She tasted of starry nights spent discovering naked flesh. She tasted new and he was so old that new had a flavor. Maybe if he drank her down, she'd be the fountain of youth.
One look in the mirror and he knew she was. He needed a hand free. "Darling, spread your lips for me," he pleaded with her. John wanted to drown in that sweet spray that she'd baptized the mirror with. "Show me your perfect, little pussy."
"Oh god," she whispered, like a secret that she'd never told before. Her tiny, pale hands spread her velvety, bare lips open. That alone, just the act of opening up wide once more seemed to have been enough to make her little clit peek out. It asked him for more attention.
John lapped her clit softly and watched as the line of his hot saliva puddled on her pink, juicy hood. The wetness worked its way into every nook and cranny. Fuck, he grasped his half hard dick and wondered where it had been all this time as he wetted her some more. He hadn't even known how badly he'd needed this. He would have been afraid to open the door if he'd known what a craving he had for delicious, young flesh.
That was it, what he needed. John was more than half hard and his hand felt good. It was solid and steady, the rhythm he'd known his whole life was perfect. He licked her little bead to the same tempo. Ashley sighed and rocked her hips. She held her labia open wide and her breath came harder with every lash of his tongue. Her clit pulsed to the beat that his tongue set and he growled when he watched it appear. He had turned into an animal, depraved and desperately horny; her juices in his mouth was all he craved.
As John jacked off, he moved down to her tiny entry and licked the rivulet of creaminess that flowed from her there. Her inner thighs jiggled and shook, like it was difficult to keep them apart, like something told her that good girls wouldn't spread her legs like this. Ashley kept them wide though and she bounced her bottom on his bed. She said his name over and over in the breathless, sexy little voice that made the precum come even faster. "Mr. Gregory, oh yes, Mr. Gregory," she whimpered as he lapped from her entry down to her tightly sealed little asshole and then back, all the way up to her bulging clitoris. She sang every time his tongue caressed her there. She cried and moaned and seemed to be utterly surprised that anything could feel like this.
He was determined to taste that sweet, milky splatter that had coated his hands. Fuck, he thought again as he watched himself in the mirror. He lapped and sucked like an animal that had come unhinged. He'd been starving for so long. He began to suck her clitoris, gently, with just his lips firmly in a little O. She responded with a cry. It was a desperate sound. Equally desperate was the little tremor in her "yes." He kept his mouth right there. He sucked to the tempo that her hips begged for.
The perfect pace, the perfect speed, the perfect tempo, she whispered yes a hundred times. It was the beautiful, wet girl's mantra, her release, her total surrender to his mouth. His hand even noticed that her clit pulsed in his mouth. It kept its own time. It counted the strokes until it would burst and flow and give up a mouthful of her teenage cum, fruity and sweet and fresh. Her body and his mouth sealed together. The liquid sound of him as he gulped from her fountain and the cries that came from the wet girl on the bed drowned out the howl that rose from deep inside John's chest. His hand had brought him far too close and he just held cock as it throbbed, close to yet another tremendous orgasm.
She bucked, Ashley shuddered and shook on his mattress and her little fingers curled in his gray hair as she reached her crescendo. "Mr. Gregory," was all she said, and the rest was just a plea. It was a sound that begged him never to stop. It was something from deep in her core, something that made her clit pound like a heartbeat in his mouth.
She was so goddamn delicious. A hot stream of her cream came from her entry and dripped down John's chin. He couldn't gulp her fast enough and he could feel all the juices that his mouth missed as they rained down his chest. They dropped and coated and coating his dick and bathed his whole body with her milky sweetness.
He was on fire, there was no stopping him now. He'd been baptized in orgasmic fluid and he needed to cover his cock with it. John rose to his feet, licked his lips and slurped up a dollop of her wetness left behind. She was an angel. Actually, a porn star and a gorgeous woman and an angel all wrapped into one and he couldn't help but smile at her flush and her heavy lidded, lazy eyes. "Turn over for me, darling," he patted her bottom and sunk his fingers into her doughy, dewy flesh. She was wet everywhere. She'd exploded and what he'd failed to drink had spilled down her backside. "I have to see that gorgeous ass of yours."
Ashley bit her lip once again and if he had to guess, she was probably worried about him seeing her luscious globes and feeling how soft and jiggly she was from behind. She did as she was told though and turned, her breasts shifted, her round hips swiveled, and then she was on her hands and knees. She swept her black hair behind her shoulder and looked behind. She asked with a flutter of her lashes, "like this? Do you like that?"
Jesus, he was in love with that. Her ass was two, round, milky white spheres . Her crack dripped with cum and he was going to watch her jiggle under him while he filled her to the very bottom with his dick. "You have the most beautiful ass I've ever seen," he murmured reverently. With one hand on her bottom and one on his hard on, he guided the dripping head to her pink slit. "Don't worry honey," he said, his eyes glazed over as he worked his dick up and down her center. He coated himself in her little girl cum, sure to be slick when he entered her for the first time. John assured her, "I'll go slow."
He watched intently as his slit pulsed and spit clear liquid inside her. He found himself holding his breath and when he entered her it was with a gasp. Fuck, she was soaking wet and tiny inside. She whimpered as the bulging head of his dick made its way in, another inch and then another. "Darling, you're perfect," he whispered as he thrust almost halfway home. She was, perfectly soft, perfectly silk, perfectly pink and it was almost as if her dripping snatch was made for him.



One glance in the mirror and he growled. He grasped her large, heart shaped bottom with both hands now and pulled her toward his dick. Ashley tossed her hair and turned to face him. Yes, her face and her ass, a magnificent combination. She had that innocent face, those soulful, deep blue wells that drew him in deeper and deeper. Then her juicy butt swayed to the tempo that his cock was setting. "Yes, fuck me Mr. Gregory," she purred in a honeyed voice.
He moaned as he thrust himself all the way in. He was wrapped completely in her heat and her wetness and his thighs slapped against the back of hers. His balls swayed, god, they were full and miraculously heavy. They were hot and overflowing with even more seed as if he'd never spent himself just a little while ago. "Baby," he whispered in a strange voice, almost as if he were choking. It was taking every bit of his self control not to lose himself inside her right this second.
He looked to his reflection and watched as the hairy, gray beast mated with the milky white beauty, her bottom tipped up in surrender. She gave him everything, all of her pussy filled with him. She felt like a virgin, if he could even remember what a virgin felt like. John thought it must be exactly like Ashley, glove tight and slippery, soapy with her juices that ran down her legs. Her thighs quaked under him, hinting at all of the sensation pulsing inside.
He reached around and found her clit with his right hand, god she still wanted more. Her clitoris was a large, hot pulsing stone. One pass of his fingers and the black-haired girl thrust her ass back hard and rubbed herself in his palm. They both said yes again and again, an echo of the other's pleasure. It was part of the crescendo, it built and built. So did the ache in his dick as it sent a jolt of lightning down his spine and John knew there was no turning back.
He was going to cum.
Ashley cried out in the nick of time and he gasped as her virginal entry squeezed even tighter. She shuddered in his hand and on his cock simultaneously. John let go and the first dash of his cum came with such force, he let out a scream. He filled her, and her sweet little cunt guzzled it down, chug after chug, gush after gush. The pleasure wracked his body and John groaned, his sweaty head resting on the girl's heaving back.
When he moved, his softening dick pulled from her juicy entry and he felt the rush of their combined climax run from her upturned pussy. Ashley rolled to her back and he collapsed on his wet, sweat soaked, cum sprayed mattress. His hand sought hers out and wouldn't be satisfied until it had woven its fingers through hers.
All they were was breath and a pulse that was slowly dividing itself once more. Her soft calf brushed his, her hair touched his shoulder. It seemed odd as his heart slowed and the light came back to the room, it seemed odd to think of her as separate.
It was still raining outside. John rolled to his side, still holding her hand as the reality of what had just occurred became suddenly clear. All he had to say was, "wow, it sure is raining."
"Yeah," Ashley agreed with a little smile. "I guess if it didn't rain though, this never would have happened." She meant this, all of this, the most amazing lovemaking that two people could have had. The fuck of the century, at least his.
"True," he nodded and stared into her eyes. John suddenly had a hundred questions and no answers.
Ashley reached with her lips and he was a little shocked. Shocked by the feel of her; her soft, round lips, her warm breath heated his face and his mouth. He was equally shocked that after all of this intimacy, he'd never kissed her. Not even once.
John let go and let his tongue lap along the bottom of her top lip and he hummed into her open mouth. It had been so long, so long since he'd kissed, kissed in this bed. In fact he could remember the last time perfectly.
She came back at that moment and suddenly it was as if she had never left. Marianne with all of the tubes and the machinery that beeped in the background. The memory bubbled up and he let go of the dark haired girl in his bed with a forlorn sound that someone her age couldn't understand.
Ashley made a face, a crinkled up forehead and her luscious mouth became a straight line to match the ones between her eyebrows. He hadn't been with a woman in a long time, but he knew that was annoyed. Fuck, what to say? He couldn't very well tell her that he was being haunted. It sounded bizarre, even to him. John had no experience with the casual lover. The last woman he'd brought to his bed never left; in fact, she'd died in it. He held Ashley's chin with one hand and hoped he could convey it all with his eyes while his mouth said, "I better get your clothes out of the dryer."
Her jeans and tee shirt were warm and dry now, they smelled of fabric softener and John was sure that would be all her mother would smell when Ashley was finally allowed in the house. She'd explain, very curtly, like teenage girls tend to speak to their mothers, that she had to spend the whole stupid afternoon at Mr. Gregory's house thanks to her forgetting that Ashley even lived there. He shook his head, glad that he was past refereeing fights with the children.
He entered the bedroom and realized this was a different Ashley. She had sat up and wound the blue, ruined sheet around her nakedness. She was off limits now. She was hiding once again and John hoped, if nothing else, she'd remember how gorgeous she was after this afternoon. "They're dry," he handed her the clothes, suddenly feeling too bare and too chilly. The cold was back in his fingers and toes and he was sure that it would settle in for the winter. He picked up his worn robe and carefully tied it around his middle. "I'll let you get dressed," he told her with a scowl. He wasn't good at this, how would anyone be?
It didn't take more than a couple of minutes before she was dressed and her hair was even passable. Ashley knelt to slip on the mostly damp shoes and push an arm into her jacket sleeve. "Hey, I see my mom's car in the driveway," Ashley smiled at that. "Um, well," her blue eyes were confused and she didn't seem to want to look at him, "thanks Mr. Gregory," she said with a ridiculous little wave
Then she was gone. Like Marianne came and went, unexpectedly and without rhyme or reason, leaving just a trace of something indescribable behind that he always suspected was just his imagination.
John waited by the window for a minute with the faint hope in his heart that maybe that mean bitch of a mother wasn't really there and Ashley would have to come back. Maybe he'd be able to speak then, maybe he'd get another chance.
After five minutes had passed, he knew that she was home and not coming back, maybe not ever. He shuffled back to the bedroom to look at the chaos that was his bed. It smelled of a young, wet girl in here and the sheets were soaked through with their lovemaking and he decided that if she were never coming back then the least he could do was lie in their dirty sex sheets for as long as possible.
***
April had been unseasonably warm. John was thankful for global warming or whatever it was that had made it possible for him to sleep with the window cracked. He could even bend over without a symphony of cracking joints. The tulips and daffodils that Marianne had planted years ago had burst from the ground and heralded in the certainty that things were changing. Even though, in Chicago, he wouldn't put his snow shovel away until May, but at least they were on the right track.
At lunchtime, it had started to sprinkle. It was a nice, warm spring rain that carried with it the promise of something new and green. John couldn't help it, he looked over at the house next door and his eyes couldn't help but scan for a black-haired girl.
The sheets had long ago lost the wetness of her body. The bathrobe no longer smelled of her neck and breasts and cushiony bottom. John was sure that this was how it was supposed to be but that hadn't made it any less disappointing.
He'd asked himself what would Marianne think of him, making love with a girl that age? He'd come to the conclusion that she would want him to be happy because, after all, she was his better half. Although, truthfully she would have wanted him to be happy with a woman from church, probably someone they knew but not one of her friends. Marianne wouldn't love the idea that his only love interest so far was a freshman in college. She would have looked at him with serious eyes and her hands on her hips, as if ready to scold him. Then she would have twisted her mouth up, which always meant she was thinking. "You be good to that young girl," she would have said, warning him with her eyebrows.
He would be good to her, he'd promised himself, if she ever came back. Now it wasn't just Marianne that made the occasional appearance. John was more often haunted by the dreams of Ashley's moonlit flesh. There were dreams where he felt the weight of her hair and heard the whisper of her girlish voice on his neck. He would wake up and wonder where she was and spend the rest of the night contemplating all the places he needed to touch her still.
His cock had contemplated it as well and had decided to go into hiding the whole winter, pouting as if it were spoiled now.
Shortly after two o'clock, he decided he could take a nap in the recliner with the television on softly in the background. That seemed to be a pleasant enough way to spend a rainy afternoon.
Just as his eyes had gotten comfortable, the doorbell rang. He grumbled to himself and turned his head away and pulled up the blanket. Goddamn Jehovah's Witnesses were relentless, even in this weather.
"Mr. Gregory," she called with a knock on the glass. That could only be a dark-haired girl and he twisted in the recliner immediately and pulled the curtain back to make absolutely certain that his ghosts weren't outside as well. Ashley had a clear umbrella today, so at least she was prepared. She wore a pink sundress that brought the warmth from the change of season into his bones with a rush of blood. His eyes scanned up and down and saw white sandals, bare legs and her inky hair in two long pigtails that reached her waist. John had defrosted completely.
His dick worked.
"I'm coming," he called out to the girl at the door and tucked the recliner in with his feet. He couldn't keep the smile off his face as he opened the door and saw her big blue eyes sparkle. "Did you get locked out again?" he asked with a chuckle as he held the door open for her.
"No," Ashley told him with a giggle that made her breasts bounce in the front of the sundress. "I live on campus again," she said as she set the closed umbrella on the rug. That explained why he never saw her next door. "I'm just home for Spring Break and," she wove her little fingers together and went up on one tiptoe, "well, I thought of you. You know it is a rainy afternoon."
God the things he was going to do to her, John thought, as he pictured his fingers on the delicate pink straps of that ridiculous, short dress. "Yes, it's a rainy afternoon," he repeated. He wondered if she could see his hard-on beckon to her from his khakis.
"Do you think about me sometimes, Mr. Gregory?" Ashley asked in a whisper. Her pink cheeks said that she thought about him with her panties down while her fingers explored every crease and crevice.
He took two steps and closed the gap between them. He smelled her deeply, he inhaled the flowery scent and the bubblegum and yes, maybe even her delicious wetness. John wondered if her bare lips hadn't already bloomed just a bit in the front of her damp panties. He bet that today, her panties were pink, to match. He bet he'd find out in a minute. He took her hand, small and delicate and glittery blue fingernails, which made him smile on the inside. He would lead her to the bedroom so she didn't have to wonder what her old man neighbor thought about.
Out loud, all he said was, "I definitely think of you sometimes, Ashley."
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Malcolm Worthington was a second; not a Jr., a second. His campaign manager had told him, back when he was just starting out, that people found it off putting to hear his title. He used it now and again when he was combing pockets for donations but Malcolm had learned long ago that impressing them was overrated. He was much better at getting what he wanted when he could squeeze them a little. Begging, especially now that he was running for his second term in Congress, was really not his forte.
Unfortunately, that never had worked with his wife. Virginia Worthington never hesitated to drop the fact that her husband was a second, especially when it impressed the neighbors. Although you would think that for a woman whose primary job in life was gold-digging, that enough doors had opened for her. He couldn't really complain though, she was the perfect politician's wife. She had enough Botox in her face to keep it almost perpetually blank. She wasn't too thin or too fat. Every dark brown hair was always in place and her clothes were always elegant and never too flashy. Virginia fucked that way too. She could rise up from the bed when Malcolm had finished, smoothing her hands through her still perfect hair and have the same frozen expression on her face.
He'd stopped fucking her long ago but that didn't mean it was mutual. This morning was the perfect example of how much Virginia still liked to stick it in. Just as he was about to leave, he heard her calling his name in the icy tone that usually froze him in his tracks, "Malcolm, dear, I need to have a word with you." She was already perfectly dressed, as usual, in a navy, blue suit that looked the same as every other suit that took up more than half of her walk-in closet.
Using the word "dear" or any other term of endearment was always trouble, he had discovered, since they despised each other. Malcolm knew perfectly why he hated her guts but had absolutely no idea what Virginia was such a cunt about. Malcolm tried every trick that worked so well with everyone else, donors, constituents, employees and they all thought he was a great guy. And if they didn't, they had the decency to shut the fuck up about it, but not Virginia. "Honey, I'd love to talk to you but I'm running late as it is," with every word, her right eyebrow rose higher and higher on her forehead. She should really work on the Hill, she wouldn't take no for an answer.
"It won't wait," she curled her red, manicured nails over his forearm and Malcolm thought if they were just another inch longer, she would look like she had talons. Virginia would make an excellent dragon, it would actually fit her personality perfectly. "Tomorrow Ashley is coming home from school."
He almost dropped his briefcase and immediately, he felt too warm in his clothes. "What the fuck, Virginia? Why didn't you tell me about this sooner?" Malcolm was grateful that he hadn't eaten breakfast. As it was, the coffee seemed to curdle and churn inside.
She looked triumphant, removing her hand and placing it on her hip. She stuck her chin out, "because I knew that you would react like this."
Virginia had a point but he'd never admit it. When it came to Ashley, most things were better left unsaid, "what did she do now?" She was completely foreign to him and she had been for longer than he could remember. She was like a hurricane, Ashley wasn't happy until everything around her was in shambles.
Virginia rolled her fingers together and Malcolm knew that his wife was craving a cigarette, an indulgence that she had told everyone she had given up long ago. He knew that she would sneak one occasionally. His wife was so fucking fake, but so was he, which was why Ashley was such an anomaly. "There was a misunderstanding with the headmaster and one of the teachers had some accusations of cheating." There was more, she hadn't finished but he exploded.
"Goddammit! Why do I spend fifty thousand a year on school for that little bitch?" She might as well go in the city with all of the other thugs. She's already a fucking criminal, might as well learn something goddamn useful." Private school and the promise of molding her into a young lady was bullshit and they both knew it. What Ashley needed was a cage. Better yet, to be cut loose altogether. He'd done his time and he felt like the prison sentence should be over. "I'm going to go make some phone calls, she's got to stay," his face was red and Malcolm assumed that the large vein on his forehead was bulging.
"One more thing," Virginia wasn't done with the knife and her thin smile gave him the goosebumps, "she'll be coming to work for you when she gets back. She needs a job. If she's not going to stay in school, she has to do something," Virginia rushed to add the last part, "and she totaled the car."
Malcolm shook his head no, "no way in hell, Virginia. She's not coming to the office." His wife knew what their daughter would do there. It would be non-stop chaos and knowing Ashley, it would all be newsworthy.
Virginia had turned and was headed up the stairs, "it's not really up for discussion, Malcolm. Until you find something else for her, she's coming to work with you."
He was fuming and marched to the car, pushing past the driver as he opened and closed the back door for him. Once inside, out of the way of Virginia's prying eyes, Malcolm sighed and rubbed his forehead. There had to be somewhere she could go. She wasn't going to ruin anything else, he couldn't let her. The problem was that it had never mattered in the past. Anything that they had tried, the girl was a goddamn genius at skirting consequences. He wondered for the hundredth time about military school, knowing that they'd never accept her. She never respected authority.
That and the fact that she was so beautiful.
Malcolm told himself to stop right there, he couldn't afford to reminisce right now. There was a damn good reason for her to not be under their roof once again and it hadn't started that night but that was when he knew that he was definitely powerless when it came to Ashley.
It was just a barbecue, something simple, other families did these kinds of things all the time. Why couldn't they? It was just a couple of his real friends and a few of Virginia's fake ones. Ashley was home and grounded as usual and her ghostly presence was a minor annoyance but after a few cocktails, it was even possible to look past her. She had slunk away and Malcolm supposed that he knew she must be up to no good. When his neighbor Patrick, a circuit court judge, pulled him aside, a look of sheer panic on his face, Malcolm suspected it had something to do with Ashley. "Malcolm, I've got to say something. I am so fucked," he grabbed Malcolm's forearm. "You know me, if she says I started it, you know she's lying, right?" the man's eyes were wild and he was almost whispering, obviously terrified of the wives overhearing.
He drained his cocktail glass and tried to ignore the sinking feeling in his chest. For a while, maybe almost a month, Ashley had actually been on her best behavior. Still a beast, but Malcolm was beginning to think that school was helping. "What did she do now?" he asked Patrick, sounding exhausted.
"She was in the kitchen and leaning over the counter, and well, you know what she was wearing," they all knew. Essentially it was a tee-shirt that ended about two inches below her ass and it had been painfully obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra all evening. The breeze had kept her nipples hard and the fabric was snug and Ashley did everything deliberately so Malcolm just tried not to look. "I walked past and said excuse me and she pushed her ass out and rubbed up against me," his friend looked sick. Patrick was about as square as they came but he was a red-blooded male for Christ's sake, "I had a hard-on." Malcolm wondered who looked more ashamed, Patrick or him, "how could I not?"
It was the same excuse Malcolm had been using with himself all evening. She was young and ripe and about as fuckable as she could be with her long, black hair, her big, blue eyes and her pale, pink lips. Ashley had the face of an angel with a body for sin although neither seemed to be entirely accurate. "I know," he nodded, "so what happened next?"
Patrick didn't want to tell him. He looked over Malcolm's shoulder, just to check and make sure that the wives were still busy gossiping. "She grabbed my hand and put it on her breast," and although he clearly regretted it, the judge was still in a haze of want and shame, something Malcolm was more than familiar with. Poor Patrick, he hadn't ever stood a chance against that. Malcolm didn't think that anyone could. "Her nipples, well you know, they were hard all night," he shook his head, staring at the ground, "well, I guess I was feeling her up but then when I stopped, she said she was going to tell my wife."
Fucking Ashley, leave it to her to pull something like that. Ruining a man's marriage just because she wanted a little attention. In Patrick's case, if rumor of something like this, feeling up the neighbor's teenage daughter ever got out, even his job would be in jeopardy. Malcolm bent his head and whispered in his friend's ear, "don't worry, I will talk to her and she won't say a word. I know you," he clasped his hand on Patrick's shoulder, "you're a good guy. It's her. It's always fucking her."
"But I was, I mean I was doing what she is going to say I was doing," the judge sounded sick, "Christ, Malcolm, believe me, I thought of doing a lot more."
The wives were wondering what the two of them were up to, "go back to the table, don't say a fucking word and let me take care of this." Malcolm never questioned Patrick's story and he was shaking with rage by the time he got to the kitchen. There she was, bent over exactly as Patrick had described, headphones in her ears, oblivious to what she had just put a decent man through.
"Ashley, take your headphones out," Malcolm stayed on the safe side of the island, approaching her from behind was just another opportunity for her. He repeated himself, louder this time and still there was no reply. He reached over and snatched them out, "I want to talk to you, young lady. Pay some goddamn attention!"
Ashley cocked her head and smiled. She hadn't really ever been scared of him, had she? "Can I help you, Malcolm?" she said it sarcastically, like she always did. On top of everything else, she had stopped referring to her parents as Mom and Dad two years ago, just to rub their nose in how little she respected them. She'd become their equal instead of their daughter. His daughter, his little girl, his little brat of a girl and Malcolm was tired of being a big joke to her.
He had to keep his voice down. Calmly, he began his questioning, "did you or did you not just rub up against poor Patrick?"
Ashley shook her black curls and sounded very amused with herself. "Why? Did he have a heart attack out there?" she turned around and strolled casually around the kitchen. Ashley was checking the cabinets, "where does Mom hide the fucking cigarettes?"
He wished that she was just clueless, but no, Ashley was way too smart to be clueless. She just didn't give a shit and Malcolm rushed up behind her, no longer heeding the danger zone and grabbed her by the shoulders. "Did you tell him that you were going to tell his wife? How could you do that to someone?" he was way too close to her and his dick was enjoying it even if he heard alarm bells in his head.
Ashley broke free and reached behind his head, too much of her satiny skin touching his as she took what she wanted. She had found the pack and fished one out. Lighting it, rolling her eyes, "Jesus, Daddy, it was a joke. Like I would say anything to those bitches. I'm not a fucking rat," she dismissed him with that look. Ashley jumped up and sat on the counter behind her, taking a drag and exhaling, "what's your deal? Are you jealous?"
Her legs were parted and the skirt had rolled up. Malcolm told himself not to look down. She was just fucking with him as usual. It didn't matter that his cock was pressed against the front of his pants, eager to see everything that was on display. He had to control himself, "no, I'm not jealous," he spewed, he was such a fucking liar. "What are you talking about? Jealous that you rubbed your," her beautiful, perfect round ass that he instinctively watched bounce with every step that she took. He stopped himself right there.
"You are, aren't you?" Malcolm couldn't remember the last time he'd seen her smile like that. In a sing song tone that he remembered from much younger days, she continued, "Malcolm's jealous that his friend got to feel me up and not him." She took another drag and blew the smoke in his direction, "just admit it. I bet you're hard as a rock right now."
He looked down and immediately needed more and regretted looking all at the same time. The wisp of panties that were there covered almost nothing and Malcolm felt the precum swell up and drip slowly down the length of his shaft as he stared. "Shut-up, Ashley, you're disgusting," he muttered, "I'm not jealous. You're a fucking brat."
Ashley held the cigarette in her left hand while the right wandered down her body and stopped under the bit of shirt, almost on her lower lips. "My poor Daddy," Ashley's voice dripped with sarcasm but there she was, touching herself in front of him. "All excited and can't do anything about it. I have to admit, it's very fun watching you get so frustrated." She couldn't know this, how could she know exactly what to do? His daughter fluttered her thick, black lashes as she asked innocently, "How long has it been since you banged Mom?" She pulled the strip of fabric to the side and purred, "why don't you fuck me right here, Daddy?"
That was the breaking point. He stepped closer, he had no control over his feet. His hands reached for her thighs and when he dug his fingers in, his cock throbbed, like it was begging him to give in and give her exactly what she asked for. "That's what you want, isn't it?" he could barely speak, Malcolm was panting, as if he were in heat. He didn't know if he wanted to slap her or kiss her and if she reached for his zipper, it was over.
She leaned back, giving him a full view, "of course, Daddy. Isn't that what all little girls want?" She threw the dwindling cigarette in the sink. "Mom is going to walk in any minute now," she moved her hand to her damp lips, parting them, letting him see every pink, shining, detectable bit of her. Ashley's clit was hard and glistened with her juices. Malcolm was sure that he could make his teenage daughter cum with the tip of his tongue and fingers, on his knees, looking up at everything he wanted for far too long. "What if she catches you?" she continued, touching herself and that moment, no matter what he had done to try to force it from his memory, had altered everything.
Malcolm was shaking when he took a step back and then another, he needed some goddamn self-control, that was all. Ashley looked more and more disappointed the further he retreated. He could hardly breathe. His daughter's swollen, dripping cunt was there for the taking, something that he was never, ever supposed to see, not even think of and it was served up and ready to be devoured. He had such a taste for her. He could almost see himself, as if he were watching someone else, run the tip of his tongue along her crevice until he reached the juicy, pink bud. He was ravenous for her luscious, young flesh. Instead of giving in though, he promised, "you're going back to school." Malcolm was shaking as he pointed his finger at her, "tomorrow morning, you're out of here."
He almost ran out of the kitchen and stopped before he had reached the patio. He couldn't walk out there like this with his dick jolting in the front of his casual, weekend pants. It wouldn't go unnoticed. Virginia would suspect something, she'd caught him staring more than once and she had never bought his excuses. There, his cock was deflating, the liquid puddling in his underwear. Thank goodness that thinking about his wife did that to him.
He hadn't seen her off in the morning and Malcolm had never explained himself to Virginia or anyone else. His wife had bought Ashley a new car for her birthday and it had turned into a shouting match when he announced that he wasn't going with to surprise her. "It's your only child's birthday," Virginia had both of her hands on her hips, "why on Earth wouldn't you want to go?"
There was no way he could be honest and he rarely was about anything with her anyway. "I already had plans and I just don't want to," even though part of him ached to see her in spite of how stupid that idea was. He'd stormed into the den and locked the door behind him and didn't come out until much later. Malcolm had developed his own cure for his depraved thoughts about Ashley but seeing her in the flesh would push him over the edge.
And now she was coming back.
They were stuck in traffic and Malcolm had spent almost the last forty minutes on the phone. He had both secretaries calling a variety of private schools. "It doesn't have to be local," he told them, "in fact, it's better if it's not." They could send Ashley to the North Pole, especially if the tuition was cheaper. The further away, the better. Nothing sounded promising yet and he was desperate. He called her principal and while on hold, quickly calculated how much cash on hand he had available at campaign headquarter. Malcolm wasn't above bribery if that's all it took.
The headmaster sounded hesitant to speak with him and Malcolm had been on hold for almost five minutes when he answered. "Mr. Worthington?" he asked.
"Yes, but call me Malcolm," bribery was an ugly word and a last ditch effort really. A donation, a scholarship, whatever the snooty man wanted, he'd figure it out. He made a very successful living handing out favors and calling them in. "I'm calling about Ashley," he'd have to be very careful here, "to see what we can do about letting her finish out the year." He'd just start there and maybe after a new lab or a library or some such rot, they'd just keep her.
The man cleared his throat, "I don't see how that would be possible at this point, sir."
Fucker was going to make him beg, wasn't he? Fine, "come on, what's your name? It's Charles, right? Do you go by Chuck?" being folksy was part of his shtick. He'd invented this game, "Well, Chuck, come on, it's not like she burned the place down, right? I mean, you're still there." He laughed, he needed a little camaraderie here.
The man wasn't amused. "No, sir, I go by Charles," of course this motherfucker did. "I'm sorry to say Mr. Worthington, that Ashley is no longer welcome here. It is the decision that the board came to and we all believe it's best for all parties involved."
Malcolm was used to this. Everyone wanted to play hardball, they wanted to see just how much they could get away with. "OK, tell you what. I get it, Ashley's a bit difficult, what we like to call challenging." He was knee deep in bullshit, might as well continue, "what if I threw in a little extra with the next tuition check?" Please, he thought to himself, just keep her, even if it's just for another month or two until he figured out something else.
"Sir, I'm sorry, that's just not an option," Charles didn't leave the door open. The headmaster was dismissing him, "now I do have another call, so I'm sorry, but I must go. Have a good day, Mr. Worthington." He hung up and Malcolm wanted to throw the phone, but he needed it to make one more call.
In spite of the stress, thinking of his daughter had made him desperately hard. Desperate times called for desperate measures.



He had memorized the number, he didn't keep it in his phone for good reason. The girl with the familiar, husky voice that coaxed a hard-on from him every time he spoke with her answered, "A-1 Escorts, how can I help you?"
In his current condition, his cock responded with a wave, as if the girl on the phone could see it. "Is Candy available this morning? It's Mr. Worthington," he was already picturing his favorite girl in their usual place and he felt the rage slowly dissipating.
"Hey, Mr. Worthington, let me check," he could hear her clicking on a keyboard in the background. He'd never seen the receptionist. She could be five hundred pounds but she sounded like a pin-up girl and that was how he preferred to picture her. "She can be ready in an hour," she told him and the relief washed over him.
He gave the woman the details and finished with, "just tell Candy the same as last time. She'll remember."
Forty-five minutes later, Malcolm was waiting by the hotel room door, checking his phone. His dick was ready to explode and it was good that Candy was always prompt. He peeked through the peephole when he heard her dainty knock. "Come on in, honey," he answered the door with a smile and watched her enter. Candy didn't disappoint and her long, black hair was worn loose and wild and the skirt exposed long, bare legs. "How was school?" The question was, with all of the other transactions that a girl with her looks must handle on a daily basis, did she really remember last time?
She flashed him a cocky smile over one shoulder, "I didn't go to school today, Daddy." She remembered and she sat on the table after pushing the phone and the room service menu to one side. Her pale, soft legs parted, skirt revealing the sliver of black panties that she wore underneath. "I was a naughty girl," Candy even remembered her name now. "Ashley is a bad girl, Daddy," referring to herself in the third person.
Malcolm embraced the role play fully and rushed to the table and sank to his knees. It didn't matter where he was or that he was paying five hundred an hour. In his mind's eye, they were in the kitchen and his mouth was an inch away from Ashley's glistening cunt. He'd never gotten over it and this had been the only way to keep his sanity. No amount of jerking off had satisfied him. Even in her bedroom, even smelling and licking her used panties that he had found and kept secured in the back corner of a dresser drawer, even that hadn't been enough. Just this, rubbing his face in her slippery, little crevice and drinking down every last drop of Ashley.
The hooker leaned back when he moved her panties and saw her perfectly bare snatch once more. "Baby, I missed you so much," he kissed her lips before diving in. "Ashley, cum for Daddy," was all he said before ravishing her.
The girl, who looked to be only about his daughter's age, writhed back and forth as he greedily sucked from her little fountain. Her climax came with trembling thighs and low whimpers that Malcolm could almost hear coming from Ashley's open mouth. The fake Ashley knew that once she was done cumming on Daddy's face, he needed a little relief as well.
She climbed down and bent over the table, "Daddy, fuck me please. You know what I need."
His patience was gone and he yanked the ruined panties down, almost ripping them with his trembling hands, as well as his own pants. He'd never gotten naked with her and she always kept the skirt on. He'd fuck her here, in the bed, in the bathroom, the details were immaterial. She was always Ashley and he never lasted long.
When it was over, Malcolm was eager for her to leave. He had a full day ahead of him and it was the last day of peace and quiet until he found a solution. He reached into his wallet and handed her another hundred. "Once again, it was a pleasure," he smiled as he gave her the cash. It was worth every penny and now that Ashley was going to be a constant, he had the feeling that he would be spending more and more time with Candy.
***
Malcolm was running late the next morning, which was unusual for him but after a long night of tossing and turning, it could hardly be helped. Even his goddamn coffee wasn't right and he had stormed into the kitchen to berate the housekeeper. Someone was going to catch hell for his shitty mood and lack of sleep. That's when he saw her.
He almost screamed, it was definitely a noise of alarm. Ashley was standing there by the sink. "What the fuck. I thought you weren't going to be here until later," he gasped.
His daughter cocked her head and smirked, "nice to see you too, Daddy." She was smoking and flicked the cigarette in the sink before taking a sip of her own coffee. "I got here last night," she told him and tapped her shoe on the floor, "I'm ready for work."
Ashley was ready and she was so unlike the Ashley that he remembered all too well. It was almost too much, standing in almost exactly the same spot where he'd lost his mind. This time, she was wearing a gray dress. It was snug and fitted, her bottom almost popped out of the back but it was long enough to be considered appropriate. The black stilettos were sexy but nothing that one of his secretaries wouldn't wear. She shifted her weight and finished her coffee and Malcolm could tell immediately that for once since she had grown them, her breasts were secured under a bra. Her hair was all black for once, not half purple or green and her black ringlets shone in the sunlight.
Where was his wild child now? And when had he become Daddy again?
Malcolm was speechless. The last time the two of them had been alone here, he was like a dog in heat. He still couldn't believe that he hadn't taken her up on her offer and rammed his cock so hard inside her that she cried. He had variations of the fantasy. In her mouth, her ass, pulling her head back by her hair, slapping her ass while he rammed her up against the cabinet. In his mind he'd fucked her every way possible right here. Now, she appeared to be a young lady and he didn't know if he was disappointed or if that possibly made it even hotter. Jesus, he had to pull himself together, this was not the way to start out. "Alright, well give me five minutes," for his erection to die down, "I need some decent coffee and we'll go."
Maybe he would get lucky and he'd have a heart attack before they got there, he told himself as he was straightening his tie and pushing his arms into his jacket sleeves. In the car alone with Ashley, dress or no dress, there was a high probability of trouble. He followed her to the limo and watched each cheek bounce when she walked, wondering if she had panties on. When she bent to get in the back, both he and the driver noticed that she did, pale pink and flesh-colored thighs highs too. No garters, just the band of lace circling her skin just under her ass. That was exactly where Malcolm wanted his hands, cupping her right there as he penetrated her sweet, slippery crevice.
The only way to do this was to hold his briefcase over his crotch for the remainder of the ride.
Twenty minutes later, there still hadn't been a word. Ashley was silent and stared out the window, no headphones but still totally disconnected. As turned on as Malcolm was, he was still pissed off about school. That's what she did to him, drove him to the very edge of losing his cool either way. "So what happened at school, Ashley?" he didn't know if he wanted the details but in case the cops were going to show up or he'd read about it in the paper, it was better to be forewarned.
She turned her head to look at him and pushed her long, black hair over her shoulder, "nothing, Daddy. Don't worry about it."
"They didn't expel you for nothing," he could smell her perfume rising from her skin. Something subtle and sweet, probably expensive and definitely purchased with his money. Malcolm wanted to gnaw on her.
Ashley sounded sad and that alone was shocking. How long had it been since the girl had actually cried about anything? "I met someone, I fell in love," it must not have ended well and Malcolm felt sorry for the poor kid. Ashley had probably wrecked him. "He's a teacher and he's married," she sniffed, "it was a stupid mistake."
If Malcolm was shocked when he first saw her, this news was earth-shattering. He put his hands up, he knew his mouth was open but he just didn't have the words. "Your mother said something about cheating," he mumbled, what was he talking about?
"Yeah, cheating on his wife," he saw her wipe her face before she could turn away, "Jesus, Daddy, do we have to talk about it?"
Even when she was behaving, he couldn't do anything right. Thank God she was the only child, he couldn't imagine having a second. "No, we don't," he wasn't going to stop thinking about it though. What had she done to the man? Did she tell his wife, did she finally make good on her threat to Patrick? Some poor sap had walked into that and Malcolm knew from experience that his daughter would get what she wanted. "What are you going to do now, Ashley?" he wanted her to give him a little credit, he was trying.
She was looking through her bag and pulled out a cigarette, "you mean once I'm over my broken heart?" She lit it and rolled down the window, blowing her smoke outside in a white trail.
"You can't smoke in here, honey," Malcolm told her, it was something a father would say, right?
Ashley turned to look at him and her blue eyes were wet and there was something about it that seemed particularly angelic. As if she were still his innocent, little girl staring at him. Like this, she was soft and warm and it even more seductive than watching her push her panties to the side. "Really, Daddy?" she asked him in a small voice, not challenging, it was just a question. "Why don't you have one?" she offered him the pack.
Malcolm wanted to grab her and pull her into his lap. He'd wreck that fucking dress but what difference did it make? He'd cover it in cum and buy her a new one when he was finished. The flash was vivid, Ashley's mouth was open as she cried out for more, her breasts bouncing as she rode the cock that had been longing for her for years. He was screwed. So instead he took a cigarette from her pack and muttered, "you know I quit ten years ago," before taking the first, long drag.
Ashley sounded more like her usual self when she laughed, there was always a devilish quality to her amusement. "No one ever really quits, Daddy," she finished hers and was silent again until they arrived at the office.
Malcolm pointed at her before they got out, "don't fuck things up here today, Ashley. You know what I mean." Anger and desire, the constant ebb and flow with her and had been for longer than he cared to admit.
She was far too close to him. She had one hand was on his chest and for a minute, Malcolm thought she just might mount him. Ashley might actually be able to read his fucking mind and that was the problem. She was smarter than him and wily. His heart hammered, her lips were just an inch or two away. "I know exactly what you mean, Daddy," she whispered and when she kissed him tenderly on the lips, it burned.
***
Ashley walked into his office without knocking, as if it hadn't been his office since before she was born. Leave it to Ashley to upend everything, even his privacy. As she approached him, all Malcolm could do was listen to her heels click across the floor and watch her hips move in the gray dress. "I brought you some dinner, Daddy," her voice was low and sweet. Ashley set a white, Styrofoam container on his desk before sliding into the loveseat behind the table to his right. She slid the shoes off and put her feet up in the chair across from her.
All day, he'd been craving her. He felt like something was crawling under his skin. It was the smell of her, the taste of her mouth that had left far too quickly, the sadness that clouded those brilliant, blue eyes. It was a rush of desire and he was like an addict all over again. It had been like this for months after she left. It had been one long unsatisfied wet dream until he'd found Candy. "What is it?" he asked, not hungry for food.
He needed a fix.
"It's whatever, meatloaf, the special," she made a face at him, as if he were the unfathomable one. "It's almost seven o'clock and you haven't eaten all day."
Malcolm watched her play with her hair as she looked out the window. She was right and if he couldn't satisfy one need, he could at least satisfy another. He opened the food and began to fork it in. He asked her with his mouth half full, "how was it today?"
She shrugged, "boring as shit but not bad. It's not school, so," she didn't finish that sentence. Ashley had a glimmer of wickedness in her eye when she asked, "So which of the two secretaries are you fucking, Daddy?" she grinned at him, "come on, you can tell me."
He swallowed quickly and raised his eyebrows, pointing to the outer office. "Are they out there?" he hissed. Leave it to Ashley, even when she was on her best behavior, she reveled in chaos.
Ashley rolled her eyes at him, "No, Daddy, we're all alone. Everyone else has a life."
Malcolm always stayed late. He didn't have one, at least not one that he wanted. "Haven't you heard don't shit where you eat, honey?" he asked her before shoving another bite of food in his mouth.
She giggled, "that's disgusting, especially when you're eating. Does that mean no, you're not screwing either of them because they work for you?"
"Sexual harassment will get you every time," Malcolm told her as he tossed the plastic fork in the half empty container. He'd eaten enough and it was crap but unusually sweet of her to think of him. "All of these bitches will burn you here, they're all on the take," besides, there was plenty of flesh that you could rent by the hour as you worked out your inner demons. Malcolm got up, stretched and walked to the table, "you know what I really need?" Besides a flash of his daughter's bare, lower lips. "Another cigarette."
Ashley moved her feet and gave him the seat. Malcolm reached for the ashtray that he kept for guests on the shelf and felt her slide her feet back into his lap. He'd been hard all day and right now was no exception. This was cruel and unusual but typical for his daughter. She handed him the smoke, "Daddy's off the wagon," Ashley said as she lit it for him.
He dared to touch her stockinged calf with his fingertips. Running his fingers up and down her thigh high slowly, slowly enough that perhaps she wouldn't notice the bulge that pressed against her leg. He asked, "so how did things get started with your Professor? I mean, how much older is he than you?" Lucky fucking bastard, Malcolm should pay a visit to the school and wring his neck though.
She leaned back in the loveseat, stretching and shifting her glorious hips. Ashley sighed and began the explanation that she couldn't give in the car. "I don't know, I thought he was very handsome, you know, for someone your age," she sounded as if she were humming as she remembered him. "He's sweet and funny and we just hit it off," the smile that she had for the professor ate Malcolm up. Where was that girl, who smiled like that for her father?
He puffed and continued touching her, gently so that she wouldn't move. His erection knocked for attention the whole time. Malcolm was dripping in his boxers, a river of precum with no relief in sight. He'd have to visit his favorite call girl in the morning once he'd dropped Ashley off, "and then what?"
Ashley moved her foot and her toes brushed his shaft. She had to notice that, didn't she? Jesus Christ, she had just touched his throbbing cock and Malcolm loved it and she didn't seem to be bothered one bit. "We made love one night," she said it like she was recalling every delicious, naked detail. "In his office, kind of like this," she gestured with her hands. There it was again, the tip of her toes on his dick and she had to be doing this on purpose and it was working so well. Malcolm wanted her hand on him though, or her juicy, little mouth if he were to be honest. "We were just talking and he got on his knees and didn't even ask and before I knew what was happening," Ashley bit her bottom lip, as if she wasn't sure if she should tell him, "I was about to cum."
Something snapped and he put out the cigarette and his body went to her. On his knees, on the floor, Malcolm found himself between Ashley's legs. His hands on his daughter's thighs and he rolled the hem of her dress up. It was slow and deliberate and he wasn't going to stop regardless of what she said. He could feel that his chin was wet. Malcolm was actually drooling at the thought of what he was about to take, whether or not permission was granted. When he reached the top of her pink panties, he sounded like an animal when he forced them down.
His daughter tasted even better than he had imagined that she would. Malcolm drank from her tiny, pink opening, lapping up all of the sweetness that trickled from her. How could she be so wet? What the hell had she been thinking of all day? It didn't matter, he was the beneficiary of it and when he felt her calves shake on his shoulders, his hard dick pulsed. When she moaned and whispered, "Daddy, oh God, Daddy," he wondered if he might cum in his pants.
Ashley's lips were bare and he could feel the warmth rising from her velvety, sweet flesh and he let his mouth lead him where it wanted to go. It had been an itch in the back of his brain, like a scab that shouldn't be picked. Malcolm had been obsessing over his little girl for so long that he couldn't be contained. Sliding his tongue around her perfectly round clit, slipping down to her sweet pussy, easing his way back up and rubbing his face against her wet delights. Time no longer mattered, he could easily stay here all night.
Her clit pulsed and when Malcolm sucked her delicate bud, his daughter trembled under him. Spurting a little, he bathed his face in Ashley's forbidden, teenage juices. His mouth was covered, his chin was dripping, Malcolm didn't care if his shirt was soaked through as long as it was Ashley's and as long as his baby girl let him drink her orgasm right from the source.
She cried out, louder this time, when his sticky lips were wrapped around her bud. As his tongue bathed her back and forth, his daughter purred, "Daddy, you're going to make me cum." Ashley shuddered and it sounded as if she were fighting it and Malcolm wanted her to let go. He licked her faster, a little more pressure, sinking his fingers into her satiny skin. He gulped her down and didn't ease up. When Ashley's climax began, it sounded like she was crying. Little sobs came from her and he felt her clit fluttering on his tongue as she quivered from head to toe. "Daddy," she said it over and over as she rocked under him, her fingers in his hair as she pushed her hips up from the loveseat and her hot, little torrent of wet spasms continued.
Malcolm continued to kiss her, his face pressed against her moist skin as he felt the waves roll down his daughter's body. He looked up to see his handiwork and saw Ashley's face, just as he'd imagined. Her hair was wild and her eyes were open wide, her lips were parted and wet and she bit the lower one for a moment before the last, loud sigh. With her innocent eyes and her rosy cheeks, she looked like a black-haired angel that had just been ravished.
His little girl combed his hair back with her dainty fingers and her voice was devoid of all usual sarcasm when she asked him in a small voice, "Daddy, what was that?"
He didn't have an answer. The truth was hardly something that he could admit to. Even now, it was almost frightening. "You just looked so beautiful and you sounded so sad," and he was jealous, just as she had accused him of in the past. Jealous of the man that had taken his little girl the way that he had wanted to. He wiped his chin and licked her taste from his fingers, there was no sense in wasting it. "I wasn't thinking," it had stopped being a thought long ago and it was entirely instinct.



Ashley hummed and told him, "you should stop thinking more often."
He watched her rise from the chair and reach behind her. He heard the zipper and from his vantage point, on his knees, he watched as his daughter stepped out of the gray dress. She unhooked the black bra and peeled the underwire from her body. In only the stockings now, her glistening pussy inches from his face, she turned slowly and gave him the long look he'd always wanted to have. Every inch of his little girl on display, just for him. Malcolm studied the puckered, pink nipples, her tiny waist, her slender hips, it was all right there. He'd been denied for so long, it hardly seemed real. She held onto the table with both hands and bent down, her round bottom upturned, even her backside was wet from her climax.
"Fuck me, Daddy," she said in a voice from long ago, just above a whisper.
There was no question that Malcolm would give her anything that she wanted. Everything that she wanted. He gripped her ass with one hand, raising up from his knees to his feet, the other hand was busy with his belt. There was no question as to whether or not he would accept her invitation now. Malcolm had stopped thinking and his cock had never bulged like this. With his pants at his ankles, he rubbed the head of his aching erection along his daughter's crevice and finally pushed into her luscious, tight pussy.
Ashley thrust her hips back to take every inch of him, "Daddy, yes, you feel so good."
She was perfect inside, as he had always known she would be. With every stroke, Malcolm felt his orgasm churning inside him. She was like melted butter, hot and slick and she fit him like a glove, as if she had been perfectly made for his aching dick. "Fuck, Ashley, God your pussy is so good," and she fucked better than the girl that he paid five hundred an hour for. The real thing, how could anything else compare?
Malcolm knew that he should have been much more ashamed that he was with the real Ashley instead of the fake one, but he couldn't think about that now.
Her bottom bounced back and forth on him. The view was stupendous and when he reached for her hair and down her back, she looked back over her shoulder. "Daddy, give me your cock. Fuck me hard," she teased him, waiting for him to comply, "Harder. Give it to me the way you wanted to that day in the kitchen." Malcolm moaned and drove his dick inside her to the very bottom, slamming in and out, clenching his thighs with every movement. He went back in time and he was bending her over the counter and giving her exactly what she wanted and taking just what he deserved.
Ashley tightened around him and her cunt was churning inside and stroking him like nothing else he'd ever known. "That's right, Daddy, you know you want to fuck your little girl. Your daughter. Your little princess," and there was no denying it, he did. "You want to make me cum on your big, hard cock, don't you?" she panted and this time when she came he felt the tremors run from her and into him. "Make me cum again Daddy, yes," she was crying now. His daughter was clenching her walls around him and shivering, "Daddy." There was a gush of her fluids that coated him and Malcolm was about to give her more.
He was just a rush of electrical pulses as he held on tightly to her trembling body and filled her again and again with an orgasm that seemed to have no end. Malcolm felt each individual spurt, the release of his pleasure inside of her perfect, tiny entry. He felt his sweaty forehead pressed against her bare back as he continued to cum. Even when he was completely drained, his dick still thumped inside her. It had found its new home and it basked in the feel of her wrapped tightly around him.
Ashley stirred, moving under him and Malcolm felt her bottom wiggle as she slipped away, sinking to the table. "Jesus, my legs are shaking," she giggled before lurching on weak legs to the sofa. She lay down and stretched, arching her back, her breasts were so perky and he hadn't even touched them. He'd been far too distracted. "This must be why nothing gets done in government," she always had a wisecrack.
Malcolm had cum buckets inside of her and how, his loveseat was going to be covered in his seed.
Malcolm was covered in her pussy juices. His face, his neck, he could feel her orgasm on his thighs and knew that she had traces of his on hers. It had all happened so quickly and now as he pulled up his pants, he knew there was no way to know what happened next. He was still trying to catch his breath when he sat next to her on the upholstery that was scented and damp with her orgasm. "My God, that was fucking amazing," he couldn't believe his eyes. Staring at her, taking away the fact that she was his daughter, she was also by far the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen.
She rolled to her stomach and now he had the view from behind, "yeah, it was a nice distraction." Ashley sat up quickly, "now we need to smoke." He'd have to come up with some kind of lie for the staff. All government buildings were no smoking, but hey, it was Ashley after all. He dared anyone to tell her she couldn't do something.
Malcolm couldn't remember if he'd ever blown a smoke ring and tried once more, what had she just said? Thinking came in starts and stops, "did you just say it was a nice distraction?" What did that mean?
"Yes, a distraction," she sighed, "it's nice to stop thinking about him once in a while, even if it's only for a few minutes."
Shit, that's right, the other man, the one that had broken his daughter's heart. Fucker, not only had he had her first, Ashley actually loved him. If he wasn't such a selfish asshole, he'd try to comfort her, "you'll forget about him in a few days, honey." She was a kid, what did she know about love? It was always love at that age, until it faded and a new one came along.
Obsession, lusting after something that was just out of reach, now that was an emotion that he was familiar with. That lasted forever, love, not so much. "I don't want to forget about him," Ashley sounded like she was about to cry once more, "he was my first love."
Malcolm tried to be fatherly and patted her leg, "I'm sorry, don't cry Ashley. I'll feel like a shit, OK?" That didn't even come out right, why was it that his daughter always left him tongue-tied?
Ashley sat up, "who was your first love, Daddy?"
He didn't want to confess that he didn't remember her name, it would be too close to an "I told you so". Instead he just stroked her black mane and whispered, "it was a long time ago, Ashley."
However, the question bothered him well into the night. He couldn't get comfortable and it seemed that every time he turned, he saw a face from the past and asked himself, had he loved her? It wasn't until three o'clock in the morning that Malcolm began to wonder if he wasn't still waiting for his first love.
***
She was waiting for him in the foyer, clicking her nails on the table beside her. Malcolm held his breath when he saw his daughter, she appeared almost radiant. It didn't hurt that the black, shirt dress hugged her body in all of the right places, or that it buttoned up the front, which Malcolm thought might come in handy later. The shoes, the black heels that buckled like her Mary Janes did long ago made it even more erotic. The lighting was exquisite. The sun streamed through the window behind her, bathing her in light. Malcolm thought a choir should be singing somewhere, she looked just like an angel.
An angel who shivered as she came for her father, which was a particularly naughty thing to do. It was even more tantalizing now that he knew that she fucked like the devil he had always suspected she was. "Are you ready yet?" she was annoyed and he couldn't imagine why. She had to have slept well after their office romp.
Malcolm finished the last of his coffee and grabbed his briefcase, trying to figure out what he'd done wrong now. This was reminiscent of her mother, the cold shoulder for nothing, "since when did you start getting up so early?" Whatever it was, he hoped it didn't prevent him from having her at least once more later.
She walked ahead, not even looking back at him when she answered. Malcolm was just the father she despised again, "did you know a fucking thing about that school you sent me to? It was like a prison, I was up at 5:30 everyday." This dress didn't provide him with a delicious flash from behind but at least that kept the driver's eyes off of her as well. When they were in the car, she immediately lit up and handed him one too. Ashley didn't even have to ask anymore, she knew what his weaknesses were; all of them.
He reached for her hand. Between the vivid scenes of their dalliance and the question that had tormented him all night, Malcolm needed some tenderness. Part of him would like to kiss her tiny fingers and lay her hand on his chest. Part of him would like a quick blowjob. Something about Ashley was always confusing, "so how are you, honey?"
Ashley pulled away, "fine."
God, please don't let her turn into a frigid cunt like her mother. It was awful, he knew, and selfish and he had no right but it would be such a waste. "Are you upset with me?" and why was he asking? He hadn't hesitated to fuck her, his own daughter for Christ's sake, when she had asked. He hadn't even paused, in fact if she hadn't given permission, Malcolm wondered if he wouldn't have taken her anyway. Worse, when he had stripped her panties off and given his beautiful daughter head, he hadn't even been asked initially. "About last night," he could have told her a hundred things, a thousand. He never fucked her mother anymore, he was stressed, he wasn't thinking, all of it was just another lie. Maybe it was time for the truth. Malcolm sighed, "does it make me a terrible person if I tell you that I've been thinking about that so much?"
He vividly remembered the day that it had all turned. One moment she had just been a tiny streak of black hair that tore from one end of the house to the other, screaming and giggling and wrecking havoc. Then one afternoon he came home early and was on his way upstairs when he almost stepped on her. Ashley was sitting on a step, wearing only a white bikini and Malcolm didn't understand how it had happened. Suddenly she was a woman, right there under his nose all the while. A breathtakingly beautiful woman, "Hi, Daddy," Ashley greeted him. She hadn't even hated him yet and she still smiled when he approached her, "how was work?"
He was staring at her cleavage and thought that maybe by kneeling in front of her instead, he'd force himself to stop. Ashley's legs were open wide and once Malcolm noticed that the suit was damp and clinging to every inch, he saw the outline of her nipples. His eyes couldn't stop, they meandered down to her lower lips, every succulent, forbidden inch of her was on display. When did all of this happen, where had he been when his little girl had turned into a goddess? She was drinking a glass of milk and a few droplets had been left behind. It could have been cum.
Jesus Christ, he was a sick fuck. She was his daughter. He was supposed to protect her from men who thought about her like that. "Work was fine. Why don't you put some clothes on, honey?" Virginia was gone and the housekeeper didn't have a clue and somehow he was left to fend for himself in a maze of new desires that he couldn't even explain.
Ashley finished her milk and jumped up, her round breasts moving with her. She ran toward the kitchen, "I can't put on clothes now, Daddy. My friends are coming over and we're going in the pool." He groaned as he watched from behind, to make matters worse, she had an ass now, too.
Malcolm was lost in his shame when he lay on his bed, spread eagle, his briefcase on the floor as he stared at the ceiling. What was wrong with him? He just needed to get laid, that was all. If Virginia would just give it up once in a while without having to negotiate every goddamn thing, he wouldn't have a hard-on for his daughter.
He heard her and her friends yelling in the backyard and his brain blared, don't look, don't you dare. She was just having fun, which growing up with Virginia was hard to come by. She was just jumping and running and jiggling and he rolled to his left side and drew back the drape. It was his undoing. Ashley held the hose over her head and it looked as if she were showering. The cold water streamed down her hair, slicking it to her neck and shoulders. Water trickled down the front of her body and the bikini was a second skin. Her bud nipples stood at attention and Malcolm could see himself reaching out to fondle them.
It wasn't until his eyes had wandered down to the white triangle below that he unzipped his pants. On auto-pilot now, he had never felt more guilty but it had never felt this good either. Holding the curtain back with one hand and stroking himself with the other, Malcolm thought of calling her to his room and showing that little cock tease the reason that he had told her to put on clothes. Right before he tore off the suit and came all over her face. In his mind's eye, he could see the rivulets of his orgasm rolling down her throat to her ripe, young breasts and he burst. "Ashley, oh God," he even said her name in some gravelly, animal voice as he shuddered in his fist.
Nothing had been the same between them after the first time he'd masturbated to her. It couldn't ever be, could it? Now, in the car, after last night, was there any reason to believe that she could begin to understand? After all, Ashley was just a girl, in spite of the fact that she thought she knew everything. There were certain things that a girl, an especially beautiful girl, couldn't possibly understand. She had never had to resort to obsessing, she could have anyone she wanted with a wink and a sashay; including her dear, old dad.
"I knew, Daddy," she was going to smoke and she was still not in the mood for his hand or to even sit close to him. "I knew that you used to fantasize about me," Malcolm hoped that he hadn't heard her correctly but he knew by the way his pulse thumped in his ears that he had.
This was a fucking nightmare. Totally exposed, no wonder she had tossed the invitation at him in the kitchen a few months ago. "When did you know?" he gulped, "how did you know?" Ashley was too young to know so much, she should still be naïve. Had she ever been?
Ashley's head sank back into the headrest. "Let's see, I was sneaking in after curfew, so I still lived with you. I was trying to be really quiet," she burst into laughter. "I didn't know then that Mom takes three Xanax every night. But I was walking by your office door and I heard you in there," her blue eyes sparkled with mischief and it was so much better than her sullen gaze.
He gripped his briefcase, "heard me?"
She found it very amusing. Her wicked smile had always turned him on, "you were out of breath and I heard you say, I think it was, "oh God, Ashley, your pretty, little pussy is so tight on Daddy's cock", I'm pretty sure it was something like that."
Here he had been so sure that no one ever saw through his façade. Malcolm stared out the window, trying desperately to come up with something to say, something that would excuse what he was. They were on 23rd Street and still he had nothing. Ashley patted his arm, consoling him, "it's OK, Daddy, you shouldn't really beat yourself up about it. It's not like you're the only guy in the world who beats off to his daughter." That didn't make him feel better at all, in fact he felt a little nauseous hearing it come from her lips. "Besides, I used to fantasize about you too," she picked up her purse and placed the strap on her shoulder.
The driver had already parked the car when Malcolm grabbed her hand, "tell me," he begged, dying a little inside.
Ashley had wanted him too?
Could it really be true that he wasn't just being led around by his dick and his horny, overly fertile imagination? Maybe it wasn't just one-sided and last night wasn't a fluke. He didn't want to be just some way to forget the lover. He knew that it was toxic to have this kind of information so early in the day. He'd be a useless mess at the office but he needed it.
She giggled, "Daddy, please, some decorum." She was using his own words from yesterday against him, "we're at the office." she got out of the car and slammed the door behind her, once again leaving Malcolm all alone with his imagination.
***
Ashley was out of sight, at a computer in an office at the other end of the hall but she was never out of mind. When Chuck Sartain, a man Malcolm had known for almost twenty years walked in, raising his eyebrows to Malcolm, all he said was, "Ashley, hot damn." It gave him the perfect excuse to talk about his obsession.
Malcolm waved him in, "close the door, I want to smoke and these bitches will rat me out." Chuck had a seat on the sofa that was covered in DNA from the night before and just thinking about that gave Malcolm a new hard-on. "She got kicked out of school," the real reason that she was here, not just for his own personal pleasure.
Chuck laughed, shaking his head, "another one? What the fuck, Malcolm? What are you going to do with her?"
Malcolm had several ideas, none of which he could share with Chuck. "She's working," he shrugged as if to say, there's that. They both knew, based on past experience that there was no guarantee that it would last. Despite her professionalism in the office, it was only the second day. Ashley very well might be plotting to bring the whole thing down.
His friend eased back in the seat, "I'm so happy I have boys. I don't think I could live with that." They both knew what he was referring to, the young girl who was dripping sex appeal and just happened to be off limits.
"Tell me about it," taking Ashley as he had last night was the only way to make it bearable. "You have no idea," that he had made Ashley cum in his mouth and then on his dick right where Chuck sat, "she's a handful."
Chuck was at the point where anything else he said would be inappropriate and Malcolm enjoyed watching another man struggle with his thoughts about Ashley. "Are you taking her campaigning with you?" Malcolm had been so caught up in his daughter's homecoming that he'd forgotten that starting next week, he would rarely be in the office.
Malcolm knew who was in charge of that decision. He might be the boss of the office, he might even have some authority among his colleagues and constituents but his bitchy other half was still the last word on any subject that involved home. The thought of being away from Virginia was heavenly but spending a month or two without Ashley now made him panic inside. "Shit, I don't know, I guess I'll have to ask her mother," and after exchanging a few more meaningless remarks about tits and golf, the friends said their goodbyes. A few minutes after Chuck left, Malcolm barked to one of the secretaries, "can you get my wife on the phone?"
Virginia was in rare form this morning and sounded extremely bored and bitter from the moment she answered, "and to what do I owe this pleasure, Malcolm?"
"What's the plan with Ashley?" he didn't waste time on niceties anymore. He had tried for years, "you know I'll be on the road for a while."
His wife had already made a stand and he knew how she felt about Ashley. "She's not staying here. That's absolutely impossible," Virginia had made her stand and that meant a month long fuck fest was sanctioned. Malcolm wasn't going to argue with her, he wanted Ashley close, but he had to at least put up a good front.
As if Virginia really had anything to do besides go to lunch and get her fucking nails done. If he wasn't so thrilled, Malcolm felt he had every right to be pissed. She was a spoiled, little rich girl who had grown up to be a demanding harpy. He bellowed, "this is goddamned inconvenient, Virginia. Why the hell aren't you calling for schools? You know I have to fucking work, right?"



Virginia wouldn't yell. It was when she spoke sweetly that she threw the sharpest barbs, "I know you like to call it work, Malcolm. I'm sure that the two of you will be just fine."
Before he had a chance to say another word, she had hung up and he felt like a kid at Christmas. Sure, he had more staff around him when he was campaigning and they watched him like a hawk. Ashley hadn't been the first young woman that he'd succumbed to. His chief of staff was in charge of his schedule as well as making sure that Malcolm kept his dick in his pants until the end of the day at least. Let him watch how good Malcolm was now with Ashley there.
Speaking of Ashley, she was walking a straight toward him and his heart started beating in double time. Black hair, black dress, pink mouth, the click of her heels, the shimmy of her hips, it was like she was hypnotizing him. Malcolm was parched by the time she stood a foot away from him, "hey, Daddy, how's it going?" His daughter didn't wait for an answer, she was so goddamn self-involved. "A bunch of us are going for drinks in a while. I'll take a cab home." She had never really asked for permission and it had never bothered him more than at this moment.
He knew the men in his office. All of them younger than him, sharp, aggressive, Malcolm had chosen them for the same qualities that made any one of them an absolute nightmare to be in close quarters with his baby girl. "A bunch is who, Ashley?" He wouldn't let her go if it were just the boys.
She just laughed, "oh, Daddy, Jesus, lighten up a little. You sound just like Mom," and that was the worst insult he could imagine. Ashley turned away and a hint of her perfume was all that she had left behind. Just a little something to seep into his brain and torture him that much more. She hadn't mentioned anything about last night or any future plans for more. She seemed to be totally unaffected and after mentioning her fantasies in the car that morning, it was all he could do not to grab her and throw her on the desk.
Malcolm was throbbing in his pants and he covered his face with his hands and told himself to calm down. So many scenarios flashed in his brain and they all involved her delicious, wet little pussy and her grinding hips and exploring both more thoroughly. This was madness and so typical of Ashley to stir the pot and then leave him to obsess.
The thought was like a lightning bolt in his mind, he was at the breaking point. Should he work, or set up a quick rendezvous with his fake Ashley? He reached for his cell phone and then set it aside. As the next few hours drug on, he reached for it several times and each time he did, he looked over at the place where he had knelt when he tore his daughter's panties from her the night before.
Ashley and whoever she had gone out with didn't return to the office. It was dark and the day had been a roller coaster of highs and lows. It was time to go home alone with his thoughts and his erection. The little bitch better come home. If she stayed out all night doing God knows what, there would be hell to pay. Malcolm stewed in the back seat all the way home, picturing his lovely, little girl at a bar, flashing her legs and her come-hither smile.
The house was dark, his wife was gone. She'd left a note that Malcolm had crumbled and flicked across the floor, good riddance. At least he could smoke in the house then without her looking down her nose at him, silently reiterating the fact that he had no self-control. He opened the door to his office and headed straight for the liquor cabinet. He needed a stiff drink.
"You look tired, Daddy," Ashley said softly. She was sitting in his brown, leather chair in the shadows and he was equally shocked and delighted to hear her voice. She had already helped herself to the scotch and the ashtray and her heels were on his desk.
His hand trembled when he poured the liquor in the glass, "you scared the hell out of me. When did you get home?"
She chuckled, "just in time to see Mom leave. She told me not to burn down the house." Ashley stretched out, arms up, breasts rolling under her dress, "and as you can see, I've been a very good girl." She was flirting with him and it was working. Malcolm swallowed quickly, he was closing in on her, three feet away, now two, now he could smell her again.
Fine, he would make his intentions known. "Have you been a good girl today?" he asked in a tone that was purely sexual. Malcolm didn't know which had been worse, the jealousy or the constant erection.
Ashley sat up, her heels clicked on the floor. Her fingers touching the top button of her dress that strained in the closure. "Why don't you find out, Daddy?" she whispered and he held his breath as his daughter opened her dress slowly, one button at a time, until her sheer bra and panties were all that he could see. Thighs parted, she tilted her hips and slid the thong down to her ankles. Malcolm exhaled loudly and felt his legs shake as he dropped to his knees in front of her once more. "Do I have a pretty, little pussy, Daddy?" she purred, stroking her perfect, bare lower lips with two fingers as she wriggled back and forth.
He watched, reaching down to his buckle, readying himself. He couldn't wait any longer to take his cock out and when he spoke, he sounded far away. "You have the most beautiful pussy Daddy has ever seen, baby," Malcolm was mesmerized.
Ashley offered him her finger, "taste me, Daddy." She sighed as he sucked the sweet droplet from her skin, thirsty for more. "I'm so wet for you, Daddy," she curled her body and stretched back again, "I used to dream about you fucking me right here."
Malcolm didn't know what he was more parched for, her delicious cunt or the story. "Did you, little girl?" he was close enough to touch her swollen lips with the tip of his tongue as he watched his daughter slip her fingers up her crevice again.
Her soft moan seemed to travel down his body, right to the bulging head of his erection. He was making a puddle of precum on the floor. There was a steady stream of liquid dripping from his slit as he tried to hold himself back, just a little while longer. Ashley was so fucking delicious, he could get drunk on the taste of her. "Yes, Daddy, after I heard you that night," she touched his lips with her moist finger, "I used to lay in bed and use the vibrator on myself. I'd imagine coming down here naked," her tight, creamy opening was so close. Ashley stopped, "but it was here," she moved from the chair, pushing back his laptop and papers, "on your desk."
He knew if he didn't slow down that he'd burst the minute he was inside her. Hovering over his daughter, the black dress draped over his desk as well as her hair, he bent down and pushed her underwire up, over her tits that had been beckoning to him for so long. "My little girl," he opened his lips and lapped the tip of his wet tongue around one pink bud. "God, Ashley, I wouldn't have been able to stop myself if you did that," he gasped. Was he thankful that she hadn't or did he regret all the wasted opportunities? At that moment, with her hot, succulent skin rolling in and out of his mouth, he couldn't answer and it didn't matter. His daughter had been transformed into a lover and the tip of his erection was burrowing against her velvety slit, stroking his little girl's clit.
Ashley cried out, telling him what she needed as she gripped his biceps tightly, "take me, Daddy. Fill me up with your cock." He felt her clit slide along his shaft, burning hot and swollen, he wanted it on his tongue as well but Malcolm was too far gone to stop.
He thrust, hard and deep, all the way down to his balls in one quick movement. She was as perfect as she had been the night before, better. Her liquid gushed from her snatch and he could already feel it coating his sack, trickling down his thighs as he backed up and drove home to her depths again and again. Ashley shivered as she wrapped her legs around his ass, his little girl squeezed him so tightly inside, silently mouthing the word yes again and again.
Malcolm's lips sucked on her nipples, biting and nibbling in between the words that he couldn't stop now anymore than he could pull out. "Fuck, Ashley, your tiny pussy, you're so fucking tight, Jesus," just saying it made the orgasm rise to the surface. He sounded like such a goddamn pervert but the words poured out of him, "Daddy needs to fuck you. God, I've wanted to so bad." He watched as sweat from his forehead dripped on her chest. "Take my cock, little girl, I want to fill you up with my cum," he growled and dove in. The front of his thighs slamming against the desk with every push, this time was all for him. Next time, it would be for her, he swore to himself and even at his age, he could go again with her tonight. Malcolm saw his daughter's pink lips open wide but didn't hear a sound as the dam broke and a torrent of his semen rushed inside Ashley.
She was shaking under him and her cunt gripped him tightly. Milking each long, stream of his release from him, groaning softly, "oh, Daddy, yes." Ashley took every last drop from him and before he was even finished, Malcolm knew that there was so much more where that came from.
He was soaked. Sweat and cum and the delectable, stickiness from her was all over him and Malcolm almost fell back into his chair, holding onto the leather arms, struggling to catch his breath. How could he be such a wreck and she looked so lovely? Ashley sat up, her black hair cascading down one shoulder, her cheeks were flushed, her eyes were hungry, his daughter wasn't satisfied yet. "I'm sorry, honey," he reached for her hand, "I couldn't stop myself."
"That's OK, Daddy," Ashley's feet bare when they hit the floor and her panties were still on one ankle. She took them off and swung them around her finger as she walked to the cabinet to pour herself another drink. Malcolm winced as he watched his daughter pour two fingers of scotch down her throat without hesitation. "Come on, it's late," she was heading for the door, "let's go to my room."
There was never a question as to whether or not he would obey.
***
Walking into her room, it seemed that he had finally crossed a line. It was still the place where stuffed animals lived and there was a dollhouse in the corner. It was a place made for a beautiful, dark-haired little princess and it didn't seem that this Ashley could occupy it anymore. Not now, not with her father's cum dripping down her thighs. Malcolm gingerly stepped over the threshold and had to close and lock the door behind them. His heart was sputtering in his chest and he almost expected Virginia to jump out of the corner at any moment.
"Are you spooked?" his daughter was having a good time at his expense, smirking at him over her shoulder. "I kind of thought you'd like it in here," she let the dress fall to the floor and unhooked the bra. "Kind of kinky, right?" naked, she strolled into her bathroom and he could only follow.
Malcolm stared at her reflection in the mirror as she wound her wild hair up into a bun on the top of her head. The initial animal need had passed but the thirst had never been quenched. "What are you doing, honey?" he stayed by the door, as if he was almost afraid to touch her.
She turned to the tub, "taking a bath. You made a mess," she giggled. The water was running and Ashley poured in bubble bath. Malcolm had never had an opportunity like this, to just stare at this little girl, naked. He took his time, studying the view from the back, his eyes lingering over every detail. Her heart-shaped, bubble butt, the line down her back, her small, soft neck, the curve of her thighs, even better than what he'd imagined. How was it possible that someone who was made so perfectly couldn't belong to him? She stepped into the tub, sighing contentedly as the water covered her body up to her chin. "I had an interesting day," his daughter said, rubbing the sponge along her arms.
Malcolm sat on her vanity stool, "tell me about it." How long had it been since they just talked? He couldn't remember the last truce when she had been speaking to him. Of course, the angst was still there, the thought of her in some meat market bar, surrounded by men that he knew would look at her like a buffet was eating away at him.
Ashley couldn't know how sexy it was to watch her rub the sponge around her soapy nipples. "What's his name, Dell?" His chief of staff, a particularly ruthless young man who was far closer to her age than Malcolm was. He nodded, "well, he's very smart. I'm sure you know, but there's something off about him. I'd watch out," she always seemed to have a sixth sense about people. Malcolm assumed it came from always trying to manipulate them.
He shrugged though, he was the Alpha male in the office. "He's fine, he's a good kid. Did he hit on you?" good kid or not, he'd rip Dell a new fucking asshole if he started sniffing around Ashley.
Malcolm knew that his daughter was used to all the attention she got from men. She fed on it. She would know if Dell had any ideas, "it's not that." She shook her head, "I think he's more interested in you than anyone else."
"Interested how?" Dell had been loyal, at least as far as he knew. Malcolm hadn't been as sharp recently as he normally would be, too distracted by his fantasy world.
Ashley held up one long leg and all words disappeared as he watched the water drip from her body, "he just knows more than he should. Do you want to wash me, Daddy?" All thoughts of Dell were gone as he slid from his seat and eagerly got into his prone position next to her. He'd already answered the question, Malcolm was sure that his eyes told her everything and his daughter handed him the sponge.
He washed her with one hand and fondled her with the other. His sleeves were soaked as his hand cupped her breast and his cock responded as his fingers felt her wet curves. "God, Ashley, you're so beautiful," he whispered, his hand delving deeper into the water, touching her belly and gliding down to her hips.
Her blue eyes were brilliant and her full lips were wet and Malcolm realized at that moment that he hadn't kissed her since she was little and never the way she deserved to be kissed. Ashley seemed to know what he wanted and he felt her shiver in the water as their mouths met. His daughter's tongue was small and he tasted it as he pulled her close. His hands wandering from her hips, to her back, to her hair as they melted together. She moaned into his open mouth and he knew he had to take her to the bed soon before he lost all composure for the second time that evening.
Ashley pulled the plug and she was panting a little as she stood, the water running down her body as Malcolm reached for the towel. As he helped her out and began to dry her, it was something reminiscent of long ago and his face was hot as he remembered the last time he had done this. She purred like a contented cat as he wiped the water from her. "Take me to bed, Daddy," she whispered and Malcolm shook his head.
He undressed as he watched her climb under the blanket and brain and body collided once more when he was naked and went to join her. What was he doing? What if Virginia came home? Most importantly, why was it so much worse here when he had just fucked her so hard on his desk that he would have bruises from it tomorrow? It didn't stop him, but he groaned, "Ashley, what am I doing?"
He still got into her bed though, nothing was going to stop that.
Her damp hair touched his chest as her body nestled into his. Ashley's head was on his shoulder and her hand touched his face, "making love to me, Daddy. Please, you know you want to."
He was naked with her and kissing her again. This time, his hard-on pressed against her hip as his tongue circled hers and sucked it into his mouth. Releasing her so that he could lick her full, pouty lips one at a time and gulp down her breath. He held her face in his hands when he confessed, "I do. God help me, Ashley, I've never wanted anything so much."
He wasn't her first lover, but he wanted to be her best and he marveled over every inch of her luscious frame. Malcolm hadn't ever taken the time to undress her fully yet and he would relish her bare skin. Pressing his hot, greedy mouth to her neck, kissing her collar bones, holding her fingers up to his mouth and sucking on each tip one at a time. The little sighs that came from her were feeding him. More, she wanted more and his tongue slipped across the crease underneath her breasts before pressing them together and feasting on her button nipples. "Daddy, that feels so good," Ashley raised up and rubbed her perfect body against him, his cock flailing from the touch of her skin. "I was thinking about you like this all day," she cried out as Malcolm nibbled on her a little harder, grazing her perfect buds with his teeth.
Malcolm continued his trail of wet kisses, down her tapered waist, kissing the valley between her hips and her mound. The sweet smell of her was calling to him from between her legs and he knew he couldn't resist. He was thirsty for her, he was lost and addicted to his daughter's juicy snatch and he didn't even care where he was anymore. It didn't matter that this was the same bed that he had tucked her into long ago or that the pile of her familiar, old stuffed animals seemed to be watching them from the corner. Ashley parted her legs for him and Malcolm wrapped his hands around her thighs, looking up at her angelic face. He murmured, "Daddy loves your sweet pussy, baby," before licking up the wetness that was waiting for him between her bare lips. No matter how perverse it sounded, it was the truth.
Her pussy was dripping and her inner lips were open and her clitoris was hard on the tip of his tongue. Malcolm buried his face between her legs and tasted every inch of her, pushing her bottom up to flick his tongue around her entry, pushing inside and slowly fucking her, back and forth, swallowing his daughter's hot liquid as it gushed from her. "Oh, Daddy, yes, just like that," the spasm ran through her hips and he removed his tongue as he replaced it with one finger and then two. Ashley bit her lip, holding back a sob. She was so snug that even two fingers didn't seem to fit. He eased them in and out of her tiny cunt as his tongue lavished her fluttering bud.
Ashley never stopped moaning and her pussy convulsed on his fingers, rocking back and forth on the bed. She was soaking the mattress and panting, begging him for more. "Daddy, I'm going to cum for you," he fingered her a little faster, feeling her squeeze back as he beckoned inside, pressing against her g-spot. Malcolm sucked her clit, holding her firmly between his lips and lashing her relentlessly with his tongue. "Jesus, Daddy, what are you doing to me," she screamed, her body quivering and with one final, "yes," she let go. Malcolm tasted the wave of her hot climax as it poured from her, down his throat. She was squirting and he couldn't drink her fast enough. It was running down his chin, there was too much to swallow but Malcolm didn't want to waste a drop of Ashley's deliciousness. He held on tightly to her and drank directly from her source.
She could barely breathe. Ashley was shivering in the puddle that she had made.
Malcolm had taken all of her inside and when he began to work his way back up her body with his sugar-covered lips, he saw that she was glowing and he felt that he must be also. He reached for his daughter's face and smiled before telling her, "I've never made a girl cum like that before." Ashley was his first and it seemed strange to know that at his age, there were still firsts to be had. He kissed her mouth again, sharing the creamy ejaculate that was still on his tongue with her, letting her taste herself, rolling her up in his arms and lying on his back. It was much too good of a view not to have her on top.



His daughter was still writhing from the climax and she arched her back, cooing, "I've never done that before, Daddy," rubbing her pussy against his body. "Only with you," the look on her face was pure passion. The orgasm had set her young body on fire and he could tell by that greedy look that she wanted more. As she held his erection in her hand, strumming the tip of his dick between her splayed lips, he sighed as she touched her bud to his slit.
His cock moved in her hand and he needed to be inside her again, badly, as if he were still waiting, as if he hadn't just fucked her downstairs. What was she doing to him? He was a fucking animal. He was on edge and pacing and every time he looked at her it was like the very first time all over again. She was forever in the bikini, sheer hell and explosive ecstasy coursing through him simultaneously. He'd never gotten over it and Malcolm pleaded her for it now, "baby, fuck me. Get on top of Daddy and take my cock honey."
Ashley did take it, every inch. In one movement of her hips, her ass ground against his sack and he watched as she rode him, forward and back, slithering against his body as they held on tightly to each other. "Daddy, yes, you feel so good," she reached for her breasts and caressed her own nipples as she rocked his body, setting the pace and taking control of him.
Malcolm's dick was wrapped in her glove-tight snatch, the sounds of their fucking were so loud this time, she was so wet. The sight of Ashley pleasuring herself like that, showing him exactly what she liked, pulling on her dark pink nipples until they were puckered, little rocks. The vibration and the heat of her on him was too much. One of her hands slid down the front of her body and she began to touch her clit as he moaned, watching her. "Jesus, baby, that's so fucking hot," his daughter was voracious, he just hoped he could keep up with her.
Soon she was fucking him harder, slamming the headboard up against the wall with every thrust of her hips. "Give it to me, Daddy. Yes, take me and fuck me so hard," Ashley clenched around him as she moved back, her pussy stroking him so perfectly he began to growl. It was so dirty and the animal lust inside him was simmering, about to boil over. He tilted his hips, pushing his dick further inside his little girl. Ashley threw her head back, her mouth open wide, her fingers on her nipples and the other hand between her legs, Malcolm dug his hands into her skin. He was going to explode.
The pulses inside her came steadily and Ashley was whispering yes again and he knew his daughter was cumming again in a succession of waves. He joined her with a sound that he'd never heard before. Something desperate, something that had been waiting for her for far too long. Malcolm filled her instantly and completely with his seed, pushing it to the bottom of his daughter's sweet cunt. He raised up to give her every long, pearly rope of his release. "Ashley, baby," he gasped as she collapsed in his arms and they lay together, a tangle of skin and fingers of sensation, lost in each other.
He heard her gentle, even breathing, Malcolm had no idea how much time had passed, but his daughter's eyes were closed and he rolled her to her side. It was impossible to leave her here alone. He didn't think he could even walk back to his bedroom even if he he wanted to. Sleeping with her tucked in his arms, skin on skin, the way lovers should, was really the only choice.
Ashley sounded very close to sleep when she asked, "did you lock the door, Daddy?"
Malcolm kissed her forehead softly, "yes, princess."
"Good, you don't know about Mom," she mumbled before drifting off. If he weren't completely spent, he would have stayed up all night contemplating the things that he didn't know about Virginia.
***
Ashley didn't know what to pack for a month and Malcolm had no way of knowing what teenage girls need. If they weren't going to be traveling with twenty other people, he would have told her to just bring a toothbrush. He preferred his daughter naked over any other outfit that he'd seen her in. "I don't know honey, and you can always go shopping if you need something," he told her as she rushed back and forth from bedroom to closet.
Her hair was a little crazy this morning and she hadn't been amused when he'd told her. "Jesus, Daddy, you're not helping," she glared at him, but it only lasted for a second, her round lips curled into a smile. "I just don't want you to freak out about what I wear," this wasn't his Ashley at all. She loved to watch people freak out about her wardrobe, or lack thereof. Was he happy or sad to know that his little girl was growing up?
Even after showering, he could smell her on his hands and it made him happy. Laying with her all night made him happy too. He could still feel her feet on his legs, her hand on his side, she was imprinted on his body. "Ashley, would it help if I told you that I swear I won't freak out?" he looked at his cell phone, they needed to leave in ten minutes, "just take whatever you want and we'll work it out later."
She emerged in record time, this girl was more like the Ashley he remembered. A baggy tee-shirt that fell off one shoulder, a black bra strap in view, ragged jeans that seemed to be more holes than material and a pair of sneakers that were duct taped together. The staff was about to get to know Ashley the wild child and he immediately felt like an idiot for telling her that he wouldn't freak out. His erection loved her old look. This was the way he had been used to seeing her as he shifted himself in his pants and chided himself for his thoughts. The old guilt came back when he looked to his right at his daughter's bed where he had slept all night. He had to get out of here if he wasn't going to drag her back by a handful of her black mop and finish ripping the jeans off her ass.
"Ready," she had two bags that she could barely zip closed and Malcolm hoped that there was something suitable in one of them. "Am I alright, Daddy?" she sounded concerned. He took her in his arms. Even if the door was open and the housekeeper was within earshot and who knew who else might see them, he didn't care. Malcolm wrapped himself around her like a lover and gave her a slow, deep, very unfatherly kiss. Ashley's hips moved into his body as their tongues sought the other and wound along each others lips.
He wished that he could do anything else but leave. Malcolm sighed and then smiled. He would spend the next month with her, even if it wasn't the best of circumstances, it was something. "You are better than alright, little girl. You are positively fuckable and maybe a little scary," he smacked her bottom lightly when she moved away.
Ashley liked it, "fuckable and scary is perfect for me." She was still laughing about it when they got in the car. Malcolm immediately felt the difference between them today. It was no longer desperate, it was no longer worrisome. She was more lover than daughter as they sat together, legs touching, hands joining, his desire was always present but it seemed to have been tempered with affection.
Once they got on the bus and he was in the middle of the throng, reading over last minute changes and trying to clear his mind as he heard one question after the next, the jealousy suddenly reared its ugly head again. Dell, who was taller as well as younger and more fit than he was, had waved Ashley over to his seat and they were already laughing and chatting like old friends. Malcolm had never seen Dell so happy and it pissed him off to no end.
An hour later, they still hadn't stopped and Malcolm decided that he needed to step in. He told himself it wasn't because he was fucking her now, that wasn't the point. Dell was supposed to be working and he was completely under his daughter's spell, in other words, totally useless to him. He lied to himself as well as anyone else.
There was no smoking on the bus but Ashley was already breaking that rule and no one was going to reprimand her. She had leaned in, her hair was almost brushing Dell's square shoulder and it looked as if she would giggle at any moment. "What are you two talking about?" Malcolm walked over, hoping it looked casual.
"Nothing, Daddy," whatever it had been was none of his business. That's what her eyes said and Dell's eyes were only on her.
Malcolm wanted to grab the young man by the square shoulders and confront him, but instead he cleared his throat, "Dell, can I talk to you for a second?"
Malcolm watched as Dell's gaze moved from her bare shoulder down to the top of her thigh which was visible through the holes in her jeans and then back up to Ashley's face. The dipshit probably had a hard-on for her too. Hell, Malcolm had to assume that every man that saw her did. It had been a constant since she'd hit puberty.
Dell looked up at him reluctantly. Malcolm was ruining it for him and he was glad as his chief of staff followed him until they reached the back of the bus. "What's going on?" he asked Dell in a low voice.
His campaign manager shrugged, "nothing. Is there something you need?" Dell would normally know exactly what Malcolm needed. He was compliant, obedient and most of all, never cock blocked Malcolm.
Malcolm wondered if all the extra testosterone wasn't a by-product of rutting with his daughter. Whatever the reason, he wanted to rip Dell in two. If he had known that the boy was all over her when they went out yesterday, he never would have permitted it. Not like Ashley had really asked, but still, "I need you to knock it off with Ashley."
Dell made a face. He knew exactly what Malcolm was alluding to, "well, sir, I was just being friendly." He had the audacity to look over his shoulder, scoping for Ashley, as if he wanted her to know how much of a loser her Dad was. He continued with a dismissive tone, "and I would like to add that she is a grown woman and it seems like she can make up her own mind."
She might fuck like a grown woman but she was still his little girl, "she's not here to entertain you, Dell."
Dell opened his mouth and then thought about it and closed it. Dell liked to have the last word though and he had to say it anyway, "I get it. You're her Dad and very protective, whatever. But you can't lock her up forever. Ashley needs to have a little fun once in a while."
The cocky, little prick, how dare he, as if he knew her. He'd spent a few hours staring down her dress and now Dell thought they had something. Didn't he have any idea how much longer Malcolm had been staring down her dress? Was he suggesting that Ashley wanted to have fun with him? Malcolm had his own ideas of what Ashley needed. "You know what, I don't need your parenting advice, Dell," his finger was just inches from the young man's face. "You have no idea what the fuck you're talking about. You just met her yesterday for Christ's sake."
Malcolm had never spoken to him this way and the boy's face was beet red, "I'm sorry, I," he paused. He didn't want to back off, "I'll stay away from her if that's what you want."
"Goddamn straight that's what I want," Malcolm hissed. "I want your head out of your ass and if I see you trying to look down her shirt again," he was losing his cool. He didn't want to threaten the kid. Dell was an ace at running the office and up until this moment, he had total confidence in him, "we have a fucking campaign to run, OK? Or we're both looking for other jobs."
Dell nodded and turned to walk back to his seat. He passed Ashley and headed up to the front with the others. Good, he'd learned his lesson. Malcolm had established his territory.
He sat next to his daughter and patted her thigh, "how's it going, honey?"
Ashley was crying, cell phone in one hand, the other wiping the tear off her cheek. "It's fine, Daddy," she whispered. She definitely wasn't fine.
What was there to be sad about after a magical evening like last night? He didn't understand women, not a single one of them. He didn't even understand girls. "What's wrong?" he whispered, leaning in and inhaling her perfume once more. He wanted that rubbed all over him tonight.
"It's just David, I was reading our old text messages," she pressed the button and the screen cleared. "I have to stop," she was talking to herself.
Who the fuck was David and why was he making his daughter cry? "Who's David?" Malcolm had gone from happy to uneasy once again, Ashley's perpetual roller coaster.
She looked at him, her big, blue eyes were wet and her expression was so altered from the angelic look that she had given him last night, "the guy, you know, my teacher, from school."
Ashley was still hung up on that bastard and the timing couldn't have been worse. Was last night about the two of them or was it the ghostly presence of the man who had taken Ashley first?
***
It had taken far too long and Malcolm was on the verge of losing it by the time she arrived. First it had been hours on the bus. He had lost track of time and location as they made countless stops and he listened to himself speak as if it were someone else. Ashley was almost visible out of the corner of his eye but never close enough and Dell was always lurking.
They had finally arrived at the hotel an hour ago and it had taken this long to get his staff out of the room. Unfortunately, Ashley was no where to be found and since he felt that he had permanently lost his status as a father, calling her seemed desperate. Like the fucking lovesick professor, he was sure that the man was suffering now. Job on the line, marriage on the rocks and worst of all, no girl. Malcolm hated him anyway, but he could imagine what it would be like to lose her now.
He opened the mini-bar and poured the tiny bottle of Jack Daniel's in a glass, sipping slowly to make it last, but the angst was not going to be that easy to squelch. This was the same, slow torture that it had been for longer than Malcolm could remember now, with a particularly painful twist. Before, he'd had no right to be so fucking jealous and he tried to disguise it as fatherly concern. After last night, he felt like a scorned lover instead.
He lay on the bed and put his hand out, feeling the other empty side. Normally he loved to sleep alone and spent more nights than not in the guest bedroom that was really just his bedroom. All it had taken was one night with her in his in arms, her warm limbs entwined with his own. Now it was a need, Malcolm was hungry for her presence.
There was a quiet tap on the door and he got up quickly, peering through the peephole at his daughter. "Get in here," he growled at her as he pulled her by the elbow inside, "where the hell have you been?"
Ashley regarded him with a roll of her eyes and a toss of her hair, "out. What's your deal?"
Malcolm finished his drink and set down the glass. What was wrong with him? Just because he was fucking an eighteen-year-old didn't mean that he needed to turn into one. "I was just wondering where you were, honey," he sat on the bed, resuming his place, hoping that she would come to him with open arms. "I was worried," dressed like that, she inspired all kinds of unwholesome thoughts. Malcolm would know, he'd been having them all day.
Ashley gave him a knowing smile. She was so fucking cocky and sure of herself. Of course, it was confirmed on a daily basis, she knew what men thought of her so why wouldn't she be sure of herself? "Daddy is jealous," she said in that sing-song voice that drove him insane. She kicked her dilapidated tennis shoes off as she came closer. "Now that you fucked your little girl, you don't want to share me. Is that it, Daddy?" she pulled the tee-shirt off over her head and Malcolm saw the bra that had been peeking at him all day.
He couldn't bring himself to admit it. "We're in a strange city, Ashley, you don't know what kind of freaks could be here. Were you in the bar?" downing free drinks that other married men were buying her in an attempt to get her to come back to their rooms?
She was easing out of the tattered jeans. There went the button and the zipper and then she wriggled back and forth to tug them down over her hips. This could not be the first time she put on a show like this. Malcolm's erection didn't want to hear his thoughts on her stripping for the professor, who had not only fucked her but taken her heart. His daughter was standing a foot away from the bed, wearing only a black bra and a tiny pair of matching panties. Ashley had a wicked grin on her face, "I think I know how to handle myself at this point, Daddy." His heart was racing as she knelt on the bed. "I think you just missed me," she murmured and her small fingers reached for his belt buckle.
Malcolm watched his daughter open his belt and slide down his zipper. Ashley knew more than she should and she always had. He groaned when she slipped her fingers inside his pants and touched his aching bulge through his underwear, "yes, baby, you're right." She moved up and began loosening his tie and Malcolm was going to let her have her way with him completely. "I was missing you," giving Ashley any kind of ground was always a dangerous proposition but he had missed her, for longer than she could have ever known. It wasn't anything he could help now, with her fingers on him. Malcolm was helpless as she took his shirt off, her fingers skimming down his bare chest, watching her toss his pants to the floor. They were both only in underwear now and there was only so much power that any man could pretend that he had at that moment. "I loved sleeping with you last night, little girl," he confessed, breathless. Sleeping with her naked, in her old room, in the bed that was so off limits but that he'd wanted to creep into with her so many nights before.
His daughter touched the head of his dick through his underwear and the precum swelled and dribbled down his shaft. Malcolm was wet and sticky and his need was palpable. "Did you, Daddy?" Ashley was coming closer and closer, her soft, round lips could almost kiss the tip of his manhood and it moved, beckoning her to come and release it, begging her.
Malcolm ran his hands through her black hair, "yes, baby, I did." He may as well give up now. When his daughter kissed the ridge below his head, he moaned and reached for the waistband. He needed to be naked with her, he'd never needed anything so badly, but Ashley, the consummate tease, stopped him.
"Let me, Daddy," Ashley took his underwear off and she did that extremely well and very quickly, another thought that flitted by and had no purpose. "You're so hard for me, Daddy," she settled between his legs and grasped his cock at the base in her hand, running the tip of her wet tongue in a slow circle around the head of his dick. Tasting him, swallowing the liquid that he'd expelled as he watched her, "you've been waiting for me all day, haven't you, Daddy?"
For years, that was the truth, and he'd never been so close to telling her. Ashley took the tip of his throbbing pole between her lips and licked and teased the truth from him. "Baby, yes, I've been thinking about you all day," Malcolm panted as she took another inch and then another, "Daddy's wanted you forever, baby girl."
Ashley bathed his dick with her silky tongue, holding him almost as tightly in her mouth as she did in her tight, creamy pussy. She looked up at him with the innocent, blue eyes and the thought that someone with such an angelic face could be sucking his cock so well almost sent him over the edge. "Jesus, Ashley," he swallowed hard as she took a little more. The pleasure of the heat and the moist and the fact that it was his daughter rushed through his body. Malcolm felt the spasm run down his back and he was covered in goosebumps as she squeezed her hand tighter around the root. Somehow, his little girl knew exactly how to handle her father's dick.



She slowly bobbed up and down. The spill of her hair on his thighs, her breath caressing his skin, Ashley took her hand off of his erection and now it was just her heavenly, perfect mouth stroking him in a steady rhythm. Malcolm tried to catch his breath but every new touch of her lips brought the ecstasy pumping through his body and he knew the river of his salty liquid was rushing down his daughter's throat. It wouldn't be long before he gave her much more to swallow. "Baby, God, Daddy loves that," he raised his hips and felt his cock move deeper inside. The head of his cock was almost at the opening of Ashley's throat and the wet noises of her movements on him had grown louder.
She was so hot inside and so perfect and Malcolm couldn't remember the last time that a woman's tongue had studied every ridge along his shaft. Ashley sucked harder and Malcolm bit his lip to keep his roar inside as he felt her chin brush his testicles. His little girl had every bit of his dick in her mouth and was greedily sucking on him, as if she were starving. The tip of his erection was bulging and swelling. His orgasm was going to be long and hot and would splatter the inside of her mouth and pour down her throat. One more place that he had marked his daughter with his seed and the thought of knowing that Ashley was coated with his cum, inside and out, was more than he could bear. "Oh baby, yes, Daddy's cumming for you, oh Ashley." He raised his hips, the steady grip of her lips was milking his cock so well. He had never been so deep in a mouth and it had never been his daughter's. "It's all yours, princess," he gasped and felt the first of many spasms tear through his body as he unloaded into her throat.
Malcolm rose from the mattress as he fucked Ashley's mouth. Spewing his seed inside and hearing her gulp it down, mouthful after mouthful, seemed to bring more of his climax to the surface. There didn't seem to be an end and when he was empty, his dick still twitched in her wet mouth, luxuriating in the satiny, sweet place that he had always wanted to claim. "Oh my God, Ashley," he whispered, he was shivering with the finger-like waves of pleasure that danced down his body, "baby girl, that's so perfect."
She wasn't finished and Ashley met his gaze once more as she drank the very last drop and cleaned the remnants of his release with her tongue. It wasn't possible to resist, Malcolm told himself as he stared into his daughter's eyes. He couldn't let himself feel guilty about this. Those full, pouty lips and her devilish tongue, Ashley was a temptress who just happened to be his little girl. She kissed his soft dick tenderly and watched as it rolled from her lips, "you taste good, Daddy."
He had to catch his breath, he had to get his second wind. There was no way that he was going to waste a night in bed with her and not fuck her until she shook under him and called out "Daddy" over and over. Malcolm patted the pillow beside him. He just needed a few minutes and he knew, just the thought of being in such close, naked contact, he'd be hard for her all over again. "Come up here, baby girl," he wanted his hands on her body, he needed it.
She was moving when she heard the phone. Her phone chirped all day. Malcolm had no idea what she was doing on it, only that the light shone on her smiling face constantly. Smiling, except for when she had been reading the texts from the bastard who had dumped her. "Hold on, Daddy," she found her pants and when she looked at the screen this time, she had an expression on her face that Malcolm didn't want her to have for anyone but him.
Ashley answered, "hey, how are you?" and turned away, shutting him out. She walked to the bathroom and closed the door behind her.
Malcolm sat up, combing his damp hair back with his hand. His legs were still trembling from the force of the orgasm and now his pulse was jumping in his throat as well. Was it the professor? He had told himself a hundred times since she had mentioned him that it didn't matter. Their affair had ended, badly, and no matter how much Ashley professed her love for him, she was with Malcolm now. She'd forget about him sooner than later, but this murmured conversation was making him nervous. He walked to the bathroom door and leaned in to listen.
"I know, I miss you too," she sounded so sad. Goddammit, she had just given him the pleasure of a lifetime and yet, she was still caught up in the lover. "I know," her voice was shaking as she held back tears, "I know you can't just leave her."
The prick was excusing himself, Malcolm fumed. He wanted to charge into the room and rip the phone from her hand. He'd give the douchebag a piece of his mind, even if the hypocrisy wasn't lost on him. He was a professional liar and this asshole should be too scared to do anything but run away with his tail between his legs. Malcolm had broken up with women on the side before, using the wife was always the perfect way to cut and run and now someone was saying it to Ashley.
When he heard her say good-bye, he went back to the bed quickly and stretched out as if he'd never left. "Who was that?" he tried to sound as if he couldn't care less.
Ashley shook her head as she pushed the phone back in a pocket. "Let's not talk about it, Daddy, OK?" She got her own tiny bottle from the refrigerator, "you need a drink?" she tossed him a third bottle.
His daughter tasted like vodka and cum when he kissed her and it was oddly delicious as he pushed his tongue deeper into her juicy mouth. He licked her lips before delving back into her, deeper than the first time. Malcolm even wanted her breath, he wanted all of her.
He rolled to his side and unhooked the bra. "You know that he doesn't really love you, right?" he asked her as he moved to his knees to take down the wisp of panties from her hips. He wanted nothing more than to bury his face between her thighs and taste her pink clitoris. He had a taste for her pussy, a need for the the heat from her body on his cheeks, the succulent sweetness from her opening on his chin. Malcolm was too far gone to ever get enough of his daughter.
Ashley sat up, "why do you think that he doesn't love me?" her legs were suddenly closed and he was shut out of her sweet snatch. "Why would you say that?" his little girl was no longer warm velvet. Her voice was an ice cube clinking in a glass. She was scarily like Virginia when she wanted to be.
Malcolm tried to explain himself, "come on, honey, it's obvious. He's older, he's married, he doesn't want to leave his wife." He did this so well with everyone else, he was a silver-tongued son-of-a-bitch with the rest of the world. Why was it so impossible with her? "You deserve better, Ashley, that's all I'm saying," he smiled and reached for her. If he could just get her panties down, he was sure that she'd see what he was saying.
She crossed her arms over her breasts, "someone like you, is that it, Daddy?" Ashley shook her head, reaching for her bra, she strapped it over her chest quickly and left the bed just as fast. "You're married, you're older, tell me how you're not worse," she barked at him as she picked her jeans up off the floor and shook them out. She was getting dressed which meant that she was leaving.
She was right and Malcolm held his head in his hands. There was a thousand things to say and all of them were wrong. "That's not what I mean," he stumbled with the words, "Ashley, baby, come back to bed." He should know better by now, he'd been losing battles with her his whole life.
The tee-shirt was on now and her shoes were in one hand, "why, Daddy? Because it will be all better once you fuck me again, is that it?" His cock thought that sounded totally logical and it wagged at her. Yes it would be all better, balls deep inside her perfect, dripping cunt. She was made for him, she was his, Malcolm wanted to know that she was stuffed full of his second orgasm before falling asleep with her head on his chest.
He only said, "please." It was the only thing that he was thinking that was really repeatable. Instead of showing him any mercy, she stormed off, slamming his door behind her. It would be long night, an excruciatingly slow, sleepless night. Malcolm's hard-on was as persistent as his thoughts and he couldn't help but wonder if he hadn't lost her for good this time.
***
Malcolm joined his staff in the lobby in the morning. He hated all of them right now. The throb in his temples was accentuated by every voice, every question. The headache had started around three o'clock and it seemed to be stabbing him right between the eyes.
"Is Ashley coming with us?" Dell asked as he handed Malcolm an updated schedule.
Malcolm grabbed it and chugged coffee. "Isn't she here?" he scowled at his chief. If the young man had seen her as she scurried away from his room last night, if he'd invited her inside, if any of the awful scenarios that Malcolm couldn't stop himself from picturing had happened, he'd do something worse than fire him.
There was the click of heels to his left and both men turned quickly, as if the sound meant something of itself. Ashley was quiet, "I'm here," and she walked away as quickly as she had approached. Her hair was up in a bun today and her neck was bare. The pink dress that she was wearing was the same color as her mouth and other delectable parts of her. Malcolm knew and so did his dick.
She kept her distance and when Malcolm approached her, alone in the seat, she set her bag in the empty space and curled her lip at him. Ashley didn't even want to look at him and promptly returned to her phone. He was shut out entirely and his only consolation was that she had no time for Dell either.
Normally he loved campaigning. They were long days, sixteen, eighteen hours and the schedule was grueling but it was away from the office and Virginia and everything else that made Malcolm crazy. After a month or two of living like a gypsy, different bars and different women, he usually felt rejuvenated. Today, with the headache and the heartache he started to wonder if he could make it through the week, let alone the month. Was he getting too old for this? He was Dell's age when this life had begun. Was it time to hang up his spurs?
Or was he just getting soft? Who knew that the best pussy of your life could change you over night? Malcolm shrugged as he chewed on three more Excedrins.
Twelve hours later, it seemed to have been an excruciatingly long day. Malcolm's face hurt from smiling and his hand ached from shaking and his heart hurt from her absence. What was happening to him? If she were anyone else, he wouldn't give it another thought. Women, he would have shrugged and started scoping for a replacement. Who knows what they want? Thankfully there was always more where that one came from and the first time was almost always the best.
He was sitting at the bar, swirling the ice cubes in his almost empty glass, as he contemplated what to do. Ashley had disappeared to her room, supposedly. She hadn't even eaten dinner with him and Malcolm had been in a state of arousal all day. There was absolutely no way that he could try to go to bed like this and somehow, after finally having her, masturbating to his daughter had lost its appeal. Candy was back in DC, now that he had partaken of the real Ashley, the thought of settling for the fake one didn't satisfy as it had.
"Hello, Mr. Worthington," he heard a woman's voice behind him and as he turned his head, she came into view. She was blonde and when she smiled, she flashed dimples, "I'm Stephanie, from the hotel. I just wanted to see if you needed anything," her manicured nails touched the back of his hand for a moment, lingering for just seconds more than necessary and he knew. He knew from years of trolling for blondes in bars, that she was officially letting him know that she was available.
Malcolm pointed to the bartender and nodded at her, "why don't you sit down, Stephanie, from the hotel?" He'd buy her a couple of drinks and with the staff busy planning tomorrow for him, he'd have time off the leash. Stephanie's jacket was unbuttoned and her dress was snug around her bountiful breasts. The top inch of her cleavage was just barely in view when she sat and leaned in.
She giggled, "I've never met a Congressman before." One of her blonde curls brushed his forearm. Malcolm could smell her perfume and he wondered if the scent of her would be left behind on his hands in the morning like Ashley's did.
The bartender was waiting. "I'll have another and the young lady would like?" he asked, raising his eyebrows at her, wondering briefly if Stephanie would gulp down his load like his daughter had the night before.
She waved at the man behind the bar, "hi, Tommy. No I shouldn't have anything."
Malcolm was used to the game. He placed his arm on her shoulder, "come on, Stephanie, live a little. You're done working, right?" She was probably wet right now and after she had a couple of cocktails, his hand would rise higher and higher on her thigh. He'd fingered more than one slit while sitting at a bar. Stephanie would protest for just a minute or two, her eyes getting wider and wider as he slid his finger under her panties. All of her nonsense would stop when she realized that a Congressman was touching her clit and working his way back to her sopping, wet cunt.
The look on her face told him that he was right. He hadn't lost his touch with every woman, just the one that he most wanted. "I just got off," she laughed at her own joke, "I mean off work."
She ordered a drink and their banter began, back and forth. Stephanie pretended like she was interested in politics and he pretended that he'd never done this before. It was expected and Malcolm knew his lines almost perfectly. When they had both finished their drink and he placed his hand on her thigh, Stephanie's smile was only inviting. This one wouldn't even pretend that she didn't want it. In fact, she might not even have panties on now that he thought about it.
His heart wasn't in it, but what really surprised him was that his dick didn't seem to be either. When Malcolm rose from the bar, he only hoped that he wouldn't disappoint.
***
He still couldn't believe that he'd backed out, but here he was, headed down the hall to his room. Malcolm had walked away from the bar without the blonde. He'd been a pussy hound his whole life. For the first time in his life, there was only one woman in the world that he wanted and she wasn't replaceable. What the fuck was happening to him?
He stopped outside her door, wondering for a moment if he just got in his knees if it would make a difference. Ashley was still young, maybe she didn't realize how stupid and tongue-tied a man with an erection could be. It was quiet in the hallway as he pondered and he leaned in. Yes, he was spying on her but wasn't that what fathers did? Malcolm could hear another voice, a deeper one, coming from behind her door and he curled his right hand into a tight fist as he knocked for entry with his left.
Ashley asked, "who is it?"
Malcolm struggled to keep his composure. It didn't do him any good after a day of hateful stares to come in charging like a bull. "It's Daddy, sweetheart, open up," whoever had followed her to her bed was about to be ousted from his rightful place.
She still had her heels on, he could hear them tap across the floor as she walked to the entry. That was good news, at least she wasn't naked. Of course, she could be only wearing shoes, the thought traveled to his cock quickly and it pulsed in appreciation in his pants. If he ever got the chance again, Malcolm made a mental note to ask his daughter to wear only stilettos for him. When she opened the door, Ashley looked as if she'd been crying and pieces of her unruly, black hair had fallen from the bun but the dress was still on and buttoned. "Come in, Daddy," Malcolm walked in and saw the source of the other voice. It was a man who appeared to be completely terrified. He was sitting on the bed.
"Who the fuck are you?" Malcolm pointed as he glared. It had to be the mysterious professor. The man who had taken Ashley in his office one night without even asking. The man who had brought his daughter to the edge of an orgasm before she had known what he was doing and shortly thereafter, never wanted him to stop. The man who had her heart and that was the worst thing of all.
The prick, what was he doing back in her room?
Ashley held his arm, "Daddy, stop, it's David," of course he was. "He was just leaving."
He watched the man stand, obviously in over his head. Malcolm was happy to see him lick his lips nervously when he extended his hand. "David Wills, it's nice to meet you Mr. Worthington."
The man was about his age. Old enough to have children Ashley's age at least, but that just made it worse. Malcolm did not shake his hand and instead, crossed his arms, puffing out his chest and glaring at the competition. "Mr. Wills, what are you doing here?" he knew the answer. What would any man, including himself, be doing in Ashley's room besides trying to take his little girl to bed?
The professor looked at Ashley as if to ask her the question. Just how much did her father know? His confession would only be what was necessary. He was about the same height as Malcolm, their build was similar. In fact, the longer Malcolm looked at him, the more he realized that they bore a strong resemblance. The professor had a touch more gray, but he didn't make his living in front of the television either. "Sir, I'm not sure how much Ashley has told you about us," he flashed a longing glance at his ex-girlfriend. "I feel like I should apologize to you as well as her for my behavior," he sounded contrite enough. Malcolm could imagine that losing her would eat a man up inside. Ashley had that kind of power.
The professor had taken advantage though, which infuriated him. Malcolm flexed and thought about how it would feel to punch the man right in the jaw. How long had it been since he'd been in a physical fight? He ached for the release, but instead he nodded. "Damn right you ought to apologize. You got her kicked out of school!" It had been the best thing that had ever happened to Malcolm now, but that was beside the point. "To say nothing about the fifty G's a year I spent sending her there and for what? She obviously cared about you and all you cared about was fucking my daughter, isn't that right?" he wanted to hear the bastard confess to Ashley that it had only been about her pussy. It would probably hurt her even more, but maybe she would stop mooning over him.
The man put his hand down, his shoulders slumped, "it wasn't like that, sir." Good, the professor was showing respect, let Ashley see that her father was still the Alpha male in her life. "It was spontaneous and I let my feelings get the better of me," his dick had gotten the better of him, it had no feelings, "I'm sure that you can understand."
He did but he'd never tell, "all I understand is that you were a teacher and should have known better. Now what do you want from her? What are you doing here? Give me one good reason why I shouldn't call your wife?" That was a cold blow, Malcolm knew it and intended it. The thought of Virginia walking in on any number of Malcolm's lusty moments was enough to kill the most persistent of boners. Not the one that he had for his daughter, but almost any other boner.
The man looked at the carpet, "I actually just came to tell Ashley that I'm leaving the school. My wife and I are moving back to California. She's transferring to Berkeley." He must have something worth keeping after being caught screwing a student. "I'm so sorry, Ash," he added, barely above a whisper. So the man had a young wife that he'd duped, all while fucking an even younger student. If it had been anyone but Ashley, Malcolm would have been impressed.



Malcolm put his arm around Ashley's shoulders, "so you were fucking my daughter while you have a young bride at home?" He turned to his little girl and took a chance that her rage would boil over, "I told you, you deserve better." Someone who would know how irreplaceable she was, turning back to the professor, it took every bit of self-control that he had not to raise his voice. "You've told her now, what the hell are you still doing here?" the man had planned on one last good-bye session between Ashley's legs and Malcolm was not going to let that happen.
"I was just on my way out," he nodded. He was waiting to say something else to Ashley. Malcolm could see that he thought better of it and walked in silence to the door, closing it behind him without even a wave.
Ashley was trembling. He could feel the tremor run through her and Malcolm slipped his arms around her and held her close. Her damp face on his shirt, one hand in her dark hair and one on her back, he kissed her forehead softly as he felt her melt into him. "You were right, Daddy," she whispered, her mouth on his chest, "he never loved me."
He took her by the hand and walked her to the bed. Malcolm didn't remember the last time that he had comforted her. He was just as guilty as the professor and worse really. He might not have ever realized how much he loved her until that moment. "I'm sorry, princess," he kissed her cheek, her ear lobe, the soft place at the top of her throat. "You deserve to be loved, Ashley. Someday," he was going to tell her something about meeting the right man but he stopped himself. He didn't really want that either if were honest.
She reached up and took the pins from her hair, shaking it out, the black mane caressed his face and spilled down her shoulders. "Someday I'll meet the right man, is that it, Daddy?" her blue eyes gazed into his and Malcolm had never wanted her more. He couldn't believe that he had thought for a moment that he could content himself with some miscellaneous blonde.
There was only one Ashley.
His daughter could read him like a book, "I'm sure that you'll meet someone at some point, baby," he sighed. He'd be the loser at that point and have to walk away with his head down, "not that I'm looking forward to that day."
Ashley's lips curled into a small smile, "David was never the right guy. There was always someone else."
Malcolm groaned. Leave it to Ashley to fuck up the schmuck's life without so much as a thought. All of her crocodile tears were just that, the girl was insatiable when it came to chaos. "Who else is there, Ashley?" he didn't want to hear about it, whoever he was.
She bit her lip and touched his face. When she spoke, her voice was small, like when she was little. "I thought you would get it the minute you saw him."
It didn't matter that there was another man. Malcolm rolled her to her back on the bed. He was the man here now and his daughter's perfume had infiltrated his brain and the fabric of the dress reminded him of the feel of her inner thighs. "Get what, little girl?" his dick was ready to put the miserable day behind him.
She was amused, her round mouth puckered into a smile as she watched him begin to unbutton her dress, "that it was you, Daddy. That I always wanted you."
Malcolm felt the chill rush through him. Electricity ran down his spine, one vertebrae at a time, every nerve pulsated as the words sunk in. The professor and Malcolm could have been the same person from a distance. Had it been enough for Ashley? Was she saying what he longed to hear? "You wanted me? You were sleeping with him because you," had Ashley sought the same remedy for her desires? He had a fake Ashley to ease the pain, could they really be so different? She was his daughter after all, "wanted me?"
He held his breath and waited. Ashley nodded and whispered, "yes, Daddy, it's always been you." Their kiss confirmed it. His daughter opening her mouth and giving herself to him completely. Malcolm taking her with his tongue in deep, insistent thrusts. His little girl had been trying to console herself in the arms of another, the moments passed in his brain like kaleidoscope images, one by one. The heated glances, the toss of her hair, the dangerously revealing outfits, the flirting that became bolder and more deliberate as time went by. She had been thinking of him when she touched herself and that thought alone was enough to send him reeling.
She was moaning under him, giving him her tongue, wrapping her fingers in his hair. Ashley's legs were parted and their bodies were pressed together. "Oh, Ashley, baby girl," he murmured when they parted. He looked into her eyes as he continued to open the dress, "Daddy wants you so badly."
The dress was off and Malcolm made quick work of his suit. Tossing their clothes to the floor, he hesitated for a moment before reaching for the hooks of her bra. He'd been here before and last night had ended badly. He wanted to make sure that there was nothing else between them. "Can I make love with you, baby?" because for the first time in his life, he was sure it was lovemaking. Malcolm was above her, the head of his dick leaking on her hip, the warmth of her rising up to envelope him in the most seductive of embraces.
Ashley closed her eyes, arching her back and then whispered, "yes, Daddy. Make love to me." She moved so that the bra slipped from her body easily and she waited for him to remove the damp, pink panties, "make me your little girl tonight, Daddy. I want to be yours."
Malcolm slipped the panties from her and ran his hands along her curves, studying her, memorizing every inch of her. Up and around her breasts, feeling them move with her breath. Stroking her tender, puckered flesh into peaks, her nipples were swollen and his daughter sighed from his touch. "Baby, you are mine," he told her between hot kisses down the center of her body. He wrapped his hands around her hips and then bowed his head to kiss her lower lips. "You will always be mine, princess," he didn't just mean tonight, he knew now that he wanted so much more. "I love you, Ashley," he knew that this changed everything but there was no turning back.
He slipped his tongue between her legs and he found her swollen clit, so full and so hot, all for him. Malcolm lapped his daughter's bud tenderly, all the while his eyes were on her face. Watching as his little angel curled her body, crying out for him with every touch. "Daddy, I love you too," she whimpered and writhed her hips, easing her body up to meet his mouth and give him the sweet liquid that ran from her insides. "Yes, God, Daddy," her dainty fingers were in his hair and she had made a puddle underneath the two of them from her wetness. "I've waited so long, I wanted you for so long," she rocked back and forth and hummed with every kiss.
Malcolm felt the ache inside him bubbling over. His daughter was on the verge of cumming and he didn't know if he wouldn't explode all over the comforter. He couldn't wait, his body wanted to possess her, all of her. It was more than just an animal need now, it was something to be savored as he kissed her. With the taste of her on his lips, he raised up on the bed. Hovering over his little girl, drinking in her blue eyes as his hands raised her hips to him. "You never have to wait again, baby," he told his daughter between kisses, "I'm all yours," he felt the head of his cock pressing against her soaking wet entry. "Daddy is all yours, baby girl," he told her as he thrust all the way inside his daughter's perfect pussy once more.
She shivered under him. Tonight, this was something entirely different. She convulsed and moaned and gripped him tightly from the first thrust. Her inner thighs trembled as Malcolm felt his daughter's first orgasm begin. "Yes, Daddy, take me," she begged him as they began to move together. Ashley was made for him, it was the only explanation. How could any two people come together so perfectly otherwise?
They were sealed together, moving as one. Taking each others breath, their lips almost touching, sighing into the others mouth. Ashley was lost this time, consumed by him, her blue eyes full of a new tenderness. Malcolm gasped with every stroke, wrapped so tightly in her silky walls. His little girl was coaxing the orgasm from his body and he held on tightly to her, wanting this to last. "Baby girl, God you are so perfect for me," every move confirmed it. Her legs around him, her breasts against his chest, their need for the other was all that mattered. He was deeper inside her than he could ever remember being. He was covered in his daughter's essence, her delicious juices ran down his testicles to his thighs as she raised herself to meet every push inside.
"Daddy," Ashley had peaked and valleyed and her pleasure was building again. His little girl was insatiable. He'd never felt a woman cum so often or so hard and still want more. "Yes, give it to me, please, Daddy," she could barely speak, gasping for air. She was just skin on skin, and she was completely his. His cock had taken her to her core. There wasn't an inch of her that didn't belong to her Daddy.
Malcolm fucked her faster. His heart slamming in his chest and he knew that there was no way to stop, no way to slow down even, he had to give her all of it. The earth-shattering orgasm that had built up inside was about to burst. The current traveled through his body and the pressure had built until the finger-like waves running through him could no longer be resisted. "Ashley," he mouthed it, her name again and again as he felt himself arch his back as he emptied a torrent of his seed inside her. Again and again, he drew back and pushed another wave and another wave of his climax into her. He continued to thrust slowly back and forth, fucking the rest of his orgasm into her depths. He'd never cum so much and Malcolm's body shook as it continued. He clung to her tightly, drawing Ashley's limp body to him, looking her in the eyes as he whispered her name one more time.
His daughter kissed him slowly. Her little tongue was a whisper on his lips and when he released her, she purred contentedly. Ashley was radiant when she touched his face and told him, "Daddy, that was perfect."
Malcolm was spent. Even after all that, he had to know, "is that what you want, little girl?"
Ashley sighed deeply, she couldn't have sounded more happy, "yes, Daddy. This is what I want. All the time." She was close to drifting off, he recognized the same, sleepy voice that she used to have as a child.
He wanted to ask her if she understood what that really meant but instead, Malcolm wrapped himself around her. Burying his face in her messy, black nest of hair, he fell asleep to the gentle rise and fall of her breath.
***
It wasn't just that he had slept so poorly the night before, Malcolm couldn't accept that as the reason. It wasn't just that they were drained from making love. It was just that it was meant to be like this, he told himself in the morning as he felt the sun on his face and somewhere in the back of his mind he knew that he had slept far too long. Naked and wrapped together, he and Ashley could never sleep any other way, he thought, closing his eyes tighter to keep her here, just like this, a little longer.
The knock on the door was not entirely unexpected, if he had been in his room, it wouldn't have been so bad. "Ashley, it's Dell, I can't find your father," his chief of staff was outside, "is he in there with you?" There was another sharp knock, "I've got a key, may I come in?"
Fuck, Malcolm groaned as reality came crashing in with Dell's voice. This was bad, there wasn't any explanation for the naked girl in his arms. He moved his hand and expected to cup his daughter's breast but it was the pillow. "Ashley, are you in there?" Dell knocked again and suddenly Malcolm was wide awake. Hugging the pillow, wrapped in the sheet that was still damp from her and him, but no Ashley.
Her dress was gone from the tangled pile of clothes that they had tossed in desperation last night. "What the hell?" Malcolm's heart was beating too fast as he rose from the bed and walked toward the bathroom. Nothing, nothing hanging up in her closet, no purse on the table, no phone on the nightstand, where could she have gone? How the hell did she walk out with everything and he never heard a peep?
He flicked on the bathroom light and on the mirror, written in pink lipstick was the only explanation that Malcolm guessed he'd ever get. "Sorry Daddy," in her big, loopy girl cursive with a heart at the end. He didn't even have time to guess what the sorry meant, sorry for leaving, sorry for not saying a word, sorry for breaking his heart because she was a selfish, lying little bitch?
Dell was in the bathroom and didn't appear to be bothered that his boss was naked in his daughter's room. "Malcolm?" it wasn't really a question, he could tell by Dell's voice that this wasn't all that surprising. It made sense, Dell had been cleaning up his fuck-ups for years. On his own, Malcolm was always just one impulse away from being caught.
Regardless, it was time to lie. He shouldn't have slept here, how could he have been so stupid? "Jesus, I am really on the wagon after this," he muttered. Malcolm had done plenty of reckless things while drunk, it made sense. "I just opened the door right up and passed out. Did you see Ashley around? She hasn't been here." Dell crossed his arms and made a face.
He stopped the embellishment, Malcolm's heart wasn't in it. If she had been here, if his darling girl was in his arms when he awoke he wanted to suggest that they spend the day in bed. Fuck the campaign, fuck the staff, fuck everything, he was enchanted and wanted to spend the day under her spell, between the sheets. The furthest he could picture himself from her arms would be when they showered and even that would be better as a joint activity. He couldn't think of her in the bathtub, it would give him an ill-timed hard-on. Instead of a day of lovemaking and memorizing his daughter's body with his hands and mouth, he was going to have to get dressed and shower away the last traces of her scent. It couldn't have been more wrong.
"I think we need to talk, sir," Dell was all business. Dell's hair was neatly combed back and his tie was perfectly straight and his expression was one that said he was tired of Malcolm's shit. It was familiar, he'd seen it a million times on his wife's face too.
"Let me just get some clothes on, Dell." Malcolm walked back to the bedroom and quickly found his boxers and his wrinkled pants, balled up with his shoes and socks. He'd been in such a hurry to get at her, there was nothing else but Ashley. He took a seat on the bed and reached for his shirt, his fingers fumbling with the buttons as he smelled the scent of their sex rising from the mattress.
Dell strolled to the chair by the desk and took a seat. "So how long has it been going on?" he strummed his fingers, waiting for Malcolm to answer.
Fucking Dell, of course Dell knew. And he was going to play hardball, wasn't he? What did the prick want in exchange for his silence? This was where Malcolm played, this was politics after all, bartering for this so you could trade it for that. "What are you talking about?" he wasn't going to just give it away though, Dell would have to earn it.
Dell shook his head, "don't play dumb with me, Malcolm." The young man was giving up the polite, well-spoken façade that he'd always put on for his boss. "I know that you're fucking her. How long has it been going on?"
That wasn't what he really wanted to know, was it? He wanted to know what Malcolm was going to do for him. Did he want to run another office? Another, possibly more prestigious office than Malcolm's? He searched his brain for who owed him what, this would have to be good. "Dell, what difference does it make to you?" It's not like Dell even knew Ashley, "what do you want?" He was going to need a little honesty, a tiny bit of truthfulness would start them on the right path.
Dell couldn't have looked more pleased with himself, "I want your job. I'm the logical successor and hell," he shrugged, "I've been doing all of your actual work for years anyway."
Malcolm made an involuntary noise, something like choking. He was breathing altogether too quickly. "Get the fuck out of here," he waved Dell away. "Be serious."
Dell had an evil smile, "suit yourself, Malcolm. I called the press conference so that you could announce your retirement. You know, go to rehab, find Jesus, something so you could ride off into the sunset with a little dignity." The little prick, Malcolm felt like strangling him but he couldn't catch his breath. Dell continued, "but hey, I could just as easily go public with some very revealing video that I have of you and your naked daughter."
Malcolm could only ask, "video? How?"
Dell shook his head as if to say how stupid Malcolm was. "Who do you think gave it to me? And why do you think she's gone?"
Malcolm held his face in his hands. Hadn't he learned his lesson, time and time again? How could he have trusted her?
***
It was happy hour at the bar that was two doors down from his office. For the last 22 months, if it was two minutes past five o'clock, Malcolm's ass was in the stool at the far left from the front door. He stayed for two drinks. That was just enough time to shoot the shit with the old timers, check for any ladies on the prowl and flirt a little with Tess, his favorite bartender. Tonight was no exception. "You need a refill darling?" she had the local drawl and never said the "g" in darling although Malcolm knew she was from Iowa so it was all for show.
He didn't mind one bit. "That's not all I need," he wiggled his eyebrows suggestively at her and pushed the sweaty glass in her direction. It was the end of August and the dog days of summer were well underway. The Weather Channel had told him earlier that day that even in DC, the temps were pushing 95. Here in Savannah, it had been in the nineties since April. Malcolm didn't mind one bit. He'd grown up not far from here and it had taken him no time at all to get reacquainted with the perpetual trickle of sweat down the back of his collar. He wore a seersucker suit and a bow tie and almost perpetually had a cohiba tucked on the side of his mouth. He never lit it, it was all for show.
Malcolm was used to reinventing himself. Hell, being a Congressman for that long, he was used to rolling out a new personality with every campaign. This one suited him just fine. Malcolm Worthington, and here in Savannah, adding the Second at the end gave him points with the blue bloods and debutantes. He was a half-assed attorney. It wasn't because he wasn't capable of being a good one, but more because he just didn't care. His law practice was to keep him in rent money and good bourbon. There was no one left to impress.
Tess came back with a refill and a glass of ice and rested her bountiful cleavage on the bar for a chat. "So when are you taking me out Malcolm?" She was wearing a worn, black AC/DC tank top that had a bleached out spot awfully close to where her right nipple would be. Malcolm had spent some real time imagining her nipples since he'd been coming here. Her ass too although Tess made that easy though with the threadbare cut-off denim shorts she wore.
This was their game. Malcolm would wink and suggest and Tess would lean in and wiggle for him and nothing would ever come of it. Tess had blue eyes and a sheath of long, black hair and a dimple when she smiled and Malcolm just didn't have the heart for it.
Since that morning when he'd woke up alone, his taste in women had changed.
"Oh any old time you like, Tess," Malcolm's accent wasn't so much fake as he could turn it on and turn it off. He was a goddamn chameleon. He swirled the remainder of his liquor and reached for his wallet. The woman that he planned on fucking that evening should be knocking on his apartment door in about five minutes and it did no good to keep her waiting. "What do I owe you doll?" he always asked, as if he weren't going to give the girl the twenty that he'd tucked away for her specifically every morning.



Malcolm made a right on Congress, his apartment was just on the other side of Ellis Square and he took his time. Savannah was slow, like the sweat dripping down your back in the afternoon. Compared to DC, it was a crawl and it was too damn hot to be in a hurry. He didn't miss it, none of it. The campaigning, the handshaking, the ass kissing, the fundraising, fuck, just thinking about it made him tired. He didn't miss Virginia either and he was relieved to hear that the ink on their divorce papers was barely dry and she had already moved on. Husband number two was much more respectable, a Circuit Court judge who looked good for the Supreme Court. Let her harp him to death. The breakup was quick and painless compared to their marriage. She had taken everything but Virginia was the rich one to begin with. He was just the social connections. No, Malcolm eased his way unto the park bench as he eyed his front porch and saw that tonight's entertainment wasn't standing on it yet. There was only one thing that he missed and Malcolm shook his head to dismiss all thoughts of her.
Thankfully Sara arrived and now he could head upstairs. Put on the ceiling fan, open the shutters and let in the breeze, he'd sit in the chair in the corner and watch her undress for him bashfully as if were still the first time.
"Hi," she always spoke as if she were in a hurry and she was. Sara was married, which was Malcolm's specialty. Married so there was no question that he'd move on. Married and nervous and horny and impossible and there was no future in it. She was perfect.
Malcolm didn't kiss her or hold her hand out on the porch. All signs of affection were to take place behind closed doors and there was something dirty about that which agreed with him. Tonight was no different than any of their previous encounters. He was in the chair in the corner of his bedroom, still fully dressed. Sara peeled off her light blue dress blouse and unzipped her navy blue skirt and let it all fall in a pile at her feet. Stepping out carefully, she slid out of her heels one at a time and bit her bottom lip and waited. She always hesitated, as if to ask if she should continue, like they weren't going to fuck.
Sara was much less shy after her first orgasm.
"You're beautiful," he nodded. It was a lie, she was really just okay but where would that get him? She unhooked the white bra and let that fall to the floor as well. Sara's breasts were small with tiny bud nipples that she liked to have bitten but she'd worry about him leaving marks. "And the panties," Malcolm spoke just above a whisper and felt his cock stir in his trousers.
Sara dropped the white, shiny full panties to her feet and scooted them to the side with her toes before sinking to his mattress. The bed squeaked and moaned. He'd fucked in it enough that the screws in the headboard could no longer be tightened and Malcolm gave up. Fuck the neighbors, he tolerated their music, they could put up with his fucking. Sara spread her pale thighs for him as he crawled from the chair to the center of the bed.
Just as Malcolm was taking his place between her legs, there was a knock at the door. Sara gasped and immediately slapped her hand over her mouth. Malcolm guessed it was to keep a scream inside but she was always paranoid that her neglectful husband would suddenly show some initiative and follow her to Malcolm's apartment. Along with the hand, her thighs immediately clamped shut and she shook her head no.
Malcolm just shrugged and mouthed, "don't worry," and bowed his head to kiss the top of her crevice. Sara was far from being beautiful. Not even pretty really when he compared her to the quality of tail that he was used to as a Congressman. However, her pussy tasted something like caramel, rich and sweet. Once she had an orgasm or two and the sweet torrent of her juices rained down on the gray sheets and made a sopping wet spot, she would do anything he asked.
Including turn over so that he could fuck her from behind. Malcolm preferred not to look at their faces. From behind, she could be anybody.
The knock came again and Sara cringed. The woman rolled to her side on the bed, access denied, making a face that said he should make it stop. Malcolm had to get rid of whoever it was but didn't want to get up and go to the door. "Who is it?" he barked. None of the women that he had dalliances with were exactly looking for a relationship, so it couldn't be a jealous ex. The types of cases he handled never required any work after office hours. He'd paid his rent. Thankfully he was still dressed so if it were the husband, he could just lie and say he had no idea who the fuck he was talking about. Thankfully there was a back door that led to the patio lined with palm trees and she could tiptoe her way to the alley from there.
Whoever it was knocked again instead of answering his question. Malcolm opened the door quickly and yelled, "yeah, yeah, I'm here, what the..."
It all came back so quickly when he heard Ashley's voice, soft and sweet and just like he remembered it last, "hi Daddy."
***
He wanted to keep Sara there. Malcolm's face was hot as he thought about how Ashley had now fucked him out of his Wednesday night screw on top of everything else. "It's not a big deal," he had tried to explain to Sara. Sara already had her underwear and bra back on and was straightening the skirt before he had even come back to the bedroom. "Stay, it's just my daughter. I'm sure if I throw her a couple hundred bucks, she'll go back to whatever rock she crawled from under." Malcolm tried to sound as if it hardly mattered, as if his pulse wasn't doing double time at his temples. Like he could just pretend that his palms weren't damp and nervous. As if anything about Ashley could be categorized as just his daughter.
It would be fun to fuck Sara on the loud bed knowing that Ashley was in the other room. That would be worth putting on a real show, slamming the headboard against the wall, putting his back into it so that the hinges squealed. He'd be ruthless with Sara's cunt until she cried out for more. He'd moved on, his backstabbing bitch of a daughter should know.
As it was, Sara wouldn't hear of staying and couldn't even raise her face at the door to give him a quick kiss on the lips and definitely not to look at Ashley.
That was okay, Malcolm would look for her.
His daughter was wearing a short, flowered dress that came to her mid-thigh, unbuttoned. Immediately he could see why the little tease would pick the dress, every swish of the fabric was a possible glance underneath to see if she was wearing panties. She was sure to have been a hit in that. Over the dress, a dirty, torn jean jacket with the sleeves rolled up and black combat boots. Typical Ashley, the ladylike phase must have worn off. At least her hair was still black and it hung in a braid down to almost her ass.
Down to the very softest place, at the small of her back, where she shuddered if nibbled there. Her hips bucking, her cheeks bouncing as her father stroked her throbbing button of a clitoris until she came in waves against his fingers.
Fuck, why did she have to come back? "How the hell did you find me?" Malcolm demanded. He'd never invited her in but he hadn't closed the door either.
Ashley carried a camouflage duffel bag and set it gently on the purple sofa in the living room. Her mouth was twisted and she flipped the braid to her shoulder, twirling it around her finger. It wasn't like Ashley to be nervous. "Mom," she shrugged, "it's not like you're in the witness protection program, Malcolm. People still know where you are."
So he was Malcolm again? Fine, fuck her, "what do you need? Money? Where have you been?" He wanted to shake her by the shoulders and ask the question that he really wanted her to answer but that would require touching her and touching her was too dangerous. "What do you want?" he asked in the same tone he'd ask a Jehovah's Witness.
Ashley made a face, "Jesus, you'd think after almost two years, you'd be glad to see your own flesh and blood."
Malcolm crossed his arms over his chest, "let's assume that I'm not. You still didn't answer the question, what do you want?"
Ashley was used to everyone just throwing themselves at her and it tickled Malcolm to see her so frustrated. There was almost a snarl when she didn't get her way. Ashley's upper lip curled, "Okay, I guess that's how we'll play it then, Malcolm. Fine, my car broke down in Atlanta and I needed Mom to wire me some money to fix it. Then she got all bitchy with me on the phone because I wasn't nice to whatever the fuck his name is," his daughter threw her hands up in exasperation, just like he did. "My fucking stepfather," her hand was in the jacket pocket and he heard the paper crumple. "So I just need a place to stay for a couple of days and money for the train so I can go back to school."
Out came the cigarettes and a lighter and the metallic click as she quickly inhaled and exhaled. "Put it out, you can't smoke in here," Malcolm said sternly and pointed to the window that faced the patio. It had taken him nine grueling months to quit smoking again after she left, he wasn't going to fall again.
Not for the cigarettes or for the girl.
Ashley did as she was told and when she came back to the couch, she sat. Everything with this little bitch was just assumed. She had only been in his apartment for five minutes and she already acted like she owned the place. Good riddance that she just needed to be here for a couple of days, then maybe he'd never see her again. Malcolm already decided that he'd stay late at the office for the first time since opening it. "Fine, you can sleep on the couch. I'll give you train money tomorrow and then when you're ready to go, don't come back."
She sat back on the couch and it appeared that she needed it for support, that somehow his words had knocked the wind out of her. But it was probably all bullshit. That was the trouble with Ashley though, she was a good fucking actress. He had thought she was in love with him too and look where that had led them. "Thank you," she whispered and Malcolm could swear that it sounded as if she were about to burst into tears.
He went back to his bedroom to grab his wallet and keys. When he came back, his daughter chirped, "where are you going?"
Somewhere to get drunk so that the slow motion kaleidoscope of pornographic images of her would melt into the background. Somewhere to get lost in the noise and not hear her sighs, feel her pulse echo with his, somewhere that her scent didn't follow him like a ghost. Somewhere he couldn't hear her breathy little cry of Daddy as her thighs trembled around him, drawing him in deeper, melting into him. All he said was, "out."
***
Malcolm had been too drunk to walk home. At some point as the sky began to lighten to pink in the east, he'd tripped over the curb and crawled to one of the park benches in the square. When he woke, the sun was already hot. His head throbbed and for a few seconds, all he remembered was the pain. Then it all came rushing back, the reason that he had slept outside like a dog, and with the memory came the anger.
After almost a pot of coffee at the diner and a couple of biscuits to soak up all that whiskey, Malcolm shuffled to the office. Thank god it was Savannah and it would have been perfectly acceptable to walk at this pace all day. Even at this hour, it would have been socially acceptable to meander with a plastic cup containing a mint julep or an old fashioned. Just thinking about alcohol made his stomach lurch and he promised himself yet again that once he was out of his current predicament, he'd quit drinking again.
Like most of his promises, it was short lived. By noon he felt better. The headache was easing down from behind his eyes to the back of his neck. If he had a cold shower and a clean shirt, he might almost feel human again. It took thirty minutes to talk himself into going home. Malcolm definitely didn't want to run into Ashley but he doubted that she could contain herself to the purple sofa all day. The Ashley he remembered would be out and about in a new city, seeing what kind of havoc she could wreck. Probably sidled up to a bar right now, getting free drinks from married men who were waiting anxiously to see if she were wearing panties underneath that dress.
He'd slip the money for her train ticket into the front pocket of her duffel bag and if she knew what was good for her, she'd avoid him until she left. It sounded like a perfectly acceptable plan as he was walking to the apartment but once he got to his own door, he stopped. He didn't hear any evidence of her. His hand was shaking and jumbling the keys, he had to get it together. Maybe she was already gone and he wondered why he didn't feel happy at that notion. Why in the hell was he the one who was afraid of her when it most fucking definitely should be the other way around?
The living room was empty but her duffel bag was still on the floor. If she'd put sheets or a pillow on the couch last night, Ashley had put them away. There were no dirty dishes in the sink, no clothes hanging on a chair, he felt a flood of relief, it was almost like yesterday hadn't happened at all.
The suit he had been wearing was a ruin and Malcolm wadded it up for the dry cleaners. He placed the bow tie in his top dresser drawer. In the bathroom, he stripped off yesterday's slightly smelly blue dress shirt and left it on the door handle. He was about to take down his boxers when he looked out the bathroom window.
There she was. Ashley was on the patio, stretched out on a green deck chair. She had an open book on the table next to her, face down to keep her place. Her inky, black hair was draped over the back of the chair. Her eyes were closed and she was wearing a white bikini. The flash of her, back then, was suddenly all too fresh. His little girl, suddenly a goddess and how could he not have noticed until it was too late? Malcolm could hear himself panting as if it were still that day and his daughter was every inch a woman and he had guiltily unzipped.
His cock remembered it all very well. The front of his boxers were wet and the head of his dick had already made its appearance. Ashley, his perfect girl, his perfect lover, there was no question what he had to do. His underwear came down and his hand gripped his girth at the base.
He should go out there right now. Go out to the patio, naked, because fuck all the neighbors and pick her up from that goddamn chair. Just put her over his shoulder and carry her inside. Malcolm was sure that she'd be slapping him and carrying on but Ashley's fucking problem was that she never knew that he just let her have her way. He just allowed it because, well because she was so fuckable. He was always on to the little selfish cunt. He could have picked her up and done anything he wanted all along.
He should have taken a firmer hand with her.
His hand was steady and moved up and down as his hips moved back and forth. He was already drooling precum on the bathroom floor. Once he had her inside, he'd take her to the bedroom and tie her to the headboard. His leather belt around her wrists would work nicely, then buckled to the metal frame. She'd be caught in a trap of her own making. She'd scream and call him Malcolm and he would just laugh because it was time she learned a lesson. He'd rip the bikini top off and expose her gorgeous nipples. He remembered exactly how she liked to feel the edge of his teeth on just the tips but to hell with what she liked. This wasn't about foreplay, this time was just for him. He didn't give a shit if she liked it or not this time. Malcolm would snatch off the white bikini bottoms and there she would be, his darling, little daughter, naked and served up like lunch.
"Malcolm, stop," she'd be so furious, curling that upper lip at him. That face, the face that said he was nothing, that she never had respected him. Ungrateful little slut.
His thighs clenched, his dick throbbed and he knew that it wouldn't be much longer before he couldn't hold back. Malcolm wouldn't care if she was furious, it was actually better that way. With one hand over her mouth, the other would guide his angry dick to her seeping, sweet little cunt and without hesitation, he'd plunge to the bottom. She was so small, so tight on his cock and like this, it would hurt her to have every bit of him slamming inside. Taking her, fucking her, raping her, it just what she deserved. She'd always been a cocktease and she'd known, that scheming little bitch always knew he wanted to do.
His hand was relentless as his fantasy continued. She'd wanted it like that in the kitchen that day when she'd shown her own father her perfect pussy. That's when this really began, this sick obsession. "Bitch," he muttered as he jacked off and she was a heartless, scheming little spoiled cunt. She'd cost him everything and all he wanted was his heart back.
Every look, they all came crashing together as he picked up the pace. The bikini became the night on the couch when he first took her panties down. That became washing her in the tub but with his hand between her legs. That became watching his beautiful daughter look him in the eye as she sucked every last droplet of cum from his cock. It was a slide show of all the most picturesque moments, the ones that were tattooed on his brain. The head of his dick was drooling for her snatch and he realized at that moment that pulling out and shooting all over her face would be perfect. He'd watch the streams run down her mouth, like milk. He would come in long, sticky rivulets, covering his daughter in his seed. It would be so satisfying to hear her sputter and choke. Maybe she'd even cry when it was all over. Good, fuck her.
When Malcolm came, he shot it all over the bathroom wall with a cry that almost sounded like a sob.
***
He'd said goodbye to Tess after his two-drink minimum and he strolled up the shady side of the street to the yellow building with the long front porch that he called home. It wasn't happiness that was surging through his veins, that would be overstating things. Happiness would have been possible two years ago, but then again, what the fuck did he know?
Proud of himself, that's what it was. Malcolm used the handkerchief in his breast pocket to mop the trickle of sweat that ran down the side of his forehead to his cheek. He was proud of himself, he hadn't let her get under his skin. He'd basically ignored her and now he could get back to his life. Ashley was gone and maybe when his lease was up, Malcolm would move into the blue Victorian two blocks east. Virginia wouldn't need his forwarding address.
They could both fuck off.
He picked up the mail and whistled a little bit of a tune that he didn't remember the name of as the keys jingled in the lock. When he came inside, the telltale of cigarette smoke was at once intoxicating and a warning. Fucking Ashley, she was as devastating as a fire and she was still inside.
"What are you doing here? Didn't your train leave?" Malcolm sounded cold and that was better than letting her know how frantic he was on the inside. She was wearing another dress, this one was a sheath, long sleeved and black. It came to her knees and fit her like a glove. Her red toenails peeked out of her blue flip flops. Her hair was in a bun and the black tendrils that had escaped caressed the back of her neck and seemed to beckon to him. He should push them up as he kissed the nape of her neck and took in her scent that he'd memorized long ago.
To hell with that, they're snakes, Malcolm nodded to himself. Sounded about right, like Medusa and just as trustworthy.
Ashley said quietly, "in a little bit, Malcolm. Don't worry, I'll be gone soon enough, okay?" Her voice shook a little at the end and her big, blue eyes were shining with tears.



Crocodile tears, Malcolm reminded himself. "An hour?" he demanded. Fine, he'd give her an hour. One more drink, one more hour in the life of another man that she'd ruined, it was nothing. "You'll be gone in an hour?"
"Goddammit, Daddy," Ashley stood, her face was pink and one tear had escaped, running down her cheek. "Why are being like this to me? Why do you hate me?" She took a step forward and then another and she had almost closed the gap between them and her breath on his face made him shudder. His daughter reached out and placed her small hand on his chest, almost on his heart.
It was a trap and Malcolm shook his head. "What now, little girl? You want me to fuck you? You want another video of it so you can blackmail me?" Her eyes were scared and his voice sounded evil. He had clenched his hands into fists and dug his nails into his palms. He'd have bloody marks there tomorrow but that was better than grabbing her. "Fucking little bitch, didn't change anything for you, did it, Ashley? Well guess what?" If he grabbed her, would he slap her face? Would he rip that dress in two and hold her up against the wall? Shit, he didn't even know which, maybe both. "I don't have anything to lose anymore, so don't fuck with me."
Her black lashes fluttered, trying to hold back the tears that were coming in spite of her best efforts. "What are you talking about, Daddy?" she whispered, her voice sounded broken.
"The videos, the ones you gave to Dell?" He was shouting, it wasn't even that he cared that he was no longer a Congressman. "So he could make me quit. And you just left!" That's what had crushed him.
"Daddy, I don't know what you're talking about," Ashley sobbed. "I was so stupid. I left the room after you were asleep to go grab a Coke and Dell was there. He saw me in the hall and he said that Mom knew. That Mom was coming down and there was going to be a press conference." Malcolm could hardly breathe as she continued and wondered if this was what having a heart attack was like. "He said I better leave if I didn't want you to get hurt. Dell told me that you'd call me when everything got handled."
She was shivering, holding herself. Ashley was waiting for the same explanation that he'd turned over and over in his mind a million times since seeing the "sorry Daddy" on the mirror. "Motherfucker," was all he could say. "Dell told me you had videos of us and you'd given them to him."
It was one more step and she was there, her arms around his neck, her brilliant blue eyes wet, her tear-stained face so kissable. Ashley had never looked so angelic and why did that make him want to do the most depraved things to her? "I would never do anything like that, Daddy. Not to you." His arms opened of their own accord and she melted into them. Her round lips were bare of gloss and her breath smelled like Juicy Fruit and Marlboros and Malcolm wanted to drink it down in gulps. "I love you, Daddy," she looked him in the eye when she said it and the words seeped into every pore. "Besides, I'm not a rat."
Malcolm couldn't help but chuckle. That was his girl. This close, his body was nothing more than the old familiar liquid and chemical reactions to his first love. His skin needed her skin, he needed to run his fingers down her body, followed by his tongue. "Then I'm an even bigger asshole than you thought I was," he murmured, reaching for her face. His fingers shook a little on her flesh, "forgive me, little girl?"
Ashley's voice entered him as she whispered, "yes, Daddy," and they tasted each other's breath. Trembling, his heart exploding in his chest as she sighed and pressed her velvety little mouth into him. This was the kiss that had been waiting for him, the kiss that would swallow him up. His daughter's tongue was warm and when it touched his, Malcolm moaned and took her deeper. She invaded his mouth and Malcolm gladly gave her everything, he had to have all of her. When they parted, he looked down and laughed at himself. It was so ridiculous to think that he could have let her walk away. Kissing Ashley gave him a wet spot in the front of his pants. His little girl noticed and pointed with her dainty finger, quoting the old line with raised eyebrows, "I think you're happy to see me Daddy. Or at least part of you is."
Without another word, his raven-haired beauty took a step backwards, toward the hall. With the next step, she kicked off a flip flop and another step and her feet were bare. Her tiny, little toes, Malcolm wanted to kiss them one at a time and then her instep and work his way up to her ankles. He followed, out of breath as if this were a marathon rather than just meandering their way to the bedroom. As she slid the hem of her dress up, revealing a little more and then a little more thigh, Malcolm groaned as his erection lurched in his pants. "Yes, baby girl, god, show me," he begged. So many sleepless nights where the memory of her had him cursing that he didn't know the backs of her knees or the crease under her beautiful bottom. He was going to change all of that tonight.
Two more steps and he could see the bedroom door and Ashley brought the dress up to her waist. Malcolm groaned, it was almost impossible to walk and maybe he should crawl. There were her panties. Her sweet little underthings had always been a temptation. After the episode in the kitchen and her banishment, Malcolm had sought comfort in the pink pair that he'd found in her room. The lightest pink, the fabric was shiny and reminiscent of her perfect, blossoming lower lips. Swollen and open and inviting her father's lips and tongue to anoint her with the most illicit of kisses. These panties were just like the ones that he'd desecrated so many times. "Fuck, little girl, don't stop," he was rubbing himself in his pants as he followed.
Ashley stopped right outside of his bedroom and pulled the dress over her head, throwing it to the floor. No bra, his daughter's signature move around the house when they had company was to wear a dress just like that, fitted, hugging every curve and no bra. It was like she knew exactly what he jacked off to. Of course she knew, she was Ashley.
Ashley took two more steps into the bedroom and she turned to crawl across the mattress and lay her head on his pillow. She was stunning. His daughter's pale body on the gray sheets, her little fingers pulled out the pins in her hair and the ink spill of her curls fanned out over his pillow. Malcolm approached, almost afraid to touch her in case she was only a mirage like all of the other Ashley's that he'd dreamed of since she left. On the edge of the bed, on his knees, still fully dressed, his worship began. "I missed you," he whispered on the back of one calf as he raised it and placed her small foot on his chest. "My god, I missed you so much," he kissed the top of the other foot as well, his fingertips roaming up her calves to her thighs. Watching his daughter tremble under his touch was an aphrodisiac all of its own. Reaching underneath her legs, feeling the satin skin on the backs of her thighs, the place that would shake when she was cumming made his dick beg to come out. Malcolm's underwear was a second skin, wet and clinging but he couldn't unbuckle and unzip.
He needed to know every inch of her; in case this was the last time.
Still holding her legs, Malcolm parted them and his eyes were riveted on her panty clad mound. He could see her crevice in these panties, her bare, sweet lips and she had such a girlish, innocent looking pussy. It should have made him feel even more guilty to want it but Malcolm was starving for her. The desire nagging at him, like a wound that wouldn't heal. He slowly caressed her hips, hooked his fingers in the waistband and carefully removed her tiny underwear.
She was naked. Not just another, anonymous naked woman in his bed, some bitter divorcee or a bored waitress or just some barfly who hadn't even properly introduced herself. This was his daughter, his lover and the line between the two had been too blurred to know where one stopped and the other began. Malcolm made his way to the place between her thighs and inhaled. Her perfume rising from her crevice and drew him in. Ashley was wet, wet as rain and glistening and her scent was sweet and ripe. His chin was wet, Malcolm was salivating for her.
Ashley remembered the question that she had asked him that night on the desk and repeated it. "Daddy, do I have a pretty, little pussy?"
He could barely speak, Malcolm nodded his head as he looked up into her blue eyes. Unlike the old saying, she might be a devil in the bedroom but it was the fact that she appeared to be so angelic that drove him wild. "The most beautiful little pussy Daddy has ever seen, darling," he told her for the second time, meaning every word. Malcolm couldn't hold himself back one more second.
A kiss, a sweet, reverent kiss on her mound. Then a long lick along the center line to taste his daughter's cream. With his hands on her bottom, Malcolm began to open her lips with his tongue. Lapping, sighing with pleasure at her taste, it had been so long and he'd never wanted to taste any other woman's cum as badly as his daughter's.
She purred and shivered and moved her hips under him. My god, she was soaked, Malcolm moaned into her flesh. There was already a puddle underneath her and he'd just begun. The thought that Ashley wanted this as much as he went straight to Malcolm's erection. The tip of his tongue found her clitoris and every touch of her there sent a new tremor down her thighs.
He was licking her hard, stony little clit, feeling her swell on his tongue. She was so engorged, so slick and pink and hot. "Daddy," Ashley whimpered and he slid his index finger inside. Slipping it back out, the digit was covered in her juices and Malcolm would only take his mouth off of her clit to suck it and clean it and plunge it back inside. Ashley's hips melted into him and her movements came faster with his finger deep inside and his tongue continuing to bathe her. Slowly up and down, circling her bud, then sucking as he pushed a second finger inside.
Ashley's fingers were in his hair as Malcolm began to beckon with his two fingers. She was fucking his mouth with her clit, pushing herself in deeper, pulling back. Her drenched pussy had clamped down on him as if she were trying to draw him inside. "Yes, oh god, yes," his little girl cried out, the pleasure gripped her body as she surrendered and stiffened under him. Her orgasm began pouring from her little opening all over his hand and Malcolm rubbed his face in her folds, baptized with his daughter's sweetness.
Malcolm felt it, in his own body. Her orgasm became his as he gulped her down. Her delectable juices entering him, his little angel had never tasted sweeter or wet him so thoroughly. As he withdrew his fingers and continued to kiss her, Ashley wrapped her thighs tightly around his head and vibrated under him. Her hands on his face, Malcolm could feel her pulse on his cheek and he wondered if their hearts didn't beat in time.
He had lost track of time and Malcolm decided he could spend hours here when her sleepy voice called to him, "oh Daddy, you're amazing at that."
Malcolm kissed his way up her body, following the line that ran down the center of her abdomen and he decided that if she stayed, he needed to fatten her up a bit. Ashley looked a little thin and suddenly he was a father that wanted her to stop smoking too. Suddenly a lover, kissing the crease under her breasts and both puckered nipples, he wanted to tell her that he'd get even better at oral sex if she stayed and allowed him to practice on her night and day. He didn't say a word though.
Lost in her blue eyes from his vantage point on the other pillow, Malcolm drew her near. "Well I have been thinking about that for a very long time, so I'm glad that I didn't disappoint."
Ashley ran her fingers through his hair, "you've gotten more gray."
Malcolm kissed her cheek, "I always was gray. I used to dye it, darling."
Ashley made a face, "you did not," she giggled.
Malcolm laughed at himself, "I swear, I did. It was for television." It had been Dell's idea and that name wasn't allowed in this house, let alone in this bed.
"Well, you look very distinguished with the gray," she gave him the flirty eyes that made Malcolm and every other man that saw them, weak in the knees. "Why are you still dressed?"
He was going to have to tell her and it was a little embarrassing and definitely put him at a disadvantage. On the other hand, he was already completely in love with her so there was no way that Malcolm was getting the upper hand in anything. "I have to confess," he ran his fingers down her neck from her chin to her décolletage. "You made me cum in my pants just now."
His little girl looked pleased. "I'm guessing that's not the first time that you did that, is it Daddy?"
There had been so many close calls but they were all with Ashley. "Actually it is," Malcolm held her hand and weaved his fingers between hers. "But there were a few times that were close." He had missed talking to her, his co-conspirator. Before Ashley hated him, she was his biggest fan and their banter had often been the bright spot in his day. He had missed so much of her, cut off from her, all of her, Dell's punishment had been so cruel. "Where have you been, little girl? What have you been doing?"
Ashley touched his face and everywhere her fingers went, Malcolm felt an electric pulse. "I took the money out of my savings account and bought a car. I've just been traveling," she shrugged, of course she had been. "After all that time in military school, it's been pretty nice."
Free as a bird, without a care in the world, while everything had come crashing down around her. The father in him would have been worried for her, out on her own like that. The lover would have been jealous. Maybe it was better that he hadn't known. Malcolm teased her, "it was boarding school Ashley. They wouldn't take you at military school, my love.
Ashley laughed, "I had a few jobs too," her calf slid up his leg and his dick pulsed. Every inch of her was magic. "Enough shitty jobs to know that I need to go back to college."
Malcolm's cock was coming back to life and the suit was ruined. "Is that the plan now, darling?" he asked as he undressed for her.
Her face was unreadable. Serious, her round little mouth a straight line and all Ashley would say was, "I don't know."
Malcolm was naked and folded her in his arms, this is how she should always be. He reached down between his daughter's legs and wet his hand in what was left of her orgasm. He used that to rub himself. Malcolm wanted to be scented with Ashley's cum, covered in it, marked with it. "God, Ashley," he murmured, rubbing the head of his cock on her milky, white thigh, "I've thought about making love with you again and again for almost two years." They'd all been Ashley. Even if she had never been in his apartment, she'd haunted him. Sometimes he'd wake up from a dream of her and Malcolm could pick up her scent on the wind.
She rose from his pillow and mounted him. Malcolm cried out as his daughter removed his hands and replaced them with her own. "Show me, Daddy," she teased him, rubbing the dripping head of his dick on her clit, winding her hips back and forth. "Show me how much you missed making love with your little girl," with that Ashley took every inch of his throbbing erection inside her tight, slick little pussy.
She rode him slowly and Malcolm was grateful that he'd already shot his load because just a few seconds of watching her work her hips like that and he'd have sprayed inside her. Ashley had one hand on his chest, right where his heart was beating triple time and he wondered if she could feel how much he loved her. With her right hand, his daughter touched her nipples. "Baby," he moaned, sinking his fingers into her thighs, gripping her to him. "Yes, just like that, oh Ashley," Malcolm met her rhythm and watched every glorious inch of her bounce as she rode his cock.
"Just like that, Daddy?" she was teasing him, that voice, that voice that she used to seduce him when she was the bane of his existence for being such a cocktease. "Fuck Daddy just like that?" and she slowed down, coming all the way off his dick and then plunging down on him all the way to the base. Malcolm gasped and felt himself nod.
Yes, fuck him just like that. Just like he'd always dreamed she would. Just like he'd stroked his cock to and begged for. His little vixen, his little angel, she was both and neither. Malcolm wanted to last forever for her but the head of his dick was pulsating with the pleasure of her perfectly sopping snatch and he wasn't sure how much longer he could hold on.
Ashley began to make little sobbing noises as she picked up the pace. "God, Daddy, I'm going to cum, oh please," and her hand slapped his chest as she pulled him in and squeezed. Milking his cock, his daughter was stiff and she covered her mouth to keep the scream silent.
Malcolm let go and he'd never cum so much and it had never been like this. Still fucking her, with every spurt, pushing it down deep inside her, filling her, feeling his semen gush back out to cover him. There was no end and the sound of pleasure that came from him could only belong to an animal in heat. "Ashley, I love you baby," he panted as the last of his seed entered his daughter.
She collapsed on his chest was a little cry. They were just impulses and shivers now, goosebumps and deep breaths. They were melded together and Malcolm didn't ever want his beauty to get off him. He was still inside her when she moved to his side. Ashley was glowing, pink cheeks, radiant, her blue eyes twinkled. "Oh Daddy, that was perfect," she sounded as if she were about to drift off.
Malcolm had been here before and the memory of it all came rushing back. Wasn't she technically supposed to be on a train right now, the train to far away and never to return? The train that he had pretended that he wanted her on. Had there ever been a train? Had there ever been a reason for her to be here other than wanting to be in her father's bed once more? He knew it was none of his business. After all, Ashley was an adult and could do as she pleased. And that was the trouble with falling in love with his daughter. Malcolm suddenly knew it, that she was going to have to grow up and go away. Still, he couldn't help but ask before she fell asleep naked in his bed once more, "are you going to be here in the morning, my love?"
She shifted her hips and murmured, "I don't know, Daddy."
Malcolm watched her for as long as he could, fighting sleep so that he could make sure that he'd memorized her hair on the pillow. Then it was her full, bottom lip, the one that he always wanted to bite but kept forgetting. Her small hands resting on her belly and his. The sheen of her skin, her collarbones, Malcolm wanted an inventory of all of it.
Something to remember her by.
***
His schedule hadn't changed much since it all happened. Malcolm still was in the office by 9:30 although the door declared that his office hours began at 8. He still shuffled paperwork for his few clients until lunch. Lunch was either at the diner or a quick sandwich around the corner so that he could get in time for a quick nap on the leather sofa by the window. Malcolm needed his rest.
He still closed and locked the office door by 4:55 because fuck anyone who wanted to call him that late in the day. He was in his normal seat for happy hour, come rain or come shine. Today though, he had changed his seat from the last bar all the way to the left. Tess was shocked to see her favorite lawyer at a table near the window.
Tess asked in her drawl that was just for show, "you feelin' alright, Malcolm? You drunk already?"



He chuckled and shrugged, that could have been a logical conclusion up until the last couple of weeks. He hadn't kept his promise to quite but he had cut back considerably. He made poor decisions when drinking, like sleeping in the park. "No, not drunk. I'm just keeping my eye out," and checking his watch.
Every minute with her was to be savored. It had been two weeks and the duffel bag was officially unpacked but it wasn't put away in a closet. She still had no plans and Malcolm thought that the little girl he knew before was always scheming about something. Of course, she wasn't exactly a little girl anymore.
Ashley had come into view. She was across the street in the shade, wearing a white tank top with a hole in the front that showed the red bra underneath. Then there were the jeans that were almost rags and Malcolm shook his head. She dressed like she was homeless, but he couldn't deny that it held its charms. The sight of her like that, with her hair wild and thick eyeliner on, brought back so many memories of longing that his cock felt compelled to respond once again.
Ashley, his little girl, waiting for him. He waved the twenty at Tess, "I've got to go."
The bartender was quick to walk to the window and look to see what had him in such a hurry. A knowing smile spread across Tess's face when she saw the girl in the tank top. "Who's that?" she asked as she took his money.
He'd been trying to figure that out himself for so long. Malcolm smiled and told her, "that's Ashley."
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Grandpa Jack had been declining ever since Grandma had passed, at least that's what they all said. Lydia didn't believe it. She didn't think that it had anything to do with his blood pressure or his gall bladder or whatever other pills they had him on. It was because he was heartbroken.
Lydia had told her father her theory that morning. "You're such a drama queen," her father had said in a tone that dismissed her. They were stuck together in the car on the way to the hospital, on their way to pick up Grandpa Jack from his overnight stay. Today was to be Lydia's turn to watch him until 9:00 pm when the night nurse came over. "He just takes lousy care of himself," her dad muttered and Lydia watched as his left hand strayed from the steering wheel to his belly. Dad had gotten a lot fatter lately and he drank a lot more too. Lydia hadn't ratted him out to her mom but quite often, he smelled like cigarettes even though he supposedly quit three years ago.
If she was a drama queen then her father was definitely a liar. Saying that would only start an argument that she'd never win and she still needed him to pay off the credit card before she headed back to school. Better to keep it all to herself, she decided as she kept her eyes riveted on the boring Midwestern scenery. It was corn and soybeans as far as the eye could see except for the ribbon of tollway that snaked through the center of all that farmland. The highway was busy at all times of day and night and seemed to be a constant reminder that people did leave. They got out and some never came back. Lydia could hardly wait to go back to school and civilization.
Once they had arrived at the nurse's station, her father was all business. "We're here to pick up Jack Whiteside," he said in a gruff, no-nonsense voice to the nurse with red glasses perched on the end of her nose. Her father always seemed to have something better to do, no matter what he was doing.
The nurse looked up from the computer screen and the glasses slid back into place. "Oh good," she didn't even try to hide it, "he's definitely ready."
Her father shook his head and made a noise that said all kinds of things. Like his father was still the cut-up and the bad influence and here he was, the child who had to be an adult; it didn't even need words. When Grandma Lydia was alive, she used to chide dad for losing his patience with a tsk-tsk and a pat on the arm. She always had a little, secret smile when she talked about Grandpa Jack. She'd remind her son, "But that's why we all love your father."
Lydia had been named for her grandmother. When she was younger, she had protested, "But my name's not Rosebud," which was the only other name she knew her grandmother to be called, other than Grandma.
"No, that's just a stupid nickname that your Grandpa has for her," her dad had told her as he rolled his eyes; like nicknames were also waste of time and just one more thing that he found annoying. "Her real name is Lydia, just like yours." Lydia liked her name but so far, most of her life, almost everyone called her Lids, even Grandpa Jack.
Everyone always said that she and Grandma looked alike too, especially after Lydia had gotten to be a teenager. She didn't agree. Lydia had seen the pictures and she wished that she really did look like the glamorous woman in those black and white photos. Grandma Lydia had been a model and had done a little acting back in the day before she married Grandpa Jack. Even when she had been old, people said that Grandma was stunning. Grandma had the same honey blonde hair then that she had in the pictures, almost the identical shade of Lydia's. That was where the resemblance ended though, or at least Lydia thought. Grandma had been built like Marilyn Monroe. She'd seen those pictures of the first Lydia in her bikini and it was obvious that she was practically perfect. Lydia still hated the flair of her hips and the tops of her thighs and hoped that eventually, she'd outgrow them both. Maybe then she'd be more like Rosebud.
She'd taken it especially hard when Grandma Lydia had passed. It was as if a piece of her were gone as well. She couldn't really talk to her father about it. Dad would just shrug and tell her that death and taxes were both inevitable, or something equally horrifying in its cruelty. She'd tried to talk to Grandpa Jack once or twice but he was far too quiet when Lydia's name was brought up. There were tears in his usually dancing, blue eyes and she hadn't known what to say.
This afternoon, as Lydia and her father entered Grandpa Jack's hospital room, she immediately saw the sparkle of laughter in his eyes and she found it reassuring. Lydia instantly knew that whatever the procedure had been, Grandpa Jack was just fine and would make a complete recovery. "Hey Lids, how's tricks?" he asked, with his hand out to high five her.
Lydia slapped his hand and felt how cool and dry his palm was. "Good, Grandpa, how are you?"
Another nurse wrote something on the clipboard and then checked his wheelchair. Lydia was sure that the hospital must be making him use the wheelchair to leave. Grandpa Jack would rather crawl through broken glass than use it. "Well considering what they feed you here," he made a face that made Lydia giggle, "and the fact that they hide all the good drugs on you, not too bad."
The nurse hadn't laughed at either one of those observations and neither had her father. All the nurse said was, "Mr. Whiteside, here are your home care instructions. You're going to need someone with you 24 hours a day for the next week or two." She bent down and spoke much louder, as if Grandpa Jack were deaf or slow, "We don't want you to fall or hurt yourself."
Grandpa Jack nodded, "Or hear anything ever again in this ear," he added with a grin that was just for Lydia. "Don't worry, I'll be a good boy and I guess Lids is babysitting me today so what could possibly happen?"
Lydia pushed the wheelchair down the hall, to the elevator. Once the three of them were inside, Grandpa Jack asked, "How do you like my new look Lids? Pajamas all day, just like Hugh Hefner," he chuckled as he put up one arm for Lydia to see his blue and white striped pajama shirt.
"It's great," Lydia said before bending down to kiss Grandpa on his head. His gray hair was combed neatly and she thought that one of the nurses must have done it. Lately, Grandpa hadn't been much for sprucing up.
She pushed the wheelchair through the foyer and straight to her father's car. On the ride to Grandpa Jack's house, she could sense the tension between her dad and her grandpa. They had never been close and since her grandmother had died, her father kept insisting that Grandpa Jack should sell the house and move into assisted living. Grandpa Jack said that he'd rather burn the house down with him still inside than go to a place that he referred to as "hell's waiting room." Her father wouldn't stop finding reasons to bring it up though.
"The nurse will be here tonight, Dad," her father reminded Grandpa Jack after he'd brought him in the house and wheeled him to the center of the living room. "But if anything happens," he pointed his finger at both his father and Lydia, "anything at all, you need to call the hospital right away. I mean it, Dad," her father said as he shook his finger at Grandpa Jack like he was a bad, little kid.
"If anything happens, just throw me in the driveway and run me over with the car, Lids, okay?" Grandpa Jack asked with a chuckle before replying to his oldest son. "I'm fine. The hospital just makes you do all this shit so that you don't sue their asses. Go," he shooed her dad away with one bruised hand, "Lids and I will be fine."
Once her father was safely in the car and backed down the driveway, Grandpa Jack tried to push himself up and out of the wheelchair. He groaned and immediately took a seat once again . "Dammit," he muttered and looked like he was going to try again. His forearms shook a little.
"Grandpa, stop," Lydia said with a hand on his shoulder. "What do you want?" she asked.
"Well, a sandwich would be good," he shook his head yes. "How about an Italian beef from Tony's? Extra cheese, extra juice, hot peppers on the side because that girl in there goes crazy with 'em if you put 'em on the sandwich." He paused and rubbed his unshaven chin that had sprouted a few white hairs, "Oh and an order of onion rings. And whatever you want, Lids. There's money in my top dresser drawer." He laid a finger across his mouth to tell her that was a secret and wiggled his eyebrows at her. "Or maybe we should just say fuck it and go to Vegas? Why are we hanging out around here?"
He'd always made her laugh and even like this, Lydia couldn't help it but crack up. "Let's see what your instructions say," she told him as she unfolded the papers that the humorless nurse had shoved in her direction. "That's a big no on the Italian beef sandwich," Lydia told him as she read the bullet points. "Jello," she announced as Grandpa Jack groaned, "you can have Jello today, Grandpa. No solid foods yet."
"Jello?" he asked weakly. He sighed and shrugged his shoulders, almost as if he were resigned to the instructions and that wasn't like her Grandpa Jack at all. "Okay, screw it, gimme some Jello."
Lydia found a six pack of assorted Jello cups in her grandfather's refrigerator and called out, "you want orange or cherry?"
"Cherry."
When she returned with the open container and a spoon, Grandpa Jack took them both and grumbled, "They'll kill you with this goddamn Jello." After a couple of spoonfuls though, he seemed to have cheered up a bit and added, "Thanks. I hate to have you wait on me Lids. A beautiful girl like you shouldn't be stuck babysitting an old man like me all day." He put another spoonful of Jello in his mouth and talked with his mouth full, "You should be out with a boy."
She had plenty of opportunities to spend time with boys and almost all of them were disappointing for a myriad of reasons. Lydia just shrugged.
"On the other hand," Grandpa Jack continued as he scraped up the last of the Jello, "most boys your age are schmucks so maybe you should just hang out with me."
"Exactly," she told him before she took the empty cup back to the kitchen. Once she'd thrown the cup in the garbage and washed the spoon, she set it back in the drawer with all of the spoons its size. She noticed that not one thing had changed in the kitchen since Grandma Lydia had died. In fact, if Grandma were haunting the house, she would be able to find everything just as she left it.
Grandpa looked tired and wanted to "sleep in my own bed," so Lydia wheeled Grandpa Jack to his bedroom. She put out both arms and assisted him, one step at a time, from the wheelchair to the bed and watched as he eased his way to the mattress with his eyes shut tightly as if to block out the pain. "Everything in this house is the same as it was when Grandma was alive," she murmured, unsure if she should bring up her namesake when Grandpa already wasn't feeling well. "Except the bedroom," she added. Since Grandma Lydia had passed, the bed had changed from a queen sized bed with a light pink, fabric headboard to a twin bed with an adjustable base so Grandpa could watch TV. Grandma Lydia would have never allowed him to have a TV in the bedroom but her vanity had been moved from its place at the far side of the room and had been replaced with a TV on a plain brown stand.
"Yes, except the bedroom," Grandpa Jack repeated with a sad sigh.
Lydia told him in a small voice as she pulled the covers up and tucked them in around his shoulders, "I still miss Grandma."
As Grandpa Jack lay his head on the thin pillow and closed his eyes, he said in a faraway voice, "Me too."
Lydia pushed the wheelchair back, closer to the bedroom door and then turned off the table lamp before closing Grandpa Jack's door. She checked her phone for the time. According to the instructions, she had about three hours before he was due for more pills and then maybe more Jello.
On her way back to the living room, she stopped in front of the spare bedroom door. Lydia hadn't been in there in years and wondered if this wasn't where her grandmother's vanity had been placed. She wouldn't normally just barge in, especially not if Grandpa Jack had been his usual, spritely self but since she was technically the adult in charge at the moment, Lydia decided it was okay to snoop.
When she entered the room, she felt her mouth open, shocked into silent surprise. Holy shit, Lydia thought as she looked around. Here she had thought it was strange that the kitchen was kept in such pristine condition, as if it awaited the return of Grandma Lydia. The spare bedroom was almost a shrine to her late grandmother. Her vanity was here, pushed up against the back wall and Lydia immediately went over to it. She remembered being fascinated with her Grandma's vanity as a child. She remembered watching intently as Grandma Lydia sat there and put on her makeup. Grandma had given Lydia instructions as she went along. "You start the blush here," she would say, something like that as she pointed with one dainty finger. Grandma Lydia always had long nails that she had kept painted a deep, blood red. Her fingers and toes both were painted to match and she'd point to her high cheekbone with one red nail. "You don't want to look like you're wearing blush, you want to look like you're excited."
Lydia took a seat on the stool and ran her fingertips over the top of the vanity. The dark wood still gleamed in the low overhead light and she bet that of all the household chores that he'd stopped doing, he still dusted this. Grandpa Jack most likely used the lemon furniture polish on the vanity to keep it just the way Grandma would have wanted it.
She'd never opened the lid before and it almost seemed sacrilegious to do so, but Lydia told herself that she'd put it all back exactly as he'd left it as she opened the vanity. To the right was a small jewelry box with a jeweled pink flower on the lid. This was where Grandma Lydia had kept her pearls, her "real" jewelry, she had told Lydia once upon a time. "Just my engagement ring and these pearls are real," she had confessed one afternoon when they'd played dress up together. "Everything else is costume jewelry," she said as she attached the back of one pearl earring.
"Costume jewelry?" Lydia remembered asking, not understanding the difference.
"Well, my dear, real jewels are very expensive," her Grandma had told her as she smoothed her braids back, "and your Grandpa isn't a rich man."
"He's not?" Lydia had wondered because they had every kind of soda available in the refrigerator, which made her grandparents seem rich.
Grandma had twisted her round lips into her secret smile and whispered, "No, he's not rich but he has other things that are much more important."
Lydia opened the jewelry box and found the pearl earrings and the rope of pearls wound in a circle on the top. Her grandmother's engagement ring and wedding ring were set in two slots next to the earrings. She might as well put it all on, Lydia told herself as she slipped the cool metal ring onto her third finger of her left hand. When would she have an opportunity to do this again?
Once she had the rings on, Lydia wound the cool, hard pearls around her throat and felt them tumble into her bra and puddle there. She pulled them out and let them slide down her tee shirt before she clipped the pearl earrings on. One glance in the mirror and she knew something was missing. For one thing, her hair was a mess and Grandma Lydia would never be seen with her hair up in a messy bun that was made with a ponytail holder. Grandma Lydia had kept her blonde hair shoulder length until the day she died and it was always, even when she was in hospice, perfectly brushed with every hair in its place.
Lydia reached further back into the vanity and found the black, enamel hair brush that her grandmother had used to brush her hair with. She could remember her namesake carefully counting the strokes. "At least a hundred strokes every day," she had reminded Lydia once before tugging the brush through Lydia's knots and frizz. Lydia felt the edge of something round and moved her hand a little further to the right and brought out a small, crystal ashtray with a half empty, green pack of Benson & Hedges along with a small gold lighter.
That's right, Lydia shook her head, there had been ashtrays all over the house when she was little but the last few years, there was only this one. Lydia had been instructed to stay on the lookout for Grandpa Jack. "He'll yell at me if he catches me smoking," she had told Lydia in a nervous voice as she clicked the lighter. Lydia remembered hearing her inhale deeply. Then she would exhale suddenly and then cough. "Delicious," she would whisper as if the cigarette were a piece of her homemade German chocolate cake.
Lydia didn't know why she needed to do it, but she tapped the pack and procured one long, white cylinder. She held it between her lips and lit the cigarette. Just like the Lydia before her, she inhaled sharply and filled her lungs entirely with smoke before she expelled it with a hard cough that came from her stomach. Fuck, why had Grandma liked to smoke, she wondered as the head rush began. And she even kept smoking after the cancer and even after Grandpa Jack had begun to throw out the cigarettes and all the ashtrays and lighters.
Lydia's mouth was dry and ashy and she didn't see the appeal.
Lydia left the cigarette to smolder in the ashtray and reached to the left. There was a tube of the crimson lipstick that matched Grandma's fingernails. Grandma Lydia had beautiful lips; a full, generous round mouth and perfect, movie star teeth. She'd grown up seeing the lipstick print on glasses and cups and quite often, on Grandpa Jack's cheeks or mouth. Lydia opened the lipstick and leaned in closer to watch her reflection pucker up. She outlined her lips slowly, following her grandmother's instructions to outline just past the border.
"Always check your teeth," Lydia could hear her grandmother say, and she did, just to make sure there was no red paint on them.
Her lips were crimson and they looked slippery and slick in the low light and somehow that made the smoking more palatable. Lydia felt like a movie star from the old days of black and white movies as she puffed, exhaled and tapped the cigarette that was now rimmed in lipstick. All she needed to do now was brush her hair one hundred strokes and maybe she'd have channeled the first Lydia enough for the reflection to be convincing.
She tugged out the rubber band and carefully guided the brush through her blonde hair. It took some time but when she'd counted one hundred, Lydia's hair shone like spun gold. She replaced the hairbrush inside the vanity and flicked her honey colored waves back over each shoulder before drawing deeply on the cigarette once more. She blew the smoke out on the glass and from the side, yes, now she could definitely see the resemblance.
Of course, the outfit was what killed it now. Grandma Lydia wouldn't have been caught dead in a tee shirt and skinny jeans with holes in both knees.
There was a long, green dress that hung on a hook on the front of the closet door. After a quick look in the closet, Lydia realized that she recognized most of it. It seemed that Grandpa had meticulously kept all of her favorite clothes, the ones that Grandma Lydia had said were special for one reason or another.
She slid the hangers to the right and looked each piece up and down. There was the hot pink jumpsuit that she'd worn for Labor Day long ago. Her father had said Grandma was much too old to wear it and Lydia's mother had complained about how Grandma's butt had bounced in that jumpsuit all day and that she'd made quite a spectacle of herself. Lydia was pretty sure that her mother had just been jealous and that Grandma never cared what anyone but Grandpa Jack thought.



There was a yellow, polka dotted dress with a crinoline and a bow in the back. It looked like it was from the 50's and maybe it was something that Lydia had modeled. There was a black, see-through peignoir with fur trimmed sleeves that made Lydia giggle when she thought about her wearing that for Grandpa.
There it was, the black dress that Grandma had said was just right with pearls. It was a sleeveless dress and very simple, just a sheath but it hugged her body like it had been made for her and knowing Grandma, it might have been. Lydia fingered the zipper and wondered if she'd be able to squeeze into it.
She slid out of the tight jeans and kicked them to the side along with her tee shirt. Lydia unzipped the dress and shimmied as it worked down over her body. She just had to hold her breath a little as she started the zipper at the bottom but she could exhale fully once the zipper was up to the top. She walked slowly to the vanity and looked at her reflection in the mirror.
She smiled as she thought that she really did look like Grandma Lydia. She turned in a careful circle and studied her reflection. She might even have Grandma's bottom after all, round and heart-shaped, not too big, not too little. There was just one more thing she needed. Grandma had been a stickler for details, especially when it came to outfits.
Lydia took off her socks and added them to the pile of her clothes. There, at the bottom of the closet was a box with slots that each contained a pair shoes. At the top left of the box, were black, suede stilettos that were classic Grandma Lydia. The shoes were a little tight and they would hurt to walk in but as Lydia crammed her feet inside, she remembered something her Grandma had told her long ago. "It doesn't matter if your heels hurt your feet, my dear. When you wear shoes like these, people will bring you things."
She sashayed over to the vanity and sat once more. This time she did it as gracefully as a queen, or more specifically, the first Lydia. She flipped back her perfectly brushed hair over her shoulders before she reached for another cigarette. There was another pack of paper inside the vanity, just past where the Benson & Hedges had been and Lydia pulled it out. It was an envelope that smelled of cigarettes and her grandmother's perfume. It was marked with the letters "J & L" on the front in red. There was a heart drawn around the letters. Since she'd already invaded her grandmother's privacy, she might as well. Hell, she was wearing her clothes and smoking her cigarettes. There was no point in stopping now, the second Lydia thought as she lit another smoke and opened the crinkled envelope.
It was a pile of papers. They were crinkled little notes, handwritten notes and they all had the same handwriting. At the bottom of the stack were some Polaroids. The first note was creased so deeply it almost crumbled when she opened it and Lydia thought it must be the oldest of the bunch.
"L,
My God, I adore your perfect, little pussy. So sweet and pink, it's like a beautiful rosebud. I can't get enough. I think that's going to be my nickname for you now. Every time I call you Rosebud, you'll know that I'm thinking of licking you.
Love always,
J"
Lydia's face was warm as she read the letter. Jesus, the nickname was about her grandmother's pussy. Her ribs shook as she held in a belly laugh. He'd called her that constantly, all those years and in front of everyone. No wonder her grandmother would give him those long, smoldering looks across the dining room table that always wound up in a secret smile.
The next one was a card that must have come with flowers. "Roses for my rosebud. Happy Anniversary, love J."
The next one was a larger piece of paper folded in quarters.
"Rosebud,
I let you sleep. I figured after last night, you deserve it. Have I ever told you how your mouth drives me crazy? I guess you know what those lips do to me. That's why you're always wearing that lipstick, just to keep me hard. The bedroom smells like sex and I'll be smiling all day.
Love forever,
J"
Her grandparents were fucking constantly, she realized and giggled before she slapped one hand over her mouth. God, they were perverts. Maybe being a pervert ran in the family because at the moment, reading all of the old love notes, thinking about their craving for the taste of the other, was doing something perverse to her body. It made her warm between her legs. She told herself to stop reading as she exhaled another cloud of smoke but she knew that she was going to ignore her own advice. She had no intention of stopping until she'd read every last one.
"Rosebud,
How can I thank you for my birthday present? I just wish I had been able hold back coming a little longer. You're amazing."
Yours with love,
J"
There were holiday cards, little notes, and even a full blown letter or two that were chocked full of passion as well as explicitly x-rated words. Lydia's right hand had wandered down the center of her body as she read the letter where her grandfather had described in great detail undressing her grandmother and masturbating her until she squirted in his hand. The rhythm of his words matched the rhythm of Lydia's fingers on her inner thigh. For a moment, she closed her eyes and she could picture her grandfather, a younger Grandpa Jack, touching her underneath the dress as he read the words in whisper.
What the hell is happening to me, she wondered and quickly folded the letter back up with a gasp. She shouldn't have read all of these and now it was too late. She'd never be able to look at Grandpa Jack again without thinking about what a big, fucking pervert he was. There was one more note though and there didn't seem to be any sense in skipping the last one.
"Rosebud,
I owe you one. Last night was so sweet. You know how crazy work has been and just dozing off like that and waking up to you working your magic on my cock was amazing. God, how you make me come! This weekend, let's get rid of the kids."
Your loving husband,
J."
Lydia placed the note at the bottom of the pile where she'd taken it from and closed her eyes. Thinking about Grandma going down on Grandpa Jack was filthy but she couldn't help herself. It was too easy to picture her taking his cock into her mouth. She would taste him with that lipsticked mouth of hers open and she would leave behind the crimson traces once she had finished. She would stain his flesh with her mark as she sucked him deep inside. Lydia could almost hear the sounds that her Grandpa would make, the deep moans and the wet, sticky noises as Grandma drank him down.
She was lost in watching them in her mind's eye and Lydia's panties were damp thinking about it. She shivered but she wasn't cold. It was something else entirely and one look at the first Polaroid confirmed that it was Lydia's shamefully filthy imagination.
It was a picture of legs; a woman's legs. Her calves and thighs were in sheer, black thigh high stockings and at the top was a garter belt. The next picture was the same woman but her legs were parted. The picture taker was too far away to confirm anything other than that the woman wasn't wearing panties. The next picture was a closeup and the dainty fingers opened up the juicy, lower lips for the photographer. It was confirmed, yes, indeed, Grandma Lydia's nether regions looked like a rosebud. They were perfectly pink and her damp petals were in bloom. She was open wide and one look at her like that and Lydia imagined that this was a picture taken right before Grandpa Jack set the camera down and lapped up her juices. Maybe right here, Lydia thought. Perhaps she had been sitting on the bench in front of the vanity, just like this.
Fuck, she was dirty for looking at these. She was so perverse for looking at these and feeling these twinges of heat in all of the secret places in her body. It was by far the worst thing she'd ever done.
There was one last picture and Lydia looked and immediately slapped it, face down on the vanity.
She couldn't see that.
It was a picture of a cock. It was a thick, veiny cock; a very hard cock nestled in a thick bush of hair. It had to be Grandpa Jack's and Lydia told herself to put everything away because she had absolutely no business seeing that.
She eyed the picture suspiciously as if she were accusing it of making her look. While it was safely face down, she took a long drag and blew the smoke out lazily as she thought about it. Lydia picked the picture up again. She picked it up slowly, deliberately and she felt something glimmer and pulse deep down inside as she looked him over. She'd only seen a few dicks so far in real life and none of them could hold a candle to the cock in the photograph. Grandpa Jack's dick was beautiful, that was the first word that came to mind. Beautiful enough that she could see why Grandma had kept the picture for so many years. Beautiful enough to make up for costume jewelry and any of the other luxuries that someone who looked like Lydia may have foregone by marrying someone like Grandpa Jack.
That dick was thick and meaty and Lydia was sure that it slapped his belly and beckoned to the woman who took the photograph. That dick spilled a long, sticky thread of precum that tasted sweet and made you want to lick the slit that it came from and drink directly from the source. That dick came with two almost red balls that seemed to be chock full and carried a weighty load of creamy semen. Lydia wiped her chin and realized that she had drooled a little looking at that dick.
She had stopped feeling ashamed though; she only felt something like need.
Lydia put out the cigarette and twisted it in the crystal ashtray. The woman in the vanity mirror was far more reminiscent of the first Lydia than the second and she seemed to have absolutely no control over what this Lydia wanted to do. All she knew was that it was about time to check on Grandpa Jack and she only heard the click of Grandma's stilettos as she made her way from the spare bedroom to Grandpa's room. It felt like the first Lydia had made a decision and there was no turning back.
She opened Grandpa Jack's bedroom door and smiled. He was fast asleep but had kicked off the covers that Lydia had so carefully tucked around him. She walked closer to the mattress and could hear his gentle snore, just a purr really. Her eyes moved up and down over her Grandpa in a whole new way and when Lydia thought to herself that she was checking out her own grandfather, the thought felt dirty and sexy and made the wet spot in her cotton panties a little more noticeable.
She was thinking about her Grandpa's cock. She couldn't help it really, and then, as if his beautiful dick could read her mind, her eyes noticed that there was a twitch in the front of his pajama pants. Lydia took two steps closer to the bed and bent down and she slid out of the heels so that her presence would go undetected. Yes, she watched him, her eyes peeled for any movement between her Grandpa's thighs. Yes, that was his cock, it waved to her in the front of his blue and white striped, cotton pajama pants.
She wanted to touch him. God, it was wrong, lusting over her own grandfather like this. What would Grandma Lydia say? Jesus, even worse, what would her father say? He'd probably disown her and for sure she could forget about him paying off her credit card. Maybe even college altogether, she'd never live it down.
In spite of the facts, it seemed that her hands had a mind of their own though.
She sat down gently on the edge of the mattress and almost held her breath. She waited for Grandpa Jack's eyes to flutter open and see the wide smile spread across his creased face. He'd make a joke about something and take her hand in his and hold it to his heart. She'd get him some pills and Jello and go in the living room and watch television until the night nurse came.
He didn't stir, he just inhaled deeply and made the bubbly exhale that wasn't quite a snore.
Lydia started on his chest. She ran her small fingers down the center, she touched him and felt the worn, soft fabric. There was the scent of his naked body under the pajamas, it rose up and enveloped her in his fragrance. Grandpa Jack always smelled nice, like soap and Old Spice but not too much. It was a scent that he had left behind on her neck from a thousand hugs but today, Lydia wanted to bury her face in it.
She unbuttoned the top button on his blue shirt. What if he woke up? She didn't care, she had to heed the pull of her loins and the words of the letters. She opened another button and another and finally, Grandpa Jack's pajama shirt was open wide to the waistband of his pants.
He wasn't fat like you'd expect a man his age to be. In fact, he was in much better shape than her father and she couldn't help but think her dad might be a tad jealous about that. Grandpa had a fairly flat stomach with just a little extra fleshiness around the middle. His chest hair was thick and mostly gray and seemed to burst from his body right down the middle. It trailed off side to side and became sparse once it had reached his ribs. The line of hair was headed right into his pajama pants and Lydia couldn't help but recall the Polaroid. It was almost as if Grandpa Jack's cock knew that she was thinking about him; there was an undeniable twitch.
Come here, little girl, his manhood beckoned.
Lydia felt it in her core, down between her legs, the damp calling, the heat and the heaviness there. She touched him with one brave finger, just her index finger on her right hand. She slowly outlined grandpa Jack's thick cock through his pants.
He stirred, he made a little humming sound but nothing more.
Lydia wondered if he did wake up, with the dress and the lipstick and the smoky scent that probably clung to her shiny, well brushed hair, if Grandpa Jack wouldn't think that it was his Rosebud come back to him. Would he think that the hand belonged to the love of his life? That Grandma was caressing him and teasing the cock that she loved so much. She let her hand linger on him now and felt the heat radiating from his pajamas. His dick rolled under her hand and pulsed, it hardened under her fingers.
She had to see it. If he woke up, she'd just run away and hope that if he told anyone, they'd dismiss it as a hallucination of an old man hopped up on pain pills and nothing more.
Lydia tugged at his waistband and was surprised at how easily his pajama pants came down and revealed the rest of the thick, bushy trail of gray hair and where that trail ultimately concluded. He was big. Lydia felt the flush on her cheeks as she thought to herself that her grandpa had a large cock, by far the biggest she had ever seen and that included the little bit of internet porn she had watched, mostly for giggles.
His cock was a dark pink and it grew before her eyes, as if being exposed to the cooler air with no pants on was enough to bring it to life. "Oh grandpa," she just mouthed the words and waited to see if he would open his eyes and ask what she was doing, fondling him like this.
He didn't make a peep, only the steady whistling sound of his breath and Lydia took it as a sign. She reached forward with her right hand and boldly wrapped her fingers around his girth. His flesh was hot, the skin of his cock felt like velvet that had been warmed from some inner source. He was impossibly soft and yet, hard underneath. His cocktail pulsed with its own life force and Grandpa Jack had an almost boner without hardly any prompting. Lydia wondered how long it had been as she continued her illicit caress. She squeezed and stroked up and wondered if it had been her grandmother's hand that had last touched him? Probably it was his own; she couldn't imagine someone as lively as grandpa Jack going without for that long. Maybe he even watched porn and touched himself, Lydia cocked her head and pictured it. Yeah, she bet that he did and it was probably to a girl her age.
As she pictured Grandpa Jack exploding all over himself, she couldn't stop the hum of pleasure. It was quiet but Lydia bit her bottom lip to keep the noises inside. She stroked him a little harder and used a little more pressure and she watched the head of his dick swell and grow an even deeper shade of pink. Lydia moved gently on the bed and turned from the edge of the mattress to place herself between his thighs. Grandpa Jack let out a quiet moan and for a moment, Lydia froze with his erect cock in her hand. She was caught red-handed and she wondered if he'd be mad that she was molesting him or if he'd want her to finish?
Would he call her Rosebud?
Would he say anything when she licked and lapped up the droplet of clear liquid that had escaped from his slit? She saw it, a shiny bubble that was waiting for her to familiarize herself with his manly flavor. Lydia bowed her head and opened her mouth gracefully, like a cat, the way that she imagined that the first Lydia would. She let the tip of her tongue linger on Grandpa Jack's slit and she tasted his salty liquid.
He moaned again and moved his thigh to give her more access to his cock. Grandpa Jack was still asleep, his eyes were closed but his body invited her to partake of his flesh. She licked again and then again, she twirled her tongue in a circle and drew out a long, clear thread of precum. She put it in her mouth but she didn't swallow, not yet. She let the taste of him mellow on her tongue and seep into her mouth, she savored him and saved his juices for later.
She had to taste his cum.
Lydia cupped her grandfather's balls, she made a little nest with her right palm. With her left, she guided his shaft to her mouth. She kept her eyes on his face, partly to check to make sure he was still asleep and partly because she was still lost in her fantasy of being her grandmother. She loved him and worshipped his body with her mouth. She gave him her lips and tongue the way his lover would have, along with the unspoken words of devotion to her sweet, sweet husband. Lydia opened up wide and then closed her lips around his chugging girth. Her tongue bathe him slowly, up and down and her lips sucked him inside, deeper and deeper, inch by inch.
Grandpa Jack whispered, "Oh god," but his eyes were still shut. He must be dreaming, maybe even dreaming that Grandma Lydia had finally come back to him and she'd taken the opportunity to remind him how she felt about his glorious dick.
She sucked harder and pushed her mouth down further. Her wet lips slid over his solid shaft, her tongue found the trail on the map, his vein that pulsed with another heartbeat and she let her tongue lead the way. Grandpa smelled like home, he smelled like his hugs and kisses. He smelled familiar but his taste was something new. Salty and musky, hot and yet a lingering sweetness, Lydia milked his dick with her eager lips, hungry for more of his sex taste.
Grandpa Jack shuddered under her. Lydia could feel the tremor run down him from his belly, through his pelvis, straight down both thighs. "Baby," he murmured in his sleep as he gave himself up to the dream of wet lips and slithering tongue. "Oh my love," he said in a voice that was far, far away, wrapped in the bliss of his granddaughter's mouth.
Lydia felt the tingle in her damp panties. Her clitoris rose to his voice and his pleasure that coursed steadily into her mouth. He thought she was Lydia, he thought she was his love and lover and she wondered if she might not cum without even touching herself when he unloaded a torrent of his manly seed down her throat.
If his cock wasn't so big, Lydia was sure that she'd wake him with her whimpering.
The froth from her saliva made him soapy as she picked up her tempo. Quickly up and quickly down, she had her grandpa's cock as deep in her mouth as she could take him but it still wasn't all of him. He was huge really, he seemed even larger in her mouth than he had been in the Polaroid and his body vibrated all the while, like a bomb counting down to an eminent explosion.



Her chin was wet and a puddle of her spit dripped down his balls. His testicles were drawn up tight to his body and they churned in her hand. "Oh, yes baby," he whispered and if Lydia hadn't checked to see if his eyes were closed, she would have sworn that he was looking down at his young granddaughter while she gave him head.
She humped the mattress while Grandpa Jack fucked her mouth. His body shivered, the enormous head of his cock seemed to swell even larger, almost enough to choke her. It was just for a moment and the sound that came from him could only be a mating call as she felt his legs flex and knew that he was pointing his toes.
She couldn't suck fast enough and half of the first spurt spilled down her chin. She'd be marked with his creamy essence, her chin, throat, down to her cleavage. She would wear her grandfather's passion like Rosebud would have. She sucked and drank and swallowed his milk, completely lost in the throbbing tempo between his legs that kept time with her own.
He tasted so good.
His pulses slowed after the first few hot gushes and then Lydia could keep up. She swallowed every drop of Grandpa Jack's sweet cream and hummed as his taste seeped over her tongue and trickled down her throat. He let out a long, contented sigh when his softer dick, still fat and firm at the center even after that eruption, limped to his hip. Grandpa's balls were loose and lighter now and seemed to be a pink, satiny nest for his cock to nap in.
One drop of cum glistened on his belly, a single pearl and the only evidence of what had transpired other than the lipstick circle around his manhood. That was a dead giveaway and just in case the night nurse did something like help him to the bathroom or give her grandpa a sponge bath, the crimson stain of her sin would be an obvious tell.
Lydia grabbed a Kleenex from the box on the nightstand and wiped the red paint off and smiled to herself as she watched his dick flutter once more, as if to thank her. She threw the Kleenex away and reached for Grandpa Jack's pants. They were loose and easy to move up and down and she had his nakedness tucked away in no time. Lydia pulled the blankets back up to his chin and tucked him in. She even kissed his forehead as if she really were just his dutiful, doting granddaughter; as if she didn't taste of his hot, salty essence.
She was hungry after all of that and went to the kitchen to make herself a sandwich. Grandma would have had chunky peanut butter as well as smooth but Grandpa only had smooth. Lydia shrugged her shoulders, Grandpa had never been especially domestic. She spread the peanut butter over one slice of bread and the grape jelly over the other. Sitting at the kitchen table, she silently chewed and swallowed and stared out the window. If she thought that no one would notice the smell of smoke, she might sit here, still in grandma's dress and pearls and slowly smoke another Benson and Hedges. Anyone who walked by and remembered the lady of the house would wonder if they hadn't just seen Rosebud.
Lydia put everything back in its proper place before the night nurse was set to come. She redressed in her own clothes and shoes which now felt tacky and childish after wearing such a grownup dress. She tucked the love notes back in the old envelope and placed them carefully in the vanity. She smirked to herself, having new carnal knowledge of her grandparents and she wondered if anyone else in the family had any idea.
The night nurse introduced herself as Maria and asked if Mr. Jack had been any trouble.
Lydia couldn't hold back the giggle when she told the heavyset woman with bright, red hair that, "No, Grandpa was good as gold. No trouble at all." He hadn't even woken up for pills or Jello and that had really been a mercy given that Lydia hadn't stopped thinking about her grandpa's cock. Even now, she wasn't sure if she could feed him Jello and keep her hands to herself.
Her father waited for her in the driveway and asked the same question once Lydia sat and put on the seatbelt. "Did Dad give you any trouble?" he asked in a voice that seemed to assume that he had.
Lydia shook her head and thought of herself crouched between his legs, licking him, smelling him, drinking him, covered in the essence of him. She told her father in a dreamy voice, "No, he was perfect."
***
Sunday morning her father announced bright and early that today was Lydia's turn to watch her grandfather again. "He's not all doped up anymore either so you're going to have to actually watch him," her dad grumbled. "He got the car keys yesterday and almost went out by himself."
Lydia couldn't help but laugh. Grandpa Jack wasn't ever going to be a model patient and it had always been his naughtiness that she had found adorable. "He's not a prisoner, dad," she made a face to show her disapproval.
"Just keep an eye on him," her father said as he left his car keys on the counter for her. "I don't want to miss the game," he mumbled before walking off. "The game" had been his excuse for missing so many other things that Lydia could hardly remember. Whatever, she thought to herself before she placed the key ring on one finger and spun the keys in a circle. She had the car for the day and that meant freedom.
She poured herself a bowl of cereal and blushed as she noticed that her nipples were hard. Both of them were pushed into her unicorn tee shirt and made too little tents. They were too warm and suddenly much too obvious, just the fabric caressing her sensitive points was enough to set off a chain reaction. Lydia pretended to read the back of the cereal box but in her mind's eye, she was in his bedroom again. She was wearing the black dress just for him. She had put on the lipstick just for him. She was stroking his body under and through the pajamas but that was just for her.
She'd played with herself for the last five days and remembered Grandpa Jack's big, beautiful dick every time. Fuck, this was so by far the dirtiest thing she'd ever wanted. This made letting Chad Fleiss eat her ass out on the edge of the sofa in his family room while his parents ate mac and cheese ten feet away seem like nothing. Actually anything Lydia had done up to now, her paltry sexual history, all paled in comparison to watching Grandpa.
This is too risky, she thought and her nipples softened.
It had better never happen again, Lydia told herself as she rinsed out her cereal bowl. What if he woke up? Jesus, even worse, what if he had a heart attack or something while she was down on her knees gobbling his dick? It was a terrible thing to laugh at but Lydia couldn't help but chuckle to herself as pictured it. Immediately afterward though, she thought, but what if it really happened? More likely though, especially since she suspected that Grandpa Jack might live forever, would be something far, far worse. He'd wake up and stop her and then tell her father.
That one sent a shiver down her spine. Even if it was the single most erotic thing that she'd ever done, Lydia shook her head and told herself no, not today. Today she'd be a model granddaughter; a model babysitter, whatever they were all doing when they went over to watch Grandpa Jack. In the back of her mind, she suspected that it might be a way that they were all saying goodbye.
It only took her ten minutes to be dressed and brush her teeth. Lydia had put her hair in pigtails and she'd forgone brushing it altogether. She wore her old Clash tee shirt and another pair of ripped, way too tight skinny jeans. She could only imagine Rosebud making a face when she looked at them. Then the long argyle socks mostly because she knew how ridiculous they looked with the jeans and a duct taped pair of Chucks. No femme fatale here, no sir, Lydia said to her reflection in the rear view. I will be on my best behavior and I will definitely, not even think about sucking Grandpa's huge, pink cock. She cracked up at her reflection but she was lying because she thought about it right then and the familiar pulse in the center of her panties corresponded to the words.
She'd never forget her afternoon with him and Lydia wondered if that was a good or bad thing as she parked in Grandpa's driveway.
Once inside, she was greeted by another nurse. This one wasn't Maria, she was older and tougher looking. She was shorter too and her eyebrows were drawn on pencil thin and lent to a permanent look of surprise. "You the granddaughter?" she barked at Lydia as soon as the screen door shut behind her with a slam.
"Yeah, that's me," Lydia nodded, looking around for Grandpa Jack, "what's up?"
The nurse grabbed her purse, "he's a pain the ass," she told Lydia with a curled lip. The woman pushed past her and slammed the screen door again just as the pain in the ass rolled into the living room to watch her leave.
"Bye bye, Nurse Ratchet," Grandpa Jack gave his salutation in a sing song voice and waved to her like he was in a parade.
Lydia laughed, "What did you do to her, Grandpa?"
He shrugged his shoulders and she could tell that he was feeling completely better. He had his spark back, his eyes were full on twinkling with mischief now. "Eh, nothing," he rolled a little closer and took Lydia's hand. "Made her earn her money, that's all. Come on Lids," he nodded with his head toward the kitchen. "I'm starving. That old battle ax forbade me to be in my own kitchen." He led her to the table as he wheeled with one hand, "Can you imagine that?"
Lydia said truthfully, "I can't imagine anyone forbidding you to do anything, Grandpa."
"That's my girl," Grandpa Jack's smile lingered for a moment. Something was there, some moment hung between them and for a split second, Lydia wondered if he weren't about to announce that she'd been caught. "Can you make me some scrambled eggs and bacon, sweetie?" he asked as he straightened the wheelchair next to the kitchen table.
"Sure Gramps," Lydia nodded and set about finding eggs and bacon.
"Gramps?" Grandpa Jack chuckled at his nickname, "that's new. So when are you headed back to school?" he wanted to know.
She laid three slices of bacon on the frying pan and told him, "Next week. Pretty excited about it, I'll start my internship this year. Like I finally get to be an adult."
"Don't grow up too fast," her Grandpa sounded a little sad and added, pointing at the pan, "and don't be stingy on the bacon, darlin'."
Lydia wasn't even sure if he should be eating bacon at all but what was she going to do? Tell him no? Tell him now when she could barely keep her mind on the most rudimentary of tasks, all the while flashes of his mostly naked body burst through like an undercurrent that threatened to pull her down. She cooked his breakfast, scrambled three eggs to go along with the bacon and slid the whole mess, shiny with grease, onto the blue plate that was propped up in the dish rack. She brought him a fork and a napkin and when Grandpa said, "I need ketchup too," she brought him that as well. Grandpa Jack pronounced it "catsup", which normally made her crack up all by itself, but she was lost in thought as she watched him push the food around.
He only ate about four bites of eggs and two pieces of bacon and Lydia thought she probably was an even worse cook than she knew. "Eyes are bigger than my stomach, I guess," he told her as he pushed the plate back. "Sorry honey," he began to maneuver the wheelchair away from the table, "but don't throw it out, I'll have it for lunch."
He headed down the hallway to his room, "I gotta lay down for a bit, Lids. All these pills they got me on, messes up your sleep schedule."
Lydia caught him just as he got to his feet and he wobbled just a bit. He still wasn't steady on his feet as he headed for the bed that contained her obsessive memories. "Thanks, sweetheart," he patted her arm gently and shuffled two steps to the bed. "Never get old, it's hell," Grandpa Jack said with a snort. His bones made cracking noises as he bent his body and then lay down.
"You want the covers?" Lydia asked and wondered if the sheets and blankets still smelled of his cum.
He scrunched the pillow up underneath him and said, "Just the sheet for now. You're a good girl." After she'd draped the sheet over him, she noticed that the sheets looked dry. There were no traces or evidence of the salacious nap time activities that had occurred the last time she watched him. "Don't shut the door all the way, okay Lids?"
He was dismissing her, Lydia knew and that could only mean one thing. He didn't have any idea what had taken place the last time. Was it even possible to cum that much and not know, she asked herself as she headed to the living room. The man had exploded. Hadn't he noticed something when he woke up? Or were they just keeping him this doped up so that he would behave? That sounded paranoid but Lydia wouldn't doubt for a second that her father would do something like that, just to make it easier to watch him.
After an hour of playing a video game on her phone, Lydia remembered that Grandpa didn't have wireless internet so she set her phone down. She turned on the television but after scrolling through the twelve channels that he got, she also remembered that Grandpa didn't have cable tv. Jesus, she whistled to herself softly, what the hell did old people do for entertainment?
She strolled down the hall and stood outside of her grandpa's bedroom door. Just a peek, she told herself, the voice in her head sounded suspicious. Technically she was supposed to be checking on him, she was the babysitter after all. She leaned her head toward the door and heard nothing but the gentle roll of grandpa's bubbly, even nap time breath.
Lydia entered the room and tiptoed to the foot of the bed. He'd kicked off the sheet as well and lay on his back as he had the first time. One leg was straight, the other in a "V", in an invitation to come closer and see what was waiting for her between his legs. Today's pajamas were red and as Lydia studied his body, she noticed that there was a button fly on the front of the pants. The opening was unbuttoned.
It was easy access.
She sat gingerly on the edge of the bed and touched the center of his chest with just two fingers. "Grandpa," she bent down, her breath washed his face as she whispered again, "Grandpa."
There was no response but the steady rhythm of Grandpa's almost snore. She'd never kissed him last time, Lydia realized. Not that she really could, at least not like she would want to but after performing an act with so much passion but they should have at least kissed. She watched him for a moment and bunched up her mouth, twisting it to one side as she thought about it. He really deserved a kiss before she pulled down his pants and made love to his beastly cock once more with her ravenous, little mouth.
The kiss was just a whisper. Her bottom lip barely touched his mouth. Even as they touched, Lydia wasn't sure if she should kiss him at all. It seemed like a silly way to get caught but the moment that she touched his mouth with hers, a flood of memories came rushing through her. It was the taste of him, the smell and the feel of his warm arms around her neck. It was his lips on her forehead a hundred times, maybe a thousand. It was all the times that she had sat on his lap with her head in the crook of his neck, crying for some long forgotten reason. It was Grandpa wiping away her tears with his fingers on her cheeks. It was all there, the waves under the kiss and as her tongue teased out, slipped out from between her lips and lingered on Grandpa Jack's lips, it was met with a whoosh.
"I can't pretend anymore, Lids," he said in a hurry as clasped her close to him. Grandpa Jack was not only awake but alert and his hands were around her shoulders. "I was awake last time too," and his eyes told her that he'd been thinking about it all the while.
Lydia gasped and slapped a hand over her mouth as she tried to pull away. God, she was ashamed, her face was burning hot and she was so embarrassed. How could she even look at him and yet there was the little, tingling thump in her panties that made it all so much more worse. It was almost as if her body was telling her to do it again.
Her pussy had absolutely no remorse.
Grandpa Jack was quick to assure her, "No, no Lids, please don't feel bad." His hand pulled hers from her mouth and his other hand drew her into his bed. "Please don't ever feel bad," his smile was still the warm, kind smile he'd always had for her. "I absolutely loved every second of it," he told her as he pushed one ponytail back over her shoulder. "It was the best thing that has happened to me for a very, very long time."
"Really?" Lydia asked, ashamed by how small and insecure she sounded.
"My God, yes," he pressed his forehead against hers, "I just wished that I could reciprocate, that's all."
Now her face was hot and flushed for an entirely different reason. Had he just said what she thought he said? Grandpa wanted to lick her pussy. Grandpa wanted to make her cum. Grandpa wanted to make a little puddle with his saliva and her desperate orgasm on the sheets and smell her and lick her and anoint his wrinkled face with her milky goodness.
It was exactly what she'd been masturbating to.
"Do you?" she asked in a voice that suggested that she was much more innocent in all of this than she felt she had any right to pretend to be.
Grandpa looked at her now in a completely different way. His eyes still held that tenderness, but the gaze was deeper. The love was something with heat to it. There was passion there in his blue eyes, seduction, something with hidden power and a natural pull. It was a draw and it was undeniable and Lydia was fairly certain that she couldn't say no to it even if she had wanted to. "Lids," he whispered before his mouth met hers.
This wasn't a kiss from her grandpa. This was a kiss from a lover and his tongue sought hers out, slowly and deeply. His breath entered her body and pushed into her lungs. He gave her his taste, his very essence, and drew out hers to keep for himself. His lips were hot and his hands claimed her and pressed her up against him as if they'd decided that every inch of her was necessary. There was none of the polite space between their bodies that had always been there before. Her nipples throbbed in the front of her tee shirt as the kiss continued. It seemed that her whole body came to life from just his mouth. She tingled everywhere and everything wanted to be the recipient of his lips and tongue. Grandpa Jack pulled his tongue back and then delved between her lips and teeth. He explored every bit of her mouth. In one kiss, he knew her better than any other boy had ever done, even the ones that she'd kissed for hours. Grandpa was studying her, memorizing her; making love to her and Lydia melted in his arms.
"Oh, honey," he sighed into her skin once they had parted. "I was thinking about this so much. Thinking about you, how soft you are, how beautiful you are," his eyes twinkled as he pushed a tendril of her blonde hair behind her ear. "How badly I wanted to kiss you."
There was something missing this time though and Lydia wondered, "Should I put on Grandma's dress and the lipstick?" The first Lydia would be aghast at the way she looked right now.
He wrinkled his brow and kissed her cheek and then again once more on the tip of her ear before he whispered, "Not at all Lids. You're perfect just like this."
"Grandma wouldn't have dressed like this," Lydia said wistfully, "or have pigtails."
Her grandfather had a faraway look in his eyes, like he was watching a girl somewhere, far off on the horizon. The girl ran toward him in the sunshine and threw her arms around his neck. Grandpa Jack murmured, "But you forget, honey, I fell in love with your grandmother when she was just a girl who wore pigtails and knee socks."



Lydia just smiled. She could be that girl. Or maybe she could just be Lids and he could make love with her all afternoon the way that something deep down inside of her had wanted to for much longer than she knew, long before she'd read the letters.
"Will you take your clothes off for me, Lids?" he asked in a husky, secret voice that no one else would ever be able to know that her Grandpa talked to her in.
She began with the Clash tee shirt and popped it off over her head and placed it beside her on the bed. Lydia hadn't worn a bra that day and Grandpa Jack seemed to be expecting one so he looked happily surprised when he was greeted with her small, pert breasts and dark pink, stony nipples. "Beautiful, Lids, absolutely beautiful," he whispered in a voice that sounded mesmerized. He was watching and not touching, his eyes recording it all to memory.
Lydia unbuttoned the skinny jeans and wiggled her hips back and forth to tug the material this way and that, finally to get it down her body. "How on earth do you girls get those on?" Grandpa asked, enchanted by the sight of her.
"You have to jump into them," Lydia told him as she peeled the tattered jeans down her calves.
"You have to what?" he wondered with a chuckle.
Lydia giggled, "You pull them up to your knees and then you have to jump up and down to get them over your ass."
He laughed, "I just might ask you to demonstrate that for me later."
Lydia was only wearing the purple, cotton panties and the argyle knee socks and she began to roll down one sock. Grandpa Jack reached out and caught her hand with his fingers, "not the socks, please."
"Leave them on?" she hesitated, it would look so weird.
"Always," he whispered, "pigtails and knee socks, yes, please."
All that remained were the panties and Lydia quickly shimmied out of them and tossed them over her shoulder. "Ta da," she added with a theatrical hand gesture and a giggle, mostly because she was nervous. It wasn't the first time. She wasn't a virgin and hadn't been one for a while, but, Lydia realized as she watched his eyes roam over her body, this was going to be different. This wasn't one of her stupid boyfriends who used her vagina as a substitute for his hand or tried out something that he'd learned watching porn. This was a man, a man who had years and years of skills. A man who knew things about a woman's body. Mostly though, he was a man who loved her.
"Oh my beautiful girl," his voice was low and hoarse and it sounded like Grandpa was out of breath, as if he'd been running for miles to catch up to her. He rolled over her body. Grandpa Jack was on his hands and knees and the morning light showered down her skin and lit up his face like he was wearing a halo. For a moment, Lydia wondered if that was the way that Rosebud saw him, like something almost angelic. "You're magnificent," was all he said before he nestled close to the mattress and her body and his mouth began the same slow, thorough exploration of her body as it had her mouth.
He kissed her in places that Lydia didn't know that she had. Grandpa Jack kissed the nape of her neck and left a lingering heat there that wanted teeth to scrape her skin. He kissed the blue veins that lined her wrists. He kissed the crease under both breasts before winding his tongue around each nipple. He tasted them one at a time, capturing one bud and then both as he pressed her small breasts together with both hands.
He made noises all the while. He whispered things that Lydia didn't quite catch, or maybe she just thought she heard him say, "my love," as he ravenously studied her body. He hummed and sought out the back of her knee or her instep or the feather soft spot where her inner thigh met her pelvis. He was almost to the pulsing place that responded to all of his kisses and Grandpa Jack froze in place.
He stopped there and licked his lips as Lydia shuddered and watched him. The thought of his intrusive, perfect mouth studying her lower lips, opening her flower petals, knowing her slippery, little secrets there, it was almost too much. "I have been dreaming about licking your pussy," he said with a rush of breath that seeped down between her legs and seemed to open her up wide for him.
"I've been thinking about it for the last five days too, Grandpa," Lydia confessed.
Grandpa Jack settled onto the mattress, to the place between her legs. His hands spread wide under both of her thighs. He was going to have her and he was going to have her for as long as he wanted and there was no stopping this until there was nothing left of Lydia but her pigtails and her socks. "It's been longer than five days," Grandpa murmured into her flesh before licking the line that parted her lips. He ran his tongue slowly up. He started at her asshole and tasted her all the way to her mound. He rubbed his nose in the damp stripe of her downy, almost white pubic hair. Her grandpa inhaled her scent, her womanly, musky scent before teasing her lips open with the tip of his tongue.
"Yes," Lydia quivered and moaned. God, just one taste, just one touch and she was dripping all over his bed.
"Oh, Lids," Grandpa whispered her nickname into her folds and his tongue traced an outline of her petals. They ripened instantly; she was blossoming for him and only for him. Her body was luscious, liquid and ready and only Grandpa had ever made her feel like this, like a woman. When the tip of his tongue found her clit, Lydia gripped his pillow for dear life.
He kept his tongue there and her body responded to how well he knew its rhythm. He licked her to the same tempo that she touched herself and Lydia was too lost in the sweet sensation for it to shock her that Grandpa knew her body so well. He licked and her clit was larger and larger with each taste. It was as if all the blood in her body was rushing to that one spot, to the pinnacle, to every nerve ending that pulsed to the word "Grandpa".
Lydia gave herself over to the slippery sound of his mouth on her body, she lost herself completely in his tongue and his lips. Grandpa Jack ravished her, his face was buried in her lower lips. He moved and grunted and wiped his forehead and chin with the hot little fountain of want that poured from her body. Her calves shivered and her fingers twitched as Grandpa worked his tongue in a circle around her aching clit. Just when she thought she might explode, he released her and lapped and drooled down her pussy. He kept her on the very edge of an orgasm until Lydia wanted to beg but she couldn't even speak.
Grandpa knew what she craved.
He sucked her clitoris inside his mouth and Lydia bucked her hips. It was too much, almost as if she had to get away, to stop this pleasure that would carry her away with it. He must have known that too, that was why he'd put his hands under her thighs. Grandpa Jack held her steady as he sucked her hot, hard little pearl until it throbbed and pulsed to his heartbeat. His mouth and her hips moved to a melody. It was a dance, a dance she'd never done before and Lydia fucked him back and gave him all of her. She'd come completely undone. She was open, saturated, she gushed a steady stream of creamy need and Grandpa seemed to be patiently readying himself to suck down every last droplet.
She looked down between her legs just to catch him staring back at her. One look into his eyes and Lydia opened her mouth. It wasn't a word, it was hardly a sound and with it came a little push as fluid burst forth from the ache deep inside. She gasped and it came again and the sound of him gulping her down in mouthfuls was almost as loud as her own pulse.
She'd never really cum before, not like this.
He never took his mouth off. All the while he kneaded her thighs with his hands. Grandpa pulled her closer, closer, closer into him as if he needed her body to become his. He drank her, his tongue double timing as her body sung for him. Lydia arched her back and pushed into him as one last surge gripped her legs and that time, after she couldn't take one more second, Grandpa let her go with a wet smack of his lips.
Lydia felt the little shivers that ran down her legs and she wrapped her arms around her legs as her body pulsed with pleasure. It came in wave after wave and took her over completely. Grandpa Jack moved up and lay on his side, his face was wet and shiny with her essence and his eyes danced with glee. "Lids, you are so goddamn delicious," he told her before licking some of her juices from the corner of his mouth. "I know, it's too much right now on your clit, but just put your legs down," he said with authority. That was right, Grandpa had been doing this for an awfully long time. Lydia couldn't really think enough to protest anyway and she did as she was told. "That's my girl," he whispered as his left hand cupped her sweltering mound. "You'll be so open now," he spoke into her shoulder as Grandpa worked his hand down between her splayed lower lips and paused at her entry. "I want to make you cum again," he added and before Lydia could protest that she couldn't possibly cum anymore, maybe ever, Grandpa slid his second and third fingers deep inside her sopping cunt.
Lydia shrieked but it wasn't from pain. It was just the surprise and as soon as she felt him there, melting into her body, filling her perfectly with the girth of his fingers, she relaxed completely. "God, Grandpa," she sighed as he pushed in slowly. He stared into her eyes as he fingered her and she whispered, "You feel so good."
"I want you to remember this," he murmured along her skin. He baptized Lydia with little remnants of her orgasm as he bent to kiss her forehead as he had so many times before. "Remember how much I love you," he said tenderly as he pulled his fingers back and then plunged them to her depths once more.
Lydia's inner thighs shivered as she watched his hand. Her body vibrated to his fingers, in and out and the gush of fluids that ran from her entry to the mattress as he squeezed the last bit of juices from her monumental orgasm. "Yes, that's so good," she looked back up to his face. Her body melded around his hand, her hips moved to his tempo as she bent back, her mouth met his once again. She surrendered completely as he fucked her with his tongue and fingers. He filled her up everywhere and all at once. Grandpa Jack sucked her tongue into his mouth and his fingers steadily rocked her, took her, opened her deeper than ever before.
His breathed into her as he began to beckon inside her pussy. How did Grandpa know that little place? She gasped from his touch as he strummed her perfectly. She only just discovered it recently with a toy and never made it pulse quite like that. She quivered and sobbed into his open mouth, she melted on his hand as he played her body like an instrument.
He broke the kiss and fucked her faster now. His fingers bent inside her, fluttering and fingering all at once. He pushed deeper inside and all the while he massaged the little place that made her pussy hum. "Cum for me, oh please Lids," Grandpa Jack begged and it seemed like it should be her, begging him not to stop. Begging him to never stop, to take her and fuck her and own her. "I want to see your beautiful face when you cum all over me," he told her, with the wickedest smile spread across his face. Lydia squeezed him inside with her body and then gripped his forearm with both hands as the new, deeper orgasm began at her center.
"Grandpa," she just mouthed the word. It was just the first sound in a steady stream of sounds. She shuddered with a wave of electricity that ran down her legs to her toes. Grandpa kept the pressure perfect. His timing was precise and he knew that every flick of his fingertips right there was meant to send another pulse through her body.
She melted.
Lydia had no idea how long it went on for. She had stopped, or time had stopped or perhaps both. All she had become with the melodic little hums and moans that came from deep down inside. All she saw was his eyes and the patterns of shadows across their bodies and she wondered if she weren't a piece of him now.
When she was spent and Lydia felt as if she could never move from the puddle that she lay in, Grandpa Jack withdrew his fingers from inside and she watched as he licked them clean. He savored her flavor and once he'd had his fill, he shared her taste with her in a kiss that was a slow, kaleidoscope of two tongues becoming one.
Lost in her post orgasmic haze, she had no idea how long it took for her to realize that Grandpa Jack was hard. He was rock hard and his dick was pressed against her thigh as they kissed and it pulsed with its own rhythm that seemed to demand a new dance, right now. She had to touch him and a little sound of surprise came from her as Lydia pushed her hand down the front of his pajama bottoms, breaking away from his mouth all at once. "Grandpa, my god, you're so hard," she laughed but it was a nervous laugh. He'd been too big for her mouth and she'd really been trying.
What would it be like to fuck that cock?
'Yes, I am," he sounded kind of proud of that and never made a move to stop her from fondling him. "And that feels delightful," he grinned and moved his hips to rub himself back and forth in her palm. "So much nicer than my own hand," he laughed as he admitted it. "I was beginning to think that was it for me," he added.
"Should we fuck?" Lydia asked and immediately thought it sounded stupid and not what she'd wanted to say at all.
"Oh, Lids, my sweet girl," Grandpa kissed the tip of her nose as he began to unbutton his pajama shirt. "My most beautiful girl," his shirt was off and it was only just a quick, red pair of damp pajama bottoms that separated her tiny, tight pussy from his enormous, thudding manly cock. "With us, it would never be fucking. Fucking isn't the word," he said with a smile as he watched her hand on him until she stopped. He pushed down the loose pants to his feet and kicked them off the mattress. "With us, it could only be making love," he told her as he caught one of her pigtails in his hand and wrapped it around his index finger.
She nodded in agreement. That was what she'd meant to say. "Should we make love, Grandpa?" she whispered hotly in his ear while exploring his thick patch of gray pubic hair.
"That's entirely up to you, my dear," he said as he shut his eyes, as if he needed to concentrate on the pleasure that her fingers were providing.
Even though she wasn't sure, it was almost as if her body answered for her. "I think yes," she said in a voice that was too young to be talking about such things.
Grandpa Jack rolled to his back and lay on the thin, scrunched pillow. He reached for the switch that raised the bed so that he was almost in a seated position. "Get on top, sweetheart," he murmured and watched her breasts jiggle and her hips shimmy as she did as he told her. "I want to watch you," he told her as he bent his knees. She sat in his lap in a whole new way and for a moment, Lydia wondered if she'd ever be able to sit on her Grandpa's lap again. How could she ever, without thinking of the cock that waited for her there, underneath? "I want to watch everything you do," he repeated as he rested his hands on her thighs, his breath on her face was an embrace.
Lydia wrapped her hand around the base of his dick and watched as his cock gleefully bobbed and spit and jerked back and forth in her hand. It was terribly happy to see her and she tilted her hips and brushed the leaking head across her swollen lips. It seemed impossible that she could still feel pleasure there and yet, it came suddenly, a needy ache once more. "Oh," she purred as the head of her grandpa's dick caressed her clitoris and left behind a sticky kiss of precum. "Oh yes," Lydia sighed as she rubbed herself on his shaft. She wet him with her orgasms and his saliva; a delightful, dripping combination of all the bliss he'd left between her thighs. She worked her hips back and then forward once more as the head of his dick waited at her entry.
They'd only be lovers after this, she thought as she paused and looked him in the eye. Grandpa seemed to know what she was thinking and he nodded and watched, his dick jolted in her hand but the rest of him patiently waiting.
The head of his cock fit inside her perfectly and she whimpered as she took him inside. Lydia closed her eyes. She took her hands off his cock and let her hips do their job. She and Grandpa held hands, it seemed natural that they would at this moment. Their fingers were interlocked as her hips moved her forward and down. Her pussy moved slowly and little by little, down his steely dick. She was careful and concentrated as he filled her. It felt like the first time, the feel of his hot, churning flesh that she had tasted all the way back in her throat and now it was buried inside her pussy. She'd never been so full.
"Grandpa," she gasped as Lydia felt his balls pressed up against her ass cheeks. She was all the way down at the base of his shaft and she marveled at how much she'd fit inside herself. His fingers through hers were comforting; he was there to make sure that she was alright.
"Too much?" he asked, his breath caressing her mouth. He was so close that every word was almost a kiss.
Lydia squeezed his cock with her muscle and shook her head. "No, I just have to go slow," she whispered as she made the first move, just a slither up and back with her hips.
"I've got all the time in the world," Grandpa Jack told her. His blue eyes roamed up and down her body and he openly lusted after her, practically salivating. He stared at her pink buds and her pale limbs and her smooth belly. Even with the pig tails and the knee socks, she'd never felt like such a woman, so sexy, so desirable.
Grandpa Jack was making her a woman, here, in his bed. His woman.
The feeling traveled to her lower body and she began to ride him. Lydia placed her grandfather's hands on her ass. She'd never done that before, never directed, never guided and here she was, showing him where to put his hands. It was power and pleasure and it coursed through every inch of her.
She put her elbows on his knees and leaned back. Lydia wanted him to stare, to give him a nice, long look of his sweet, young granddaughter's nakedness. There were her strawberry colored nipples and her teacup breasts bouncing to the beat. There were her white thighs, they clenched with the up and down movements. Lydia discovered as she rode him that if she drug her hips back and forth, his bushy pubic hair tickled and tingled against her still throbbing clit. She decided that it was there, in that position, the perfect way to fuck Grandpa Jack.
Lydia bounced and shivered on his dick. She pushed her ass back into his hands, then up, then a squeeze around his huge, thumping cock and then all the way back down once more. Her body seemed to be made for this and the movements were entirely its own. This was something entirely new and it started as she looked him in the eye. This was a whole new orgasm and it was building slowly. It wasn't just in her clit, it had legs and arms and it had taken hold of her body and shook her to her core.
This was love and it was crazy, Lydia thought as a shaky moan escaped her open lips.
Grandpa nodded, as if he agreed, or maybe he was shaking as well. Maybe they were both just vibrating with the other's electrical impulses. He whispered, "Baby, cum all over me. God, please cum for me."
Lydia did as he asked.
Her hands slapped his belly as the first wave wracked her body. From deep inside she heard him moan as Grandpa Jack's thighs tensed and he let out a long spurt. Lydia kept the tempo and continued to ride as they lost themselves in the feel of the other. She knew that they would come together until they were both completely empty, spent and dribbled down to nothing. Her pussy drank down every last drop of him and her orgasm bathed him in liquid longing and the two of them were sealed together in the sound of their breath and sighs.



Sometime later, Lydia opened her eyes and knew that they had fallen asleep because the shadows and sunlight had made a new pattern on the far wall.
***
Lydia still hadn't gone back to school three days after the funeral and her father was anxious. He'd asked her that morning, "So you going to drop out and save me the money?"
Lydia had a "fuck you, Dad," that she'd been saving up for years but she swallowed it down. It wasn't that he didn't deserve it for being such an asshole. Jesus, it was his dad that had died and she hadn't yet seen him shed one fucking tear. She was just too sad and too tired to put that much effort into anything. Except for the service, she'd been sleeping mostly. It was almost as if her heart needed to get some rest.
That afternoon, he knocked on her bedroom door and Lydia could tell by the way that he called out, "Lids?" that he was sorry for being a douchebag but it still irritated her that it was all the apology she'd ever get.
"Yeah," she answered and watched him enter. Her father walked with his head down, his shoulders were hunched and he smelled like an ashtray. Maybe he was mourning too, just in a total asshole way.
"The lawyer gave me this," he placed a small brown envelope on her bed. "It's from your grandpa. And it's okay if you stay until next week," her father shrugged, "I know you two were tight."
He had no idea.
Lydia nodded and then looked at the door. It was her silent way of kicking him out of her room. Once she was alone again, she slid her fingernail along the gummy paper and opened the envelope. She smiled when the scent hit her, it smelled like her grandparent's house.
There were the letters and he'd even given her the Polaroids which made Lydia burst out in laughter. Of course he would do that. It was all of the pictures and she quickly cupped her hand over her mouth when she saw the last one of naked Grandpa Jack. My God, she thought with a sigh that carried some longing. She shook her head, he really had known everything all along, hadn't he? There were the little stack of creased and crumpled papers. All of the words and all the love of so many years ago, folded into these scraps and pages.
There was another much crisper piece of paper on top though. This one didn't smell of perfume and Benson & Hedges. It was more like Old Spice and bacon grease. It was the same handwriting though and just unfolding the note sent a shiver down her spine. For a moment, Lydia felt almost as if his fingers were once again laced with hers and they were reading it together. In a flash, she was wrapped up in his arms. They were curled up together in his adjustable bed and they watched the sunshine make light and shadows down the wall as they lazily whiled away the hours, memorizing each and every inch of the other. It was something to remember him by; something she'd never forget.
"Lids,
My god, you are an amazing, beautiful woman. Thank you for this. I'll cherish our time together forever and never forget one minute of you.
I'm giving you the letters because you're the only one who would understand.
Love always,
Jack."
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Stan
It felt like the first time all over again.
He sat there and waited for her and all the while, it reminded Stan of the first time he'd waited for her. She'd been in such a rush to get going. She had come six weeks early and scared the shit out of him and Charlene. Her first two weeks of life were in the NICU at Children's Memorial, attached to wires and machinery. He'd been on pins and needles until he realized what a little fighter she was.
That was why, he supposed, that he'd always doted on her the way he did. Other dads called their daughters "princesses" but not Stan. Melissa was more like a featherweight boxer; always smaller than the other kids, always underestimated and always tough as nails. It had been as apparent in her preemie grip around his index finger as it had been the rest of her life. She was smaller and shorter but that had never kept her behind. Melissa had always insisted on doing everything first, harder and better than the kids who had a foot on her. She was so hard headed, Stan shook his head with a smile. That was why he waited so patiently in the church vestibule. He gave her space, he let her take her time. It didn't matter that two hundred give or take people were waiting for her to walk down the aisle. Let them wait, Melissa was always on her own time.
Stan heard the click of heels on the marble floor and sighed. Here came trouble, he could feel it in his bones. He knew that Charlene wouldn't be able to just relax and put on a smile. She'd been so uptight about this damn wedding ever since Melissa and Steve broke the news. Stan could hardly wait for it to be over with and hoped things would return to normal, whatever that was. "What's taking her so long?" his wife of 32 years asked in the same voice that she used to bark at customer service people and delivery people that she thought were too pokey. Lately, Stan felt that he'd become the help.
When had she stopped being nice? He couldn't help but wonder. Stan patted the wooden pew and gestured for her to sit down next to him. Char looked good today. She was flawless really and his body noticed. Her beige dress was tasteful, classic; of course it was Charlene so it wouldn't be anything else. The square neckline showed a hint of cleavage but after all this time, Stan had every inch of her memorized. Sure, it might have been going on two years since he'd seen her naked but his memory was very good in that regard. "Babe, it takes as long as it takes," he told her with a wink. Stan would like to kiss her right now but he knew that wouldn't be allowed. Not only would it spoil her makeup for the pictures but since Charlene had closed up shop down there, if she kissed him at all, it was an occasional peck on the cheek. "You want to relax? You've been on your feet all morning," he'd like to run his hands through her newly colored blonde hair and pull her body into his. It was a wedding for god's sake, they were supposed to be celebrating. They had a room upstairs at the Pfister and maybe, just maybe, if the night went without a hitch, the dam might break. Maybe if he plied her with just the right amount of Old Fashioneds, which was two and a half; if she finished the third, she was done for. Stan was hoping that the right amount of cocktails and strange bed with a fabulous view of the Milwaukee skyline, maybe Charlene would make an exception to the pussy is closed rule.
Charlene wouldn't hear of it though, "I'm going to check on her," she told him with a haughty look on her face and her shoulders pushed all the way back.
Dammit, he didn't want to do this. He especially didn't want to do this here, in St. Anthony's where the sound would reverberate so that anyone could hear every word. This was supposed to be Melissa's day and he wouldn't let Charlene ruin it. "No, you're not, Char," he told her in the same voice that he used to use with the poodle; not angry, just firm. Stanley Whiteside didn't lose his temper, especially not with his lovely wife but he wasn't going to let her fuck things up here. "I don't have it in me today, Char. Not another round with you and Melissa. You know how she is, let her do what she needs to do." He reached for Charlene's hand and noticed the ring, his ring, sparkling there on her third finger. This was the second ring, the upgraded version. They'd been so poor the first time he could barely afford the plain gold band and the tiniest stone. Their wedding was nothing like this shindig. Of course, Char had actually loved him back then too.
"Good cop, bad cop," Charlene said with a sigh and she pulled her hand from his touch. She recoiled all of his advances now. Night after night of new excuses and shrugging her shoulders away, Stanley had all but given up. "As always," Charlene gave him a look that was cold and hard. "I'm going back out there but people are starting to wonder," she stormed off and the heels clicked back down the marble. Stanley watched her walk away and exhaled. The bowtie seemed to squeeze the air out of him but maybe that was just his soul.
He'd be damned if he told Melissa to hurry up. Hell, this till death do you part was highly overrated. No one had any idea how bad things could get between now and death. There was a lot of gray areas in there, like the longest drought of no sex that Stanley Whiteside had ever had since he'd started having it.
"Dad," the door creaked open and Stan saw his daughter's long, dark hair peeking out. The tendrils hung down one bare shoulder and he could just see her eyes. "Dad, come here," she whispered and waved him to the door with one hand.
Stanley stepped inside the small changing room and closed the door with a squeak behind him. There were balled up Kleenex all over the floor. His daughter was in the white, strapless dress with the yards and yards of netting and pinafores and who knows what else was under that dress that cost him fifteen thousand dollars. Her veil was on, in a tangle behind her. Her face, Jesus Christ, Charlene would have a fit if she went out there with that face. Melissa hardly ever cried. Maybe the last time was when the poodle died, so this must be big. "Honey, what's wrong?" he asked quietly before she threw herself into his arms and buried her face in his starched, white shirt. "Oh, baby, what is it? What happened?" Stan held her close. She still only came up to mid chest, even with her heels on. Melissa was only about four-ten. The dress had to be altered several times to fit her. His girl, she was tiny and curvy but somehow "little" just didn't fit her. Stan had never told her that she reminded him of a shorter version of Betty Paige because it just didn't seem appropriate. He hugged her close and tried to rub her hair but all he felt was the veil. "You can tell me, honey," he assured her.
"I can't marry him," Melissa sniffed, her voice was muffled by his shirt.
"Really?" Stan asked and wondered if this was his secret wish finally coming true. It wasn't like Steve was a bad guy. Steve Hanson was fine but all he was ever going to be was fine and Melissa deserved more than that. Besides, Steve was still too much of a player for Stan's tastes. He had kept his daughter on her toes with a two year engagement while he traveled all over the world and rarely took his fiancé with him. That made him a douchebag, at least as far as Stan was concerned. "Did something happen?" he wouldn't punch him or anything but he wouldn't be nice to Steve either if he'd broken Melissa's heart.
His daughter sniffed and stood up straight . She pushed the veil away from her face. Her eyes were a wreck, mascara had dripped and dried on her cheeks and her lipstick was gone. Stan decided that he preferred her eyes like this though. They were brilliant; dark blue and wet with tears. They shimmered like a lake at midnight with the moon shining on it; a lake with hidden depths. That described his daughter perfectly. She didn't need all of that stuff on her face. "It's not like that. He didn't do anything," she laughed sarcastically, "besides just be Steve anyway. It's not like he hit me."
Stan nodded, that made sense. He'd always felt in his gut that if any guy hit Melissa, she'd come back with a knife.
"It's just that I found out that he lied. You know how he said that the bachelor party was golfing yesterday?" He did, Stan was still sore from the trip. The Highlands at the Grand Geneva was a challenging course and Stan had never been a good golfer. Of course, his job didn't require him to wheel and deal either, which was one more reason that he didn't know how he felt about Steve. Wasn't pharmaceutical sales just legal drug dealing? Hobnobbing with doctors hardly sounded like work. "Well, that was just the bachelor party that you guys knew about," Melissa narrowed her eyes and her round, pink mouth became a flat line. "He spent two nights in Vegas last week and it was just all strip clubs with his degenerate friends."
As her father, Stan was pissed but as a man, he could see why Steve wouldn't tell. "That's not right," was all he could come up with.
"And it's not just that. He's always got excuses about stuff but I just feel like he's always lying to me," Melissa said as she crossed her arms over her chest. Her cleavage pushed out a little bit more. She was going to need to check that before she walked out there and make sure that she was ready for pictures. That was, unless Melissa was just going to blow it all up and leave douchebag and the other two hundred people in the dust. Stan would take her home to change and then they'd go to Kopp's for ice cream.
"Well, do you want to go, honey? I have no problem with you calling this thing off," Stan gave half a smile as he touched her chin. "If you don't want to get married, you don't have to."
"But wouldn't you be upset with me? I mean, you've spent a lot of money," her forehead was creased with worry. She had whispered a lot but she didn't even know how much.
"Sweetheart, you don't ever have to worry about doing anything to make me happy," Stan drew her a little closer and spoke in the same voice he used when he tucked her in after nightmares so many years ago. "I'm happy when you're happy."
She rested her head on his bicep, her head still didn't reach his shoulder. That cute, little turned up nose, the rosebud mouth, and those eyes, Jesus Christ, how could Steve do anything to hurt her? Beautiful, with that thick, dark tangle of hair and her black lashes and her soft, milky skin; Steve was damn lucky that Melissa would even go out with him, let alone become his wife. Plus she was smart, she had a great job, they lived in her condo. Stan knew that she wasn't much of a cook but that's what take-out was for. "Mom would kill us," Melissa said as she looked up, her eyes sparkled at the thought. It was almost an incentive for Melissa to do it. "Absolutely kill us. She'd say it was your fault."
Yes, Charlene would say all of that and more. Like Melissa had always been his favorite and he'd never treated Andrew or Marty the same and it wasn't fair. Blah, blah, blah, she'd be pissed the full month of June and probably well into July but Stan thought this would probably be worth it. He only wanted his daughter's happiness. He didn't say all of that though, he just shrugged and asked, "What else is new?"
Melissa laughed at that. "I guess I'm just nervous. Everyone gets nervous about getting married, right, Daddy?" she sounded so wistful and sincere and suddenly smaller and younger than she really was. It was almost as if she was asking if there really were a monster in the closet.
"Everyone does, honey," he affirmed.
"I better fix my face," Melissa looked to her right and caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. "I can't look like shit for my pictures," she told her reflection.
"That's not possible, honey," Stan told her as he kissed her on the top of her head. He looked at the two of them in the mirror and he held her close for one more minute. "You're sure you want to do this?"
"Oh Daddy, you're so sweet to me," Melissa whispered as she looked up. "No man could ever be as good to me as you," her breath was minty sweet and warm on Stan's face and her lips were whisper soft on his. "I love you, Daddy," she murmured before they kissed again. This kiss was firmer, more deliberate, a pressing of her mouth on his. Then another, and another; their mouths were joined and neither of them pulled away. They lingered together, as if this would be the last time, as if they'd never kiss again but these were different from any kisses Stan had ever had with his daughter before. Somewhere, deep down, his brain screamed, "What are you doing?" but it was far away and easy to ignore. This was too sweet and too seductive to stop. Hot, slow, melting kisses and her mouth was just open a little bit but he didn't dare. His hands were around her waist and they seemed to want to run down to her hips and cup her cheeks as he pulled her into his body but he also didn't dare do that. As it was, the only thing Stan could do was keep kissing her and he never wanted it to end. His mouth was so hungry for this, every inch of him was starving to touch and to be touched.
After what was probably only seconds, but could have been forever, Melissa ended it with a sigh. She reached for a Kleenex, "okay, Daddy, I'll be out in a minute."
He was being kicked out and Stan nodded, grateful for the separation because now he was hard and needed to get rid of that before he walked his little girl down the aisle. Jesus Christ, he thought as he closed the squeaky door behind him, for his own daughter? It had felt so good though. He put his hand on his mouth and the place where her soft lips had touched his burned. It had only been a few seconds but he'd been lost for hours with her small body and her velvet mouth and his dick aching in the front of his pants. Charlene would never forgive him if she thought that he was sporting wood in front of all of their family and friends.
There, that was the end of that.
Lately thinking about Charlene usually killed the mood and deflated his dick as well as his ego. Stan finished adjusting his pleats and his jacket and slicking back his hair and Melissa emerged from the room. Whatever magic she had performed in there, she was suddenly every inch the radiant bride that he was certain that Charlene wanted to see. Her mouth, the mouth that had just stirred something primal and ravenous inside him, was no longer bare and pink. Now glistened with gloss and her eyes had gone from deep and dark to happy and dancing. The mascara was off her cheeks and the black traces had been replaced with a rosy glow. She'd fixed the top of her dress and her veil was perfectly in place. In one hand, she carried the bouquet of pink and white flowers and with the other hand. She waved to him. "Ready, Daddy?"
As ready as he'd ever be to give her to douchebag Steve; sure, he guessed so. Stan smiled and told her, "You look absolutely beautiful. Let's go, honey."
As they entered the sanctuary, the music changed and Stan could feel every eye in the place on them as "At Last" began to play. It was one of Stan's favorites and the only part of the ceremony that he had anything to say about. He patted her small fingers that were tucked in the crook of his arm. He looked ahead to the priest and Steve and his best man and for a moment, he regretted that they weren't in the car with the windows down and the wind in their hair. That kiss, well, really, those kisses, were going to linger in his mind like a dream he'd like to finish but never could get back to.
"Thank you, Daddy," Melissa mouthed as they reached the front and she took her hand away and placed it on Steve's forearm instead.
He'd been replaced, it was official and Stan felt it in his gut.
Stan turned to take his seat next to Charlene. Her face was flushed and he wondered if it was a hot flash or if she was just pissed that the two of them had kept her waiting. He patted his wife's knee and hoped Melissa knew what she was doing.
***
Stan met his son, Marty at the bar and took the second glass of scotch from his hand. "I hope that's for me," he didn't wait for Marty's reply. He took a slug and let it burn in the middle of his throat for a few seconds before he swallowed it down.
"Well, I guess it is now," Marty laughed and patted him on the back. "Really, since it's open bar and you're paying for this huge fucking wedding, I guess all the drinks are yours, Dad." Marty chuckled at his own drink and before he emptied his glass. His son pointed to the bartender and nodded, "two more when you have a minute, thanks bud."
Stan set the tumbler down on the bar and shook his head. "Nope, gotta pace myself. It's a long night. I have to dance with your sister still and I can't be drunk for that. Your mother will kill me."
Marty thought about it for a second and nodded in agreement. "Yeah she would."
Charlene's sister, Angela strutted up to the bar and interrupted them, just like she always did. Angela was the baby of the family, only forty but on her fifth marriage, or was she just separated from the fourth husband? It was hard to keep up with. She'd always flirted more than was acceptable, with Stan as well as his sons. It made everyone a little uncomfortable and it made Charlene furious. Stan was sure that was partly why his sister-in-law did it. He was also fairly sure that if he'd ever really taken her up on any of her suggestions, she'd be completely agreeable. "Well, well, don't you ever wear anything else besides a tux, okay Stanny?" she said it in a bedroom voice as she slid between him and Marty. She flashed him a long look at her cleavage in the low cut purple dress. "You sure do clean up nice," she leaned in close as if they were having an intimate moment.
Angela was on the list.
Stan had never cheated on Charlene. Not really, not all the way with his dick inside another woman cheating. He knew that the things on the list were enough to be considered cheating by Charlene though and he kept them close to the breast. In fact, he only brought them out every once in a while when he really needed some masturbation material and porn wasn't sufficient. Angela was on the list. Angela in the hot tub; it had been more than twenty years ago which made her all of 19 at the time. Angela, blonde and tan and trim and flaunting every inch of her body in a pink bikini all while Charlene was pregnant with Andrew. Angela in the hot tub, touching his erection under the bubbles. It had only been through his bathing suit, not inside but he had let her. Stan had let her until he was on the brink of coming in his suit. His balls had been drawn up close. They'd been so fucking full and so ready to explode and then she had offered, "I can just move my bottoms over, you know."
How many times had he heard her ask that question over the years as he repeated the story with his hand around his dick?
It wasn't just because he would have lasted less than a minute. Fucking his sister-in-law would have been about thirty seconds of bliss and a lifetime of shit from Charlene. Immediately, his hard-on had deflated and Stan had just never spent that much time alone with her since. He'd thought about it though; probably fifty, maybe even a hundred times. He'd jerked off and cum all over himself as he thought about pulling his trunks down that night and ripping off the little blonde's bikini bottoms. In his mind's eye, he'd fucked her. He'd fucked her hard and she was tight and ripe and just nineteen, barely out of high school. She'd deserved it like that. She'd been teasing him unmercifully, completely on purpose ever since they met.
Of course in real life, he'd kept his distance. Stan knew better and lived by the philosophy, "happy wife, happy life."
"Thanks Angela, enjoy my liquor," Stan muttered as he walked away and hoped that Charlene hadn't even seen her approach. He really didn't need anything to stir her up between now and when the evening's festivities were over. Stan was counting on the room and the view and the fact that the wedding was in the rearview to make Charlene remember that he was still a man.



Kissing his daughter had reminded him of that but that was something that he needed to forget about, the sooner, the better.
His other son Andrew clasped his hand and then came in for a quick hug. "Hey Dad, good thing that you only had one girl," he teased. "I mean, you couldn't afford to do this for all of us, could you?"
Stan patted Andrew's back and laughed but it sounded more like a groan. "Absolutely not. After this, I recommend you and your brother live in sin or elope."
Andrew wiggled his eyebrows at him to suggest that he agreed and added, "Mom's looking for you. I guess you have to dance in a few minutes."
Stan headed to the table and took a deep breath. He had a few butterflies in spite of his training. This was going to be his big moment. He'd always felt like he was an adequate dancer. For a fifty-five year old, white guy with no real dance experience, he could shuffle back and forth in a slow dance with the best of them. Charlene wouldn't hear of it though and had sent him to dance school so that he "wouldn't shame our daughter on her big day." He knew that really meant he wouldn't shame Charlene but honestly, he was pretty sure all of the other Dads in the audience would understand. He did it anyway. Every Wednesday night after work for the last four months he'd gone to dance class and learned not to step on toes and how to count without counting out loud. There were even a couple of women there who had flirted with him a little, which felt good. Nothing to add to the list but still, it was nice to be noticed.
The DJ made the announcement, "and now it's time for Mr. Whiteside, father of the bride, to dance with the beautiful bride." Stan spied Melissa on the other side of the dance floor and walked to meet her. He offered her his elbow as he had this morning before giving her away to Steve.
"I've been practicing," he assured her as Melissa took his arm.
She giggled as the band began to play "Unforgettable". "Yeah, I know, Mom told me," his daughter came in closer and Stan placed his left hand on her waist as he placed her left hand on his shoulder. He wanted her close. In fact, he wanted her pressed up against him. If he were honest, he wanted her to forget herself and kiss him on the mouth as she had this morning in an embrace that meant a thousand things that shouldn't be. He wanted her to feel what she had done to him, the need that pulsed between his legs, the animal heat that still churned away inside even if he'd been turned out to pasture. Fuck, this was his daughter, he wasn't a pervert. Something was going on and Stand felt fairly certain it was the emotion of the day. He simply kissed her forehead before he twirled her and then led her back to face him once more.
Melissa looked impressed and remarked, "hey, Daddy's got moves."
"Tell your mother for me, will you?" he murmured as he twirled her once more.
Melissa came in closer, her hair brushed his arm, her breasts against his chest. "Thanks for this morning. I guess I just needed my Daddy," she said as she nestled in his arms and suddenly everything Melissa did was fanning the flame.
God, he had to get this out of his mind, Stan told himself. He whispered, "anytime, little girl," in a voice that meant something much different than Melissa probably thought it did.
When the dance was over, his new son-in-law tapped him on the shoulder. "Do you mind, Stan?" he asked with a grin. Steve, Steve the gym rat, Steve who talked about protein macros and reps as if it were a religion. Steve who still referred to his friends as dudes. Steve the tanning booth guy. Steve got his teeth whitened and probably got manicures. Steve put stuff in his hair that he called "product". Steve looked kind of like Matthew McConaughey, which Stan had heard him tell girls at bars time and time again. He was young and blonde and at least seemed like a gigolo. The first time he'd met Steve, Stan had really hoped that Melissa would have seen through his dog and pony show.
"She's all yours," Stan told him but he didn't mean it.
By quarter to eleven, the band had stopped playing the old songs and the DJ had started to play hip hop. The cake had been cut and the food was gone and the bar had reverted to a cash bar so the crowd was thinning out. Charlene had just gotten halfway through her third old fashioned and Stan took her hand and placed a kiss in the center. He inhaled her scent. It was the scent of home, her skin cream and the Chanel perfume that he bought her every year for Christmas. It was the scent of him and her tangled in damp sheets, quietly screwing in the morning before the kids woke up. It was the scent of her and the feel of her and Stan wished that he could drown in her velvety flesh tonight. "Let's go upstairs, sweetheart," Stan whispered before presenting her with her purse. He knew his wife, he'd spent thirty two years getting to know all of the little things. Like right now, after a full day in those heels that were a size 7.5 instead of an 8 because she wanted to say her feet were smaller, those shoes were killing her. It was the one bohemian thing she'd do, let him take her shoes off and walk in her stockings all the way to the elevator and then down the hall to room 1024. "Let me take your shoes off, Char," Stan patted his lap and watched as his wife smiled and gave him her left foot.
"I guess it's time. These kids can dance to this stuff," she shrugged.
He had her shoes in his left hand and before they left the reception, there would be one more thing. "Do you want a piece of cake for later?" Stan knew she did because she had been too nervous to do much more than move the food around on her plate.
Charlene patted her whittled down stomach. He knew that she was in a girdle under that dress and that she'd managed to lose about twenty pounds before the wedding but she'd wanted to lose thirty. "I shouldn't," his wife was as hard on herself as she was everyone else.
"Well, I'll get one just in case," Stan told her and watched Charlene's eyes light up as he handed her the piece of white cake. "You did great today," he said as they waited for the elevator. "Melissa was so happy."
"Thanks," Charlene said with a sigh.
Once they were inside the elevator, Stan patted her behind with his free hand. God, that ass. Back in the day, before it was confined in girdles and crazy support underwear and all of the other things that she strapped it down with. Back when it was free to bounce around in her tiny panties and a scandalously, short skirt, that ass was his undoing. He wanted to see it again. He wanted to peel the stockings down and free it from the punishing undergarments and feel the two fleshy, bubbles rise up under his hands.
The elevator bell dinged once they had reached the tenth floor. He followed Charlene down the hall and watched her butt and felt his cock stir in his pants. He imagined rolling her over onto her stomach as she lay in the center of the king-sized bed with the crisp, white sheets that were tucked so tightly under the mattress. He'd mess them up given the chance and he'd eat her ass out like it was the cake and dinner too. He'd eat her ass and burrow his nose between her cheeks and feel the heat rise from her simmering slit below as her big, beautiful cheeks bounced and pushed into his tongue. He'd turn her over and make her cum again. He was salivating to her head. Stan would spend all night sucking her swollen clit if she'd just give him a nod. It would be huge and hot and pulsing and if she raised her hips a little, that was the secret code that they'd had years ago, just a little raise of her plump bottom while he bathed his face in her pussy juices and Stan would slide his index finger deep inside her asshole. She had loved that. She used to buck like an unbroken pony under him for that. She had begged and pleaded, pleaded with him to stop, no don't stop, no stop Stan, oh my god, don't ever stop. He could almost hear her now, she'd squeeze and tremble under him until there was a puddle underneath her.
He was fully hard as Charlene took the card out of her purse and swiped the door lock. Once inside the room, Stan looked over at the big bed, front and center, ready to swallow them up. "So I was thinking," Stan told her as he set her shoes down on the floor and approached her from behind so that his wife could fully feel his intentions. "I was thinking that my beautiful wife might need a foot massage," he said before he pressed a kiss on the back of her neck. He swept her highlighted hair to the side and revealed the little hook at the top of the dress, "but of course, my beautiful wife would have to take her stockings off to get a foot massage. And it only makes sense," he told her as Charlene giggled, "to take your dress off if you're taking your stockings off." He tugged the zipper down and revealed the back of the bra and the contortionist underwear. He ran the metal tab down to the top of her hips. "Does that sound nice?" Stan waited. He throbbed for her now. He had such a taste for her, a longing to be in her arms and to feel her melt in his.
His wife cocked her head and smiled that slow, kind of buzzed smile that she had that told him she was relaxed for once. "That does really sound nice," and she reached around and tugged the zipper a little further and shimmied her hips.
Stan laughed as he watched. That was the woman that he'd fallen in love with almost immediately, so long ago. "Baby, here, let me," he nestled behind her and kissed the satin skin on her back, just past her hair. All that creamy expanse of skin was bare down to the bra. He could hardly wait to peel it all back and feel her softness. Stan was afraid that he'd forgotten how her naked body felt against his. He pulled the dress down over her round hips and let it fall in a puddle at her feet. Now it was just the struggle to get her out of the system of loops and pulleys that pulled this shapewear tight around her like she was wearing someone else's skin. "Now, let's get you out of this," he whispered on her shoulder and let his fingers meander down the slick strap of her bra. She felt that, the pulse of his cock in the front of his pants. She had felt it and if Stan wasn't mistaken, she pushed back.
Charlene wanted it too.
His hand cupped her right breast through the thick brassiere and then traveled down the front of her body, sliding along her belly. She was rounder now than she had been in the beginning, rounder and softer and she jiggled a bit. He could see when she walked to the bathroom at night wearing nothing but the nightie. He liked it, the softer expanse, the doughy weight of her all sweet, heavy flesh.
His wife hated it though and as soon as his hand paused on her abdomen, Charlene sighed. He couldn't believe that she didn't need him the way he needed her. She was dismissing him once again, "That's sweet of you but I think I feel a migraine coming on. I'm just going to take one of my pills and go right to sleep." Her migraines were the new code and that meant don't fucking touch me. Stan hadn't learned that as easily as he'd learned the one with her butt. "Do you mind sleeping on the pull-out, Stan?" she asked in a tone that meant it wasn't really a question, he was sleeping on the pull-out. "You know I need my space."
Stan thought he could cry but he choked it down and just nodded in agreement. "Yeah, sure Char. I love you. Good job today."
"Mm-hmm," she hummed before going into the bathroom. That was a relatively new thing, not even saying she loved him back and Stan felt the weight of the world on his shoulders by the time he got to the pull-out. What had he done wrong?
An hour later, long after Charlene had turned off the lights and was lightly snoring in the middle of the king-sized bed, Stan still hadn't figured it out. He'd been a good husband. He'd kept the same job at the property management company, gotten promoted to Vice President of Conventional Housing, whatever the fuck that meant. It was just a salary and no overtime really but it sounded good to Charlene's friends. They'd moved to Brookfield and added on to the ranch. Charlene still taught school but it was only part-time and they both knew it was just for her to have extra spending money. Besides being financially stable, he wasn't a drunk, he helped around the house and he'd spent a considerable amount of time with the kids. Unlike most of his buddies, he'd been faithful.
Well, except for the list but that was brief and Charlene didn't know about any of it, Stan reminded himself in the dark. Yes, there was Angela. It was a stupid little thing in the hot tub but he'd never fucked her and it wasn't like she wasn't asking for it all this time. Then there was that other time when he had been alone with his boss's daughter. She had been 22, maybe 23, in the back of a limo, coming home from box seats at the Brewer's game. Stan had tried to get out of riding with her but his boss had insisted. "Just make sure she gets home, okay, Stan? I can trust you with her and the rest of these guys are just assholes." His daughter had been drunk, she had been beautiful and she hadn't been wearing any panties under the sundress. When she'd shown him her gorgeous, waxed little snatch, there was no one around but the driver and who was he going to tell? Stan had touched her and felt her bead blossom under his fingers. Her dripping crevice seeped in his hand and the girl purred and pushed her hips into him.
When they'd arrived at his boss's house, the blonde had asked, "Want to come up and hang out?"
Stan had quickly refused. That was much too much reality for him but that hadn't stopped him later from touching his dick with the same hand that he'd used on her pussy earlier.
So that was two things.
The third didn't even really count but it was the one that Stan was the most ashamed of. He'd gone to a massage parlor once. It was one time in thirty-two years and the place was a nightmare. The girl was hideous to look at but once she'd dimmed the lights and put enough lube in her hand, Stan had cum like it was the first time. The whole thing took about eight minutes total, tops.
He looked at the clock on the table by the pull-out and noticed that it was almost half past two when he heard the door open and close in the room next door. That would be Melissa and Steve. Okay, so maybe this morning, kissing his daughter like that. Kissing her on the mouth and not stopping. Kissing her until he was hard and wanted to take her dress off. Yes, that should be added to the list.
Four things.
Four things didn't make him a cheater and it definitely didn't make him a bad husband, Stan reasoned. He didn't see how he deserved to become a eunuch. He'd been looking forward to this time with Char. The kids were gone and the pets were dead. He had a lot of vacation time stored up and before menopause had started, he imagined lots of Mondays off. He'd looked forward to days spent naked and a little buzzed. He'd thought that maybe they'd try some new things, some forbidden things that he'd always kept tucked away.
"God, yes," Stan heard the woman's voice on the other side of the wall. "Don't tear my dress, you fuckwad," Melissa was that woman and she was being undressed by a total fuckwad who was now her husband.
Melissa moaned and then murmured, "yes, just like that," and Stan bit his bottom lip as he imagined all of the things that his daughter might like just like that. His cock stirred between his legs and the head had already escaped through the opening in his boxers. "Baby, oh yes, oh yes," she called out and Stan groaned with his left forearm over his eyes. He needed to block it out. He couldn't hear this. He definitely couldn't let his right hand push down into his boxers entirely and release his cock.
He couldn't masturbate to his daughter, could he?
Stan thought it was probably going to become number five on the list because his hand had already gripped the base of his thick, needy dick and slowly moved up. He'd already started. There was no way that he couldn't finish this. In his mind's eye, he was in the room next door with Melissa, his precious girl. So beautiful, so fierce, so his daughter but right now, she was just a woman and a gorgeous one at that. A gorgeous woman who wanted it just like that and Stan had paid for the dress so he'd just reach around and tear the bodice with his greedy hands. He could almost hear the buttons pop and burst all over the room and his lovely daughter would be naked to the waist. "Oh, Daddy," she'd be a little frightened with the heat in his eyes and Stan would be enchanted with the sight of her full, firm breasts. Her little dollops of strawberry nipples that were hard and needed her father's touch.
Had he just thought that?
He had and he'd dripped precum as he did. "Yes, Daddy, just like that," she'd purr as he placed her in the middle of the bed and slid the rest of the dress, the train, the petticoats, the ruffles, all of it off. Underneath it was just Melissa, just his daughter completely naked for him, just for him.
"Little girl," Stan gasped as his right hand stroked faster. A continual stream of precum coated him, he was slick and ready to cum but this was too good. Stan told himself to slow down, take it easy and let the pleasure permeate every inch of his body. Stan hated that he needed it to last, the fantasy, the feeling.
In his mind's eye, Melissa spread her legs for him and showed him her lower lips. God she was pink and perfect. She was dripping and with two small fingers she opened her swollen flesh. Her lips were heavy and juicy and she purred as she showed him. "This is what you did to me this morning, Daddy," his daughter confessed. "I wanted you so much," there it was, the movement in her hips. She thrust her hips and her forbidden crevice toward him. Stan could feel his tongue escape the safety of his mouth as he crouched over her on the bed.
There was no way that he wasn't going to lick every inch of his daughter's body, Stan was drooling for her, starving. "Did you baby?" he asked. He was out of breath and all he could hear was the drum of his pulse that echoed everywhere. His heart was racing much too quickly and his dick was jolting in his hand and ready to burst.
"Please, Daddy," Melissa asked in a voice that was just a girl's, "I've always wanted you to make love to me." With that, she peeled her lips open a little wider and Stan saw her clitoris. It was large and almost red and quivered with anticipation and need and he knew that he would suck on her and feel the orgasm run through her body and enter his. All he wanted was to suck and gulp down his own daughter's sweet orgasm.
Stan came.
He came in thick ropes of steamy cum that covered his forearm and shot up to his chest. It was the biggest orgasm that he could remember and his legs clenched and released as the climax continued. He held his left hand over his mouth tightly to keep back the sound. Even like that, if Charlene hadn't taken a pill, she would know that her husband was in the throws of ecstasy. The pull-out creaked as he shook and gave his daughter every last droplet of all of his pent-up need for her.
He was immediately exhausted and knew that he couldn't even walk to the bathroom to get a washcloth so he'd just lay in it. Stan pulled the sheet up around him and felt the stickiness get on hand. He briefly thought to himself, yes, that was definitely number five. He also knew that regardless of how guilty he might feel when he thought about it later, he'd definitely masturbate to number five again.
***
Melissa
It had already frosted and it was only the middle of October. Even for Milwaukee, it seemed like it would be a cold winter. Melissa thought to herself as she turned up the furnace, it was perfect weather for snuggling. That was the problem, or at least one of them. There sure wasn't much snuggling going on, or anything else for that matter.



She opened the bottle of Cabernet that she'd been saving for something special. They were never home together to do anything special which was why, she thought, she spent so much time drinking. Melissa twisted the cork out and got one of the wine glasses out that they'd gotten two years ago as a wedding present. If anyone had asked her if she could see herself, sitting on the couch night after night, alone, she never would have believed it. Steve always promised her to spend more time at home but so far, he was just full of shit.
Melissa had told him to be home tonight at 6:30. She shook her head before taking a huge gulp of wine. She shouldn't have to beg him to come home and have dinner with her, it was humiliating. She really shouldn't have to make a special goddamn dinner just so they could talk. Well, that wasn't exactly true; she hadn't made it but she knew if she cooked, it would be much worse. It was carry-out meatloaf from the Metro Mart but either way, he should be here. It was a little after seven and no call, no text, no nothing.
At 7:30, Steve showed up.
Melissa clicked her nails on the dining room table as she watched him make his way inside. She had eaten almost all of the meatloaf and only left him a crust and the mashed potatoes that she didn't like. "Sorry, sorry, I'm late sweetie," he said sheepishly and grinned. Her husband kissed her head in passing before he set down his gym bag and laptop. "You know how I lose track of time," he looked at her wistfully as if to say, "sorry I'm a fuck-up but you signed up for this."
They'd only been married for two years and she was already tired of his bullshit. Melissa swirled the wine in the glass and felt the disappointment sink in. She was on her third glass now. She would be buzzed if it weren't for the meatloaf and that would just turn this into an argument about her drinking instead of an argument about having a baby. "I'm used to it," she said in a flat voice and pushed out a chair with her foot. "Have a seat," Melissa told him. She pushed what was left of the food in his direction but she didn't offer him a plate. "You were late on purpose because you know what I want to talk about."
Steve grabbed the bottle of Cabernet and felt how little was left. "Almost gone, surprise, surprise," he exhaled loudly and set it down. "No, Melissa, I don't know what you want to talk about. I'm actually not a mind-reader even though you keep expecting me to be."
She reached out to touch his forearm. Dammit, it was so unfair for him to cut her off like this. He said that the baby talk made it difficult to get in the mood but the Steve that she remembered from not that long ago was always in the mood. His scent, his aftershave and the soap and the clean smell of his body made her wish that he'd pick her up right now and carry her into the bedroom. "I don't expect you to read my mind, Steve," she was quiet. She didn't really want to fight about it, this should just be a done deal now. "You know that I want to talk about going to the fertility clinic. We said that if it didn't happen by now, that we'd consider all of our options," she paused and watched as the color of his face changed.
"Why do you do this every time I come home, Mel?" he shrugged, he was clearly exasperated with her. "You want me to come home on time? Why don't you make it nice to be here?"
He had a point, this did seem to be the routine. It wasn't really her fault though. She was always chasing him and Steve, even though he was her husband, was always just beyond reach. "I'm sorry, you're right," she nodded and looked down at her lap. "It's just that I'm starting to feel desperate, like it's never gonna happen."
Steve gave her a grin, "babe, it's only been a year."
"Two years!" she reminded him, "more than two since we've been married."
"So all that fucking in the beginning was us trying?" he asked with a drawl which meant he was trying to make her laugh but at the moment, Melissa didn't find anything he did funny.
"You said we'd talk about going to the clinic," she reminded him somberly. She couldn't think of anything else. Her biological clock seemed to have an audible click. She was thirty-two and quickly approaching thirty-five, which was the magical age when her eggs would start to dry up and turn to shit. She didn't even want to think about having a kid at forty.
"I said I'd think about it, but babe, I never said I'd do it." Steve's voice got loud when he was called to the carpet. "I work with all these doctors and hospitals. You know I hear about all kinds of fertility drugs. It's not a guarantee, Melissa, and it's goddamn expensive. And for what?" he threw his hands up. "Maybe if you can't get pregnant, that's a sign."
"Oh, so it has to be me, right Steve?" she crossed her arms over her chest. She wasn't so sure if she believed that. As much as he lied, he might already know it was him. Maybe that was why he didn't want to go see a doctor. "You know how much I want this," she shouted but maybe she should have said that she wanted him.
He noticed too because Steve rose from the table and hollered, "Yeah, I know. You want a kid a lot fucking more than you want a husband. I'm not doing this again tonight." He grabbed his keys and his phone and as he left, he slammed the door so hard that Melissa could feel the vibration.
Motherfucker had just walked out! Melissa curled her hands into fists and hit the dining room table with her right fist. Shit that had hurt her knuckles but goddammit, walking out wasn't the solution. What was he going to do, just avoid her indefinitely? Was this how divorce started? And what then?
Melissa felt the tears there. They were on the edge. In a few more seconds, one hot, salty tear would slip down her cheek as she realized that then she'd just be one more divorced thirty-something woman and still, no baby. She picked up her phone and her thumb paused over Steve's name. She could text him her apology. She could tell him to come home and maybe when he saw that she'd been crying, he'd take her in his arms and maybe, just maybe, he'd remember that he missed her naked body. The shittiest part of this was that Steve had been the best lover she'd ever had. Month after month when the pregnancy tests showed up with a minus, the sex had slowly dried up until now, it had been two solid months since he'd even touched her.
Melissa knew what it was. While she had always been little, sort of the underdog as it were, everything came naturally to Steve. Life had been so fucking easy for him. This was the first time he'd failed at anything. She could see it in his eyes. Her husband didn't like looking at her anymore, it reminded him.
She skipped over Steve's name.
She wasn't even sorry; he should be sorry and she would be goddamned if she had to beg her own husband for dick. She went to the second name and called home. Maybe her mother would have some words of wisdom.
The phone rang twice and her father answered, "hello."
"Oh, hi Daddy. Is Mom there?" There were some conversations that her Dad was good for but this wasn't one of them.
"No sweetheart, sorry, she's at her book club," her father told her. He'd always had a radar on him about her tone of voice and he picked it up immediately. "Is something wrong, honey?"
It was that same warm voice that seemed to pick her up and nestle her close to his heart. Her father was so tender, so kind. Why couldn't Steve be even half as nice to her? A sob escaped and now there was no stopping it, Melissa was full on crying. "Yes, Daddy," she confessed between tears, "everything's wrong."
He clicked his tongue and Melissa knew that he'd be scowling on his end. "Why don't I come over, sweetheart?"
"You don't have to, Daddy," she tried to reason with herself. Didn't she just decide that she didn't want to talk to him about this anyway? "Isn't it kind of late for you?"
He scoffed, "I'm fifty-seven honey, they still let me out on the road at night. I'll bring you some ice cream from Kopp's."
That settled it and Melissa sniffed, "Okay, see you in a bit, Dad," before she hung up.
She finished the wine in her glass before she got up to clear the table. If she were honest, she'd been avoiding him. Well, not avoiding him completely, it was just that she'd been avoiding situations like this ever since her wedding day. The kiss in the dressing room; no, the kisses, Melissa corrected herself. Her father had smelled so good. It was just his familiar scent of Irish Spring soap and Old Spice cologne and his big, solid chest and his muscular arms around her that had always meant that everything was right with the world. Then his eyes; god, his dark blue eyes. Everyone had always said that they looked alike and it was the eyes but that morning, his eyes had so much love in them. All the love that she wished her husband had for her.
Melissa had lost herself there and her cheeks were warm once more as she recalled it. She could have easily let her tongue slip out and taste him. She had wanted to taste her own father, like a lover, like a sin that her mouth longed to swallow down.
She still hadn't decided what she thought of that when there was a knock on her front door. Her father had a key but he'd never use it. "Coming," Melissa called out and took a moment to glance at herself in the mirror by the entry. She hadn't worn any makeup so at least she hadn't left big raccoon eyes from crying. Why did she care what her father thought of her face? Melissa just shook her head at herself in the mirror. She disapproved of everything she was thinking. Jesus, keep it in your pants, she thought to herself, which made her smile. "Come on in, Daddy," she greeted him as she opened the door.
"How's my favorite girl?" he asked as he took his shoes off. Of course, he had the white paper bag from Kopp's and Melissa already knew without asking what he'd brought. Dad remembered everything perfectly, down to the last detail.
They walked to the couch and Melissa waited for her Dad to take a seat right in the middle of her gray sectional. She sat on the same cushion and curled herself up into a small ball. Their legs touched. Her father put one arm around her shoulder and pulled her close, into the nook, into that place where she could hear his heart beating in the center of his solid chest. It was the place where she felt safest in the world. "I'm okay, Daddy, I guess" Melissa told him as she breathed him in.
"Is it something that ice cream can't fix? Because then you're screwed," her father joked as he reached forward and opened the bag. "One banana split with pecans instead of peanuts, no whip cream and extra cherries and extra hot fudge," he handed her the cup. It was the same thing that she'd been ordering from Kopp's since she was old enough to discern that's what she liked.
"How do you always remember that?" Melissa asked as she took the ice cream and the white, plastic spoon. Sometimes she even forgot. Steve had never even asked. No one knew her like her Dad.
He pulled out his order, also the same ever since she could remember. One scoop of vanilla, one scoop of chocolate, loaded with extra hot fudge. "How could I forget, honey?" he asked, as if it had never crossed his mind, as if his daughter's ice cream order were the most important thing in the world. "So what's going on with you? I haven't seen much of you lately," he sounded like that was something he regretted and Melissa wanted to console him.
It wasn't him, it was her.
"I know, Daddy, I'm sorry," she took a bite of her ice cream and swallowed it quickly to keep herself from touching him on the thigh along with her apology. She'd always known her father was handsome. When she was growing up her friends had teased her about it but it was just background noise; something that she'd roll her eyes about. Daddy was just Daddy, at least until her wedding day and she'd tried to tell herself that it was just stress. People do crazy things when they have anxiety, Melissa had almost convinced herself. "Work's been crazy," she continued, "I guess home is a little crazy too."
"Where's Steve?" her father asked as he carefully mixed all of his ice cream and hot fudge together.
She whispered it, "he left. We're fighting."
"Oh, honey, that's too bad," her dad said with ice cream in his mouth. He swallowed and continued, "wait, he left as in left?"
"No, Daddy, not like he doesn't live here anymore," she reassured him, although Melissa thought with a tightness that welled up in the center of her chest, that could be a real possibility if something didn't change. "We were arguing and he left in the middle of it," she popped a cherry in her mouth. "We're trying to have a baby," that wasn't really true though, it was more of a solo project. "Or, I guess I should say, I want to have a baby and he doesn't want to."
Her father had a thoughtful expression. "Well, a baby is a big decision. Why do you say he doesn't want to?"
"Because he doesn't have sex with me anymore, Daddy," Melissa confessed with a sad sniffle and set her banana split on the coffee table. "You know what really bothers me? I think I'm going without it but I'm pretty sure he's still getting laid. I mean, I don't have proof he's cheating on me, but come on, what man could live without sex for two months?"
Her father set his ice cream down as well. The container was half empty already. Her mother must have him on a short leash for sweets. "Oh honey, that's awful. Believe it or not though, a man can go without sex for a lot longer than two months," he ran his fingers down her hair as Melissa settled into his chest. "I don't think that necessarily means he's cheating."
Melissa asked him with her face in his black polo shirt, "Daddy, can you imagine Steve going without sex?"
Her father made a sound that meant that he was too polite to say out loud the things that he thought about her husband. Melissa knew he didn't like Steve, she'd always known. "Well, what are you going to do, sweetheart?" he asked softly.
There were his eyes again. All the love there washed over her, pulled her in and held her close. Her mouth came near and Melissa whispered, "I don't know, Daddy," before she pressed her lips to his. He was warm and his mouth was soft. She'd memorized his lips from their thousands of pecks over the years but this was something entirely different. This was a lover's kiss and her heart jumped out of her chest as she kissed just his bottom lip with both of hers and then his top lip. She hesitated there on the precipice. He was frozen. They were pressed together as they breathed the other's breath.
Melissa touched her father's upper lip with the tip of her tongue and he moaned. It was some deep sound of need that had been buried in his core and it suddenly broke free. His tongue met hers and his arms were wrapped around her body. He sealed her to him and drew her so much closer than she'd ever been before. Melissa never took her open mouth from his as she turned toward him and mounted her father. In one turn of her body, she sat in his lap to face him.
God, he was hard.
Melissa shuddered as she felt it. Her father's erection was clearly delineated even with the pants on. It had risen from his pleats and she purred as she felt the head as it throbbed right there. In her new position, even though she had yoga pants and panties on, she could feel as her father's body vibrated on her pussy lips. This was wrong, this was not where she should be. Melissa thought for a second that she should be shocked that her own Dad would have an erection like this for her. Rather than scramble to get out of his lap though, she just pushed her hips into him. She melted into the sensation of his body and she whispered, "Oh god, Daddy," before she plunged her tongue into his mouth.
She could taste his hot fudge. His tongue was cold from the ice cream but boiling hot all at the same time. Melissa felt his heat in her nipples and her breasts felt so full as the fire from between his legs seeped into every cell in her body. Her breasts wanted to be bared, stripped of her sweatshirt and bra and freed to be sucked and nibbled. Her father rocked her back and forth in his arms and rubbed his bulging dick between his little girl's swollen pussy lips.
His hands were in her hair. The desperate noises that came from both of them were grunts, cries and muffled, passionate sobs as they thrust and parried and rubbed their bodies together. Melissa shuddered and arched her back. She pulled away from his mouth for a minute, just to bask in the delight of her father's cock as it rooted between her legs. It would take nothing. She could be naked in less than a minute. Even worse, she knew by the look in his eyes that if she reached down to his button and his fly, that her father, the man who could never deny her anything, would never say no to this either.
He wanted her, he wanted her like a lover, like a man. Her Daddy wanted her like everything she could ever desire and with every little twitch of her hips, she got closer and closer to a glorious surrender.
The keys in the lock jingled and thank god for that or they would have been caught. Melissa rolled off her father's lap just as Steve walked in the front door. "Hey Mel, it looks like your dad's car is parked in my spot," he announced as he walked in.
Melissa gulped down her ache and her want and yelled, "that's because Daddy's here." She looked over at her father and watched as he cleared his throat and adjusted the front of his pants. God don't let Steve see that her Dad had a very respectable boner, she thought to herself with almost a giggle. "He brought me ice cream," she talked much too loudly and it almost sounded like she was guilty of something. Melissa would normally never be this friendly after fighting with Steve, especially when he'd been such a coward.
"Oh, hey Stan," Steve walked into the living room and put out his hand, "that was nice of you."
They shook hands quickly and she watched as her father stood. "You know, I'll give you your parking spot. It's getting late for me." He took two steps and was almost down the hall without even looking back. It wasn't until he had gotten to the door and was putting on his shoes that he called out, "night, honey."
"Night, Daddy," Melissa returned the salutation but it was too late, he'd already closed the door behind him.
"That was fucking weird," Steve said as he plopped down on the couch next to her. "Did you tell him we were fighting? He wouldn't even look at me."
Melissa's face was hot. She could taste her father's mouth on hers. She was marked, she was soaking wet and she'd never done anything so wrong or so delicious. "No, he just gets up early," Melissa lied, one more thing she'd done wrong tonight.
Steve picked up her father's hot fudge and stirred what was left. He took a spoonful of the half melted ice cream and put it in his mouth. "Hey, I'm sorry that went so bad tonight, babe. You have to admit, you have shitty timing."
Melissa picked up what was left of her sundae and agreed, "I know. But you have to admit that you're avoiding the subject."
Steve chuckled and took another bite. "God you're a hard ass. Okay, yes, I'm avoiding it. Can we kiss and make up?" he asked tenderly.
She turned and gave him a quick, sticky peck on the lips and wondered if he wouldn't taste her Dad there. "Fine, we made up," she told him as she scraped up the rest of the melted ice cream in her dish. Maybe, just maybe, if Steve would fuck her like he was supposed to be doing, she wouldn't be wet as she humped her father. "You know what would really constitute making up?" she asked in a suggestive tone. Sure, she'd have to keep her eyes closed. No, she couldn't do that; she'd better keep them wide fucking open because otherwise, she'd be imagining that Steve was her Dad.



"Mel, it's late and I gotta fly out in the morning," Steve eased off the sectional and stretched. He hadn't said one word about going anywhere tomorrow until just now. Her radar tingled and Melissa's jaw clenched. She wondered how many of Steve's business trips were really bullshit? Would she ever really know?
She wasn't even sure if she cared right now. "Sure, I understand," she told him as she drew her legs up and reached for the gray blanket on the back of the couch.
Steve went to the bedroom and Melissa spent the next two hours telling herself that she absolutely couldn't pull down her yoga pants and touch her pussy while in her imagination, she went back to kissing her father.
***
"Melissa Whiteside," the young woman in front of the open door called her name. The nurse was wearing light blue scrubs with cats on them. She had a clipboard with paperwork on it. All of Melissa's lies that she had written down and were now part of her permanent record, even the one where she still was Whiteside instead of Hansen. She kept forgetting she was married and sometimes wondered if that wasn't a bad sign. Melissa followed the young nurse down a maze of hallways. "We're going to be in here today," she said as she waved her inside a small exam room with a paper covered table, rectangular table.
"Okay, thanks," Melissa went inside and sat on the edge. Doctor's offices always made her nervous and this one was much worse than usual. The exam was sure to be intimate, she could see the stirrups that she'd have to set her heels in. Answering the questions probably even worse but desperate times called for desperate measures.
The young woman's name was Amy and she typed furiously on the keyboard, "Miss Whiteside, I'm just going to ask you some questions. What made you decide to visit Vios Fertility Institute today?" Her fingers paused, hovering over the keyboard.
That was far too long of an answer to type into a form. Melissa kept it brief, "I'd like to see if I'm a candidate for artificial insemination."
Amy nodded and typed. "When was your last period?"
"Ten days ago," she knew it instantly. Melissa had become a student of her cycles and fished out her cell phone from her bag. "I'm keeping track of my cycles with this app. I take my temperature every morning," she waved the phone at Amy. "Actually, it says I'll be ovulating over the next couple of days."
Amy said, "oh," with a tone that meant your app is bullshit but she nodded and smiled, "good to see that you're keeping track of things."
The form went on and the questions continued for another twenty minutes until Amy announced, "You'll need to get undressed from the waist down. You can put on this," it was a big paper napkin that would leave her entire backside exposed. "And it's kind of chilly in here so you might want to keep your socks on."
"Yeah, it is," Melissa agreed and waited until Amy left her alone to begin. After the last argument with Steve, she'd spent almost two weeks trying to get him to make love with her and nothing. Lately he wouldn't even kiss her good night. He just rolled over and turned his light off. Saturday night he'd fallen asleep in the living room and when Melissa woke him up to come to bed, he just pulled the gray blanket over him. That was when she'd decided she wasn't going to wait for him anymore.
She was going to get knocked up.
When Amy returned with an older, gray-haired gentleman, Melissa was naked from the waist down with her feet in the stirrups. "Good morning, I'm Doctor McCullum," he introduced himself with a smile. "I'm going to do an ultrasound and take a look at things on the inside Miss Whiteside. Is that okay with you?"
She nodded but her voice sounded nervous when she said, "Sure." Well this was it, the big moment when she'd find out if it really was her. She was about to find out if there was something wrong with her and maybe she'd never be able to have kids. Steve should be here, holding her goddamn hand, Melissa thought with a hot flush of the anger that she'd been carrying around for him almost constantly. There were a lot of things that he should be doing actually and maybe it would be better for her to have this baby alone.
The doctor turned on the machinery while Amy slid a condom over the white wand and squirted some lube onto the tip. Jeez, Melissa thought as she looked at the wall as he inserted it inside, it's a shame to think this is the first thing inside me in a very long time. She was so horny. Melissa wanted to believe that it was because she was close to her fertile time of the month but she was pretty sure it was something much more shameful. It was Daddy. Fuck, just saying it to herself now made the ultrasound wand feel so much nicer.
The ultrasound machine blipped and hummed and the doctor pointed at the screen. "Yes, Miss Whiteside, your ovaries look perfect. Uterus, all normal. You should have absolutely no problem getting pregnant. In fact, maybe today or tomorrow, you and your husband should definitely try."
Yeah, right, Melissa let out a long sigh. She'd been trying with Steve to the point that he felt emasculated. She wondered if he could even get it up for her at this point. "That's the problem," she told the doctor, "we aren't really trying right now."
Amy smiled, "well, we do have your husband's sperm on file here at the clinic. We would just need a credit card to pay for the insemination process. We could get this done for you in about thirty minutes."
Melissa gulped, pregnant right now? Pregnant today? And Steve had come to donate sperm after all of his bullshit? "Wow, yes, um, let me grab my purse," she could barely speak. Melissa waited for the doctor to remove the wand and wipe the gob of lube that plopped on her thigh. Melissa went through her wallet and grabbed her American Express. Whatever it cost, that one should be fine. "How much is this going to be, do you know?" she held the blue card out for Amy to take.
"Today's procedure will be eighteen hundred," Amy told her in a friendly voice as she took the card.
"Done," Melissa handed it over and laid back down on the table. "Let's get me pregnant."
The whole thing didn't take that long. There was commotion in and out of the room. The doctor brought in a tray with instruments and the most prominent thing on the tray looked like a turkey baster. Jesus Christ, that's not even a joke, Melissa thought when she glanced over. At least it would be done then, no more negotiations, no more worrying. She'd just be pregnant and now she felt fairly certain that Steve would be happy about it once she told him. He'd been planning this all along, hadn't he? After all, he'd come to the clinic on his own.
During the procedure, Melissa had her legs in the stirrups once more and the turkey baster was inserted. It wasn't uncomfortable, it was just embarrassing. Melissa looked out the window and tried to pretend that she was on a beach somewhere.
"Looking forward to Halloween?" Amy asked while she filled Melissa up with sperm.
It hadn't even crossed Melissa's mind. "Not really?" she shrugged. The only thing she ever thought about lately was getting pregnant before it was too late. That and making out with her father; she should mention that to the nurse.
"I bet you will be next year when you have someone to dress up," Amy sounded excited at the prospect. "There are some holidays that are made for kids."
The whole procedure took less than twenty minutes. The doctor told her that she should go home and rest and avoid drinking alcohol or taking any drugs, prescription or otherwise; in case. In case she was already pregnant, Melissa thought as she touched her lower belly through the paper towel. "Absolutely, Doctor," she agreed. She was alone in the room with Amy again when she asked, "hey, when did my husband come in and donate sperm? Can you tell me?" Melissa smiled to herself and thought she should really call him. He could use a pat on the back. She should tell him what a good guy he was after all. Maybe now that she could stop hounding him for sex things could go back to normal.
Amy checked the computer, "Wow, looks like he is really a planner. He donated this sperm a little over seven years ago." She put out her hand to stop Melissa, "but don't you worry. It's been frozen ever since then and they had a lot of motility when you were injected."
Seven years ago?
That made no sense at all. She and Steve didn't even known each other seven years ago. "Wait, Steve Hanson, my husband, donated sperm here seven years ago?"
Amy frowned, something was wrong. "No, Stanley Whiteside donated sperm seven years ago." The realization had made Amy's eyes grow as she asked quietly, "wait, he's not your husband, Mrs. Whiteside?"
Oh Jesus, Melissa felt the sweat drip down the back of her neck as her body went into panic mode. She'd used her maiden name. What was her Dad doing donating sperm anyway? She was going to be sick.
Melissa closed her eyes and remembered the kiss on the couch. What if it had worked though? What if she was officially pregnant with her father's baby? She didn't answer Amy's question, just announced, "I've got to get back to work."
***
Stan
He'd been in a fog all day and he blamed that on the fact that ever since that night, Stan hadn't really slept. After Steve arrived, he'd torn out of the house, ashamed and too far gone to speak . Stan had sat in his car and felt the goosebumps cover his body as he panted and tried to gather himself. In a flashback, he was back there and in a panic. Jesus, he had to go home. He had to go home to Charlene and he was aching. Stan knew he could have cum in his pants and almost had and thank god Steve had walked in because that would have really been unforgivable, wouldn't it? To have an orgasm while kissing his daughter would be shameful for so many reasons but he had wondered as he had started to drive home if it wasn't necessary at some point. He couldn't even concentrate on the road, he couldn't pay attention to anything. Everything was just the feel of Melissa's pointed nipples that burned the flesh of his chest. Everything was their hearts that beat together in time. Even now, he felt her breath fill him as they slow motion explored the other. His hands twitched from resting on her thighs and he couldn't stop the moan of need that burst from him as she had rubbed herself against his dick.
Jesus, he wanted her.
It was more than a want, it was like air. Stan couldn't breathe and he'd spent many nights since pacing back and forth. He was too scared to masturbate; he was just lost in a sea of passion and guilt. More and more, when Charlene spoke to him, it was to wake him from yet another daydream, which seemed to be where he spent most of his time. His cock prayed for a release and the ache in his heart matched it. Just yesterday, his wife had thrown her hands up. "I don't know what's going on with you lately, Stan. Maybe you should make an appointment with the doctor."
He could have told her that what was ailing him wasn't fixable with a yearly physical and a finger up his ass. He was in love, maybe more accurately, he was lovesick and there didn't seem to be a cure.
Coffee.
Coffee had been keeping him awake and focused enough to fake it through the day; as if everything wasn't just a kaleidoscope of images of Melissa and her velvety little mouth and her satiny tongue. When his phone buzzed her name flashed on the screen, Stan wondered if his heart wouldn't burst in his chest. This couldn't be good, could it? All of the recriminations that he'd hurled at himself all those nights came up all over again. He pressed the green button and found that his throat was dry and his hands were clammy as he answered, "Hi honey, how's it going?"
Melissa cut to the chase and said in a serious voice, "I need to see you tonight, Daddy."
Stan needed to see her too but he suspected that this wasn't a friendly visit. He couldn't blame her. Hell, his daughter was trying to save her marriage and he ought to be as well. "Sure honey, I can be at Mo's a little after five, if that works," it was the closest watering hole for both of them. They would have a friendly beer, they could shoot the shit and pretend it never happened. Maybe they'd sit at a booth in the back corner and Melissa would just tell him sweetly that nothing like that could ever happen again. She would let him down gently, with her tiny, little hand in his. Stan would smile and tell her of course and that he'd just forgotten himself momentarily and that he'd never think of it again, but it would be a lie. He'd replay it again and again in his mind forever. It was already definitely number six on the list even if he hadn't touched himself yet.
Melissa hesitated, "Um, not Mo's. I need to eat. How about the Public Market? I'll meet you by St. Paul's Fish Market."
So they'd get lobster rolls and cokes while Melissa broke his heart. Stan gulped hard and realized that he hadn't been broken up with by a woman in over thirty-five years. This one was sure to hurt, especially since he had absolutely no business pursuing her anyway. "Sounds perfect honey. See you then."
It was only a quarter to five when he got there and noticed that Melissa was already seated near the back. When she looked up and gave him a half-hearted wave, he thought that she hadn't been sleeping much either. The idea that he was the cause of that made Stan sigh. "Hi sweetheart," he took a seat across from her and looked at her small hands on the table. Her small hands with her short nails that were painted a light, creamy pink. Stan wanted to kiss every finger. He wanted to feel her hands on his chest. He wanted to watch her hands open his belt and unzip his pants. Jesus, this was going to be a difficult conversation. "Did you order?" he asked as he tried to put off what he was sure was inevitable.
"No, not yet, Daddy," she mumbled.
The waiter was just a boy with almost shoulder length hair and a goatee. "Do you folks know what you want?" he asked with the click of a pen.
Stan had it memorized. It was the same thing every time he and Melissa had eaten here. When she liked something, she liked it. "We'll have two large cokes, an order of calamari with extra white sauce on the side and two lobster rolls with fries," he recited it word for word.
The waiter nodded, "I'll bring you those Cokes in a second."
Melissa laughed and shook her head. "Daddy, you've got the best memory of anyone I know."
Well, at least he was good for something, Stan thought to himself. Lately, he wasn't sure if he just wasn't a lousy husband and definitely not a good dad either, considering how much time he spent thinking about getting his daughter naked. Right now, as a matter of fact, as he stared at her pale, tired face, he was incorrigible. She was still so beautiful and he wanted to kiss those sad eyes. He'd kiss her softly on the lids, before wandering down to her little bow of a mouth. "Thanks," was all he wound up saying.
"I think I made a mistake," it sounded ominous and Stan was pretty sure that the mistake involved sitting in his lap and giving him the hardest erection he'd ever had in his life. He could still feel the fabric from those stretchy pants and the heat that enveloped him that came from between her legs. She had been so hot and noticeably damp. God he'd wanted to slide his hand down the front of her pants and find out exactly how wet his little girl was.
The waiter brought the calamari and Stan took a piece and dunked it. His stomach had growled all day and he'd forgotten to eat. All of the other, lesser hungers seemed unimportant next to this one. "What kind of a mistake, honey?" he asked, might as well get it out.
She exhaled shakily and reached for his hand. It felt so good, so natural to sit with their fingers interlaced. "Remember when you came over to the house?" He'd replayed every second of it over and over in his mind a thousand times. Stan was afraid that he'd never be able to forget.
He just nodded.
"Well, Steve is still holding out. He just refuses to talk about going to the clinic and trying to get pregnant, so I made an appointment on my own," she shrugged as if defending herself already.
Of course she did, Melissa wouldn't be one to let someone like Steve stand in the way of her doing something she wanted. "Okay, honey," Stan continued to eat, trying to focus on the food.
"They checked out my ovaries and stuff and I'm fine," Melissa told him as she stuck her chin out in defiance. "He said that there was no reason why I couldn't get pregnant. And the nurse said that my husband had already donated sperm. Since I'm ovulating, they could inseminate me today."
He bit his lip, confused. Was she telling him that she was pregnant? Was none of this going to be about kissing him? Was he in the clear? Stan waited, there had to be more.
Melissa held his other hand and confessed, "so I gave them the credit card and they used the old turkey baster on me."
Stan couldn't help it, he made a face. "Wow," he said as he thought, what a waste. "Does that mean you're pregnant?" Which meant that Steve wasn't going away anytime soon which was slightly disappointing but the thought of watching Melissa blossom was quite enchanting.
"Too soon to tell, Daddy," she said and let out another long sigh. "But that's not all."
Their hands separated as the waiter set down the two plates and drinks but Stan was delighted to feel her hands again once the young man was gone. "Okay, what else?" Stan asked.
She leaned in, she whispered as if they were co-conspirators now. "I used my maiden name, they thought Stanley Whiteside was my husband."
It was a good thing that he was sitting down.
Stan felt woozy. Now he needed to hold her hand, in fact he gripped it. "Wait, slow down." His brain was spinning. Yes, they'd gone to the fertility clinic before Charlene had stopped having her periods. Yes, he vaguely remembered jerking off into a cup a few times, which Charlene had found hilarious. Now it had all come back and he couldn't speak. His little girl might be pregnant and he might be the father. "So it's my sperm?" Stan asked and looked around to make sure that no one overheard the last word.
Melissa just nodded and popped a calamari in her mouth.
It sounded like a calamity but for some insane reason, Stan's cock liked the idea. He felt virile and manly suddenly and that was something that seemed to have faded long ago. He found himself staring into her eyes, those lovely, deep blue eyes of hers and he couldn't help but picture his daughter rounder. It was far too easy to see her ripe and round and warm and wet and full of his baby. He could immediately imagine them spooning in the middle of a bed. Both of them were naked as his body pressed against her bottom and his hands embraced her burgeoning belly. She was full of the life that they'd made. His pulse throbbed at his temples and Stan realized that there was only one thing that the mating animal inside him thought was wrong about this scenario. "Well, too bad we couldn't just do it the old fashioned way," he said in a faraway voice. It just came out. He couldn't help it and Stan sat, stunned by what he'd just said.
Melissa didn't pull her hand away.
She met his gaze and the heat was there. It was the same look in her eye that she'd had right before they kissed. She was his daughter, his own flesh and blood and yet, at the moment, she was a woman. Melissa was a beautiful woman chock full of hormones who needed a cock inside her, his cock, his cock that ached to fill her with years worth of his sperm.
"Can we?" she asked in a small voice that made his heart melt. "I mean would you? Would you make love with me?" his daughter asked him quietly, her trembling fingers laced in his own.



He knew what he should say. He knew what everyone in the world would expect him to say. Stan knew that it went in the face of everything he was but this moment, he didn't see anything but the most beautiful woman in the world and she wanted him. He couldn't wait to do everything with her. "Yes honey," he said as he squeezed her small hand.
Typical of Melissa, the little go-getter, the toughest girl he'd ever met, she nodded. "How should we do this?" she wondered. Of course she would want all of the details.
He had a plan.
***
Stan had realized sometime in the middle of the night that he wasn't really cut out for cheating. There were a million bases to cover and his stomach flipped at the thought that there would be that one thing that he'd forget. On the cop shows, it was always the one careless detail and then wham, you were screwed. Stan had gone over everything once more in his mind as he had paced back and forth in the basement in the dark. Somehow in the light of morning, about halfway through his shower, all of the worry slipped away.
He had the perfect spot. It was a condo, a penthouse condo, right on Prospect Drive. It was newly rehabbed and the owners wouldn't be back until after the first of the year. It was a gorgeous space, completely furnished and he knew from his inspections of the unit that the bed was large and lovely. It was breathtaking. The living room looked over Lake Michigan and the bedroom gave you a view of the entire city and both rooms had gas fireplaces and that made it especially romantic. It was the kind of place that he'd buy if he were rich. At least he could use it as a love nest with his daughter.
He'd told his assistant, Gina, that he'd be out viewing properties all day. If he had called in sick, there was a chance, just a chance however slight, that Charlene could call the office. This way he would just have to lie to Gina about forgetting his phone when really, once Melissa walked through the door, he would turn it off.
He'd be hers entirely for as long as she wanted him.
The bathroom was full of steam by the time he felt the tension ease down his back and wash away. Stan was in the clear. He was completely free to finish what the fertility clinic had started. His cock rose halfway, anxious and needy. He had been ready for years so today the only question was how to make it last.
God, Stan thought as he turned the water off, it had been so long since he'd been touched and he was so bored with his own hand. What would it be like to make love to a strange woman? He'd known Melissa all of her life and yet today, he was going to know her in a completely new way, in a way forbidden for fathers to know their daughters. She had asked though, she wanted him and he ached to oblige.
It was the first time that anyone but Doctor Dremmel would see him naked in years, Stan reminded himself as he glanced in the full length mirror. At least he still had his hair, he grinned as he combed it back with his fingers. It was more gray than anything else but still, at least he wasn't bald. He was still fairly trim, Stan thought as he checked his profile. He didn't have a six pack like Steve probably had but Steve was the idiot that was letting her go.
Stan wanted his daughter to forget all about Steve today. He wanted her to melt in his arms and under his tongue. He wanted her to open her thighs up wide and beg him to have her, to take her, to fill her up the way she needed to be filled. Stan wanted to know that he'd buried himself inside her and marked her for his own.
He shaved carefully and put on a splash of the same cologne he wore everyday. Stan wore a white button down and a blue tie. He had on black pants with pleats that he hoped kept his early morning hard-on for his daughter a secret as he walked through the kitchen, past his wife.
Stan stood by the coffee pot and waited for Charlene to finish making her first cup of coffee. "Good morning," he greeted her as he'd done for thousands of mornings, the same greeting for a little over thirty-four years now. Except this morning was different and his heart hammered in his chest. Every nerve pulsed as he thought about what he was about to do.
He was going to spend the day making love to their daughter.
Stan had been wide awake for hours and hardly needed the coffee but his mouth was dry. He needed to follow the same routine before he went crazy and just blurted it out. This was how criminals got caught.
Charlene gave him a grimace, "Morning. What were you up so early for?"
His stomach flipped, because I'm going to have sex today for the first time in years, Stan thought. "Nothing, just thinking about work," he lied. He poured his coffee and cream and two Equals and stirred. He blew on the steam before he took a sip.
"Do you think you could just move into the guest bedroom, Stan?" Charlene asked as she pushed her hair back from her face and pulled it into a ponytail. "I hardly get any sleep as it is and when you're not sleeping, I pay for it the next day," she rumbled.
Was she saying what he thought she was saying? So now they had separate bedrooms? Just like that, his wife was making it official. They were never having sex again. "If you really think that's necessary," Stan said it like it was no big deal. He thought an announcement like this would come with a final decree, something overwhelming, it should be the end of the world. He grabbed his keys and wallet and checked his phone. He was just going to walk out and pretend like he expected it, like losing her had always been part of the plan.
"I do. One of us should get some sleep, don't you think?" Charlene asked but it was a rhetorical question.
Stan just nodded and steadied his half-full coffee cup and his phone as he headed to the garage door. "Well, have a good day," he said as he'd said thousands of times before, adding, "I love you." It felt like a lie to say it this morning and Stan stopped in his tracks.
What was he doing?
He was being the worst husband and the worst father ever. He was betraying Char in the worst way. It wasn't too late to call this off and Melissa would probably be grateful that he had. He waited and made a deal with himself. If she just said it back, she'd never know how close he'd come.
"Mm hmm," his wife responded. She never looked up from her phone.
As Stan headed to his Honda Accord he thought, fuck her.
***
The knock at the door could only be her and Stan took a deep breath before he turned the knob. As torn as he was, he wasn't going to stop this. He had told himself as he had settled in and turned on the fireplaces that he was going to enjoy every bit of her if she allowed.
"Come on in," Stan said when he opened the door. Melissa smelled delicious, he noticed as a waft of her scent came over him.
He noticed that she nibbled on her bottom lip as she passed. Melissa was probably just as nervous as he was, maybe more so; but her eyes sparkled when she turned to look at him. "Good morning, Daddy," she stepped in closer and touched his face, "did you sleep at all?" Melissa asked with a laugh, knowing that he hadn't.
Neither had she and that was because their whole relationship, their whole lives really, were going to change today.
"Not really," Stan admitted as he pushed her dark sheath of hair off her shoulders. He felt the weight of it in his hands and felt it cascade down her back. With her neck bare, Stan began to think of all of the places that he'd like to kiss, all of the little neglected crooks and crannies that he'd want to know in a lover. "You?" he whispered into her soft throat.
"Not at all, Daddy," his daughter whispered back. She turned and reached up on her tiptoes and placed one, smoldering, closed mouth kiss on his lips. Pressed together, she hummed before she opened her mouth and tasted him slowly. His daughter savored him like something delicious that she'd always wanted to try. Her breath was warm and tasted like caramel and this time, Stan didn't bother trying to hide that he was hard as a rock for her. As the kiss deepened, his hands began to wander and his dick throbbed, almost as if it were trying to get her attention. When their mouths parted, she giggled, "I was too busy thinking about this all night to sleep."
"Tell me about it," he agreed as he touched her face. Something inside was melting, all his reservations, all the reasons why this shouldn't happen.
"And it's the perfect day to spend in bed," Melissa fluttered her impossibly long lashes at him. "Overcast and chilly," if he hadn't known her her whole life, Stan would swear she was trying to seduce him. Although it wasn't necessary, Stan loved feeling desired. "And this place is unbelievable," she walked away and the click of her heels on the hardwood floor matched the beat of his heart.
"Isn't it?" he asked as he let his eyes roam up and down. It was amazing, all this time, he'd never really looked at her like a man, always like her father. He'd never let himself take it all in. Her tiny, little waist, her curves, that bottom that bounced with every step in her long, conservative gray dress. Melissa was delicate and delicious and desirable and now that they were headed to a whole new place in their relationship, he openly adjusted his cock in the front of pants as he stared. "It's the best view in the city," he told her, thinking that's what he had as she bounced and jiggled for him.
Melissa turned slowly and Stan realized with a deep breath that the front was every bit as beautiful. Her heart-shaped face, her delicate features and those eyes that had always made him melt. However, today, Stan noticed her full, firm breasts in the front of the dress with just the smallest hint of cleavage showing. It was enough so that he knew the bell shape of her breasts and the condo was chilly enough that she was already guiding him to the exact pinpoint location of her nipples. Her hips were a windy road to her voluptuous thighs and Stan intended to explore every inch slowly. "You definitely know how to do this, don't you, Daddy?" she wondered.
"Do what, honey?"
"Make a girl fall for you," she murmured as she closed the space between them again.
Was that what he was doing? Stan wondered as he continued to look her over. Yes, of course, he wanted her to be in crazy lust for him as he was for her. This couldn't be a one time thing. He couldn't imagine something this earth shattering could be a casual thing, something to indulge in and quickly forget about. Could it? "Well, it's been a very long time," he approached her and took one of her tiny hands in both of his, "I might be out of practice," Stan said with a smile before he placed a kiss on her fingers.
His daughter stared at his mouth as she whispered, "Show me the bedroom."
The bedroom was painted stark white and none of the artwork had been rehung yet. At the center of the large room was a four-poster bed made up in white sheets and a white down comforter. At the foot of the bed was a bench and Stan would be lying if he said he hadn't already imagined kneeling on it while giving his daughter head. He felt a rush of want run down his spine when he asked, "What do you think, sweetheart?"
On the other side of the room was the fireplace and Stan had placed and lit half a dozen candles on the mantle. The room glowed and twinkled in light and shadow. It was almost magical. "Beautiful, Daddy," his daughter said as she followed him inside. Melissa wrapped her arms around his waist and Stan felt her nipples pressed into his arm. "Can I tell you something?" she asked in the same voice that she would have used if she thought she was in trouble a long time ago.
He gave her the same indulgent smile as he would have then. Stan never punished her or even raised his voice to her, never not once. She'd always had him knotted firmly around her little finger. "Of course." Whatever it was, it was always of course.
"I've been thinking about this since my wedding day," her eyes were huge and somber and she seemed so small and so young looking up at him like that, Stan could hardly keep his composure.
He admitted it, finally, for the first time and to the only person that he could have dared. "So have I," Stan told her. That moment, number four on his list of infidelities, he'd played it over and over again. He'd touched himself as he felt her mouth on him. Actually, it was the only one of his moments that he thought of anymore.
Melissa swept her thick, black hair up in her hand and turned her back to him. "Unzip me?"
Stan's fingers were nervous and he was breathing far too quickly. He unzipped the dress and watched as her back was revealed, inch by inch. He took in the milky white skin of her shoulders, all the way to the black, lace back of her bra. "Oh god," he heard himself say as he began to press a line of kisses down Melissa's back. Her skin was satin. She was warm and yet covered in goosebumps and when he stopped right above the back of her brassiere, it finally sank in. Stan was going to undress his daughter.
The zipper continued down. He opened the dress to reveal her waist and top of her black panties. It seemed so wrong to see her underwear, something so forbidden for so long. His dick leaked a little more and a little more into his boxers with every new secret that his daughter's body showed to him. He sank to his knees and continued the line of kisses. He made hungry noises as he tasted her back and then kissed through her panties. He followed the crack of her ass that was completely visible through the translucent fabric. She quivered as his mouth touched that little dimple at the top and Stan, if he were younger and much more impulsive, wouldn't have been able to stop. He would have torn the dress off and snatched the panties from her hips and plunged his tongue inside to devour every little bit.
As it was, he'd waited for years and this was far too good to waste. Stan continued unzipping to the bottom of the dress and watched as Melissa stepped one foot at a time, still in her black stilettos, out of the dress. His daughter wore something that he imagined was for work, a lie on top of a lie that she'd told her husband.
At that moment, Stan didn't feel one bit of guilt.
"Oh honey," Stan sat back on his heels and looked up and down. He studied every inch and wondered if his chin wouldn't have drool on it as he salivated for her. "You are amazing," he whispered, his trembling fingers were on her outer thighs and he inhaled deeply to take in all of his daughter's scents. She was wet. Stan could smell her pussy from here and he wanted to be baptized anew as her luscious liquids rolling down his face. He wanted to bathe his face in her perfume. He couldn't name it, it was something subtly sweet, just a trace of it, or maybe her soap. The combination of her warmth and musk was addictive already and he hadn't even tasted her yet. There was so much more to be had and Stan closed his eyes for a moment and shifted his erection in his pants.
He had to take this slowly.
Melissa slipped the heels off and knelt on the bed, just a tiny girl in the middle of a big bed. She was all creamy skin on white sheets and a dash of ink in the center with her hair and the lingerie. The firelight made shadows dance down her body and Stan wanted to trace every single one with his fingers. "Now you Daddy," the look on her face seemed to be as captivated with him as he was with her. "Get undressed," her eyes twinkled with mischief, "I've thought so much about seeing you naked."
Stan combed his hair back for a moment and exhaled shakily. There was a woman who wanted to see him naked, it seemed far too good to be true but there was nothing in the world that he wanted more than to show her. He rose to his feet and kicked his loafers off to the side. He loosened his tie and slipped it from its enclosure and placed it on the bench. As he unbuttoned his shirt, he kept his eyes on Melissa's and couldn't help but smile as he watched her stare at him. He'd never been the Dad who walked around with his shirt off. In fact, all these years, perhaps just because Charlene was so conservative, they'd never even caught a glimpse of each other's bare bodies. Now it was almost sensory overload and he pulled his crisp, white dress shirt off and placed it with his tie. "Daddy," Melissa purred and said it in a little girl voice that went straight to the head of his cock. She squeezed her thighs together in anticipation and nodded, she was anxious for what came next. "Now your pants."
The belt opened easily and the zipper came quickly and Stan's dick insisted that it should be seen. The head had sprung from its hiding place in the boxers before Melissa had ever walked in the door this morning. Once the pants were at his thighs, more than half of his cock was on display for her. Stan felt himself blush as he slid the trousers to the bench and flipped off his socks as well. Here he was, with his dick half out with his daughter. There was no stopping this, he had no intention of not showing her. She seemed to be able to read his mind when she murmured, "the boxers too."
Stan pushed down the waistband and waited as his cock waved to her. He dripped precum in a steady stream on the comforter and he watched his daughter's face as she took in his nude body. "Oh Daddy," Melissa crooked her index finger and beckoned to him. "Can I touch you, please?" she asked, as if he'd say no, as if he'd ever say no.
He crawled to her. The mattress creaked under his added weight and his fingers made a trail up her calf to her thigh as he took his place next to her. "Baby, yes you can touch me, I'm dying for you to touch me," Stan's forearms trembled as he sank to the bed. His arms naturally wrapped around his daughter's body as if he'd done this a million times before. With one thigh over him and the other slender leg between his, her hips melted into him and her succulent, pointed nipples burned into his chest. "And kiss me," he murmured and it sounded like begging, because it was. "I need your kisses."
She sighed as she turned her face up. She ran her fingers through his chest chair and left one little palm on his heart. He responded with a pattern of goosebumps that ran all the way down to his toes. Maybe she just needed to feel his heart beating there for her, maybe she needed to steady herself. He knew feeling this heady, overwhelming passion was dizzying. "God yes, I love the way you kiss me, Daddy," she whispered into his open mouth before their lips sealed together.
Their kisses previously had been hesitant and yet altogether too quick. They were guilty kisses. This was a purposeful, slow exploration of the other with tongue and breath. Stan kissed his daughter with abandon. He pushed his tongue inside and tasted her fully. He tasted her minty toothpaste and her morning coffee and swallowed down her sweet sigh of surrender. Melissa's hips moved in tempo with her tongue, back and forth, she pushed against his body. Her hip brushed the head of his cock, then moved back into the mattress; all the while she made love to him with her mouth.
Kissing his daughter was perfect.
Stan pulled back and licked her bottom lip slowly as his fingers moved up to her throat. The bit of skin under her jaw was soft and warm and Stan kissed her there and felt her pulse on his tongue. He shifted to hover over her with Melissa's tiny hands still on the center of his chest as his cock kissed the fabric of her panties. God, could he really last long enough to be inside her? Every nerve in his body pulsed just like this. He sank down and gave her his mouth again. He gave himself over to his little girl's tongue, long licks and sighs. He took her breath down into his lungs and Stan moaned with pleasure as he felt her inside.
Stan traced the edge of her bra, he slowly ran his fingertips back and forth along the curve of her breasts. His daughter asked, "is it weird, if I call you Daddy now?" she hesitated, "when we're naked together."



Stan reached underneath his daughter and found the hooks. He opened all three easily and slid the lacy material from her body. He watched as her luscious breasts were freed from the confines of the underwire, they bounced and rolled and he was enchanted. "I think it's perfect that you call me Daddy when we're naked together," he told her with what he was sure was a perverse grin as he contemplated her lovely teardrop shaped breasts. Her nipples were perfect, puckered strawberry dollops in the center. They pointed straight up and strained for his attention. His tongue needed no further invitation.
Stan's hands melded around the bottom of each of her beautiful breasts and felt the weight of them. He bowed his head as if in prayer and kissed her hot, little crease underneath and his dick bounced and drizzled his liquid on Melissa's flat belly. She was going to be covered in his salty essence before he finally filled her with his semen, Stan was sure of that. That thought alone made him make a noise of animalistic delight. His tongue meandered from the underneath curve of her breast up to the tip of one nipple. He lazily licked the little wrinkles of her areola while his daughter quivered underneath him and watched the affect his mouth had on her aching flesh. He closed his lips around the nipple and sucked her inside, sucking and bathing her with the tip of his tongue. Melissa's pants became little cries of want as she began to rock her hips back and forth. When she whimpered, "Oh god Daddy," his cock made a puddle on the bed.
Stan moved to the second nipple and realized that he loved it. He simply loved being called Daddy as he took her like this. He loved knowing that he was making love to the one woman in the world that he couldn't have. Yet here they were. Not only was she forbidden but she wanted him just as badly. She was wet for him already and Stan could feel her little hands move from his body to her own.
His daughter wanted to play with herself while he sucked on her nipples and Stan couldn't think of one good reason why she shouldn't. He lingered over her nipples and nipped and lapped at each separately and then pressed her beautiful globes together and tasted both. He slurped them into his mouth and took a long drink. She was perfectly made and if Stan had ever found a woman more desirable in his life, he didn't remember it.
"Please, oh god Daddy, please," Melissa fingers rested on the front of her black see-through panties and her hips couldn't keep still.
Stan knew what she needed, he knew that it was a need at this point. He smiled and shifted and began to kiss down the center of her body. He followed the little line that delineated the middle of her abs. "Should I take these off?" he asked her tenderly, as he looked up into her dark blue eyes and felt the wave of her passion wash over him.
She answered with a push of her hips, raising them to make it easier to strip her naked. God, Stan thought with a sigh, he'd forgotten what it was like to be desired. He'd almost completely forgotten how it felt when a woman wanted him, wanted him so badly that she could hardly wait to have her clothes off and feel him inside. He rose to his knees and hooked his fingers in her waistband and every inch that he moved the fabric down revealed some new, luscious detail. Melissa must shave or wax because she was completely bare and Stan had never been with a woman that had no pubic hair. His daughter's pussy lips were small and swollen and juicy and partially revealed all the pink delicacies that lie in wait. The center of her panties was soaked through and Stan almost growled as he touched them. She was ready for him. She was ready to mate and full of hormones and wet and eager for his kisses on those lips as well. Stan tossed the black panties over his shoulder and bent down so that he could study her more carefully.
Just his breath on her lips was enough to make Melissa shudder and for her slippery lips to part just a little more and invite him inside. He was going to savor her, every droplet, every sweet inch and he pressed his lips to hers exactly as he'd kissed her mouth the first time. Whisper soft and almost innocent, as if a father could kiss his daughter's pussy innocently. He looked up and saw that Melissa stared back. She drank in the sight of him with her mouth in a little, round "oh". Stan sighed into her warmth, "My sweet, little girl," and began a trail of damp kisses along the crease where her thigh met her pelvis. Wandering the trail back to her cheeks, Stan was delighted to feel Melissa raise her bottom and give him access. There were so many things to taste but for now, he gave her other thigh little butterfly kisses until he found himself between her lips once more.
She shivered and called for him, "Oh Daddy, that feels so good," she said in a voice that shook like her body did. Stan watched as her lovely clitoris revealed itself to him. Her hood had retracted and her pearl was fat and shiny and quivered as if it had a pulse of its own, a separate heartbeat that trembled with its need for pleasure. Stan adored it instantly and knew that he'd spend as much time as he was allowed getting to know all of the things her sweet button liked.
He licked his daughter softly with just the tip of his tongue. Just a taste, just the tip and Melissa sighed and settled into the mattress, opening her thighs a little wider for him. Her clit was even hotter than her skin. In fact, her hips were an entirely different temperature than the bead that throbbed for him. Stan couldn't contain his desire for her anymore, his tongue had a mind of its own and lapped from her tiny, dripping entry all the way to her clit. "Please Daddy," Melissa's voice was lower, almost husky now as she pushed her hips up to meet his mouth.
He needed to be fed.
Stan had to ravish her; she was begging for it. His hands moved to her bottom and curled around her cheeks. He pushed his daughter's delicious crevice up to meet his mouth. His tongue began to study every crease, every valley, every droplet of cream that ran from her insides. He had to know her, had to drink her down. Stan wanted to feel her orgasm linger in his throat and know that she was inside him. He panted as his tongue painted her in long laps.
Stan's cock was buried in the comforter and he wasn't sure that he'd last through this. His daughter's little feet had moved to his back and tapped on his shoulders as he brought her closer and closer to what she craved. She needed to cum. Poor baby, denied for so long and what was a Daddy for but to give his darling girl everything she wanted? Stan looked up at Melissa's face as his tongue bathed her pulsing clit and made a circle, right there, right on the aching tip of her bud. He washed her slowly back and forth. Her face was pink and glowing and her mouth was open with all of the screams that she would hold inside as the exquisite delight of it all built inside her to a crescendo. But it was her eyes, her eyes that were telling him all of the secrets that a daughter never tells her father. The secrets of what her body had always longed for, the secrets that had called to him for far too long to deny.
Stan kept his eyes on her as he slipped his index finger inside. God, how did he dare? It was so wrong and maybe that was why he didn't ever want it to end. He fingered his own little girl, deeply. He pushed his finger all the way to the base and wiggled it inside of her. He turned to find the spot, the little spot on the front of her vagina that would send a vibration down her spine as he continued his worship.
She groaned, almost as if Melissa were trying to hold back. Almost as if she were trying not to spray all of her deliciousness on his face and the blankets and explode on his finger and Stan wanted her to let go. Her little toes tapped in a rhythm that went with her hips. She fucked his finger back, her bottom hit the bed and pushed back up again. Without saying a word she begged for more. Stan gave her a second finger and felt the squeal that was inside her before she actually let it out.
"Oh yes, god Daddy, yes," she panted like an animal and her tiny fingers curled in his hair. She pulled his hair with both hands and held her father's mouth in place so that she could give him every last drop of her little girl juices.
Stan kept the steady tempo. His fingers beckoned a little vibrato inside her steamy, glove-tight vagina and his tongue stayed right there on the tip of her bud. He felt her open. He felt her swell, felt her tremble with all the pent-up desire that had started so long ago; in a white dress when she'd married a man but kissed another with a passion that burned them both.
Melissa came with a gasp and a squirt that more than filled Stan's mouth. Her creamy cum dripped down his chin. Baptized with his daughter's orgasm, he opened his mouth and let it dash across his tongue and lips when the next wave pulsed. She squeezed his fingers inside. She wet him again and then again, a steamy fountain of her sweetness trickled into his mouth and all over his face as Stan rubbed his lips on hers. She whispered it again and again, "Oh Daddy, oh Daddy," with every pulse bringing him back to her.
He'd made his daughter squirt.
Stan kept his fingers steady until her shiver died down and he'd sucked up the last little bit. Her lips were splayed and almost red and her clitoris was a little softer now rather than standing at attention. She needed more, she needed much more. She needed days and nights with a patient tongue and an aching dick. She needed her father's arms and unending affection. He realized as he withdrew his two fingers from inside her and licked of the remains that he was desperate for this and hoped that it wouldn't just be today.
That it wasn't just in the hopes of a baby, was it?
He kissed her mound softly, like a good night kiss, right in the bare center and then worked his way back up to her side. Melissa quivered and melted in his arms when he lay his head on the pillow next to her for an embrace. "My god Daddy," she exclaimed, she was breathless, glowing and more beautiful than Stan had ever seen her. Her eyes twinkled and danced and her flush was ripe and womanly. It was almost as if she were becoming a woman right before his eyes. "Wow, what was that?" she asked. She didn't give him time to answer before she kissed him and tasted the sweetness that she'd left behind on his lips.
Stan had always enjoyed going down on a woman and he'd always wanted it to be good. There was something much more intimate about pressing your mouth and tongue to someone there. It was much more intimate than even screwing, or at least it was the way he did it. Stan loved it. But this, there was no explanation really for what had occurred just now other than it was magic. Perhaps she was made for him to love like this but he'd tell her that on a different day, at a different time. Right now, the only thing Stan wanted her to think about was, "I just want you to know how much I love you, honey."
Melissa purred and stretched alongside him like a contented cat. "I love you too, Daddy." She'd said that phrase to him a thousand times, but this was different. She loved him like a lover as well as a father and this was something that Stan still hadn't begun to understand. She reached out to touch his face and kissed him with her little bow mouth and whispered, "you taste like my pussy."
"And your pussy tastes delicious," Stan added. It was so deliciously perverse that he knew what his daughter tasted like. It was even worse that he was covered with her cum, doused in it really and he never wanted to wash it off.
Melissa's hands reached down his body, she slid past his chest to his pelvis. She reached under him to brush the head of his dick with her fingertips. Her eyes were huge and luminous, she looked almost scared and Stan could understand why. She was touching the cock that made her. It meant something.
His dick quivered in her hand, at full mast for so long, maybe ever since yesterday when she had asked him to make love to her. Maybe ever since her wedding day when they'd first kissed with something other than father daughter affection. Maybe it had really gone on much longer than that. His cock was starving for her and left a little sticky gift of precum in her palm as she explored him. Her fingers meandered down both sides of his shaft and played him like an instrument. She ran her tiny digits in the scratchy nest of his mostly gray pubic hair then back up to his almost purple head. He growled as his body jolted when she touched him there. This need for her, for this, for everything, was almost more than he could bear. "Baby," he said in a voice that trembled with want.
He couldn't lose control. He couldn't just cum in her hand and spurt and spill all over her body. Stan was too close for comfort though and every touch sent a thrill of electric pulses down his spine and made his dick swell, so eager for more. 'Daddy," she murmured as she continued her caresses, "Daddy, I want to feel you inside me," she looked him in the eye, "I want you so much."
The words washed over Stan and were every bit as delightful as her hands on his body. "Oh darling, I want you so much," he moved over Melissa. He touched her face with so much tenderness, almost to convince himself that she was real. He let his hand wander back to her dripping entry and Stan felt his fingers linger there. He wondered briefly if she were already pregnant. He secretly hoped that she wasn't and that he would fill her up with a baby right now, in this bed. He had to know though, "Are you really sure, Melissa?" Stan whispered as he fondled his lovely daughter. There would be no going back once the deed was done.
Could he stop himself if she said no? His heart skipped a beat.
Melissa reached down to touch him. She played with his cock and rubbed his head against her clit, which rose and hardened instantly in response. Stan let her have her way with this as he always had with everything. He felt her bud on his slit, almost inserted. She was melting into his body as if she'd belonged to him all along. "I'm sure, Daddy," Melissa sighed as she rubbed herself on Stan. "Please make love to me."
He never could say no to his daughter. Stan gripped his cock at the base and moved the head along her wet crease to find his home. She was satin here. She was perfect and with a tremor and a sigh, Stan entered her. Slowly but steadily, he didn't stop until every inch of his cock was firmly planted inside Melissa.
She locked her calves around him and pulled him down into her scent, into her round mouth and her deep blue eyes that held him there. She held him as tightly as the snug walls of her sweet vagina held him. The love that was here was a secret, their secret to hold for the rest of their lives. Something sacred was being broken as he pushed into her core, something broken that would create something new, something perfect.
With every thrust, Stan moaned into her skin, into her mouth. He kissed her face and curled his hands around his daughter's little heart-shaped bottom as he drew her closer and closer. The bed rocked to their coupling and announced their lovemaking to the occupants below as his thrusts shook the mattress. God, she was heaven, she was sweet, she was sticky and their skins were sealed together. Melissa was a mess, her makeup melted and her hair was a tumble on the pillow and yet, she'd never been more perfect. She was a photograph in Stan's mind, just like this, with her lips in a circle and her eyes heavy-lidded with lust and her cheeks flushed from taking his cock to her depths. Stan fucked her slowly and deeply. "Daddy," she gasped as he pushed inside, all the way down to his heavy balls. She sounded surprised, she sounded shocked that another wave of her pleasure was about to overtake her. She sounded like such a small girl, a little girl trying to run away from the tidal wave that hung just there, poised, just overhead. "Daddy, oh god, yes," she whimpered as she pressed herself into him, melting, squeezing him inside even deeper. "Yes, fuck me, Daddy," she moaned and bit her bottom lip as if even Melissa was surprised by how perverse it sounded. Yet, she said it again, "fuck me and fill me up. Give me your baby, please Daddy. Give me your baby. Oh god, you feel so good."
Stan had never cum like this before.
It started in his balls, tightly drawn up to his pelvis. They churned with the hot load that had been waiting for her ever since her wedding day. The wave of ecstasy was there and it was in his clenched thighs and it was all the way down in his toes that flexed and pointed as the climax began and wracked his body, one spurt at a time. He arched his back and thrust. It was a cry that was a howl, it was an animal noise that could have scared him. It was his fierce fingers digging into her cheeks and pushing Melissa up to accept every last drop. "Yes, oh god yes, honey, take me," he begged his daughter as he came in thick creamy droughts. He filled her sweet little pussy and fed her body with his potent seed. "Take me, take it all, little girl," he whispered as he burst once more inside his daughter. Almost empty, he'd be nothing but a dried husk on top of her now. Stan sank to melt with her on the sweaty comforter.
They were one. They had always been part of each other, flesh of his flesh but now, even their skin was melded together. Stan was lost in her damp hair, he drowned in her scent. He was wrapped around her and even empty, his cock still pulsed inside, unwilling to withdraw. His daughter had her hands in his hair once more and her every breath was a sigh that he returned with a kiss. Time stood still as their rapture took on its own tempo and wound them together in a new dance.
He wasn't sure how long they lay there. He knew that they breathed in time, slower, slower and sighed into the others mouth. He spoke in kisses now. Stan's mouth was on her damp throat, and Melissa's hand pressed into the small of his back. They discovered each other as one by one, the candles flickered and sputtered out and their bodies glowed in the firelight.
Stan was deep in his bliss, not fully conscious. He almost high on pleasure when Melissa said, "I'm supposed to put my legs up, Daddy."
"Hmm?" he asked with a smile. He hadn't heard, he'd been concentrating on her heartbeat, lost in the rhythm of her breath.
She giggled, "I need to put my legs up Daddy. It helps keep all of your cum inside." Stan sat up, he was a little lightheaded as the blood began to return. "Can you help me?" Melissa asked. "Put a pillow under my butt."
Stan did as she asked and couldn't help but stare at her cheeks as she raised herself up. There was so much to explore and Stan started with his fingers along the crease at the bottom of her ass. As he played the skin there like piano keys, he asked, "is this part of getting pregnant now, honey?"
Melissa bit her bottom lip and nodded. She was radiant. She glowed with a sheen of their combined fluids and two orgasms and she looked angelic like this. Stan continued his exploration since he'd never had the opportunity to wander the expanse of her bare legs. He reached up to her toes and teased her feet with his fingernails. "I'm supposed to relax and keep my legs up for a while. I read all kinds of stuff on the internet but so far, it hasn't worked."
There was the glimmer of sadness that Stan never wanted to see again and he kissed the smooth back of her calf. "Maybe you just needed to try something different," he whispered on her skin before he caressed her velvety spot behind her knee.
Stan wouldn't say his name. He wouldn't say Steve's name or Charlene's either for that matter because they couldn't exist here. Here in this bed, they had left all of the complications that made this impossible behind.



Here, they were just lovers.
Pretty skilled lovers if he did say so himself, Stan thought with a silent smirk. It wasn't exactly riding a bike but with the right woman, he could still move mountains. Of course, she couldn't be the right woman, could she? He wouldn't think of it and instead asked his daughter, "are you hungry honey?"
"You brought me food?" Melissa put her hand on his chest. It was casual, all this touching, easy and natural and Stan didn't think he could see her now and not be intimate. "Of course you did," she answered her own question. "You're the perfect man."
"Just a cubano from Glorioso's with extra mustard," he said before he nibbled her other calf. "And a tiramisu, in case."
She hummed with pleasure, "my favorite."
"I bought a bottle of champagne. It's got to be cold by now," Stan volunteered. "But I have Coke too in case you're not drinking," he wouldn't jinx it by discussing it.
Melissa put her legs down and sat up. His daughter put her arms around his neck and said in a voice that made his pulse quicken, "I'm not hungry for food yet Daddy." She kissed just his upper lip, and bathed his face with her warm breath, "I'm still hungry for you."
Stan was as well. In spirit at least but his cock was soft and had tucked back into itself. "I think I need a little more rest, darling girl," he wasn't in practice but he hoped Melissa would consider this being something regular. The thought of making love with her while pregnant was almost enough to put iron in his boner again. He imagined her round and lovely, flushed and pink. He could see her, with her dark tresses cascading down her back and her creamy thighs, thicker now, rounder. In his mind's eye, she parted those juicy thighs to beckon to him to come and lick her blossoming body from head to toe. He wanted to worship the fertility goddess in all of her splendor.
"Lay down, Daddy," she whispered with a mischievous grin. "It's my turn," she said. Melissa had always been a little bossy and Stan had always given her her way.
He lay with his head on the pillow where her bottom had been. He was intoxicated with her scent and her dampness and the warmth of her. He opened his legs and gave his daughter access to all of him. His dick was small and hidden now. His balls were fleshy once more but one long look at the dark haired girl whose small hands were on his thighs and Stan knew he'd be hard for her again. She bowed her head and began with her soft lips on his bristly patch of hair. She inhaled deeply and whispered between kisses, "You smell good Daddy."
"Just Irish Spring," he said with a shrug.
Melissa kissed him to his meaty sack and her breath gave him goosebumps. She confessed, "I know. I've always loved your smell." Her mouth opened and her tongue traced around one ball and then the other, a little jolt of sensation that brought life back to his cock. It rolled, as if eager to invite her kisses elsewhere.
Stan wasn't used to this kind of attention and reached down to gently push her hair back. "That feels so good, honey."
"Good," Melissa said, her voice muffled between his legs. Her tongue was a wet tease as she eased her way back to his perineum. She licked and lingered and her saliva dripped dangerously close to his asshole and just the thought of her touching him there made Stan gasp. He'd never been touched there, only by the doctor. That finger had left behind a desire that he'd secretly wished to be fulfilled since he'd first felt it. His daughter's tongue found his rear entry and the wet tip caressed his sensitive skin there.
Stan's whole body shivered with pleasure.
The sound that came from him was one of astonishment, he was shocked by the ecstasy on his tender, pink skin. He rocked his body back and forth, he wanted something that he couldn't say. Instead he only whispered, "Oh honey," as he felt his cock pulse. With every little touch of her tongue on his asshole, he craved more and his dick did too. What was she doing to him and how did she know?
Melissa's fingertip traced a trembling circle around his anus and Stan quivered with need. God, her breath on his sensitive skin, her touch, her tongue, it was a lightning bolt of desire that pounded in this previously forbidden place. His daughter must know what he craved. There was no hiding it or denying it as Stan felt his ass push back and forth. He slipped and slid in the wetness below as she licked and teased and brought his flesh to life. If he could have dared to ask, he would have. As it was, Stan just panted and said please again and again but just in his mind.
She slowly pushed her small index finger inside and Stan's cock instantly unfurled to its full length with a cry. "Honey," Stan gasped and then just gave himself over to the crafty, little digit that wracked him with delight and sent waves of pleasure through him.
Melissa raised her head and shifted between his legs. Stan was harder than he had been when she walked in the door and his dick demanded attention. Flailing precum as it pulsed to her tempo, Stan met her gaze as she watched. It was a powerful thing, to have a man in this position, he thought as he moaned once more. A little girl wasn't supposed to have this much power over her Daddy. Perhaps that was what Melissa thought as she licked her bottom lip and whispered, "my sweet, sweet Daddy."
His daughter licked the puddle of his liquid from his slit and Stan's thighs clenched as he watched. As she slowly licked the underneath curve of the head of his cock, Stan clutched the comforter and held on tight. With her finger still inside, she beckoned to him with it, saying, "come here, Daddy," as she opened her mouth and took him inside.
Her mouth was wet as rain and her tongue kept time with her finger and Stan was her breathless instrument. He worked himself back and forth on her finger and the ecstasy reverberated from deep inside. Forward he thrust deeper into the hot, open well of his daughter's greedy mouth and hummed at the feel of her, molten and hungry for him.
Stan had never been so close to exploding and yet he never wanted this to end. Melissa drew her mouth tighter around his shaft. She bathed him in her saliva and the wet noises from fucking her mouth grew louder as she picked up the pace. The tip of her tongue was right there on the little valley on his head and it made Stan shake. Jesus Christ, what was she doing to him? The introduction of the second finger was too much, too perfect. He gasped as his cock trembled. His balls were drawn up and he ached to explode down his daughter's throat.
Then again, they were making a baby, weren't they?
Stan pulled back, "Honey, honey," he warmed her, "if you don't want me to cum in your mouth." He couldn't finish the sentence but let out a cry that meant he wasn't sure if he could help it anymore.
Melissa stayed right there.
His daughter continued to suck him. She picked up the pace and her lips held him tighter. She looked him in the eye. Those dark blue eyes, storm clouds ready to crackle open with the heat there. She wanted it, she wanted him, she wanted to taste her own father's creamy seed down in her belly.
She knew that Daddy always gave her what she wanted. Stan cried out, "My little girl," which might have been the most inappropriate thing to say when a hot, thick spurt of pent up cum tore from what seemed like the very bottom of his soul, but it was too late. Stan squeezed his throbbing anus around her fingers as he whispered it again and again and fed his daughter every last drop.
Melissa kept her mouth on him, she drained him dry and Stan quivered under her long after the fluid was gone. The exquisite sensations continued and he rolled on the peaks and valleys until his cock slipped from her mouth. Melissa removed her fingers and lay her head on his pelvis.
Stan caught his breath and patted his chest. He needed her there, on that place where she had laid her head ever since he could remember. Right at the center of his chest where his darling daughter could hear how his heart beat for her. "Come up here, honey," he clasped Melissa in his arms as she pressed her little face there. "Honey, that was amazing." He had to ask though, "aren't I supposed to be getting you pregnant sweetheart?"
Melissa looked up. There it was, her mischievous smile that was something reminiscent of her playing a prank on the neighbors. It had been missing for a while and it did Stan's heart good to see her looking happy again. "That was just for me Daddy," she told him before laying her head down again.
Stan decided that he would give her that any time she wanted.
***
Melissa
Even in an apron, she could barely keep her eyes off of him. They had known that today was going to be torture. They had talked about it on Monday, which had been the first time that either one of them acknowledged that anyone else existed outside of their penthouse love nest.
What was happening to her, Melissa wondered as she sat on the couch next to Steve. Thanksgiving was like this every year, or at least since she and her brothers had moved out. The boys started drinking beer early and spent the day flipping from football game to football game. Apparently Steve fit right in. She was always bored out of her mind and she was considered unfit to help with the cooking. Her mother was always stressed about everything, too stressed to talk to. That had always left hanging out with Dad.
Normally he'd spend the day being Mom's slave and sneaking sips of beer in here and there to take the edge off. Melissa knew that she couldn't hang out with him like that, not anymore. Not when she was sure that everyone could tell what was going on just by the glow on their faces. She was positive that they lit up when they saw each other. Today was the first time that she hadn't automatically hugged her father upon coming in the house but something inside her made her freeze in her tracks. Her clit was full and hard, she could feel it out from its hiding place. It felt huge and seemed to be standing at attention for her father to notice. He'd paid such careful attention to it each of the four times that they'd made love. Her clit ached and her nipples were hard under the baggy sweater. Her panties were soaked through under her jeans and Melissa had never had such an immediate and overwhelming response to a man.
Only her dad brought that out in her.
Hugs were off limits and so were casual little pecks. When he had taken off her coat this morning, they both knew that there was no stopping their mouths anymore. Melissa knew him well enough at this point to know that heated expression. It was the face he made when looking up at her, about to part her lower lips with his tongue. It was the look that he had just before thrusting his cock inside. It was the look that was hunger unlike anything she'd ever experienced before.
After being with her father four times, it seemed ridiculous to the point that Melissa almost rolled her eyes at the thought that Steve was her best lover. Sure, Steve was better than any of the other idiots that she'd fucked before him. Steve almost had a six pack and she was sure after today's indulgences that he'd be right back on the wagon of macros and reps. Steve's triceps were capital L's when he was on top. Steve's smile made coeds drop their panties but he couldn't hold a candle to her father.
She was addicted to the feel of her dad's skin on hers. He had a little softness around his belly but Dad had real muscles underneath. They were muscles from working, not posing in front of a mirror at the gym. Her father's cock wasn't huge by any means and neither he or Steve were the biggest that she'd ever known but her Dad's cock was perfect. Perfectly pink with that perfectly round head, the perfect girth for her to squeeze tightly. Even his taste was something new and sweet and lingered in her mouth long after they parted. She was fairly certain that her father felt the same way about her because each time they made love was more and more intense. The moment he opened the door until the moment he closed it behind them to leave, it was a cornucopia of heady, carnal delights. They simply couldn't keep their hands off each other.
Today, the only thing to do was avoid him.
Melissa couldn't help but take little glances at her Dad in the kitchen. He would stop and ask her mother if she needed help. He would pat her hand and tuck a piece of her blonde hair behind her ear. Melissa wondered if that was jealousy bubbling up inside or was she pregnant? The way he spoke to her was so kind and yet, her mother seemed to be frozen over. The look she gave him was frosty if she looked at him at all. Melissa knew that her father was sleeping in the guest bedroom and that was supposed to be a big secret.
What if her mother knew? Of course she didn't know, but couldn't she sense it in her gut the way that Melissa could feel in hers when Steve came home late?
She glanced over at her husband, his eyes riveted on the screen. He touched her less and less and since she'd started sleeping with her father, Melissa hardly ever thought about it, let alone missed it. She was too well loved, too consumed with every inch of her Dad.
Her mother called out, "Melissa, can you go to the basement and get the centerpiece that's in the Crate & Barrel box on the far shelves?" Her mother had an organizational system that wasn't to be disturbed. Frankly Melissa was surprised to think that her mother would count on her to do this properly.
Andy and Marty were paralyzed, beers in hand. Andy held the remote and his index finger paused over the channel button like a trigger. Why didn't they have to help? "Why can't the boys do it?" Melissa wanted to know.
Her mother came around the corner from the kitchen and into the living room with a click of her heels. Her mother looked beautiful today, like always. Every blonde hair was perfectly in place and the blue dress fit her like a second skin. If she didn't have such a puss on her face, Melissa thought while she suppressed a giggle, she'd really be gorgeous. With her hands on her hips, Mom asked, "Why can't you do it? It's not like you're helping in the kitchen."
And that's what it was, in a nutshell. Her mother was still secretly mortified that Melissa was not a housewife. She'd mention it whenever she could and today, Melissa was tempted to throw it back in her face. Her father stood behind her mother and looked Melissa up and down with an odd combination of lust and fear. He was obviously pleading with her not to start any shit with his wife. "Fine," Melissa said with a shrug and stood up.
"Your father can help you," her mother replied as she headed back to her preparations.
"No, that's okay," alone in the basement with Dad, Melissa felt her chest tighten as if she were wearing something form fitting and not the baggy sweater. "Steve can help me," she couldn't be trusted alone with her father.
Steve looked up and grimaced, he wasn't going to move unless it was for food. "Babe, football," was all he said. It wasn't really a no, not here in front of his in-laws. Steve would never come right out and do that.
Fucking pussy, Melissa thought to herself.
Her mother continued, "No, your father will be happy to go with you. It's not like he's being especially helpful today anyway."
Fucking bitch, Melissa thought to herself and rolled her eyes once she was out of her mother's line of sight. She headed for the basement with her father close on her heels. Their feet pounded on the wooden steps all the way to the bottom of the stairs in the dark.
Her father didn't turn on the light but instead, reached her shoulders and pulled her into him. "Thank god she needs this stupid turkey or whatever it is," he whispered into her hair, "I am going crazy in there not touching you."
Melissa reached up on her tiptoes to kiss him. She was so much smaller than him and she loved how she felt so taken care of in his arms. "Me too, Daddy. This is so weird," she murmured, lost for a moment as she wondered, what was she doing? She was ruining every family get together forever, wasn't she?
There was no time to answer the question because her father's mouth caught hers and immediately the kiss was urgent and burned her lips. His tongue possessed her fully, deeply; fucking her mouth with it in the same methodical way that he fucked her with his cock. He took her slow and hard, hard enough that she was left with a trace of soreness, a reminder every time that she sat down that a man had laid claim to her. It was that kind of kiss. Melissa was breathless and shaking as his hands brought her bottom to him. He kissed her on the mouth while his erection thumped in his pants and begged her for release. He was so warm there. Melissa knew that if she let her hand meander down to his zipper and slid the bit of metal down and freed his glorious dick, that she'd have to fuck him.
God, what if her mother caught them?
She kept her hands firmly in his hair as the kiss melted her to him.
What if Steve caught them?
Melissa pulled back, out of breath and put her hand over her mouth. If she was a good person, she would stop this right now. She wasn't just a cheater, she was the worst kind of cheater. It wasn't something that she'd really planned but of course, those kisses on her wedding day weren't entirely innocent and they were never really about her nerves. "Daddy, we have to stop," she shook her head at him and took three steps to the light switch that she flicked on. "Come on, we said we weren't going to do this," she reminded him with half a smile. Of course, that was all bullshit too, as if people could fuck like animals like this behind closed doors and it didn't permeate the rest of their lives.
He agreed, "I know, honey, you're right. I don't want to make this harder."
They walked to the shelves where the ornaments were all boxed up and labeled. Melissa stood in front of the table where her mother would wrap Christmas presents and wondered out loud, "What are we doing, Daddy?"
Her father stood behind her and placed his hands around her waist. He set his chin on top of her head and murmured, "Love makes you do crazy things, little girl."
Was she in love with him? Melissa felt the goosebumps rush down her spine as his hands moved down to her hips. She was melting under his touch. She could feel the slick spot at the center of her warm panties and her legs were weak as his fingers slowly worked their way from her hips to between her legs. Even her legs were saying that they should be in bed. What was she doing? "Oh god, Daddy," she opened her thighs. The jeans were suddenly too thick and constricting, "yes," was all she could say.
Her father's fingers trembled on the button of her jeans and then on her zipper and then on her panties as he pulled everything down to her ankles. He set her on the edge of the table and dropped to his knees. He looked up in worship, that look in his eyes, heated and full of desire, as if she were a goddess and he, a grateful supplicant. Melissa heard the jingle of his belt and fly as he pulled out his dick. Her father begged, "Spread your lips for me, honey. Please." He was hoarse and his tongue darted out to show her that he could hardly hold himself back. He needed to ravish her.
Melissa leaned back on the table and peeled her slippery lips apart for her father. God, it was perverse that she wanted him to see this. She wanted him to know what he did to her body, to her clit specifically. She wanted him to see that her clit had never been so large or so hot or so hard as it was for him. It pounded for him and felt huge as she opened herself. The noise that came from him, half a sob, half a growl, meant that he saw it too.
He lapped her clit with a voracious tongue and lips. This wasn't their typical slow winding tease and caress. It wasn't a day that went by far too quickly in the bed that seemed to be made for a father and a daughter to make love in every way they'd ever dreamed they would. This was fierce and ferocious and frantic and her Dad sucked her pulsing bud between his lips. He moved his head up and down and gave her head to the same rhythm that his hand moved on his cock.



Melissa wanted to scream. It was almost too much, it almost hurt. He was so thirsty. His ardent mouth, his hot, sticky lips on her, the sounds that came from deep inside of her father. It was almost as if he was pleading with her, like if he could speak out loud, he'd beg for her orgasm. Her inner thighs trembled as she rocked back and met his mouth stroke for stroke.
"Daddy," she whispered and she prayed that no one would hear the table creak under her shifting body or the back and forth jingle of his belt as it hung there in his open pants. "Oh god, Daddy," she shook under him as the orgasm built and built. The flood of her want felt as if it were about to break loose and she wasn't sure if she could hold back the sound that would let them all know what was happening. She wanted to cry out, she wanted to drag him to the couch after she had painted his face with her liquid and sit on his cock and fuck him the rest of the day. How could it be that the one man that she was never supposed to make love to was the best lover imaginable?
There was no time to consider that answer. Melissa slapped her hands over her mouth as her orgasm came from her depths. Her hips opened wide as she vibrated under his mouth. Her father voraciously gulped down every last bit. She felt it in his shoulders, which were where her feet rested that he was coming as well. Coming in his long, salty, sweet spurts all over the rug, they'd leave a spot there and her mother would wonder why neither of them noticed and cleaned it up.
Her mother, shit, that was right, Melissa groaned as the next swell of her climax gripped her. She knew that this would have to tide her over. She hugged her father's head in place with her thighs and he rested his damp forehead on her mound. His fingers lingered on her hips, as if they both realized it at the same time. He'd have to wipe her off his chin and she'd have to look at him at the head of the table and nod and pretend like she wasn't all sticky and hot between her legs.
He looked up, his expression was lost and blissful. Her dad's eyes twinkled with the kindness that was always there for her and Melissa couldn't help but giggle. She slid from the table to his lap and felt his dripping dick on her leg. "Daddy, you're incorrigible," she reprimanded him before she leaned in to kiss herself from his mouth. "You came all over the rug," she added, "we better clean that up because Mom will kill us."
He nodded but didn't move. "I told your mother that I'd be out Christmas shopping tomorrow," her father told her as he swept her hair back, off her neck. "Can you get away?"
This had become a full blown affair, she thought. They were being stupid too, doing all of the things that all of the magazines said were signs of a cheating spouse. Changing the routine, not being where you were supposed to be, sneaking off for quickies in the basement when you supposed to be getting a fucking fake turkey for the table. How much longer would it be before someone got caught in a lie?
How long would it be before her dad cracked and told?
She wasn't going to say no though. Especially not when she was supposed to have her period today or tomorrow. So far, there wasn't one bit of a bloody trace and Melissa couldn't help but think that a baby made with this much love must be something really special. "I can," was the answer and they both set about cleaning themselves up to appear presentable.
Their pants were back up and their hair straightened. Her father had wiped her cum from his face with a paper towel, the same paper towel that he had used to blot up his semen from the floor. They were ready and Melissa looked around. "Where is the box that she wants?"
Her father went right to it. He opened the white box and handed her the wicker turkey and placed the box back in its designated spot. He was getting good at this, all of this lying and Melissa was unsure how she felt about that.
***
She felt a little queasy when she woke up on Black Friday. Melissa could only swallow a little coffee before she wondered if it wouldn't come back up and decided that she'd better wait.
Steve had left her a note about getting in a last minute round of golf and signed it "CU". He was like a teenager and couldn't spell out words, as if his wife mattered so little that she wasn't worth writing "love" to. Melissa crumpled the note and wondered if his "golf" wasn't more like her "shopping" and if that were the case, wouldn't they be over sooner than later?
The problem was, Melissa told herself as she stood naked in front of the full-length mirror, assessing her stomach, she didn't love him as much as she loved her Dad. Even if her dad wasn't the lover that he was, she thought as she wound her hands over her belly and then carefully weighed her breasts with her hands. Even if he didn't turn her body into jelly and drown her in kisses and overtake her with orgasmic bliss, even if that had never happened, she wasn't sure if Steve could ever love her the way she wanted to be loved.
The way her dad loved her.
Her breasts felt heavier. Her stomach felt softer and she definitely felt a little sick. There was still no period in sight and she felt almost positive, deep down, she must be with child.
Melissa put on her new, pink, lacy, completely see through bra and panties and smiled at her reflection. Dad was crazy about the see through panties so she had bought a set in every color. Maybe she'd have to get them in maternity sizes in a couple of months.
She gulped and gave her reflection a stern look. God, was she going to keep fucking him even after she was pregnant? Melissa felt an undeniable twinge of nausea but she thought that was just because she couldn't believe herself. What had started as a substitute for a turkey baster had become something entirely different and as she brushed her teeth she wondered if they had really thought this through.
Were they going to have a relationship? How could that even be?
There was no way that she wasn't going to see him today though. She shrugged to herself as she pulled a cotton sweater on and put her brown hair in a ponytail. She needed this like she needed oxygen.
Melissa always felt a little nervous after knocking on the door as she waited for her father to answer. This morning, he was quick about it. He must be waiting anxiously for her. "Honey," he gave her the smile that was so much more than a smile now. It was a kiss, a full, slow deep embrace of its own. It was a knowing smile, a smile that knew all of the secrets of her body in intimate ways that no one else had ever uncovered. "I missed you," he pulled her into his arms and Melissa felt safe there.
There was the little nagging problem though, "Daddy, I feel sick."
"What's wrong, pumpkin?" He hadn't called her pumpkin since middle school and Melissa couldn't help but laugh. It seemed wildly inappropriate to fuck someone who called you pumpkin. "Did you catch a cold?"
"No, Daddy," she stepped back and placed her hands on her stomach, "I'm nauseous." She waited for him to put it together.
Her father's mouth was open and he didn't know what to say. That expression, incredulous, happy, yet terrified, seemed to say it all. "Morning sickness?" he whispered and reached for her hand.
She felt a rumble in her stomach and shrugged, "maybe." Her heart was doing triple time. Could she really be pregnant? It seemed strange now to think about all of her dreams coming true but this wasn't how she imagined it at all.
Her father was deep in thought. He had a crinkle across his forehead, "you need some crackers? Or maybe some ginger ale? I can get you Tums."
He was so kind it brought tears to Melissa's eyes. Jesus, she was so emotional, wasn't that one of the signs? He was the perfect husband and father, she felt a rush of pain in her belly as she thought he would be the perfect husband and father.
But not like this.
"No, I think I'll be alright, Daddy. Maybe a hot bath?"
He smiled, "I can do that. Come with me." He wove his fingers through hers and walked her down the hall to the master bathroom. The penthouse bathroom even had an amazing view. From the porcelain soaking tub in the corner, she could see the whole skyline. There were even a row of gray, thick Egyptian cotton towels on the shelf. Her father rolled up his shirt sleeve and knelt beside the tub. He carefully turned the temperature to the correct place. He opened the cabinet under the vanity and found bubble bath and poured two capfuls into the water stream. It smelled like vanilla and she could hardly wait to slip into the water and be enveloped in the scent. "
"You should get undressed," he told her in the husky lover's voice that was the exact opposite of "pumpkin". Melissa had goosebumps at the sound of it. That was the voice that was quietly in control, never loud or bossy, just a confident and authoritative. His "dad voice" that told her to get on top of him, told her to spread her pussy lips and show him how much she wanted him. It was the voice that he used when mating with her.
She wound the ponytail up into a bun and pulled her sweater off. Her father rested on his heels as he watched, clearly hard as a rock in the front of his pants for her. He bit his lip and sighed, "pink panties," as her underwear came into view. It was what was under the panties that she knew he really wanted to see and Melissa slowly stripped off the bra and slid down her new underwear while she looked him in the eye.
She dipped one toe in the tub. "Perfect," she told him, just like everything else he did. She slowly sank into the water until the bubbles came up to her chin. Her father dipped his hand into the water and his fingers began a slow trail along the back of her knee. It was intoxicating, every touch, the way he took her in as if he were afraid to miss one spot. It was almost as if every time might be the last time.
Melissa knew that she loved him desperately.
Her father asked, "Can I wash you, little girl?"
Even with her flipping stomach, her body ached for his fingers. She wanted his knowing fingers everywhere on her skin. "Please, Daddy," she requested and she sounded so small.
He brought out a sponge from the vanity and plunged it into the water. She watched as he drug the rough texture of it slowly across her breasts. It left her nipples hot and needy and pointed. "Do you feel any different?" he asked as he made slow circles with the sponge and Melissa melted under his touch.
"Kind of," she blushed. It was impossible to think of anything else but the sponge and his eyes as he delved deeper into the water and fondled her. Her dad mesmerized her body. "Do I look different, Daddy?" she asked as the sponge and his hand moved down from her breasts to her stomach.
"No, just perfect as always," he said with a wink.
"Wait until I get fat," Melissa grabbed the flesh under her bellybutton. It wasn't a handful but it was a little loose. She had always been small and seemed to be naturally slender but sitting in an office wasn't exactly keeping her fit. She definitely didn't have the stomach for the gym like her husband did even though Steve really wanted her to tone up. Her dad had never said a word about it, he just worshipped her.
He made a circle of bubbles around her belly. "You won't be fat, you'll be pregnant. You'll be round and full of a baby," he said in a faraway voice. He let out his breath slowly and it seemed that her father was finally letting it sink in as he murmured, "my baby." It was a double entendre now. He leaned in for a kiss and whispered on her lips, "the baby that we made, little girl," before he plied her with his tongue. Her father's tongue that promised her all of its liquid delights and made her quiver between her legs. The morning sickness was fading and her need for him mounting.
He brought the sponge down further, to her mound and his eyes were full of the heat that she craved. "I can't wait to make love with you when you're rounder," her dad sounded as if he were in heat. His tongue dipped along her upper lip and teased the tip of her tongue. It slid inside and then flicked her upper lip again. She was familiar with the move, he would do that to her clit until she melted into a puddle on the bed. "With your engorged nipples and your big, beautiful belly," her father continued to move the sponge back and forth with more purpose now between her legs. He knew exactly what he was doing, masturbating his daughter. The water began to splash back and forth in the tub to the tempo of his hand on her. "Your lovely lips," her father moaned, "open wide for me. You'll be so horny."
Melissa opened her legs wider to give him access to everything he wanted. "So Daddy has a fetish for pregnant women?" she asked quietly. If so, then they were definitely going to keep seeing each other. As it was, she didn't know if she could stop even if she wanted to.
He blushed all the way up to his hairline, which she found adorable. "Fetish? Is that what it is?" He was a little out of breath as he slowed his hand down. The pleasure was absolutely excruciating. "I've always looked at pregnant women," he seemed to be searching his memory and then confessed, "okay, a little bit of a fetish. But most of all, because it's you."
"Really, Daddy? So you'll still want me?" Melissa realized that she sounded worried and it was wrong to feel so needy, but she did.
Her father pulled her right hand from the water and kissed the center of palm gently. Then he placed her hand on his flailing erection. "Always, darling girl. Always and forever."
Melissa shivered but she wasn't cold, the water in the tub was still steamy. It was from need. Coming in his mouth yesterday had been fast and desperate and she missed the sensation of being filled. "Daddy, take me to bed," she begged as she outlined his dick in his pants. Melissa ran her finger around his solid girth and then down to his balls. She liked to watch him look up, his mouth open as he gave himself over to her pleasure, gave her everything. "I want you inside me," there was a tremor there in her voice and she decided that she'd finally say what she only whispered to herself while masturbating to him. "I want my father's cock inside me."
He picked her up from the tub with a towel in his hands and hoisted her in the crook of his arms. The water ran down her body in rivulets to the floor and soaked his shirt through. The water dripped down and made a trail from the bathroom to the bed.
He set her gently in the center of the bed that by now had grown familiar. This felt like home and sometimes she wished they lived here.
Her dad never took his eyes from hers as he undressed. In less than a minute his shirt and pants, ruined and soaked through, were thrown to the floor in a heap. Melissa was mesmerized by the sight of him. She noticed the water droplets on his chest hair and there was a trickle of bath water that ran down the center of his chest to his belly. The tops of her father's muscular thighs glistened with her wetness. His underwear followed the clothes and he presented her eagerly with his nakedness. She sighed, almost with relief that she was finally to be taken the way she needed to be as he moved like a jungle cat over the bed. His cock pulsed and trembled and dripped. Melissa thought she'd never seen him so hard. The head of his dick was almost purple. Her father was swollen and ravenous for her.
Yesterday had just been a tease for both of them, she thought as he crawled to her open legs. As he took his place, the look in his eye was one of fierce passion. This was something almost depraved. If he wasn't her father, Melissa might almost be frightened. He growled as he caught his cock with his right hand and brushed her wet lips with the head. "My daughter," he panted, "my lover." This was something completely new and the look in his eye made her lower lips swell and open. Her whole body begged to be possessed. "You're mine," her father's voice entered her at the same moment his cock did. Both were authoritative, firm, and filled her slowly and deeply, just the way she craved.
He was easy and steady and it wasn't enough that he had staked his claim to her little vagina, his fingers owned her flesh and his mouth claimed her breath. This wasn't fucking, Melissa thought as he held her in his gaze, this was being consumed. She was being eaten alive. Her father took her breath and gave her his own. Even down to her core, she was his. "All of you is mine," he sounded ferocious and his hand on her belly was protective. "My baby, both of you." There was a tremor in his voice as he touched her there and he thrust himself inside even deeper.
"Yes, Daddy," Melissa gasped as she felt herself open, open completely for him. She wrapped her legs even tighter around his waist and sealed her hips to his pelvis. "I am yours," she whispered as she caressed his scratchy face. Her father must have been up early. He'd had a long, restless night and probably shaved hours ago. Already the dark shadow was there. Melissa wanted him to scrape her, to leave his marks behind. She wanted a trail of red that she would touch later when she was alone. "I'm only yours," she shivered when their eyes met and she saw the voracious gleam, the lust for her. He couldn't get enough of her and she wanted to be here like this with him until there was nothing left but their dust.
He cried out and it was almost a warning. He couldn't stop, this couldn't be gentle. This had to reach a whole new place inside. Her father rolled her to her knees as he pulled out and once she was begging for him, he slammed to her depths in one thrust that took her breath away. He took her even deeper from behind like this. "My love, my little girl," he murmured and fucking her like this made it so much dirtier. His hands took over and he squeezed her breasts and molded them in his hands. He pulled on her aching nipples until they were broiling little buds. "I'll fuck you like this when you're full of milk," he said, his chest against her back. Melissa knew that their hearts beat as one. "Full of my baby, full of my love," he said as he buried himself inside.
He slowed the tempo and their wet bodies slapped together and peeled apart. "Daddy," she purred as one hand strummed her sensitive nipples and the other crept down between her legs. Melissa had learned over the last weeks that no one, not even she knew what her clitoris needed like her father. She opened her legs a little more to give him free reign. "Daddy, yes, touch me, take me," she spoke in such a small voice when she was like this with him. She was overcome with pleasure, shattered and starving and beyond all reason. Melissa sank her head back, her mouth was open and every breath was a moan as he played with her and filled her exactly as she never knew she needed.
Her father growled in her ear as he brought his left hand down to her lower belly. She knew what this meant, he didn't have to say a word. Their gasps and sobs were words enough. His hands meant that she belonged to him. He was going to fucking ruin her for any other man with this and Melissa would never belong to anyone else.
She didn't care and the first wave of her orgasm was about to crest as she covered his hand with her cream. "Daddy," her body convulsed as he pounded inside. Her father's cock pressed right against the spot inside that brought pulses of ecstasy. "Daddy," it was the only word she could think of in this moment when his hand had made her frothy between her legs and her clit was engorged and trembling between his knowledgeable fingers. The orgasm consumed her now, inside and out as her father brought her to the peak and once more, Melissa whimpered, "oh Daddy," as she let go and felt his passion wash through her.
When she surrendered in his arms, Melissa felt the stiff, almost frozen sensation run through his body as he first spurt inside. Her father pressed a wet, sweaty line of butterfly kisses down her cheek to her neck to her shoulder as he thrust and shuddered and filled her completely with his climax.



She sank to the bed and he followed suit. Her father was still inside her and wrapped completely around her, Melissa was warm and slick and the bed was wet from the bath water and her sopping pussy. As they caught their breath, he kissed her hair and her earlobe. He stopped there to whisper, "are you feeling better, honey?"
Could it really be so simple, she wondered. Could she just be happy like this and not think of anything else outside of this room? Melissa thought maybe she could as she settled in his arms and said, "Yes, Daddy, that was just what I needed."
***
It snowed for the first time that year on December 10th. Melissa smiled as she leaned back in her office chair and watched the feathery flakes fall over Prospect Drive. She loved the first few snows when the world was covered in fluff. Her hand lingered over her belly which felt downright swollen now. This might be the last Christmas without the holidays being forever altered.
She wasn't ready to say a word to anyone and frankly, Melissa still had no idea how to broach the subject with her husband. An anonymous sperm donor? He'd never go for that but the truth was so much worse. It could wait, she kept telling herself. She was only two weeks late, give or take. She had never been like a clock with her periods and that only just meant that it barely existed if at all. The only one that had any idea about the baby was her father.
Her lover, she corrected herself as she blushed, grateful that no one was around to notice. Melissa had never been so consumed by a man. Thinking of her dad seemed to be as natural as breathing. Her body seemed to respond to her thoughts of him with an almost overwhelming physical response. Thinking of kissing him made her blush. Thinking of her dad's hands kneading her now slightly larger breasts gave her goosebumps and made her nipples tingle with anticipation. Thinking of her father's hands on her hips made her legs weak. She could almost feel him draw her near, pull her into his hard-on that seemed to just get harder and bigger every time she saw it. Thinking about his cock soaked her panties all the way through.
It had been ten times.
They had made love ten times now and she wished that today would be number eleven. It would be heavenly to stand by the window, completely naked, with the firelight makes shadows of them on the wall. There at the penthouse, they were lovers. They were nameless people that existed for nothing but fucking each other like animals. Everywhere outside of the apartment though, they were just a mess of complications. Tonight her mother had a laundry list of Christmas chores for her father to do and he had to be home. It was budget season at his job so everyone needed something from him.
Having an affair was hard, Melissa had decided.
It wasn't until it was almost time to go home that she felt the sharp cramp in her side and she ran to the ladies room. There was the blood that confirmed that she was just late for her period and nothing more. Melissa felt her shoulders hunch forward as she sat on the toilet and stared at her panties. She shook her head. All of that sperm, there had been gobs of it by now. All of that sex, all of the positions and taking her temperature and that fucking app that told her that she was ovulating, all of it had been for nothing.
Worse, Melissa thought as she bit her lower lip, she'd managed to fuck up her whole family as well. She'd cheated on her husband. She'd made her dad, the most decent guy in the world, cheat on her mother. It wasn't like he had been forced to do anything but she knew. She knew when she sat down at that table to meet him and tell him about the clinic that she could make her Daddy do anything. She always could.
On top of that, Melissa added as she began to bawl, she was head over heels in love with the one man on earth that she could never have. She blew her nose hard and wiped her eyes. She was crying off all of her mascara and knew that she'd be a mess until she went home. She didn't even have any pads with her. Melissa had really been all in for being pregnant this time and had dumped them all out of her purse. She wadded up some toilet paper and stuck it in her panties. At least she'd worn a skirt and it was loose enough that no one would notice that she waddled a bit with a big pad of paper in her bloody underwear.
Once she got home, the panties went straight into the garbage. Then Melissa took a hot shower and washed the dried blood off of her thighs. She closed her eyes and ran the soap over her body. She felt for the changes that she had thought were a baby but were really just bloat. Her breasts still ached a little but maybe that was just her heart.
When she got out, she wiped the condensation off the vanity mirror and sighed. She even looked like she had been crushed and there was only one person who she could possibly want to talk to right now. He would know just what to say. He always knew what to say and her father would hold her hands in both of his and scrunch his eyebrows together as if trying to think of some way to make it all better. The father in him would pet her and fuss over her and place her feet in his lap and rub them. The lover in him would kiss her mouth and then her neck and work his way steadily down to her cleavage and ask her if she wanted to make a bloody mess on the pristine, white bed.
She wanted to. She wanted to even if she was sad, even if her heart hurt, maybe even more so because her heart hurt. Melissa's finger paused over Dad on her phone. She wanted to call him but really, she wanted to see him. She wanted him to throw his arms around her and let her cry on his shoulder. An hour or two naked, wrapped up in the scent of their sex and the heat in his eyes would be enough, maybe. He was probably still at work and he'd see her name on his phone and he'd want to answer but he wouldn't want to talk. Too bad he didn't text. Well, he did but not well and he always complained that it took him longer than talking. Melissa would always elbow him and tell him to use the prompts but he never did. While she weighed it all in her mind, she heard the front door open.
"Babe, are you home?" Steve called out to her and Melissa knew something was off. This was entirely out of character. Her husband was never home this early. He must have skipped the gym and that was something Steve had never done.
Was she caught?
Her heart was in her throat when she told him, "Yeah, I'll be there in a second." Shit, shit, shit, she thought and wiped her clammy hands on her sweatpants. This wouldn't just be a divorce, this would mean the whole world would come down around her head. Why was she so fucking stupid?
She walked to the living room and watched as Steve almost fell into the couch and placed his head in his hands. This was bad and how did he know but her father hadn't called? Melissa couldn't help but wonder if her mother hadn't just decided to take matters into her own hands? If Melissa ruined her marriage, she'd ruin Melissa's. "What's wrong, Steve?" she asked quietly as she tiptoed to the chair. She didn't sit next to him though. She needed a getaway in case this got ugly.
"Mark from my office had a heart attack today," he sniffed. When he looked up at Melissa, she could tell that he'd been crying. Steve's eyes were bloodshot and puffy. "Right there, right in fucking front of us," her husband shook his head. "He's only three years older than me and he's dead."
Melissa was at once relieved and yet, felt even worse. Why was she doing something that she felt so guilty about anyway? She vaguely remembered Mark from his office and patted Steve's hand. "Oh, honey, that's terrible," she told him but it was so much better than what she'd expected.
He moved back on the couch and opened his arms to her. It had been so long since they'd touched each other and once Melissa had her arms around him, she felt Steve dissolve. "It was terrible, Mel. I called 911 and I watched him," he choked back tears. "All I kept thinking was that if I died today, I'd regret things. How things are between us, I mean."
She nodded, there was plenty for her to regret as well. "Me too, Steve," she spoke just above a whisper.
He held both of her hands in his and eyes were wet and sparkling. "When I said till death do us part, I meant it," her husband said with a tender kiss on her fingers. "I'm sorry I've been such an asshole about the baby. I guess I just felt like shit that I couldn't knock it out of the park on the first try."
Melissa knew that already, "I get it. Probably the first thing that you couldn't just charm the pants off of."
Steve looked worried when he turned to take her in his arms, "Is it too late for us Mel? Have I fucked it up too much?"
She shuddered, a chill covered her body as she let the weight of it sink in. She was going to have to let one of them go, wasn't she? Melissa gulped down the tears that Steve would never know the reason for. "No, it's not too late, Steve. You know I love you."
He flashed that lazy grin that had charmed the pants off of her back when they first met. "Enough to have a baby with me?" he asked and wiggled his eyebrows at her.
Melissa giggled and punched his arm, "yes, enough to have a baby with you. But you still won't talk about the clinic and that's where we are with that." She'd have to choose another clinic when they went. She was never going back to the first one. Melissa hated having to lie and cover her tracks.
"Babe, how about this?" he reached around to his back pocket and pulled out an envelope. "We go to Hawaii for Christmas and do some serious baby making. If two weeks on the beach doesn't get us pregnant, I'll go to the clinic with you, no questions asked. Deal?"
Melissa felt the hot tear run down her cheek and she wiped it away as she buried her head in his chest. It was like everything she ever thought she wanted had suddenly been handed to her on a silver platter and yet; there was one detail that broke her heart. "That sounds like a wonderful idea, honey," she told him before messing up his blonde hair.
"What a fucking day," Steve sighed as he eased back and put his arm around her shoulders, "I'm a wreck. We need cocktails."
Melissa couldn't have agreed more. That night, she was wide awake as she lay close to Steve. It was the first night in a long time that they had both slept in the bed, let alone held hands. She told herself that she was doing the right thing. In fact, she could think back to a discussion that she and her father had years ago where he'd looked at her sternly, as sternly as he could with her anyway. He had said in a solemn tone, "if you make a promise, you do your best to keep it."
She'd made a promise and so had he.
The next morning, she waited until her father was in his morning meeting. Melissa knew that he'd silence his phone then and she was a little embarrassed by what a chickenshit she was. This was the kind of conversation that she should at least have in person but the problem was that if she saw him, she'd never be able to follow through.
After the beep, Melissa just sighed. His voice on the message wasn't the voice she was used to anymore. This was his work voice. It wasn't the one that panted in her ear and claimed her body for his own. Her father said the most perverse, most lascivious things in her ear when the two of them were naked and entwined. It was painful to think that she'd never hear him say those things again. "Hey Daddy," she started, "there's something I have to tell you. A couple of things, really. First of all, I got my period, so nothing to worry about there." Melissa paused, hating how that sounded. She had just dismissed the baby that they were both secretly thrilled about as nothing to worry about. She shook her head but continued. The Band-Aid had to be ripped off in one painful yank. "Also, Steve and I talked," Melissa's throat was dry. The last time she had talked to her Dad was in post coital bliss and his face had been radiant. She cleared her throat and shook the image out of her mind, "um, Steve and I talked and we're going to try to work things out. I think that's the right thing to do for everyone. That means I can't see you anymore, Daddy." She paused, there was so much more she wanted to tell him. She could go on for hours but that wouldn't change a thing. If she said "I love you," she'd cry and as it was, all she could do was hang up.
Melissa put her phone in her desk drawer so she wouldn't spend the whole day checking it. Just before five o'clock, she checked her notifications and realized that her father had never called her.
Of course, he was the perfect man. He wasn't going to hound her or even ask why and that was the most heartbreaking thing of all.
***
When she was ten weeks along, Melissa decided that it was time to make the phone call. She'd been avoiding her parents since Thanksgiving and her mother hadn't quite forgiven her for not even stopping by for Christmas. She hoped that this news would smooth everything over.
She called the home phone. It was about the time when they would just be finishing up with dinner. Her chest felt tight as it rang and thought, please don't let him pick up. Usually her father, tired after talking to people all day, let her mother answer the landline. "Hello?" It was good to know that some things never changed and Melissa sighed with relief to hear her mother's voice.
"Hey Mom," Melissa greeted her, "do you have a minute?"
"Sure dear," her mother sounded distracted and far away.
This was supposed to be a happy occasion, Melissa shook her head at herself, why was she so nervous about this? "I've got news," she couldn't help but wonder if her Dad would get on the phone and she just couldn't think about him right now. "We're pregnant."
"Well that took a while, didn't it?" her mother asked. Melissa remembered why all of these years, she had always talked to her father about these kinds of things. Daddy would just have been happy for her and asked her about pickles and ice cream, or something else that would have made her laugh. If she were there, he would just wrap his arms around her tightly and kiss her forehead and tell her how lucky this baby was to have such a fantastic mother. "How far along are you?" her Mom wanted to know. Melissa could almost hear her mother planning things on a calendar.
"About ten weeks," Melissa said. "Still too early to know what it is," she added, knowing that was the next question.
"Okay," her mother was ready to move on, "do you want to talk to your father?" That was the routine, if she had to talk to her Mom, it was brief, just the facts. Daddy was for the actual parenting.
Melissa had a tear in her eye and wanted to say yes. She wanted to talk to him more than any other person in the world. "No, sorry, I'll call him later," she lied, "I'm going to make dinner," two lies. Steve was bringing home pizza because as domesticated as Melissa suddenly was, she was still a horrible cook.
"Good for you, dear," her mother seemed more excited at the idea that Melissa might turn out to be a decent wife after all. "You know the way to a man's heart is through his stomach," she chirped.
Not Daddy's, Melissa thought and had to hold back her laugh. "Okay, whatever Mom. I gotta go," she pressed end call before she said anything she regretted.
Melissa sighed, this was the price she had to pay, she supposed. It wasn't like she didn't deserve this but she knew that she'd always miss him.
***
Stan
Every summer, right in the middle of the hottest part of August, the auditors came to the office. They were three fat, old men who stank of stale cigarette smoke and greasy takeout food. They would monopolize the conference room for a week and everyone was terrified of them. The whole office would stare at them and make faces and whisper behind their hands. They'd huddle in front of cubicles and ask each other if this was finally the year that the shit would hit the fan.
Never, not once, had the shit hit the fan.
Stan always kept his cool and got them what they asked for. For the last, at least twenty years, it had been Stan's job to get them their lunches delivered and stop in and make jokes. On Monday morning, when the auditors were waiting in the reception area, Stan couldn't help but feel a smile spread across his face. Sitting between two of the fat, old men was a young woman. The first thing he noticed was her small mouth sparkling with gloss. The second thing was her big, blue eyes. The third thing was her totally inappropriate grin which suddenly made it easier to breathe.
It felt like someone had given him back the feeling in his limbs. Stan had almost been numb for a while and it felt good to notice something besides the dull ache, even if it was just for a couple of minutes.
She made the first move and stood to greet Stan with her hand out. "Stan? I'm Rosalie," she introduced herself and Stan noticed several new things. Rosalie was petite, she was wearing heels and still maybe grazed his shoulder. Rosalie smelled like Chanel Number 5 and he hadn't smelled it in a while. The scent made him want to bend down and inhale her collar and get the full effect. Rosalie also had a firm handshake that said she meant business but she also had soft, small hands that made you just want to hold them.
The fat man on the right, Chuck, said, "new girl."
The fat man on the left, Rick, added, "Tom retired last year."
Stan couldn't help but be thankful because the auditors were far less cumbersome when one was a gorgeous girl. Rosalie played with a tendril of her dark hair that had fallen from her bun and seemed to be busy staring at him. It had to be his imagination, Stan thought, she was young enough to be; he stopped himself right there.
"Well, it's nice to meet you, Rosalie. Let's get you guys started." He addressed all three of them but his eyes were on her. He hadn't missed the fact that the button on her stiff, starched Oxford shirt, the one between her breasts, strained in its enclosure.
Stan waved to them to go ahead. It was a motion that seemed polite but was just an excuse to look at Rosalie's bottom as it swayed in her knee length navy blue skirt. She had great legs too and even with this humidity, she was wearing stockings and for some reason, Stan bet they were thigh highs.
Once the auditors were in the conference room and had their boxes, Stan returned to his office and started his day of phone calls and emails. Every few moments, he kept coming back to her blue eyes.
He started a conference call and then paused as he saw Rosalie walk down the hall. He smiled to himself, it felt good to look. Even if it wasn't anything else but an old man's overly vivid imagination, it felt like he was alive.
Tuesday morning, Chuck and Rick mumbled their typical greetings. There were the complaints about the humidity and how the conference room was never cold enough but it all fell on deaf ears. Rosalie had two white cups in her hands and one she gave to Stan. "Medium roast, extra cream, two Equals," she repeated his coffee orderly perfectly and gave him a smirk with one eyebrow up on her forehead. "Good morning," she added with a wink.
This morning, she was in a dress and as much as Stan had enjoyed the fitted oxford and the straight skirt that could hardly contain her bottom, the dress was even better. It had a full skirt and ended just above her knee. It was covered in pink flowers and buttoned up the front. Stan could immediately picture himself slowly opening those buttons to reveal all the wonders of her young, pale body underneath. "How did you know?" Stan asked with a chuckle. She was clever and adorable and paid attention to him two days in a row.
"I asked Gina," she whispered behind her hand as if it were a secret and giggled. One dimple, Stan thought and held back a sigh. Rosalie had one dimple and he wondered how many men wanted to kiss her there first before meandering along the rest of her delightful, kissable places.



Stan had a busy day and didn't see Rosalie again until almost 5:30. Chuck and Rick never stayed late and he was surprised to see Rosalie there in his doorway. The blue-eyed girl twirled her dress a little as she moved and Stan was enchanted. "How's the audit going?" He asked. Stan was just making conversation. At this point, he knew that if anything out of the ordinary had come up, he would have already been told about it.
Rosalie shrugged, "well, try as I might, it seems like you guys are on the up and up. No bad guys," she cocked her head and played with the one loose curl. Stan wished he could unpin her hair and run his finger through it, loose and free.
"That's good news," he said in a serious tone. She was way too young and too cute. She was just being friendly, probably wanted to get a promotion. There was nothing to see here, he tried to tell himself.
She asked, "Feel like getting a drink?" Rosalie sounded a little worried, almost as if she didn't think that a man his age wouldn't jump at the chance to sit somewhere in a dark bar alone with her. As if someone like Stan wouldn't hope that if he plied her with enough alcohol, he might just get to peek under that sundress. "I don't really want to go to the hotel yet and I was just thinking," she trailed off, "maybe?"
It was just a drink.
Stan's eyes took her in and felt his heart beat a little faster. Nothing more, just a drink with a beautiful, young girl. "Sure, that sounds like a great idea," and suddenly it did. They'd laugh a little at Chuck and Rick, but he'd keep it professional because Stan wasn't known for telling tales. He'd wet his whistle and flirt just a tiny bit and go home and think about all of the what if's.
They walked the two blocks to Mo's in the ferocious, late afternoon sun. The humidity made him parched and once inside the perpetual dark of the bar, Stan really was thirsty. He pointed at two bar stools near the end, by the television. The dark-haired beauty shook her head. Rosalie came in close and her scent seeped into his skin. With her small fingers on his forearm, she asked, "can we sit in a booth? Otherwise I can't hear you."
God, sitting in a booth meant just the two of them. No television, no Brewers game or obnoxious fans, no peanuts, no distractions. Just Rosalie and that line at the top of her bodice, the top of her cleavage. That place that seemed to be peeking at him, daring him. That place that was probably a little warm from the walk, a place that Stan would like to kiss next after the dimple. "Sure, how about back here?" he pointed to the booth in the corner where they were virtually alone.
"This is great," Rosalie slipped across the booth and patted the place right next to here, "sit here Stan. I don't bite, I swear." She laughed and threw her head back when she did and showed her perfectly white teeth. His eyes ran down the veins on her throat. The soft indentation between collar bones would be a fine place to caress on his way to the first button.
"Okay," Stan's throat was parched and he needed a beer if he was going to sit here and feel her thigh touch his. When he placed his order with the waitress, he saw her knowing smile. The waitress was closer to his age and she gave him the snide once over as if to say, I know what you're doing back here all alone with a girl who is far too young and pretty to want to have anything to do with you.
But that was the thing, Stan wanted to protest, she wanted to.
Rosalie proceeded to laugh at all of his stupid stories about the office and when she found something particularly amusing, she'd place her dainty hand on his forearm. Rosalie had perfect nails and French manicure. Her hands were free of jewelry so there wasn't a husband. There was no reason why those tiny hands of hers couldn't reach down and unzip him under the table. His cock rose to half hard at the mere suggestion and Stan closed his eyes for a minute. He was happy to feel that his dick still weighed in on things like this. It hadn't for quite some time and Stan had started to wonder if it ever would again.
One beer had turned into two beers and Rosalie proposed shots. "Tequila?" Stan asked and made a face. It was a week night and tomorrow there would be hell to pay if he was sick as a dog. "I don't know, Rosalie," Stan didn't want to be a party pooper but that's what someone his age usually was.
Rosalie reached up to the table and the fingers of her left hand began to slowly trace the fingers of his right hand. This was slow and deliberate and the way she worked her fingertips up and down suggested that she'd have absolutely no problem with touching his cock like that. It was hypnotic, that rhythm, up and down. God if her fingers wandered down, Stan felt himself pulse in his pleats. He'd cum in her hand right now if she were to linger there for just a moment. "Well, we can skip the shots, if you want, Stan. I definitely don't need them to ask you to come back to my hotel room with me."
Everything stopped.
The hair stood up on Stan's neck as the knowledge of what she was saying worked its way down his body. The little brunette with the bubble butt wanted him to come to her room. She had told him at some point during their friendly banter that she just turned twenty-five. He could barely breathe as he thought of peeling off a twenty-five year old's damp panties. He bet she tasted like a spring rain. Stan bet that she tasted sweet and warm and her clit would be a pink, pulsing button on the tip of his tongue. He bet that Rosalie would have those little hands on his chest when they fucked. It all came to him in waves. It was a slow kaleidoscope of softcore porn images and him, hard and ready and his dick buried to the hilt inside her all night. "What do you say?" she purred. Her breast was pressed against the back of his arm and Stan could swear he felt her nipple.
His dick was in. His dick was one hundred percent on board with taking a new girl to bed. There was something else though, something that Stan couldn't shake; something that haunted him. "Rosalie," he sighed, he knew that the ghost would never let him be the carefree cocksmith that he wished he would be. "You're certainly a beautiful girl," he shook his head at himself. He was certain to regret this later.
"But," Rosalie took her fingers off his hand, "there's a but at the end of that sentence."
"But, if I came to your hotel room, I wouldn't be thinking about you," he couldn't look at her as he said it. It was embarrassing, it still hurt like a scab that should have fallen off long ago but was still always bloody when he picked at it. "I'd be thinking about someone else and you deserve better than that."
Rosalie sniffed, "Of course, I have to pick the decent guy."
He chuckled, "Don't give me that much credit."
The middle-aged waitress stopped and asked, "Are you two ready for the check?"
Rosalie shook her head, "No way, we need tequila now. Casamigos Blanco, two double shots please."
The waitress shrugged and walked away. Stan tried to protest, "Rosalie, double shots? I'll need a cab home."
"Well you can't tell me this sad story about the girl who broke your heart without tequila," Rosalie looked him in the eye. That look said it all. It was there in her eyes, look at what you'll be missing out on, think about how soft and firm and tight and juicy I am. You'll be kicking yourself for years over this, the eyes said and Stan already agreed. Rosalie wanted to know, "What's her name?"
The only person he could talk to about this was Rosalie. She didn't know anything, and for the first time, Stan let it out. It felt like steam that had been pent up inside, the pressure about to overtake him at any moment and it all poured out of him with a name. "Melissa," he said with a nod as the waitress set down their shots.
"And how long ago did she dump you?" Rosalie didn't pull any punches as she selected one shot glass.
"Eight months ago," he said with a nod. It had actually been eight months, two weeks, and three days officially. It stung to remember how well he remembered.
"To Melissa," Rosalie bit the lime wedge and poured the liquid fire down her throat. The dark-haired girl shook her head. Her hair had come out of the bun mostly and the tendrils danced around her head.
Fuck, Stan thought as he watched her, he was stupid for saying no. "To Melissa," he repeated and drank the shot. It set his teeth on edge and he pushed the glass away as if he'd just discovered it was poison.
"So why'd she break up with you Stanley?" Rosalie wasn't going to stop until her curiosity had been sated.
"Well, it's complicated," too complicated to even tell a stranger. "She's married, I'm married," he shrugged as if to say, see I'm really not a nice guy. There were so many other reasons that he didn't dare say. "She wanted a baby," the problem was that there was nothing wrong with what she'd done. She was right to walk away and Stan was a schmuck for being so selfish but how could he have known? That morning when he unlocked the apartment door, he had no idea that not only was he about to make love with his daughter but that he would give her his heart as he'd never given it before. Now he was a husk and it wasn't until tonight that he fully realized just how lonely that would be.
"Complicated," Rosalie whispered.
"Yeah," Stan agreed as the tequila began to settle in. It was creating a warm haze around him. "Very complicated."
"Sounds like my ex," Rosalie's voice had dropped down into a lower register, "got his ex-girlfriend pregnant when we were supposed to be moving in together."
"What an asshole," Stan growled and held the other shot glass. "What was his name?" He asked. He wondered if that's who Rosalie would have been imagining as Stan had pushed her panties to the floor and devoured her delicious, little snatch.
"James," she murmured as if it were a magic spell. "James, my first love and fuck, if it doesn't still hurt." She sighed before sucking on the lime wedge and throwing back her alcohol once more.
If shots could just make him forget, Stan nodded and drank his down fast. He hoped for a liquid hallucination that would make it all melt away. Maybe then he'd stop being such a pussy and take Rosalie back to her room.
As it was, Stan stood and held on to the table edge for just a moment and waited for the room to stop spinning. "I have to get out of here while my dignity's still intact," he told the girl who, right now, was just a mirage. Rosalie was fuzzy around the edges with her dimple and her buttons and her curls framing her face just so.
"Okay, I forgive you," Rosalie winked. How was it that a girl so much smaller than him didn't seem to be drunk at all? "You're a good guy, Stan and you know what they say."
He didn't know what they said and he reached for her hand to help her down from the booth. Soft and warm, her fingers curled up in his hand. Her skin was like velvet and she'd be velvety all over his body. It would be a tantalizing combination of hot hands and freezing cold hotel air conditioning. He'd sober up quickly and the night was still young. Stan was afraid that at some point he might remember where he was and burst into tears. No one wanted to fuck that guy.
"No, what do they say?" He asked her as he walked to the front to pay the check.
"Love conquers all," it sounded like an edict. It was solemn and almost frightening when Stan let himself ponder the meaning.
He still hadn't figured it out Wednesday morning but he blamed that on the bitch of a headache. It felt like a drill bit in the back of his skull that bored right through his eyes. Looking at the computer monitor was torture.
Rosalie hadn't brought him coffee today but she had still smiled. She wore black dress pants and a button down shirt, no longer courting him with pink dresses. Her hair was loose and free and dammit if she didn't have a glow about her. Was it just youth? Maybe she'd gotten laid after all and Stan knew it was stupid to feel the hint of jealousy.
They didn't spend anymore time alone together and Friday at lunch, Chuck and Rick announced that the audit was done and they were leaving early. Stan shook their hands first and said, "See you next year," to both of them.
When it came time to shake Rosalie's hand, it turned from a professional shake into something that lingered. "It was nice to meet you, Stan," she said. Her eyes twinkled as she added, "maybe next year is our year."
Dammit, Stan thought as he shook his head and watched her walk away. He wondered how long it would take to get over Melissa.
***
He had remembered after the first week or two that he actually liked sleeping alone. Sure, in the beginning when you are still madly in love, sleeping in the same bed seems important. You can hardly wait to sink your hands into flesh, the physicality of that person next to you in the night is a comfort, Stan reasoned to himself. The smell of them, the sound of their breath in the dark, the form, it's all part of lovemaking. A soft calf mixed with yours, toes and fingers and maybe a piece of hair on your back was necessary.
After thirty plus years and the erection of an invisible wall that ran the length of the bed, there was no comforting flesh. The wall got higher and higher for no reason that he could comprehend and now, there was no barrier. Stan rediscovered that it was a relief to sprawl across the middle of the bed with abandon.
Since Melissa had left him the fateful voicemail, he needed the solitude. The pillow had become his solace. Stan often woke up with the pillow crushed to him, his arms wrapped tight around it, the pillowcase damp with his sweat and sometimes he suspected tears. It would have been impossible with Charlene next to him.
Still, even if he liked his space, Stan thought it was strange that his wife would knock on the bedroom door. Had he really become a guest, sleeping in the guest room? Maybe she was afraid that she'd catch him doing something. Maybe she was afraid to see him naked after all this time but he'd been trained too well. All summer, Stan had slept in boxers and a tee shirt. Now that fall had officially begun and in Wisconsin, it might as well be winter and he even found himself wearing the flannel pajama bottoms occasionally. That was how Charlene found him, half propped up on his pillow with his glasses on his forehead. He had a book open but his eyes had just glazed over the same paragraph again and again. "Do you have a minute?" his wife asked.
"For you, yes," Stan patted his bed and looked her up and down. Charlene was never seen in the world like this, with her hair loose and free of product. Her face was bare of makeup and her skin shone in the lamplight. He could smell her face cream and her soap and Stan knew that underneath the long, cotton nightgown, she was still probably a little damp from the bath. "What's going on, honey?" he wondered. It must be something, she never came into what was now designated as "his" room.
She let out a heavy hearted sigh and she not only sat down but curled up next to him. "Your daughter is a pain in the ass," Charlene said, sounding defeated. It had been a regular topic of conversation once Melissa had hit puberty but not that much anymore. Mother and daughter had kept their disdain of one another to themselves; or at least they had stopped dragging Stan in the middle when they realized that he wasn't going to take sides. At this moment, the last thing he wanted to talk about was Melissa and Charlene was the last person he wanted to talk about her with.
"Really?" Stan put his book down and curled up behind Charlene. She was soft. Her nightgown was worn and clung to her in the right places. Her hair was half curly and there was a damp bit at the back of her neck. After a minute, Stan realized that she was bare under the nightgown. her bottom had no panty lines. There was no ridiculous girdle under all of this and she was just naked. Fuck, he thought to himself as his cock shifted in the front of the pajama pants, how long had it been since he'd seen her naked? "What did she do now?"
"She won't help me with the baby shower," Charlene shook her head and snuggled her butt into his body. When Stan felt that electric brush, skin very close to skin, he wrapped his hand around her waist and pulled her closer.
He whispered on the back of her neck, "Well, what else is new? Don't do the shower. Let someone else do it."
His wife clicked her tongue at him, "And let that bitch Barbara Hansen take charge of it? Never. I couldn't stand it."
Stan laughed but pulled her even closer and hoped that she was too riled up to notice that her husband had half of a boner. "Is Barbara a bitch? I hadn't noticed."
Charlene shook her head, "She was absolutely useless with the wedding."
Stan knew better, especially at this precarious moment, to say that Charlene had been so hellbent on planning every detail of the wedding that the poor woman was probably scared to death. He also wouldn't bring up the fact that Melissa probably didn't care. Between her and Steve, they could afford to buy everything the baby could possibly want. He was too busy smelling her and running his hand up and down her waist; he didn't want it to end. Stan just whispered, "That's just because you're so good at everything," as his hand moved to her breast. She felt heavy and doughy. Charlene wasn't wearing a bra either and her breast swung freely and cupped nicely in his palm.
Charlene rolled over and at first he froze. He thought this was where she cut things off. "Stan," she smiled instead and it was a smile from a million years ago. That was a smile from a Charlene who couldn't have given two shits about baby showers and was much more concerned about smoking some weed before taking her nightgown off for Stan. She was the Charlene who had made him fall in love with her after their third date. "You're such a sweetheart," she sounded sad, as if she'd only just remembered that.
He shifted so that he could hold her face in both hands and his dick was closer to home. Her warm little roll below her belly; it was jellylike and dimpled, that much he remembered. It was not her favorite part by any means but Stan hadn't minded one bit that her edginess had all softened into curves. "Oh Char," he looked at her mouth. There were the crinkles around the edge of her lips and the crease under her chin. They really were growing old together and he thought it was high time that they enjoy it.
Maybe tonight was the start of something entirely different, he thought as he bowed his head and inhaled her breath before he pressed his mouth to hers. His wife whimpered and it felt as if she melted under his mouth. All at once so steeled against him, so frozen and now she was just a puddle and her tongue had been freed.
It was just the tip and it slipped inside his mouth and Stan felt as if it were the first time all over again. It had been so long that he'd almost forgotten her taste. He'd forgotten her taste and her breath and the rhythm of her heart as her breasts pushed into him and slowly she gave him more tongue. This was almost new and Stan sucked on it softly and moaned into her body. He pushed his fully hard cock against her belly now. As it continued, this sweet flow of tongue and breath, Charlene moved her hands down his back and opened her legs a little wider to give him a soft landing. When she released him, they were both panting, breathless. Stan's glasses had fallen from his forehead to her chest and he laughed as he put them on the nightstand. "You'll just steam those up anyway," he said in a suggestive tone.
Charlene looked down at herself and her expression was suddenly distressed. Her round mouth was a straight line and her brow was furrowed. Stan knew that this was his wife beginning to worry and he hovered over her. He felt desperate, he didn't want this to end. It was the first hint of spring in what had become an ice age. "I can't do this," she told him with what sounded like regret.



"Can't kiss me?" Stan sat back and watched as she sat up and pulled away. "Why, Char? I don't understand," he might as well put his cards on the table, "I never have. What did I do?"
He thought she might cry. Charlene twisted her face and pulled her arms close around her breasts as if to put up her shield once more. "I just don't feel that way anymore," she whispered but there were tears in her eyes. "I'm sorry, Stanny," her old nickname for him that he had always thought was endearing. "It's not like I want it to be this way," one tear slipped down her cheek and Stan gently wiped it away.
"It's okay, Charlene," he whispered even though it wasn't. Where did that leave him? It was a cruel trick of nature that had no happy endings as far as he could tell. He missed all of it. He missed being touched, he missed being caressed; it wasn't just that he needed to fuck and rut but damn, he missed that too. The real problem was that it wasn't Charlene that he thought of anymore, not like that.
He ached for his daughter.
Just to make it a little worse, Charlene rolled out of reach and asked, "Would you just call your daughter and tell her to cooperate?"
"Sure," Stan lied. He hadn't called her since the voicemail and he wasn't going to start by interfering between her and her mother. "Good night," he called to her and he half hoped that Charlene would turn around and melt in his arms and they'd finally christen the guest room.
"Night," she said and closed the door behind her.
Once the lights off, Stan rid himself of the pajamas. Once again, as it always had been since taking her as a lover, it was his daughter that ruled his imagination. In his mind's eye, she was there, in his bed. His sweet, little girl with her wet, hungry mouth and she kissed him like she was ravenous for him. It was the way that only Melissa kissed. She kissed with her hands in his hair and her breasts pressed into his body and her legs wrapped tight around him. She kissed as if every inch of her skin had to taste him. His mouth was in the pillow as he closed his eyes and kissed her. He could almost hear her cry out as he relinquished the embrace, "Daddy, oh god, yes Daddy."
The word was forever ruined now. He could only hear it from her lips and entwined in her hips and legs and bare nether regions. All of the secret places that a father couldn't taste, should never taste, but couldn't resist once his tongue had lingered there. His mouth had been anointed with his own daughter's ecstasy and nothing else would quench his thirst.
Tonight he mounted her. Stan watched as her dark hair spilled over the pillowcase where her mother's face had been but now it was Melissa. It was only Melissa, it was Melissa's eyes that glowed with lust. It was her dainty mouth and her tiny hands and her dripping wet cunt that seemed to call to him as he worked his hand up and down furiously on his cock. He gasped, he could almost feel her velvet walls on his dick. God, his daughter was perfect inside and it was like she had been made for him and him alone. He said that and more when he whispered from the depths of his soul. Something came from deep down, something hoarse and broken as he shuddered from the orgasm. Stan exploded and doused the sheet below him with copious amounts of his sweltering need. "Little girl," he whispered into the pillow and imagined that every droplet was deep inside her. He could almost feel the tremor of her thighs around him.
The fact that she wasn't there to kiss would have broken his heart all over again if he just weren't so tired. Stan fell asleep with his face in the pillow, which was now and always had been, the sweet rise and fall of Melissa's breasts.
***
It was a Saturday morning and like any other Saturday midway through December, it was busy. Christmas was on a time clock and Stan knew as he stretched and wiped the sleep out of his eyes that Charlene would fill his day with holiday errands as she had for the last thirty-plus Christmases. She was extra irritated about this holiday because Melissa and Steve hadn't said if they were coming. If they skipped this year, that would make a year's worth of Whiteside family get-togethers that they had a convenient excuse for.
Stan knew why Melissa wouldn't come.
He didn't let himself ask "what if" he never saw her again. Not today, Stan couldn't let himself dwell on it since today was a momentous occasion for him. It had been a year. One year ago today since that sad little voicemail had torn his heart in two. Maybe it was back in his chest, Stan couldn't help but run his fingers down the middle just to check. There should be some scar tissue there, some gnarly stitches. There should be some sign of the near death experience but there was nothing. For all intents and purposes, Stan should be just fine.
He put on his bathrobe and headed toward the kitchen. Charlene was not wide awake but in full makeup and dressed to go out even though it was still dark. He gave her a smile and a peck on the cheek before he reached for his coffee cup. "What's on my agenda today?" Stan asked as he poured coffee and then reached for the Equal.
"I left you a list of things that Melissa needs for the baby." Charlene pointed to the handwritten note on the counter. "Steve is out of town for work and then going skiing of all things," his wife clicked her tongue in disapproval. "I told her that I'd do it but it's impossible, I've got such a busy day."
The last thing he wanted to do was go visit Melissa, even if his heart said that there was nowhere else on earth he'd rather be. Stan had caught a glimpse of his daughter at the hospital when he went to see his new grandson. Clark was his name and he was almost red from crying and definitely bald. Stan decided after that brief look that he must take after Steve's side of the family. He was about ten weeks old now, give or take and Stan still didn't know how he felt about that. "Char, I can't go over there. I'll be happy to buy the stuff but maybe you can swing by, okay?" It sounded like begging and maybe it was.
His wife turned and scowled. She had both hands on her hips which didn't bode well for Stan. "I can't believe you, Stanley. I would have thought you'd be the most doting grandpa on earth. Your favorite child having a child?" There it was, the taunt, that Melissa was the favorite and Stan knew she always had been. "You haven't even seen him and he's adorable!" she scolded him. "Not a chance you're getting out of this, Stan. Go make nice with your grandson."
"I would, but," he wasn't ready with an excuse, Stan had nothing.
"You know, you've got to give it up Stanley," Charlene gave him a knowing smile.
"Give up what?" he asked in a hoarse voice, wondering if she didn't know far more than she let on.
"Your little girl is all grown up and that's why you don't like the baby," she looked so proud of herself. Charlene's shoulders were back and she wore a victorious expression on her face as if she'd solved the crime. "She's a full grown woman now with a family of her own," she paused and then added, "deal with it."
Stan knew she was a full grown woman.
A delicious woman, with perfect, full breasts and large, luscious nipples that tasted sweet on his tongue. A grown woman who shivered when her father slid her panties down from her hips and traversed slowly down her milky, white thighs. A grown woman who groaned as he parted those thighs and took her as a father had no right to do.
Could he ever think of her as anything else but the love of his life? It sounded like today there was no way out, he'd have to face her. He'd be officially demoted from lover to trusty errand boy. The problem was that he still doted on her and wanted to do all of the little things that he used to do. He missed it, all of it. "Umm," he still had no real excuse that Charlene would accept.
"And don't ring the bell, just use your key," Charlene continued and she dried her hands on the kitchen towel. She was off to spend more money on god knows what. "You never know when she and Clark are sleeping," his wife waved goodbye and had no idea what she was doing leaving Stan to his own devices.
Three hours later, Stan found himself outside of his daughter's condo door. He had waited. He'd pressed his ear up against the door and heard nothing inside. Maybe he had perfect timing, maybe she and the baby were asleep and he could deliver the bags and none would be the wiser. Maybe Melissa wouldn't even mention it. Hell, maybe his daughter had forgotten all about it. It had been a year ago and her entire life had changed.
Stan felt a lump in his throat as he considered being a footnote in her memory.
Stan unlocked her door and carried the bags inside. There were diapers, wipes, two different kinds of formula, baby food and a whole host of baby stuff. It was just more proof that Clark was sort of a pain in the ass. He set down half of the bags on the kitchen counter and wondered what kind of a douchebag husband left his wife and newborn baby behind to go skiing? Especially when he was constantly traveling for his job anyway. Stan made the second trip and closed the front door behind him silently. So far so good, he was about to tiptoe back out the way he had come when he heard a coo.
That wasn't a baby, or at least it wasn't Clark. That was his baby, that was Melissa; she made the same noises in her sleep now as she had when she was Clark's age. He peeked around the corner into the living room and there was his daughter, asleep on the couch.
Stan's breath stopped so his feet had to follow suit.
Melissa's hair was longer and wild and lay in a tumble of curls on the gray cushion. She had no top on, just a bra that must be made for nursing. The front was open and revealed her engorged nipple. Instantly, Stan was parched and he was fully, completely hard in the front of his pants. Stan shuddered as he fought his impulse to reach out and touch her. He curled both hands into fists and tried to fight it. His body was hot and cold at the same time and his heartbeat echoed in his temples. Stan could almost taste her in his dry mouth. He could almost feel her hot nipple on his tongue as he searched her crevices. How could he possibly get over her when his body had been imprinted with the knowledge of hers?
"Daddy," Melissa woke up and murmured his name just the way she did in his imagination. That was the voice he heard from the pillow in his room when he touched himself. This was the voice that echoed when he lost his way in the comfort of her arms and her scent. The voice of his lust and his longing. "I was just dreaming of you," she told him in a sleepy voice from long ago, "will you come to me?"
She put her arms up and Stan's heart couldn't resist, he could feel himself melt. No matter what he'd told himself to steel himself away, seal himself off, all it took, all it had ever taken, was a look from her. Those blue eyes drew him to her open arms and Stan sat on the couch with his hands open as he beseeched her for her flesh. "How are you?" he asked as he inhaled her scent and let it fill him. He wanted to know everything, every moment of everything that he'd missed and yet, at the moment, all he could think of was taking her.
Her breath was warm and sweet and Stan wanted to have it in his lungs and breathe her. "I miss you," she murmured, with her hands on his face, "Daddy, I can't stop thinking about you. Am I terrible?" Melissa's voice was broken, as if she were on the verge of tears.
"My darling girl," he swept her hair back from her face, were they terrible? Most likely the whole world would think they were despicable but at the moment, she was his world. "No, you're not terrible," he kissed her cheek. He had to, he couldn't keep away. The warmth of her bare breast permeated his chest and his cock responded with a pulse. "You're perfect," he kissed the tip of her turned up nose, "and I haven't ever stopped thinking about you," he confessed. Not one second, from the moment that he closed the penthouse door behind them. After that, it had all been Melissa.
It was the kiss that he'd been dying to give her all year. The kiss that said don't go, don't leave, don't stop. It was the kiss that breathed life into his heart and dissolved all of the scars that had been left behind. Her tongue felt sweet and small and sensuous as it studied his. Her breath and her lips melded to his mouth and her sigh of desire echoed through his brain.
Yes, she wanted him.
She still wanted him. He held her even closer and felt her warm, full breasts burn on his chest and the need for her was palpable. It was almost too much to bear. When the first kiss ended and there was a breath between the next and the next after that, Stan looked up and saw the tears shimmer there in her dark blue eyes.
"I love you, Daddy," she told him in the same voice that had said the same words in his dreams, feverish and fleeting. "I love you, in a completely different way than just being my father," his daughter curled her body around his and his arm noticed the nipple. It was hard and pointed and torturous as it brushed his skin. Stan needed to taste her, it was a necessity. "I don't want to be without you," Melissa whispered. "Can we," she hesitated and Stan was lost in her eyes, he held his breath. He didn't even need the words, of course anything she wanted, she never even had to ask. "Can we be lovers and still keep our family?" she asked as her small hand settled on his chest, right at the center, on his heart.
Could they?
Stan had never thought of the ending until that fateful day when her message had chosen it for him. Could they manage it, now with a child and a husband and a wife? Rosalie was right, the perfect word was complicated. "Of course," he whispered. Stan didn't know if it was possible but as always, he'd move mountains for his little girl. "You know, I'd do anything for you," he kissed her between each word and his daughter purred like a contented cat in his arms. She arched her back and thrust her breasts up, into his body. "Can I?" Stan wanted to know, could he take her right here? Could he taste her neck, her décolletage, her milk? Could he pull down the yoga pants and fondle her between her legs? Could he suckle and swallow and let his greedy mouth lead the way? "Please?" he was hoarse and anxious and Stan didn't know if he could hold himself back anymore regardless of what she said.
Melissa gasped, "Yes, yes, Daddy yes, please."
"Oh honey," he kissed the valley where her throat and collar bones met. He kissed her again at the top of her bountiful cleavage. His hands reached under her, he had to peel off the fabric and have her bare and beautiful and perfect. "May I?" He didn't stop for her permission. Stan panted and opened the hooks that squeezed her large breasts into the form.
Melissa nodded, even her body couldn't deny him, couldn't deny that she wanted him. With the bra off, her breasts spilled and settled and his eyes were riveted on them. Stan had always wanted to taste breast milk. Her nipple was purple and seemed to blossom and bloom. When she let out a little cry, a rivulet of liquid ran from the tip. "Daddy, god yes, drink me," she begged in a breathless voice and Stan pulled her near and wrapped his lips around her bud.
The liquid was warm and sweet and Stan sucked on her with abandon. He swallowed and his cock did a dance in his pleats. He could feel himself swollen and aching, the head of his dick had escaped the confines of his boxers. He dripped perpetually on the zipper as he drank her down in gulps. Melissa whispered her secrets as he drank from her. "God yes, Daddy, my nipples are so sensitive. I ache for you. That makes me so wet. I'm so wet for you, always for you, Daddy."
Stan rubbed himself on her thigh as he nibbled her nipple and drained her delicious milk. His daughter moved her hands down his back and pressed herself against him. Melissa rubbed her crotch against his thigh. His sweet girl was so needy and so ready, just like him.
Stan sucked her to the very last drop and drooled on her flesh as he released her. He had left a purple trace behind, an outline of his ravenous mouth and even the slight indentation of teeth. Stan murmured, "I'm so sorry, I hope it goes away before Steve comes home." He was lying and he knew it. He loved knowing that she was marked by him. He hated to say the name, hated for anyone to come barging into his little slice of milky heaven, but she had just asked if they could indulge in their passion and still remain a family. A nipple hickey from her Dad didn't exactly fit the bill.
Melissa only smiled and shook her head, "Don't worry Daddy. Steve finds me absolutely repulsive," she didn't even sound sad. His daughter's small fingers ran through his hair and her eyes shone with her desire. "I haven't lost all of the baby weight and now that my breasts are for food," she shrugged, "I might as well be invisible."
Stan understood that feeling all too well.
"But he's Clark's Dad," Melissa continued as she wound her hips. "And you're mine," she murmured and opened her legs a little more, as if even her thighs wanted to beckon him to come to her. "I want you Daddy, only you." Stan moved to her right breast and placed his left hand between her legs. God she was on fire, she was damp all the way through her leggings. Just his two fingers placed gently on exactly where her delicious lips were sent a shiver down her body. "Daddy, I think about you and touch myself," her voice was so small and her confession was delicious and Stan couldn't keep the sound down in his throat as he pictured her meeting him in his wet dreams night after night.
There was no stopping this. Stan plunged his hand down the front of the leggings. She was soaked, the panties were absolutely drenched and he moaned as he reached inside and felt her bare and luscious and open for him. Her clit stood at attention and her flesh was feverish. The softest brush of her bud made her cry out and gush in his hand.
He was going to make her cum in his hand and Stan had never been more determined. He latched onto her other nipple. God, she was delicious. Her nipple was purple and swollen and her soft, doughy breast was the pillow to rest his head. His daughter was liquid and he was a desert. She was water to quench his soul and every drop of her was delicious. He slowly coordinated his fingers and his tongue, he circled her clit and licked her nipple, only the tip so that a creamy stream of her milk would burst forth for him. He was starving, he wanted to suckle and nurse and taste her all the way down in his stomach. Stan wanted to drain this breast as well. Then he would feast on her milky, sweet pussy until his whole face and neck were marked and sticky with his long lost love.
His cock pumped and throbbed in his pants. It kept time to the rhythm of his mouth and fingers. Melissa moaned and pushed her hips under him, completely undone, a river of want under his touch. "Daddy," she whispered and her clit quivered every time she said the word, as if just the knowledge that it was him caused a physical reaction. "Daddy, oh god, yes, you're going to make me cum," she said in a breathy, little girl voice that made him want to rip her pants completely off and pin her ass to the couch as he fucked her hard. The animal inside wanted to completely decimate her little pussy as he claimed her for his own once more. "In your hand," she trembled as she said it again. It was a revelation that her father had such intimate knowledge of her body.
Stan's cock was full and ready and as he drank and swallowed and touched and dipped his hand in the well of her juices, it was too much. There on the precipice, there wasn't time to do anything but love her.
Melissa cried out. There were a series of shocked, little whimpers that came again and again as she filled his hand with a torrent of her orgasm. As she came, her milk seemed to come faster. There was a flood of her deliciousness down his throat and Stan couldn't hold back one moment longer.



He came in his pants.
He came with a howl, he came so hard that it almost hurt. He came for the whole year, for every moment that he'd ached and every kiss that he'd given the pillow that wasn't her. He came from the bottom of his soul until there wasn't a drop left. Stan collapsed in her arms and felt the warmth of her inside him move about his body. She was bringing back spring once more.
They may have dozed off. They may have just been wrapped up in each other's heartbeat and breath and the sensation of melting into the other's body. There was a cry that brought it all back quickly.
Reality. Melissa was a mother now and all of that milk that he'd greedily scarfed down belonged to a red, beady-eyed kid named Clark.
"The baby," she murmured and turned away from him to wiggle back into her stretchy pants. She was fast. Her maternal instincts were well honed already and if Stan had to guess he would have said of course, she'd be a wonderful mother. Melissa had always been the spunky kid who worked harder than everyone else. Her pants were up, her bra fastened and her tee shirt was in place before Clark had even really started to cry. "Hold on, Daddy," she said as she hurried to the other room, "I want you two to meet."
Shit, Stan wanted to protest, this wasn't exactly the way he should meet his grandson. Truthfully, he wasn't exactly sure that he was ready but as usual, when Melissa had decided something, there wasn't much anyone could do to talk her out of it. When she came back with a blanketed bundle in tow, he could see her glow. Was that the orgasm or was that motherhood? Stan suspected it was both when he heard her speak to Clark in the sweet tone. "My sweet boy. That's right, this is your Grandpa Stan," it sounded very official as she handed the little sack over without asking if he was ready or not.
It had been a long time since Stan had held a baby and maybe even longer since he'd smelled a baby. Clark smelled sweet on his head. He had a tuft of unruly, blonde hair and Stan shrugged. He must have gotten that from Steve and he supposed that was the right thing after all. "He's a chunk," Stan chuckled and shifted the little guy to his right arm.
"But he's adorable," Melissa told him in a voice that meant in no way would he ever convince her otherwise.
"Yeah, he's okay," Stan wouldn't admit that he loved him, not yet.
Then suddenly she took him back to the orgasm that had shaken him to his core. His daughter kissed him softly on the mouth. It was like the kiss from her wedding day, something that lingered far too long to be anything but a lover's embrace. "I need to spend the day in bed with you, Daddy." In her words, there were the images of her in all of her nakedness, running wild through Stan's imagination.
But then again, there was Clark. "What would you do with the baby?"
"Mom's just dying to babysit him," she giggled, "so she can tell me how much better she does this than me. But whatever, I'll take all the free help I can get."
Stan shifted the baby back to this left arm and decided that was perfect for a couple different reasons.
***
The lull between Christmas and New Year's had provided the perfect opportunity to get away. The whole world was put on pause. The office was basically shut down. Charlene was done obsessing over the tree and the presents and her hectic schedule was winding down so that she could spend the day with Clark. Steve was more than happy to get out of parenting for the day and Stan was sure no one would be able to reach him all day long.
That was okay, Stan didn't plan on being reachable either. He was starving for Melissa and just the taste of her on the couch two weeks ago seemed almost a hazy memory. He needed to have a fresh reminder.
This apartment wasn't anywhere near as grand as the condo had been but it didn't matter. There was a king sized bed and if memory served Stan, they were never more than a few inches apart once his daughter shed her clothes. He turned on the fireplace though because he liked to watch the shadows dance along her curves. He lit candles because he loved to see the glow on her creamy skin. He was rock hard and had been for two days. Just saying Melissa's name to himself was enough to keep him hard on an almost continual basis. Stan had seriously considered coming last night just to take the pressure off but instead, he'd just touched himself. He'd just made it worse and drove himself a little crazy. He could pin her to the wall. He could rape her the minute she walked in and the only thing that would make it not rape was the fact that Melissa couldn't get enough of his dick.
The knock on the door was quiet and Stan felt it echo in his heartbeat. "Daddy," she whispered and ran into his open arms as soon as he opened the door for her. "My Daddy," his daughter stood on her tiptoes and her hot little mouth pressed into his.
When they were like this, Stan didn't care about any of it. When it was just limbs entangled and their breath together, when it was just her eyes on his and her bow mouth curled into a smile and her body heat permeating every cell of him, Stan didn't give a damn if the whole world said this was wrong. Love conquers all. He had taken the words to heart, and that's all there was. "Baby," he murmured into her hairline and began to slip her coat from her shoulders. Melissa's hair was free and there were snowflakes in it. Her cheeks were rosy from the cold. Stan could hardly wait to take her clothes off and warm her by the fire with his hands and his mouth. There was one bit of real life to take care of though, "Steve is gone?"
"Yeah, of course," Melissa shook her head but laughed a little. "As soon as he heard that Mom was coming over, he insisted that he should have a "boy's day out," whatever that is."
She wasn't angry. It was just matter of fact at this point. Stan didn't care anymore how much Steve neglected his daughter if that meant that she had more time for him. "And your mom got settled?" he asked before turning his cell phone off.
Melissa shook her head and looked him in the eye as she slipped off her Uggs. "Yes, Daddy. There's no reason why you can't have me all day," she whispered as her dark blue eyes settled on his body. Stan knew her. He knew by now that she was soaked and hungry. Her eyes told him that she was searching for the outline of his dick in the front of his pants and his body responded to her like it never had to any other woman before.
Stan couldn't wait.
His hands were hungry and her buttons were there, a shining row of them front and center down the front of her navy shirt. Her breasts pushed on the top three buttons almost to the point of breaking them wide open. His fingers made quick work of them. He opened his daughter's blouse all the way down with trembling hands. Her small body was pressed up against the kitchen wall and she was covered in goosebumps as her father had his way with her.
He unbuttoned the sleeves and tore the blouse from her. He threw it behind him onto the linoleum. "My love," Stan whispered as he beheld her breasts in the black, satiny bra. The material shone in the light and the swell of her breasts were two moonlit hills that he needed to explore. This was no longer a girl's bra, something flimsy and silly. This wasn't just a bit of lacy fabric. This was a woman's bra and it required both hands to open the hooks. With each pop, a little more and a little more of her skin was revealed until the bra was open and Stanley threw it down with the shirt. "Jesus," was all he could say in a voice that sounded as if the wind had been knocked out of him.
Melissa's breasts were enormous.
Her nipples were engorged and dark and hard and she appeared to be in such need like this. She was so sensual, so horny, so ready. His little girl had become a woman and if anything were more exciting to Stanley than his nubile, young daughter it was this rounder, more voluptuous version. Melissa asked him with some hesitation, "Am I still sexy to you, Daddy?"
Something electric went down Stan's spine as he sank to his knees. She was beyond sexy. She was everything and the sound that came from the center of his chest was something a beast would make. There were no words and Stan pushed her against the wall before he curled his fingers around the waistband of her pants. He yanked them down roughly, the pants and the panties all at once. He quickly revealed her belly and her smooth mound. There were her rounder, succulent hips and her juicy thighs; all of it mouthwatering. There was no other way of assuring her other than exactly this, exactly what he had been longing to do.
He had to devour her.
With her foot on his shoulder, Stan parted her fuller, lower lips with a growl and dove in, face first, to her folds. God, he was thirsty for her. He was parched and nothing else would ever do. Nothing would ever feed him like her liquid ecstasy that dripped down his face. "God, Daddy," Melissa's voice quavered as his tongue found her petals and licked them open. She was burning hot there. Her clit was a swollen bud, pulsing and so vulnerable. Her hood had already drawn back and all of her secrets were on display for him. "God, Daddy," she repeated as he licked and rubbed his face in her crevice.
Doused, that's what he wanted. Stan wanted to be absolutely covered in her. He wanted to be ruined, his face shiny, his shirt wet and soaked through. Stan moaned with his tongue out as he moved from her lips to her clit and felt his daughter's hips push into him. "I've been dreaming about this," she confessed as she pushed her hips out a little more and began to rock back and forth. She fucked his face and dripped her juices all over his chin and cheeks. "Fuck, I need this," Melissa panted. She'd never been so eager and open and hot. "I need this all the time. Daddy, please," she begged him. Melissa rubbed herself on his nose and his chin and Stan moaned into her center and swallowed a mouthful of her deliciousness.
He looked up at her face. She was angelic as she looked down at him. Those blue eyes that were from forever and always bore into his soul, those eyes were shining with something that ignited his passion. His tongue and lips responded with all of the love that he'd kept tucked away for her for so long. Stan slid his finger inside and listened to her cry out as the tip of his tongue bathed her clit up and down to the rhythm that his finger kept deep inside. His finger beckoned to her, come to me little girl. His finger said, come to me and give yourself to me and be mine forever. Stan wanted that with all of his heart and with his finger, first one and then two, and once the second joined in the tempo, he felt her surrender. She was just his. She was just melting onto his face and his hand and maybe even his heartbeat.
The first droplet touched his cheek and Stan was far too busy sucking on her clit to think anything of it. The second came and the third before it registered. Her breasts were full and there was no containing her milk. Stan looked up to see another rivulet of cream drip from her nipple to his face and it just made him suck her harder. Melissa's hips rode to his finger's tempo, he set the pace and her body melded to his perfectly. "Daddy," she whispered again and again. She was just a moan, a sigh and she yielded to him completely. Stan began to suck her clit and he felt the pulse there, as if it begged for release. Melissa cried out and her whole body shuddered as she fucked his mouth back.
Melissa's little fingers were in his hair and she pulled his head into her cunt. She slid and slipped across his mouth. She danced on his tongue and the rain shower of her milk came faster now. More than just a sprinkle, it dribbled down her belly and ran down her hips. Her cream covered his arms, his shoulders, all of him. Stan wanted to be soaked with all of her. The first place that should be covered was his throat. It should be saturated with all of her little girl cum that he'd swallow, like the first drop of water after spending a year in the desert.
"Daddy, god," she didn't have to tell him what was happening. He could feel it as her body became a line of goosebumps. Her thighs quivered around him and the liquid ran from her tiny opening and covered his forearm. "Yes, oh god, drink me, Daddy," she murmured as the spasms continued to run from her and enter him. The burst of her sweetness in his mouth was almost too much. He moaned into her and relished the taste of her cum and the scent of her body. Melissa was ripe and full and her milk-scented skin was almost enough to make him explode as he had on the couch with her.
Stan was on the brink, he could feel it in his balls.
He stopped himself, not yet, not this time; this time every bit of his cum was going to be buried inside her. He wouldn't waste one drop and when he released her clit with a sucking sound, he promptly slid his fingers into his mouth to lick them clean. As he looked up, he met her gaze and answered the original question. "Melissa, you're even more sexy now."
Stan rose to his feet and pulled her close. He kissed her mouth roughly and let her taste her first orgasm and assured her that there would be plenty more where that came from. "Even with all of the milk?" she wondered.
"I don't know if you noticed the last time but I love your milk," he told her as he picked her up. His naked daughter was in his arms once more and it was everything that he ever wanted. She curled up with her head on his shoulder. Stan placed her gently in the center of the king sized bed and stared at her like the beast that he was deep down inside.
"And I'm still fat," Melissa set her small hands on her belly as if she regretted that he saw her this naked, this exposed.
"Baby," Stan crawled across the bed to her side. He was so hard that it hurt to be in the pants. He needed to strip, he needed to show her what the mere thought of her did to him. "You know what I think," he took her small hand in his and it looked so wrong to do this. It was so wrong to guide his little girl's hand to his erection but Stan couldn't stop it now. He placed it over the center of his bulge and then, with his fingers around hers, he let her study his thick cock through his pants and boxers. "I think you're the sexiest, most beautiful woman I've ever seen." Stan guided her down to his balls which were tight and drawn up and full to overflowing with his need for her. Then he brought her hand back up to the head of his dick that trembled with the slightest touch.
"Really, Daddy?" she whispered and her other hand voluntarily followed suit. Melissa caressed his dick through his pants and looked up at him with a radiance in her eyes that Stan hadn't seen in far too long.
He understood wanting to be wanted.
He might as well tell her everything. "Touching you, the other day," Stan let her hands stay on his erection as he pulled off his shirt. "Tasting you," his belt opened quickly, his pants were easy to unzip and fall to his knees on the bed. His dick had reached out long ago from the opening in his shorts and dripped on her fingers now that it was free. "You made me cum in my pants and that's never happened to me, ever."
Stan could see by that hungry look that Melissa gave him that she liked that. "Oh, Daddy," she purred as she tugged his shorts down his thighs. Her soft hands were all over his body. They melted into him and little streams of electric pulses ran down his chest and up to his shoulders. His cock vibrated in her hand. It leaked and wet, leaving a clear, silky thread of precum on his daughter's hands. He was close, too close, too ready to explode and Stan could easily see Melissa coated in milk and his cum. If he looked her in the eye and those fingers were curled around his erection and she started stroking him, that's exactly how this would end. "Daddy, I want you inside me," she said and licked her bottom lip. It was purely pornographic to see it slick and shiny.
Now that they were skin on skin, Stan hovered over her, between her rounder thighs and captured her mouth with his. It was a possessive kiss, bound and determined to have her breath inside. He needed something to taste. He needed to feel her in his lungs. He needed to hear her pulse echo in his own. Their tongues were lazy as they slid together and apart and his daughter's feet wrapped around the back of his knees. "I've been dreaming about you every night," Stan pressed his mouth to her cheek, "I've missed you so badly."
"I'm sorry, Daddy," Melissa looked him in the eye, her little hands were on his shoulders as he fell into the well of those deep, blue eyes. "I missed you too," she cooed. "All of you," she ran her hands to the center of his chest where his heart raced. She bit her bottom lip as if she hesitated to say more. "Sometimes, I wish things were different," and he saw it there for a moment. There were all of the words that they never said, never even dared to think of.
They didn't exist outside of this room and they never would.
"I know, darling," Stan wouldn't see her sad. He wouldn't let her think of it. "I know, but I'm yours," and he always had been and she had always known. "And you're mine," Stan wrapped her thighs tightly around him with his strong hands before he settled down between her legs. The head of cock was pressed up against her swollen lips and kissed her with precum between her legs. "And we'll always have each other," he whispered as he grabbed himself by the root and wound his cock up and down her slippery crevice. He went slowly and teased her clit. Stan ran his shaft down to her entry and paused, as if he'd take her right then. He stayed and waited, as if he were about to push himself entirely in to the very bottom and fuck her into the sheets without mercy. Instead, he came back up to her clit once more. His daughter moaned and her small hands had moved from his chest to his ass cheeks as if even her hands wanted to beg him to fill her up. "The only question is," he caught her bottom lip with his teeth, biting her, possessively. Stan wanted her to wear his mark, even if no one else would know. He would. "Do you want my cock inside you?"
Melissa shuddered and kneaded his ass with both hands as she begged in a helpless voice, "Please Daddy, right now."
He never could deny her anything she wanted and Stan tried to go slowly but his body wouldn't let him. Just a split second of her ripeness and her heat on the tip of his dick and Stan had to plunge in as deeply as possible. He was coated in her slickness and covered in her sweetness. Melissa tightened around him and her eyes were big as if it were the first time. "My God, you're so tight," Stan whispered. They had melted together and it was perfect. She was perfect.
"I've been doing my Kegels, Daddy," Melissa giggled and then squeezed him a little more. "See," she whispered. Her pussy was virginal somehow and yet, her body was ripe and round and the combination of the two was like a drug. Stan wrapped his arms around her and sank his mouth down to one nipple to drink and suck. He teased her with his tongue. He gulped down her milk and sucked while he fucked her hard and deep and slow. A constant tempo, the mattress kept the time to their bodies as they came together and apart.
He pulled her closer as he released the drained nipple. "You're so perfect inside," Stan told her. His lips were on her pulse. He kissed the vein and felt the rush of her blood there. There was her heart, the heart that he had loved for her whole life and now, it was a part of his. "You've always been perfect," he added as he moved back and stared at her.
This was the best part. Her face was the most pornographic thing; those innocent eyes and that adorable mouth, all while that womanly body was doing the dirtiest things.



"You just love me, Daddy," his daughter whispered as her legs pulled him closer. "You've always loved me."
"Yes, I have," Stan couldn't hold back longer. She was so tight and so wet and so perfect and it had been so long. The heat in her eye and the feel of her milk as it ran down his chest was making him crazy. Her pussy juices trickled down his legs and Stan knew that he was covered in her sweet essence and consumed by her. He fucked her faster now. "And I love making you cum, little girl," he panted and there it was, the quickening inside her as he hit the spot that made her melt.
Melissa dug her nails into his ass. She'd leave marks and Stan wanted her to. She screamed into his shoulder as her body stiffened and the tremor of her desire ran all the way down to her toes. She only mouthed it, "Daddy," but it was over and over. The thought that his daughter said his name when she was coming like this was enough for him to lose control.
He came hard.
He filled her up so much and churned the cum in and out of her tiny, little vagina with a squelch and still, Stan kept fucking her. He kept coming and pounding and clenching his thighs. He spurt again and again until there wasn't anything left; not a drop, not a bit, not a breath. He was spent and gathered Melissa to his heart where she had always been anyway. He sealed his abandon with a kiss that promised her that no matter what happened after today, he would always be hers.
It took a while for them to breathe again. Stan's face was in her wild hair and Melissa moved her hands up to his neck. After they'd sighed and kissed a hundred little kisses, she whispered, "What got into you, Daddy?"
Stan could have said that it started that day at the church but he wasn't so sure of that anymore. What he did know was that it was a fierce love, something almost otherworldly. He couldn't explain it but he also couldn't live without it. There were other days for explanations though, he had too many plans for Melissa today. He simply told her, "I don't know honey."
***
It was almost seven o'clock when Charlene got home. Stan had been in his recliner for almost a half hour and had almost dozed off. "That Clark is a little doll," his wife told him with a pat on his arm, "he never cries. He's just such a good baby."
"Is that so?" Stan asked and wondered if it wasn't obvious that he was in love? Wouldn't they all see it, as if it weren't just coming out of his pores? Would Charlene just sense that her husband was somewhere else, far away?
It had been more than a year and so far, she hadn't said a thing.
"Yes, he is," Charlene said proudly, "and I'll tell you a secret if you promise not to say anything."
"Sure," Stan nodded. He was pretty damn good at keeping secrets now.
"Clark's going to have a brother or sister in about nine months. Melissa came home and she has such a glow about her," Charlene smiled, "you wouldn't believe it."
Actually he would and he was fairly certain that glow was radiating from him as well. Stan shrugged, "it's too soon for her to have another baby." He couldn't help but add, "maybe she and Steve are just having really great sex, honey."
Charlene threw her head back and laughed. "Oh god, Stanny, you're such a romantic. No one is having sex that good."
Stan just smiled and sat back in the recliner.
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Michael felt anxious as he eased his car into his side of the garage.
No, he thought as he checked his reflection in the rear view, he felt downright scared. Here he was showing up empty handed on Valentine's Day. It seemed incredibly stupid, especially since he wasn't exactly getting any gold stars for husband of the year right now. He'd shown up drunk as a skunk, four hours late for dialogue night two weeks ago. His wife's last text had just been "forget about it."
He hadn't forgotten, she wouldn't let him. He and Meghan never fought, she just talked around him. "Tell Daddy what you did at school today," she would prompt the kids.
But he could tell that his wife was quite often million miles away.
So he was empty handed at 6:30 as he watched the garage door to go down behind him. Michael thought it was odd to be this apprehensive after all this time. It was their fourteenth Valentine's Day together, maybe even fifteenth; Michael would never confess to Meghan that he didn't quite remember. It was their twelfth year of marriage and it wasn't like any one day was going to make them or break them after they'd promised till death do you part.
Was it?
He checked his hair and his tongue in the rear view mirror and smelled his pits in his blue button down before exiting the vehicle. As he walked into the kitchen, he realized first off that the house was dark and quiet. Nothing was cooking on the stove. There was no little patter of feet. There was no echo of the television talking somewhere in the background. Their house was never quiet until the kids went to sleep and he definitely wasn't late.
He checked the living room, nope, no kids, no television. Shit, what if something happened? He checked his cell phone for some sign of a catastrophic occurrence, maybe a text message that said they were all at the emergency room or something but there was no such announcement. "Meghan?" Michael called out and his voice vibrated back in the emptiness. There was no reply.
Michael trudged upstairs and noticed that there were no lights on in any of the kid's rooms either. He wondered for a moment if this wasn't Meghan's way of paying him back for skipping out on dialogue night. Maybe she'd insisted that he be home, all the while knowing that she was taking the kids to Chuck E Cheese. No, he scowled to himself, that wasn't like her. She had a plan, a clear plan that she'd known about ever since she saw the stupid air fryer in his Amazon cart. It had been his original Valentine's Day present idea. That had been when Meghan had told him not to bother with presents. Not even a bouquet, not a cheap box of waxy chocolates, nothing to bolster him up enough to maybe get in her pants. Something was going on.
He walked into their bedroom and stepped into the light. The first thing Michael noticed was that there were candles everywhere. There were candles on both nightstands, on the dresser, even across the table that Meghan usually kept littered with books. He'd stepped into a dance of flickering flames.
"Jesus," Michael said as he noticed the second thing. Meghan was naked.
Really naked.
His wife was always clothed. She wrapped two bulky towels around her while still behind the shower curtain. On the three or four times a year that they had sex, she just flipped up the bottom of her baggy tee shirt. He couldn't even remember the last time he'd touched her bare skin. Michael wasn't sure if it was just because he hadn't seen her naked in so long or if it was because she must have been doing Pilates or hiding this perfection under tee shirts for too long because she was breathtaking. Fuck, he was instantly hard and suddenly, he couldn't possibly get to her fast enough.
Meghan's long, almost black hair, was fanned out, long and loose and wild, over the white pillows. There were three of them, as usual, under her head. Her arms were at her sides, bent at the elbow, with her hands folded right under her breasts. It was almost as if her fingers were a substitute for a push up bra. Damn, her breasts looked even better now than they had before the kids. They were fuller and were tear shaped instead of the more girlish round shape of years past. Her nipples were darker too and Michael wondered if it were the light or just because he was so goddamn horny but they seemed to be harder than he'd ever seen them before.
Where had she been hiding them? Michael wanted to know as he felt the old pleasure, like the pleasure from the first time as it eased down his spine. His eyes had rested on her dark, stony buds long enough. He had to keep them moving, there was so much to take in. Michael felt like a starving man, staring at a sumptuous buffet. His whole body seemed empty and in need.
"Hey, you're on time," Meghan noticed but when she talked to him in that innocent, little girl voice, none of it sounded like nagging. She sounded like one of those horny girls in online chat rooms that Mark occasionally wound up spending twenty minutes with while stroking off. "How are you?" his wife asked. Her eyes were heavy lidded and maybe it was eyeliner, maybe it was all the candlelight, but she had a look there. It was just a glimmer, like she'd already been fucked. Michael couldn't be sure, it had been so long since she'd given him that sensuous gaze, maybe it was just wishful thinking.
"Good," was all he said as he knelt on the bed. "What's all this?"
Meghan unbuckled her fingers and began to trail just the tips down her flat belly. Jesus Christ, she really had been doing the keto diet, or whatever the fuck she kept track of macros for. No carbs looked amazing on her. Her waist was clearly delineated by two long lines that ran from the crease under her breasts to the top of her hips. Michael wanted to let his tongue lead him all the way down the path. "I've been thinking lately," she murmured, "I don't want to be this woman."
As the words came, her fingers continued to slide down her skin. Every inch of her shimmered in the light and Michael realized as his eyes wandered down the vast stretch of her smooth legs that she looked to be wet and slippery all the way to her toes. "What are you talking about, baby?" Michael asked in a dry, parched voice that seemed too far away to hear.
His eyes rested on her hips. Yeah, Pilates or reps or starvation, he had no idea what it was but they were almost the girlish hips that he'd noticed when they first met. Toned and tight, just a tad rounder than she'd been but in the most perfect way. She was now a sexy woman instead of a beautiful girl. Her ass was a heart, which only seemed to be fitting, given the day. "I'm talking about this, being this woman that makes chicken nuggets," Meghan swept her hands down her hips and writhed on the bed as she touched the place where hip met thighs. "I'm not just a mom, you know, Michael?"
He should answer but something else called to him with a siren song. Fuck, Michael couldn't believe it took this long to notice. "What happened to your," he cleared his throat and just pointed. Her pussy, now that her thighs had moved just a bit, was visible and accessible and candlelight illuminated her. There, between her legs, she had been stripped of hair. There wasn't one bit of hair. No bush, no beaver, not even a landing strip. Her snatch was out, something to stare at, something to see and Michael had never seen her lower lips like this. Splayed and puffy and round and fuck, if her flesh there wasn't gleaming in the candlelight as well. Was she already wet? What the fuck had he been missing? "To your bush," he managed to finish and was fairly certain that he needed to wipe his chin.
"Oh, I got waxed," Meghan shrugged as if it were no big deal.
"You got waxed?" Michael suddenly had the vision of her, his sweet, wholesome wife, the woman who wouldn't even spell swear words anymore now that the kids could spell them out, naked, legs spread, getting waxed like a porn star. "Who did it?" he wanted to know. He needed to know. Suddenly all of the images from softcore lesbian porn he watched began marching through his imagination. Girl on girl, Meghan was at the center of a mass of writhing, naked females. She was all bare and yielding and some other woman's face was just inches away from her ripe, damp, little snatch.
"This guy," Meghan shrugged, "it was at the eyebrow place in the mall."
"A guy?" Michael puffed up his chest although she'd knocked the wind out of him. Shit, that blew the whole thing. His wife had been more naked with another man than she'd been with him since their honeymoon.
"Honey, I'm trying to talk to you," Meghan whispered and her hazel eyes were so yielding and so full of heat that he thought he might just tumble inside and lose himself there, in her desire. "I don't want you to just think of me as the kid's mom," his wife wound her hands slowly up her inner thighs to her knees. She touched herself, right in front of him and Meghan made a little noise, it was a little purr as she brought her fingers back down. "I don't want us both to just get off watching porn, you know, alone." She sounded so sad and Michael didn't know what was more shocking; the fact that she knew that he mostly jacked off to porn in between their three, sometimes four, fucks a year or that she apparently watched it too. "I want you to want me again," Meghan said before she slipped the tip of her index finger in her mouth.
Fuck, did he ever want her. "Are you crazy?" Michael asked as he loosened his tie. "I want you so fucking bad right now, baby." His dick had already popped halfway out. The head was through the opening of his boxers and had made a mess of precum on the backside of his zipper.
Meghan released her finger and as she eased the tip with the shining droplet of saliva to her nipple, she told him, "then I want to show you what I like." She said it in a husky voice that stirred the fire in his loins. His eyes were riveted on her as Meghan drew a circle around her pointed, dark bud.
His wife gasped and Michael felt the need in his gut. Then the words sank in and he felt his forehead crease.
What the fuck was that supposed to mean, show him what she liked? Michael wasn't sure if he were more offended or turned on. She'd never done this though, touched her own nipple in front of him. Fuck, her breasts were hidden away under the tee shirt. For years now, they were a shadow in a shirt, a suggestion that rocked back and forth when they fucked. Michael wasn't sure if he'd ever seen them like this. "Okay," he agreed, "show me," Michael whispered as he pulled the tie from the enclosure of his collar and unbuttoned the top button. As he watched, it felt like he was choking. Somehow all of the air was being squeezed out but Michael suspected that was just really the feeling of all of his blood rushing to his dick.
Meghan cupped her left breast with her left hand and kneaded the right nipple with thumb and finger. The only thing she said to him was, "just watch then."
Just watch and not undress? Was this a trick like no presents on Valentine's Day? He shouldn't push her hands away so that he could pin her to the mattress and fuck her until neither one could breathe? Michael nodded in agreement though because her hips had begun to ease back and forth on the comforter and it felt like her body was hypnotizing him. Meghan's eyelids were heavy and she kept purring as she explored her breasts. With deft fingers, she pinched and rolled her dark pink nipples and when she bit her bottom lip, Michael couldn't help it. He had to ask in a hoarse voice that sounded like he was touching himself already, "can I touch your pussy, baby?"
A shiver ran down his wife's body and she rolled with it. She pushed her breasts up and then her pelvis. Meghan emitted a whimper and Michael thought for a second that it sounded as if she were being fucked.
Fucked really well, if he could remember what that sounded like anyway.
His cock jolted and vibrated in the dress pants. It was like watching porn, but it was Meghan. Michael wasn't sure which urge was greater, the demand for satisfaction or the stupid twinge of jealousy. She knew all the secrets and she'd been keeping them for so long.
"Just watch," Meghan whispered with her half closed eyes. His wife was a million miles away and too turned on to say anything more about it.
She reached for something on the nightstand. It was a bottle of lube and Michael could feel the smile spread over his face. Of course, she didn't really need lube to fuck him. She had to be soaked by now but he loved the feel of it on his dick as he churned in and out. He almost reached for the bottle but froze in place as she squirted some liquid on her right fingers. "Get the pink dildo for me," Meghan told him
The pink dildo was an odd, contorted double headed monstrosity and Michael felt strange as he touched the plastic. Meghan fucked this thing. Meghan put this thing inside her pussy, and if the eager expression on her face meant anything, she'd rather fuck this than him. "This what you need?" Michael wondered.
"Mmm," Meghan took it from his hand, the bulging cock with the odd looking wing in the front. Her fingers were sticky and they trembled. Michael watched her in the candlelight and groaned as she stroked the cock up and down. That was definitely doing something to his own dick. Once it was sufficiently sticky, Meghan whispered, "move over."
He obeyed, he was too caught up in the sight of her nakedness as she shifted. Meghan rolled from her back to her belly and then pushed up to her knees. She flipped her black hair back over one shoulder. Her nipples were still hot and stiff from the pleasure of her touch and her breasts shifted and bounced into place. His wife faced the gray fabric headboard and from the looks of it, he was there to observe. Michael was in the shadows, an audience for her performance.
She placed the dildo on the mattress and shimmied her hips down. Michael swallowed and it sounded thirsty as he watched her slide down the beastly girth of the cock. God, how could she open up that wide and that deep? With a moan that came from deep in her belly, Meghan settled to the base of the enormous pink dick and murmured, "oh my god."
Now he understood. Michael bent down, on his knees; his face so close but miles away from her glistening snatch. The fat, shorter appendage was for her clitoris and once the battery operated buzz began, she was quick to wind her body once again. She must have plenty of practice with this contraption. She knew exactly how wide to open her thighs and get it to exactly the right place.
Meghan rocked her hips forward and melted into the vibration. Then back on the monster cock. "Oh yes," she whispered in a voice that was pure ecstasy. Her head was back, her mouth open, her thighs trembled as she rocked and flitted. "That's so good," she told him. The wet noise that the enormous cock made inside her pussy was something that made Michael feel too hot, his face was flushed. Michael clenched his hands into fists. He was almost sure that he'd have four bloody indentations in both palms he gripped so tightly. but otherwise, he'd have to whip his cock out.
Meghan reached forward to the nightstand once more and produced a second dildo. This one was smaller in diameter. It was also pink but it was a series of circular bumps. The one on top was the smallest, the one at the base was quite large.
Where the hell was she going to put that? Michael wondered as the involuntary growl came from deep down. He was a pent up animal, he paced back and forth in his cage, anxiously awaiting feeding time.
Meghan dripped more lube down the head of the dildo and rubbed it in slowly. That was just like she'd rub another cock, came the thought out of nowhere and it gripped Michael in his belly. For a moment, he imagined watching her stroke off someone else. His adorable wife who didn't let his children eat anything with sugar and almost never missed Sunday morning mass, caressing another dick while already stuffed with a huge cock.
His dick expelled a river of precum and Michael wanted nothing more than to grab it, maybe even with both hands.
But he was supposed to just watch.
His wife's long, black mane swung around her shoulders and caressed her back as Meghan reached behind her. Michael held his breath and wondered, she wasn't going to do what it looked like, was she?
Her pristine, virgin back door?
Her tiny, puckered little pink hole that she'd never let him do more than touch? Once in a while, like every two, three years, Michael would run a suggestive, longing finger around her anus. Meghan would promptly wave him off, entrance denied. Jesus Christ, he groaned out loud as he watched her ravenous asshole gobble up the first inch of the pink cock.
Meghan's mouth opened, her lips trembled as she steadily worked her hips down. "Oh, oh yes," she moaned and Michael hated hearing it and simultaneously never wanted it to end. His wife, his soccer wife, the woman who wouldn't let the kids watch anything PG rated, was filling her second hole with dick.
As if she needed anymore after stuffing her sloppy, wet cunt with the other huge cock.
It took a bit of time. Meghan was slower with this dildo and Michael wondered if it was the possibility of pain or the surge of pleasure that gripped her as her asshole opened to swallow a sphere. He watched, wide-eyed as it partially closed around one bulge and then opened up wide for the next. He was close enough that Meghan could feel his breath wash down her crack; not like she'd notice that sensation given how much other attention she was getting.
She sang as her asshole gobbled the dildo down to the base. Once she had all of the sizable dick inside her ass, Meghan began a new rhythm. She worked the lower half of her body in a tantalizing circle and Michael's cock followed her every move. Up and then forward to the vibrating little dick that rubbed its face in her folds. He stared as Meghan shuddered on the humming bit of plastic. Michael was so close that he could feel the heat radiating from her body but she had no idea that he was so desperate for her.
She only cared about the toys that were tending to her every need.
Michael held his cock through his pants, he grabbed himself and whimpered for relief as his better half continued the circle. Her hips came down and rooted both dicks deep inside and then back. Her ass would pop up and she'd tease her gaping hole until she moved and shimmied to the vibrator again.
Meghan was breathless when she said, "My phone." What the fuck did she need that for? Michael found her iPhone under the pillow and handed it over. His wife propped it up on the headboard and her fingers quickly found what she was looking for. "I love them," Meghan explained as if it were something she'd been streaming on Netflix. "They're a married couple and his wife is bi. They're always having threesomes with another girl." Once the husband came into view, Michael could tell that Meghan was already lost in the sight of them. She managed to add in a dreamy voice, "I love watching him fuck."
Fuck, since when was Meghan such a fucking pervert?
Michael groaned and gripped his flailing dick through his pants. If he didn't get out of these pants soon, he was going to jizz all over inside. Even if that was almost a necessity now, it wouldn't make it less humiliating.
The man on Meghan's screen was a line of rippled muscles. He had an eight pack that glistened with sweat or maybe pussy juice, who knew? His pecs bulged and his triceps clenched and his thighs gripped as he fucked the blonde. She was almost anonymous. She was just a flat, toned belly and a pair of perfectly round tits that kept time to his cock as it pounded. Another woman, Michael guessed the wife, was perched on the blondes face and gasped as the stranger sucked on her lower lips.



Michael glanced at the phone. Sure, it was hot, but watching Meghan was something completely different. It was disturbing and sensual all at once, he almost wanted it to stop. He wanted to ask her what had she done with the Meghan he'd known all these years. If she stopped now though, he knew he'd never stop jacking off to the fantasy of watching her if it didn't continue.
Meghan kept her perfect timing and her perfect thrust and retreat. Her fingers wound around her breasts and her thighs kept the rhythm to match the man on the screen. Fuck, that's what it was, this hot, gripping sensation in his belly. It was envy and Michael whispered, "Baby, please," but there was no reply.
Meghan's tits, bare and bouncing; Meghan's hips jiggling and most importantly, the three receivers of all the pussy that she never gave him without a two drink minimum and never, never like this. Damn, she was beautiful. How could Michael have missed it, walking around with her in yoga pants, as if she weren't a goddess?
"God, yes," she cried out. She was far gone with her eyes glued to the screen and her body gyrating to the other husband's cock. She was slick with sweat and the sheen glistened in the light. Michael's forearm shook as he adjusted his aching, rock hard dick. He was just trying to stop himself from shooting off in his pants at this point. "Fuck me," his filthy wife moaned to the screen, "god yes, fuck me just like that."
Michael looked back at the screen and then back at her. A droplet of sweat ran down her face to her upper lip and when it slipped inside her mouth, Michael shook from head to toe. Was she asking him to fuck her like that? Or was it the muscle bound jock on the screen?
There wasn't time to sort that out because his wife moaned and quivered. Her hands gripped into little fists and she threw her head back. Her eyes were closed tightly and a tremor shook her hips. "Baby," Michael whispered as he watched, wishing that he was in on the whole thing. This must be an entirely different kind of orgasm than she had with him because she hadn't stopped quivering. His hand couldn't stop itself, his fingers darted out to touch her and he missed. The bed beneath her was soaked through.
Meghan was a dripping, wet mess.
She had saturated the bed and the comforter and her sweat and her juices permeated the air. Every thing was sweaty sex and pheromones and Michael was so thirsty for a taste. "Fuck!" she screamed as a stream of liquid shot out from between her legs.
Jesus Christ, the elusive female ejaculation. Michael was almost disappointed that no one else was in sight to witness this. He wanted to run his hands through the liquid, smell it and taste it, but most importantly, how to know how to make it happen again.
Meghan collapsed to the bed. She heaved and panted like a horse that had just been raced. Fucked in both holes, Michael winced as the thought took hold. He was jealous and sweaty from watching her. He had never been so close to the edge and denied. His balls were tight and full and what he should do was grab her and pull the toys out and decimate her pussy.
Jesus Christ, he should fuck her ass.
No more of this pushing him away and pulling down her tee shirt like she was some virginal school girl. Her butt was on the menu now and he'd been dying to try it ever since they met.
Meghan glowed. She turned to look at him and winked; she gave him a smile that he vaguely remembered from back when they were first dating. "Wow, I was kind of nervous about you watching," she said as she pulled her damp hair from her face. "You know, like it would be harder for me to cum? But it's even hotter."
That was right. He was supposed to be learning. She had gone to all this trouble because she wanted him to pay attention. Fuck, Michael thought as his eyes delved along every nook and cranny of his wife's beautiful body and realized that he'd neglected so many of them
"That was a good warmup," she continued as Meghan reached around behind her to withdraw the dildo that was completely hidden between her round cheeks.
"A warmup?" Michael didn't know whether to laugh or groan. Their running average, on those three, maybe four nights a year and when they fucked, was about fifteen minutes. "Really?" he whispered as he let his eyes study her slick skin and the oozing puddle under her. The scent of her cum filled the air and Michael could taste it at the back of his mouth.
Fifteen minutes must not even come close to satisfying her.
"Don't worry," his wife said as she placed the odd looking pink dildo that dripped with her fluids, back on the nightstand, "you get to help now."
"Do you even need my help?" he asked, he hadn't meant for it to sound so sad.
Meghan turned to face him and held Michael's face with two sticky hands. "No, no I don't," she was so close that her nipples almost touched his chest and Michael was sure that she could feel the head of his dick pounding for her. "I don't need your help anymore than you need mine. But I'd love it if we had this together, wouldn't you?"
He was melting. It was her touch and her scent and the nakedness that he usually only saw on the internet and suddenly it was all in his face and he nodded. "God yes, honey."
She gave him an impish, naughty smile and cocked her head. Meghan had never flirted, never did flirt, not with him and not with anyone else; but maybe he had this whole thing wrong. "Then you should get naked," his wife whispered and Michael felt a chill of excitement as a finger of pleasure wove down his body.
Meghan had never told him to get naked. Never, not once since sleeping with her and if anything was going to edge him perilously closer to spontaneous combustion, it was the thought that she wanted to see him completely bare too.
"Finally," he told her with a chuckle as he scrambled to get undressed. Michael started to unbutton quickly and then noticed that his wife stared at him. She looked at him with the same lusty gleam in her eye as she had for eight pack guy in her porn. Michael slowed down and felt the heat from his aching balls rise up his spine and with it brought a trail of goosebumps.
She wanted him.
She wanted him like Michael had always wished she did. In fact, Meghan bit her bottom lip a little as her eyes ran across his chest. Instinctively, he sucked in his gut and promised himself that he'd cut back on beer and pizza if she was going to fuck him like she had the pink toys. "Take it off," Meghan said and let her hands wind down her glistening belly and rest on her inner thighs.
He nodded, enraptured at the thought that Meghan might touch herself and watch him. With his shirt open, he pulled his arms out one at a time and flexed his biceps, just a little. He wanted to give her a little show. He flipped the loafers off and finagled with his socks and then it was time to show his gorgeous wife what she'd done to his dick. "I'm so fucking hard for you," he said it like he was already touching himself and he wanted to.
Michael flexed his forearm and growled and thought if it wasn't such a terrible waste of her dripping snatch, he'd grind one out for her, nice and slow and steady. If his dirty, little slut would like a close up, he'd even cum all over her face.
Meghan looked like she'd enjoy it with that smirk. "I want to see it," she parted her thighs just a little more and let a lazy index finger slowly outline her fat, juicy pussy lips. "Show me," she said dreamily.
Michael was happy to and opened his belt and zipper as quick as he could with his overly eager fingers. One glance up at her and her slow exploration and he swallowed down a moan as his dick lurched in his hand. He heard his change jingle when his slacks hit the floor. He was just heat and throbbing and the head of his cock expelled a long, clear liquid line all the way to the comforter. "That's what you do to me," Michael confessed and watched his cock nod in agreement. Yes exactly that.
His wife whispered, "Good," as she sat up, her eyes open wide at the sight of all of his pent up desire.
Michael pushed his boxers to his knees and he'd never been so big or so hard. Still, when comparing his equipment with the monstrosity that Meghan had just fucked herself with, he felt a little on the inadequate side. "Do you still want me?" he reached out and caressed her thigh. He meant did she still want him in spite of the rigorous fucking she'd already had but then again, maybe he really meant something much deeper.
Meghan rose to her knees and her mouth was as wet as her pussy when her tongue licked his bottom lip in a slow lap. Just a taste, just a nibble and he felt like Meghan was just getting her appetite back "Yes I want you," she murmured before pressing her entire body into his as they kissed. She whimpered into his open mouth as their tongues collided. Fuck, where were these kisses all this time? She rubbed her velvety bare body on his. His wife dripped cum on his thigh as her mouth relented and melted and gave itself over to his tongue. He'd conquered her; he'd filled her with his tongue and his breath. Now, it was onto his painfully erect cock.
Meghan released him and let out a satisfied purr. "Yes I want you," she told him once more and moved around his body. She inspected him, she ran her hands along the expanse of his shoulders. She explored him, down the sweaty pudge along his right side and up the other flexed thigh. He was something to be admired, lusted after, her gaze was heated and her breath was a sigh.
"Fuck yes," she added in a voice that was pure porn as she came around back. Her breasts were pressed against his ribs and her bare legs touched the back of his thighs. "I want this cock " she said in a throaty whisper, her breath on his tricep.
He was like a piece of meat.
He was a hard dick for her pleasure. She didn't want to talk. Meghan hadn't once asked him to hold her. His wife slapped his ass with one hand and Michael quivered down to his toes. He was drawn up tight, wound up inside. His cock danced for her and leaked. His flesh begged for her body as she touched his ass. Michael felt her pink, used pussy lips against him. She wet him on the underneath side of one cheek and it sent an electrical impulse through his body.
It was sensory overload and when his wife squirted some lube in one hand, Michael thought he'd blow his wad just watching if she played with herself again. He wouldn't even have a chance to touch her, it would be instant oblivion.
"Give me that dick," Meghan told him and she would have sounded bossy if it weren't so hot. With her greased up hand, she stroked his dick the full length from root to tip. She'd never touched him like this. Never with this firm, authoritative grip that told him she knew just what he needed. This slow hand that rocked his body and made Michael tremble with her carnal knowledge.
"Fuck, Meghan," he whimpered like a puppy as she jacked him off. Dear god, she was good at this, Michael thought as he looked down. He watched her and pumped back and forth. His balls churned and drew up higher and tighter and Michael had absolutely no say so about slowing down or waiting until he was at least in her mouth. "Baby, I can't wait to fuck you," he whispered the reminder, his hands clenched at his sides. He didn't want to add please, he didn't want to make it obvious. Jesus, he was already on his knees.
"I know honey," Meghan told him as she slid a lubricated finger up his crack. She sent sizzles along his oh so sensitive perineum and he couldn't hold back the needy grunt that came from a secret place that wives didn't know about. Almost as if she could read his mind, Meghan added, "I know exactly what you want, baby."
She slowed her hand down on his dick and firmed her grip. Michael hoped he didn't let it spill. He hoped that he didn't beg her but he couldn't even catch his breath. He was powerless to do anything else but push his body into it and then pull back. It was at that moment when her finger made a circle around his asshole that Michael couldn't hold back one more second.
"God, yes," it was a prayer and a plea and when she teased him back and forth over his opening, Michael felt his knees tremble. His dick throbbed and there was fire in his veins. Every touch was molten lava and he felt his mouth open but no sound came out. If she just could have heard the beating of his heart.
Meghan fingered him.
Fuck, she didn't hesitate. There was no slow burning tease, no prolonged courting period. She pushed her middle finger all the way inside his asshole and before Michael could even cry out for joy, she joined it with her index finger. It was almost scary, not just how good it felt but how easily she'd known.
Had she always known?
He was so full and when the two fingers tapped in the rhythm that he'd never quite found alone, Michael had to prop himself up with one fist on the mattress. He realized that he'd made his own wet spot as he touched the comforter. He pushed his ass back and fucked her fingers back. He took them as deep as she wanted before thrusting back into her hand. The pleasure was dizzying. That was why he couldn't stop the words that fell from his lips. "God yes, fuck me, fuck my ass, yes, that feels so good." The orgasm was there, on the line, so close to exploding and yet, it was all under his wife's control. His balls pulsed in his sack and his wife had made his dick swell. His slit was open and drooling as his ass pulsed around the invasion.
Getting fucked was heaven and Michael screamed when the first burst of the climax came forth. On his hands and knees, he came and moaned and begged like never before. His ass swallowed Meghan's fingers as he drooled and moaned, "Fuck me, baby, fuck me." The pleasure rolled down his body, from the back of his neck to his pointed toes.
There was cum everywhere.
The bed was soaked with it and the smell of salt and musk and bleach was a new perfume that overtook the soft, floral scent of candles. One last gulp escaped from his softening dick and Michael lost his grip. He slipped into the puddle of his climax, face first. There was a little on his lip and he didn't turn away. He was too exhausted to move. The tremors continued to ride his body. Her fingers were still inside and she kissed the back of his neck as she released him slowly.
Michael closed his eyes and could hear the involuntary hums of pleasure that came from deep inside. Jesus Christ, when was the last time he'd cum like that? Never, he was fairly certain was the answer.
And Meghan, where did his conservative, suburban housewife; the woman who wouldn't pee with the door open, the woman who wouldn't let the kids go on YouTube without her watching, where did she learn that?
Oh right, porn.
"Wow," he drawled it out to be more than one syllable. "What was that, baby?" She bent over him, her black tendrils dangled in his face. Meghan sweat on him. A salty droplet careened down her neck and dripped on lip. It wasn't until he felt the splash that he remembered. "Shit, I came and I didn't even fuck you," Michael didn't want it to sound like an accusation. It wasn't Meghan's fault that she was secretly the hottest woman alive.
She chuckled, a deep throaty laugh that he rarely heard. She only did it when she was thinking something wildly inappropriate. "Don't worry, cowboy," she slapped his chest lightly and left her hand to rest there on his heart. "There's a lot more fucking where that came from."
Jesus, he was glad she thought so. It was nice that she had so much confidence in his ability. He'd hate to have to watch her finish herself off with the two pink cocks; the twins, he had already dubbed them and smiled at his own private joke. Then again, watching her do that again might just put the spring back in his step. After an orgasm like this one, Michael felt confident that he'd keep it up all night if there was a round two. All he had to do was get hard one more time.
He hardly could have any more jizz after that, could he?
"So what would you like me to do for you?" Michael asked and pushed her lovely, wild hair from her face. Meghan was a beauty and how could he walk past her a million times and not stop and drink her in? It was so obvious, with her dark, hazel eyes; her high, elegant cheekbones; her full, rosebud mouth. She was meant to be lingered over and touched all night and somehow between the office and the kids, he'd forgotten that there was a time when all he wanted was to stay up all night and stare at her.
She'd probably want a foot rub, maybe a soak in the tub? He was hungry, they could take a break and get a pizza. Michael hesitated to do something that ordinary though. He felt as if they left this room the magic might fade away as well.
"I got you something," Meghan smiled and reached over his slumped body. The box was purple and his wife handed it over with a smirk. "Happy Valentine's Day," Meghan said.
Dammit, he knew that he should have gotten some last minute flowers. Michael opened the flap and pulled the container from the cardboard. It was a dick. It was a flesh colored, erect cock with a veiny shaft and a large, meaty head. "Jesus," he muttered as he touched the thing. It wasn't as long as the enormous pink thing that Meghan fucked herself with but it had weight to it.
Michael pulled the cock from the enclosure. It was made of spongy material and with the lights off and at body temperature, it could have passed for a man. The cock was attached to a black harness with a system of buckles to hold it in place.
"Wait," he paused and withdrew his hand as if the dick burned. "This is for you to use on me?" The thought was frightening and simultaneously too hot not to want, which made it slightly terrifying.
"Shh," Meghan's lips were wet looking and drawn up in a bow as she shushed him. "Just relax honey," she told him as she removed the cock and harness from the box. "Just go with it."
Fuck, just go with it.
Hadn't he used that line on her a few times? Michael had said that with his wife, the Meghan that he was familiar with, the one who waved his hands off, the one who said she had cramps, the Meghan who kept her pussy on lockdown. He was being hypnotized. Her nimble little fingers moved around her hips and the straps were loosened and then tightened and the back of the harness hugged her curvy, toned bottom so well that Michael felt an impossible twinge in his cock.
Go with it, the voice in his head said. It's okay that she looks sexy with a big, hard dick.
She really did.
Shit, Michael sat in the enormous wet spot that he'd made moments ago and his eyes didn't stop moving. It was all exquisite and he'd been so hungry for so long. Meghan's nipples were stiff, little buds just inches away from his mouth. Her skin was a speckled pattern of light and shadow from the candlelight. Her tiny waist was hidden in darkness and her round hips were illuminated. Her hips were strapped into the harness. There were two black bands that wrapped around her body and hugged her close. The bands brought the black base up to hide her beautiful, splayed pussy lips from sight. Now the dick was where her luscious, little snatch had been and Michael wasn't sure how he felt about that.
His dick had made up its mind though and even mostly soft, he felt the surge inside, an impending hard on was on the horizon. "What do you think?" she asked as she bent her right leg and gave him a closer look. She was all curves and soft flesh and then the dick was juxtaposed in the middle of all that feminine flow; the hard line in the center of her free form.
"I think," he exhaled and looked up into her eyes, "I think you look good like that," Michael admitted.
"I thought you'd like it," she said as she reached under his pillow. She was just full of surprises tonight and he glanced over at the bottle that she shook for him. There was a strawberry on the front and suddenly it made sense. As if she realized it all simultaneously, Meghan added, "this is yummy."



He couldn't do that. No fucking way was he going to do that. Sure, this was a night of exploration but what the fuck did she want to watch that for? "Why do you want to watch me do that?" he asked quietly as he reached out to caress her hip.
She squirted the strawberry flavored goo in her hand and Michael felt a shiver run down his spine as she began to cover her dick in the pink concoction. Goddamn, she did that well. It was like she was a natural, as if she were used to touching her own dick. Michael knew her expertise with her fingers had brought him to his knees. How could she be so adept at jacking off? When she replied, "Because it's fucking hot," she sounded like a filthy mouthed girl on a porn movie. Michael wondered why she'd never talked to him like that before.
"It's fucking hot to watch a guy," Michael paused, as if there were anyone else to hear, "suck a cock?" he asked just above a whisper.
Meghan purred and pumped her hips. The dick made a juicy noise in her hand, a sound that made Michael's own smaller cock roll and pulse with newfound life. "Why do you think women like watching gay porn?" she stroked again and he could see that her cock shone and glistened, almost beckoning to Michael. "Because it's sexy," she gave him a smart ass grin, "don't pretend you don't like it."
"I don't," he protested with a face that told her she had gotten this all wrong.
"Honey " Meghan touched his face with the non-sticky hand. "You forgot to pay the WE Energies bill last month, remember? I had to use your laptop because Robbie dropped my phone. I know the porn you've been watching."
Shit, Michael hoped he didn't look guilty. But it was kind of like research, he wanted to defend himself but that sounded like bullshit. It had looked way too gay to give in and stroke himself to; at least not to completion. He hadn't cum in earth shattering waves or splattered cum all over the laptop screen.
That was why he'd paused it quickly but forgot to close it.
"Please," Meghan asked and stroked the meaty dick again. His wife shook it at him perversely. "Come on, baby," her voice was warm honey and his dick was betraying him and Michael could feel goosebumps on the back of his thighs. "Do it for me," she begged. Meghan never begged. She was a sexual camel and had never, not once, asked him to do anything for her pleasure. He'd just never counted on the one thing being something that was borderline everything that Michael would never do.
At least, he'd never planned on doing it in front of her
Maybe if he played along, she'd let it go. Michael moved forward, still on his hands and knees but he guessed that was the usual position to be a cocksucker. "You mean like this?" He asked as he flicked the tip of his tongue along the head of her strawberry flavored cock. It was just barely a taste, not even a full lick by any means.
"Um hmm," she agreed and nodded.
"Yeah?" he continued in his teasing voice. "You want to watch me do this?" he put his tongue out and showed her as he slowly worked it back and forth over the head of her new dick. Right where her slit would be if this were a real dick, he thought. That was enough, that was all it took for Michael to sport a complete erection.
Meghan directed him. "Now open your mouth," she encouraged him with a thrust of her hips. "Put the head in your mouth and get it all sloppy wet," his wife purred the instructions and dammit, didn't it sound like a fabulous idea when she said it in her porn star voice.
Michael gulped down and placed both hands on her thighs. Her flesh shimmered and glowed in the candlelight and he opened his mouth. God she looked sexy with the dick and the dick looked wet and juicy and almost called to him with a pull all of its own. Michael had to admit that after he'd tasted his own cum back in high school, that he'd definitely thought about this more than he'd ever dare admit, even to himself
He swallowed half of her girth in one gulp. The appendage opened his mouth wide and the contradiction of Meghan's curves and the beefy dick was almost too much. He made a hungry noise, a sucking groan that came from somewhere deep down that wanted to be fed. "Yes baby," his wife whispered and slipped her fingers through his hair. "God, look at you. You do that so well," she sounded like she was far away. Michael couldn't remember what she was referring to until he'd already worked his way past the halfway point on her cock. It wasn't until the dick touched the back of his tongue and then the roof of his mouth that he remembered. Yes, there was a full length mirror on the back of the bedroom door. Oh Jesus, Michael thought as he turned his head to the right. His dick jolted and dripped his sticky need on his belly as the sight of him came into view.
Cocksucker.
Michael hummed and opened his mouth wide. Her dick was slick with strawberry lube and his spit and the combination of the two of them dripped down his chin like cum. He worked his mouth up and down, just like the video that Meghan had watched. The sucking noises grew louder as Meghan began to move with his mouth. She thrust in deep and then slowly backed off until only the tip was on his tongue. Michael greedily gobbled her down. He watched his head bob back and forth on the beautiful cock and his hand reached down between his legs.
Fuck, he couldn't stroke off while he sucked a dick, could he? Michael didn't think he could help himself as his fingers circled the root of his cock. Jesus, it was like he'd never cum at all. It was like he hadn't just exploded and made the puddle that had soaked into the bed. He gasped as his shaft throbbed in his hand and his mouth closed tightly around her dick.
"Oh my god," Meghan whispered, "that's so hot. I love watching you do that." Michael wasn't even sucking it for her anymore. "Babe, you do that so well," she told him with her hands on his head as she fucked his strawberry flavored mouth. "Fuck, I love it," she said as a tremor gripped her hips.
Michael loved it too. Fuck, he loved it too much and he realized with a gasp that no one heard because he was too full of her dick that he could cum like this. He could cum sucking her off. He could cum just from worshipping her. He was crazy in lust for her, he'd do anything for her.
"Are you ready to get fucked, honey?" she wanted to know. Fucked, which meant full of her meaty shaft, thrust up inside his hungry asshole. It meant stretched out. His virginity shattered on the slippery cock that she yielded so mightily. "I want to fuck your sexy ass so bad, baby," she whispered to the cocksucker in the mirror.
Michael trembled when he took his mouth off. His hand was wrapped around the base and he rose to look the goddess in the eyes. "Yes," he told her with a kiss. It was a soft, lingering taste of strawberry and the heat of his secret desire on her tongue. He was about to let her know, his fantasy finally on display for her and her alone. Michael kissed her with old knowledge and a new passion as he gave her his mouth completely. When he was finished with the kiss, he told her, "I want you to take my cherry, honey."
"Oh, Michael," his wife cocked her head and her smile was at least as loving as it was lascivious. "Lay down, here," she moved one of her pillows to the center of the bed and patted it, "on your back."
Fuck, she was going to fuck him like a girl. That meant he'd have his cock out all the while. He'd watch it flail and drip between them and Michael had never been so turned on or felt so vulnerable. It was an uncomfortable combination. "You sure, babe?" he asked, suddenly wondering if it would be just like they showed in the porn he stroked off to.
"Definitely," his wife said as she stood at the foot of the bed. Meghan expectantly moved her hand up and down the shaft once more, as if she could hardly wait and needed to jack off just to keep her balance. Michael moved to the pillow and was about to lay down when he heard another wet squirt of lube and inside, he tightened up all the way down to his toes.
Shit, this was real.
Meghan sat on the edge of the bed and caressed his thigh. Her small fingers, so dainty, so girlish, so soft, all of the things that Michael had grown to think of as his wife. "Are you scared? I'll be gentle," she promised. Her eyes were sincere and kind when she said it and Michael knew Meghan would never do anything to break his trust.
It wasn't that though, or at least it wasn't just that. Maybe it was just getting everything you always said you wanted, what did they always say about that? Be careful what you wish for. There wasn't really any way to go back to that bland, fifteen minute fuck three times a year, was there? Michael couldn't imagine peeking under the gray, oversized tee shirt while he closed his eyes and rehashed whatever the porn du jour had been.
Everything was going to be different after this; whatever that meant.
Michael nodded and laid down, legs spread open wide, bent at the knee, just like his first high school girlfriend had positioned herself when he finally talked her into letting him be her first. "Kiss me," he said, his hands up in surrender.
Meghan took her place over him. Her cock brushed the tender skin of his left cheek as she burrowed between his legs. "My love," Meghan murmured into his neck and she hadn't called him that in years. It made his legs shake to feel her breath on his body and the heat of her little mouth and his dick pulsed on her soft skin as their mouths touched and then opened.
It had taken years to get to this kiss. Nights of desperately craving her lips and her taste and her warmth and needing her more than she could ever know. He pressed his body into hers as their mouths became one and he drank down his wife's breath. Her breasts and thighs were slick and hot and seemed to melt into him. Her sighs were his and when their mouths broke the seal, Michael was ready to give himself completely.
"I love you," his wife said, one hand between her legs. Meghan teased him with the head of her cock, back and forth over his rear entry. She paused there, right on his vibrating flesh, so anxious and wanting all at the same time.
Michael raised up just enough, his hips moved as he offered his asshole, begged for it really. "Fuck me," he whispered. His voice hoarse and parched like his desire was deep down inside. "Fuck me," he wanted to be filled with her big, beautiful dick and nothing else would do.
Meghan guided the head to his opening and with a push of her lovely hips, the bulging head of her cock had broken through the seal. Michael felt his mouth open wide but he held his breath. No sound came from him, he was too shocked at the sensation.
It felt magnificent.
He was being stretched. Michael felt opened wide and vulnerable and yet, he pulsed inside; his body wanted more. "Yes," Meghan nodded, his wife seemed to know, she could feel him drawing her in. It was his body, pleading for more. "Yes," she whispered once more as she pushed in another inch and then another.
The waves of pleasure were fingerlike and insistent. Michael felt his thighs flex and push into the meat of her cock. He wanted more and the grunt that came from a shamefully hungry place inside told her more perfectly than his words ever could.
Meghan shifted, her thighs flexed and the dick pushed in deeper. Michael knew he had almost the full length of it inside and if he looked down, if he stared between her legs and saw that she was almost balls deep in his ass that he might just cum. As apprehensive as he'd been, now he just wanted it to last. Michael was ripe and ready and slippery and wet for her cock. Michael kept his eyes on hers and the glimmer of passion there.
His wife loved fucking him.
"Baby," she whispered as she reached out to touch his face. "God, this is so sexy," she said with one last, slow thrust as she gave him every last inch of her big, veiny dick. He let out a cry that was everything that he didn't have words for. It was yes, and don't stop, and the realization that he'd have the indelible imprint of her inside him now forever.
The pleasure was a new wave, something that was more of an ache, a necessity, as Meghan pulled back and the head of her cock strummed along his prostate. "Please," was the only word he had as he moved his bottom to her tempo. He thrust and the dick took over. It permeated to the very depth, and then back to almost empty as she retreated. "Please," Michael begged her for the dick back and his wife fucked him harder.
"You're so hard like this," she murmured and one sticky finger traced along the pulsing vein on his own shaft. "You love it, don't you?" she asked in a sweet voice that went straight to the head of his cock.
Michael could only nod his head. He was overwhelmed and the only way to express himself was to jack his own cock for her while she fucked him with hers. Meghan had showed him what she liked. Fuck, she'd stuffed both holes full of toys and rode them into oblivion. She'd squirted all over their bed that had been dry for so long. It was his turn, Michael wanted to show her what he liked. "I do," his voice had a catch in it, a snarl, a hungry wolf that demanded to be fed. "Fuck me," he hissed and sank left his fingers into Meghan's slick thigh. "Fuck me harder," he pushed his pelvis up and wrapped his right hand around his dick. He stroked slowly, deliberately and looked her in the eye.
She looked delicious like this. She looked like she'd been pounded into the bed and her cheeks were flushed and her hair was wild. Her breasts were front and center as they bounced to tempo that their dicks set. If he was in an entirely different position, Michael would nail her cute little ass. He'd have her feet on his shoulders as he jackhammered her, so quick and dirty. But Meghan had opened something up tonight, something more than just her toy box, something that had been denied forever. Michael needed it and he clenched his jaw as he squeezed his throbbing erection and dripped precum down his hand.
Meghan put her hands up. Her hips were lightning fast and the dick slipped in and out of his ass easily as she rode him. "God yes," she was hoarse and her lips were parted as she panted fucked like an animal in heat.
There it was, the radiating ecstasy from inside as he squeezed. He tightened up around his wife's big cock and his thighs shook as he stroked. There were no words. There was only the electrical current that felt like a lightning bolt. He was just on the verge of coming from inside, a completely new sensation but an orgasm that seemed to be ripped from the depths of his body and soul. There was nothing else to do but let go with a scream.
"Fuck," it was the only word, the only sound Michael could make as his opening clamped down around her dick and refused to release. Hungry for her cock, he squeezed and pumped his body with hers and his dick flailed and finally the crest of the biggest orgasm he'd ever had hit him with a wave of liquid ecstasy.
Michael came in bursts of hot, pearly jizz, again and again. He came from inside and the dick buried in his asshole permeated every inch of him with sweet release. Michael continued as the climax pushed his body up. He gushed and coated his wife with his salty load. He watched as it trickled down her breasts and her belly.
Meghan didn't seem to mind and as the last half hearted spurt drained him dry, his wife collapsed onto his chest. He was lost in her damp tendrils of black hair and the quick rhythm of her pulse. Her breath danced down his neck and their legs sealed tight together.
She shifted and Michael noticed that her cock slipped from its place, almost as if it had softened along with his own, as if it had ejaculated as well. Her shaft moved and touched his own, still solid but fleshy and Michael held Meghan closer with his arms and his thighs.
Two dicks together, he loved it.
After their breath had returned to almost normal, Meghan folded her hands on his chest and whispered, "thank you."
"For what?" Michael wanted to know. As far as he could tell, he should be doing all of the thanking.
"I was nervous about tonight," she said with hesitation, "not sure what you would think. But you were wonderful and I think we need this, honey."
He wondered if she meant that they needed the strap on, which frankly at the moment, he agreed. Maybe she meant something else. Like they needed nights like this with no kids and just candles and lube. Like they needed hot, raunchy sex once in a while to remember they weren't just roommates. Like they needed to spill their guts about all their secret fantasies because if not with their other half, then who?
Before he could ask her, Meghan moved from his body to her knees and then her feet hit the floor. He watched her walk, the big dick bounced in front of her. The weight of it, bobbing between her legs, changed her walk. As his wife reached bathroom door, she stopped, turned around and adjusted her shaft and gave him a wink. There was something perverse and undeniably enchanting about it.
Michael stretched his arms and legs out and noticed the different sensations that had been left behind. She had ridden him hard and left him wet and now might not be the best time to sort it all out because he could barely walk, let alone think, but he knew that she'd gotten her wish. He definitely wouldn't think of her as the woman who made the kids chicken nuggets anymore.
More like a goddamn goddess of kinkiness.
After they had both showered and blew out the candles, Michael in his old pajama pants and Meghan back in her trusty gray tee shirt, he felt thirsty. After kissing her forehead, he said, "I'm going to go get some juice. Want any?"
She shook her head, "no, I'm good." Meghan reminded him, "don't drink out of the carton. It's disgusting."
Michael smiled and realized that the sex goddess was put back on the shelf. Not gone and definitely not forgotten, she was just consumed by no mouths on the juice spout. He drank the orange juice from the container and nodded as he set the carton down and wiped his mouth with his bare forearm.
He knew how to get her back now.
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When Lucy asked her, "are you sitting down, Mom?" Ava immediately felt the temperature rise. Her cheeks were instantly hot and clammy. Hot flashes seemed to be her new response to any emotion. Miss a deadline? Hot flash. Husband prefers to sleep in the guest room? Hot flash. See your muffin top hang over your pants? That was crying followed by a hot flash. Ava hoped that her daughter was just being the overly dramatic teenage girl that she had a tendency to be instead of the harbinger of actual bad news.
"Now I am," she mumbled in the phone as she collapsed into the dining room chair.
"Okay, I think I'm freaking out," Lucy started but she often began conversations like that. "There's a woman on Facebook who says she's my sister."
Oh god, it was so much worse than the muffin top.
Lucy continued, "I said no way because I'm an only child. But she's adopted." There was silence and Ava realized that her daughter deserved an explanation but even after twenty six years, she still wasn't able to come up with one. "Mom?" Lucy prompted her, "that's not true, is it?"
Ava felt the sweat drip down the back of her neck and trickle into her blouse. Great, she'd have to change before her meeting, that was if she could move from the chair. She felt frozen in place as the years peeled back to remind her of her first daughter; the secret daughter.
Had it really been that long and didn't that make Ava old? She had wanted to tell Lucy a hundred times, maybe a thousand but Doug always said it was inappropriate. He had said that his daughter, emphasis on the "his", shouldn't have to hear about her mistakes. Her husband always made "mistakes" plural, as if she'd run slipshod through life until meeting Doug; as if he'd been the one to finally straighten her out. When he got all high and mighty like that, Ava couldn't even look at him let alone talk to him.
"Mom?" Lucy waited, her pitch had already gone up a notch or two. In a moment, it would become an alarm.
"Yes honey," Ava said calmly, as if this were nothing, a speed bump, something almost entirely expected. "It's fine. What does she want?" Ava would have congratulated herself on artfully dodging the question if it didn't include lying to her daughter, the one that she sometimes, in her head and never out loud, referred to as her "real" daughter.
Lucy sniffed and mumbled, "She wanted to talk to you. Maybe she's just a scammer, Mom." Lucy sounded hopeful, like something nefarious was a much better solution than the simple truth.
Her mother was a liar.
Actually her father was too but Doug would never take responsibility for his suggestion. Ava propped her damp forehead up with one hand and clicked a pen with the other. "Did she give you a phone number?" Ava asked. She refused to do anything like this on social media. She had signed a form that day in the hospital that said she wanted the records to be sealed. It was supposed to be private but she supposed nothing was really private anymore. If she started on her diatribe about these kids that revealed their deepest, darkest secrets to the whole world on the internet because they weren't really old enough to have any deep, dark secrets, she'd never get this over with.
Lucy gave her the phone number and Ava thanked her and promised, "I'll sort this out," before she hung up. She'd managed to put it off again but that didn't make her feel anything more than shame.
Once she'd pressed the red end call button, Ava took a deep breath and felt herself melt into the chair. What to do, her mind swam with the possibilities and the best idea so far was to open a bottle of wine and drink about half in spite of the fact that it wasn't quite ten o'clock in the morning. Drunk before lunch wasn't something that Ava Conley did. Ava Conley had a polite cocktail at lunch occasionally. Ava Conley would say it was European to do so. Ava Conley kept her drinking to wine and to the dinner hour and felt it was impolite to down more than a bottle by herself at any one time, usually.
She hadn't been drunk early in the day since she was Ava Fleiss and back then day drinking hadn't affected her at all because she'd been drunk in love.
Jeff Schultz, his name was similar to a magic word, like abracadabra. She thought that he'd finally stopped haunting her back when Lucy was about six years old. It was then that she'd stopped driving by his house and she secretly congratulated herself on the restraint that she'd shown. If she had been honest, it was only because her daughter had started to pay attention to directions and asked questions.
Doug had known that the breakup had been hard, that's what Ava had told him. He hadn't known, had never known, that depending on what day it was, Ava might say she was still in love with him.
After thirty minutes of staring at nothing, Ava called to cancel the meeting. She could hardly go like this, her blonde bangs stuck to her forehead with sweat. Even her mascara was ruined, not from tears, from sweat. No, she hadn't cried and Ava didn't think she ever would. Not any more, she was empty.
Thirty minutes after that; on the second tumbler of wine she realized, no, that was wrong. Actually Ava was full. She was full to overflowing because she'd never really properly had the breakup conversation. He'd never sat across the table from her and looked down and held her hand with both of his own, afraid to let go because it might just be the last time.
It was the perfect time to call him.
Ava had only had to wait 26 years for the perfect excuse to hear his voice. It alarmed her how easy it was for her to dial his number after all this time, as if the memory were actually contained in her fingers rather than her mind. She should have known, Ava reminded herself as the phone rang, her body had never forgotten him.
"Hello?" he answered. Jeff answered with a question, as if her long lost love were incredulous that she'd finally called back, like he'd been waiting for it.
Jesus, what if he didn't remember her? Ava could hardly breathe as she announced herself, "It's Ava Conley. Is this Jeff?"
"Ava!" he sounded thrilled to hear her voice, "Conley?" he sounded as if he were trying to figure out what man had given his old lover his last name. "So little Ava Fleiss is all grown up? I don't believe it."
She snorted and then covered her face with her hand. Thank god they were only speaking on the phone. After all this time and the sexiest thing she can come up with is a snort? If he could only see her as she dripped, the wet stains on her blouse, the slickness around her muffin top. It wasn't something that a young, terribly sexy Ava Fleiss would have done. "Believe it," she spoke just above a whisper; not only was she all grown up but smack dab in the middle of menopause. "How are you?" Ava asked, she pictured the Jeff that she remembered. Perhaps he sat at his own dining room table.
All this time, he was just across town but a whole universe away.
"Great!" he responded and with a curled lip Ava thought to herself that he probably was. He had probably been great the whole fucking time. It had probably been water off a duck's back for him. He'd just gone home that night and ate tuna casserole with his wife and kids and probably let out a sigh of relief about dodging that bullet.
While Ava had gone home and was still pregnant with her married lover's baby.
Jeff chuckled and Ava swore it was still the same naughty, suggestive laugh that got her to do so many naked things with him a lifetime ago. "I bet I know why you're calling," he said in that voice that had paged through her secrets, like he was reading her diary. All wise, all powerful Jeff, the man who had found her clitoris one afternoon and Ava had been under his spell ever since.
"Do you?" Ava suddenly felt like a gullible twenty something once again. She had been just a girl who fell for the whole package, quickly. His dark hair was curly and thick in her fingers. His chocolate brown eyes were rich, expressive puddles that shimmered when he laughed. His dimples, fuck his dimples that she'd kissed so many times.
Ava felt undeniably warm again but this was the heat between her legs.
"Our daughter," he said it like it wasn't monumental. Almost like bastard children came crawling out of the woodwork all the time. Ava rolled her eyes, most likely she wasn't the only secretary that Jeff had fucked. But he hadn't just fucked her, had he? "Chelsea had DNA testing done and they also check your genealogy. I guess one of my sisters thought her father was really the mailman or something and here we are."
Ava was late to the party but she'd always been two steps behind Jeff. "Her name is Chelsea?"
"Yeah, Chelsea Peters. Quite the looker I might add," he dropped his voice, this was for her ears only and Ava wondered if he were home alone. "We make good looking kids."
Ava opened her mouth but nothing came out. No words would form and she'd never been really good at communicating with him that way. They were much better at ripping each other's clothes off. They had been remarkable at expressing themselves with fingers and moans and sighs and sweat. At some point, her body was covered in sweat, his and hers and she couldn't get enough. It was sweat and cum and maybe even tears, it was their own wine and she loved smelling Jeff on her skin all night.
She'd smell it and masturbate to it
"Ava, you still there?" her lover asked in that same voice that he used to ask whether or not she was okay after an earth shattering orgasm.
"Sorry, yes, I'm here," it was almost impossible to shake the scene from her mind.
Him.
Her.
Naked.
Of course they had made good looking kids, they'd done everything well except actually be together in the real world. "So you've spoken to her?"
"We've talked twice, she's a good kid," Jeff announced, he gave his approval. "Honestly, I wasn't that surprised. With all this technology they have nowadays. Fucking Google knows when I've been to the river boat casino so I guess this was just inevitable." She remembered so much about him, even after all this time. Jeff was a degenerate gambler and always a bet or two away from losing the house in spite of his generous salary. The only thing he seemed to like more than getting Ava naked was shooting craps. He'd spent a whole afternoon teaching her and at first Ava had been afraid that the magic was gone. Then she had seen the gleam in his eye when she had thrown two sevens across the hotel room carpet.
He thought it was foreplay.
Ava hadn't spent so much time sneaking around though. She generally didn't worry what database was tracking her movements. "I had no idea," she admitted glumly before she took a big swig of wine. Ava wiped her mouth with the back of her hand before she asked the million dollar question, "Does your wife know?"
What she really wanted to know was did he still have a wife? And if so, how many other times had he knocked up a secretary or a co-ed that he'd met serving drinks somewhere or had it just been Ava? Something inside her wanted to hear that she'd been the one, the only one and he'd been pining for her all along. Something about duty and bullshit about not doing that to the kids and all of the same reasons that Ava gave for marrying Doug who had always, could only be, second.
Jeff had absolutely no remorse. He answered in a voice that was completely cheerful, "yeah, Deb knows. I mean, you don't know Deb but trust me when I say she's always known."
Trust him? Always known? Ava felt like she was choking on years of words that had built up. This wasn't how she'd planned the big confrontation. Back when she used to fantasize about this conversation, she had wanted a lot more tears and begging on his part. She had wanted something more than this laissez faire, shoulder shrug to the biggest secret of their lives. "Oh," was all she said. "Well, I guess I'll call her then," Ava trailed off. That was the second phone call that she was terrified to make.
"Text her first," Jeff advised, "you know these kids hate actually answering the phone," he chuckled. "So tell me, do you still wear those tiny, little skirts to the office? Jesus," he groaned as if he were in dire need just talking about it. "You used to drive me crazy. Those short skirts, those legs, the way you would sashay around like you had no idea how hot you were."
She hadn't, Ava thought as she combed her hair back, out of her face. She'd never believed any of the cat calls or whistles or the men that would buy her drinks in bars. The only time she'd ever believed it was when she had stripped her clothes off for Jeff that first afternoon at the La Quinta Inn. That was when she'd felt beautiful and the fact that he was asking now, now when she had a spare tire and a dried out pussy and sweat rings in the armpits of her blouse, made her ache for what might have been.
Jeff, the bastard, how fucking dare he make her feel desirable, Ava thought with a roll of her eyes.
It would be so easy to get caught in his web. Just enough web to hang herself and then her whole life would come down around her like a house of cards. Ava always waited for the other shoe to drop and today seemed to be that day. All it had taken was a DNA test and she dangled off a precipice and drank before lunch. "I have to go," she told him matter of factly. Ava was all business, downright crispy. "I can't have this conversation with you."
Jeff let out a belly laugh and part of Ava wanted to ask if he still looked like a young George Clooney. She also wanted to know if he still had the roadmap to her pussy and could do things with his fingertips on the backs of her knees and with his teeth on her neck that turned her into jelly? "Well, you've still got my number, Ava," he said in the bedroom voice that still plucked at her most vivid fantasies.
There was nothing else to do but press the red button.
Thirty minutes later, Ava noticed that the bottle of wine was empty and that had opened up a couple of other options. One: open another one and drunk text the daughter that she'd never spoken to. Two: go upstairs and masturbate loudly, which she never got to do when Doug and Lucy were around. She'd get the lube out and her two favorite vibrators and maybe, just maybe she'd even have an orgasm or two, which hadn't been the case in a long while.
The second choice was by far the best.
An hour later, Ava remembered while she was all naked and sticky on top of the teal down comforter, that her best orgasms had always been with her married lover, even when he wasn't there.
***
Chelsea lived on the fourth floor, which meant eight flights of stairs. Ava blamed her breathlessness on the stairs and how nervous she was. Her pulse fluttered far too quickly. Heels hadn't been the best idea, she chided herself as she rounded the corner to the landing. Neither was parking her Mercedes on the street in this neighborhood, she thought. Chelsea had offered to come to her but Ava had turned her down.
Ava had made it sound as if she were coming to the Pilsen neighborhood loft out of consideration for her daughter but really, it was to shield herself. Since the conversation with Lucy, there'd been no mention of the woman on Facebook. Doug knew nothing. Ava was still a liar and she was oddly comfortable with that.
She made her way down the hall and scanned the doors for apartment E. The air was thick with the scent of strange food and other people's feet. It was living in a walk up and mildew and all of the smells that mingle and congeal when everyone lived on top of each other. Ava had almost forgotten, she'd been in Wilmette for so long. She paused outside of the door marked E. There was a tapestry hanging on the door. It was dark blue and appeared to be the night sky, it was speckled with what looked like constellations and at the center of it all, there was a large eye set in the middle of a triangle that was set in the center of a circle. It felt very pagan but she shrugged. It stood to reason that Chelsea would be a little out there, it sounded as if she'd been raised by hippies. Kind, good-hearted hippies but hippies nonetheless. Ava sniffed before she knocked. She smelled marijuana smoke wafting up from under the crack between the door and the floor.
Maybe Chelsea was a little like her parents after all.
Her daughter threw the door open after Ava knocked quietly. The girl held her arms out eagerly for Ava. "Mom!" she exclaimed and grabbed Ava without hesitation. She pulled her into the warm pot smell and the earthy scent of her perfume, or maybe that was just oatmeal soap. With her fingers in Ava's hair and her cheek was pressed against Ava's cheek, she whispered, "I'm so happy that you came."
Chelsea released her and Ava came up for air. She wasn't really a hugger. Her family were much more the handshaking kind and she and Lucy had probably stopped any signs of physical affection once Ava had stopped tucking her in at night. Ava pushed her hair out of her face and smoothed it down. She had to make peace with the fact that Chelsea, although biologically hers, belonged to someone else entirely. Of course she was accustomed to different things. "I'm happy that you wanted me to come," Ava replied as she took Chelsea in.
Chelsea was a little taller than Ava, maybe five seven, five eight. Her hair, which hung in wild, loose ringlets almost down to her ass, that was all Jeff. "Your hair is beautiful," Ava said just above a whisper as she admired the free tendrils.
"You think?" Chelsea asked and shook it for Ava. "I grew it out after I had a mohawk for a while. I was kind of thinking about shaving my head again," her daughter said with a giggle. "I don't know," she shrugged. "Come in, sit down," Chelsea waved to her and headed toward one of the pink, furry bean bags that were near the window.
Ava watched her walk and realized that Chelsea had inherited the body that Ava had long ago. The body that she'd had before she'd gained almost eighty pounds with Chelsea. It was the body that had made Jeff weak in the knees.
Of course, she hadn't appreciated that body back then, she'd always thought she was a little chunky. But, as she stared at Chelsea, she remembered that she had been pert and perfectly firm. Ava remembered her perfectly circular tits that bounced with every step with no underwire needed. There was that heart shaped little bottom that jiggled to the same tempo that the tits set. Legs and legs and legs, miles of legs, legs that started at her waist and went to the floor. They were soft and supple and it took Jeff an hour or two just to kiss from ankle to mound.
Yes, there were definitely some family resemblances.
"Thanks, here?" Ava asked politely as she pointed to the other bean bag. She set her handbag on the black, metal table between the two bean bags. Ava watched the smoke from the nugget of incense swirl and smolder in the dragon head that was her daughter's incense carrier. There was the pipe that the pot was smoked in and underneath it all was the slightly sweet, slightly herbaceous scent of Chelsea. She permeated the room.
Chelsea nodded and bit her bottom lip. Her forehead wrinkled her forehead as she watched Ava bend down. "You aren't really dressed to sit on the bean bag, sorry about that."
"No, please, I had bean bag furniture in college too," Ava took a seat and crossed her ankles. Yes, a skirt and heels today of all days were the dumbest idea ever. Who was she trying to impress? Chelsea already knew the worst thing about her.
Her daughter picked at one of the many holes in her tattered blue jeans. Her tee shirt was gray and splattered with blue paint but Ava could still read, "Feminist AF" blazoned across her brakes breasts. "So this is weird, right? Seeing me?" her daughter wanted to know.



It was the weirdest thing ever but Ava insisted, "No, not weird. It was just a surprise."
Chelsea picked up her pipe and the purple lighter and asked, "Do you mind?"
Like mother, like daughter, Ava thought. She always took surprises better with a bottle of red. "Not at all, help yourself," she smiled.
Chelsea lit the pipe and inhaled, as she held her breath she said, "Dad was right, you do look like Marilyn Monroe. I can totally see it."
She exhaled and the thick smoke caressed Ava's face and trickled into the little gap between her lips. She was going to get a contact high just sitting here and Ava thought maybe that was the best idea that she'd had all day. "Did he say that?" Ava felt her face flush immediately but this time she was blushing instead of having a hot flash.
Yes, she remembered it too well. Jeff loved the pin-up girl lingerie and the thigh highs with seams that ran up the back. He wanted to unfasten her garter belts with bows. He'd told her that he always had a thing for Marilyn and that he'd first learned to jack off when he saw her picture in an old Life magazine at his grandmother's house. "Well, that was sweet," Ava said. "And you," maybe it was the weed that made her hand dart out to touch Chelsea, "you look so much like your father." She thought maybe she better clarify, just in case Chelsea was as sensitive as Lucy. "I mean that in the best way. He's, well, he was extremely handsome. And you're absolutely gorgeous."
Chelsea grinned, "Thanks, Mom. My other Mom says that I look like a gypsy."
Sure, she could see why. Ava could picture it easily, all the loose curls and the perfect hips and the easy laugh and, oh wait, there it was, one of her father's dimples. The best of the DNA had definitely trickled down, at least in the looks department. Ava looked her daughter in the eye and saw her own sea green eyes shimmering back and smiled. She was the perfect combination of everything that she and Jeff would make.
Ava was sure though that after all this time, Chelsea wasn't just looking for compliments. This was supposed to be about getting closure, wasn't it? "So is there anything you want to know?" Ava asked with a shrug. At this point she had nothing to hide, at least not with this stranger; with the people she was actually intimate with, she was completely fucked.
Chelsea took another hit of the pipe and as she held in the smoke, she handed it over to Ava and asked with just her black eyebrows, "you want?" Damn, she really did look like her father; the man who used to be able to get Ava to do almost anything with a suggestive twitch of his eyebrows.
"No, thanks," she waved it off. She couldn't get high with her kid, could she? Ava had adored getting high and it sure would make this easier. "Yes, please," she gave in and realized that it was almost necessary. Ava took the pipe and the lighter and touched the flame to the herb inside. After a long drag, her lungs felt full almost to bursting. Ava stiffened as the cough that she held back with her ribs wracked her body.
She'd forgotten how good it was to be high.
Chelsea answered, "I think Dad told me most of it. He said that you two met at his office and he fell totally in love with you but that he was married. And he said he was a selfish asshole back then and you had me on your own."
Case closed.
All of the mysteries of Ava's life lay there, stripped bare, her vulnerable little underbelly exposed for anyone to see. There was only one thing that Ava cared about in the whole assessment though. "He fell in love with me?" she shook her head and watched the smoke puff out of her mouth with each word, as if she were a dragon. "Hmm, that's interesting."
Ava remembered it differently. She remembered a phone call where Jeff asked her in a cold voice, "What do you want from me?" All these years later, she still hadn't come up with the answer.
"Were you in love with Dad?" Chelsea asked as she reached out and pushed a blonde tendril behind Ava's ear. In spite of her strict no touching policy, it seemed right. It seemed natural to sit like this, hands on each other and toes touching. Ava looked down and smiled at Chelsea's bare feet with purple toenails alongside Ava's, stockinged feet and French manicure.
Ava set the pipe down as she contemplated the answer. "I know I thought I was," she began.
What was love really? If it was that stab in the gut that left you gasping for air, then she'd never had it with anyone else but Jeff. "Back then, yes. I guess I thought that I loved your Dad but I knew that he couldn't leave his wife." Couldn't, wouldn't, had never even considered it.
If love was a feeling of security, like a steady hand on yours over the covers as you fell asleep watching the late show, then Jeff had been just a blip on the radar. Not even a blip. "But I was very young so it's hard to really know," she concluded.
Maybe after all of this time, Doug had really been the love of her life and Jeff had just been a really fantastic screw.
Chelsea scooted closer in the bean bag chair and clasped her hand around Ava's forearm. Her fingers were small and warm and strong. She kneaded Ava's flesh as she moved the hand up and down. "Complicated. I totally get it," she said with a wide smile. Chelsea had one slightly crooked eye tooth and it made her smile even more adorable. "I'm like the queen of complicated relationships," she said with a sigh as she reached Ava's hand. They held hands, clasped palms with their fingers woven together. Ava thought it was, like lovers would hold hands or maybe that had just been the last time someone had held Ava's hand like this. "That's why I spend so much time in therapy," she giggled and tossed her hair back over one shoulder, "complicated relationships."
Ava moved forward in the bean bag and watched them touch knees. Chelsea must have been raised by cuddly people, the "other" mother and father must have hugged and petted her constantly. Ava felt a twinge of regret when she thought that the last time that she'd touched Chelsea, she was wrapped in a blue striped hospital blanket and wore a matching hat. "Therapy's probably a good idea," maybe better than a bottle or two of wine every night, "for all of this."
Chelsea had a secret. It was on that face, the mischievous look on her face. It was the flash of dimple, Ava could suddenly see all of the hidden things in her expression. Chelsea had gotten away with lots of things because of that look, Ava was almost positive. "That's something I wanted to talk to you about," she slid her calf up Ava's leg. Ava watched the tattered denim move along her stocking. "Something my therapist said about meeting you," she murmured.
Ava just said, "Yes?" It was a question and an answer and she didn't know if she was high or just enveloped in Chelsea's magnetism as she watched her long, lost daughter move from her bean bag into Ava's. She snuggled down into Ava's lap and. Ava's hands wrapped around Chelsea's body. She placed one on her back and the other rested on her daughter's little waist. Chelsea's hands roamed, free to do whatever they wanted and Ava suspected that that pretty much described her daughter perfectly.
"My therapist said that I need to breastfeed," Chelsea said with a sigh. Her face was in the crook of Ava's elbow and her hair, a long, black curly trail down the bean bag to the floor.
"Breastfeed?" Ava stared into her heavy-lidded eyes. Chelsea had rimmed her sparkling green eyes with a thick line of black liner and mascara. Otherwise her face was free of makeup and Ava thought for a moment that she needed a mother to show her how to apply liner with an easier hand.
"I mean, obviously you don't still have milk," Chelsea said, almost with regret. Her daughter traced around Ava's left breast with one finger. She was cheeky, oh so forward and it was exactly what Jeff would have done. She continued the explanation, "But holding me and letting me nurse, my therapist says that it would help me bond with people."
Ava gasped, she didn't have words; or maybe she had a thousand and didn't know where to start. Ava didn't know how to bond with people either. It was part of the wasp DNA that she'd handed down to her daughter, you're welcome. She hadn't breastfed Lucy either. There was something about the thought of being a human feeding machine that she'd found repulsive and much too claustrophobic for Ava.
Fuck, she'd needed her freedom too. But she'd denied Chelsea a name. Chelsea hadn't gotten one bedtime story, not one birthday party. Ava hadn't even bottle-fed her in the hospital. She'd elected the nurses to do everything until they released her, back to her life with her almost flat stomach so that she could almost pretend like Chelsea had never happened.
Ava sounded tentative and tense as she agreed, "Okay, but I think I'm going to need another hit of your pipe first."
Chelsea laughed and reached for the weed. Her daughter held the stem between her soft, dainty fingers and lit the bowl for Ava. Like this, it felt like a mating ritual. It was like a man who lit your cigarette at a bar when he bought you a cocktail. There was something so much more familiar about it. Ava felt her daughter's heart beat against her breasts and wondered briefly what was happening to her. She seemed to be caught up in this Alice in Wonderland place. Her daughter seemed to be seducing her and Ava felt as if she were melting into a new, strange world. She inhaled deeply and exhaled the thick smoke into Chelsea's mouth. Their lips touched briefly, almost an open mouthed kiss, a velvety touch before she poured her smoke into her daughter's lungs.
She was as ready as she was ever going to be, Ava thought as she slipped off her beige Anne Klein jacket and bit her bottom lip. How to do this? She was so unschooled. She felt like whatever maternal instinct she had ever had before probably slipped out of her. It had faded away and dried up along with her estrogen and her passion. "Unbutton?" she asked Chelsea.
"I'll do it," Chelsea whispered and her fingers began slowly with the top button on her shiny, tan blouse. Ava hadn't been undressed by someone else in years. Had her husband ever done this? One, two, three, Chelsea's décolletage was in view and she was sure she was blushing. Four, five, six, Ava shivered, this was flesh that she always kept wrapped in layers of clothes even when she was covered in sweat. The blouse was open and Chelsea pulled the tail from her skirt waistband. Her daughter tugged the sleeves down Ava's arms. Ava noticed that she was covered in goosebumps, her white, downy arm hair stood at attention. Her body was alert, in a state of fight or flight as her daughter looked over her white bra.
"Old school," Chelsea said with a nod as if she approved. She reached around, almost hugging Ava, but her nimble fingers unhooked each of the four hooks, one at a time. Her green eyes were luminescent as she stared up at Ava and peeled the white fabric from her body. Her daughter exhaled and the feel of Chelsea's warm breath on Ava's nipples made every inch of her body tingle, all the way down to her toes.
"Oh, Mom," Chelsea cooed in a girl's voice as she curled her body around Ava's.
Ava wondered if that was fear or want creeping down her back? It was something almost to old to be familiar, either way. She felt fingers run down her flesh and her voice trembled even though her hands welcomed Chelsea to her breast. "My sweet girl," was all she said as Chelsea opened her mouth and began to suckle.
Ava whimpered like a puppy as her daughter clamped her hot lips around her left nipple. She sucked Ava's bud all the way inside. Chelsea's tongue bathed the very tip of her point, a lazy back and forth. The sensation of the lips pulling her in and the tongue, tantalizing and teasing as she simulated drinking down the breast milk made Ava's whole body shiver.
This was wrong, Ava admonished herself, it was extremely wrong that the pleasure made every nerve in her breast sing and sizzle. It was wrong that Chelsea's little drinking noises that came from her wet mouth made her nipple throb. This was supposed to be comforting, this was supposed to make up for all of that mother daughter bonding that never happened, Ava said in her brain.
It was so much more though. She held Chelsea's wild curly head with her right hand and propped her up with her left. "Yes, my sweet, sweet, girl," Ava whispered and watched her full grown daughter suck. She listened to her swallow. Chelsea was so beautiful, so angelic like this with her eyes closed and the peaceful expression on her face. Her pitch black, thick lashes almost touched her cheeks. There was the slender nose that she had inherited from Ava and a dusting of freckles across her cheeks. Ava wanted to kiss each one. "My precious, sweet girl," Ava murmured as her fingers pushed her thick curls away from Chelsea's face.
This had an otherworldly feel to it, an out of body experience that was at the same time, so vibrantly physical. Her daughter swallowed and drank from Ava's breast and for the first time, Ava wished she had something to nourish her with. Ava wished that her breasts were swollen and ripe and full. She wished that the mouth latched onto her engorged nipple was a relief rather than just a perverse pleasure. Ava thought she'd like to see two little trails of spilled milk run down her daughter's chin.
What was happening? Ava was melting into this girl. Into and around, their limbs tangled together and with every suck, there was a new throbbing sensation in long neglected places. Places that had curled into dusty, hidden things were now suddenly illuminated with new life.
Passion.
Chelsea never stopped sucking as she placed Ava's hand on her own breast. Her daughter held Ava's hand there and it was almost a silent plea. It said, "touch me, know me, love me," and the little fingers trembled as she kept Ava's hand there. Ava felt the flush on her cheeks as she thought it never occurred to her to stop touching, even if Chelsea was her own flesh and blood.
Maybe that's what made it so exquisite
It was a moan, an undeniable moan that escaped Ava's lips as she touched Chelsea's breast and thought about how wrong it was. It was too easy to outline her daughter's supple flesh through the tee shirt. It was easier still to find her daughter's nipple with her index finger. Ava never took her hand away even though she knew she should. She couldn't. Her hand needed to explore Chelsea's young, tender flesh like Chelsea needed to worship her mother's nipple with her tongue.
Ava followed her daughter's lead. How could she do anything less for the girl that she'd never given anything else to? "My sweet little girl, yes, drink me," she sighed. Ava felt her back melt as she pushed her nipple into Chelsea's mouth. She made a circle with her finger and felt every crease and every ridge of her daughter's puckered bud under the tee shirt. Ava brought her hand down and followed the winding crevice, the crease beneath both breasts. Ava suddenly, for no reason that she could say out loud, needed to pull the tee shirt up. Flesh to flesh, skin on skin, wasn't that part of bonding? Ava couldn't remember and didn't care. It was what she craved.
She pulled the gray tee shirt up and verified what she'd known since she first stepped into the apartment. Chelsea wasn't wearing a bra, her lovely breasts were bare. Her nipples were the color of Michigan cherries in June; dark red and ripe and warm to the touch. She listened to Chelsea suck and swallow and feed and the wet, gulping sounds created a new rhythm, one that was even more shameful.
Ava felt the pull between her legs, the need.
Fuck, after all of this time she'd been dry as a desert, dry as a bone and now she was flooded. Ava moaned and plucked her little girl's nipple. She strummed it like an instrument and felt the correlating gush between her legs. She was sure that the back of her skirt had a telltale circle of dampness. Her stockings would be all damp and scented of her pussy's new craving. Her panties would be frothy inside when she pulled them down later.
Her clit wanted to feel Chelsea's mouth. Her folds were warm and milky and she bit her bottom lip to keep the sound in and the words that she wanted more than anything to say. "Please lick me," Ava wanted to beg her daughter. What was happening to her? Maybe it was the weed, maybe it was just that it had been so long since anything felt like this. Ava had never been with another woman, but Chelsea was hardly just another woman, was she?
She wanted to make love to her daughter. Her hand seemed to know the way from her breast to her back to her hip and that wasn't Ava's imagination, Chelsea pushed her ass out once her hand arrived. Ava drew her daughter closer and felt the radiating warmth that came from Chelsea permeate her body. Ava wanted more. She wanted their bare bodies in a heap on the bed and she wanted to give her little girl an orgasm like she'd never imagined. Chelsea closed her eyes and she saw it in technicolor.
The last time that she'd been lost in passion like was with Chelsea's father. What had started as Chinese food for lunch wound up with a smoldering kiss that made her drip down her inner thighs. She'd fallen in love with him that afternoon and all at once Ava pushed back. She had to try to protect her heart with all its layers of scar tissue. She whispered, "No," and it might have been to both of them.
Chelsea's forehead crinkled and her green cat eyes grew wide and so very sad. Her liner had smudged underneath and it looked like she had already been crying. Ava felt the stab in her own chest. Look what she'd done, she'd broken a little girl's heart. But this wasn't right, the voice of reason echoed. "What are we doing?" Ava asked her in a trembling voice. "I can't."
She couldn't.
Ava reached for her bra that had been tossed to the floor. She fingered the straps. She was suddenly ashamed to look up and meet Chelsea's gaze, aware of how naked she was. Her daughter's shirt had fallen down once more to cover her breasts and Ava felt a twinge of regret that she hadn't really seen them well enough to call them to memory later. She'd try though, later when she would masturbate to her beautiful dark haired daughter.
"Mom," Chelsea squirmed closer. She was still in Ava's lap and their bodies were still sealed together. Her daughter clasped her face with two small hands and looked Ava in the eye and Ava felt her lower lips respond to Chelsea's breath on her face. "It's just love," she said.
That was an answer straight from her father's repertoire.
The kiss was so sweet. Chelsea's velvet mouth was indescribably soft and her feather light lips lingered on Ava's top lip. Then her daughter placed a whisper of a kiss to her bottom lip, almost as if Chelsea had tasted Ava's nipple and now wanted a sample of every bit of her. "Mommy," Chelsea murmured into Ava's open mouth before her small, slick tongue licked Ava's bottom lip. She was like a curious kitten and the soft weight of Chelsea's body in Ava's lap made her tremble and the feel of her daughter's mouth made her gasp.
God, she had lost herself like this once before but it had been, for a bright, shining moment, it had been everything.
Ava's tongue met Chelsea's and the women moaned in unison as their hands curled in the other's hair. With her lips open, Ava took Chelsea's breath once more and this high was far more intense than the smoke. This was a slow entanglement and Chelsea's tongue was hot and small and her daughter's scent was a taste that Ava hungered for.
When their mouths parted, Chelsea whimpered, "Mommy please," in the smallest voice. It was a voice that ran down Ava's body and slipped into her panties. It was a voice that made her shiver. Please, as if she could refuse this beautiful girl anything.



"Where is your bed?" Ava asked, hoarse and parched; she needed Chelsea's wet mouth to quench her.
Her daughter laughed and drew Ava's fingertips to her mouth and kissed them with delight in her eyes. "Come with me," she said and rose to her feet. Chelsea walked backwards and never took her eyes off Ava. Ava felt fairly certain that this was one more sign of the enchantment that she was under.
The bedroom was on the other side of the French doors. As Chelsea opened the door, a waft of the same scent that Ava smelled in her daughter's hair caught her nostrils. Christmas lights had been hung along the line between the wall and ceiling and Ava watched the light pattern cascade down the walls. It looked like fairies had been there.
The round bed at the center of the room was a pile of different pillows and it looked like something out of Arabian nights. Ava found it fitting for her daughter, the black haired concubine that charmed and seduced. Chelsea led her by the hand to the bed and pulled Ava down with her into the soft center.
They kissed again and this time, Ava was on top of her. She crushed her daughter to her body and pressed her needy, dry breasts into Chelsea's chest as their tongues came together. Ava sucked Chelsea's tongue into her mouth voraciously. With the taste of her flesh came the thought, the hunger.
She wanted to taste this sweet, young girl between her legs.
Ava's hands shook as she moved them down Chelsea's body. Slowly her fingers moved to the bottom of Chelsea's gray tee shirt once again. "May I?" she waited for permission with anxious, twitching fingers.
Her daughter thrust her chest out, as if to tease Ava with her plucked, fat nipples. "Please," she whispered. Ava slowly tugged the tee shirt up, peeled it up over her shoulders. She bared Chelsea's breasts, her chest and finally her neck before she tossed the tee shirt on the floor.
"Oh god," Ava sighed as she luxuriated in the sight of Chelsea's perfection. Two soft yet firm, perfectly round breasts and her dark red nipples were pointed, little buds that looked thirsty for Ava's wet mouth. "My beautiful girl," Ava said as her fingers delved along the wrinkled, warm flesh. She moved, Ava shifted her weight and her hips and most importantly, her mouth to Chelsea's décolleté.
She paused, it was a heady thought to be there, almost kissing her daughter's creamy skin but she waited. Ava had never made love with a woman before and she wondered if she knew how.
Ava decided that she would just touch and kiss Chelsea exactly as she herself ached to be touched and kissed. She would worship and ravish and absolutely adore with tongue and fingers and express all the love and longing that she felt in her soul for this mysterious girl with her lips. Ava pressed a closed mouth kiss to the sweltering flesh between her daughter's breasts. Then a longer kiss on one pointed nipple, followed by an open mouthed kiss with her tongue.
Chelsea watched. They looked each other in the eye as Ava licked her dark cherry colored bud. "Mommy," her daughter mouthed the word, and pushed her hips up. She pressed her body into Ava's. They burned together. The damp heat between them melted Ava and her tongue flickered and delved along Chelsea's delicious ridges until Ava couldn't help herself. She had to suck.
Ava hummed with pleasure as she suckled Chelsea's bud. Her daughter shuddered under her and touched her other breast. Chelsea cupped it and toyed with the pulsing, red flesh. Chelsea was horny, Ava thought as she gulped and lapped. Her daughter touched herself just like Ava did when she was desperately in need.
As infrequent as that had been, Ava gushed now. Her panties were soaked through and if Chelsea felt anything like she did, Ava didn't want her darling girl to go without one more second. She rose up and placed her right hand between her daughter's legs. She boldly cupped her mound over her ripped jeans like it was the most delicate flower. It sounded so dirty to say it but there was no stopping herself. "I need to touch you here," Ava said in a husky voice. She panted as her fingers moved along the saturated crease in her daughter's jeans. Chelsea was a river of want. She was soaked through and when Ava eased her hand back and forth, her daughter cried out.
They moved together, hands and hips and bodies, they moved together in perfect harmony. They moved together as if they'd known each other a lifetime ago, as if they'd always been lovers. Ava couldn't explain it but she could strip her beautiful daughter bare naked and feast on her with all of her senses.
Chelsea pushed her hips up to help Ava remove her skin tight jeans. Ava giggled and sat back, mesmerized by the easy rocking, back and forth of her daughter's hips. She was perfect everywhere. Her hips were slender but flared just above the top of her thighs. Ava took over once Chelsea's jeans were at her knees and she eased them off her calves. Her legs were newly shaved and felt like satin. Ava rested her face on one as she looked up.
Legs for days. Chelsea had long, silky smooth and perfectly pale legs, legs made for touching and kissing. Ava wondered if her daughter liked to be touched behind her knees and let her fingers wind their way, like a path on a treasure map. Ava passed her nails up the backs of both her knees and Chelsea closed her eyes. "How did you know?" she asked her mother.
Ava repeated the gesture and felt Chelsea quiver under her. "Because," Ava's answer was simple. Because they were cut from the same cloth, lost pieces of the same puzzle and now that they had been found, they fit perfectly
Chelsea was wearing panties, which Ava found surprising as she moved her hands up and along Chelsea's inner thighs. Somehow it seemed that if her free flowing daughter was braless that she ought to be commando as well. The panties were purple, cotton and had a unicorn blazoned across her mound. Ava smiled at the unicorn and reached up to pet it. She stroked the unicorn under its chin, right where the line parting her daughter's lower lips were. "My little girl," Ava murmured as she ran two fingers along the line. It was killing her not to snatch the panties off. In spite of never having tasted another woman, Ava was desperately hungry for her daughter's deliciousness now and wanted to have all of her naked. But as she watched Chelsea melt into her caress, Ava knew to take her time. When she touched herself slowly like this and let the need build and build until she was ablaze, what happened afterwards was quite magical.
"My little love," Ava whispered before she lowered herself down. Her daughter was like warm putty in her hands. Chelsea was moldable, almost liquid this close to her and Ava clasped her arms around Chelsea's taut waist. So small, so delicate and so deliciously female, she held her daughter in what should be a maternal embrace but she knew where her hands needed to be would make this anything but motherly. Ava's face was in Chelsea's wild, black curls and she pushed her hair up to get at the ribbon of silky skin along her neck. She could smell her here. She could smell Chelsea's shampoo and her warmth; an intoxicating concoction and Ava was drunk on it instantly. She inhaled deeply and pulled Chelsea even closer. "My god, you're beautiful," Ava panted in her daughter's ear.
She was a mouth and hands and Chelsea writhed in her arms. Chelsea pushed her hips from side to side and thrust her bare breasts into Ava's needy hands. The girl melted under her embrace and somehow, the knowledge that Chelsea was lover and daughter all in one made it filthy and wonderful all at the same time. Ava whispered her plan into the soft place where Chelsea's neck met her shoulder. "Mommy just wants to touch you under your panties, little girl," it sounded so perverse and yet Chelsea whimpered in delight at the words. "Can I?" she asked for permission but was certain that if it were denied, she would have to take her daughter either way.
She was too far gone to stop now.
Chelsea pushed her bottom up and brushed it against Ava's wet spot in the front of her skirt. "Yes, oh please," her voice was a little girl's, so small and so innocent and Ava slipped her fingers inside the unicorn panties and felt the heat that awaited her there.
Ava's index finger traced the line between her lips once more but this was on her bare flesh. Her daughter was downy, soft here, under her panties. Her hair was like silk and there was a river of desire here to meet her. Chelsea had soaked her panties just like Ava and her daughter cried out in delight as Ava followed the line of her juicy, round pussy lips, individually, until she brought her middle finger down the center as well. With two fingers, Ava burrowed between her daughter's liquid folds and her wetness made a sound as she slipped her fingers along her inner lips. She was so hot and open wide, she was a cascade of juice until Ava found Chelsea's clitoris.
"Oh god," her daughter moaned.
Oh god was right, Ava thought as she kissed her daughter's neck up to her hairline. Chelsea's clit was large and stood up for Ava to pet. "Oh, honey," Ava whispered as she circled it and marveled at the wonder of her pulsing bud. "You're so perfectly made. I love touching you," she confessed. Ava did. She'd never felt another pussy and now that she was free to explore her daughter, it was a wonderland. It was a slippery valley and a river of heat and every little touch made her daughter rock back and forth and give herself over to her mother's sweet caress.
Ava moved her left hand up to Chelsea's nipples and used her right to sweep carefully, slowly and with just the right rhythm, across and back and around the beautiful girl's pounding clit. Chelsea sighed and moved her hips in time. She whispered, "Yes, oh god yes, Mommy," all the while as if there was nothing else to say.
Her daughter was a puddle in Ava's hand. Chelsea was a juicy peach on her fingers. Her clit was a hot blossom, ripe and ready and Ava picked up the tempo with her two fingers. She plucked her daughter and played with her as she would her own clit. She touched Chelsea just as she would touch herself, the way Ava knew that she'd masturbate to her daughter again and again and again.
Chelsea's eyes were large and hungry and Ava wanted to satisfy her daughter's every desire. Ava bent closer and watched as her breasts dangled and her nipples brushed Chelsea's mouth. It was so deliciously wicked to do this. She wanted to breastfeed Chelsea, to give her her heart's desire and all the while Ava touched her lovely girl's simmering, wet pussy.
Chelsea seemed to understand and took Ava's invitation. Her daughter caught one nipple in her mouth and sucked her mother. Her eyes were wide open now as Ava circled her pulsing little bud. Her daughter was frothy and her body vibrated under Ava. Chelsea moaned as she sucked and suddenly the spasm gripped her body and her inner thighs clamped together.
She sucked and came in Ava's hand. She came and shuddered and bucked her hips for her mother. Chelsea never stopped drinking Ava. Ava felt her beautiful daughter's orgasm and the waves of Chelsea's pleasure wound up from her hidden places into Ava's fingers. She shared her heat and her longing and her mouth was lax and loose now on Ava's nipple as she melted into the climax.
Ava's arms trembled and she sank to the bed. She brought her hand up from her daughter's panties and saw the clear liquid that slowly dripped down her fingers. She had to taste it. Ava stared at her hand as if the remains were a secret elixir, something magical. "Honey," Ava murmured before she licked her middle finger. Actually, honey was the perfect word. Her daughter's cum tasted sweet and had a deeper, musky undertone. The liquid clung to Ava's tongue, a tease, a wet, juicy reminder that Ava had never gone down on a woman before.
Now it was all she wanted to do.
Ava let her tongue linger on her finger and she salivated for more. She drooled a little on her chin as she tasted Chelsea again. "You taste delicious, darling," Ava let her know as she wiped a little leftover cum on her daughter's full, bottom lip. It shone there, illuminated by the glow of Christmas lights. Ava groaned as Chelsea darted out her tongue to lick it up.
Ava set her sticky fingers on the edge of Chelsea's panties, right on the bit of purple lace that touched the top of her thighs. She was so close. Ava asked something that no mother should ask. "Can I take your panties off, sweetheart?" She was too far gone to stop now, too lost, too in love.
Chelsea only smiled and nodded and the look in her eyes was a heated lust that Ava remembered from long ago. The unicorn panties came off easily and the center of the fabric was hot and slippery. The underwear came down and Chelsea's legs were satin but nothing mattered but the place her daughter's thighs met.
Ava held Chelsea's legs, one in each hand and whispered, "baby," again and again. With every kiss that she pressed, she made her way up. There was one to her knee, one to her calf and one to the middle of her thigh as Ava settled between Chelsea's legs. Finally there was a kiss to Chelsea's mound. It was a butterfly kiss, a lover's tender kiss and one more whispered, "baby".
Chelsea was so perfectly made. Her pussy lips were small, yet full and voluptuous and wide open, inviting Ava to partake. Her scent was sex and warmth and a young girl's sugary taste. Her dark hair was curly and thick and soapy with cum. Her daughter's thighs trembled when Ava kissed her on the damp hairs that curled right above her part. Ava kissed softly down the line that she had only touched before and she was instantly drunk on Chelsea.
Ava's eyes wandered over Chelsea's perfection and her mouth had to follow. She parted her daughter's lips with the tip of her nose and inhaled and the wetness lingered on her face. Ava knew she'd be coated with Chelsea's juices and couldn't wait. Ava's tongue slipped from her lips to her daughter's flesh and she began her worship with hot breath and a sinful tongue
Chelsea watched, Ava could feel the pull of the girl's gaze without even looking. One look though and the twinge Ava felt was undeniable. Her own clit responded to Chelsea, it ached for Chelsea. Ava looked back down at her daughter's clitoris. It was large and erect, it was a cherry red, pulsing thing of beauty. It was much larger than Ava's own tiny, hidden pearl. Her daughter's clit was the size of the tip of Ava's thumb and it strained for Ava's attention.
Ava felt the strands of her saliva string and puddle on Chelsea's body. She was simply ravenous and couldn't wait one more second to give her little girl head. Her tongue bathed slowly from bottom to top and Chelsea's body quivered in response. "Mommy," she whispered and Ava licked her once more. "Mommy," Chelsea cried out with a gasp. Ava left her tongue there on the tip of her bud and flicked her tongue over and around her daughter's needy place. "Mommy," Chelsea sounded as if the air was being sucked out of her and that was exactly what Ava intended to do; suck her sweet daughter.
Ava made a circle with her lips and lapped up Chelsea tenderly between them. Her nub was on fire and just the sensation of her mother's mouth on her there made Chelsea shake. "What are you doing to me?" her daughter whispered in wonderment and her hips eased back and pushed her forward. Ava sucked and licked and tasted her beautiful daughter and her errant fingers couldn't keep away and why would she stop herself now? As soon as her index finger slipped through her daughter's swollen lips, it sought out her heat and followed the gush of fluids to her entry.
Ava licked and bobbed her head up and down. She kept the pressure and the tempo to match her racing heartbeat. Her daughter's inner thighs shook as Ava gulped and when the finger slid inside, Chelsea took it down to the second knuckle in one quick movement.
More.
Her lovely daughter needed more fingers and more fucking, Ava knew it instinctively as she felt the flood of her daughter's need saturate Ava's palm. She kept her mouth steady and licked the full length of Chelsea's clit while she gave her lover another finger.
She could feel Chelsea dance inside as she fingered her. Ava's own body moved to the beat and she rubbed herself against Chelsea's thigh. Ava humped her like a dog in heat as she greedily gulped down mouthfuls of Chelsea's juice
"Please, oh god, oh yes," Chelsea's voice was parched and dry and Ava looked up to see her lovely face as she worked her fingers and mouth. Chelsea was even more radiant like this. Her daughter was a breathtaking angel with innocent eyes full of love and tenderness. Ava wanted it all, every bit of the girl's love as well as her hot, sticky spray.
Chelsea let go with a sob and Ava tasted it on the roof of her mouth at the same time she felt her daughter shudder inside and clamp down on her fingers. Chelsea was coming, coming hard and squirting her sweet, milky pleasure into Ava's mouth. They both melted into sighs while Ava gulped down everything her daughter gave and felt the girl's cum trickle down her chin. Ava filled her belly with cum. The warm sensation of having been sated and taken care of was delicious and comforting all at the same time. It was something Ava had never felt before.
Chelsea wrapped her legs around Ava and drew her in. She hugged Ava with her thighs and calves. Her little girl wrapped her small fingers in Ava's blonde hair and said in a sleepy voice, "Oh my goodness."
They slipped their arms about each other and began a slow, easy back and forth kiss. This was no longer desperate, this was an easy taste of the other as the waves of Chelsea's orgasm eased back and ran their course. Ava felt the puddle between her daughter's legs, it was scented of her and of Ava and their slick bodies. "Sweetheart," Ava pushed her black coils from Chelsea's face and touched her cheek. "You are," Ava began, so many words, so many things. Her daughter, her lover, her past and her present. "Magnificent." Ava concluded.
"Thank you," Chelsea said with a shy smile and Ava didn't know her but she already knew that the girl was rarely shy. "I never imagined this when I thought about meeting you," her daughter touched Ava's mouth with just her pinky. "I'm so glad you came to see me." Chelsea ran her fingers over the waistband of Ava's matching beige skirt and giggled, "you're still almost dressed."
She was and she was a mess underneath. Ava held Chelsea's hand and brought it to her lips to kiss. God, it was so easy to love her. Ava couldn't help but wonder if that was what she'd really inherited from Jeff's DNA, the capacity to enchant, to overwhelm? Or was it just their similarities? Was Ava falling for the female version of her long lost love?
Too much thinking, she gulped and kissed Chelsea's hand once more. Too much thinking was what had ruined it back then. She'd drained the life out of it and then ached to have the magic back for so many years. She wouldn't do that again, Ava thought to herself, she'd relish every succulent moment and for now, the only thing to know was that her skirt and stockings must be removed.
"I can fix that," Ava replied to Chelsea and reached behind her to draw down the metallic zipper tab. She quickly pushed it all the way to the bottom. Ava paused before peeling down the damp fabric. This meant that Chelsea would see it all. She'd see every bare inch of Ava and Ava no longer felt carefree when naked like she had when she was Chelsea's age. In fact, she hardly ever was completely naked and no one seemed to mind the absence.
It was a day for being brave though and Ava pushed the skirt over her hips. The stockings were tan and the support elastic sucked in her belly. One tug at the waistband and Ava felt the relief. She was finally freed and the air rushed back into her lungs. Her doughy middle bulged and rested on the top of her thighs.



Chelsea reached for her with both hands and cupped her fleshiness. She smiled and looked Ava in the eye. Words were no longer necessary, they both knew that gesture meant that was where Chelsea had come from. It was where she had begun, where she had been made and Ava remembered that she had been made with so much love.
A love like this, Ava thought as she rolled the stockings down her thighs. There was only the saturated panties left and Chelsea sat up and tugged them down over Ava's ass impatiently, as if Ava had kept her waiting long enough.
Ava climbed out of her panties and felt the heat from her daughter's body right between her legs. It was a caress, it was a sweltering tease that followed the gush of Ava's fluids down her legs. She melted in Chelsea's arms. She was on top of her daughter and her arms were curled around the girl's neck. "Mommy, you're so beautiful and soft," Chelsea cooed and pressed her damp pubic hair against Ava's freshly shaved mound.
Ava slipped up and back and the feel of flesh on flesh was magical. Her daughter's silky hair between Ava's thighs, the touch of her slippery lips on Ava's, most importantly, losing herself in Chelsea's eyes as they rubbed together was hypnotic. "So are you, my love," Ava murmured and caught the tip of Chelsea's finger between her lips and sucked once more. All of her, every inch of Chelsea tasted delicious.
"Have you been with a lot of women?" Chelsea asked. Her lovely cheeks were pink, her skin was flushed from the orgasm and she glowed.
Ava gulped hard. It was time to confess, time to spill another secret. "I've never been with a woman, honey," Ava said and noticed that in spite of lack of experience, she hadn't stopped moving her hips. Chelsea's legs seemed to naturally wrap around Ava's ass and their bodies acted purely on instinct.
"Really?"
Ava moaned as she thrust and Chelsea's pubic hair tickled her tiny, erect clit. The fingers of delight spread from her most sensitive place and tingled, nerve by nerve, throughout her body. "Really," she answered with a sigh.
"Just me?" Chelsea asked wistfully.
Ava drew closer. Their breasts were pressed together and their hips were sealed with wetness and longing. Every word was a ripple of hot breath, a kiss, a tantalizing caress. Her daughter's heavy lidded eyes were illuminated by the lights and the shadows on her face hid her mouth away. Ava had to find it with her tongue. "Just you," she whispered and let her tongue wander along her daughter's upper lip. Perhaps it was because she had just realized it herself, but Ava had to tell her, "only and always you, little girl."
"Oh yes," Chelsea reached Ava's face and clasped her cheeks and gave her most radiant smile. "Mommy, lay down," her daughter turned Ava's body easily, Ava was clay for her artful fingers and far too lost to do anything but whatever her daughter wanted. Chelsea was on her knees and Ava's head was on the pillow now. Her hands reached up, hungry to draw Chelsea near once more. They couldn't be close enough. "That's it," Chelsea whispered and scooped her tumble of black hair to cascade down her left shoulder. It was a waterfall of inky, loose tendrils, a place to get lost in. Her daughter told her to, "lay back and let me taste you, Mommy."
It sounded so perverse. Ava felt her cheeks, they were warm and flushed and she should be ashamed but she wasn't. In fact, Ava didn't give a damn about anything but feeling her daughter's mouth on every inch of her body.
Chelsea sank to the bed and locked Ava in her embrace. She kissed Ava's neck. Chelsea's little tongue touched Ava's pulse and she heard herself beg, "yes," as Chelsea sucked just a little too hard there. Would she leave a mark, a sign, proof of what Ava had spent the day doing?
Ava didn't care.
She felt the tremor of need run down her body as Chelsea made her way to Ava's shoulder. Then a trail of kisses along the inside of her arm, all the way to Ava's fingers. Her daughter was sampling and savoring Ava, little licks and sighs, kisses and nibbles of Ava's body. It was as if her daughter had to know her this way, after all this time.
Chelsea hovered over Ava and her tumble of curls caressed Ava's side as Chelsea sucked and kissed Ava's round belly. Then her mouth moved up the middle of her stomach to the crease under Ava's breasts. Then her daughter pressed her mouth to the place where Ava's heart beat like a drum and their eyes locked.
Yes it was love. Ava didn't have to say a word, it pulsed from every cell, every bit of flesh, every touch. Chelsea groaned as she made her way down, over Ava's billowy belly roll, to her mound. "Mommy," her daughter murmured and pressed a hundred kisses there. They were soft, reverent, closed mouthed kisses with her sticky little lips. Chelsea burrowed her head there between Ava's thighs. She was home.
"Oh my darling girl," Ava shuddered as Chelsea's hot mouth lingered along her bare lips. Her daughter's breath there stirred the need, all of the needs. Everything that Ava had never known she wanted pulsed there, just below the surface. "Kiss me, please " Ava begged the girl between her legs. All she wanted was to feel Chelsea's tongue slip and slide, back and forth, over her aching clit.
Ava let out something like a sob as her daughter did exactly that. It was uncanny how Chelsea read her mind, or perhaps it was something deeper than that, something down in their shared DNA that made the ache so overwhelming. One touch of Chelsea's tongue, just the dripping tip, applied to Ava's ripe bud and she knew that she'd cum and cum over and over for her daughter.
Chelsea drew Ava's ass up with both hands. It was as if she'd made Ava a cup and she had to drink from her. Chelsea's tongue made a circle around Ava's clitoris and then another and another and Ava quivered with every lick. She felt her hips take over, they couldn't stay still even if she'd wanted them too.
She fucked Chelsea's face.
The longing inside grew with every lap and Ava felt the flood of her need drip to the bed as she pushed her hips up and she begged for more. Chelsea was thirsty for more. Sucking on her mother's empty nipples hadn't been nearly enough and when her little girl wrapped her around Ava's clit and pulled it into her mouth, Ava felt the first gush of cream. That was the hot milk that she had for Chelsea, the hot, creamy goodness of pleasure that burst forth from deep inside. Ava cried out again and again as the orgasm broke open and spilled and dribbled and spurt from deep inside. She came from a long forgotten place; a wet, hidden place that left her breathless.
It went on and on, Ava was lost in the pulse between her legs but she knew that she was far from empty.
Ava quivered as her daughter looked up. Chelsea's eyes shone with mischief and her cheeks and chin shone with her mother's climax. "That's one," she whispered before sliding up Ava's body to meld her own dripping crevice against Ava's lower lips. "I love you, Mommy," her daughter murmured before their mouths became one.
Ava didn't hesitate to tell her, "I love you so much, little girl."
Ava tumbled down into Chelsea's embrace and they made love with tongues and they made love with breath. It was a gentle back and forth of soapy pleasure that soaked thighs and sheets. Ava was far away, somewhere between the valleys of pleasure and sleep, wrapped in Chelsea's arms, when she noticed that the Christmas lights were now the only light in a dark room.
Something like an alarm made Ava almost squeal. She slapped a hand over her mouth and she shook her head. It was the whole day, a whole day had slipped by unnoticed and in what seemed to be just a moment. They'd been here, naked and caressing ever since this morning.
Ava had to leave and it was impossible.
Chelsea sensed it with her fingers in Ava's hair and asked in a small, sad voice, "you have to go, don't you?"
Ava went back twenty six years and remembered being that girl in the bed. She recalled watching her lover go home to a life that didn't include her. Suddenly she understood how Jeff must have felt. He was entangled either way. In love with the girl but then, there was the rest of the world that existed on the other side of those French doors. "I do, honey," Ava told her. She tried to smooth down her ruined hair and knew it was hopeless. Her only chance was if she could run past them and get to the shower before she was seen.
She hopped into the skirt and felt it was on backwards but Ava needed to find her panties first. Chelsea pointed to the door, "the rest of your clothes are by the bean bag," she reminded Ava. Oh yes, the bean bag, back when she could have extricated herself from all of this. Now she was going to leave her heart behind with a curly haired stranger who had cast a spell on her.
If she opened the door that meant she was leaving and Ava rushed back to the round bed with both hands out as she sank to her knees. "My love," she called Chelsea before she kissed her daughter on the mouth once more. She opened her lips, just enough to let her tongue slide out and Ava stopped herself. She froze. Ava bit her bottom lip hard, something to remind herself, a punishment that would hurt even more later. If she kissed her like that again, Ava would never, ever leave. "I have to go," she whispered and forced herself to look straight ahead. She told herself, don't look back. Don't stare into those eyes, don't look at those bare limbs that called to her like a siren's song.
It wasn't until Ava felt the chill of the Mercedes upholstery on her bottom that she took a deep breath. She wanted to cry but Ava would do that later when she was safely at home.
***
No one ever called the landline except sales people. When it rang that afternoon, Ava was about to turn the ringer off and wondered why Doug had ever turned it on to begin with? There it was, "J. Schultz" on the caller ID.
Ava sighed deeply.
It had only taken twenty six years to get him to call her. Ava had spent the first few months after the break up, itching to dial his phone. She had craved his voice like a drug, even just hello would have been everything but she had been terrified of hearing the wife instead.
The wife, Ava wondered as the phone continued to ring, could it be her? The woman that Ava had always thought of as her nemesis all these years, the woman who had Ava's man.
Fuck it, Ava finally thought to herself, it couldn't hurt worse than it did right now. "Hello?" she spoke into the receiver and wondered if the wife would be just as frightened to hear Ava's voice.
"Nicely played," said her old lover in an amused tone, "making me wait ten rings."
Ava couldn't help but smile to herself, "Who calls people on a landline now?"
Jeff couldn't help it, his voice was a seduction. It always had been. He spoke as if he were on the pillow next to hers, it was an intimate embrace. "I tried calling your cell but you never answered," he missed her and it made Ava just a little glad to know that.
Ava never answered because she had blocked him. It was more for herself than for anyone else. "So what did you want from me?" Ava asked, the same thing he'd asked what seemed like a million years ago.
He stammered a little, this wasn't like her lover, the wily tongued, smooth talking man with a smile that meant so many forbidden things. "I, I, I guess I just wanted to know if you'd seen Chelsea? She didn't mention you."
Ava covered her mouth, she had to keep that sigh of longing a secret behind her hand. Jeff would remember that sound and its meaning if he heard. "Yes, we saw each other," Ava said in a stiff voice, the flashback was an explosion of sensual imagery. Black hair, tiny fingers, the scent of perfume and weed and sex that mingled on Ava's skin and left behind a residue that had never washed off in the shower.
"And?" he waited.
Oh yeah, that's right, suddenly Jeff didn't have any secrets. His whole life was up for grabs, his wife knew everything. The irony of that wasn't lost on Ava, the original secret.
"And I don't have anything to add," she did but Ava still kept secrets.
"Wow, okay, sorry I asked," Jeff pretended to be wounded. "You're still pissed at me after all this time, aren't you, Ava?" He seemed surprised.
Before meeting Chelsea, the answer would have been you're goddamn right I'm pissed. Now, after those hours spent in the wonderland with a dark haired girl that had her heart, Jeff was just a piece of the puzzle.
Just a fact.
"No, I'm really not pissed," she said with a smile. Ava closed her eyes and wondered what Chelsea was doing at that moment. "I'm glad she knows who we are," Ava let that be the end of it. "I actually have to go though, I've got work to do." It was a lie and lately, Ava had lied a lot. Even more than usual.
"Okay," her lover said with a sigh and sounded like he wanted to keep her on the phone but he'd run out of ways to do that. "Well, call me sometime and we'll go get lunch," he said in his pillow talk voice.
There had been so many years where Ava had longed for that invitation. She found herself laughing before she could hang up. "Yup, sure thing," she told him in a high, lilting voice. She had just lied again but who was really keeping track?
Ava pulled a bottle of Cabernet from the wine rack and carefully cut the paper off with a paring knife. She closed her eyes and drifted back to the bedroom, as she had so often over the last five days. Ava plunged the corkscrew down into the cork and twisted to open the wine. She was drinking in the afternoon again but that wasn't so unusual.
Having hard nipples while sitting at the dining room table was unusual though, or at least it had been up until the magical day spent at Chelsea's loft. Since then, Ava's dried up husk of a vagina couldn't stop dripping. She couldn't stop touching herself either and there was only one face that she saw when she did.
It's just love, Ava reminded herself.
"You want to go get Chinese?" she sent the text and it seemed as if she and Chelsea were midstream in a conversation that had never ended. Ava decided that felt right considering all the things she had to say. It was a gamble and Ava could almost hear dice rolling back and forth.
Seven come eleven, there was nothing else to do but hope that it was a hello again instead of a goodbye forever.
The answer came almost immediately, "definitely."
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It was almost the perfect way to end a very productive day, Michael thought as he poured two fingers of scotch and took a seat in front of the fire. They had finally gotten the okay for the new casino in Greek Town, so all the back room deals with the city council would finally pay off. Fucking politicians were worse than gangsters. Also the newly renegotiated deal with the distribution company for their porn was a long term win. The old timers might not understand the legalities but they all understood money. All in all, business was beautiful. They were up over twenty-five percent from last year at this time. Eventually, the porn business was going to be even better than the whore business. There were bigger profits and less exposure. However, Michael smiled to himself as he looked over his handiwork, right now the whore business still had its perks.
At the moment, two of those perks were staring at him, waiting for the next command.
He'd always enjoyed his library, even if he rarely took the time to read. Michael liked the room itself, with the large casement windows overlooking the patio. He liked the stone fireplace as well. When he first saw the rolling library ladder, he could see the practicality although tonight, it was finally being used to its full potential.
To his left was Candy, although she looked like she was the type to spell it with a K or an I at the end. Candy was a bony blonde with wobbly, fake breasts and a spray tan. Since Michael found all of those traits to be disagreeable, he had secured Candy to the rolling ladder. Her hot pink, shiny latex dress was particularly hideous and he'd pulled it up over her tits, both to hide the bad boob job and to humiliate her. Candy was bare underneath and exposed with her ankles bound in leather cuffs to the sides of the ladder. Her blue, fake nails looked like talons, something reminiscent of a bird. Michael watched as she wiggled her claws, anxious to be freed. He had zip tied both hands to a rung overhead.
Candy had a high pitched screech of a voice, also bird like, so Candy had a ballgag in her mouth as well. In her case, some things were better left unsaid.
Between Candy's legs was Irina. She was another bottle blonde with the same skinny stripper build. She was probably a boring bimbo as well but thankfully her English was poor and Irina didn't have much to say. Irina's mouth was busy on Candy's slick cunt and the sound of her lapping up Candy's juices was the most attractive thing about either of them at the moment.
Roz had sent them with an apology. "I know, I know the stripper look is not your thing." Her voice came from an impossible depth. Her laugh was a gasping cough and Michael had to assume it was a result of her two packs of Camels a day habit that she'd had since he was a boy. Roz had continued, "Jazz quit. She's got some crazy fucking idea that the married boyfriend is gonna to leave his wife. And Penny has cramps."
Michael had to ask, "Don't you have any new girls, Roz? Someone with some meat on their bones? I thought curvy was in style now."
"Anything else, boychik?" Roz asked with another raspy cough. "Most of my clients like 'em skinny. That way they don't look like fat, suburban housewives."
Michael had a list, the running list he kept in his head of the girl, the one that he might just be waiting for. At least he would have been if he believed anymore. "Somebody sweet, maybe a little younger..."
Roz had interrupted with a raucous half cough, half laugh, "Let me guess. And a virgin too?"
Michael knew he was being picky and the trouble was he always had been. There were plenty of reasons that he resorted to the company that he paid for. He'd settle for someone that he could talk to, even if it was just to explain the rules. "Who's your best girl then?"
Roz sighed and sounded serious as she explained, "Honey, my best girl is too scared for what you have in mind. She can't be marked up. Then I don't make any money off her. Which means I come up short and I know that you don't love me that much."
That made him sound like a monster. "Really, scared?" What about all these girls who swooned over Fifty Shades of Gray? He thought handcuffs and safe words pretty standard stuff for the younger crowd.
The Madam reminded him, "It doesn't help that your face has been on the news lately, Michael."
The murder charges had been dropped though and a man in his position always had a RICO charge or two pending. It came with the job. "I can't do anything about that, Roz. Goddamn reporters are like fucking vultures."
Roz coughed again, "And why can't you get another nickname? It's not so easy to find girls that want to see "Icepick" Romano, honey."
Michael half wanted to defend himself. Given the situation, he really thought he did the city of Chicago a service getting rid of a piece of shit like that. Yes, technically it was an icepick but it was a tiny, silver cylinder used for chipping away at ice for a proper cocktail. He wasn't a fucking psychopath, it just happened to be on hand, thankfully, to sink into the carotid artery of the assassin that they'd sent. Michael had been pleasantly surprised that the arterial spray had missed him entirely and instead painted the wall with the man's life. It was light weight, easy to wield and easy to hide and since that evening's activities, Michael had kept one on him at all times. Hence the name, hence the consequences of the name.
"That's because I'm cold as ice," he had joked with the old woman. There was that too. His heart seemed to have frosted over. That also came with the job. So did loneliness, Michael had thought as the melancholy settled over him. "Well then, Candy and Irina it is."
So another evening of half-hearted frivolity had begun.
He swirled the remainder of the scotch in his heavy, crystal tumbler and took a drink. Watching Irina on her knees, lapping slowly like a hesitant, little puppy was stimulating. She was scared of him, that was obvious. She also wasn't a full blown lesbian but Michael was sure that it wasn't the first time that she'd buried her face in another woman's twat for money. He couldn't imagine that Candy tasted like her namesake although the bulge in the front of his pants seemed to enjoy watching Irina's skinny hips move in the short, black dress while on her knees.
Michael rose from the leather chair and strolled to stand behind the girls. Irina was distracted by the sound of his shoes on the parquet floor and when she turned to look over her thin shoulder, there it was. The fear in her eyes mixed with the heat. "Stand up for me." He touched her blonde ponytail, it felt like a handful of straw. He watched as she rose to her feet. "Pull up your dress," he instructed. She nodded, her fingers fumbling with the hem. She exposed herself for him like a good girl. Irina had a flat stomach, almost a six pack and Michael could see the valleys underneath both hip bones. "Does it excite you? Licking her pussy?"
Irina bit her lip and nodded. She was lying but that's what the money was for.
Michael's voice was an authoritative whisper, "Take your panties down." Irina was quick about it and her red, translucent underwear were at her feet in seconds. Michael thought he should reward her obedience and murmured, "Touch yourself. Show me," and nibbled her earlobe before taking a step back to watch.
The blonde quickly spread her cunt for inspection. Even though she was physically not his type, she seemed to be naturally submissive and Michael wondered just how far she would go. Irina had tiny, lower lips, demure and girlish and almost innocent looking. Between her lips, her clitoris was large and swollen and it poked its head out and begged for attention. Michael raised his eyebrows as he took a quick mental inventory of what he'd like to do with that fat, juicy clit. Ice, that would do nicely. There was something incredibly erotic about watching ice melt, slowly trickle and drip down his forearm. Wet and numb and oh so in need of a release, maybe he'd let Candy come down from her perch and warm Irina up with her red painted mouth. Whore lipstick on little girl pussy lips was another thing that Michael appreciated and he relished the thought.
Of course, why fuck with a classic?
Candy was dripping and if the whimpers that managed to escape the ballgag were any indication, she was aching to cum. Michael never intended allowing it, she was too repulsive to please. Of the three of them, only he could reach the black riding crop on the highest shelf. Only Michael knew that it was tucked away there, hiding and waiting to strike. When he showed Candy the leather tongue, her eyes, rimmed in coal and blue eyeshadow, grew wider. The noises coming from the gag were squelched screams and a ribbon of saliva dribbled off her bottom lip and snaked its way down her chin to her neck. It was the sexiest thing about Candy so far. He smiled as he rubbed the tip up and down her aching bud and watched the terror and the desire collide as both crept down her trembling, inner thighs. "You are friends, aren't you?" he asked Irina.
Candy shook her head no while Irina answered exactly as she should, "Yes, Sir."
"Good girl," he petted Irina's head like he would as dog he was marginally fond of. "Let's see what a good friend you are. On your knees, pet."
Now Irina was trembling and her cheap, clear plastic heels rattled as she dropped into a position to please. "Unzip me," Michael instructed, enjoying listening to the dry gulp from the girl when, with nervous fingers, she opened his zipper. The head of his dick already popped out and a clear river of precum oozed onto her cleavage. "Pull it out, Irina," he told her. Michael was surprisingly erect, given that the girls were substandard. "Now, you're going to suck my cock, Irina and if you do a good job, I'll just tease Candy." He showed the girl on her knees what he meant as he made a slow, seductive circle with the tip of the crop around Candy's engorged clit.
Candy's stomach muscles clenched and it sounded like she cried out "please" but he couldn't be sure.
There was more to this game. "But if you use your hands, or god forbid I feel your teeth, or you just get lazy," he let the crop finish the sentence. A resounding smack of the leather tongue on Candy's little pearl.
There was no mistaking that please. There was also a no, she was begging him to stop but who cared what Candy wanted?
Michael gestured to his flailing erection. "You may begin."
Irina flicked her tongue over his slit and moistened her dry mouth with Michael's salty liquid. Watching her lick and swallow and lick and bob her head was actually quite stimulating but Candy got the crop anyway.
Her muffled sob was loud so Michael was forced to raise his voice. "Your mouth Irina. I'm sure it's not the first cock you've ever slobbered over." He gave another flick of his wrist and there was a shuddering whelp from her companion. "As I said."
Irina began to suck in earnest. Her mouth was wet and as Michael suspected, she was quite talented. She looked up and made eye contact for a moment as she swirled her small, pink tongue around his bulging head. She wanted his approval. Michael returned her gaze and pumped his body just a bit, feeding her. All the while, his crop teasing, flicking, tormenting Candy. The leather nub was coated in the blonde's juices and she trembled as he continued. If given the tongue again, Michael imagined she would cum in buckets.
That time he just spanked her clitoris for his own amusement. That was for the fake tan, goddammit.
Michael heard the knock at the door. "Sorry boss," the voice outside interrupted. It was Paulie. His crew called him boss to his face and Icepick behind his back. "Irv says that it's urgent." Paulie never popped his head in, he relayed the message from behind the door. They knew not to interrupt him in the library. They knew their boss's tastes ran a little more extreme than theirs. Fucking Irv, Michael sighed as his dick softened a little. The man was a natural cock block.
What could be that important at this time of night? Michael carefully tucked himself back in his underwear and smoothed his dress shirt down carefully before he zipped himself. "Ladies, you can take five." Before placing the crop back on the shelf, Michael thought it would be quite interesting to hand it to Irina instead. Would she show Candy mercy and give her the tongue bath that the blonde so craved? Michael suspected not.
Underneath her willing demeanor, Irina was probably a little sadist and the Russian definitely was on the clock. "Now don't go anywhere," he joked to the two escorts before closing the door behind him.
***
Irv Goldin was one of half a dozen attorneys that the Romano family had on speed dial. In this business, Michael needed attorneys for everything. He needed attorneys that set up the companies that laundered his money. He needed at least one or two criminal attorneys. God forbid he got fucked by the IRS, he needed a good tax attorney. Then all of his legitimate businesses needed an attorney just in case some dumb motherfucker decided to sue a mob owned company, like he needed that headache. Then he needed someone who knew all the players and could keep all the fucking attorneys straight. The one who handled the shit that no one was supposed to know. That guy had always been Irv.
When Irv called, it was rarely anything good. Michael grabbed the cell phone and answered, "Irv, kind of late, isn't it?"
The old man apologized, "Michael, my boy, I'm sorry about the late hour. I was in bed myself and if it could wait until tomorrow, I definitely would."
Irv had been calling him "my boy" since he was five years old and used to spin in Irv's office chair while Irv and his father talked business. "So, you've got my full attention."
"It's your daughter, Michael."
Michael swallowed hard. His mouth was dry and his pulse suddenly felt heavy in his throat. His little girl? How was that even possible? "But, she's gone, Irv. You of all people know, she's been gone. She wouldn't even know who I was if she saw me." He trembled just the same.
Irv corrected him, "No, she knows something, Michael and I have a feeling that she's legit." He paused, the man always chose his words carefully. "She had my phone number. She called and left a message with the service after hours. She also knows your name and address so I'd be prepared Michael."
What the hell? Michael was stunned, his mouth remained open, wordless, for a few seconds. Once he could speak, he asked, "How would she have my address? You mean here, the graystone? So what, are you saying that my daughter might be coming," he only breathed the last word, "home?"
Paulie waved at Michael to get his attention and hissed, "Boss, sorry to interrupt."
Michael asked Irv, "can you hold a minute?"
Paulie approached and shook his head. "There's a girl outside. She don't look like your typical girl," he meant like the two hookers tied up in the library. "She looks nice and clean, you know, but she sounds crazy," Paulie was afraid to say. "Boss, she says you'll want to see her. You want me to get rid of her?"
He put up his finger for Paulie to wait and went back to the phone. "Irv, it seems that she does have my address," Michael affirmed.
Irv let out a low whistle. "Okay, my boy. Well, never a dull moment for you, right? First the murder charge is dropped and now you get a visit from your long, lost daughter. Good luck and call me tomorrow."
Michael's breath was shaky as he ended the call. Paulie was waiting for further instructions, what to do with the crazy girl in his foyer? "Put her in my office, Paulie," his mind raced. What was she doing here? Was it really her or was this just some bullshit scam and would he really know if it was her? Somebody could have done their homework and decided to break his heart just to fuck him up. That idea seemed far fetched though, not even Irv had people who could break the curtain that the Federal Witness Protection Program had provided.
They'd tried.
Paulie asked, "And what about the other two girls?"
Shit, the two skanks in the library. This wasn't how Michael wanted his little girl to think of him. If it was her, Jesus, she shouldn't think of him as the kind of man who tied up girls that he paid to blow him. Even if he was that kind of man, he shouldn't be with her around. "Get rid of them," Michael told him and Paulie headed toward the library door. "No, get the girl first, put her in my office. I don't want her running into Irina and that fucking faked tan bitch. Then get rid of them."
He needed to wash up and get his hair combed. He needed to look like he hadn't just been doing exactly what he'd been doing. Michael smelled his dress shirt, checking it for Candy's cheap cologne. "Do I get the girls a cab?" Paulie wondered. He seemed to be as nervous as Michael for absolutely no reason.
"I don't care," Michael said with a shrug. His heart flipped in his chest. "Have one of the boys drive them back to Roz. Oh and tip them, okay?" Even if they weren't his type, he always was a generous tipper because Icepick Romano had to be.
He went upstairs to the master bedroom to change his shirt. It was an icy January evening and yet Michael was covered in sweat as if he'd just worked out. His back was coated and his armpits were damp. Michael sat on the bed and rested his head in his hands, he took deep, shaky breaths. He hoped that the nervous stomach would calm itself. He hadn't seen her in so long that it was impossible to picture what the young lady waiting in his office would look like. Had it been fifteen years since Charlotte left? For at least a decade, he had been trying not to keep track, lying to himself that he had forgotten.
That would mean that his daughter was nineteen. No, Michael shook his head as he tugged off the wrinkled shirt, that wasn't right. Her birthday would be coming up in about six weeks. She would be nineteen on Valentine's Day.
He wiped off with a towel and tried to button the new shirt quickly but he was all thumbs. Fuck, he needed to calm down. Better yet, he needed to pull his head out of his ass because as much as he hoped it was her, it was also the oldest trick in the book. It could be the Puerto Ricans, trying to renegotiate and using the lowest of tactics possible. Let him think that his daughter had come home and then, BAM, she whacks him one night in his sleep. These fucking street thugs, they had no respect and they had female assassins. How would he really know until it was too late?
There was just one more reason for the icepick that was tucked away in case of emergencies.
Worse, his daughter could be an informant. She might be a little payback from the FBI for beating another murder rap. Should he put a tie on as well? He looked in the full length mirror and combed the hair back from his temples. If it was his daughter, she wouldn't remember that his hair had been black and now it was salt and pepper, mostly salt on the sides. Didn't all kids think that their parents were old?
Wait, did that mean that Charlotte would be coming back as well? Michael couldn't stop the groan that came with that name. Fuck, that was a thought that almost brought up dinner. Charlotte was the source of all craziness. Everything she touched was like a tornado touched down. No matter how much it hurt after she walked out, life had gotten better since she had left. Whatever shit she had done, she could fucking forget about it. He would never take her back after all that drama. Leave it to Charlotte to get kicked out of witness protection.
Sitting up here on his bed wasn't going to solve anything though. He had to go downstairs and face a little girl and he couldn't remember the last time he was this frightened. Michael made his way slowly down the hall to the winding staircase. He leaned heavily on the railing and took the stairs slowly, he didn't trust his feet. He went left at the bottom and another left to his office door. Michael opened the double doors and there, at the far end of the room, was a sight that took his breath away.



Jesus Christ, when had his daughter blossomed into a woman? No, not just a woman, a goddess. "Hello," he barely got out just the greeting. Once more Michael found himself out of breath as the girl standing in front of the picture window turned slowly and gave him a full one hundred and eighty degree view of her perfection.
"Hi," she said with a bit of a squeak. She didn't seem sure how to greet him either. At first her small hands were at her sides and then she crossed her arms and finally she took two steps forward and then a step back. "Are you Michael Romano?" she asked with some hesitation.
She was voluptuous and petite and even in her high heeled brown boots she only came up to his shoulder. She had always been small for her age. Her jeans hugged her full, heart-shaped bottom and it was a thing of beauty. Michael forced himself to bring his eyes up. The curve of her hips was a dangerous place to set his gaze upon. Looking at her upper body posed just as many problems though. Her breasts were round and ripe and even with a modest, scoop neckline, some things just couldn't be concealed. She was still beautifully pale. Her skin was the color of cream and her pitch black hair was wavy and thick as ever and it almost touched the top of her backside.
It was the eyes though.
Those same eyes had looked up at him with the same expression long ago, it was etched onto his soul. They were soft and innocent and full of tenderness. Dark blue eyes that seemed to carry the weight of the world in their depths. He used to say that they were storm cloud eyes and always felt the gaze was far too serious for such a tiny girl. Those eyes that you could lose yourself in were rimmed with thick, black lashes, the same color as her hair. When she was a little girl, Michael used to tease her that she was going to be a heartbreaker one day.
He had been right.
He'd forgotten to answer her, spellbound once more. "I am," he finally answered. For some reason Michael couldn't reach out for her either. There was no doubt who she was. "You're Rosemary," he finally said her name. It didn't matter that it had been years and years and he'd missed getting to know her. There was no mistaking her. His daughter had come back to him. His little girl who was somehow also the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen.
She seemed worried. Her kissable mouth twisted, "Sorry, they call me Madison. I just found out about the other name a couple of days ago. But can you call me Madison for now?"
Michael Romano knew how weighty a name could be. He'd been born into a name, into a position, that required terrible things; like letting go of someone you loved more than anything in the world. He just nodded, agreeing with her. "And you can just call me," he wanted to say Daddy, like she did when she was little. Except not from those red, full lips, those perfect, curvy lips, those pouty lips that made his cock pulse as if it wanted to greet her. Jesus, she couldn't call him Daddy, he might cum in his pants. His face was hot from a combination of shame and want. "Michael," he concluded. This was awkward for so many reasons. "How did you find me?"
"Can I?" she gestured to the loveseat by the fireplace and Michael nodded, thinking that he could sit next to her. Images of her legs in the boots draped over his thighs came into his mind's eye. He'd unzip them slowly, he'd touch her calves through the jeans and then working his way up to her thighs. Michael made a fist, this was impossible, he told himself as he sat in the wingback opposite her instead. "Well, Mom told me my father died," Madison began in a small voice. She gave him half a smile and showed her Daddy that she still had the dimple that he used to kiss on the left cheek. "So, honestly if I had known that you still existed, I'd have contacted you sooner."
Leave it to Charlotte to still fuck things up in Chicago from whatever shithole town they'd relocated her to. Out loud he said, "Well I'm glad you found out that I'm still alive."
Madison continued, "Mom was doing real bad for the last couple years. I mean, between her liver and all of the pills she was on. I guess you know how she was, right?" Michael did and he could still see Charlotte in his mind's eye, skinny, glassy-eyed Charlotte. "That partying just took a toll."
Michael realized that she was talking about Charlotte in the past tense. There was his heart, it responded to it before the words even came out. His pulse thumped far too loudly as he asked, "Wait, Charlotte's not with you?" It was impossible to keep his voice in the monotone that said it didn't matter anymore.
His daughter looked sad and lost and it broke Michael's heart. Madison's storm cloud eyes glistened with tears as she whispered, "No, Mom died. About six months ago."
"Jesus, honey, I'm so sorry," he told his daughter. Michael bit his knuckles, holding back something that he didn't have a name for. The bitch had lied about everything, including his very existence but at one point in time, he had thought that the sun rose and set on Charlotte. "Was it quick?" he asked for some reason. It was one of those nonsensical questions you ask, as if anyone but the dead could have answered.
She shook her head, "No. It was awful." A tear slid down her cheek and Michael wanted to wipe it for her and then let his fingers linger on her skin. He wanted to hold her close and stroke her hair and whisper his condolences into her thick black sheath that he remembered was impossibly thick and soft. There was no way that he could do that without her feeling the very unfatherly erection he had for her though. "And there was nobody to help," Madison continued. "I mean, I don't even know if I have other relatives," his daughter sounded exhausted. There were relatives, plenty of them. Rosemary actually had a large family tree but she and her mother were dead to them after leaving. Michael had encouraged that line of thinking, it helped with the pain.
"You've been all alone?" he hoped he sounded concerned and not nosy. Michael couldn't help but wonder if there wasn't a boyfriend around; some idiotic teenage boy who was all hands and feet and perpetually hard dick. Someone who definitely didn't deserve his perfect, angelic little girl. He'd been a father again for five minutes and already knew that no one would ever be good enough though, except him.
Madison sniffed and nodded, "I really tried. I mean I've been working two jobs but I just couldn't keep the house payments up. And then Mom had all of these bill collectors calling and," she rubbed her arms like she was cold and he wanted to warm her. "I just want to go back to college. I'm not looking for a handout."
As if he wouldn't give her anything and everything. "Yes, of course, I can take care of that. Don't worry, Madison." He assured her, giving her the assumed name. Michael already knew that he was going to be wrapped around her finger. All it took was a flash of those eyes and a glimpse of her cleavage and she had him hooked. The ice was melting already. "So did the FBI give you Irv's number?" This was more important than he wanted to let on.
Motherfucking FBI couldn't be trusted not to use her. Their luck had run the course with Charlotte, she'd never given them anything helpful obviously but maybe they thought they stood a chance with Madison. Not that it made any bit of difference, Michael could care less how his little girl finally came back to him. Clearly his cock couldn't care one iota if she were an informant.
His daughter curled her upper lip and it reminded him of the face that he made when thinking about law enforcement. "The FBI came to the house when she didn't check in for something. Once they found out she was dead, they told me that the deal was with Mom. No more support, that's what they said. I don't know what they ever gave us," her laugh wasn't amused. "So if you had been looking for me, if you were dangerous," she gulped and trailed off. Neither of them needed her to finish. Fuck, he was dangerous with the dirty thoughts that kept coming in waves. "I found Irv's number and your address in a notebook in the back of Mom's closet. My birth certificate was in there too."
Michael's mind raced a hundred miles an hour. There was so much to ask, so much he needed to know after all this time. He wanted to sit and watch her and study her lovely face and memorize every inch of his beautiful daughter.
Madison yawned and stretched and the blue sweater could hardly contain her succulent curves. She still had tiny hands. Her nails were painted crimson and Michael looked away to keep himself from imagining them on his cock. "You must be tired," Michael imagined that she had an early start from wherever, bum fuck Idaho. He didn't trust himself to reach over and touch her hand, he couldn't trust himself one bit right now. He glanced at his watch. It was almost one in the morning and everything else could wait for another day. "Let's get you to bed, okay Madison? There's a guest room upstairs."
She stood and reached for the backpack that lay on the floor by the loveseat. Michael hadn't even noticed it and wondered, as light as it appeared, if maybe that was all of her earthly possessions. Madison slung the strap over her shoulder as she scooped her black hair over the other. As he walked behind her, Michael studied her cheeks as they wiggled in the back of the jeans. His eyes roamed over her tiny waist and her thick, perfect thighs. By the time they'd taken the three flights of stairs, he was out of breath but not from the exercise. "To the left, there's the bedroom," he told her. There was actually another spare bedroom as well but that was off limits.
God, he'd almost forgotten about his playroom, the hardly ever used playroom. The bed with the black sheets and mirrors on the walls. It had sat empty for quite some time and now. There hadn't been anyone that he'd wanted to bring there in so long. Michael had a flash in his imagination and he could almost hear a little cry as he saw her. His cock ached as the images rolled by. Madison, cuffed to the bed. Madison, blindfolded, her hair fanned out on the pillow beneath her. Madison, as she shivered in ecstasy and yelped in pain. And the beast between her legs, naked, salivating and far too close to losing control, oh god. That was her father, ravishing her.
What the fuck was wrong with him?
Michael chastised himself and shook his head, trying to banish the images from his mind. Fuck, this wasn't going to work. Michael waited as his daughter went inside the bedroom and lay her backpack on the bed with the gray comforter. "The bathroom is to the right and there's a big closet in there." It didn't look like she'd need much more than a dresser drawer but he added, "help yourself."
Madison gave him half an awkward smile. Her eyes were sleepy. "Okay, night Michael," she said in the same little girl voice that she used to when he carried her to bed. Except then, she addressed him as Daddy and the thought of her calling him that again made his cock lurch.
He closed the door to keep her in as much as keep himself out.
***
She was exhausted, weary to the bone really but the last thing she could think of was sleep. First of all, it was the room, Madison thought to herself as she lay in the center of the queen sized mattress. It was like a hotel room, too perfect to be real. There wasn't even a wrinkle on the gray comforter. It was like no one had ever slept here, like it was just for show.
Actually the whole house seemed that way. It was like a museum, cold and lonely. Just like Michael, she decided as she recalled how strange tonight's meeting had been.
Second of all, she threw the covers off and sighed, the sound of Chicago traffic was a constant and would take some getting used to. If she stayed anyway, Madison wasn't so sure this was a good idea.
Michael Romano had looked at her as if he saw a ghost. For a guy who was supposed to be in the mafia, it was weird that he seemed to be almost scared of her. His eyes looked like they might bug out when she talked about her mother, although, she couldn't really blame him for that. Sometimes Mom had been pretty fucking scary.
Things must have ended badly between them for both of them to hate each other like this. Michael couldn't even talk about Charlotte dying and Charlotte had only spoken about Michael in the past tense. What had Michael done so wrong that he deserved death in Charlotte's eyes?
Finally, she wondered what she was doing here at all. It was freezing here and what little clothes she had weren't warm enough. Michael didn't even want her around. He seemed stiff and formal which was weird if he'd been missing her at all. Madison shrugged, it was probably his first time doing this. Maybe he'd warm up. She'd had to deal with instant family plenty of times in the past. Charlotte was quick to hook-up with the next boyfriend and the next and they were all going to be Madison's "new Daddy."
Michael was just the next new Daddy and if he would just help pay for school then it was worth it. Working double shifts at fast food restaurants was not going to cut it if she wanted to get out of Charlotte's shitty life. Hopefully they would get along and get used to each other.
Madison watched the shadows from the headlights play along the ceiling and wondered what her father thought of her. He totally was Charlotte's type. He was tall and she could tell that he was in great shape under the starched shirt. With his dark hair and the brooding eyes, that was the man her mother had fallen for every time. Tall, dark and handsome, but don't forget drama. Charlotte wouldn't have been able to resist the fact that he was a criminal.
Until she had walked out and started a new life anyway.
Madison had to give Charlotte a little bit of credit. Although all of the other fake new Daddies that her mother had picked out for her were assholes, most of them were perverts too. At least Michael was handsome and rich. So far, he was the best Dad yet.
***
After Michael saw Madison off to bed, he prowled the hallways of the graystone and paced like a caged animal. He needed to go work out, something, anything to burn off this volcanic rage that had bubbled up after he'd kept it tampered down for so long. Something to take the edge off this heartache and his throbbing dick, a punishment to his body to free his mind. Fucking Charlotte, she was going to haunt him now. She'd been tucked away in the background for so long, Michael had stretches of days where he didn't even think of her.
It had been so much better that way.
At least it had been better to be so bitter that he could taste it. He wished that he could still wrap his fingers around her throat and shake her, scare the shit out of her maybe. It was better than thinking of her dying like that, wasted away, a rotting shell where his wife had once been.
Michael poured himself a drink a little before three and stared out at the lights on Lake Shore Drive as he remembered the last time that they had spoken, the last argument. He'd felt so guilty for so long and then he'd just felt nothing.
Right after it happened, Charlotte was shaken up. It was to be expected, they all were. The kidnapping was bullshit, Michael had always known that the Columbians would bring her back. At least that was what he'd told Charlotte, mostly to get her to shut the fuck up about it. They hadn't wanted the hellfire of the whole Romano family to come raining down on their little shithole territory in Pilsen. Rafael Ortega had been a scrappy little shit from nowhere and through militant organization, he had taken over the cocaine trade in the neighborhood. He had just wanted a bigger cut. Michael had let him sweat for far too long and taking Rosemary had been a negotiating strategy. One that Michael himself would have done if he thought someone needed to pay their respects.
If it had just been Charlotte in the Mercedes, Michael wondered if he would have even bothered. He was rag bone tired of the all night screaming matches. Rafael had known his weakness, his baby girl, the apple of his eye. That was another story. Rosemary was in the backseat and Michael had caved immediately to get his daughter back.
It was just the kind of fuel that Charlotte liked to throw on the fire. Michael couldn't tell if she were more upset by the kidnapping or that all that Michael had cared about was Rosemary. The fact that Agent Mueller let Michael's wife blow him at the Motel 6 in exchange for information on Romano family business and a little meth was no big deal to Charlotte. The cunt, it wasn't even the first time that she cheated, it was just the worst. Fucking pig, the agent had Charlotte convinced that Michael couldn't protect her.
As if he wouldn't have died for Rosemary.
Then Charlotte disappeared, taking his heart with her. Agent Mueller came by the house and bragged about it. If it had ever been man to man and the douchebag didn't have a badge on his belt and a wire up his ass, Michael would have beat the shit out of him before slitting his throat. He should have died like a pig too, squealing in his own piss and shit. Instead Michael had to listen as Agent Mueller told him that Charlotte had given up the goods and he could kiss his baby girl good bye.
Irv had tried everything to find his daughter. Well, not Irv personally but he knew a guy and that was how those things went. Neither Michael or Irv should know too much about certain things. They'd paid hackers that swore that they could get into the FBI's database. They'd bribed cops, agents, the goddamn limo driver that supposedly took them to the airport. All of it had been a dead end and after two years, Michael begged Irv to stop. He couldn't get his hopes up anymore.
And then she just walked in through the front door.
The sky in the east was warming by then and he knew that he'd need at least a couple of hours of sleep in order to handle what came next. Michael fell asleep quickly and it seemed that the moment he closed his eyes, the dream began.
As he closed the door on the night, he opened his bathroom door and walked into a thick cloud of steam. The white and black marble was hidden in a blanket of mist and it was only the sound of the splashing that guided his footsteps toward the tub. He never took baths, the deep, clawfoot tub came with the house. Who the hell would be splashing in his tub?
She had her hair wound up in a knot on the top of her head and little tendrils had broken free and caressed the back of her neck like his fingers wanted to. "Hi, Daddy," she said in the sweet, little voice that she used to address him with. So innocent, so adorable, "did you miss me?" she asked, looking over her shoulder, her back to him as she washed with the sponge.
Michael trembled as he sank to his knees on the rug beside the tub. "My baby girl, my god I missed you. You have no idea, honey," he reached for her but she moved and he missed. Was she just fog as well?
She turned and Madison's luscious breasts rolled into view. Her areolas were light pink and her nipples were perfect, little stones. Little stones that needed a tongue bath and Michael could hardly keep his tongue in his mouth as he thought of tasting her, just once. "Did you miss me, Daddy? Really?" she giggled flirtatiously, "show me how much."
His whole body vibrated as he realized that there was one obvious way that he could show her exactly what he was feeling at the moment. Michael's fingers were nervous and he fumbled with the belt and then the underwear. When he was finally free, his dick sprang from its hiding place, fully hard, it throbbed and beckoned to Madison. A steady stream of precum dripped from his slit in a slick trail to the tub. It had already lubricated his hand and touching himself hadn't felt this good in ages. "Baby, see how much Daddy missed you?" he groaned. His voice sounded primitive and so perverted. He was in heat, an animal ready to rut. He stared as his little girl in the water, his eyes on hers as he panted and jacked the cock that he'd made her with. "Daddy loves you," he said as he shuddered.



This wasn't going to take long. Michael reached for her hand, so small, so soft, so perfect on his raging hard-on. Holding her palm there as he moved it up and down on his pulsing erection was natural. His daughter stroked him off and it was the perfect way to show her how he'd longed for her. Her breasts were perfectly round and it was far too easy to picture holding each of them and exploring every bit of her with his mouth. His daughter, his own flesh and blood, the sexiest fucking woman he'd ever seen. He said it one more time as the need ran through him like an electric current, every nerve pulsed with want. "Daddy loves you," her hand was making him melt and he was about to burst. His balls were overflowing and drawn up tight. His thighs shook, his hand pumped furiously and he made a sound like a hungry wolf as he let go. Torrents of his creamy cum coated Madison's tiny hand and forearm. She dripped with his milk. There was even more on her luscious breasts and her neck. Michael had even shot some of his load on his daughter's face and rivulets of his semen ran down her skin.
He came to in a panic.
The dream came crashing down around him and Michael bolted out of bed, panting as if he'd just run a few miles. Jesus, fuck, what was happening? He was lightheaded and sat back down on the mattress, shaking from the exertion. He groaned, disgusted with himself. He'd just had a sex dream about his own daughter. Fuck, it was hot too. He never had dreams anymore, especially not good ones. His hand wandered down the front of his body and noticed that he was damp with sweat. When he got to his crotch, it was much more than damp.
He had cum in his sleep. He'd had a wet dream, something reminiscent of crazy adolescent hormones and the girl who brought that out in him was just a few steps down the hall. Michael groaned with his need and then told himself to snap out of it.
After that, he'd been afraid to let himself go back to sleep and it had been almost six when he couldn't fight it anymore. He curled up in the puddle, not unlike the puddle that he'd sleep in if Madison had been in his bed. A puddle of her deliciousness mixed with her father's cum, the two of them sated and glowing, sticky and kissing. He fell asleep holding the pillow like he used to hold her when she'd had a bad dream.
***
He hadn't been asleep long, just enough to be even more groggy than when he'd drifted off. Michael put the readers on that he never wore outside of the privacy of the bedroom and glanced at the alarm clock. It was close to eight and he hardly ever stayed in bed this late. Michael got out of bed and put on the thick, blue cotton robe that he usually wore downstairs, then thought better of it. There was a girl in the house. Well, technically a woman but she'd always be his little girl, no matter how many wet dreams she gave him. Better to have boxers on as well, just in case.
He paused outside the guest bedroom and knocked, "Madison? Honey, are you awake?"
There was no answer and Michael wondered what the protocol was. The last time he'd had a little girl sleeping in the house, her room was his domain. He walked in any time he wanted but now, given her adult status and her very adult body, it seemed like she should be given her privacy. But what if, the starving beast inside his brain asked, what if she slept naked like her father did? Perhaps the sheet would have been partially kicked off and a calf and a thigh, bare and soft, would be exposed. There were white sheets on the bed, the perfect backdrop for all of that creamy skin and the black hair and her red lips ready for a good morning kiss. He didn't trust himself to kiss her properly.
He was already rock hard in the front of the robe. Michael opened the door, "Madison, are you up yet?"
No one was there. The bed was made.
"Shit," he muttered. It was surprising how fast the overly protective fatherly instincts came back. His heart pounded as the hair on the back of his neck stood up. Had she left of her own accord? Had something happened? Goddammit, as soon as he let himself doze off, all hell broke loose. He'd fucking kill whoever let her walk out of here on her own.
Tommy was at the bottom of the steps and Michael barked at him, "Where's the girl that was here?"
Tommy winked and nodded, adjusting himself to indicate that Madison gave him a boner. Yes, of course, he'd have to get used to those kinds of gestures in appreciation of his daughter. Fuck, he was going to hate that. "The hot one? Yeah, she's in the kitchen."
Down the second flight of stairs and around the corner, there was Madison at the breakfast bar. Michael watched her as she spoke to Maria, the housekeeper, in rapid fire Spanish. The girl and the maid both laughed and Michael couldn't help but smile as he watched her throw her head back. Madison had the same belly laugh that he remembered, except her name was Rosemary then.
The sight of her in just the tee-shirt would take some getting used to. Her milky white thighs should be explored slowly with his fingertips. He wanted so badly to feel her shiver under his gentle caress. His daughter noticed him and smiled, "Good morning, Michael."
Madison had a cup of coffee and blew on it before taking a sip. "Good morning," he replied and reached overhead to get his own cup. He asked, "how did you sleep?"
She shrugged, "Okay, I guess. You know, it's different."
"Sure," he understood, it certainly was different, his dreams could attest to that. Michael took a seat next to her and told himself not to look down at her legs. Madison was radiant like this. With the sunlight on her shoulders, she almost seemed to have a halo. Michael liked to think of all the dirty things he'd do to his little angel. "You said something last night about going back to school?"
Madison bit her lip, she was nervous and simply adorable. She nodded. "Yeah, not like you have to pay for it or anything. I can get a student loan. I just need a little bit of a break so I'm not out on the street."
She really had no idea, did she?
He couldn't help it, Michael's hand reached out for her face. Her cheek was velvet and warm and the dimple tugged at his heart strings now just as it had so long ago. "Little girl, I have plenty of money. You know, the only reason I ever stayed in this life was so that I could give you anything your heart desired."
Madison looked worried and twisted her kissable lips. "So it's true? That's not just some of Mom's psycho bullshit?" She seemed shocked that the word had escaped her lips, "sorry, but you know how she was. Even when the FBI guy came over to talk to me, I kind of thought she must have made most of it up."
He sure did remember Charlotte's psycho bullshit. "Yes, it's true." What was happening to him? This was strictly not up for discussion. "I mean, if you're asking if our family is part of a larger syndicate that has ties to organized crime, the answer is yes." It sounded like a lawyerly explanation, something that Irv would tell him to say.
Madison twisted a piece of thick, black hair around her finger. She had also moved one foot to the barstool and the tee-shirt had shifted. Michael could easily look between her legs right now and see what color her panties were if he wanted and he so wanted. Don't you dare, his brain warned him. "So you really are a criminal? Like dangerous, right?"
Only to beautiful, little black haired girls that even in a tee-shirt look like a fairy princess. "I'm not," Icepick Romano lied. He was but then again, Icepick had to lie quite often. "It's not dangerous, as long as we take the necessary precautions." He'd had this discussion with her mother a long time ago and look how that had all blown up in his face. "We have security for a reason," he told her in a matter of fact tone, like everyone had armed guards at their door. The whole house was simultaneously wired for sound and video as well as swept for bugs every other day. Well, not his bedroom and not the playroom, conveniently enough. "And I'll need to know where you are at all times."
"Kind of strict, aren't you?" his daughter looked unsure. Madison was probably used to a long leash with her pill-popping, alcoholic tramp of a mother at the wheel.
Michael couldn't stop himself and once again, he touched her. This time it was just her hair, he ran his fingers through the thick, black mop. He remembered brushing it for her when she was little, but he'd been all thumbs when trying to put in the barrettes and bands and bows that she'd wanted. He smiled, it wasn't really that long ago. "Yes, I am strict, honey. That's because I need to protect you. Besides, Chicago isn't," he trailed off. Wherever she'd been, he imagined some podunk town in the middle of nowhere. "Where have you been?" he'd only been wondering for years.
"Florida, Washington, Arizona, Idaho, Texas," she counted the places on her fingers. "For a while we were in Kentucky," Madison made a face, "I have no idea why. Before Kentucky, California, New Mexico." She stopped but Michael guessed that it wasn't the end of the list, she had just lost track. "You know Mom, fresh start, new man, new town? Especially if she took her lithium."
No, Michael never knew that Charlotte. It was a shitty thing to do to Madison. After taking her away from the only home she'd ever known, to not give her any roots, no security? "Well Chicago isn't some little hick town in Kentucky," he told her. Madison's hair was so soft and a waft of her fruit flavored shampoo hit him as he continued to touch her. Michael bet that Madison smelled sweet and girlish all over her body. "So you'll have protection and I'll know where you are at all times. And when you need to go somewhere, you should have a driver."
"You mean I'll live in a castle and have a limo driver?" she giggled. "Like a princess? Why did we ever leave?"
That was a much longer conversation. There was one more thing, "and for now, I think it's better if we don't tell anyone that you're my daughter."
"Why?"
For a million reasons. Because the only one who even knew she existed anymore was Irv. Because guys could be turned by asshole cops and use whatever leverage they could get their greedy hands on. Because if the shit went down and somebody tried to kidnap his daughter again, or god forbid, something worse, he'd never forgive himself. To Madison, he just said, "I think it's better for now. Just tell people I'm your guardian, okay, honey?"
She nodded, agreeing but he could tell she was still a little frightened. Her eyes were somber and she looked like she'd just seen a monster somewhere and needed to sit in her Daddy's lap. "Can I ask you something, Michael?"
"Anything, little girl," Michael loved saying it even though it was perverse to call her that, given the fact that his dick throbbed with each syllable.
"So if it's not dangerous, why was this in the kitchen this morning?" Madison had reached behind her and pulled out the black leather ballgag. Her finger was on the red, rubber ball. "Is this for torture or something?"
Fucking idiots, they were supposed to clean up from the hookers and get rid of every trace. Michael's face was hot, he was embarrassed when he told her "no, Madison, it's not for torture." Although, he guessed it could be and Paulie sure had it coming after this oversight.
"Then what's it for?" She must still be able to read his expression, something she'd been uncannily good at when she'd been younger. "Wait, I think I figured it out," she said with a sly smile. Madison licked her upper lip and his cock dripped in response. She slipped the red ball between her lips and held the leather around the back of her head. She wiggled her eyebrows at him suggestively and he couldn't help but laugh.
She'd always had comedic timing. "Yes, that's exactly what it is," Michael chuckled and shook his head. He was fucked, how could he keep his proclivities from her? Better question, how could he want anyone else but Madison? His daughter took the gag off and put it in his open hand. "Sorry you had to see that. It was from last night."
Madison was definitely flirting with him. That had to be it, when she leaned in and whispered, "kinky."
On the other hand, how the hell would she even know what kinky was? Visions of the imagined boyfriend loomed again and Michael decided that she better not know. "What do you know about kinky, little girl?"
She was the one who was blushing now, "I read the Fifty Shades of Gray books. I know all about it."
Michael rolled his eyes, "If you're going to read something kinky, at least read a classic. Stay right there," he sounded gruff as he pointed at her. Rising from the barstool and adjusting his robe, he strolled down the hallway to the library. He should check to see what else the dumbasses had left behind now that his impressionable daughter would be snooping around.
Everything else seemed to be in place as Michael checked for any cuffs or zipties. One long glance at the ladder and he had to adjust his cock. It was far too easy to picture Madison tied there, wearing something adorable with easy access. Perhaps a short skirt with flowered panties? He bit his knuckles to keep the groan inside. This was excruciating. He grabbed the book he was looking for and smiled as he returned to the kitchen. Torture was what made the book he had picked for her so perfect.
"Here," he slid the leather bound volume across the marble countertop. "You always liked to read and I guess this is," Michael paused. Kinky, erotic, he could so easily imagine her turning the pages with one hand and exploring her curves with the other. God, if he walked in on that, there'd be no stopping him. "Educational," he finished.
Madison twisted her round lips and he wanted to bite them. "Hmm, The Story of O. Sounds interesting."
Michael didn't know how much longer he could control himself. His daughter was only wearing a tee-shirt and her nipples had just appeared under the fabric. "Don't you have anything else you could wear?" He hadn't meant to sound so impatient, but what the fuck? His dick was pleading for a release, in spite of the huge orgasm he'd had in his sleep.
She shrugged, "Like what? I just have the backpack, Michael. There wasn't much time. I was getting evicted after the foreclosure."
If he couldn't show her what she was doing to him, if he couldn't walk to her side of the breakfast bar and guide her hand into the opening of his robe and let her feel how her father's cock ached for her. If he couldn't even trust himself to kiss her on the forehead and welcome her home. Hell, if he couldn't trust himself with her at all really, at least he could at least do some of the parenting that he'd missed out on. "Then put on whatever you've got because I'm going to take you clothes shopping."
***
The Glasgow, Kentucky police had put a padlock on the door and posted the official foreclosure notice in the window but that didn't matter to him. He'd never met a lock he couldn't pick. With his small knife, he felt for the niches and was inside in under three minutes.
The house had always been a dump but now, abandoned and shut up like this, it was far worse. The scent inside was sickening. No one had remembered the garbage on their way out and the air was thick with warm rot. Clothes were strewn on the floor and he made a mental note to come back and sift through them when he had more time. He might find a memento or two..
He'd lost track of them a while back, somewhere in Arizona the trail had grown cold. It was difficult work without the Bureau's resources and he had Charlotte to thank for that. Once she had discovered that all of his promises were for shit and this story had no happily ever after, she'd turned him in to his superiors. She wasn't even that good of a fuck.
Agent Bruce Mueller had been fired promptly. It wasn't just for fucking Charlotte and watching her turn tricks for meth for his own twisted pleasure. It was just that Charlotte was the frosting on the cake of insubordination and a long stint of showing up to work drunk. Fuck it, Mueller said when they asked for his gun and his badge. Work was interfering with his drinking time anyway.
He would have loved to have forgotten all about it, the whole thing. Charlotte and her cute, little girl with the long, black hair and the big, blue eyes, fuck them both. She was just another single tramp mother and her fucking brat now that they weren't living with Daddy.
He had tried but he couldn't forget Michael Romano. Certain memories could not be erased no matter how much brain damage he did. Douchebag Romano was the reason for all of it. The name change had been first. Then the fake transcripts from University of Wisconsin that said he had a degree in criminal justice. It had taken five years to get assigned to the Chicago office and then another two to get on the task force that was to take the Romano family down.
Charlotte had been the key but it had never been for the FBI. It had always been personal and it was just the hate inside him that had kept him at it this long. No longer Bruce Mueller, he'd used so many aliases that sometimes he forgot his real name but he'd never forget hating Michael.
Now that Charlotte was dead, the kid was gone and the trail had gone ice cold again. Fuck, the kid could be useful. Even after all of this time, he bet that Daddy would move mountains for the little girl with one dimple. He'd seen her from down the block several times and the girl was more of a looker than Charlotte had ever been; especially the Charlotte of the last few years, jaundiced and skinny. He made a face, it was too bad that she'd turned into such a skank but it had been great fun to watch her go down.
He prowled the house looking for anything that would help. It would be too much to ask for a forwarding address. As far as he knew, there were no other relatives, at least none that weren't part of the Chicago crime family. Charlotte's family had turned their back when she'd married Michael. He couldn't say that he blamed them. Where would the daughter go? A girl her age with no money, no family and from what he could tell, nothing else but the clothes on her back?
In the bedroom there was a blue notebook lying open on the girl's nightstand. He took out the flashlight that he kept in his jacket pocket, clicked it and began to read. He smiled, he broke out into a wide, probably evil looking grin that turned into a dry laugh.
It was his lucky fucking day. Irv Goldin, the old prick was up to his eyeballs in Romano family dirt and here, he was after all this time. He was still the contact that Charlotte had kept tucked away. Bitch couldn't even fully commit to the Witness Protection Program, could she? He was surprised she'd taken it this long, being poor wasn't really convenient for Charlotte. She also had Michael's name and address. If the house wasn't as secure as Fort Knox, he would have gotten in there long ago but if the girl was there, he'd figure a way in. Or a way to get her out.
***
It had almost been two weeks and already Michael and Madison had a routine. By seven thirty, his daughter was dressed and sitting at the breakfast bar drinking coffee. She was an early riser and this morning was no exception.
His sleep had been erratic since Madison showed up and this morning he'd gotten up late. Michael was still in his bathrobe as he entered the kitchen. Madison was much more comfortable with him now which had provided him with far too many boners. This morning was no exception.
His gorgeous daughter stood in front of the coffee pot and clicked her tongue impatiently as she waited for the brew. She wore her inky, black hair in two long braids like he recalled she had so many years ago. Her usual outfit of jeans and a sweater had been replaced with a black dress. It was simple, long sleeved and fitted on top with a white collar and cuffs and a short, full skirt. Jesus Christ, Madison was wearing stockings. He spied the black, lace band circling each juicy thigh. They peeked at him from the hem of the skirt and couldn't hold back the noise. A sound of want, a groan, something deep from his belly that rumbled and hungered for her forbidden flesh. He tried to turn it into a cough and hoped that his daughter wouldn't see his cock beckoning to her from the robe. "Morning," she smiled and flashed him the dimple, "that doesn't sound good. Are you getting sick?"



"Um, no, I'm okay," he constantly lied to her about his obsession. Michael had always thought of himself as smooth and debonair with women, at least until recently. Madison literally took his breath away and more often than not, he mumbled and found that he had clammy hands. He was so goddamn nervous that he'd lose control and just grab her and then it would be all over. His baby girl would know he was a pervert. "What's the dress for, honey?" Whatever it was, Michael was fairly certain she should stay at home dressed like that. There was no way she should be allowed out and about with stockings and heels and fuck, he wondered if there was a garter belt that framed her luscious bottom under there.
She stood up straight and cocked her head, "Today is my first day at work. You know, at the library." Madison was so proud of herself and as much as he admired the fact that she had gotten a job at all, he hated the idea that she'd be anywhere without him when she was a walking wet dream.
"Oh, right, the library," he gulped.
"So, do you like it?" Madison turned slowly for him and the full skirt moved around her thighs just enough to give him a split second glimpse. Yes to the garter belt, yes to the heels, yes to the dress that reminded him more than a little of Wednesday Adams, the girl from TV that he'd had a boyhood crush on. "Am I work appropriate?" she asked in a mock serious tone before giggling.
Michael wanted to flip the skirt up in back and show her how inappropriate the dress was. He would fondle her with his left hand as he reached into the bathrobe and fetched his leaking dick with his right. As he watched her bottom move, Michael could clearly see her push those round cheeks up against his crotch as he jacked off on her. It wouldn't take much more than a minute. She wouldn't even be late for work. He should be ashamed but he needed it too much to admit guilt.
Tommy rushed into the kitchen, "Boss, I gotta talk to you." It sounded urgent but Tommy, like the rest of them, had never passed up a chance to greet his daughter with a sideways glance and a longing tone that made Michael's chest tighten. "Hi, Madison," he sounded like a lovesick puppy.
"What is it?" he growled at Tommy. Interrupting his own lovesick puppy thoughts, especially in that dress, should be a punishable offense.
Tommy knew the code, especially when a civilian was present. He talked with his hands, "the thing that you were waiting for, you know, from south of the border." He meant cocaine that was from Mexico, from Ortega's rival. The cocaine that was strictly off the books and totally against their peace deal.
Michael nodded, "Yes?"
Tommy was apprehensive, "Looks like it ain't gonna be here on time, Boss."
Michael combed his fingers through his hair. "Well, did you check with Nacho?" Nacho was Ignacio and had put the deal together.
Tommy made a face, "Boss, seems like Nacho retired early." If Nacho had been whacked then there was about six ways that this deal was completely fucked and all of them were an aggravation. Especially when all Michael wanted to do was drop to his knees and let his tongue and teeth follow the line of his daughter's stockings.
There was no rest for the wicked. "Give me ten minutes," he pointed at Tommy. To Madison, he asked, "when are you leaving?"
She checked her phone, "Right now. I'll be home for dinner though." Madison put her cup in the sink and mesmerized him with a twirl of the skirt. She reached for her winter coat and scarf and slid the strap of her old backpack over her right shoulder. "Gotta go, Michael," she gave him a smile and a peace sign and her heels clicked down the hallway to the front door.
Fuck, he thought and sighed to himself, braids too. Michael could almost feel his hand wrapped around a braid as he pounded in and out of her from behind. Still wearing the dress, stockings, heels and garter belt. He'd shred the panties before thrusting to her depths. He couldn't leave until he'd taken matters into his own hands, he was fucking insane with lust. Desperate times called for desperate measures.
Michael went back to his bedroom and locked the door behind him, just in case. He'd found them three days ago and Michael couldn't remember the last time he'd been so turned on. Maria had dropped them as she carried laundry to and fro. Michael hadn't stopped feeling guilty about keeping them but he also had no plans to give them back either.
His touched the prize, his daughter's pink, see-through panties.
He'd tucked them away in his top right drawer of the dresser. It was odd to be so secretive but this felt dirty and delicious and oh so wrong. How could Michael ever explain to his little princess the things that he did with her little silky panties? He couldn't even explain the urgency of wanting her to himself.
He opened the robe and closed his eyes. She was here, in his bedroom and she wore the black dress. With panties in hand, he inhaled the center. It was the strip of fabric that he imagined had been firmly hugging her delicate, bare lips all day. Michael had a grip around the base of his cock with the other hand and suddenly, he had closed the gap between father and daughter. On his knees, between her legs, he looked up at Madison's slippery crevice. Her thighs quivered in anticipation and her inner lips were in full bloom. She was open and invited him in for a taste of her delectable, little pussy. Michael worked his cock back and forth as he licked the place that most tasted of her. He moaned, he was there, his hands curled around his daughter's heart-shaped bottom as he buried his face in her damp folds. He licked her and felt her shudder as her father found her aching bud with the tip of his tongue.
"Daddy," she called out to him in a voice that was all at once from long ago and far too sexy to resist. It was a siren's song that was soaked in her teenage juices and Michael was drunk with the need for more. He wanted her all over his face. He needed to be marked with her scent and covered in his daughter's orgasm. It was so filthy to feel this way, had he ever wanted anyone this badly? His thighs clenched, his balls were drawn up close and the sound that came from him had to be stopped with his left hand or he'd scare the housekeeper.
He came with Madison's panties in his mouth and there was no end to the orgasm. Spurt after spurt, he was dizzy from the effort and his pulse drummed at his temples. He could hear her again, "Daddy," but this time, she was covered with her father's cum. He'd slide up to lie on her pillow. Michael could almost feel her as he gave her the little butterfly kisses that he used to press on her forehead; one, two, three, four, innocent kisses.
Fuck, he shook his head as he let go of his dick. Nothing about this was innocent.
***
It had taken seventy-two hours for his crew to track the man to the storage units on Lincoln. It was about forty-eight longer than usual, which Michael had thought was troubling. It wasn't like they had tried to hide this. His retirement had been a gruesome affair. Michael covered his mouth with his gloved hand as he felt the bile rise in his throat. The stink of death hung in the air and the clean up would have to involve arson or otherwise they'd miss something. "Sick motherfuckers," Paulie muttered as he waved off the flies. There was much too much DNA evidence in here for it to be anyone who cared about getting caught.
Of course, if this stage was set specifically for Michael to see, it was even more disturbing.
Both of Nacho's wrists were cuffed to the metal lawn chair. He was nude and his tattooed skin was mostly purple at this point. His clothes were missing from the scene along with the five or six gold chains that Michael always saw him wear. He had medallions with all of his favored saints hanging from the necklaces. Being a very religious man, Nacho wouldn't have given those up willingly.
The other thing that was missing was his penis and scrotum.
There wasn't going to be a coroner's report or anything official to let them know how long the perpetrator of this crime had let him bleed. The gaping wound on his throat would have been a mercy after a castration like that but had it been minutes later or days?
"Maybe it was an old girlfriend," Paulie offered, shrugging. "You know, some psycho broad, Nacho left her knocked up and she decided to take his balls."
Ignacio stood six feet tall and was built like a bull. He was covered in prison tattoos and his pecs flexed with every move. "How did a woman get him handcuffed to a chair, Paulie?" Michael wanted to know.
Paulie sighed, "Well, women are evil. You know, maybe she promised him hot, kinky sex and then, BAM! No more cojones for Nacho."
"How'd she get him to come here?" Michael asked, "I don't know, a storage unit doesn't sound like a place a woman wants to fuck at, Paulie."
A month ago, Michael would have agreed that women are evil but now, he was much too caught up in one little dark-haired angel to give it much credence. Madison was perfect. Perfectly smart, she had already caught up with both of her classes even though she'd started two weeks into the semester. Perfectly funny, she was always making jokes, trying to ease the tension between them. Perfectly lovely and there was nothing else to say about that unless he wanted to have to button his jacket to cover what he thought about his little girl.
Paulie had no answers. "I don't know," he admitted to his boss. Michael should care, he should care deeply. If Rafael and his crew were this escalated over something that they shouldn't even know about, then this could easily become a war.
The problem was that ever since she had shown up that night, there was only one thing Michael could concentrate on for more than a few minutes. "So where is the coke?" he asked Paulie. Finding Nacho's dead fucking carcass was fine but he had money in the drugs and so far they were coming up empty handed. Normally Michael would be furious about something this significant.
All he could do right now was thinking of her in braids. He was simply useless.
Paulie shrugged, he had his cell phone out and pressed to his ear. "Yeah, you're gonna need to do some clean-up work at the storage units," he barked into the phone and then ended the call. After all of that time with his face plastered on television, Michael shouldn't even be here. Michael "Icepick" Romano at the scene of another grisly murder, even if there were no physical evidence to tie him to anything, was still a pain in his ass.
He wanted to go home anyway. He wanted to take Madison out tonight, somewhere nice. He couldn't imagine that Charlotte had ever had money for the better things in life. He'd take her to Gene and Georgetti's and listen to his beautiful girl tell him about her new job at the library. Any excuse to be in her presence actually.
Once Michael was home, he made the reservations for two. It was a nice table in the back where they had a little privacy. After that, he poured himself a drink to take the chill off before taking a long hot shower. As he dressed, he scowled at his reflection. There were the worry lines that had become more and more prominent recently. He had traces of circles under his eyes, insomnia was a constant. At least he still had his hair, he groaned and shook his head. Why did he care? She was his daughter for god's sake, he was acting like this was a date, or at least what he remembered going on a date was like. There hadn't been any dates since Charlotte and maybe that was what was really wrong.
He was acting like a boy with a crush.
It was almost six o'clock when he heard the door open. Madison headed straight for the kitchen where she found him leaning up against the counter, waiting for her. "Oh, Michael," she sounded startled and a little out of breath. "Wow, it's cold outside," she opened the refrigerator, looking for a snack, he imagined. "It's going to take me a while to get used to this Chicago winter weather."
"Honey," he liked calling her that. Of course, he had all kinds of little pet names for her in his dirty imagination. "Are you hungry? I made us dinner reservations." It wasn't a date and she didn't belong to him, not in the way he wished anyway. Michael reminded himself and quickly added, "to celebrate your job."
She closed the refrigerator and gave him a disappointed look. Today's pink sweater dress clung to her body like a second skin without showing one bit of cleavage. Actually, it didn't have to, Michael had her curvaceous body memorized and he was starving for her. The knee high brown, suede boots covered her calves but it was okay, he'd unzip those later. With her hair up like that, it was easy to picture her working in a library. Michael thought he could cum in his pants if she was wearing glasses and shushed him with one dainty finger over her lips. "I'm sorry, I made other plans," she informed him in the breathy, little girl voice that drove him crazy.
"Like what?" He tried to sound casual and not crushed.
"I've got a date," Madison grinned. "He works with me at the library. His name is Steve. He's taking me to this burger place."
Immediately Michael thought, fuck Steve. "I don't think that's a good idea."
Madison crossed her arms over her chest and if she knew how that made her breasts stick out and beg for his attention, he doubted that she'd continue. "What do you mean, Michael? It's a date. Jesus, I get it. You have rules but you need to remember that I'm an adult."
"Barely!" he thundered. Michael had never shouted at her. He never, ever would have dreamed of it, even when she was little. He was jealous of a boy and having a temper tantrum. "Who is this boy? I don't know him. I told you there are rules for your own fucking good, little girl and you will abide by them as long as you live in this house!"
He was immediately sorry as soon as the words escaped. What was he trying to do, scare her? Of course she had a date. She was so breathtaking, there should be a line at the front door
Madison looked a little frightened but more angry than anything else. The storm cloud eyes churned with lightning and her voice was sharp. "Maybe I won't live here anymore since you're such a goddamn control freak!" she barked.
Madison stormed by him and grabbed her coat from the counter. On her way out the door, Michael bellowed, "Your curfew is midnight! Not one fucking minute after!"
Paulie was right, women were evil.
***
Waiting for her was agony. Michael had felt weeks come and go more quickly. He checked the phone constantly. He would swear that it had to have been at least thirty minutes only to discover that it had only been five.
He'd eaten in. He didn't have the heart to keep the reservation and eat alone. After a second glass of scotch, he stared at his phone and exhaled slowly. Not a call, not a text, nothing from his girl and he was going to lose his mind if he didn't get over this.
He paced and hoped that the jealous lover inside would hear the voice of reason. She was right. Technically she was an adult. Besides, she'd always been wise beyond her years. Michael was sure that growing up with a junkie, Madison had really been the adult all along. She must have been used to Charlotte being MIA for most of her choices. Madison was smart. She knew how to handle herself and she was really good with people, he shook his head. It wasn't like she was a virgin or anything, he bit his knuckle thinking about the boy fucking her in his piece of shit car after eating greasy burgers. God, please, not that.
It was none of his business, he reprimanded himself, and he'd have to get used to knowing that she was with someone else. Dammit, she deserved so much better. She deserved someone who appreciated her, someone who worshiped her like the goddess she was. His cock twitched in his black pants, as if to remind him how much it appreciated Madison. He could go upstairs and masturbate with her panties again and the idea made his collar feel far too tight. He had to unbutton and loosen the tie.
Better yet, since he had the house to himself, he could take a look for something else. His little, darling girl was far too innocent to ever suspect for one moment that her dear, old dad would stoop so low as to snoop through her underwear. Michael was sure that he could find something delectable, maybe even freshly dampened panties that had touched her luscious lower lips today. He groaned with shame as he wished for something he could lap up.
When had he turned into such a fucking pervert? Was it just because she was the first woman in the house since her mother? Michael shook his head to block out Charlotte.
He needed to get laid, that's what it was. Roz might not have the roster of girls that Michael would hope for but really, how could he be anything but disappointed when comparing them to the most beautiful girl in the world? This wouldn't include any of his preferred kink, just something quick and dirty. Michael needed relief and his favorite Madam answered the phone on the first ring.
"Boychik, I was expecting to hear from you," Roz spoke from the depths. "I've got someone you'll like," she told him. He could hear her click the lighter in the background and he imagined that she exhaled a cloud of smoke. "She's younger, she's got curves, you know, your dream girl?" Roz laughed and choked and puffed again, waiting for his answer.
Hardly, he had to smile to himself. His dream girl was out getting burgers with a douchebag named Steve. "Sure, sounds good," Michael agreed and checked the time. It was still only eight and what he required wouldn't take long. "Can she be here in thirty minutes?" he asked Roz.
"Like a pizza, Michael? Yes, of course, for you anything. Her name is Rose and she will be perfect and she'll be there in thirty minutes." She coughed and added, "don't mark her up, honey. She's new, everyone wants to see her."
He promised and once he'd hung up, alerted the man at the front door that he was expecting a guest. "Sure, Boss," he said he'd look out for her. "I guess that means Madison is gone?" His voice expressed disappointment.
Michael sounded as irritated as he felt, "Yeah, she's gone."
"Too bad, Boss. You don't see girls like her everyday, that's for sure."
No, you didn't and if he closed his eyes, he could almost see his daughter and Steve, locked in an embrace. Fucking Steve would probably get to run his hands along her succulent curves, feeling the soft sweater dress dip and valley all along her body. Fucking Steve would probably not even realize how goddamn lucky he was. Fucking Steve better not get to take that sweater dress off.
Rose arrived just in time for Michael to have poured another drink. She was younger than Candy or Irina, or at least she looked younger. Her face didn't have the miles on it yet. She wasn't skinny either, trim, Michael would say, but not voluptuous like he craved. Brown-haired, brown-eyed, she wasn't covered in tattoos or piercings, which was a start. She was definitely closer to what Michael would prefer. She would have been his new favorite before meeting Madison. She shook his hand and introduced herself like a professional, "Hey, I'm Rose. How are you?"
"Good, Rose. Thanks for being so prompt," Michael noted. As Roz had promised, she'd arrived with two minutes to spare. They would stay in the library, not because he couldn't have taken her to his bed but because he wanted to listen in case his daughter came home early.
"No problem," Rose told him. She cocked her head, flirting a little. "What are you in the mood for tonight Mr. Romano?"
What he was in the mood for involved a certain someone and a pink dress that he'd pull off over her head. He'd reach behind her, he'd unhook her bra and tug the underwire from her crease as her round, bare breasts tumbled out and came into view. Fuck, he cleared his throat and looked Rose in the eye. Not Madison, he reminded himself. Never could be Madison, "Honestly, I just need to blow off a little steam. Why don't you undress for me?" He settled into the leather chair and added, "nice and slow."



Rose had on a tight, short black skirt and a see-through, black blouse that showed her purple bra strap. He nodded as she began to unbutton the blouse. Once she had dropped it on the couch behind her, Rose reached around to her zipper on her skirt. She rocked her hips back and forth as she wound the tiny skirt down. She stood before him in just the bra and sliver of matching purple panties and Michael kept his eyes on her crotch. His cock had managed to come to life and his voice was lusty as he murmured, "continue."
The girl reached behind and unhooked her bra. Her breasts were small and firm. Her nipples were honey-colored and Michael wondered if they would taste like honey as well. She slipped her thumbs into the waistband of the panties and paused, she moved her hips back and forth to tease him but Michael didn't need foreplay. He needed release and he growled, "Take them off."
Rose was perfectly bare and looked far younger like this, completely naked. It ought to be wrong to be staring at a girl who looked so young and virginal between her legs. Fuck, Michael wondered for the millionth time what Madison looked like under the panties. He couldn't hold back the noise of want, it was a needy groan and Michael unzipped his pants quickly as he beckoned to the brown haired girl. "Back up, bend over and show me your pussy," he almost begged. From behind, if he let himself go; if he used his imagination, it could be his daughter. She could almost be his daughter, naked and bent over. His daughter, open and willing and Michael knew she would feel like silk on his leaking cock. She would be so tight and sweet and he imagined a gush of her little girl cream coating his manhood the moment he thrust inside.
Michael had begun to stroke himself. He moved in the chair as if he were fucking her. The head of his cock bulged, almost purple. The precum came in a steady stream and had already covered his shaft. He whispered, "Just a little closer, let me touch you."
Rose stepped back, her heels clicked on the parquet floor and suddenly, her bare, almost pink lips were within arm's reach. It was Madison, Michael decided. His daughter, thrusting her naked bottom up for him to inspect. He'd start there, with a gentle caress. He'd enter slowly at first, just a finger at a time until his little girl was shaking. Michael just traced the line where her lips met with his index finger when the girl cooed, "Oh, Daddy."
"What did you say?" Michael demanded, the fantasy suddenly falling in on itself. There was only one girl who could call him that. Michael knew he'd lose all control if she ever did.
Rose looked back at him over her shoulder, "Daddy?" she questioned.
There was no substitute for Madison. His dick had almost completely deflated and Michael shook his head. "You know, I appreciate you coming over but this just isn't going to work for me tonight."
"I'll do something else," Rose was very accommodating. "I mean Roz told me about your kinky stuff and I'm not really into it but," she stopped.
"It's not necessary," he should have stuck with the panties and he fished out his wallet and handed over two additional crisp hundred dollar bills. "This is a tip and if you want one of the fellows to drive you somewhere, just let them know."
He didn't even finish watching her dress.
***
It was a quarter to one when he heard Madison climb the steps to her bedroom. She was forty-five minutes late and Michael had obsessed over every second. When she opened her bedroom door, Madison gasped as she saw him sitting on the edge of her bed. "What are you doing in here, Michael?" she asked nervously. She waited by the door with her hands behind her, hesitant to come any closer.
"Where the fuck have you been?" he snarled at her. He was angry and tired and heartsick and it had been so long since he'd felt anything that he just might explode. This was sickening but he didn't seem to be able to help himself. Michael knew that he should open his arms and take her in a fatherly embrace. He should confess with a lingering kiss on her forehead that he was just worried about her. He'd always been overprotective. Then there was that dress and her hips in the dress and he knew that was impossible. "I told you that your curfew was midnight."
"Jesus Christ," Madison snapped and tossed her purse on the chair in the corner. The jacket came off as well and the dress that clung to her like a second, pink skin came fully into view. "You're really not on this bullshit curfew thing still, are you? I've never had a fucking curfew," she stuck her chin out defiantly at him.
She never swore, he must have really pushed her too far.
Michael suddenly remembered a much younger Madison who had given him that face and then stuck her tongue out when he'd threatened to punish her. He should have been more of a disciplinarian back then. "Damn right I'm on the curfew," he had to stay focused on how pissed he was instead of watching her unzip the boots and slide her pale, dainty little feet from each. Her bare calves were just one more place for his fingers to slide over on their way to her forbidden flesh. "I know you're used to living with Charlotte, but in case you didn't realize it, Madison, Charlotte was a fucking junkie and didn't give a shit! I care!" he yelled, although with that imperious voice, he just sounded scary.
"You have a funny way of showing it," she was closer now. Madison was almost within reach and her hands were on her hips as she absolutely glowered at him. She was impossible to command, half woman, half girl and completely delicious. Her hair was still in the bun but little curls had slipped from the clips and touched her neck. He needed to kiss every single one before taking her hair down. He wanted to rub his face in it. His daughter continued, "I'm going to go out when I want to, Michael." She scowled, such defiance in her voice, "and if I want to stay out past your stupid curfew, I will."
He snapped. Little girl or woman, neither of them was going to talk to him like that.
Michael caught her wrist with his right hand and pulled her to him roughly as he took a seat on her bed. "You goddamn well better not," he shouted and in one move, his daughter was on her belly, over his lap. "You're about to find out what happens to bad, little girls who don't obey the rules of the house." His left hand had a mind of its own and just lifted her dress.
"What are you doing?" she shrieked but her voice was far, far away. All Michael could hear was his own heart beating wildly. All he could see was her milky, white flesh that protruded from the bottom of her white, lacy panties. Perfection, her cheeks were as round as he had pictured them. Small on top, heavy on the bottom, her jiggling flesh that swayed with every step was finally on display and she was all for him. "Stop it!" Madison's voice broke through his reverie.
It was too late to stop. His right hand touched the crease between her ass and thigh and a chill ran down his spine. She was like satin there and one touch and he knew that he'd never have enough. "You've been a naughty, little girl," Michael said in a voice he didn't recognize and his hand moved slowly, back and forth, kneading her luscious skin.
"Let me go, Michael," Madison tried to squirm and wiggle but he was much too strong for her. All that movement did was make his cock even harder. By now, he was sure that she could feel the hot, insistent head of the dick that was madly in love with her as it poked into her belly from below.
He was never letting her go. "You've disobeyed and you're going to be punished," Michael told her in the pervert voice he'd never heard before. He raised his hand and it came down on the underneath side of her right cheek with a slap. Her ass bounced and his daughter screeched. "You have to obey the rules, little girl," he continued as he rubbed her cheeks again. Slowly back and forth, he memorized the feel of her beautiful ass, then another slap on the other cheek.
Then two more slaps, one on each.
Madison whimpered softly, it sounded almost like a surrender. He wasn't finished though, Michael cupped her left cheek and then smacked it again. The front of his pants were soaked through. He was wet and hot and he'd never been so hard.
He'd never been as hard as his daughter made him.
Two more slaps in quick succession and then he used both hands to knead her ass. This wasn't even a punishment, this was purely to satisfy his lust. He ran his fingers over her heart-shaped bottom and Michael followed the curve from her tiny waist. Then he caressed the flare of her hips and the round globes, all of her was to be ravished. He couldn't stop himself. He made a noise that sounded like a hungry animal as he pushed his groin up to rub himself on her.
Madison whispered, "What are you doing?" But there was no denying that she had also moved her hips. Grinding her little panty-clad crotch against him, his daughter shivered as the heat between her legs was met with his own. Madison panted and asked again, "what are you doing to me, Michael?"
Michael's hands froze and suddenly reality came crashing down around him. What was he doing to her? Jesus Christ, was he losing his mind? She'd leave now for certain and he couldn't even blame her. "Fuck," he muttered under his breath and quickly moved her from his lap and stood up. He put his hand out, as if to say that he had an explanation but he realized that there was none.
He didn't say a word, he could hardly breathe let alone speak.
Michael almost ran to her bedroom door, trying to keep her safe from the beast that he'd become. Here she had run to him for help. Fuck, he thought to himself as he shut her door behind him and wondered if she'd even say goodbye before she left or if he'd just find an empty room.
***
She shivered on the bed, curled up in a ball. The hair on her arms stood at attention as the sensation coursed up and down her body. Madison had never been touched like that and her face was hot as she replayed it over in her mind.
Her face was hot, but she wasn't blushing, it was the heat. It began between her legs and what had started as a hum was now insistent, an undeniable ache.
He was her father though.
God, it was so embarrassing, Madison bit her bottom lip as she saw it all clearly in her mind's eye again. Did Michael know about her obsession? Had he been in her room? Had he seen The Story of O, bookmarked and hidden under the other pillow? Would he know what she did when she read it? The faceless man that she touched herself to, the one who took charge of her body and soul, the one who spanked her whenever he wanted, just for his pleasure. She could only do that with the lights off, under the covers.
Now she knew whose face she would see the next time that she dared to touch herself.
Madison walked slowly to the floor length mirror in the far corner of the bedroom. Her dress was still up in back, just as he had left it. One look at her reflection and it was clear to see, it was etched on her face and mirrored in her eyes; she wanted him.
Madison turned so that her ass faced the mirror and she looked at the pink marks that his hands had left behind. She traced them with her index finger of her left hand, the places that he'd marked. With her right hand, she began to slowly touch herself through the front of her soaked panties. He'd been hard underneath her, so hard it made her pulse. Should she be ashamed that she wished that Michael had stayed? What would they be doing right now if he hadn't run away from her?
Masturbating to her own father was the dirtiest thing that she'd ever done. Thinking about him finding out and punishing her for it made it even better.
***
The Chicago streets were covered in black ice and it was still dark outside at 4:30 am or he would have gone for a run. Even in the freezing cold, Michael would have welcomed the distraction. Sweat icicles on his forehead and neck would have been pleasurable compared to the guilt that he felt.
He'd paced up and down the hallway. He'd drank more than he should. He'd stood outside Madison's closed bedroom door, his hand closed in a fist, ready to knock and ask his little girl for forgiveness. If she would let him in, that was. The idea that she couldn't ever forgive him scared him too much to ever knock.
He ran on the treadmill instead. Mile after mile, Michael had stripped off the tee shirt after mile three and just pounded out another three. He had a lot of audacity bringing up Charlotte's parenting considering what he was doing. Michael had been having rape fantasies about Madison ever since she'd shown up that night and all his daughter ever did was to look to him for a little security. She just needed a real dad.
His calves had started to burn at mile ten the sweat ran into his eyes. If he couldn't take care of her properly, the least he could do was give her what she had really wanted. Madison wanted to go to college? Done. He'd set up an account that the tuition could be drawn from. He'd get her an apartment somewhere as well. Somewhere nice and safe and too far away for it to be convenient to spy on her. In fact, he'd tell Irv not to give him the address. It was the only way he wouldn't find himself lingering outside her door. It wasn't fair to expect her to live with his ridiculous need to parent her now that she didn't need him anymore.
He'd fucked that chance up once before.
He hit a wall when the treadmill said he had run twelve and a half miles. Michael stopped the machine and gasped, trying to catch his breath. If she would just give him ten minutes this morning before she left for the library, he'd get on his knees if that was required. He'd have Irv set everything up and Madison wouldn't ever have to deal with him again.
As he walked upstairs to the kitchen, Michael nodded in agreement. It was a good plan. It would kill him inside but fuck it, he was the Icepick for a lot of reasons.
Madison sat in her usual spot and Michael froze when he saw her. Her hair was down today, just free flowing and lovely, like a fairy in the woods. She wore a denim dress but she didn't have shoes on yet. He should turn around and go back downstairs until she left. He should take the coward's way out and send her his proposal via text.
It was too late, she must have heard the creak in the hallway. "Good morning," she said in her quiet, little girl voice that Michael wanted to hear coming from the other pillow on his bed. Dammit, he couldn't help himself.
There was no backing out now. He nodded to her as he reached for a bottle of water. "Good morning," he was resolute. This needed to be done and the longer it took, the more painful it would be. "Can we talk, honey?" Michael's heart pounded harder than it should and he blamed the workout but he knew it was at least partially nerves.
Madison's stormy, blue eyes were locked on his. "Yeah, I think we should. I'm sorry I was such a brat last night, Michael."
He had been ready to launch into his whole line of reasoning and now, he stammered. "And maybe I was a little hard on you too," Michael gulped. He was a lot hard actually.
Madison's dimple showed as she gave him the naughtiest smile, adding, "But if I knew that you were going to spank me like that, I would have been later."
He held his breath.
She liked it.
Then it hadn't been his imagination after all. Madison, the most beautiful girl in the world, had rubbed herself on his cock as he slapped her cheeks. He was sure that he was blushing, his face felt very warm all of a sudden. "Well then that's the wrong punishment for you, isn't it?" he asked, trying to play it cool. Even if it were, Michael knew he was going to do it again as soon as he had the chance.
She giggled and nodded in agreement. "I've been reading your book. I was a little scared after that. I mean, O got whipped," her big, blue eyes grew wide. "But being spanked," she looked down, her cheeks were pink and her eyes were lusty and she'd probably look like that when she came. He wondered if she was thinking exactly what he was thinking. "With your hand like that," she bit her round, bottom lip, then whispered, "I loved it."
The plan was shot to shit.
He was ecstatic but he had nothing. If she liked that, there was plenty more where that came from. A whole playroom lie in wait and the tortures and delights that Michael could inflict required that they spend at least a long weekend there. Locked away from the rest of the world; it sounded like heaven, just the two of them. He was about to suggest it when his daughter asked, "Would you do something for me?"
Anything and everything. "Sure, little girl."
"There's this BDSM club in the Loop," Madison started, twirling a curl. She was suddenly shy and Michael couldn't be more enchanted. "Will you take me?"
Michael was familiar with the place. He'd always been far too private to play out in the open with strangers but it was a tantalizing idea with his little teenage beauty queen by his side. "Yes." The possibilities were endless and all of them were dirty. "With a couple of rules, Madison," he used his stern Dominant voice which Michael never realized until now could be his fatherly voice as well.
"Like what?" she wondered.
Just so there was no question who she belonged to for the evening, "You're not playing with anybody there. We're just going to watch. Right?"
Madison nodded emphatically. "No way, I couldn't do that with a stranger anyway."
Good girl, "And we'll be unobtrusive. I don't want anyone to recognize me, for obvious security reasons."
Madison agreed to that as well. If he had known that one spanking would make her so compliant, he would have gladly done it the first night. "When can we go?" she asked, her eyes gleamed with excitement.
"Tonight's as good as any night," Michael reached out and touched her face, he pushed some of that thick, black hair behind one ear. "How does that sound, little girl?" he asked in a whisper.
"I can hardly wait," she confessed and with her smile, Michael felt forgiven.
***
Michael had been edging all day. Fuck, actually, if he were honest, he'd been edging ever since Madison arrived on his doorstep. Even jacking off with her panties in his mouth hadn't sufficiently emptied his balls. It had just been a temporary release and with every step he took behind her, every whiff of her fruity lip gloss, every glimpse of skin, the rush of needing her returned in waves.
Madison had sent him a text at 5:30 that asked, "what should I wear?" It was almost sadistic of his adorable little submissive to send that. Michael had been utterly useless ever since as his imagination ran through the catalog of things he'd like to see her wear. A corset and panties with thigh high fishnets and boots? The thought gave him goosebumps. Of course, in that outfit, there was absolutely no way that Madison would go unnoticed.
In this case, the less flesh she had on display, the better. "Something warm," was what he wound up texting back and there hadn't been a word since.
When she had come home she announced her presence loudly with a "Don't look," before she ran up the stairs. Michael would have cheated and looked if she hadn't already closed her bedroom door behind her. He'd considered going into her room thirty minutes ago but didn't trust himself not to rip whatever outfit she'd put on right off of her.
It was close to nine o'clock when the sound of high heels on the stairs echoed the drum beat of Michael's heart. "Where are you?" she called out.
"In the library," Michael sat on the edge of the leather chair. He'd never had pins and needles like this for any date or any woman before. He had absolutely no idea what to expect. She loved the spanking. She hadn't mentioned anything else. Madison should have been a Domme because so far, she was at least two steps ahead of him.



"Close your eyes," she told him. He did, almost afraid to open them, afraid of what one look might do. She was close, he could smell her when she murmured, "okay, open them."
She was exquisite. His little girl was the perfect combination of little girl and vixen. The dress was dark and flowy with flowers and black lace at the wrists and around the neckline. One glance at her cleavage and Michael knew that his tongue wanted to follow the lace that hugged each breast. Madison's hair was half pulled back, off her neckline so that he could see the black velvet band around her throat. Could she even know that it resembled a collar? There was a shudder down his spine. The rest of her black hair was wild and free and almost touched the top of her lovely ass that had been the start of all of this. Jesus, she was wearing black fishnet stockings and black leather boots, just to her calf. The dress was longer in the back and very full. The front was above the knee and it would make him wonder with every swish of the fabric if this was when he'd see if she had on a garter belt. "Am I okay?" she asked, she sounded worried.
"Honey," she was rapeable, "you look like a fairy princess."
"Isn't that what I used to tell you that I was going to be when I grew up?" Madison stared at him with the same eyes as she had when she asked long ago.
Michael rose to his feet and hoped that the jacket would sufficiently hide the filthy thoughts he was thinking. "With a unicorn," he added as he put his hand out for hers.
Considering that the BDSM club was run by the Russians, Michael thought it best to be driven and keep Tommy on standby. It shouldn't be a problem, Michael had reasoned as he weighed the possibilities. He and Aleksei weren't friends but their relationship was civil. It still wasn't anywhere that Michael needed to be seen at.
They held hands in the backseat of the Mercedes. "So do you usually take your girlfriends to The Castle?" Madison wondered. She was so bubbly this evening.
Michael marveled at how small her hands still were. "What girlfriends?" he chuckled. "I don't have a girlfriend, honey."
"Too busy being a bad guy?" she had turned to look him in the eye and Michael clutched her hand tighter to keep himself from grabbing her. Madison's red lips were slick with gloss and the things he could imagine doing with that mouth of hers were all sinful. "Don't you get lonely in that big house all by yourself?" Was it just imagination or did his daughter snuggle in closer, the tops of her creamy, white breasts beckoned to him.
"Sure," he couldn't deny it. "I get lonely sometimes," he smiled, "it's not exactly like I can just go online and find someone."
Madison leaned over and rested her head on his shoulder. Her touch, just this little bit of intimacy, made every hair on his arm stand at attention. When was the last time he'd been touched? "I'll keep you company," she whispered. Her breath was warm and he was close enough that it was just a matter of moving three or four inches and his mouth would be on hers.
This wouldn't be like any of those father daughter kisses that he used to give her though. This would be hungry and desperate and involve his tongue. He was interrupted, or maybe he was saved, by Tommy. "Hey, Boss, I can't really get any closer than this. You want me to come inside?"
"No, that's not necessary," Tommy inside the club would be a nightmare. He'd act like he did at strip clubs, which would draw way too much attention and get him tossed out on his ass. "Just be in the vicinity and have your phone turned up."
The Castle was hardly a castle. It was a run-down office building in the Loop which had sat empty for years until a young, hip developer from NYC thought that the underground kink scene in Chicago needed a home. They had tried to class it up with the name and adding the turrets and gargoyles to the façade. There was a bouncer at the door and a coat check but once you were past the foyer, the air reeked of sweat and sex.
He and Madison checked their coats and stood by the bar, watching the people inside. He was sure that they didn't serve anything that he was used to imbibing but Michael was fairly certain that he needed at least one cocktail to settle down. Hard, on edge, out in an unfamiliar place with his little girl, who was garnering some very appreciative looks, was proving to be stressful. He was warm under his collar and suddenly wished that he hadn't worn a dress shirt and tie. "I need a drink," he still had her hand and Michael wanted to put his arm around her waist, some possessive gesture that showed that she was off limits. "You want something?" The swish of the silky fabric of her dress was tormenting him.
Madison's eyes sparkled with mischief, "I'm not old enough to drink yet, Michael."
There was that. Michael placed her small hand on his forearm, something, anything, to keep her close. "I think that tonight, you are."
"I'll have whatever you're having then," she kept her voice down, they were co conspirators.
He got them both a glass of red wine and as they stood at the bar, they began to take in the sights. The dress code was a jumble of fetishwear, leather, the occasional suit as well as no clothes at all. Michael nodded his head to the right and waited for Madison to stare at the Amazonian black woman who was walking her two white, male slaves on silver leashes. His daughter giggled. They both wore pink bows on their tiny, almost imperceptible dicks. "They don't look very excited," she whispered.
To their left were a couple dressed in furry costumes. Straight behind them was a redhead dressed in a Devil costume wearing a huge red cock around her hips.
Michael liked to people watch but he only had eyes for her. A younger man with shoulder length brown hair approached her from the right. "Hey, gorgeous, are you available to come upstairs?" He was thin and had at least a six pack, his bare chest was on display and his skintight, leather pants left little to the imagination.
Michael's voice was a warning, "she's spoken for."
The younger man made a face and sauntered off in the direction from which he came. Madison waved and called out, "Sorry, he's my guardian."
Michael grabbed her roughly by the waist, teasing her, his mouth much too close to hers. "Guardian? That's what you're going to tell strange men?"
Madison looked at him with a heated gaze and fluttered her impossibly long lashes at him. "But that's what you told me to say, Michael."
"Come on," he took her hand again, it felt right this way, it felt intimate. Her small hand was warm and soft and it took just a second or two for his filthy mind to begin to wonder what it would feel like on his cock. "Let's go check it out."
As he led her toward the staircase at the far left that would take them to the other rooms where debauchery was underway, Madison froze. She elbowed him and nodded toward the stairs. "Like the Story of O," his daughter whispered. They watched the woman descend. She wore a mask and silver heels and nothing else. Her hands were folded behind her, her proud, firm breasts were front and center. Her nipples were pierced and after a long long between her legs, Michael knew that her labia was as well.
"You really did read the book," he said after the masked woman passed. He was sure that her owner was somewhere close by.
Madison rolled her eyes, "Of course I did. I'm really a good student, Michael. You should know that about me."
She had always been smart as a whip. Damn, he'd missed all of the in between years and Michael suspected that she would have been interesting for all of them.
Upstairs, the large room at the center was outfitted with a variety of BDSM equipment and this was where public play was carried out. There were small, private rooms on all sides for those who didn't want an audience. People in various degrees of sex and nakedness were on display everywhere. It was an exhibitionists' paradise and pretty damn hot for the voyeur as well. Michael and Madison strolled to the right corner where a naked, blonde man was cuffed to a bench. Face down, ass up, his Mistress was dressed in leather head to toe and she wielded a flogger with agility.
Madison's eyes were large. "That looks like it would hurt," she whispered. Michael loved how close she had to get to be heard, her breasts perpetually touched his arm.
"But look," Michael gestured and her eyes followed his finger. "His cock has been throbbing the whole time. He loves it."
They continued their walk and Madison asked, "Have you ever flogged someone?"
"Not for a long time," too long, he kept that to himself though. Michael couldn't help it, his dick was hard and dripping. It was the combination of the visual feast of naked flesh and then there was her. The only woman he wanted to see naked. "Why, little girl, are you volunteering?"
She laughed, "Hey, watch it. You already spanked me."
He followed her and his eyes took in the glorious view from the rear. Her bottom swayed with every step and it was such a temptation. He'd already memorized the feel of her skin on her inner thighs and cheeks. "I did spank you," they hadn't ever talked about it either and Michael turned her slowly to face him. "How did you feel about that?"
It had been wrong for so many reasons but now he'd never take it back.
Madison's cheeks were pink. His daughter blushed as she thought about his hands on her. Fuck, he was aching for her. Spanking or not, how could he keep his hands to himself? Madison looked down, she seemed a little embarrassed to admit, "I loved it." She didn't want to confess, as if she were the guilty one, "I've been thinking about it a lot."
In the back of the room there was a girl who appeared to be close to Madison's age. Her blonde hair was in pigtails and she wore the typical short, plaid skirt, traditionally part of the Catholic school girl uniform. The man, presumably her Dom, had bent her over the table, displaying her white, cotton panties for any passersby to admire. He wore black, leather gloves with his suit.
In the corner, there was a blue velvet couch and Michael pointed at it. This looked interesting, actually it looked extremely hot and his dick flailed in his underwear and begged to be released from its confines. He'd never expose Madison's perfect ass to a room full of strangers but he could definitely see himself playing with her like this in the privacy of their home.
The man rubbed the underneath side of the school girl's bottom, slowly back and forth, just like Michael had with Madison last night. The feel of the softest bit of flesh, it was velvet and watching someone else do it was driving him insane.
The man struck and her ass jiggled. Madison gasped, her eyes were riveted on the man and the girl. Michael studied her and wondered if it was the voyeurism that was made her so excited or the memory? The man struck the girl again and Michael felt Madison shudder. "Oh god," she murmured and moved her legs to his lap and wrapped her body around his arm.
Michael froze. He felt her nipples pressed into the lacy bodice of her dress and he was afraid to breathe. His cock pulsed and pushed into his pants as if he were already fucking her.
Another slap and the girl threw her head back and moaned. Madison made her own noise of want in response. She climbed into his lap and Michael knew then that there was no hiding his cock. His daughter's eyes were on the couple and the spanking but her body responded to him. "Oh god, why does that turn me on so much?" she asked in a shaking voice while her hips moved into Michael's body.
"It's very sensual, honey," Michael reached for her face, there was no stopping his hand. As the touched her hair, he told her, "it's perfectly natural."
Madison turned to face him. The dress was open and suddenly Michael realized from the feel of her skin on him that his little girl wasn't wearing any panties. He could feel her heat permeate his body through the pants. He could feel them, bare lips, wet, succulent and juicy, he thought his heart might explode in his chest. "Is it natural if you want your father to do it?" Her voice was so small, like Rosemary would have asked him about monsters under the bed so long ago. Madison wrapped her arms around his neck, out of breath and her blue eyes were full of lust.
Precariously close to the edge, Michael couldn't even trust himself to breathe, let alone move. Suddenly fucking her right here on the couch in front of everyone sounded perfectly doable. "Oh, little girl," was all he could say. He wasn't going to stop her from doing anything she wanted, everything she wanted.
Madison's breath caressed his face and her lips almost touched his as she whispered, "Daddy." Her pussy quivered on him when she said the word. Michael shook as her lips touched his. Just a closed mouth kiss, so soft, a whisper of a kiss as she said it again and rubbed herself on his cock, "Oh Daddy."
Michael kissed her back. He kept his mouth closed and let her take the lead. If she only knew how close she was to being raped right here and now. His heart quickened the tempo when the tip of her tongue licked his top lip. Once again, she said the only word he wanted to hear, "Daddy."
A tremor ran through him as he groaned. It was his turn to ask, "Oh god, little girl, what are you doing to me?" but he never gave her time to answer. With his hands on her face, Michael crushed her body to him and his tongue plunged into his daughter's luscious mouth. Madison tasted exactly as he had always dreamed she would and it was completely irresistible. She took his breath and gave him hers as her nakedness pressed into him. Like this she was almost riding him. He could feel her nipples through the lace, her hot, needy little points that he'd spend days licking once the torture of his aching dick had been sated.
The kiss went on and the head of his cock pulsed. The sound came from deep down inside of Michael; it was a starving animal that had been kept in a cage. It snarled, in heat and ravenous for the girl on his lap. His cock thrust between her sweet thighs as Madison whimpered into his mouth as the kiss continued. He'd never been kissed like this before. No one had ever come close. This beautiful girl and her desperate mouth were kissing him down to his soul.
Michael came in his pants.
He broke the kiss with a shudder and a moan. He held onto her waist as the convulsions shook his body, he held onto her for dear life, about to drown. Fuck, he'd never even done this in high school, but there was no way to stop this. Michael had neve been overwhelmed before. Spurt after spurt, his seed soaked through the fabric. He wet her with ejaculate and Michael was sure that Madison could smell that she'd been marked by her father.
His kisses now were the soft, butterfly kisses of long ago. Michael was as sure that he was covered in her lipstick as he was sure that her thighs were covered in his orgasm.
Her stormy eyes were full of passion as she took him in, his daughter felt the hot, sticky need he'd left between her thighs. The kiss had taken her breath away and Madison panted to catch her breath. His beautiful, little girl quivered when she asked, "What are we going to do about that?"
Michael's cock hadn't even softened. It was just a continuation of the slow, aching edge that he'd ridden since she'd turned around in his office. He could pretend that this wasn't happening. He could deny himself and continue to drive himself fucking crazy or he could dive right in. The line had ceased to exist. This was something beautiful and terrifying and Michael took Madison's hand in his own as he set her on her feet. There was only one thing he could imagine doing right now but he told her, "We're not going to do it right here."
In the far right corner was a door and Michael made a direct line to it with Madison almost running behind him to keep up. Her heels clicked quickly across the floor and the tempo almost matched his heart beat. When he reached the door and turned the handle, nothing. Michael rattled it, trying to force it open. A tall, stocky man loomed from the shadows and shook his head no, "it's been reserved."
Michael didn't have time to negotiate. "Is anyone inside right now?"
The large man scowled at him. "No, not right this minute," he answered in a rolling baritone.
Michael thrust his right hand into his pants pocket and fished out the folded wad of bills. He quickly thumbed through the money, it had to be a thousand dollars and he handed it to the bouncer. "It's not reserved anymore. It's ours, okay?"
The bouncer eyed the stack of bills and took them without counting. The big man folded them into his jeans pocket. He looked at his phone and nodded, "You've got an hour," he said before unlocking the door.
He didn't need an hour. Michael took Madison by the wrist and once inside the dimly lit room, brought her to him in a decidedly inappropriate embrace. "Sweetheart," his voice shook with need as he carefully flipped her hair back over her shoulders. He continued with a jumble of words, his brain twitched with his body's craving. His cock danced in the front of his ruined pants as he tried unsuccessfully to explain himself. "I want, oh god, I have to." He had to make love to her but he couldn't even get the words out.
He was normally so cool, so calm; this girl was going to ruin him. Michael tried to catch his breath and looked around for a moment to get his bearings. The furniture was stark, this was a room with one theme in mind. There was a long table, it could have been an altar with a step in front of it. There were hooks at various heights and positions that protruded from the wall behind. It would be a perfect place to tie her down, like a sacrifice to some pagan god. If only Michael had come prepared, he could have had a whole cornucopia of perversions. There was no time to contemplate what might have been though, this was happening now. With one arm around Madison's waist, he picked her up easily. The other arm was under her knees as he carried her to the table, like a bride and groom on their wedding night. "I have to have you, Madison," Michael wanted to be more eloquent. It seemed that he should say something about this being wrong, but it was impossible to explain how right this was.
Madison trembled and was quiet when she protested, "but, Michael, wait." He wasn't the only one who was tongue-tied. His daughter bit her bottom lip. She didn't look so sure of the situation once he'd placed her at the center of the table.
"Madison," he growled, "you wanted to come here. You wanted to see this. You wanted to see me like this," he stopped. Michael's cock couldn't be contained for one more minute, He was fully aroused and pressed into his pleats, as if he hadn't just exploded on her perfect, little pussy minutes ago. He loosened his tie, this would have to do. "You're naked under this dress, Madison," he still couldn't believe it and how her flesh affected him. "You want this, you want it just like I do," he couldn't stop either way. In one quick movement, Michael had her left wrist wrapped in the tie.
Madison had goosebumps, he could feel them as he grabbed her other wrist and secured it. "No, Michael, but I need to tell you something," she was close to begging. She had begun to panic, in fact the black haired beauty looked almost frightened and it just made him hungrier.
He tied her wrists together with his navy blue tie and secured the material to a hook on the wall. Yes, just like a sacrifice, he thought as she squirmed and Michael wiped the saliva off his mouth with his shirt sleeve. He was drooling for this. "Fuck," he gulped as he took it all in. He'd felt his daughter's pussy sealed to his cock in the pants, but he hadn't seen it. Now, as she lay back the table with her dress open, her pale, nakedness from the waist down came into view. Her lower lips were tiny, demure and sweet. She looked like a cherub. How could anything so innocent looking bring a man to his knees like this?



"Fuck, I have to have you now," Michael muttered and unbuckled his belt. There was no time to linger over her bare, pink folds of flesh. He needed this like he needed air. Her thighs in the fishnets needed to be parted and her tiny feet in the boots would be over his shoulders. His daughter would feel so fucking perfect on his cock.
"No, wait," Madison shook her head and her wrists, trying to get free, trying to escape, "I have to tell you something."
Michael heard the change jingle in his pockets as his pants dropped to the floor. Cock out, a steady stream of precum dripping from his slit, he was ready to rut and her voice was far, far away. Michael watched as a clear puddle of his juice dribbled on her glistening snatch. He couldn't speak, he could only rub the head of his dick against her velvet inner lips. She was ripe, Madison blossomed on his cock, she opened for him, inviting her father inside.
Madison cried out, "Wait! Daddy, I'm a virgin."
Michael came back down to earth with a crash. "What, what did you say?" He had to be sure. She couldn't have said what he thought she had.
Those dark blue eyes were frightened of him and her mouth was twisted into a soft, red bow. "I'm a virgin, Daddy. Please don't hurt me."
Michael held on to the table for balance as he let the words wash over him. It was an altar, a place for virgin sacrifices. How had he become exactly the kind of man that a father was supposed to protect his daughter from? He shook his head, "Madison, oh god, I'm so sorry." He covered his mouth with his hand as he looked at his handiwork. Her wrists tied, her body shivered as she tried to escape. "I had no idea," Michael gulped. How the hell is the most beautiful girl in the world still a virgin at her age? Jesus, now he was going to be obsessed with that. He was a sick, sick man. "I just got carried away," he mumbled and hoped that his beautiful little girl could understand how she might inspire lust like that in her father.
Madison nodded and whispered back in the little girl voice that he dreamed of, "I do like being tied up though."
If it was an altar, then perhaps she wasn't a sacrifice. Perhaps she was a goddess to be worshipped and Michael dropped to his knees. His fingers trembling as he traced the band of the stockings at the top of her thighs. No garter belt, he finally knew the answer, just the lines on her perfect legs. Her gorgeous legs that should be over his shoulders as he buried his face in his little girl's succulent pussy. Madison shivered when he softly kissed her inner thigh, just above the band. Her scent rose from between her legs and called to him, something primal and hungry drew him to her center. "Baby," he murmured as his worship began. Michael began with close mouthed, little butterfly kisses from her thighs, to her crevice. He covered his lips in her deliciousness before he meandered up to her mound. "Baby girl," he breathed her in as he wrapped his hands under her bottom. Michael drew Madison up to his mouth. His mouth that now, with every kiss of his daughter's crevice, was marked with her scent.
Madison whimpered, the softest, most innocent little noises of want as he worshipped her flesh. "Yes, Daddy," she called to him from far away and long ago, almost as if in a dream, "yes, please," as if she needed to ask, as if he didn't belong to her.
Michael slowly opened her full, inner lips with the tip of his tongue and tasted. He licked her from her opening to her beautiful, pink clitoris and he felt his daughter shake with pleasure. Madison rocked her hips with every touch of his mouth. Michael felt the heels of her boots press into his shoulders as she shuddered and he lapped her virgin flesh. She was so wet, she was dripping and hot and creamy and his cock continued to jolt as Michael pleasured her. He rubbed his face on her pussy and covered himself in his daughter's milky sweetness before dragging his tongue up to her clit. He wanted it. He wanted all of it. He wanted all of her innocence and her orgasm, he wanted to drink every last drop.
Madison's clit was full and erect and just a lingering lick made her melt. "Daddy," she gasped as he gave her his mouth. His right hand moved from her lovely ass and as he began to suck, closing his lips around her beautiful bud, Michael slipped a finger slowly inside his daughter. She was so small inside and so hot, her thighs quaked and the sound that came from her was almost a sob.
Michael was slow and gentle with his finger. He let Madison fuck him, she controlled it. She pushed herself against the finger and completely surrendered to his tongue. His little girl rocked on the table, back and forth as she slowly came undone. Michael could feel the tremor and ached to have her cum on him. Was it her first? Oh God, he lapped and licked and hoped that at the least, it was her best. His little virgin tensed inside. His daughter was about to release and his cock swelled at the thought of him swallowing every last bit of her pleasure.
Once it began, there was no stopping her. Madison's orgasm came from deep inside, a torrent of want that came in hot, gasping waves. Her moans were deep, she was almost pleading with Michael as she filled his mouth with her sweet, creamy cum. It was more than he could swallow. Michael felt a dribble on his chin and knew that he'd be covered, his face, his throat, even his shirt. Covered in Madison's sweet cum, he was lost in the wet sounds of her as he drank right from her juicy, little fount.
His daughtered softened as the orgasm continued. She shuddered and like this, with her calves over his shoulders, he could feel every pulse.
As the waves died down, Madison sighed and drew her thighs up, as if to stop him. Michael took his finger from her maiden hood and knew he had to taste that too. He licked his finger clean as he raised his head and stared at his darling, little girl. Madison was radiant, her cheeks were as pink as her pussy and eyes were the still, peaceful blue after a thunderstorm.
He had to get her out of here. He had to take her home. She had been right to stop him. Fucking her like an animal, tied to a table, in a room where anyone who bribed the bouncer could just walk in wasn't the place to lose your virginity.
Her father's bed was.
"Madison," he whispered her name as he rose to his feet. Michael kissed his way up to her waist, then the damp fabric of the dress, to her décolletage. "May I take you home?" he smiled as he reached for the tie to release her from the hook.
She seemed to understand what going home tonight meant and she nodded. "Yes, please." Once the tie was opened and her wrists were free, his daughter moved her hands to his face. "Hurry, Daddy," was her only request.
***
He was surprised that Michael Romano had gotten so stupid considering how careful the man usually was. His security was top notch and his paranoia was usually extreme. He imagined that the lingering memories of his wife and little daughter being kidnapped by ruthless drug dealers might be part of it. Maybe having lived his whole life with the burden of secrets had made Michael naturally cautious.
Tonight, going to the club seemed oddly stupid for his nemesis. Michael out in the open, on his own? That seemed like a novice move at a point on the chessboard where he couldn't afford to make mistakes. He had his own vices and guessed that most men did, but this seemed uncharacteristically naïve.
When he saw the girl on his arm though, it all became crystal clear. She sure did clean up nice. Of course, Romano was still doing things for Rosemary that he wouldn't do for anyone else. Turning his life upside down for the princess now that she was home. Michael was about to find out what a bad idea that was.
He followed them from the shadows and when Romano took her in the room, wild-eyed and out of breath, he knew that he had to see. He could guess, sure, fuck it, he could imagine all day long. What would any man do with a girl who was that fucking sexy? Thankfully the bouncer was just a greedy fuck and another hundred on top of the wad of cash that Romano had already forked over was enough to watch them on the security camera.
Once he saw that the girl was naked under the dress, he knew he was going to have to rethink his strategy. He watched as the mobster known in the media as Icepick Romano dropped to his knees and licked his daughter's pussy until she came. It was an epiphany and he could feel the evil smile spread over his face. Of course, he was going to jack off to it later too but that was something that he'd do in privacy. For now, he was just going to savor knowing that he'd finally discovered the mafia don's weakness.
***
Michael knocked on the driver's window to get Tommy's attention before he opened the back door. He'd wrapped Madison in his black, cashmere coat and it was goddamn freezing outside. "Turn the heat up, okay?" he asked once his daughter had slid across the leather seat and he was next to her.
Tommy did as he was asked and looked at him in the rear view. "Boss, there's a problem."
Yeah there was a problem, Michael wanted to kiss her all the way home. It was damn near impossible not to kiss her considering that he was covered in her delicious juices. Madison's cheeks were still rosy and she had a secret smile on her face that made it even more difficult to keep his hands to himself. A virgin? Had he ever been a girl's first? If he had, he'd forgotten, unlike tonight which would change everything forever. Neither of them would ever be the same once they made love.
Tommy cleared his throat to get his attention and Michael snapped back. That's right, they weren't in his bed yet. "Sorry, what's the problem?"
"Your cousin, Frank," Tommy told him as he hit the brakes and turned around to look Michael in the eye as he delivered the news. "He's been shot. It's pretty bad."
Shit, first Nacho shows up with no balls and now Frankie get shot? "Where did it happen?"
Tommy looked grim as he told him, "right outside his house, Boss."
"Is his wife okay? What about the kids?" Michael was barely able to concentrate. Madison's fishnets were like a road map to the only place he wanted to be on Earth and yet, he had to focus. No one fucked with the Romanos. They knew better, or at least they had for over a decade. Christ, he better get to the bottom of this or he'd never have a moment's peace. He'd never let Madison out of his sight and although he'd prefer that she never go, his daughter expected at least a little freedom.
"Yeah, she's okay. They didn't see anything though," Tommy told him. "We called the doctor."
The doctor wasn't really a doctor, he was a vet. A vet who had gambled away his BMW and now took the bus to work and had a side gig digging bullets out of gangsters whenever they told him to. "Take us to the Hilton on Delaware," Michael took Madison's hand and held it between both of his. He leaned in and inhaled deeply. She smelled like sex and fruity lip gloss, his new drug. "I'm going to get us a room for the night," he would pretend it was strictly romantic. "Then I've got to make sure my cousin's okay but I'll be right back," he brought her hand up to his mouth but thought better of it. There was no way that he'd stop with kissing just her fingers.
They knew Michael at the front desk and yet, still took his credit card with the name Pete Benz on it. It was one of Michael's regular aliases and when the kid asked, as he looked up and smiled at Madison, "How long will you be staying with us, Mr. Benz?"
He was going to have to stop being so goddamn jealous. Michael pulled Madison close, this was torture. His dick ached, the head of his cock thumped in his pants, pleading to be let out. The only problem Michael wanted to consider was whether or not to leave the stockings on when he took his daughter's virginity. "That is a good question young man, and as soon as I know, I'll call down." As it was, he was going to have to leave Madison in the beautiful room on the penthouse floor with two armed guards outside.
They were alone in the elevator though and Michael grabbed her immediately. His desperate hands were in her inky, black curls, the kiss was hungry and the sound that came from him was a plea for mercy. She wrapped one leg around his calf as he let her taste what a scrumptious delicacy her pussy was.
The elevator ding announced that the moment was up. Tommy had sent over two of his guys that were usually on collections to stand at the door. Michael felt the want well up inside his chest, it was hot and almost irresistible as Madison went inside the room. "I'll be back as soon as I can. Just take a hot bath, or something, okay?" he asked and let his eyes linger over her backside as she walked away. Fuck, that's right, the dream with her in the tub. The memory went right to his cock and his ruined pants were too tight once more as Michael wondered if he wouldn't just explode again.
He gave stern directions to the two muscle heads outside, "No one comes in here. No employees, no guys, nobody except me."
They both nodded and murmured something like, "Yes boss." Michael wondered if two idiots could possibly understand that the little girl on the other side of the door was his whole world.
***
Madison had stayed in a lot of hotel rooms over the years and this was by far the best. She walked gingerly around the penthouse suite at the Hilton and whistled to herself. Michael had expensive taste. No wonder he had to be a criminal, normal people couldn't afford to live like this.
The bathtub was the size of a small car and the windows looked out onto Michigan Avenue. While traveling with Charlotte, they often stayed in rooms that were sticky, sometimes full of roaches, often the tub had blood or some other bodily secretions. Madison sighed and pushed down the lever for the tub to fill it with hot water. A hot bath would feel great, she shivered from head to toe but it had nothing to do with the temperature.
She had never cum like that before. Madison unbuttoned the dress and let it fall to the marble tile. She'd hoped that Michael liked the dress. She had to admit that since the spanking, she'd been obsessed with him. She rolled the fishnets down her left leg and her fingers lingered over the places that he'd touched. She closed her eyes.
The way he touched her, as if he were afraid that she might melt away. The way he stared at her, as if there weren't another woman in the world. The way he kissed her, Madison sighed as she recalled Michael's tongue. She hadn't had any idea what to expect tonight. She had assumed that they'd flirt a little, maybe he'd pat her on the ass just to remind her of the spanking. She had skipped the panties tonight mostly because the sensation on her cheeks, anything that touched the still slightly sensitive places where he had smacked her, was a perpetual turn-on.
She stepped into the tub and told herself that she never had any intention for Michael to feel her nakedness. Oh god, she melted into the porcelain and let the water cover her body, it felt so good.
The other thing that felt good was every throbbing inch of her father's thick cock that nestled between her thighs as they kissed. Madison purred as she sank back and watched the water delve into the valley between her breasts. His cock between her legs, it didn't matter that he was her father at that point, she ached to unzip him and feel that beastly, big dick of his.
He would come back soon and she knew that the minute he closed the door behind him, she'd see it. She'd touch it. If he had anything to say about it, she'd feel it inside as well.
Madison wound the soap along her arms and back and forth over her breasts as her nipples became hot, little points. She had no experience, it was almost embarrassing. Back home, Madison was the last of her friends, probably the last girl in the school, who hadn't lost her virginity. The boys in school were wretched; too grabby and too loud and too stupid for the most part. That wasn't how she had pictured her first time, with some nitwit, on his couch in his parent's basement, all sticky and smelling of beer.
Madison had imagined the lover though, plenty of times actually. He was handsome, with muscular arms and strong hands, somber eyes and a mouth made for kissing. He would seduce her and adore her. She had fallen in love with the thought of him.
Now that she had met him, she wondered if she weren't falling in love with the man as well.
***
Michael noticed that the vet's white jacket that said "Dr. Brandt" on the lapel was splattered with blood when he came to the door. "Come in, guys," Ed Brandt waved Michael and Tommy inside and locked the door again behind them. "This isn't good," the vet mumbled as he brought them back to his animal operating room.
Frank lay in a pool of his own blood. His breath was labored and as Michael approached, he coughed and the trickle of blood ran from the corner of his mouth. "Michael," he only mouthed the word, no sound came out.
Michael was shocked, "what the fuck?" He asked Tommy. Tommy had said shot but Michael had pictured one in the shoulder, a graze, something that the vet could handle fairly easily and send him home with a little Valium. His cousin was going to fucking die like an animal, literally. "Why didn't you fucking take him to the hospital?" he hissed at Tommy.
Tommy sputtered, "I, Boss, I didn't know, I thought," he put his hands up in surrender. "They just said shot, I'm sorry."
Dr. Brandt waved them over, out of ear shot, although Michael guessed that Frank wouldn't have heard anyway. His cousin was fading fast and might not even know how close he was. "I'm sorry Mr. Romano," the vet looked sick, probably terrified of what the Icepick would do to him if he couldn't save his cousin. "I took a bullet out of his shoulder and the other grazed his neck but it wasn't until I cleaned him up a little that I realized he's got another one in his gut. I just don't have the equipment to deal with that."
Tommy asked, "do you think he'll survive long enough to get him to Cook County?"
The prognosis seemed grim. "I can't tell you that," the vet shook his head. "But our arrangement doesn't include getting rid of bodies, Mr. Romano. If I go to jail," he didn't finish that sentence and he didn't need to. The vet added, "he's missing a couple of fingers which also didn't help. He's bleeding so much from that and the ear that's gone as well."
Who the fuck would dare torture a capo and then shoot him in the gut? Michael's blood boiled. Frank coughed and wheezed. Michael turned back to his cousin and bent down. He took Frank's hand and felt that it was slippery with blood. The light was fading from his cousin's eyes. If they couldn't save his life, at least Michael could kill the motherfuckers who did this to him. "Who shot you?" he asked point blank and hoped Frank would hurry before the last bit of his life's blood dripped onto the floor.
Frank mouthed, "the cop." He let out one long gurgle and Michael had seen enough people die to know that his cousin was gone.
Michael crossed himself. It was the end for Frank Romano but just the beginning of a long night for the rest of the family.
***
It was almost noon by the time Michael got back to the Hilton. After a night like he'd had, normally he'd be wiped out but just the thought of Madison was enough to send a jolt of electricity down his spine. What he needed was a hot shower and a cold glass of champagne. What a perfect idea, he thought as he entered the lobby. He stopped at the front desk and flashed Pete's credit card again. "Looks like I'll be here at least one more night," Michael told the woman in the green blazer. "Can you send up a bottle of Bollinger?" Michael could almost see Madison on the crisp, white sheets with a glass in that dainty little hand of hers. "And two glasses?" he added before heading to the elevators.



Tommy's guys looked sleepy and the meathead on the left sat in a chair that he must have taken from the room. "Hey, look alive," Michael growled at them before he slid his card into the slot on the door.
"Look alive for what, sir?" the meathead on the right asked. "I mean, sorry but we've been here all day, doing nothing."
Michael was about to walk inside when the hair on the back of his neck prickled, "What do you mean, doing nothing? Where's Madison?" he demanded.
The one on the left shrugged, "She left this morning. She said she had to go to school."
Motherfucker! Michael punched the door, if they weren't Tommy's guys and if he couldn't at least blame himself a little bit. He had said to let no one in, goddammit and they were stupid enough to take him literally. "She was supposed to stay here," he tried to stay calm while his heart raced in his chest. He pulled his cell phone from his pocket and checked. No calls or texts from his little girl. He knew that she preferred to text but this was officially an emergency. He pressed her name and held the phone to his ear. After three rings, the call went to voicemail.
The next call was to Tommy, "Have you seen Madison?" he barked.
Tommy asked, "Hey, has that really hot girl with the black hair been here?" He fucking hated that every man he knew was half in love with his daughter. Michael made a fist with his left hand as he waited. "No, Boss, sorry, she ain't at the house. She's not at the hotel?"
"No, because your fucking idiots let her leave this morning," Michael shouted into the phone. Lowering his voice only to deliver the threat, "if something happened to her, anything happened, these two fuckers are dead."
Michael texted her just in case and he paced back and forth as he waited for her reply. After twenty minutes, with his stomach in knots, he called again just to get the same robotic recording that told him that Madison wasn't available.
At one o'clock, Michael left the Hilton with strict instructions for the meatheads to keep her there if Madison came back. He had decided to drive by her school. Hopefully, he'd catch her there and take her home. Michael told himself to calm down, it was just another day in her life and soon, as soon as possible, he'd have her safe.
As safe as the delectable, little virgin could be in his bed anyway.
By three o'clock, the sick feeling in the pit of his stomach was a knot and he headed to the library. Flashes of her from the first time Michael had felt like this washed over him and threatened to drown him. When he had seen her there in the back seat, his perfect, little girl, tied and helpless with no one there to protect her. The Columbians had put a black hood over Rosemary's head and she sat perfectly still. Michael's hand had trembled as he reached for it, expecting the worst.
"Hi, Daddy," she had smiled and patiently waited for him to untie her hands. Michael was on the verge of tears as he had seen her tiny wrists, bound together. "I knew you were going to come get me," she had sounded completely confident in his ability, as if he were invincible. His daughter had wrapped her tiny hands around the back of his neck as he lifted her up. She hadn't even appeared to be afraid but Michael had been completely terrified.
Here he was, once again, sick with worry. Michael had walked around the library and there wasn't one trace of Madison. Michael was almost ready to ask Steve, the tall, gangly douchebag that had taken Madison out on a date, where he might find his daughter, when his phone rang.
His hopes were dashed when he saw that it was Irv. "Hey," he muttered in greeting as he walked toward the entrance for some privacy. "What have you heard?" he asked his lawyer.
Irv sounded concerned. "Well, it wasn't any police officer that shot him, Michael. My guy has been everywhere. It's not Chicago PD and it's not the FBI. I wish I had something more concrete for you."
"Yeah, me too," Michael sighed into the phone. Right at the moment, as much as he had loved his cousin, Frank's death was the last thing on his mind. All he wanted was to get Madison back. There was something that nagged at the back of his mind.
Was it all a coincidence? Michael didn't beleieve in coincidence.
Irv interrupted his train of thought, "So how is your daughter?"
His delectable daughter, his drop dead, gorgeous little girl, "Um, I think okay. It's been," it's been one long, slow tease of his cock ever since she walked in the door. "It's been different," Michael told Irv.
The old man chuckled, "Yeah, I bet. I'm sure it's like riding a bike for you. You were always a doting father when she was little."
That made it even dirtier considering the things that he wanted to do to her now. Michael's face felt hot as he recalled that he'd dropped to his knees and lavished Madison's naked body with his tongue. "Thanks," he said to his lawyer. Now he just had to get back to finding her.
By five o'clock, Michael decided to go back to the graystone. If she wasn't home in an hour, he'd assume that she was officially missing and this time, he'd go in guns blazing. Fuck the Columbians, fuck Rafael Ortega, fuck the old alliance. He'd let the Pilsen streets run red with their blood and take back what had always been rightfully his. His insides shook as he entered the house. "Hey Boss," one of the kids at the side door waved to him. "That girl, you know, the really hot one," yes, he was aware that his daughter was really hot, "she's upstairs."
Michael ran inside. "Madison," he shouted and took the stairs two at a time until he reached the second floor. "Madison, where are you?"
Her door opened and his little girl greeted him with a smile. Michael wanted to kiss her dimple and that was just the first place. She cocked her head and asked, "Hey Daddy, how was your night?" She sounded so casual and his heart felt as if it might explode.
He was Daddy now, even in casual conversation and how could it ever be casual when she called him that? Her hair was up in two pigtails and she wore black glasses. Fuck, and a plaid, pleated skirt that ended mid-thigh. "Where were you?" he reached out to touch her waist. "I thought you'd stay at the Hilton." He didn't want to confess that he was scared or that this was making him far too vulnerable to who knows what. She was just a girl; really, just a naïve, sweet, little girl who needed a normal life.
She twirled a bit of her black hair with her finger, "I didn't want to miss class, Daddy. I just got caught up and I have a test this week." The white button at the center of her chest strained to stay closed over her voluptuous breasts. Then there were the blue knee socks and penny loafers that should have been pornographic, given the reaction he was having.
Michael could hardly breathe, he wanted her, he wanted all of her right now. "Why didn't you answer your phone, little girl?" he murmured, his hands on her hips now as he pulled her into his erection.
"It was dead," she shrugged, "no charger last night." She could feel how hard he was and Madison flushed immediately. Feeling her father's aching dick made her blush and Michael found that so very charming.
The most important question though was, "Since when do you wear glasses?"
She giggled, "I hate them. I just didn't have my contacts. I look like such a nerd."
Michael showed her his teeth, a predatory snarl. He wanted to eat her up. "I love them. But I only want you to wear glasses for me. You look much too hot to be out like this."
Madison cocked her head, "Oh yeah?" His daughter wiggled her eyebrows at him, "you think the glasses are hot, Daddy?" She backed away and posed, the plaid skirt flipped around her thighs and Michael caught a glimpse of white panties. "Do they make me look sexy?" Even better, she always made him laugh.
She had always been a ham and a show-off and Michael had always been her captive audience. At the moment, however, there was no way that she could possibly know just how sexy. "Positively sexy," he took her small hand in his and led her from her doorway, down the hall. "In fact, I'd say, positively spankable." Michael raised his own eyebrows suggestively as they reached his bedroom door.
Madison blushed and it became her. "Really, Daddy?" she asked in a breathy voice that made him melt.
"Definitely, little girl," he murmured as he brought her inside the bedroom and closed the door behind them.
***
He turned on the light by his bed because there was no way that he wasn't going to see every inch of her. Michael hung his jacket over the back of wingback chair near the window and watched as Madison hesitated by the foot of the bed. That's right, she was a virgin, he smiled to himself. In spite of the fact that he'd had an orgasm without even touching her skin to skin the night before, typically Michael had stamina. He was in no rush, this could take all night.
"Take your shoes off, little girl," he eased into the chair and watched her kick them off and scoot the loafers with her toes. Madison put her hand on the top of one sock to roll it down and Michael stopped her immediately. "Oh no, leave the socks on."
"But," she started.
"I love the socks, they stay," Michael said as the grin spread across his face. Perverted, that's what this was, she was like a buffet of all of his secret fetishes. "The glasses and the pigtails and the socks stay forever."
His daughter looked over her shoulder and giggled adorably. "Okay, Daddy," Madison agreed.
"Unbutton your blouse for me." His eyes had already undressed her a hundred times but tonight he was going to slow down the kaleidoscope of images and wait for each. Madison was quick with the tiny buttons and she slipped the cotton blouse off and dropped it on the floor by the shoes. Her bra was pink and sheer and might match the panties that he'd stolen and Michael wondered if he should confess. He'd never seen her bare breasts. Even after last night, they had remained covered. His dick was very much interested and Michael agreed. "Take the bra off too, little girl," he instructed.
Madison bit her bottom lip and reached behind to unhook. She slid the satin straps down her arms and pulled the underwire from her crease and she was finally bare to the waist. Michael covered his mouth with his hand as he took in her pale curves. Her breasts were perfectly round and heavy and yet her nipples were tiny and sweet. Two strawberry colored buds that sat at the center of pink, puckered flesh that needed to be tasted. Michael imagined that he could spend hours meandering with the tip of his tongue along her peaks and valleys. There was still so much to see.
"Get on the bed, honey," Michael rose from the chair, and slowly walked behind her, "on your hands and knees."
Madison quietly obeyed and he caught the tremor of her thigh as she assumed the spanking position. Michael groaned as he took in every inch. The skirt flipped up and gave him full access to her milky, white full bottom. Her skin was almost the color of her white, cotton panties. He sighed, here was everything he'd been imagining for his whole life, wrapped up in white, cotton panties. Michael reached between his daughter's trembling inner thighs and ran two fingers along the center of her underwear. It was exactly the place on her stolen panties that he would taste.
So wet.
She was so warm and wet as rain and Madison cooed softly when he touched her over the fabric. His darling girl was going to cum so many times tonight. "My beautiful girl," he whispered. Michael ran his hands over her hips and traced a line on each side from her waist down to the top of her thighs and then back again. "Do you want a spanking, my love?"
He heard the catch in her breath before Madison nodded her head and murmured, "yes, please."
Michael warmed up her cheeks and slowly rubbed back and forth. The velvety feel of her skin penetrated his body. The head of his cock had long since vacated his boxers and dripped in the same trousers that he'd ruined as he kissed her last night. If Madison only knew how badly he'd been craving this. He drew his right hand back and slapped her cheek.
Madison thrust her ass back and watching it bounce like that could make him cum in his pants again. Jesus, usually he was so cool, so calm. Michael bent down and kissed the small of her back. A wave of her ridiculously, girly perfume and the scent of her warm, wet pussy hit him all at once. He had to take his pants off.
Two more slaps and Madison panted for each and her skirt shifted as her hips shivered with pleasure. Michael stripped off his shirt and pants and finally the boxers. His dick throbbed as he stood back and admired his handiwork. Naked with his daughter, the only place he wanted to be. He took a step closer and his slit kissed the back of her thigh and left a sticky droplet. "Little girl, you have the most perfect bottom for spanking."
Madison asked in a small voice that made him crazy, "Do you like it Daddy?"
So much for his sexual prowess. It took every last bit of his flailing self-control not to cum right on the panties. After last night, after losing control just from her kiss, after almost exploding again as he tasted her sweetness as it ran down his throat, how could he be so on edge already? "You're perfect, honey." He showed her how perfect she was with two more quick slaps and then a resounding wallop.
He rubbed her creamy skin and kneaded her curves with both hands. Michael couldn't have enough. He reached up, along her small waist, up further still to cup her breasts that melded to his hands. Madison sighed, she was covered in goosebumps and the downy, soft hairs on her arms stood up. "Daddy," she confessed just above a whisper, "I like the way you touch me so much."
It would be so easy to lose control and just fuck her but Michael made a fist and told himself to stop. Just plunge to the very bottom of her sweet, sweet virgin entry. Rape and plunder, with the pigtails in his fist, he'd grit his teeth as he opened her up, for him. She was for him and only him. Instead, he tenderly ran the tips of his fingers along her spine and smiled as he felt the goosebumps follow. Back to her bouncing bottom and a volley of slaps, her cheeks swayed as if to music.
As much as the skirt was porn material, Michael wanted full access. He unbuttoned and unzipped the skirt and watched it fall to her knees. "Let me get rid of this, little girl." Madison raised her knee and her ass shifted, every move was X-rated and made his dick throb. "Fuck, you're so sexy, Madison," he couldn't help but tell her. Every look, every inch, every bit, he'd never had this kind of reaction to a woman.
Of course, Madison wasn't really a woman, was she?
He spanked her twice more and the head of his cock pressed against her left cheek and coated her with his liquid delight. His precum dripped down his daughter's thigh as he rubbed her again and felt her doughy, little bottom wiggle in his hands. "Harder, Daddy?" It was a question and she barely got out the words.
"Harder?" Michael's heart raced. His right hand hesitated at the middle of the white panties and let her soak his palm.
"Please," she looked back and flipped a pigtail over her shoulder, "I think so."
In all fairness, he hadn't spanked her the way that he normally would. If one of Roz's girls had come over, her bottom would be red, close to purple by now. Madison's skin was just rosy, like her face.
Michael slapped her harder and Madison jumped. He took his time, he let the suspense build and studied her curves with his hands, again. Then he gave her a harder slap and then another; the last one hurt his hand and Madison let out a little howl. "Baby," he whispered into her hip before he kissed her delicious skin. He had no idea what her pain threshold was, he'd never forgive himself if he hurt her. "Baby love," Michael lay down next to her and opened his arms, "come here."
He could always spank her more but he couldn't remember the last time that he'd held her.
She was so small and so sweet and she was tucked away with her head on his heart, exactly where it belonged. Her little voice came again and tugged at his heartstrings. "Do you love me, Daddy?"
Michael shuddered, that melted him completely. Madison's eyes were full of questions and he slipped her serious, black glasses off and kissed the tip of her nose. "Just for now," he folded the glasses and set them on the nightstand. Now it was just her and her pigtails and those eyes that he had lost himself in long ago. "Of course I love you, Madison. I'll always love you, little girl."
He had to have her lips again. Michael kissed her Cupid's bow, just a brush of her satin skin with his mouth, before possessing her soft mouth. The softest kiss, a kiss for a fairy princess asleep in the woods. Except that his right hand was pressed between her legs and Michael moaned as he felt that she was sopping wet for him.
"But this changes things, Michael," she used his name this time and he knew that his daughter was being serious.
Fuck, yes it was different. It was everything. It was going to ruin him, to be madly in love with her like he had to be.
"I know, honey," he said and instead of even trying to explain, he simply pressed her small hand to his chest. Right there at the center, the heart that she'd already broken once before, resurrected in her embrace.
The kiss had taken years to crescendo and his mouth and her mouth fit as if they were the missing piece of the other. He took Madison's breath and gave her his own, his hands wrapped her small body up into his and he drank all of her down. Tongue, lips, mouth, owned, all of him belonged to her and the sweet, little sighs that she gave him as her delicate tongue touched his just stoked his need for her. She was such a girl. She even kissed like it was the first time.
Michael panted, lost and out of breath as the kiss broke. After tonight there would be no more innocence. What was he doing? He should stop, could he stop? Could he pick her up and take her to her room right now? Madison purred with her small fingers in his hair and a delighted smile on her face. "Daddy, no one ever kissed me like you do," his daughter said with a sigh.
No, he couldn't do anything but love her.
Michael decided that no one ever would if he had anything to say about it. He rolled over her and his cock dripped on her satin belly; Michael kissed her again. This was a slow study of her mouth. His tongue slid in and out, he tasted and moaned into her open mouth. His hand, no longer content with the outside of Madison's panties, slithered its way over the waistband and found her mound. He slipped the fabric over her hips and hummed at the notion of her, finally naked.
Madison trembled and when her father slipped his index finger between her warm, girlish lips, she was dewy and hot. "I want to make love to you, little girl," he finally said it out loud. "I want all of you," he moved his finger up to her ripe, eager bud, "all of you, Madison." Michael loved the little shocked cries that came from her as he slid the finger all the way down to her tiny rear entry. "I want you to be mine," Michael confessed. "All mine."
"Yes, Daddy," his daughter's storm cloud eyes were filled with heat and lust. "I wanted my first time to be with someone who loved me."
With that tiny girl voice, just thinking of her like this, touching her dripping little pussy and that voice, Michael hoped that he wouldn't cum all over himself again tonight. Michael pressed his lips to the soft place just under her earlobe, "I do love you." Another kiss on her collarbone, another at the center of her throat, he pushed her pigtails back and kissed her in the middle of her cleavage. "Daddy loves you so much."
He held the weight of her breasts and felt the rise and fall of them with each breath. Madison trembled and he didn't want her to be afraid. "Is this okay, honey?" he asked before pressing a soft, reverent kiss on the underneath curve of one breast.



His daughter nodded, "I'm just a little nervous. I've just never been naked with a," she stopped. She was going to say boy, Michael was sure of it and smiled. "A man."
He growled and let his tongue hang out, he licked her slowly from the crease under her breast to her rosebud nipple. "Good." Michael had never thought of himself as possessive. Hell, he barely cared enough to remember any other woman's name but Charlotte. Now Madison was an entirely different story. He swirled and sucked and fed from one puckered point to the other. He feasted on her and knew that this was for him.
A cascade of sighs tumbled from Madison's lips and he felt her hips rock underneath him. His little girl was horny tonight. She didn't know her own body but her body was in need of a cock; his cock, every last inch of it. She was ripe for it and he needed to drain his aching, full balls until his daughter was overflowing with his seed. He licked his index finger and traced a careful line down the center of her bare mound. Unlike last night, where her tiny lips had been sealed together until Michael licked them apart, tonight she was fully open. Her inner lips had blossomed, they glistened, almost red. Madison's clitoris was hot to the touch and her bottom quivered when he gave it the lightest of feather touches. "This is all I've been thinking about," Madison confessed.
Michael had to know, "Did you masturbate last night?" It killed him to leave her there alone. He'd have to add watching her bring herself to a climax to his sordid little bucket list of daughter fantasies he now had.
His little angel had pink cheeks and her eyes were filled with passion. "No, I wanted to but I waited for you," Madison trembled as his index finger slipped inside her soaked entry. He was slow about it. Michael stared up at her, taking in the surprised look on her face as her father opened her deeper than her first time. There was a little tremor and her thighs wanted to close. His baby was so perfectly tight, he had to expect that.
"It's okay, darling," he whispered into her skin before he meandered to her other luscious breast and languidly lapped at the point. "I promise I won't hurt you."
Madison relaxed again and her delicious juices gushed as Michael began to finger her. Her hips stopped hesitating and after a minute or two, her body was attuned to his rhythm. God, he was fingering her, he was amazed by the fact. His own little girl, Michael groaned as he let the thought settle, fingering her and fucking her soon. No, correction, not fucking; with Madison, it could never be anything but making love.
Michael kissed his way down her torso, stopping to inhale her warm scent. Her sweet, ripe scent overtook the bouquet of bubblegum and fruity perfume. It was sensory overload for him, the feel of her skin, baptized in all of her glory; all the while his finger beckoned to her inside. He pressed against her little spot and watched the corresponding tremble of Madison's thighs. Once he was between her legs, Michael settled down and rubbed his aching cock on the sheets below him. He couldn't help it, it should be wrong to be fingering such a perfectly sweet, innocent little pussy. Bare and wet, her outer lips felt like satin on his face and Michael rubbed his cheeks there to cover himself in her rich, sweet fragrance. Madison gasped when Michael introduced a second finger. "Daddy," she sounded worried. Madison tensed and put her hand out to stop.
He didn't move a muscle, except for his tongue. That he slipped over the fluttering tip of her juicy, pink clitoris and then whispered, "My little baby," before lapping her again. Slowly he worked the second finger inside her virginity. Michael worshipped her ripe bud and lavished her with his tongue. She tasted exquisite, her creamy sweetness was something to be savored by the mouthful. Michael wanted to spend the afternoon on his back as Madison sat on his face and covered her devoted Daddy with this milky girlish essence. When he began to move both the fingers inside, slowly and steadily, Madison let out a cry from her belly. Something primitive and needy, something that demanded release and Michael was thirsty for it. "Cum for me, my sweet little girl," he murmured before he held her clitoris between his lips and sucked her into his mouth.
Madison's fingers curled into the sheets. She clutched the material, as if she needed to steady herself as the pleasure coursed through her. Her hips convulsed and bucked and Michael realized that he really would have to tie her down next time. He sucked and fingered her, his left hand was on her mound and he felt the shudder that came from deep within. The hot gush of her fluids was even more delicious tonight and Michael gulped steadily as his daughter gave him mouthful after mouthful of her sweetness. The sound of her, she gasped, "Daddy, oh Daddy," again and again as she writhed on his mouth was almost enough to send him over the edge.
He didn't want this to be over though. Never over, just more, more of her sweet cum slipping down his throat, covering his face, marking him for Madison.
He was lost between her thighs and time had stopped as he kissed her with every wave. Wet once more with Madison's orgasmic fluid, he knew he was sticky and covered with her. Michael rested his forehead on the back of her thigh and thought of this as the only place he ever wanted to be. He slipped his two fingers from inside her virginity. Michael took turns sucking his fingers and licking Madison's swollen, pink lips. This was his home.
His cock pulsed on his thigh. It was a reminder, a necessity. He'd almost raped her on the table last night and that incessant calling hadn't faded one bit. On his knees, he touched Madison's face, pleased to see her blissed out expression. Heavy-lidded, her voice was a husky purr, "Wow, what was that, Daddy?"
That was heaven, he pressed her small hand to his mouth and kissed her palm. "That was a very intense orgasm, Madison," he told her and couldn't help but feel proud of it.
She ran her fingers through his hair and asked, "How do you know me so well?"
Michael kissed her forehead, a lingering, gentle kiss. It was something he imagined that a father would do when he kissed his daughter good night. He wanted to tell her something about his skills, having been with plenty of women. Something about being older for god's sake and he had to have learned something, but that wasn't it. He couldn't lie.
He knew her because she was part of him and that seemed to be the last thing that he should say right before entering her body for the first time.
Instead he whispered, "I just love you, baby," as he took his place between her legs. With one hand behind her head and the other on his cock, Michael brushed her swollen, slippery lips with his bulging head. One movement and just the tip was inside her. She was ecstasy already, like silk on his aching dick. His daughter drew her breath in sharply when he pushed in another inch. He bent down to catch her mouth and Michael murmured, "relax, little girl. Let me fill you up."
Madison's stormy eyes were worried but she placed her small hand on his belly, "Yes, Daddy."
Another push and he was halfway inside. My god, he'd never felt anything so perfect. Madison was made for him, for this, for his cock. One more thrust and her slippery walls had him entirely in their impossibly tight grip. His daughter exhaled deeply and wrapped her calves around him. Madison drew him in completely. "We're making love, little girl," he whispered, in awe of the fact that they were.
His mattress groaned under them. He thrust slowly; shallow, short thrusts inside and Madison began to move her hips, rocking with him back and forth. The storm had passed and her eyes were full of a womanly lust as she told him in a throaty whisper, "You feel so good Daddy." She reached up to touch his face, his daughter staring at him with eyes full of longing.
Love.
She loved him. "You feel perfect, honey." Michael reached back to wrap her calves even closer, tighter to him. He picked up the pace and closed his eyes for just a moment to bask in the pleasure of her delicious heat but immediately opened them again. He wanted to see her face, her lovely face was the most pornographic part of all of this. Her pink cheeks, her rosebud mouth open for her baby sighs, just a little girl full of his man sized dick. His balls were drawn up close and every thrust was a moan from his center. It would be nothing to surrender completely and in two or three short bursts, fill her with his orgasm.
Michael didn't want this to end. He wrapped his arms around her and his mouth almost touched hers as he murmured, "You're all I think of. Wanting you, loving you." Not like he'd ever loved her before either, and he wasn't sure if a little girl could understand that this was something that had never happened before or ever would again.
His daughter shuddered and her breath came in short, quick pants. "Oh god, Daddy," she cried before she kissed him desperately. Her tiny, pink tongue sought him out and it was the combination of their mouths sealed together along with their bodies that sent him over the edge.
Kissing her, fucking her, taking her, god, every inch of her had to be his, had to be. As the orgasm charged through his body, Michael cried out into Madison's luscious mouth before he gasped, "Little girl." With every spurt of cum deep into her core, he said it again and again, or perhaps he just thought it, He was coming inside his little girl. Lover, daughter, Rosemary, Madison, she was all of them and they were inextricably joined. The pleasure spread through his whole body as every last pump filled her.
She sighed with contentment.
Michael didn't move, just pressed his sweaty face into her neck and listened to her pulse there. He smelled her hair and tasted their mixed sweat on her skin. Every inch and every minute needed to be put to memory. He wanted all of her.
He was wasted, utterly spent and when he pulled out, he noticed the droplets of her virginal blood on his sheets. Michael would keep them just like this. He'd tuck them away, never washed. He'd keep their scents, their secrets, in a box where Michael would occasionally linger over the material and open the lid to smell her ghostly essence.
For now, she was here and for tonight, it was impossible for his daughter to sleep anywhere else but naked in her father's arms.
***
He had thoroughly enjoyed killing Frank. Stupid, fat fuck had gotten lazy. He was such a dumb cunt that he didn't even notice that the home security system wasn't pinging on his phone. Of course, that was assuming that Frank Romano knew anything about it in the first place and he highly doubted it.
Frank had never been the brains of the operation though. That had been his older cousin, Michael.
What Frank had been excellent at for as long as he could tell was being a greedy fuck. What he'd enjoyed the most about the other night had been watching the look on the greedy, fat fuck's face.
He'd asked, "Do you remember Robert Sullivan?"
Frank had been a slobbery drunk and bobbed and weaved as he swore on his mother's grave that he had no idea what the fuck he was talking about. He would have enjoyed getting to Frank before he'd had half a bottle of scotch, the pain would have been exquisite, but good luck catching Frank not drunk no matter the time.
"You remember the appliance store on 57th and Burnham? The old guy? You used to come in, you had him run some numbers?"
Frank seemed to be studying his memory and a stupid grin spread across his fat face. "Yeah, yeah, of course I remember him. Nice guy."
Nice guy. That was what he remembered? He'd taken two steps closer and poked the .22 into his belly. "You fucking ruined him, you fat prick."
Frank panicked, "What the fuck? I don't know what you're talking about. Hey, it was a long fucking time ago. What are you so upset about?"
"That was my father, you fucking piece of shit." His voice was calm and steady and cold as ice. Cold as he'd been ever since that day. Cold as ice came in handy when your mother had died when you were 7 and your father committed suicide when you were 15. He was alone in the world and didn't have a dime. He didn't care. He dug in and committed to getting both of those cocksuckers back when they least expected it.
Michael had fucked it up being the legal way which was perfectly fine with him. Frank had it easy which wasn't the perfect death for him but death was the operative word. He was sure that Frank had eventually bled out like a stuck pig but it was relatively painless. It was better than that fat fuck deserved.
He had other plans for Michael. An eye for an eye, a life for a life. It was just a matter of time now.
***
The sun streamed in through the blinds and Michael pulled her closer. It had been all night and it was nowhere near enough time wrapped around her velvety body. She sighed and settled. She pushed her round ass up against him in her sleep, as if she needed to remind him of her perfect bottom, as if it weren't burned into his brain.
Michael pushed a coil of her hair back and kissed the top of her neck. His hands were on her belly and one movement of his hips was enough to make him harden completely. Kneading her skin and rubbing himself on her beautiful ass, Michael could cum so easily like this. He wouldn't let himself though. He shouldn't wake her, not when she looked so peaceful as she slept. Those sighs, the rosy cheeks, the angelic expression, brought him quickly back to memories of a fairy princess who used to sleep in pigtails too.
His sigh was a sound of peace the likes Michael had never known. He wasn't one for sleepovers. Hell, the women that he was used to seeing would just as soon rob him blind if he closed his eyes. This was intimate, being naked and entangled all night. It was more than naked, he was naked to his soul with Madison. It was unnerving to feel something and Michael suddenly wondered if he could do this and still be Icepick Romano?
He had just closed his eyes again when his daughter stirred. "Daddy, what time is it?" Madison rolled to face him and wiggled. She had never been one to stay in bed after the sun came up.
"Why? You don't need to go anywhere, baby," Michael's lips were on her forehead and every word was a kiss.
She wrinkled her brow, "Actually I do. That test is today,"
"Skip it." Michael knew he should encourage her to do well in school. Maybe she'd become a doctor and just live with him forever. He couldn't imagine after last night going anywhere. He wanted to linger over every inch of her in their sex sheets.
Madison rolled her eyes at him. "I want to keep my GPA up Daddy. It's important." She wiggled out of his arms and gave him a mock, stern face. "Besides, idle hands are tools of the devil."
She sounded like the nuns he had grown up with. "Where did you get that from?"
Madison crossed her arms over her bountiful breasts. "Catholic school. Charlotte married one guy who was very religious. Thank god she relapsed and we had to get out of there. It was so lame."
"You had a stepdad?" It was strange to not know her at all. There had been a time when Michael spent most of his time with Rosemary and yet, here she was, practically a grown-up and basically a stranger.
Madison stretched and shook out her tangle of pitch black curls. "I've had three stepdads, or maybe four." She had to think about it and confirmed with a nod. "No, only three. She never married the old guy, he went to the nursing home."
Fuck, Michael held his hand over his mouth. It was wrong to speak ill of the dead, but what the fuck had Charlotte been thinking? These guys were worth marrying but she couldn't run far enough away from Michael. There was one other blast from the past that Michael always wondered about. "Was one of your stepdads a cop? His last name was Mueller?" He could forgive it then. If Charlotte had been in love, if the agent had taken care of her, at least it would be something.
Madison shook her head. "A cop, with all of the drugs Mom used to do? Not likely."
His daughter was ready to start the day and she looked so fetching like that. She stood by the bedroom door with one hand on her hip. One long look up and down and Michael knew her lips were small and closed once again and her nipples were soft. Michael would happily give her his tongue and fingers and watch her bloom for him once again. She turned the knob and all at once the real world came crashing in. "Wait, honey, don't go out there."
"What's wrong?" Madison combed her hair back with her hand, "you don't walk around naked in your own house?"
Was he protecting her or was it something else? "Madison, I don't want any of those guys seeing you," he went to fetch her a robe. The black one that hung in his closet next to the blue one could be hers. Michael placed it around her shoulders and tried to pull her close before she left. He craved the skin on skin and his cock was eager for more of her. The head burrowed against her baby, soft skin and it felt so wrong to kiss her forehead as his dick dripped on her. "I don't walk around the house naked," Michael murmured, "but I very much want to be naked with you again tonight." He had a whole carnival of carnal delights planned as a matter of fact.
Michael expected a long, languid kiss on the lips, a taste of her. He wanted to lose himself in her sighs and her breath. Instead his daughter blew him a kiss and smiled, giggling, "Maybe," before she left him alone with his thoughts and his hard-on.
Michael might have to punish that little girl.
***
It had been four days since she'd lost her virginity, Madison recalled as she looked in the full length mirror. She had just gotten out of the shower and carefully studied every naked inch. Becoming Michael's lover had changed everything, even her body.
She'd always been so self-conscious, at least ever since she'd grown breasts. The rest of the girls in her class had given her the side eye, still in their training bras. Madison recalled complaining to Charlotte about her huge breasts and fat ass. Her mother hadn't exactly been supportive, or really even noticed anything that went on with Madison.
As she traced her fingers along her curves, she blushed as she thought of how her Daddy adored every inch of her. Michael couldn't get enough and now, after making love every night, three times in a row, neither could she. She had been sore the first morning after. Madison had been sore between her legs and on her bottom but every time she closed her eyes, she was right back there, naked in his bed and surrendering to him completely.
Every time he looked at her, she could feel herself glow under his gaze. He didn't think she had a fat ass. In fact, he worshipped it with his hands and as of last night, his tongue.
The things she wanted her father to do to her were shocking, at least Madison thought so. How had she gotten such a dirty mind? It was almost as if everything were suddenly about sex. She wondered if it were the book Michael had given her or if it was just him? Her Daddy was perfectly perverted so far.
He had blindfolded her. He'd run hot wax and ice cubes up and down her body until she was hot, cold and dripping; covered in goosebumps and aching for more. There was something about waiting for him, it was agonizing but she never wanted it to end. Madison had been scared of the nipple clamps but he had been right to use them.
Just thinking of them now made her nipples throb and harden on their own.
There was something she wanted. She had wanted it since he took her to The Castle. She had almost hoped that he ignored her pleas to stop that night but Madison was sure that he would have hurt her with that huge erection he had.



She wanted him to rape her.
She couldn't explain it, she wasn't even sure that she had the words. If she had to confess, she would have had to tell him that she'd touched herself and thought of him forcing himself on her. Roughly possessing her, tying her down, fucking her hard, oh god, what was happening to her?
Madison resolved to tell him as she looked at the fresh, pink handprints on her cheeks. She just had to get up the nerve.
***
She found it embarrassing to tell him her secret. When she had told him the fantasy, it was with rosy cheeks and downcast eyes. She had spoken just above a whisper and her tiny hands couldn't be still. She must have been expecting him to be shocked at her desire; and he was.
Michael was shocked at how obsessed he'd been with it immediately. He'd already masturbated to it. Twice.
Although he tried to play it cool, as if anything with his lovely little girl weren't his fantasy come true. They planned and she picked a safe word and he promised that he would make it perfect.
Now he lay in wait now in the shadows and listened for her footsteps. He was stalking her like prey. Finally, he grabbed her from the shadows and his strong hands gripped her buttery skin. "Come with me, little girl." It was a command, not a request.
She let out a little squeak. He had frightened her and he had to admit that the thought went straight to the head of his leaking cock. "No, stop," Madison sounded frightened, "my Daddy's expecting me home soon." She tried to pull away and Michael tried not to smile. He was going to enjoy this so much.
"You're not going home," Michael picked her up in spite of Madison's attempts to get away, "you're coming with me."
Madison whispered, "No, please put me down," and her warm breath on his neck sent a chill down his spine. They had sent text messages back and forth throughout the day and the fantasy made him ache. Could he actually pull it off though? Madison had told him that the thought of being bound and raped made her want to touch herself. In spite of the last week of regular, earth-shattering orgasms, Michael wondered if he wouldn't cum the minute he tied her to the bench.
He carried her across the threshold and once inside the playroom, he locked the door behind him. Nothing else existed, nothing else but the bench at the center of the room that Michael had specifically moved for this evening. The bed had been pushed to the right. The room was awash in the glow of candlelight and perfumed with the scent of incense. Michael had decided that his daughter brought out his inner animal instincts. All he could smell was her fruity lip gloss and her delicious pussy.
Michael was parched for her mouth, having waited all day. He pushed Madison up against the wall, this kiss was a demand. His tongue lasciviously licked her full lips as if he were about to tear her in two, like he just might eat her. Madison whimpered, "no, stop," which made him growl. This kiss was the one he had only dreamed of giving her, a possessive kiss that took her breath away. His tongue fucked her, deeply, he licked her lips and bit them. Madison's little cries fed the fire of his need. The beast was uncontrollable.
Michael released her mouth and grabbed her blouse. Another white blouse with tiny buttons that he had absolutely no interest in finagling. It was nothing to rip her shirt in two and he sent the buttons flying. "You won't need this anymore," Michael hissed.
His lovely daughter's breasts were bare underneath and with one hand in her black hair, he ran the other gloved hand under her breasts. Madison trembled as he kneaded her nipples into tipped buds. "These are mine, little girl," he murmured as he pulled her hair and nipped her tender flesh with his teeth.
Madison moaned and pushed her hips up but whispered in her soft, little girl voice, "Please let me go." Her small hands were contradicting her words as she caressed his forearms.
Michael wasn't playing a role as he looked her in the eye and told her in a deep, somber voice, "I'm never letting you go, Madison."
He dragged her by her hair to the table. Madison fought, or tried to and Michael thought that if this weren't just play, if this were really rape, she'd be fucked. His cock was insistent, his daughter was to be served up on this table, just like he'd wanted the other night. It took all of his composure and her sweet, sad little face to keep him from obliterating her virginity at The Castle. Tonight, there was no stopping him. "No, let me go," she squealed as he pushed her face down, to the table, bottom up. The pink skirt was short and full and couldn't contain her lovely, round cheeks once she was bent over. Madison's thighs were covered in goosebumps, Michael could see them spread from above her knee to the bottom of her luscious cheeks. He smiled, god, she was a cornucopia of sexual delights. The lover inside him wanted to drop to his knees and kiss every inch of her tenderly and the thought forced him to adjust his dick in his pants. The animal inside him wanted to rip her panties off and hurt her.
She was just a little girl after all.
He'd promised her though. He roughly grabbed one ankle and secured it with the black, leather cuff. "No, I'm not letting you go," he whispered before he flipped the back of her skirt all the way up. "I'm going to tie you up and fuck you, little girl. Every hole, every bit of you is going to be covered in my cum." He quickly snatched the other ankle and tied that as well. His daughter was now unable to move. Her skirt was up, her flowered panties were in view and her breasts were pressed against the table below. Absolutely lovely and Madison panted as if she were touching herself.
As Michael held her left hand down to be cuffed, Madison pleaded with him, "But I'm a virgin." Her eyes were full of lust.
Michael panted, "Good." With both hands tied now, the only barrier to her were the panties and those, he was going to take his time with. Michael pulled her head back and growled, "you won't be a virgin after I'm finished with you."
Madison whimpered as he touched her face with an invasive hand. She shivered when his leather gloves skimmed along the sides of her breasts. Michael was hard as a rock in his pants and ached for release. He continued to caress her to her waist and then followed the curve of her hips to her voluptuous ass. She trembled as his gloved hand fondled her between her thighs.
Madison had saturated the panties. Michael was torn. The gloves seemed right, something a rapist would wear so not to leave behind a print but he was missing the feel of her skin. He pulled the gloves off, fuck authenticity, he wasn't going to miss a chance to fondle his daughter's lovely snatch. It was hot and soaked with her juices. Michael grabbed the damp, cotton fabric roughly, "Tell me you don't want this, little girl."
Madison let out a sob and her hips convulsed when he jammed his hand down into her flowered panties. "No, oh god," she tried so hard but her body melted as he caressed her delicate folds.
"What did you say, little girl?" he asked with a stinging slap on her plump ass cheek.
"I don't want," Madison tried to finish but bit her bottom lip and closed her eyes.
Michael parted her slippery lips with his index and middle finger. Fuck, her clit was absolutely pounding. Her excitement dripped down her thigh. She was soapy with her need and he let his left hand explore while his right hand disciplined. The first smack was harder than usual and she squeaked and then moaned. Another smack, another even harder and all the while masturbating his daughter. "Tell me how much you don't want it, little girl. Fight it while you cum in my hand," he hissed. God he was so close to the edge. Michael gritted his teeth and hoped he could hold back his own orgasm.
She screamed, "No!" with all her might as her hips screamed yes.
Michael was reduced to his animal instincts. Pushed beyond all self-control, he tore at his pants to free his throbbing dick. She was still wearing the skirt and that was fine, she could keep it but the panties were gone. He growled as he gathered the fabric in two hands. The panties were just keeping him from her satiny slit and he ripped them from her. Shredding her panties, he watched as they hung from one curvy calf. "That's right, little girl, keep telling me no," his inner pervert whispered. It was so wrong and so good, so splendidly salacious to take her like this, insisting that she wanted it in spite of all of her denials.
"No, I'm a virgin, please stop," Madison cried out but this time she was lying. Her eyes were full of love and want and when Michael thrust inside, she screamed but it was the passion bubbling over.
This was going to be quick. Michael was on fire and quickly pumped in and out. He held onto her hips, desperately, as if she were saving him. Quick, deep thrusts, he coated his cock with her delectable cream and Michael threw his head back in ecstasy as she squeezed him inside. "Say it," he pounded in and out, "say no, little girl when you're coming all over my cock."
"God, Daddy," Madison broke down and sobbed as her sweet little fountain burst from deep inside. She wet his cock and his balls and her juices ran down his thighs as she came in a hot torrential rain. "Yes, oh Daddy, yes, yes, please," his daughter was lost in her climax and Michael was lost in her.
He exploded.
He sank down to hold her shuddering body against him. Michael's sweaty forehead pressed into her bare back and he bit her hard as he filled her with his seed. He came so hard, it was almost ripped from his body. His cries almost sounded painful as spurt after spurt tore from him, filling Madison until she overflowed. Every little drop for Madison. Everything for his little girl, forever.
They gulped for air, heaving in unison. Michael was spent as they melted into each other. He had covered her body with his sweat and as he touched his face, he discovered tears as well. He could say that he was overwhelmed but it wasn't just a physical response. Every time he was with her, his heart ached, almost as if it knew something that his body didn't.
Michael fumbled with the cuffs. His fingers were uncoordinated and clumsy as his body jolted with the electrical pulses of pleasure. "Baby girl," he whispered as he released her right hand and kissed her wrist. "My love," he kissed the left hand too. He bent down to free her ankles and he pressed the softest of kisses on the back of both thighs. Once she was uncuffed, Michael led his shivering daughter to the bed. "Madison," her name, just her name, like a prayer, like a magic word, never to be used in vain. "Are you okay?"
Her eyes sparkled with tears as well and there was a trace of one tear on her pink cheek. "Yes, Daddy," she affirmed with chattering teeth, "I'm okay. It was very intense."
The room was warm but they were both cold suddenly and needed to be pressed together. Their mouths to as well. Madison's breath on his bottom lip was sweet torture until she gave him her tongue. She sighed into his mouth, they spoke the language of sighs as they parried and thrust. With her fingers in his hair and her breasts snug against his chest, they were one
Michael pushed her black hair from her face and smiled. "My beautiful little girl," he murmured and wondered how many times he had called her that in the moments after coming with her panties?
"Have you ever done that before, Daddy?" Her words were a kiss on his cheek. Madison was so close that their breath was in unison.
His heart still raced and he was lost in her eyes and the words were far away. At the moment, Michael felt as if he'd just lost his virginity. "Done what, my love?"
"Pretended to rape someone, you know, a fantasy," Madison purred. She was suddenly shy again and when she bit her full, bottom lip, Michael immediately wanted to lick the little indentation.
It was Michael's turn to be shy. "Not like that," he couldn't remember anyone ever before at the moment. She was unbearably soft and the feel of her warm, cum sticky thighs wrapped around his soft cock was a memory to be burned in his brain. How to explain it? "Nothing like this, like you ever, honey."
Didn't she know that there had never been a Madison?
She cocked her head and gave him a smirk, "It's okay Daddy. I know you have lots of women around." Madison continued with a giggle, "the guy in the jean jacket at the front door said I was way better looking than your usual skanks."
Fuck, he groaned inwardly, she was going to know all of his secrets and then what? "Well of course because you're the most beautiful girl in the world," Michael kissed her forehead, hoping she'd change the subject. There was no telling her that the other skanks were prostitutes and strictly business fucks. There was no telling her that she was in his blood. He wanted to keep her here, wrapped up for safe keeping. Here, she was his and there were no prying eyes or fucking idiots in jean jackets to ogle her. "You really shouldn't be talking to them, honey. You're a distraction."
Madison rolled her eyes at him, "Please Daddy, I can handle myself." Was that her moving away from him? Easing her way back, "if you're so jealous, then why don't you tell them I'm your daughter? I'm sure they'd never talk to me then."
"Don't be ridiculous," he shook his head, "that's even worse." Michael didn't want to talk about it anymore. He didn't want to talk about them, or work, or anything but kissing her round bottom for an hour or two until he was ready to make love again.
"Well how about your lover then?" The question was in low tone that made his heart race.
Tell them? Anyone? "Honey, come on," Michael didn't want to tell her that idea was even worse.
It wasn't until she had rolled out of arm's reach that he realized his choice of words was regrettable. "Yeah, ridiculous. Why tell them I'm your little girl when I can just be another tramp you pay to tie up and fuck?" Madison tried to sound tough, as if it meant nothing but her dark blue eyes were shimmering. "I guess that's more accurate, isn't it?"
She sat up and the other side of the bed seemed very far away. Madison had her back to him. He saw her shiver and Michael didn't know if it was from tears or cold. He reached for her and ran his hand gently along her spine. He touched her alabaster skin and drank in the feel of her. "Madison, that's not at all what you are."
"Then what am I, Daddy?" Her voice broke his heart and even worse, Michael realized that he didn't have an answer.
"You're..." he started but none of the words made sense.
"You can't even look at me," Madison drew up into a ball with her arms and legs crossed. She was shut down, much farther away than the other side of the mattress.
"You're..." she was everything but none of it was appropriate. How could he even begin to tell her?
"I can't believe that Mom was right," she sounded angry now. Her voice was a blade and bringing Charlotte into this was a deep cut.
"Right about what, Madison?" What had that fucking bitch said about him? Michael couldn't imagine all of the half-truths and convenient little white lies Charlotte must have used all those years to excuse what she'd done.
"She said you could have stopped us from leaving but you just let her go, and me too."
Madison's voice hitched with the tears that she held back and he reached out for her. Michael shook with anger, with an old wounded rage that he'd let sit and fester for however many years now. "It's much more complicated than that, honey," he told her in a fatherly tone that meant that she didn't know what she was talking about.
"Is it? It seems pretty simple to me, Daddy. I should have never come here," she spoke just above a whisper and like that, like smoke, she was at the foot of the bed.
Madison had a temper that seemed very familiar and when she reached the door, she hesitated. Michael felt his pulse at his temples and he wanted to beg. Beg her to come back, come to the bed and let him explain.
Instead, she threw the door open and ran down the hallway to her door, naked as the day she was born. Naked and defiant, it was as if she couldn't wait to get away from him.
"Madison," he called to her in a shaky voice but it was too late. She had slammed the bedroom door behind her. She slammed it hard, shutting him out completely.
Fuck, he exhaled loudly and held his head in his hands. The problem was she wasn't wrong but Charlotte had conveniently left out half of the story.
That last night had been bad, so bad that Michael had tucked it away all those years ago and refused to ever say her name out loud. For two weeks after they got Rosemary back, they had been a family once more. He and Charlotte had huddled together. They had held hands almost constantly. Hell, after making love one night, Michael almost thought that they might be alright after all. When Charlotte was sober, there was no one more charming. She lit up the room. And if she were off the drugs and put a little weight on, she was sexy as hell. Besides, she was Rosie's mother and that meant everything.
That night though, the last of Michael's hopes melted away as Charlotte crept into the bedroom at 3 am.
"Where have you been?" Michael knew anything she said was a lie when her eyes were glassy like that. He remembered that just looking at her was enough to break his heart. Where had she gone? She had been his beautiful blonde with the blue eyes that were the color of Lake Michigan on a lazy, June afternoon. The Charlotte who cracked up at all her own terrible jokes. The Charlotte who lit up a room and yet, even in the middle of a crowd, her eyes were always on him. She wasn't like anyone else he'd ever met and Michael had fallen so hard for that Charlotte, he could taste the tears that he wouldn't let her see.
He had missed that Charlotte with all of his heart.
The woman who stood before him now was rail thin and vacant eyed. She was an imposter. It would have been kinder just to kill her instead of watching her fade into oblivion.
"Just out. I had to get out of here." She was high as fuck and since Michael had cut her off from any money when he saw the first track marks, he had to wonder how she'd paid for her fix.
She had acted like here was so terrible. Here with her rich husband who used to adore her. Michael didn't know how much more of this he could take. "Rosemary asked where you were. You know she's getting old enough to figure things out, Char."
"Well then we're both in trouble," Charlotte had raised her eyebrows at him.
He had barked, "What the fuck does that mean?"
Charlotte had started to cry but Michael had hardened his heart to it a long, long time ago. She always cried and said she was sorry, it was always bullshit. That night her nose ran as she sobbed, "I'm not the only sinner here, Michael. This life, this fucking life you dragged us both into? It's gonna get me and your daughter killed."
"You'll kill yourself with the shit you put up your nose before anyone else kills you. Or some drug dealers you're fucking will," Michael had said icily.
Then she had started ugly crying. Her mascara streaked her cheeks in black and she sneered. "Of course, I'm the wrong one. You're a saint. Michael Romano is a saint. The only person in the mafia who's never done anything wrong."
"That's different, Charlotte. That's work and you knew about that before we got married." At least that was the story that he'd stuck to all these years. It wasn't as if he hadn't given her a great life. What about a little gratitude?
Charlotte wiped her nose on her sleeve. "And look what your work did to our little girl."
"I took care of it. You know I'd die for her," Michael had tried to keep his voice down but he could feel his pulse beating in his throat.



"I don't want her growing up like this," Charlotte had whined.
Michael threw up his hands and shouted, "I don't want her growing up with a coke whore mother. What do you want from me?"
"I wanna leave Michael. This is too much," Charlotte had whispered as she fished a cigarette out of her purse.
"You want to leave? Fine then," he had exploded, heartsick. "Get the fuck out of my life. Don't come back when you're out of money either."
"I'm taking Rosie with me," Charlotte had said with her bony shoulders pulled back in defiance.
Michael had gotten in her face and relished how she backed right down. "Ha! Bullshit. You'll never do it, a kid would just tie you down, you fucking junkie. Your daughter will forget all about you in six months."
He had been surprised that she had the nerve to chirp, "she'll be safe with me."
"Yeah Charlotte, keep talking. You're fucking high, you don't even know what you're saying." Then as Charlotte had turned to leave, probably to pass out in the den and get sick all over the bathroom floor, he had taunted her. "Do it Charlotte. I fucking dare you. Be a mother for once."
The next morning, Michael had woken up late with a headache that made him sick to his stomach. When he had turned toward the night stand and saw that the alarm clock said it was 9:45, panic gripped his heart. His daughter was an early riser. She never would have let him sleep this late.
"Rosemary," he had called for her as he pulled on his old bathrobe. Fuck, he had thought to himself, she better not be down in the den nursing her mother. He didn't want her seeing that shit. Down the stairs to her bedroom, he had called again as he opened her bedroom door and quickly looked inside. There was a pink tutu on the floor and all the Barbies lined up in a row. The only thing missing was a little girl.
Michael had run to the den and his heart had galloped in his chest. What if Charlotte were dead in there? What if last night had finally been rock bottom? What if his wife was dead and the last thing he'd called her was a junkie? What kind of a father didn't shield his daughter from that?
He had thrown the door to the den wide open and had fully expected a corpse and a teary eyed girl.
Nothing.
Michael had begun a systematic search of the house from top to bottom. He had called for her, for both of them, in a voice that grew quieter and more hoarse with every new door he closed. They were gone.
Gone in the night and all that remained were the shadows.
***
It was cold as he woke up alone in his bed. Michael was used to sleeping alone. He'd done it far more often than share his bed but it didn't seem right to be here without her though, not when she was right down the hallway. Given the way Madison had left him last night though, she might as well be a world away.
His little girl thought he just let her walk away. Fuck, Michael shook his head and wished for the millionth time that he'd stopped Charlotte that night. Was it a defense that he just assumed that Charlotte was lying as usual? Leave it to Charlotte, the one thing she followed through on was taking Rosemary.
Now his little girl was back and he still hadn't been a father. Michael had let his loneliness and insatiable lust drive him to this place. He slipped on his robe and headed downstairs.
Madison was pouring milk over cereal when he walked into the kitchen. Her eyes were somber and tired. There was only half a smile for him with her round, red mouth. Michael looked over his shoulder to see if he being watched and approached her with his hands out in surrender. "Can I kiss you good morning, Madison?" He needed her so much. He needed to crush her to his body and feel her satin mouth open and her tongue and her breath. He needed her forgiveness too. He needed all of her.
Madison was like a stone. "I wouldn't want anyone to think anything was going on, Michael," she said softly in a voice that was chilly with disappointment. Michael could feel it radiate from her eyes. She slipped past him and took a seat at the breakfast bar with her bowl. Her only smiles were for her phone this morning.
Madison wore her hair up and the long, purple dress seemed rather formal for the library. In fact, it was reminiscent of the dress she had worn that night at the club and he immediately wondered if she had panties on this time. "Are you dressed up for work, honey?"
His daughter closed her eyes and her thick, black lashes rested on her cheeks. She sighed and Michael couldn't have felt more awkward. This girl was a stranger, this girl couldn't stand Michael and he wondered if he'd get his adorable daughter back. Could he really have fucked this up so badly twice? When Madison opened her eyes, she asked, "You don't know what today is, do you?"
It was Friday and Michael had hoped this would all blow over by the weekend. He couldn't imagine spending two days without a smile, without even a glance. "It's almost the weekend. Could I interest you in going out this evening? Or maybe staying in?" He liked that idea even better; no prying eyes, he'd sit on the couch next to her and hold her hand. How long had it been since he'd had makeup sex?
Her storm cloud eyes were charged with lightning and Michael could tell immediately that she wasn't considering an evening at home with dear old Dad to be penance for last night. Madison shook her head, "No, I already have plans." Case closed and had Michael wanted to talk about it, it would have been impossible with the bottom of the cereal bowl covering her face. Madison slurped down the rest of the cereal and Michael stood, helplessly watching and secretly wishing the little milk mustache was something else.
"Well, I can wait until your plans are over, honey. What time do you think you'll be home, little girl?" Fuck, this was excruciating, being shut out, turned down, rejected by Madison. She had always been so sweet before.
She finished washing her bowl in the sink and clicked her nails on the counter. That was reminiscent of something her mother would have done a million years ago to indicate that she was about to lose her shit. "You really have no idea, do you?"
Obviously, he didn't, he was a man. Michael put his hands up, he'd beg if it gave him a kiss. He was so hungry for her mouth. "I don't, baby."
"I'm sure even you can figure it out if you think about it," his daughter snapped. Her upper lip curled, it was close to a snarl and the tone. Madison didn't even come close to touching him as she left the kitchen, backpack in hand.
"Even me, what is that supposed to mean?" He called after her but the front door slammed. Even him, the biggest fucking asshole in the world should know. That's what it meant and Michael sighed as he poured himself a cup of coffee and hoped she wasn't just like her mother.
Paulie interrupted his train of thought. "Morning, boss. I'm ready to take you downtown if you are," he paused and noticed something was off. His employee realized that Michael wasn't his punctual self. He was still in a bathrobe and Paulie took a step back. "Or whenever you're ready to go."
"Give me twenty minutes," he said weakly. Michael sounded like his father and wondered if he weren't headed for the same fate. His father had died instantly of a massive stroke. He had been in the living room of his home, the same home that he'd raised Michael in, the same one that he'd lived in on the South Side for 52 years. Everyone had said, given his position, that it was a blessing. A quick death, one that didn't involve a gunshot to the head or ending his days in an orange jumpsuit wasn't something a mafia don usually received.
Paulie poured himself a cup of coffee also. "Sure thing, boss. I'm sure you've got presents to get or something, right?"
Michael was lost in the memory of his father's twisted, blue face as he took his last breaths. It was the stress. The burden of it all is what killed him and Michael could feel it down in his bones today, burrowing. For the first time since Charlotte left, that old familiar wish was back with a vengeance. What if he could get out? "Presents?" he asked, sounding stupid. He had absolutely no idea what Paulie was talking about.
Paulie poured a slug of whatever liquor was in his flask that he carried tucked into the inside pocket of his jacket. That's how Paulie dealt with the burden, he was half in the bag all day. "For Valentine's Day. You know, I guess for Madison? The hot girl?" The man's face was red, he must have realized by the look on Michael's face that this was a bit of a stretch and he should really keep his mouth shut.
Fuck, that's right. Michael shook his head to himself, no wonder. After last night, he'd stuck his foot in his mouth and hadn't even been able to explain to her the full story. To top that off, this morning, he had forgotten what day it was. Too busy with himself, with his obsessive need for her, too distracted with his dirty mind to remember that it was Valentine's Day, which meant that it was also Madison's birthday.
He needed something big to make up for this. Thankfully he was rich, which came in handy when you were a schmuck. "I'll be dressed in five minutes," he pointed at Paulie. "Call that guy at the Mercedes dealership," he snapped, what the fuck was that guy's name.
Paulie couldn't remember either but nodded, "I know who you're talking about, that guy, that guy with the glasses."
Michael nodded, "Yeah, that's him. Call and make sure that he's there today. We're buying a car."
He was already halfway dressed when Michael realized that a car meant more freedom for his little fairy princess. Maybe that's what she needed but could he really watch her go on her own?
The picture came back, the fantasy of him and her and the top was down and his heart was full. On a sunny day, the wind in her black hair and her one dimple smile just for him. It was alarming how his heart sang when he thought that perhaps they could both just run away.
***
The last time Madison had cried herself to sleep was after her mother died. Last night had been something completely different though. She loved Charlotte, of course, but frankly it had been a relief in a lot of ways to have her gone. Her mother had been a constant source of worry long before she'd been sick. Once Charlotte was dead, Madison felt that at least she didn't have to wait for the inevitable any longer.
Michael was something else. All of the labels were wrong and the edges had blurred so that father and lover had become one and that one was overwhelming. Could she be in love with him? Could that even happen when he was also her dad? If this was love, then this morning Madison definitely felt love sick.
He didn't even remember her birthday. Madison had just started to sniffle again as she remembered his vacant stare when she asked him once more what day it was. She was just a girl to fuck, not even a daughter, just something new and different. She wondered what happened to Icepick Romano's ladies once he was finished with them? Madison had Googled her father and read the latest Tribune article about her father and initially, the nickname had made her giggle. Now she just thought it was appropriate.
Michael was ice. He was cold as ice, like a stone and that voice that he'd used with her last night when she suggested that he tell. Dammit, Madison wiped her cheek with the back of her hand. The tear was hot and then almost instantly cold. It was freezing outside but she couldn't stand to be in the backseat and have the driver hear her trying to hold back. She needed to be alone. Fuck Michael and his goddamn rules, she sniffled and wiped another salty tear. He couldn't even tell her why he'd let her go in the first place, he couldn't even look her in the eye.
Jesus and last night all she had wanted to do was melt in his arms. He'd been so careful, so good to her. Michael had never for a second tried to shame her about her fantasy. He had welcomed it wholeheartedly. Her orgasms had just seemed to double over on each other, one after another after another until the final crescendo had left her a shivering ball of impulses. She had just wanted him to hold her after that.
She had just wanted her Daddy to look her in the eye and whisper, "I love you, little girl," in that deep baritone that made her nipples respond with a little surge of electricity.
Madison had kind of hoped that Michael already had plans for this evening for the two of them. She would have broken it off with Steve in a heartbeat if her father wanted her. Steve was nice, sweet even, actually maybe adorable and if she'd never met Michael, she could definitely see herself going steady.
Steve was a boy though and Michael was a man; a man who made her knees weak. He made her body ache and her heart melt too, except not today. This morning all she had wanted to do was wrap herself up in his muscular arms and press her cheek to his chest.
That wasn't allowed though. Even in his own house, even with only paid subordinates around, Michael kept her a dirty, little secret.
Madison wondered for the hundredth time since arriving if she should just leave. The weather was awful, school was fine and the job was great but living with him was driving her crazy. Not a woman, not a little girl, not a daughter, not a girlfriend, but at night, naked in his bed, she was all of the above.
It was difficult on her own but maybe it was better, she thought as her teeth chattered. Madison pulled the light, black jacket closer to try to keep the vicious wind out. She needed some coffee. Not only was she running low on energy after a sleepless night but she could use the cup to warm her hands.
Besides, then she could go see the old man and his dog, Mr. Pibb.
At least someone was always happy to see her.
***
He'd been watching her long enough to know things. Things like the girl always stopped in the coffee shop across the street from her first class and got a large coffee. Of course, she ordered it in fake Italian, whatever all that bullshit bourgeois coffee lingo was. Every Tuesday, Wednesday and Friday at this time, the girl was there.
She was a favorite of the baristas because she always tipped as if she were a millionaire. From what he'd noticed over the last two weeks though, she was a favorite everywhere she went. How could she not be the favorite of any man with a pulse? An ass like that, the scrumptious, juicy mouth, her black hair and her milky, white skin, she was sex on a stick.
She reminded him of Snow White and he wanted to do unspeakably filthy things to her. And he would, locked away in his hiding spot that he'd kept just for her. Something to keep him occupied, something to keep him amused until Daddy showed up to rescue her.
Tonight, the little princess would degrade herself and he couldn't let himself continue the parade of hardcore porn in his mind without greeting her with a boner. That's not who the little princess thought he was. He was the nice, old man, the talkative geezer who gave her the nod and asked how her day was.
He admitted to himself that it was really about the dog. He'd noticed that on the first day, back when he was watching her from the shadows; he needed a dog. In fact, the dog was key.
She was punctual as usual. Beautiful and punctual, with a smile that could make a man melt, other men anyway. She waved from half a block away. It wasn't for him, even though he liked to think it was. It was for the dog. "Hey puppers, hey baby," she greeted the mutt with the gray and black fur that he'd stolen ten days ago from an old lady three miles away. "How's Mr. Pibb today?" she asked as she took a seat next to her favorite old geezer.
He had come up with Mr. Pibb on the fly and the dumb girl had actually fallen for it. It had actually been adorable according to her. "Well, Madison, Mr. Pibb and I are both chilly today. How are you?"
She shrugged and set the backpack down. "I'm alright, I guess. It is pretty cold."
"Welcome to the Windy City, my dear," he found that he could get away with informalities and pet names because of the snowy Santa beard that he wore. It was an important part of his disguise along with the slow, halting walk and the grunts and groans that he made as if the cold were in his old bones. Wait until she saw the real him underneath. "It'll stay this way until about May," he patted her hand and wished he could feel it other places. It was so soft, it would feel so good on his body. "Then it'll be 90 degrees and we'll call it summer for a bit."
"Until May?" she crinkled up her adorable nose and made a face. "I don't know if I can make it until May."
"Surely you'll have to stay until school is done, Madison," he clucked like a hen. Tsk, tsk, naughty girl, what about school?
She grabbed the dog's muzzle and asked him, "What do you think, Mr. Pibb? We should just get out of here and go somewhere warm. What do you think, good boy?"
"Is that boyfriend problems I hear, my dear?" he wondered, as if Romano were really a boyfriend and not her father.
Madison sighed and her eyes looked a little puffy as if someone had cried recently. Something wasn't right, she was usually a ray of sunshine. "Something like that. I guess." She blew Mr. Pibb a kiss and asked him, "you want anything from inside? My treat."
It was time to make his move. "Not at all, my dear. You know at my age, you can't have caffeine anymore. Keeps you up all night."
She rose to leave, "Right. Well, have a good day. Both of you."
"Not even going to mention the day?" he asked in his contrived, rusty gate voice that he'd given the old man.
"Valentine's Day?" she sounded hesitant.
"Bingo! Right you are," the doddering old man character was getting old. Part of him, the sick part, the part that wanted to hold a gun to her head and just get this shit over with wanted to tell her that he knew. It was her fucking birthday and la-di-da and he knew what she was going to get for her birthday too. At least if he had anything to say about it. He was sure that Romano had fucked her by now. The guy had his face buried in her pussy, he had to have taken that farther, daddy or not. But he had something special in mind. "And I got you something. Well, Mr. Pibb and I got you something."
She beamed, "Oh my gosh, you're so sweet. You didn't have to do that."
"Nonsense, you're my favorite girl, Madison. Plus Mr. Pibb would never forgive me if I didn't get you a little something to thank you." He had risen from the bench and took his time shuffling over the icy patch on the sidewalk. Go slow, slower, you're an old man who is deathly afraid to fall on the fucking ice, he warned himself. You're not there yet, easy, easy. "It's in my car, if you don't mind following me," he knew that she'd say yes, "just at the end of the street." He nodded and pointed with a finger that shook just a little, like he needed to take his morning medication.
"Of course," Madison agreed, her only stipulation, "can I walk Mr. Pibb?"
No one ever said no to the princess and he'd wait until later tonight to tell her how spoiled she was. "Here you go, my dear," he said as he handed her the leash. She was out here with a dress and a flimsy, little black jacket and a scarf that was an accessory rather than any warmth. At least she'd be warmer where he was taking her.
They made it to the end of the street and he gestured to the van. "I put it in back. You know these arthritic joints of mine don't get up and down too well in the morning," still in character, just a bit longer. He should win a fucking Oscar for this one.
He unlocked the back door and let it creak open, "Go on inside, my dear. Here, let me help." He was positioned behind her, he'd planned it all. "You'll have to drop the leash Madison. Don't worry, Mr. Pibb knows which side his bread is buttered on."



Madison giggled and then froze as he pinned her slender arms from behind. There was a second, a split second before the cloth with the chloroform hit her face and dimmed the lights and in that moment, she knew the truth. "That's it," he rocked her to sleep for a minute, probably less, "that's the little fucking princess. Go to sleep. There, there, everything will be alright. Or maybe not for you, little girl," he cackled to himself.
He was surprisingly nimble for an old man and jumped into the van and drug the dead weight of the lifeless girl inside. He made quick work of her wrists and ankles and hogtied her with zip ties. He then secured her with the harness that would keep her from injuring herself if the vehicle had to come to any sudden stops.
He wanted all of the injuries to come from him.
Once he'd placed the gag in her mouth, he jumped down to the pavement again and shut the van door. He locked it before he slid the key inside his coat pocket. No sense in letting her scream back there when he was at a stop sign right next to Chicago PD. He'd waited too long to get caught now.
The dog formerly known as Mr. Pibb barked at him, as if to ask him, hey, what about me?
"Fuck you, go find your home," he snarled at the dog. He'd hated feeding it since he'd stolen it. He hated everything about animals but he sure had come in handy. As a parting gift to the animal that had won him his prize, he gestured to the west. "You live that way, you dumb fucking dog."
***
The Mercedes AMG A35 in Lunar Blue, which Michael decided spur of the moment reminded him of Madison's eyes, was completely irresponsible. It was irresponsible and impractical and probably the worst thing he could buy a nineteen year old girl that he wasn't even sure knew how to drive. Jesus, he hadn't even thought of that. It was the middle of winter in Chicago where potholes and ice could be a death sentence. It did take the curves with a sweet little purr with Michael's steady foot on the gas though. The hum of the motor and the stereo bass pounding in the back made it worth the money. That and the look on her face when she saw him pull up, at least that was what he was hoping for.
That look of forgiveness and tenderness and the light in her eyes that said, "yes, Daddy, kiss me from head to toe." Maybe tonight, after makeup sex, he'd find the words to explain it all, or at least try.
Anything for his beautiful, little girl, Michael sighed and glanced up at the rear view. Anything to get her back, back in his arms, back in his bed. Hell, right now he'd take just back in the car. He needed a slow, deep kiss to confirm that all was forgiven. He'd have his hands in her thick, inky black curls and Madison's breath on his mouth and her small, curvy body pressed against him in the front seat. He was hard with the details, hard and lonely and that was the dangerous position that she had found him in that night when she showed up in his office.
If he could just find her then all would be right in his world, Michael was sure of it. So far, there was no sign of her near the Hogan building. He glanced at his phone and scowled. It was after lunch, she should be leaving any minute now to head to her afternoon library job. Madison had conveniently ignored his fifteen text messages and three voicemails although he didn't blame her. He'd been so obtuse, not just about her birthday, about everything. How many nights had he promised the god that he didn't really believe in that he'd give it all up to have Rosemary back? Since the idea had popped into his head this morning, it had sung, like a choir. It was crazy but Michael felt in his bones that it was his deliverance, his salvation.
Just leave.
He could picture teaching her to drive on a slow, back road to nowhere. Somewhere perpetually warm, somewhere he could just be Michael and she could just be with him.
There was no sign of her twenty minutes later and Michael sent her one last text, one last attempt. Please, he thought as he asked, "Are you already at work? I have a surprise."
Maybe she was already having her other plans which didn't include her doting father but probably did include Steve, whoever the fuck he was. Some teenage boy, all hands and dick and stupid hormones but wasn't that what she was supposed to have? Hadn't she reached out to him for some help and a normal life? Was the Mercedes really going to make up for that?
Even though it was killing him, Michael knew that he didn't have a choice. He would just have to go home and wait. Wait and pace and stalk her bedroom and look out the windows and stare at his phone until he felt a little more crazy than usual. He might be Icepick Romano but in all things regarding the heart, he melted like a puddle at her feet. All Madison had to do was snap her little fingers and her wish was his command.
It had always been that way since the day she was born.
***
Michael had given up pacing an hour ago and settled in his bedroom. He was still far from sleep but he made himself get into bed. It was a little after one and not a peep from Madison, not a text, nothing. His little girl must really be angry and Michael just hoped that he'd get the chance to make it up to her.
He had so much to atone for.
He wanted to begin with a getaway, or at least that's what he'd call it. Madison was smart, brilliant really, and she could finish school anywhere they went. There was no need to be weighed down by the suddenly oppressive cold and the suddenly oppressive past. They could make a clean break, somewhere warm and slow, where sticky afternoons would require bikinis and a hammock and a cold glass that left behind a cool, icy trail on her bare skin.
Madison was already used to starting over. Hadn't she said that she and Charlotte had done it dozens of times? Hell, she'd already ditched her real name for a whole new identity, one that she preferred over her given name. How much easier would this be if he weren't Romano; the Romano, the obvious one to inherit the throne? They could have it back, all he wanted was his fairy princess.
Madison, he whispered her name, all alone in the bedroom and he'd never felt the loneliness like this. It came over him like a wave, a wave that knocked the wind out of him. What if she had already left? What if it were too late?
Could he even go back to the way things had been before her?
Michael stripped and settled under the covers and left the light on the nightstand so he could see the phone without the readers. Once he felt the sheets on his skin, every nerve came alive. It was almost as if the sheets were still warm from her body. In fact her scent still lingered here. Her flowery shampoo and ridiculous perfume that was reminiscent of bubble gum. All of her innocent, girlish scents were wrapped up here in his sheets. The night they first made love seemed so long ago and yet it was just a few days. Would this be all he had to remember her by?
He closed his eyes and Michael held the pillow close and buried his face there. Madison, his beautiful girl, she was there in his bed, arms open, taking him back into her sunshine. "Daddy," he could almost hear her whisper, almost feel her breath on his neck. He could almost feel her mouth.
"May I kiss you, little girl?" he would ask, as if he had a choice.
Michael could feel Madison's little fingers on his forearms, her touch sending a rush of goosebumps down his spine. "Please, Daddy," she would say in that little girl voice that drove him crazy, "I want you to."
This kiss would be gentle. It would be a butterfly's wings, just a breath and the most tender press of lips. It would be a fatherly kiss, at least to begin with. With his arms around her, the intoxicating touch of her perfection on him, he would be drunk on it in no time. The need for more ran through his veins and pulsed inside, he couldn't help himself. Michael would open his mouth and touch the underneath side of her full, upper lip with his tongue, just one illicit, lingering taste of his daughter.
She would shiver as she clung to him. "Daddy," she would say it in her breathless half-whisper, half moan that took him to the edge.
He would be voracious then. He'd possess her mouth completely, he'd drink down her breath and fill her with his. In his mind's eye, Madison was there and she was once again naked in her father's bed. Naked and warm and every inch of her body was velvet and hot and his, just his to meander over every inch. They melted together more with every kitten sigh that came from her core. Her button nipples pressed against him, brushed his chest, burned the flesh they touched. Madison's buttery skin, her pale belly, her perfect thighs open and one wrapped around his leg, all of her open and wanting him. There, between her thighs, she was molten and slippery, her sweetness already dripped to the sheets below, the sheets marked with her virginity. "Little girl," he could hear how his voice shook with pent-up desire, "you're so wet."
Michael whispered into the pillow which was really Madison's neck and his fingers slowly delved down her teenage flesh. His daughter, so perfect, so perfect for him. Michael could almost feel her open her legs as if she were begging for him to touch her. It was so wrong. It was the last thing a father should do, touch his little girl there, her secret little wet place. But what was he to do when she panted as his finger slid up her crevice? She purred and pushed her hips up as she begged, "yes, Daddy, I want you." Michael could hear her as his index finger circled her ripe bud and there was no denying her anything she wanted.
With his other hand on his cock, he pleasured her as well as himself. His dick jolted in his hand as he slipped a finger inside. Yes, dripping for him, she needed this, she needed Daddy. "Baby, oh god, my sweetheart," he exclaimed as he pushed one finger and then a second into her seeping, little pussy. Tight, still so tight as if he hadn't fucked every last inch of his dick inside, tight and satiny and wet as rain. Perfect really, just like the rest of her and when he arched his back as he stroked himself, Michael knew that he wouldn't last long even just in his imagination.
He wanted to make her cum in his hand. He wanted her dripping and sobbing. He wanted her yo push her hips into him and grind like a little girl would as she surrendered. Michael wanted to watch that and lick the sweet juice from his palm before wandering down her molten flesh to her open thighs. The taste of her, god, he moaned as he jacked off into the sheets. He wanted to feel her cum on his lips, rivulets of her cream as it ran down his throat, covered in her, all of her.
"Madison," he cried out as the orgasm tore from his body, pulse after pulse of his incessant need for her ripped from his deep inside. Every last drop was for her and Michael knew as he shuddered in the dark that even if he never saw her again, it always would be.
Fuck, in love with his own daughter, how could he have expected a happy ending? Star crossed and so crazy about her, covered in cum and cuddling the pillow that smelled of her, Michael sighed. For tonight he was going to hang onto the getaway fantasy. Everything else was too heartbreaking.
His phone pinged and he quickly grabbed it. His mind raced as he swiped, whispering, "please baby girl."
It wasn't her. The number was unknown. The text message was a picture and Michael mumbled, "what the fuck," as it downloaded. If this was Roz being cute, trying to send him some of her skanks tonight, he was going to call her and straighten her out.
When the picture opened, he froze. It was impossible to breathe until Michael had run out of air and gasped. "Jesus," he whispered, he shook as he saw her come to life. Like a nightmare from the past, Madison was wearing the purple dress but now it had been torn from top to bottom and she was exposed. Hands tied overhead, ankles secured as well, she was strung up to bolts in a cement wall. A black blindfold hid her stormy eyes from view but Michael knew that they must be terrified. Under the picture, the text read only, "I scream a lot Daddy."
***
He hadn't called Irv in the middle of the night since Charlotte had gone missing but this was why Irv Goldin made a fortune representing Icepick Romano. The old man must have been out for the night. The landline rang four times before he picked up and asked in a faraway voice, "hello?"
"It's me. Someone took Madison," Michael didn't even want to say it out loud, it made it true. "She's been kidnapped."
"Michael?" The old man suddenly sounded as awake as he would be in the middle of the day. It was that kind of news. "How do you know? Did they make contact?"
Michael was still shaking from it, "Yes, motherfucker sent me a picture of her tied to a wall." He swallowed hard, it was painful to say, "her dress is ripped in two, she's blindfolded."
Irv whistled quietly, "Son of a bitch, I'm so sorry, Michael. Anything else? Has he called?"
"Not yet." It had only been two hours since Michael got the picture but the bastard could have had Madison all day. His heart was in his throat when he thought of that.
Irv already had an idea and that's why he was worth the price, whatever it was. "I've got this kid, a hacker, little shit cracked the State's Attorney's server in about three minutes. Anyway, his name is Pete, I'll send him over. I bet you anything that this fucking Russian kid will find your kidnapper before any fucking cops could."
"No cops, Irv," Michael shook his head. The fucking Chicago police were dirtier than the Romano family. The last thing he needed was a bunch of macho idiots with guns trying to settle something to get headlines. No, this had to be done with finesse.
"No, no of course not, Michael," Irv agreed. "Those cocksuckers would make a mess of things. Let's get the kid to work on your picture, see what he finds."
"You know where to send him," Michael told him before hanging up.
Pete was fast. The young man sat in Michael's office before he'd had the chance to put on a shirt and tie. Pete looked to be no older than Madison. He was a skinny boy with bad skin and a choppy haircut that was dyed half black and half purple. He chewed gum so hard that his jaw clicked and he cracked his knuckles constantly. Michael didn't have much confidence in Irv's assessment until the kid brought out his laptop. The way his fingers flew over the keyboard seemed impressive. "This is all you've got?" Pete asked, glancing at the picture.
Michael simply nodded. He couldn't bear to talk about it anymore. All he could hear was his heart throbbing in his temples, the rush of blood was louder and almost frightening. When he thought about it, all his horrific imagination could picture was scene after scene of all the horror that he imagined was happening to her right now. If she was dead, if it was too late, if this wasn't really a kidnapping, all the if's could kill him. If he lost her forever, then the last thing that he would do would be hunt down whoever did this.
That's all he'd be good for at that point.
One of Paulie's guys knocked at the open door, "Got a second, boss?"
Michael waved him in and watched as he pushed another young man in front of him. "Sit there," he prompted the blonde kid and then pointed at Michael, "now tell the man what you told me."
Michael wanted to know, "Who is this?"
"His name is Steve something or other," this must be the illustrious Steve who took Michael's little girl out on a date. "He works with Madison. They were supposed to go out tonight," he shrugged as if he didn't want to suggest what he definitely was suggesting.
Steve looked like he might shit his pants and if the occasion were any different, Michael would enjoy seeing that. "Is that true? You and Madison were going out tonight?" He kept his voice soft. Michael really couldn't blame the kid for being gaga over Madison but he better not have ever done more than kiss his daughter.
Steve trembled all over as he shook his head. He had an athletic build and chocolate, brown eyes. Michael could even concede that he looked like a nice kid. He was the boy next door. Hardly in Madison's league, but who would be? "Yes sir," his voice squeaked at the end. Madison would have probably found that adorable, the squeak and the skinny jeans and the tee shirt with a band he'd never heard of on it. Steve was probably adorable to teenage girls and as much as Michael didn't want to admit it, that included Madison. The boy continued, "except she never showed up for work today, which isn't like her. I've been calling and texting her all afternoon."
The boy looked down, dejected. He probably had spent the whole night assuming that Madison was mad at him or off on a better date with someone else. Michael could sympathize. "Steve, do you know if she was at school today?" Maybe they would have a timeline if nothing else.
Steve fumbled in his pocket and procured his phone as evidence. "Her friend Deanna said she was a no-show this morning too." The boy's hand shook and Michael bet it was sweaty too. He was a good kid for agreeing to come along with a stranger to try to help Madison. "That's when I started to get worried," his voice squeaked again.
If she never showed up for class, that meant she could have been taken anytime after 8:30 when she had stormed out of the front door. Michael checked his watch, it was almost 4 am, which meant they were coming up on the 24 hour mark. His stomach flipped, even the cops knew how crucial the first 24 hours were. "Thanks Steve," Michael extended his hand and shook the boy's. "This helps a lot and if you don't mind sticking around, that would be great."
Steve nodded. What was he going to say? By now, even the boy had to recognize him from the news and who said no to Icepick Romano?
Paulie entered the office with a bang. "Got her on a camera, boss," he snapped.
"What?" Michael reached out for it, whatever it was. Whatever proof there was that Madison was still amongst the living, he had to have it now.
"It's the security footage outside this coffee shop across the street from her morning class," Paulie explained. "I had to knock some heads to get it, but fuck it. We'll buy all their donuts or something. Look," he pointed at the television on the wall, "there's our girl."
Under normal circumstances Michael would have taken offense to "our girl" but at the moment, it was endearing. Everyone loved Madison, you just couldn't help it. So did, apparently, the old man with the dog on the bench outside the bakery. Madison sat and pet the dog, they seemed to know each other. A minute later, Madison rose and took the dog's leash, walking with the old man to an unknown destination.
"She was there at 9:27," Paulie was excited as he pointed at the time. "Now we just gotta get some other footage up the block and see where the fuck she goes with that old geezer."
"Wait, we have a technical guy here," Michael pointed at Pete who was still typing away furiously. "Irv sent him, supposed to be able to hack into shit. Hey, Pete," Michael waved to get the geeky boy's attention.
Pete looked up, bug eyed, "I'm sorry, I don't have anything yet. Whoever it is, they're using encryption software and a burner phone. It's a little more than I expected."
Fuck, so it was someone who knew what they were doing, which meant someone had gone to the trouble of hiring a contractor. Either that or it wasn't anyone Michael suspected. "Not to worry," Michael tried to sound as if his whole world wasn't hanging in the balance. "Talk to Paulie, let's see if you can't get us some more security camera footage, okay?"
Pete nodded in agreement and gestured to Paulie, "Can you come over here and give me the address?"
As Pete worked on the laptop, Michael's cell phone lay in plain view and he couldn't tear his eyes away from the awful picture of his beautiful, little girl. Tied and dress torn, helpless and all alone somewhere in the dark, he had to get to her and quickly. God knows what might have already happened to her. Michael knew what he would have done if the situation were reversed. He bit his hand hard to keep the sound inside, the desperate sound of a broken man.



"Got her," Pete exclaimed, shaking Michael from his panicked state. They all huddled around the laptop and watched as another security camera picked up Madison, the old man and the dog walking to the end of the block. A few clicks of the keyboard and Pete had some more footage, Madison and the old man standing by a beat up work van.
Michael held his breath as she turned to step into the van, his brain screamed, "Don't get in there. Goddammit, Madison, get out of there." When the old man grabbed her from behind and pressed something over her face, everyone but Michael groaned. He couldn't take his hand from his mouth for fear that he'd be sick right where he stood. Once Madison was limp in his arms, he propped her on the bumper like a package. The old man jumped without hesitation into the back of the van and took Madison inside. Out of view from the camera now, Michael could only assume that he'd tied her, secured her to something. God, was that when he tore her dress and had his filthy hands all over her? He had to hold back the tears.
The old man wasn't an old man at all. The beard came off once he came out to lock the van doors. The dog wasn't even his, he shouted at it and left it in the middle of the street once he had his prize. "Motherfucker!" Michael shouted as the van drove away. "Tell me you got something? Anything?" Right now all they had was an anonymous van on a side street and a burner phone. The seconds ticked away and Madison's life hung in the balance.
What if he were just a crazy fucking psycho and this wasn't a kidnapping? What if it were someone from Charlotte's past, some junkie? If he didn't want money then Michael was fucked because what else could he do?
Pete had scrolled back on the footage, "I think we have most of a license plate."
Michael didn't want to hope but that was all he had at the moment. "Part of one?" he asked the whiz kid.
"It's an Illinois plate, CHA 81 and the last two numbers are maybe a three or an eight. The other one could be a 1," Pete tried to sound upbeat. He was right, it was something. There were probably hundreds of possible combinations but it was a start.
Paulie snorted, "Yeah, like this guy isn't going to steal someone's plates, come on." He shrugged, "I mean, that's what I'd do."
Michael agreed. That's what he'd do as well and chop the van after just to make sure. He couldn't sit around and do nothing and wait for the next picture though. "Go through the list with Pete. I'm assuming you can break into the DMV too?" he hoped the kid could.
Pete made a face that suggested that it was child's play. "Already done."
Michael drew back his shoulders and combed his fingers through his hair. He had to think. He had to take charge and he had to get his little girl back. Now, looking at the time once more, if not sooner. "Give Paulie a list of cars and addresses and Paulie, send however many guys you need to rustle these people up. But you stay here," he pointed as his employee, "I might need you when the shit goes down."
"Anything boss, we'll get this fucking guy," Paulie assured him with a pat on the arm, "and when we do, it will be my fucking honor to take his balls for you."
Yes, they'd torture the fuck, that was a sure bet Michael made with himself. If he were so lucky, if they got Madison in time and if the cocksucker didn't pussy out and eat his own gun, then he'd be glad to let Paulie do his handiwork. That was a lot of if's though and Michael hated gambling.
He made coffee and dressed. He went through the motions as if he weren't dying inside. He paced the halls, he stared outside and watching the sun rise and glisten on the snowy ground. It was getting late, if this was a kidnapping, they should have made contact by now.
It reminded him of the first time Rosemary was taken. God, she was just a little girl then, four, maybe about to turn five and she'd been so brave. He closed his eyes and whispered, "Hang on, little girl," and hoped that somehow she could hear that.
It was almost 9:00 am when the call came in. The house buzzed with activity. There must have been twenty people between the office and the kitchen and the security room. Suddenly, there wasn't a peep; it was as if everyone held their breath in unison.
Michael asked Pete, "What do I do? Can you trace the call?"
Pete shrugged, "Answer it. I won't know unless you do."
Michael's voice was hoarse when he answered, "Hello?"
***
Tying her to the wall had just been good optics and of course, quite tasty with the black, satin bra and panties on display. Once he'd sent the photo to Daddy dearest, he unhooked her and led her back to the mattress. Madison was groggy and her head lolled to one side as if she might pass out.
"Hey, little princess," he shook her shoulders, "you need some water. Come on, you little fucking brat," he growled at her. He had no patience with children or animals, or women for that matter.
Madison tried to keep her eyes open and asked in voice that sounded like her mouth full of cotton, "Where's Mr. Pibb?"
Of course, the fucking dog, that would be what she would worry about, wouldn't it? "I have no fucking idea," he confessed. He'd driven off and left the mutt behind in the cold and who really gave a damn? "Drink your water," he prompted and put the plastic cup to her red, full lips. He was going to enjoy her mouth later, all of it, but in the meantime, it did him no good if she got sick and dehydrated.
Madison was a good girl and slurped up a mouthful and gulped the water down. Then she sat up and spat it all right in his face. "Let me go, you asshole! Get me out of here!" she screamed.
He nodded and felt the lukewarm water dribble down his face. He took his glasses off and dried them on his shirttail. Calm, he reminded himself, no point in damaging the merchandise. Romano would need to think that this was still salvageable. "You're a little cunt, aren't you?" It was a rhetorical question and came with a slap on the face that startled her.
Madison was more polite after that and pleaded in a whisper, "Please, let me go. I won't say anything."
He patted her head like he had Mr. Pibb's, "I know you won't," he chuckled. "Oh yes, you've got all of your mother's best qualities, don't you? You remind me so much of her." He reached for the kit on the table next to the grimy mattress.
She sniffed and asked, "How did you know my mother?"
He jabbed the needle into the bottle of clear liquid. "Oh, me and your mother go way back," he sounded nostalgic. "I'm the one who put her in the Witness Protection program. We were a, what would I call it?" he hummed and looked for the word as he flicked the syringe with his thumb and middle finger. "An item, I guess," he laughed.
"You were in love?" Madison asked in a sleepy, girlish voice that made it sound like a bedtime story.
"Love?" he coughed instead of laughed. "No, you simpering idiot," he grabbed her forearm roughly. "Your mother was a junkie whore with a temper who would say anything to get her way. Sound familiar, Madison? No, I was not in love with her but that didn't keep me from fucking her." He tapped her chin with the other hand to get Madison's attention. "Just like I'll fuck you later."
Madison whimpered and tried to pull away but was unable to slip from his grasp. "Come on, please, whatever you are upset about, I'm sure my mother didn't mean to hurt you."
He scowled, "Actually my dear, this is about your father. Now let's see if you share your mother's affection for narcotics," he slapped her flesh and studied her milky, white skin, looking for a vein. "Very good, I can see you don't shoot up like Charlotte. That's a good girl," he said in a saccharine sweet tone as he pushed the needle into the perfect spot. "Just a pinch and then, nirvana."
Keeping her asleep and quiet made things easier. He had a very important phone call to make and there was no sense in Michael hearing her cry in the background.
Once Madison closed her eyes and fell to the mattress, a spill of inky curls all around her, he smiled. It was almost a pity that she was who she was because she was absolutely adorable. He took the phone to his makeshift desk and checked the computer before he placed the call. It had been a little over twenty-four hours. Wouldn't want to keep Icepick Romano waiting, would he?
The man answered on the third ring, probably checking to see if they could trace the call. Too bad, you fucking goon, he thought to himself, you'll never find me until I want you to. "Hello?" Michael sounded as if he were speaking with a ghost.
And he was, in a roundabout way.
"Hello Michael, long time, no talk," he waited. Come on, he'll get it. It was a long time ago but he was sure that it was forever burned into Michael's memory. He'd hidden in the shadows for so long, it was time to be seen.
He could tell by the way that Romano gasped that he knew. "Mueller? You fucking animal! You've got my daughter?" Michael raged.
He clicked his tongue to chide Michael like a child, "No, no, you might want to start things off a little nicer Romano. And keep in mind that yes," his volume went up and his chest puffed out, "I have your fucking daughter."
"Why Mueller? Didn't you do enough to my family?" Michael pleaded, "what did I ever do to you? You're fucking FBI, it's a goddamn job, that's all."
He chuckled, "Not for me, my friend. It was never a job for me. And by the way, my name isn't Mueller either. It was always personal for me."
He could tell that Michael was struggling with the be nice part. "Then tell me, if it's personal, why me? And what do you want, Mueller?"
"What are you offering?" he asked and turned to look over Madison slowly, up and down. She was quite the prize. Even if Michael wasn't fucking her, she'd still be Daddy's little girl in every other way. Romano would move heaven and earth for her.
Michael was thinking, "Anything, Mueller. You name it. You know I'm rich. I'll meet you, we'll make the trade and then you just fuck off and stay out of our lives."
He laughed a deep belly laugh. "Money? I'm disappointed that's what you think of me, Michael. No, if I wanted your money then I would have wrapped this up fifteen years ago."
Michael was getting desperate. "Then what?" He barely whispered.
"A trade, straight up. A life for a life." It finally came down to this. Nothing else would do.
Romano must have finally figured out what it meant. Would he make the ultimate sacrifice? He was betting Michael would. "I want proof of life, Mueller," he demanded.
It was the least he could do for a man who just agreed to commit suicide. "How about a nice, juicy picture? One last look at your little girl's snatch? I'll be happy to oblige," he cackled.
"No, no, don't touch her," Michael begged. "Just a picture of her face is fine. Or you could let me talk to her." Romano really wanted that, he could hear the hope in his voice.
He bent over the mattress and took a picture of the black haired princess. Stunning, he thought and smiled to himself as he clicked the arrow to send it to Michael. "Check your phone, Daddy," he taunted him.
"When can we meet?" Michael asked.
"I'm going to need a little more time with your baby girl," he sneered. "Let her warm up to me a bit."
Michael snapped, "Lay one fucking finger on her and I'll rip your heart out and feed it to you."
"Ouch! That's the Icepick Romano I remember. I'll meet you at 10:00 tonight; just you Michael. Just me and you or I'll kill her. I know you won't involve the police, given how they feel about you but I better not see one of your idiot pals either or I'll slit her throat where she stands."
Michael was quick to concede, "Yes, you got it. Just the two of us. Where?"
This was the best part. "I thought we'd take a trip down memory lane. Remember where she was when the Columbians took her? Now don't be late."
He pressed the red button to end the call and slipped the burner phone in his pocket. He needed a little me time with a sleeping princess.
***
It was dark outside before 5:00 and the chill outside seemed to have settled in his bones. Michael had paced until he was exhausted. He was wired and despondent and too heartsick to rest. He had gone to her room, the place which most smelled of his darling girl.
After he laid on her bed and held her pillow for at least an hour, he felt that he'd made peace with the circumstances.
Yes, he'd die for her. There was never a question of whether he would. How could he guarantee that Mueller wouldn't kill her afterward though? He was tortured by that question. He was taking an awful risk, literally a life and death chance. Michael wasn't a gambler and he'd decided that he had to have an ace or two up his sleeve.
Wrapped up in her scent, Michael realized the ache inside was there ever since she left the first time. Madison hadn't been here that long and yet she penetrated every inch of the room. If tonight went badly, she'd haunt this place forever. Michael buried his face in her pillow and inhaled deeply. In no time, his imagination took over. His arms were wrapped around her, her small, sweet body crushed to his and he took in every bit of her.
It was a kaleidoscope of images, as if he knew deep down that they were saying goodbye. Madison in braids. Madison in his lap at the club. Madison climbing onto his bed, jutting her lovely bottom out provocatively; his heart palpitating faster with each picture of her. Fuck, he'd just gotten his heart back, after all this time. Michael thought, with a lump in his throat, before Madison knocked on his door he wouldn't have minded this decision.
It was almost as if Mueller had planned it this way.
What the hell did the man want from him? Michael had wracked his brain and still, nothing. Mueller had fucked his wife and wrecked his family and even that wasn't enough. How could he be so obsessed with the Romanos?
Michael felt the goosebumps run down his spine as he thought that he would discover the truth shortly. It might be the last thing he did.
Before he went from the frying pan into the fire though, he needed to make sure that he kept a promise; at least one promise, to the sweetest, little fairy princess he'd ever known. She had deserved so much better. Irv answered instead of the service, which meant the old man was on high alert.
"Michael, my boy, any answers yet?" Irv was probably pacing too. Pacing with a lit cigar somewhere that he rarely smoked but today, the old man was sure to be puffing away.
Michael was going to play this hand close to the vest. "Some. They've made contact," he said quietly.
Irv sounded as if his mind were racing, "Well, that's something. Okay, and she's still alive, so there's hope. How much do you need, Michael?"
Michael wasn't going to need a dime. "I've got it covered, Irv," he assured the lawyer.
"You've got that much cash around the house, Michael?" He quizzed him. "How many times have I told you not to leave that much money around? What if they get another bullshit search warrant, my boy? Think about it. Undeclared income, that's how they got Al Capone."
Michael would have laughed under different circumstances. Irv had been a substitute father to him since his dad died and Michael had grown accustomed to his stern warnings. "It's fine, Irv. Really." He only really cared about one thing. "In my will, have I set anything up for Madison, I mean, Rosemary?" Irv knew her as her little girl name, which Michael had to admit was still his favorite.
Irv was searching his memory. "No, no we hadn't Michael. We changed your will five years ago and since you weren't looking for her anymore, I removed Rosemary from the will."
Michael reached for the gray sweater that Madison had left on the back of the chair. It was soft, almost as soft as her skin and it was a comfort to hold it tight. He needed to feel his arms around her, he needed it like air. "I need you to put her back in, Irv. Or whatever needs to happen. If something happens to me, I don't want her to want for anything."
Irv was quick to ask, "What's going to happen to you Michael? What's really going on?"
Michael knew that out of all of them, Irv was the one that he could depend on. Even with Madison, whose beauty made her quite the temptation, even her own father couldn't help himself. "Just want to think about the future, Irv," he lied.
Suddenly, his future seemed to have a very definite expiration date.
They said their goodbyes and Michael lied again and consoled Irv that everything would work itself out. He doubted it. All the times that Michael had rushed into danger because of work, he'd never given himself the fifty fifty odds that he felt in his gut tonight.
Mueller had waited an awfully long time for this, Michael reminded himself as he began to prepare for the evening. He took a long hot shower to warm up. He dressed in layers, nothing flashy, no tie, nothing to attract attention. Tonight he'd wear a track suit and running shoes. He zipped up another hooded sweatshirt and tucked the .380 in the inside pocket. He assumed Mueller would find that one and most likely the smaller pistol strapped to his ankle as well. Michael would have to hope that he'd catch him off guard. He pulled the black ski cap down over his ears before looking in the mirror. It would be impossible to pick him out of a lineup in this getup, which made it perfect. Absolutely no one would see Icepick Romano roam the south side of Chicago tonight.
His wallet and keys were on top of the dresser. He'd bring the cell phone, that was a necessity. There was one more integral piece to the plan, if he could call it that. Besides, Mueller might call with some bullshit last minute change of plans, just to trip him up. Perhaps Madison would need it after the fact. If he came back tonight, little girl in tow, he'd already promised himself that he'd never need the wallet again. He'd need a new identity.
Either way, Michael Romano was going to die tonight.
He ran into Paulie on his way to the front door. "Boss, you sure you should go out right now?" His employee sounded suspicious.
Michael nodded, as if admitting that he shouldn't, "I got to get some air. Get the fuck out of here," he looked around the foyer. "I'll be back, I promise," he knew that he should feel guilty since he never intended to keep that promise but he had too many other things to feel guilty for.
Once he was outside, the chill slapped his face and took his breath away. Michael shoved his hands in his pockets and decided that he'd never bitch about the heat if he got the chance to leave. He made a left on Elm and headed to Clark where he could easily get a taxi. He hailed the first Yellow cab on the right and the man pulled over.
"Where ya going?" The man vaped furiously and the cab was a cloud of mist.
"You can drop me off at Archer and Austin." He was headed for the old neighborhood, one he hadn't spent much time in since the last night that he'd gone to get his daughter.
"South side, ouch," the cab driver nodded and pressed the button that started the fare.
The stars were out tonight. Even in the city where you had to assume the lights in the sky were actually planes lined up to land at O'hare, the stars seemed to hang low. It felt like a night long ago when he'd rescued Rosemary once before. He should have known then. He should have given it up that night, the price was too great. Michael had been too proud, too determined to carry on the Romano family name and look what it had gotten him. Fucked, that's what he was.
The fifty-eight dollar ride was over with more quickly than Michael had anticipated and the cab driver eased up to the curb. Michael had brought a hundred dollar bill and told the man, "keep the change," before he shut the door behind him.



His final destination was only three blocks west and a block and a half south of here and, Michael checked the time on his phone, he had over an hour before the assigned meeting time. His last preparation needed to be in place.
He still had the number programmed on his phone. They hadn't had much cause to speak to each other since their first, fateful encounter but Icepick Romano and Rafael Ortega, number three in the Columbian cartel and head of the local Latin Kings that ran the Pilsen neighborhood occasionally found each other useful.
Tonight he'd be calling in a favor.
The man picked up on the first ring, "Is this you?" he asked in a suspicious tone. They would never use the other's name on this phone, both of them were always targets for law enforcement.
"Yeah, it's me," Michael confirmed. "Listen, I've got a deal for you."
Rafael chuckled and inhaled deeply. Michael assumed that his nemesis was smoking pot and probably nice and mellow, for a heartless murderer anyway. "And why would you suddenly be so generous?"
The man had reason to be suspicious, Michael surely would have been if the shoe were on the other foot. "You remember where you stashed my daughter when you took her?" he asked Rafael, as if either of them could forget.
The gangster exhaled and murmured, "Yeah, of course I do."
"I'm in the neighborhood. Come pick me up at Austin and Archer and I'll tell you about my generosity."
Rafael might be high but he suddenly was on alert. "I'll see you in ten, primo," he said quickly before hanging up.
Michael paced in the shadows as he waited and hoped that this wasn't as crazy as it sounded.
***
Given that Irv's techno whiz kid had been unable to find anything on Mueller, Michael assumed that the motherfucker had the whole block on surveillance and he approached the garage slowly with his hands up. He had to assume he was being watched. He kicked himself one last time for not being even more paranoid, especially when it came to his daughter.
The rusty garage door was almost two stories tall and it inched up, it squeaked and whined all the way. The sound was burned into his brain. It was exactly the same the night that Michael had come to rescue her so many years ago. Michael's heart thudded louder with every inch. Where was she? What If this was the last time he was ever going to see her? This motherfucker, Madison better be okay. If he'd touched her, Michael shook his head. He had to stay cool, he had to be ready.
Once the garage door stopped, Mueller stepped out of the shadows. "Good, thank you for being punctual," he waved Michael inside as if they were friends meeting up casually.
Michael shook his head, "Not until I see her. Bring her into the light, Mueller."
"Oh, you're such a doting Dad," Mueller goaded him, "I've got her all dolled up for the occasion." He stepped back into the shadows and something squeaked in Michael's direction.
His daughter was tied up.
Mueller had secured Madison's wrists and ankles to a dolly, as if she were merchandise to be delivered. She wasn't blindfolded anymore and Madison's eyes were full of terror. She whimpered into the cloth that gagged her and Michael knew that if the gag were out of her mouth, she would be sobbing. There was blood on her chin and Michael felt his hands curl into fists. "Motherfucker," he muttered, and then warned himself once more, this was no time to lose his temper.
Mueller dismissed it, "Oh, we were just playing a little game. Something to pass the time, isn't that right sweetheart?" Hearing Mueller talk to her intimately, fuck, watching his fingers linger on Madison's forearm made Michael's stomach lurch. "You've seen her, she's fine," Mueller sneered, "well, mostly fine. Get in here. It's time to get this over with."
Michael stepped inside, hands up in surrender once more. He'd play his part, he'd do what must be done and he would hope to god that he'd get to make this up to her somehow.
Mueller drew out his gun and approached Michael carefully. "Keep your hands there," he gestured with the gun in his right and reached for Michael with his left hand. He quickly found the gun in the jacket pocket and sighed as if he found it highly annoying that Michael would come armed. "I suppose there's more where that came from," Mueller moved his hand slowly down his stomach, to his legs, down to his calves. There was the other gun tucked away in an ankle holster. "Like a cop, Romano? You're just full of surprises, aren't you?"
Michael didn't say a word. His eyes were on Madison, nothing else mattered.
Mueller's left hand wandered midway up his left, inner thigh. "I bet you didn't want me to find that, did you?" Mueller chuckled.
Son of a bitch, Michael felt the rumble run down his body. His icepick, taped to his thigh, the one that he never left the house without anymore, he'd looked forward to pushing it through the hot, fleshy bit of Mueller's neck that would send his lifeblood spurting out. "Icepick Romano, what a fucking nickname," Mueller spat as he reached into the sweatpants and ripped the item from the tape. "You forget, Michael, I know everything about you." He tossed the small, metallic pick onto the floor and it rolled out of reach.
If he was going to die, he wanted to make sure that it wasn't in vain. "I'm unarmed, Mueller. I've done what you wanted, let Madison go," it was a command and Michael tried to keep the panic from his voice.
Mueller touched her cheek and Madison's squeal was muffled by the gag. "Doesn't she remind you of her mother?" he reminisced. "I'll tell you what, Michael. Certain things about her are so very Charlotte," Mueller used a low, intimate tone that made Michael shake to hear it. "But I'm sure that you know all about that by now."
Bastard, he'd fucking rip his spine out given the chance. Michael clenched his jaw and reiterated, "Let her go, Mueller."
Mueller untied her wrists and then knelt in front of Madison to reach her ankles. His fingers were slow on her legs and he sighed as he released her. "All good things must come to end, my dear," he told her as the last cuff was opened. "Run along, Madison."
Madison wasn't able to run, in fact, Michael watched in a panic as she crumbled to the floor after two steps. "What did you do to her?" he bellowed.
Mueller shrugged, "I guess she can't take the drugs like Charlotte could. Not much of a party girl, is she? Of course, how would you know?" Mueller whispered behind his hand, "you're not much of a father." The psycho laughed hysterically at his own joke.
"Why are you doing this, Mueller?" Michael had to know. "You said you knew everything about me. Why don't I know anything about you?"
"I was much more forgettable in your life," Mueller said sarcastically as he waved the gun at him. "Get on your knees, Romano."
"Don't shoot me right in front of her," Michael was as close to pleading with him as he had ever been in his life. He just needed a small miracle, the last thing he'd ever ask for. He just needed this fucking douchebag to be off his game.
"Shoot you?" Mueller coughed up a dry laugh. "I just want to see you on your knees. You're not going as quickly as Frank."
So it was all Mueller. "Tell me Mueller, tell me who you are!" Michael demanded, as much as one could demand on their knees with their hands in the air. "I mean it's the least you can do considering that you fucked my whole life up."
"Robert Sullivan," Mueller spat at Michael, "you remember him?"
Michael's mind raced through names and faces like an open catalog, he searched for the right name. Out of the corner of his eye, Michael realized that Madison could move and she inched her way across the floor, slowly and steadily. Even now, she must have been able to read his mind. "There was an older guy, I think we called him Sully. He used to run numbers."
Mueller huffed, "I'm surprised you remembered him at all. Yes, Robert Sullivan was my father. You remember what you and Frank did?"
It was a blur. He and Frank had been bad kids, and who was going to stop them? They were untouchable. Michael had at least tried to be respectable, his father insisted on it but Frank was a little stupid and much more of a wild card. "Help me out, Mueller," he just needed to keep the motherfucker talking. "It's been a long time and I've done a lot of shit in my day."
"You ruined him, with the Super Bowl and he was into your father for what, half a million? He never would have been able to pay. And you little snot-nosed, rich fuckers couldn't have given a shit." Mueller was waving the gun around and his voice came and went as if he were on the verge of tears. He was making Michael nervous.
"But you didn't want any money, Mueller! Come on, if this is all about money, then let me pay you. How much does it cost to make you finally go away?" Michael could feel his heart throbbing triple time as he watched his lovely daughter creep closer and closer. Don't let him see her, don't let him turn around, keep the gun and his crazy fucking eyes on yo
Mueller exploded, "He killed himself you dumb fuck!" He ran up and pressed the gun to Michael's temple, spitting on him as he asked, "how much is that worth? Huh, you tell me, how much was his life worth?"
The door in the back opened and Mueller put up his finger as if something had just dawned on him. "You dirty cocksucker, who came with you? You think I won't kill them too?"
He was panicking but it was too late.
Rafael Ortega had sent the troops but before Michael saw one of them, Madison made her move. She had crawled to the metal pick, palmed it while Mueller screamed and now, her hand went up in a fist with deadly force. "Die, you fucking asshole," she screamed. She buried the metal pic, down to the handle, in his upper thigh.
"Fuck," Mueller dropped to his knees where he stood. He choked, his hand shook as the crimson spray shot out. He baptized Madison with his life blood.
Michael couldn't have been more proud. Who said she wasn't a chip off the old block? His daughter hit the man's femoral artery with one shot. He reached for her, "Madison, honey, wait, I'm coming," he told her as he began to rise from his kneeling position.
The floor was slippery with Mueller's blood. The Latin Kings had invaded the garage and Michael heard them swearing to each other in a little English and a little Spanish. "Who is the fucking puta cop? Where is he?" A young Latino holding an AK47 asked Michael.
Michael pointed, panting, "he's there, he's already dead." Another step, another step to reach Madison and it seemed like he was moving in quicksand.
The garage door opened behind him and the lights made the hair on the back of Michael's neck stand up. Blue lights were never a good sign. Over the loudspeaker, Michael heard, "Chicago PD, everybody get down on the ground and put your hands in the air."
A shot was fired and Michael motioned to Madison, "Honey, get down, down on the ground." As the volley of gunfire began, Michael realized that the puddle of blood had now shifted and was moving in front of him as well. As he tried to get up from his knees, to provide a shield for Madison, he slipped and fell to the floor.
This blood was his.
Madison screamed, "Daddy," and suddenly she was there, he was in her arms. His head was on her lap and those stormy blue eyes had drawn him into her sunshine one last time. Michael could remember clearly the first time he looked into them. Lost, he'd always been lost there and he smiled.
"Little girl, I love you," Michael wasn't sure if he just thought it or said it, he couldn't hear his own voice. The garage was fading away and the floor was no longer cold. In fact, he could feel nothing. There was just Madison's eyes until there was nothing.
***
Irv was stuck in traffic on Lake Shore Drive with plenty of time to think. Thinking was something that he'd been trying to avoid for the last few days, ever since that night. He'd had a bad feeling when he hung up with Michael. It had been his experience with countless clients over the years that when they started talking about changing their will that there was more to the conversation.
When he hadn't received a call from Michael that night to update him, Irv had a knot in his stomach. Sure, Michael Romano had always been pretty tight-lipped. He'd been a quiet little boy and he'd grown up to be a serious man. The power had always weighed heavy on him and after he lost his family there wasn't much to talk about.
When he woke up the next morning, he had unfolded his Chicago Tribune at the breakfast table like he had for too many mornings to count. He had read, "Michael "Icepick" Romano" Dead After Shootout with Chicago PD" and sat in stunned silence.
His wife Gloria reached for his hand and asked, "What is it, Irv?" After almost fifty years of marriage, she just knew.
He had shown her the headline and his wife gasped.
The wake was a tearful affair. Michael was young and always the favorite, everyone was devastated. The family huddled in groups of two and three, the sound of tears always somewhere in the background. Irv had asked a couple of Michael's lieutenants if they had seen Michael's daughter but no one seemed to know a thing. Irv wondered if he'd be able to place her if he saw her. He vaguely remembered a tiny girl with big, blue eyes and one dimple but that was all.
The bitter cold snap had continued and the next morning and he had to wear a scarf over his mouth at the cemetery. Irv had realized as he watched them lower the casket that he had actually known Michael since before he'd been born. He remembered when his mother was pregnant with him. He was the apple of his father's eye and little did the younger Romano know that the elder hadn't wanted this life for him. Romano Senior had tried everything he knew to keep the boy out of this, if for no other reason than to have avoided burying Michael. Thank God his father was dead or this would have killed him. His boy, shot in the back, shot down like a dog by the police. And all because he was trying to rescue his long, lost daughter.
Besides just missing the boy that had been almost as much of a friend as he was a client, Irv knew that there would be real trouble with the Chicago family now. There was no heir apparent. There was no one with Michael's leadership qualities. Paulie was a dismal second. He was probably better than any of the other guys, but did he really have the cojones to take the lead? If the Romano family were no longer in charge, who would be?
Irv was devastated but he was also a realist. He was the best damn criminal attorney in the city of Chicago for a reason.
The sound of horns broke his replay of the tragedy and Irv came back to reality, annoyed that the car hadn't moved in at least twenty minutes. "Turn off at the next exit, we'll take the side streets," he barked at his driver. Goddammit, he had an appointment to make with a promising new client and he expected to be punctual.
As it was, he arrived at the agreed upon address two minutes past the agreed time and he shook his head as he got out of the car. His driver knew his boss was disappointed. He nodded and mumbled, "sorry Mr. Goldin."
Irv grumbled to himself under his breath as he checked his briefcase. It was almost impossible to get good help anymore. If he wasn't on his second heart attack, he'd still be driving himself but he'd promised his wife. "I know, you tried," he patted the man's chest and headed for the house.
Irv was actually surprised that he wasn't representing Rafael Ortega before now. After doing a little background check, Irv had learned that he was high up in the Latin Kings and had a lengthy felony sheet that included everything from drug possession to murder. He was Irv's favorite type of client and he hoped that this new bit of business might take his mind off of Romano's passing. Irv was going to miss all of that juicy Italian business after all of these years.
A young man in a tracksuit opened the front door for him before Irv could even knock. "Hello, young man, I'm Irv Goldin. Is Mr. Ortega here?"
"Yeah," he nodded and then yelled, "Pop, that dude is here."
A dark-haired, muscular man entered the room and smacked the boy on the head. The man's arms were covered with tattoos, right down to each and every finger. Thanks to the wife beater he was wearing, Irv knew that his chest was similarly covered as well as his neck. "Pendejo, he's not a dude. This is Mr. Goldin. Did you introduce yourself?" he asked the boy.
The boy grimaced, "Sorry, Pop. I'm Salvador," he whispered to Irv.
"Now get outta here, I gotta talk to this man," Rafael shook his head but smiled as he watched the boy walk away, pride radiated from him. "My son, he calls everyone dude."
Irv put out his hand to shake the tattooed hand. "No problem, nice to meet you Mr. Ortega."
They shook hands and Irv could tell that this was all about business by the hard-nosed look on Rafael's face. In spite of his street thug look, Rafael was known to respect the old ways of doing business. He was also reportedly heartless when dealing with enemies but Irv didn't have to be concerned. He was going to be Mr. Ortega's new best friend. "Well, Mr. Goldin, I'm going to need to give you a retainer right now so that whatever I say to you from this point forward is privileged. Is that okay with you?"
Irv nodded in agreement. It was good to see that Rafael had enough experience to know how these things worked and had some class about him. Mr. Ortega reached for his wallet and handed over a crisp one hundred dollar bill and Irv slipped it into his coat pocket. "Now you have attorney client privilege, Rafael. What is this all about?"
"Follow me," Rafael headed down the hallway, made a left and stood outside a closed door. "You ready?"
Irv shrugged. He was an old man and he'd been devastated before but after a week like this, who was ready for anything? He'd seen an awful lot of shit in his law practice. Defending criminals was always a bit of an enterprise and somehow, even after all of these years, something always managed to surprise him.
When Rafael opened the door and Irv saw the surprise, he whistled. The only words he could come up with were, "Holy shit."
***
Mr. Goldin hadn't wanted to leave her at the month to month kitchenette on Superior. She could tell by the look on his face that he was uncomfortable. "My dear, are you sure about this?" he had asked as he pulled his coat up around his throat, as if trying to make sure nothing contagious could get inside.
Madison could tell he was rich. Sure, he was a mafia attorney, he must be loaded so he'd never understand that by Madison and Charlotte standards, this place was magnificent. It was a furnished studio and even had a microwave. There didn't look to be any bed bugs or cockroaches and Madison knew how to spot both. "I'm totally sure, Mr. Goldin," she assured him, "this is great."
He shrugged, "Well, if you change your mind," he said as he handed her a fat envelope. "I know your father wanted you to be provided for so this should help get you settled."
Madison gulped as she took the envelope. She knew it was money and she knew that she needed it but she also knew what the consequences were for taking that money all too well now. Blood money never came without strings.
"Thanks," she whispered and promised herself that as soon as semester was over, she'd transfer to bum fuck Idaho and Mr. Goldin could just send her money to a post office box. She didn't want Michael's money at all and someday she wouldn't have to take it.
She just wanted her father back.
After Mr. Goldin left, Madison could finally stop pretending and she melted into the bed and pulled the cover up over her face. She was exhausted. Her body ached deep in her bones for sleep but it only came in bits and pieces; a few minutes here, an hour there. Occasionally on the bus when she wasn't supposed to nod off. The nightmares continued to haunt her in the daytime.



Madison held the pillow and imagined that they were in his bed. In her mind's eye, she could see the fire as it danced in the stone fireplace. She could almost see the glow that cast shadows on his skin. They were naked and their mouths pressed together. In her imagination, they were always kissing, his strong hands meandered down her back, slowly, as if there was nothing but time.
Then the image was shattered and the new, horrifying one took its place.
Michael's head in her lap, the light in Michael's eyes faded out as his lips moved but no words came out. She had held him close, rocked back and forth as the policeman reached down and tried to find a pulse. He had reached for his radio and announced, "Dispatch, we're going to need the coroner down here."
She was crying again. Madison knew what it was like to lose a parent. She'd been there the night that Charlotte died. Her mother had eased into death with an IV bag full of drugs, her breath had slowed until it was gone. Madison didn't know if it was just the way he died that made it so much worse. He had such a tormented look on his face and then there was also the fact that her last words to him were intentionally cold.
What a bitch she had been, Madison thought as she wiped her eyes on her sweatshirt. When all she had wanted, all she'd ever wanted since she knew that he existed, was for him to love her.
"I wish I got to say goodbye," she whispered to no one and hoped that somehow Michael knew.
***
Michael could tell that it was going to rain all day.
Ever since the shooting, or really ever since they'd brought him back and he was off the pain meds, he could feel rain coming in his bones like the old timers always said they could. At least April had warmed up a bit and with the change in the time and longer days, there was something easier about everything in Chicago. Even the air was sweeter and seemed to hold a promise of better days to come.
Easier was relative, Michael thought. He walked with some difficulty and pain shot down his body at odd times unexpectedly. Turning his life upside down was something that required some getting used to. The only difficult thing really was not seeing her.
For Michael, today was the end of the line. There was either a yes or a no. If it was yes, then there was a whole plan that was set into motion. If it was no, Michael had nothing. All time just stopped, almost as if he'd ceased to exist that night after all.
He could still remember when he had first woken up. He was comfortable in the bed and for a moment, Michael wasn't sure if he was waking up at home in the graystone. He wondered if it had been heaven. He had no context and nothing was familiar so for a moment or two, the afterlife seemed to make sense. Although he'd doubted his whole life that it would be his ultimate destiny, but maybe the big man upstairs had let him slide.
Then he saw Rafael Ortega's face and realized that there was no chance that both of them had made it.
"You're awake," Rafael had looked surprised. "Didn't fucking think you'd ever wake up. I was starting to think about what to do with your fucking corpse, man."
Michael wanted to respond but it wasn't possible to speak. His throat was too dry and he was hooked up to machinery. He tried pointing to his throat but his hands seemed to be immobilized.
Rafael shook his head, "No Romano, just hold on. I'll get the doctor."
By the time the gray-haired man with the glasses and the clipboard arrived in his room, Michael was already exhausted and found that the effort of having his eyes open was almost too much. The man introduced himself and began a lengthy explanation of all the procedures and machines that he was hooked up to but Michael fell back asleep.
It took a few days for the full story to sink in. By then Michael had been attached to far less machinery and had begun to eat Jello. They had also begun to dial back the morphine and the sadists wanted him up and walking several times a day.
The physical therapist, Suzanne, had been the most helpful. "You were dead for almost fifteen minutes," she would remind him with a jab of her elbow to his ribs whenever Michael complained too much. "You should be thankful to feel pain. Pain means you're alive."
Fuck, well then he was fully alive, Michael had thought. He remembered asking her, "What's with the tattoos?" Suzanne had a full sleeve of ink that reminded him of Rafael's artwork.
She rolled her eyes at him as if he should have figured it out by now. "We all have tattoos, we're all from the hood. Hell, most of us are still thugs. Why do you think you get the good meds, man?"
Michael had made the deal of a lifetime before going to the garage that night. Since he never planned on coming back, dead or alive, the Latin Kings could have the city. Pilsen was just the beginning. He knew that there was no one else in his crew that was capable of running the business, no one like Rafael anyway.
Of course, nursing him back from the dead was extra. It wasn't like Rafael was running this make-shift hospital for free. The doctor had lost his license dealing narcotics and was only a real doctor in Mexico now. The night nurse was one of Rafael's many mistresses. Suzanne had gone to school for physical therapy but her real job was running a body shop on the south side that also stripped stolen cars that the Latin Kings brought in.
Once he'd been declared dead, Michael had his chance at a second life. Dead and buried and gone for good, they had to make it look as real as possible. Michael wondered who was really buried in the family plot at Graceland and thought Rafael might have taken the opportunity to kill two birds with one stone. It didn't matter, giving up everything was a small price to pay. It had taken almost two months to patch him up and the Michael that he saw in the mirror now was hardly Michael Romano at all. That was the idea.
He had told Irv the plan, well, enough of the plan that he could play his part. Michael needed identification and not some bullshit that you could buy behind the counter at the check cashing places either. No, real identification that could pass wherever he intended to use it.
One for him and one for a certain little girl.
He begged Irv for information. "Have you talked to her?" he sounded almost as desperate as he felt.
Irv had nodded his head and chewed on the unlit cigar. "Yes, Michael, it took me a few days or so after the," after the shit went down, that's what the look meant. Irv still hadn't really forgiven him for faking his death. Michael hoped that his daughter could be more magnanimous. "She never went back to the house, which I guess is understandable, given the situation. She's a remarkable girl, Michael. Tough, surprisingly so."
He knew that Madison was remarkable, in absolutely every way. "She's okay, right? You gave her money?"
"She's got plenty of money, she's staying in one of those month to month apartment places where you just show up with clothes." He shrugged, it wasn't what he would have chosen for a mafia princess. "I tried talking her into someplace nice. She could have had a condo in the Gold Coast, but she just said she was fine and went back to school."
Like she didn't miss him at all, Michael couldn't help but wonder what she thought or if she thought of him at all. "And me? Does she talk about me?"
Irv had a pained expression, "Oh, my boy, I don't think she can. Especially not with a stranger. She's just trying to get through the day, you know?"
Michael understood perfectly. Today he'd find out what Madison really thought of him and he was glad that he hadn't eaten breakfast. Did his little girl love him enough to start over? Could she forgive him for, fuck, he groaned, oh so many things, the least of which was letting her think that her father was dead.
He had to be in order for any of this to work.
Just going to Irv's house today required a charade. If he pulled this off, it would be the last time he showed his face in Chicago, even if it hardly was his face anymore. Michael had grown a beard. Initially it was just because he was incapable of shaving but he saw the practicality of it as far as a disguise was concerned. The beard was all gray and that along with the prominent gray streaks in his hair had aged him almost to the point of being unrecognizable. He was thin, almost gaunt and walked with a noticeable limp.
Michael Romano was dead. Long live whoever the fuck this guy was.
Rafael's cousin drove him to Irv's townhouse and Michael slunk down in the back. He was paranoid, still nervous, even like this, even in a track suit and the baseball cap. Michael's heart was racing at every stoplight. He really was a dead man if he ever turned up as Michael Romano again and lately, he'd never wanted to live more.
Michael tried to lighten his mood and teased the cousin from his hiding place. "Seriously, a Cub's hat? You trying to kill me? I'm a Sox fan," he joked.
The cousin laughed, "Fucking baseball, I don't watch it. Too boring."
Once he arrived at Irv's house, he gulped hard. What if she left? What if it all blew up in his face? He had a track record for fucking things up with Madison. "Can you wait down the street for me?" Michael asked the cousin.
Irv opened the door before he even knocked even though Michael was ten minutes earlier than the appointed time. "Get in here, my boy," Irv pulled Michael by the sleeve. "I sent Gloria to Old Orchard to shop for the morning, so this meeting is costing me a fortune." The old man was so paranoid that he checked up and down the street before closing the door behind. "Go in my office," Irv nodded down the hall.
Irv's office was lined with bookshelves and there was a fireplace at the center of the west wall. It was covered in spiderwebs, Irv must never use it. Michael couldn't picture his old friend and confidant ever sitting by a fire just to pass the time. He was a workaholic, even at his age, up at the crack of dawn, always on call. "How's it going with Paulie?" Michael asked as he eased himself into one of the black, leather club chairs in front of the massive oak desk. Even as he asked, he realized that he didn't really care. He was already gone.
Irv scowled, "Poor kid, in way over his head. He's basically Rafael's bitch now but at least it's been quiet."
Michael was detached, almost as if every day, more and more, he was truly becoming the new identity. Speaking of his identity, it was time to get his. "Do you have our passports?" he asked Irv
Irv unlocked the bottom drawer of his desk and brought out the brown envelope. "Passports, birth certificates and Illinois driver's licenses for both of you. Guaranteed to pass E-Verify and get you through TSA or Homeland Security."
He sounded like a salesman. Michael hoped it was true, he wouldn't know until it was already too late. "Guaranteed, huh?"
"That's what they say, my boy. Unfortunately if they don't pass, you'll already be fucked so there won't be much you can do about it." That basically described the whole situation, Michael thought. He had put everything on the line for this moment and he wouldn't know if it had worked until he walked out of here.
He still hated fucking gambling.
Irv's doorbell rang and he excused himself. That would be Madison and Michael moved from the chair to the sofa along the far wall. It seemed more inviting for a reunion.
Michael could hear his daughter in the hallway, "I'm okay, how are you Mr. Goldin?" She asked in her cheerful, lilting voice. As her heels clicked closer and closer, Michael's arm hair stood at attention.
"Go ahead and take a seat, dear," Irv opened the door for her, "I'll be right there." He closed the door behind her.
Goddamn, she looked good. Madison wore Levi's with holes in the knees and black sneakers. Her hair was wild and curly, she'd probably been running late and just left her black hair to air dry. The old Rolling Stones tee shirt hugged her chest and she gripped the strap on her new backpack. "Hello Madison," Michael kept it simple since his voice shook. Hell, his whole body was shaking.
His daughter whispered, "No." Her blue eyes suddenly a rolling storm cloud. She was frozen in place, she shook her head, like he was the bad dream that she kept trying to wake up from.
Michael put his hands up in surrender, "Baby, please, come here. I missed you so much."
Madison put her hand over her mouth to stifle the gasp and when she took her hand down, she couldn't catch her breath.
Michael nodded, "It's me sweetheart, I swear."
A tear ran down her cheek, "Daddy? No, it can't be you." Her feet brought her to him anyway, even if he was a ghost. She crossed the room and shook like a leaf as she stood just inches from his grasp. Madison trembled when she said in the voice from long ago, "You died in my arms, Daddy."
Michael had tried to remember that night. He had pressed his memory for any trace and he'd never found it. He remembered Mueller, he remembered being on his knees with his hands in the air, thinking that it was over. He remembered watching Madison as she inched her way to the ice pick. Then it was all gray and fuzzy around the edges. "I know, baby girl," Michael reached up and touched the satin skin of her forearms. "I did die," he confessed in a whisper, "but they brought me back."
Madison broke down and her legs seemed to give out from underneath her. She melted into the couch, her head was on his chest and her breath on his face. It was a feast for the senses, just her scent and her hair and her unbelievable softness. "Why didn't they tell me?" she sobbed.
Michael crushed her to his body. Even though it hurt to squeeze her like this, it was a necessity. Fuck, he hadn't fully realized until just that moment how lost he was without her, how madly he had missed her. He wanted to kiss her, full on, hands in her hair, mouths open and tongues desperate for a taste. He didn't dare though. Maybe that door was closed though, he hesitated as he searched her eyes. "I don't think they expected me to live at first, Madison," Michael began to tell her the story as he circled one of her tiny hands with both of his. "When I came to after a couple of surgeries, the plan, as it was, was already in motion. Believe me, honey, if there was any way to reach out to you and keep you safe, I would have."
Madison's forehead was creased with worry, "So this isn't over? You're still in danger?"
He grabbed her both of her hands and pressed them to his heart. "Not anymore honey. Michael Romano is dead so there's nothing anyone can do to us anymore." He was free for the first time in his life. Free to be whoever the fuck the new passport said he was and there was only one person in the world that he wanted to share that with.
Madison's tears left black traces on her cheeks and he wanted to wipe them for her. She sniffed and her voice was husky when she asked, "What does that mean for us?"
"Anything you want, little girl." That was the truth and the only answer that he'd had for her since the very beginning. She had his heart and soul and anything else he had to give.
Those eyes of hers had him, like a tractor beam. "Anything I want, Daddy?" That sweet, little girl voice, it tugged at his heart and made him ache. Michael wanted to hear it in his ear while she was wrapped in his arms. Skin on skin, the softness of her and the roughness of his bony body, wound together. He knew he had new scars and he hoped that she could stand the sight of him. The old need for her was new again, fresh and simmering.
Michael whispered, "Anything. What do you want Madison?"
For a moment it seemed that she would pull away and his heart sank like a stone. Madison's eyes swam with tears and she bit her round, bottom lip as she considered his proposal. Well, there was money for her to go to school and start a life without him, Michael reasoned to himself. Michael Romano hadn't been as liquid as he would have liked. Also dying seemed to have cost him a lot of money, so had silence. He was still comfortable, rich by most people's standards, rich enough to make sure that she got what she had wanted that first night when she'd come home. He'd been a spectacular failure as a father but at least he could say that he'd given her that.
Madison twirled a piece of her inky, black hair around one finger. "Would we really be together then? You wouldn't be ashamed of me anymore?"
Michael grabbed her arms, "Oh honey, I was never ashamed." If there was one thing he had regretted, it was that he hadn't been able to tell her that night. Michael continued, "I thought I was protecting you. A fat lot of good it did." He touched her face tenderly, "I've never been anything but proud of you, darling girl. I'd be the luckiest guy in the world if you came with me but I'd understand if you don't."
Madison smiled, "It would kind of be like the witness protection program. Except it would just be us."
The storm had passed and Michael pushed her hair back over her shoulders and bared that lovely neck that he wanted to kiss. He'd started just below her ear and work down to her shoulder. "It will always just be us, my love."
His face was close but Madison pushed back. Michael wondered if he wasn't just hoping that she still felt the same. She could have met a perfectly respectable boy in the last two months since he'd been out of her life, seemingly for good. Madison definitely didn't want to kiss him. "You have a beard," she made a face.
"Sorry," Michael stroked it. Disguise or not, if she didn't like it, it was gone. "I take it you don't like it?"
Madison gulped, "The man who took me had a beard," she said in a faraway voice with a look in her eyes that told him that they would never talk about it. She'd have nightmares for a long time though.
"It's gone, Madison," Michael reached for her hand instead and wished that he could erase the last wound.
Her small fingers rested on his forearm, her nails traced his skin and every nerve came to life under her touch. His daughter asked, "What would our names be, Daddy?"
He had the envelope and he passed it to her. "Whatever is in that envelope, sweetheart. That's your new name," he paused and let it sink in, "your new life."
Madison had a look on her face that Michael vaguely remembered that she would get on her birthday when she started opening presents. A little girl named Rosemary was about to start over once again. She giggled as she looked at the passport. "I'm Jennifer McGuire," she held the passport open for him to inspect. "This is so weird," but she smiled and her dimple was there, begging for a kiss.
"Who am I, little girl?" Michael didn't care who he was as long as she called him Daddy in the night, in their bed.
She opened his passport. "You're Stuart McGuire," she told him in a voice that said she found it ridiculous. "Stuart?"
He chuckled, "They don't really give you a choice, honey. It has to line up with people who really have social security numbers and stuff like that."
Madison nodded, contemplating their story. "So is Stuart Jennifer's dad?" This wasn't his daughter's first time disappearing and he wondered if she and Charlotte would work out the details when they were on the move once more.
He'd be Jennifer's dad if he got to kiss Jennifer from head to toe.
If they were anywhere but Irv's office, if he didn't have the beard and they had even just a bit of privacy, Michael would strip the tee shirt off her and lose himself in kissing her. "Do you want him to be?" he asked her quietly, completely mesmerized by her loveliness.
"I don't think so," she twisted her round mouth up in a bow. She was going to ask for something, Michael could tell by the look on her face. "I think they should be married," Madison nodded, "Stuart and Jennifer should be husband and wife."



God help him, he would have gotten on his knees, there, in front of her on the couch. Michael knew then that he would ask her. He'd ask her properly though, with a ring to seal the deal but to him it was just a formality. Madison had always had all of him. "Til death do us part, little girl," he whispered before he placed a kiss on the center of her palm.
"When are we leaving, Stuart?" she was going to tease him about the name and Michael couldn't care less as long as she was with him.
He had her. That and the two duffel bags of cash that were in the trunk of the Buick SUV that was parked in a garage near Rafael's house were all he needed. It was all he wanted and more than he deserved. "Tonight," Michael told her, "I can't spend anymore time in the city. This is the last place I should be."
Madison nodded. She must have gotten used to this when she was a girl, packing up and leaving it all behind. Michael would have to learn from Madison about starting over. "Can I go get my school stuff?" she asked as she traced her nails on the back of his hand.
"Do you need anything else?" Michael could feel her touch on other places on his body.
"Just you Daddy," it was a purr and Michael wanted her to say that later with her luscious thighs over his shoulders. He wanted to hear her say it again and again as his new, beautiful bride.
He remembered a question that he'd wanted to ask her a long time ago. "Can you drive a car Madison?"
She laughed, "Oh Daddy, of course. Charlotte taught me to drive when I was twelve so that she could go bar hopping and wouldn't get a DUI."
Michael was finally going to get to know his daughter.
***
She had quietly watched him sleep for almost an hour. The sunlight had crept in through the blinds and he was still curled up next to her, softly snoring. Michael's left hand still rested on her hip, it hadn't moved all night, as if he were afraid to let her go.
After driving four hundred miles, even in the dead of night, the temperature had shifted. They had driven into the summer and here, just outside of Gallatin, Tennessee, it was balmy and everything was an emerald green. The old lady had taken cash at the desk last night but she'd asked for identification. After she had scowled at Michael's driver's license, she pulled the cigarette from her mouth and flicked ashes all over the desk. "Thank you Mr. McGuire," she told him with a cloud of smoke.
They'd laughed all the way to the door to number eleven, arm in arm, as if they had just pulled off a prank. "How's it feel to be a nerd?" Madison had asked and giggled as she collapsed on the saggy mattress.
Her father tried to look cross. "Hey, what makes you think I'm a nerd? I'm pretty sure I'm cool," but he hadn't sounded so sure of himself.
"No, you're definitely not," Madison had teased. "Not with a name like Stuart." She had laughed until he lay by her side, his warmth had permeated into her skin, into her pores. "Stuart," she repeated in a whisper, their mouths just barely touched.
Once they kissed though, especially that long, soul searching kiss that made her inner thighs tremble as he moaned and devoured her, then he could only be Daddy.
It was the first time that they had ever been behind closed doors and Michael hadn't shredded her panties in minutes. In fact, he had seemed almost shy. He had touched her face with an incredulous expression, as if she might disappear at any moment. Madison had melted under his fingers no matter where he had them. She had to know though, "Did you miss me?"
His dark eyes had shone with tears. Michael answered with words mixed with kisses, "My god, honey, I've missed you more than I can say."
She had touched the center of his chest, where his heart was, where she wanted to lay her head tonight and every night. "Can we make love?" she had never asked before, she'd never had to. Madison had never said those words out loud and she could feel how warm her cheeks were.
Michael hesitated and then finally admitted, "You haven't seen me in a while, my love. And I don't even walk right yet." After being her first, Madison had realized that the tables had turned. It had been her turn to seduce him.
She had unbuttoned the top two buttons of his shirt and whispered, "You don't need to walk though Daddy." Her mouth had been too hungry to be stopped. Everywhere she had peeled back his clothes, she had tasted his flesh. She had let her tongue linger on the goosebumps that she had felt there. He was scarred and the one over his heart had still hurt to touch and Michael winced when she lay her hand there.
She had given him her lips instead. Michael had shivered under her and begged in a hoarse voice, "Please, please little girl."
Madison could still taste him as she curled up behind him and listened to him breathe. She'd couldn't wait to start their new life.
***
When they had first arrived, she had fallen in love with a 1965 AMC Rambler. It was aquamarine, almost the same color as the ocean and it smelled a little musty and sometimes the driver's side door stuck. One smile from her though and he always agreed.
Although Jennifer McGuire was an adequate driver, her doting husband always picked her up promptly at six pm from the Ponte Vedra Beach library. Tonight was no exception and as she made her way to the car, her boss Dorothy called out, "Good night, Jen."
He watched as Jennifer turned and waved, "See you tomorrow, Dorothy." Everyone loved Jennifer McGuire. It was plain to see and Stuart absolutely agreed with them.
Stuart stood outside the open passenger door and watched every step his young wife took toward him. He hoped that the aviator sunglasses were enough to hide the lecherous look he must have in his eye.
She was just so fucking beautiful.
Now that they lived in the sunshine state, a place where they had easily thawed in the perpetually balmy eighty degrees, Mrs. McGuire lived in flowered, cotton dresses. Mr. McGuire insisted on it.
Today was no exception and if Dorothy had known what a hard-on Stuart had, he was sure that she'd disapprove, husband or no husband. With every click of Jennifer's tan heels, his heart raced to keep time with her rhythm. The click of the heels and the swish of the fabric that hugged her voluptuous hips and floated around her thighs, ending just above her knee worked magic on him. Her black hair was up today and the humidity had caused little, curly tendrils to escape during the day and caress her neck. Stuart noticed each one.
Her dimpled smile was timeless, the same in all of her past lives. She paused at the car door and placed a small hand on his tanned forearm. She was still so white, her skin was like butter and he wanted to lick her. "Hello Mr. McGuire," she said in the little girl voice that she knew drove him mad.
"Mrs. McGuire, looking lovely as always," he took her hand in his own and guided it to his mouth and kissed her soft, elfish fingers. On the third finger was the ring that Stuart had proposed with and Jennifer hadn't taken it off since.
Now she belonged to him in every way.
Stuart still walked with a limp but the warmth made it less painful. He told anyone who asked that it was an old injury, which was the most truthful thing about his fake life. Still, he walked slowly because he wasn't ever in a hurry here.
Stuart almost never put the top up on the convertible but he kept a scarf for Jennifer to wrap around her hair. Personally he loved her hair wild and wind-torn but more importantly, in the months since they had become man and wife, he had decided that he had all the time in the world to get to know her. He considered it the substitute for real work. Once he had slid into his seat, Stuart reached behind him to the pocket on the back of her seat and passed her the pink, flowered scarf. With her hair tucked underneath and the Raybans on and her full, red lips that blew him a kiss, it was a scene from a movie.
Either way, it was all fake.
"How was your day, sweetheart?" he asked as he made a right onto the main drag.
"Good, honey," she hummed as she wiggled back in the seat. "And yours?"
"Can't complain," he smiled and glanced in the rear view. It was a habit but lately, he had begun to notice that it happened less and less. Sometimes he forgot to do it all. The paranoia had begun to melt in the heat of the summer sun and in its place was something unfamiliar. Peace for one thing, he thought, as he glanced over at his wife. She was wearing flesh-colored thigh highs and he knew that up above, right out of sight, were the buckles of her garter belt. He'd requested it and he'd had to stop himself from thinking about it more than once that day or he would have taken matters into his own hands.
Happy, that's what it was. He'd never realized until the last few months slid by in this small life that they'd made, it was a happiness that he'd never known before.
"I made the chicken you like," he told her as he took a left on the street that ended at the beach. The joy of studying her was discovering what his wife liked. She liked his barbequed chicken. She liked to drink lemonade as they sat together on the porch swing and listened to the waves. She liked taking a long, cool bath before bed and she liked to have her husband wash her while she was there. She liked the sponge against her juicy, pink nipples and she liked to feel its roughness between her thighs in a slow, steady rhythm, back and forth until she trembled in the water.
She liked to call him Daddy when he touched her with his fingers instead of the sponge and he loved how her clitoris pulsed every time she whispered the word.
Jennifer giggled, "You're spoiling me, honey. I love when you cook." She adjusted the front of her dress. She knew full well that the top two buttons could hardly contain her breasts. Now that they were away from prying eyes, she flicked the top button open and the line of her cleavage came into view. "I guess I'll just have to think of a way to show you how grateful I am," she murmured. Her voice melted into his flesh and his cock lurched in the front of his worn blue jeans.
He'd been thinking of several. She'd always been a little bit psychic and it was almost as if Jennifer could read his mind when she licked the tip of his right index finger. Her full, round mouth, her tongue dripping and pink, so willing and open and best of all, his. "Yes," he nodded, out of breath as he watched her close her lips around the tip of his finger and suck, just for a couple of seconds. "Yes, little girl," of all her names, that was his favorite.
He turned into the driveway at 244 Alsace Court and pressed the button for the garage. His dream home was modest enough and nowhere near as grand as the graystone had been. Two bedrooms and two baths, tucked into the cul-de-sac, they could smell the ocean salt from the patio. Most importantly, home was with her. He parked in the garage and wiggled his eyebrows suggestively at her, a move that always made her laugh, "Now where were we?"
Today was no exception. Jennifer tossed her head back, laughing as she unknotted the scarf revealing her creamy, white throat. Her dress was open just enough to make him parched and Stuart couldn't wait until after dinner. "You mean this?" she asked coyly before she took his finger once again and slipped her lips around the tip. This time her tongue delved down past the second knuckle and he moaned as he watched her and adjusted his cock.
His wife took the lead. Jennifer got out of the car and practically danced to the kitchen, she knew that he was in close pursuit. What could he do? It was the sound of the stilettos, the trail of her sweet, girlish perfume, the line of her garter belt in the back of her dress. The combination was her siren's song and he was helpless to resist.
Once they were in the kitchen, he crushed her to his chest. "I missed you today," his breath was hot on her face as his mouth touched hers. A tease, a flit, the tip of his tongue flicking the center of her sweet upper lip, "I haven't stopped thinking about you all day," he confessed before nibbling her bottom lip.
His wife purred as she returned the embrace. Her small tongue lingered on his as she pressed her hips into the beastly erection he had for her. "Me either," she told him as she began to trace the outline of his dick in the jeans.
"Show me," it was somewhere between begging and a command.
She was quick to obey, she succumbed completely and he loved that about his adorable wife. On her knees on the cool porcelain tile, she looked up for his approval as she unbuttoned his jeans. Since they'd moved to a more temperate location, he'd given up underwear for all but the most formal occasions. It just got in the way and sometimes his daughter was impatient to get at him.
She gasped when his cock was freed and the jeans were around his ankles. "Daddy," she cooed and looked up through her thick, black lashes and then looked back down to the throbbing dick in her tiny hand. "Daddy, you did miss me," she opened her mouth and licked the salty droplets of precum that he already had for her.
He held onto the countertop behind and moaned as he watched her. She bathed him, slowly and steadily, just the way she'd done it from the very first time. Her tongue started at the base of his shaft and teased him all the way to his slit. "Like that, Daddy?" she asked. Even after all of this time, her blue eyes were still completely innocent, like a fairy princess would have asked long ago.
"Just exactly like that, little girl," he said, his voice trembled as well as the rest of his body as she continued. She licked her way up, her tiny fingers resting on his pelvis and running up and down his thighs, sending electrical impulses through him.
His wife also liked to tease him.
She brought her tongue back up to his swollen tip and massaged it slowly. She wet him completely before she closed her lips around the head of his cock. She sucked voraciously until he thrust back into her mouth, he wanted nothing more than to fuck her throat. Then she would ease off and just give him the tip of her tongue. He panted, "God yes," and she opened up and took him even deeper.
Halfway down on his cock, her head bobbed up and down and her small hands moved behind him and pushed him deeper inside. Her sticky lips had him in her rhythm. Her skillful tongue played him like an instrument, up and down, the tip, the length of it. All of her mouth was his and when his balls drew up, he arched his back and fucked her to the top of her throat.
She looked up at him like this, on her knees, completely full of him. The angel eyes and the mouth that were hot and hungry and she sucked him down to the tips of his toes. It was enough to bring him to his knees, to beg her, to fill her with every last droplet of his boiling, hot seed as he pounded it into her depths. He couldn't get enough of her, never even close. His legs vibrated and his fingers curled in her hair as he exploded. The words came between animalistic grunts and groans of his unending lust were, "Yes, little girl, yes, little girl."
She still looked up at him as she drank every last drop of his seed. He convulsed, he twitched as she finished, softened just a little between her lovely lips. He pulled her to her feet and he drew her to him. She was disheveled and lovely, her hair was mostly wild and free and her red lipstick was mostly at the base of his cock. She was perfect this way and she nestled her face in the crook of his neck and called him his favorite name, "Daddy, oh my Daddy."
Now he could take his time with her. With the desperate, almost necessary first orgasm out of the way, he had all night. He left his pants as well as the tee shirt on the kitchen floor as he held his hand out to her in an invitation, "come to bed, little girl?"
She nodded and followed his lead. Her heels clicked down the hallway to their bedroom. The ocean breeze was cool in the room and he'd drawn the curtains hours ago to keep out the afternoon sun. He liked it cool enough to watch her nipples rise under his gaze.
His little girl stood at the foot of the bed. She was breathless, her eyes on him as she waited for his command.
He took a seat on the bench and watched as the shadows from the shutters danced on her face and arms. "Take your hair down for me," he said in a low voice. He loved to watch the curls caress her neck, her back, her shoulders. She'd let it grow all summer and when undone her curls caressed her round bottom and moved with every step.
She obeyed with a whispered, "Yes, Daddy."
"Unbutton your dress for me," he was lost in the sight of her small, pale fingers as they nimbly opened buttons for him. The second button opened and the satin fabric of her pink bra appeared. The third and the fourth revealed her pale belly and the shape of her waist. The fifth button opened and there was the white lace of her garter belt that had teased him from beneath the fabric. The last three buttons opened, giving him the full view of her stockings and the tops of her curvy thighs and the lines of the belt that hugged them. At the center of it all, there were her pink panties that were reminiscent of the ones that he had stolen long ago.
Was it time to confess? His cock was pulsing at the thought, as if he hadn't just emptied his orgasm in the sweetest, most salacious of embraces.
"Take it off, darling," he watched as his daughter slipped her arms from the sleeves and placed the dress on the bed. "And the bra," her tiny nipples were succulent little strawberry droplets that were sensitive and hard and sweet and melted in his mouth. They must be on display. Her breasts were large and heavy, creamy and soft. They were too big for his hand and the contrast of the full, womanly breasts with the little girl nipples sent waves of desire rushing through him every time.
She revealed her nakedness and tossed the bra behind her. She asked in her breathy, small voice, "Like that Daddy?"
There was one thing that was possibly better than sucking the tips of her stony nipples. Just possibly better than grazing them with his teeth and that was watching her touch them. He shook his head, "Touch your nipples for me. Sit here," he patted the edge of the bed, "show me."
His wife took a seat in front of him. She wore only the stockings, the garters, the panties and her heels. As far as he was concerned, the panties would be torn off her gorgeous ass soon. He liked the feel of the pointy heels that dug into his shoulders as he took her hard and deep. He had always enjoyed riding the wave of pain and pleasure. There was no hurry though and for now, it was time to sink into her bliss. He watched as her fingers meandered over her breasts, her face upturned as the sensation pulsed in her skin. His fingertips stroked the velvet flesh of her inner thighs, satisfied that he could feel her quiver there in anticipation.
"I love your pink panties, honey," his voice was hoarse with need. He was already making a new puddle of precum on the bed.
Her eyes were heavy with lust, storm clouds that ached to rain, "Do you, Daddy?" She asked as her fingers made trails around two little rosebuds.
"Yes," he touched the top of her stockings and traced the line of it, the cool, slick fabric felt so different from her sweltering skin. "They remind me of your panties that I stole when you first came to live with me," and he'd used them so many times, his fantasy always ended in the same conclusion.
He'd been in way too deep, all too quickly. Head over heels in love with her, he had shuddered with his need and exploded in his hand with the panties in his mouth, dying just a little bit every time. She shivered from his touch and her own and the scent of her wetness rose to beckon him to come closer. "What did you do with my panties, Daddy?" she had to ask.



"Turn over, baby," he whispered, he ached for what came next, "on your knees and I'll tell you."
She was quick to do as she was told and her panty-clad, heart-shaped bottom was on display. The sheer, pink panties gave him a glimpse of the smooth, round line of her cheeks. That crease, the place where he liked to lick slowly, as if he had no mind to go anywhere else, the softness there was intoxicating. He rubbed the palm of his right hand back and forth there, over her bottom.
His left hand reached for the fabric at the center of her panties. His wife was already wet. Whatever she'd been thinking of that day, she must have been as aroused as he. Her lips were already open for him and he could feel her petals splayed under the satin panties. He touched through the panties as he whispered his confession. "I wanted you so badly, little girl," he bowed his head, his forehead pressed into her velvety skin. "I found your pink panties and all I could think of was touching your sweet, pink little pussy," his dick bobbed with the memory and dripped on her thigh. His right hand drew back and smacked her cheek. "I wanted to touch you under your panties, my love," his voice broke. His fingers slid under the damp fabric and he groaned with need as he felt her open and hot and slippery for him. Another smack and her bottom bounced. "I wanted to touch my own daughter," he shook from the memory. He masturbated his little girl, enchanted by the feel of her clit thudding harder with every word, "Touching my little baby and making her all wet for me."
She shivered under him and pushed her bottom up for the spanking. She rubbed herself back and forth in his hand. Every nerve was his to command, every sensation heightened and her hips bucked under him. "Feeling my daughter, wet in my hand," his mouth was on her waist, pressed against her, he felt her ride the wave of her need. "My own daughter," another spanking, another slap, and with the left hand, two fingers rhythmically circling her engorged clit. "I put your panties in my mouth," he spanked her harder as he continued the story. "And imagined I was licking my little girl's pussy," she gasped as the tremor wracked her body.
She rubbed herself desperately in his hand and came with a crescedo of little cries. Her ecstasy radiated through his fingers, into his body. Every inch of her body shook as the first orgasm rocked down her thighs. "Daddy," it was just breath, not a sound. The sound was a sob of delight and there was so much more where that came from.
"Little girl," he was starving for her now and laid her on her back, ever so gently, before he shredded the panties in two parts. There was no other way to get to her and the need was immediate.
Her bare lips were the most beautiful shade of pink. She was a rose in bloom and swollen and dripping with her lovely cream. Every time he looked at her delicate crevice, he couldn't help but marvel at what a little angel she was between her legs. She looked so innocent and absolutely perfect. Even after all this time she was still an adorable virgin, just a girl, offered up just for him.
He placed the most tender, closed mouth kiss on her mound before whispering, "I wanted to lick my daughter's sweet pussy." The confession went straight to the head of his cock as he kissed her juicy lips. He gave her little pecks and nibbles until she quivered with delight. Her thighs couldn't stay completely open and he pinned them to the bed. He nibbled the backs of her knees and watched her squirm. He forced her wide open for him and let his tongue linger over her, drooling on her hot skin before taking a drink.
Her scent washed over him as he lapped and licked and rubbed his face there to cover himself with her scent. In his head, he told her everything. How he'd obsessed over her from the first moment he saw her. How he'd had a wet dream the first night just from watching her bottom in the jeans. The feel of that first kiss when she was in his lap and gave him her mouth until he came in gasping waves. It was almost as if it were the first time.
Everything was the first with her.
As it was, he didn't say a word, he just devoured her. When he slid his index finger inside, the same finger that she had teased with her tongue, she cried out, "Yes, Daddy, please." Where she used to hesitate with just one finger, now her hips weren't satisfied until he gave her two.
He fucked her slowly and deeply as his persistent tongue lapped at her aching clit until it was red and ready. She gripped the sheets below as she pushed her hips up and begged, "Oh god, Daddy please fuck me."
With a sound that a rutting animal would make, something primal, something too hungry to stop, he growled before he closed his lips around her and sucked. Two fingers beckoned and his daughter shuddered under him. She dug her heels into his shoulders as she surrendered once more. She didn't have to tell him she was coming, there was no denying it. All she could do was whimper as he drank down every last droplet of his daughter's deliciousness.
His cock couldn't wait another moment. He pounced on top of her and roughly pinned her wrists to the bed with one hand as he gripped his aching dick with the other. With one long thrust, he had all of her and she was still perfect, still made just for him. His daughter was still in the throes of her orgasm as he fucked her to the very depths. Daughter, little girl, wife, she was everything and her legs sealed him deep inside as he pumped her full of his need. Rosemary, Madison, Jennifer, whatever her name was, it was in moments like this where he called her what she was. "Oh my love," he called out in a desperate voice. it was his last confession, the words torn from him as he came in thundering waves.
He was lost in light and waves, inside her, surrounded by her sticky, little limbs. This, he was quite sure, was the only heaven he'd ever see or need.
Their sleepy, soft kisses and little sighs continued as they melted together. Time ceased in moments like this. Her voice was just a coo, her fingers in his hair and her scent covered him. His sweat puddled on her neck, in the dip between her collar bones. His cock was still deep inside, the only place it ever wanted to be. It was impossible to know how long they lay basking in the other's glow, minutes, hours. It could be days and he wouldn't have thought it enough.
Tonight he traced the shadows on her shoulders until her stomach growled. She giggled, "I think you have to feed me, lover."
He shook his head, "So demanding," he teased.
His wife liked to eat their dinner on the patio and linger at the table with a glass of wine. She had started with merlot but after his careful tutelage, she had recently chosen a delicious Barolo. Of course, nothing that she did surprised him anymore, his wife was a quick study.
His wife liked to wear one of his old tee-shirts and wash the dishes as he dried. They would prattle on about their day that was generally composed of little of nothing and he loved it. He was fixing up the house, far too slowly. She was learning Italian and he didn't remember enough to correct her mistakes.
After they had watched the stars for a while, his wife would play with her long, black hair, winding curls around her finger. Her stormy, blue eyes would be tired and content. Once he saw her thick lashes resting on her cheekbones, fluttering as she nodded off, he would ask, "Are you ready for bed, little girl?"
It was a voice from long ago and far away, two lifetimes ago to be precise, when she would nod and answer, "Yes, Daddy."
It would only take a minute or two to be tucked into bed, with her head near the large zig zag scar over his heart. He loved to feel her hair draped over his shoulder. He let his hands memorize her shape in the moonlight and he listened to her breathe. In the dark, there were moments when he was Michael and she was Madison and they both bore the scars of those names.
This new life may be a lie but there was one truth, no matter the name or the place and he whispered it before drifting off. "I love you, little girl."
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"Well, if you're watching this, Chuck, that means I'm fucking dead," Darren Pryce chuckled from the television screen. The man loosened his tie and continued, "Which basically means that all of that vegan, jogging, meditation horseshit is a waste of time and we should all stick to the basics. You know, Scotch, good blow and porterhouse steaks." That was a real laugh, almost a howl. It was literally a knee slapper as the blonde man on the screen slapped his knee and threw his head back; and what a glorious head of hair it was. It was thick and blonde and his highlights twinkled in what Charles could only imagine must be professional lighting. The DVD was most likely shot by an actual film director because Darren Pryce, at least to Charles' knowledge, had never done anything half-assed.
"No seriously, Chuck," the man tugged the Windsor knot down another inch or two on his crisp, white button down. It was a move that Charles knew was meant to make him seem more personable, more the guy who lived next door, the guy who sat in the barstool next to you. That was the biggest con of all because Darren Pryce was anything but ordinary. He continued, "The stress man, the fucking unbelievable stress. You know why it's lonely at the top? Because of all the motherfuckers you had to kill to get there. There's nobody left." Although that should have been a joke, Darren looked dead serious that time. His cold, blue eyes stared straight at the camera and he looked more like a gangster then than the head of the Christ Baptist Temple.
Charles scratched his head and stretched in the leather club chair. It wasn't easy to get comfortable here in the law offices of Bradford Miller. He imagined that he wasn't supposed to actually enjoy being here, considering that they charged six hundred an hour for facetime . It was more like McDonald's: grab your food and get the hell out. Charles had never really known what to believe about his client Darren Pryce. For all he knew, the killing motherfuckers reference could just be one more line in the salesman schtick or he really could have murdered some folks to get where he was. It was hard to say. Charles felt as if he were a fairly astute judge of character. In his line of work as a financial advisor, he'd been privy to some of the wealthy's dearest, darkest secrets but even in death, Charles had no read on Darren.
"Anyway," Darren shrugged, "let's get on with it. I know this is probably going to come as a surprise, but goddammit Chuck, I have recently come to understand that I've surrounded myself with vipers." This sounded like the beginning of a sermon and it seriously wouldn't be much of a surprise if Darren pulled out a few actual vipers and did a whole snake handling routine. "Fucking unfortunate, man, that's what it is," Darren shook his head. "Behold, I send you out as sheep amongst the wolves," the TV preacher said with theatrical flair. Darren held out both hands, as if he felt the spirit move him. "That's the god's honest truth. So here I am, dead and all," he smiled again and flashed two rows of brilliant, white caps. "And I've got no one, nobody in this whole fucked up world that I actually trust to watch out for my baby girl."
Charles squinted and tried to remember her. It had been a long time ago and he seemed to remember a girl in a dress and wondered if that was the daughter. She hadn't said a word while Charles and Darren signed the paperwork for one of many investment accounts. Her details had escaped his memory but he recalled the tap of her feet on the hardwood floor as she turned the chair in a half circle. Back and forth, back and forth, Charles had never asked who she was and Darren had never offered.
Charles had never asked him many questions because he'd rather not make Mr. Pryce lie more than necessary. Darren got the benefit of the doubt because he had always said that he was going to be a billionaire, "With a B." And at least that part wound up being true.
Darren continued. His hands were folded behind his head and he leaned back in his chair, as if they were shooting the shit over lunch instead of having a one way conversation. "So I've got to ask you, buddy, if you'll save my ass one more time? I mean, I've really got no one else that I trust with my heart, you know what I'm saying?" The drawl had crept back into Darren's speech but Charles knew that was just part of the showmanship. The Texans that made up his in-person congregation liked that he was a "down home" boy, one of theirs. It only took two minutes on Google to discover that he'd been born and raised in Eureka, Oregon. "I'm appointing you trustor over the trust, Chuck and asking that you be a guardian for my daughter. I know, I know, she's of legal age and all that nonsense. That would be okay if she had been raised like me. Hell," he guffawed once more at his own jive, "if she had been raised like me, she'd probably be living in the goddamn trailer park already. But she wasn't raised like that, Chuck. She's been sheltered, extremely sheltered." Darren leaned in and choked up a little and Charles wondered if the preacher could make himself cry on cue for the camera, "I'm scared for her, Chuck."
Maybe it was genuine, the man actually sounded scared.
There were creases across Darren's forehead, white lines in his made for TV tan, as he pleaded, "Please, watch out for my baby girl, Chuck. Keep her safe for me."
The DVD stopped and the television screen turned to static. The lawyer who had sat in the shadows at the back of the room all this time cleared his throat, and reminded Charles that he was still there. He asked, "Do you have any questions for me at this time, Mr. Nelson?" Charles couldn't remember the man's name and he'd said it with such an air of importance that Charles knew it would be bad form to ask now.
Did he have any questions?
Only about a million and most of them started with "What the fuck?" Darren had been a client. He had come to Charles for financial advice and later on, as his fortune grew, to set up tax shelters. The church, being the original tax write off should have been enough but Christ Baptist Temple was hardly a non profit enterprise. Darren had been an unscrupulously greedy man. Everything was for sale. Redemption could be had for the right price; or Pryce, as the case may be. So how did he go from being trusted financial advisor to guardian of someone else's daughter?
And what would happen to her if he said no?
And what did that say about the supposed man of god, the most widely watched television preacher since Jim Baker, that he had to ask a virtual stranger to take care of his heir?
Charles exhaled deeply and that meant, "Yes, I have questions but I don't even know where to begin." The lawyer made enough money to explain it to him so Charles just said, "Tell me how this works."
The stack of documents looked formidable and the lawyer gestured at the file. "Shall I explain as we go along?" It was obviously a rhetorical question because the man with the mystery last name clicked a pen and handed it over to Charles. "Might as well get started," he said in a tone that meant, "only an idiot would say no."
He spent the next fifteen scrawling his illegible signature along yellow highlighted lines. Charles thought that he might as well get right to the point, he was pretty blunt by nature.
"So how much is this girl worth?"
"You mean right now?" The lawyer asked as he pushed his readers up on his nose. "In dollars?"
Charles nodded politely, he didn't need down to the penny, he just wanted an idea.
"Approximately five billion," the lawyer said as he turned the page and pointed out another highlighted line.
Charles couldn't help but let out a low whistle, "God is good."
The lawyer added, "Thanks in no small part to your ingenuity, Mr. Nelson." He smiled although it wasn't a happy gesture, more just to be polite, "let's protect it, shall we?"
Charles noticed that he used the word "it" and not "her" and wondered what this was really all about.
***
Charles looked through the stack of dry-cleaning and wondered if he should bring more shirts. He had no idea what to bring because he had no idea how long he'd be at the Pryce family compound.
The word "compound" gave him a chill and brought to mind all sorts of nefarious activities. Who the fuck had a compound? Drug dealers and cult leaders, that's who and for all Charles knew, Darren could have been both. Charles always felt that the preacher gig was just a front but for what, he'd never wanted to ask.
Charles had wrapped things up at his own practice so that he could devote his waking hours to his new gig; being Anastasia Pryce's guardian and the administrator of her many billions. Of course it was for a fee, a very handsome one at that. It wasn't the money that made Charles hesitate, it was Darren.
He'd first met Darren Pryce almost twenty years ago. Someone had recommended Charles to him. In the beginning, Darren couldn't actually afford his services. The young man had worn cowboy boots, red and black ones at that, and a cheap suit to their first meeting. Charles had felt a twinge in his gut, something strange that had kept him from kicking Pryce out. Sure, he had been full of shit but that didn't mean that he hadn't had the potential to do everything that he claimed. Darren had told Charles that day that he was about to be very rich.
Charles could remember his reaction, the chuckle under his breath as he had folded his arms over his chest. "Inheritance?" he'd asked Darren. Frankly Darren hadn't looked like he was the sort that had a rich uncle. He had looked more like he'd grown up in a trailer park.
"No sir," Darren had told him with a lazy smile that, back then, had been two rows of stained, crooked teeth. "Sales. Best damn sales job ever."
"What are you selling, Mr. Pryce?" Charles had asked politely.
"Jesus." Darren had said it with a smug voice and a nod that seemed to say that there was nothing else to say. He had listened to Darren go on for the better part of an hour and Charles had actually believed him too. Or rather, he had believed that Darren believed in his own abilities so much that the young man might just be able to walk on water.
Charles zipped up the garment bag after he'd stuffed another suit in it. So now he was locked in. Twenty years later and he'd helped Darren keep most of the wealth that had poured in.
Who knew that Jesus would be so profitable?
Or that there was such a fucking market for wholesomeness. Charles still couldn't believe that part of the non-disclosure document that he'd signed. There was a bonus for keeping up the "whole virgin thing."
He had lingered over that paragraph and asked the lawyer, "what's the virgin thing?"
The man scowled at the writing. "Mr. Pryce was instrumental in the abstinence movement that has become popular lately. He was the first one to market the purity rings. It's very important that Miss Pryce continue her father's work."
For a man who liked to get straight to the truth, the legalese was frustrating. Charles asked him straight out, "so what you're saying is that I get an additional 500k if this girl doesn't have sex until she's married."
"That's what the agreement says, yes Mr. Nelson."
"How exactly do I do that?"
Charles' mind was blank. It might have been forty years ago but he still remembered. There was nothing, definitely not the fear of god could have stopped that urge when it rose it's head. Hell, even at fifty eight, he felt the call sometimes in his lizard brain.
The urge had no age.
The lawyer had just clicked the pen. He was ready to move on and clearly didn't give a good goddamn about the girl, just the bottom line.
"That's what the money's for, Mr. Nelson."
Charles also got a bonus if the girl finished college before she got married. If she stepped into a leadership role at Christ Baptist Temple after getting a divinity degree at Dallas Christian College, Charles could retire. Retire as in go away and never come back. Bye bye Chicago winters, hello private beach.
It wasn't all sunshine and lollipops though.
Something about signing the papers had made him a little sick inside. It surprised Charles that all of that money hadn't excited him one bit. Maybe Darren had finally discovered that in the last days of what wound up being a fairly short life.
Before he left, Charles thought he should call Julie, his ex-wife. She still had the best instincts of anyone he'd ever met. Except of course, the whole marrying him thing. It was early but she was probably just getting back from the gym.
"Kinda early, isn't it?" she answered on the first ring.
"Since when do you sleep in?" he would be shocked to find out that Julie ever got up after five.
"I meant for you," she laughed. "I just finished my CrossFit class, I've been up since four."
Of course she had, Charles thought. Julie probably sweat the most and did the most pushups too, or whatever the hell you did at CrossFit. "I just wanted to check in, I'll be gone for work for a while but I'll always have my cell on me."
His ex snorted, "And why would you tell me?" It had a bit of the nasty tone, the hardened, sarcastic voice that she'd used with him for most of the last two years of their marriage. Charles sighed and shook his head. It hadn't always been that way. In fact, he could remember a couple of nights rather recently when a bottle of wine and a shoulder rub had been enough to bring the softer girl of yesteryear back.
"No reason in particular," he said, although since he'd watched Darren's death DVD, Charles had been contemplating who he had in his life that he'd want watching his last will and testament. "I just wanted you to know I wasn't around but I'm fine," he told her and wanted to add, "in case you stopped by one night with no panties on."
He didn't though.
He kept it professional which had been easy when she hated him but now that he had the picture in his mind once more of her, it seemed cold and sad to act like this with someone he'd thought he'd loved once upon a time. Julie, with her chin length, thick black hair and her tan arms and her legs that went for days. They were perfectly sculpted legs and turning fifty hadn't softened her body one bit, or her attitude.
"Why is a financial advisor going out of town for work?"
She was always like a bloodhound, which was great since she was actually a detective. "It's weird. Remember my client, Darren Pryce?"
"The Jesus freak?"
"Well he wasn't really a Jesus freak but yes the Jesus guy. He died and he wanted me to take care of some stuff with the estate."
"Why you though?"
"Because he said I'm the only person he could trust." Charles purposely left out the thing about the girl and the purity movement. Something like that would piss Julie off until his ear rang with her shrill voice.
"Yeah, I can totally see that," Julie answered.
"You can?" he was surprised. So all of that stuff about him being a selfish bastard during the breakup was just nonsense?
"Of course Charlie," she told him in the voice that was reminiscent of the girl that he'd fallen for pretty hard a long time ago. "You're probably the most decent person I've ever known."
Hardly anything to make him a chick magnet, he thought . Sure, he made decent money, maybe he was even rich depending on how you looked at it. He had his hair although it was almost entirely gray. Charles thought he needed something better than decent considering that he was staring at 60 and wasn't sure if he was ready to embrace the curmudgeon lifestyle permanently. "Decent, huh?"
Julie laughed, "Yeah don't let it go to your head. You're still a complete pain in the ass."
At least they could joke with each other again, Charles thought. He'd missed that during those years when it had all been curt text messages or notes written in red marker and taped to his mailbox. "Yeah, you too," he told her before he hung up.
***
The limo driver was a Pryce employee and Charles wondered if the man hadn't been told to keep his mouth shut. On the thirty minute drive from the Dallas airport to Southlake, the man had only said, "Good afternoon, Mr. Nelson." Then he'd taken Charles' luggage and set it all very tidily in the trunk. Once he was back in the driver's seat, he nodded in the rear view mirror at Charles before he raised the partition.
The limo turned at a road marker and what Charles initially thought was a quiet, tree lined country road was actually the driveway of the Pryce compound. The driver stopped at the gate and a brawny man who wore aviator sunglasses peered into the car. He took a long, suspicious look in the front seat and acted as if the driver were a stranger too until he nodded at him and said, "Yuri."
"Hey Todd, I've got Mr. Nelson here," Yuri, the driver said as the two men pumped fists.
Did everyone know that he was arriving? Charles felt the fingers of heat trickle under his collar and wondered if the temperature had gone up or if that was just nerves.
The man known as Todd nodded and tapped on Charles' dark tinted window. "Sir, put the window down, please."
Charles did as he was told even if this wasn't the reception that he'd planned.
"Can I see some identification?" Todd stuck his head in the window and scanned back and forth.
"Is there a problem?"
"No problem," Todd told him with a joyless smile, "as long as you show me your ID."
Fucking wannabe cops.
Charles fished his Illinois driver's license out of his wallet and handed it over. Todd took it without a thank you and strolled toward the gate where another guard typed quickly on a keyboard. What the hell were these guys looking for? What exactly was Charles getting into? All of the reasons why he wanted to insist that he could serve as the girl's guardian from the comfort of home reared up again. Darren must have created all this paranoia.
Todd strolled back to the car and gave the license back. "Here you go. Standard procedure Mr. Nelson. You wouldn't believe how many crazies try to get in here to see Mr. Pryce."
"But Mr. Pryce is dead," Charles muttered as he shoved his ID back in the allotted wallet slot.
"That's what they say."
The guard motioned the limo to pull up and the massive 10 foot tall gate rolled open. The driver slowly resumed the journey up to the compound. The road twisted and wound through beautiful countryside. Everything was lush and green and there was even small, cobblestone and wrought iron bridge over a stream but the beauty was lost on Charles.
That's what they say? What the fuck did that mean?
On the left there was a building that looked to be stables and a little further up, maybe a few hundred yards on the right, were tennis courts. Buildings sprung up on both sides and Charles was impressed by the formal landscapes and fountains. There were a series of small concrete row houses that could have been bunkers or classrooms. There was a pool and cabanas and what might be guest houses surrounded by palm trees.
Everything was dwarfed when compared to the massive structure that Charles could see rising in the distance. Once they got closer, it looked more like a fortress. The limo circled onto the driveway and Charles loosened his tie.
The limo driver was pulled over by a young man wearing a headset and a whistle around his neck. "This is Mr. Nelson?" he asked the driver and before anyone could explain, the young man pointed, "we're crazy here today Mr. Nelson. These goddamn cops don't care that I've got a schedule to keep. You go in the front door and a young lady will take you to Mr. Lanaghan's office."
"What about my luggage?"
The whistle boy had already walked away, "We'll get it taken care of."
Charles exited the limo and was engulfed in chaos. There were delivery men with dollies that rushed back and forth. They carried flowers, plants, a filing cabinet and furniture. People with laminated cards on strings around their necks scurried. The place was a zoo. Running a mega church must be a 24 hour a day job, Charles thought, but what had whistle boy said about cops? What were they doing here?



He passed through the entry and the coolness passed over his skin. His loafers clicked on the marble and Charles had to stop and look up. The foyer was three stories tall and there was a stone wall with water trickling down it. The skylights seemed to open the ceiling and gave the impression that you were really in the middle of a lush jungle setting. A very expensive jungle with central air conditioning.
"Pretty cool, right?"
A young woman with a tablet approached him. She had her long, mousy brown hair in a high braid. Her light blue blouse was buttoned tight to her throat. Charles noticed the little cross that dangled on a thin, gold chain. "You're Mr. Nelson, right?"
"That's me."
Their hands shook and Charles noticed the ring on her left ring finger that also bore a tiny cross and a rose. "I'm Becky, I work for Mr. Lanaghan," she introduced herself and nodded, "you want to follow me?"
"Sure." Charles hoped that he didn't trip as he walked behind her, down the ice cold, marble corridor. How was this a house? It seemed like part office building, part Vegas hotel, part mausoleum. "What the hell?" he hadn't meant to say it so loud but it was involuntary. They passed a statue of a risen, saintly Jesus with stigmata on his palms, but the savior's face had been altered to be Darren's.
"The leader has a flair for the dramatic," Becky said casually as if it were no big deal, not the least bit sacrilegious to put your own fucking face over Jesus.
"Yeah, I guess." It was gaudy with gold leaf and plants and artwork that made no sense. It was a parade of colors and textures juxtaposed with the cool, clean white marble. It was like a child had decorated and then their religious grandmother had come through. This really confirmed his first thought from years ago, Charles thought. Darren really had been pure trailer trash.
Becky brought him to a closed, white door and opened it. She gestured inside. "If you wouldn't mind waiting, Mr. Lanaghan is running late. Police!" she added with an eye roll that suggested that they'd been such an annoyance and just couldn't be less considerate.
"Sure thing." Charles stepped inside. "Must be crazy like this every day, huh?" he tried to make polite conversation.
Becky twisted her thin lips to the side. "It definitely can get busy but it's been much worse since that day."
That day, she wouldn't say it. Charles thought, just to see if she would agree with the security guard, he had to throw it out there, he had to. "The day Darren died?"
Becky looked like she might laugh and said, "No, the day of Miss Pryce's birthday party." After she shut the door behind her, Charles got the distinct impression that if he stepped back out in the corridor, she would know. He definitely got the feeling that he was being watched here.
And it wasn't just god.
What were the cops doing there? Also, no one except Darren seemed to want to talk about him being dead.
This office was decorated in a completely different manner than the rest of the compound. It was full of heavy mahogany furniture, stuffy and almost Victorian. The desk was massive, too wide to reach the person on the other side. The chairs could have been museum pieces, upholstered in forest green and gold. You can take the boy out of the trailer park, Charles thought as he eased into the deep cushion.
From inside, he couldn't hear the panicked voices or the dollies traipsing back forth. It was as quiet as a sanctuary in this room. It was too quiet and Charles was getting bored. He reached for his cell phone and noticed that he'd been waiting twenty minutes already. Fuck this guy, Charles was always on time and he couldn't stand people who weren't. Worse, he had no bars and no internet. He knew it wasn't the area but he'd bet a big chunk of the fat fee that he was getting paid that the Pryce compound had their own service in order to control and monitor what was being communicated.
Charles wanted to tell himself that if this guy wasn't here in five minutes, he'd bolt. He knew he'd never do it though because he'd already promised to stay. Charles didn't renege, it just wasn't in him.
He was decent.
The door opened and a thin man in a navy blue suit and tie entered the room hurriedly. "I'm so sorry to keep you waiting, Charles." He had a full head of dark hair that was combed and styled meticulously and Charles thought he must also be on television like his boss had been.
"Mr. Lanaghan?"
"Please, call me Jacob."
"Jacob." Charles watched him approach. Now that was a handshake, an alpha male grip that included a pat on the back with the other hand as he addressed Charles as, "The man of the hour."
Over the top praise could have been something that Lanaghan got from Darren. "Impressive place you've got here." Charles told him with a nod that said he approved.
"Yeah, it's quite the place. Won't be the same without my buddy though."
About that, Charles leaned in. "The security guard seems to think Darren isn't really dead? And Becky thinks the cops are here because of a birthday party."
Nothing added up.
Jacob ran one hand down his left jacket sleeve, as if he were ridding himself of the dust of this place. He adjusted his cuff links and then the ends of both sleeves and Charles knew the man was stalling, or better yet, cleaning up the truth.
"Charles, can I call you Chuck?"
He really wished he wouldn't but Charles shrugged, "sure."
"Do you watch television? No, wait," Jacob shook his head, "fuck tv. Do you watch movies?"
"Yup."
"As you get settled here at the Pryce compound, you're bound to hear some strange things. You've probably noticed that this place ain't exactly inconspicuous, right?"
Fucking white trash cheesy Reno motel lobby was more precise. "Right."
"We're putting on a show here, Chuck. A movie. And just because our movie is promoting god, doesn't mean that it's not every bit as planned as a Broadway play. You got me?"
That you're completely full of shit. "Sure."
"So does it hurt if we give our audience a happy ending? No," he answered his own question emphatically. "If suggesting, merely suggesting that Darren could rise from the dead like our lord and savior did, can I get an amen?" Jacob put his hands up in the air, as if he were waiting for Charles to participate.
No dice, dickhead, Charles thought.
Jacob continued, "There's no harm in that and since he is a child of god, Darren is already in heaven at Jesus's right hand and that means he has eternal life."
"Okay." There were so many holes in that crock of shit that Charles didn't know where to begin.
Jacob put his hands down, the show was over. "But for all practical intents and purposes, yes Darren is dead. He died during Miss Anastasia's eighteenth birthday party two weeks ago of a massive coronary. Right by the cabanas, if you want to know."
He didn't. What Charles wanted to know was why had Darren made the DVD of his last will and testament the same day that he died? "Wow," he responded in a whisper.
"You'll do fine," Jacob assured him with two rows of pearlescent teeth. "Now just so you know that you're going to see a couple of cops out here when we do the tour. Nothing to worry about, just Dallas PD being extra careful."
"Extra careful about what?"
"Well, all the drugs in Darren's system showed up on the toxicology report and it raises a red flag." The man rolled his eyes like Becky had done, as if to say that a homicide investigation was just a minor irritation.
"I see."
"Well, let's have a look around and then I'll take you in to meet the little princess," Jacob said it with distaste, like he'd just swallowed something bitter.
"Princess?"
Jacob laughed and opened his jacket to poke inside the inner pocket. "I could call her problem too, but princess sounds nicer." The man pulled out a small brown glass container. He unscrewed the lid and tapped out a polka dot of cocaine on the meat between his thumb and hand. He snorted deeply and the powder disappeared up his nostril. "You want?" He shook the brown glass at Charles.
Jesus Christ, and here he'd been feeling bad about taking the lord's name in vain.
"No thank you." Charles said as he rose to his feet. The tour was about to begin.
***
The compound was on a little over fifty acres. Near the back of the property, there was a trail for horse riding and they stocked the stream with fish. Jacob called it a fishing hole and after that and a few other colloquialisms, Charles thought the man's drawl was legitimate.
"So you are the pastor now?" asked Charles. Jacob had flash and flair but he was missing the seemingly sincere sound that Darren had. That was the draw, otherwise you were just a used car salesman.
"No, no," Jacob was quick to dismiss the idea. "Personally I'm not that much of a people person. More the idea guy."
The puppet master was more like it, Charles thought, and it seemed fitting. Jacob might not love people but he was smart and something about him felt oily and unsavory. What a terrible fucking second in command to leave your young daughter with. Speaking of which, Charles had to know, "So why is Miss Pryce a problem?"
He might as well know everything, considering what a strange experience this was shaping up to be.
Jacob pointed off to the right, at a one story stucco building with Spanish tile, "movie theater over there if you're ever in the mood." He stopped and put his back against the trunk of a towering palm tree. They were in the shade and far from the main house and yet, Charles couldn't shake the feeling of eyes on him. Jacob reached into his suit jacket and pulled out a pack of Marlboro Lights. As he tapped the pack on his left hand, he asked Charles, "Chuck, you have a daughter?"
"No."
"Any kids?"
"None."
"Weird," Jacob said as he shook his head. "Well let's just put it like this," he paused, put the cigarette in his mouth and lit. After a long, smoky exhale, Jacob continued, "She's a typical teenage girl, except it's worse."
"How so?"
"She's a teenage girl with power," Jacob puffed and groaned. He seemed to be in pain and nothing but gobbling down nicotine would fix it. He blew a smoke ring. "Believe me, I've got two teenage daughters. You think women are bad?" he laughed a dry, mirthless hack, "fucking girls kill your spirit. And my daughters don't have shit. Give them a billion dollars and see what happens!" He snarled and coughed up something from deep down that was green when he spat it on the tree trunk.
Try five billion, Charles thought but kept it to himself.
Jacob continued, "You'll see in a bit, Chuck. Believe me, whatever they're paying you, you're earning it." He gestured for Charles to follow, "I should show you where you'll be."
"I'm completely turned around," Charles hadn't kept it straight. Everything was a twisting path, look that way, look down there. He was down the rabbit hole and frankly, the more he heard, the more he wondered if he should even be here. Maybe the big, fat fee was blood money.
Jacob led him to what looked like two cottages that were joined by a long porch. "You'll figure it out, you're a smart guy," Jacob said with pat on the arm in a tone that suggested Charles was actually an idiot. "Come on, this is you."
The man tossed the cigarette and shoved a gold key into the lock. Once he opened the green door, a wave of central air washed over Charles and invited him to come in and set a spell.
Jacob pointed, "living room, bedroom, deck is through there."
The place had a lived in feel to it and someone had definitely smoked in here before. It wasn't quite the lap of luxury that Charles had almost expected. "Whose house is this?"
"Darren's."
Charles exhaled deeply as he looked around, yeah, seemed about right. Darren would keep all the gaudy glitter of perception up front and here in his den of iniquity he'd be comfortable. Charles could picture his client with his boots on the coffee table, probably drinking a beer and laughing about how much money he'd pulled in that Sunday. "Okay," he shrugged, there didn't seem to be any options.
Jacob added, "Your luggage should be in the bedroom. You should definitely wait to unpack because it's time to meet the princess."
His client, the reigning terror. Charles wondered if she'd be the female version of her father.
"I should warn you Chuck," Jacob had to snort a little more coke just to make the meeting. The man fumbled with nervous, jittery fingers and almost dropped the small, brown vial. "Watch yourself."
Jacob sniffed and shook the cocaine at Charles, one last invitation.
"I'm good."
"Come on," Jacob opened the front door again and waited for Charles to pass, back outside into the sweltering heat.
"Why do I need to watch myself?"
How scary could an eighteen year old girl be?
Jacob stopped in front of the green door that was fifteen feet away from his own. "Well, who would know better than the princess how to kill Darren and make it look like an overdose?" He knocked on the door and didn't even give Charles a chance to digest the fact that his ward was a murder suspect.
Jesus, his heart hammered like a drum.
The door opened and Charles gulped as the girl on the other side came into view. "Mr. Nelson," her voice was honey dripping down honeycomb. Sweet and rich and had hidden depth to it. It was a voice that meandered, and the accent was pure Texas. Unlike her father, the drawl was legit and the girl must have spoken like that from the start. "It's a pleasure," she said in the hushed voice, like everything was a secret. Charles felt himself lean in to hear her and he suspected that everyone else did.
There were countless reasons for wanting to be closer to her.
"The pleasure is mine," Charles put his hand out and captured her tiny one. Her fingers were small, her palm dainty and all of her soft as butter. Pleasure was precisely what he was feeling and he reminded himself to shake the hand, up and down and release.
He didn't want to let go.
"Anastasia, Chuck," Jacob made the introductions quickly and the man in the suit might as well be a million miles away. Everything was in slow motion and by everything, Charles meant Anastasia. "Hey, I've got a meeting back at the house," Jacob told them and gave Charles a pat on the back. "You let me know if you need anything, won't you?"
Charles didn't think he could speak. He was too caught up in it. What was she? She had an otherworldly quality about her, something elfish, fairy like. So much to take in and yet, such a small package. She could only be about five two, maybe five three, she came to his shoulder in the white canvas tennis shoes.
"We'll be fine, Mr. Lanaghan," Anastasia told him and the voice was a quiet roar. Sure, she was tiny and sweet and maybe even unassuming with the baby blue sweater over the blue flowered sundress, but she had authority. She dismissed Jacob with that voice and Charles wondered if that weren't the source of his dislike.
"Yup," Jacob said in a tone that meant he'd eaten all the shit he could bear. He sounded on edge and it was just as well that Anastasia sent him away. Charles wanted nothing more than to be alone with her.
There was the sound of the door as it closed behind him and Charles was caught up in her bare calves as the dress twirled around her body. "You're not really Chuck, are you?" Anastasia asked with a smile that came from her gentle, blue eyes as well as her curvy, pink mouth. Her lips shone with gloss and Charles didn't know why he couldn't take his eyes off her slick, shiny little mouth.
"No, not really," he mumbled but there was no way he could speak clearly as his heart lurched in his chest like this.
Anastasia floated before him and the white Keds and the glimpses of supple flesh led him to the couch and the swish of the fabric around her tan thighs, just above her knees, was so loud. God, her legs were glorious and her curvy calves were tanned just to a syrupy gold. He took them in, inch by inch as she sat down, Anastasia patted the cushion next to her. "Can I call you Charlie then?"
She could call him anything she wanted in that voice. Fuck, that trickle of water, a bead of condensation that ran down a cold glass of sweet tea on a hot afternoon. He loved the way she didn't annunciate the hard R. There was none of the familiar Midwest in her accent. It was all slow and the edges were worn off. "Charlie is fine."
"I suppose since Daddy put you in charge of me, we should get to know each other."
"Yes."
The baby blue sweater was open and the flowered dress was modest. It buttoned from top to bottom with a row of tiny, pearl buttons that only the smallest of fairy fingers could have managed. Anastasia wore her waist long, thick shock of blonde hair straight with two small, pink barrettes clipped behind her ears. She had the mark of pierced ears but no earrings.
"It's warm in here," Anastasia murmured and took the sweater off. If Charles had needed any further convincing that she was a natural blonde, there was the white peach fuzz, the downy trace of hair on both arms came into view.
And the shadow of breasts in the front of the dress, just the shape of them but that was enough for Charles' mind to go reeling. God, a fairy princess like her with breasts.
It hardly seemed fair and Charles felt an old need, the oldest, stir between his legs.
Anastasia continued, "I suppose since Daddy trusted you, that I should too."
Trust.
That was the reason he was here, the real reason. Not to ogle a girl that was just barely legal but still no more than a girl. And she was looking at him like that, with her innocent, blue eyes, thick, sooty lashes, the epitome of wholesomeness. Her tender skin and her tender gaze, she probably wanted a hug and there was no way that Charles could give her one without her clearly feeling his intentions. His cock was a battering ram and had pulsed steadily for her attention since she had opened the door.
Darren really had been terrified for her and rightfully so. The princess of America's most successful church, literally the poster child for virginity, was the most beautiful girl that Charles had ever seen. Look at the ring, the silver band with the cross that adorned her left ring finger, you fucking pervert, Charles chided himself. Don't you dare. She's married to god, at least until she has a husband.
He cleared his throat. "Of course, you can trust me, Anastasia. I know that's easy for me to say, especially since you're still grieving."
She folded her small hands in her lap. Her nails were shiny and clear and she still had a trace of dimples on the back of her hands. So new and so fresh and her scent was subtle and sweet and probably expensive. She really was a princess in a castle.
"Thank you, Charlie," she said it just above a whisper and once more he leaned in to listen. "No one seems to understand that," she swallowed hard. "He wasn't just the leader of the church. I mean, I know my Daddy wasn't perfect but I loved him."
She sounded like she was on the verge of tears and Charles reached for her hands without thinking. He tucked both of them in his own and just like that, they were touching. They were so close that he could feel her breath and their knees brushed together. It was a kaleidoscope of delight and he wondered if her lip gloss wasn't bubblegum scented. Wouldn't it be delightful to bend his head and have a taste? Just a lick of that full, bottom lip? Her pouty, girlish mouth, too small to be a woman's mouth. Someday she would probably outline the top lip to be larger and more voluptuous but it could never be as sweetly seductive as it was now.
Charles was frozen in time as he contemplated the lovely girl doing very grown up things with that mouth. Stop. Stop this instant.
"I know your father loved you very much as well, Anastasia," her name was melodic but he wouldn't stop to wander over the syllables. "He wanted me to protect you, so that's what I'm here for."



Even if it was from himself.
She was a girl in a fairytale with her haunted eyes and the glitter of tears. Her voice tugged at his heart, so weary and worn. "So what should I do, Charlie?"
"About what?"
"The police want to talk to me."
Everyone kept talking about the cops, as if they were just a fly in the ointment. "What about, Anastasia?"
"Well, probably because they think I murdered Daddy. Everyone seems to think so, although I don't know how they could believe that about me." She was broken-hearted, there was an edge to the voice, something about to break. She moved her hands and the realization that her small fingers were woven through his was a thrill on his skin. This was no longer comfort, this was handholding, like lovers. The knowledge passed through his body like a vibration of powerful current, something electrical had taken over.
"Should I talk to them?" her voice was slow and sad and sweet and he wished that he could hold her face as she spoke to him.
"Not without the lawyer," Charles decided at that moment that he didn't really care if the rest of the world thought she was guilty.
Fuck, she had to be innocent with that face.
***
"Miss Pryce, I'm Detective Ronald Stamos, Dallas Homicide," the cop said in a voice that filled the room. The man was as wide as he was tall. He was intimidating in sheer size alone, let alone that he was here to poke holes in things.
Charles forced himself not to smile as he watched Anastasia. The girl was so tiny and yet she took the man's linebacker hand and shook it without hesitation. "Thank you for coming here, Detective," she said in her low, southern purr. Anastasia was always dressed modestly, that came with the virgin territory but this morning, she looked more like an adult than a Disney princess. Charles loved her usual style. It was all flowered dresses and white, cotton blouses and pleated skirts. He had a soft spot in his heart for the short heels and the white, lace trimmed anklet socks. This outfit was more like Anastasia playing dress up but not without its charms. She wore a black blouse, buttoned up to her chin along with high-waisted plaid pants that hugged her juicy bottom just enough for it to be the center of attention until she sat down. The killer was that the tumble of her blonde hair had been carefully wound up into a bun on top of her head with two little curls that caressed the back of her neck. It brought back teenage fantasies about librarians. If she had worn glasses, Charles thought he could easily cum in his pants, something he hadn't done since he was her age.
Goddammit, he thought to himself as he watched Anastasia and the lawyer take their seats across the table from the detective, you're 58 years old. But that was just it, over the last three days he'd been caught up in a world where a princess lived in a fortress and this girl also just happened to be the single most ravishing woman that he'd ever met.
Charles couldn't get her out of his head.
The Detective started, "Can you tell me about June 4th, the day in question?"
Anastasia might be playing dress up but the girl had remarkable poise. She folded her hands on the conference table and began. "It was my birthday, so there was a lot going on. We had invited about two hundred guests to the property for the party."
"Two hundred?"
"Yes sir."
"Is it normal for you to have gatherings of that size?"
Anastasia smiled at the cop and Charles dared the man not to melt into a puddle in the warmth of her blue eyes. "Yes sir, my Daddy used to say whatever's worth doing is worth doing big." There was a chuckle around the room as the familiar faces seemed to all remember that about Darren.
"And was it usual for your father to have such a high blood alcohol level at two o'clock in the afternoon?"
"Not that I know of, sir."
"What about cocaine?" The cop barked at the blonde. "Did your father regularly abuse illegal drugs?"
"Not that I know of, sir."
She was determined to protect Darren's reputation and Charles admired her for that.
"Anything stressful happening for your father in the days leading up to his death?"
Anastasia looked across the room and her eyes were lasers on Jacob Lanaghan. What the fuck was he doing in here right now? Charles felt his face grow hot. The man seemed to be everywhere all the time, more omnipotent than the god he advertised for. Charles didn't like how he just kept showing up.
"Not more than usual, sir."
"And were you and your father arguing that day?"
"No sir, we never argued."
"Had he argued with anyone that day?"
The lawyer touched Anastasia on elbow but she didn't stop. She answered in her sweet but earnest voice, "No one argued with Daddy."
The detective pulled out a file and pushed a photograph across the table. "Then how did he get that?"
Charles sat up straight and saw the purple mark at the base of Darren's skull. It was a shitty thing to do, to show her a picture like that.
Anastasia's voice trembled, she sounded parched and Charles imagined that she held back tears. "I have no idea, sir."
"Are you sure about that?" The detective thundered. "I have a witness that says you and Mr. Pryce had a screaming match that day and that you have quite the temper, Miss Pryce. Isn't it true that you've thrown things at your father during some of these meltdowns?"
The lawyer insisted and the man cupped his mouth and whispered in her ear.
Anastasia nodded in agreement.
"I don't recall anything like that, sir."
But the lights had gone out of her eyes and the glow had left her cheeks. Her round cheeks that she probably hated because it made her look like an eternal girl, an ageless sprite, a fairy in the woods. Now she looked sad and used up and empty and Charles just wanted to comfort her.
She was lying though, he knew that much.
"Do you recall the last thing you and your father talked about?"
Anastasia's cheeks were pink and she blushed beautifully.
"I do. It's private."
The cop leaned in and sneered at Anastasia. "This is an investigation, Miss Pryce, a man had been murdered! There is no privacy."
The lawyer interrupted, "Excuse me, sir, this is a friendly conversation. My client is doing you a favor."
Anastasia blurted it out, "He said I had to change my dress. He said America's favorite virgin couldn't be seen looking like a trollop." One tear slid down her cheek and her shoulders shook as she asked, "is that what you wanted to know?"
The lawyer put his hand out and Charles felt his teeth clench. Lying or not, somebody better say something. She was just a little girl.
"We're done for today," the lawyer said haughtily.
The cop just smiled and tucked the picture back in the file.
Charles pushed past everyone to get to her and Anastasia took his arm. She murmured, "Oh Charlie," as he helped her to her feet.
Detective Stamos pushed a business card in Charles' breast pocket and patted him like they were old friends just saying hello. "Call me when you're ready," the man told Charles.
But Charles was completely wrapped up in the girl.
They were silent as they made their way down the cool corridors inside the main building. Charles had memorized the twisting, turning hodgepodge of tunnels quite quickly. He knew the place like the back of his hand already and he was sure that had something to do with Anastasia. He was fascinated with anything and everything to do with his ward.
Once they were outside in the heat, they both seemed to sigh in unison. Charles hadn't been there long but he already knew enough to know not to say anything that he didn't want Jacob to hear when he was inside the compound. "I'm so sorry about that," Charles told her and curled her fingers around his arm.
They seemed to always find a way to touch and Charles felt like he needed it.
"It's okay, Charlie. I'm glad you were there."
There were sounds of visitors screeching and water was being splashed. He had almost gotten used to the idea that at any time, day or night, they were surrounded by strangers. All of them seemed to know Anastasia.
Charles wondered if anyone really knew the girl beneath the fairy tale. "That cop is just trying to come up with something. It's a better story if it's a murder instead of just unfortunate."
Anastasia was silent.
Charles brought her to her front door and wanted to stay with her. He wanted to linger a while on her couch, maybe watch as she unpinned her hair and it fell down bit by bit to cover her to her waist. It was a sensual dream to think of it and Charles had too many of those since he'd met her.
She hung her head and whispered, "I didn't want to have to say that about Daddy. He really wasn't mean. It was just all the drugs and the drinking that made him crazy."
Anastasia turned toward him and Charles never thought, he never stopped himself; his arms were open to her and he was engulfed by her scent and her malleability. Today she smelled like fruity soap or maybe shampoo and Anastasia was small and soft in his arms, her face against his chest. Her fingers were wrapped around the back of his arms and the alarm went off in his head as she looked up at him with those wide, innocent eyes. Her blue eyes and the dusting of freckles, the face of an ingenue and all the while, her tiny, stone nipples were pressed against his chest.
"I'm sorry you had to say that," Charles whispered into her hair. Fuck, how could he be so hard when he was supposed to be comforting her?
She trembled against him and whispered, "They aren't going to just go away, are they Charlie?" Her voice was strained and plucked his heartstrings. She was just a little girl all alone in the world.
Except for him. He'd take care of her. "I'll be here with you and I promise I won't let anyone hurt you."
Anastasia reached up on her tiptoes and pressed her pink lips to his. Fruity lip gloss and her sweet breath and those breasts that she couldn't possibly have had all taken over and it was everything and over way too fast. Before he'd even begun to kiss her back, she'd dropped down and disappeared to her side of the green door.
Charles dawdled there, touched the door as if she could sense him and given how his heart galloped in his chest at the moment, maybe she felt it too.
***
Charles checked the time once more and after all that tossing and turning, only twenty minutes had passed. He wondered if he had slept at all and even though it was only midnight, he thought he should just get up and work.
Since he had his own internet installed that afternoon, he could finally go online without being on the compound's service. He'd had to plead his case with Lanaghan to get it. Charles had used the logic that he was dealing with investments of a private nature in order to procure the separate arrangement. Charles thought it was odd to assume everything was an open book, especially in a place where lies seemed to flourish.
Charles knew that work was just an excuse. He was absolutely useless for anything but her mouth. The kiss burned still. Hours later he could feel the outline of her lips on him and he could smell her on his skin.
Anastasia, the girl, the woman, she was both and neither. And she was driving him crazy.
Charles rolled to his side and held the pillow that was next to his. Sure, he'd been lonely lately and that could explain some of it. It wasn't like beautiful women were kissing him regularly. He was pretty sure that the last time he'd been kissed was by Julie and it had been in passing after the fucking had been finished. The sex had been nice, necessary really and like all of the other sex that he'd had for as long as he could remember. Ever since his first ex-wife, Katie, had been a lover and not yet a wife, it had settled into a pattern of lukewarm and predictable. Comforting and quiet.
Nice.
The kiss was something completely different. The kiss was terrifying and made his pulse race and Charles knew that he needed another as soon as she took her mouth away. It had the insistence of passion and youth and a need that had all but stopped long ago.
Was it because Anastasia was so young?
Perhaps everything about youth infiltrated the old and perhaps if she kissed him again, he'd feel a spring in his step. Maybe if he took her panties down and kissed a fairy princess between her legs, she'd be the fountain of youth. Maybe if he introduced her to orgasms, she'd fall in love with him and they'd live happily ever after.
Fuck, how could he even think of her like that, he scolded himself. She was perfectly chaste, with those eyes and her voice, she was a princess from happily ever after, a virgin girl forty years younger than him.
Charles had always rolled his eyes at his friends who had gone through ridiculous midlife crisis relationships. They'd burn through a lifetime of investments just to blow it all on a fast car and a girl who wanted a fast wedding and a baby shortly thereafter. He'd been the voice of reason.
Now the only voice he could hear was Anastasia's and his cock had made a tent in his boxers just thinking about it.
He could also hear a beep, a damn annoying beep. Maybe a smoke detector battery needed to be replaced. It was in the background but persistent. Charles hugged the pillow over his ears
He could still hear it, just a chirp, something almost imperceptible and Charles knew that if he just let himself masturbate that he'd be out like a light. Problem solved.
He shouldn't. He couldn't. Charles sat up and kicked the sweaty sheet off. He needed to find the source of the beep. Maybe he would beat the hell out of it and release some of this pent up sexual frustration.
Charles stumbled out of bed and put his hands out to guide himself to the wall switch. He still wasn't used to the room or the house for that matter. He found himself touching things and wondering what Darren had done here.
The beep wasn't coming from the bedroom so Charles set his sights on the rest of the house. He walked around the kitchen and listened. The chirp came but it was definitely from the living room. He stormed into the living room and scowled as he surveyed the room. Fucking goddamn beeping, no wonder he was a wreck. He looked down at his still half hard erection poked out of the front of his underwear.
Anastasia, he thought and with her name, he dripped precum on his leg. The kiss and her lovely mouth and its secrets and her voice running up and down his spine made his toes curl with a dark desire.
Beep.
It wasn't the smoke detector. In fact upon further inspection, Charles discovered that the battery had been removed. Charles eyed the sofa and removed every cushion. He threw them halfway across the room and ran his fingers along the frame; nothing there. Then he opened the side table and started to rummage. He found a bible and a pack of cigarettes and a half used box of Trojans but nothing that beeped. Charles did the same with the compartment under the coffee table and came up with some Xanax and double mint gum and an old penthouse magazine.
Beep.
Fuck, the only thing left was the cabinet beneath the flat screen television. Otherwise he was going to have to tear the house down to the foundation if it meant stopping that fucking beep and the icy cold waves of desire that held him in their grip.
He opened the cabinet and dropped to his knees. There were three laptops in a row. One screen was black and that was the source of the beeping. It must be getting ready to die. One laptop had four squares, equally divided into quarters and all live cameras on the main house. There were different views of the foyer and offices.
It was the last laptop that mattered though. The screen was also divided into four quarters and Anastasia was on two of them. Jesus Christ, Darren had cameras installed in his daughter's house? No wonder she wanted to fucking kill him.
He could almost defend Darren at the moment though because Charles couldn't take his eyes off the screen. This Anastasia was a mystery to him and he might be even more fascinated now.
Anastasia had her hair up in tiny braids and miniature pink barrettes. There was a Lucky Strike that dangled from a hot pink, garishly painted lip. The ash dangled as she twirled in front of the full length mirror. She placed it carefully in the crystal ashtray as she went to the closet.
God, don't change your clothes, please, Charles pleaded with her silently. He hadn't memorized every detail of this one yet and his cock throbbed at the sight of her.
She was scandalous in a tight, white tank top that let anyone know her breasts were free underneath. Anastasia's nipples were large and ripe and the air conditioning was either on freeze in her house or she was aroused.
Fuck, the virgin princess was horny, Charles groaned.
Her breasts were perfectly round, fleshy circles that bounced with every movement. Her breasts were a little large for her petite frame, breasts that couldn't be possible on a fairy princess with those innocent eyes.
Charles gripped his cock and growled as his eyes followed the natural trail of her curves. He stared from breasts to tiny waist. His eyes went from the slight flare of hips to the half exposed bottom that hung from tattered, white cut off shorts. He was on sensory overload as he memorized miles of silky, golden tan legs.
Anastasia emerged from the closet with a pair of clear, plastic heels that he was fairly certain strippers wore. She took one more drag of the cigarette and ground it out before slipping her tiny feet into the heels.
The way she wiggled her hips in the mirror was every hungry fantasy that Charles had tucked away. Part stripper, part little girl, she was pornographic cotton candy and judging by the delighted expression on her face, she knew it.
Goddamn, Anastasia was a tease.
She moved from one quarter of the screen to the next as she made her way into the living room. The girl's ass swayed and her nipples kept time. Charles' dick was completely out and dripped more precum on the shag carpet. She stopped in front of the cell phone and speaker. She scrolled and clicked and squealed like a girl her age would when her favorite song came on.
The familiar riff of "Son of a Preacher Man," began and Charles sighed and settled in. There was no way to stop watching. Her pitch was good. She'd probably had been singing in church ever since she could remember and her breathy twang was perfect for the song.
She was perfect.
She picked up a round hairbrush and began to sing into it like a microphone. Charles couldn't help but chuckle. Sure, he was interfering with her privacy but he wasn't the one who started it. It was that shit Darren. And who could tear their eyes off the bare legs and the bouncing bottoms of her cheeks as she twirled and sang?
Charles bet that no red blooded man could help himself, guardian or not.
Anastasia moved to the console and picked up the half empty bottle of Jack Daniels and poured half a glass. She drank whiskey like a woman, like a hard drinking woman who had been raised on it.
She wiped her upper lip daintily like a princess.
She let out a belch from her belly like a man.
She giggled at the burp like a girl.
Just who the hell was she? Charles ached to let his hands and his mouth get to know her. This required days of kissing and slowly following the trail of need that his dick would leave everywhere as he touched her. Charles imagined how warm she must be at the center of her shorts.
His cock beckoned, he ached for relief. Jesus, he'd wanted to stroke off to her since they met. The real miracle was that he'd shown this much restraint. As Dusty faded out, the girl of his dreams let out a whoop as Led Zeppelin's guitar pierced through the night. "Black Dog" began and once Anastasia chugged down the rest of her Jack, neat, no ice, she wiped her mouth on the back of her hand. She belted out the lyrics with the enthusiasm of a choir.



"Child, the way you shake that thing," Charles had a new appreciation for it all as America's favorite virgin bounced and jiggled to the song. Charles bit his lip hard. He hoped that the pain would shake him from his dream state. He was her guardian, her father trusted Charles and only Charles, to watch over her.
Well, he was watching over her.
But her father had installed cameras in his house to watch her. Dirty fucker, Charles thought and winced. It was up to him to be a better man, the one that the lovely girl ran to and kissed on tippy toe, like Prince Charming.
Anastasia swung her hips in the tiny shorts and now she played air guitar with one foot kicked defiantly into the air. The girl was good. She was a natural entertainer. Now that he'd seen how many more facets there were to the blue eyed, little debutante, Charles realized that she was more like her father than anyone realized.
Which probably meant that she could have murdered him, stepped over his corpse and walked to the closet to change without a second thought. Had she really been sad earlier, Charles wondered as he watched her make her way back to the closet, or was that just part of her act?
Anastasia kicked off the heels and jutted out one hip to the right. She wound her jiggling bottom in a circle and reached overhead. Charles held his breath as he watched the hands move down to the bottom of the tank top.
Little girl, siren, stripper, fairy princess, seductress; she was about to undress.
She peeled the tank top off, nice and slow, over her head. She threw it out to the audience just like she would if she were working the pole.
Fuck, Charles gasped for air and held the head of his cock. He was a stream of wet need and the precum seeped from his fingers. He couldn't remember the last time he'd been on the verge of coming for three days. Probably never; well, maybe when he was Anastasia's age and that was what she made him feel like.
Sweet teenage lust, it was a lightning bolt down his spine as the little girl with her bare, womanly breasts howled to the melody, "dreams of you all through my head." Charles squeezed the meaty middle of his dick and groaned as she unbuttoned the shorts.
Jesus, turn it off, you can't watch this, something in his gut insisted. It was like poison, it would get deep inside and it would taint everything.
"Watch your honey drip, can't keep away," the girl with the honey voice crooned as her hips eased back and forth out of the shorts. As she peeled the fabric from her body, it became obvious one wiggle at a time that America's favorite virgin was bare under the shorts.
Naked as the day she was born.
He sank to the floor, unable to stand, unable to tear his eyes from the screen. His cock throbbed as Charles stared at her tiny pussy lips. Her sex was small and hidden and tucked away from prying eyes and fingers. There was just that little meandering trail of smoky colored hair, just a wisp really. Charles imagined that she'd have the same trail of down, incredibly soft, luxurious, white hair on the crease where thighs ended and her tasty snatch began. Just something to remind you that she was supposed to be a woman but she looked like a cherub; naked and pale and lips that were hidden away. They should be coaxed with kisses.
He should beg for this. At least he was already on his knees. He could feel himself on the threshold, on the verge of a climax without even touching himself.
"Baby, oh my god, little baby," he whispered in a monstrous perverted voice. He choked on his own insane need. He squeezed and stroked, one two three four. Swollen and fiery, Charles burst in his hand with a roar.
"Baby, oh my god, little baby," he called to her again and again as he continued to spurt. He thrust hips into her image on the screen. He imagined her staring at him as he coated her innocent, girlish face with a long, pearly thick strand of manly cum. He covered his belly with his salty seed. It dripped down his body and puddled under him. Charles was almost sure as his balls emptied and relaxed that it would take nothing more than another dance to have him at full mast for her once more.
Endless want for her.
Oh god, Charles thought as he collapsed to the floor, and he was the one she trusted. He was asleep before he could count all the reasons why she shouldn't.
***
She was prompt, Charles thought as he checked his collar and his tie in the mirror. He shook his head at his reflection. Who the hell was that old geezer? Julie had told him not too long ago that he was aging well. Something like Cary Grant, with his glasses and the gray and white hair. Decorum, that had been the word, fucking Julie and her backhanded compliments. It was just a nice word for old and ever since he'd looked at Anastasia, he'd been obsessed with youth.
Fucking Julie seemed a million miles away from this fairytale place that Charles found himself consumed with.
"Come in, come in," Charles said as he held the door open for Anastasia. Today's costume was another good girl disguise. She wore a flowered, cotton dress and Charles wondered if maybe he now had a fetish for the white, canvas tennis shoes. She always wore the ridiculously small white socks with them and Charles wanted to trace his fingernails along the marks on her ankles, preferably while her legs were in his lap. "I hope you don't mind coming over here," Charles told her as Anastasia walked past and a waft of her bubblegum scent hit him like a wave of pheromones. "I just don't like talking at the main house. Everyone sees everything there."
"This is better, Charlie," Anastasia smiled graciously and took a seat on the green couch. God, and pigtails. There was the dress and the little cross ring, the tiny pearl earrings; like all that wasn't enough, she had to have pigtails too.
"Do you want something to drink?" he still hadn't gotten over watching her belt down a glass of Jack.
"Do you have sweet tea, Charlie?"
"No, I have Coke and coffee and bottled water."
"You do know you're in the south now, don't you Charlie? How can you not have sweet tea?" She chided him but it was in jest and she had a dimple when she smiled at her own joke. Her face was clean and shining and she wore no makeup and that was the most pornographic thing of all.
Charles scowled at the refrigerator. "Should I get some?"
She laughed and it was a brook bubbling and crashing over stones. "No, not at all. Water is just fine."
He brought two cold bottles and watched her twist open the cap. "Thank you kindly," Anastasia murmured
Her manners were impeccable, especially for a murderer.
Charles sat close but not too close. She hadn't brought up the kiss and there was no mention of another one. Half the time, he ridiculed himself for even considering that she would think of him like that. The other half the time, he thought she was a very deliberate, very intentional tease. A tease that needed to be reckoned with. A tease that should know that he was a grown man with a hunger that a little girl couldn't comprehend and she didn't want to see him cross that line.
Fuck, stop it.
He clicked open the presentation. They were supposed to be reviewing her current holdings in her investment portfolio and updating the strategy. This was business, this was what he was good at. Maybe he could dazzle her just a little. "So has anyone ever discussed starting a nonprofit with you?"
"You mean like a church?" she didn't even sound sarcastic.
"Well, churches are great tax shelters but I was thinking of something outside of the church. Maybe something with the local community?"
"Does it matter what I choose?" she paused and her thick eyelashes fluttered. "It's just a tax shelter to you, right Charlie?"
That made it sound like he was heartless.
Charles reached for her hand and Anastasia took it easily and without hesitation. She even wove her small fingers between his. Charles felt so guilty and hoped that she couldn't somehow know what he'd done with that hand as he stared at her lovely, young naked body. "It doesn't matter from a tax perspective but you should definitely pick something that interests you."
"Good, I'm glad that you care." Her voice was so quiet and soft, Charles had to bow his head to hear her. A wave of her warm scent washed over him. "Because, Charlie," he looked her in the eye when she said his name, "I am sick to death of church."
God, what had they done to her, he wondered? Her small arms trembled and her fingers were tight between his, as if she needed him to hold onto her, to save her from going under. All this time, she was a symbol, an advertisement that no one had let be human. It was evident in that look, her eyes were ancient and world weary, just the flesh around them was young and unlined.
"I would be too," was all he said.
"Can I do something for horses?" a girl and a pony, of course it was perfect. "Can we rescue horses? I've always loved the horses we have here but I hardly ever get to ride."
"Of course you can."
"I'll put together a board of directors," Anastasia told him with a nod and a smile. "And a mission statement."
There, that was most of his spiel. What usually took most of his wealthy clients months to debate and countless meetings was decided on in about a minute. She was smart and she knew what she wanted and Charles admired more and more about this girl.
"And Charlie," she squeezed his hand when she said his name. "I'd like to shift twenty percent of the trust's assets to senior housing. I think it's a good way to diversify my real estate holdings. Also, I'd like to see what's available in the international capital markets."
Now she'd blown him away.
Charlie smiled and Anastasia asked, "What?" almost defensively.
"You've got everyone fooled, don't you?"
"But not you?"
No, she had him completely bamboozled. She was just a girl, just his ward. She had just licked her top lip and the early afternoon light bathed her profile. It looked like she was wearing a halo and yet, ready to suck his cock.
"If we're done, want to go to the movies, Charlie?"
Did he want to sit with her in the dark and hold hands and wish he was her age, all dick and heart and overly eager mouth?
"Yes, I'd love to."
They sat in the back and the air conditioning froze the back of his neck. His hand was warm and slick with butter from the popcorn. But his heart, fuck his heart was wide open.
***
Charles had managed to resist the urge to watch Anastasia on the cameras for five days. It was more than an urge, it was like a sore that had scabbed over but never quite healed. He had a physical reaction every time he remembered her like that and it always involved his dick throbbing.
Worse, over the last couple of days, Charles felt a flutter in his chest when he recalled the memory. It was all of it, all of her. He wanted to listen to her sing almost as much as he wanted to stare at her luscious nakedness
Fuck, he was feeling things.
Once again, sleep was elusive. Although he'd plugged in the laptop so there was no more annoying beep, that hadn't kept him from thinking about it as if it still were. Now it was just his heart though.
The night had never passed so slowly and when he glanced at the clock on the nightstand once again, its white, glowing numbers announced that it was only 1:30. He had hours and hours of torment left.
Maybe if he just looked, he'd get it out of his system. Charles bolted up, wide awake and he itched to get at the laptop. This must be what addicts felt, he thought as he walked to the scene of the crime. It was a terrible combination of need and shame, one that clamored over anything like pride or decency.
Charles flipped open the doors to the cabinet. He discovered that the previously unplugged laptop was four different shots at various points around the compound. Who cared? At this time of night, all was quiet in the main house as well as the grounds.
At first, there seemed to be no movement on Anastasia's laptop either and Charles felt relieved, like he could take a full breath.
No, wait, she had just been out of camera shot and Charles realized as he saw her that this was a heart attack. Anastasia lay in the center of her bed, her long hair fanned out around her, it covered the pillow and trailed to the sheets. In one hand, she held a cell phone.
She was naked.
Charles opened his mouth but the only sound that came out was a dry exhale, like a puff. He was parched, she was the mirage in the desert and he would crawl through burning sand to reach her. Anastasia held the phone up overhead and began with a sigh that came straight from Charles' wet dreams.
His dick quivered and the bulging head escaped through the opening in his boxers. His eyes couldn't come to rest and he felt that his senses might ignite. Breasts and satin skin, the toned lines along her waist, the softness of her hips; it was too much. Her pussy, Charles groaned, Jesus Christ, her tiny pussy. The scant trail of her blonde hair that he wanted to feel brush across his lips as he began his search for her secreted clitoris. He imagined a demure, pink pearl that would blossom once his tongue had discovered it. The girl would melt in his mouth and just like that, Anastasia would belong to him.
He could hear her sigh in his arms.
On the screen, Anastasia moved her right hand to her breast and her dainty fingers traced a circle around one rose colored nipple. She writhed as she touched and her mouth open with the smallest kitten's purr.
His hand followed her lead and pushed down the front of his boxers. His dick felt boiling hot in his hand. Charles couldn't tear his eyes off of her and he knew that he'd cum more than once watching this.
For fuck's sake, he needed to. He needed this like he needed air and when she whimpered and stared into the phone screen, Charles stroked faster. Whoever this show was for, it was the sexiest fucking thing he'd ever seen.
The show.
Those words made the hair on the back of Charles' neck stand up. What the fuck was she doing? America's favorite virgin couldn't make an X-rated video. And she goddamn sure better not show it to anyone if she did. Fuck, this was exactly what he was supposed to be saving her from.
Charles tucked his aching dick back in his underwear and made a sound at the screen. He shook his hands as if she would know and stop what she was doing and look up. "Anastasia, baby," he whispered and then grunted in frustration.
Her right hand moved down her belly and the phone traveled along the expanse of her as well. The phone screen must be filled with the sight of her, tan and soft and down covered. Her body glistening in the low light. Her young flesh, perfect and unblemished. The exquisite combination of the girl's face and the body on the cusp of womanhood but not quite, enough to make any man cum in his pants.
Who was she showing it to? Charles grit his teeth and clenched his jaw. Goddamn, this wasn't just protective. This was jealousy and his face was flushed and it didn't matter that he was only in the boxers and just barely had his dick out of sight.
Charles threw open the front door and headed straight to Anastasia's. "Open the door, come on Anastasia, I know you can hear me!"
He knocked hard enough that he knew his knuckles would be bruised in the morning. No response and Charles felt as if he could rip the door off its hinges. This time he hit the door with his palm, "Open this fucking door right now! Dammit, I know what you're doing! You have to stop!"
The door whirled open and she stood there, heaving and wrapped in a tiny, pink flowered robe. Her eyes were crazy and her breath was heavy.
Charles didn't care if she was mad. This was about her future, hell, everyone's future. "What the hell are you doing? Are you sending that...."
He trailed off as the tiny girl with the furious eyes pointed at the piece of paper she held out in front of her. It read, "Don't say it. They're always watching."
Anastasia grabbed his forearm and pulled him inside. She slammed the door behind her and he followed her to the bathroom, the one place that he hadn't seen from his living room. She shut the door behind them and turned on the shower full blast.
She slapped his face.
She backed up and slapped it again and the girl could hit.
"How dare you watch me, Charlie! How dare you!"
She pulled her hand back to strike him again and Charles reached for her slender wrist. In a broken voice, on the edge of tears he admitted, "you're right. Goddammit, Anastasia you're right. I fucked up, but please hear me out."
Anastasia seemed to melt as her hand came down and Charles wrapped himself around her as they stood on the purple bath mat. "How? How could you?" she cried and her body shook with her sobs. "Anyone else but you Charlie."
"I know," he held her little hands in his and then placed them on his face. She might as well pummel him to a pulp. He still wouldn't forgive himself. "I found the cameras by accident a few days ago. One was beeping because it was unplugged and then I couldn't help but watch you. You were singing."
She nodded and it lacerated his heart to see the shiny trails of tears on her cheeks. From him, he'd made her cry, he was such a fucker.
"I didn't know how to tell you. Did you really want to know that your father watched you?"
She almost fell into Charles and his arms wrapped around her small waist. He could feel her form through the silky fabric, the easily discernible slope of the breasts that he'd just been jacking it to. He'd betrayed her worse than her father. She probably hadn't expected much from Darren.
"It's Jacob," she shook like a leaf as she whispered. "He's behind everything, always watching everything."
The steam swirled around them and cloaked them in warmth and vapor. Charles tucked a tendril of thick, blonde hair behind her ear. "Lanaghan?" he whispered. Yeah of course, number two guy, always in the shadows and he had seemed shady from the get.
Anastasia exhaled, like she could finally breathe, like she could finally share it. "He's obsessed with me, Charlie. He's disgusting."
Fuck, who wasn't? No wonder she had said anyone but him. He was supposed to be the safety net and Charles had never felt so dirty.
The trembling girl in his arms continued, "He wanted that video to...." she trailed off and they both knew what Jacob planned on doing with it. "He said if I didn't, he was going to go to the police about that day. The party."
Here in the swirling steam, no one would know and Charles would rather die than tell. "Did you do it, honey?" It was natural to call her that, that and baby and love and little girl and all of the pet names that he wanted to whisper in her ear as his hands ran over her creamy, golden skin. "Did you kill Darren?" Not that it mattered. He probably deserved that just for making Anastasia grow up in this hellhole.
"No Charlie," she sounded distraught that he would even ask. "We had our differences, but like I said, I loved Daddy."
"But Jacob?"
"Jacob hated Daddy. Well, not always. They had been best friends most of my life but once Daddy discovered that Jacob wanted me, he hated Jacob."
That explained why Lanaghan had tried to poison Charles against Anastasia from the beginning. "What does he have over you?" he stopped there and waited for her to fill in the blanks.
"He has a video of our fight, me and Daddy's. But what he really wants is for me to marry him. God," she shuddered and shook her head. "He wants me to marry him and he says it's so he can't testify against me. But it's just that he wants to fuck me. It's what he's always wanted."
Hearing her say the f word was shocking and so was the sick feeling that she'd been hunted by this motherfucker. "So you could lose your virginity with him?" It made Charles crazy to think of it.



She nodded and clung to Charles. "I need help, Charlie. Please help me, please." Anastasia shivered even though the bathroom was hot and she pleaded once more in his ear, her bottom lip barely brushed his neck, "please rescue me."
"I will, I promise."
Her hand reached between them and Charles didn't know what she was doing in the steam until he felt the robe swing open. "Charlie, oh god Charlie, please," Anastasia whispered as her hips rubbed against him.
The electrical sensation of the little girl's nakedness was pressed against him. She was all wet and slippery from the shower. Jesus Christ, Anastasia pushed her little hand into the front of his boxers and pulled his cock out like she'd done this a hundred times: like she needed it, needed it bad. "Honey, oh honey," Charles surrendered utterly in her hand. He basked in the feeling of her wet thigh on the head of his cock. His slit dripped down her baby, soft skin. He felt her breath on his face and her nipples had droplets of dew on them that should be on his tongue. He was so thirsty.
He had to have her.
"Fuck me, Charlie, please," Anastasia begged in a breathy, girlish voice that shouldn't say those kinds of things. "If I'm not a virgin anymore, they can't hurt me." She had found the head of his dick and rubbed herself on it.
Fuck, there it was, Charles moaned as his body bristled. He could feel her diminutive lips open wide. There were her hidden lips, like damp butterfly wings. God, there was her blazing hot clit, hard as a bead. It rested on his slit and simmered there. Fuck, there was her little entry. He couldn't see it from his vantage point but he imagined that it was the softest shade of pink. A flower ready to blossom, she'd become a woman in his arms.
America's favorite virgin was right on the precipice of losing her virginity. Right here, right up against the bathroom wall with one leg wrapped around his calf. Charles would last what, a minute, if that? It would feel incredible and he'd feed her tiny pussy a copious amount of sperm, gallons of it. When he limped out, it would rush down her thighs, tinged pink with her blood.
"Please, Charlie, I know you care for me." Anastasia thrust her velvet body against him, as if her hips also needed to plead her case. "At least you're kind to me."
She was broken, heartbroken and desperate and Charles felt the juicy droplets of his precum wet her. His cock was lubricating the way to decimate her maidenhood and yet, he grabbed his erection and pulled away. "No, oh god, no Anastasia."
"Why?" she cried out, both of her hands reached for him, "don't you see? I have no other way!"
Charles panted like he'd just finished a marathon and when he bowed his head, sweat poured from his forehead to his chest. "No, no baby," he dropped to his knees. At least that kept his dick off her. "Anastasia, no, your first time should be beautiful. You should be," he gulped, could he say it? "In love," the way he was with her. "I can't do this to you, I'd never forgive myself."
He knew as he said the words that it was the truth.
"Why, Charlie? Don't you want to?" She sounded pitiful and about to shatter into a million pieces.
"I want to make love to you more than I can say," Charles knew that was also the truth. "But not like this."
"But," she protested. She shivered as the water dripped down her body.
"I beg you to forgive me for watching you," Charles whispered. He looked up, his hands rested gently on her hips. Her bareness and her scent were just inches from his ravenous mouth. But he wouldn't. "You can trust me, honey. I swear. I won't let anyone hurt you anymore."
She sounded incredulous. "Really, Charlie?"
Charles pressed his sweaty forehead to her belly and for a moment, he drowned in her scent and the satiny feel of her. He'd remember this for the rest of his life. "I swear to you. I'll rescue you and I'll get you off this goddamn compound."
Anastasia clasped her hands on his face, "How?" She sounded so small and so worn.
Charles rose to his feet and pulled her robe closed. It killed him to wrap her up but this was the right thing. His cock seemed to ask him, "are you sure?" It pulsed pitifully, one last time as he tied the robe closed in a knot at her waist. "Is the phone you're using one of the Temple's?"
"No, Jacob always made us have burner phones."
"What else have you sent him?"
He was sure she blushed even though he couldn't tell in the steamy bathroom. "Just pictures, Charlie. This was the first video but I didn't send it."
Good girl, fuck Jacob, that bastard didn't deserve to see her bare and wet with her angel face and her perfect pussy.
"Give me a couple of days," Charles exhaled deeply. "I have a couple of tech guys who are clients that I think can help. Don't say shit to Jacob in the meantime though. Pretend you're sick or something."
Anastasia nodded and smiled. "Oh Charlie," her honey voice dripped down his body, inch by inch. Her fingers had felt like this and she could reach into his boxers and find that he belonged to her voice also. He had sprung to life and Charles was so beyond a cold shower. "Thank you," she didn't have to stand on tiptoe this time. This time she bent and bowed her head, almost as in prayer, and kissed him full on.
This wasn't a peck. Charles wrapped her tightly in his arms and their lips sealed together. Her delicious mouth was firm and fleshy and the cherub girl, the little fairy princess from the woods sighed as she opened her mouth and gave Charles her tongue.
Even with the water running, he could hear their hearts beating in time. He took her breath and gave her his and never said a word but his mouth promised her things
Things he'd never promised before.
Charles broke the kiss and rose from his knees. There was so much to say but he didn't dare. He just held his hand over his mouth as he walked backwards, still facing her, all the way to the door.
It was time to get busy.
***
Neil Hawthorn was the CEO of a tech company and he'd outgrown Charles' financial services five years ago when the company went public. Charles still remembered him as the skinny kid with acne who sat in his office and told him a stream of techno jargon that Charles didn't understand. Even back then, Charles could feel the enthusiasm.
That was why, even after all this time, Neil still took Charles' calls.
Neil hadn't asked many questions and it was probably better that way. Charles had to believe that since Neil had started out as a hacker that he had to have some sense of what was required. "So Christ Baptist Temple, huh?" Neil asked as he clicked on Charles' laptop. He'd asked for permission to take over the computer and all Charles had gotten out was "yes" when suddenly, there was a hurricane of keystrokes. Then he knew that Neil was deep into all of the secrets that the compound had tried so hard to ferret away.
"Yeah."
"So what's it like there?"
Files flashed before Charles eyes and it was all too fast for him to really understand what was happening. He just hoped that Neil knew what they were getting themselves into and that they'd be able to get out if it.
"Weird. Culty." There were about a thousand other words that Charles could use. Since he had promised Anastasia that he'd get her the hell out of dodge, all he'd been working on, day and night, was doing just that. He didn't even have time for conversation.
"And is America's favorite virgin really a virgin?"
Jesus Christ, no wonder she had been so desperate as to try to seduce him the other night in the steamy bathroom. Literally the whole country, maybe even the whole fucking world, was in on Anastasia's sex life, or lack of one.
"I don't really get into all that." He didn't want to talk about her. He wanted to shield her from all of this ugliness. If Charles could admit it, and he wouldn't, he wanted to only discuss Anastasia's virginity somewhere far away. Hopefully when both of them were naked and kissing and he had all of the time in the world to explore her sweet, young body. There was no way he was saying any of that to Neil though.
"Hard not to get into it though," Neil muttered as the screen flashed and now it looked like he'd stumbled upon a series of recordings. This looked promising. "I mean, isn't that every man's dream woman? Gorgeous and innocent? By promoting her virginity they've actually made her every guy's fantasy. Anastasia Pryce is almost like a porn star."
Jesus Christ, Charles thought and shook his head, Neil had hit the nail right on the head. It was repulsive.
"That's why we need to do this," Charles told his old client. "She needs to get the hell out of this place."
"Done," Neil told him with a few more clicks. "Here, if you take a look at these," Neil moved the cursor on Charles' laptop from the other side of the country, "I think this is just what you need."
"What am I looking at?"
"Forgery, fraud, probably embezzlement," Neil flipped through the statements one at a time. "Hell, you're the financial wizard, I'm just the hacker."
Charles exhaled loudly. He couldn't help but be disappointed. He'd wanted it to be murder, the smoking gun. He wanted Jacob Lanaghan to be drug out in handcuffs and secretly, he wanted Anastasia to run into his open arms and kiss him once more in gratitude.
Neil must have interpreted the sigh, "What's the matter? Not sexy enough for you?"
"Well, financial crimes are a whole other ball of wax and that can get complicated. Lanaghan will probably get a slap on the wrist and be right back here, running the place. Hell," Charles could feel his face get warm with anger, "you know these guys. He'll just ask for forgiveness and say that Jesus gave him a pass."
Neil asked, "Did you really read this, Charles? He's forged contracts that are worth millions of dollars. That's not a slap on the wrist, that's federal time. I mean, that's like being someone's bitch girlfriend in the shower."
They both chuckled, the worst thing that they could possibly imagine and oh did Jacob deserve it. The irony was delicious.
"So nothing in there about him killing Darren?"
"Sorry Charles. You know, sometimes addicts just overdose. Maybe the guy really did just fall over dead."
"Could be," Charles shrugged. They would never know anyway and Neil was right. He'd found enough evidence of Darren's lifestyle in the house where he'd lived. The man was hardly taking care of himself. All the stress, all the lies, all the bullshit, all the drugs, it might have all just caught up with him. Maybe after an argument with his little girl who had been his meal ticket all these years, he just expired.
Fucker.
"Thanks Neil, I owe you."
"Not at all, Charles. You believed in me way back when everyone else just thought I was some fucking stupid college dropout. Besides, it's nice to see fuckers like this get what they deserve."
It sure was.
***
It was early and the sky to the east was just warming to a rosy hue. The sun wasn't all the way up and already the temperature was in the upper nineties. Charles hadn't slept a wink but he didn't care, he was running on adrenaline. Today was Judgement Day and something about that sounded Biblical and hellfire and brimstone seemed appropriate.
He knew that a certain girl whom he hadn't seen much of in the last week was awake too. Charles had been good to his word and he'd unplugged the laptops in the living room since he'd confessed. He had kept his surveillance to the kitchen window. He would check to see if there were lights on in her side of the house.
They were this morning.
He had made a sign. No use in taking any chances when they were so close. It was just another hour or two before the FBI and the people from the US Attorney's office arrived.
He'd been promised that they would make Jacob do the perp walk. It was one of the conditions of the deal that Charles had struck. All of the other ones were about Anastasia and walking out of this place free as a bird.
Free as the girl she was rather than America's favorite virgin, although it remained to be seen what she did with that freedom.
Charles tapped on Anastasia's back door with his sign in hand. She opened the door quickly, she must have been waiting for him and that thought made him smile. She wore pink striped pajamas and pink, fluffy bedroom slippers and Charles hoped that no matter what happened after today, she'd never really dress like a grown up.
He held up the sign, "One hour...You packed?"
The beautiful blonde nodded and blew him a kiss before she shut the door behind her.
Charles walked to the main house and paused outside the enormous main door. He took it all in, one last time, please help him god. He was going to stay with his original thought. Compounds were for drug dealers and cults and he couldn't wait to get the fuck out of this one.
He'd used his pent up sexual frustration to fuel his getaway plan. The local FBI office had never moved so quickly and Charles suspected that they'd been itching to take Darren down anyway. All of that money. It was an obscene amount of money, and Darren had rubbed it in everyone's faces. That didn't win friends. Hell, it was America so they were all part of the same religion anyway; capitalism. It was just the greed that glared back at them from the television screen. Everyone finally had enough.
Charles didn't care as long as Anastasia got out, scot free and far away from the taint of Christ Baptist Temple.
All he wanted to do was save her, exactly as he'd said he would, exactly as he'd promised her. His body might ache to betray him. Even now, his fingers itched to delve back under the bathrobe and his mouth was ravenous to taste and lord have mercy, his dick begged for her. But his heart, his heart was pure. Maybe it was those eyes of hers, maybe it was just the fact that she was alone in the world. He hoped that underneath all of his hot lust, that he was the man that his ex-wife thought he was.
Decent.
The door opened but before Charles could step over the threshold, he heard cars. Cars that drove , much faster than they should be on the driveway. A line of black SUVs with government plates pulled up to the entry and brakes squealed as the cars all came to a stop.
A man in a blue FBI jacket came out of passenger seat. His hair was slicked back and he held a radio to his mouth. "Ladies and gentlemen, we've got the green light," and all of the SUV doors opened and slammed shut, almost exactly in unison.
The agents marched inside the main house in unison as well. Charles pressed his back up against the left side of the entry, out of sight, out of the way, but able to watch and listen.
Charles grinned when he heard, "FBI, put your phones down, hands off the computers. Sit on the floor, hands up." An officer brought in a dolly. The wheels clattered over the pavement and Charles thought about his first day here. The FBI would seize all of the computers and paperwork and by the time they put it all together, Darren and Jacob would be known as the frauds and hustlers that they were.
Jacob would be the one who paid the price. At least he could give Anastasia that.
Speak of the devil, Charles felt the relief flood his body as two officers guided Jacob toward the closest SUV. They had him by his arms and his hands were cuffed behind him. They read him his rights as they walked to the SUV. Jacob stopped and glared at Charles. He probably already was putting together pieces of his demise. Jacob had never been stupid but he was too smart to say a word while in custody though.
Once they put him in the backseat, Charles felt like he could finally breathe. The next step in his rescue operation could commence.
***
They had only been here for three days but they already had a comfortable routine, Charles thought as he looked over the contents of the refrigerator. It felt oddly normal and natural to be sharing his house, the bachelor pad that he'd always jokingly referred to as the tax write off, with Anastasia.
He would never forget the look on her face when he'd knocked on the green door for the last time. Anastasia had thrown the door open. Her hands had been knotted up into balls as she had waited for the news.
"It's done," Charles had told her with a smile that he was sure was ear to ear, maybe the first one that he'd had since coming to the compound. "They took Jacob away. You're free."
Just like in his fantasies, Anastasia had screamed and thrown herself into his open arms. Her little fingers had been clasped behind his neck, her legs had been wrapped around his ass and her breasts had been crushed to his chest. God, it had been the perfect position really, wrapped in her softness and her scent all around him. Charles had felt it in his bones, the want for her, the unreleased need. "Really? Oh Charlie, we can really leave?"
"We can go anywhere you want, honey," Charles had told her in a whisper that was his mouth on her earlobe. Almost a kiss, every word and that was the only way he ever wanted to talk to her.
"Where do you live, Charlie?"
"Deerfield," he had said and then clarified, "a suburb just north of Chicago."
"Will you take me? I've never been anywhere but Dallas before."
Charles had been reminded of long ago and a girl with Mary Janes. "Actually you've been to Chicago with your father, long time ago."
"Take me home with you, Charlie?" she had asked hesitantly . She had sounded exhausted and her arms had trembled as if they just might give out.
She had helped with her luggage. It had only been two bags and Charles had hesitated, the trunk had still been open. It seemed like hardly anything for a lifetime. It was like she was starting over from nothing. "You sure this is it, Anastasia? You don't want to pack a few boxes?"
She had shaken her head no and from the solemn expression on her face, Charles had felt that he shouldn't ask again.
Anastasia had fallen asleep about fifteen minutes outside of Dallas. She'd had one small hand on his forearm, her forehead had been on his shoulder, her legs had been curled up in a ball beneath her, almost in the fetal position. She had woken up briefly to use the ladies room when they'd stopped for gas three times. Once she had eaten a burger and fries when Charles was too hungry to pass the DQ. Other than that, she had been asleep.
He really rescued her, he remembered thinking as he had stared over to his right and watched her peaceful face. He had been bewitched by the unlined eyelids and the still almost chubby cheeks. She had looked so defenseless and his protective instincts flourished as she was under his care. He'd saved her.
The only question was now what?
Since they'd come home, Anastasia had continued to sleep a lot. Twelve hours a night seemed to be normal and naps in the afternoon as well. Charles wondered how close to the ragged edge she had been all these years and he would just pat her sleeping head affectionately.
He'd already decided that regardless of what she wanted to do, there was no way that Anastasia was going to be ready to go off to college in the fall without some life skills. The girl was sharp as a tack and her intelligent gaze seemed to be a laser that she pointed with ease. She just hadn't ever done anything ordinary.
Like grocery shop.
That was on the agenda today, Charles decided as he pulled what was left of the eggs and bacon from the top shelf. It was time to get her something more nutritious than delivered pizza and the Pepsi that he'd had leftover in the pantry.
She hadn't complained though. Interestingly enough, for a princess who had been raised being waited on hand and foot, Anastasia seemed to be taking to normalcy quite well.
He was stirring the eggs when she entered the kitchen. "Good morning, Charlie," she greeted him as she perched on the bar stool next to the counter.



"Good morning," he grinned. It didn't matter what she wore or how she looked, she was always delectable. Today was no exception and the baggy purple tee shirt that engulfed her to mid thigh prompted Charles to remember all the bare skin underneath. There hadn't been any kisses, at least nothing more than pecks and quick hugs since they had come home. Charles realized that his role in their relationship might have become more fatherly than lover and if he was relegated to caregiver, so be it. It didn't stop his dick from needing to be adjusted every so often.
"You want some scrambled eggs?"
"Yes, please." Anastasia cocked her head and gave him one of her adorable, pouty bottom lip smile that made him want to bite her just a little. "So what are you teaching me today, Charlie?"
He laughed, of course she had known.
Anastasia counted on her fingers. "Let's see, so far, it's been driving down the street, parking the car in the garage, how to work Netflix."
"Is it silly?" Charles asked as he pushed the spatula around the eggs.
Anastasia's eyes sparkled, "No, Charlie, it's the most wonderful thing anyone's ever done for me. No one ever thought I'd be on my own. I was just gonna be a little girl forever!"
Good, she understood and Charles reached for two plates. "Well, then I thought we'd go grocery shopping today."
She shifted her hair from one shoulder to the other. "Perfect, that seems very practical," she took her eggs and the fork. "Can we go buy some clothes today too, Charlie? I'm tired of dressing like a little girl."
He nodded and touched her under her chin. His little girl, all grown up. "Sure, honey, anything you want."
"I think I need some money too, Charlie. Just spending money, you know?"
Jesus, the girl was worth billions and she didn't have a penny to her name. In fact, she didn't even have a wallet as far as Charles knew. No driver's license, no credit cards and not even a cell phone since she'd left the compound.
Parallel parking could wait, he decided. "Tell you what, finish your eggs and get dressed. We've got some shopping to do.
Anastasia gulped down the eggs and was dressed in under ten minutes. Charles handed her the keys to the Toyota Corolla at the bottom of the stairs. "Today, you back out of the garage," he said with more confidence than he felt. Honestly, he gave her a fifty fifty shot at hitting the garage door or scraping the shit out of his Mercedes. Didn't matter, he told himself as she took the keys, things were replaceable.
Not her. There wasn't another Anastasia.
Charles walked behind her and cleared his throat while he moved his half hard cock in his khakis. She was in cut off shorts once again and even though he'd never let himself spy on her after that night, that didn't mean that he'd forgotten. He could still see her in his mind's eye, dancing and stripping. These cut offs at least came down mid thigh. That still exposed the whole back of the knee and the calf and all of that golden, satin skin that he'd felt wrapped around his body when she'd asked him to fuck her.
This wasn't going to get him anywhere, Charles reminded himself.
He strapped himself into the passenger side and reminded her in a low, calm voice, "Check your side mirrors, honey."
Anastasia nodded and did as he asked. She let the car roll and then jerked the brake and then roll and jerk until she was at the bottom of the driveway and declared in a singsong voice, "I got out of the garage, Charlie! I did it!"
He'd only pressed the invisible break on his side a little bit, Charles thought as he patted her hand in congratulations. "See, you're doing great. You'll be ready to go for your driver's license test in no time."
Anastasia put the car in drive and drove ten miles under the speed limit all the way to the strip mall on Waukegan Road. "They've got plenty of clothes stores here," Charles shrugged and pointed at a newly vacated parking spot. "I mean, nothing fancy."
"Nothing fancy is just fine, Charlie," Anastasia said as she pulled in nice and easy. She did it this time with no jerky brake and Charles beamed with pride. "Just regular clothes that a girl my age would wear is perfectly fine," she told him once the car was in park. Her long, blonde hair sparkled in the sun and her dimples were out in full as she smiled at him.
She leaned in for a peck, just a brush of lips on lips and it hadn't been more than that. Just her fingers on his arm, just a whisper of her lips and Charles knew that he had no choice to but to wait, maybe forever.
She wasn't just punctual and a quick learner, she was decisive. Charles was in charge of filling the cart as Anastasia emerged from the dressing rooms with stacks of jeans and tee shirts and shorts. There were a handful of dresses as well but he noticed that these were plain, not the frilly, flowered dresses that she had worn at the compound. It didn't matter though, Charles thought when she showed him a plain, navy blue shirt dress. She couldn't stop being adorable and sexy.
"Isn't it nice that your dad is taking you shopping?" a cashier asked as Charles fished out a credit card from his wallet.
Anastasia could have rolled with it but she set her small hand on his wrist and corrected the woman. "He's not my father, he's Charlie," as if that were all the explanation necessary.
As Charles put the bags in the trunk, Anastasia asked, "What are we, Charlie?"
"What do you mean, honey?"
"I mean, when people ask, and I'm sure they will, what are we?" Straight to the point, none of the psychological babble bullshit that usually came with defining a relationship.
She was his client. She was his dream girl. She was a girl and a woman who haunted his imagination. She was business.
Fuck, Anastasia was everything and all of it was too much.
"What do you want to tell people, honey?" he asked and suddenly, she was so close. Her breasts brushed his arm and Charles felt the hot wave of need wash over him. He could see round, bouncing swells of pale flesh and pink buds that were hot and hard and oh so sensitive.
"Can I say that you're my friend, Charlie?" she asked but friends didn't kiss like this, none, at least that Charles had ever had. It was a soft kiss with open mouths. Her breath in his mouth made him shiver in the hot sun and when he brought her to him, one hand was on her waist and the other was on her bottom. God, her cheeks were firm and squeezable and no wonder they jiggled with every step in the shorts. They jiggled in the jeans she'd bought too and Charles could hardly wait for autumn if she was going to wear them that tight.
Her tongue and his, melting and softly coming together and with a long breath deep down inside of him, and then she was gone.
"Friends it is," he said in a voice that was back in a living room in Dallas.
***
Charles stopped in front of her open door. He popped his head in and told her, "Good night, honey." The kiss still lingered, on his lips and on his brain and it had felt like he had to remind himself how to do the most rudimentary of things the rest of the day. Step right, now step up, now sit down, he was like a robot on the fritz, his circuits fried out from a kiss.
"Come in, Charlie," Anastasia invited him into the spare bedroom that had become her bedroom. She'd already put all of the clothes away. All of the empty bags had been neatly folded into one bag that he imagined she'd put in the recycling in the morning. "Can I change this room?"
If she wanted to change the room, that meant that she planned on staying, Charles thought. Good news for him because they'd never discussed an end date or what happened after Labor Day. The summer seemed to be going by awfully quickly.
"Sure."
"I can do anything I want with it?" she asked in a voice that seemed to suggest that she thought he might say no.
How could anyone say no to her? Fuck, Charles thought as he looked her over. The more adult clothes included a nightie that was more of a slip. It was black with slender straps. It was nylon material that looked very grown up in an old fashioned way. It almost seemed like she was playing dress up again. She wore just the slip and her straight hair hung down around her face like a veil. His body ached to touch her.
"Anything you want."
"Can we paint it pink?" she wanted to know and wound a piece of hair around her finger, "I know, it's girly but I do love pink."
Charles took a seat on the edge of the bed, that was as far as he trusted himself. "Honey, you can have it any color you want. And we'll buy furniture. We'll make it," he wanted to say homey but he wasn't sure how Anastasia would feel about that, considering that her last home had been terrifying. "Nice," was the word he settled on.
"Charlie?"
"Yes."
"Will you teach me how to touch myself?"
Wait, he couldn't have heard that. Somehow, he must be sleeping and his dick must be controlling the scenario. "Honey?" he asked, breathing way too hard.
"Teach me how to make myself," she paused and whispered, "feel good?" She didn't want to say cum or maybe, god, Charles thought, maybe that word wasn't in her vocabulary. She looked away and bit her bottom lip. "I've never done that."
Charles wore a tee shirt and pajama bottoms and his cock had already made a tent in the pants. Teach her how to cum? God, could he? He'd been fairly certain that he'd made a woman or two cum in his life but it had been quite mysterious. It had taken quite a bit of study with careful fingers and his mouth. Of course, only a fool would say no to the opportunity to fondle her and Charles wasn't a fool.
Trust, she trusted him and this was something so big. Charles couldn't imagine ever being in a position to ask. He'd take the best care of her.
"I'll try," he promised, he was a little out of breath already. "Do you want me to keep the light on?"
Anastasia nodded, "Yes, I want to see, Charlie."
She eased back across the mattress and lay her head on the pillow. Charles followed on his hands and knees, he crawled to her. "Can I kiss you, little girl?" he asked as she fanned her hair out beneath them. He saw that her nipples had risen in the slip and stood at attention in the clingy material.
"Oh, yes, Charlie," she murmured. He caught her upper lip with both of his and this kiss was something altogether different. Up until now, Anastasia had been the initiator and Charles was always surprised when she decided to bestow him with her affection.
This was Charles' kiss. It was deep, it was deliberate, it was a slow study of a young girl's mouth and his tongue took its time. He licked her upper lip and he melted into her girlish sigh. He tasted her full, bottom lip and he wondered if she was getting wet from this. Wet like he was hard, which meant that she was soaking the white sheets below and the back of the slip was damp all the way through from her dripping crevice.
He moaned at that thought and it was right into her mouth. Charles nibbled her lips and brought his hand slowly from the bed to her body, from her waist to the curve of her breast. She sighed and it was just an inch to her nipple. Charles traversed the distance and circled her bud through the clingy fabric. God, they were so perfect and so perfectly hard and Charles imagined, so perfectly sensitive and had never been touched like this before.
He gulped, never been touched. None of her, not one inch, ever been touched before and now she was his, all his for the taking. She begged for it. Charles broke the kiss and asked, "Would you take the slip off for me?"
Anastasia breathed hard and fast and pulled the nightie off and slowly placed it on the bed. Bare and beautiful, Charles had seen her body on the computer but this was completely different and his mouth opened but no sound came out. He was simply awestruck.
Her breasts bounced and moved back into their perfect place as she lay down once more for him. Yes, her areolas were somewhere between pink and tan and her nipples grew more pink, until you got to the very tips and those were dark pink. She really was perfect, Charles thought as he traced the left one with his fingertips. He listened to her whimper like he'd always dreamed that she would.
Charles kissed her jaw, then her throat. His mouth led him on a journey across her collar bones and down her décolletage as his fingers persisted in the slow, easy circle. "Yes, Charlie," she whispered, lost in his world. It was easy to hear in her voice, her surrender to his fingers.
Charles dick pulsed as he touched her. The head was up, over the waistband of his pajama pants and he made a wet spot on her bed with his need. Fuck, he could cum just touching her like this. He could explode just touching her breasts, let alone all of the other delights that he had never stopped feeling on his body since that night in the bathroom. He panted into her satin skin, "Now you." Charles couldn't help his hand from wandering down. "Touch your nipples while I stroke your beautiful, little pussy," his voice was a growl and Charles felt the sharp sting of want.
He was an animal now.
Did she even know? How could anyone? She was a girl who was so untouched that she didn't even pleasure herself. How could she know what the animal instinct in a man was like or when she was perilously close to the line that divided reason from pheromones?
Charles moved down the bed and groaned as Anastasia copied his hands on her breasts. She cupped the pale flesh and then wound her dainty, little fingers to the tips of her nipples. Back and forth, back and forth she caressed her nipples for him. It was as if her body had taken over all decisions and he watched as her thighs opened wide to invite Charles to her delights.
His fingers hesitated, his eyes delved along every inch and his dick strained to get at her. Her sweet, little cherubic pussy was right there for the touching. Her lips weren't quite so tiny now, they seemed to have bloomed and parted and Charles made a noise that was pure desire. Did she even know that she was horny? Fuck, she didn't but she was about to and if Charles had anything to say about it, she'd need this again and again.
"Baby," he whispered as his fingertips found her and gently caressed her mound. He felt the whisper soft bit of hair, damp and slippery and he followed the path down to her succulent folds.
"Charlie," she murmured and continued to touch her nipples. Her face was intense as she studied his hand between her slender thighs.
God she was beautiful, Charles thought, open and perfect and that wonderment on her face made this feel wrong. But there was nothing that he wanted more than to watch her big, blue eyes widen in surprise as she burst from pleasure in his hand.
He slid his index finger down her slit and the feel of her wetness there made Charles gasp. Jesus, she was soaked and so hot and as he traced the line back up to her clitoris and he knew why. Her clit was full and pulsed with every touch. Anastasia instinctively pushed her hips up and purred when he touched her. Her tiny fingers rolled both nipples at the same time and her hips insisted on more. They pushed up and brushed along his skin for friction. She humped his arm and her body demanded that he keep his fingers right there, at the center of her new pleasure.
"Feel that?" he asked and knew that the answer was yes as he picked up the pace on her pearl. His index finger now joined by his middle finger and both were sloppy wet with her teenage juices as he eased them quickly back and forth over her clit. It sang in his hand. It trembled and grew from his touch and Charles kept his eyes on her face now, he wanted to see the expression on her face when she came.
She was a doll with pink cheeks as her pleasure mounted. Anastasia made the softest little cries in his arms, little whimpers of surrender and want and a little girl's shock and amazement at the intensity of new pleasure. It was dirty to do this, dirty and sweet all at the same time and she trembled under his touch. She wet him with a steady stream of her liquid. She looked so young like this. Anastasia no longer watched his hand either. She looked him in the eye and Charles hoped that she kept her eyes on him when she came.
He felt it, the quickening of her inner thighs. She gasped, with the summoning between her legs, she couldn't help but arch her back and push that tiny, little butt in the air. "Charlie," she cried out and then just a whimper, little cries, almost a sob as she shuddered in his hand.
Charles felt the liquid gush between his fingers and he kept the tempo going. Her orgasm peaked and valleyed and her body was limp and then at attention once again as he kept her coming.
Anastasia was even more beautiful when she was coming.
He needed to watch though. He wanted to see all of it and Charles had never heard anything more perverted than his own voice as he guided her, "Now touch yourself. Show me."
He moved his hand to make room for her and while she found her clitoris for him, Charles licked his two fingers. God, he could cum like this, watching and tasting. It was just the sweetest, most delicate flavor of her little girl cum. She was like new wine and he didn't want to waste a drop.
"Take your clothes off too, Charlie," Anastasia said in her breathy twang. He could see her index finger, just the pad, make the smallest circle around her deeply red clit.
"Me?" he sounded so stupid, stupid and out of breath and the head of his cock let go a long string of precum because of course, it knew exactly what she was asking.
"I want to see you too," she said. She had the sexiest moan as her hips curled. Her thighs opened wider to make room for him. "I've never seen a man naked before," she told him in the smallest voice that shouldn't have ever seen a man naked before.
Charles was stunned but his hands knew what to do. The tee shirt came off over his head. The pants were pushed down and then off, kicked into her blanket and forgotten because once he knelt naked between her legs, he knew that this was right.
No, it was very, very wrong but it felt so right, so perfectly natural. She was his sweet, little girl and she should see exactly what she did to him, what she'd done to him since the first minute he'd seen her face.
Charles gripped his cock at the base and watched as Anastasia made a quicker circle around her clit. "Oh god, baby," he called to her. His right hand squeezed and moved back and forth, all the way down and then all the way to the head. He dripped a sticky river of precum on America's favorite virgin, right down the center of her lovely, lacy, inner lips. Charles was going to cover her virgin center with all the cum that he'd been saving for her since she'd danced and stripped for the cameras.
"Baby, little baby," he muttered, his eyes glazed over. All there was was Anastasia's naked pussy and her slippery lips and her two little fingers that worked back and forth over her clit. Every move made her inner thighs shake and it felt as if her orgasm reached up from her body and entered his own.
Once again though, it was her eyes that made his need spill over. Those innocent eyes that he'd lost himself in that first afternoon and there had been nothing but her ever since. Charles could feel his heart melt along with the last of his willpower.
His cock jolted in his hand and he felt the first wave. There was no turning back no and his sphincter squeezed and his balls were hot and close and full of so much cum for her.
Anastasia cried out. She quivered and there was another little series of whimpers. He could feel her calves shake as her second orgasm came, even deeper than the first, even more wild and free and uninhibited. She was just a young, naked girl touching herself and his body exploded with the sight of her coming undone.



He came.
He spurt on her belly and then her thigh. Charles held onto his dick and felt it pulse, individual vibrations of the most enormous orgasm he'd ever had. Pearly cum covered her mound, her hips, her calf, and as Charles sank to the bed beside her, he even shot the remnants of his climax on her shaking forearm.
This kiss was a glorious one. It was slow and meandering, with nowhere to go. Both of them sated and bubbling over with the glow of hormonal bliss. His tongue, her tongue, their lips, their mouths sealed together. Their sticky fingers in each other's hair and her legs slipped up and around his. Anastasia drew Charles into her mouth and gave him her breath deep down in his lungs.
His girl.
Charles knew that he was going to sleep there, cum covered and outside of the comforter as he closed his eyes. His face was buried in the tangle of her blonde hair. He thought he heard himself say, "I love you, honey," but then he realized that he must have already been dreaming.
***
Three days had gone by since he'd first masturbated with her. Now Charles wondered when had sex become narrowed down to the one act, the direct line? The shortest distance between dick and vagina and then, bang, bang, cum as quickly as possible and get on with the rest of life.
With Anastasia, life had become a technicolor dreamscape and all of it was sensual. He had time traveled back to the day when kissing was everything and grinding on a young lady's thigh while they kissed on the couch was ecstasy like he'd never known.
If this was being friends, Charles had never had a friendship quite like it. He suspected, that at least for him, it was far deeper than that but he kept those things to himself. It wouldn't be possible to explain himself, not really. She was eighteen and had no idea what it meant for a fifty eight year old man to have fallen head over heels in love.
America's favorite virgin had taken the lead in their courtship and Charles was happy to follow along.
He was in the shower when he felt her finger tap him on the shoulder. "May I come in, Charlie?" she asked in the southern purr that gave him goosebumps every time.
"Yes." Yes to everything, anything. Yes to her naked, yes to her wet, yes to her always. Charles had tried to shower with a woman or two in the past but it had never been received well. He'd been told that it wasn't as sexy as he thought and that women don't really like that.
Perhaps women didn't but he knew a girl who seemed to.
Charles watched as her fingers made wet trails with the water down his chest. His wasn't a youthful body, he had knots and scars and freckles that he suspected had turned the corner to liver spots. Charles wasn't fat but he had no clearly delineated abs either. His dick, although always hard for her, was no bigger than average.
For some reason, some marvelous mystery he had no explanation for, Anastasia seemed to want him anyway. She stroked the thick, mostly gray hair on his chest and he was struck by her effortless beauty. It was just like the fairy tale and he chuckled, "We're beauty and the beast."
"Charlie," she moved her hands down to the fur around his cock. Since she had first seen it, the girl was endlessly fascinated with his protrusion. No one had ever paid this much attention to his dick before. "You're very handsome," she told him in her slow molasses drawl.
"Oh honey, that's sweet of you to say."
The water streamed down the two of them and his dick found its home nestled in the valley between her hip and belly.
"It's true Charlie," that "ah" instead of "r" would never lose its seduction and neither would her dropping of all the "G's". Neither would her full, bottom lip. "Your eyes are amazing," she murmured as she looked up at him through the fringe of lashes. "Your smile, the way you kiss me," she hummed. Her fingertips brushed the head of his dick and a million nerves pulsed with want. She was a head rush, she was a speeding pulse. "The way you touch me," she whispered. She was on her tiptoes once more, with her lips on his neck and her hand on his dick. Charles could cum in her hand in about thirty seconds but he'd learned to pace himself. His teenage lust combined with the patience he'd learned along the way and Charles spent most of his day riding the edge of a climax.
"Pass me the sponge," he murmured into her wet hair.
She did and she giggled as he dropped to his knees on the black and white tile. "What are you doing, Charlie?"
"Getting you dirty and clean," he grinned as he soaped up the sponge and carefully brushed her with the edge between her legs.
She smiled and rested against the back wall. Anastasia opened her legs wider and looked down at his hand. "How did you know I am..."
She was brilliant, scarily intelligent and could speak about finances on a professional level. So far though, she just couldn't bring herself to express herself about sex. It didn't stop her from enjoying herself thoroughly though. "Horny?" he asked with a deep chuckle. He rubbed the sponge in a circle around her clitoris. Yes, that's exactly what she was. Anastasia's lips were open for him and her clit was up. It poked up out of the hood and demanded his attention right now. Charles was oh so happy to give her anything she wanted.
"Horny," she said with a giggle and then a sigh as she rubbed herself on the sponge for him.
If this was porn, it would have been his new favorite video, Charles thought. He listened to her gasp and watched her hips quiver from his ministrations. "Oh yes," his little girl whispered as he masturbated her, making her frothy with soap and her own cream. "Charlie," Anastasia threw her head back and curled her fingers in his hair as he continued to pleasure her.
"Charlie," her thighs flexed and her calves quivered as she fucked the sponge and his hand. "Oh Charlie, how do you know?" she gasped as he picked up the pace. Relentless now, back and forth and over again and again on her pulsing bud, he saw the flush between her breasts as she breathed much too quickly. He knew that his darling, little girl was about to flood him with another orgasm
How did he know? Charles wanted to study her. He wanted to spend a month or two in her bed. He wanted to be under her covers with a flashlight. He wanted to watch her tremble and taste her sweetness. Part of him wanted to assure her that this was just the beginning if she'd allow him.
If she were his.
He was far too fascinated, his obsession was to watch her hips and feel the jiggling of her flesh and then see her push herself up on her toes right before she exploded. "Charlie, Charlie, Charlie," she said his name like a prayer and he pressed his wet forehead against her belly as the waves rushed down her. God, he could almost pray for it, let him be so lucky. Let him be so lucky as to always be the man whose name was on her lips.
Her orgasm was intense. It was a series of shivers and sobs. Charles wrapped his arms around her hips and felt every peak and valley through his hands. "Honey," he sighed contentedly as the water washed the soapy trail of pleasure down her thighs.
Once he got to his feet, he just held her close and kissed her hair and that was every bit as good in an entirely different way.
"Thank you," she murmured and pressed her head to his chest. "You're so sweet to me."
He just hummed. He was hard, his cock was relentlessly hard but he wanted to keep it. He liked to savor the ache for her.
Anastasia asked, "Don't you have a girlfriend, Charlie?"
"Nope." He reached for the shampoo and made bubbles in her hair.
"Were you married?"
"Yes." He rubbed the shampoo and looked at her face. Anastasia's eyes twinkled with post orgasmic bliss. "Twice," he added.
"Were you always this," she paused and crinkled her forehead in thought, "attentive?"
Charles rubbed the shampoo in and squished bubbles between his fingers. How to tell her? He wasn't sure if he had the vocabulary for this.
Not long ago, Julie would drop by once or twice a month for a quickie. She'd call it a bang or she'd call it a screw. Once they got the fuck out of the way, she'd high five him on the way to the bathroom to clean up. They never made it sound romantic or god forbid even like they liked each other. Sex had been fucking for so long and now, he was with Anastasia.
This was lovemaking and he had never been so caught up in anything. It was magical and he hoped that it never stopped but Charles was almost afraid to say anything in case it did. "No, my love," he called her that in his mind but never before out loud. "This is something completely different."
***
Anastasia was confident enough to drive the frontage road that ran alongside 94 going north all the way to Wisconsin now. She didn't even grip the steering wheel until her knuckles were white. She still got plenty of honks and occasionally, someone gave her the finger. Charles always patted her leg when she did and consoled her. "They're just rude Chicago drivers, honey. You're doing fabulous."
Anastasia smiled but she never took her eyes off the road. "How long do you think it will take me to get my license, Charlie?"
They never spoke about dates or deadlines. Charles didn't know if the magic of them could last in the real world where things were divided into days and weeks. If time existed, then she'd know she was with an old man. "Soon."
"Before fall?"
Yeah, she was starting to plan and he supposed that was good but he couldn't help but feel the sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. "Right in there." Charles remembered that the divinity school that was part of the deal was in Texas, a whole world away. "You know, Trinity College is about five minutes from the house."
"Trinity?"
"Christian college."
Anastasia checked her side mirror. "I am not really sure about school right now, Charlie. Is that okay?"
"Take all the time you need, honey." He patted her small hand and smiled. Good, they were safely back in the world of no plans.
"When I go to school, I'm not going to Christian college." Anastasia continued with authority and Charles got the feeling like she expected him to insist.
"I don't blame you."
"I don't even want to go to church, Charlie."
"Me either."
They stopped at a stop sign and she turned to look at him. In the pink scarf and the Raybans and the red lipstick, she looked like a movie star from the 50's and he wanted to mess up her lipstick.
"So it's okay, Charlie?"
"Honey, after all of the church and all of that craziness and the things you've been through," Charles took her hand and kissed the tips of her fingers, "I don't blame you for being fed up."
Someone honked behind them and Charles waved to go around.
"See, you're just so sweet," she gave him a dimpled smile and took her foot off the brake.
"Besides if you go to school right now, you wouldn't have time for the surprise," he was sure his grin was silly as he sat back. He'd been excited about it ever since he saw the ad online.
"What surprise?" Anastasia sounded a little breathless.
"The one we're driving to."
Once they crossed the state line into Wisconsin, Anastasia seemed to relax a little and when he told her to take a left on County C, she let out a whistle as the road became gravel. "I don't picture you spending a lot of time in the sticks, Charlie."
He laughed, she kind of knew him too well to have only known him such a short time. "Well, it's not a surprise for me." The barn was just up here on the right and he pointed, "just pull over right here."
She put the car in park and inhaled fully. "What is this place, Charlie? It smells like clover."
"Remember when you were talking about setting up a non-profit for rescuing horses?" Charles opened the car door and waved to her, "come on, let's go check it out."
It was lush, almost hilly countryside, considering that they weren't too far out of Illinois. The landscape was dotted with mature trees and Charles drew her near for no other reason than to touch her. With one arm over her shoulder and one on her waist, he pointed at the tree line off in the distance. "It's 200 acres and the owners are strapped for cash. There are two outbuildings and a house. The house is a disaster but the property is beautiful, don't you think?"
She turned to look at him and the smile oozed out of her. Anastasia was pleased, "Charlie, it's perfect. I can't believe you remembered."
He kissed her cheek, Hhow could I forget anything about you, honey?"
They walked hand in hand toward the barn, fingers woven together, in their usual way. "So what do I do, Charlie? Do we make an offer?"
"As long as you approve."
"But it's a good idea, right Charlie?" She twirled around and into his arms. "I want to know what you think."
What he thought? He thought he loved her, completely and utterly and it scared the shit out of him.
"I think the land is an excellent investment. This area is growing quickly, all the parents who can afford to move out of the city come here. For that reason alone, it's a good place to put money for a while and the taxes are low. It's a win win."
"So I can have horses?"
"You can have anything you want, Anastasia." Charles grabbed her hand and they continued in the direction of the barn. "I just want you to be happy."
"My daddy used to say that to me." She twisted her mouth around and looked sad. "I even think that he meant it, most of the time."
Charles had been dazzled by Darren in the beginning, dazzled by his drive and his magnetic personality but as time went on, mostly by the man's greed. "I think he loved you very much." He would leave it at that.
"So what about you, Charlie?" she asked as they continued their meander through the field. The birds were chirping overhead and there wasn't a cloud in the bright, blue midday sky. It was glorious and everything was better with her.
"What about me what?"
She paused and Charles wanted to know what she was thinking. It looked serious though and that could backfire. "You're not a father?"
That was a complicated question. What she meant was what everyone meant when they saw him and Julie back when they were an item. They had been well into their forties and there had been no desperation to freeze embryos. "No, it just never happened for me, honey."
"You don't like kids?"
That was also the next thought, most people didn't actually form the question. They just figured that Charles and Julie were selfish bastards who wanted beige furniture and to run off to Europe at a moment's notice. "I'm sure that I do like kids. It just wasn't the right time. Both of my ex-wives were very busy with their careers and I was with mine."
Anastasia asked in a small voice, "Did you love them, Charlie? Your wives."
He pulled her close and caught the beautiful blonde's bottom lip and nibbled for a moment. Like this, pressed into him, he could smell her perfume and the shampoo from this morning and the sight of her in his arms came back with an electric wave of need. "What do you want to know, honey?"
She blushed and pushed her firm breasts into his chest. Charles was sure that his heart beat so hard that she could feel it through his shirt. "Just everything about you, Charlie. You're such an important part of my life now."
He understood completely. He felt vulnerable and almost naked as well. They had gone from strangers to everything so quickly. Better to be completely honest with her, given what she'd been through. "Sure, I loved both of them at different times and in different ways."
"But you're not still in love with, I'm sorry, what was her name?"
"Julie."
"Julie?"
Charles had about a dozen answers and all of them fell under the "it's complicated" heading. A month ago, he might have said that yes, he might still kind of loved Julie. He loved her, he missed her but he was also happy they didn't live together anymore. He had dated a little here and there and hadn't felt that spark that he'd felt with her yet.
Yet.
But Anastasia had swept all of that away when she opened her door and invited him inside. He knew what other middle aged men and especially middle aged women would say. That it was all about her beauty and naivete and those big blue eyes but they'd be wrong.
He also really liked her.
Charles didn't want to jinx anything though and told her, just above a whisper, "no, I'm not still in love with Julie."
***
They had spent a good deal of the day outside in the August heat and humidity and once they got home, Charles was ravenous. He fired up the grill and cooked two thick, well marbled ribeyes while Anastasia dumped premade salad into two bowls
"You want a Coke?" he asked, his face in the refrigerator.
"Got any Jack Daniels, Charlie? I'm in the mood for a real drink."
That's right, she was a whiskey drinker. A cigarette smoker. A stripper that had made him blow his wad in about ten seconds. He was glad his face was in the cold because he could feel the warm embarrassment creep up from his collar. He couldn't talk about how he knew. He just told her, "I've got Crown Royal. It's in the den. Will you pour me one too?"
She came back with the bottle and two of the heavy bottom cocktail glasses that he kept for such an occasion. Charles thought this must mean she was having more than one drink.
Anastasia gulped her Crown and smiled, "I haven't drank this in a while," with a silly grin, she added, "it's not bad."
Fuck, she wasn't even of legal drinking age.
Anastasia set her new iPhone on the table and pressed play. The Rolling Stones "Honkytonk Women" started and Anastasia crowed, "whoo hoo," before chugging down some more whiskey.
Charles still couldn't figure it out. Hard drinking woman, she didn't even wince as she poured the drink down her throat.
Anastasia flipped her hair down from left shoulder to right and twirled a piece around her index finger.
Pure little girl.
She talked about how typically, investing in farmland has outperformed the S&P 500 and has low volatility.
Sophisticated, savvy woman.
She wanted to paint her toenails glittery pink after dinner and would Charles help?
Gorgeous girl.
"So why do you listen to the same music that I do, honey?" Charles asked as the familiar riff of Magic Carpet Ride churned from the smart speaker.
"This is all my daddy listened to," she shrugged. "We both hated church music."
There was an edge there that was pure bratty, rebellious teenager.
Then she giggled and she was nothing but a girl in her tight Levi's and tee shirt knotted around her waist. A little girl who wasn't wearing a bra.
As he cut into his steak and listened to her gush about riding and how wonderful it was going to be to rescue horses, Charles thought that perhaps, at eighteen, that was the magic. She was still both a girl and a woman and neither and both all at the same time. Whatever she was, it was a heady, almost overpowering combination that he didn't think he'd ever get enough of.
***
It wasn't quite dark yet but he was already showered and in his pajama pants. Anastasia seemed sleepy as well and had gone up to her room twenty minutes ago. Charles tapped on the door, "Good night, honey."
"Come in, Charlie," she purred from the other side of the door.
Anastasia was already under the new pink and white comforter. Her long, sheath of thick, blonde hair made a semicircle on the pillow. She wore a blue pajama shirt and Charles wondered what she had on underneath.
"I'm beat," he told her as he sat on the edge of the bed. "All that country air."
"It was a wonderful day, Charlie," she told him and smoothed her hands over the comforter.
"I'm glad you liked it, baby," he whispered and leaned in closer. Baby was the word, his favorite word for her. Baby girl, baby love, little baby, she was all of that and more, especially when Charles had just begun to climax once again with her.



"Charlie, will you kiss me good night?" Anastasia asked, she sounded bashful and Charles nodded. He watched as she pushed the comforter off and asked, "will you kiss me good night all over, Charlie?"
Fuck, she was only wearing the pajama shirt and it was unbuttoned and the rest of her was bare, golden, sun kissed skin. The scent of her soap and her bubble bath rose from her warm crevices and Charles thought he might drown in it and how delicious that would be.
"Can I?"
He'd wanted to kiss her everywhere ever since that night when he'd spied on her. Charles had felt his tongue hang out while he'd stroked furiously. Just to let her know, even though he'd never do that in her presence.
Anastasia nodded and Charles crawled across the sheets to get to her. No longer tired, he didn't care if he ever slept again if he got to taste the sweet gush of a little girl's cum. His fingers curled in her hair and he kissed her forehead first, a good night kiss, almost fatherly. Her heat rose up from all of her secret places and Charles felt his cock rise in the front of the pajama pants. It detected bare, velvety flesh and he pulsed.
He kissed the freckles that dusted her rosy cheeks. He kissed the tip of her small, narrow nose and he kissed her Cupid's bow and sighed as her breath caressed his face. As he shifted and pulled her closer, Charles couldn't help but thrust into her thigh and show her, in spite of the innocent kisses, what she was doing to him.
"Charlie," she murmured in her warm honey drip voice that ran down his back and made him shiver, "you're so..."
"Hard," he growled and pushed against her hip just to make sure that the lovely young girl noticed how hot and heavy and insistent his manly cock was.
She looked him in the eye and whispered, "Yes, hard."
Charles sank to her body and pushed the nest of her blonde hair back. He inhaled the scent there, on her throat and swallowed it down. He wanted her inside him, down in his belly. He kissed the tender flesh that ran from her jawline to her collar bones. "I've been hard for you since the first time I saw you," Charles confessed as he pushed back the collar of the shirt and kissed to her round shoulder. She was soft and warm everywhere, she smelled like a warm summer day and she seemed to have brought the clover scent home in her hair.
"You were?" she asked with a giggle.
Charles stared at her round, perfect breasts. They were teacup shaped and they sat high and in the last light of the setting sun, her cleavage was cast in shadow and the tips of her nipples were almost red. Like they had been bitten just a bit and Charles decided that he would nibble them both on his way down her body. "The minute you opened the door," he whispered and let his lips lead him along the winding path under and between her breasts. He bowed his head and bared his teeth and nipped her bud.
She responded immediately with her bare hips and her open thighs and a gasp. "Charlie," she whispered and her tiny fingers were in his gray hair and she told him, "yes, yes, yes." As if she'd been waiting all along for teeth and only just realized it.
Charles needed no other encouragement and held her perfectly round breasts together, with both hands and bit and suckled at each nipple. He listened to Anastasia moan and felt her melt beneath him. The little virgin girl was soaking wet and he hadn't even begun to lick between her legs.
Charles wanted to feel her climax drip down his face. The thought alone made him cry out, the sound muffled in the delicate flesh on the bottom curve of her breasts. Her breath came fast and Anastasia called for him again and again and Charles felt her warm and wet like a summer rain as she bucked under him.
"Charlie," she watched him as he moved down the indentation that ran down the center of her belly. "Charlie, you kiss me like you love me," she said in her breathy, little girl voice that felt like a hand on his dick.
God, she knew, didn't she? Charles found himself on his knees, between her parted legs. His fingers made the journey along the gentle curve of both hips. He followed the trail of her smoke colored hair with the tip of his index finger. Sopping wet, sweetly wet and pink and open for him, his darling, little girl just wanted to be kissed between her legs. She just wanted to be loved.
"I do love you, Anastasia," there was a tremor there and he could have talked all night but nothing else was important. "I love you so much," he told her and then Charles' mouth opened to take the first taste of his beloved.
His tongue ran along the line that up until now, only his fingers had drawn. He felt her lips, hot, slippery little lips open. They invited him to partake. Charles sighed and licked softly from her tiny entry all the way to her clitoris. Her fleshy hood, almost red, shone with her wetness. Her sweet bud peeked out from underneath. Her clitoris was so eager, so ready, so anxious to blossom in his mouth. Charles licked the bit of flesh that hid her bud and watched. His hot breath bathed her most sensitive skin and Anastasia moaned and her inner thighs shivered.
Her clit was exposed and ripe and she begged him, "Charlie, please. Please kiss me there." She might not have the words but she knew what she wanted. Watching the innocent little girl bloom and throb for his tongue brought out Charles' animal instinct.
He wanted to mate with her, ravish her, gulp down her juices like wine. He held her thighs to the bed, his hands were firm around both legs as he licked her in a persistent circle. His tongue rounded her pearl and lapped over and back. He felt her hips twitch as she pushed up for more. She might be innocent in her heart and mind but between her legs, she was a full grown woman with a very womanly need to cum.
She began her mantra, her whisper of "Yes, Charlie." It was her prayer as he sucked her clit, his lips wrapped around her fluttering bud and gulped her into his mouth. She was new wine. She was sweet, new wine, barely legal, little girl wine that gushed from her pink folds and her maidenhood. She looked down at him with love and longing in those blue eyes.
Love.
Consecrated wine. Communion wine. This is my body and my heart and my soul and Charles cried out as he felt her orgasm build. Anastasia's hips pumped as his lips kept up the pace. The tip of his tongue bathed her bud, washed her, worshiped her and she slipped over the edge with an "oh my god."
Baptism.
She squirted and he gulped it down, more of her, and then again even more of her. Her clitoris pounded with its own little heart beat as she clung tightly to the sheets. She dug her fingers and heels into the bed and held on for dear life as her body gave up its fountain of sweet girlish cum. Fruity sweetness with a hint of musk and something fertile and wanton, just on the cusp of womanhood. God, she was delicious.
Charles drank her down and kept his eyes on her blissful face. Her cheeks were rosy, her chest was pink, her whole body was the color of her pussy and her pussy belonged to him.
Charles moved from her clit to rub his nose in her hot folds and creases. He let his tongue linger there at her untouched entry. He slid his tongue inside, he had to taste her there.
"Charlie, Charlie," she uttered her little prayer again and he pushed his tongue in deeper. Communion wine, he drank down her body and took her flavor into him. He wanted it all, every last drop.
She gasped and her arms wrapped tightly around his head. She held him there as she gave him another gush and another. She covered his mouth and his chin and his neck with her liquid. Anastasia trembled and let out a low moan that came from her belly. A deeply satisfied sound, a girl who now understood what a woman needed.
He was lost in her sighs and the wet sounds of her thighs on his face. Charles slid his tongue back up to her clitoris and saw that her hood had drawn down and taken her pearl back inside.
Anastasia was sated, at least for now.
He began the journey back up the same way he had come down, a trail of delicate kisses, except these were sticky. Charles felt her orgasm on his cheeks and forehead and he shared it with her, rubbing his face along every inch, every curve.
Anastasia glowed when he arrived at the pillow next to hers. "Charlie," she whispered and kissed his mouth. She shivered in his arms, her body was awash with goosebumps. "Charlie, that was beautiful. How do you know so much about my body?"
He smiled and kissed her forehead tenderly once more. Charles had always tried to show his lovers a good time but experience was not the source of what was happening between him and this young girl. "Oh honey, that's just you, just because it's you."
He wrapped himself around her and watched as the shadows shifted on her wall. Twilight had crept in around them, the golden hour had been spent between her legs.
"Charlie," she ran her fingertips through his thick, gristly patch of chest hair, "I should take care of you." Again, she didn't have the words but he loved what she meant. She wanted to make him cum and this meant he was going to have to admit what had occurred while he was gulping down her creamy sweetness.
"You did take care of me," he said with a kiss on her top lip. "I came when you did, my love," Charles whispered before he kissed her bottom lip. It had been something completely new, he hadn't even touched himself. It was spontaneous and the pleasure still coursed through his veins. He vibrated beside her.
"Does that usually happen, Charlie?" she asked with her calf draped over his thigh and a contented smile on her face.
Charles held her face and confessed quietly, "Never."
***
He awoke to catch the beginning of the sunrise, just a bit of pink and lavender that peeked through the bottom of her shade. He realized that he'd fallen asleep in her bed again. Both of them were in their respective half of the pajamas. Charles could feel the rise and fall of her breasts on his arm and he could feel the stirring deep down.
The oldest stirring, the one that seemed to be on high alert ever since she'd come into view. It used to be consistent; every morning he'd feel that impulse and notice, on his way to the bathroom, that he was hard. Then, it had become occasional and then rare. He'd never been as aroused as he was for Anastasia.
Dammit, he wouldn't wake her up with a boner. He just wouldn't feel right about that, even if he was sure that he could cum pressed up against the back of her thigh. Charles eased his arm out from underneath her body and slid off her bed.
He padded back to his room and grabbed his cell phone from the charger. After putting his readers on, he saw the notifications. He had ten missed calls, all of them Julie.
She must have been drunk, Charles thought as he made his way downstairs. It was early and normally he'd try to go back to sleep until at least 6:30 but he felt fantastic. It seemed a waste to while away the morning in bed. Although, he felt the smirk on his face, if he came upstairs later and a certain princess was just awake enough to ask permission, he'd happily kiss her sweet, little pussy again.
He could still taste her orgasm. As he waited for the coffee to percolate, he wiped his face and could feel the remnants of her juices that she'd left behind.
The phone rang and Charles grimaced. It was Julie again. A while ago, an early morning phone call from her might carry the promise of a quickie but now, he wasn't sure what to do about that.
"Hello, Julie."
"You are such a fucking asshole."
Oh, it was going to be one of those phone calls, Charles rolled his eyes. It had been a while since Julie had been pissed at him but he knew that the best way out of it was just let her blow up.
"What's wrong?"
"I can't believe that you would fuck that girl. That's such a low down, dirty asshole thing to do."
"Now wait a second," he bristled. This was not dirty, he was head over heels in love with Anastasia but Julie was just about the last person he could say that to.
"Fuck your second, Chuck," she spewed. She knew he hated being called Chuck. "She's just a girl, for Christ sakes. They refer to her as America's favorite virgin. Can you fucking believe these misogynistic douchebags?"
"No."
"And you sweep in and rescue her from these sick, Jesus freak assholes, that's great. Good old Charlie to the rescue. But then you stick your dick in her?"
"No, Julie."
"She's forty goddamn years younger than you."
"I know."
"She's the age our daughter would have been."
"Would have?"
"Well, we could have a daughter her age, you fucking, old pervert."
Suddenly it came to him, knowledge that made the hair on the back of his neck stand up. Julie wasn't done though.
"You know why men your age want to fuck little girls?"
Charles didn't want to play anymore. He cleared his throat and asked, "where are you getting all of this from?"
"Because they're scared of their own mortality, that's why, asshole." She had to have the last word, ever since he'd met her twenty something years ago. "What do you mean, where am I getting it from?"
"I mean who is your source?"
"The front of the fucking Chicago Tribune asshole. I mean thanks for that. Now all our friends know."
He walked to the front door. His Tribune should be on his front door step. "Well that works out well for you," he muttered into the phone as he looked out the side window.
"What does?"
"That you get to look perfect, as usual." He gulped and looked at his lawn. There were television trucks lined up and down his street. WGN, CBS, hell, even the cable news channel was here. His yard had been taken over by cameras and reporters milled about, waiting for Charles Nelson, fucking asshole, to open the door.
"I'd rather that I didn't have to explain why my ex-husband can't keep his dick in his pants."
"Julie, it's been a pleasure as always but I've got to go."
He pressed the end call button and ran his hand through his hair. Fuck, he'd been so wrapped up in the bliss of Anastasia that he'd forgotten the rest of the world. It only worked if it was just the two of them, Charles thought and felt his shoulders slump in defeat. Just the two of them and it was magic and orgasms and butterfly kisses and he was her knight in shining armor.
Bring in the rest of the world and he was a dirty old man, just like Julie said.
He couldn't hide forever. He wanted them gone before Anastasia woke up. There was no reason for her to have to deal with any of this. He'd put the fucking paper in the recycling.
Hiding had its charms though and he'd always been a fan of avoiding problems. Maybe they could go spend the rest of the summer in Door County. There were plenty of horses there.
He looked down at himself. Charles thought if he went outside, if he didn't just tuck tail and run, then at the very least, he couldn't go outside wearing nothing but pajama pants that were covered in cum. He needed a shirt and pants. He needed to run a comb through his hair. Fuck, he should shave too. The gray, grizzled whiskers in the morning made him look even older than usual which wasn't the look he was going for.
The doorbell rang. Shit, shit, from his vantage point he could see who was on the doorstep but she couldn't see him. It was Terry Rogers, a young brunette reporter at NBC who was actually quite a journalist. She wouldn't be here if it wasn't considered real news and she had fantastic tits as well.
Perfect, he grumbled at himself, he should say something about her breasts in his defense against being a pervert. The doorbell rang again and Charles called out, "coming, I'm coming. Hold on."
He grabbed his navy blue bathrobe from the hook on the bathroom door and threw open the front door once he was covered. "What do you want?" he barked at the brunette who pushed a microphone into his face.
"Terry Rogers, NBC News, Mr. Nelson," she introduced herself with the friendly grin that he was used to seeing on the television screen. "Is Anastasia Pryce living here with you?"
Before Charles could get a word in, another reporter called out from the other side of the lawn, "Did she really murder her father?"
Another one asked, "Is she still a virgin?"
Another, "Why is she living with you? Aren't you her guardian?"
"Hold on," Charles yelled and put his hands out to stop. This was a quiet block. Even a few jubilant firecrackers on the Fourth of July were enough to piss off the neighbors. "What are you doing here?" he asked stupidly. At the end of the sidewalk, there was a group with signs and he squinted at one of them as the people moved into formation.
"Fornication = Hell" it was written in large block letters.
"Anastasia is going to hell!" One of the men on the end of the posse called out to Charles. "Fornicater!"
"Murderer!" yelled another.
"Whore!" yelled another.
The group with the signs started chanting, "She's a whore. She's a whore."
Charles felt his hand clench into a fist. If it weren't for the flashing lights and the microphones in his face, he would have marched over and started swinging.
The optics would be terrible but he didn't really give a good goddamn.
"Mr. Nelson, do you have any comment on your relationship with Miss Pryce?" Terry at least had some manners. "Isn't it true that you're her legal guardian?"
"Way to go Chuck!" Some guy in the back who was wearing a White Sox hat called out. "She's fucking hot."
He found that even more offensive, being a Cubs fan.
Charles heard his neighbor to the north, Mrs. Knueppel, yell, "Mr. Nelson, what in god's name is going on over there? It's too early for this kind of ruckus."
"She's a whore. She's a whore."
Suddenly he became aware of the sound on the stairs behind him. Charles felt sick to his stomach as he turned to see her, frozen and terrified. He'd come out to shoo them away. He wanted to yell at whoever was trying to disrupt his perfect world of fairytale bliss. And burn the goddamn paper, destroy any possibility of her knowing any of this and she'd walked right in to the middle of the fracas.
"Anastasia, can you please tell us why you're living with your guardian?" The rabble pushed toward his front door now. They were trying to get to her, trying to suck Anastasia into their chaos and insanity.
"Anastasia, is it true that you aren't a virgin? Isn't this all just a marketing ploy by the Temple?"
"Miss Pryce, what do you have to say about your relationship with Jacob Lanaghan?"
"Anastasia, can you comment on living with Mr. Nelson?"
"Miss Pryce, what do you want the girls around the world who support the purity movement to know right now?"
All the while, in the background, the rhythm of "she's a whore, she's a whore," built up until it sounded like a battle cry. The crescendo reverberated with that ugly word like a pulse. In addition there was the occasional cat call or whistle. Someone on the street hollered, "Anastasia, show us your tits!"
Finally, she exhaled and it sounded like she was empty when she whispered in a feeble voice, "What have I done?"
Charles called out, "Wait!" But it was too late. Anastasia was already upstairs and he heard the door slam behind her.
To the riff raff on his grass, he snarled, "The Deerfield police have nothing better to do than arrest every single one of you motherfuckers for disturbing the peace. I'd get out of here if I were you."
He slammed the front door behind him and pressed his back against it as he had to hold the door and keep them from bursting through. He tried to catch his breath. Jesus, and he'd thought that Julie was vicious this morning. What was wrong with people?
The chanting continued and Charles pressed 911 on his phone and held it to his ear. "She's a whore, she's a whore," was all he could hear. Something had to be done quickly because there was only so much that Anastasia could take.



"911, what's your emergency?" Asked a male with a deep voice.
"This is Charles Nelson, I'm at 1123 Brierhill Road. I need the police to come over to stop a disturbance immediately."
"Looks like police are already en route to that address, sir."
"Thank you."
"So is Anastasia as hot in real life as she was on television?"
Charles wanted to scream. His face was hot and he gripped the phone instead of throwing it across the room and watching it shatter into a million pieces on the wall.
"Sir, they should be there."
"Thank you," Charles hollered into the phone.
"Congratulations, Mr. Nelson, she's one fine piece of tail."
"Cocksucker," Charles muttered after pressing the red button. The whole world could go to hell and leave her alone. He should have known there would be some kind of blowback after the escape and he had done a shit job of protecting her from it.
The Deerfield cops were already breaking up the mob and the chanting was quieter now. He'd love to watch one of these Jesus freaks get pepper sprayed and tossed to the ground but he had to do damage control.
He started up the stairs and heard the sob.
Everything else could wait, everyone else could fuck off. He had a little girl to rescue. Charles knocked softly on her door. "Can I come in, honey?"
She sniffed and her slow molasses voice was sad and far away. "Yes, Charlie."
She sat on the edge of the bed with her bare legs tucked up underneath her. Anastasia was still only wearing the pajama shirt but it was buttoned all the way. Sitting like that, head bowed, her blonde hair a veil across her body, she looked small and he wanted to protect her from the world.
"I'm so sorry, honey," he moved toward her and clasped her in his arms as he drew her in. Fuck, those assholes were still chanting outside. There was no hiding from it. They could both hear, "she's a whore". Charles placed a hand on her head and set her forehead on his chest. She smelled of the bed and traces of last night hadn't completely melted. If it weren't for the chanting, he'd suggest they pull the covers over them and go back to their bliss. Maybe the sound of his heart would drown them out. "The cops are here, they should be gone in a few minutes," Charles murmured into her hair.
She nodded, "They'll just come back, Charlie."
"Fuck them, they're idiots."
Anastasia pulled away, her face was pale and her blue eyes almost looked gray. Her lashes were wet with tears. "They're right."
He shook his head, "They're not right, honey. You're not a," now he didn't have the words. He just whispered, "whore. They're religious finatics. They'll go away."
She twisted the little band on the third finger of her left hand. "No, Charlie, they're right. I am not honoring the purity vow. I shouldn't be here."
This was crazy. One minute she was tucked away in his arms and her thighs were still sticky from last night's orgasms and now she shouldn't be here at all? Charles reached for her hand. "Of course you should be here. There's no better place for you right now."
"Living with a man?" she pulled her hand back. "You don't understand, Charlie. You weren't raised in the church."
"Thank god." He shouldn't have said that, her voluptuous mouth had become a straight, strained line in her beautiful face. "You know what I mean."
"I'm beginning to. Charlie," Anastasia got off the bed and walked to the closet. She slowly slid hangers back and forth, as if deciding what outfit was appropriate for leaving him.
"What does that mean?" he was dangerously close to shouting and his brain was telling him to shut up, she's just a little girl. "You're not really taking this seriously, are you?"
"I know you're not," Anastasia whirled around to face him, her hair flew around her small shoulders. "I believe in the purity movement though, Charlie."
"It's just more snake oil," he muttered.
Her hands were on her perfect hips when she said in her authoritative voice, "That's not true. And I don't believe in it because of religious reasons."
She grabbed a pair of Levi's and bent down for her black Converse, about as disguised as she could be. "Then why, Anastasia? Why would you believe in this purity crap if not for the church?" He combed his hand through his gray hair. He'd only been awake for thirty minutes but it already seemed like a day. He sounded exhausted when he said, "Your dad was gods used car salesman."
He had taken it too far and Anastasia's eyes flashed with anger. "Don't you talk about my Daddy anymore, Charlie!" Her jeans were on. She had wiggled them over her juicy bottom and Charles hadn't missed the part where she wasn't wearing panties. His pulse picked up the pace thinking about her bare and just a few buttons away. Dammit, this wasn't the time to be hard.
This was time to fix this because otherwise, she looked serious about leaving.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, Anastasia. I didn't mean that." Charles took two steps to her, to close off this ever widening chasm between them. "Why is this so important to you, honey? Explain it to me."
Anastasia twisted her purity ring around her finger, "Tell me, Charlie, were any of those people chanting about you being a whore?"
"No."
"In fact, I bet other men would give you a high five for what we're doing, am I right?" She didn't give him a chance to answer, "I might not know much about the world Charlie but I do know that women are whores and men are studs for doing exactly the same thing."
He couldn't deny it. Here a mob of nuts were outside shouting about her being a whore and Charles was getting a thumbs up. He could probably drink for free anywhere with pats on the back all around if his pals thought that he'd bedded the beautiful girl.
"But, honey," he started but Anastasia wasn't finished.
"I know my daddy made money from the purity movement but it's still a good thing. Women should be valued. We should be treated with respect and love, Charlie."
He nodded.
"Now I've thrown it all away because I fell in love, just like every stupid pregnant girl from the temple." Anastasia began to sob again and she pushed her hair back, out of her face as she slipped a tennis shoe on. "I can't be here. I've got to get away," she whispered between tears.
Charles put his hands up, "Stop, please. Honey, please listen." He had an idea but it required her to stay and to believe that last night and all the other nights weren't just cheap thrills. "If the standard is to be loved and respected, can you see just how much I love and respect you?" He came closer, "cherish you and adore you?" He dropped to his knees and looked up at her, "'til death do us part?"
Did she understand what he was asking?
Anastasia held her arms around herself and rubbed, as if she was freezing. "What are you saying to me, Charlie?" Her melted butter voice delved down the back of his neck and gave Charles goosebumps. He hoped that lasted, he hoped it lasted a lifetime.
"I'm asking you to marry me," he reached for her tiny hand, the left hand, the one that already bore the ring. "I love you. I think you know that, don't you?"
Her forehead was creased and her mouth was clamped together. It definitely wasn't the face of a woman in love. She looked worried and worn like she used to at the compound.
Charles continued, "If you marry me, then you living here isn't anything untoward. We're engaged. We can go to the courthouse tomorrow and then we'll be man and wife."
She bit her bottom lip.
"Then you didn't screw up the purity movement. You were a virgin until you got married," Charles trailed off. Maybe he was being a fool. Maybe reality had come crashing down around them this morning and the girl of his dreams was looking at him in a whole new light.
"What do you think?" Charles whispered.
"Are you trying to save me again, Charlie?" she asked. She sounded aloof but there was a twinkle in her eye.
"No, honey, you'd be saving me."
Anastasia sank to the floor and wrapped her hands around his neck and whispered his name again, like she had last night, but she also said, "Yes."
***
The phone hadn't stopped ringing since the press conference. Anastasia had been perfect in front of the cameras. Charles thought for a fleeting moment that it was almost a pity she wasn't taking over her father's work. She'd kept it simple; Mr. Lanaghan had been embezzling from the church and her father had died of natural causes. She had to get away from a stressful situation. The reporters were eager to know, "What exactly is your relationship with Charles Nelson?"
She had allowed a smile then. "Mr. Nelson was my father's most trusted financial advisor and the reason that I was able to safeguard my inheritance is entirely up to his expertise. We did fall in love and will be getting married tomorrow."
The follow up question made her blush. "Any reason you're getting married so fast? Any surprises you'd like to tell us about Miss Pryce?"
Charles grimaced to himself, Jesus give the girl a break. Anastasia was right, women couldn't win when it came to sex.
"No, sir, no surprises. We just don't see the point in waiting."
It was no surprise that the phone would ring at a quarter to ten while they were on their way to the Cook County courthouse in Skokie to get married. The who was the surprise.
"I don't want to talk to her," Charles shook his head at the caller ID.
"Why not, Charlie?"
"It's my ex-wife," he shrugged.
Anastasia smiled a knowing smile over the top of her Raybans. She was right, Julie would just call again so Charles pressed the talk button. "Good morning."
"You're really getting married?"
"In about thirty minutes."
"You really love this girl?" Julie sounded less pissed off and maybe, just maybe there was a twinge of regret.
Maybe he was the virgin because Charles thought that maybe for the first time, without any reservations he could say, "Yes, I do love her."
"Hmmm." It was all she said and Charles wondered if, like him, the past suddenly made much more sense. "Well, I guess congratulations are in order."
"Thank you."
She hung up and Charles thought there was a good chance he might never talk to her again.
Once he parked the car, Charles looked over at his bride to be. They had decided that since there was no time to plan, that the worst thing would be to try to look like they were getting married. He was in khakis and a polo shirt and Anastasia wore jeans and a pink tee shirt. Her face shone, there was just a brush of mascara on her thick lashes and a hint of gloss on her lower lip. Even like this, she was radiant and did he dare say it, virginal?
"Ready?"
"Wait, there's one thing, Charlie." She stopped him with her left hand and there it was, the ring of consecration. The band that had promised her to god long before Charles had come along. "My ring."
There hadn't been time to get anything either; especially not the two carat, princess cut stunner that Charles imagined perched upon her slender digit.
"We can go shopping for whatever you want, honey."
Anastasia reached into her pocket and presented it to him. It was a ring that resembled a vine that wrapped into a perfect circle. The leaves were mother of pearl and the band was silver and it looked exactly like something a fairy in the woods might wear to call upon for magical powers.
"I want this one, please Charlie. It was my mother's. It's the only thing I have of hers actually."
"It's perfect for you," Charles said as he palmed the ring and tucked it into his pants pocket. "Do I take off your purity ring before I put this one on?"
"Yes," she whispered and leaned in for a kiss. "You told your wife that you love me, Charlie." Her breath touched his mouth and set his nerves humming with pleasure.
He would not marry her with a boner. Sure, it was the courthouse but he still needed little decorum.
"Ex-wife."
"Ex-wife." Anastasia kissed him, just a feathery, light kiss. A taste, a tease, it was like the first kiss and was over before it had begun.
"I'm about to tell a hell of a lot more people."
"Are you sure?" she chewed her bottom lip. "I appreciate you saving me again Charlie, but if you're not sure, then you don't have to."
Charles showed her his hand, "Steady as a rock."
She giggled, "So you're not all liquored up?"
Charles pulled her close and buried his face in the warm nest of her hair. Like this, with her breasts crushed against his chest, he wanted her like this skin to skin in the bed. Mrs. Nelson, utterly loved and adored. "I'm not nervous at all. I want nothing more than to be your husband."
If anything, it should be him talking her into this after his avowal, his future wife cocked her head and drew her shoulders back. She had calm confidence and poise beyond her years. "Then let's go, Charlie."
When the judge asked Charles for the rings, he pulled the twisted, fairy vine from his pocket. With his eyes on hers, Charles felt that the actual marriage took place as he slid the band with the cross from her hand and replaced it with her mother's ring. He'd taken his bride, the rest was just paperwork.
They exited the courthouse arm in arm and Charles gave half a grin at the sound of the reporters as they swarmed and shoved cameras and microphones into the newlyweds' faces.
"Where are you honeymooning?"
"Will you be returning to the Christ Baptist Temple?"
"Do you have anything to say about your age difference?"
Charles had learned already to leave the questions to his wife. He watched her from the back of the throng with pride.
"Would you like to say something to the girls who are part of the purity movement?"
"Yes, I would," Anastasia murmured. "I believe in the movement and most importantly, I believe that young women need to hold themselves in high esteem. The rest of the world doesn't do that so much, so you have to believe in yourself. I'd like to announce that I am starting a scholarship fund for young ladies. My husband and I will have more information for you about that shortly."
She flipped her hair over her shoulder and added in the slow, southern drawl that drove Charles out of his mind. "That's all for now ladies and gentlemen. My husband and I appreciate you respecting our privacy."
It worked because when they arrived home there wasn't one news van or one protester. The front of the Chicago Tribune read, "America's favorite virgin wed to financier, page 12."
"At least we're not the headline," Anastasia said with a wink.
***
Charles sat on the edge of his bed. His pulse drummed at a good clip and he kept changing where he had his hands. Who knew that he'd be the nervous one?
They had decided to take a honeymoon. In fact, it tickled Charles to no end that she'd decided on a road trip in a camper. A road trip with no schedule, no plan, no firm destination, just following the path of whatever caught their eye.
When he had asked her why, when they could have gone by private jet to Paris too, she said "Freedom." Something she'd had precious little of, even in the lap of luxury. So tomorrow, the open road lay before them. Tonight though, tonight was their wedding night and Charles felt more like it was his first time.
Had he ever been with a virgin? If he had, then it was a surprise or he'd been too young to realize that firsts are memories that last a lifetime.
He told himself as he looked at his hands once more that he wanted it to be good for her and that was why he was anxious. It mattered. He loved her and he only wanted to see her eyes filled with that desire that only Anastasia could have. That look that was innocent longing and sweet passion and her open heart. He only wanted to hear her say his name like a prayer.
Tonight they were in his bedroom, which he supposed was now their bedroom. It felt like they'd graduated to adulthood suddenly. Charles had lit candles and placed them on the dresser and nightstands, just enough to light the bed and keep the walls in shadow. It looked like a place where a princess from a fairytale would make love.
Charles ached to have her. God, all the times he'd touched her, kissed her, tasted her and yet, not even a finger inside his virgin girl. It seemed almost overwhelming to think that she was finally going to be his.
"Charlie," she tapped on the door like she was a guest and entered. "I like the candles," she stood still in the light and shadow of the doorway and Charles took it all in.
"I'm glad," he told her but it was all about staring at her. Anastasia wore a white slip, and it was perfect. Her long hair was clipped at the nape of her neck and hung down one shoulder. The other was bare except for the strap. It was obvious to his eye that had studied her from the beginning that she was naked under the slip.
She padded in and took his hands. "You look very serious, Charlie."
He chuckled, "I know, my heart's going a mile a minute. How are you, honey?"
"A little nervous," she whispered. "Does it really hurt? That's all that the old ladies at church would ever say about it."
"Oh no," he grazed her knuckles with kisses, "I would never hurt you."
"I know you wouldn't, Charlie." She said his name, let it roll from her lips softly like a taste of something soft, like ice cream melting on your warm tongue. "It's just what they say to scare you, right?"
"Probably."
She gulped hard and Charles felt a twinge of guilt. "Honey," he pressed one of her little hands to his chest, "we don't have to do this tonight. There's no rush." They had forever hopefully.
She toyed with his bristly chest hair, "No Charlie. I want to." Her hard nipples pressed into the front of the white slip and Charles could see every crease in her buds. "So far, every time you touch me is beautiful."
"Is that so?" he growled a little and the head of his dick poked out of the gap in his boxers, anxious and excited as well. He said he could wait and he would if that was what she wanted but Jesus, he was so beyond ready.
"Make me your wife, Charlie. In your bed."
It was a beautiful way to say it. Yes, he would make her his wife. He would give himself to her utterly and completely, as surely as she was giving herself to him. Charles put his hand out and took her tiny hand in his and led her to the center of their bed.
Anastasia lay back and Charles followed on his knees to her side. "My baby," he called her his favorite name as he kissed her forehead tenderly. He could feel the rise and fall of her chest against his. The softness of her blushing cheek as he kissed her there as well. Then there was her mouth, the most exquisite mouth he'd ever seen. A small mouth with voluptuous lips and her voice in his ear that had never stopped being anything but enchanting. "My love," he said as he clasped her face in his hands and kissed her.
He kissed her like a husband would, softly, the touch of their tongues meeting and caressing. His breath delved down inside her as he groaned and grabbed her closer. Like a husband, eager to be pressed against her, skin to skin and mouth to mouth. Anastasia's hands were in his hair and her calf wound around his leg.
Her breathless, Oh Charlie," eased into his bones, all liquid and longing. Charles loved to hear his name on her lips, just like that. He wanted her to call out for him when she came, when she came tonight for the first time on his cock.
Jesus, he already dripped precum on her slip. His dick was at full mast, completely escaped from the confines of the boxers. It wiggled against her hip and writhed in the feeling of her slinky fabric.
He kissed along her jaw and then followed her neck to her shoulder and the little white strap. Charles kissed it, down to the scallop of white lace that outlined her décolleté. Anastasia had hard nipples. They had risen and become perfect rosebuds in the front of the slip and Charles imagined that the feel of the fabric on her sensitive skin drove her crazy.



He kissed the lace that hugged her round breasts and then used his teeth on her nipple, just enough to make Anastasia gasp. Charles wound his way along the seam of the slip, the one that ran along the underneath crease of her breasts, just to nibble her other nipple. His wet mouth left a dark circle on the fabric and Anastasia shivered as his fingers fondled his handiwork.
"I like it when you bite me, Charlie," she said it like a secret, promise not to tell.
Cross my heart, little girl, he'd never betray her. He'd keep every bit of knowledge of her body to himself forever.
Charles bit the damp fabric of her slip and pressed his forehead to her heart and felt her steady rhythm there. His hand moved up the center, from the bottom lace, up the line that ran down the center, where her thighs met. Anastasia sighed as his fingers came to her mound. He could feel everything through the satiny material and Charles had memorized every bit of her here. There was the trail of her wispy hair. It was soft and curly under the slip and he knew the velvet feel of it on his nose. There was her mound and the slope under it that curved into two small lower lips. They were demure, almost hidden lips that blossomed with the slightest provocation. There between the lips was her inner, darker lips that shone with liquid and her rose colored clitoris that he had felt on the head of his cock long ago.
Charles could hardly wait to peel the slip back and worship at her little fountain. This was beautiful and it was agonizing, to draw it out like this, to wait until he was on the precipice, but tonight would never happen again.
There was only ever one first time.
He kissed down the center of her slip and felt Anastasia shift her legs. She opened her thighs to make room for him in between. His fingers traced the line that parted her secreted lower lips. He felt the heat that rose, her sweet dampness that made the slip stick to her there. "Sweet, little baby," he called her as he fondled her along the line, the shadow that showed him all her hidden, virginal places. Charles touched her slowly. His fingers traced along the lower curve of one lip, along the centerline, up to her fluttering clit and eased down the other lip.
"Charlie," she cooed and shifted.
He bowed his head and kissed her in the places that he'd just touched. First kisses, forbidden kisses to a little girl's slip. A good little girl who wore white to the bedroom before she lay in the bed with a man. Charles kissed where her lips parted and pressed his forehead on her mound as he licked the slip and the tip of his tongue outlined her erect bead.
His wife was horny and when he lapped and teased her through the slip, she said his name again in a hoarse voice. Anastasia curled her fingers and raised her hips. Her body wanted to beg him and Charles could feel the wet spot his cock was making underneath him grow bigger.
He licked her again. He pressed his tongue against her crevice, again and then again. He washed her still hidden sex, tasted her, smelled her, rubbed his nose in her damp material. God, she was sure to be dripping cream and frothy and pulsing when he stripped the slip from her tender limbs.
Such a delectable, little virgin.
He rubbed his face there, between her lips and felt her heat rise in the satin. Charles followed the shadow trail between her lower lips and waited. He felt it, her clitoris throbbed with her pulse, so needy and so demanding now. The little girl had blossomed into a woman under the gentle ministrations of tongue and fingers and now she couldn't wait. "Please, Charlie," she murmured and her hips pleaded with him as well. They wound back and forth on his bed, seducing him, as if that were necessary.
She'd had him fully the moment that they shook hands.
Charles pushed the hem of the slip up with trembling fingers. Up her thighs, over the velvet flesh of her inner thighs, a sweet valley that was damp and lush and oh so sensitive. Up the slip went to expose her mound and the winding river of her thighs to her hips. Up again, over her flat belly and the peaks of her breasts that bounced and then settled once more. Then, like a little girl, he pulled the slip over her head and watched her hair cascade down her bare back.
There was a naked girl in his bed.
"Now you, Charlie," she sat, one leg bent to hide her sex. Her blue eyes were huge as she stared at him and her little, fairy fingers explored the thicket of hair that covered his chest and stomach.
His cock had been out of the boxers at first sight. Anastasia had always had that power, in a flowered dress and tennis shoes as well as naked. In all of her many disguises, she was his walking wet dream. He pulled down his boxers for her and exhaled fully as the beautiful fairy princess touched his shaft. She rose to her knees and they knelt together, her fingers explored his aching dick as they kissed. His tongue became his cock inside her and he groaned with need as his tongue thrust inside and slipped back. He filled her with tongue and sucked down her breath; a hot, demanding kiss that promised to fill her to the brim.
Anastasia purred in his mouth and rubbed the head of his dick along her slippery, open lips.
Charles grabbed her ass and pulled her even closer, their hearts beat in time as they breathed in unison. His tongue tasted her mouth and licked her bottom lip with relish.
Anastasia gave him her mouth and touched his slit to her clitoris. She was sweltering and swollen and sweet with her creamy desire and it took Charles by surprise, the wave of immediate need, as he realized what she was doing.
Playing with herself, using his cock to masturbate.
Fuck, it was a head rush and Charles growled and pulled away from her kiss as his balls drew up. Already they were close and tight and brimming over with seed. How could she know, how could she bring him to the brink of a climax so easily?
"Wait, oh god, honey," he said with a moan and eased her back on the bed. She was flushed and lovely. Anastasia blushed and her mouth looked as if it had been bitten and Charles decided that he would do that later. At least if she didn't make him cum all over himself before he was even inside her.
"I want you so much," he whispered. His breath on her belly as he looked at her and watched the shadows play along her silky skin. "Can I show you?" Charles sank to his place between her legs and felt her shiver as he traced his fingers slowly from knee to thigh.
She surrendered to him with goosebumps and the tiniest cry of, "Yes, Charlie."
She belonged to him, Charles thought as he bowed his head. A virgin girl, his blushing bride, untouched and perfect and every inch of her ripe for the taking. His fingers continued to meander up and down. He brushed her sensitive skin and felt the wash of goosebumps. He watched as a droplet of cream escaped her entry and dripped to the bed.
The noise was something hungry, on the verge of being fed.
Charles kissed her mound. He kissed her tenderly down her soft hair and felt her shudder as he just gave her his breath on her swollen lips. She was such a girl like this, so new and so tender and her kitten sounds made him ache.
He opened his mouth and let his tongue lead the way. Inner lips, clitoris, all the way to her virgin entry, he tasted all of her. He licked her there, that sweet little spot, at her dripping, creamy center. She spilled over with little girl milk and a woman's need for cock. Once more she was a delightful combination of both and Charles wanted to feel her cum drip down his neck and cover his body with her juices.
"Charlie," Anastasia murmured his name and he watched as his wife began to caress herself, just like he had shown her. "Oh Charlie," she repeated his name while her dainty fingers busied themselves on her nipples.
He kept his hungry eyes on her and his cock throbbed against the comforter. He dripped a river of precum for his little princess. He flicked his tongue over her clitoris and felt her quiver in response. She was so hard there, so erect, her clit was so big and full of need that those tiny, girlish lips of hers couldn't conceal it any longer. Her fleshy, slick hood had drawn all the way back and her red clitoris shivered and pulsed and begged for more
Charles would never deny her anything.
He whispered, "My little baby," before he licked her again. He kept her waiting, kept the rhythm torturously slow as she touched herself and pushed her hips up. "My little girl," Charles said before his tongue washed her back and forth and her legs shook on his shoulders. "My little love," he called her with a breath before he wrapped his lips around her in a soft O and began to suck.
Anastasia trembled and her voice was low, almost husky. She was a woman full of passion and need as she said, "Yes, oh my god, yes Charlie."
He stared up at her and met her heated gaze as his finger slid between her lips and made its way to her center. Charles hesitated, slowly, slowly he pushed his index finger inside and Anastasia stiffened under him. She slid back, as if she were trying to get away. She whimpered and gripped the sheets below as Charles kept his finger still and just sucked until she melted once again.
Her taste was sweet and new. Charles swallowed her liquid and sucked and swallowed again as his finger continued to delve deeper. She was so small, so slippery, wet but hot and tiny and Charles groaned into her nakedness as the feel of her washed over him. Never been touched, never had anything inside and this beautiful girl quaked under him as his finger reached home.
He was still. Only his tongue moved and lapped and licked her fluttering bud and his finger basked in her heat. God she was tight, he thought as she moaned and pushed her hips up to feed him. He could hardly imagine his cock could fit inside her, Anastasia felt ridiculously tiny.
Just a girl, just a little girl and she smiled down at him as he looked up and gulped down another mouthful of her sweetness. Just a little girl who needed to be fingered before he fucked her slow and deep and made her cum from deep inside like a woman needed to.
Charles sucked and moved the finger back and forth. Anastasia groaned under him and whispered "Yes, Charlie. Fill me up."
He would, he would fill her tiny pussy up and make her feel so full and so loved. Charles watched her eyes and they were full of heat and longing as he pushed his finger deeper, and then brought it back.
"Charlie," she began her whispered prayer.
He kept his lips steady on her as his finger beckoned inside. Her pussy dripped down his fingers, coated his palm and his wife quivered beneath him. She began to shake like a leaf under him. Something deep inside clenched around his finger and the shudder ran down her body as she gave in.
She cried out, in surprise, in surrender, just a girl becoming a woman in his arms. "Charlie, oh Charlie," his wife reached for him. With her fingers in his hair and her calves wrapped tight around his neck, she came undone on his fingers and in his mouth. She squirted on his hand and the fountain of her ecstasy washed his forearm and his forehead.
Charles loved being wet with her juices. She shivered with her bliss and held him between her legs. Charles tasted her down his throat and he felt her liquid on his chest. He thought that he could feel it in his bones. She was his now, she belonged to him, the ring and now her orgasm marked him as her other half.
"Charlie," she beckoned to him, "Charlie," her voice melted down his body and called to him. Come to her, come to her mouth, come to her thighs. Come to his bride, Charles' dick drooled down her leg as he moved to the pillow. "I love you," she whispered into his neck as her arms wrapped around him.
"Oh my love," Charles whispered and kissed her forehead. Butterfly kisses on her forehead and cheek and her Cupid's bow. He brought his finger up to his mouth. There was a shadow of her blood and he was covered in her milky traces of cum, Charles asked, "I didn't hurt you, did I, darling?"
"No, Charlie," she murmured and smiled as he sucked her flavor and her scent from his finger. "It was wonderful."
His cock thumped between them, as if it wanted to remind them. It had been so patient and he felt his balls shift and his shaft was so full and heated with desire.
Just a dirty, old man naked with the most beautiful girl in the world. Charles tasted her sweet cum and the tinge of virginal blood and it was liquid bliss in his mouth. The flavor of a girl, her newly pressed grapes, wine that was consecrated for their union.
Her body, her blood.
"Are you ready, baby?" he asked with a soft kiss on her cheek.
"Yes, Charlie," Anastasia said with her hands in his hair. "Take me, Charlie," every word was a kiss and a whisper and a promise as her breath sent a jolt of want down his spine. "Take me and make me yours," she whispered.
And then there was that caveman need. Charles did want to possess her, all of her, only her. Like no man ever had. He realized with a gulp that he'd always wanted this.
"Yes baby love," he whispered and held the back of her head with his left hand and guided the big, meaty head of his dick with his right. He'd never been so hard or so veiny or so ready to cum and Charles wanted her to see. "Hold on to me," he said as he touched his slit to her slick, splayed lips. "Watch me enter you," he moved his cock to where his finger had just been, to her maidenhood. To her sweet dripping center, her lips were open and inviting.
He thrust inside, slowly, so slowly that he could feel her open, bit by bit, inch by inch.
"Charlie," Anastasia gasped and her blue eyes were worried. She bit her bottom lip, nervous and maybe just a little frightened as she saw his veiny shaft pumping as he took her.
Slowly, her feet tapped on his back as he thrust deeper and deeper. Never retreated, just plunged steadily deeper inside her heat. The feel of her satin flesh that clung to him and called him, her new, sweet little pussy was hot and dripping and perfectly his.
Charles stopped when he was all the way inside. "Baby," he called her again and it seemed so perverse to call her that when he was balls deep in her angel pussy but he couldn't stop now. How could he do anything but fuck America's favorite virgin hard and slow and deep until she came all over him?
He began to move inside and when their eyes locked, he knew that he was lost inside this girl. Pump after pump and she was so wet, his balls were drenched as they came together and then apart. Her juices ran down his thighs as he kept it steady and fucked his fairy princess.
Charles moaned when she began to move her hips with him. She knew, their bodies knew. They had always some kind of instant carnal knowledge of each other that had come with the very first kiss. That first brush of her lips. The look in her eyes. The way she said his name and Charlie was hers, no question.
And now she was his.
Anastasia panted and her thighs tightened around his body. Her breasts moved to his rhythm and she whispered it, "Charlie, oh god, I think." Her face flushed pink all the way to her chest and he knew.
She was coming and his cock couldn't get enough of her. She squeezed him in her impossibly tight little pussy and her liquid ecstasy covered them both as she finally gripped his back with her nails. "Coming, Charlie, yes, I'm coming."
So was he.
With a noise that was a howl, something inhuman, something that was a mating call, something he'd never heard before, Charles spurt and spurt again. He came deep inside his wife and filled her beautiful, pink pussy with what felt like buckets of his needy seed.
The first tremors died down but the waves of pleasure continued. She lay in his arms and quivered and drew him in closer and closer as her climax became his.
Charles became her breath and her pulse and her words as they stared into each other's eyes and only kissed.
Charles had lost all track of time. Nothing else but her and what had just happened mattered. The candles had sputtered out and the sun must have set because it was much darker when Anastasia asked him in her honey voice, "Can we make love again, Charlie?"
God, could he? Charles didn't remember the last time he was a twice in one night guy. He chuckled as he shifted and peeled their sticky bodies apart. He would have to rise to the occasion and keep his young bride satisfied. "Yes, honey," he assured her, holding her face in his hands. "It's our honeymoon so we can make love as much as you want."
He had made promises after all.
Anastasia giggled and rolled from her place on the bottom, abandoning her nest of wet sheets. She scampered over his body and let her fingers wander down his chest. His nipples hardened instantly from her touch and his soft cock rolled to his leg.
Anastasia noticed that he stirred and her fingers ran down between his legs. "I think it's my turn now," Anastasia traced slowly around his sack and his cock moved once more. "I want to kiss you between your legs," she sounded so shy and demure as she touched his dick. Just a girl innocently touching a cock.
That made him almost completely hard. So did her breath on the head of his dick as she bent forward and said a little more boldly, "I want to suck you. Taste you." She kissed his sack and then Charlie's balls one at a time. She contemplated his slit and said in a sexy voice that came from somewhere new, "I want to suck your big, beautiful cock, Charlie."
Jesus, that's definitely not anything a fairy princess would say. Suddenly she had changed again right before his very eyes. Anastasia swept her tangle of blonde hair to her shoulder and grasped his dick by the root with one little hand. She opened her mouth and let her pink tongue caress him, just a taste, just a deep kiss and Charles moaned as he watched.
She was such a good little girl and she opened her mouth up wide and kept her eyes on his as she sucked him inside. "Baby," he gasped and pushed his hips up to feed her every last bit. Her mouth was magic. It was just as hot and wet as her lovely snatch and her eyes on him made it like the most intimate kiss. His cock became his tongue and he had never wanted to kiss like this before.
She brought her lips up slow, drug them up his shaft and Charles sighed. She brought her lips back down to the base of his cock and he whispered a breathless, "Baby." She kept the tempo, up and down with her lips, tight and wet on his dick and the pulse of pleasure made him point his toes.
Fuck, she was beautiful like that. Sucking his dick , all the while, he knew that his seed trickled out of her tiny pussy. It ran down her thighs. Anastasia was covered in manly cum, soaked with it and now, her mouth was full of dick. Charles moaned as she fondled his balls and massaged them together in her soft hand as she kept the rhythm steady.
He pulsed and a rivulet of precum flooded her tongue. Anastasia released his dick and just worked him back and forth with her hand as she dipped her tongue into his slit to drink some more right from the source.
"Baby," he pushed his hips up, his voice was harsh and desperate. "You'll make me cum like that, baby love."
He wouldn't mind coming in her mouth. In fact any other day, coming down her throat and watching some of it drip from her voluptuous bottom lip would be all of his best pornographic fantasies come true. But tonight, this night, Charles wanted to know that his wife was completely full. Transformed from sweet, untouched girl into a woman. He knew that was what he was witnessing as Anastasia climbed on top of him and strummed the head of his cock once more along her clit.
She dipped her nub into his precum. She sighed as she played with herself for him, her hips gliding as she writhed back and forth. She wet his dick with her juices. "Oh Charlie," she called for him and rose up. He watched her hand on his cock as she dripped down his shaft and shifted her hips. She hesitated there, and then shimmied her hips to receive his manhood deep inside.



Anastasia was on top and Charles wrapped his hands around her hips. He sighed deeply as her soft skin slipped and collided with him. The room was dark, just the light from the hallway illuminated her down the side. It bathed her arm and one breast in light. She tipped her head back and clasped her little hands over her breasts as she rode him.
Anastasia vibrated on him and Charles could hear his pulse drum in his ears as the pleasure coursed through his body. She moved, she gripped his dick tightly in her molten sweetness. God, her timing was impeccable. Up, down, back to his sack, up to the tip, she fucked him like she knew how to fuck. She fucked like she was born to ride him.
Little girl sighs as she caressed her nipples into red tips.
Womanly cry as she wound her hips all the way down.
Innocent mew as she touched his lips with a fingertip.
Womanly growl as she touched her clit with the finger that he'd kissed.
She had insatiable, wild eyes as she picked up the pace. Anastasia's hair hung down and hid her in the veil. A little like a bride, a little like a girl in a communion veil.
Her body for him. His body for her and Charles sunk his fingers into her hips and whispered, "Baby," one more time. Her orgasm rolled down her body and drank down his pleasure in gulps. She shivered with every breath as they melted and melded together.
"Charlie," she mouthed her little prayer. She breathed the words into his open mouth as they came together.
Spurt after spurt, deep inside, he filled her once more and filled her mouth with breath. They clung to each other in a trembling, sweat soaked tumble of limbs and sighs and love.
Love.
"My god, I love you," he sounded as amazed as Charles felt as he told her with his hands in her hair. His body was hers and his heart always had been.
Her face was pressed into his throat and she answered, "I love you too, Charlie. With all my heart."
As their breath came slower and their bodies became untangled, Charles turned and wrapped his arm around her. He felt the sliver of slippery fabric underneath his thigh. He reached below and found her white slip. It had been beneath them the whole time and Charles smiled to himself in the dark. He hoped it had a trace of her virginal blood and her delicious cum mixed with his salty seed. He'd tuck it away, along with his favorite memories of a young, blonde girl who had enchanted him from the very beginning.
***
They had felt that the Pelican Lake campground was a perfect spot to spend Christmas Eve. Given that this was their first Christmas together, they decided to make as many new memories as possible. The last months with her had changed him. Charles could feel it in ways that he found difficult to express. Some were small but some were almost overwhelming.
He was used to sleeping with her now. He couldn't sleep if Anastasia wasn't wrapped up next to him. Charles spent time memorizing her face. He'd study the way her hair hung down her shoulder. He knew her scent and he could smell her in everything. He had taken to sorting out her expressions and the way her drawl lengthened out a syllable to become a word that rolled into another one.
They were naked, which was fairly usual at this time of evening. Charles had never spent so much time naked in bed and now he realized what a terrible waste of time it was to be almost anywhere else. They looked up at the stars through the pop up skylight in the RV. Charles ran his fingers through her hair that spilled over his chest as she pointed out constellations.
"It's going to be Christmas in an hour," he murmured into her blonde tendrils and found her earlobe.
She snuggled up into him, her bottom rubbed against his cock and she sighed contentedly. "This is my new favorite way to spend Christmas, Charlie."
He had been a little worried about that. Charles had never cared much about Christmas and she didn't seem to have any good Christmas stories. This was perfect though, just the two of them, like it had been since he had brought her home.
"Good," he whispered and kissed her cheek. "I hope you don't miss having a tree or any of that."
"Well there is one thing, Charlie."
"What's that, baby?"
"I know we said no presents," she squirmed in his arms and reached under her pillow. "But I got you something."
It was an envelope.
She added just above a whisper, "I hope you like it."
Charles tore it open and there was a plastic stick. In the middle of the stick was a blue plus sign.
He shook his head. How could he be so stupid? Here they made love two, three times a day. He'd been so caught up in lust and the sight of her golden skin and the sound of her voice guiding him down her satin body that he'd never stopped to question. He'd never asked about birth control.
She was so young, of course she was fertile.
Anastasia was breathless when she asked, "Is it okay, Charlie?"
Charles set down the pregnancy test and held her hand to his heart. "Are you happy, honey?"
"Yes Charlie."
"Then it's perfect."
The kiss was a symphony of tongue and breath and sighs. Charles had learned over the last months with her that they made beautiful music together. He was sure that the baby would be the best parts of them.
They had definitely made it with love.
***
Nelson Financial Services had never quite returned to the full range of services that had been offered prior to him taking on the Pryce trust. Even now, two years later, Charles was kept quite busy with the trust's investments. He attended the board meetings for Horse Haven. Sometimes he even read the applications for Anastasia's scholarship fund.
Mostly though, he was having the time of his life being a husband and father.
That didn't stop him from occasionally looking over a new business idea. That was the purpose of this afternoon's meeting with Jeff Black. He had come up with a website that he hoped would rival Zillow and before he went out looking for capital, he wanted Charles to look over his business plan.
They sat in his home office and looked out at the back yard while Jeff told Charles his five year plan. Charles smiled and nodded and scratched down a note here and there on a legal pad.
"One day I'll have to talk to you about my fiancé."
Charles looked over his shoulder realized that Jeff was watching Anastasia in the yard. He'd gotten used to men staring at his wife. How could they help it? She was every bit the princess that she'd been the first day that they had met. Her body now was a little more curvy and it suited her. She still had those innocent, blue eyes. The things she said with that slow drip of a voice. Fuck, Charles reminded himself to cross his legs as he watched her meander barefoot in the grass with Charles Jr. The things she said and her sexy pout of a mouth and don't even get him started on how perfect she was under the sundress and panties. No, he didn't blame other men for looking.
"What about your fiancé?"
The other man flashed him a knowing smile. "Well, I guess it's safe to say that you have a much younger, very pretty wife."
"Yes."
"Well, do you just have a prenup? How do you protect your future earnings, you know, in case?"
He meant in case Charles fucked around and got caught. It was the usual question and one that never stopped surprising him. He never explained himself though. He never thought it made any sense to tell anyone that he was in love for the first time.
There was only ever one first time.
Charles just told him, "No, I don't have a prenup. She's the rich one, I'm just a regular guy."
"Hmmm, lucky."
Charles couldn't agree more.
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"How's Andrew?"
He meant the baby and Eric had to remind himself that everyone else referred to him by name, like a person.
It was only him and Gabi who just called him "the baby."
"He's good."
"Are you getting any sleep?"
Eric made a noise into the phone, almost a snort. It meant "sleep, what fucking sleep?" But out loud, he just said, "Sure, sometimes." He and Gabi had come up with a sleep schedule that she had read about online. It was great. Now if they could just get the baby to do his part but so far, no dice.
"Are you getting laid?"
Eric couldn't hold back a guffaw and then immediately whispered, "fuck." He hoped that he hadn't just disturbed his wife and the baby. It was his turn in a bit and he was determined to milk his free time for all it was worth. "Yeah right," he muttered in a sarcastic voice to Steve. Steve was Andrew's godfather second and Eric's best buddy first, otherwise he'd never be talking about this with another guy. "Dude, it's only been six weeks," Eric told his friend, like he wasn't counting every day, check, check, check. "She's on lockdown until she sees the gyno."
"That's how it starts, my friend." Steve sounded ominous and Eric could feel the tension between his shoulders. There was some extra weight there and it could just be the result of stress, but Eric wondered if it wasn't more. He was worried, although he'd never admit it. Because of course, it echoed what all of his male acquaintances seemed to hint at: once you have a kid, the pussy is doled out sparingly.
After he'd announced that Gabi was pregnant, it was the second thing that happened after a round of high fives and a few fist pumps and pats on the back. Like if you do chores and if you agree and if you mind your manners, then you might get some. At least that's what they all said with tight lipped expressions, like smiling was suddenly painful.
A few months ago, his wife had laughed about those guys and said they had no cojones.
"Come on, Steve, we are talking about Gabi here," it was all that he would say and he felt he shouldn't have to say more. Just a few short months ago, Gabi was the sexiest woman any of them had ever known. All of his friends, including Steve, would elbow Eric when she walked away or whisper, "damn,". They would draw it out to sound like "day-ummmm."
Gabi was hot. Gabi was hot and she knew it. Gabi had long black hair that was a wild mane of inky curls. Gabi had brown eyes that looked like melted pools of chocolate. Gabi was thick in all the right places and his friends said she was shaped like a Coke bottle. Gabi's skin was somewhere between caramel and café au lait and it gleamed almost golden. Gabi wore her jeans tight and her heels high. Gabi was spicy and feisty and flirtatious and she and Eric were first dating, men would buy her drinks right in front of Eric.
She would purr in his ear, "What's the matter, Papi? You know you're the only man getting this pussy tonight, right?" Her accent gave him goosebumps and her hot breath on his neck made him hard. He would be on the verge of melting world melt with a whisper and a slow stroke of her crimson nails down his inner thigh.
She'd take the drink and wink at the sender though. And Eric would still be just a little jealous.
The sexiest woman they knew. Even pregnant, maybe even especially pregnant. Gabi had flaunted the extra weight and it just made her more lush and almost opulent. She rubbed it in everyone's face and she looked like an exotic fertility goddess, a statue that women worshipped in the hopes of becoming pregnant. Her breasts were huge and her ass was heavy and wide and it had seemed like the changes in her body had made Gabi even more hedonistic than usual. She had fucked him twice a day in the middle months, sometimes he'd even protested that he couldn't go again. He had always managed to get it up and she had always managed to make him cum faster than he wanted to.
During those few months, it seemed like she couldn't cum often enough and Eric had been ecstatic to come along for the ride.
It had all tapered off when she was about seven months along. Eric was fairly certain that Gabi hadn't shaved her legs since then but then again, he wouldn't know for sure because she'd been in yoga pants and thick, woolly socks ever since.
"Yeah, I know we're talking about Gabi, dude." His friend continued, "and it pains me to say this because fuck, she is still smoking hot. But I'm just saying, it's never the same after the kids come."
"Well, I'm sure we will be fine."
Eric was irritated with his buddy now. He wanted to blame his mood swings on the lack of sleep and the shitty diet he'd been eating for a month and a half. He had existed on leftover casseroles that the neighbors brought over. Leftover food and leftover bits of sleep and half a shower and a page of the newspaper, really what did he expect?
You know what else makes you crabby though, the voice inside reminded him, like a mental elbow to the ribs. Not getting laid.
"Yeah, well call me when you can get out for some beers, dude." Steve wasn't sensitive enough to pick up on Eric's or anyone else's irritation and that was the bedrock that their friendship was built on.
"Later."
Eric tossed the phone on the side table and scowled at it. Fuck Steve. Fuck all those guys, they had always been jealous of him having Gabi on lockdown. He knew she was out of his league but those guys never let him forget it. Now they were just getting back at him and the timing couldn't have been worse.
Eric didn't think Gabi had really kissed him since they came home from the hospital. Sure, sure, a peck here and there but not like a full on, hands in his hair, kiss. Not a kiss with her ripe, voluptuous breasts of hers pressed against his chest. Not a kiss with her tongue, fully touching his. Oh, that tongue that knew him so well. Her tongue and her hungry lips, tasting his mouth like it was tres leches.
Early dating kisses, he thought with a gulp.
Stop, he told himself, she had just given birth six weeks ago. Everything was a little off kilter for everyone. Kids were life changing and needed to just be patient.
And in the meantime, there was porn.
Gabi didn't like it when Eric watched porn; at least the old Gabi didn't. She wanted him to talk to her about his fantasies and maybe she made an exception here and there when they watched something together. That hadn't been too successful though. Either Gabi couldn't stop giggling, which killed the mood or she started yelling at the screen. Something about her yelling, "Hey fuck you, asshole, someone should pull your hair," to the television killed the mood too, even though it always made him laugh.
Eric still had a window. He was still awake and it wasn't his turn to do anything for another thirty minutes. Gabi, if she was even awake, was quiet and probably completely drawn into online shopping for the new man in her life, the baby.
He grabbed his tablet and went to the den. Ah, the den, it wasn't quite a mancave but he was working on it. He'd hung all of his Chicago Bears and Cubs memorabilia and Gabi had shaken her head in disgust. "Fine, the den is yours now," she had told him with a shrug of her shoulders about a week before Andrew was born. She muttered to herself in Spanish as she walked away and so far, she'd never come back to the den.
It was the perfect place to watch porn now, Eric surmised as he closed the door behind him and got settled on his old leather couch from his bachelor days. He lay back and stretched out. He scrolled and clicked until he got to a familiar site that he'd spent some viewing time viewing in the past. The girls were Latina and more natural than average. There wasn't much dialogue, which seemed better. Here was something promising, Eric thought. It featured a girl with big, brown eyes that reminded him of Gabi.
He pressed play.
She really did look like Gabi, the Gabi he had known when they first met. She was curvaceous with a little waist. She wore white bikini panties and nothing else. She lay on the bed, open legs and arms up, overhead. Her breasts were large and her nipples were almost blood red. Her lover was a white guy with an impressive build and an even more impressive sized cock. The two lay on the bed and her tan calves were wrapped between his paler, muscular legs. Their kiss didn't seem to be for the camera and she seemed almost bashful, which was charming. The kiss started slowly and tenderly, almost as if they were in love. Almost, Eric thought wistfully, like him and Gabi, in what was beginning to seem like a long time ago. As the kiss continued, her lover reached into the white panties that clung to her wetness and Eric could almost feel her sweetness in his hand.
He flashed back to the first time he'd fondled Gabi between her legs. Her thick thighs parted, just for him and the rich, exotic scent of her wetness had perfumed the air.
Eric exhaled slowly and held the tablet up, out of the way, while he pushed his sweatpants down to his knees. He was hard already. It had taken less than a minute and here he was, standing at full mast. Just thinking about touching the girl under her panties brought the desire in waves. It had been a long time, long enough to admit that his hand felt really good.
The caramel colored girl had an actual bush and that was a delight. A thick, black trail of hair ran, like a vine from her dusty pink lips up to the slope under her belly. Her lover got to push her panties down for the camera and the young Gabi lookalike opened her thighs greedily for his touch. She was damp and her creamy wetness glistened on her lips. Her lover's fingers were glazed with her longing and and the man licked his fingers slowly before exploring her crevice once more. It was sweet and sexy and Eric groaned as his hand gripped his cock at the base. He squeezed and felt how hot and full his balls were. His sack was weighty, heavy with all of his pent up frustration. He stroked himself slowly all the way to the tip and then back.
Eric thought back again to his wife's bush, gleaming with droplets of her desire. Gabi's meaty, swollen pussy with her almost purple clitoris, large and round, like a fingertip. The first clit he could really suck and if anyone else but Gabi knew how much he got off on it, Eric would be ashamed.
The on screen lover used the droplets from her slit and rubbed himself with her cream. The man had a thick, dark pink cock and the bulbous head was almost red. He pushed his dick into the girl's thigh, insistent and ready to rut, exactly the way Eric's dick was. He'd want the girl to know that he was too hard to wait. Sure, yes of course he wanted to dally over her full, swollen lower lips. Yes, there was no question that he wanted to lick her, part her petals with his tongue and slowly wind his way up to her sweltering clit. She would taste so sweet and Eric would love to feel her gush and her thighs shiver on his face
All of that could be later, after his desperate, almost fierce orgasm had finished. Eric's hand moved faster now as he watched the lover guide the cocoa colored girl down the bed, down between his powerful thighs. She looked up at him, all hungry and sweet as the lover touched the head of his cock to her beautiful, shapely mouth.
Gabi would take her place between his legs like that, with her pouty lips and her eyes gleaming with wickedness. She would bend and blow on his shaft and giggle as he groaned and his body shivered just from her hot breath.
The girl on the screen licked the lover, slowly, sensuously, like there was nothing she wanted more and Eric groaned from his belly.
"Fuck," he muttered under his breath as he rubbed his dick up and down and wondered if he could remember the last time he'd had his dick sucked like that. Shit, just a hot mouth clamped around his shaft, wet and silky, and the feel of a tongue that had nowhere else to go. Sure, Gabi still went down on him, here and there but never as much as he might want. Eric could almost feel his cock, the full girth of it, luxuriating in the caramel girl's mouth and he reminded himself to be quiet.
He just thought it, kept it all inside.
Eric could feel the caramel girl's saliva as it puddled beneath him. It caressed his sack and he flexed his thighs. The lover wrapped his hands in the girl's dark hair and Eric thrust his hips. Yeah, exactly like that, not pulling her hair so much as guiding her all the way down so he could feel the head of his cock in her throat.
Eric could feel Gabi's curls in his hand and on his thighs and it was sweet but sadistic torture and such a tease and his hand stroked furiously.
The caramel colored girl had begun to touch herself as she sucked, her hips moved to the same tempo as her mouth. Her breasts swayed and her ass shook as she masturbated and gave the lover her mouth. Slowly, the man on the screen pushed her mouth down the full length of his cock and Eric could feel the need rise in his balls. He needed to feed her, needed to spurt, needed to hear her swallow down every last milky drop.
Fuck, the camera drew back and now it wasn't just her hips and ass that bounced for Eric. The brown beauty dripped down her hand. Fuck, she was so swollen, her fat pussy lips were parted and invited him inside for a feel. She was opened up wide and covered in cream. Gabi used to call it her pussy milk and Eric used to beg to gulp it down. Like this, from behind, he'd devour this girl and drown in pussy milk.
He could almost feel the sticky rain, the hot beads of Gabi's syrupy orgasm, dripping from his upper lip to chin to his throat.
On the screen, the wet sounds came from her mouth and her slippery cunt and the girl on the screen became Gabi too. She was all of Eric's fantasies rolled into one and his hand worked up and down so fast and he rained precum on his belly. When he saw the swell of her cheek, seeing her mouth completely stuffed full of her lover's dick, Eric felt the jolt run down his back, his thighs gripped and his belly tensed.
Fuck, there he went.
Eric's legs shook and his abs clenched and released, as if the orgasm was being pumped out, squeezed out of him a little bit at a time. There was the girl's pink mouth stretched and wet around her lover's throbbing cock and Eric felt as if he were the one buried in her throat. There was that beautiful girl's slick pussy. It pulsed and beckoned to him and he could almost taste it as he curled his toes and shuddered. Cum was everywhere, hot and viscous and it felt like months and months of need coursed down his body to the leather below. Eric felt the last push and finally let his cock go. All that was left was an exhausted sigh.
Shit, that was good.
It was good and it was necessary. And it made him hope more than ever that he didn't have to get too used to it. Eric didn't want a steady diet of porn; cranking it out, home alone, in his man cave. He hoped his friends were wrong. Fuckups that they were, he kind of assumed that to be the case.
Eric cleaned up with his old SIU sweatshirt that he'd never put away from his turn at laundry. He carefully wiped up the cushion that had received the bulk of his load and then the back of the couch. His arm, his belly, his hand, Eric felt the stickiness that was left behind on his balls and thought that at some point, a shower was in order. A nice, hot shower after an orgasm like that and then a nap would be like being born again. Too bad that Andrew had fucked all of that up.
The baby.
He checked the time on his table before turning it off and it was definitely in his window now. Time to relieve Gabi. Eric felt the hope spring from his gut when he thought that maybe, if she had a hot shower and a nap, maybe then she'd actually kiss him like he was a man again. Maybe he'd be the man of her dreams again instead of just the guy who took the other shift.
He climbed the stairs and stood outside of Andrew's room. The twinkling lights were on, the little turtle that was hooked to the side of his crib played lullabies. The stars glowed from the turtle's belly onto the wall. This meant that Andrew was in his bed instead of their bed, which was good news.
Eric tiptoed into their bedroom and expected to see Gabi curled up in a ball, almost the same fetal position that Andrew had spent so much time in. That was how she slept now, when she slept. It was like she needed protection, to shut it all out.
Like she needed to withdraw from the baby as well as Eric.
"Hey," she greeted him in a voice that was thinly stretched and exhausted. "I'm gonna crack," she told him. He heard the words but Eric's brain couldn't even focus on their meaning because there was far too much to look at.
Gabi was topless. Her breasts were out and Eric realized that he hadn't seen her like this, not exactly like this, god, maybe ever. Since Andrew had been born, her breasts had been kept under wraps. They were almost folded into the confines of a nursing bra. He occasionally caught a glimpse a sliver of nipple as she modestly pulled one cover down at a time. The nursing bra was like a small tent and seemed very mysterious.
In fact the whole breastfeeding thing had an aura of mystique about it. Eric had heard the baby swallow milk and Andrew's head had blocked his view of Gabi's gorgeous, colossal breasts but there was something about it that seemed off limits. She was a feeding machine now. Her breasts had a higher calling. They were off limits and wrapped up. They weren't meant for Eric's pleasure anymore and he had missed them.
Now they were front and center and in his face.
Gabi had no shirt on, no nursing bra and her breasts, which had always been large, were simply enormous. They lolled on her chest and her coffee colored skin seemed to be stretched tightly over each bulb. Her nipples, always large as well, were darker than usual. They were almost purple and her areolas were almost ruby red. Her nipples were puffy and inflamed. They were no longer the bud like tender things that seemed to call Eric to touch and taste.
These called for him to drink.
"Your son is a pain in the ass," she grumbled. "He's trying to bite me, even though he doesn't have any teeth. It's killing my nipples."
"I'm so sorry, babe," Eric said in a voice that sounded far away. He was being hypnotized by her breasts.
"And he screwed around and screwed around until he fell asleep!" Gabi slapped the bed with an exasperated look on her face. "Can you believe that little turkey?" she asked Eric, incredulous at the nerve of the baby.
Eric knew better than to stand up for Andrew. The kid was on his own and Eric just shook his head.
Gabi wore dark blue yoga pants that came high up on her stomach. Sure, she hadn't lost all of the baby weight, that was obvious. Eric could plainly see that she was still rounder in the middle, plumper and full of juice. If her breasts were full of milk, didn't it stand to reason that she was liquid and full everywhere?
Fuck, that was actually quite hot.
"No, I can't believe that he wouldn't do exactly what his Mommy wanted," Eric said in a quiet voice as he sat down next to her. He put his arm around her shoulders. With her wild hair loose and free, her black hair rushed down her back like water. The little curls touched her bare skin the way that he wished he could. He could easily remember the porn and how the thought of her hair on his body made him pulse.
Gabi really had no idea how sexy she was or how much it affected him.
"He's part alligator, Eric," Gabi whispered and nuzzled her face against his. She rested her forehead on the crook of his neck. "My nipples hurt so bad and I'm supposed to pump but I don't think I can."
She sounded drained, as if Andrew had left the milk but sucked the life out of her instead. Gabi was usually such a fighter, so obstinate and defiant. It was strange to hear her be so fragile, like she really might crack.



Eric had spent a lot of time over the last few months rubbing her feet and her belly and anything else that ached with cream. Gabi had kept the jar of cream on the nightstand. It was thick and cool and smelled like honey and Eric had, more than once, wondered if it wouldn't feel good on his dick. He'd never tried it though and he blushed as he remembered. He reached for the cream and asked, "How about if I rub your nipples with this? Maybe it will help?"
She smelled him and then looked him over with a suspicious look. "You fucker," Gabi stared at him with a knowing gleam in her eye, "you just came when you were downstairs, didn't you?"
She always had an uncanny knowledge of him, of his body, of even his thoughts and Eric teetered of the edge of thinking that made them soulmates and sometimes wishing he had a few secrets here and there.
"Yes," he mumbled.
"You watching porn without me?" Gabi gave him a disappointed face. Her full, bottom lip curled under a little more and Eric wanted to nibble it. Fuck, he wanted to nibble on her mouth while his hand busied itself between her thighs. He wanted to stroke the center of the yoga pants and feel his wife instead of a lookalike on his tablet. He wanted to feel her impossibly warm and just a little damp there between her legs. He wanted to feel her wet panties then slip his hand inside and touch nirvana. Pussy milk, so creamy and frothy, so close to caressing her most secretly delicious place.
He had just cum, where was this coming from? Being denied must have made him one of those endlessly horny guys who could jerk off three, four times a day and Eric hoped that it wouldn't become a chronic thing. He didn't have that kind of time.
"I just needed to get it out of the way," Eric confessed. "You know, because it's my shift now."
Gabi settled and shifted on the bed. She moved her two pillows to become a nest around her back. She lay back with a sound that stirred a yearning in Eric. Sure, porn was one thing, porn was sustenance but it lacked all of the depth of flavor that was Gabi. "Okay, baby," she presented herself. "And put some on my tummy too, okay? I think that shit works, no stretch marks yet."
Eric sat between her legs and opened the jar. He dipped in two fingers and then rubbed the cream back and forth between his hands to warm it. The lotion was thinner and warmer afterwards and would cover her skin with an oiled glow. Gabi's body would shimmer in the low light and Eric sometimes fantasized that she glowed from his saliva all over her body. He rubbed both hands along her waist and when he rubbed back and felt the bounce and jiggle of her loose, fleshiness there, Eric cleared his throat.
He knew that he wasn't supposed to like this larger, roomier version of her. All his life he'd been taught that thin, wispy little women were the desirable ones but they'd never really done anything for him. Gabi had always been his ideal and now, this bigger Gabi, this softer Gabi, this rounder Gabi seemed to have even more power. She was the essence of fertility and femininity and Eric just wanted to worship at the altar.
Instead of saying any of that though, he just agreed, "Yeah, honey, you look great."
"So you're sneaking around, watching porn," she rolled her eyes but she giggled too. Gabi used her right hand to make the up and down motions, "stroking it. Let me guess, in the den right?"
He rubbed the cream deeply into her cocoa colored skin. "Yeah."
"All that football shit makes you horny?" At least she was laughing again, even if it wasn't the full, raucous Gabi laugh.
Eric chuckled and shook his head.
"So what turned you on, baby? What did you watch?"
"Well," he sounded bashful and he guessed that he was, even now, even after all this time. "It was a couple," he started, hands in the cream again, he worked back and forth. His hands moved up her sides to the crease under her huge breasts. Her tits rose and fell from his hands and her nipples were hard, pointed thick protrusions.
Gabi nodded, "Were they fucking?."
"I didn't get that far," Eric admitted as he brought his hands up to the sides of both breasts. They were much more than a handful, her breasts were solid though, not the usual soft, fleshy orbs. These breasts were too heavy, too warm, too full of milk. "She went down on him though and it was really sexy."
"Yeah, I like watching porn too sometimes," Gabi admitted with a lusty smile. He didn't know if it was her exhaustion, but she had heavy lids now. She stared at him through her thick, pitch black lashes. Then there was that smile. That smile and that expression was Gabi almost every time he shimmied her panties down her thighs. "You know, just because I give you shit about it doesn't mean I don't watch it sometimes when I touch myself." She sounded so casual about it and Eric couldn't help but groan.
What was she doing to him? His dick had been deflated and empty. His soft, little dick that had been napping in his sack, rolled as if it wanted to hear this story. "Hmm," was all that Eric said but he rubbed the cream into her breasts with a little more force.
"Damn, Eric," Gabi bit her lower lip and shook her head. "They're really tender. I'm telling you, your son is trying to rip them off."
Eric took his hands off and then watched as a droplet of liquid slowly trickled from one purple nipple. "Jesus, you're really full of milk, aren't you?" Eric asked in a voice that he might use on the phone while jacking it, if he ever did that. It was a deeper voice, full of tension and quiet, like he was ashamed to admit that he noticed.
Gabi nodded, "Yeah, I told you, I should pump." She looked way too comfortable to get up and grab the machine that hummed while it gulped down the baby's milk. It was all sanitary, like a milking machine, like a robot. The fertility goddess should be worshiped, anything else was such a waste.
Eric could only whisper it though, "Maybe I can help you."
"You think so?" She stuck her chin out defiantly and it was a little shadow of the old Gabi. The girl who would bet him, double dog dare him. She was so ballsy that occasionally she scared him a little but right here, right now, Eric needed that Gabi back.
"Yeah."
He drew closer and his right hand cupped her hot, heavy, swollen right breast. Gabi made a face that was clearly in pain. He slipped his two fingers to her bulging, violet colored nipple. He squeezed just a little and a droplet of her warm cream trickled down from her nipple. It followed the fleshy curve of her breast, all the way to her belly.
"Do it again, Papi," now it was Gabi's turn to whisper. She sighed and stretched when he squeezed and pulled just a little and even more milk came out this time.
"More," she lay back like the fertility goddess would while enjoying the sweet worship of a supplicant. Her wild hair and her even wilder eyes held an ache and were full of longing. Eric cleared his throat and felt his cock shift. Orgasm or not, this was something new and his dick was interested.
Maybe more than interested, maybe obsessed.
He bowed his head and brushed her right nipple with his lips. Her skin there was pulled tight, the wrinkles and ridges of Gabi's usually lovely nipples seemed stretched too tight over a canvas. He licked and felt another hot rivulet of milk drip down his tongue. He swallowed the trace of what was leftover and hummed. It was milky yes, but reminiscent of her flavor everywhere and Eric just wanted more.
He was tender. Eric used none of the force that he would normally use to clamp down on her nipple. He would usually have to suckle her with hard, unyielding lips and teeth to follow. Eric softly tongued her nipple and drank and then tongued and drank again. Her milk droplets careened down her caramel skin and Gabi looked like she had been sweating or just showered and either or both were sexy.
Eric moaned from his core. He let his hand follow the milky trail down her belly, he wet his fingers as he dipped into the cascade that ran all the way to the waistband of the yoga pants. Fuck, he'd like to push his hand down inside and feel her heat engulf him. He hoped that her pussy was milky too and steadily dripping into her panties.
Off limits, he groaned and took another drink of Gabi's breast milk. This was half a mouthful, enough that he could feel it in his throat, warm and slightly sweet, . "Mmm, Papi, that's good," Gabi told him with a luxurious purr and a twist of her hips. "You like it, don't you?" She hadn't called him her sex nickname in too long to remember. His cock loved being called "Papi".
Eric nodded and kissed her nipple and watched as her milk trickled and spilled down her breast. "God, yes baby."
"Show me how much you like it, Eric."
He licked around her nipple and nuzzled it and licked again. "I really like it," Eric assured her.
"No, I mean take your pants off," she told him and one eyebrow raised on her forehead. In Gabi language that meant right now, don't keep me waiting.
"But I thought," he mumbled, and then stopped. His face was hot and he thought if pussy was on the table, what a stupid waste of a good boner stroking off downstairs had been. Given the choice between his own hand and Gabi's liquid, lava snatch, he'd only and always pick her juicy pussy.
"Just take them off, Papi."
Eric did as she wanted and it was extra quick because he'd run out of clean boxers two days ago and he was commando under the sweatpants. On his knees, he showed her his half hard cock. It touched his inner thigh and he told her in a voice usually reserved for whispering what he wanted in her ear as she rode his dick, "See, I like it."
"You got my yoga pants all wet, Eric. Take them off for me, please."
Jesus, his cock did a little dance and now pointed to his hip and flailed as he hooked his fingers around the waistband of the yoga pants. Slowly, he peeled them down and watched his wife push her voluptuous bottom up to help him get the fabric down over her ass. Little by little, Eric took the damp pants down her legs and then stopped to stare once he'd finished.
White panties.
These weren't the panties that Gabi from two years ago would wear. These weren't the butt floss thongs that he'd occasionally find left behind in the bottom of his sheets. He'd kept those panties, he'd scarfed them up like an ancient relic. Fuck, if Eric were being honest, which he hadn't been about that in particular, he used to lick those panties. He had licked and smelled them while he stroked off, but only when she'd been gone for a couple of days.
These weren't those kind of panties.
These were high waisted, white panties, shiny and slick. These were definitely granny panties and they covered her still slightly pregnant lower belly. No longer a girl's panties, these were womanly panties and seemed to go with the large pup tent bras. Both were sexy in a whole new way though. The transition from maiden to fertile, curvy woman was complete and she was letting him touch her.
"Now you lay down," Gabi told him with a sly smile and Eric did as he was told. He pushed the pillow nest into different configurations until one was below his neck so that he could watch every move she made. The other was under his lower back so that his cock was easily accessible, just in case she needed a reminder.
"I missed this dick, Papi," she said in that kitten voice. That tickle of a voice, that seductive, porn star whisper that she would use to tease him.
That dick had missed her and what the hell had Eric been thinking because his hand would never do.
"I missed you too."
Gabi bit her lower lip as if she were contemplating just exactly what she wanted. She wanted him to show her how much he missed her. She held both nipples between two fingers and told him in that sex phone operator voice, "my titties are so full, Papi."
"Mm-hmm." He nodded and looked her up and down. Fuck, there were the creamy rivulets of milk that ran down her skin. There were the panties that kept her delicious pussy out of sight but that didn't mean that Eric didn't ache for it. Just thinking of her black, curly tuft of fur that led him to her thick, juicy lips was making him drip. Imagining her lips spread open wide, revealing exactly what the fertility goddess wanted in tribute. Her clit, dark and pointed and full and ready to be lathered and loved. Gabi would hold his head right there until she was satisfied. He smacked his lips, all of her was so fucking tasty.
Gabi squeezed and milk shot out, a straight spurt to his chest. She giggled and almost looked surprised and she told him, "I got aim, baby."
"You do." He panted, it sounded like he'd just ran a couple miles. Eric watched the milk trickle down his belly to his own thicket of pubic hair and he grunted.
Gabi squeezed out some more but this hit him right in the face, on the cheek to be precise and Eric caught it with his hand and licked it off his fingers. His cock pulsed with the taste of her.
She had a wicked gleam in her eye and she tossed her head back and pushed her tits out. Two squeezes and she shot some on his throat and then a little more on his chest. Gabi squeezed once more Eric felt the burst of her milk on his belly and right above his dick. Gabi bent forward and wound her fingers in the milk. "Gonna get you all wet," she told him as she brought a milky palm up to wrap around his shaft. "Gonna show you what you been missing, right baby?"
God yes, he'd been missing this, so much that he could feel a tremor run down his spine. Eric just nodded and then let out a cry. It was a stifled cry because he bit his lower lip to keep himself quiet, for the baby, but a cry nonetheless. His wife stroked his milk lubricated dick up and down. Fuck, it looked like cum and he was covered in it.
"My dick," she purred and continued to stroke him with the right as she covered him with more milk from her left nipple. It trickled like a creamy river down her body. It was exactly like his tongue wanted to do, to meander down her cocoa skin. The cream dripped from her waist to the head of his cock, a droplet of her breast milk rested in his slit and Eric gasped.
"Were you down there stroking your dick like this?" she asked as she squished the milk between her fingers. She moved her hand up and down in a perfect rhythm. Fuck, he'd been masturbating his whole life and then she came along and just did it better from the get.
He shook his head, lost in the sight of her body and her milk and the feel of her luxurious hand.
"Thinking about you and me, huh?" She would get it out of him like this, when he was absolutely helpless.
Eric nodded.
"I bet you miss my hot pussy, too, huh, Papi?" she stroked and squirted and Eric's dick fluttered in her hand. Completely hard once more, it was like that other orgasm had never happened, this was so much more intense.
"Yeah, god yes," he said in a hoarse voice, all desperate and out of breath.
Gabi bowed her head and the tumble of her hair danced across his thigh. She looked him in the eye as she held her tongue out, all wet and pink and glittering in the bedroom light. A drop of her saliva was right there on the tip of her tongue and it twinkled in the light. It dropped and spilled just like the milk onto the head of his dick. Eric whispered, "fuck," as the electric desire ran down his body. She really was going to make him cum.
"You want to eat this big pussy, don't you, baby?" she murmured before she let her tongue lap up the milk and her spit. She swallowed all of her tastes before she added, "mmm, that's delicious."
"Yeah." It was all he could say and he could barely get that out.
"I want to taste you, Papi," Gabi told him. She let her dark pink, almost red tongue slither from root to tip. She showed him the creamy leftovers on her tongue before she licked him just on his slit, adding his precum to the mix. "I'm gonna suck my man's dick," she sighed and then stroked him again with her hand. Up, down, lick, it was torture and Eric loved it.
"You're gonna make me cum," he admitted quietly and then at the end was something like a squeal.
Fuck, he had to be quiet. They both froze in place. Gabi's fingers were tight around his shaft. Just holding him, just making him watch and see just how hard she could make him any time she wanted.
"You wish you could cum right now, Papi," she almost laughed and kept her hand there, tight and liquid and hot around his cock. His dick dripped steadily all over her fingers, almost crying for a release. "I'm not gonna let you just cum until I think you should."
He swallowed hard.
Gabi released him and leaned back. She explored her round body with both hands. This was worse, or it was ecstasy if she allowed it. Eric nodded as Gabi touched her nipples and wound her hips. "You really want to cum in my mouth, don't you Papi?"
He just made a noise, a hungry, aching noise. A noise that needed to feel her dripping snatch on his face, he needed to drown in her milk, all of it. A noise that craved its release down in her esophagus.
Gabi squirted his chest again and Eric grabbed his shaft and jerked it. Up and down, he watched as the milk licked his skin the way he wished her tongue would. His balls were drawn up and full, much fuller than they had been down in the den. This orgasm, if she ever allowed it, would come from a deeper place, it was sure to be a monster.
She told him in a husky voice, "my titties and my pussy are all full of milk for you, baby."
He gasped and stroked harder. He clenched his thighs, he was already right on the verge of exploding. Eric's whole body shivered all the way down to his toes. He was dangerously close and Gabi knew. "Take your hand off your dick, Papi," she said with authority. "You're not coming yet." She told him with a nod, "sit back, against the headboard."
He quickly did as he was told and felt the precum drool down his thigh. It puddled on the sheet below as he did.
Gabi sat in his lap and pushed her delicious nipples up to his face. "Drink me now, baby," she cooed, "they don't hurt anymore and it makes my pussy so wet."
Eric opened his mouth and brought his lips firmly around one nipple. He sucked and felt the warm creamy stream fill his mouth. Fuck, her slick panties were warm and wet from milk. He didn't know if her pussy was soaked through the center of the white underwear or if that was milk too, but either way, she was saturated and made his balls wet with her liquid. Gabi made the sweet, breathy noises that he knew that she made when masturbating as he sucked and swallowed.
The thought of her touching her soaking wet snatch as she watched porn made him moan into her succulent flesh.
Her milk was warm and delicious and he got greedy and sucked too hard. He couldn't swallow fast enough and some trailed down his chin and dribbled down his throat. Then again, too much pressure and Eric felt her milk spill to his belly. His dick twitched with each bit of milk. It basked in the warmth of her between her legs and pled with every throb for release. Eric's cock pulsed and the head of his dick rested on the seam of her panties and dripped inconsolably.
Eric felt the swell of milk slow down and he continued to suck until it was just a few droplets that escaped. Now for the other engorged tit. He moved his head to the other firm nipple that felt it was about to burst with her juices. A new, tasty river of Gabi's cream entered his mouth. He could hear her little mews and he could hear himself swallow quickly, gulping really. All the while Gabi rubbed herself on the head of his dick. It was just enough friction to make his pulse race and if his mouth wasn't full, he'd be begging for relief. "Mmm, yes, like that, baby," she whispered and he sucked a little more firmly. Her hot thighs and her sweltering snatch and her sticky skin on his, both of them milky and wet. It was almost sensory overload.



He could cum all over her panties but instead he just drank faster and harder.
Once this nipple only produced a few drops, Gabi sighed and pulled her breasts from his mouth. "That's so much better, Eric. Fuck, thank you," she said sweetly. "It's almost good enough to let you cum, isn't it Papi?"
He nodded, quick to agree, desperate to agree. Gabi slid down his body and knelt between his thighs. She plucked the head of his dick and laughed. It was almost an evil laugh as the head of his dick spilled precum on his stomach. "Fuck, you really are ready to cum again, aren't you, baby?"
He whispered, "yes, so ready, oh god, so ready. Please, Gabi?"
"Nice and slow," she bent forward and licked up his precum once again, mixed with milk. Everything was a froth of Gabi's breast milk and all their other secretions. He was sticky and stained with white and Eric shuddered as his wife licked him from his sack to the head of his cock again.
"Nice and slow," he agreed and felt her fingers cup his sack. Oh please, let him be able to keep his promise. But her mouth was so wet and her lips were so tight. The tip of her treacherous tongue traced along the bulging vein on the side of his dick and he vibrated with pleasure. The best part though was that she looked up at him with those chocolate, brown eyes. They danced with glee and if Gabi could look any sexier than Gabi just did, it was with a mouth full of cock.
He watched her dip her right hand into the cream and for a moment, he wondered why. When he felt the two, slick, slippery fingers wander along his perineum, he gasped. Jesus, how did she know? Fuck it was shameful and delicious how his asshole opened right up to her two creamy fingers to slide inside. The noise he made was nothing but a petition for mercy, beseeching her. Yes, fuck me, he begged in his brain but didn't dare even whisper it. Suck my cock and fuck me so hard, he thought and then told himself to wait.
Slow down before he couldn't hold back.
She was right, nice and slow because he didn't want to waste this orgasm.
Her tongue was molten, hot lava and it bathed him slowly. Her tongue followed his vein and then lavished him along the ridge under his head. Her head bobbed up and down as she sucked him in deeper, deeper and when Eric felt the tip of Gabi's nose pressed into his damp hair he whimpered. Her fingers had followed suit and pushed in deep, one, two, three. Then they retreated and her mouth slid up and down in exactly the same rhythm. Fuck, he felt it in his thighs. He felt it in his belly. Eric's heart hammered in his chest as his wife sucked him down and fucked his ass.
Then she took her mouth off. Fucking tease that she was, Gabi just looked up at him with that wicked smile. She wrapped her left hand around the base of his dick and watched it dance in her hand as her fingers beckoned to his depths. A pulse of pleasure, something inside, the dam was about to burst and his balls had never been so full. "Oh, baby, that's so sexy," she murmured and just licked his head again. She stroked his cock with the leftover milk and her hand made wet sounds as his dick throbbed in her tight fingers. "You want to cum all over, don't you?"
"Yes," He begged.
"Should I let you?" she teased and fluttered her wet tongue along the head of his cock. One, two, three, deep with the fingers and she pressed into the spot that shot a wave of pure delight through his body. He didn't think he could hold it back much longer, allowed to cum or not. He was about to burst, erupt, like a volcano in her hand or anywhere else he was able to.
"Please," Eric gasped, toes curled, on the precipice.
Gabi sucked him inside her mouth once more and one, two, three, his cock jolted as her fingers kept the rhythm that her milky, wet mouth made. Her lips were velvet, his dick was no match for her tongue and Eric made a noise from somewhere in his chest, a growl, a mating call as the first spurt hit her throat.
Gabi moved up and the next shot was a mouth full of his salty seed. Eric felt her swallow and then move her head up again. With her fingers still inside his asshole, she just pressed the button to bring him home as he emptied on her face, down her neck, in her hair and all over his own belly.
Eric held her head with his hands and shivered as the pulses of pleasure took over. Every nerve in his body danced up and down. He was just light and sound and vibration as the pleasure took over, pounding inside and out. Even better, there was the sight of her. Her eyes were light and sweet, full of love and desire. Her face was marked with his cum and their damp bodies were entangled and sticky.
God, she was beautiful.
"Come here, baby," she looked up and the kiss was slippery and salty. Her lips tasted sweet and musky and milky and manly all at the same time. There was her heat and her cream and it was a delicious combination of both of them, lost in the pleasure of the other once more.
Things weren't changing.
Okay, maybe things were changing because Gabi had transformed into a gorgeous woman rather than a sexy girl who wore ridiculous panties. But she was even hotter like this. Eric kissed her forehead with his cum coated lips.
"Shit, we made a mess," she said in a small voice. Gabi wiped her forehead off with the back of her hand but she was too tired to get up and do anything about the mess.
Eric whispered, "Don't go anywhere," and scooted off the bed. He touched the nightstand, just to make sure that he had his sea legs. Jesus, there was cream that dripped from his ass and down his legs. His body was covered in cum and milk. The sheets were a disaster and should be washed along with about five days worth of boxers. He went to the bathroom and washed with a washcloth. First his face, then hands, dick, balls, ass crack and then down the back of his legs.
Gabi had made him explode, just like she always had, only her, forever her.
He rinsed off the washcloth and got it warm again. He brought it back to the bedroom and smiled as he saw that Gabi had rolled to his spot and left the other side a wet mess. He sat on the edge of the bed and wiped his cum mustache off of her upper lip. "Let me get you all cleaned up, honey," Eric murmured as he brought the washcloth down her neck.
He cleaned her breasts with gentle strokes of the cloth. He studied them as he noticed that her nipples were full of hills and valleys the way they used to be, instead of stretched tight as they had been. Her breasts were still larger and heavier, but not full to bursting. "Can you give me my nursing bra too, Papi?" She asked when he was done cleaning her up.
"Yeah," he bent down and picked it up off the floor. Eric watched as she strapped herself in to the formidable looking piece of equipment.
"So is there anything going on with you that I should know about, baby?" His wife wouldn't ask unless she kind of knew already. Gabi had always known him almost too well.
"I guess I was just worried, you know, about us."
"How about us?"
"I mean, all the guys say that after you have a baby, you never have sex again."
Gabi took his face in both hands and whispered, "your friends are stupid, Eric."
Once he got to her inner thighs with the washcloth and felt how hot she still was there, between her lovely legs, Eric paused. "Is there something I can do for you, baby? Can I make you cum?"
The cry made him sigh. Of course, so far Andrew, the baby, had really bad timing.
"Not yet, Papi. I gotta wait for the doctor to give me the okay. But you can go take care of your son." Gabi sounded drained, almost ready to drop, "I could really sleep for about a week."
Well, he would give her eight hours, Eric thought as he stood.
His wife pulled the cover up and closed her eyes. "There's two bottles in the frig, baby. And tell that little alligator that his Mommy loves him," she said from a faraway place that meant that Gabi was already gone.
Eric put on his bathrobe quickly so that Andrew's next cry was his last before Eric scooped him up and held him close. "Hi, little alligator," Eric said to his son with a smile as he picked the boy up from his crib. "It's just you and me tonight," he told Andrew as they made their way downstairs to the kitchen.
Eric opened the refrigerator and eyed the two bottles on the shelf. Andrew fussed and crinkled up his small face with wrinkles, making himself all red down the center of his forehead. "Hey buddy, it's okay," Eric consoled him as he turned on the tap all the way to hot. As he ran the bottle under the warm water, he had shifted Andrew to his left shoulder and told his boy, "we even saved some milk just for you."
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The afternoon sun had shifted in the sky and the shadows had begun to move across the floor of the chamber. They left a pattern of speckled lights that danced across the floor. The blonde woman sat on the low stool and the sun caught fire to her mane, which gave her an otherworldly glow. Lady Celestria's slender fingers were swift as she attached the combs into her sheath of thick, golden hair. Ella still liked to watch her mother from the corner as she always had. Her mother's hair was beautiful and so soft and hung past her bottom. Ella's father always joked that it was the perfect camouflage for the most perfect bottom in all the land.
Lady Celestria could always tell where Ella was, even when she was hiding. Ella's mother called to her without ever turning from the mirror, "Ella, my love, are you even ready for your own party?" Her mother asked in her sweet, angelic voice.
Ella put one bare foot out into the light and then pulled it back. "No, I'm not ready," she giggled before jumping out to show her mother her pet. "Say hello to Francis." Francis was a mouse, one of many that Ella had befriended but she seemed to have a special bond with this one. She had always liked little creatures more than people. Even though after tonight, Ella would officially no longer be a girl, she thought she would always prefer to spend her time with her mice and birds and barnyard animals.
Her mother turned from her reflection and laughed as she saw who Francis was. Lady Celestria's laughter was a melody and her mother's voice was the song. "I am very pleased to make your acquaintance, Francis," her mother nodded to the mouse very properly, as if he were a gentleman. "Now kindly go off somewhere while I help my ragamuffin daughter look like the beautiful, young lady that she is."
Ella chucked Francis under the chin and whispered into his tiny, pink ear, "I'll bring you something to eat later." She set him free and watched as he scurried across the stone floor toward the heavy wooden door. Francis squeezed his tiny body under the exit and Ella hoped that he would stick to the shadows and beware of crossing paths with either of the cats.
Lady Celestria patted the purple cushion next to her, "Come, sit with me, my love. Let me comb your hair." Her mother always looked at Ella with an expression somewhere between amusement and adoration. As her parent's only child, Ella felt lucky to have so much attention. She was about to be usurped though and she still didn't know how she felt about that. One look at her mother's huge belly and Ella felt it may even be sooner than they thought.
She sat next to her mother and inhaled her familiar scent deeply. Lady Celestria smelled like citrus and something warm and spicy from the kitchen. Ella always enjoyed wrapping her arms around her and burying her nose in Lady Celestria's silken, straw colored hair. "Do you think the baby will come tonight?" she asked quietly. Ella didn't want to be concerned and she knew it was petty to be jealous, but still, it was Ella's birthday. It was enough that it came on summer solstice and the whole town came to the celebration. The party was set to begin once the sun set and would last well into the wee hours of the morning. It just didn't seem fair to ask her to share her mother and her special day.
Ella's hair was the same color as her mother's but she hardly ever noticed it. She left it to her mother to comb. Lady Celestria was patient with the knots and careful not to pull Ella's hair. Her mother stopped combing for a minute and held her breath. When she exhaled, it was deep and full and seemed to carry a groan with it. "No, I don't believe the baby will come tonight, my love," her mother answered tenderly. "And if the baby did, that would never make me love you any less, Ella," she whispered. "Do you want to say hello to your brother or sister?" Lady Celestria reached for Ella's hand with her own tiny one and pressed Ella's palm against her burgeoning belly.
Ella was unsure if she wanted to. The belly seemed alien and not at all cuddly like a newly hatched chick or a small, furry mouse. She pulled her hand away, "No thank you, mother." Ella did want to kiss Lady Celestria though and she pressed her lips to her mother's smooth, warm cheek.
"That's much better," her mother ran her fingers through Ella's locks and arranged them over one shoulder. "You're such a beautiful girl, my dear, and one day," Lady Celestria tapped the tip of Ella's nose with her index finger to accentuate her point, "mark my words, some young man will notice how beautiful you are as well."
"A young man?" Ella asked and shook her head. Her mother and father were the only ones, as far as she knew, who knew the secret and the secret changed everything. "What would he think of me?" Ella whispered hotly as she imagined revealing herself to a handsome stranger.
Lady Celestria ran her hands up and down Ella's arms. Her mother's gentle touch left behind a trail of goosebumps. "He would think you were an angel just as you are," her mother looked into her eyes and murmured, "like we all do."
"But it's getting bigger," Ella finally confided in her mother, speaking just above a whisper. She fidgeted and brought her hand down to the center of her dress. She adjusted with a sigh, bigger and more and more awkward and the more aware of it that she became, the more freakish Ella felt.
Lady Celestria drew her brows together and emitted another low groan. Her mother put her hand on the table as if she needed the support to stay seated upright. Once the moment had passed, she prompted Ella, "Stand up and lift your dress for me, my love."
Ella did as she was told and felt it shift between her legs as the cool breeze touched her bare skin.
"My sweet girl," her mother cooed, "of course it's more noticeable when you're not wearing any undergarments."
Ella's thick, juicy pink cock seemed to know that it was the center of attention and it had risen to the occasion. It saluted Lady Celestria and bobbed a gracious hello to all. "I despise the undergarments," Ella pouted. She pursed her lips together and watched with a dismayed expression as her monstrosity wiggled and dripped. She blushed as she watched it, partly ashamed and yet it was difficult to tear her eyes away. It was endlessly fascinating. Sometimes, alone in her room, she had begun to touch it and the strangest, most magical sensations occurred when she fondled herself.
She'd never tell that to her mother though.
Lady Celestria's bottom lip curled as she attempted to keep her smile hidden from her daughter. "My love, all women despise the undergarments but now that you're all grown up, it's something that a proper young lady must do."
The sound of footsteps echoed down the corridor outside Lady Celestria's chamber and Ella gasped and dropped the dress, quickly smoothing the fabric down over her erection. She silently prayed not to be found out as she had a thousand other times since she realized that her dick was a secret. She thought once more, please, don't let any of the servants know that Lord and Lady Hastings, the regents of the land, have a monster for a daughter.
The heavy wooden door was thrown open and a female voice announced, "Lord Thomas has come to see you, Madam."
"Father!" Ella clapped her hands and ran to him. She threw her pale, little arms around his thick neck as Lord Thomas scooped her up in his arms.
"Aw, my pretty, sweet girl," he held Ella close and kissed her forehead. Lord Thomas was built like an ox. He had a long, thick beard like the Vikings that she had seen pictures of in a book that he had been reading. His shoulders and his arms, even his calves and feet were all so massive and manly, Ella always felt safe when he was near. Lately, she had begun to wonder if she hadn't perhaps inherited her sizable cock from him as well. It was one more thing that she'd never say out loud to either parent. "Are you ready for the party, Ella?" he asked as his eyes twinkled with mischief as always.
"After I put on some undergarments," Ella curled her upper lip to show him how much disdain she had for them.
He set her down and looked past Ella to her mother, as if to confirm. He nodded, following Lady Celestria's lead, "Yes, my dear if your mother thinks that you should, then you do need to wear those, my dear. You know after tonight, you're no longer a girl."
Not a girl, not a boy, she had breasts and round hips and long hair and blue eyes like Lady Celestria. Her limbs were soft and milky white and her voice, although it held none of the musical qualities of her mother's, was a girl's voice. It was just the pink, beefy appendage that bounced with her every step that made her so much less than feminine. The heavy balls that swung between her dainty thighs, full and warm and scented and they seemed to insist on being noticed. They would be trapped and bound in the lacy, satin undergarments and they would hate it. "I know, father," Ella nodded, almost sad that she was having a birthday now if undergarments were a permanent part of the sentence.
"Don't pout, my lovely," her father leaned in to kiss her forehead. "We'll have a wonderful time tonight."
She inhaled Lord Thomas' scent deeply. He smelled of the sea and the barn and of his furry manliness. Ella found it a comfort. "I'll be ready shortly," Ella promised like a dutiful daughter.
"Good, now go, run along Ella," her father pointed to the door and nodded. "I need a moment alone with your mother," he added under his breath and Ella felt that the meaning under his words corresponded to the sensations that she had recently begun to feel coursing through her body.
As she closed the door behind her, she could hear Lord and Lady's sighs and the soft, familiar noises of lingering kisses.
***
The moon hung low in the sky as Ella's eighteenth birthday celebration commenced. It looked to be heavy and ripe in the sky. It was a full, almost golden moon that was as bright as the lingering sun to the west that spilled reddish pinks and decadent oranges along the horizon. The fireflies twinkled like stars that dipped down from the heavens and reached out to be touched. The warm evening air was heavily scented from the roses in the courtyard, freshly dampened with dew. Summer solstice carried its own special magic but tonight seemed to be particularly enchanted. Sometime after midnight, her father clasped her shoulder with a heavy, square hand and pondered, "Ah, my Ella, you're all grown up now. Pretty soon you'll be leaving us." He held a stein of ale in the other hand and it sloshed and splashed a few droplets on Ella's forearm. She'd seen her father inebriated before and knew he was quick to laugh or cry, depending on the mood.
The thought of leaving home was new and bothersome enough to stop Ella mid twirl. "Why would I leave you, father?" she wondered.
Lord Thomas touched her chin and then her cheek with his warm paw. "Why because that's what young ladies do when they fall in love and get married," he murmured.
Ella looked down at the ground. Just because her father knew her secret didn't mean that she wanted to delve into her recent discoveries regarding it. "Even me?" Her throat was dry when she thought of the rather cumbersome reason why she didn't believe him and she could barely even ask.
Lord Thomas grabbed Ella by the waist and picked her up as if she were a mere stick. "My sweet girl, you're the best of both worlds and don't ever let anyone else try to tell you otherwise. You have a little something extra special." He laid his finger on the side of nose and winked at her, "or quite a large something extra but that's even better."
Her father's mouth was still open when the cry came. Lord Thomas and Ella both froze in place. She didn't even breathe as the sound came again. It was the sound of a wounded animal, a cry of pain and longing that ripped the night air in two. It was her mother and again, the sound came, the sound of a broken heart as she called to him. "Thomas!"
He set Ella down quickly and ran to her mother. Ella crouched in the shadows and was afraid to move as her father called out, "Fetch me the midwife."
The revelry ended abruptly with murmurs. The villagers scurried out into the night with worried faces. Her mother's screams of pain carried on until the sun came up the next day. Ella walked the corridors, back and forth: she paced and held her breath as she waited for the next wail. How long could it go on for, she wondered? It had to end soon, she hoped it would. How much fuss could one baby make? Once the sunshine lit the walls in her bedroom, Ella couldn't help but doze off on her bed. She was exhausted and her feet were sore and filthy.
She woke from a fitful nap to silence and realized that not knowing was worse than Lady Celestria's screams. Ella tiptoed to her mother's room and lingered outside, just behind the open door so that she could watch her new sibling from a safe distance.
There was no movement. Instead, Ella just saw Lord Hastings and her mother was quite still. She watched as her father, the big man, the tower of strength, kneeling beside her mother's bed. Ella heard the muffled sobs that came from his shaking body and it was enough to make her gasp. What could have possibly happened to make him cry?
Her father raised his head. It was too late to run back to her room and pretend it was all a dream, just a nightmare from which she could awaken. "Daughter, come here," Lord Thomas's voice, normally a mighty boom and a boisterous laugh, was old and dry and barely more than a whisper. "Come and sit with your mother and I," he patted the green blanket on her mother's mattress.
Lady Celestria had always been pale but now her skin was more translucent. It seemed as if she were becoming invisible and would eventually disappear altogether. Her eyes were closed and Ella choked back a sound that was building in her throat as she noticed that her mother's chest didn't rise or fall. She was still.
Her belly must have emptied though and Ella was afraid to ask, afraid to know how much she would hate the little one that had stolen her mother from her. "Where is the baby?" she asked her father solemnly.
"There were two," her father had never sounded so small or so sad. "A boy and a girl, stillborn," his voice cracked. "Oh my love," he cried and Ella joined him in quiet, huddled sobs as the hot, salty tears soaked the bloody sheet below Lady Celestria.
After some time lost in his grief, her father took a deep breath and put his protective arm over Ella's shoulders and pulled her near. "Don't you leave me too, my dearest girl. You stay here with your papa. Promise me?"
How much had changed in just a few short hours. Ella felt as if she had aged far beyond her eighteen years. She was drained, not just tired from the sleepless night. She felt empty as if her mother had taken a piece of her along to the other side. It was an easy promise to make. Ella had never wanted to leave home and she had doubts about a man finding her beautiful once he saw her pink, throbbing monstrosity. "I promise, father," Ella told him, ever the dutiful daughter.
***
On the morning of her twentieth birthday, Ella woke to the sound of her birds chirping from the window ledge. She was known to leave crumbs for them there. "Good morning," she greeted them in a soft tone that they found soothing. "Hungry already? You're going to get fat if you keep eating like this you know," she nodded to herself but thought the birds understood. "I don't have to remind you what the cats will do to you if they catch you, do I?" She giggled to herself and told herself to remember an extra slice of bread from the kitchen.
Extras had been getting more and more scarce lately. Ever since the new Lady Hastings and her daughters had taken residence, there was never enough to go around. Ella curled her upper lip in disdain as she thought of her stepmother. She was a nothing, a nobody, almost a peasant and worse, she was mean. The audacity that the old cow had to call herself Lady Hastings when she was so beneath Ella's mother infuriated Ella. She and her daughters were so unworthy and ungrateful. Her stepmother's real name was Margery and that was how Ella addressed her regardless of how many times she insisted on the official title. Her daughters, Anastasia and Druscilla, were ugly, little witches that their mother tried to pass as Duchesses. They were every bit as repulsive as their mother and the three of them were eating Ella and her father out of house and home.
Her father never would have permitted it, or their treatment of Ella, if he weren't a dried up husk. Lord Hastings was a mere ghost of the man that she remembered. When Margery had sent Ella to sleep in the attic on a straw mattress, she'd run to her father's chamber for aid. Ella had sat on the edge of his bed and reached for his bony fingers, "Father, Father, please wake up."
His beard was no longer the dark, bushy Viking beard that she remembered. It had become sparse and snowy and his face had become skeletal and almost translucent. Lord Thomas' eyes, previously always twinkling with mischief, were now always wet with tears. "Celestria? Are you there?" he gasped her mother's name and his unfocused eyes seemed to fixate above Ella's head as if there were angels nearby.
Her poor father had never recovered from losing his love and the babies. He'd wandered through the house like a ghost and incessantly looked for his bride. Ella had watched as he'd grown thinner and paler. He had begun to mumble conversations with his dead wife until the whole village thought he was crazy. She'd kept him in his room more for his own safety to begin with. As he had gotten thinner, he seemed to be exhausted from doing nothing. When Margery showed up, slithering into their lives like the serpent she was, Lord Thomas barely left his bed.
Ella had patted his hand tenderly and told him in a soft voice, "Yes, my love," as if she were her mother, there to console him.
He seemed to take some comfort from Ella's lie and nodded off with her hand folded to his chest. Ella had known then that she was truly alone in the world.
Once her bed was placed in the attic, Ella realized that the solitude was actually much better than their company. Alone with her animals, she felt much calmer in the garret than looking across the table at her stepsister's repulsive faces. The alone time had provided her with a new, favorite past time as well.
Ella rolled to her back as her large, thick cock seemed to call to her. First thing in the morning, ever since she had begun to pay attention to it, the appendage greedily beckoned for her affections. Now that her room was so far away from prying eyes, Ella slept naked. She seemed to crave the touch of her own flesh and this morning she closed her eyes and let her fingers caress her curves. Her breasts and hips had filled out recently and a glance or two in her stepmother's full length mirror confirmed that Ella was quite voluptuous. Her nipples were pink and puckered and almost always pointed and ached to be touched. This morning, they stood straight up, as if seeking another's mouth. No one had ever done so but as Ella pinched and rolled her sensitive buds, she imagined that it would feel quite lovely.
She had never been properly introduced to the stable boy but Ella had seen him several times in the market. Their eyes had met and melded. He wasn't a boy really, he was a young man and he was muscular and tan and lean and wiry all at the same time. It was a lovely package that made something inside her melt and pulse and call to him. With one small hand on her round breasts, Ella wound her fingers back and forth as her buds sprang to life. She imagined the man from the stables. He was stripped to his waist and gleamed with sweat. He finally touched her everywhere.



Ella bit her bottom lip as her right hand moved down her taut belly to the stiff pole between her legs. In her secret fantasy, the half naked man in the stable had a gleam of lust in his eye as he beheld her throbbing cock. He pulled her to him and they were pressed, cock to cock. Then he was behind her and guided her other hand to his own massive manhood. It could barely be tucked away in his pants. The stable boy had a lustful monster of a dick that begged to get free.
Ella held her left hand over her mouth as she gripped her penis and stroked with perfect timing up and down. She moved her hips to the hand's tempo and her breasts swayed in time, together and apart. In her mind's eye, it was him. It was the stable boy with the beautiful dick. It was him and his hand was a genius with her body and all the while his mouth was on her neck. He kissed her and told her what a beautiful girl she was and how he'd longed and ached for her. All the while, he stroked the one thing that made her not a girl but the stable boy seemed to love that about her..
Ella felt the push in her hips as she approached her climax, the need to thrust. Her thighs quivered and the sound that built in her throat threatened to burst from somewhere deep inside that ached to be fucked in some way that Ella couldn't yet quite fathom. Her hand worked up and down her meaty girth, faster now, as the stable boy told her that he loved her and her giant cock. "Ella, my love, cum for me, cum for me now, cum in my hand, beautiful girl," he panted. He was lost in his desire for her as Ella moaned and the first spurt of her milky orgasm burst from her depths, a kaleidoscope of pleasure.
It was ecstasy. It was colors and music and the spasm that started between her shoulder blades forced its way down with a gasp of delight all the way to her dainty, pointed toes. "Yes, yes, oh god," Ella cried out again and again. Her left hand had gotten away from her mouth and the words that came from her were spoken like a prayer, something fervent, something from the soul.
When she was spent and empty, Ella slowly opened her eyes and she was back in the old attic. Her round, ripe hips and belly were covered in the thick cream that had discharged from her overflowing balls. Her forearm trembled, her little hand was sore from the effort and a contented laziness swallowed her up. She almost couldn't ignore the temptation to go back to sleep.
The voice froze Ella in her tracks. "My, my, my," it was a woman's voice and almost a hiss and the only person in the world that could make Ella's blood run cold like that was her stepmother.
The false Lady Hastings stepped from the shadowy corridor into her room. Her stepmother was long and bony and kept her corset cinched tightly around her gaunt body. She was pale and had long, black hair with gray streaks and gray shadows below her eyes no matter what the time of day. If Ella had been smaller, she would have been terrified of Margery. As it was, especially in this vulnerable position, Ella's pulse throbbed at her temples and she pulled her legs and arms together to cover her nakedness.
Of course, it was too late to protect herself but Ella managed to sound furious when she demanded, "Get out of my room, Margery."
Her stepmother cackled, "So this is your secret, is it, little Duchess? I believe that you and I have much to discuss Ella." The woman slunk back into the corridor and called to her, "put some clothes on for goodness sake and come to the kitchen."
***
The new Lady Hastings was waiting for Ella at the head of the massive oak table that was close to the fire in the kitchen. The table used to be a feast for the eyes, a cornucopia of fruits and vegetables from the garden or from the market. There were almost always flowers for the house and most times the butcher had brought a chicken or two or a great slab of meat that was yet to be cooked or hung. Ever since Ella could remember coming to the kitchen, looking for treats, there was always bread cooling or a bowl of some concoction that Cook had set aside for a growing girl. Now the table was bare except for a couple of potatoes and a few onions that looked to be fit for the slop trough. The dark-haired old witch gestured to the chair to her right. "Sit, little Duchess and let's have a chat about your future," she sneered.
Ella's heart raced in her chest. No one had ever known. No one on earth knew but her parents and her mother had taken the secret to her grave. Her father was too ill to speak anything but gibberish to ghosts and yet, here her shame had been on display for a woman who despised her. Still Ella stuck out her chin in defiance and said, "You have absolutely nothing to do with my future."
Her stepmother pointed one pale, bony finger and declared, "While you are under my roof, I have everything to do with your future, aberration."
"It's not your roof," sniffed Ella and crossed her arms over her chest.
The woman's thin, greasy smile spread across her whole face. Her jagged teeth showed. They gleamed in the firelight and like this, with her fangs out, she appeared to be even more like the snake Ella knew her to be. "It is now, Ella," her eyes danced with a wicked glee. "Don't you forget it. And seeing how we have fallen upon hard times," her stepmother gestured to the scarce, rotten vegetables, "you must work to pay for your keep."
Ella drew her shoulders back and spoke in a haughty tone, "I am the rightful heir and the true Duchess Hastings. When my father dies, which I'm sure he will soon, thanks to you and your dreadful brats, you will no longer be welcome in my home."
Her stepmother threw back her head and cackled and the sound froze Ella's heart. "Oh, my dear, that almost sounded as if you meant it. Who do you think inherits all that you see once your dear father passes?" Of course Margery had access to his papers and the money and all of it most likely transferred legally. At least as legally as she could with a sickly, old man who imagined that his dead wife whispered in his ear. Margery's bony fingers had probably grabbed hold of the keys to the house before she took her dead mother's wedding band. "So as I see it, you have one of two choices, Ella," Margery said her name as if it left a bad taste behind in her mouth. "You can bring something of value to the house and earn the privilege of a roof over your head." Her smile indicated that she'd enjoy what came next, "or I'll be forced to tell the people of the village about your," she wagged her index finger to indicate Ella's crotch, "disgusting secret."
"You wouldn't tell!" Ella's voice shook with tears and the panic made her whole body shiver. It was her worst nightmare come true and the scene that she could never fully erase from her mind came back again in full force.
Ella didn't remember how old she was but she was young enough that she had to skip to keep up with her father's steps. She had been skipping and twirling beside him, mid dance as usual, as they came to the town square. There in the pillory had stood a man and he had been naked and bleeding. Ella remembered that she couldn't tear her eyes away from him. It was the first nude man that she'd ever seen. The familiarity between what she had between her legs and his was something she had assessed quickly. The man had bleated for mercy and had looked up with a pitiful howl and a grunt. He had peered at Ella with one eye. He only had one eye, one enormous, lidless eye in the middle of his forehead. Ella had screamed and turned to her father with her arms up to indicate that she needed to be picked up immediately.
Lord Thomas had done so and had petted her hair softly. Her father had whispered, "There, there, child. He can't get at you. And he wouldn't hurt you even if he could."
"He's not a monster?" Ella had asked through sobs.
Her father had kissed her forehead softly, "No, not at all, my girl. He's just different. He was born with one eye instead of two."
She remembered gulping hard and tasting salty tears, "Then why is he in the pillory?"
Lord Hastings had set her down and stood upright. That question he answered out loud so that anyone passing might hear his thoughts. "Because he's different, my girl, and that's enough for small-minded people to punish anyone."
Ella had never forgotten that day. It had been instantly etched in her memory. She'd never forgotten the man or the people who had walked by and laughed or pointed. She'd never forgotten the sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach that she was lucky. She was lucky because what made her a monster was easier to hide than the huge eye in the middle of his forehead.
She came back to the present quickly as Margery assured her, "Of course I would tell, little Duchess. I never liked you even before I knew you were a filthy, little freak."
Ella sniffed and hung her head. She knew that as much as she despised her stepmother, more people in the village would agree with her than didn't. "What am I supposed to do?" she whispered.
Margery leaned back in the chair and tapped her long nails on the table, "Well you can start by making me a cup of tea."
***
The moon was about to be full once more, which meant that Ella's indentured servitude had gone on for a full month. Her straw mattress up in the attic, once so uncomfortable, now beckoned to her in the middle of the day. Ella would have given anything to sleep until the sun came up but now her days started before the rooster crowed. They usually extended long into the night. Sometimes she was so tired that she didn't even bother to climb the stairs all the way to her little garret. Sometimes she just fell asleep in the kitchen, curled up in a ball with the potatoes and rutabagas.
Anastasia and Druscilla had rung the bell yet again for their bath water to be brought up. Ella had been waiting for the cast iron pot to heat to almost boiling and found herself nodding off where she stood. If she sat at the table, she'd surely fall asleep with her head in the porridge that she was preparing for tomorrow's breakfast. None for her though, she remembered with a sigh. Ella's stomach rumbled as she looked at the food that she was forbidden to eat.
She and the sow shared slop right now to get them through the lean times. Lord Thomas required medicine and a doctor and Ella would rather starve than watch him suffer any more than was necessary. Still, being this hungry was almost more than she could bear. "Mother, please watch over father and I," she would whisper with her hands clasped beneath her chin in prayer as she looked out the window to the dark sky. The moonlight bathed the garden below in luminescence and illuminated what great disrepair it had fallen into. Once a thing of beauty, Hastings Manor was crumbling just like its namesake.
The bell rang again and then two bells and then all three and Ella muttered, "fine then, you ugly bitches. You'll have a lukewarm bath." She wrapped a thick cloth around the handle and struggled up the stone staircase and then down the hallway to the right. Ella stopped outside her old bedroom door and knocked politely as the help should. Ella sloshed a little of the water and it spilled on her tiny, bare feet. She was instantly glad that the two sisters had been so impatient about their bath.
"Get in here," Anastasia's high pitched voice called to her, "I don't know why on earth it should take you so long to fill up a tub."
Ella swallowed down yet another sharp reply, one of the hundreds that she ate every day. If retorts were only food, she thought, she'd be absolutely stuffed. Druscilla had her back to Ella and pointed to her corset, "Ella, untie me."
Ella hated bathing her stepsisters for many reasons. Not the least of which was the fact that she herself was filthy. The only way that she was able to wash was from the well bucket early in the morning when the water was almost frozen. Ella hated being on her knees. She hated to untie their corsets and roll down their stockings and loosen their buttons. It was so humiliating to bow and scrape for them.
The worst thing of all was how she loved it. Ella had an erection the entire time she washed the two stepsisters. The excruciating ache grew in her pent up balls as her hands moved over both of their bodies.
Ella closed her eyes and tried to unhook her stepsister by feel rather than let her eyes roam over her pale, slender body. Once the corset fell to the floor, Druscilla pulled her blouse off and tossed it aside as well. Nude to her waist, Ella couldn't help but let her eyes wander over her body. Druscilla was mostly straight up and down, almost like a young girl. She was built more like her mother Ella guessed and her breasts were small tea cups with strawberry tipped nipples. Her long, ginger curls hung to her square hips and she could almost hide herself entirely in the sheath of her hair. Once her skirt and petticoats were off, Druscilla wanted Ella to roll down her stockings, something she indicated with just a movement of her thigh.
Ella wanted to refuse her but there was something sensual about the feel of fabric in her hands. As she revealed the satin skin underneath, Ella's cock absolutely demanded that she fondle her stepsister's legs. "You're getting my stockings dirty, you filthy, little bitch," Druscilla snarled at her and pointed at the traces that Ella's hands had left on the lace. "You'll have to wash them tonight," she said with a sigh. It wasn't a request and Ella seethed, teeth clenched as she remembered that neither of these girls or their mother had ever uttered a please or a thank you the entire time that they had lived in the house.
Thankfully the feel of Druscilla's soft calf and then a little higher up, the satin skin behind her knee, stopped those thoughts in their tracks. Ella felt the pulse, the pull, the longing in her shaft as the beast between her legs hardened for her stepsister.
She hated the dreams of fucking them, both, one at a time or together. They were almost a nightly occurrence.
Druscilla snatched her slender calf away, "Don't touch me with your dirty hands. You're covered in cinders." She peeled down her cotton bloomers and her bare pussy was just inches from Ella's face. Druscilla had a few, sparse red hairs on her mound but she was mostly smooth and Ella knew from washing her there, incredibly soft. Her pussy lips were dark pink and seemed to bloom and open just for Ella. Ripe and scented of her femininity and warmth, Ella had spent more than one tortured moment wondering what Druscilla would taste like on her tongue.
She hated wanting her.
Anastasia cackled and added , "You're getting dirtier every day, Ella. It's grotesque. Your name should be Cinder Ella." The other sister already had her corset and blouse off and carefully pulled her long, black mane of hair over her shoulder so that it wouldn't get caught in her buttons. Anastasia had the curves that her sister was missing and her full bosom was a thing of beauty. Her nipples were dark, almost purple and her skin was white as milk and the combination of the two set off against each other was difficult to tear her eyes from. Ella's cock dripped inconsolably on her skirt. It had risen, completely hard and ready to fuck either or both of them. Her cheeks were so warm as she hoped against hope that neither of the dolts were worldly wise enough to know that Ella had something in her skirt that neither of them had.
"Cinder Ella," Druscilla joined in, "a dirty name for a filthy wench. It's perfect." Her red-haired step sister joined in and clapped her hands as she sat in the tub. Ella watched the water caress her tiny, firm breasts.
Anastasia stepped out of her skirt. She hadn't had any stockings on so once she pushed the bloomers down to puddle around her ankles, Ella's other step sister was nude. Anastasia's hips were wide and round and childbearing and her bottom bounced with every step. Ella was ashamed of herself as she thought of her hands seizing Anastasia's plump cheeks as she pushed herself inside. Anastasia had a thick, dark rug of hair that kept her mound hidden from view. Ella's had intimate knowledge of her though, with the sponge and the soap. She knew that Anastasia had inner lips that were almost red and a button that was darker red still. It would harden and pop out, almost like a small cock when Ella's hand would pass over, back and forth.
Anastasia sank down into the tub as well, behind Druscilla and held her sister between her thick thighs. The real torture was about to commence as she nodded, "Now wash us, Cinder Ella."
Ella wet the sponge and listened as the water dripped back into the tub, She felt it run down her arm before she wound the soap over the sponge. Once there were bubbles, Ella crawled on her hands and knees to the back of the tub to wash Anastasia's back.
The girls had a secret that Ella had discovered a month ago when her slavery had begun. Part of her wanted to tell Margery and see if the old hag would punish her own two daughters with as much sadistic enthusiasm as she punished Ella. The sisters used bathing together as an opportunity to touch each other between their legs. Since the first time, the girls had gotten more and more brazen. Tonight, Anastasia hadn't even waited until Ella was washing her breasts to pull Druscilla's thighs apart and fondle her red-haired sister slowly.
Ella was sure that if she told Margery, that the sisters wouldn't be allowed to bathe together anymore. Margery was intent on the two Duchesses being chaste and virginal in order to secure good husbands. That would mean two baths for Ella to perform nightly instead of just one and that was the reason that she used to justify not telling. Even though it was a lie.
Ella liked to watch.
Druscilla sighed and leaned her head back on Anastasia's shoulder as she gave herself over to her sister's knowing fingers. Ella swallowed hard and tried to concentrate on the feel of the soap in her hand. She squished it between her fingers but it wasn't like the flesh of thighs or bottoms at all. The rough texture of the sponge wasn't like a wild patch of Anastasia's thicket of hair. Ella was sure it was scented of her heat and longing. She kept the groan of want down in her chest. She swallowed it down to her stomach and let herself be filled with a new hunger as she slowly wound the soapy sponge back and forth over Druscilla's pert breasts. She watched as her stepsister's nipples bloom under Ella's touch.
The girl turned a beautiful shade of pink from her hairline down into the water. It was beautiful with her red hair. Even from her seat on the floor beside the tub, Ella could feel the heat that emanated from her lower lips as Anastasia found Druscilla's little pearl. Druscilla cried out in pleasure. Her head tilted up, her mouth open as she melted into the sensation of two sets of hands ravishing all of her lovely, secret places. The water sloshed in the tub and kept time as Anastasia's hips pushed into her sister's body. It looked as if she were bucking and riding Druscilla like an animal in the barn. At first Druscilla only whispered something unintelligible, it sounded like yes. She pleaded for her release and the echoes of that need clamored in Ella's aching loins. Ella bit her bottom lip hard to keep her own sounds inside. She was humiliated enough. No one needed to know, especially not her stepsisters. Neither of them needed to know that her male part longed to plunge to their depths and ride them both like a stallion.
Ella almost always had a bloody mark on her bottom lip after bath time. It was something to remind her with a little wince in the morning as she licked her lips, something like a delicious dream with a bad ending.
Druscilla bobbed up out of the water and thrust her hips forward. Her gleaming nether regions were in full view and only inches from Ella's ravenous mouth. Ella could smell her stepsister's drenched cunt. She watched hungrily as Anastasia moved her long fingers down her sister's swollen, needy lips to her entrance. This was a new kind of torture. Ella's eyes couldn't help but take it all in. The water dripped down Druscilla's body as if it were jealous of the fingers. The droplets raced to open up her slippery entry as well. Anastasia fucked her sister with two fingers, deep and slow. The water slapped with each movement and rose higher and higher. It threatened to spill and wet Ella. It would clearly outline her monstrous cock if the girl's spilled water down Ella's dress but at the moment, she didn't care.



Ella brought the sponge down to Druscilla's cunt and watched her sister shudder. The sponge left a trail of bubbles down the center of her chest, over her flat belly, to her step sister's fat, juicy lips. Ella washed her now, back and forth, slowly and deliberately. She watched as Druscilla's body convulsed. She vibrated as she was touched by two of them. The sounds that came from her weren't even human. These sounds were more desperate, something like the whinny of a mare, an animal in heat. An animal with no thought other than to mate and rutt and fuck.
Anastasia's fingers picked up the pace and worked in and out of her sister, faster and faster, fucking her without mercy. Ella's hand on the sponge followed Anastasia's lead and worked back and forth over Druscilla's swollen bud as the scream that had been building and building inside finally came to the forefront. Ella could see it in Druscilla's eyes, the lust and the heat and the culmination of their forbidden caresses. Druscilla clamped both hands over her mouth and fed the desperate scream back inside as her body shook from head to toe.
The water rained down Ella's blouse and puddled in her lap. The beefy dick that throbbed there burrowed into the wet spot and wore her clothes like a second skin.
Ella was frozen in place as she felt Druscilla's orgasm run the length of her body. Frozen with a mixture of fear and want. Parched with desire and frightened to death that she was about to be found out.
She couldn't bear to think of them having that kind of power over her as well.
The three of them heard footsteps in the corridor and simultaneously knew that they were in danger. The girl's eyes darted back and forth over the evidence. Druscilla quickly plopped back down into the water to cover her nakedness. Anastasia pulled her fingers from their wicked exploration and busily washed the evidence from her hands in the soapy water. Ella's cock was so afraid of her stepmother that it deflated, it crouched and hid in the skirt. It drooled and longed for the comfort of a soft hand but it softened a little more and a little more with every click of Margery's heels on the stone.
"Ella," her stepmother called out her name as she pushed open the chamber door, "you mean you haven't finished bathing them yet?" She was tirelessly impatient and Ella never finished anything quickly enough.
Ella stared down at the floor. Her face was warm as her mind ran over all of the intimate details of the reason why the girls weren't clean yet. "No, ma'am," Ella called Lady Hastings her preferred title in the hopes that the bitch wouldn't linger too long. Perhaps she and her stepsisters could get back to their sensual adventures.
Margery huffed, "Little useless princess." She was about to lose her temper, Ella could tell by how quickly she strode across the floor and the slam of her heels. "Get up," she pulled at Ella's arm and tugged her to her feet. "You're needed in the kitchen," she told Ella, practically pushing her toward the door.
"But mother," Anastasia's whiny voice sputtered, "who is going to wash us then?" Ella wondered as well and longed to go back even if her stepsisters were cows and she hated them. It wasn't fair that the two of them would be left here alone to satisfy the other with no prying eyes to roam over every inch.
Their mother curled her lip at her daughter and shook her head, "As if you didn't wash yourself before, you ninny." Margery wasn't much nicer to her own flesh and blood than she was to her stepdaughter and Ella felt the ache inside once again for her own mother, who was the epitome of kindness and light. To Ella, she hissed, "I have something more pressing for you to do."
It must be important as Margery practically ran down the corridor and back down the stairs. Ella could barely keep up with the woman and found that she struggled herself to catch her breath once she arrived back in the kitchen. A man sat at the table who appeared vaguely familiar, a broad, beefy hulk of a man who wore a blood-stained tunic. He had a beard that half covered his large belly and his scent was thick in the air. He smelled of animals, of the stable and something heavy and meaty clung to his clothes. Ella stopped as soon as she saw him. There was something about the glitter in his dark eyes that played in the glow of the fire, something dark and lusty and frightening. Ella felt the hair on the back of her neck stand at attention as she hunkered into the corner shadow and hoped to hide from view.
Margery would have none of that. "Come here, girl," she snapped at Ella and gestured with an impatient hand to indicate where she expected Ella to stand. "You'll have to pardon my stepdaughter," Lady Hastings said with a half bow of her head, "she's slow and stupid but comely enough, don't you think?"
The man touched the back of Ella's hand with a thick finger, as if he were testing meat. "If she will do as she's told, then let's have at her, ma'am." The man muttered and grunted like a beast.
Margery assured him with a nod after she looked over her shoulder at Ella with a thin, evil smile. "She'll do anything she's told, sir." Her stepmother clicked her fingernails on the table, "but anything more than the wench's mouth and you'll have to pay with a coin."
"Fine, take your beef you old bitch," the man shouted at Margery and waved her away with a thick, tree trunk of an arm. That's who he was, the memory came back to Ella suddenly. He was the butcher in the village. She recalled watching the man carve up animals. He would hand over a shank to the cook when Ella would accompany the old lady on her errands.
Lady Hastings approached Ella and spoke just above a whisper in her ear. "Your father ran out of coins in the drawer. In order for us to have meat, you'll have to get on your knees and service him with your mouth."
Ella made a face. She had no idea what her stepmother was referring to but she would do no such thing. She was a duchess. She would never get on her knees for a man, let alone one so coarse and vulgar as the butcher. He reeked of blood and meat and the heat of a stall and the sweat on his body. "No, I will do no such thing," she drew her shoulders back, determined to stand firm.
Margery added, "Shall I tell him what you have between your legs then, little princess? How long do you think it would be before the whole village was at our doorstep?"
Ella felt the sickness pass through her, her heart raced at the thought. She felt the heat of shame on her face and she hadn't even yet been discovered. Damn this bitch, Ella choked down the words that were about to spill like the tears that she wanted to shed. "What do you mean, service him with my mouth?" She felt hysterical and the word mouth was almost a cry.
Her stepmother glanced over at the butcher and made a disgusted face. "Just get on your knees and open your mouth, dear. They're all the same, it won't take long." Ella wondered as she watched the woman walk away with the beef hefted over her shoulder if this hadn't been how Margery had paid for things before finding such a vulnerable patron as Lord Hastings.
Ella's mouth had just been sold to buy food. The reality washed over her as she walked to the table and she could feel her knees tremble with every step. She'd never even been kissed. Would the meat smelling, fat man want to kiss her mouth? Would he want to take her blouse off and touch her bountiful curves? Ella's pole seemed to have perked up its ears, as if it had been listening all along.
Dammit, she thought, how could she be excited at the thought of pleasuring such a disgusting beast of a man?
He smelled of straw and animals and when Ella was within arm's reach, the butcher yanked her by the forearm. "Your stepmother claims that you're a very talented whore," the butcher said with a smile as he watched Ella slowly drop to her knees in front of his chair. "I've been thinking of it since she came up short for the meat," he touched her shoulders almost tenderly. "I remember you when you were a girl," his voice was heated from the memory. It was perverse to hear him talk of her like this, with the thing that throbbed in the front of his britches. It clearly reached for Ella. "Now that you're a woman, that mouth is even more beautiful," he almost moaned and Ella had to admit that she was thrilled to watch his muscular thighs shake in anticipation. "I can't wait any longer," the butcher's eyes were riveted on Ella's mouth as he made quick work of the cord that closed the opening in his clothes.
He wanted her.
His musk was strong and she could smell his salt and the heat and Ella sighed when he revealed himself to her with trembling fingers. His cock was thick and short, no match for her own by any means. The bulbous head of his dick was almost purple and the shaft was veiny and pulsed. It watched Ella. It ached for Ella. It dripped the same clear liquid that Ella's dick dripped when it beckoned to her in the morning. She scooted forward and placed her small hands on his inner thighs and bowed her head and inhaled him deeply. The butcher moaned as her breath caressed his shaft and pink balls and his wrinkly sack that had drawn up tight to his body. The man was already almost ready to climax for her. Lady Hastings was right, Ella knew from comparing this to her own orgasm that it wouldn't take much.
She looked up and saw the need on his face. Ella looked the man in the eye as she licked the silky, clear liquid up. She lapped it up and tasted his hot saltiness. She felt his hot ooze linger at the center of her throat. Ella's own dick begged to come out. Her manhood wanted to be revealed, to relish in the sensation of her hand right in front of him. Even better yet, Ella's cheeks burned as she thought of it, in his hand. She wondered what it would feel like with his huge hands wrapped tightly around her throbbing pole. She longed to watch him, wrestle it, jerk it and bring her to the brink with his strong fingers. The thought of being manhandled like that was at the forefront of her mind and her desire for the man wet her mouth.
Ella drooled for the butcher's flailing dick as she opened her mouth wide and sucked him entirely inside her sweltering mouth. Her nose was buried in the thicket of his hair and she drank down his manly sweat smell along with the briny taste of his manhood. The butcher's thighs trembled and he began to bleat as he pushed and pulled and dripped inside her. "Yes," he hissed as he fed her the full length of his cock. "Yes," he sounded as if he were begging. Ella wanted to assure him with her lips and tongue that she was ravenous and she had no intention of letting go.
Ella closed her lips even tighter around the base of his dick. She slowly brought her mouth up the full length of him, to the purple, slippery tip. Her tongue lavished his slit and teased the juices from it. Ella was delighted to taste an absolute river of his want flow freely from him. Her mouth traveled back down to the base of his cock. She took in every aching inch of him. The tip of her tongue followed the line of his thick vein. She could feel his pulse there and for a moment, Ella wondered if his heart wasn't about to explode in his chest to the pleasure and wonderment of her lips.
His scream reverberated through the kitchen and with it came a jet of thick, creamy cum. The butcher's fingers curled around the arms of the chair as if he needed to balance himself. The rush was too powerful and threatened to unseat him. There was another pulse and another hot, sticky mouthful of his pleasure. He continued, another pant, another moan and with it, another needy twitch of Ella's dripping dick.
Her face grew warm as she drank and swallowed and drank some more. She chugged it down. Ella greedily sucked his release from him as if it were her sustenance and she could only think that a whore would do such a thing. Ella reveled in the sounds of his pleasure, each moan seemed to come from her as well. She had drained the last few droplets and his softened cock just rolled and dripped on her tongue. It was spent and happy as her own dick longed to be. The butcher whispered "Yes" one more time in a far away voice. Ella was sure that the sisters and her stepmother had heard all of the ruckus before and knew that the man was taking his pleasure from their dirty whore of a maid.
She really was Cinder Ella.
The butcher pushed her off his cock and pulled back. "Enough girl. My god, your stepmother was right. You are exceptional at that." He heaved and sounded very weak, as if just the effort to pull his britches back into place might be more than enough to undo him. "Tell her that I'll have the boy bring round a chicken to roast as well," he winked and the fat rolls under his eyes squeezed them almost shut, "for a job well done."
Ella moved back and watched. She was still on her knees but gave the man space to pull his trousers up and lace them. Once he was gone and she was alone in the kitchen, she licked her lips and realized that the rumble in her stomach had been sated with the man's orgasm. Ella pressed her left hand to her face and smelled the traces of his scent left behind as she groped herself through her skirt with her right. She could feel that her skirt was soaked through. Between the bath and the cock that she'd just had in her throat, she had covered herself in her essence.
Ella wanted more.
She didn't have words for what she wanted but she had pictures of it and the sight of men and hands and breasts and pink, open lips and thighs was overwhelming.
She gripped the head of her dick through the skirt. It was immediate and there wasn't even time to pull up her clothes and to get at herself. Her back arched with a pulse that came from deep in her belly, the same place where her aching balls seemed to have drawn up into. Without even touching herself, still on her knees in her whoring position, the dirty, little duchess came in thunderous waves that wracked her body from head to toe. Ella tried to hold back the scream of her release with her left hand, but nothing could stop it. The echo of her climax seemed to ring like another bell throughout the house.
With a gasp and a moan, Ella fell to the stone floor and panted, desperately trying to catch her breath. The footsteps approached. Her stepmother's heels clicked across the floor and if Ella weren't so spent, she would have quickly crawled to the corner to stay out of sight. As it was, there was no escaping the woman's wicked eye.
Something clanged on the table and when Ella peeked with one eye, she saw it was a plate. Lady Hastings told her in a triumphant tone, "Now you can eat."
***
The baker's name was Bartholomew and he smelled of yeast and the hearth. His eyes were kind and his belly was large and soft as dough. Since the first time that Lady Hastings had sold Ella's mouth for bread, he had returned almost daily with warm loaves straight from the oven and a small but very hard cock for Ella.
This morning, Bartholomew had a sack under one large arm and a flower in one hand as he waited for her by the back door. Ella couldn't help but smile at him. His eyes always sparkled with excitement and the flower gave him the air of a young man who'd come courting a girl. Ella could pretend that he wasn't a fat man in his prime who had come to use her for a few minutes of gratification. She took his flower graciously as he handed her the rose in full bloom. "Here you are, my sweet," the baker said affectionately as he gave her his present. "Something beautiful for the most beautiful girl in the world," he said tenderly. The man stared at her with heat and longing and Ella already knew that if she let her eyes drop to the center of his britches that she'd see how he ached for her.
She teased him though. Ella teased him every day and always hid away the extra bread that he brought. "Back again, Bartholomew?" Ella asked, all the while she fluttered her long lashes at him. She flipped her honey colored hair over her shoulders like a coquette. "Don't you have a wife at home?" She whispered as she stood on her tiptoes to breathe in his wheat scent.
"Ah, my dear, you're so much more comely than my wife," the baker held her hand to his mouth and tickled her fingers with his beard when he kissed her knuckles. "Besides, that mouth of yours," he only exhaled, as if there was nothing else to say. He had words for it but those were saved for the heat of the moment when he writhed, almost in pain, but really lost in pleasure. The baker would be consumed so completely in her ecstasy. Bartholomew sighed and added, "there are things that you do with that mouth of yours that my wife would never do."
There was the simple truth of it.
It was a fact that Ella had learned over the last two months of trading her mouth for goods and services. The tradesmen were in a hurry to get back to their houses or their shops. They offered little in the way of conversation. Most of them would prefer nothing more than a nod or a grunt of recognition. They wanted to drop their britches and be received in her welcoming embrace. They wanted to thrust a few times back and forth. Then they would shudder and whelp as they unloaded as deeply and completely as they were able. Then they wanted to lace up and scurry away, often without even looking Ella in the eye and hardly ever to even offer a word of gratitude. They were happy to barter for her with Lady Hastings though.
Bartholomew was the only customer who spoke to Ella as if she were anything more than a mouth. Ella set her rose down on the table and waited for him to hand her the sack under his arm. Once he did, she opened it and let the comforting smell of freshly baked, crusty bread waft up. It was a heavenly scent and even though Ella had graduated from pig slop to food once more, she was still almost always on the verge of hunger. Bartholomew always packed away a small enough loaf, really just the size of Ella's hand, that could easily be tucked away in a pocket. She did so again before she set the sack on the table. She asked him, "Are you sitting down or shall it be right up against the wall this morning, sir?"
Ella had become such a whore that it didn't matter which he picked.
The baker blushed a deep red, almost the same color as his little, twitching appendage was sure to be. "Ella, my sweet, will you do the honors?" he asked in a voice that delved down into a baritone and suggested all of the secret longings that the baker's wife had no idea of. Bartholomew backed up against the kitchen wall and stood. His feet were a little further apart than necessary but he knew he needed to make room for Ella to cup his balls.
She crawled to him. She felt the familiar twinge of longing between her thighs as her slender fingers traced his erection through the front of his trousers. He was so hot there under the fabric. He was hot and his erection strained to get at her. His cock was full for her, anticipating her liquid caress. Ella's fingers quickly loosened his restraints and the baker's britches fell to his ankles. His hairy thighs were muscular from his work and so were his thick arms. His belly was soft and warm and comforting for Ella to press her forehead against while she lazily tugged him inside with just her lips. Today, for the extra bread and the flower and the warmth in his eyes, Ella thought that he deserved her best.
Her small fingers wandered through his bristly hair on his balls. Ella blew on his dark pink mushroom head as he curled his body up and then forced himself up against the wall. He stood with his back straight so that he could look down and watch Ella's head move with his pelvis. She kneaded his sack in her hand and took in the manly scent of his need as it rose from between his thighs.
All this time that she had serviced him and it never dawned on him that she might have a cock as well. Ella occasionally wondered what the men would do if they knew how much larger her cock was? Sometimes the thought made her giggle, sometimes it made her stroke herself that much more furiously.



That was never to be though, Ella chided herself as she opened her lips for the baker. She licked his shaft and slathered him with her tongue from his wrinkled sack all the way to his dripping head. Bartholomew moaned as he watched her. The muscles in his thighs clenched as he pushed back from the wall to enter her mouth a little deeper. He was small so it was easy to keep him buried inside. Ella sucked and licked and tasted him as the baker moaned and pleaded with her as he did every day. He liked to feel Ella's hands move from between his legs to his cheeks so that she could push him deeper down into her mouth. She supposed that he liked to think that she thirsted for his cock so much that she needed him to bury himself inside.
Her own cock would agree with that.
She licked and lapped and whimpered on his flesh. She swallowed his flavor as it invaded her throat. She gulped down his liquid. The baker was always sweet and tasty and her body responded to his passion with a perpetual drool down her inner thigh as she sucked him off. If only she could confess to him, if only she could show him what the taste of his manhood did to her own. There were many times that she had achieved a desperate orgasm just squeezing her dick between her white, creamy thighs and imagining that it was his hand.
The baker pushed harder. He was up on his toes to fill her as deeply as he could when he barked. His voice was hoarse and shaky as he spurt inside Ella. "Yes, yes, what a sweet, good girl you are," he whispered. His hands in her long, flaxen hair were tender as a lover as he caressed her and fed her his seed.
Once he was finished and softened though, the baker was all business. Bartholomew had his britches back up and in place before. Ella had yet to wipe the rivulet of his briny load from her chin, the bit that had escaped her lips. "My lovely, it's off to town for me," Bartholomew winked at her. He straightened himself so that no one would suspect that he'd just emptied himself in the generous mouth of the town whore.
Ella was still on her knees and thought briefly that there was hardly a reason for her to get to her feet anymore. For a moment, she felt a whisper of sadness. She felt fairly certain that if her mother could see her like this, it would break her heart.
So many things had changed since Lady Celestria had passed but one thing had remained constant; Ella still cared for all of her little pets. She just kept them out of sight. Since there were no other gentlemen callers waiting for her, she ran barefoot up the stairs to her little garret to feed her birds and squirrels and mice. They were her only friends in the world.
*Francis was a family man now and when he heard Ella enter the room, he practically danced in anticipation. "Well, good morning," she greeted him in the singsong voice that now she reserved strictly for her pets. "You must have missed me," she put out her index finger to chuck him under the chin and laughed when he rubbed his muzzle on her. "That's my boy," she called him and watched him scurry, turn, show her his round belly as he chased her hand to rub his back against her skin. "Alright, alright," Ella chuckled, "you've sung for your supper Francis." She reached into her pocket and tore off a bit of bread. She rolled the bit back and forth between her fingers to make crumbs. "Is this enough for you and the missus?" she asked Francis as he scurried back and forth. The breadcrumbs snowed over his little furry head.
There were many other mouths to feed and even with the extra daily bread, Ella was sometimes stretched thin between all of them. She left a trail of crumbs in the windowsill for the birds that trilled and clamored for her attention. "Yes, good morning to you also," she greeted one particularly boisterous bluebird. "My goodness, you're so handsome," she told him with a giggle.
The squirrel mother had just had babies not long ago and Ella gave her a little extra since the father squirrel seemed to have met with an unfortunate accident. "I know, you miss him," Ella told the mother and nodded as the little lady took bread from her hand. "Now go take care of those little ones," she murmured after a quick stroke with the back of her hand.
Time with the animals took her back to the childhood that hadn't been that long ago and had been cut short by tragedy. She had just been a girl, an innocent girl that had been sheltered from the cruel realities of the world. Now she was filthy and half-starved and her hair was a matted mess. Ella couldn't remember when the last time was that she had worn something clean. There wasn't time and there definitely wasn't money. Her mouth seemed to earn plenty of coin to keep her duchess sisters in more finery than they came with. Lady Hastings was suddenly much more grand now that she pimped out her dirty stepdaughter.
"Cinderella!" the voice peeled through the house and Ella winced. They'd made it her name. They'd made it her name and used it so often that even Ella found herself referring to herself by the name.
It was the perfect name for a dirty whore who enjoyed sucking cock. Just saying it sent a shudder of half want and half dread down her spine again. It was time to start another busy day.
***
It was a dreary, damp spring morning when Ella found him, breathless and still. She had tiptoed into his room, something she found herself doing less and less as her whoring duties became more and more time consuming. It was almost as if she were afraid that her father would know. Perhaps he'd even smell it on her, the smell of manly sweat and musk and cum. That would finally be the last thing, the last straw. It would break Lord Hastings' heart to know that his precious girl, the apple of his eye, had been brought so low.
She told herself that he hardly knew if someone was present. He always mistook the stirring of Ella's breath on his face for his dearly departed wife. Regardless, her shame persisted.
This morning though, he didn't stir when Ella eased herself down onto his mattress to greet him. "Good morning, father," she whispered in his ear. She felt the tickle of his white, bushy sideburns brush her lips as she placed a tender kiss on his cheek. He didn't respond, he didn't even murmur about Celestria this time. Ella cuddled him and pressed her cheek to his shoulder. It seemed as if almost no time had passed and the mighty had fallen so low. Her father had always been much larger than life. He was always a broad and beefy man, with shoulders and a chest like an ox. Now he was a sack of bones and his paper like skin was almost translucent. He seemed to be disappearing before her eyes. Ella couldn't help but wonder if it were really heartbreak. Was it all suffering the loss of her mother and the babies? Or had Lady Margery somehow used some kind of witchcraft to further her own wicked end? Ella was afraid she'd never be able to decipher the truth.
"Oh, father," Ella could feel the tears threatening to burst forth as she placed her hand on the center of his chest. "What has she done to you?" she asked wistfully. Ella froze in place as her fingers moved over the place his heart should have been.
Nothing, there was no heartbeat. "Father!" Ella called as she sat up and shook him a little. "Father, wake up!" she shouted in desperation. Ella knew full well that he hadn't stopped breathing because he was just napping, she knew the truth.
Her father was dead. The only person in the world who cared for her anymore was gone and even if he hadn't ever left the bedroom, Ella had liked to know that at least he was close by. She sobbed and tasted her own salty tears as she opened her mouth to let a pitiful, lonely howl out. The pain in her heart was sharp and it felt like something had squeezed out every last droplet of love.
"Whatever is this commotion?" her stepmother snapped at Ella. She must have entered the room in absolute silence, probably hoping to catch Ella and her father in conversation.
Ella held his cold hand. She had woven her tiny fingers through his blue ones and remembered all of the times that Lord Hastings would walk hand in hand with her. Back then, Ella danced and skipped beside him just to keep up with the long strides of his oak tree legs. "Father is dead," Ella told her stepmother in a bitter, sad voice. At least he would be happy to finally join the love of his life but Ella couldn't help but be despondent for herself.
He hadn't meant to abandon her but he'd left her in a den of thieves with only her sexual services to provide for her. She was supposed to be a duchess, she was supposed to be a fine lady. Ella had been raised to be someone's wife, practically a princess. Of course, she reminded herself, fine ladies didn't have huge cocks hidden underneath all of their lacy underthings.
Perhaps fate had chosen her path for her long ago.
Margery approached the bed slowly, almost as if she were afraid to touch him. He had supposedly been her husband and yet, she didn't even have tears in her eyes. "Well, it's one less mouth to feed anyway," in fact, her stepmother's eyes shone with greed. She was probably already calculating what the extra money could be spent on instead. "I suppose he'll have to be buried," the false Lady Hastings pouted. Her stepmother didn't want to have to spend the money on the man that she'd leeched from until, finally empty and spent, he'd just withered away. "There's the burial and the casket and the priest," she shook her head and curled her lip. "And I had so many other things that needed to be attended to today."
Ella was furious. She rose to her feet and walked slowly toward the woman. She was a predatory animal ready to pounce on the old hag and shake the life out of her. "You evil bitch!" she exclaimed, "you never cared for him one bit, did you?"
Margery clicked her tongue as if to scold Ella like she was still a child. "My dear, of course I cared for my husband. I cared for him almost as much as I care for you." She looked Ella up and down with her cold eyes just to prove the point that she cared for both Ella and her father as a means to an end. They were both just something to profit from until she had no further use for them. "I was thinking of you, dear," she hissed, "this will mean so much extra work for you over the coming days."
Ella was suddenly glad that her father wasn't alive to see what had been made of her.
***
Ella remembered Friar Charles from when she was a child and he still filled her with a vague sense of dread. There was something dark and disturbing about the man. He was bald under his hood and he had piercing, almost black eyes that seemed to be searching always to discern a liar. At the moment, she was much closer to him than she ever had been as a little girl and it was worse. The firelight reflected in his eyes and gave him a devilish appearance. The shadows and light on his face made him quite monstrous and the smell of his flesh that rose up from his brown robe was obnoxious. He smelled of piss and sweat and the barn and ale and the combination was vile. She just wanted him gone but the Friar wanted to discuss the mass for Lord Hastings that was to be held tomorrow.
"It's common talk in the village, my dear, that your father, God rest his soul," the Friar crossed himself and nodded, "was possessed by evil spirits."
Ella made a face. Of course, the townsfolk would say something that ridiculous. "Not at all, Father," Ella replied. She kept her hands folded graciously and kept her eyes on the table. Dirty or not, whore or not, she had been raised to respect the priest even if he repulsed her. "My father was grief-stricken after my mother passed. Losing her as well as their twins caused him to break with reality and eventually take to his bed."
The priest searched her in an intrusive way that chilled her to the bone. Ella could feel his eyes upon her and when she mistakenly looked up, she saw his lecherous gaze and she knew. Ella had learned something of men during the last few months, she knew what that look meant. Of all the repulsive men she had plied with her services, Friar Charles was by far the most grotesque. "That is a much nicer tale to tell, miss," if he remembered that she was the daughter with the title, he refused to use it. "But I don't think it's altogether true." He gave her a thin smile and reached across the table to capture her hand and pin it between both of his. "I would say based on what the good Lady Hastings tells me, that you, my child, are a liar."
"I am not," Ella's voice rose in defense of herself. She stuck her chin out defiantly and looked him dead in the eye despite his lewd gaze.
"Spoken like a liar," Friar Charles said with a wicked laugh. He was strong. Stronger than Ella would have guessed and although she struggled mightily to pull her hand from his grasp, he easily kept her pinned to the table. "And a whore," he whispered and licked his lips.
Ella felt the hair on her arms rise as if she were a hunted animal and trying to make herself bigger to scare off a predator. This wasn't her typical customer, this was something far worse. "I'm not a whore," she hissed and narrowed her eyes. She waited. She would be still for now and wait for him to relax his grip. She already knew that then she'd pull her hand free and grab the mallet on the table. She would bash him in the face with it. She didn't care if they said mass for her father or not. She wanted him out of her house right this instant.
Father Charles seemed to be able to read her mind and the man rose from his seat and easily pulled Ella to her feet with his wiry grip. "That's not what I was told, my pet," he smiled as if he relished the tension, as if he were pleased with frightening her. "That's not what I've been expecting," he insisted. His hot breath was on Ella's neck as he pressed her small hand into the center of his robe.
He had a large, anxious cock waiting for her. His swollen member felt like it was even larger than hers and he growled as he forced her to fondle him. "Stop," Ella tried to scream the word but her voice was suddenly hoarse and no sound came out..
Her hand didn't want to touch him. Her fingers didn't want to be forced to feel the heat that radiated from between his legs. Ella turned her head to convince herself that she didn't even want to look but if Friar Charles were to reach for her, he'd find that at least one part of her body contradicted everything.
The priest chuckled as he used her hand to stroke himself, as if Ella's palm were his to control. "Yes," he hissed, his wicked eyes gleamed with his perverse pleasure as he forced Ella to touch him. "Tell me that's the first cock you've touched," his laugh sent a chill down her spine. "Tell me that you're a virgin."
Ella couldn't catch her breath as the priest pushed her up against the wall. Her feet, normally nimble and quick, were slow and stupid and her knees knocked. There was no escape from his grasp. If he pushed up against her, if his body touched hers, if he could feel what was happening under her skirt, there was no hiding her secret anymore. "Let me go," Ella's voice trembled. She tried to hold her head up high. She tried to thrust her shoulders back like the lady of the house would have done but she shook too much. "Let me go!" she tried to snarl at him but it came out as more of a wail.
"No, you're mine, whore," Friar Charles said as he pinned her wrists to the wall. He rutted and thrusted against her hip. Ella bit her bottom lip so hard that she was sure to draw blood there but there was nothing else to do when she saw the evil light that danced in his eyes. He had felt her cock pulse, pressed against his through their clothing. "What sorcery is this?" The priest gasped as he released her wrists. He held her by the throat instead with his left hand as his right began to pull up her skirts. "Devil child!" the priest called her and although the words were meant to damn her, the desire in his eyes hadn't been quenched. Far from it, he was practically salivating for her thick member. "Show me!" he commanded with his hand at her throat. The priest appeared to be amused as he watched Ella squirm, determined to get away.
He was too damn strong and now that he was in heat, there was no escape from the fingers around her throat. Ella gulped hard. It was difficult to breathe and she was on the verge of tears. Trapped like a rat and the cat had waited a long time to devour the tasty morsel. Ella felt her body surrender. She looked away, the tears welled up in her eyes as she held up her skirts and exposed her cock to Friar Charles.
He trapped her shaft in his hand and inspected. "This is why I know you were lying, foul demon. Your father was possessed, clearly he and your filthy mother had a spawn of Satan. Why else would you bear his mark?" the Friar asked as he tugged on her cock.
Ella moaned. She hated that his hand on her, hard like that, gripping her tightly like that, sent a shiver of delight down her body. "Please stop that," she begged him as his hand continued stroking her up and down. It was exactly the way she wanted him to with all of her wicked heart. "Don't do that," Ella said the words but her hips moved into him involuntarily, as if her own body were intent on betraying her with the worst possible candidate.
He cackled, "As if you didn't crave more sin, you succubus." The priest moved his hand from her throat and pushed his index finger into her mouth like a cock. The man whispered, "is this what you're used to? The men that come to see you, they just fuck your pretty, young mouth, isn't that right?" His breath was hot and the finger filled her and then retreated. He filled her deeper once more as his other hand controlled her dick. The man was about to bring her to the brink of a shameful climax that Ella hated to have and yet needed desperately. "They think you're a girl, is that it?"
Ella sucked his finger, she sucked the taste off his skin and nodded yes. They did think she was a girl. They relished her long hair and her heaving bosom and the curvy behind that they caught a glimpse of from the shape in her skirt. They never knew that the best mouth that they had ever felt on them was unlike any other woman they had ever known. One tear ran down her cheek as she admitted it.
The priest had continued to stroke her deftly and with great skill until the desire was built up, almost to the point of no return. His hand made her drip her clear liquid desire. It was terrible to watch and to feel the steady, sticky stream that she was powerless to stop. "Lucky for me that I have no such illusions," he hissed in her ear and led her forcefully by the dick to the kitchen table. Friar Charles turned Ella around viciously, her bottom upturned to his throbbing pole. He kicked her tiny feet apart so that she had to bend to the table for balance.
Friar Charles pulled up his own robe and she felt his sticky, sweaty body touch hers. Ella screamed as soon as she felt the head of his dick push near her tiny, rear entry. "No, please," she bucked, desperate now to escape even if the feel of his hand on her cock was exquisite. "Please don't, don't do that," she moaned and clenched her cheeks together in an attempt to keep him out. Yet, all the while, her pink balls had drawn up close to her body as her shaft bobbed and pulsed in his hand. She ached for more.
Ella heard the priest spit and she cringed as his saliva dribbled and became a warm pool on her puckered sphincter. "That's it, my dear," he whispered as his saliva entered her body and snaked its way inside. "Pretend that it's rape while you're ready to burst in my hand, little whore." As he said the word whore, he thrust inside.
It burned.
He pushed Ella's face down to the table as he pinned her by the back of her neck. Ella wondered if he weren't about to tear her in two parts as he worked his way inside. The pain shot down her legs. She felt them shake and knock against the table legs as he began to move inside her. That wasn't all though. The Friar had something much, much worse in store for her.



"Touch yourself," he commanded as he thrust and she whelped like a wounded puppy. With one hand on her neck, the priest held her down. His other hand was on her hip to help guide him all the way to her center. Ella's dick bobbed and dribbled and seemed to be crying for him to finish. "Touch yourself while I fuck the devil out of you, demon," his voice was hoarse and full of his hateful need.
"No!" Ella cried in defiance. She would not pleasure herself, not like this. She wouldn't cum for him, like this. Losing her virginity like this, with this evil bastard inside of her was enough. "No, I will not!" she fought him with clenched teeth but still couldn't get away.
"Do it, devil bitch or I'll drag you to the town square and let the peasants have their way with you!" He muttered, his slimy sweat dripping from his face to her neck.
"Oh God," she wailed. His cock seemed to burrow into her soul and Ella ached to her depths. Her right hand lingered there on her prone flesh. Her staff was still fully hard and oh so ready to burst. "God, please don't make me!" she begged pitifully.
Friar Charles had picked up the pace. He fully fucked her with every inch of his manhood. His thighs slammed her legs into the table as he rutted. He forced his way in deeper and deeper, faster and faster. The man was more a beast than a man, like a stallion gone wild in the stable. "God has nothing to do with this, whore," he called out. His breath came faster and faster as he impaled her on the full length of his cock.
Ella met his pace, stroke for stroke. There was the white, hot pain that seared inside. Yet with every thrust the pain was with a luscious wave of desire that coursed through her hips. Her body was at once hot and cold and heavy and full. When the head of the priest's cock touched a nerve inside, the pain melted into an entirely new sensation. It sent a bolt of sheer exhilaration from her newly stretched asshole all the way down to her little toes. Once again, the head of his cock hit the nerve and Ella clamped her lips shut to keep the noise deep down inside. She wouldn't give him the satisfaction of knowing that she was on the brink.
Ella didn't want him to know that she loved the feel of his bristly, thick manhood plunged down inside of her. Her legs trembled as she rose up on her tiptoes and stroked herself faster and faster. Lost in ecstasy and shame, she whispered unintelligible words under her breath as her dick did a little dance for the two of them. It spit and drizzled in her hand. Her orgasm was just there, just seconds away.
Father Charles' body stiffened behind her and she could hear the silent roar as his pulse became hers. Their bodies became one as she fought to be free and yet sank to surrender. He unleashed his unholy pleasure deep into her bowels. "Take that, devil child," he cried out as he thrust every last spurt inside and stuffed her full of his thick, slimy load.
"No! Oh no!" Ella screamed as it began. She wished that she could stop it. She wished that she could have held back and yet there was nothing to do but explode. She shuddered and rode the spasm of heat and longing that had taken over her body. The man had possessed her, opened her and decimated her. It was the largest orgasm Ella had ever seen and she moaned as she watched the milk pour from her cock. It covered the kitchen table. Her pleasure, her body had come undone and Ella knew that she was truly a whore now.
Once Father Charles had finished coming inside her, he pushed Ella off and she fell to the floor. There was no more life left in her arms or legs to steady herself on her feet. She curled up into a ball and closed her eyes. Ella wished that he would disappear, wished that none of it were real, wished that she were still a little girl and never knew the ways of men. The priest squatted down next to her and informed her that this wasn't the end of it. "Next time your little asshole will be more forgiving," he told her with a sneer. "Perhaps I'll sample your mouth as well. It's the talk of the town," Friar Charles laughed to himself as he straightened. "I'll say mass for your father tomorrow girl. Be thankful that he's not able to see what you've become."
The priest left her to her tears and her humiliation. The hot, sticky reminder of where he'd been dripped from her throbbing entry. At that moment, Ella nodded her head and agreed with the old bastard on one thing only. She was grateful that her father couldn't see what had happened to her.
***
The sun already hung low in the west by the time that Ella arrived at the cemetery. She followed the path that was familiar although she had only walked it once before. She had only come to the cemetery to bid her mother farewell after her mass and that had been with her father by her side. Ella recalled that he had been heavy on her arm. She remembered Lord Hastings had held her hand and clung to her as if he needed his daughter to steady him on his feet. It felt strange to be here without him.
At the headstone with the Hastings name on it, Celestria's date of birth and death were already carved there and the babies that had died with her were only mentioned with dates. The wooden stake in the earth indicated the place that her father had been laid to rest and Ella had brought some wild flowers that she'd picked from what used to be their garden.
She sank to her knees and felt the dewy grass kiss her skirt. It hadn't been that long ago when she was just a girl. Her life had always been good and simple. Hastings Manor was a happy home, filled with laughter and dancing. Her parents had been madly in love, of that she had always been certain. Her father had always had a look in his eye for Celestria. There had been passion to be sure but there was always something more there. It had been absolute adoration and his bride had returned it with a glow about her whenever she had been in her lord's presence. Ella could clearly recall her mother's words that a young man would see her and fall madly in love with her, even with the secret that she carried. Her sweet father had echoed Celestria's sentiments but so far, Ella shook her head to herself, she had seen very little kindness from men.
Ella was almost certain that she could feel her parent's presence here. The evening air was cool and crisp but that wasn't why the hair stood up on her arms. It was the quiet knowledge that washed over her that yes, indeed, she was not alone in this place. Yet, she had no words. Ella had never been taught to pray. Church was something to attend for weddings and funerals. After her experience with the priest the day before, prayers would seem hollow and almost blasphemous.
"I miss you," Ella whispered into the wind and felt that her cheeks were wet, one tear on each. When she closed her eyes, she could feel her parents holding her tight in their embrace.
There was more to this visit than just bittersweet memories though, it was time to say goodbye. "I'm running away," Ella whispered. It was too much of a secret to say out loud, even here, away from prying eyes and ears. She had decided it at some point in the night when the aches from all of her many pains had kept her awake. This wasn't the life that her parents had intended for her and if neither of them were here anymore, then was this even home?
Margery could have Hastings Manor. Good luck to the old bitch trying to keep it intact once she had no one else left to pimp. Even if she hadn't learned any prayers, Ella still believed in something. Perhaps it was just magic, perhaps it was just her imagination, but she believed that Thomas and Celestria looked down on her. They would guide and protect her in their own way. "Please watch over me once I leave," she whispered her simple request. Ella had already started to charge some of her customers money. As of this afternoon, she already had three coins pressed into an old leather satchel that she had buried under the potatoes.
Ella closed her eyes and clasped her hands reverently. She thought of her mother's laugh and her father twirling her. She could almost smell her mother in the night air, her soap scent and the warmth that radiated from her flaxen hair. She could almost feel her father's girth. She could almost feel the safety of his solid arms around her as she imagined him picking her up and kissing both of her cheeks.
If only she could have turned at that moment but magic has a way of hovering there, just out of the corner of your eye. It often goes about unseen and merely feels like a shadow or a yearning. The figure seemed to be made of fireflies or star dust, a thousand or maybe a million twinkling lights that floated in the night. The figure stretched or perhaps just shifted and a million more lights were unfurled on its wings. If the priest had seen it, he would be sure to claim it was an angel. A spirit came down to oversee a special girl who had been left all alone in the world. It remains to be seen if a man of the cloth could even understand such things.
***
The sack had some weight to it. It jingled loud enough that Ella had to make certain that neither her stepmother or her daughters were around when she slipped money inside. They had an uncanny ability to discern coins and Ella felt justified in her paranoia. The thieving bitches would happily steal the last crust of bread let alone a small sack of gold.
Ella didn't see her customers at Hastings Manor anymore. She lied to her stepmother and appealed to her vanity. Ella said that with Lady Margery's new social standing, she wouldn't want anyone to suspect that there was anything tawdry happening at the manor. Her fancy friends would find it quite offensive if they knew that Ella was running a veritable brothel from the kitchen.
Lady Hastings was too lazy, fattened and spoiled now on Ella's earnings, to care either way. Ella no longer traded herself for a paltry loaf of bread or a lamb shank either. She charged more than the brothel girls. She then took the coins and purchased her own goods and services. Ella had even learned to haggle with the tradesmen and some would say that she had become a keen businesswoman.
Almost every morning began with a quick visit to the baker and today was no exception. Bartholomew was still and always a gentleman and had never balked at the price increase and gave her extra pennies as he could. "If I were a rich man, my dear, I'd shower you with gold," he whispered to her with longing in his eyes and a bulge in the center of his britches. "If only I had fewer mouths to feed," Bartholomew would look at her wistfully, "I'd run away with you, sweet girl."
The man still had no idea of the huge cock that lay in wait under Ella's skirts. He'd never made a grab for her or tried to see under her clothes. The baker had never even tried to touch her décolletage. Bartholomew had always been the perfect gentleman. Ella always smirked after she wiped her mouth and readied herself to leave. "You would do no such thing," but she would smile and touch his hand tenderly as she took the money and the bread that she kept for Francis and her other pets. "See you tomorrow," Ella would wave and sometimes even blow the man a kiss with her breath smelling of his cock and balls.
After two more brief appointments, Ella made her way to the inn close to the town square where the artist had a room. More than a painter, he was really just a con artist who had some artistic skill. When he'd come to panhandle at Hastings Manor, he'd introduced himself as Claude something or other, of some royal descent. He spoke with a foreign accent and told the sad story of how he had been brought low by hard times that had befallen his family. Ella had shooed him off after a drink from the well bucket but Margery's interest was piqued. After all, she was Dowager Hastings now and even if her money came from her stepdaughter's gifted tongue, her title came from her late husband who had been a great man. Great women required their portraits to be painted and hung in great rooms. Ella could only imagine what dreadful choices the woman would make given more coins.
Ella had run after Claude and tugged at his dirty sleeve. "Can you really paint?" she had asked him quietly so that Margery stayed out of her conversation.
He had blushed. Claude was a very young man, maybe only Ella's age. His blonde hair and blue eyes were a very attractive combination and if Ella weren't too busy being a whore now and she was just a girl, she might even care. He began to answer in the accented voice, "Yes, but of course." Perhaps it was just the exasperated look on Ella's face but he had dropped the façade altogether and whispered, "I can paint a little. If you were the subject, I'm sure I'd be inspired." He had kept trying to look Ella in the eye and their gaze would meet and he'd look away, embarrassed for her to see his longing.
"Then let's cut to the chase," Ella had put her hand up as if to stop his romantic notions right there. "My stepmother and her two pig daughters would like to think of themselves as fine ladies. They want to sit for their portraits to be painted. You must make them look better than they actually do," Ella had put her hands up, the man should know what he was getting into. "I can't pay you with gold," she wouldn't waste her precious getaway money on the daydreams of such ninnies. "But I can pay you in another way in which I'm sure you'll feel richly compensated." It had become almost her rote proposal, an offer that Ella had memorized and said almost word for word as she propositioned the people that she needed. So far, she'd never been turned down not once.
Claude had happily taken her up on her offer and Ella had come by his garret at the inn once every other day to see his progress with the paintings. Then she gave him a payment that left him spent and glowing.
She must be his only visitor because this morning, as almost all of her other visits, after a brief, quiet knock, the blonde boy opened the door and greeted her with open arms. He was naked, as always, clean smelling. Ella thought that he must always wash himself at the basin just for her. He was beautifully hard as well. His cock waved back up at her, it beckoned for Ella to bend down and give him some affection. "Good morning, my love," he greeted her in a seductive tone, as if she weren't the town whore and a guaranteed transaction. "Are you excited about the ball?" he asked as he took her by the hand. He slipped his other hand around her little waist and began a waltz with no music across the dirty floor of his attic room.
Ella hardly remembered how to move her feet and it took a few twirls before dancing felt familiar once again. "What ball?" she asked as she curtsied low. She'd almost lost all of her old manners. She would have to remember them once more in her new life somewhere far away where no one knew her as a prostitute.
Claude led her to his mattress, his soft fingers entwined with hers. It was easy to tell that he had led a life of ease. His skin was soft and his manner was gentle and affectionate like her mother had always told her a young man should be. "The prince is having a ball and inviting all of the single ladies in the land," Claude sounded rather excited. "He's looking for a wife and I think it's the perfect opportunity for me to find a rich, old widow who might take me in." Claude was always looking for the next great opportunity that might pay him more. "It's to be held at the palace on the evening of summer solstice," he was smiling, the conniving gleam in his eye already made Ella giggle. "The perfect evening for an older woman to fall madly in love with me and determine to keep me in the custom to which I would like to become accustomed." They both fell into a tumble on his straw mattress and laughed.
"Oh really?" Ella pretended to be offended. "And what would happen to me then?"
Claude lay on one elbow and looked her up and down, "My dear, you will forget all about me because once the Prince sees such rare beauty, he will lay claim to you fully and at once." Ella guessed that Claude must have had some schooling in his flimflam life in order to speak the way he did.
Ella shook her head no, "How on earth could I ever find time for a prince when I have all of you to take care of?" She laughed it off as her dainty hand reached for the dark pink flesh that tapped her thigh through her skirt. His dick made a little damp place where his excitement couldn't be contained. "Hmm?" she purred as her fingers explored Claude's cock. She dipped along his slit and let his salty fluid cover her fingertips. Her finger wandered a slow meander down the vein that strained at the front of his shaft. It caressed his small, tight ball sack. She outlined each testicle in a circular motion as her breath poured down his neck and made him whimper.
Ella's fingers weren't done and after she massaged his sack slowly, her dainty digits delved between his legs. They strolled along his perineum to his rear entry. Claude gasped and clutched at the mattress below. He had been the first customer to request her ministrations to his back door and it had opened up a whole new world for Ella. She was still surprised to discover that almost every single one of her customers was hungry to be penetrated. Once they were taken that way, they were ravenously hungry beasts for it. As her index finger paused and slowly traced a circle on his puckered skin, Claude begged in a hoarse voice that shook with his need, "Please, yes, give it to me."
Ella was hard in the front of her dress as her slick finger pushed inside his bud and opened him up with one deep thrust. Claude heaved and his cheeks shivered with his delight. "Yes, please darling," he begged in the whisper that spoke of dirty dreams and dark couplings. Ella reached for the tip of his thudding, dark pink dick and teased his slit with the tip of her tongue. Her tongue danced and delved along the underneath side of the ridge around the bottom of his head. The sounds and squeals and deep-throated barks that came from Claude were ecstasy that had no words. He fucked himself on first one of her small fingers and then two and finally, this morning, ever so grateful for three.
She could fit all of his cock in her mouth easily. With her lips around the base of his shaft, she held his manhood tightly with her slick mouth. Ella beckoned to him with the fingers. It was as if she were saying, come here little boy, come here and let me be your undoing. Claude prayed to her as if she were a goddess. "Anything, oh god, yes, anything for you, my love," he panted and it was all a lie in a moment of white hot passion but Ella didn't care.
Something she had learned on her knees was that even in the supplicant's position, a woman held all of the power that she would ever need.
She sucked him faster. Ella felt him twitch and pulse inside as her fingers hit that little place in his rectum that made the blood rush and sizzle and every nerve sing. Being even more full than usual had an explosive effect on the con artist and his body jolted and melted under her touch and her tongue. "Please, oh god, what are you doing to me?" Claude gasped and raised his hips up to plunge down even harder on her little fingers.
When he came, it was as if a hot, hidden underground stream. It had suddenly burst forth from the ground and shot up through the earth. The pressure cooked it for far too long. His climax came with howls and breathless cries and unintelligible grunts of words where he promised her all kinds of things if only she would fuck him like this always.
"Always, always, oh god, yes," he repeated it as he pushed his bottom and the last spurt squeezed from his softening dick. Ella swallowed the last drop. She kept her mouth there on the mushroom tip and licked around his slit for just a moment. She closed her mouth as she took in his taste and his scent. Ella thought once more that if there were anyone who might appreciate her tremendous cock, it would be Claude. It ached for attention at the moment, it pulsed and quivered for Claude's soft mouth to kiss her there. As a goddess, she could lie back on his dingy, little bed and demand that he pay tribute and worship.



Still, she couldn't take the chance. Claude was a con and a grifter who, in spite of her fingers inside his ass, would sell her out to the highest bidder or the biggest prize. The memory of Claude along with all of his kind would fade away once she left the town.
Ella looked at the paintings of Margery and her daughters quickly and gave Claude her opinion. "Lady Hastings is fine." He had been far too kind, much better than she deserved. The old bitch even looked to be alive rather than the thin, pale skeleton that she really was. "Anastasia and Druscilla need some work," she shook her head, "Druscilla looks like a horse."
Claude shrugged, "But my love, she really does look like a horse in the face. What am I to do?"
Ella twisted her lips, trying to hold back her laugh, "Make her a pretty horse."
"Wait, I have something for you, my darling," Claude stopped her with his hand on her fingers, the same fingers that had been in his bottom. He turned to a leather bound journal that was propped up near the easel. He opened it, turned two pages and then held a piece of parchment in his hand.
He had drawn Ella. If the boy used this kind of skill with her stepmother and the brats, they would be the most beautiful women in all the land. Claude had used his imagination to fill in the details of her bare shoulders, her round bottom, her creamy, thick thighs and little feet. She was a ravishing beauty, with her flaxen locks wound down her back. There was almost a trellis of blonde hair that hid her sex and the crack of her ass. Ella couldn't help but smirk. If Claude only knew that the woman that he begged for sexual favors from had a cock that was twice as big as his, she wondered if he'd sketch her. "This is very nice, Claude," Ella told him, hand on one hip as she surveyed his work. "What am I to do with it?"
He came close and kissed her forehead softly. "Keep it and know that I think very fondly of you."
Perhaps Ella really was a whore in her heart. If it didn't carry enough value to be tucked away in her leather pouch, it was just nonsense. "Finish the portraits," she said and tucked his folded sketch into her blouse and left his room.
The sun was getting closer to midday and Ella had many more stops to make before she could get back to the manor. In the evenings, she began the chores that she was still expected to do. Summer solstice would be here soon and that meant that she'd been a slave for a whole year. What had been meant to break her had just made her stronger. Ella was used to working from sun up to sun down and usually well after. She was half starved and yet she was faster now than she had been in the beginning. She was like a stone.
Sometimes she thought her heart was too.
Summer solstice was also her birthday as well as the ball that Claude could hardly wait to attend. Ella smiled to herself as she remembered the balls that her parents had thrown at the manor once or twice when she was a girl. They were grand affairs and she could still picture Lady Celestria in all of her finery. The train of her mother's dress had been a trail of blue silk and her mother had been as regal as a queen. It was the life that Ella was supposed to live. By now, if her parents had been alive, she had no doubt that she'd be married and live in her own castle.
It would make a fitting farewell, Ella decided with a nod to herself as she made the corner and turned to enter the butcher's shop. By then, she'd have enough coins in the leather sack to do as she pleased. She would go to the ball as well. She'd celebrate her last birthday in the village in the guise of a lady rather than the whore that she'd become.
Then they could all go to hell.
***
The dressmaker was a tall, thin man with long, dexterous fingers and a nervous way about him. Ella believed that his name was George but he'd never looked her in the eye when he spoke so she couldn't be sure. He mumbled and more often than not had pins in his mouth.
This afternoon, he knelt in the center of the great room and hemmed Anastasia's ball gown. It was black and suited her hair and her coloring. Ella stood in the dark corner and watched as the man's swift fingers touched the fabric. Anastasia's bosom heaved, she had been laced so tightly in her corset. It had been a while since Ella had been called upon to bathe the girls. Perhaps Lady Margery had gotten wind of the Sapphic nature of her daughter's time together and decided that they should bathe themselves alone. Perhaps the two of them just satisfied each other at any other time of day. It wasn't like either of them had work to be done. They had the entire day to caress and fondle and lick and suck each other.
Ella let out a little sigh and was grateful for the dark corner to step further back and adjust her flailing cock as she imagined the two girls naked in the other's caress. Damn, it wasn't as if either of them were even slightly attractive and yet, the effect that they could have on her body was undeniable. Although the men that she serviced were attractive either but reliably and without fail, Ella was hard every single time.
Especially with the priest.
She hated Friar Charles with a passion and clenched her teeth, even her small hands curled into two fists whenever she pictured him. The friar had come up with a myriad of reasons to see her and to rape her in any number of ways. The priest had her mouth as well as her ass. Sometimes he would fuck her ass until he was on the verge of his climax, just to pull out and finish in her mouth. On those occasions, he fed Ella her own taste all the way down into her stomach. He insisted on watching her pleasure herself, as if she couldn't still hate him even in the throes of losing all control. Even if his cock in her ass was ecstasy, Ella wanted to slit his throat.
At least he paid her in coin now. She had decided that the church could afford it and after every visit, as she left the friar's room and walked through the sanctuary, she took a long look at the cross and shook her head.
"You know that there's only two days left until the ball." Her stepmother had crept up from nowhere and startled Ella out of her nightmarish daydreams. "There's still so much to do, so much to pay for." The Dowager meant that Ella should be out servicing clients rather than watching the dressmaker.
Ella had also dreamt of telling the wizened, old cow that her golden goose would be gone after the ball. She was determined not to spoil the surprise but Ella had called her stepmother's bluff. There was no way that Lady Margery would tell a soul what her stepdaughter was. She was far too comfortable from the fruits of her labor. So Ella had stopped tolerating her altogether. "Don't you worry about the time, Margery," Ella told her as she glared at the woman. "I've taken care of my part."
Her stepmother didn't like that she'd lost control of Ella and pouted. "You're getting quite mouthy lately, freak," she threw in the last word under her breath.
Ella smirked, "My mouth pays for your life, Margery. So you can like it or not, I don't care." She enjoyed watching the Dowager's eyes glow with her fury. Her mouth turned into a little "o" as she sucked in air. She wanted to strike Ella, to do something to punish her, but she dared not. Margery knew what Ella said was true. Ella continued, "besides I need to see the dressmaker for my own dress."
Margery exclaimed, "Ha! Look at you, Ella! You're filthy. You're absolutely horrid. How can you go to the ball? I won't let you embarrass me!" she used an imperious tone and looked down her nose at Ella.
As if she were anything more than a beggar before taking the Hastings home and title. "I won't be going with you," Ella scoffed. She actually hadn't thought of how she would get to the castle. There hadn't been time to think that far ahead yet. Perhaps she would hitch her star to Claude's. She was sure that the boy had thought of everything. "Don't worry, I won't say a word to anyone that I know any of you," Ella sneered. She wished that she could tell Margery that she'd never speak of the old bitch to a soul once she'd left town.
"But, but," Margery was troubled. Ella had seen that look many times before, the old lady's eyes darted about like a rat in a trap. She didn't want Ella there. Clearly it wasn't just embarrassment, she didn't want Ella to outshine Anastasia and Druscilla. "But how will you pay for a dress?" her stepmother asked. For a moment, it was almost as if she had forgotten how they paid for everything.
Ella had to laugh. "Once I've finished with him, I'm sure to have the prettiest dress in all the land."
Her stepmother stormed off and Ella smiled slyly in the dark to herself. The dressmaker had finished with his alterations and had begun to unhook Anastasia's corset. He assisted her and peeled the dress down. The pearls and beads that the man had attached along the bustling were shimmering little reminders of Anastasia's breasts in the bath water. Ella once again found herself ogling her sister like a man would, with hungry eyes and a cock that was half risen. She imagined bending Anastasia over in the tub water and fucking her plump bottom from behind. She could hear the slosh of the water as it rose in the tub. It slapped from side to side and spilled onto the floor as Ella took her. She would fuck her sister deeply and slowly until Anastasia cried out for more.
"Pardon me," the dressmaker mumbled as he bent and bowed. His bag was in one hand and his hat in the other. The man was leaving and Ella needed a few minutes of his time.
"Please, George," Ella stopped him with her little fingers on his hand. "Please, can you help me with another dress?"
The man always seemed to be worried. The thought of just one more dress this close to the first ball that the prince had thrown in years made him draw up his pleasant face into a scowl. "There isn't time for another dress," he said quietly, almost apologizing.
Ella was determined to be her most persuasive. She whispered, "But it's already made. It just needs to be fitted." She cocked her head and thrust her cleavage up. She hoped that her luscious curves would help to convince him to help.
His mouth was a straight line, "But I have many other appointments today miss."
She tugged at his sleeve. "Please, I promise, just follow me. It won't take you long at all and I'll pay you with your heart's desire." Ella's voice dipped down low, a husky tone. It was a voice that suggested a naked, blonde girl in his arms, wonton and lusty and his, for a dress.
He exhaled shakily and Ella could feel the heat that rose from his body as he agreed with simply a nod. They walked the winding stone staircase together, two pairs of heels that clicked along until they reached the top. He walked right to the attic room that had become Ella's refuge. "Come in," she beckoned to him with her little hand. She watched as George checked suspiciously over both shoulders, as if her stepmother were sure to pounce on him for the dastardly deed he was about to do. Ella giggled. Her stepmother would sell Ella to the highest bidder and never had a moment's concern for Ella's maidenhood. "Don't worry, no one's coming," she assured the dressmaker.
Once they were both behind the door, Ella opened the lid of the trunk where she had kept her prize from thieving eyes. The fabric was light. It was a gossamer pink with little gold threads that ran throughout. The dress weighed almost nothing and she handed it to George. "It was my mother's." It was old but it was fine and much better quality than the dressmaker had made for the stepsisters or their mother. "I just need it to be fitted," Ella twisted her mouth into a little bow, a plea for help. She was a little more voluptuous than Lady Celestria had been. She was a little fuller in the bust and the hips and just a little taller. Ella knew from glances of herself here and there in the glass that she could have been mistaken for the other quite easily.
She had grown up to be a ravishing beauty after all.
George sat on the straw mattress to take it in and he ran his fingers over the material and smiled. "This is beautiful," he murmured, adding softly as he looked up at her, "and what is my heart's desire?"
Ella reached for his britches and slowly began to massage his cock through his fabric. George was already mostly hard and just the touch of her fingers on his dick like this sent a shudder down his body. The dressmaker lay back on her bed and spread his legs wide for her as he watched. "This is your heart's desire," her nimble fingers opened his closure and her hot breath bathed his pink erection once he was bare for her. "Is it not?" she asked him softly before she darted her tongue out to caress the velvety head of his dick. He was soft over iron. His body was pale and thin and his hip bones were chiseled ivory. His legs were skinny ropes of muscle. George's ribs showed when he pulled up his shirt, so he could watch her drink him down.
"Yes," he admitted with a sigh. His cock was fully risen now. It throbbed as she licked up the sticky brine that he dripped for her on his own stomach. "Oh yes," the dressmaker was already breathless as Ella tasted him. "No one's ever done that to me," he confessed as his hands reached down to caress her blonde hair.
Ella resolved to make it something that he'd never forget. She bowed her head to take the man in his entirety inside her wet mouth. She slurped him up into her slippery embrace. Ella bobbed her head and buried her nose in the wiry bush of hair on his pelvis. She took in his manly scent and listened to his cry. "Yes, please, oh god," he moaned loudly. Suddenly he didn't care if her stepmother were close by to hear him fornicate with her stepdaughter. "Please, please," the dressmaker pleaded for her as his thighs clenched and released. He thrust quickly back and forth into her luscious mouth.
Ella's cock drooled down the front of her frock as she picked up the pace. Her tongue lavished his shaft. Her hot liquid coated him and his vein quivered under her tongue. The peaks and valleys along his length, the ridge under his head, all of it soaked in her mouth and washed with the tip of her salacious, little tongue.
She wondered what it would feel like to have a mouth on her own dick.
A hot, warm mouth that invited her inside and trapped her there between its insistent lips. Just the thought was enough for Ella to groan, the dick in her mouth muffled the sound of her need. Ella wanted to grab herself through her skirt as she sucked him in deeper and faster. A puddle of her saliva pooled in his hair now. She wished that she could stroke herself as she took him in, just a quick few strokes with her soft little hand and she'd melt. Her back would convulse as she released her own pent-up frustrations while gulping down his.
She couldn't take the chance, the dressmaker was on the precipice. Ella could tell by the way his thighs tensed, she could sense him rise up on his toes to feed her his creamy load. He gasped once more and his fingers curled in Ella's long, thick hair. His orgasm came with a spurt and a sound that came from somewhere at his depths. "God, my god, yes, yes," he fed her in dashes and dollops. Ropes and ropes of his essence entered Ella's mouth and she swallowed it down, warm and salty, to her belly.
The dressmaker was empty after a minute or two and his grip in Ella's hair loosened. His hand slipped to the mattress with a contented sigh that Ella felt from his belly, her forehead still touched him there as his cock slid from her mouth.
Ella laid her fingers on his forearm and listened to his steady, rhythmic breath. The man rolled from her little bed and chuckled. The dressmaker looked Ella in the eye for the first time. "Oh my goodness, I owe you so much more than a dress," he laughed.
Ella assured him in a sweet voice, "Just the dress, that will be perfect."
***
It was twilight on Summer Solstice and the sun was splayed on the western horizon. It spilled gold and red and pink across the skyline. Purple finger-like shadows began to reach out. To the east, the stars washed the inky black in a diamond glow. The moon was full and heavy and golden. It laid a radiant blanket down and seemed to rest, heavy in the sky as it watched the revelry below.
Ella had washed thoroughly for the first time in eons. She'd warmed water in the teapot and poured it into a bucket of cold that she'd brought into the kitchen. She had even used some soap that she had found tucked away in a drawer. Ella had acquired a comb from the baker as a gift for one particularly amorous morning. The dress fit now as if it were made for her. The dressmaker had more than been good to his word and he'd even given her a gift of shoes. It had been late in the day when Ella opened the little sack to see what was inside. She had no words for a moment, she opened her mouth and only air came out. Finally, with a heart full of gratitude and a tear that threatened to spill down her cheek, she whispered, "I can't pay you for these right now."
George tucked a piece of her blonde hair behind Ella's ear and winked at her. "I told you that I owed you more than a dress."
Her clean hair was combed and gleamed in the light. Her cheeks were rosy and her blue eyes sparkled. The corset was cinched tightly and made her waist even smaller than usual. Ella saw her reflection in the glass of a cabinet door and had to smile at herself. Perhaps she'd been pretty as a girl. She didn't really remember and she had definitely never felt like the beautiful young woman that her mother had told her she was. This creature in the mirror though, Ella blushed as she stared, this radiant creature was a goddess.
Her cock stirred and rumbled and Ella giggled as she adjusted. Of course, there was that. She might be a goddess with a cock but tonight she was determined to keep him tucked away so that she could truly be a lady. She hadn't bought any of the proper undergarments that went with the dress so the only solution was not to be excited.
It was difficult to walk in the shoes. On top of that, the long dress was somewhat treacherous. Ella had to remind herself to keep her shoulders back and the million of little things that Lady Celestria had reminded her of all along. It seemed to be a lot to remember for the evening but she was finally the lady that her parents had intended her to be and that was well worth it. As Ella took the stairs, she practically floated. She wasn't meant to be a whore. She was meant to dress in beautiful gowns and dance all night under the stars. Ella was meant to live like a princess.
Ella's two stepsisters took notice and appeared to be alarmed. Druscilla was dressed in white and looked comely enough with her ginger-colored curls set in place. Her face was still her face though and nothing could be done to fix that. "Where are you going dressed like that?" Druscilla screeched.
It was a stupid question with an obvious answer and Ella said simply, "The same place you're going." The two girls waited for their borrowed coach to arrive. No one could suck enough cocks to pay for that, so Lady Margery had to call on a friend for a favor. Ella planned to walk in the tight shoes to Claude's room at the Inn and from there, they would ride with a wealthy friend to the castle. Claude had warned her ahead of time that they both might have to use their mouths to pay for the privilege.
Anastasia snarled, "Who did you steal that dress from? It surely isn't yours." Anastasia also had tried her best and the black dress was stunning but there was only so much that could be done with her homely features.
Ella spoke in a low voice and held back the tidal wave of anger that threatened to crest over both of them. Just one more day, one more night really. After these last few moments, when would she see them again? Ella would be gone in the morning before either of these two lazy bitches were even awake. "It was my mother's dress and now it's mine," she replied.



Druscilla snapped, "Well, we can't be seen with you this evening." The girl sounded worried that Ella would try to spend time with them. "It's disgraceful that the servant is even coming to a ball."
Ella didn't have time to mention that she was the rightful heir to Hastings Manor as well as the Duchess title. Anastasia butted in, "Yes, disgraceful. And I don't think you're properly dressed. Let me see," Anastasia tugged at the back of Ella's dress, tugged hard enough to hear a rip. "Oh, goodness, I see a little tear," her stepsister giggled wickedly.
Druscilla's eyes gleamed as she understood her sister's game and she reached for Ella's sleeve and pulled hard at the cuff. The fabric pulled until it burst and there was another little tear. "That dress must be very shoddily made," Druscilla said sweetly, almost as if she cared.
Ella shook with anger. They were determined to ruin her dress. She clenched one hand into a fist, maybe she would just have to leave tonight. Anastasia clutched at the back of her dress and yanked hard, she pulled the bodice from the skirt. "Stop it, you bitches!" Ella screamed but it was too late, her dress was in two halves. She panicked and clutched the front of the fabric to keep her secret from her stepsisters.
Druscilla giggled like an evil troll, "There." She tugged at the back of the bodice and ripped the back. Ella felt the breeze on her bare skin as she tried to hold the top on her body. "Now you look more like Cinder Ella," the stepsisters both cackled as the tears threatened to spill down Ella's cheeks.
Margery entered the room and the glee in her eyes was unmistakable. She told Druscilla and Anastasia, "Girls, the carriage will be here momentarily. Go and check for it." Once her daughters were out of the room, she sneered at Ella with false pity in her voice, "oh, does this mean that you can't go to the ball, little princess?"
Ella stuck her chin out defiantly, "Thanks to your pig daughters."
Margery raised her eyebrows, "Well my dear, speaking of pigs, you look more fit for the feed trough than the ball. It's a pity, you looked so pretty, one might not even remember that you're a whore," her stepmother looked disgusted as she looked Ella up and down and added, "and a freak."
Ella could feel the bodice of her ruined dress as it fell down around her waist. Her heart felt broken and she clutched the center of her chest and hoped to keep her breasts covered. "I'm not a freak," she whispered to herself.
Her stepmother put her hand out, "Oh, I almost forgot," she held something by the tail, "look what the cat dragged in. I think he's one of yours." She dropped Francis on the floor at Ella's feet. His white fur was matted with blood and his ribs showed signs of savagery. "Since you're not coming to the ball tonight, you may want to clean that up."
With nothing close by to support herself with, Ella fell to her knees.
***
The garden had gone wild. What once had been neat rows and precisely placed decorative shrubs and trees had all turned into a jungle. The foliage seemed to have spilled up over the stone walls and benches and even the old fountain was overgrown with vines and flowers. The statue at the center of the water was now just chubby feet. Ella only knew a cherub was underneath it because she remembered him from her childhood. The angel was supposed to keep a watchful eye over the land.
The lush, green grass had burst from the stone circle at the center of the garden. There was an emerald carpet underfoot and the texture was like velvet. Ella knelt in the damp grass and untied the knot that she had put in one of the torn sleeves from her dress. Poor little Francis, it had been a horrifying death and only just moments before she had descended the stairs. He still bled and Ella let her two fingers linger over his heart. He had been loyal and faithful and true. Even when she hadn't eaten herself and had no scraps to give, Francis would burrow next to her in the night just to give her what warmth his tiny body gave off. "My only friend," she whispered as two hot tears slid down her cheeks. They plunked one after the next onto his stiff, furry body. She had known that she would have to say goodbye to all of her other pets in the morning and that was going to be difficult. She had planned to slip Francis into her satchel. He would have wanted to come along on her adventure. Now it would just be Ella and it felt suddenly as if she were the only person in the whole world.
With her eyes closed, she shook with silent sobs as her tears covered Francis. The tears dripped over his fur and mixed with his blood. The liquid became little rivulets of bloody water than ran to the emerald green grass below. Ella couldn't see the lights that swarmed behind her. It seemed as if the stars had dipped down and now gathered closer, ever closer. Perhaps they were fireflies. With one last tear that splashed on Francis' fur and bounced up before falling to the earth below, Ella looked up. She saw the swarm of lights around her and the mouse.
Ella put out her hand to see if one of the fireflies would land on her fingers and she heard the tinkle of laughter. Was she going mad? Was that finally it? Was her broken heart finally causing her to see things? The lights settled, hundreds of them, maybe even thousands. They illuminated her arms and legs and the ground below her and Francis as well as her beloved, little mouse.
From the ground, the shadows and light danced playfully with the light of the moon and the stars overhead. The sun had finally set and yet the garden was bathed in a golden light that sparkled brighter than the morning sun. "What are you?" Ella asked in an incredulous voice to the lights as they flittered around her and her tiny friend.
The lights gathered together in the center just over Francis and from that place, in the center of concentrated light, there came a voice. It was a woman's voice, soft and sweet and reminiscent of Lady Celestria. It said, "Oh goodness, give me just a moment my dear."
The lights all came to the center. They streaked through the night sky like falling stars and the center light became brighter than the midday sun. It pulsed and glowed and shimmered with a life of its own. It moved, in and out and Ella felt her hand reach out to touch it. The light breathed and took form.
The light was a woman.
A naked woman or perhaps it was that her clothing was still the light. She was translucent, entirely see through. Her long hair was see through and sparkled. It hung down her back and wound around her body like one of the wild vines in the garden. "Ella, it's good to finally meet you," the woman extended her small hand and bent forward to touch Ella's chin. When their eyes met, Ella felt a chill run down her spine. She wasn't old, she wasn't young, she had eyes that were translucent as well and they seemed to see right through her. Her fingers felt like ice on Ella's skin and she wondered if the woman were a ghost.
The voice was kind and the apparition shook her head, the tendrils of it's see through hair bouncing with the movement. "No, not a ghost, Ella. I'm your fairy godmother."
Ella gulped hard, "Fairy godmother?" she asked, stunned. She'd never heard of such a thing.
The woman's voice was musical notes plucked on a harp and Ella couldn't help but think of her mother. "Yes my child, I did know your mother. In fact," the woman beckoned to Ella to stand up. She could now look her fairy godmother in the eye. "In fact, you and I were to meet the night that your mother died," her fairy godmother continued. "It was unfortunate that we didn't have an opportunity to speak then."
"What are you doing here?" Ella wondered. Of all the nights that she had cried since Lady Celestria had gone to the other side, why would divine intervention come calling this evening?
Her fairy godmother tucked a piece of Ella's blonde hair behind her ear and kissed her forehead tenderly. Ella felt the frost enter her skin where the kiss touched her. "Because Ella, you summoned us tonight. Unfortunately you didn't know how because Celestria hadn't had a chance to show you."
Ella wondered who was us? She looked around her, behind both shoulders and then whispered just in case the "us" could hear her. "Who is us? Are there more than one of you?"
Her godmother giggled and it was like a song. "Yes, of course, Ella. There are hundreds of fairies here tonight. Every light, look there," she pointed to the underneath side of a leaf. "And there," the stardust trace of her finger's path stopped at a sparkling flower. "We're everywhere and I'm your godmother. I'm the Queen of the Fairies."
Ella could feel them suddenly. The little lights in the garden all paid homage and she too felt the need to courtesy to the beautiful woman. "How did I summon you?" she wanted to know in case she needed to do it again.
Her godmother bent down to pick up Francis. "With blood and tears, my dear. All sacrifices require blood and tears. It looks as if this dear, little creature was the catalyst."
Ella could only nod.
"It's a pity that there isn't more time," the fairy godmother said as she clutched Francis to her bare, shimmering breast with one hand. "There is so much to tell but you humans and your time," the naked woman touched Ella's shoulder with the other hand. "For now, we'll have to keep it simple." She looked off into the night sky and Ella felt that she called to the other fairies who still hid in the garden.
Ella was puzzled, "Keep what simple?" She turned around as the fairies congregated in the air all around her and she could hear the buzz of their wings.
Her godmother seemed to size her up with an index finger. She left behind traces of her fairy dust that hung in the air around her as she studied Ella. "There's just a couple of rules, my dear. Don't worry, it's not difficult and you'll have a marvelous time." The translucent woman smiled and cocked her head, "you look just like your mother, you know that?"
She turned Ella and placed one hand on the back of her head. "A marvelous time?" Ella was lost in the lights and the musical voice and the garden was on fire with the glow of a thousand fairies.
"At the ball," her godmother whispered and before Ella had time to tell the woman that she wasn't able to go because her dress was ruined. It hung from her body and threatened to expose her naked secret. Ella looked down and saw a new dress. The material was white and shone in the fairy glow. It was the color of stardust, almost the same translucent glow of the fairies. When Ella held out her hands before her, she saw the diamonds that covered her fingers. "Take a look, my dear," her fairy godmother pointed to the fountain. As Ella approached, the lights glowed about the cherub statue. The water bubbled and poured, it trickled into the basin. There in the water, Ella could see every inch of her reflection and she gasped and covered her mouth. Her blonde hair was worn in thick plaits and braids and throughout, tiny pearls and diamonds were woven into her hair. The necklace that she wore was more diamonds. It was as if heaven had opened up and poured out its stars. The light on her décolletage was particularly fetching and made the deep valley between her large breasts all that more eye catching. Ella turned and watched the dress float with her every move. She giggled when she pulled up the hem and looked down to see the translucent shoes. "Glass slippers," her fairy godmother seemed pleased with herself and Ella couldn't help but jump up and clap.
"I wish there was still time to go to Claude's," she whispered. Ella hoped that the glass slippers would carry her all the way to the castle because she wasn't going to miss this opportunity a second time.
The fairy laughed like a lark and pointed behind Ella, "Look my dear."
The carriage looked to be made of glass, or diamonds, or perhaps it was just the glow of the fairies. It definitely pulsed with light and magic. The carriage itself was open on both sides and had two small cushions on the interior. It was just enough room for Ella and her dress. The footman was ready for her. He gestured with his right hand as if to say, come, let us take you away. The driver shushed the two white horses who stomped and snorted as if ready to bolt off into the starlit night. Ella turned back to the fairy and exclaimed, "For me?"
"Yes, my dear," her godmother gently guided her in the direction of the carriage. "Now, time is going by so quickly and you don't have all night," she cautioned Ella with a finger. Her clear eyes seemed to arrest all movement, perhaps even breath. "Remember, at midnight, it all returns to the way it was."
Ella nodded, nervous suddenly to think that she'd be going after all. There would be all of those eyes on her, of course they'd be staring at her. She was certain that no one, not even her stepsisters or Lady Margery herself, would know her in all of her splendidness. "I'll remember," she said, more to herself than anything.
"And when you return," her fairy godmother called after her, "little Francis will have just woken up from his nap."
Ella's head spun as the footman hoisted her up inside her carriage. Once she was seated, Ella felt her heart race. The corset seemed to thump with her pulse. She blew a kiss to the fairies, to her godmother and most of all to Francis. "See you soon," she whispered as the horses snorted and pawed the ground, anxious to gallop. Ella sank back into the seat as they rode off in the direction of the prince's castle that overlooked the town.
***
Ella was so nervous that she trembled as the carriage slowed down. The wheels clattered over the stone walkway in front of the open door that led inside the castle. She had never been to the castle, never even as a child when Lord and Lady Hastings had been invited on more than one occasion. She swallowed hard and tried to remember all of the things that her mother had always told her to do if she ever met royalty.
The footman appeared outside the opening with a smile and his large, steady hand. "My lady," he spoke to her just above a whisper in the respectful tone reserved for servants to the gentry. That's right, tonight she was a lady. Ella smiled to herself as she curled her small fingers around his hand and nodded as Lady Celestria might have done some magical night long ago.
She walked slowly toward the cavernous door and saw the lights that shimmered inside. All around her were unescorted young ladies. They were all dressed in their finest attire and none of them were familiar. Two pages stood, one at each side of the entry, and nodded to the young women as they entered. Ella followed suit and stepped onto the carpeted staircase that led into the ballroom.
The music that played there seemed to come from her memory. Ella couldn't recall the name of the tune but it was something that she'd heard a hundred times before. She seemed to float into the large room with her eyes riveted on the couples that danced. The sway of the trains, the tap of shoes across the marble, the gleam of jewels in the light; it was a feast for the eyes. Ella couldn't believe that she was finally a part of it.
She heard the whispers. She blushed all the way up to her forehead as Ella realized that the gossip was about her. "I don't recognize her," a woman's voice said.
"I do, that's Princess Katherine," a man told his companion as Ella walked by.
"Dolt, Princess Katherine is married and pregnant," a third woman dismissed the man's theory.
"She must be Duchess Irene." Someone else had mistaken her for a legendary beauty from a kingdom far away.
Another man muttered, "Well whoever she is, she's the most beautiful girl by far."
Once Ella reached the bottom of the staircase, it was just the music and it seemed to draw her to the orchestra. She wove her way through the dancing couples and stood close to the musicians. Ella let the melody wash over her.
If the man hadn't cleared his throat, Ella would have been far too fascinated by the music to look up. "Good evening," he smiled at her as their eyes met. His dark eyes shone in the light. There was something there in his gaze that seemed to express something that couldn't be spoken of. There were no words for that in a fine ballroom, under the gaze of all of the whisperers.
He didn't need to introduce himself.
Even though Ella had never met him, she'd known of him ever since she was a little girl and had pointed at the castle with a chubby, dimpled finger. Prince Jonathan was the heir to the throne and one day would be the king. The scuttlebutt had been that the king had fallen ill recently and Jonathan had been ruling in all but name for quite some time. This ball was supposed to be the event that would result in a bride and an heir for Jonathan himself. Ella's knees knocked as she lowered herself into a deep curtsy to the Prince. If he only knew that her secret made her unsuitable in every way, she was sure that she'd be sent away from the castle and all of the prying eyes.
"Good evening," she replied and hastily added, "your highness."
Once she raised up to meet his eye again, the heat from his gaze trickled down Ella's body. Prince Jonathan looked at her in a familiar manner. It was the way that the baker ogled her. It was the steamy stare of the butcher just before she opened his britches for him. The heated gaze that Claude gave her, when his eyes pleaded for the merciful, liquid touch of her mouth. "Would you dance with me?" The prince asked her to dance but it sounded like an invitation to his bed.
Ella felt his longing slip under the fabric of her gossamer dress. Her body was awash with goosebumps. "Yes, thank you," was all she said but in her mind, she could almost hear herself say "please". Prince Jonathan led her to the floor and she couldn't help but notice how all of the couples gave them space. His hands were large and his long fingers circled her waist on the right. Everywhere he touched her tingled under her dress. He took her tiny right hand in his and Ella looked at how much larger his hands were than hers and she shivered uncontrollably.
She held her breath as she thought, "I wonder how big he is everywhere else?"
Ella giggled to herself and then froze. She met his amused expression with what she was sure was a panicked look. "What is your name?" The prince looked as if he might join in with her laughter even if he didn't know why although Ella suspected that he may have an inkling.
His shoulders were broad and his chest was solid and Ella imagined what he must look like under his jacket and his shirt as her little fingers rested there, just above his heart. "Ella, your highness," she remembered to address him properly that time. She wondered for a moment what he would do if she just whispered his name. She just wanted to hear it roll off her lips, maybe just before he kissed her.
The prince guided her in a circle and followed the dance steps precisely. He pushed her away and then brought her near once more and one more time, apart and then together. When they were close again, she could feel the heat between them, as if their bare flesh was pressed together. "Ella, my darling, where are you from?" he asked as his eyes delved along every nuance, every inch. He studied her.
The prince pulled her near and Ella could feel the drumroll of his heartbeat under her fingertips. She could hardly be expected to remember the dance, let alone how to speak, when she was so caught up in all of him. There was his dark hair that she wanted to run her fingers through, those eyes, his full mouth that she ached to feel on her bare shoulders as he took her dress down slowly to reveal her nakedness underneath. Where was she from? Ella shook her head a bit to snap herself out of it. "I live in the town," she assured him, quite near, a mere carriage ride away.



The music changed and the tempo slowed down. This gave them the opportunity to stand almost still, almost pressed together. It was excruciating and perfect all at once, to be this close and yet to have this much clothing in between them. "Impossible," he shook his head, his eyes danced with mirth. "I would know you, Ella. A woman as beautiful as you?" he paused and brought her slender fingers to his mouth and kissed her fingers. "We would already be acquainted," he teased her. His teeth came down on her index finger and he nibbled her. It caused a rush of blood down her body and an audible sigh from Ella's lips.
She wanted him to devour her.
Suddenly she remembered the monstrosity between her legs, as if she could forget it. If she allowed herself, if she thought of him, if she looked into his piercing eyes and let the nerves tingle down her soft body. If she imagined his hands on her, there would be no mistaking her secret. She tried to step back, just enough to keep their bodies apart. "No, I do live here," she nodded. Just one look at his mouth and she knew that her plan was doomed to failure. Her appendage had already half risen in response to his lips on her knuckles.
Prince Jonathan insisted that they be as close as was possible with hundreds of people watching them. He took a step and closed the gap between them. His grasp on her waist was stronger, more insistent. "Well, then it's lucky for me that my father insisted that I throw this ball so that I could finally meet the most beautiful woman in the world." There it was, she felt the twinge, it was undeniable. The heat there could only be one thing, the thing that she ached for. The thing that she'd never wanted this badly and damn the dress and the eyes on her, Prince Jonathan was hard for her. It was obvious. He was thick and being this close to him, she could feel the outline of his head, round and full and so very warm, pressed against her belly. The pants must be painful by now and Ella wished that they were alone so that she could free him from his bondage. "Ella, tell me," he bent down so that his warm breath bathed her ear, "do you have a suitor? Are you betrothed to anyone?"
Ella would laugh if she thought about her circumstances and the question. "No, your highness. I am without suitors."
There was a twinkle there in his dark eyes. She could tell that he saw himself ravish her. He wanted his hands in her hair as he sought every soft, naked inch of her exposed shoulders and breasts. He wanted to follow the lines of her blue veins on her cream colored skin. He wanted to know her scent and flavor everywhere. "Then, Ella, my darling, would you accompany me to the garden where we might." Prince Jonathan looked up at the crowd that was almost breathless as they watched the two of them. "Have some privacy," he finished. Ella knew that privacy would involve her seeing the full length and girth of the royal cock.
It was so dangerous for her to agree to do this. Every beat of her heart told her of the folly. How could she hope that he'd never feel the thick thing that fluttered between her legs? Just because her clients were too infatuated with her mouth to care didn't mean that all men were similar. He was the prince, how could she say no? Yet, in spite of her body and mind that demanded that she stop this right now, the dick longed for discovery. It ached for the Prince to reveal her body and take her. She wanted to be bitten and touched and tasted. "Yes," was all she said and as he led her to the door at the back of the room.
Another page opened the door for them and bowed solemnly as Prince Jonathan walked by. Ella looked up at the moon for a moment and hoped that her Fairy Godmother's watchful eye was on her once she and the prince were alone.
***
The garden glowed in the moonlight. Ella wondered for a moment as she saw the leaves awash in the lights from the ballroom as well as the moon and stars, if her fairy godmother might not be hidden amongst the towering vines and leaves. Two guards had followed her and the prince outside and as they made their way through the maze of hedges. She could hear the click of their footsteps not far behind. Once they reached the alcove by a large marble statue, Prince Jonathan put his hand up to the two men and said in a commanding voice, "We're fine, a little privacy please."
Ella giggled, "what if I turned out to be an assassin?"
Jonathan held her hand to his lips. His hot breath on her flesh brought Ella's cock to life. It was fully, completely hard and danced in the front of the dress. "Will you kiss me, Ella, before you kill me?" he asked her in a voice that belonged to secret discoveries on moonlit nights.
Ella's voice trembled when she promised him, "Yes."
"Then death would be a very small price to pay," Jonathan's mouth was so close. Ella's lips were washed with his breath and there was magic in the air between them. The prince placed both hands on her waist and drew Ella to him. This time it was deliberate so that she could feel how his manhood pounded for her. He made no attempt to hide his longing as he bowed his head and pressed a whisper soft kiss on her mouth.
Ella realized at that moment that in spite of it all, in spite of her whoring duties, for all of the things that her mouth had been used for her, never, not once, had it been used for kissing. She couldn't hold back. She whimpered for more when Jonathan kissed her gently and chastely with a closed mouth once more. "Your mouth was made for kissing," he murmured, his cheek pressed against hers. His breath shook as he kissed her once more, this time both his lips were on Ella's upper lip.
She trembled in his arms as the Prince kissed her mouth open. He took her breath and swallowed it down. Her body was a contradiction. Her cock pleading to be revealed, it ached to burrow up against his body. Her heart beat altogether too quickly and yet melted. She was putty in his hands and then yet, underneath it all was her brain. It warned her of something that she needed to remember.
Ella shivered when his tongue met hers. She felt his heart strum even faster and harder there as they met and parried and thrust and delved together and apart. The sexual dance was liquid and warm. Ella wanted to savor the taste of this man down inside her like no other before. When Jonathan released her mouth, Ella found that she gasped for breath and tingled with delight. "Oh yes," she cried as her hands moved up his body. She touched his face and combed her fingers through his thick, dark hair. Every touch was magic and the heat melted them together.
The prince was hard and the look in his eyes was pure heat as he led her to the bench. It was almost completely hidden from view among the arborvitae, which had burst into a feast of pink and dark red blooms. "Come, sit with me," he wasn't asking though, he was pleading. His strong hands pulled and tugged at her. The prince sat on the bench first and placed her almost on his lap. "Be with me Ella," his dark eyes told her what he meant. Ella's nipples became aching points in her bodice as his hands moved to her shoulders. "I want you so very, very much," his voice was a growl. It was a mating call, an instinct that couldn't possibly consider anything so trivial as manners or polite society.
Ella couldn't speak, her mind raced. She wanted him, she wanted him more than she knew how to say but what would happen if he discovered what had sprung to life between her legs? Her mouth couldn't talk but it could kiss him ravenously. Her lips were voracious on his and the tip of her wet tongue traced his full mouth and met his.
He moaned into her flesh and caught her tiny hand in both of his. He pressed her little digits to caress his muscular body. "Ella, do you know what you're doing to me?" he whispered. The look on his face was half torture and half bliss. "You must know." He guided her hands down his taut belly, to his pelvis, and then to the hot place between his legs. She squelched back a squeal when he pressed her hand to his cock. "Oh my darling," he moaned, "you did this to me the moment that I saw you standing on the stairs."
"I, I, um," Ella was a jumbled mess. Should she reach into his britches like the neighborhood whore was known to do? Should she snatch her hand away and play the maiden when every inch of her body was aching to touch him? Part of her wanted to press his hand into her own erection and show him what he'd done to her as well. Part of her just wanted to run away before it threatened to overwhelm her.
She'd been a secret for so long. Look at the disastrous effects upon her life when the secret had gotten out.
Prince Jonathan groaned and rubbed himself into her hand. He was on fire there. His shaft pulsed and tried to reach for her. Ella's dick tried to respond; it wanted to be seen, to be touched, to melt in another hand besides Ella's. Her juices had begun to drip, droplet by droplet, on the inside of her dress. "Tell me, Ella, my love," the prince panted and moved her from her bottom to her back. He crouched over her like a predatory beast about to deliver the bite to the throat. "Tell me I can touch you, please?"
His lips were pressed to Ella's throat and the enchantment took over her body. No, she knew she should stop him and the words were poised, right there, ready to push him away. But then his fingers had found the hooks that opened her bodice and her bare shoulders were revealed. The prince shuddered over her more and more with every new bit of her skin offered up to him. Ella could only purr like a contented cat
She didn't stop him when he kissed the valley between her breasts. Ella only sighed and moved her hips under him when the Prince opened two more buttons and revealed her nipples. "Ella," he whispered her name with such reverence. It was as if he prayed to a goddess before his tongue painted her rosebuds. Long, lascivious laps around her puckered flesh, his hands trembled and his fingers dug into her hips as he began to feast. It was heavenly as the handsome prince suckled. Ella felt his huge, thick cock against her thigh as he consumed her and she wished that she could fall to her knees. For the first time, her mouth truly longed to behold his manhood.
The prince rubbed his face between her bare breasts and as a symphony of sighs began to crescendo, Ella drew his head even closer. When Jonathan's teeth grazed her tender little nipple, she cried "Yes." It was a husky voice that she had only heard when her hand was just about to bring her to the pinnacle of ecstasy. "Yes, oh please," she couldn't stop herself. The woman inside of her raised her hips, as if to beg him to open her up and possess her completely.
The prince was breathless and his hands hurried with her buttons as he moved from the bench. He slid down her body and exposed her to the corset. He made quick work of the laces and Ella imagined that he had lots of practice. Jonathan nibbled on her waist as he began to open her dress from the bottom. It seemed that he wanted to tease himself for just a few more minutes, as if he weren't almost in pain from wanting her.
Ella suddenly froze as the realization washed over her. He was just inches from finding her cock. The prince's hand had reached the button that would reveal that she wasn't quite the girl he might have imagined and he looked up. He appeared to be puzzled.
"No, wait," she swallowed hard. Her throat was suddenly dry and cracked like scorched earth. Ella tried to put up her hand to stop him but the prince foraged with determined fingers to open the rest of her dress and bare her right down to her soul.
The dress fell open and Prince Jonathan sat back on his heels. His mouth was open as he took in the sight of her. He panted as he stared incredulously. "I thought you were the most beautiful girl in the world," his voice shook and Ella wondered if he would lunge at her and grab her by the throat.
She clasped her hands in a prayer, "Please, please don't tell." Ella felt the tear run down her face as she imagined how horrific this could all be as it came crashing down around her. "I'll never say a word and you'll never see me again," she begged for her life, "please."
The prince continued as if she hadn't said a word, "You're not just the most beautiful girl in the world, you're even more perfect than I could have ever imagined." With his fingers on her fleshy thighs he asked, "oh Ella, may I kiss you there, my darling girl?"
Ella was stunned. Her dick seemed to answer for her with a wave to the beautiful man that was on his knees for her. She whispered, "Yes," but couldn't speak once his long fingers began to make trails on her inner thighs. Waves of delight rushed down her body and her legs opened wide for him all on their own.
Prince Jonathan bent his head and smelled her deeply. He took in her cock's powerful musk which was always combined with her flowery, female scent. "Ella," he looked up at her as his right hand cupped her full, pink testicles and his left lingered on her hip. "You're an angel," he decided with a smile before he pressed his lips to the bulging head of her cock.
He gave her the same closed mouth kisses. They were so soft, almost worshipful, with the rumbling ravenous need underneath all the while. Jonathan began with tender little kisses that became a frenzy of want for her. His tongue peeked through and the groan that came from deep down inside him told Ella everything. That groan that could only be satisfied with the oblivion of orgasm. He was desperate to taste her. "Oh my love," he whispered into her flesh, between lingering tastes, "you'll have to forgive me if I," he paused to lap up her precum and shivered. "If I don't do this well," he teased her slit with the tip of his tongue and dipped in and out and gulped her down. "I've never had the privilege." His tongue traced around her head and wet her pink cock. His hot breath made every nerve pulse in delight. "But I'll get so much better if you let me do this every day," the prince promised before he opened his mouth and swallowed her down to the base of her shaft.
It was heaven.
The wet heat of his mouth all the way down to her sack made Ella cry, "Oh my god." His tongue delved down and back up. It traced her vein, the vein that bulged with the hot blood that called for more. Her cock ached for everything. The prince's sweet mouth began to stroke her up and down and yet her own hand had never felt even half so sweet. His tongue, his lips, the manly grunts and groans that came from deep inside his chest made her throb. The reverberation of his pleasure that echoed on the dripping head of her dick made Ella curl her toes in the glass slippers. She had whimpered as she watched him bathe her with his tongue. The need to drive herself home was too great. It couldn't be denied. It was the drumbeat of her heart. Every nerve, every hair on her body stood at attention and the lights around them began to draw near as if heaven had to stand still and notice such passion.
Ella thrust her hips. She fed him the full length of her cock and the prince groaned and opened his mouth wide to accept her. His head bobbed up and down to a faster tempo now. He insistently sucked her down. He pushed her into his throat as his nose rooted against her soft skin. His fingers on her balls traced her little eggs before he squeezed. He tugged her just a bit, just enough to make her open her legs even wider. "Jonathan, my god," she trembled and thrust and then thrust again. She gave him everything so that the prince could only taste her. He could only breathe her. She filled him and she knew that soon, he'd drink every last drop of her girly, creamy cum. She would taste it on his tongue and they'd share the love elixir between them as they kissed and she fondled his beautiful dick through his pants. Tonight he'd have anything he wanted from her.
He sucked her harder. His saliva puddled on her sack and dripped to the dress below. Ella threw her head back in ecstasy as the familiar quiver from inside sent a spasm down her back. She was going to cum, not much further now. "Darling, you're going to make me," Ella began to warn him when the bell tolled.
The church bell rang, one.
What was it that she was supposed to remember? Ella was desperate now as the slurping grew louder. The prince's wet mouth rained over her dick and drank down every inch of her.
Two.
Three.
Ella's thighs clenched and her forearms shook. She was on the precipice of the most intense pleasure that she had ever known, anyone had ever known. It felt like she was going to erupt and it began down in her toes and steadily rushed up her body.
Four.
Five.
It ended at midnight. Oh god, Ella gasped, the orgasm was there on the cusp and yet, the wise fairy had said that nothing is as it appeared once the clock struck twelve.
Six.
The spurt of her creamy cum came from her depths and Ella felt as if it was torn from her. Jonathan gulped and swallowed and perhaps even cried out. His noises of pleasure were all muffled by Ella's pulsing need that came with the pounding of a storm.
Seven.
Another spurt and another and Ella pulled his head down roughly. She couldn't help herself, her fingers were in his hair. Her back arched and she penetrated the prince with another mouthful of her salty, sweet juices.
Eight.
Ella still fed him in trembling pulses. She noticed as she held out her arms in front of her that the dress that her fairy godmother had given her had disappeared. Now the rags of the torn dress dangled from the arms. "Oh no," she gasped. He would see her now, not just the cock. He'd see that she wasn't a fine lady, she wasn't a princess, she was just the scullery maid and a whore.
Nine.
Prince Jonathan contentedly milked every last droplet of cum from Ella. Her balls had drained, her cock was sated but her heart still hadn't slowed down. Now it was from fear.
Ten.
The prince looked up and gave one last lick. He cleaned up her climax and sighed as if he'd just been given everything he could ever imagine asking for.
Eleven.
Ella squealed. Her skirt was the pink gown and it was dirty and ragged. If anyone saw her like this, without her diamonds and pearls and all of her finery, they'd tell the Prince that she was just the village mouth.
"No, no I can't," Ella pushed the prince back. It broke her heart to see the pain and confusion in his eyes. Her dick slipped from his mouth and left a milky trail of her love on his chin.
Twelve.
Ella clutched the bit of bodice and skirt to her body and ran as fast as her bare feet could carry her. Damn, somewhere there were at least two pairs of shoes but all of that was gone. They had disappeared and nothing mattered, not the shoes, not the dress, none of it. She had fallen in love tonight and that was all that ever would matter again.
Still she ran. On the left hand side of the grand garden there was a low gate and she tugged at the latch. "Ella, Ella, wait, come back," his voice cut through the still night air, it called to her heart. Ella yanked at the gate. It opened noisily on rusty hinges and she tore through the opening. She climbed to the road.
"Ella," her prince, her love called to her in the night. As Ella began to walk the long, winding road that led her to Hastings Manor, everything in her heart told her to turn around. To run to him. To give herself to him, body and soul.
The feel of his mouth on her skin, she'd remember that for a lifetime. This new feeling, this feeling in her heart and her head as well as the nervous lurch in her stomach, this was something else. He was perfect and with tears that threatened to fall, Ella told herself, too perfect for her.
When she arrived home, she practically crawled up the stone stairs to her little garret. She fell asleep immediately and began to dream of dancing to a familiar tune with the man she loved.



***
Ella felt the sunshine on her arm and the side of her face. Somewhere deep down, she knew that it was the latest she had ever been asleep, perhaps ever, but definitely since her servitude had commenced. It was warm and she cuddled in the rough blanket and burrowed down in the straw. She didn't want to wake up. Ella didn't ever want to wake up if the only place that she could be with him was in her dreams.
There was a tickle of whiskers on her cheek and a familiar chatter. Ella giggled, "stop Francis. I'm going to get up, I promise."
She froze and then leapt up from the mattress. "Francis!" she cried out in wonderment. It had been real. The fairy in the garden had been real and she'd brought Francis back to life. She picked up her mouse and looked him over carefully for any signs of last night's fatal accident. There were no bite marks, no blood. His fur wasn't even dirty and he seemed to be in excellent spirits. "Oh, Francis," she set him down carefully on her mattress and chided, "this is really all my fault, you know. You've gotten too chubby to outrun the cats." He'd gotten fat enough that Ella wasn't even sure where he would fit when she took him with her on their journey to, well, to wherever they were going.
Was she really leaving though?
Could she bear to go and never see Jonathan again? Just whispering his name to herself made her whole body come alive. Her heart raced wildly as if he might make an appearance at any moment.
If she stayed though, Ella drew her legs up and rested her chin on her knees as she tried to imagine it. He'd seen her for what she was. The prince had seen her secret in its entirety and Jonathan seemed to love her just as she was. His mouth on her flesh last night had been intoxicating. He was tender and oh so passionate. He had drunk her orgasm down like wine. Ella shuddered to imagine what might have happened if she'd stayed after the church bell tolled.
How would she go back though? Now that she had run away, would he even want her back? If Prince Jonathan was supposed to find a wife last night, Ella felt the tears well up as she told herself the cold, harsh truth. She wasn't wife material. She couldn't give him an heir. Besides, all it would take was for him to find out the rest of the truth. The inconvenient truth that he hadn't found hidden away in the folds of her dress. How did the town whore become elevated to be a princess? She wasn't sure that even with the assistance of a whole garden of fairies if that could happen.
"Cinderella!" a voice screeched out her nickname. There went the sick feeling in the pit of her stomach, that same sense of dread that Ella had started to recognize as familiar. It had come back and she shook her head.
"No, Francis, I'm not doing this anymore," she told her furry companion. Even if it meant that she had to run away. Even if her one night of love was destined to be a memory that kept her warm when she was an old maid.
"Cinderella! Get down here," Druscilla screeched at the top of her lungs. Ella could only imagine what a bad humor the bitches would be in all day. Heaven forbid if they had an inkling that Ella was the girl on the prince's arm last night. She furrowed her brow and wondered. They couldn't have recognized her last night, could they? With all of the excitement, Ella had never seen them in the crowd. She'd never sought them out and frankly, hadn't even thought of the cows until just now.
There would truly be hell to pay if her stepmother knew that her daughters were out of the running because of Ella. That would be the one thing that her stepmother would betray her for. It was the one reason good enough to watch Ella in the stocks. Ella decided that she wouldn't be caught unawares, just in case that was what the old hag had planned for her. She rose from the mattress and reached for her clothes, neatly folded in a stack in the corner. The dingy blouse that she couldn't scrub clean enough to be white anymore. The bedraggled skirt with the holes that she'd darned more times than she could. The petticoat that was almost see through from wear. Ella hadn't ever really paid attention to her clothes, she'd been far too busy. After wearing something really fine, really lovely, she felt shamefully shabby now in her servant attire. She sighed and slipped on her old shoes. At least they were comfortable and not like the heels that she had on last night. "Just a little while longer," Ella told herself. She would get through the day and this whole life would be behind her.
As she passed her bed, she heard a little chink and her shoe had touched something solid. That was strange, Ella thought to herself and bent down to check the floor. At the foot of her mattress was one of the glass slippers. It was the left one to be precise and how it gleamed in the sunlight. Ella clutched it to her chest, it was something to remember him by. "Thank you," she whispered, knowing that the fairies always watched. She'd keep it forever. A keepsake from the night that she danced with the most handsome man in the world, the night she fell in love.
With the slipper tucked into one pocket and Francis in another, she had all of the love tokens that this place held for her. With the flask full of water, the leather satchel with her money slipped over her arm and perhaps a couple of loaves of bread that she'd purchase from the baker, Ella would have enough sustenance and coin to start her new life.
She closed her garret door behind her and took one last look and shrugged. It hadn't really been home since the night that Lady Celestria had died. Ella patted the pocket that Francis occupied and said, "Shh, be quiet in there and wait until we are out of the house."
***
It was a beautiful day to walk, Ella decided as she inhaled the fragrant summer breeze. Everything smelled of wildflowers and dewy grass. The breeze was cool enough to keep the heat of the sun mild on her skin. As she passed all of the familiar sights, she silently bid them farewell. The last time she would pass the inn. The last time on this winding road. The last time she would see any of her old clientele, whom she merely greeted with a silent nod if they should pass each other on the street.
When she'd purchased the bread from the baker, he looked sad not to be taking it in trade. "But, you're my favorite girl in the whole wide world," he protested when she'd passed him the coins. "Does this mean that there's a young man in your life?" he wondered and Ella almost laughed out loud. What if she told him yes, there was and he was the Prince of the land?
"All good things must come to an end," she said and gave him a little curtsy on her way out the door.
She was close to the castle when she hesitated and looked back for a moment. Could she even go back now? Now that no other man would do? Now that she ached singularly for one man, for his eyes, those hands. God, his torrid kisses and the desperate lashes of his tongue as he tried to simultaneously taste her and gulp her down inside. She ached for him. Ella looked longingly up at the castle and wondered if Jonathan wasn't thinking of her as well.
To her left, closer to the square, there was a throng of people and a fine carriage with a large, black steed. The horse pawed impatiently at the ground as if to say that he had important things to do and places to go. Ella could overhear snippets of the conversation, a word here and a word there and when she heard Prince, her feet drew her closer without her ever taking a step voluntarily.
The man was in the center of the square and he stood on a little box so that he might better be heard. He cleared his throat and called out, "Good people, good people, please be quiet." A hush went over the crowd as he continued, "as many of you know, Prince Jonathan held a ball last night and at the ball, he met his chosen bride."
There were squeals from several of the young ladies in the crowd. Ella couldn't help but smile at the thought that one of them might just be the lucky girl. After Ella had run away, it would have been easy enough for him to fetch anyone in the crowd. She sighed heavily as she thought that any of them would make a more suitable wife.
"Hush, hush," the town crier gestured with his hands and scowled. He didn't like to be interrupted. "Yes, Prince Jonathan has chosen a wife however, he currently does not know where she resides. All we do know is that she wore this," he held up the shoe. It was the enchanted glass slipper. Its mate was in Ella's pocket. "This tiny, glass slipper fit the prince's bride and so, the King has declared by proclamation that every young lady in the kingdom must try on the shoe until we find the Prince's betrothed."
Part of Ella wanted to gesture, to hold her hand up and show them all, with her head held high, that she was the one, the chosen lady. Part of Ella was so frightened that she was grateful that she hadn't eaten yet. Her legs couldn't carry her at the moment and she sat to rest under the shade of an oak tree and brought out the flask.
She could continue on her way. It was one night after all. She shook her head, not even a night really. It was a few moments, a kiss, followed by a particularly salacious kiss that had made her melt inside out but what did it really mean? The prince might take a new girl to the garden every night.
His eyes though, Ella remembered them. They had burned into her body. They were even hotter than his mouth. There was a longing there that made her heart feel as if it might burst in her chest if she wasn't his. She took a long swig of her water and Ella peeked into the pocket where Francis napped. The mouse wouldn't be disappointed when he woke up and found himself back in the garret with the rest of his friends.
She began to run back to Hastings Manor.
***
The Prince's carriage clattered down the cobblestone pavement shortly after Ella arrived at home. The throng of townspeople had followed along with the carriage. The crowd had wound their way from house to cottage to shop as they looked for the eligible maidens. Along with the curious onlookers, there had gathered quite a few of the distraught, discarded girls whose feet hadn't fit. They were determined to find whoever it was that the prince had chosen. They wanted to see her and hopefully punish her if they could. How dare she.
Ella waited in the courtyard until the footman knocked on their front door. As the man made his introductions, she crept around back to the kitchen door and entered in her usual way. She placed a sleeping Francis in a matchbox on the hearth so that the cats couldn't catch him once more in his vulnerable position. She carefully set the bread and the flask on the table and slipped the leather pouch of gold back under the potatoes. She tiptoed up the stairs to the entryway where just last night, her stepsisters had ruined her mother's dress. Now Anastasia and Druscilla pushed each other out of the way to get at the shoe.
"Girls, please, settle down," Ella's stepmother said quietly. The Dowager Hastings spoke calmly and politely, as if none of it mattered but but she was desperate. This was her daughter's last chance to take care of their mother in the manner in which Lord Hastings had been unable to provide. "Anastasia shall go first," said with decorum. As her red haired daughter began to protect. Lady Hastings put her index finger up in Druscilla's face, "and then it's your turn."
Anastasia sneered at her sister as she held up her large, fat foot and teased her. "You could always be one of my ladies in waiting" she taunted her sister. The footman held the shoe for her on a cushion. Anastasia began to squeeze and flex and scrunch her foot up into an impossible shape in an attempt to jam it in inside the slipper.
"Try harder," her mother ordered her in an imperious tone.
Anastasia snapped back in the same voice. It was a voice that was bound to send a chill down anyone's spine who was the recipient. "I am trying, mother."
The footman nodded his head as if to say that he'd had enough. "It doesn't seem to be a fit for you ma'am," he said politely. He pulled the shoe away and offered it to Druscilla with a polite, "do you care to try, miss?" It was obvious that Druscilla was no more a match than Anastasia. Her long, thin toes might not even get inside Ella's shoe, let alone the rest of her foot.
"Yes, I do," Druscilla said gleefully. She eyed her stepsister with a wicked look. "When I'm queen you'll work in the kitchen," she said with a laugh.
Anastasia puffed up her chest and her eyes flashed with fury. "Oh really? Well then it will be easier to poison your food," she snapped and slapped Druscilla's face.
"Bitch!" Druscilla cried as she darted out a hand and grabbed a handful of Anastasia's thick, black hair. She bent her sister's head back at an unnatural angle and the two girls began to scream and slap the other.
"Girls, stop this instant," her stepmother shouted. As her daughters continued to fight, Lady Hastings saw the futility in her commands and sank to her knees as the crowd watched her shame. The old woman covered her head with her hands.
The slipper went flying overhead.
Druscilla grabbed for it and missed. The footman scrambled across the floor but it flew past him. Anastasia just pointed and when it fell to the floor, the gasp from everyone was audible.
"Oh no, we'll never find her now," the footman appeared to have surrendered to the finality of the situation. He clearly dreaded having to tell the Prince what mishap had taken place. When he looked up, his face was pale and he shook his head, disheartened.
Ella came forward from the corner and said quietly, "Perhaps I can help." She pulled the other enchanted shoe from her pocket and slipped her small foot inside easily and held her skirt up high enough for all to see.
This gasp was even louder. The crowd outside shouted, "It's his bride! That's her! She's the one. They found her." The footman seemed to be frozen, on his knees as he looked up, as if to ask heaven why.
Druscilla and Anastasia had turned their heads in her direction. Ella was the target now and Druscilla had one hand up in the air, ready to strike.
"Ella, that is you!" Prince Jonathan came down from the carriage and entered the house. "My darling girl," he opened his arms wide and Ella ran to him. He kissed her forehead softly, a chaste, tender kiss as he touched her chin and brought her eyes up to meet his. "I would have searched the world for you."
"My prince," Ella whispered and wrapped her arms even tighter around him. All at once, she realized that home was here, not at the manor, but in his arms.
They were locked in their embrace when the Dowager Hastings interrupted. "I'm sorry, your highness, excuse me," she cleared her throat and waited for Prince Jonathan to look up. "There must be a mistake. That's our servant and she wasn't in attendance last night."
"Yes, that's dirty, little Cinderella," Anastasia said with her upper lip curled in disdain. She looked down on her stepsister as if Ella disgusted her too much to be talked about.
"She's the maid," Druscilla continued with a heartless laugh.
"She's filthy," Anastasia continued and cocked her head and fluttered her lashes at the Prince.
Her stepmother kept her thin lips in a straight line as she delivered the last blow. "She's the town whore," she informed Ella's lover.
Ella beckoned to Jonathan with a small finger. She stood on tiptoe to whisper something that the whole crowd strained to hear. When she was done, the Prince smiled and touched her cheek. "The three of you are to be removed from Hastings Manor immediately. You're frauds and thieves and rightfully should be put in the stocks in the town square." His voice was solemn and stern and Ella knew that the Dowager and her brats shivered with fear under their clothing. "However, my bride has chosen to show you mercy. She will allow you to serve at the castle and as long as you are good and faithful servants, no harm shall come to you. She is as merciful as she is lovely." Jonathan swept her blonde hair back and tucked a bit behind her ear. His eyes shone with affection as he added, "what a queen you will make."
And without another word, Ella had been restored to her rightful place in the world. She wanted to thank her love but the prince had something else on his mind. "That reminds me, Ella," Jonathan turned to face her. His eyes were consumed with her as he dropped to one knee and took her hand. It reminded her of the night before, when he had opened her dress and made love to her with his sweet, tender mouth. Ella was covered in goosebumps as he spoke. It seemed that even his voice was made to love her. The prince asked her in a voice that crept under her skirt and caressed her bare skin once more. "Would you do me the honor of marrying me?" He sounded nervous, as if he didn't know, as if there were anything else Ella had ever wanted.
She only whispered, "Yes, please."
***
If anyone had settled into castle life as if he were born to it, it was Francis. Ella had brought him and his family as well as most of the pets that had congregated outside her garret window along. They now lived in their very own room. It was a lovely room in the turret, a round room with a breathtaking view of the town below. This morning when Ella came up to bring them breakfast, Francis lounged on a blue, satin cushion. "What a life," Ella giggled as she watched him turn onto his pudgy belly and stretch in the sunshine.
Francis scampered to her lap. He took his usual seat on her knee and curled up into a ball. He promptly went back to sleep. There were no cats to keep him on his toes and he didn't need to scrounge or steal. Francis spent his days napping and sunning. Ella had checked his fur thoroughly several times to see if there was any evidence of his death but she couldn't see a thing. Her fairy godmother had made the mouse as good as new.
Not everyone has made the transition to their new stations in life quite as easily as Francis, though.
"Princess Ella," the Chancellor addressed her solemnly. The man had entered the turret with much pomp and circumstance as he always did. He was a small man with a huge mustache and beard that he liked to stroke as he spoke. It appeared that he was deep in contemplation about every topic. He was Prince Jonathan's advisor and so far, was very helpful. In fact, the Chancellor knew every single person in the town and how to get things accomplished. He was like having a fairy godmother but much more practical. "Ma'am, we have finally managed to make arrangements for your special visitor," he raised his eyebrows. The Chancellor had such good manners that he would have never spoken the words of what they were about to do out loud.
Ella kissed Francis on the head very softly and placed him back on his cushion. The Chancellor made a face, it was almost a look of disgust in spite of his impeccable manners. He clearly wasn't overly fond of the mice but again, was far too polite to say a word. "Can I see him?" Ella asked in a somber tone. She'd been fixated on this meeting for the last two days since the Chancellor had asked if there was anything that he could do for her.
The man stroked his beard thoughtfully and raised his eyebrows, "We counted on it, Princess."
She followed him down the stone staircase to a courtyard. Ella wasn't sure if she'd ever get used to being bowed and curtseyed to but Jonathan had said with a small kiss on her forehead that she was always to be fawned over now that she would be queen. He had added, "Besides, my love," he had told her with a sparkle in his eye, "you're far too beautiful to not acknowledge, title or not."
Ella nodded in return to the Lords and Ladies and Dukes and Duchesses. Once they were on the far side of the courtyard, out of sight, she sighed with relief. She hated to admit that she was nervous to see him. Her hands were cold and her stomach flipped as she pictured his face. It didn't seem to matter that their roles had reversed so greatly, every time she pictured his face, Ella felt her insides burn.



The Chancellor brought her to another tower that stood separate from the castle and looked to be more of a prison than a dwelling. There were iron bars on these small windows and vultures in the courtyard who circled for scraps of rotten meat. "Come, my dear," the Chancellor was handed a torch by one of the guards as they entered and the fire lit the stone corridors and showed them the way.
They walked down some winding steps and then through a narrow passageway. There was a narrow, wooden door with a slot at the bottom. That must be how they would feed him, if they kept him in the room anyway. Ella didn't care one bit what happened to him after this moment. The Chancellor paused outside the door and knocked with a fist, "Open up, sir. The princess is here for your charge."
A man opened the door slowly and Ella felt a chill as she looked at him. He was tall, taller than her prince, tall enough that Ella had to look up to see his face and he was stocky, perhaps even wider than the door frame. He wore no shirt and his thick muscled bulged and made ripples down his back. The torch made light and shadows dance on his skin. He never addressed either her or the Chancellor but stood in the corner which his tree trunk arms crossed over his wide chest and watched.
The man was chained to the wall by his wrists and ankles and even like this, secured and guarded, Ella felt the fear rise up. Friar Charles saw it was Ella and his eyes shone even brighter than the torch. He was on fire with his hatred. "Whore," the priest spat at her, "I should have known it would be you."
The Chancellor shook his head and handed Ella the torch, "I'll wait for my lady at the bottom of the stairs." He took his leave and closed the wooden door behind him. Ella imagined that the Chancellor was a gentleman and had a weak stomach for torture. Either that or he didn't want to have to confess to Prince Jonathan that his future wife was not the beautiful, kind-hearted girl that he was about to promise forever to.
"Priest," she spat back at him, "I'm sure that there are a great many women who would be satisfied to know that someone taught you a lesson."
The man stuck his chin out defiantly and Ella saw the trickle of blood from a wound on his forehead. There was no legal reason to have taken the priest. He hadn't technically done anything wrong and for all intents and purposes, he was a law abiding citizen. Of all of her customers from her recent past, the rest were just consumers of the services made available to them. If it hadn't been Ella, it would have been anyone else and she wondered for a moment if there weren't another girl who had already taken her place. This one though, this one was a monster and needed to be eliminated. The bastard added in a wicked voice, "But you're not really a woman, pet, are you?"
Ella could still feel him inside her, especially now when she looked him in the eye. She could feel him and smell him and taste him and she felt sticky under her clothes. "Be that as it may," she whispered before beckoning to the large man with her small index finger. "This man is yours to do with as you choose," Ella told his enormous guard. "Take your satisfaction from him in any way you desire," her eyes couldn't help but wander down to the man's pants. Whatever he had tucked away there twitched, like a coiled serpent ready to strike. "Keep him as long as he pleases you," Ella continued, "and when you're finished with him, anything that's left, if he's not food for the buzzards, can be taken to the monastery on the hill."
Ella nodded her goodbyes and hadn't even reached the staircase again when a blood-curdling scream cut through the silence in the dungeon. Friar Charles cried out once more and begged, "Please, don't," and Ella knew that he was too weak to survive the kind of torment that he had given, she imagined, countless times.
The Chancellor caught up with her and gave a little bow, "Princess Ella, the royal dressmaker is ready for one last fitting before tomorrow. Please follow me."
Ella was more than ready for the dress and for the wedding and to be married. The last few days had been wonderful but the separation from her love had been excruciating. In order to keep up with appearances, they hadn't spent any time alone and not only did Ella's heart long for him but every inch of her body ached to be his.
***
It seemed that Ella had finally fallen to sleep when the sky in the east had begun to warm and the stars had just started to fade. When she felt the warm lips pressed to her forehead, she thought it was a dream of her love and Ella sighed.
The warm breath couldn't have been a dream though. When she heard him whisper, "Ella, my love," she was wide awake and giggled but then gasped. She immediately placed her hand over her mouth to stay silent. There seemed to be as many ears that listened to them as there were eyes that watched them.
"Is it really you?" she reached out for her love. He had crept into her bedroom, all the way to her bed. Now her prince lay next to her in the massive bed which had been assigned to her and her alone during the waiting period while their wedding preparations were finalized.
Prince Jonathan held her close and as Ella pressed her head to his chest and realized it was bare. Her love was half naked and the hunger for him ran down her spine as she shuddered under her cover. Any moment when she wasn't busy with some demand of her new official royal duties, her mind went back to that night. Immediately she remembered the garden, once more she was bare under him, exposed and then ravished with his mouth until she exploded. "It is really me," he said tenderly, "it's finally our wedding day, Ella. I just had to see you before we went to the church."
Ella touched the center of his muscular chest and felt the drumroll of his heart beating there. "It is the day. Are you ready?"
His lips were ravenous. Jonathan trembled as he kissed her, soft, little nibbling kisses that barely hid how much he wanted to bite and taste every bit of her. "More than ready, oh so ready, Ella," he whispered. His voice cracked when he confessed, "I'm aching for you. Before the ball, I had told my father that I had no intention of ever marrying and now, I long to be your husband."
"If your father only knew," Ella suddenly stopped and held her prince's face in her small hands. "Won't your father wonder where your heir is after a while?" she could only whisper the rest and hope that it didn't break her heart. "Wouldn't it be better for you to marry a girl that can give you a child?"
Jonathan smiled and joined her in her bed. He pressed his body against hers and he wore soft britches that revealed his manhood. It strained to get at her and pulsed now against her belly as he held her close in his arms. "I can get a child from any woman," he kissed her hand. "We can get a child and we will raise it as our own. You'll be a lovely mother, Ella," he laughed. "I've seen you with your mice, you'll be a wonderful mother. I don't want any other girl."
Ella began to protest with a stammered, "But, but."
His cock seemed to hammer his words home. He kissed her, butterfly kisses on Ella's forehead, her cheek, her soft throat, her earlobe. All the while, his dick throbbed and called for her own erection to make an appearance. Ella's head touched Jonathan's and the outline of their cocks, Ella's in her nightgown and the prince's in his damp britches, was impossible not to stare at. They were hungry for each other and it made the desire course down her body in waves. There was no other truth that mattered other than this, her endless, boundless want that was matched by his own. "I've never wanted another girl," Jonathan said with a sigh, "my queen." He pressed into her and for a moment, Ella thought that he might flip up her nightgown and take his bride's bottom, hard and fast and full, right there in her bed. "I have to go before I," there it was, that catch in his voice that betrayed his desires. It told her that his animal needs mounted inside him as well. "Before I do something that is supposed to wait until this evening," Prince Jonathan chuckled at himself as he sat up. "I just couldn't wait to see you," he pushed a long piece of her blonde hair back from her face and exhaled.
Ella wanted his breath in her mouth as his cock opened her little puckered bud and made her his wife in every way possible. "I'll see you soon," she blew him a kiss. She watched as her prince left her bed and quietly closed her chamber door behind him. Ella wondered how much more good fortune she had in store.
***
She had paced back and forth for some time and now Ella just sat on the edge of their bed and waited. Every sound was an echo in her chest as her heart raced to see him. She needed to see him, to smell him, to lose herself in his arms. Prince Jonathan had sent her upstairs first and assured Ella with a hot whisper that he'd be right behind.
The day had begun with his kisses and every moment since had been just as wonderful. When she had first come to the castle, there were a handful of ladies that were assigned to Ella to wait on her. The ladies were to comb her hair and bathe her, all of the things that Ella had always done for herself. She had sent them all away with a very polite lie and hoped that they pardoned her. There were some secrets that should be kept between a husband and wife and Ella intended to keep theirs.
Once she had bathed herself and combed her hair and pulled and tugged at the horrible undergarments that she knew full well a young lady was required to wear at such an event, she had slipped on her wedding dress. She had stared into the mirror and at that moment, Ella could almost hear Lady Celestria call to her. "Oh, Ella, my dear, sweet girl, you look absolutely perfect," her mother would have called out before her mother grabbed her by the waist and clutched her to her breast in a lingering embrace. Her father would have chuckled and picked her up and kissed both cheeks. "I certainly do hope he knows how lucky he is," Lord Hastings would have told her with a twinkle in his eye.
Ella had smiled at her reflection and knew that she would have told her father that she was the lucky one.
Once she had been dressed, the wedding party had come to collect her and they carried her train from her room to the carriage. Ella saw Anastasia and Druscilla among the crowd in the courtyard and she smiled and nodded in greeting. Both of her stepsisters curtsied politely. They kept their eyes down and both blushed as she passed. Ella wondered if their manners had gotten any better since they had begun to work in the kitchen.
She had been told by the Chancellor that Margery hadn't fared so well. Her stepmother had been whipped by the cook twice and then had been demoted to the stables. Her new assignment was to cart manure to the fields. Ella told the Chancellor that she agreed with the change in duties and that the Dowager would likely fare better with no other companion than shit.
Ella smoothed her hands down the front of her white, lacy nightgown and felt the twinge of her longing push into the silky fabric. It was like torture, the tease of the slick material on her penis. It was like a mouth, it was like his mouth, his sweet, worshipful mouth and tongue on her girth. She wanted him right now, she wanted him to suck and look up at her in awe as he drank her down. Ella closed her eyes and told herself not to give in. She wouldn't touch herself, she would wait.
The sounds of his shoes as they clicked across the marble outside of their bedroom door was the echo of her heartbeat. "My love," he called to her as he entered the chamber. Ella jumped up to meet his embrace as he threw his arms around her. "I waited as long as I could," his dark eyes shone, full of heat and the same ache that Ella had for him. "I have to have you," his whisper was hoarse, almost a growl, "I have to have you now, Ella."
Ella's hands were in the prince's hair as he inhaled her with his mouth. His kiss was rough, insistent, needy, not like the sweet, boyish kisses of this morning. This was a man's kiss and his tongue plunged into Ella's mouth. It found her, explored her and took her breath away as he tore at his clothes. She was liquid in his embrace, she was a river of sighs and a continuous stream of want. He had remained fully clothed that fateful night and Ella had found herself, almost perpetually, imagining what her lover looked like under the clothes. She was almost sure that she had him memorized although she'd never seen one bit of his bare skin.
They stood at the foot of the enormous bed and as they kissed, she felt his chest as it emerged from the shirt and the coat. Her impatient fingers caressed every inch, they studied his muscles as Ella gave him her tongue. His britches fell to the floor and Ella finally felt her husband's naked body pressed into hers. The lust strummed between his legs and his cock was fully risen. Prince Jonathan was on fire there and it could only be matched by the sweltering heat that she had in response to him. Ella broke the kiss, consumed with the need to see him, every glorious inch of him.
"Oh my goodness," Ella could barely speak as she took in the sight of him. Her eyes traveled up and down as she took in every inch. She had seen plenty of men with their pants down, but it was nothing like this. Her husband had broad, muscular shoulders and powerful arms. His skin shone in the candlelight and there was a dark valley of fur that ran down the center of his belly, down, down to between his legs. The prince had thick thighs, but once she saw what waited for her, Ella couldn't take her eyes off his manhood.
Her husband had a beautiful cock.
It was thick and meaty and the perfect shade of pink. It bobbed and bowed before her, as if it was pleased to make her acquaintance. Her husband groaned when she reached out to caress his slippery head. A clear line of his fluid dripped on Ella's finger and she quickly tasted it. "Perfect," she whispered after she licked it off. "My perfect prince," she kissed him and Jonathan sucked her tongue to taste himself on her.
"My wife," he closed his eyes, as if overwhelmed, as if just Ella's fingers were enough to consume him. "My queen," he looked at her once more and pressed his manhood against the satin of her nightgown. "May I?" he asked and his fingers trembled as they lingered on the tiny buttons that closed the front of her gown.
Ella nodded, "Yes, please," she could hardly wait to be bare with him once again. Everywhere he touched melted as he opened her white lace. His mouth was boiling hot, his lips were molten and melded to her bare shoulders, to her collar bones, to the valley between her breasts. "Jonathan," she called him by name as his lips latched onto her nipples, one at a time. She sighed as her husband suckled and tasted each bud. Her nipples pulsed in his mouth and Ella's cock pushed into his thigh. It insisted on having his attention immediately.
He continued with the buttons and opened the nightgown. The fabric opened to reveal her flat belly and then her hips. Once the head of her dick appeared, her prince whispered, "Oh, Ella," fervently. He caressed her shaft once more and made her drip into his hand. He threw the nightgown to the floor and gripped her dick by the base. He pulled her into him, pulled Ella into his pulsing, hard pole. "It has been an eternity, waiting for you," he confessed. Her husband touched both cocks together, he stroked the two of them in his hand as if it were only him alone. "Longing for you, touching myself and wishing it was you," he shivered as they leaked and pulsed together in his strong hand. "I've always longed for this night," he told her, his eyes full of tenderness and love. "For you, even before I met you."
"My husband," Ella murmured and curled her body into him. She was up on her tiptoes as his hand brought a rush of pleasure down her body. She didn't want to let it end this way. She didn't want to explode in his hand and she gulped down a moan as the thought of her milky seed dripping down his skin appeared in her mind's eye. "Wait," she stopped him with her fingers on his hand before she sank to her knees. The prince, her love, her husband, she adored him and it seemed to be the only appropriate way to appreciate him. It was only proper to go down on her knees like this for his perfect penis. "Please, let me," Ella's eyes were riveted to his flesh and her mouth seemed to open of its own accord. She panted for him, she even drooled a little. Ella was more than hungry for him and she was afraid that she couldn't stop herself, she had to taste her lover.
She licked up the thick strand of his clear liquid and listened to her prince gasp as her tongue began its exploration. With her hands on his muscular thighs, Ella looked up and met his heated gaze as she tasted him for the first time. She swallowed and licked and drank down his sweet nectar. She felt his liquid in her throat and hummed with pleasure. "My sweet," the prince whispered as Ella lapped and licked. "Oh Ella, yes please," and she felt him surrender to her lips entirely as she opened her mouth and took him inside.
He tasted warm and sweet and his scent was clean and manly. Ella had never tasted a cock so delicious. He fit perfectly in her mouth. His thick shaft filled her completely and her lips were tight around his girth. Her tongue caressed the vein that bulges and pulsed as she moved up and down on him. Her husband's thighs clenched and released as he began to thrust in and out of her hot, little mouth. His fingers twisted in her blonde hair, they curled in her locks and her husband moaned as he moved inside her. Jonathan began to whisper, "Yes," again and again as Ella drew her mouth even tighter around him.
His balls were tight and close to his body. The loose sack was small and hot and Ella's hand kneaded his testicles back and forth to the tempo that her lips set. His musky perfume rose and filled her nostrils as she caressed him. Ella wanted to suck those too, his balls, his sack, even the line that ran along the crease to his pink asshole. She'd never tasted anyone like that before but she knew that she'd love to bury her nose there and smell and lick and swallow down her prince's flavor. Somehow she knew, even as she bobbed up and down on him, that her love would deny her nothing, he'd give her every inch of his body willingly.
She felt the growl that came from him. It was from somewhere deep inside, it was hardly his voice at all, it was a mating call. He picked up the pace and began to thrust in and then back out again. The prince fucked her mouth as he called out, "Yes, please, oh Ella," again and then again. He fed her a sticky, hot stream of his salty liquid, his head had grown and throbbed, it consumed her mouth.
When he came, it was with a shudder and a howl and his belly trembled against her forehead. His hands pulled her by the hair to him like a beast, he claimed her with every hot spurt of his seed deep down in her throat. "Ella," Jonathan cried her name again and again as he filled her with too much cum for her to swallow. She felt his seed drip down her chin to her throat and knew that she'd be sticky with his semen on her décolletage.
The sigh that came from him was one of surrender, of ecstasy, of happiness.
He trembled and softened as she took the last of his orgasm inside. Jonathan dropped to his knees beside her. "My love," her husband was gentle and sweet once again and pushed the sheath of her blonde hair from her shoulders as he brought her chin up and her mouth to his. "Let me taste this," he whispered before the tip of his tongue entered her mouth and she shared the last of his flood of semen. She loved that he moaned as he sucked and swallowed his climax from her tongue.



Once their kiss broke, Jonathan took her hand in both of his own and led her to the bed. "Can I tell you something?" he asked as he hovered over her. "I'm almost as nervous as I am excited."
Ella nodded in agreement. "I'm the same. We'll just go slowly," her whisper was on his throat and she kissed his pulse there. After all, even with the bastard priest, it had felt wonderful to be impaled after she was given some time to adjust. He just rushed her because he was a sadist and loved to cause her pain and humiliation.
"Yes, please," her husband kissed her forehead tenderly, "slowly. And gently."
Ella had goosebumps all over her body as she imagined it. Her dick throbbed as she squeezed her tiny rear entry even tighter. "Yes, gently but then not so gently," she giggled.
He pinned her to the bed. Jonathan held both her wrists to the mattress and had a wild look in his eye as he laughed, "You wouldn't rape me on our wedding night, would you, my queen?"
Ella stopped laughing. Suddenly she understood what he asked of her. She cocked her head, "Rape you?"
Jonathan mounted her, his thighs were draped over Ella's waist and his cock was half hard for the second time already. He reached for her hand and brought it behind him. He guided Ella's fingers to the ridges around his anus and when she touched him there, his dick grew in size right before her eyes. "I'm a virgin for our wedding night, my love," he looked somberly at her as she caressed his forbidden back entry. "I want it so much, I am so eager to please you," he pushed his cheeks back. Ella's cock was instantly hard as she touched his satin skin there between his cheeks. In this position, the head of her dick had crept up, to touch his perineum. "Just gently to begin with my darling," her dick deposited a squirt of her precum in his crack at the thought.
Ella had never dreamed of doing this but now it seemed necessary. Actually, it seemed as if she couldn't have him fast enough and her mouth wanted to know him as well. She wanted to taste his virgin flavor and feel his virgin flesh. She wanted to lose herself deep inside him and know that her love, her husband, was full of her seed as she was full of his.
Ella patted the mattress next to her, "Lie down, beloved." She would have him on his back, with his legs parted. Her prince should look her in the eye as she took his virginity. Ella kissed his sack. Her lips followed the line that ran from behind it to his little asshole and she watched with a smile as her husband pushed up his bottom to give her easy access to all of his delights.
Her small hands parted his cheeks and his warm scent rose from the hidden place, sweet and stronger there. The prince was hot and the groan that came from her husband with just the caress of her breath betrayed how badly he wanted her to take him. His asshole was a tiny, puckered bit of wrinkled, pink flesh. It was hidden and hardly an entry at all and Ella wondered how she would even enter him. This would require her to be patient and gentle.
Her kisses lingered and grew slower and sweeter as she moved down his perineum. Once she reached his bud, her tongue lapped his tender place and her husband's thighs trembled. "Yes, oh Ella, yes," he whispered. Jonathan shivered as she licked him again and then again. Ella opened him up with the tip of her tongue and finally delved inside. She was enamored with his rich scent and the perfume that rose from him here. It was different than anything Ella had ever encountered before and her dick pulsed to feel him there. He must be glove tight and sweet inside she thought as her tongue began to penetrate him like her cock would. In, and then out, deep inside and then a retreat, he was delicious here and she loved the flavor of him as it ran down her chin.
Once her saliva dripped from his anus and her husband moved his bottom up and down, eager for more, Ella wet her index finger. When she penetrated him, Jonathan whimpered for a moment and she stopped. "Yes, gentle, my love," she affirmed as she waited until he pushed back for more.
"Take me," Ella let him control the movements. She just watched as he pushed himself back and forth on her small finger. "Ella, my bride, yes," he moaned now and moved again, this time to take more of her inside.
Ella's dick had made a puddle of need on the cover below and she just hoped that she could last long enough to make her husband enjoy his first time. She touched herself gently. She ran the palm of her hand over her dripping, so sensitive head and assured him that she would take him, completely and fully. "I'm so ready for you," Ella murmured and then pressed her lips to the pink, sensitive skin on his crease as she gave him a second finger. "My love," she whispered and watched as he easily pushed down on a second finger. Her husband parted his legs even wider so that he could watch as he was opened up wide. "Are you ready for me?" Ella asked as she rose up on her knees. She showed him the full length of her cock. It shone and dripped and bobbed, she was so full of cum for her husband.
Jonathan nodded, his eyes were huge and somber but he smiled. He quivered as he pushed up, ready to accept her inside. "Make love to me," he said with a surrender. His eyes were locked on hers as Ella brushed the head of her big dick across his sweet, slippery bud. He gasped, it seemed that just being touched there was heavenly and he pushed down as he had with her fingers. Ella felt the tiny opening grow.
Ella felt the satin skin of his insides on the head of her dick and she cried out with pleasure. It was heavenly, this was so much better than a hand or even his mouth. Jonathan pushed down on her again and the slick head of her dick was through the barrier. A virgin no more, she was inside the prince.
Her husband's eyes grew wide and he whispered, "Wait. It's so big, you're so big Ella."
She knew that she was. Ella knew how it felt to be consumed and overwhelmed and she spit in her hand and worked her little fingers around his cock. The dance of pain and pleasure would surprise and delight him and she wanted more than anything to feel them explode together.
He pushed his ass back for more and panted as the first half of her shaft entered his virgin hole. "Ella, Ella yes, fill me," he begged for it. The heat and lust in his eyes was something that she'd never seen before and as she began to thrust back and forth, the feel of him inside was more than perfect. His asshole was ripe and juicy and so snug around her cock. It must have been made for her to fill with her creamy seed.
Once she was completely inside, sealed up in his flesh, made one with him, Ella began to thrust back and forth. She went slowly, she was gentle and tender and fucked him to the same rhythm that her hand used on his perfect dick. Their bodies melted together and Jonathan cried out from some deep place that was broken open now for her, just for her. "Cum inside me my darling," he panted. His dick pulsed in her hand and he quivered inside. He was about to unleash his own torrent of desire all over her body, "fill me up, Ella."
They came together. It was just as Ella had wanted and the pulse of her orgasm inside matched the same vibration of his climax in her hand. Every creamy droplet of her cum was buried deep inside her husband and his sperm coated Ella's body. He marked her and his pearly seed dripped from her breasts and belly. They collapsed together in a slick pile of limbs. Ella's dick was still thrust deep inside Jonathan. They panted, desperate to catch their breath as the sensation danced down their joined bodies. With their fingers entwined, he squeezed and clenched his hole around her throbbing cock and milked every last drop of her cum inside.
Ella collapsed and lay with her head on his chest. She listened to the sound of his heartbeat and promised him forever as they clung to each other in the dark.
***
There was no way Ella could begin to guess the time.
The room was foreign to her and the light seemed no different than it had the night before. The only difference was that her husband wasn't wrapped around her on the mattress anymore. Ella reached out to feel for him on the big bed. "My love," she called out as she looked around the room.
"You're awake," the prince came back to the bed from the window, as naked as he had been the night before. Naked and perfect and hard once more for her. His body glistened in the light and his smile went straight to her heart and her dick.
"Have we slept all day?" she wondered. She stretched her arms overhead and looked down. Ella noticed that her pretty cock danced for him as if it hadn't just exploded inside him the night before.
Jonathan lay beside her and kissed her forehead. "We haven't slept the whole day but a good deal of it. Which I suppose is to be expected when you make love like that."
Ella couldn't ever remember staying in bed much past sunrise. She laughed, "So this is what royalty does all day, is it?"
Jonathan gave her a wicked grin and whispered, "No, but this is," before he pinned her to the bed, his strong hands around both wrists. He could easily overcome her if he had wanted to but his kiss promised her that his heart was hers and his asshole too. The kiss was soft and almost chaste as their lips were closed and almost innocent. Once her husband let the tip of his tongue lick the center of Ella's upper lip, she groaned into his mouth and opened hers completely.
He had said she had a mouth made for kissing and Ella wanted to do nothing else with it. Well, that and taste every inch of her husband's body.
"I brought you something." He took his hands from her wrists and pulled her small fingers to his mouth and kissed her knuckles softly. With no scullery work, Ella's hands were getting soft again and she watched as her husband placed one of her hands on his heart. "I was thinking that this might be delicious."
Jonathan picked up the small, brown glass jar and unscrewed the lid. He dipped his finger inside and showed her the amber rivulet that dripped back into the jar.
"Well, honey's always delicious," she said and giggled as Jonathan wiped a little on her bottom lip. She licked it up to clean herself and her husband groaned. They were both hard, too hard to think of anything else and she wondered if he didn't typically begin his day the same way she did.
He darted his finger out and wiped a dollop of honey on her nipple. As she melted into his touch, the prince whispered, "Yes, it is always delicious but I think it would be especially delicious on my wife's body."
Ella gasped and looked down as her nipple changed instantly. It had just been soft before he touched her and now, her areola had puckered and her point was dark pink, almost red. It seemed to strain for his mouth, for his touch. She lay back on her pillow, bare and warm and ready.
Jonathan opened his mouth and lapped her nipple with just the tip of his tongue. "Yes, definitely," he murmured and then licked again. "Honey tastes even more delicious when it's sucked from your breasts." With one hand, he guided her nipple to her mouth and closed his lips firmly around it. He rooted and suckled and teased her with his tongue, he nipped her with his teeth and Ella trembled beneath him.
No one had ever paid attention to her nipples but the prince and it was such a lovely sensation. There was a sweet pull that started there, hot and insistent in the sensitive flesh of her nipples but it traveled down the length of her body. The pleasure washed from her breasts to her dick and Ella felt her erection flail with want as he sucked her firmly.
"Oh Jonathan," she sighed his name with so much pleasure. Her right hand moved from the mattress to her hip and it didn't seem to be able to help itself, her hand had to touch her erection. It was dark pink as well, the head was red and it dripped continuously, a steady stream of her clear liquid for her love.
He chuckled as he felt what his bride was doing. "You only think about one thing, don't you, Ella?"
She let go of her cock immediately and felt chided, as if she had done something wrong. "I'm sorry, my love," Ella sounded nervous as she scooted back on the bed. Perhaps last night had changed things, perhaps her prince wasn't quite as enamored with her penis as she had thought he was.
He grabbed her cock with his honey sticky hand and laughed, "I'm joking, my love. I'm only thinking about one thing too." He released her dick and watched it slap her hip and beckon to him. It pulsated with pleasure and dripped even more now. "This," he looked her in the eye as he dipped into the honey with his fingers. He slathered honey all over the head of her cock and down her rigid shaft. "This big, beautiful dick of yours, and of course, how much I love you."
Ella's mouth opened as she watched her husband's lips wrap around the tip of her erection. He kept his tongue there, right on her slit. He dipped into the well of her need and tasted her salty fluid and the honey as they mixed together. He moaned and opened his mouth more and he took in her head and bathed her there, back and forth. He slowly rolled his tongue along the delicate ridge. He took his mouth off to tell her in a deep, lusty voice, "I love my wife's cock." Then his lips enclosed around her once more and he cupped her sack in the honeyed hand and left a sticky trail of amber on her balls as he held them. Her husband kneaded them back and forth and all the while, his head bobbed up and down as he took more of her dick and more.
His lips sucked on her skin and his wicked tongue brought waves of delight as he tasted her everywhere. Ella's hips rocked to his time and she purred with pleasure as he sucked all the way down to the base of her dick. God, it was perfect. Having your cock sucked was sheer heaven, something she'd never realized until that night in the garden with her beloved.
Loving him madly must make it better though, she thought.
She let out a little series of cries as his tongue continued its caress and his lips held her tightly. Inside of him, his mouth or his asshole, either entry was all hot and sweet and satiny and bound to make her climax all too quickly. "My darling," she gasped as he pursed his lips and sucked her harder, almost into his throat. "I can't hold back, I can't stop," it sounded like a warning and then, without hesitation, the rapture gripped her body and she felt it in her hips and thighs as she dug her fingers into the mattress below.
Her orgasm was powerful and Ella shuddered and moaned and fucked his mouth as Jonathan kept his lips tight around her. He slowed down his movements and just swallowed her, he drank her down gulp after gulp. She could hear the sound of him drinking her cum and honey. She watched as the creamy liquid ran down his chin. There was too much for him to swallow all of it and her husband was going to be a mess before he was done pleasuring her.
She could feel it all the way to her pointed toes. He'd drained her, he'd taken every last wave and shudder and her balls were soft now. They shifted in his hand. Jonathan looked up at her, his eyes were wild with passion and his chin and throat were dripping with her juices. "The only thing that tastes better than honey is your sweetness, my love," he told her with a smile. Then his head went immediately back between her legs.
He wasn't finished tasting her yet and the sound that came from her expressed her surprise better than any words she had.
Jonathan's nose rooted in her sack and his tongue studied one ball and then the other. Ella had never felt this. She'd never even really touched her own balls much, they were just there and something that bounced between her legs mostly. This gentle tonguing of each of them separately and then rolled together in his hand was a beautiful sensation. His breath on her sack, his tongue dripped saliva down the back of her sack, his tongue crept along her perineum until he licked her there.
Her back entry. Her husband pushed her bottom up with one hand and the other hand dipped into the honey once more. "I have to taste you, I have to taste all of you, my love," he whispered as he slipped a honey coated finger inside her rectum. He fucked her with the finger and Ella gasped. The only experience she had there had been terror and shame. Yes, there had been some pleasure but this, this was exquisite. Her husband opened her slowly with the one finger and then brought it up to his mouth to taste her as well as the honey. "So delicious," he told her and fucked her again with the honey and then licked her flavor from the finger. "I want more," he said in a voice that was lost in this worship of her flesh. Ella raised her bottom up from the bed to give him everything.
Jonathan pushed his tongue inside and clasped her round bottom in both hands. He made voracious noises as he pushed his tongue in and out, he swallowed her flavor and fed her ass the honey. The sensation of his tongue there and then the fingers and then the tongue and then the fingers was almost too much for Ella. She held her breath and watched as he ravished her. She wondered if she couldn't have an orgasm entirely like this, even with her cock soft and snuggled into her sack.
He looked up at her, the honey dripped down him, her husband's face sloppy with a stream of want. "I have to make love to you, Ella." He pushed in two fingers into her juicy, little entry and she felt the honey squish out of her and run down her cheeks. "Can I? Can I finally take you and truly make you my bride?" He filled her with the fingers and then brought them back. He rocked in and out of her as Ella's hips melted into the feel of her husband inside her.
"God, yes, please," was all she could say. She'd never wanted anything so much and just the thought of feeling his large, beautiful cock buried to the hilt inside her made her own dick pulse once more. Not entirely hard, it just leaked and loved him. Her dick rolled to her thigh as Jonathan moved behind Ella. They were both on their knees, her beloved behind her as he clasped her body tightly to his own.
"My sweet wife," he said and his hot breath on her earlobe made her nerves dance. Goosebumps ran down the back of her neck as Jonathan rubbed the head of his dick on her bud. "The most beautiful girl in the world," he said as he wrapped the other hand around her waist as he thrust inside.
There was none of the pain that Ella had felt before and only a hot pulse of pleasure as he opened her ass. There was a warm rush of liquid, the honey and his spit, and she felt the back of her legs wet with it as her husband fucked her deeply. He didn't withdraw, he didn't pull out. He clung to her body as he impaled her completely on his cock until his balls were pressed against her sticky crack. "Yes, Ella, my love," he shuddered as he realized that he had her, he had all of her, he was home in the depths of her sweet entry.
"Take me, Jonathan," Ella begged and squeezed her little hole tightly around his perfect girth. The feel of him like this, the feel of being completely owned and possessed. She craved to be opened by him and it almost overpowered her. She wanted to feel every inch of him wind up and back, she wanted to feel that stiff flesh working its way inside. She wanted to feel his heartbeat against her back. She wanted to watch as her cock flailed and spit as the ecstasy filled her.
He fucked her slowly. It was deep and he pounded all the way in and all the way back. Ella's breasts bounced with the collision of body against body. His thighs were pressed against hers and his fingers tightened around her little waist. She was sealed against him and completely full of his dick. "I love you," she whispered as if it were a secret. She'd never said it before but she knew now, like this, completely his, that's what she'd felt from the very first moment.



"Oh Ella," Jonathan sighed into her neck as he continued the slow, steady pace, "I love you. I've always loved you."
Their bodies came together and apart and she pushed her ass into him. Ella's body begged for more with all the words that she didn't have. The head of his cock reached a place inside that made her heart beat like a drum and her dick instantly responded, completely hard, completely ready as the heat inside threatened to overtake her. "My god," she whimpered, and pushed back into his body.
Her husband grabbed her dick and gasped. He was out of breath and on the brink of exploding inside of her. "Come with me, Ella. Come in my hand while I fill you. Oh my god, I can't hold back."
The orgasm began inside and felt as if it exploded there and then all the way down her throbbing cock. His honey hand drew the climax from her as he filled her with every last drop of his own, Ella could hear the wet sounds of his cum buried inside. She was nothing but a wave of pleasure, every inch his, every inch an echo of his heartbeat, every bit of her belonged to him.
She fell to the bed, empty, shattered and yet full and overflowing with happiness. "Oh my goodness, we're so sticky," she laughed. "Everything is ruined, the sheets," Ella was suddenly worried, "they'll know. And no one can bathe me."
He kissed her softly, just her upper lip, then her Cupid's bow, then her full bottom lip, as if he were opening her mouth and readying her to be tasted. "Of course they'll know, my darling," he told her, "and what else would we do now that we're man and wife? And I don't want anyone else bathing you but me."
"Thank you," she whispered, hiding her face in the crook of her arm. Her secret was safe with her husband and she supposed that it had become his secret too.
Prince Jonathan kissed her on the forehead and asked, "Ella, are you happy, my love?"
She looked up into his eyes and saw the tenderness there in his gaze for her. "Yes," she murmured, "I'm happy. I'll always be happy with you. Happily ever after."
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Being pissed off and horny was a bad combination.
Daniel had tried logic. It wasn't like he was going to be a fucking chemist anyway, so what did a D on the chemistry test really mean? It hadn't mattered, his dad had still taken the car keys away, to be returned, "when he got his shit together."
As he walked home, Daniel reasoned that since he'd turned eighteen almost two months ago, technically he was an adult and could do any goddamn thing he pleased.
What good was it to be an adult when your parents still treated you like a kid, Daniel wondered as he walked home in the rain. It wasn't a BMW or anything gorgeous but hey, a ten year old Toyota Camry had gotten him laid twice now which was two times more than walking home from school had ever gotten him.
If only his fucking dad wasn't such a hard ass, he thought to himself and hitched up his backpack closer to his body. By the time he got home, his Chucks were soaked through and his socks were stuck to his feet. He peeled them both off and the hoodie as well. He dropped everything to the floor in the middle of the living room. At the moment, he didn't even care even if his mom threw a shit fit if she found it there. Part of him wanted to say fuck it.
He felt like testing the long-standing boundaries. Before a full mutiny could begin though, Daniel needed food. He hadn't taken the five dollars that his mother had given him for lunch this morning. Pizza rolls sounded good and they'd be done in twenty minutes. Daniel popped them in the oven and sat in the bar stool as he waited. He swiveled back and forth as he texted Charlotte, the girl that he had fucked in the back seat of the Camry.
Daniel had liked Charlotte ever since freshman year but she was a blonde cheerleader, with waist length braids and an ass made for yoga pants. She could barely remember his name, until the Camry anyway.
He'd like to call her his girlfriend but she hadn't made plans to see him since she knew that the car was on hiatus.
Fuck, he thought and pushed the phone across the kitchen counter. Now his dad was officially cock blocking him. Considering that his father always rumbled about not getting laid, he should understand how important it was to his son.
With pizza rolls in hand, he headed to his room and slammed the door. Sure he had homework but he wasn't going to actually start it right now. He needed to play some Minecraft and get school and his douchebag father off his mind for a while.
Charlotte finally texted him, "Want to come over? My parents are MIA until 10."
Did that mean they could fuck in her bed?
He closed his eyes and let the thought of her settle in. Charlotte, the blonde cheerleader of his dreams, she was a walking wet dream. If Daniel was honest with her, he would admit that he had actual wet dreams about her. Charlotte had made him wait for six months to see where this was going before she let him take her panties down. It had been six months of humping her leg and coming in his jeans.
It had all culminated in the backseat and Daniel still thought it was well worth it. Actually the car was amazing. They had steamed up all of the windows and Charlotte had said it reminded her of Titanic. It seemed like they were wrapped up in a cocoon far away, where just the occasional headlight glow reminded them that they were actually at the park. The car had been convenient and Charlotte had been wet and tight and she'd smelled so good.
But fucking in a bed, where he wasn't always worried about a cop shining a flashlight inside? In her bed, in teenage girl heaven, where they could really stretch out? He could take all of her clothes off and all of his too. He was completely hard just thinking of it.
"I could be there in about an hour," he texted back.
That meant Daniel would have to take two buses. He hadn't done that in forever and he'd have to check his phone for the schedule, and he didn't know where his bus pass was. It didn't matter because completely naked sex in Charlotte's bed with all of her dolls watching them was worth standing in the rain for.
"Too bad you don't have the car," she replied and added a sad face.
"Maybe I can get it back," Daniel texted back quickly. He let his finger hesitate over send as he tried out his new theory. He was an adult, what were they going to do?
Really, what was stopping him? His father wouldn't come home until at least 6:30 or 7. Daniel could take the car, go see Charlotte and probably have sex twice. He calculated it based on the fact that so far, Daniel didn't think that he lasted more than five minutes. They could make out a little bit and he would get home to park the Camry before his dad, the douchebag, ever noticed.
Fuck it, he thought to himself and pressed the green button. He was almost painfully hard and it had already been almost ten days. He couldn't really ride the bus with a boner anyway. All he had to do was find the keys.
Daniel went to the living room first. He thought if he knew his father at all, the man probably picked the easiest hiding spot in the world. It wasn't exactly like his old man dug a ditch once he got home. He had probably stuck the keys in the table next to his recliner. They were most likely tucked away with the remote and his extra bottle opener and the toenail clippers that used while he watched television.
After Daniel pulled the drawer completely out and found that there were no Camry keys, he made a face. Then he reached deep into the pocket of his recliner where his dad usually kept his emergency cigarettes and a lighter. He hid those since he'd promised Daniel's mother that he had quit smoking for good this time. Yeah, he bet the keys were down there, hidden away like all of the other things he lied about.
Nope, no keys.
Just for good measure, Daniel checked the coffee table and the desk that was in the far corner. He'd never been so thorough when he had searched for anything before. In spite of his efforts, Daniel had still come up empty handed. He picked up his wet shoes and socks, though, just in case. It didn't really do to have his mother pissed at him and his dad.
Usually he could get his mom to side with him. She'd touch his father on the arm and use that voice and problem solved. It was the voice that she used when she wanted to get her way but she didn't want to fight. It was a husky voice and Daniel hated to say it, it was actually a pretty fucking sexy voice. She would cock her head and purse her lips and wait until his father had given her his full attention. "Honey," she'd say in that voice that Daniel bet used to give his dad wood, "don't you think you could let it slide, Tom?"
Almost one hundred percent of the time, the voice worked in Daniel's favor. When his father wasn't around, he always made sure to thank her.
This last time though, mom's sexy voice hadn't done a damn thing. His father had hollered at her and she had shut down right away. His mom had shrugged her shoulders and had made a face at Daniel over the dinner table. That face meant, "you're on your own buddy."
He had started to feel desperate and his boner was almost gone as the anxiety set in. Daniel checked the junk drawer in the kitchen, the one where they kept all the batteries. No keys.
He checked the board in the garage where his dad hung all the spare keys with labels. No such luck. His phone vibrated and Charlotte wanted to know, "You on the way? Can you pick me up a Coke?"
No, he couldn't pick up anybody anything until he got the goddamn keys. He lied though when he texted back, "Sure."
The only place that was left was his parent's bedroom and Daniel felt uneasy as he opened the bedroom door. It was off limits, it always had been. Even his mom had been stern about that. She'd always said, "If you want me to respect your privacy, you need to respect ours." It was probably only because the two of them wanted to walk around naked and the thought of that made him curl his upper lip in disgust.
Naked parents, jeez, that and the guilty conscience he had for walking inside the bedroom. He had crossed a line and his dick softened as if it too, were frightened.
Once he was inside the inner sanctum, he looked at their bed. No big deal, he thought with a shrug. It wasn't like there was a blowup doll in here or anything, Daniel laughed to himself. He headed straight for his father's nightstand and opened the top drawer. There was some gum, a pair of reading glasses, expired condoms, cream for arthritis and a picture. Daniel pulled out the picture. At this point he might as well look because he was so fucking busted if he got caught right now.
It was his mom. The only reason he knew that it was her was because Daniel checked the back. Sure enough, it said "Kristen, 1997". Wow, she was a completely different person back then and he smiled at the Kristen he'd never known.
She had the same hair, kind of. His mom had always had long, almost black hair but now it was permanently tucked away in a sloppy ponytail. The Kristen in the photo had her hair long and free. She had tucked behind a bit behind one ear while the rest of it swung over her other shoulder. Kristen wore a light blue sundress. It was form fitting and had a halter top. The dress showed the top of her cleavage and the shadow caressed the underneath side of her large bosom. The sunlight played down her slender arm and her curvy calves. Kristen seemed to look right at the camera, which had to be his dad. Her dark blue eyes said, "Come and get me."
Mom had been way too hot for his dad, that was for sure.
There were still no fucking keys and Daniel was almost out of hiding spots. The only thing left that he could think of was the closet. Maybe his father had just put the Camry keys in his work pants pocket that night. They were probably still in there. Here Daniel had gone without sex for an excruciating ten days and the keys were likely forgotten about entirely by the douchebag.
He'd never been in the walk-in closet, not even back when they first moved to the house. Daniel tried to shake it off, the apprehension that crept up his neck. He told himself that it was no big deal but his palm was damp with nervous sweat as he opened the door. Daniel closed it most of the way and reached for the chain to turn on the overhead light.
That's when he heard it.
Fuck, his mother was home already. Shit, she was going to go mental when she found him in here. Then they would gang up on him and with both parents on the same team, Daniel bet he could kiss the Camry goodbye until at least warm weather.
What if he lied? What if he said he heard something in here? He could tell her that he saw a mouse, that would work.
Mom hated mice. That could bite him in the ass too though because she would take it altogether too seriously. She would scream and stand on the bed and Daniel would be stuck here the rest of the night as he looked for the bullshit mouse that he'd made up.
There just wasn't enough time to do anything but freeze and hope for the best.
She opened the bedroom door with a long, exhausted sigh. His mother made her way to the bed and sat on the edge of it and exhaled. Daniel hunkered down in the closet and hoped that she didn't come in to look for something because it just might give her a heart attack.
Daniel looked her up and down and thought there was hardly a trace of the sexy Kristen from the picture. His mother sighed again and slipped off her shoes one at a time. She wore the ugliest shoes to work. They were black loafers with thick soles and a chunky, old lady heel. She said that they were comfortable and she was on her feet most of the day. She finally took them off and Daniel could see the red line from the shoes, the mark of having had her toes squeezed all day. "Yes, god, that's good," she said with an easy stretch of her arms overhead. Her neck cracked and she moaned a little. It almost sounded like she was having sex and Daniel held back the laugh.
She probably would rather crack her neck than fuck his dad.
He watched as his mother reached behind her and tugged down the rubber bands that kept her long, black hair slicked back. Her fingers were quick about it and in less than a minute, that tumble of hair that Daniel had seen in the picture swung free. She ran her fingers through her hair and sighed contentedly. "That's so much better," she said and smiled to herself.
His mother rolled to her side and turned on the light on her nightstand. Now Daniel could see much better. He hoped that she'd leave it on so that once she went downstairs to the kitchen, he'd be able to check his dad's pants pockets and get the hell out of here.
Shit, how was he going to sneak out though, now that she was here? Cock blocked by mom now, life really wasn't fair.
The chances of getting laid tonight was getting less and less, Daniel thought. Although the likelihood didn't matter enough to make his cock lay back down. He was stiff and uncomfortable in the jeans and if he let himself think about Charlotte, he'd be at full mast. He'd like to watch her take off the white, lacy bra that he had caught a glimpse of in the back seat. Daniel had been too focused on conquering her pink panties to unhook the bra. That was it, that was all that was necessary. The thought of Charlotte with no bra was enough. Charlotte and her small, upturned breasts and cherry colored nipples.
Fuck, he had to find those keys.
His mother didn't seem to be in a hurry. With her shoes off and her hair down, she slowly unbuttoned the vest that was part of her work uniform. It was dark green and it matched the knee-length skirt she wore of the same color. It was such a dowdy uniform, absolutely nothing sexy about it. It was perfect for all of the other old ladies that his mom worked with. The vest came off and she folded it in half and placed it neatly on top of the dresser. If Daniel knew his mother at all, she was saving it so that she wouldn't need to iron it for tomorrow.
She stood up and reached behind her and suddenly Daniel held his breath. She was going to take the skirt off.
Oh no, no, he couldn't see this.
He couldn't remember the last time he'd seen his mother completely covered. They weren't really a naked family. This wasn't how he wanted to think of her but he didn't close his eyes either. His mother unzipped the skirt and it fell to the floor in a pile at her feet. She kicked it to the side with her foot. Jesus, she wore stockings and a garter belt under that skirt and Daniel's body had a definite reaction to that. He was powerless over his eyes, which studied her.
He was a pervert, he thought, as his eyes moved up and down her legs in the stockings. Then there was the little band at the top of her thigh, that little bit of pale, fleshiness that hung out of the stocking at the top. Then there was the beige, shiny band on the front of her legs. It was clipped to the stockings and the shiny fabric came up and hugged her hips and her bottom.
She still wore the short sleeved, white cotton blouse that was part of her dumpy uniform. They gave her three long sleeved blouses for the cooler weather and three short sleeved blouses for warmer weather. Daniel supposed that even though today had been rainy and gray, it was really considered spring. She unbuttoned from top to bottom and the shirt swung open. She scratched her head, as if she were lost in thought. His mother wore a colossal, white bra that gleamed in the light. He'd seen her big bras in the laundry here and there but he'd never seen her wearing one. It was so different from Charlotte's tiny, little triangles of fabric.
This was a womanly bra and his mother had womanly breasts. Daniel covered his mouth with both hands as she pulled the blouse off. His mother's breasts were round and ripe and full. They were much bigger than a handful, these breasts couldn't be cupped. In fact, Daniel thought that her pale flesh would overflow his hand if he ever touched her there.
What was he thinking, that was his mother? It was impossible not to though, all that bosom was staring at him. Her cleavage was a long line that started just below her collar bones and ended somewhere down in the bra. Her décolletage connected two hills that couldn't be entirely contained within the white, shiny fabric. Jesus, he was never going to be able to look at her the same after this. Daniel felt himself flush with shame as his cock shifted and dripped in the front of his jeans. He regretted coming in here.
He hadn't even found his goddamn keys.
His mother pressed her breasts together and made a noise of discomfort, like she ached. She rubbed the place on the top of her shoulders where the straps sunk in all day. She breathed deeply as she reached behind her. Daniel hoped that he hadn't exhaled too loudly. He was sure that he'd let out a little puff of air, almost a gasp, as she unhooked the brassiere. Even with the hooks open, her breasts set in the underwire, resting but now, loose and free. Her huge, milk white globes hung a little lower without the hooks fastened. She pulled the straps down and yes, Daniel could see why she needed to take the bra off. There were red marks on each shoulder, a sore spot where the bra had dug into her body.
Take it off, the pervert inside insisted, take it off.
It was almost as if his mother could hear the pervert voice and she accommodated so sweetly. He stared intently as she rolled the straps down both arms and dropped the bra on the floor. Daniel grabbed his erection through his jeans and tried to wrestle it down. He had to tame it somehow.
This is your mother, you fucking perv, he thought but yes, she was his mother and her breasts were like nothing else he'd ever seen before. He couldn't help it, he was just a man with animal instincts after all.
He'd seen plenty of tits in his lifetime. He'd learned how to bypass the parental controls on the internet when he was eleven and he'd been watching porn ever since. For the most part, the porn girl's breasts were tanned and snug to their chests. Their tits hardly even bounced, it was almost like they had baseballs inside. Everyone said it was the silicone, but whatever, Daniel thought they looked nice when they fucked. They squirmed like jello in a mold.
In the real world, he'd seen three pairs of tits and most recently, Charlotte's. Charlotte's were small and pale, like dollops of whip cream on a piece of pie. Her nipples were tiny but very sensitive. He liked them, at least what he'd seen. Nothing had prepared him for his mom though.
His mother's breasts were gigantic and they swung, now that they weren't strapped down. They swayed freely with every breath she took. His mother's tits were snowy and mapped with blue veins. Her nipples were a color between brown and purple. Her nipples weren't hard at the moment but they were very large and baggy. The centers were the darkest color, they seemed to hypnotize him, and Daniel couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to lick her right there.
Fuck, that was enough to make his and dick jolt in his pants again. Daniel had leaked enough precum to leave a stain in his jeans, it would be unmistakable what had happened if anyone saw. He had to stop watching somehow. He couldn't make his presence known. There was no way to just pop his head out and say, "Hi, Mom. Sorry about this." He had no choice but to sit and try not to masturbate while his mom got undressed.
"That feels so much better," his mother said in a singsong voice and opened her arms out wide, as if she were embracing the world. Her breasts bounced and drooped and then moved back into place once she brought her arms back in. "Now for these damn stockings," she muttered as if she'd hated them all day. His mother stood beside the bed and raised one foot. Daniel had a perfect view of both meaty thighs. He noticed how they jiggled and followed the curve of her leg down to her sturdy calves.



She didn't have skinny legs by any means and he could see the purple lines of veins even through the stockings. He imagined that they were soft as velvet though. Every time his mother had ever hugged him, he marveled at her silky, soft skin. He could almost feel his hands run along the backs of her thighs, all the way up to the elastic at the bottom of her satiny, white panties. He watched as his mother unclipped the garter belt, front and back. Then she carefully rolled the stocking down her leg. Once her flesh was bare, it matched the rest of her skin, which was pale like moonlight. His mother never got a tan and was always harping him and his dad to put on sunblock. They would just laugh at her.
He wasn't laughing now; Daniel couldn't tear his eyes off of her.
His mother repeated the action with the other leg. Bare and free, her thighs bounced as she brought both legs together and Daniel noticed the cellulite dimples right under her cheeks. They looked like little pecks on her creamy, velvet skin. She shook her head and her long hair floated around her body. She smiled and stretched and there was something girlish about her now, unencumbered, almost naked. She could have been Daniel's age now. "This fucking thing," she said as she gripped the back of the garter belt.
Daniel didn't know what was more shocking, to see her in just her panties, or to hear his mother use the "F" word. She peeled the garter belt back and her stomach released out of its bondage.
His mother didn't have abs. She wasn't like the porn girls, she didn't have a line that ran the length of her stomach to show how many sit ups she did. She had a waist that was doughy, and there was a roll of fat in the center of her panties. As he looked at her like this, Daniel had never realized how curvaceous she was. She never wore anything revealing around the house, it was always baggy sweatpants and the work uniform which revealed nothing. Like this, with just the underwear on, he could see that she had an hourglass figure and even though it was looser and bouncier than the naked girls he'd seen, it was the epitome of feminine beauty.
His mother was sexy.
So sexy that Daniel placed his hand flat up against his hardon in his jeans. Fuck, yes, she was sexy and her breasts rose and fell with every breath. Her hair caressed her back like a thousand black fingers. Her thighs flexed and bounced as she opened her legs a little wider. His mother let out a sound of utter relief as she tucked her thumbs in the top of the high waisted, granny panties.
This wasn't a skimpy thong. This was nothing like Charlotte's panties, which he'd just caught a glimpse of as she pushed down her jeans in the back of the Camry. Daniel would have liked to spend more time on her panties alone. He'd finally gotten to the cherished panties, the final frontier, the fabric that touched the place that they were all trying to get to.
No, his mother's underwear wasn't supposed to be sexy, it was for function. It went up to her waist and he imagined that if she had worn something like jeans that they would have spilled over the top. He'd seen her panties in the laundry basket once in a while but they were taboo. He had always told himself not to look too long and definitely not to touch. There was something about your own mother's underwear that should be sacred.
She tugged the fabric in the back and pulled it out of her crack and then wiggled her round hips. She turned and her wide, heart shaped bottom faced him. There was the dark line up the back of her underpants, the line that cleaved her in two. Fuck, Daniel bit his knuckles as his eyes studied it. Her bottom was well formed, her cheeks were like two, big bells. They were smaller up top and heavier and fuller at the crease between her ass and her thighs. She never wore tight pants, she always wore the stretched out gray sweatpants, she hid this massive thing of beauty. Daniel now suspected that was because she knew the effect her bottom would have on him and his friends. It was mesmerizing.
His mother's underwear dropped to the floor and she giggled a little when she kicked them away with her dainty, little toes. She was naked and Daniel couldn't help himself. If he weren't trying to hide, he'd make all kinds of grunts and breathe deeply as he took it all in. As it was, he was desperate not to get caught. What would his mother think of his throbbing dick in his jeans as he scrutinized her naked body?
He'd never seen a pussy like hers.
Unlike the porn actresses, Daniel's mother wasn't waxed and shiny clean between her legs. In fact, she was quite hairy. She had a full muff, a thick, furry, black triangle of hair on her mound and it trailed down her lips. It gleamed in the light. The hair looked damp and slick and Daniel had never been so turned on or felt so dirty before. His cock ached to get out but he wouldn't let it. He just held onto it tightly through his jeans and hoped that she'd go to the bathroom and take a shower or something so that he could get away.
He didn't know how much more he could take.
His mother let her fingers play along her hairy bush. She petted herself full on and hummed. He gulped hard as she opened her thick thighs just enough to shove her fingers in between them. She slid her palm up her dark hair and with the motion came a waft, a trail of scent. It was an erotic aroma that Daniel had never smelled before but he knew was her pussy.
His mother was horny and wet. There was something about her earthy, powerful aroma that was almost impossible to resist. Daniel's dick thrust in his pants and trembled there and thrust again as if it begged to fuck her. Jesus, what was wrong with him? It was his mother after all. She was the last woman on earth that he should be this hard for and yet, there seemed to be no way to talk his dick out of it.
She lay down on the bed lazily, spread eagle, with her legs parted and her arms at her sides. From this angle, her meaty lips were in view. Daniel grabbed his cock in the jeans and tried to wrestle it out in time. The heat was there; it was immediate, it was necessary. The charge of pleasure from his testicles, his overflowing balls were so drawn up and so full made it impossible to stop. He hadn't even grabbed his dick, Daniel just held on tight as he watched the shiny wetness on his mother's full, open almost red pussy lips.
He came in his pants.
He wanted to scream. He wanted to groan with equal parts goodness and shame. Daniel tried desperately to hold his breath and not make a sound. The orgasm tore through his body and his dick begged to be freed. In the confines of boxers and jeans, it was too much friction but nothing mattered except the sight of her. On the bed, with her legs open, like she begged for it. Like she wanted her son to get on his knees and worship. He was still hard as the orgasm continued and he immediately pictured himself doing just that. Daniel could picture himself as he knelt at her feet. His sweaty hands were on top of her beefy thighs as he placed the softest kiss right there, where her two lips met.
"Oh, god," she murmured softly to herself as she moved her hands to clasp both breasts. The melons were far too much for her own hands to cover and they quivered between her fingers. His mother made a little purr as she found her own nipples and pinched them both. Daniel's eyes were peeled as he watched her rosebuds harden between her finger and thumb. She rolled them back and forth, she pinched her nipples and shook her enormous tits. The sensation rolled down her body and her hips pushed up from the bed.
She needed to be touched everywhere. Daniel still wished that he could sneak out and forget what had happened here today but he also wished that he could be closer to her and watch it all. He'd love to feel her wetness on his face.
Would he? Oh god, Daniel realized that yes, he wanted it desperately. What would it be like to feel your own mother cum? What would she taste like? He imagined her flavor would be tangy and sweet all at the same time. He made a hot, breathy noise and shoved his knuckles in his mouth harder, to keep the sound in. He bit himself to shut up and he was sure he'd have teeth marks later. She didn't seem to notice. She was too lost in her own sensations to hear anything but the little sighs and hums that came from her as she caressed her own breasts, slowly, back and forth.
Her right hand moved down the center of her belly and she jiggled like jelly. She continued down to her furry patch of hair and when she petted and stroked it this time, she let out a little cry. What the fuck? Why was his mother so horny and did that mean that she was always this horny? Here his douchebag dad walked around all the time and mumbled about sex when his big, beautiful wife came home this hungry for a dick?
Daniel was always going to wonder if she was wet, every time he looked at her.
Jesus, he shouldn't be watching this, he thought again, who talks about their mother that way? His right hand didn't know and it didn't care, it just unzipped and unbuttoned his jeans. His underwear was all sticky and clammy with his first orgasm. The smell of spunk and teenage ripeness rose as he pulled his still hard dick out. She parted her swollen pussy lips and Daniel felt almost completely sure that he'd cum again once he caught a glimpse between them.
She was deeply red there. Her inner lips were juicy and bulged out. They invited someone, anyone, to come rub their nose along those delicate fringes and smell her mating musk. His mother had a fat, succulent clit to go along with her thick, moist lips. It was a huge clit really; nothing like the little beads or buttons that Daniel had ever caught a glimpse of on porn. Suffice it to say that he hadn't really even noticed Charlotte's clit yet. Not to say he wasn't interested in it, but so far, with the opportunities that he'd had, he hadn't found it. It wasn't like teenage girls pointed out anything. It was all just mysterious and he was supposed to follow the treasure map.
He stroked his dick from bottom to top and then just squeezed the head a little. He felt filthy for doing this, guilty and ashamed. His heart knocked in his chest and reminded him that at any point, his mother could stop touching herself and get up and come into the closet. He'd have to move out of the house before he got a car again, but how could he stop now? Daniel wanted to push his tongue out and imagine that he was following along with his mouth. He wanted to lick everything she wanted to be licked, everything she showed him.
He wouldn't let himself hold his tongue out while he jacked off. It was too perverse.
His mother made a lusty cry as she plucked her round nub of a clit with two fingers. It really was big enough that she could jack it off, like a tiny dick. She rocked her hips and the mattress squeaked under her weight as she shifted her legs and moved her thighs apart a little more. She needed access and he needed to see everything. Daniel could hear the sound of spit in her hand and he thought, good idea Mom. He silently drooled a puddle into his own palm. He was going to need a little lubrication or he'd have friction burns from this.
His mother's hand made a wet, smacking sound, like two lips, as she took hold of her own clitoris. The other hand was up, back at her nipples. She made a steady path back and forth, her tits jiggled as she touched them and her right hand was busy in her folds. Daniel kept his eyes right there, at her center. He stared intently as his mother held her clitoris between her index and middle finger. She moved up and down on her clit, just like he did with his cock.
Fuck, he could imagine showing her what he was doing, what she was inspiring in her own flesh and blood. What if he came out of the closet, dick, fully hard, fully in his hand, and just stroked and stared and watched her clitoris pulse in her hand. What would she do?
His mother's moans had a rhythm to them now as she continued her up and down tempo. The squeak of the bed followed her bottom that pushed up and down. His hand slowed down to match her speed as he contemplated, what would she do?
Would she slap his face for being a dirty, dirty boy? Would her hand smell like her cunt?
Would she just be so ashamed that she could never look him in the eye again? No hugs for Daniel for the rest of his life because she could never rid herself of the memory.
Or would she just finish touching herself and let him watch? That thought made the nerves jerk down both legs and he clenched the muscles as he held firmly to his cock. Fuck, it was too soon to cum already. He wanted to make it last, as long as he didn't get caught anyway. He stroked all the way down and back as he watched his mother's fingers in her cunt. Daniel listened to the sloppy, wet noises she made between her lower lips and he ached.
"Oh, god, yes," she whispered to herself as she picked up the tempo. The squeaks of the bed frame came faster now and Daniel couldn't help but wonder who she thought about like this. "Fuck, yes," she murmured it louder as the other hand came down to her splayed lips. She never hesitated, two fingers slid right inside her pussy. She quivered on the bed and used both hands in tandem. She stroked her clit and fucked herself and all the while, the wet noises got louder and louder. His mother's ass shook like jello as she whimpered.
Her thighs trembled so fast and her breath came even quicker. Daniel had no control now. His hand moved of its own volition, up, down, up, down and then all the way up again. He felt his balls drawn up tight and hot. He was even more full of cum now than he had been the first time. The only thing he wished at that moment was that he was allowed to kneel right between her legs. He wanted his face to be just inches from her dripping slit. He stroked himself furiously and thought about watching all of the cream pour out of her. It would drip down and cover her hand while she pounded the fingers in and out. He wanted to smell her rich, animal scent. He wanted to stare right at her clit as it bulged and twanged and she finally came right in front of him.
"Fuck," she cried out loudly. She released a series of little cries, little howls of surrender, little begging noises as her own hands were relentless with her throbbing, red pussy. His mother was in the middle of ecstasy and there was no way to stop his own climax.
They came together.
Fuck, he pushed his hips up and thrust silently into nothing. He felt a long, hot spurt and then another. Then another jet of his creamy cum tore from somewhere deep down inside as he imagined letting his load go down her shaking thigh.
The two of them, coming in unison made Daniel want to scream but he didn't dare even breathe. His climax continued, wave after wave as he listened to his mother's orgasm die down. Her hands were still now and she sighed as if that was a relief to get through. She must have been pent up with all this sexual frustration all day. She had been locked up in the big panties and the garter belt with that huge clit of hers, completely erect. Daniel imagined that it thumped for attention all day and tried desperately to get some friction from the underwear.
Thinking of his mother horny all day at work was oddly satisfying, Daniel thought as he looked for something to wipe his hand and his dick on. He was scared to just reach for anything. He knew with his luck, he'd wipe splooge all over his dad's one good pair of pants, or something like that.
That would be how he'd get caught.
Shit, Daniel grimaced and wiped his hand on the carpet. He'd have to take a shower before he went to Charlotte's house. It wouldn't do him any good to show up sweaty and crusty with two orgasms. Could he really fuck Charlotte after all this? He wondered as his dick finally began to soften. After a few more easy breaths, it tucked and rolled back to his ballsack.
His mother interrupted his train of thought as she let out the most hedonistic sigh. She whispered, "Wow," as if she were contemplating the lover that got her there instead of just making herself explode.
"Now where did I put it?" his mother asked out loud to no one. She sat up suddenly and Daniel wished he could be much closer to see everything. Her breasts rolled apart and then slipped down a bit on her chest as she moved. His mother's nipples were hard now from all of that attention. Daniel thought that they looked like purple flower buds, just about to burst open. Just a little more attention, just a little bit of his tongue and his teeth and she'd melt in his mouth.
Jesus, how had he turned into such a pervert? His dick rolled and he felt the sensation there once more. He couldn't really get hard again, could he? He wasn't hard yet but every nerve was alive as she rose from the bed. Her ass was front and center just for a split second and now it was bare. His mother's ass crack was revealed, no longer hidden in panties. It was right there and Daniel bet that she was all wet there. He thought that her climax had dripped down to her asshole and she was all slippery and creamy between her cheeks.
The head of his dick licked his inner thigh with precum.
Apparently he could fuck Charlotte after coming twice to his mother. His mom moved out of view and he heard her bare feet thud on the carpet as she went to the other side of the bed. He heard a drawer open and wanted to tell her, "There's definitely no Camry keys in there." He grinned but the expression was frozen on his face as he heard her feet pad, back across the room. His mother walked past the bed and stood right in front of the closet.
Fuck, he was going to have a heart attack.
Sweat dripped down his cheek and his stomach lurched. There was no time to even put his dick away if she opened the closet door. She yanked it open and reached for the chain to turn on the overhead light. Daniel tried to shrink back, he tried to make himself smaller. He looked at his feet and saw that his mother's bare toes were almost touching his. He dared not even breathe.
She stood on her tiptoes and reached up and overhead to the right. There on the shelf, she pulled out something purple and chuckled like she'd heard a dirty joke. "Now, why would I put you in there?" she sounded so jovial. She was so relaxed now that she had exploded all over herself. His mother took the item with her and left the light on and the door open almost a foot.
God, now he had a totally unobstructed view. Like this, with the light on, all of her delicious details were easy to make out. It was like watching porn but infinitely more sleazy and hot. Daniel watched and let his eyes move slowly over her fat lips that dripped with her leftover cream. Like this, her scent was much more noticeable. He wanted to take a full breath and really drink her in but he didn't dare.
As it was, the bedroom smelled of sex and the faint traces of the familiar perfume that his mother wore to work every day. Daniel wondered if he'd ever be able to smell her again without getting at least a little hard. When she hugged him, wouldn't the memory of her large, rolling breasts be burned there in the back of his mind?
What if she kissed his forehead and pressed those ripe, luscious tits to his face? Things were never going to be the same after looking at her like this. Daniel knew, and that was why he shouldn't have done this.
It couldn't be helped and he couldn't stop now if he wanted to. He was trapped in here and his mother held the purple object in her hands with reverence, like she loved it.
Daniel was shocked when he realized that it was a cock. His mother stroked the thick, enormous dick and from the slick, sticky noises, it sounded like she was oiling up the shaft.
She couldn't fit that inside her, could she?



Jesus Christ, Daniel felt a shudder roll down his spine. That cock was bigger than a porn guy's dick. It was definitely bigger than his dad. It had to be longer than a foot and at the base, she couldn't get her hand entirely around it. Further up, the shaft had less girth but it was a veiny, almost frightening looking dick. The head was meaty and oddly mushroom like. If it weren't purple, it could have been real.
Except that no one had a dick that big in real life, Daniel reminded himself as his pulse throbbed and his own cock beckoned. As hard as he was, his dick was miniature compared to that monstrosity that his mother cooed and fussed over.
There was a buzzing noise and Daniel squinted to ascertain the source. At the front of the shaft, there was a branch. It was an offshoot of the cock that trembled and vibrated. He nodded his head, now he got it. Her reward for taking fourteen inches of rock hard cock was the persistent tremor right there on her stiff clitoris.
She had begun and his mother had to take this slowly. She had both hands between her legs and her thighs were spread wide to get the monster cock between them. She grunted, as if it were even difficult just to carry this hefty penis in her hand. "Oh yes," she sounded as if she'd been carried away on a wave of sheer bliss as the dick entered her sloppy, soaked entry with a wet noise.
Fuck, it wasn't fair, he shouldn't see this, Daniel thought. It was too much, the dick was massive and as he gulped hard and told himself to look away. That purple beast steadily stretched her more and then a little bit more. Her plump lips were so wide now. She stuffed her slowly as his mother guided it in with moan after moan of pleasure.
His mom needed a huge cock.
Just the thought of it, just the words made his own dick flutter and rise to tap him on the tee shirt. His mother worked her hips and the mattress moaned. She whispered, "Oh yeah," just like the voice in Daniel's head did. It was that deep, perverted, voice. It was the voice that he used when he was close to spurting all over the computer screen and he had no idea that women even talked like that. Especially not his mother. "Fuck," she said in the same voice and Daniel's cock begged to be stroked.
She had at least half of it in and her body stiffened. Her legs went straight out in front of her and her toes pointed. Her calves wiggled to the thrusts of her pussy. Her hairy, drenched pussy made loud gushing noises the more purple dick she stuffed inside.
Jesus Christ, she was going to get every last inch up in her cunt, wasn't she? Daniel gnawed on his knuckles, anything to keep the sound buried inside as he stared. Her body giving itself over to the mighty cock, it was a sacrifice to a hungry god. Her legs shook hard as her determined hips kept at it. "Damn," she barked and she then came another shiver. The buzz of the smaller, vibrating limb seemed to get louder. It mesmerized her. His mother began to whisper like a prayer, "Oh yes, oh yes," again and again as the cock dug deep.
Daniel stroked his dick again. He wished he had some of her lube for this. The friction was almost painful but it was necessary. His balls weren't even full but that didn't matter either. The urgency was in his shaft. It danced and dripped and seemed to point at his mother, stuffed full of dick.
Daniel gritted his teeth and stroked again and thought the only place she had any more room was in her mouth. That sent a moan that almost came out but he wasn't sure if she'd even hear it as she rocked the squeaky old mattress like that. The bed cried out for mercy as her thighs moved. Her legs were bent at the knee now and open as wide as they could be. Daniel saw everything, all of her.
His mother's cunt hair shone in the light with her wetness. There was a slick trail of juices and lube that drizzled down from her crack to the bed. She had made a huge wet spot already, it was bigger than her ass and Daniel bet the sheet was soaked all the way through with her mating scent.
With a little whinny, she got all the way down to the base of the enormous dick. Her pussy had finally gobbled every last bit of it down. It seemed that she was on the precipice between pleasure and pain as she writhed and moaned. "Fuck," his mother muttered as the vibrating arm touched her pulsing clit. It was so beefy and erect. It stood at attention and pulsed. Daniel didn't know what he wanted to stare at more, her slit, stuffed and open much too wide or her little dick that she wanted to stroke.
He'd like to stroke it for her.
Daniel couldn't stop touching his cock as he stared. He wanted to be right there. He wanted to stand over her and show her what her voluptuousness and her scent and her wanton, sexy noises had made him do. She should see what her fingers in her luscious twat had done to him.
He'd stroke his dick like this right in her face. Daniel would stand right where he could feel her hot breath on his balls. He'd shake from head to toe as he jerked off frantically and showed her what she'd done to him.
To her own son.
Fuck, he felt his face flush with shame but that wasn't stopping the rest of his body. His dick spit precum all over his jeans while his tongue slipped out.
Yes, he wanted to lick, he wanted a taste. He wanted his mother to wipe her creamy cum from his forehead to his chin. He would beg her to drown him in the scent of her pussy.
He was thirsty.
His mother had lost all control on the big cock and had started to fuck herself faster now. Back and forth, these were quick pulses of her thighs. The persistent buzz of the vibration on her clitoris was the background for the crescendo of cries.
The bed groaned and as she picked up the pace. Daniel wondered if she wouldn't break the mattress. It squeaked and slapped along with her big, bouncing butt. Her pussy was just getting louder the faster she fucked the lube in and out.
Daniel matched her speed. He wouldn't last much longer and the fantasy egged him on. He could see it vividly. He stood right there and stroked his cock for his mother. He breathed in her sloppy dripping, animal cunt smell. He'd stroke and make her look at his red, aching cock and balls. Daniel wanted to make her watch like she had made him.
The pulse of nerves started in his anus. His abs fluttered as he kept the steady up and down and he imagined that in seconds, he'd coat his own mother's flesh with his third, steamy load of cum.
His third climax for his mom.
"Fuck " she cried out like a warning and arched her bottom up. She drug her clit across the vibration and pushed herself harder and faster. Her legs were stretched out all the way now and she begged. "Oh god, please, please. Oh yes, please."
As if anyone could say no to that.
She howled and drove the dick home with wet slaps and grunts. His mother fucked the dick all the way to the bottom. She kept it buried there in her slit and rode the waves of the vibration. She shuddered in a total surrender that Daniel had never seen.
Porn girls didn't cum like this.
Daniel felt his own orgasm rock through him once again. The tightness and heat inside burst into bliss and light. He could smell his cum, something deep and briny as if this orgasm came from somewhere else. Somewhere somewhere from the depths that the first two couldn't touch. If he hadn't chewed on his spit sticky hand, he'd have howled. He would have begged, he would have sworn. He would have called for his mother and that was the one reason that it was so good that he couldn't talk.
They came together and it was beautiful. The soapy, frothy liquid rolled down his mother's dripping crack to the bed below. He watched it run off and spill down the side of the bed to the floor. She pissed out juices and the slap of her hips hadn't stopped. His mother was still lost in the dick, her pussy milked it inside and didn't even need her hands anymore. Her body was on automatic and her legs and breasts jiggled with every jolt of nerves.
Daniel was spent, empty of cum, completely drained. If he couldn't get out of the closet, if his insatiable mother decided to fuck herself with anything else, if somehow she could go again, Daniel would just have to watch in agony. He'd be hard but he'd just have to keep his hands to himself.
"Jesus Christ," his mother moaned and threw her arms out to the sides. She gripped the purple beast with both hands and turned off the buzzing. She made a little whistle, as if to say that even she was surprised that she could take that much dick. His mother sighed deeply. She was helpless and she shook as she withdrew the purple dick, inch by inch.
Daniel wiped his load on the floor in the closet and drew his legs up close. Didn't it stand to reason that if she'd put the dick in the closet the last time that she'd put it back in the same place? Could she even walk from the cum soaked mattress? She took long, deep breaths; shaky, exhausted breaths. She heaved and sighed and slipped the monster dick from inside. His mother's arm shook from the effort as she placed it on the bed beside her.
"Wow," she sounded so happy. His mother was wrapped up in a warm blanket of spent passion and satisfied like a sleek cat. She sat up and Daniel watched as her black hair tumbled back to the bed. She glowed, that smile said everything she didn't say. She'd been taken care of, her itch completely scratched.
She tried to get up, stumbled and put her hand out to gain her balance. She lost it anyway and dropped right back down to the bed with a giggle. Her breasts rose and fell and the roll at her belly bounced back into place. Her scent wafted to the closet. Her new scent was warm and not just a sex smell, it was something deeper than that.
Whatever it was, Daniel wanted to bury his nose in it and feel it inside.
It was time to get serious and his mother cleared her throat. She held onto his father's nightstand and propped herself up. Once she was on her feet, she shuffled toward the master bath. His mother flicked on the light and Daniel heard the hum of the fluorescent bulb.
This was his chance.
If she just went all the way in the bathroom, he could tear out of the closet. It was a straight shot to his room, which, if he'd been there the whole time, he doubted that he would have heard any of this. But he also would have missed out on three orgasms that shook him, body and soul.
She hadn't gone in the bathroom though, she just stood in the doorway. He watched as she reached for the washcloth and wiped the dildo off carefully. She cleaned it thoroughly as she stood, propped up against the doorframe. Standing on her own was too much for her legs and ass now, after all of that exertion.
He pulled back and hoped that he could scoot into the darkness of the back half of the closet, the part where the light with the chain didn't illuminate. Otherwise when she opened the door, he was totally fucked.
She yanked it open quickly and stood on tiptoe once more to put her purple toy away. She sighed and chuckled to herself and clicked the light off with the chain. His mother stood in front of the door, still naked, all of her roundness on display. The light from the room caressed her bareness and warmed her curves. He'd never forget this afternoon.
"Daniel, you better not take those car keys. Your father will be home in thirty minutes." That was all she said before she closed the closet door behind her. His mother weaved on unsteady, drunken feet to the bathroom and Daniel heard the squeak of the shower handle before the water hit the tile.
He didn't breathe until he was back in his room with the door closed so that he could weigh all of the possibilities.
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Roger liked getting to the office early like this . He especially liked to be here this early on a day where the afternoon temps were sure to skirt the edges of 90 in the shade. Today, the humidity would leave a sweaty fingerprint on the back of his shirt all day. Early like this and it was still fresh outside. The heavy dew hadn't dried up yet and everything shimmered in the first traces of a pink sunrise. Moments like this were why he wouldn't move away. Let winter come and shake your bones open and chill you until your teeth rattled. Nothing like six months of a back breaking Chicago winter to make you appreciate just how lovely summer in the Midwest could be.
Roger also liked parking in his parking spot, the one marked "R. Lincoln, Pres". The only thing that would be better about that parking spot was if President had been spelled out but the man who painted the orange stripes on the asphalt after they'd done the lot last year assured him that they couldn't fit that many letters.
Roger thought he could have if he'd tried harder.
Roger straightened his navy blue tie in the rear view and frowned as he slicked down the errant cowlick. His hair was getting wild, well, wild for him. It was time for Barb, his secretary, to make an appointment for him at the cheap haircut place in the strip mall. He liked it there. It was all business; in, out, no hair washing, no styling product, none of that pansy crap for him. He didn't want any aromatherapy. Just a quick buzz with the trimmer, a sweep of the cape and a crisp ten dollar bill and he was on his way.
Shit, he suddenly remembered; as of this morning, Barb was out on sick leave for the next six weeks. He knew there was a surgery involved. He knew that the girls in accounting knew all of the intimate details but once he got an inkling that it had something to do with lady parts, Roger had just shrugged and walked away. Sure, take off all the time you need in the busiest quarter of the year, he'd thought but would never dream of saying. The truth was that he could get along just fine without Barb, he assured his reflection. She wouldn't believe he could but Roger was surprisingly self-sufficient. Hell, he started the company, he was sure he could figure out a few clicks on a keyboard, or a few buttons on a copier. And just in case he couldn't, that's what the temp was for.
Once inside, Roger pressed the button to silence the alarm and flicked all six of the light switches on. Everything flickered and came to life with a sputter and a hum. He checked the thermostat and reassured himself. Yes, the sticky note that he'd placed there two years was still in the proper place. "Do not adjust RL", it was short and to the point like all of his workplace communications. Given the opportunity, every woman in the building had a preference and would like it a tad cooler or a smidge warmer. It was set on 72 in the summer and 67 in the winter and he didn't really give a damn in between.
Roger placed his bag lunch in the refrigerator. His spot wasn't marked, he just put his lunch in the same place every day. He liked to have it on the top shelf, furthest to the left, with his initials front and center just in case someone got cheeky and grabbed it. He wasn't a germaphobe. He didn't even believe half the bullshit about COVID but that didn't mean he wanted anyone touching his stuff.
He also liked getting to the office first because it gave him the chance to make the first pot of coffee. This way, it was the way he wanted it; strong and black and blistering hot. Once the ladies came in there was all kinds of froufrou nonsense, vanilla this and caramel that. It made him grumpy if there was even a hint of scent in his coffee. Coffee should smell and look like what it was, the sludge that woke you up. There was no need to be pretty about it.
At his desk, he read the morning's emails and blew on his steamy cup of joe and in silence. He liked Barb, she'd been with him for over a decade. She was a good, decent person and a loyal employee. She reminded him vaguely of his sister, so there had never been any uncomfortable sexual undercurrent between them. But Christ, the woman's small talk drove him nuts sometimes. Roger hoped that the temp would be some slightly bored, slightly chunky housewife who wanted to make a little extra spending money. Someone easy who wasn't going to try to turn the place upside down. Someone who got all of her small talk in with the ladies. He liked things quiet and predictable and that, according to his wife, was why he was a stick in the mud.
Too bad, he thought to himself as he knit his straggly, gray eyebrows together.
The ladies started coming in pretty steadily by 7:30. Sometime between 7:30 and 7:45, all signs of life had returned and the factory was in full swing. There for a while, during the COVID shit show, Roger had been worried although he always dismissed everyone else's concerns with "poppycock." He'd been worried that maybe they wouldn't make it after all. Now that they had all gotten their vaccines and the government had pumped trillions of dollars into the economy like it was water, he felt confident. He had even begun to believe that a full, economic revival was within reach, even if politicians were mostly con artists.
That's why he needed the temp. Roger looked at his watch and saw that it was 7:56. In his mind, she was already late, but he knew that he wouldn't like her if she kept him waiting after 8:00 sharp.
The tap on the door was so quiet that it was barely an announcement. It was a far cry from Barb's hearty fist on the door because she knew that sometimes, Roger was adrift. It was a soft, girly little sound but that made all the sense in the world when he turned around and saw her.
She was tiny, although petite was a better word and she had one dimple when she smiled. It was a wide, warm smile, with full, pouty, pink lips and even though she was a complete stranger, she looked like she was genuinely happy to see him. "Good morning, Mr. Lincoln," she purred. It was a definite purr. She had a voice that sounded like she had just woken up from a fabulous nap where she'd dreamed about something that would make her blush. "I'm Gloria, the temp."
Roger had to clear his throat. He was suddenly parched and worse, he couldn't remember the words. "Come in," he waved to her but everything was in slow motion. He managed to find his tongue even as the wave of her muted, warm floral scent rolled in with her. Barb never wore perfume. In fact more often than not, especially since COVID began, she smelled like Lysol.
Gloria smelled like a garden at dusk, where the warmth of the day brought each scent to a crescendo and now, it cooled and mellowed in the evening dew.
She had inspired him to feel poetry in his heart and yet, here she was, for all intents and purposes, late on her first day.
This was ridiculous, he told himself as she came closer and closer. No, what was ridiculous was that dress, he added as she stood in front of his desk. Barb never wore a dress. In fact, except for the occasional fashion faux pas made at the Christmas party, no one ever wore a dress. Barb wore shapeless sweaters and baggy pants and covered all of that with an even longer sweater, as if she were afraid that he might see she had a tail.
It was safe to say that no one had ever worn a dress like this. It was white and had pink flowers everywhere. The bodice had a row of tiny pearl buttons that his thick fingers would never be able to work and why would he think of unbuttoning her? The bottom was a swirl of ruffles and the skirt swished with every movement of her thighs. This was no good, Roger decided, it wasn't productive. He felt a twinge of something inside, something that back in his twenties would be the beginning of a hard-on but at his age, it could just be that he had drank too much coffee.
That would explain why his pulse raced.
"Actually why don't you get started on the filing?" he blurted out. The sweat trickled between his shoulder blades and he could feel the sticky sensation on the back of his neck. Roger wanted to blame the tie. It was probably too damn tight but even though it had been too long to remember the exact date, he had the recollection. He was old, not dead.
Desire.
He leaped up from his chair and hit his thigh on the desk. Roger held back the first word that came to mind since there was a lady present but his leg smarted and he winced. Good, pain was useful in this case because then he couldn't think about the other nonsense that felt like fingernails that ran down the length of his spine. "Over here," he pointed straight ahead to the rows of green, metal file cabinets. "We keep all the copies of orders in these," he licked his lips. He was parched and dry and chapped. Gloria's lips were glossy and wet and shiny and pussy pink and would be much more refreshing than an ice cold glass of water.
Dammit. "Invoice copies go in these. Barb hasn't filed in a while so there's enough to keep you busy." And out of his hair until he could pull himself together. He was acting like a goddamn teenage boy. Roger retreated to the employee kitchen and poured himself a small paper cup of water from the five gallon dispenser. He chugged it down in one gulp and then got another to sip slowly. Had it really been so long that when he was confronted by the urge that it hit him like a sickness?
Once he no longer felt feverish, Roger slunk back to his office and sat heavily in his chair. He felt unsteady and lightheaded and if Barb were here, she'd want to check his temperature. He had Zoom meetings for the next two hours and he was almost happy about it. All throughout COVID, he'd done nothing but complain about the additional technology. He preferred face to face over videoconferencing but now, it was absolutely perfect; a much needed distraction without actually leaving.
He logged in and stared out the window as the conference began. The topic of discussion was supposed to be the economic recovery and all of the new growth opportunities that were on the horizon but Roger knew better. All they had talked about for the last six months was the supply chain difficulties and no amount of free government money was going to turn that around any time soon. He grimaced and bet himself that in less than ten minutes, that would be the main focus.
Wait, did Gloria have freckles?
Roger had come up with a list of items that were terribly important and all of them revolved around a delicately built, absolutely gorgeous girl. At this moment, Gloria stood on her tiptoes to reach the top drawer. She was enchanting, all the way down to her toes, Roger thought. Her toes were dollops of dough and each one was decorated with a bit of hot pink nail polish. She wore wedge sandals that tied around her slender ankles with white bows. Gloria had little ballerina feet and Roger felt fairly certain that they also smelled of lush flower gardens, like the rest of her.
He let his eyes meander discreetly as the others joined the conference on his screen. Gloria's hair was a mass of honey colored curls that rested on her shoulders. It was bedroom hair, that's what he thought with an ache inside. It was hair made to be worn wild and free, to be pulled in moments of desperate passion and caressed when it was tossed about on the pillow after.
And freckles.
There was a dusting of freckles across her small, narrow nose, a few on her rosy cheeks and maybe even a couple on her forehead. Gloria belonged in the sun on a day like today. It was too easy to picture her lounging on a hammock in a pink polka dotted bikini. She shouldn't be slaving away with papers.
She had small breasts and his face was hot again as he noticed. It was the light, it was the dress's fault for being so flimsy and transparent, he told himself. She had small, pert breasts that were topped with rosebuds that, thanks to the air conditioning, were in full bloom. He imagined that they would be the most glorious shade of dark pink and she would giggle and show him her dimple if they were touched lightly with his trembling fingers.
Her waist was tiny. She was a slender girl and he wondered if it was the cut of the dress that made her bottom appear to be so shapely and round or if she were just gifted beyond imagination. The mystery remained unsolved as Roger imagined how her cheeks would quiver under the dress if he were standing behind her. He'd like to approach her from behind, as she was. He would like to prop her up against the file cabinet and flip up the dress and let his fingers sink into baby smooth, bouncing, plush skin. That scrumptious ass would wiggle and jiggle, her cheeks would vibrate and shake. She would look back, over her shoulder at him, with that lovely smile. She'd give him that coy flutter of lashes and her freckles and maybe even pop that bubble gum that he saw her rotate from right to left. God, he'd eat her ass like cherry pie a la mode and listen to her pop bubbles.
Gloria turned to the side as she flipped through the stack of papers. She seemed to be consumed with her work and the light embraced her in a full body halo. Roger tried to turn and face his computer monitor but it was hopeless, he was spellbound.
Wait, could he believe his eyes?
Gloria shifted from one foot to the other and yes, there was the fleshy bulb. It moved from side to side, with her, a part of her all along. Gloria's dick was soft and tucked away in panties and all of the girly underthings that someone like Gloria must wear but it was very much there.
He gulped; a dick?
"Roger, are you still on the conference?" a male voice blurted out and cut through the slow reel of delectable pornographic images that were running through his mind. No, wait, that wasn't right. She had deceived him, with that dimple and that voluptuous mouth made for kissing.
Shit, he had no idea what they were talking about.
He could only whisper, "Sorry, technical difficulties." Technically he was hard as a bolt and couldn't possibly get up and move about like this. It would be obscene and in this day and age, with sexual harassment and #metoo and whatever else, Roger tingled all over his body and yet, was scared to breathe.
"What? Is he on or what?" Pam, big mouthed Pam squawked like a chicken. "Or is he taking a nap?" she snickered. Pam was obnoxious and bossy and Roger secretly thought, unattractive. One of those angry women.
"No, I'm here," he said with some authority. Pam could just keep her estrogen to herself. If he had the tendency to space out on the calls, it was mostly because the material was less than thrilling. It wasn't his fault that a magical, young girl was in his office today and there had never been such beauty here before.
A girl with a dick.
"Did you want to weigh in here, Roger?" Charles asked. Now he recognized the voice. He liked Charles. They both felt the same way about videoconferencing. They were they in the same age bracket and Roger could tell, they felt the same way about Pam and the rest of her ilk.
"No, I think you're doing just fine," he said firmly and cleared his throat. He had too much to consider at the moment. A girl with a dick, the thought came back, like an itch between the shoulder blades that was just out of reach or a small paper cut on his lip. Something that demanded attention, much more attention than he should be paying to anything and there it was again, a pulse in the front of his pleated pants.
What the hell was going on? His body suddenly had a mind of its own and he was disturbed by this reaction. Roger exhaled deeply and then realized that everyone on the call had just heard that. He muted himself, thankfully Barb had taught him how to do that and tilted back in his chair.
What he really should do was call the temp agency. Gloria, in all of her fanciful femininity was hardly a match for the position. He needed a girl, an actual girl. No, better, he needed a frumpy lady. He needed another Barb with elastic waist pants and a polo shirt that was two sizes too big to accommodate for her rolls around the middle. It wasn't just that he needed that, he was thinking about the company as a whole.
If he could clearly make out the gorgeous, little lump, then it was just a matter of time before someone else did. Besides, given how pretty Gloria was, she was certain to make enemies here. He'd give it a day, maybe two and someone, anyone of the ladies would be in his office complaining about some imaginary infraction that Gloria had done. They were older and plainer and in that regard, mean as rattlesnakes. Women, he shook his head and sighed. They had no idea how close they were to running the world and they would, if they could just stop being such jackals with each other.
Roger nodded, that's what he'd do. He'd send her back to wherever she came from. Although he knew he'd never forget watching her. He was sure that tonight, in the privacy of his basement, he'd have many more thoughts about how magnificent Gloria must be under the dress.
The call finally ended and Roger looked at his day planner. It was the perfect time to eat his lunch even though that meant he had to walk past the girl. The curly-haired girl with the intoxicating scent and the gorgeous, little lump that shifted and fluttered whenever she moved.
It hardly seemed fair that she was like an angel, or maybe a fairy. Roger had never wanted to see another cock before. It couldn't be avoided when watching pornography but this wasn't like looking at another man at all. This was a thing of exquisite beauty, of that, he was already certain.
He couldn't help it, his feet froze as he came within two feet of her. She turned from one file cabinet to the next, her dainty fingers, her elegant arms, her skin seemed to sparkle and he wondered if that was some kind of magical potion that she'd rubbed on herself or if it was all just a trick of the light. Maybe he was seeing things.
"Mr. Lincoln?" Gloria paused and gave him another sweet smile that sent the sweat bead down the center of his back. Her voice was sweet and sultry. Her voice was honey or molasses or caramel, something slow and delicious and it dripped down his body and hovered right there, just above his zipper.
"Just getting my lunch," he told her, as if he needed to clear things with her. As if a pretty girl walked in and just turned his world upside down. "Take your lunch whenever you want," he added and almost tripped over his own feet as he hurried back to the employee kitchen. Damn, there was no way, given her position and where his office was, there was no way to avoid her. Of course, there was the fact that every pore in his body wanted to be as near to her as possible. To be enveloped in that fruity girl scent, to study every freckle, to kiss every single one as his hands busied themselves on her ruffles and ridiculously small buttons.
But there was a dick there at the center of all of that. Dammit, he thought to himself as he headed back to his chair, this was no good for work. She was a distraction.
At 12:30 sharp, like she did everyday, his wife called. Roger should have told Gloria to expect her but he'd forgotten. He was completely caught up in the sight of her ass in profile. His eyes followed the curve of her cheeks, which started up high, where her tailbone would end. Then they ballooned out into an inviting heart or a bubble, something full and womanly. They were made to be squeezed and molded in his hands. He wondered if she didn't have dimples at the bottom of her back as well. Roger could very clearly picture kissing them both on the way to her crack, which he could see himself exploring with his tongue.
But then there was that dick.
"Charlene is on line one, Mr. Lincoln," Gloria's purr interrupted that thought. Thank god because he was close to being fully hard again.



"That's my wife," he said stupidly. "I'll take it," he fumbled with the words and felt warm and guilty. Was this going to be the first time in thirty something years of marriage that he'd talk to Charlene and be hard for someone else?
"How's it going?" Charlene asked in her singsong voice, the same question, every day at the exact same time. They were nothing if not predictable.
Roger looked out the window and watched the smokers as they sat on the picnic table and puffed. "Good. How's your day?"
"Hot," Charlene told him. "Did you know it's 100 with the heat index?"
"No," he hadn't noticed anything today but the temp.
"So how's the new girl?" Charlene asked casually but he could tell that she was fishing for information, "She sounds young."
Roger turned from the window and stared at Gloria. She had taken a break from filing and now she sat in Barb's chair. One slender calf jiggled as she tapped her foot, the other seemed to be folded underneath her splendid bottom. He bet that her legs were sparkly and satiny smooth and that she was soft from her ankle all the way up to her magnificent cock. "She's okay," he mumbled to his wife, "I mean, she's no Barb." He felt slightly sick with lust and frustration.
"Well I bet all the girls there will hate her." Charlene had no idea how right she was, "I mean, if she's young and cute, anyway."
Who said anything about cute?
She was breathtaking and Roger couldn't take his eyes off of her and the next woman that the temp agency sent better be a toad so that he could concentrate. "It'll be fine," he assured his wife. "What's for dinner?" he changed the subject and took a bite of his peanut butter and jelly sandwich.
Charlene made a noise, her typical noise that meant she wasn't really in the mood to cook but she probably would because getting take out made her feel guilty. Roger never understood why she didn't give herself more of a break. He knew her so well after all these years. He knew her sounds, he knew her pauses, he had never met anyone was such an open book and Roger had thought that was how he liked it. Easy. Simple. "Probably tacos, that won't heat up the house," she said and if he were looking at her, he knew that she would shrug as she told him.
As it was, he looked at Gloria and thought of how velvety her skin as he ran his fingertips down her back. He wanted to sweep her blonde curls up in both hands and bare her neck so that he could rub the tip of his nose along the little indentation there. He wanted to feel her shiver in his arms as his mouth set every nerve on edge. "Tacos sound good. I should go," he told her the same thing every day, regardless of what dinner was to be. Roger knew that he was lucky to have a wife that cooked for him every night and more so, a wife who seemed to genuinely like taking care of him. He was a shit for staring at this girl, just because she was the new model. "See you later, honey," he added the "honey" so that Charlene wouldn't spend the rest of the afternoon obsessing over whether or not the new girl was cute. It was an affirmation meant to soothe the way. Yes, she's adorable but I wouldn't trade you in for all of the curly-haired, bouncing bottom, ruffles and lace and fruity perfume girls in the world.
He'd just think about Gloria while stroking his cock, probably for months.
After he hung up, Roger chewed the rest of his sandwich slowly as he contemplated this situation. He'd call the temp agency and ask for a replacement but he had to be careful. Oh so very careful, he had to tiptoe across that line because he knew that things like dicks and frilly dresses were minefields for men like him.
Why would he ask for a replacement?
He ate his Lays potato chips next and answered that question with the truth, the dreadful, not safe for work, could never be spoken truth. She was too beautiful and he was too hard to make the phone calls that Barb had scheduled for him last week. She was too beautiful and she smelled too good and he couldn't take his eyes off the lump. Where his initial reaction had been aggrievement, now it was mostly obsession. He couldn't work because of the little protrusion, the small dick that bounced between her thighs. Worse, Roger had made up his mind that he wanted to do was see it.
Touch it.
Taste it.
None of that could be said out loud though. She had been almost late, but not quite. She was dressed almost inappropriately, but only when you compared it to everyone else.
The ladies had fought for jeans five days a week and Roger had capitulated when they came back to work. He had known it was a slippery slope and now they sneaked in all kinds of things. He had seen stretch pants and baggy, plaid shorts and worst of all, Crocs.
Gloria looked like a princess compared to the rest of them.
By the time he finished eating, Roger realized that he was screwed. He had no legitimate complaints about Gloria and anything that he said about her dress or her looks or god forbid, her penis, would be construed as sexual harassment. The ladies at the agency would probably berate him and never send him another temp. He was a man in a #metoo world and although they kept telling him that he was at the top of the food chain, he suspected that it was a precarious place to be. Especially with a dickgirl ten feet away.
As he placed the call to one of his suppliers, Roger remembered that this wasn't the first time that he had some thoughts that simmered about a girl with something a little different.
Was it just a curiosity or was it more of a fetish? He had a vague longing whenever he thought about a girl with a dick. The longing was vague but what he wanted was oddly specific. Not a masculine looking woman, that did nothing for him. Not one of those men, dressed in drag, like the ones that hustled tricks in one of the more questionable neighborhoods far away from here. Not a linebacker in a skirt. Nothing like that. It was rare but occasionally, he'd see her and he'd give in completely. What did that mean? Roger wasn't comfortable with this new assessment.
"Roger, how's it going? You been busy over there?" The man's name was Jim and for the life of him, Roger couldn't remember his last name in spite of the fact that they talked at least twice a month. Another person that he had an oddly intimate relationship with that was only by voice or email.
"Good, I guess, I mean we're really cranking up in this economic revival," Roger gave him the standard line as he watched Gloria shift in her chair. She stretched one slender arm overhead and her breasts jiggled as she moved. Jim continued the conversation about whatever, vaccines and who was out and who was working from home and how badly the Chinese had fucked up the supply chain. Roger stopped listening as he studied the front of Gloria's dress for her nipples. He imagined them plucked and hard. In his mind's eye, they were sweet, little strawberry colored bits of warm flesh. He would nibble and tease them between his teeth as his hand moved down into her panties. Her skin would be warm velvet in the panties. All the while, his hand would seek out the other warm, fleshy bit that had tortured him all day.
He was consumed with her dick, he wanted it, god, he needed it.
Roger wasn't sure how they ended the phone call but it seemed fine. If Jim noticed that he wasn't his usual, chipper self, at least he had the decency to keep it to himself. Check one thing off of Barb's list of things to do. He settled in to the worn place on his seat and gave himself an attaboy as he pressed the numbers to make the next phone call. See, he could be hard and still be productive.
Time might have stood still or he might have just done everything on autopilot. Maybe nothing else but the girl with the dimple was real for the next hour or two. He spoke, Roger felt his mouth move, and he could hear his voice in the background. He responded to speech but in his mind's eye, he was somewhere else far away. He was alone somewhere with Gloria, just the two of them. She had very sweetly opened the tiny pearl buttons on that dress and he took it off. He could feel the material in his hands as he pulled it up, over her head. Then it was just the sound of her glorious curls cascading down her bare shoulders. That was all he could hear.
Oh, that, and her giggle.
The knock on the door brought him crashing back down to reality. "Mr. L?" It had to be one of the old timers. The kids just called him Roger as if they were also bosses. He swung around in the chair and saw that it was Patty. She was friends outside of work with Barb and had promised to give the full report about the surgery. "Can I come in?"
"Sure, Patty, what's up?" he asked and leaned back in his chair a little more. His dick was finally on a break. He couldn't remember a day that he'd been so alert, so on edge.
"Barb's son called. She's in recovery and they said the surgery went well," Patty, the thick waisted woman with the gray, butch haircut told him. Patty had manly hands and walked like a truck driver but everyone said that she'd been happily married for longer than he and Charlene had been together. Just went to show you, he thought.
"Good to know, thanks for keeping me posted," he said with half a grin. He really hoped that Patty was not about to spill her guts and explain every little inch of what everything was that they took out. He could do without the side effects and the stitches but Patty definitely had something on her mind.
She gestured over her shoulder with a thumb, "Is she taking Barb's place?"
That voice, it was cold and bitter, it was a bite on the ass. Patty would be the first to complain about Gloria in some protective reaction to make sure that Roger didn't trade Barb in for a much newer model. "She's just sitting in until Barb comes back," he reassured Patty in a calm voice.
"What on earth is she wearing?" Patty asked with a spiteful snort that meant, "get a load of this ridiculous girl," and she wanted Roger to be on her side. They all would.
Which was why cutting Gloria loose was the kindest thing he could do.
Otherwise he'd be serving her up to a pack of hyenas. He didn't really know anything about the beautiful girl with a dick, but he knew that she deserved better than that. "It's a dress, Patty. It's her first day. Cut her some slack," he said sternly. It was a warning but Roger knew that he better not sound like he was too much on Gloria's side or the rumor mill would start immediately. "She probably had no idea what we wear around here," he added. Roger let the hint be there, yes, he found the ridiculous dress to be slightly humorous, but hey, she tried.
Patty said her goodbyes and took a long look at Gloria before she stomped back down to the production floor.
Roger had waited long enough. He glanced at his watch. It was a quarter to four and the day was drawing to a close. If she needed to make alternate plans for tomorrow. he owed Gloria that much anyway. He checked Barb's notes for the number and quickly dialed it. "QPS Employment, how may I direct your call?" chirped a friendly girl's voice.
Christ, everyone was young. Everywhere, everyone was younger than him and Roger suddenly felt like he was really the old man that everyone seemed to assume that he was. He was an old man, shriveled up, dried up, spiteful and crotchety and now he was going to get Gloria canned for simply being sexy. That said way more about him than it did about her. "Can I speak with Christina?" he asked anyway, in spite of the guilt trip. He'd rip it off in one fast movement, like a Band-Aid.
There was a few seconds of hold music and then a second young, female voice said, "This is Christina."
He quickly introduced himself, "Hi, this is Roger Lincoln."
His eyes were riveted on Gloria. Once again, she was filing and the sun had shifted and the lights and shadows caressed her body. She had become a work of art, illuminated like this. She was the model for the painter, the muse. She was the beautiful, mysterious, perfectly pornographic, little fairy of a girl. She was sure to leave an indelible imprint on his mind, just like an immortal work of art.
God, he wanted her.
"Mr. Lincoln, how are you?" Christina asked. "And how is Gloria? Is she working out for you?"
He felt a little dampness on his bottom lip and Roger felt his cheeks grow hot as he realized that he was drooling. He wanted her. He wanted to do things with Gloria that he'd never done but always secretly, in his darkest, dirtiest fantasies, wanted to do. He'd never wanted to suck off a man; that was almost repulsive, at the very least distasteful. He'd never felt an inkling to do anything with another man, but this girl, she was an anomaly. This beautiful dickgirl and her luscious cock that had beckoned and shivered and shimmied across his imagination all day.
He wanted to suck her. In fact he could almost taste her in his mouth right now and once again, he was dry and parched and could barely speak.
"Gloria, oh yes, Gloria's great." He said it all in one breath and he sounded far away, which he was, because he was somewhere else. He was on his knees and his hands moved up and down on her supple thighs under the flounce of the dress.
"Good to hear," Christina said, "so is there something else I can help you with?"
Here was his chance, he could get away with it. He'd be off scot free and all he had to do was just say that he needed someone who was a faster typist, a more efficient filer of papers; a quick, effective, sexless worker bee. They'd forgive him, he was just an old, clueless man after all.
He wanted to suck her. The thought came like a heartbeat.
He wanted her salty, sweet cream down in his throat and he wanted his face to smell of her dick and balls. He wanted to slowly, tenderly finger her ripe, puckered, pink asshole. He wanted to feel her vibrate with feeling under him as he pleasured the girl with one dimple. He wanted to see her smile after she came in his mouth and dribbled a little on his bottom lip and chin. He wanted to be a mess with her orgasm and savor it in his mouth. He wanted his hair to be wild from rubbing his face in her plush crotch. He wanted to feel her in his throat and remember it always so that every time he stroked his dick, it was to the tempo of her cock in his mouth.
"Oh, well, I guess I just wanted to know if you have temporary people for factory work too?" he lied quickly. There had to be something, there had to be a reason for this stupid phone call.
All the while, he could feel the tremor inside as he realized that if he had the chance, if for some crazy twist of the fates, or karma, or whatever, if the girl allowed it, he was going to suck her dick. That seemed life altering. "You know, with the economy bouncing back and we still have a few people out, we might need to pick up a few more temps," Roger sounded confident and calm. It was all a lie because at the moment, nothing about him was.
"Yeah, of course, we would love to help you with that." Christina droned on after that about all of the reasons why they should work together and Roger stared at the blue couch in his office. It was all the way to the right hand side and up against the wall. Barb joked about it being the visitor's couch but Roger never had any visitors. It was the perfect place. Well, at least given what the scenario was, it was the perfect place and he could feel her wedge sandals on his shoulders as he tipped Gloria back on the upholstery.
"Sure, sure," Roger agreed when the woman took a breath. He asked her to email him some information and he'd get back to her at a later date.
It was twenty after four when the employees started to leave. They trickled out in groups of two and threes and Roger listened to their whoops and hollers in the parking lot. It was sweltering out there, as evidenced by the forearms that went up to wipe sweat off foreheads. They quickly put down their windows as they got inside their cars and waited for the AC to kick in before peeling rubber out of the parking lot.
It was 4:45 when someone turned off the lights in the employee kitchen. Moments later, Roger realized that there were only two cars left in the parking lot and he swallowed hard.
Was he really going to do this?
If he had the chance, Roger assumed nothing but if he did. He'd never really cheated on Charlene, never not once cheated as in with his dick inside another woman. But this wouldn't have anything to do with his dick either. It was all about Gloria's perfect, tasty morsel of a cock.
He had goosebumps in spite of how warm it was.
Almost as if she could read his mind, Gloria tapped on his door. It was that same dainty, little girl knock that she'd done this morning and it made him shudder. "Mr. Lincoln?" she asked slowly. That voice had all the time in the world to just tug at his heartstrings, and his zipper. "I filed everything that was in that stack."
"Come in," he gestured to her. "Sit down," he got up and strolled over to the couch. He took a seat casually, with his hands behind his head, as if nothing about her had crossed his mind all day. Gloria didn't know that he never had visitors, she would be his very first one. "How'd it go today?"
He watched Gloria sit. Her dress flounced out around her on the navy blue couch. Her scent from this morning was warmer and richer, as if the warmth from her body had just made it more full-flavored. It was fruit and flowers, like bubblegum and gardenias and he wanted to know if she dabbed it on the crooks of her elbows and behind her knees. "It was fine," she said with some hesitation. "I guess people here aren't too friendly?"
Poor Gloria, she had no idea.
Roger watched his hand reach out to her knee, just to rest there. The bottom half of it was bare, the edge of her dress stopped right there and his fingers insisted on knowing whether or not she was really as soft as she looked. He let his hand stay there and let the warmth sink in. God, she was every bit as warm and soft as she seemed that she was. Gloria didn't shrink away from his hand or freeze up under the touch. Roger's heart galloped as he let it sink in; he was touching the dickgirl.
She stayed, she melted and Roger wondered if he didn't hear that almost imperceptible shift of her thighs as they moved just a tiny bit further apart. "It's not that they're not friendly. It's just you're new," she was new and young, god, so young.
Was she even old enough to go to a bar and get a drink?
Even if she wasn't, he bet that no one ever carded her because the thought of someone so pretty and slightly tipsy was too good not to take advantage. "You're new and you're pretty," there, he said it, pretty. One of the not safe for work words, the boldest word that he could drum up. And it was such a pathetic word, considering how magnificent she was.
"Pretty?" Gloria asked and cocked her head. Her honey colored curls dipped down, past that shoulder. They dangled precariously close to where straps and ribbons and underwear things must touch her delicate body. "And they must be used to having you all to themselves?" Gloria giggled and leaned in closer. Her thick, black lashes almost touched her cheekbones. She looked at him through her lashes, a smoldering look. Her eyes were sea green, like a lagoon. Like some tropical body of water, where mermaids beckoned and gave a siren's song.
Was she flirting with him?
It had been so long, so long and he'd been so pitifully bad at this game back when he still played. "Okay, not pretty," he admitted and corrected himself. "Absolutely beautiful," god he sounded like a boy with a crush and Roger guessed at this point that just about summed things up. He was no smoother at this than he had been at her age. "Stunning," he continued shakily. Every hair on his arms stood at attention as he let the words that he'd kept in the center of his chest break free. "And you didn't make it easy with this dress," he added with a grin. His hand moved from the top of her knee to the back and Gloria must be sensitive right there. She must like to be touched there, on the small indentation on the back of her knee. Even though it had been a long time since Roger had heard a woman's deep sigh of contentment, he knew that was the beginning of longing.



"Do you like my dress?" she nuzzled closer to Roger. Gloria's lashes fluttered and pursed her lips. God, her pussy pink, slick with gloss, shiny mouth that could have been dripping with cum but just looked freshly licked. Her mouth was close and all he could see were those freckles. All he could think was that anything he did with his mouth besides kiss her was a monumental waste of time.
"I love your dress," he confessed in his bedroom voice that hadn't been taken out to promenade in so long that it was more than a little rusty. "Love it," he repeated and then slid in closer to inhale her fragrance. He had made his decision. Yes he was really doing this and mid-gulp, he asked, "Can I kiss you, Gloria?"
There was no giggle then. There were no coquettish glances, no toss of the hair, nothing girlish at all. She was a pure, sensuous woman when she answered. She looked him in the eye and her voice dipped down low and tugged at his zipper when she answered, "Yes."
Roger's mind fumbled. Oh god, how long had it been since he'd kissed anyone but Charlene? Lately, the last decade or so, how many full on kisses had there been? His brain screamed that he was out of practice but his mouth didn't heed a word of it. His lips were drawn her to her slippery, full pout and he groaned as his mouth touched hers. He'd been so hungry, starving actually, and here she was, on his couch with her wet, warm mouth.
He nibbled her bottom lip and then let his tongue touch the center of her top lip. This was just a taste, just to tease himself a little more, as if he needed it. Roger's dick unfurled completely in his pleats as she sighed and opened her mouth in response. If anything was more of an aphrodisiac than her voice, it was her sigh of pleasure. Gloria melted into his mouth and her tongue slipped between his lips. Something lubricious, something to suck, something to taste; he drank her into his mouth and finally felt quenched.
As the kiss continued, Roger's hand moved from her knee up to the dress. She was warmer and warmer the higher he went up on her thigh and her fingers were in his gray hair as she shifted and turned her body. They were making love with their mouths and Roger drank from her lips and breathed in her fragrance of lust.
Gloria broke the kiss. Her breath was hot and she panted on his face and pulled back a little, as if she were a little frightened and had to regroup. She sounded so young and interestingly enough, almost bashful. The beautiful girl seemed almost shy when she put her small hand on his arm and whispered, "I'm not like other girls, Mr. Lincoln."
Roger thought of correcting her. After a kiss like that, a kiss that had brought his cock back to life after a long winter's sleep, he thought at the very least, she should call him by his first name. But he had to admit to himself that he liked the idea that she called him Mister. He even kind of hoped that she would keep calling him Mister, even when her panties were off and his mouth was sealed around her beautiful cock. "I know, you're not like any other girl I've ever met," he touched her chin and his mouth had to kiss her jaw. He had to start there, that soft place right under her chin and work his way into the tangle of curls. He wanted to feel her pulse beat on his tongue while his hands were full of blonde hair.
"Wait," Gloria sounded worried. "I mean, I don't want you to be surprised," she took her breath in sharply and her lips drew in, like she couldn't say it.
"You mean," Roger felt it in his hand, he couldn't stop it if he wanted to. His whole body pushed his hand up, even though everything said stop, wait, she hasn't given you permission. All of the warnings were about to be set aside because his palm cupped her at the center of her dress. That little lump that had bounced and teased and called to him all morning, he touched her there. She was a girl with a dick and she was finally on his couch. She was yielding and soft and so full of desire. "You mean your penis?" he asked, hesitantly. Worse than pretty, penis was another forbidden word in the workplace. Touching her like this, pressing the warm flesh into his palm and basking in the feel of her like this was the last thing he was supposed to do.
Gloria shook her head. The girl with one dimple seemed to be shaking all over, from head to toe, "Yes, Mr. Lincoln. How did you know?"
Roger felt her cock roll in his hand. It had become firmer from his touch. Her little penis seemed to beckon to his and his cock dripped and lurched in his pants. He dripped in his boxers and soaked the fly of his work pants with precum. Even zipped away, he could smell his hot, sticky want from here. "I could see the outline," he finally got to confess his secret as he traced her dick through the front of the dress with his finger. Roger traced her skin and felt her flutter under his gentle caress. "I couldn't stop staring at you," he swallowed hard. His finger felt each individual ball in her small sack and then wound back up to the tip of her fleshy, small cock. He leisurely traced the head of it. "I was staring at your cock all day. I want it so much," he sounded feverish and he felt that was the answer. He was in the grip of a fever, of a hidden ache that had been closeted away and choked and stifled. Now, finally, here with this wild haired, gypsy girl, it had sprung to life and blossomed. "I want to give you head," he said it and sounded so wrong, just to blurt it out like that. So fumbling, so clumsy and stupid when what he wanted was so elegant it was almost divine. He had to say it properly.
"Can I go down on you?" Roger asked somberly.
There it was. There was an unmistakable pulse, something wet and a throb. There was a little damp spot in the dress and the girl of his dreams quaked in his arms. There was the rustle of her fabric, the scent of her perfume, the feel of her curls on his face and Gloria nodded. "Yes, I would like that very much, Mr. Lincoln."
He dropped to his knees in front of her, almost from shock that she'd given permission for this rapturous thing. The first kiss was on her mouth. She was soft and yielding and his tongue dallied along her Cupid's Bow. It dipped and followed the luscious curve of her lower lip. His fingers fumbled with the top pearl button and he was grateful to feel her tiny, deft fingers move down the row. Gloria quickly and efficiently opened the dress to her waist for him.
Roger let his hands move inside the front of her dress as his lips followed the blue vein in her throat. He took in her heady scent there at her pulse. She smelled pink, if pink could be just a scent. She smelled more female than any other woman he'd ever smelled and Gloria let out a tiny mew of a kitten when he kissed down her neck to her collar bones. So responsive, Roger thought and felt the heat rise under his shirt. For a moment, he wished he could take his own clothes off just for the breeze on his body but he wouldn't.
This was worship, this was for the beautiful girl with the beautiful dick.
He pulled the top of the dress down her arms. Roger bared her to her waist and drew in his breath sharply. He shuddered as he studied her, she was even more perfect than he had imagined. Her slender arms hung limply at her sides and Gloria surrendered to him completely. She lay back on the couch and her curls spilled down her arms as she watched him. Her lips parted and her sea green eyes were full of heat and longing. The bra was translucent. It was pink but see through and seemed to be the exact color of her skin. Like this, her small breasts seemed to be entirely pink and her nipples were clearly delineated in the fabric. Her nipples were points in the bra. They were high on her breasts and hard and her areolas were puckered. Gloria shivered as Roger's fingers traced her tips with two fingers.
"Oh yes," she whispered and shook her head, "that's so good."
She was so responsive and tender and his dick ran a constant stream of juice for this young girl. He bowed his head and licked her nipples through the triangles of her bra. The heat rose from her small body and she shivered and she made little gasping noises as he licked persistently, over and over. His tongue washed the tip of one nipple and then back to the other. His right hand reached up, under the ruffle of her dress. It slithered up her soft, dewy thighs, to the gossamer fabric of panties.
There it was and it felt wonderful.
At the center of her panties, it was small but it was hard now and the girl gasped as his busy mouth nibbled and licked. Roger's hand fondled her shaft through the panties. She was soft over steel, satin over iron and Roger had never touched another cock besides his own. Hers seemed to be something else entirely. It was as feminine as a vagina. It was a girl's dick and it felt lovely and smooth and silky. It was like a gift, wrapped up in her cotton and lace panties.
Gloria reached to the center of the sheer bra and quickly turned the center of the fabric. A hook came undone and the bra fell open. This revealed her bare flesh beneath. Her small breasts bounced, free of the underwire and moved down and then back up as she put her arms around his neck. Roger let out a sound that was more growl than anything else. It was a hungry noise, an animal mating call and this time, when his tongue melded onto her bare body, he looked up and met her heated gaze. Gloria whimpered as his tongue delved along her crevices and tasted her secret places. The tips of both nipples became red as cherries when he bit one and then the other. It was nothing painful, he just set his teeth along her skin. Roger felt the relief, as if he'd been famished and finally allowed to feed.
When he bit her, Gloria's cock stirred. It throbbed in his hand and Roger loved that. He gripped it through the panties and stroked her from the base of her cock all the way to the head. His hand carefully took in every detail. He could feel the heat that radiated from her there. He could feel her girth and the meaty flesh and the satin head. He could memorize her with his hands but still, he needed to see. He kissed both nipples and watched her chest flush to be an almost matching shade of pink. "Can I take your dress off?" he asked and panted as his hand caressed her dick.
"Please," Gloria pushed her bottom up to help. Roger quickly tugged at the skirt and felt the fabric tumble to her feet. He pushed it out of the way. His eyes were everywhere, every inch. Gloria was as gorgeous as he had imagined; maybe even more so, more vivid, more technicolor than anything his dull afternoon imagination could conjure, but his eyes were drawn to the panties.
The panties were the same material as the bra. Sheer and maddening, they gave every detail and yet hid her away in the shadows. Her penis pulsed and pushed up at the pink fabric. There was a wet circle that matched her slit, where she had dribbled for him. Her legs quivered as Roger touched the tops of both her thighs. Yes, to say that was a man's dick was a mistake. It was truly a thing of beauty. His own dick was almost frightening compared to this fluttering flower bud. His own dick was longer and thicker. It was covered in a thick, bristly mane of fur. His wrinkled, loose baggy ballsack and his large, fleshy balls that smelled of a man's sweat and a man's semen, all of him undeniably male and thick and beefy.
This sweet, pink thing that called to him from the panties was delicate and flower scented like the rest of her. Roger pressed his mouth to her waist and then to the top of the underwear. He let his tongue lead him and he kissed the valley below her hip. His mouth led him to the crease between her thigh and pelvis and he stopped to inhale deeply where her satin sack hung in the panties. When he kissed her there, her tiny balls moved and invited him to explore further.
He kissed the head of her beautiful cock through the panties and Gloria let out a cry of passion and need. Her little dick slapped her hip and leaked a little more fluid into the sheer underwear. Roger licked the wetness and sighed as her flavor touched his tongue. Her precum was nectar. It was golden and translucent all at once. It was clear and silky and had none of the pungent aroma of manly musk. All of Gloria tasted just as sweet; like new fruit, freshly ripened on the vine, ready for plucking.
"I have to take your panties off," he murmured and let his fingers caress the material. They were cotton and soft and were more naked than nakedness. They hadn't hid her secrets and Roger wondered if Gloria knew as she dressed this morning that her beautiful dick would be so visible all day. The panties were high waisted and showed how slender she was. He pushed them halfway down and the head of her cock bounced free and kissed his lower lip with precum.
"Oh, yes," she sighed and watched through her thick lashes as her dick pulsed and dripped on Roger's chin. She left a silken, clear strand of her taste along his mouth.
Roger licked it up with his tongue.
He'd never sucked a cock before. He didn't know why, looking at it like this, smelling it, rubbing his face on her skin here, was making him thirsty for her. His own dick pleaded to be released and his body thrust like they were fucking, even as he was still trapped in the confines of his pleats.
Gloria's panties came down to her knees and Roger slowly tugged them off, over one foot, still in the wedge sandal, then the other. Oh yes, her feet over his shoulders, while he licked her puckered, pink entry, that was another feast to be had, he promised himself. For now, he wet the tip of his index finger, and with her feet up for easy access, Roger found her asshole with the slippery finger. He didn't even have the words. It wasn't fucking her, it wasn't even fingering her. It was sampling a delicacy, something delicious, something to be savored. Her flowery scent rose from between her cheeks as he touched and strummed her sensitive flesh there. "May I?" he asked as he made a little circle around her hidden entry.
Gloria shuddered. Roger could feel the tremor down her calves, it vibrated her body and entered his. She looked at him with her lust and her longing and her thick lashes and her open mouth that should be ravished just like her dick and she whispered, "Yes, I want that."
Roger slid his finger inside her asshole. So slowly and gently, he pushed inside and listened to her whimper and mew as he thrust inside. He felt her large, bouncing cheeks part for him to gain entry. God, that really was her ass, beautiful and round and jiggling in the back of the dress. Mystery solved.
The next mystery was about to be solved with his tongue. Roger bowed his head reverently and studied her small, pink wonder. Her cock was completely hard now and beat against her hip, it bobbed and weaved to the rhythm of his finger in and out of her ass. She was so tight and slippery there, so juicy and hot and her cock gushed a river of want for more. Her sweet honey poured from her little slit, her liquid dripped all the way to her pink balls. Her tiny testicles were so heavy with her need, drawn up tight and quivering with every movement of her hips. Roger couldn't wait any longer. The desire for her dick was overwhelming.
He clasped his left hand around the base of her cock. She was so warm, so impossibly soft, velvet over a steel center. He guided the head of her cock to his mouth and let his tongue wallow there on her slit. He siphoned down her precum and drank it directly from her as they both hummed with the pleasure of it. Gloria had goosebumps all over her body and her legs stiffened and grew lax as the sensation of ecstasy entered and ran all the way through her. Beautiful girl, her tiny asshole beckoned for more of his finger as his mouth opened and took the head of her cock inside.
She tasted like sex and perfume, like girlish underwear and ruffles and something sweet and instantly addictive. She tasted like candy and Roger drew his mouth tightly around her shaft and washed her with his tongue. She was small and succulent and he wanted her so badly that with one bob of his head, he had the entirety of her dick down in his greedy mouth. He sucked slowly and let his saliva dribble down the length of her. She might as well know that he'd been drooling for her all day. Once her shaft was soapy with it, he drank it back as he reached the base of her dick. The girl with the dimple was already sloppy wet with spit and the sopping noises of his mouth on her erection grew louder with every motion of his lips. Gloria's small fingers curled around the edge of the sofa, as if she had to hold on for dear life, as if she might just fall.
Roger pulled his finger out of her asshole and released her cock. He couldn't bypass tasting her budded bottom, her sweetest place. He stared at her juicy, little entry. He held her hips up with both hands and pulled her big, heart-shaped cheeks apart. Gloria's legs trembled as she watched him and she let out a yelp as his saliva drooled and puddled on her puckered asshole. It entered her and she squealed. "Yes, yes, Mr. Lincoln," she purred and then groaned with need. Roger loved hearing her call him that while he sucked her off, he'd never get tired of that.
He slipped his tongue inside her back door. Her back passage was sweet and wafted the loveliest perfume of all as he tasted her there. Her little dick strummed and dripped, it begged and bobbed as Roger fucked her deeply and slowly with his tongue. He gave her all of it, as much as he could get inside. He wet her with his saliva and when he pulled his tongue out, the froth poured from her ass. He licked it up and shoved it back in with his fingers. Her taste and his mixed on his face and dripped from his chin. The front of his shirt was soaked with the scent of them. He fingered her deeper now and stared at her cock as he pushed in, deep, deep, back out. Then gently in again, deep and deep again as the girl's eyes grew wide. Her pouty mouth was open but no sound came out, her face was flushed in ecstasy. Gloria's breasts bounced to the rhythm as his finger found a place inside her that sent an electric spark down her body. Her cock danced as his finger beckoned inside, her little dick bounced and spat as her hips wound and pushed and shuddered with the pleasure.
"Please," she begged but she didn't say for what. Roger didn't know anything else but that he wanted all of her. He wanted her to cum inside and out and his hungry mouth gobbled her dripping dick down to the nub as his finger kept up the steady rhythm in and out of her tiny butt.
Her cock tasted good in his mouth. Gloria's dick was swollen and fat and Roger's cock pled for its release as his lips tightened around her. His tongue studied every inch of her. He licked her along the vein that carried her heart beat. He tasted her head and the sweetness of her juice. He sucked all the way down to lap up around the root of her dick. Her sweet girl cock was an entirely new pleasure and he moaned with his mouth full. With the blonde's sweet dick stuffed into his mouth, Roger fed and sucked and licked and tasted; he was relentless with her cock. He wanted desperately to taste her cum but part of him never wanted to stop sucking her.
Gloria trembled under him and he could feel it in her calves. Her hips moved back and forth, she fucked him with a virginal sigh. Her ass pushed back all the way to accept the finger into her tight, little hole as deeply as he could give, all the way to his second knuckle. Then up, her hips thrust to feed him her cock, to let him drink from her delicious stream of delights and then back down on his finger. Her breath came faster and faster, she was on the verge of some kind of explosion. Her little balls were drawn up tight in her sack and they seemed to be full to almost overflowing. The sounds she made were breathless, like she couldn't hold back, like something was about to burst.



"Oh, my god," she cried out and Roger felt it in her ass, the tightening, the quiver that came from her hot, secret center as her puckered little hole drew up. It clenched shut and vibrated and pulsed around his finger. Every nerve was alive and every breath was a cry as her orgasm began there. It rushed forward, it pushed through her hips and rose up her shaft. He could feel the vibration of it in his throat as the girl cried out again, "Oh, my god," and a spurt of hot cream entered his mouth.
She tasted like a girl too. Sweet and milky, even her climax was delicious and fruity and carried with it the sweet scent of flowers. Roger brought his mouth up to the head of her dick and drank and swallowed mouthful after mouthful of her delectable cum. He rooted and milked every last drop from the girl's beautiful dick. Her legs shivered and he felt it in his bones, her cries came and went like a heartbeat and her little sighs were glorious as he drained her exquisite cock of every bit of the sweetest cum there had ever been.
It wasn't until he stopped that he knew what happened. It wasn't until after he slid his finger out of her silky, pink crevice and released her soft, small dick. He watched it loll and snuggle in her loose sack once more and Roger realized that his own dick was softer now as well. He'd cum in his pants. He pressed his forehead to her belly as he felt the waves course through him. He was covered in sweat and her love scent and foamy with his saliva that gushed from her asshole. "Oh, my god," she repeated but this was just above a whisper. Roger wrapped his arms around her hips and held her close. He shivered and felt like he could drown like this, in her scent, in their pleasure. It was something entirely new and although he usually hated change, this was something he didn't think he could live without now.
The problem was that he had no idea what to say after.
He never did before either, in his brief history as a single man. What had it been, almost forty years, since he had an orgasm with a virtual stranger? Roger got to his feet and went to his desk. In the bottom left drawer, he had an old sweatshirt that he kept there in case he spilled coffee on his shirt. "Here, you want this?" he asked as he handed it to her.
"Thanks," Gloria accepted it and wiped herself up with the sweatshirt. She had already begun to redress and once she slipped on her see-through panties, he knew that this was goodbye. "I have to get home," she said in a small voice that brought the intoxicating fantasy back to earth with a crashing reality. "My boyfriend's coming over."
Lucky bastard, Roger thought but realized that he was going to be late for taco night and nodded. "Well I don't want to get you in trouble." She passed him the damp sweatshirt once her underwear and bra were on. He luxuriated in Gloria's scent as he wiped his neck and his hands. She buttoned up the dress and smoothed it down into place, as if the only possible giveaway of what had just occurred were a couple of wrinkles.
Nothing earthshattering.
Roger straightened his tie once more before he turned his office light off. They walked in unison down the hall and then turned toward the door. Roger pressed the code for the security system an waited until the door clicked, just to make sure that it was locked, just like he did every night. Gloria didn't say a word until they were outside. "Well, good night," she called to him but this wasn't her honeyed voice that tugged and teased. There was no kiss, no tender words. He couldn't help but notice that there was no mention of doing this again either and Roger was surprised at how vulnerable he felt as he watched her walk away.
"Good night," he called after her, wondering if he was as obviously gaga about her as he felt.
***
The next day was just as humid as the previous day. Everything was covered in warm condensation and normally Roger would have grumbled about the temperature as soon as he realized how hot it was going to be.
Not so today. This morning, there was a spring in his step and he couldn't stop smiling.
He felt his heart beating faster as 8:00 approached, as if it were able to read the time. When Gloria hadn't arrived by 8:04, he was more than a little anxious. A minute later and Roger scowled at the computer screen. He really hated people that weren't punctual but considering what had occurred the night before, he didn't think he could ever reprimand her for anything. He had lost all authority, he chided himself. With every last droplet of cum that he'd drank down, he had become less of a boss and more of a lover.
A lover who was already pining away for more. Christ, he was already jealous of her boyfriend and eager for a second and third chance. He'd stayed up most of the night, too wired to do anything but see her pink lips in the dark. He had envisioned her coming on his dick while he jacked her off. That is, if she would let him put his big, ugly monstrosity in that most delicate of sanctums. He'd imagined what heavenly sensations would run up and down his body if his cock were buried to the hilt in her glove tight, little asshole.
Roger had cum again, just to that image, in about three strokes. After he had seen the wet spot in the middle of his visitor's couch this morning, he knew that he could cum again looking at it, let alone smelling it.
At 8:10 there was a knock on the door. He turned, ready to smile at the curly-haired girl of his dreams but the smile was frozen into something that he was sure looked quite surly. "Hey, sorry I'm late," she looked like a toad so he had gotten his wish. "I'm Marjorie. The agency didn't call me until like thirty minutes ago." She was short, squat, her throat was thick and fleshy like a bullfrog and her eyes were alarmingly large.
"Where's Gloria?" he asked, trying not to explode.
"I don't know," the temp shrugged, "Sorry, they sent me instead."
"Fine," he was sullen and his heart hurt in his chest and Roger, for the first time since he'd started the damn company, wanted to go home rather than work. "Go get some coffee or something while I get some things sorted out," he waved her off. He didn't want to look at her.
He wanted the girl with one dimple back. He wanted to see her smile at him and stare into her eyes through those thick lashes. Maybe later, when no one else was around, he'd kiss every freckle across her nose while his busy hands cupped her bottom and pressed her hips into his erection.
Once the temp was out of sight, Roger opened his desk drawer and found the sweatshirt that they had wiped up with last night. That was all it took, a waft of her nectar rose and mixed with the air. The scent drew him back into the daydream of her open arms and quivering thighs and her delicious ass and her perfect cock.
What had happened last night? What had he done wrong? Well, besides sexual harassment and probably every other not safe for work activity that they warned you about in those inane online classes that they took once a year.
Hadn't she enjoyed herself though?
Women, Roger thought and shook his head as he scrolled through his emails. He had probably offended her in some way, perhaps it was just the lack of conversation afterward. He was clueless but women, at least all the women he had known, always assumed the worst. Instead of thinking that the man they were with was simply spellbound and enchanted, tongue-tied and drained of everything but pleasure, they always seemed to think that it was something sinister. As if a man could ever be calculating right after an orgasm.
Here was an email from an address he didn't recognize. He clicked it open and smiled instantly as his frozen heart began to thaw. "Please don't be upset that I'm not coming back to work there. Last night was wonderful and I would love to see you again, but not there. I just don't want to cause any trouble. If you would like to call me, my cell is 312-555-0110. XOXO, Gloria."
His hand darted out for the phone before he'd even thought about it. Wait, Roger told himself as he froze in place. Last night was one thing but she was right. The dreamy, gypsy girl in the ruffled dress, the magical girl with one dimple was actually being quite logical.
It was wonderful, but to continue? To go from a spontaneous, once in a lifetime, dream come true, explosion of passion like he'd never known before to what? An affair? With a girl who was probably all of nineteen?
He had to think about it.
At least that's what he told himself anyway, as he punched in the numbers.
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Wolf
He rarely watched porn. Pornography didn't do much of anything for him and never enough to actually pull his cock out and conclude business. Sure, like any beast, his eyes were attracted to shiny flesh. He liked looking at perfectly, golden tanned skin and long hair. He enjoyed sculpted tits and waxed, nubile parts; all lubricious and pink.
It was like bright plumage on a bird. It was meant to call attention, to bring the urge to mate front and center and make the ritual impossible to deny. Skin and scent and spit and sweat all mixed in a tantalizing stew of lust brought to a fever pitch.
It was fine for others but he'd always been considered odd. And that was just the bits and pieces that people knew about. If they had any idea what lurked underneath his socially acceptable façade. For him, the bare bodies were more practical to be used as bait, for other, lesser predators.
Animal shows actually were more to his taste. Even though he'd never stroked himself while he watched National Geographic, occasionally he had noticed that he had an erection. When he observed the large cats, the truest form of predator that existed, perhaps it wasn't sexual in nature as much as recognition. He sat on the edge of his leather chair and leaned in way too close to the 72" plasma television. He liked the feeling of immersion, as if he were no longer safe in his den. He liked to imagine that he was there in the savanna, like he and the mighty beast were hunkered down together in the tall grass. Hearts beat to a primal tempo, a rhythm that carried the tremor of thunder off in the distance. Every muscle wiry and strung tight like cat gut strings on a cello.
He would quiver in anticipation.
Everything must be perfect in order for the assault to be successful. The rumble of need inside couldn't be ignored but the moment before they sprung it was just two pulses in time, following an ancient rhythm, as old as life itself.
He liked to watch the death grip and the beast's mighty paws and claws sunk deep into the prey. He liked to watch the meal fight and thrash and arch its back. He liked to think that it prayed for mercy but the cats were deaf to any such prayers. They would wet their faces in the hot pulsating stream of blood and lick their lips of the crimson spatter. It was lusty, it was truly decadent and he felt a kinship with the beasts.
He knew that he didn't look like anything fearsome and that was his camouflage. He wasn't like the great cats who strode through the fields, their jutting muscles on display with every step. They were sinew and strength, with fearsome teeth. Their shining, yellow eyes were a warning to run for your life.
No, he was much more hidden. He had to be since one of the basic tenants of a peaceful society was that everyone agreed to hide their true animal nature. So he kept his dark hair short and his face clean shaven. He had friendly, brown eyes that tended to shine with laughter or at least what was perceived as good humor. He had a steady, firm handshake that made him seem like an upstanding member of society. He dressed conservatively and voted the same and kept a small circle of acquaintances who could account for what a really decent man he was.
He kept his hunt to himself. He loved the secret, forbidden nature of it and he loved the glorious, godlike feeling of watching without being watched. He basked in the unseen and became untouchable. He felt like god; maybe but god didn't have these motives. More like a jungle cat.
Tonight, although he was clothed, he felt as though he'd stripped down to his true nature. The black shirt and pants clung to his wiry, well-muscled body like a second skin. He felt like a jaguar. The black ski cap covered his face and he'd like to have it off for this evening's escapades. He'd like to feel the breeze on his face as he crept down into his lair and studied his prey. Alas, unlike the jaguar and proud pumas and lanky lionesses that he watched on tv, he couldn't risk being seen for what he truly was.
That had to remain a secret.
***
Red
There it was and according to the doctor, it would be there forever. Underneath the crisp white, button down, she still had the almost translucent skin that wound down the back of her neck and moved down her right side. The shiny scar tissue was vine-like and wrapped itself around her ribs and her right arm down to her bicep. But on the outside, no one could tell. She could pass for one of them with the shirt and the black, knee length skirt and her wild mane combed back carefully into a ponytail. Normal.
Well, except for the ankle monitor.
Red shook her head and watched her reflection in the mirror. She waited for the green light to flash. One, two, three. There it went and that meant that some fucking cop, some fat sack of shit from the Cook County Sheriff's Department could easily point her out on a screen. Yup, there she was; Mirabelle Rasmussen, prisoner 91117C. Right where she was supposed to be at seven o'clock on a Saturday night. She was up in her shitty, puke green room in the attic at the Draper residence. All tucked away, doing her day job, taking care of Doris.
Hey fuckers, she greeted them silently. It made her smile when she counted it again. Thanks to overcrowded prisons and the whole system basically being fucked, there was only one hundred thirty-four more days until she got this goddamn monitor off. Then good luck ever knowing where the fuck she was again. She planned on being a ghost, which was perfect since everyone she ever cared about was dead.
Doris' thin voice came over the walkie talkie, "Mirabelle, dear, can you help me find my glasses?"
Well, not everyone. Red couldn't help but feel something for Doris. It was time to get back to work, Red nodded at her reflection, and that seemed about right. She had two full-time jobs and one part-time and if she were allowed to, she would have worked even more. Life was expensive and it hadn't gotten any fucking cheaper since she was inside. Going straight meant that money was just harder to come by.
"Yes, I'll be right there, Doris," Red said a little louder than she usually talked into the device. Half the time, Doris couldn't remember how to work it, the other half she couldn't hear. Probably her glasses were just sitting on top of her head but Red didn't mind. It was a goddamn shame that she lived here like this. The house, once a thing of glory, was as decrepit and crumbling as the owner. Poor Doris Draper was living in squalor with a stranger. She was an ex-felon for god sakes. Doris just needed someone to find her glasses and make sure that she didn't fall down the stairs. Okay, sometimes there was more to it but she shouldn't have to pay for companionship. Doris had family. The rest of the Drapers lived on the North Shore, just a thirty minute drive.
They never visited their grandma. Red wished she could explain that family should be cherished. You never knew when you'd be the last one left.
She ran down the four flights of stairs quickly and listened to the clack of her heels across the parquet floor as she entered the drawing room. Of course, Red had never been really good with her words, she'd really just rather punch the motherfuckers that had left a sweet, little old lady to fend for herself. "Here you go, Doris," Red said with a smile as she pulled the old lady's glasses from her tightly permed, gray hair. "Here's your glasses."
"My goodness," Doris shook her head, as if she had run out of patience with herself. "Thank you, Mirabelle. I don't know what I'd do without you," the bent old woman said with a wrinkled, twisted smile. Her gnarled hands reached up and patted her head to see if there was anything else she'd tucked away in her hair. "What are you dressed up for, dear?"
Doris insisted on using her proper name, although Red didn't remember the last time anyone else had called her Mirabelle. Everyone called her Red.
She had come by the nickname naturally due to the blood red shock of wild, red hair that had been her trademark from the beginning. A couple of guys had suggested that her stripper name should have been Ginger, back when she worked the pole. After they got to know her, they changed their minds.
Ginger was some girl with big tits and an easy smile and fluttering eyelashes. She wasn't a Ginger, she was a Red.
"I'm not really dressed up," Red smoothed the front of the button down. She hadn't ironed it, she hadn't ever ironed, "I'm working tonight."
"Doing what, my dear?"
"It's a catering company. Some big, swanky party and I get to pass champagne around. You know, hold a tray with the little food on crackers. That kind of," she almost said shit but she really tried not to swear in front of Doris because it wasn't ladylike. "Stuff."
Doris took a shaky breath, "Did you quit your job at the box factory, Mirabelle?" She made a face that meant she was in pain but Doris would never tell what hurt.
"No Mrs. D, I'm still there. I'm just on third shift now so you're usually asleep when I work over there."
The old lady made a clicking noise with her tongue, a tisk tisk. Red knew what it meant. It meant you poor thing, working yourself to an early grave but Doris was old school and wouldn't say it out loud. At least she had the decency not to show pity; Red fucking hated pity. "Well, you're young and plucky," was all Mrs. Draper said.
Damn straight, Red thought.
"Can you pull the afghan up, my dear?" The house was drafty, even in May. Red happened to like it on the cool side but she imagined that it must freeze up Doris' old, arthritic joints.
"Sure," Red pulled the soft, worn old blanket up to Doris' armpits and then tucked both arms inside. Her skin was crinkled like paper and felt dry and crispy like old paper would. She seemed to just be bone encased in a bit of squeezable blubber. They are called bat wings, Red reminded herself. There's another good thing about having three jobs. No need to go to the gym. "There you go. You all cozy, Doris?"
The old lady nodded and smiled politely. "Yes, I'm just fine, my dear. Can you tell me something?"
"Sure, Doris."
"Who are you and how did you get into my house?"
This is why Doris' shitty grandkids really needed a punch in the face, Red thought. Someone should knock some common sense into them and loosen up their fucking caps. Half the time, Doris was a peach. The other half of the time, she was still sweet as pie but she couldn't remember shit. She was so vulnerable. Doris should be in a home. One of those fancy ones on Lake Michigan that looked like condos instead of just a place to die. Some place where she could make friends instead of rotting her brain as she watched soap operas on the Spanish channel with the sound off.
"I'm Mirabelle, Doris. I live here with you and help you with stuff around the house. Remember?"
Doris gave her a nod but it was bullshit. Red could tell by the slightly hysterical look in the old lady's bloodshot eyes. More and more, Doris was frightened of her own home and the people that were in it.
Nothing's fucking fair, Red thought.
The front door squeaked open and a voice called out. "Miss Doris, it's Pamela. You decent?" she asked. Pamela was the second shift caretaker and had begun to give that greeting two weeks ago when Doris had forgotten to wear clothes. The old lady had greeted her from the drawing room, naked as a jaybird.
"I don't know what she's talking about," Doris whispered conspiratorially to Red. "Of course I'm decent." She drew her lips in tight and all that was left was a bright pink gash in the middle of Doris' face. The lady did like her lipstick even if it bled into all of the cracks around her mouth.
"Of course you are." Red repeated and patted Doris' shoulder.
On her way to the front door, she stopped to update Pamela. She watched Pamela take off her tennis shoes that she wore to walk from the bus stop and put on the house slippers she wore at the Draper residence. She was a huge woman and her calves were straight lines from knee to ankle. "She's a little out of it," Red remarked to Pamela.
"As usual," the fat woman said with a grunt as she jammed her swollen foot into the slipper. "Where you off to? Hot date?"
Red rolled her eyes at Pamela. "Nope, job number three."
"No rest for the wicked, Red."
Red supposed there wasn't but she just shrugged. She didn't need rest, she just wanted her freedom.
Red checked the pockets of her black hoodie. She had her burner cell phone and bus card in the left pocket, cigarettes, lighter and five bucks in the right. Time to go wait on fat, rich fucks and wish that she was a million miles away.
At some point during the bus ride, Red thought that before, the only time she took a job like this was so she could case the place.
But that was before the fire.
***
Wolf
He had made his choice early on in the evening. In fact, the instant that he saw her, they all might as well have disappeared. Once she was in his sights, she was all that he saw. But that was the problem with inviting people to your house. Manners dictated that you couldn't just throw them all out once you had what you wanted.
Rules.
She was trying too hard to fit in and he found it charming. She monitored what the others around her did and kept her movements similar. He recognized it immediately, he had spent a good deal of his younger years doing the same. She wore the disguise of a waitress, the white shirt and black skirt like the rest of them. It was a uniform, intended to designate uniformity. No matter what her clothes were though, she was unique. She might fool the rest of them, but not him.
She was clever. Her smile was patient but her eyes were imperious and flashed with unexpressed feelings. She was delicate and petite but she walked like a warrior, even in the low heels. Her breasts were small but in the air conditioned room, her nipples were large and noticeable. Her waist was cinched in, tight and toned. She was quite slender and her hips rolled as she moved about the room. Confidence, that was it and it radiated from her like a scent. This woman wore the waitress uniform but she felt like a queen, maybe a goddess.
Her actual scent, he had decided after he had savored a bit of it from her trail, was cinnamon. It was something earthy and hot with just a tinge of sweetness. It was subtle and had hidden depths. Her scent made him half erect and he wondered if he buried his nose at the nape of her neck, if that wouldn't make him cum.
The party continued around them, in fact it was in full swing. To his left, a male slave pleasured himself on a foot without permission. If his mistress were truly a mistress, such errant behavior would never take place. However, like the rest of his guests, she was just a poser in a shiny latex dress.
In the next room, a schoolgirl received a bare bottom spanking while three older gentlemen watched and masturbated to her young, tender flesh.
In the hall, there was young man who was naked except for a pair of fairy wings that he had strapped to his back and the blindfold. He was on his knees with his mouth open. He gagged and sucked furiously on whatever body part was pushed into his mouth and there was a semicircle of strangers who impatiently waited their turn to rape his mouth. He was sure that before much longer, one of the strangers would grab his legs and hold him in position while they raped his ass as well. Most of the wait staff stared and giggled. Some had left the room, too offended to even observe.
She watched intently but seemed to be as unaffected as he was, removed. She observed without judgment. She was like a human watching an ant.
Like god.
He felt the same. The parties had been fun for a while. In the beginning, he'd been rather obsessed with them actually. There had been the Doms, glorious and powerful men, sometimes dressed in suits, sometimes in leather pants and bare chests. There had been the mistresses, the gorgeous women in thigh high, leather boots and corsets. There had been others in pin-up lingerie, all softness and curves and flowing locks who wielded a crop in delicate hands.
Then, of course there had been the slaves. The splendid slaves, naked and shiny and new. Male slaves who had been freshly shaved and their skin gleamed in the light. Some would walk in fully aroused and obvious, some were clearly frightened and their soft penises would hide away, tucked into their sacks. The female slaves had always been a feast for the senses. Bare and beautiful, they were a cornucopia of sex. He could usually pick them out by scent alone as the evening progressed.
He'd had so much fun in the beginning. Even after he had realized that what he was looking for was more like a needle in a haystack, he'd kept at it. Sure, he'd catch a glimmer here, a glimpse there, he'd lose himself in a few hours of the sublime nirvana of hope. It had been short lived and he had a short attention span. Since then, he had mostly thrown the parties to keep acquaintances from bothering him about it.
Tonight, he felt the draw though and it was undeniable. Shortly before midnight, he couldn't stop himself. Even if it was a terrible idea, he'd decided fuck it. Even if it just ended in disappointment, he had to know, had to see her, had to smell her.
She had slipped outside. She was on the terrace, bathed in moonlight. He studied her skin, it was almost as white as her shirt and wondered what it felt like. He noticed that her nails were painted black and that they almost looked like claws. She drew a pack of cigarettes from her pocket and she tapped it on the back of her hand like a man would. There was a click of a lighter. She inhaled and exhaled a thick cloud of smoke that seemed to cling to her. It almost hid her from view.
He knew how to turn the door handle just right so that it opened silently. He could watch her without a word, without a sound, unobtrusive and unobserved if he chose but with this one, with her, he wanted to be seen.
"Are you on break?" he asked from the doorway as he took in the scent of the humid, evening air.
"Unauthorized," she said with a cheeky smile.
"Nice night out, isn't it?" He continued as he closed the door behind him almost as silently as he'd opened it.
She blew a smoke ring and he couldn't help but smile. "Gorgeous." She looked up at the sky and her milky skin was illuminated the dark. There was some kind of enchantment about her and he wanted to draw closer.
"Are you finished for the evening?"
"Just about."
"Why not stay a little while?" He could feel it, the needy twitch in his fingers. He wanted to tug that rubber band out of her hair and watch it all tumble down in a glorious, bloody shower around her shoulders. And the eyes. She had icy, blue eyes that shone, cold as the lake. He wanted to plunge into the depths and be completely submerged. As he'd watched her, he had done the calculations. In his head, he had figured the odds of a natural redhead with blue eyes and almost white lashes. On her physical attributes alone, she was an anomaly.
Only .017 percent of the world population that had been graced with similar traits. He was drawn in, like the deep inhale that she took of smoke.



"Not really my thing."
"BDSM?"
There it was, that temper that came through, like lightning with no thunder. She glared at him; that was an actual glare. If they let themselves embrace their true animal nature, she would show her teeth to him.
"Hanging out with boring, rich dickheads."
He chuckled, she was quick witted and sarcastic. Even better, she was feisty and she had a mouth on her. She had voluptuous lips that were slick with gloss, no color. The color of her lips was just barely pink, like a flower bud that wasn't quite ripe, not yet ready to bloom. She had an innocent mouth and world weary eyes which made it impossible to guess her age.
"Being the rich dickhead who owns the house, would you stay as my guest?"
She had smoked her cigarette down to the filter and she jettisoned the butt into the yard with her middle finger and thumb. "Sorry Mister, I'm not much for parties with this thing." She posed with her right leg, bent for his inspection. Her bare calves were the same milky white. Her cream colored skin glowed and it was far too easy to imagine running his fingernails along every inch.
It looked like a cuff. Then he saw it, the green light blipped. He recognized the ankle monitor and now he was impressed and even more intrigued. "Can't stay out late, I guess," he jammed his hands in his pockets as he strolled closer and closer. With a cuff, exactly what he wanted to do and the thought of her tied down made his pulse speed up. He wanted to smell her warm cinnamon scent and her smoke and her carefully hidden terror as he cuffed her slowly, one ankle at a time. "I'm Mr. Wolfgang," he murmured. If she put her hand out to shake his, he might grab it and bite her finger.
Smart girl, she didn't make a move. She didn't want to shake hands. In fact, she just raised an eyebrow and gave him a sneer that said "good for you." Out loud she said, "Guess break time is over."
He took half a step closer and hoped to close the space between them but she sidestepped gracefully. She made her escape as elegant as a dance. She was fluid and nimble and she was gone, all the way back to the French door before he could get close enough to touch her.
It was her turn now to study him. She stood in the doorway and looked him over, up and down, she scanned his body. If any of the ladies inside the house had given him that look, it would have been tedious. Just one more attempt at seduction from one more upper class, suburban housewife who liked to think of herself as kinky.
The waitress sized him up like prey. She had the fixed gaze of a predator and he was glad she wasn't close enough to feel his shudder of recognition.
***
By midday on Sunday, he knew much more about her and the more layers he peeled back, the more he thought he may have just been waiting to know her.
Her name was Mirabelle Rasmussen but the Chicago Police database and her employers listed her as Red. He had to admit that he liked the sound of her proper name and had repeated it to himself fifty times.
Her chip on her shoulder and her nonchalance were earned. Red had been raised in the court system. In and out of foster care, her parents didn't seem criminal as much as hopeless at caring for her until they had both died. She had joined a gang when she was just a kid in braces and had started her lengthy rap sheet at twelve. She had multiple stays in juvenile detention and a variety of schools, and there were a stack of complaints about her. Red solved her problems with her fists.
And then a switchblade. That incident had cost her nine months in a camp meant to scare kids straight. Guess it hadn't really worked on Red, he thought as he smiled at the scrawled note at the bottom of her release form. "Rasmussen hasn't learned a thing and might be worse than she was upon entry. She is headed for prison." Mirabelle had spent almost the entirety of the nine months in a small cabin, alone. It had been the camp's answer to solitary confinement and apparently, Red had taken to it swimmingly. Enough that on her first day back with the others, she had stabbed a peer in the hand with a shiv that she'd made from a plastic spoon. When they had taken her back to the solitary cabin, she had been all smiles.
It was something that they shared, he and Red.
At noon, he received a call from the gate. That only meant an intrusion into his research, someone wanted to drop by. The only reason he answered was because of some, almost infinitesimal chance that it was Red but that was based on his gut feeling and nothing more. She could have left something behind. He would have found it already but perhaps she would have only thought she left something. Or perhaps that would be her cover story to gain access once more to the Wolfgang estate.
"Sorry to bother you, sir, but Mark Murray is here to see you."
Mark was an idiot. Mark was a bottom, a closeted bottom who insisted that he was submissive when he was just a bossy bitch in need of a dick. It hadn't mattered to Mark that he wasn't interested, Mark was in hot pursuit of him anyway. Normally he would turn Mark away with a snarl but Mark was a lawyer and he had legal questions.
"Send him up."
It only took a few minutes for Mark to race his little sports car up the winding driveway, park and tear upstairs.
"Jared " he called out in his best "come and get me," coquette tone.
"Stop it," he said, almost under his breath as he emerged from the shadowy doorway outside his library. "I need information."
"Well, you know I'd do anything for you," he added a breathy, "Master."
He chose to ignore it. "How serious is it if someone has to wear an ankle monitor as part of their parole? I mean if there were only a few months left, do the police even care?"
Mark smiled, "Sounds like someone met a fugitive."
He narrowed his eyes and warned him with a stern, "Mark."
Mark shrugged, "Depends on what they went to jail for. And what kind of criminal history they have. You know, first time offenders, they usually are willing to be lenient. Except on the fines."
"So if it's a lengthy criminal record and a felony?"
"No fucking way they're getting off until the sentence is done. Not unless they have a friend in the Cook County's prosecutor's office." Mark said that last part wistfully and turned his face up. He seemed to be expecting a pat on the head like a pet and Jared assumed that was because Mark could do him such a favor.
He hated owing favors. It would be particularly distasteful to owe this Cretan. It wasn't because he was gay. Jared had never fucked a man but it wasn't out of the question if he had met one that he appreciated. There was an element of sex with a man that was pure bloodlust, almost sport, which gave it an intensity that he appreciated. It wasn't even the fact that Mark wasn't submissive. He would be submissive with Jared whether he liked it or not. He could almost picture raping Mark upstairs in the shower. He could see Mark with his eyes closed, his blonde hair matted to his forehead, his mouth open in a soundless scream.
It was just that Mark was so stupid that made him loathe to think of it. "Good to know," he nodded solemnly, "now let yourself out."
"That's it?" the lawyer grimaced, "I could have told you that on the phone. It would have saved time coming up your driveway."
"Remember that the next time you stop at the gate." Jared was done with Mark and turned his back and closed himself back in his library. He didn't have to check to see if the idiot actually left. His tires squealed and the engine raced as he expressed his disappointment with the sounds made by his car.
Mark wasn't like Red. She wouldn't need anyone to tell her that stealth is strength.
He went back to the laptop and clicked on his favorite photo of her so far. It was from five years ago, her most recent mugshot. It was brutal and beautiful all at the same time. Her hair was wild and it looked like blood that dripped down her shoulders. There was a bit of actual dried blood on one cheek. Her eyes were far away and there were purple circles under both. Somehow he knew, looking at this picture, that her arrest was not even close to being the worst thing that had happened that night.
They listed her height and weight. She was trim, too muscular to be skinny but willowy to be sure. She had a presence that was so much more than her size and a raw sensuality that had nothing to do with curves. She was fuckable, of course, and fierce all at the same time.
She only had one tattoo, a Russian word that no one at Cook County could decipher. He had a desperate need to know what it meant and traced the letters on the screen with his finger. What word would his crimson haired beauty value that much that she would place ink on her perfectly, milk white flesh?
Under other marks, it listed "third degree burns on torso and arm." In fact the date of her arrest and the date on the mugshot were different. There was a difference of three days. Those three days, she had been handcuffed to the bed in the burn ward at Evanston Hospital. After she had been treated for third degree burns, she had been charged with manslaughter and arson.
He frowned at the computer screen; more, he needed more. He wanted to consume her, like a slice of perfectly cooked meat. He wanted to savor her slowly on his lips and teeth and lick the leftovers from his fingers. Of course, to get any deeper than he was now, he'd need the assistance of a hacker that he knew. He touched her lips on the mugshot photo and thought that he felt the need to explain all of this to her somehow.
What others might call stalking, he called foreplay.
***
Red
After a twelve hour shift at the box factory, Red was glad that her feet and calves hurt. It was a distraction from boredom. It was a quick, twenty minute bus ride to the Draper residence and she almost always had just managed to shut her eyes when it was time to get off. It was just as well, Red told herself as she shook the cobwebs off. She'd been dreaming about him again.
The man with the gray eyes. Wolf eyes, so he had been named appropriately anyway.
Red was quick about walking the not quite three blocks to Doris' house. She liked to be there before the old lady woke up. Recently, the rest of the Drapers, douchebags that they were, had decided that round the clock care was too expensive. They needed the money for their yachts or ponies or whatever the fuck they were going to spend it on and now, it was just Red. That was fine though, Red would actually protect the old lady, batshit crazy as she was. She had started to care about her charge. She felt like Doris was her grandmother instead of some random old woman she got paid to babysit.
What the fuck good was it to have feelings about her, Red asked herself as she reached for the ornate door handle. She could never love Doris enough not to leave her and everything else in Chicago behind in the dust. Once her time was up, she was gone and then what were they going to do about Doris?
"Doris?" she called out loudly when she entered but not loud enough to wake almost deaf Doris from a sound sleep.
No reply. Red went to the kitchen and punched the button on the coffee pot. She had such a taste for the espresso that Yuri used to make. Pitch black and syrupy sweet, two, three shot glasses and she had felt like she drank rocket fuel. Of course, back then she did a lot of coke too so she was always flying high, at least until she crashed. Now it was just the painfully slow drip, drip, drip of Folgers. There was no money for coke or fancy coffee. She had finally gotten clean inside and she swore she'd never go back. Plus she was saving every penny for the big fuck you.
After Red gulped down two cups of coffee, she felt awake enough to continue. She knew she'd get a couple of cat naps in. Doris slept on and off all day. At least she slept better here than in prison.
Red poured herself a bowl of Frosted Flakes and took a seat at the kitchen table. The food was better than prison too. And even if the attic apartment was shabby, compared to a six by nine cell, it was paradise. The walk from here to the bus stop and back was magnificent compared to two hours in the yard a week. Fuck, the yard had been more dangerous than the fucking showers. More room, less guards, Red had seen at least three murders happen in the yard.
Even for her, prison had been fucked. Even coming from her rough, tumble down background and being on her own since the beginning, prison had been like a death. The death of her independence, the death of her soul.
That was what she couldn't explain to Mr. Wolfgang; the man with those intelligent, inquisitive wolf eyes. He was a deep well, that gaze was pure soul and Red knew she could lose herself there. That night, at his party, he'd worn a blue, pin striped suit with a black shirt, open at the collar. Red still couldn't get over the lines of muscle down his back and shoulders. He was built like a swimmer and it was easy to imagine all of him. There was just the suggestion of black hair in the neckline of the shirt that made her want to unbutton him slowly. One button at a time, just because she was more horny than she knew what to do with didn't mean she'd rush it.
She slurped down the milk left in her bowl and wiped her mouth on her forearm. It had been a while, Red thought as she contemplated the wetness on her skin. Everything was sensual, everything was overstimulated. Yeah, sure, there had been plenty of women when she'd been in jail. She sighed, it had been much needed stress relief and even she needed basic human contact once in a while. After months of lockdown, she wanted to run her fingers along arms and legs. She had needed to comb her fingers through hair and smell warm skin as much as she wanted to cum.
But there hadn't been a man since Yuri.
Fucking Yuri, he was such a piece of shit but god, she had been crazy about him. Crazy because of him too. He'd been as addictive as any drug she had ever come across. Yuri was one long piece of muscle, undulating, throbbing muscles. He looked like an Olympian even though he had smoked two packs a day and had done every drug he could get his hands on. Yuri with that fucking Russian accent that made her weak in the knees. Everything he said sounded filthy and most of it was. Yuri had been the best fuck of her life. There were moments, when she had watched him sleep, moments like that when Red had thought she could love him. Maybe really love him like a girl was supposed to do with a boy. Like forever.
Until she fucking hated him anyway. Then she had wanted him to die and she'd made that happen.
That was a lot of baggage for posh Mr. Wolfgang to unpack. Red leaned back in the kitchen chair and wondered as she clicked her nails on the table. Rich fuckers in the suburbs were usually soft but not him. Nothing soft about him, she bet, not soft anywhere and she felt the rush of warmth at the center of her dark blue work pants.
She closed her eyes and imagined what could have happened. What if she had walked up to him, as he stood there on the patio. He had clearly been sizing her up. What would he have thought about her hand placed firmly around his hard cock in his pants? The look told her he had already been hard but would he appreciate boldness? Was he really a man who wanted a slave? Some simpering submissive girl who dared not even look let alone touch? No, something told her that Mr. Wolf wanted a firm hand on his cock. Then his balls and then two, nimble hands on his leather belt and then his zipper.
He was big, wasn't he? Red decided yes with a sigh, she felt steamy under all of her clothes.
"Rasmussen, you home?" There was a knock that Red could tell was an impatient fist, pounding on the heavy oak door. Only one person called her Rasmussen.
Her parole officer Jack Mueller gave her the creeps but she had no choice but to play along no matter what. He was the one who said whether she followed the terms of her parole or not. One word from him and she would finish the rest of her sentence at Decatur Corrections.
It wasn't his fault that he was repulsive, Red thought. He was bone thin and his hair was slicked back and shone with grease. He stunk of body odor and something sour. His teeth were brown and so was his tongue and Red hated that she'd been close enough to him to know that. He knocked again and this one was loud and impatient. "Coming, Jesus," she only muttered it under her breath though and in her head, she reminded herself to play the game. This is just the first step in making things right, she thought as she opened the door.
"Hey." She greeted the man who insisted on being addressed as Officer Mueller but she just couldn't do it. "Can you keep it down? Doris is still asleep."
"Yeah." He threw his cigarette butt, still lit, into the flower box to smolder and Red had to clamp her lips together. "Take me upstairs, I gotta do an inspection."
Fucking great.
The sound of her steel toed work boots and Mueller's dress shoes in tandem up four flights of stairs was enough to wake even Doris. Red jammed her hands in her pockets and made them tight fists. She'd have nail marks on her palms which would hurt like hell later but it was still better than punching him in the face for being such a prick.
"Come in," Red mumbled and swept her arm in a gesture that said come, see how extraordinary my life has become. She had become sarcastic even in non-verbal communication.
The attic had been transformed over the years into makeshift living space and now was an illegal apartment of sorts. There was a bedroom with room for a queen sized mattress and a dresser. There was a bathroom with an old claw foot tub and even a bidet, which Red still hadn't used but always made her grin. Her favorite part of the apartment wasn't even a room, it was really just an open area with two chairs and a table in between. It was the only good, natural light in the attic though. She sat in front of the enormous picture window and had a view all the way to Lake Michigan on a clear day. Red would crack a smaller window and smoke and stare and lose herself in the silence.
Some shit for brains had slapped paint around and everything was the color of split pea soup. Every time Mueller did one of his inspections, he always raised his eyebrows and muttered, "Yikes."
Red waited by the door and gave him his space. There was a list of items that couldn't be in her possession. It was quite a lengthy list actually, it covered a lot, from bolt cutters to zip ties. No porn, no vibrators, no dildos. She couldn't have anything that could be used to detain anyone, murder anyone or fuck anyone. This was why she needed three jobs; because she couldn't indulge in any of her hobbies, she thought as the search began.
Oh, and nothing flammable, which was actually a good idea. She had special dispensation for the lighter because she smoked but it had to be disposable. Absolutely no lighter fluid.
Mueller snapped on a pair of plastic gloves, as if he were worried that Red would have something toxic tucked away. Like a poison dart would prick his delicate skin. He squatted down and used a pen to pick through the small pile of dirty clothes she had on the floor. "No surprises for me, right Rasmussen?"
"No sir," she said glumly. Fuck, would she like to surprise him.
"Nice," he said with a thin, greasy smile as he held up a pair of blue, bikini panties with the pen.
Red's face was hot and flushed as the anger swelled up inside her. "Why do you need to do that?" she asked him just above a whisper.
"You know how I feel about you, Rasmussen," Mueller said in a husky voice. It was from the lower register and intimate, as if they were lovers and this was the beginning of his seduction. "Right? You do, I know you do," his eyes glittered with his lust and he touched the center of her panties with two fingers. To show her how he'd fondle her bare flesh.



She felt sick. "Let's just get this over with," Red tried to keep calm. Don't give him the satisfaction, she thought but the hair on her forearms stood at attention. Red had learned a long time ago to trust her gut and everything inside said not to turn her back on Mueller.
He just smiled and showed her his stained teeth. He dropped the panties with a sigh and checked the pockets of her other work pants and the breast pocket of a shirt. "Open your drawers," he said with a ruckus laugh, as if he hadn't told the same joke every time he had been in her room.
He meant the dresser drawers, which carried the rest of her possessions on Earth. Red did as she was told and slid the top drawer out slowly. That was the rest of her underwear, bras, panties and socks. He enjoyed this part too much and his face was sweaty and excited as he sifted through the satiny fabrics. "You should get something sexier, Rasmussen," he murmured, as if she'd bought any of it for him. "Gorgeous girl like you, I picture you in some black, crotchless panties," he grunted and grabbed his dick through the front of his pants. That was something close to the noise that the sick asshole made while stroking himself to her, Red knew it. She bit her bottom lip hard so she would keep it all inside.
One hundred and eighteen days.
He was quick about checking the rest of her clothes. They were for function only and weren't as interesting as her underwear. There was the stack of neatly folded tee shirts that she wore to her job at the box factory and the one last pair of clean, navy blue work pants. There was her white blouse and skirt that she wore to waitress. Finally, the bottom drawer was filled with the stretchy that she liked. There were comfortable, old sweat pants and a sweatshirt with a hole in it. These were the things that she wore around the house to babysit Doris. The things that she'd always preferred even when she had a life that required many more outfits.
Mueller ran his hands along the bottom of her mattress and pulled up a corner. Nothing, nothing there to get me with, you piece of shit, Red thought to herself. He yanked the cushions off both chairs and tore open the drawer on the little table between them. He clicked his tongue, it sounded like he was disappointed.
"Gotta check your bathroom too, Rasmussen," he told her as he looked her up and down slowly. He raised his eyebrows and added, "gotta piss for me today too."
"I just did that at check in," she told him quickly. She had done it in the privacy of a stall with a female officer present and that experience had been humiliating enough.
"Surprise, surprise, you have to do it again today." He appeared gleeful as he pulled out the clear plastic cup and the marker. Mueller carefully wrote her last name and the date and waved it at her. "What's a little pee between friends?" he asked and licked his lips lasciviously.
Red took the cup and followed him into the bathroom. He opened the medicine cabinet and found toothpaste, a tooth brush, floss, a half used can of shaving cream and two disposable razors. She also kept one bar of soap there, the other was in the shower along with the cheapest shampoo she could find at the Dollar Store. Her hair was as coarse as a Brillo pad from the last few years of neglect. It was good that she could keep it slicked back in a tight ponytail.
"Looks good," he told her and crossed his arms over his chest. Mueller leaned up against the white and black tiled wall and smiled lazily. "Let's go, I don't have all day. Even for you," he added just above a whisper.
"Can I get some privacy, please?" Red felt the bile rise up in her throat. Her nerves and her temper seemed like they were both about to explode in vomit.
"Sorry, I have to watch," Mueller said in a voice that said he was definitely not sorry.
He loved it.
Red trembled as she approached the toilet. She unbuttoned and unzipped slowly, her brain was a bundle of electrical impulses that all told her to kill him. She didn't care that he was armed. His service weapon was buckled into the holster that hung from his skinny hips. Red bet that this motherfucker had never been any good with a gun. He probably hadn't been to the firing range since they promoted him to head dickweed or whatever it said on his card. She'd snatch it and smash his face up against the cool tile. She'd watch him bleed all over the wall before she carefully wrapped the gun in a towel, all the while her knee would be in his back, eating the goddamn floor. If he walked out of here, he'd be missing a few teeth and he'd have a nasty bruise. Of course, Red had absolutely no intention of letting him live.
Doris wouldn't even wake up. Then there was the corpse though and a whole other world of problems that Red had no easy answers for. She stood no chance on her own, branded a cop killer. Chicago PD would hunt her down if it was the last thing they did and once her time was up, Red wanted to be a ghost. She deserved a chance after all of this.
She dropped her pants to the floor and took a seat. She wiggled the panties over, the sweaty panties that reeked after her shift and the fear and the hatred that was radiating from her core.
She looked him in the eye as she pissed in the cup.
"Makes a lot of sense now," he was hoarse and his fingers twitched. Red imagined that he needed a cigarette after all that. "Why they kept you in solitary most of the time at Decatur," his eyes glittered with desire. Mueller adjusted his dick from left to right as he listened to her fill up the cup. "Fuck, you're just beautiful everywhere, aren't you, Rasmussen?"
She handed him the cup, full to the brim. It sloshed a little on her hand and she knew that he'd wear her pee on his fingers. Fucker would probably lick it off once he was in the car all alone. Probably jerk himself off with that hand later. Pervert.
"Are we done?" she asked. She sat and didn't rush to cover up. She let him take it all in, every bit of her body, all of her pink and pale flesh, everything that he wanted to look at. With her eyes, she dared him to approach her. She still had the work boots on, she'd stomp him right in the dick and good luck stroking it later when it was all purple.
He nodded as he put the lid on the cup. "That's all," he smelled his piss damp hand and added, "for now."
Mueller left quickly, perhaps he finally sensed that he was the one in danger if he pushed her any further. Red yanked her panties back into place and pulled her pants up. God, she was tired. It wasn't just physically tired. She was soul weary. She felt depleted to the bone. Ever since that night, the last night with Yuri, the night that she'd burned it all down, Red could never sleep enough. She just needed to rest.
She kept herself busy with Doris' breakfast and laundry until it was almost noon. The doorbell rang and she called out to the old lady, "I'll get it," even though there was no question that Doris wasn't getting it. No one waited long enough for her to drag her legs with the walker from the back of the house all the way to the front.
Red opened the door to see a delivery man on the top step. His van had flowers on it and he held a crystal base in a cardboard box in one hand. "Delivery for Miss Rasmussen," he smiled and passed it to her, like every woman would love to be the recipient of his gift.
"That's me," Red took the flowers and set them on the floor.
"Sign here," he indicated an X on his electronic clipboard.
"Who are they from?" she barked. If it was Mueller, then he'd just upped the ante. Her insides were on fire as the fight or flight impulses ran down her spine. She really was going to have to kill him. There was no other choice.
"There's a card," the delivery guy said with a shrug as he hurried back to his van.
It was handwritten in beautiful script, it was almost calligraphy, which made Red realize immediately that it wasn't Mueller. That douchebag probably couldn't write anything legibly, just reports that he checked off.
"Red,
Looking forward to our next meeting. The game is on.
Wolf"
"Who's there, Mirabelle?" Doris called from the drawing room.
"Nobody," she whispered as she buried her nose in the center of the roses. Blood red and if you got this close, the thorns were noticeable. The perfume was deep and rich, heady, almost overpowering. Red felt the unmistakable wave of want rush down her body. Damp and sweet and almost more difficult to control than the urge to kill, this was another unmistakable animal instinct. She needed to feed, she needed to feel, she needed to take him.
That was the problem though, Red told herself as she cleared her throat and came to her senses. Game on or game off, she wasn't going to stay. All she could care about was doing her time. She just wanted to get the fuck out of here and take her life back. Mr. Wolfgang was a delicious distraction and maybe in another world, he'd be something.
They'd be something.
She quickly marched to the trash cans in the back of the house and stuffed the flowers, box and vase inside. The last time she'd thought something stupid like that, someone wound up dead.
***
Wolf
He had picked the full moon because there was something about it that seemed appropriate. If she were his goddess, then there were protocols to follow. He had always loved the pagan rituals, the animal sacrifices. The blood and the earth and the stars and the fire all had meaning and tonight, they would once more. He wanted to see her skin glow in the moonlight, bare and perfect as she struggled to get free.
It was a sacrifice after all.
The fact that the camera that had been placed in the bouquet had been rendered useless had just made him smile. Had she known or had it just been impulse? Was it a chess move or just a flare of that almost infamous temper of hers? Jared would never really know and either way, he just found it enchanting. Better to up his game and go in blind, there was something more intimate about that.
Almost virginal for both of them.
The first time in a strange girl's bedroom, the first embrace, the first moment of knowledge, when she felt the cold, steel tip of the blade slice her shirt. It would be perfect.
The hacker that he had hired had been well worth every cent and he now had a whole encrypted file of Red. It contained all the little details that he had craved. There were other pictures of her. None of them were as perfect as her mugshot, but fuck, those eyes of hers. Her cold, calculating, iceberg eyes were mesmerizing. They were always defiant, whether she was shackled to the hospital bed or headed to see the parole board.
Two chilly, blue pools of fuck you to the world.
No one had missed Yuri Federov. Ever since his entry into the United States, the Russian gangster had been a wild card. He had been on every government agency's watch list. Even his own people hadn't known what to do with him. He'd made new alliances with blacks and Mexicans, something that the old timers had forbidden, and he never waited for permission to make moves.
If Red hadn't killed him when she did, he was going to die soon anyway. There had been a contract on his head and according to a snitch, it had been his own father who initiated it. The old timers had forbidden that too, but for Yuri, they made an exception.
Actually, Red had just executed the contract. The way that Jared saw it, the Russian mob owed her the money for eliminating him so perfectly. It was a dream hit, really. The police and the arson investigation squad had to sift through the ashes to find his teeth. If Red had just gotten out, she would have gotten away with it.
Jared concluded that she hadn't expected the fire to turn on her like it had. It hadn't been a suicide mission, and the Red that he knew, at least the Red that he had become obsessed with, would never hurt herself intentionally. She had just wanted to make double sure the cocksucker was dead and then, was caught in her own trap.
The charge had only been manslaughter and she would have walked with community service if she weren't Red. Yuri Federov's body was so charred beyond recognition that they couldn't ascertain any physical evidence from his corpse. Jared liked to think that she'd burned him at the end, after a lengthy session that involved cuffs and maybe a taser. Maybe a knife. Maybe she'd just hit him with her fists and kicked him with her boots. He imagined that she had enough fury inside her petite body to do some real damage to a full grown man.
A decent lawyer could have argued that she was just defending herself, although one look in her eyes and they would have known that was nonsense.
The picture of her scar made him hard every time. And tonight he was going to see it up close. He was going to run his leather gloved fingers along the winding branches and leaves that had been left behind. Fuck, he wanted to taste it too. Jared wanted to let his tongue linger on the thicker, meatier scar tissue. He wanted to bite her as well.
He wondered if she were more sensitive there or less. Had the nerves been damaged to deaden the pain or had they heeled and became heightened in their response? God, he hoped she felt every last bit of it.
The Audi was stolen and so were the plates. It was his chosen vehicle for tonight because it was black and sleek and reminded him of a predatory cat, running through the jungle. The gears screamed for release as he waited to shift from first to second. It was a noise from a hungry thing that had just begun to pick up a scent. The scenery had changed as Jared raced through the night. He had begun in the sheltered, tree lined cul de sacs of the suburban North Shore. Now he was in the middle of asphalt and graffiti. The car sped through streets lined with abandoned buildings and dumpsters overflowed with garbage. He was in the heart of the city and it definitely had a different heartbeat.
The Draper residence had become familiar since he'd begun this dance. What had once been a proud manor in the heart of the bustling near South Side, now echoed the neighborhood around it. War torn and bedraggled, the house had seen better days. It was obvious that the family didn't want to spend any money on upkeep. Or their grandmother.
Jared parked the car in his chosen spot, three and a half blocks away. He would slip into the darkness and take the last steps of his journey by foot.
Living in the attic was a far cry from the glamorous life that Red had lived before. Back in the earlier days of her relationship with Federov, they had been gangsters together. They had lived in a penthouse apartment in the Gold Coast. Red had gotten a slew of speeding tickets and finally a misdemeanor charge for reckless driving; all in a Porsche 911 GT2 RS. The car had been custom painted, cherry red with black and gold flames on both sides.
He wondered if Mirabelle had always liked fire.
He adjusted the pack so that it clung to his body like a second skin. Everything that he needed for the evening was inside. It was a veritable kidnap and rape kit but for tonight, for her, he thought of it as love tokens. The only question that remained was whether or not she would feel the same.
He had thought of it as fate when the homecare company had discontinued the round the clock workers. Now it was just Red and the old lady. He supposed the Draper family must not know much about the redhead. Surely, they wouldn't leave their sweet, old grandmother alone with her.
It also worked out perfectly that this was her night off from the box factory. He knew from watching her routine that she was early to bed on those evenings. So far, as he approached the house, everything was exactly as he had planned. The back door had an old Schlage lock that was easy to pick. The deadbolt hadn't been used. He was inside in less than three minutes and soundlessly entered the Draper residence.
He slipped past Doris' bedroom door and paused on the other side, just to make sure that the old lady was also in bed. Doris sometimes wandered in the night. He had seen it occur twice in his hiding spot from the street and he'd made a note of it. The last thing that he wanted to do was scare Red's charge to death.
He could tell that Red cared for her and that made him smile. She had a heart, actually, he suspected that she cared deeply when she did care. Another similarity.
Jared crept up the stairs slowly, with his back to the wall. He avoided the center of the stairs, where the runner was worn and the squeak was the loudest. Red had spent enough time in prison and other similar facilities, there was no telling if she was a light sleeper. He paused outside of her bedroom door and waited. His heart pounded and he could feel his pulse quiver in his throat. If he didn't have a thin, black face mask on, pulled down to his collar bones, she'd be able to see how wildly that vein throbbed in his neck.
His cock had followed suit ever since he left the house. Completely hard, it was impossible to disguise his intentions and he was sure that she'd see the clear outline of his erection when he made her take his pants down. Fuck, he could hardly wait to feel her. He'd been so intent and so intense on the study of her. His passion had taken over. Jared felt as if he had waited for months but it had only been days since he met her.
He curled his hands into fists in his fitted, black leather gloves. He flexed his fingers, ready to grab her, to pounce. He entered her bedroom and he immediately knew that the full moon had been fated. The light washed over her bed and made a shadow of her spill onto the sheet below. Like this, with her hair loose and free and wild, it looked like blood in the moonlight. It was as if she'd already been savaged and a crimson tide poured out onto the pillow. There was something both ghastly and lovely about that idea. Her gentle breath came and went, her small breasts rose and fell in the tee shirt. In the moonlight, he could even make out the outline of her puckered nipples.
It was the one thing about the gloves that made it almost unbearable to keep them on. He wanted to touch her, really touch her with bare fingers. He wanted to taste her too. He wanted to run his tongue everywhere, all over her but it was easy to take bite impressions and although he wanted her to know everything. He had to be sure that this was just between the two of them. So gloves it was, he told himself as he clamped a strong hand around her wrist.
With one hand on her wrist and one around her waist, he had the advantage of waking her from the middle of her dreams. Jared had counted on the element of surprise because otherwise, he knew from his study of Red, it would be much more difficult. She was a fighter and he wanted desperately to have her trussed up like he'd been imagining. "What the fuck?" she mumbled sleepily before she crashed to her knees beside the bed.
He knelt beside her and slipped the black, nylon cord around one wrist. He secured the other end to the solid, oak leg of her bed. "What the fuck is right," he whispered as he pinned her other hand quickly. He had to immobilize her before she could put it all together. Otherwise, Jared was afraid he'd have to sedate her and that would lose all of its beauty.
"Fuck you," she growled and pulled at her hand. She struggled against him to escape his grasp but Jared was prepared. He slipped the rope into place easily. Her hands were firmly cuffed to the sides of her body, too far away for her to reach anything to hit him with or touch him. The pity of it was that Jared would do almost anything to feel her hands on him but that was for another time.
Once she loved him.
"Don't you know another word?" he asked with almost a chuckle as he secured her left knee. He slipped another rope cuff into place and tightened it quickly, right above her knee. The feel of her legs through the pajama pants made his cock pulse. Inside his underwear, he dripped a steady stream of want for his red haired goddess.



He could hardly wait to watch her taste him.
"Let me go and I'll give you a few words," she snarled. She tried desperately to kick at Jared with the one free leg. He caught her ankle and secured her neatly, legs and arms fixed in place. The rope cuffs didn't budge in spite of her struggle. Now he could take his time and enjoy what came next. He watched the green light blip on the ankle monitor and he wondered if there weren't a corresponding blip on someone else's radar. It secretly thrilled him to know that someone else watched Red twenty-four hours a day.
Just not as closely as he did.
He ran the black gloves through her hair and exhaled deeply. "Red," he murmured and swept her hair back, out of her face so that he could finally study her. He had tired of the computer screen and now he wanted everything in the flesh. "Red, I would love to let you go," he confessed with his fingers on her chin as he brought her eyes up. He forced her to look at his mask, "but not tonight."
She spat on his mask and if it had just been his face, her saliva would be on his upper lip. It would be so easy to open his mouth and have the taste of her drip inside. As it was, he rubbed it on the mask and felt the little wet spot that she'd left behind.
It was time to show her the seriousness of the situation. He reached into the backpack and brought out the blade. The metal gleamed in the moonlight and it looked wicked and ready. Red saw the tip and her killer, blue eyes grew wide. He suspected it was equal parts fear and anger.
"Don't worry, I'm not going to hurt you," he hissed as he sliced the front of her shirt, "much." It was a men's white underwear shirt and it might as well be lingerie for the effect that it had on his body. The knife was right between her breasts and he stopped there and took in the sensory overload. He felt her breath quicken, hot and desperate. He imagined what it would feel like to have her breath like that on his neck while he tore into her, while his cock pumped and filled and spewed into her depths.
Ecstasy.
He finished with the shirt and the white material slid down her shoulders to her arms. The cloth covered nothing and there were her bare breasts. Her nipples stood at attention and Jared set the knife on the floor beside him. Dangerous or not, this required both hands. He fondled her teacup sized breasts with the gloves on and moaned as he watched the natural display of her animal instincts.
Goosebumps rushed over her body. From her shoulders to her waist, Red was covered in them. In the moonlight, he could see the white peach fuzz that covered her arms; every hair stood at attention. She was an animal, making herself bigger in order to scare off a predator.
But she was also a woman that was extremely turned on by his touch.
She mewed like a kitten when he traced the tip of the blade around her lovely, dark pink nipple. She was terrified and yet, her hips bucked as she watched his leather gloves squeeze and roll the other nipple roughly, between finger and thumb. "Stop, stop you fucker," she said with a curled upper lip. That look. That snarl mesmerized him. It was as if she held him in the deepest contempt rather than the truth; that she was wet with her desire. Jared knew that if he slipped his gloved hand down the front of the pants, she'd flood his black leather but that was meant for later. He'd never be able to stop himself from coming if he didn't have a little taste first. Or rather, she had a little taste of him.
All in good time, he reminded himself. Jared dropped to his knees in front of her and opened his mouth. The netted fabric over his mouth prevented a real taste. It was a barrier to skin on skin, tongue on sweaty flesh, but he could get her essence in his mouth. "You're so perfect," he whispered into her neck as he paused there, at her pulse. The vein trembled wildly, like some ancient, tribal drumbeat. Pressed up against her like this, he became her breath, her heartbeat. He licked her vein. He slowly pressed the tip of his tongue all the way from bottom to top. If he dared, if he could, if she were truly his, Jared would bite her there and sink his teeth in until she was just a little bloody.
"Fuck," she whispered. It was almost a sob, it was hoarse and she didn't mean to stop. She meant she wanted more.
He couldn't help himself and he'd already convinced himself that Red wasn't going to call the police once this encounter had ended. She just wasn't that kind of girl. Although, he smiled to himself as he peeled off the gloves, she would probably set a trap for him when he returned. She'd definitely be better prepared next time.
It was ecstasy to have his bare hands on her tits. He kneaded her flesh and grabbed her pert breasts and groaned as he explored. He cupped them in his hands and ran his fingers up to her large pointed nipples. They were perfect, supple and sweet. She was made for his mouth and the twists and turns of her puckered areolas were something to study with his tongue. Jared let his mouth lead him there. Mask and gloves and all precautions be damned, he had to have her. He had to have her now.
The tip of his tongue followed the moonlit trail. The crease under her breasts, the sweaty crevice of her décolletage, he panted as he licked. Red trembled beneath him, furious and yet, her body betrayed her and yielded. She fought and tried to push him away and yet, there were her hips and they invited him in even closer. His hands reached down her side and it would be an embrace if they were anything but the animals that they both were.
There was the scar tissue. This was the thicker, burned skin. It was raised and he was thrilled to feel its texture, the trail of the fire wound around her body. He touched her tenderly there like a lover would, while all the while his mouth nuzzled and nipped at her breasts. He was like an animal that was just a little too hungry to be trusted.
He knew from the file that her tattoo was up, on the back of her shoulder. It was just one more detail that made his blood boil. What did it mean? He wanted to ask but the redhead broke his reverie with a flash of temper.
"Fucker," she hissed but her body responded beautifully. Red's flesh had blushed a beautiful pink. Her throat, her chest, her face and even her washboard abs were all full of blood and had bloomed. She was so sensual like this, even if she had a terrible vocabulary.
"Mirabelle," he decided to be a real fucker and call her the name that he knew she hated. He could taste her for days but there was something else that was immediate. It had become a necessity. Jared had decided that after the first orgasm, he would be able to take his time with the rest. Then he could savor her in the manner in which she should be.
He rose to his feet. Jared took his time as he unbuckled for her. He'd chosen the black leather belt specifically because it would leave a perfect mark on her lovely, white throat. Red made a sound of fury, something seething, something that he imagined that Yuri had heard more than once. She knew what came next and she ached for it and yet, it was a surrender that she couldn't allow. She wanted to hurt him. She pulled at the ropes and threw herself against the bed frame, she scraped the legs back across the floor. Red was strong, surprisingly so considering how small she was.
It didn't matter. She could pull and tug and wrench her hands and flex her thighs all she wanted, she wasn't getting out of the ropes until he cut her free and frankly, as excited as he was for this. It might not be until the moonlight had melted into the early golden light of dawn before he was done with her. Jared pulled the belt from the loops and sighed with delight as he touched his cock through his pants. "I've had this for you from the very beginning, Red," he admitted. "This hard cock, this need to own you." Jared unbuttoned and unzipped and his pants came down to his knees. The black fitted underwear followed.
Red's mouth, her voluptuous, full mouth, with her small, pouty lips were too alluring to pass up. And tied as she was, just at the most perfect height to suck him. He knew it was ridiculous, it was a whim that could just as easily gone unheeded. It would have been far easier to tie her to the bed as she slept and cut the pants off directly. He could have been inside her before she was even awake but he had wanted her mouth ever since he watched her take the drag on the cigarette.
"Fuck you, Wolf," she muttered. But it was undeniable, Red whimpered as she stared at his cock. She shook her head no but they both knew that she only meant yes as he wound the black leather belt around her neck. He had made a few special notches, just for her throat. Jared had masturbated more than once, as he imagined her face. Her eyes bulged as he fucked her throat, holding the end of the belt in one hand and a handful of her red hair in the other.
"You really do need some more words," he said, on the verge of laughing. He could kiss her at that moment. A deep kiss that possessed her breath and tasted all of her. "But to use your favorite word, I'm going to fuck your pretty, sweet mouth," he told her deliberately in his deepest voice. "My mouth," Jared commanded as he pulled the belt to its smallest hole and yanked her head. "My mouth," he touched her lips with the bulging head of his erection and watched the precum coat her full bottom lip. "Open your mouth Red, and be a good girl," he warned as he yanked the belt. She was every bit the predatory animal that he was. Of course the girl would want to clamp down with teeth, "be a good girl or I'll just keep squeezing your throat."
Jared would hate to have to do that. He wondered if she knew how badly he wanted to keep her.
Her mouth was steamy hot and soaking wet and small inside. Her vagina couldn't even be this small, Jared thought with a groan as he pushed inside. Not even her little asshole although he knew that he wasn't leaving tonight until he'd had both. His breath came in great gasps as the pleasure of her mouth overtook him. With the leather belt in his right hand, he guided her up and down with his left hand in her soft hair.
It was bliss.
He looked down and saw her killer, blue eyes. She sucked and gagged on his dick, all as Red looked straight up at him. That was the most sensual part of all. There was a look of hatred and passion all mixed together. She wanted to murder him, she wanted to ride his cock. She wanted to light him on fire and fuck him until it all burned down into a glorious orgasm.
They would roll and kiss in the smoldering ashes of it all.
Jared rocked back on his heels and began to thrust his way home. He was all the way into her throat. Her mouth was so wet that it made slurping noises as he fucked her. Her lips, her beautiful, innocent looking lips were wrapped tightly around the base of his shaft. Her tongue washed him up, down, and up, down again. She squealed on his flesh and she choked as he pushed his pelvis forward. He grunted and went up on his toes. He could feel her struggle to breathe and that was every bit as enticing as the slippery tongue and open, little esophagus. He stifled the howl that he wanted to unleash. It was a howl of pleasure, the howl of conquest and mating and it was sure to frighten anyone who heard it.
He didn't want to wake up Doris.
He came deep inside her perfect mouth. He came in shudders and sighs. He pumped a copious amount of sperm down inside Red's supple throat. His thighs flexed and his hands gripped her tightly as he fed it to her, every inch of his manhood claimed his beauty. His lips, his throat, his lover.
Red couldn't breathe and he felt her slump. Her forehead pressed into his pelvis and as he gave her the last of his seed, Jared loosened his grip on the belt. He trembled with delight as the last wave of his sperm shot into her.
He dropped to his knees in front of her and felt the tremor of a deep inhale fill her body entirely. He'd been too fast. God, it had been too good, too perfect and he couldn't help but press his masked mouth to her sticky lips. Her mouth dripped with a dab of his pearly essence.
She gasped and pulled back, as if she didn't want to kiss him but like this, with their bodies so close, he knew that was a lie. Whatever she pretended with her mouth, her hips melted into him. Her open thighs quivered from being pressed up against him like this.
Wait.
He pulled back, he'd felt something, a twitch. "Red?" he felt a vibration of recognition run down his spine. "Wait," he said more to himself than her. Wait, stop everything, stop the wild pounding of his heart and the flip of his stomach and everything that went cold inside.
He reached for the knife and sliced through the elastic on the top of the pajama pants. With two gloved hands, he wrenched the fabric in two. The moonlight illuminated her waist and the light ran down the center line of her abdominals. Red's slender hips were lit and the valley beneath both hips bones were kept in shadow.
Her cock was half in the glow and half in the shade. Her pink, pulsing dick bobbed and dripped at him, as if it recognized him, as if it beckoned to him to come down and return the favor. She strained in her ropes and growled at him. Her cock thumped, it was eager to get at him. "Is that what you wanted? Wolf, you fucker. Untie me and we'll see how much you like having a cock down your throat," she threatened him in that quiet, still voice that promised him every word she said was true.
Fuck, he had been so blind, so stupid, so greedy, so in lust.
And now, Jared could feel it in his thighs. He could feel the weak pull in his body, the one that kept his feet in cement, the one that didn't want him to move from this spot. Fuck he had to leave. As much as he'd planned it all to the last detail, this was the last detail that he had no plan for. He left the knife on the mattress, within reach for her. Sure, it would take Red a few minutes to get it at the right angle. He was fully confident that she'd slice through the rope unscathed and he'd make his escape.
As he ran from the house, through the night, back to his car, Jared thought to himself briefly that she had the most beautiful dick he'd ever seen.
***
Red
She had cut her forearm twice before she'd gotten the right angle to sever the black, nylon rope on her right wrist. Once she had freed that hand though, the rest was easy. Red thought that the fucker only had maybe a two to three minute head start. Maybe she could chase him down. But then what?
She would love to hear him choke on her cock.
Red eased herself to her feet and moaned as the pain shot down her back. Son of a bitch, her knees hurt, her elbows hurt, her throat hurt. Everything hurt and yet, in spite of all that pain or maybe partially because of it, she was still hard as a rock. Red forced herself to stand up and put her hand out to catch herself if she fell over. She wasn't steady on her feet as she shuffled to the bathroom. She flicked on the overhead light and looked at her reflection.
The image in the mirror told the story. Her bloodshot eyes, her hair was wild and tangled, her face was pale and frightened. There were the couple of telltale broken capillaries on her face, the ones that said her air had been cut off.
It got worse as she looked at her breasts. Her chest still heaved as she panted to catch her breath. Wolf had left behind deeply red marks under and around her breasts. Her left nipple hurt too much to touch, just passing her finger over the tip made her wince. He hadn't bit her as much as it felt that he'd rubbed his teeth there like a pup desperate to suckle. Jesus, and there was the deeply purple welt that circled her throat. The belt was vicious and had cut into her windpipe. She bit her bottom lip hard as she traced the dark bruise with one finger. Red stared at her bruised reflection and continued to touch it with her left hand. He had wound it around her neck and held on so tightly, the leather had bitten into her skin.
Her cuts were superficial but she made a bit of a puddle on the floor as the crimson gushed from her forearm. He'd hurt her, yes, he had. Worse, she'd enjoyed all of it and only wished that there had been more.
Red grabbed her cock with her right hand and stroked herself. She remembered his scent. That powerful, masculine scent that rose from his body; animal heat and scent. It was the aroma of fervor. He had taken her desperately and deeply and she could still taste him. She could still smell his seed on her breath and she shivered as she jerked her cock harder and faster.
God, to be fucked by that vicious, beautiful man, she thought. Red pumped her hips back and forth as she touched the bruise. Red wanted his mark, she wanted his mark and his cum and his bite. She wanted his fingernails to rake down her tender flesh. She wanted to be ravaged and ripped apart. Fucked until there was nothing left but her bones and her cry and her waves of pleasure.
She arched her back and tilted her head. Her mouth opened in a silent scream as the first spurt of her orgasm tore through her body. Again and again, she came in pounding jolts of pleasure. It had been so long, it was a shock to the system. She covered the bathroom with cum. It dripped down her legs, it covered the sink, she even shot all over the wall. Her asshole clamped up tight as the heat radiated from there, from deep down, from a place inside that craved his savagery.
She shook as the pleasure and the pain collided violently.
Red bent at the waist and felt her ruined hair tumble over as she reached her left arm to the tub. She needed something to keep her upright, something to balance her shaking legs. Fuck, she hadn't had an orgasm like that in, she bit her bottom lip as she tried to sort it out and realized that she couldn't remember the last time she'd cum like that.
Maybe never.
Red looked around at the mess that she'd made. Blood and cum dripped down the black and white tile and she thought that it was too bad that Mueller couldn't do an inspection now. This would be a more realistic version, a picture of her true nature. She turned the water on all the way to hot and waited as the creaky pipes banged and whistled to get the hot water all the way up to the attic. The water sputtered initially. Once the stream of boiling hot came out full force, she stepped inside.
The water felt like tiny daggers on her cut arm but it would subside. That was what the burn had taught her. Wade into the pain, let it drown you. Let it wash over you and then you come out the other side; like something reborn, like a phoenix. Everything is new after blood and fire.
Especially fire.
She ran the soap over her body and grit her teeth as she washed her breasts and neck. The fucker had gotten her good. She rolled her eyes and thought he was right, she did need to stop saying fuck so much. Red blamed it on time in prison where "fuck" was the local vernacular but really, it had started well before then.
She was clean and her whole body was red when she turned the water to cold. Damn, the icy fingers made a freezing river down her back. Her hair flowed with the chilly water and she felt it trickle down into her crack, between her cheeks.
Masturbating had been wonderful. Christ, she couldn't have denied herself if she wanted at that point but still, there was an ache inside. There was a pulse that had gone unheeded forever and Mr. Wolfgang seemed to be the chosen one.
She wanted him more than she had words to describe it.
Red got out of the shower and wrapped the old blue towel around her and tucked it between her breasts. Under the sink, there was a box of Bandaids. She ripped and peeled several and placed them on the cuts on her forearm. There was no covering the bruise on her throat and besides, she liked to look at it.



Back in the bedroom, she turned on the light. She needed to check it and she reached behind the piece of wood trim that had come away about two inches from the wall.
She was about to do something forbidden and she couldn't help it. She looked down at the ankle monitor. It was subconscious and Red wondered how long it would take once she was settled in her new life to stop wondering who was watching her.
She saw the blip of the green lights and snarled, "Did you see what happened tonight, you fucks? Of course not, you don't want to protect me. You just want to bust me."
She pulled out the screwdriver. She wasn't allowed to have this, it was on the list of shit she couldn't have. If anyone had asked Red, she could have told them, you can kill someone with anything if you're determined enough. She pushed the end of the screwdriver into the crack between two floorboards and up popped the board. She let out a low chuckle as she reached inside.
She'd like to see the look on Mueller's face if he ever discovered that Rasmussen actually had every single goddamn thing on that list and a few things they hadn't thought of. It was all just hidden away in a musty gap between the subfloor and the wood, in a place long forgotten about by anyone.
Red ran her hands over her new switchblade and grinned. Yes, she liked him. She could feel it in her bones and yes, she was going to return this evening's pleasures in spades. It was just a matter of planning it. The stakes were high, much higher for her, especially now with this goddamn parole bullshit but Red had a way to get around that.
She could sneak out, if it was really necessary. If it was life and death necessary, she wouldn't take the chance otherwise.
Raping Mr. Wolf had just been moved up from kind of hot to imperative.
As she removed the ballgag from her stash, she smiled to herself as she traced her finger around the red, rubber ball in the center. This reminded her of the early days with Yuri. He'd been so open, so uninhibited, and so completely fucking crazy. Crazy about her and she'd never had that before. He'd been an adrenaline rush on top of spectacular, blissful sex. Sometimes a night of fucking called for a trip to the emergency room for one or both of them.
She took out her own black, mesh mask. She liked this one better than the one Wolf had used. She could get more air with this one and she could still bite. Which was good because that motherfucker was going to have marks in places that he'd never dreamt of once this was done.
Game on, bitch, she laughed.
Yuri had wound up breaking her heart though. Red reminded herself of that as she reached for her shackles. This was purely for the fuck of it, a booty call like they said. No emotions, just fun.
Terrible, terrible fun.
***
Wolf
For the last twenty five days, he had worked out religiously. He was dedicated. It was almost as if that three block run from Red's attic all the way back to his Audi had inspired him to get even more fit. That's what it might have looked like to an observer but Jared knew that it was mostly inspired by something new.
Fear.
It wasn't that she had a dick, he told himself with a scowl as he felt the sweat pour from his hair down his face. Jared had just hit mile ten on the treadmill. It was time to increase the incline, time to feel his quads burn as he did an imaginary chase uphill.
No, it wasn't the dick that he was afraid of. The dick just leveled the playing field in some strange way that he didn't quite understand and couldn't really explain.
He'd known that she was intelligent going in. The hacker had given him the file from her foster care days and her IQ was off the charts. She had a high IQ and an antisocial personality, she was flagged from way back then. She was one of those people who could save the world or could murder a bunch of people. It had been the same when they'd tested him back in prep school.
No, he'd known going in that she was someone to be reckoned with. There had been no point in starting the game if it wasn't going to be a challenge to win. It was just that the dick somehow made it possible that he could lose. What would sex with Mirabelle be?
God, she even had the two opposing names. She was Mirabelle, with flowing locks down her arms and back that made almost a veil around her. She was Mirabelle with the full lips and the mouth that felt like velvet inside. She was Mirabelle with the hips and ass of Venus de Milo. She was Mirabelle, who trembled in his arms and whimpered with desire. Mirabelle was so soft and yielding to his mouth and his touch.
She was Red with her clenched muscles and her hands balled up into fists of fury. She was Red with her hard cock that throbbed there between her slender thighs. It was large and pink and full of blood and ready to take him any way that it could get at him. Red was sure to fuck him into oblivion given the chance. There was nothing soft about Red. She was a steel blade. She was a flame.
He'd never met a woman or a man like her and now, his obsession threatened to drive him crazy. With no release in sight, he stalked her like prey but he could never be fed.
Dammit, why couldn't he just forget about her? Or give in.
Jared shook his head no to both and felt the sweat course from his hair. It rained down to his shoulders and rivulets of it trickled down his back. He had peeled the shirt off five miles ago and wore only the black shorts. His body ached from the brutal workouts but it was the only thing that kept him sane. Barely.
That and the wet dreams.
The first one had happened almost two weeks ago and he'd woken up in the middle of the night with a scream. At first, he had panted and looked around his bedroom. He had felt lost and terrified. He couldn't breathe. He could almost taste her revenge like he had tasted her cinnamon essence on her breasts.
But it wasn't her, there was no one.
It wasn't a nightmare though, it was a fantasy. Jared had laughed at himself as he peeled back the sheet and saw the evidence there. In the dream, there had been no rope, no cuffs, none of the usual needed paraphernalia that he required.
It had just been the two of them, naked and wrapped in the other's embrace. He'd been buried inside Red and she was steamy wet and slippery. God, she'd been so tight around his cock. There had been her eyes too. Her steady gaze had melted. She hadn't stared at him with a killer's cold glare, she had gazed at him with love.
This was bad, he had told himself. He had left the bed and the cum coated sheets to take a midnight shower. It was bad but that hadn't stopped it from happening twice more since then. It was as if his body had made a decision that his mind refused to accept.
The question was, which would win?
He still had no answer for that so he just pressed the plus on the incline button a little more.
***
Red
On the two other occasions that she had left the house on an unauthorized field trip, Red had given Doris a little something to help her sleep. Tonight, she planned to do the same. First she gave her a sponge bath to help her relax.
Doris enjoyed being bathed now that she had basically forgotten to be ashamed of her nakedness and vulnerability. As Red wound the sponge up and down her creased, fat flapping arms, Doris hummed and closed her eyes. "I miss my Charlie," she said in a faraway voice.
Red washed her back slowly. She rubbed the bubbles up and down gently as she asked, "Who was Charlie?"
"Why Charlie, Charles Draper, was my husband for fifty-two years." Doris had watery, blue eyes that opened wide as she told the story. The love poured out of them as she recalled his details. "Charlie, the love of my life. I still miss him after all this time."
"How long ago did he die?"
It was always interesting to Red to discern what Doris could remember. It seemed to her that when it was important, Doris was still sharp as a tack. When it came to Charlie, she could remember every little detail. "Eight years ago, my dear. And I think I can still feel him here, in the house."
Figures, Red thought. The house looked more and more like a haunted house, might as well actually be haunted. "Is he checking up on you?" Red asked as she gently ran the sponge down to her gnarled, bony fingers.
"Don't worry, Mirabelle, I told him you were taking good care of me."
That actually gave her the creeps. Especially since she was about to dope the hot chocolate that she normally gave Doris before bed with a little something extra. Red looked over both shoulders. She almost expected to see something otherworldly peer back at her through the steam.
"What about you, my dear? Are you in love?"
She wouldn't call it that. Although what the hell did she know? It wasn't exactly like she had been given any instructions on it. "I don't know, maybe?" she sighed. She let the sponge drop back into the sink. "You ready to dry off?"
"So there is someone?" Doris asked in a shaky voice as she raised her hands up for the pink towel.
"Sort of." Red told her as she tenderly wiped her back. The flesh underneath her breasts that tumbled down to her waist. "I met someone that I keep thinking about. But I don't have time for that."
"Mirabelle, of course you have time for love. It's the most important thing there is." Doris held on to the sink as Red dried her behind and her thighs. Doris had lost her ass, now it was just two circular pieces of fatty beef that hung from her back. Red wondered if Charlie had still looked at her and remembered her from the beginning. Wasn't that what love was?
Red hung the towel on the hook and got Doris' housecoat. "I don't know. I haven't really had a good track record with men," she admitted as she helped to poke Doris' arms through the holes.
"Did you get burned, Mirabelle?"
Yeah, literally, Red thought. "Hey, you ready for hot chocolate?" she asked her charge.
"Woo hoo!" Doris did a little shuffling dance and put her hands up like she probably did as a child. For all Red knew, Doris might think that she was a child right now.
It didn't take long, only about thirty minutes for the Xanax to work its magic. Red planned to leave her in the recliner tonight with the afghan up, tucked in around her shoulders. That seemed to be the way that Doris preferred to sleep.
Sometimes, if she had been put to bed, she'd just shuffle out here to the drawing room in the middle of the night anyway. Red didn't want to take any chances that Doris would try to move, in the dark, with that fucking death trap of a walker.
Once Red could shake Doris' leg, she knew it was time. She had put thick, winter socks on Doris, mostly because she got cold so easily but also because that way the ankle monitor wouldn't dig into her sensitive skin. Red had disconnected the hinge on the second day of wearing the thing, just to make sure that, in case of an emergency, she could get away.
Ever since Red had been dumped off in foster care, she'd always known that she needed a plan B. She learned early on that no one was coming to help.
It was easy to slip the ankle monitor from her ankle to Doris' and the green light paused for less than a second. It was nothing that would cause any notice or trigger any alarms. One, two, three, yes, back in place. Buckled around something solid. Now the Cook County Sheriff's Department was monitoring Doris Draper, a law abiding citizen, an Alzheimer's patient, a sweet, little old grandma that had never done anything wrong in her whole life.
Red would be back before Doris woke up though.
Dressed in the black, skin tight jumpsuit, she felt slippery and slick. She was naked inside. Red was hard and ready and encased in a second skin. She was like an eel. She felt like an electric eel that remained hidden and coiled onto itself, down in the shadowy depths until it was ready to strike. At the right moment, it was all terrifying eyes and vicious fangs.
She had her pack and her tools. Red knew that she was at a distinct disadvantage because she hadn't been able to study Mr. Wolfgang's house. There had only been the brief time that she had spent there waiting on him and his pansy guests. She had been breaking and entering into houses since she was a kid though. It was rather self-explanatory, she told herself and besides, if she was at a disadvantage, then that made things almost fair.
The night was warm and humid and Red watched as her shadow stretched out. She wanted to play. All of her ached to play and it had taken every bit of her self-control to wait until it was the right time. She waited until he was comfortable, waited until he was sure that she wasn't coming for him.
The car that she planned to steal for the drive had been parked in the church parking lot ever since she moved in with Doris. It never moved and surely wouldn't be missed for a few hours. If it was, she'd just dump it somewhere and either way, Red wore gloves for this adventure so there would be no prints.
Since she was definitely in the system, she had to be doubly careful. Extra sure and completely safe. No way she was going back inside ever again.
Never.
***
Wolf
He couldn't turn to his right side and somewhere, in the cobwebs of sleep, something shook him from the dream state that he had been lost in. The alarm sounded in his brain. The house was completely silent, which was not what should have occurred if someone was inside. The noise that came from his mind told him that was the only logical conclusion.
He pushed his left arm up, or tried to anyway. He was secured at the elbow, which kept both arms bent. It kept him from straightening either arm or getting any kind of momentum. He couldn't punch like this. "That's right," her voice spoke to him and it sounded as if they were both in his dream. "Fight it, Wolf," she sounded slightly amused. If he'd learned anything more about her since their first encounter, he realized that she probably was.
Red took her mask off and the tumble of her blood red coils over her shoulders was a beautiful sight to behold. She wouldn't be so stupid to allow her face to be seen though, not unless, he groaned as the realization washed over him. She could read his mind and finished the sentence for him.
"No cameras, no mementos for later," she purred because of course, as a fellow predator, she knew that it was exactly what he would have done with it. "I don't think I can enjoy this without my mouth," she told him as she hovered over his prone body.
Her body looked like ink. Her skin seemed to be wet and black. She must be wearing latex and in the light, she was almost a puddle. She was almost something inhuman. She was almost still a figment of his imagination and for a moment, Jared wondered if this wasn't just the beginning of another wet dream. Perhaps in a bit, he'd wake up in a warm puddle of his own ejaculate.
Then she showed him the knife.
She turned it over for him so that he'd see the switchblade unfolded. It was out and ready. She could slice him open right along the sternum if she chose. He didn't think she did but he snarled anyway. "What do you think you're doing?" he asked her in a low, authoritative voice that sounded as if he was still completely in control.
"Winning the game," she said with a smile. Red bowed her head and the cascade of red hair tumbled to his chest. It mixed with his thick, black thicket of hair that ran down to his dick and she sank her teeth into his pectoral.
"Fuck," he howled. Her bite would leave a mark and his cock had slapped against his hip as the pain began to crescendo. He loved it and loathed it all at the same time.
"Don't you have any other words?" Red asked him in a singsong voice. It was a husky, seductive voice, a smoker's voice. It was the voice of a woman with balls and fuck, she did have those too, didn't she? "Don't get me wrong," she continued as she traded the switchblade for something black and red and just out of sight. "I'd love to give you your mouth. It seems wrong to take away a wolf's teeth." She brought the ballgag into view and ran her index finger over the red rubber in the center. "The better to bite me with, right? It's not the biting," she assured him as she pushed the rubber ball into his mouth. He growled into the gag. "It's your fucking cunt neighbors," she continued as she secured the strap tightly on the back of his head. It was really tight. The buckle dug into his skull and it was his last line of defense since he still could do nothing with his arms but shake them. "I'm sure they have no real crime out here in la-la land."
Red sat back, she appeared smug and satisfied as she regarded her handiwork. She had free reign of him now and her mouth teased and tortured him from his shoulders to his belly. She licked and sent a thrill down his spine. Her tongue on his nipple was exquisite and made his dick pulse and drip. Her incisors dug deep into the meat around his ribs. Even the gag couldn't hold back the yelp of agony that shot down to his toes when she bit him like that.
His dick had responded to that as well though, his toes pointed and he flexed his quads. Red bit and tortured and licked and utterly seduced him until she reached his pelvis. She appeared to be triumphant as she bent down between his legs. Her slippery, black leather gloves gripped his shaft tight enough that it was one more thing on the precipice between pleasure and pain.
"I didn't get a good look at it last time," her voice was a tease and a warning. Unlike the Dommes who came to his parties, she didn't use any of the typical canned lines. She just owned him, completely and utterly. She didn't even have to say a word. "Just a taste of it," Red reminded him of the sweetness of her mouth. He moaned into the gag as her hand stroked him from tip to base. She could make him cum on her glove if she chose to. She could make him cum like it was his first time, fast and thunderous.
Of course, there was the switchblade an inch or so away and she could castrate him too. The beautiful thing was that right now, at this moment, Jared honestly didn't know which she would pick.
She released his cock and slapped his balls with the back of her hand. He cried out and tried in vain to pull his legs up to protect himself. He attempted to bring his thighs together but she'd secured his legs in the same manner as his arms. He was tied at the knee, bent and parted. There was no way of getting in a kick and this left his ass open to attack.
Red looked up at him with an unnerving look of greed and hunger. Her eyes were enthralled and full of lust. Maybe maybe even gentle; at least as close to gentle as he could imagine her being. "I jacked off when you left," she whispered into his body and let her tongue wind along the head of his cock. She licked up the clear, dotted strand of precum that he'd given her. Then she tasted his slit, she sipped more of him directly from the source. "You made me cum," she confessed and then slapped his sack once more. The agony mixed with the ecstasy as pain and desire collided. "I think I owe you the same."
She wouldn't though, would she? His gagged noises were wet and thick and helpless and sounded much too close to begging for his tastes. Jared thought, she wouldn't just give him her delicious, beautiful mouth. That mouth that he was obsessed with, the mouth that he wanted to cum in and then kiss, and then cum inside again? She'd gone to all this trouble; she had trussed him up like dinner, this was for her, not for him.
Red was on her knees between his legs. She shook her hair from her shoulders and tugged the zipper down from her neck. It opened past her breasts, to her belly and then down further. With every inch of milky, white flesh that she revealed, he groaned, with equal parts need and fear. She was so goddamn beautiful and his eyes followed the zipper, to her pelvis.



There it was; her thick, juicy pink cock. The zipper stopped there and she let him take it in as her dick sprang to life from its confines. It was ready for him and he almost forgot to breathe. It thumped and dripped. Her own precum glittered on the side of her shaft and dripped onto the back of his leg. It was warm and sticky and he shook his head because that was all he could do.
Red pulled her latex jumpsuit to her calves. Once she was bare, she made her way closer and closer, like an animal about to spring. "You didn't really get a good look at my dick last time either," she told him as she shook it for him, in all of its magnificence. She dribbled sticky, clear liquid on his leg. His own cock seemed to strain to get at hers, as if the sight of her dick was enough to make it call to her.
Her cock was pinker than his, maybe just a bit shorter but it was noticeably thicker. Red's dick and balls were shaved and his entire body was covered in thick fur. There was something about her cock out and bare like that. Her pink balls on display, everything naked and shining, it was lovely. Her dick, at the center of round, feminine hips and up top, small, delicate breasts and full rosebud nipples.
She was more feminine like this, with the cock.
Red reached for something beside her and held a small container close to his face for inspection. "Lube." She told him with a grin. "It's for me, not for you," she almost laughed. She sounded delighted and it made his fight or flight response rear up and lurch into overtime. His whole body trembled.
She was going to fuck him. No. Lube or no lube, she was going to rape him. It wasn't just the physical pain of her taking him hard and ruthlessly, like he was sure she would. It was the sick feeling in the pit of his stomach that he'd never stop thinking about it.
Jared couldn't close his legs. He couldn't kick her off, he couldn't even twist. He realized as he got his bearings that she had made a harness and a system of rigs and pulleys with rope and his bed frame. It was quite ingenious and part of him wished that he could be free to study what she had done. He'd store it away in his own mind for next time.
This meant that she had been here a while. The only way that was possible was that she had knocked him out with something. Goddamn, she had thought of everything. As he watched her slick the lube up and down her veiny erection, he listened to the slick noise of her hand back and forth on warm, anxious flesh. Jared squeezed his cheeks together tightly and wished he could keep her out. At the same time, he wished he could kiss her.
He had wanted an adversary, a companion worthy of the game, hadn't he?
She approached with her greased dick in hand. She licked her round bottom lip and he grunted into the gag. He wished that was his tongue, following that full curve. "I'm taking it that you're a virgin," she appeared delighted by that fact. "Hell of a way to get your cherry popped," Red snickered. The redhead pushed his knees up and no amount of clenching was going to keep her out of his asshole. "Oh, yeah," she purred and with one push of her hips and thighs, the bulging head of her dick was inside.
Fuck, it was painful. It was white hot heat and he screamed into the gag. It was a wet, bleating noise, like a sheep being led to the slaughter. She stayed there and let him get used to it. Just a moment, just long enough to watch her smile and her killer, blue eyes light up with recognition. "Yeah, you like that, don't you?"
She knew.
Red thrust again and his whole body quivered. She was thick and hard and he was tense in spite of the lube. Perhaps it was just the thought that was keeping him so tight. She was taking him. She battered down the only barrier and there was nothing he could do to keep her out. She went slow also, like it was lovemaking. She fucked him like he'd begged for it instead of being drugged. Like it was just a game instead of rape and torture.
Fuck, she really was his other half.
She pumped again and drove it home. Every inch of her was buried inside and Jared shook the ropes in desperation. He tugged and pulled, he fought with everything that he had to break free, to pull away. Red relaxed and watched his struggle. She was still completely inside. She had nowhere to go and all the time in the world to get there. Jared felt her balls shift and draw up close to his crack. They were sweltering hot and painfully full and just like his own balls would be if he were much too full of cum for his own good.
His own dick bobbed in response to the thrust. Red eased back and then pushed deep inside again. She was relentless . She had the finesse of a woman and she knew how to fuck like a man, hard and nonstop. Red could jackhammer him to the mattress and spew and spurt and fill him with a hot fountain of cum if that was what she wanted. But she had the feminine timing, the ease and grace. Her sweet hips and lovely thighs made this a dance, which made it so much worse. She was seducing him.
Jared felt his own sack tighten and he shook his head. No, don't want it. Don't get hard, don't let her see, don't you dare fuck her back. The voice went unheeded just like it had when it first told him not to dig up her files. Common sense had gone out the window and now he grunted into the gag. His legs fought to keep her out but his asshole squeezed around Red's cock and drew her inside.
"Yes," she hissed and threw her head back. The bloody ripples of hair cascaded around her shoulders and back. Her breasts bounced to the tempo that her cock set. "You're so tight, so perfect," she moaned as she thrust again and again. "Goddamn, it's been forever since I fucked a virgin." She licked her lips and her hands reached down to caress her own curves.
It was too much.
Her fingers were dainty and her nails were polished. Her mouth was just a girl's and her hard nipples were the softest pink. She picked up the pace. He could feel her thighs stiffen as she pressed the head of her dick on a spot that sent his senses reeling. His own cock bounced. It was stiff and needy and precum splattered his belly as she sent the electrical impulses of desire down his spine. Fuck, he could cum like this. If the gag wasn't in his mouth, in spite of his better judgment, he'd beg her to let him.
"God," he cried out but it was muffled.
Red spoke for him. "Oh, god," she said in a hoarse voice full of want. She was full of a fever that had raged inside and now he could feel it. Her hot, lavalike cum came in a pounding spray, jet after jet as she panted and fucked and rutted and thrust all the way to his core.
With every thrust, he felt more of her climax chug up inside his newly stretched asshole. He was full of her essence, full of her orgasm and his own cock just danced. It begged for attention. She gasped as the last of it entered him. Red was still hard as she finished inside him but there was a tender expression on her face. Like this, with her pink cheeks and her pink chest, everything flushed and damp and glistening, she couldn't have been more lovely.
"Fuck, that was too fast," she told him as she pulled out and dripped a little cum on his belly. "But I was waiting all this time," she might kiss him with that look on her face. Her gaze was warm and willing and her hair draped over one shoulder and kept the rest of her face hidden. She bent down and her sweat rained over his chest. Her scent covered his body and she puckered her lips. It seemed that Red could read his mind as she came close. "I've been imagining what it would be like to kiss you," she whispered against his face. "Really kiss you," Red licked up some of the sweat. It was his, hers, their liquids combined. It was on his face and she left the trace of her saliva behind. "But I can't trust you yet, can I?"
She contemplated that and just kissed the rubber ball instead. The one side was stuffed into his mouth and her tongue lavished the other side. This was worse than the feel of her cock inside him. Jared was desperate for her tongue in his mouth and it was excruciating to be so close and yet so far away. "Maybe next time," she murmured. "When we know each other better."
God, there was going to be a next time, wasn't there?
Red rose to her feet. She towered over him as she stood on his mattress and yanked on the tether above him. She unclipped the safety hook and slid one foot to his throat. A pointy dagger of a black heel touched his Adam's apple as she warned him. "Like I said, I can't trust you. Considering my track record, do you have any doubt that I would really hurt you tonight if I needed to?"
He shook his head no.
She crouched over him and nodded. Her damp, sweaty hair touched his cheek and he smelled her deep down inside. "Good, then we're getting to know each other." Red seemed satisfied and she maneuvered him easily, like he didn't outweigh or outmuscle her at all. Like he was a ham or a roast, tied up and ready to be served. Jared heard the hook click into place once more and he knew that in this position, on his knees, ass up, he was served up like dessert. This was all for her.
He felt her cum trickle down his body. It streamed from his aching asshole. Droplets of it ran down his sack and his thighs. He was in a puddle of her orgasm and he hated it and wanted to bathe in it all at the same time. The frustrated growl that came from deep down inside sounded like a caged animal.
"Don't worry," Red whispered into his neck and her breath on his skin gave him chills. "I'll last longer this time." There was the sticky drizzle of lube and then Red eased inside, with a contented sigh. She was going to go slowly and have all of him, in every way she wanted. "Fuck, you feel so good," Red said with a breathy, girlish moan, "so perfect on my dick." She bent over his body and pressed into him. Her hair on his back, her breasts pressed against his flesh and she reached around his thigh to grasp his own cock. "You love it," she said as she wrapped her hand tightly around his erection.
It wasn't a question, she just knew. It was a statement of fact and Jared hung his head. He couldn't deny it. He couldn't deny her. He couldn't deny his body and his ass pushed back into the full length of her cock. The rapture enveloped him completely.
Fuck, he hated her. He wanted to squeeze the life out of her but only after she fucked his ass once more. He needed it deeper and harder and it felt like Red could read his mind, or maybe just his body. With one more shimmy of her hips, she was balls deep inside him again. The growl came from his throat. It was a fighting noise, an animal fighting for its life but knew that it was bested. She had her dick all the way inside him and his mind fought but his body melted. He bucked under her and gave it one last shot that he could throw her off.
"Oh yeah, just like that," she whispered with her breasts sealed against his back. It was a new kind of torture, with her nipples. They were hot and hard on his sweaty skin but he didn't get to touch or lick them. "Make it rape, Wolf. Do it. Pretend like you don't want to be fucked like this. Fight me."
He squealed into the gag and pulled back. He hoped he could slither far enough away that her cock couldn't get at him. His arms and legs were helpless but he shook his fists with frustration. He'd have bloody places in his palms after this. He dug his nails in and imagined that he was choking the shit out of Red.
"Yeah, exactly like that," she met him stroke for stroke. The more he wiggled to get away, the deeper her cock pushed inside. Her hand met her dick's tempo and she stroked his cock so perfectly he could cry. She teased him unmercifully. Fuck, he couldn't cum like this. He couldn't cum in her hand. He couldn't cum and beg, completely locked out of her. He couldn't spew his seed into the sheets while she took his manhood and filled him with hers.
No, she knew exactly what she was doing because she let his cock go and put both hands on his cheeks as she fucked him. On the verge of an orgasm, she let him simmer, unsatisfied as she helped herself. She pried his cheeks apart and spread him open wide like a gay porn movie. "Yes, fight it, do it," she muttered, exactly like he would if he were the one to overpower her. He was sure that her sweat dripped down from her forehead all the way to his cheeks. He could feel her essence cover his back and the first orgasm made sloppy, wet noises as she fucked it back out of him.
There was a cutting pain that was agony that shot through him. It wasn't her teeth, this was the cold steel of the blade in his shoulder. He howled with pain as she cut and sliced through his skin. As she cut, she fucked him harder and faster, harder and faster. Red's thighs slapped the back of his as she flexed and cried out, "Yes, yes. God, fuck yes."
The pain was seared and his left shoulder burned. She came and came, it was like she hadn't filled him to his depths already. Jared felt each pulse and squirt and hated knowing he was full of her and hated that she'd ever pull out.
Red's body curled around his back and her heartbeat against his ribs. She gasped and whimpered with ecstasy as her dick pushed against his prostate. His asshole clenched tightly around the head of her dick and begged for every last drop. Totally betrayed by his own body, part of him wanted to fight her off, throw her to the bed and have his way with her. Part of him wondered if she could fuck him a third time.
His cheeks were hot as he realized with shame that he loved this.
She had finished with him. Red had filled him to overflowing twice and here he was, his cock still throbbing. Jared was beyond ready. He ached to cum and was shut out of her entirely. Red kissed his back. Just one sweet, lingering, closed mouth kiss between his shoulders and she sighed into him. "That was magnificent," she said softly. She sounded wistful as she added. "I wish I didn't have to leave."
There were adjustments to be made, Jared assumed. She would have to pull up her clothes and tuck things back into place. She really was going to leave him like this, ruined, covered in cum and hard as a bolt. Pissed and ready to murder her and yet shivering with want all at the same time, he'd never felt like this. He'd never been fucked and he wondered if it were just that or if it was the other thing.
The flutter in his chest.
He could feel her stand between his legs once more and there was the patter of liquid. It was a familiar sound and yet he couldn't quite place it. It was warm, it was strongly scented and it dripped down his neck. Then it ran down his ribs as the stream moved along his spine. "This isn't to be disrespectful, you know," she told him quietly.
She was pissing on him.
"It's just to mark my territory," she dripped a little more right in his crack. Jared moaned into the gag as he felt it meander inside. "I like thinking about you smelling like me. Well and the mark on your shoulder, but you'll see that later." Red sat beside him with her backpack strapped to her body. She appeared ready to leave him as she pushed his cell phone just a foot away from his hand. "Once I unclip you, you'll be able to reach that. I'd love to know who you're gonna call to get you out of this," she shook her head and grinned. "But I guess that's a story for another day."
He closed his eyes and heard the metallic sound. He was loose but fairly certain that after tonight, he'd never be free again.
***
Red
Doris went to meet Charlie after all. The old lady died peacefully in her sleep on a Tuesday night when Red had been halfway through her shift at the box factory. Once she had realized that Doris died alone, Red felt her eyes fill up with tears. No one had been there and who the fuck even knew? Everyone said that dying in your sleep was painless but people just said shit like that so that they wouldn't feel bad.
Red hoped that Charlie had been at her bedside and held her hand as she slipped away. Doris deserved that much anyway.
The Draper family had agreed to keep Red on for two more weeks so that she could clean out the house. They couldn't sell it fast enough, which seemed typical.
For the last two days, she'd filled the trash cans slowly and looked for ways to buy more time. The agency didn't have a new situation for her. There wasn't exactly a long line of people who wanted an ex-felon watching their invalid parents or whacked out grandparents. So things were going to suck even more, if that was possible, very soon.
As if on cue, Mueller strolled up the driveway and watched her shove a box of Mrs. Draper's records into the bin. "No more easy street for you, huh Rasmussen?" he asked with a twisted sneer. Ever since she'd finally given him a look, finally let him see what he had wanted to see all along, he had become more and more repellent.
Usually, when men discovered that she had a dick, well, the few that had anyway, they normally had one of two reactions. It seemed normal to feel total disgust: to be completely sickened by her. Red had a theory that the ones who had initially been attracted to her got particularly angry about the dick. Somehow being turned on made them mean. Sometimes they had the urge to try and give her a beat down for it; as if they had any chance. Red knew and she understood it, almost expected it. They were ashamed of wanting her and had to try and prove their manhood with their fists.
Just because she understood didn't mean that she didn't whip their asses for it though.
The other reaction was usually overwhelming desire. She was a fantasy come to life and sometimes that longing had become something almost frightening. When she had been younger, Red had been more than a little terrified once or twice by the lust for her dick. Somehow a girl with a dick made it acceptable for their first dick. They wanted to be fucked in some secret way by a woman. It was all of their dirty dreams come true.
Then there were the two men currently in her life and neither of them had responded the way she had assumed they would.
Mueller was the first and he made her skin crawl. She could identify him from a mile away and didn't have to be alone with him to know exactly what he had in mind. The man was a rapist and he used his uniform and his position to fuck whoever he wanted.
Her parole officer let his index finger run lazily up and down the back of her arm. His hot, rank breath caressed her skin and made her stomach churn with acid. Red could literally vomit.
"You're going to be living with me soon, aren't you?" He asked in a tone that suggested they were already lovers. With no other assignment, Red would have to finish the rest of her parole in the halfway house that Mueller ran with an iron fist.
Red closed her eyes and tried to shut out his stink and his words at the same time. Ninety eight days, she told herself with a gulp. But a lot could happen in three months. Given the chance, Mueller would try to make her do all the sick shit he wanted to do with a girl who also happened to have a dick. She had no one to tell and even if she had, who would believe her?
As usual, there was no one to help.
"Yeah, but not today, fucker," she muttered and turned toward the house.
"Rasmussen!" he yelled her name and Red turned around to snarl at him. The fucker grinned at her. It was a stained, toothy smile and she saw every brown tooth in his mouth. He flung his arms out, as if he thought she'd run into them. "You'll love me sooner or later."
Or she'd kill him sooner or later, Red thought to herself and slammed the back door behind her.
She wished she could talk to Wolf. Red wanted to really talk to him, not just play the game. She wanted to sit next to him somewhere and hold hands and talk like fucking normal douchebag couples did. That was what feelings had done to her so far and she was very uncomfortable with it.



She wished she could tell him what had happened to her since she'd made her midnight visit. The dreams that she had had, the waking dreams where she could smell him. She hadn't been able to stop thinking of his mouth and his skin and his eyes.
Since their last meeting, there had been nothing but silence. No notes, no signs of his careful presence, not a word or a trace. Red wondered if she hadn't overestimated how Jared felt about her and she couldn't help but feel disappointed. She had lied to herself when she said it was just for fun.
Red knew the night that they meant that it was something more than fun.
Wolf hadn't responded to her dick like other men either. Like a true predator, he was more intrigued by the possibilities. If she knew him at all, and she felt like she did, being kindred spirits in some weird, fucked up way, Wolf wasn't done with her. He was just busy contemplating his next move.
He just wanted to make it worthy of their game.
***
Wolf
She had carved a small "R" into his shoulder.
It had taken him a while to figure it out that it was anything more than just a cut. When Javi had come to the house to free him, there had been a considerable amount of blood, an alarming amount really. Javier never asked questions. He had worked for Jared for far too long to do that and frankly, it wasn't even the strangest thing Javi had ever seen since beginning his employment. His driver slash manager slash head of security had noticed the gush of blood with some concern though. "Mr. W., you are really bleeding man."
Javi had gotten a towel once the cuffs were off and Jared had held it tightly to his shoulder. He had taken a shower even though he hadn't wanted to. He knew that he had no choice, the blood had to be washed off. The pity of it was that all of her cum and her sweat and her rich cinnamon scent and her earthy piss had gone down the drain with his blood. Even at that moment, sore and seething, he hadn't wanted to wash away any of the memories.
Javi had helped him tape a gauze patch on the shoulder and he merely winced when he moved that arm. The pain had been just one more reminder of the woman in his life. It wasn't until he took the patch off and he could see the scab that he understood it fully.
She'd marked him.
It was a sign of possession, her sign. She wanted him. It was a makeshift brand and it still hurt when Jared touched it. He liked to run his finger over it and trace the letter and think of her.
Just because it hurt hadn't stopped him from masturbating as he touched it though. He wasn't sure which was more of a turn on, thinking of the scar that she'd left him with or plotting his revenge.
Of course, it wasn't revenge, not in the true sense of the word. The hate had ebbed and flowed and nothing but passion remained. He'd masturbated to his memory of being savagely fucked as well. He craved her cock now as much as he ached to give her his. Revenge was just what he assumed Red expected and he smiled as he thought of her contemplating what came next.
He spent more time than he ought to watching her. What had begun as obsession was now something else entirely. Sometimes he wondered if she didn't feel him nearby, if she didn't sense his presence. Was that because they were soulmates or was it something primitive for self-defense? The more he watched her, the more certain he became that she was the one that he had searched for all this time.
Recently, Jared had also realized that he wasn't the only one keeping his eye on her. At first, he'd been worried that the Chicago police department was investigating her. Red was an easy target to pin some bogus crime on. She stood out in that regard. Jared had consulted with his hacker but there were no pending charges or even any open investigations involving Red. For the record, the police knew she killed Yuri Federov and secretly, they were glad that she had.
Then Jared had realized it was much worse.
Her parole officer also played the game. Officer Mueller hunted her as well. He was watching her, obsessing over her and probably had plans to do something far, far worse than Jared had ever dreamed of. The worst part was that the cop could get away with it. He could get away with anything because who would believe Red? She was kind of her worst enemy in that regard.
So he had settled in to wait. He felt protective of her in spite of the fact that she'd demonstrated that clearly, she could more than take care of herself. There had been those moments though that she had been full of contradictions. There were those soft sighs and the velvety feel of her pale body. There was the musical quality of her voice when she murmured in his ear that had made him feel just how female Red was.
She was a beautiful girl with a beautiful dick.
Just because she was mean as a snake and tough as nails didn't mean that she could take on the whole wretched Chicago Police department. They were known for their corruptibility and protecting their own. Red would be a throwaway no matter what occurred. They'd just as soon sweep it all under the rug and put her back in jail, forever.
That couldn't happen. Jared already knew that he'd miss her way too much to lose her.
Jared had settled in for the night. Red was off from her box factory job this evening. Part of him wanted to knock on her door. He wanted to abandon the game, just for now, just for tonight. He wanted to climb the stairs behind her and follow her to her room. He wanted it to be like the first time, just a boy and a girl and they'd undress each other with nervous fingers. He wanted to get lost in their kisses. He wanted to cum way too fast the first time and then make it up to her the second and third time. He wanted to fall asleep as the sun came up, with their arms around each other. He wanted to dream about her and wake up with his face buried in her hair.
As it was, he stayed and watched.
Jared took a drink of the water that he had brought for his stake out. He was mid-swallow as the headlights shone in his rearview mirror and then they were gone. Jared moved down further in his seat and watched the car. No one drove with their lights off for anything good. The car eased up the block and parked two houses northeast of the Draper residence.
It was Mueller all right. Jared saw the flash of the "to protect and serve" logo on the door as he silently closed it behind him. It couldn't have been a bigger lie. The man was only here to do one thing; to hurt Red but Jared wouldn't let him.
Jared watched him slink toward the driveway and creep toward the back door. This wasn't anything official, this wasn't an inspection from a parole officer. This was calculated, this was the game. Red was on her own. Vulnerable. At least, that's what the cop must believe.
Jared had packed lightly but he only needed one thing as far as he was concerned. A .22 with a silencer wasn't how he preferred to hunt but then again, this wasn't part of the game. He slipped the gun into his pocket and the cell phone in the other.
No one was going to lay a finger on Red, except him.
***
Red
She had tried to make a mental list of shit that she would not miss about this dump. Red went over it in her head as she took a shower. Like the fucking squeaky faucet that she occasionally had to screw back on. If she twisted it too far to the right, to make the water hot enough, it had the tendency to fall off in her hand.
Then there was the whole listening to the creaky old pipes as the hot water came from the bowels of the house. The house had always made creaks and groans and lately, they seemed to have gotten louder. Red had definitely wondered more than once if the house didn't feel a little more haunted. Was it just her imagination, or was someone watching her more often than not?
Maybe it was because she was throwing Doris's shit in the garbage and she almost wanted to explain, "Hey, talk to your douchebag family."
Maybe it was just living alone that was making her a little nuts. Red thought that was possible as she ran the soap over her shoulders and down the valley between her breasts. She washed off the sweat and the mildew scent and the bits of spider web that had clung to her hair from reaching into old corners. Work helped keep her mind off of the rest of it. She had lost Doris and now she was about to lose the little bit of freedom she had. Pretty soon, she would be living four to a room once again. She'd shower in a corner and feel all the eyes on her.
Red felt the water shudder and spit and she knew that she'd used up all the hot that the boiler could muster. The rest of the soap on her calves and feet would just have to run off to the floor in a chilly puddle. A rivulet of warm water dripped from her hair, down the center of her back, following her spine into her crack and she reached with the towel to dry that first.
The halfway house was probably better equipped. It probably had more hot water and it probably wasn't painted baby shit green. She'd been in worse places plenty of times but tonight, Red ached for her old life. It was a physical weight, she could feel it in her bones. She missed her life before prison.
No, Red shook her wet head, that wasn't accurate. She missed a life that she'd never had, one that she could only imagine.
There was a creak, followed by a groan and Red froze in place. The water trickled down her back and it felt like fingers. The house had always played tricks on her with its night sounds as it settled back into the earth. Every window rattled and every board groaned and Red shook her head at her reflection.
Was she being haunted or hunted?
The woman who stared back at her from the bathroom mirror looked scared to death. Wait, she warned her wild eyed reflection, those bitches at the halfway house will eat you alive if you look like that. She rolled her eyes at the ghostly girl in the mirror. Time to fucking toughen up, she thought with a curled upper lip. You're back in the jungle again.
She smelled him a split second before the white hot shot of pain radiated from the center of her left eye into her skull. Red fell back. There was nothing to grab hold of, nothing to break her fall. She was flat on her back and instinctively pulled her legs up into the fetal position as she covered her face. She cowered like a wounded animal. Wounded already, she couldn't open her left eye to see him coming now.
His bony fingers were like a vice around her right wrist. He was surprisingly strong for such a thin person. He drug her like a sack of potatoes across the floor. "I've been fucking dying to smack you ever since the day we met," Mueller was calm and collected. He must have been waiting for his chance. "You just never gave me enough to warrant it. Just riding the line, Rasmussen," he chuckled. He grabbed her a little harder as the cold metal bracelet closed tightly around her. "Not tonight, though."
She growled and tried desperately to yank her wrist back. She knew that she had to get out of his grip but she was too late. Mueller closed the other cuff around the radiator. He tested it and pulled the cuff as hard as she would later when she was trying to escape. "Solid," he said with a contented nod.
"You fuck," she barked at Mueller as she tugged with her left hand. She desperately attempted to pull off the handcuffs. She knew it was all in vain, a stupid waste of time. Once applied and attached properly, standard issue police cuffs were impenetrable.
Which meant that she was down one eye and one hand.
Mueller clucked and touched her chin. He pulled her face up and made her look him in the eye. "But I've been on my very best behavior, Mirabelle," the man whispered, like he was in love. "You have no idea how difficult it's been, these last couple of weeks," he touched her lips and snickered when she showed him her teeth. "You wouldn't make me knock every tooth out of your fucking head, would you?"
She moaned and tried to twist her face away but the blood from her eye dripped into her good eye. It served as a veil and shrouded her in a red cover.
"I mean, I'll do what I have to do, but I gotta admit Rasmussen, that I prefer girls with teeth," he laughed hysterically at his own joke and his hands ran down her body.
"What are you gonna do?" Red demanded as she clenched every inch of her body as he caressed her.
Mueller smiled and took hold of her right ankle. "Well it was a surprise but, okay I guess you've waited long enough." She kicked him with her left foot. She kicked as hard as she could but Mueller just swatted at her like she was an annoying little gnat. "Three of my buddies are coming over," he dug his nails into her ankle and Red wanted to scream but she wouldn't give him the satisfaction. "I'm sure you know what running a train is," he let it sink in. Four men, Red in cuffs and there would be no mercy. "I figured this way you'll be a nice, obedient girl when you come to the halfway house."
She kicked him again and railed against the cuff on her wrist. She heard the clank of metal on metal. "Fuck you, Mueller," she howled.
"That's it," he murmured as he pulled out a thick, knotted length of rope. "Fight it, I actually enjoy it more when you do." He slipped the opening around her ankle and the rope was coarse and rough on her skin. This was going to burn. "At least until you pass out."
Red saw the movement. There were two feet. He had been silent in the pitch dark behind them. He'd suddenly taken three strides and closed the gap between them. The gun shone in the stream of moonlight that hovered right beside Mueller's head. The safety clicked off and there was nothing but silence. It was as if all three of them stopped breathing.
"Put your hands up, Mueller," Wolf said in a quiet, steady voice that made Red want to cry in relief. She would have run to him if she could. She was fairly certain that now there were tears mixed with the blood that trickled down her face.
"Easy, easy," Mueller's voice was a warning. "So Rasmussen has a boyfriend? How chivalrous!" he chuckled. "I mean, do you really need to rescue her with that dick?" He hadn't released her ankle or the rope. "You don't really want to fuck with the police, son," he chided Wolf.
"You're not here as a police officer though, are you?" Wolf asked and brought the pistol closer. At this range, Mueller's brains would be all over the attic. They'd be dripping in DNA.
"No one will know that though," Mueller muttered. He bent down before he pulled rope back and whipped Wolf's calf with the length. Wolf stumbled and that was enough for Mueller to grab for the gun.
Fuck, Red watched as both men grabbed for it and both fumbled. Their sweaty hands slipped and missed in the dark. Finally the gun clattered across the attic floor out of sight. "You fucking asshole," Wolf yanked Mueller up by his jacket and punched him right on the nose.
"Cocksucker," Mueller growled and took a retaliation swing and missed. He shook his head and Red felt the splatter of Mueller's sweat on her forearm. She yanked at the cuff and shook the radiator violently but she was still attached. "Oh wait," Mueller sneered, "you probably love sucking cock." He bent down and aimed with his head and ran toward Wolf, like a human battering ram.
Both men fell to the floor. Red flailed her feet and kicked Mueller as hard as she could, wherever her kicks landed. She didn't care what she hit as long as she caused him pain. Once her heel pressed into flesh and the man yipped in pain. "You will thank me later," Mueller said as he dug both vice-like hands into Wolf's shoulders and turned him. Once Wolf was flat on his back, Mueller finished, breathless, with his hand up, posed to strike. "She'll be so much nicer to you after tonight."
Mueller struck Wolf in the face and landed on him, full force. He beat Wolf's head on the floor, again and again. As he continued, Wolf pushed into Mueller's chest with his knee and drove the man off.
The two men clutched each other, almost in an embrace. Wolf wasn't free but he was on top. Red listened as he tried desperately to catch his breath before he struck once more.
Neither of them had noticed the keys that had escaped from Mueller's pocket.
Red heard the metal scrape across the wood floor and inched her way with her feet. She see-sawed back and forth until she had finally wrapped her toes around the ring of keys.
Wolf had swung three times. He'd hit Mueller's face twice and missed the last time. Mueller still managed to get to his knees. "Now I'm going to get my gun," he said between gulps of air. "And after I kill you, I'm still going to fuck her."
Wolf grabbed Mueller's foot and slammed his elbow into Mueller's head. "Maybe I'll call the cops to come pick up your fucking corpse when I'm done," Wolf snarled. "Or maybe they'll just find you in the woods in a few months."
Red tried every key with sweaty, fumbling fingers. She muttered under her breath as she tried to jam another key in the tiny opening and missed. She looked over her shoulder and tried to shake the blood off so that she could see. She didn't know where the gun was, it had clattered across the floor but it couldn't be far.
Wolf took another punch to the face, a hard, punishing blow that knocked him back on his feet. Mueller sounded impressed when he admitted, "Well you've got stamina, I'll give you that."
Wolf attacked Mueller's legs and knocked the man to the ground once more.
Red opened the cuff with a hiss. Neither of the two men heard the clang as the handcuff swung free and banged against the radiator. She crawled to the loose piece of wood that kept her secrets hidden from Mueller.
He was about to learn one of them.
"Die, you motherfucker!" Red screamed as she drove the screwdriver into the soft, meaty place where his hip and thigh connected.
She'd been aiming for his balls but this was good, maybe even better.
Wolf grabbed her as Mueller collapsed to the bedroom floor. He was frozen in place as he stared at the handle of her screwdriver that protruded from his pelvis. He had a savage look as he contemplated his conundrum. The hate radiated from his skinny body as he stared back at Red. Blood gushed from his mouth with every word, "Now you're both fucked."
He sank back against the wall.
***
Wolf
He drew her close. He wrapped her in his arms. Jared felt her heart beat and the tempo matched his own, wild and terrified. Red's skin yielded under his touch. She melded to his body, sank into him completely and without resistance. He felt the tremor run down her spine as they embraced. He asked her, "Are you okay?" even though he knew that neither of them were.
She nodded. Mueller made a wet, hissing sound and Red gave the man a look that would kill him if her screwdriver wasn't enough. "Motherfucker was going to have his friends gang rape me," she spat in his direction.
Jared had suspected at least that and was grateful that he'd gone with his gut. He'd call it that anyway, but he knew that his obsession with her was something deeper than any game. He held her face in both hands and stared into her eyes. He gently wiped the blood from her eyebrow. The eye was already almost swollen shut and he could only imagine what he must look like. "He's right, Red. If he dies here, we're fucked. Especially you." He didn't want his voice to betray how much that meant to him.
"I know," she whispered bitterly. "I just," she didn't finish and just let out an exhausted sigh that said it all. She had just defended herself and she had grown weary of it all. If she wasn't a felon, then she'd just be a woman fighting for her life.
"We have to get him to the hospital," he whispered as he brought Red to her feet. He pulled his jacket off and draped it around her trembling shoulders. She slipped her arms into the sleeves and covered herself quickly.



"Fuck that," she told him as her teeth chattered. "I have to get out of here. Like disappear."
"You aren't equipped to do that right, Mirabelle," he said gently. "You can't outrun the whole police force."
She raised her leg and shook the ankle monitor at him like she had the first time they met. "I'll take it off, and that gives me a head start anyway." Jared noticed that even she didn't sound convinced though.
Wolf walked to the cop and felt for a pulse. It was there, it was weak but the man was still alive which was more than he deserved.
He called the only person he could call at a time like this. "Javi, I'm going to text you an address. It's a matter of life and death, okay. I need you to drop someone off at Stroger Hospital."
As he sent the address, Mueller burped out blood and sighed. "He's not going to say shit at the hospital, Red," Wolf told her. "And Javi will move the car. He's just a cop that was attacked and nothing he says is going to contradict that. He knows better."
Red rubbed her arms and hugged herself in his jacket. "Or he dies here and then we know for certain."
"As soon as he doesn't show up for roll call, they'll come looking for him." Jared felt desperate when he asked, "how many murderers do you think are on his list of parolees?"
"You're forgetting something, Wolf," she walked toward the table, slowly, as if it were almost too much effort to move her legs. "My fingerprints are on the screwdriver," she said before she lit the cigarette between her lips. "And all I have to do is take my screwdriver back. Problem solved."
The femoral artery would cascade the man's life blood to the floor. He'd bleed out fast instead of die slowly like he was going to do if Javi didn't get here.
"He was in the house, late at night," Jared put his hands up, almost a surrender. "You didn't see him, it's not your fault. No one mentions any of this," he added: although someone should mention it. "It's nobody's fault. If he lives anyway."
Red blew a careful smoke ring and winced as if even that was almost more pain than she could manage. "If he lives," she repeated in a hollow voice.
Jared heard the chirp of his phone and he checked it. "I'm going to take him to the car. Promise you'll be here when I get back."
Red shrugged and pulled the jacket around her even tighter. If she could make herself any smaller, she'd disappear in his coat and Jared was sure that's what she wished for.
Jared scooped the cop up in his arms and hefted his limp body into place. Good thing the fucker was so skinny, he thought as he looked down from the top landing. It was four flights of stairs and he couldn't risk having Javi come in the house. That would be another set of prints, which was more unexplained DNA.
His mind moved at light speed as he moved down the stairs as quickly as possible with the half dead cop. The man's head hung loose, almost like it would roll completely off if it weren't for the connecting tissue. Dammit, he didn't want to save the man's life. But if she had planned on stabbing him in the fucking femoral artery he would have tried to talk her out of it. Too much blood, too fast, it was a big risk for a quick payout.
He was more than halfway there. Jared told himself that he just had to get him to the car. Then Javi just had to get him inside the emergency room without dislodging the precisely wedged screwdriver.
That was a medical professional's job and then the hospital would be the one to actually kill him. Or not.
Jared didn't actually want to save him because he gave a shit. There was something biblical about the man living through this. Then he could be fired and brought up on charges. Then the cop would be sent to prison and he'd learn firsthand what running a train was. That was justice so beautiful Jared couldn't keep himself from smiling.
He held the front door open with his foot as he eased Mueller into the backseat. In his rush to get to Javi's car, Jared smacked the cop's head on the frame. Good, that was justice too. Hopefully it was one more ugly lump on the ugly man and it would remind him one day not to fuck with people.
"Mr. W?" Javi grimaced as he saw what Jared had in his arms. "Is he dead, boss?"
Mueller hissed and then swallowed hard. Two new rivulets of blood poured from the corners of his mouth. "Not completely dead," Jared said as he gingerly laid the cop down in Javi's backseat. The car would be shit after this with the mess. "We'll get you a new car after this." It was a bribe, Jared guessed but what the hell? He was already in way over his head. "Just get him to the hospital."
"Drop him off in the Emergency parking?"
No, because then they'd check the security cameras and get a plate and that would lead them right to Jared's estate. "No, carry him inside. You're just a Good Samaritan. You found him in the street like this. A couple blocks from the hospital. And you don't speak English."
Javi grinned and shook his head. Actually his English was impeccable but he also knew when subterfuge would help him more than a good vocabulary. "Que?" he asked Jared and nodded.
"We'll also have to dispose of his car before it's light out," Jared said as he ran his bloody hands up and down his pants.
"No problem, Mr. W. I have a cousin who will make it go away." Javi brought his fingers together, kissed them and opened his hand to show him, as if by magic, whatever it had been was gone. Abracadabra.
"Okay," Jared nodded. He had to go back inside. That shrug that Red had given him wasn't exactly a promise.
He was silent as he reentered the Draper residence and ran up the four flights of stairs back to her attic room. He took the stairs three at a time. If she had bolted, he wanted to close the head start she had as much as possible. The door creaked and announced his presence.
"He didn't die in the street?" she asked. She hadn't moved. Red was still wrapped into a bloody ball inside his jacket.
"Not yet," Jared went to her and knelt in front of the chair. Even like this, with her hair matted with blood and her eyelid swollen, she was lovely in some otherworldly way. In fact, he thought as he took both of her hands in both of his, this way she seemed even more true to herself. She was a warrior in all her gory glory.
There was one fact that should be acknowledged. "Thank you."
She snorted, "For what?"
"Well you kept him from getting the gun. So you might have saved my life." He folded her small fingers and kissed just the nails. "So I owe you something."
"A new screwdriver," Red said and then laughed wickedly.
"Come on," he prompted with his hands on hers. Even like this, beat to shit, with blood in his eyes and an ache in his ribs, there was a current underneath everything. It was the same life pulse that had sprung up from their first meeting.
Want.
Red didn't ask what and he was sure she felt it too. She rose to her feet and followed him. He took her to the bathroom and peeled his crimson stained jacket from her arms. She was a sticky, filthy mess but one glance in the mirror door of her medicine cabinet told him that he looked worse. He hardly looked human, he was more beast than man. The lump on his forehead was probably a concussion waiting for him to fall asleep.
He turned on the shower all the way to hot and began to peel his clothes off his damp body. Hot was better. Cold would feel like a thousand knives on open wounds. It was better to smolder and burn. Jared drew back the shower curtain and watched as Red entered. As soon as the water hit her body, she winced in pain. There was a bloody puddle at her feet. He reached behind her with the half used bar of soap and wet it in his hands.
As brutally as he'd attacked her before, he was whisper soft as he touched her now. Jared caressed her arms with the soap. "Let me see your wrist, darling," he whispered. He turned her wrist up and blew on the purple mark that the cop's handcuffs had left behind.
"Speaking of thanking someone, thanks for coming to rescue me," Red's voice was just a purr. "Mueller was planning on him and his friends breaking me in for the halfway house."
He washed her blister gently and watched as the blood from his arms cascaded down her body in a bloody river. "No problem, Red. Stalking you paid off." He gave her half a smile and it would have been a whole smile if his face didn't hurt so badly.
"How'd you know to come inside tonight?" she asked as he tilted her head back and the shower rinsed the blood from her hair. All the evidence ran down the drain. They could pretend that they were just a couple, just two ordinary people, showering before they made love. Normal.
"I knew he kept tabs on you. Tonight he parked down the street and turned his headlights off." Plus there was that warning in his gut. The sick feeling that he had when he thought of Red in danger.
She stood on her tiptoes and they were almost mouth to mouth like this. With her one good eye, she stared straight into both of his. "Thank you," she whispered, her full, curvy bottom lip almost touched his. Her breath on his face made every nerve come to life.
He was going to say something, something stupid or maybe, he didn't even know and whatever it was, he quickly forgot when she kissed him.
She kissed him like she was tasting him and for all Jared knew, considering their relationship so far, she might have been. Her tongue was hotter than the shower water and she licked his lips apart. She explored the full length and width of each. He moaned when the tip of her tongue hesitated right there, at the entry before she slipped inside.
Their mouths were sealed together and they breathed the other's air. Jared felt her in his lungs and swallowed it down. Her luscious lips sucked on his one at a time and her small tongue surrendered to his completely.
The kiss went on and her small hands melted down his back and curled around his ass cheeks. She whimpered as his hard cock strummed against her hip. Her dick tapped his balls and the heat from her erection melted into his skin.
When their mouths parted, he blurted out, "I want to make love with you." Jared couldn't stop himself from saying it, there were no other words.
"One time before I go back to jail?" she asked. Suddenly the hard edge was back to her voice. It didn't seem possible that seconds ago she had been just a girl in his arms.
"What if you were okay?" Jared asked as he swept her hair back from her face. Still the color of blood, it was hard to know if he'd washed it all from her.
"What does that mean?" Red wondered as she traced his mouth with her fingernail.
"You literally were defending yourself," he began and when she made a noise to stop him there in his tracks, Jared continued. "No, listen Red. You've been a model prisoner since you got out. He's harassed you ever since you came here. Once he knew what you were, he decided that he had to have you. You could sue the police department."
The water had gone cold but neither of them left or turned it off. "Who would believe me?" she whispered and her chin trembled with the tears she held back.
"All the other women he did that to before. Plus you'd have me and I'd get you an amazing lawyer." Jared pulled her close and murmured between kisses on her earlobe, "by the time this is over, you'll be off parole and have your old life back."
"My old life?" she cocked her head, as if he couldn't begin to guess anything about her old life.
"A new life." Jared bent down and turned off the faucet. His hands moved up her thighs and skimmed the swell of her hips. He followed the curve to her waist as he stared at her. "How does that sound?"
She didn't answer and he felt desperate inside. He wanted this as much as he needed her touch, her scent, her cock. "Let me take care of you," he murmured as his fingers wandered the expanse of her incredible softness.
She closed her good eye and he felt the electricity run down her body. She was warm, she was freezing, she was covered in goosebumps and trembled in his arms. When she opened the cold, blue eye once more, her gaze held a longing that was something new. Red smiled, her bottom lip was still perfect although her top lip had teeth marks on it. They were her own, not his. "Take me to bed," she sounded so young and innocent. She said it like she was just a girl and he was just a boy and this was new and quickly turning into love.
Jared pushed the shower curtain back and said, "Yes." He exited the tub and put his feet on the clammy, worn vinyl. He put his arms out for her. There was one used towel in a damp pile on the floor and nothing else to dry themselves on.
So they'd just make a fucking mess of her bed.
He carried her to the mattress and placed her gently in the center. Jared watched her bloody tangle of hair cover the pillow below. She made a face as the pain settled in once more. It didn't matter that his whole body ached. His heart ached too and his cock was relentless like this. It dripped incessantly on the indentation down the center of her abs. He was making a puddle of want for her and Red noticed.
She scooped her two fingers into his essence and languorously licked it. His precum left a shiny drop on her round bottom lip. "You taste so good," Red whispered.
Jared melted into her body and his mouth followed her scent. He placed a reverent kiss on her forehead, carefully avoiding her purple eye. It looked awful and yet, he imagined that it was hardly her first black eye. He was sure that it wouldn't be her last either. There was something about Red that seemed to be made for fighting, for ferocity. Yet at this moment, she was like a kitten curled up in his arms. He kissed the tip of her nose and then her Cupid's bow.
Jared continued down to her throat and the satin place under her jawline. She was so exquisitely soft. No matter all of the contradictions that made up Red, her creamy skin was made to be kissed and tasted. He set his hand at the center of her chest and he swore that he could feel the drumroll of her heartbeat and it matched his, beat for beat.
Jared straightened her slender arm and pressed his forehead into her armpit as he continued his slow study of every inch of Red. He pressed his face into her shoulder and listened to the rhythm of her sighs. The woman in his life, she gave herself over to his mouth. She melted for him.
He looked up and paused, there was a crimson smear right between her breasts and he felt a wave of fear churning there. "Are you hurt?" Jared panicked. Could there have been a wound that he had missed with all of that blood?
"It's you," Red told him in a dreamy voice, "Your hand. Let me see."
Jared put his right palm up for inspection and realized that yes, she was right. The cut there was swollen with his own blood. Red kissed him and her lips were printed in the center of his hand. It was a perfect copy of her mouth in blood.
Jared continued his worship, down her décolletage with feather soft kisses until he reached the place he had already marked with his blood. One of the things he had obsessed over was to precisely name the color of her nipples. Even like this, it was impossible. They were large and the flesh closet to her breasts was a tannish, creamy brown. The wrinkled areolas were gradually more and more pink until he reached the very tips of her nipples. Those were a dark pink, a ripe bud about to burst open under the careful lash of his tongue.
He groaned as he followed the hills and valleys of her buds. He sucked her slowly between his hot, sticky lips. Red quivered under him and pushed her breasts up, as if she were feeding him her flesh. She asked him in a faraway voice, "Bite me?"
Jared was eager to oblige and nipped with just the edge of his teeth. Red was so tender and she clutched him tightly to her. Her warmth and her mating scent mingled in the air around them. It mixed with the smell of sweat and the slightly copper smell of blood. Jared knew that it was now an imprint on his olfactory receptors that he'd recall forever.
Everything was Red.
He nipped and sucked and rooted at her breasts and reached for her hand with his bloody one. Their fingers folded together as if the other hand was the missing piece. Jared licked the silky crease under her small breasts and pressed his forehead into her warmth as he bit her harder. One day he would just run his teeth along every inch of her from head to toe and leave her with a trail of lines and ridges. Marks to mark her, ownership.
Something like her piss or her blade had done to him.
Jared moved to hover over her. There was something that he had dreamed of but couldn't speak out loud. The thought had haunted him since the first encounter and now, it had almost become an obsession.
He kissed down her belly and reached up to weave his fingers with her other hand. The head of her erect cock brushed his lips, like a slippery, salty kiss.
"Not going to run away now, are you?" Red whispered. There was a sassy smile on her face but her one blue eye begged him not to.
"No," he told her. He was not going to run away, never again but he also felt nervous and inadequate in his skills at this point. She had taken his virginity before and that seemed right. This time, this first, he wanted to give freely. He wanted to make a beautiful girl cum in his mouth.
On his knees seemed like a good place to start. He bowed his head and whispered, "My girl." The tip of his tongue lapped across her slit and tasted her precum directly from the source. She was cinnamon and something warm and sweet like honey. She was salty and musky all at once. She was a flavor palate and like everything else about Red, it was more than a little complicated.
Jared licked and the strand of saliva and precum drooled down his chin. He sighed into her pulsing flesh and gave her the rest of his mouth as he closed his lips around the meaty head of her dick.
"Yes, that's perfect," Red murmured and her curvy hips eased back and forth, basking in the feel of him.
Jared drank from her slit and let his mouth meld around her lovely cock. His tongue curved to lap along the hot, pulsing vein that ran the length of her. His lips pulled tight and yet were malleable around her girth.
Most importantly, he tasted her as he swallowed. His saliva now carried the flavor of Red. He felt his body respond with a new urgency he'd never known before. His own dick had been hard since the shower. The pain had never been as important as the creamy feel of Red's cheeks pressed against him. He flailed and the head of his dick spit his liquid need. It drizzled down his thigh. He knew then that the thought of making her cum in his mouth could bring him almost to the brink of an orgasm.
His mouth seemed to know her, just as his soul seemed to know hers. He fed on her and opened up wider and then wider still as she pushed her hips. They rocked the squeaky mattress with the tempo of their lovemaking. "Oh yes, that's so good," she cried out and shuddered. Red broke free from his hands to lay her own dainty fingers on his shoulder. "Slow down," it was the tenderest voice she'd ever spoken to him in. It was sweet and completely feminine. "Slow down, I don't want to cum yet."
God, she really was a woman.
She even wanted her cock sucked nice and slow. Jared lay on his belly and looked up at the scenery as he held her slender thighs apart. She mewed like a kitten and pushed her hips up. Her eye watched him intently and her gaze was full of lust and longing. A hungry lioness, she bit her full, bottom lip and pulsed between his lips.
Jared slid his hand up, up the center of her belly, and feasted on all of her sensations. The feel of her skin, the taste of her dick, the scent of her musk as her small, pink balls shifted and drew up close.



He imagined that she was full of cum. He groaned on her cock and it came with a wet, gurgling noise as she pushed the head of her cock to the back of his mouth. She shivered from his touch. He felt the twinge roll down his spine, as if everything that she was, was about to enter him.
His hand moved up again, between her breasts and Jared felt the rumble of her heartbeat there. His lips kept time, they were tight and wet around her pink flesh and he drooled down her shaft. There was a puddle of his desire on her sack and his throat was slick with Red's liquid.
She pulled his hand up to her mouth. She sucked on his skin. Her teeth grazed his skin and her tongue teased along the edge of his cut. Red looked down at him as she drank the blood from his wound and he sucked down her essence.
She was the jaguar and she gulped from her prey.
He surrendered entirely, his mouth sealed to her thumping, hard cock. Her dick was completely inside and his nose was pressed to her sack. Jared felt the churning there in her balls and the spasm in her belly as she reached the edge.
"Fuck," she whimpered. When he saw her bloody mouth, he wondered if he wouldn't explode on his own leg with passion and need. She was ferocious, she was hot in his arms and he held her steady. He caught her gaze as he sucked her harder, the wet sound of his mouth on her skin bringing them both to the edge of an explosion.
She shuddered and straightened. Red dug her nails into his shoulders as she gushed her creamy cum straight into Jared's throat. It was too much to swallow. He closed his mouth and gasped for air as she doused his face and his throat. Her cum spilled down his chest and he put his mouth back on her to drink once more. He let his tongue linger on her slit and he savored her like fine wine. She shivered as the tremors continued until she was spent and soft.
The woman in his life sighed as if she didn't have a care in the world. Like she hadn't murdered someone.
Jared rolled to her side and pulled her close. He ran his fingers through her wild, red jungle of hair and inhaled her scent. He tasted only her down in his throat. He smelled only her in his nostrils and this was the way he most wanted to be marked by her. "Oh my god," Red murmured in a melting voice, "that was perfect."
"It was my first time." He confessed between sticky butterfly kisses. He was gentle and carefully avoided her black eye. What a shiner, he winced, she could take a punch though.
She had a light in her good eye and gave him a demure smile. "Good," she murmured and brought her arms and legs around him possessively. "I only want you," Red told him without looking at him. She almost mumbled it and Jared couldn't have found it more charming.
He wrapped a coil of her hair around his finger and repeated, "I only want you." In fact, he was starving for her. The need was deep down in his pores, it seeped into his bones like something toxic that could never be burned out. Jared licked her tempting lips and let his tongue dally with hers as he shared the salty, sweet taste of her love. "I've only wanted you since we met," he confessed in starts and stops between tastes of her mouth.
"What am I going to do now?" she asked. Red had a haunted expression on her face. She was gruesome and beautiful all at once and he wanted so badly to kiss the eye that was closed. Like he wanted to roll her over and run his tongue along the thick, risen scar tissue that wound around her back and ribs.
He knew the answer.
He knew exactly what she should do. "Let me love you," Jared said in a deeper voice. His bloody hand left a smear of red on her cheek, it was like a beauty mark. "Let me love you," he guided her small hand to his insistent hard-on and showed her what she had done to him. What she'd always done since the first night to him.
He needed her and that was something completely new.
She warned him with that killer gaze, cold as ice. It was her deadly puma stare and she reminded him, "You know what happened last time, right?"
Jared kissed her throat, right where her pulse strummed. She was all milky, white skin and blue veins and softness. She was all pink, budded blossoming nipples and third degree burns. The head of his cock nestled against her soft, dripping dick. It poked and prodded for her to wake up once more. It was as if his whole body knew she was the one. She was the one he'd been taken by. She was the one who had broken him and now her hips and thighs felt like home.
Yes, he knew what happened last time. He wouldn't say that Yuri was a dumb truck and vile and coarse. He wouldn't say that the man had trafficked whores so how could he have possibly had the capacity or the soul to love her? He wouldn't say it. He also wouldn't say that Red was an adrenaline junkie, like him, and probably liked the craziness of the gangster life more than she had ever liked the gangster.
Instead he just whispered, "I know but that doesn't matter to me."
Her chin shook. When her blue eye filled with tears, it warmed to the color of the ocean. Deep blue and balmy, he could wrap himself around her and lose himself in that eye. "Make love to me," she whispered. Her soft, little finger brushed the head of his dick. A strand of his clear precum strung between her thumb and second finger and she pointed to the little table beside her old mattress. "Get the lube, please."
Jared reached for the handle and slid open the drawer. All the way in the back, there was a mostly full bottle of KY. He flipped open the spout and squeezed a dollop into his hand. He propped himself up on his other elbow as his slippery fingers found their target.
Her ass was beautiful, round and high. It was muscular but curvy and feminine. Red gasped as he grazed her rear entry with the pad of his sticky finger. She was like velvet here. Her skin was hot and sticky. She felt feverish and she was so sensitive that just this little forward and back motion made her cock take notice. She nodded and gave him permission. With that look, it was easy to know that she wanted it, she wanted him.
Jared pushed his index finger slowly into her opening and felt the heat inside her. She was tight and small and the expression on her face was every bit a girl's first time. It was a deep pleasure and a complete surprise. She vibrated under him. Her thighs, her hips and her half hard dick all sprang to life. She was full of sensation as he pulled his finger halfway out and then even deeper inside.
"Yes," she just mouthed the word and folded her hand over his forearm as Jared pumped deeper in. He gave her two strokes and then almost pulled out. Then he pushed deeper inside quickly and then removed his fingers completely. His breath on her neck and chest made her nipples strain for more friction and Red had goosebumps on her arms. She was such a girl and she bent her legs and pushed her bottom up to give him more access.
Deeper.
All the way in and he was enchanted at the sight of her little puckered asshole as it gave way. Pinker even than her nipples, her juicy back door made a wet sound as he gave her only half of two fingers this time. She shivered and pulled her legs up closer to her body. Then she moaned deeply when he fucked her firmly with both fingers.
As he watched her like this, still so fierce even while she surrendered, it made him want to stare at her and stroke himself. Jared knew that if he were watching her from somewhere, tucked away, out of view, watching her with a lover, he'd be jealous. Even crazy with envy though, he'd cum desperately as he stared and stroked.
But she was his.
Jared rose to his knees and squeezed his erection at the base with his left hand. His dick bulged and strummed, it danced and dripped in anticipation. Red let out a little whelp as his precum slid down her sensitive crack.
Jared pulled his fingers out and guided his cock inside. There was a tremor as the beefy head of his dick pressed passed the ridge. Red put her hand on arm as if she needed him to wait. She was snug and quite virginal and she needed him to wait right there. He had been patient, could be patient, must be patient but he wanted to ravish her body and soul.
She pushed up with a deep breath and gave herself over with a touch of her fingers. Jared knew, he knew by the expression on her face and the quickening of her hips. It was in the way she wrapped her calves around his body and drew him in that he knew that this was something deeper.
She was so tight.
Her asshole was a satin glove around his cock. Jared eased back and then pushed in deeper, firmly and deeper and looked her in the eye until she let out a little cry. "Jared," she whispered and he couldn't help but smile.
She'd never called him by name before. He wanted to hear it on her lips a hundred different ways. He wanted her to say it now in pleasure. He wanted to hear her cry it out loud when he wrapped his hands around her hips and buried himself. He was inside her now all the way to his balls. He was deep enough inside her that her blue eye got enormous.
The pleasure was exquisite. He rolled back and his mouth sought hers out. Their lips joined and her breath washed his face as she gasped and thrust her hips. Jared pushed his tongue inside and fucked her slowly and surely, with mouth and cock. He pushed into her with his tongue and dick, one and then the other. He wanted to own everything, all of her, even her breath.
Red cried into his mouth. When she released his kiss, she grabbed his biceps and pushed her ass into him. "Fuck me, fuck me until nothings left," she bared her teeth and her ass bore down. Red quivered as Jared tore into her.
This wasn't meant to be gentle, not now. This was two beasts in the jungle, this was a full mating ritual with teeth and claws. The scratches were just love marks. She sunk her nails into him and he threw his head back. He pounded her into the wet mattress. He gasped and his thighs screamed and his dick throbbed in her stretched little hole. His balls were so full for her. They were so hot and overflowing with his pent up need that he knew when he came inside her, he'd just keep fucking it right out of her.
Red bit his chest. It was a full on bite. She sank her teeth in and Jared howled. Fuck, yes, he wanted to be bitten. He wanted her marks. He grasped her cock with his right hand and pulled her ass up with his left. He fucked her hard and fast with deep, relentless strokes and all Red could do was hold on to both arms and squeeze. He jacked her dick off to the same tempo. Red was helpless now. She had completely given herself over to Jared and her mouth was open but no sound came out.
His cock and her cock swelled and thrust together. Her dick in his hand was slippery and weighty. She was hard but her flesh was indescribably silky. He liked the slapping, sticky noises that it made in his hand as he masturbated her. "God yes," Red's thighs trembled around his body. The vibration stirred him and brought every nerve to the very edge. Her liquid insides pulled and gripped his cock back.
He was going to cum and bit his lip hard to stop himself until he felt the pulse in his hand. He screamed as her tiny hole shuddered around his cock. Red's pink dick in his hand spurt and spurt again. Her cum shot up his arm and filled his palm. His cum streamed from her asshole and he buried it back deep inside with a grunt and a yell with each thrust.
They didn't stop until they were breathless and empty. She held on to him tightly and Jared collapsed on top of her. They were covered in their climax. He smelled their sweat commingle. It was a perfume made of them. It was sweat and sex and blood and yes, that was a tear on her cheek.
He licked it.
Jared hid his face in her hair and their sticky fingers entwined as they melted together. "Oh Red," he murmured, not sure what to say next. Was it crazy to spill his guts or just completely unnecessary? Could she feel his madness as he pounded into her depths? Hadn't it erupted inside her along with his essence?
"It's always the quiet ones," Red said with a chuckle but she wasn't going to dismiss this with sarcasm. She knit her fingers around the back of his neck and drew him even closer, in case he wondered. "You're amazing," she told him before placing a searing, closed mouth kiss on his lips.
Her cleavage was decorated with droplets of sweat, like a necklace. Jared thought that he needed the morning, at least the morning, just to lick her from head to toe. Although perhaps it would be better after they had slept for hours. If they could just wrap around each other in his bed with their wounds bandaged and hunger sated. Even warriors needed rest.
"I don't think I can walk," Red said with a sigh as his dick finally slid from her asshole. With it came a gush of warmth that puddled between them.
Jared tucked the beautiful girl into the crook of his arm and wrapped one leg around both of her thighs. "Why would you go anywhere?" he asked. Should he confess that he had never cuddled afterwards before or was that obvious? Jared knew already that he wanted more. He never wanted to leave this spot.
He felt like he had just closed his eyes and they had just begun to doze when his phone vibrated. Suddenly, Jared remembered that Javi was still in the thick of things and the call could be anything. He released his grip on Red and sat up quickly, dizzy and disoriented. He reached over the side of the bed and his hand led the way to his phone.
"What's happening?" he asked quietly. He hoped not to disturb his beloved. She needed the rest and then she needed a medical kit. Thankfully everything that was required was at his house.
"It's not good, Mr. W," Javi said. His voice was muffled and Jared wondered if he weren't surrounded by cops. "He died just now." The pig got what he deserved but that didn't make it good news.
"Well fuck him," Jared muttered.
"I couldn't move the car. The cops made me stay here, had to ask me questions." Javi sounded bitter about not being able to do his job. "They got a tracking device on it. They'll probably be at the house in fifteen minutes."
"Thanks Javi," Jared whispered and ended the call.
Red's eyes were closed. He wanted nothing more than to just kiss her face and watch her sleep but now they had to run. "You have to get up," he was scared, which made his voice a monotone, everything was an instruction.
"Why?" she sounded lazy and sexy and her breasts bounced as she brought her arm up. It seemed like a signal to him to come back to the spot next to her and breathe her breath.
"Cops are on their way."
"What? How do they even know?" She balled up her small hands into fists and punched the soaked bed.
"He died," Jared began to explain in a quiet voice. He was sick with nerves. There was no time for this. If they arrived at the house right now, there was enough DNA here to probably nail them both to the wall. He didn't have a backup plan, which was unlike him.
"Good," she snarled, "not like he didn't deserve it."
"Red," he said sternly, "get up. Get your clothes on and let's get out of here before we don't have a choice."
"Really?" She crossed her arms over her chest and now she was all angles and hard edges. She stuck her chin out at him like he imagined she'd been doing all her life. "Run? Run away with you and then what? So you can talk to me like that?" she snapped and jumped up from the indentation they had made on her bed.
He set his forehead in his hand and if he were alone, he'd probably hit himself. Snap out of it, say something because this isn't going the way you want. She's not just some docile girl that likes a good spanking once in a while. "No, not so I can boss you around. Jesus, as if I could. But let's get out of here before we fucking get arrested and go to county lockup. Is that how you want to spend the rest of tonight?" He demanded and he sounded imperious and angry. "In the men's jail?" he added, his voice dripped with an ugly insinuation.
Her blue eye was furious. The combination of the flames that burst from that eye and the swollen, sealed eye was so hideous and purple that she appeared to be more beast than anything else. "Yeah, I'd love that." She was marked and scented of sex and stomped across the room. Red fumbled with underwear. He watched her tuck her small, soft dick into the girl's panties and he let his eyes linger over.
God, she was so fucking sexy. "What was I thinking?" she asked through clenched teeth. She seemed to ask herself instead of him.
Jared stormed past her and yanked his pants and underwear off the floor. This wasn't right. She was infuriated now but if she had a good night's sleep and woke up somewhere beautiful, then didn't it have to work out? He bit his knuckles as he watched her pull a dresser drawer out and toss it on the floor. Red huffed and muttered under her breath as she shoved cash into pockets.
Once he was dressed, Jared felt cold and yet there was a trickle of sweat dripped down the back of his neck. Every sound outside sent a wave of panic through him. He had to protect her, hadn't he just promised her that? And then they had sealed it with a kiss, a wet kiss. And he'd swallowed her essence and she'd taken his deep inside. If that wasn't a pact, he didn't know what was.
Red wore cargo pants and a tight tee shirt. She had hidden her breasts away in a hooded jacket that was zipped all the way up to her chin. She had slicked her wild hair into a rubber band and now her hair disappeared into the hood. She was just pale and impossible to discern what she was. With her translucent, almost glowing face and one eye, she could have been something from another world. She shoved cigarettes and a lighter into her jacket pocket and then her hands.
She used the familiar switchblade to slice through the band that kept the ankle monitor on her ankle. He felt that she'd always been able to get it off. Red had only been being polite. She had been keeping up her end of the deal because she thought it was honorable, not because she couldn't have left at any time.
"Come on, my car is a few blocks over." Jared put his hand out and hoped that she knit her fingers through his. He wanted her soft and sweet once more. If they had to run away somewhere, there was no one else on earth he'd rather run with.
"Yeah, right," she glared at him. "It sounded great, all your white knight, rescuing the damsel in distress," Red shook her head at him. "It really did. But no one has ever been there to help me and I'm not going to start taking some man's shit now."
"I don't think I'm just some man," he barked. He was furious with her now. They'd just been lost and found and there was too much to say to say it like this.
"No one's ever taken care of me." Her voice was small and his heart had never ached so badly as it did when she walked right past him. Even as his seed must be trickling down the back of her legs and she smelled of his body and her mouth tasted of his blood, she was leaving.
There was commotion outside. Cars sped down the street much too fast and every light that shone in a window made him wonder if this was it. "Red, come on, let's go talk about this," he reached for her wrist. He wished he had a cuff. He needed some rope so that he could hogtie her and hoist her up on his shoulder while she kicked and screamed.
She touched his arm with two fingers. It was only two fingers and they traced the veins in his arm and sent a chill through him. "I'll miss you," she whispered as she passed. She chilled him and then stepped into the dark and then, like a ghost, she was gone.
She was gone. He hadn't even heard her feet on the stairs.
Jared followed and called out, "Red." He made it to the bottom of the four flights and twisted around to catch a glimpse of her. If he could just see which direction she had headed. "Red!" he yelled it this time and then whispered it once to himself with a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach.



And just like that, the woman in his life left him.
***
Red
It had only taken three days for the swelling around her eye to go down enough for her to see again. Every time she had caught a glimpse of herself in the bathroom mirror she whispered, "pussy motherfucker." Then she had congratulated herself once more on killing Mueller. That was two unintended murders that she had under her belt and both were totally justifiable. If she wasn't who she was, someone would probably give her a medal for killing both of them.
It was just a shame that Wolf was part of the wreckage this time. She wouldn't let herself think about him or she'd go all soft and there wasn't time for that. She was in pure survival mode now.
All that work, all those hours on her feet and living like a pauper and what did she have to show for it? Red punched her open palm in frustration after she counted what she had managed to bring. She had counted it twice, just to make sure she hadn't missed a dollar.
Four thousand dollars. Four thousand two hundred and sixty-four dollars and probably two bucks in change. That was it, Red let out a long sigh as she sank into the despair of it. That was everything between her and the street. That was all she had to keep a roof over her head and food in her belly. It wasn't nearly enough to stay off radar forever, which left her with only shitty choices.
She could work for cash but with all the bureaucracy in place to prevent illegal immigrants from working, there weren't many of those jobs. Besides, it was all slaves wages too. Red was too fucking smart to waste away washing someone's dishes 18 hours a day so that she could exist.
She had chosen the Star Inn for its anonymity. It was the cheapest, smelliest hotel she could find that took cash and didn't ask for identification. It was okay for a few more days, but then what? She couldn't get an apartment without showing someone a driver's license. Going legit was impossible like this.
Red wondered if there weren't already a warrant out for her arrest. She wore the hood down low to cover her face as much as possible when she went to go buy cigarettes. Gas stations had good security, even out here in the sticks near the Indiana border. She didn't need anyone to find her because they were looking for someone who stole gas.
Dammit, she really couldn't have planned this to be anymore fucked up. She puffed on the cigarette furiously and decided she'd really need to give these up too. It was money literally going up in smoke.
Without legitimate employment, that left crime. Red had never been caught robbing anyone but it wasn't without risks. One time was all it would take and Red would be back in jail. This time forever.
She wouldn't turn tricks. She couldn't. She'd done it in the past, when it was the difference between eating or not. Now, how could she go back to that life? She had barely been able to stomach sucking off old men long before she'd fallen in love.
Because that's what it was, wasn't it? It scared the shit out of her. Handcuff her to a radiator, set her on fire, but love? She had promised herself after Yuri that she'd never fuck with feelings again. It was worse than giving her kerosene.
Still, she went to bed and imagined Wolf's powerful arms around her.
Sleep hadn't come quickly or easily since she had bolted and that night, a thump on her room door woke her up out of a sound sleep. She felt something prickly down the back of her neck. It was a warning. It was something she rarely felt except for when she'd been in jail.
Red looked at the clock on the nightstand. It was 3:30 am, too late and too early for anyone on the up and up to be outside her room. She whipped back the thin blanket and the sheet and hugged herself as she thought about the possibilities. If it were Chicago PD, they would just break down the door. Unless it was one of Mueller's friends looking for a little payback.
She tiptoed to the door, opened it slowly and silently and stared out into the night. There was a duffel bag on the threshold. A big, black duffel bag that looked like it was full. A big, black duffel bag like Yuri used to pack money and weapons in and sometimes cocaine.
Was she being set up? Was it the drug dealer in the room next door? It wasn't an accident, that much she knew. People kept close tabs on their big, black duffel bags.
She drug it inside and quickly slammed the door shut and put the chain on. Red walked back and forth and nervously twisted her fingers as she paced. Should she just say fuck it and open it? She lit a cigarette and blew a smoke ring as she considered her options. She turned on the light by the television. She knelt with the cigarette jammed in her mouth as she tugged the zipper to the bottom.
Holy shit, it had been a long time since she'd seen so much cash. It was stacked and banded neatly, each stack was labeled $5,000. Jesus Christ, just from the quick scan she did, Red counted more than half a million bucks.
Then there was the letter.
It was folded in thirds on crisp, off-white paper and it smelled like him. She inhaled deeply and picked up the waft of scent that Red had memorized already. It was subtle, maybe soap, maybe his cologne. It lingered on his chest and she loved it. His muscular chest with the thicket of black hair. It was the softest hair and she wanted to feel it against her chest as she looked up at him. She wanted to be pressed against him as she melted into his body. Jesus, she could almost feel him inside her if she just closed her eyes.
The letter was handwritten and she smiled as she traced her name.
"Red,
If I can find you, then someone else can. If you won't be with me, then at least let me help you with what I can do. This is enough money to really start a new life. There's identification, a passport, etc., in the envelope. Be careful and be free.
Run, Red.
Wolf"
She dropped to her knees and held the paper to her breasts. With one act, he had made her love him even more and now that was the most heartbreaking thing of all.
The least she could do was get away with it.
***
Wolf
It was Spring in Savannah and unlike home, it was warm already. In Chicago, the chilly days of March and April seemed to just be an extension of winter. It was gray and dismal, like his heart. Since he had arrived in Georgia though, he felt renewed. It felt like the warmth had seeped into his bones and perhaps his heart had begun to thaw. He could feel the ocean nearby, he could smell the fertile ground and lose himself in the lushness of it all.
He had spent the last two days getting acquainted with the area. He was just another tourist, a nondescript man that no one would ever pick out of the group. He wore a hat and kept his head down. He had walked the cemetery that was nearby and sat in the square and meandered down Bull Street just to take it in. It seemed important to get to know where she came from; where she had been born.
Addison Riley that is.
Addison Riley was the owner of Ace Security. It was a startup computer security firm in the area. Ace had scored some impressive contracts since opening their office in Savannah. The company ran tight and lean and they were known to be extremely aggressive, just like the owner.
The gossip among the locals was that Addison Riley was known to be as quick and efficient with her speech as she was in her work. There was absolutely no drawl, no slow, drawn out syllables, no friendly twang. For whatever reasons, she never directly answered the question, "You're not from around here." The locals just thought she was shy.
She was a woman of few words but so far, from what he'd been told, what little she said was considered important. It didn't even dilute her intelligence or her intensity that she was so pretty.
Yes, he thought to himself as he watched her from the street. She was truly pretty with her shiny hair and her shiny, barefaced complexion. She smiled at the computer screen occasionally and her bottom lip curled in a way that made his pulse race.
Ace Security had small but tastefully done offices in a building on Oglethorpe. The main advantage to the location was the twelve foot, floor to ceiling windows. Addison left them bare, which kept the entire space on display to anyone casually strolling by. She must like the light and wide open spaces. Perhaps she'd been cooped up for too long, somewhere small and claustrophobic. Whatever the reason, he liked that he could watch her work.
Her hair was almost black, the color of a dark pool. It was a tinge past chestnut and the light reflected in the dark well that was her hair. Now she wore it in a tight, careful knot on the top of her head while she worked. In fact, the way she dressed seemed designed to make her as sexless as possible. With her hair slicked back and tucked away, she also armed herself in oversized jackets and baggy pants. But there were certain attributes that she couldn't do anything about.
Being in the south had done nothing to change her milk, white skin but then again, she worked too much to be a sun worshipper.
And those eyes.
He had been on the other side of the coffee shop that Addison frequented when he first saw her close up again. Damn, it had been three years but no time at all had passed when he saw the eyes. All it took was one look at the blue eyes and every moment washed over him once more.
He had decided just yesterday that his initial assessment of cold, killer eyes had been wrong. They were ocean eyes. They had unfathomable depths and they had a million colors in them and they were still, after all this time, mysterious.
She walked to and from her office to her condo on 37th street. She strolled, she rambled. It felt odd to watch her amble like she had nothing but time. It was a carefree walk that showed none of her previous guardedness. She dallied, she took in the scenery and never, not once, did she look back over her shoulder.
The last few days, he wondered if she'd forgotten the game entirely. If she didn't even walk like Red anymore, if she never looked around corners or kept her hands curled into fists, then what would happen? She didn't seem to have the electric crackle anymore. She was missing the fuse that just might make her explode.
Had Addison swallowed up Red? Had Mirabelle come out to play dress up? Was one too many aliases the straw that broke the camel's back? He didn't want to admit that the question that really haunted him was whether or not she'd forgotten all about him.
Fuck, it stung to think that he was walking around with her little R dug into his flesh and that she had moved on. Unscarred and unscathed. If he approached her, would she look at him with a half smile and say, "oh, yeah, now I remember you."?
She had always been too cool for him.
He'd almost left the night before. He had watched her on what looked to be a date. It had lacerated his heart but then there had been that handshake at the end. Cool and direct, she may be more Addison than he had expected but that move was pure Red.
He was about to find out if she could still feel him at her core. Tonight was the night and it was impossible to keep the current that coursed through his body completely under control. He felt like he might jump out of his skin as he followed her home. Not too close, not too far, he followed the trail of her scent. Twilight closed in around them and he breathed in the dogwood blossoms and azaleas but it was under that. There was the hint of some expensive cologne that she wore, something that Addison would have picked out. She probably just dabbed a dot or two on her pulse points in the morning. Still deeper was the original scent. His inner beast had picked up the trail like they'd never left it.
Cinnamon and cum. Sweaty, vicious sex. Piss and a bloody wound and spit. Red, the woman and the color, inextricably joined, multifaceted, there were layers upon layers.
He twitched on the inside although he walked like a tourist and smiled politely at passerby's.
He waited. He'd been waiting for so long that it almost seemed like she had happened to someone else. It almost felt like he'd read about her in a book or she was an urban legend. And yet, no, he thought as the deep purple of the sunset turned so a soft gray and finally, around midnight, to black, she was real.
He had watched her unwind her hair and when she tossed it back, the waves cascaded down both shoulders. He thought as he studied the ripples of espresso colored hair that she must have to color twice to blot out her natural crimson.
She began to undress and here she was completely Red. Her nakedness was so familiar. He had memorized every inch and in his mind's eye, he could recite every curve and every line.
Then there was the tattoo. At the base of her spine, the one that he'd always wanted to know about and he'd never had the chance to ask. The word that seemed to have marked her. The letters that said she belonged to someone else entirely and that thought had made him burn.
He read it tonight and held his breath.
She had put on pajamas, very proper, navy blue button up pajamas, which he found amusing. She had watched fifteen minutes of a show while she heated up her dinner. It was leftovers in a foil tin from an expensive restaurant. She opened a bottle of Cabernet and had a glass. She even had one of those expensive, vacuum sealing wine stoppers. It was something that he could see Red roll her eyes at.
It was all very Addison.
There wasn't a cigarette in sight but she tapped her fingers impatiently on the glass coffee table when she had finished eating. Like she hadn't quite killed the urge and she still longed for a smoke, he bet.
How very Red.
Addison went to bed with a noise machine. He thought it was very considerate of her to have turned on the mechanical device that emitted ocean waves or a thunderstorm. It was enough noise to rock her into sleep and never notice the two clicks in the deadbolt that would allow him access to the condo.
He crept through the living room and turned just in time to avoid the squeaky floorboard near the club chair. He made his way slowly down the hall, past the kitchen and then past the half bath. As he turned the corner and entered the bedroom, he realized all at once that Red wasn't gone at all. She had just gotten so much better at the game.
The bed was empty and even with the noise machine on, he could hear the slicing, metallic click when she flipped the gun's safety off. She took a step toward him and pressed the barrel between his shoulder blades.
"I was starting to think you lost your balls," she murmured. She sounded highly amused and not even a trifle alarmed.
He put his hands up. "Not at all, just enjoying myself." And he was. He was hard as a rock in the front of his pants, aching actually.
Red kept the gun where it was and reached around his body. She must know, must sense his need because her hand went straight to his cock. She fondled him up and down, slowly, torturing him with her hand as she whispered, "oh my god."
This wasn't what he had planned but he admitted that the plan was shot to shit. Jared would trade cuffing her to the bed and raping her sweet, pink asshole any day for this. For her sighs and her kisses and her rapturous moans as he went down on her. Maybe without the cuffs, she'd pull his hair and push him down hard on her dick.
He had forgotten long ago if he would rather fuck her or be fucked. There no longer seemed to be any difference or separation. It had all just become making love.
"Can I kiss you?" he asked with a nervous tremor in his voice.
"You can try," she said like a dare.
He kept his hands up in surrender as he turned around. She was lovely, even with the almost black hair that wasn't hers. All of it belonged to a woman that Jared had made up for her, just in case. Addison Riley was his gift for Red. She was even more important than the cash but she had come with the price of a broken heart.
He didn't touch her with his hands, just his lips. Soft, feather soft kisses, closed mouth, tender reverent kisses that made her whimper.
She set down her gun and wrapped her hands around his neck. Red opened her mouth and her breath on his lips made every nerve explode. It had been three years ago and yet there had been absolutely no time at all. All this time, his body had been on the precipice of this since they left her attic bed.
"I was worried that you had forgotten about me," Red confessed before she licked his bottom lip like a tasty morsel she could hardly wait to bite.
"Never," he told her before he gave her his mouth entirely. He slipped his hand down the back of her pajama pants and asked, "You changed your tattoo?"
"Yes," she turned for him and let Jared peel the pants down halfway so that her gorgeous, round bottom burst from its confines. "I thought this was more appropriate."
It must have been painful, to have a needle pass over and over in such a sensitive area, especially the second time. This one had to be darker, more ink, larger letters to hide the original. He touched it, traced the letters one by one as he dropped to his knees behind her.
W-O-L-F.
"It's perfect," he whispered before he gave her his tongue.
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"So you're not going to be here for Memorial Day?" her mother clucked around Lauren, exactly like the mother hen that she was. With six children, Mrs. McCullum was constantly clucking and surveying and scolding and pushing.
"No, I said I wasn't going to be here tonight but today's only Saturday."
Lauren was used to her mother being scatterbrained. As the oldest of the six kids, she had only had her mother's undivided attention for about a year, just long enough for Mrs. McCullum to squeeze out her younger brother Josh.
"Oh, okay honey. Are you going somewhere with Aiden?"
Having so many other kids actually worked in Lauren's favor because she was conveniently forgotten about. Aiden was the boyfriend from almost a year ago, or at least that's what she'd called him when he met the McCullums. The boyfriend that had really only lasted about two months but Lauren had used him as her cover story for much longer. "Not sure," she kissed her mother on the forehead and pirouetted out of reach before her mother could hug her. "Gotta go, Mom. Later dude," she punched her next younger brother, Dave, in the bicep as she passed.
"Skank," he muttered to her before letting out a belch that reeked of pizza.
"Dickbreath," Lauren snarled back, as if they weren't really best buddies.
Her mother started, "Lauren, that's disgusting." The rest of the speech was lost on her but she'd memorized it long ago. It was part of the whole, "you're the oldest and supposed to set an example" speech that Lauren had been listening to since she was too young to remember. Lauren was already in the Toyota Corolla and almost at the end of the driveway and she was sure that her mother was probably only halfway through the spiel.
It was better to be under the radar.
Lauren put on her sunglasses and checked the rear view before shifting into drive. She wanted to look nice, but not like she was trying, especially not as she walked past her mother and brothers. She had taken the whole example thing to heart; which was why she was such a liar now.
She slammed her foot on the gas of the Corolla. As of yesterday, it was officially one year older than her. She had turned 19 and the car had turned twenty. Lauren had wanted to ask her parents for a new car for her birthday; not new, as in shiny, brand new from the dealership. Her father would have laughed right in her face if she had made that request. No, she meant "McCullum new", which meant maybe only ten years old. Maybe twelve.
But they had forgotten her birthday altogether though and Lauren was also used to that. It was around Memorial Day weekend and that meant that there were graduations and cookouts to plan. They had forgotten before and they would forget again. Besides, she didn't need anyone paying attention to her right now. If anyone had really asked her, like really quizzed her, Lauren wasn't sure that she'd be able to keep it to herself.
She was going to meet them.
Finally, Lauren was going to meet the Prestons. Just from their text messages, she could tell that the Prestons were the exact opposite of the McCullums in every way that counted. They were maybe, just maybe, she had her fingers crossed, all of Lauren's dreams come true.
***
Mrs. Preston was easy to pick out in the lobby of the spa. She looked exactly like the photos that she'd sent. In her pictures, her long, black hair was straight and loose and shone in the light. It was casual in a perfect way that suggested it had been professionally done. Today, Mrs. Preston's hair was slicked back into a neat ponytail. Even in her yoga pants and tunic, she looked expensive and impeccable and so did everyone else. Lauren immediately wished she had worn something better when she stepped inside Elizabeth Arden.
"Lauren," Mrs. Preston greeted her by the front desk with open arms. God, okay, it was a hug then. Even though Lauren really didn't hug, when she considered the rest of it, a hug was a good place to start. Mrs. Preston even smelled rich. Lauren had been poor her whole life and she knew that rich had a definite scent. "I'm so glad you could come. I was a little worried that you had changed your mind."
"No, not at all," Lauren assured her. "It just took me forever to find parking." Lauren was on Michigan Avenue and there was no explaining how far away from reality it was. The magnificent mile was a million miles away from the sticks and everything else she knew. Even though the spa was supposed to be relaxing, she felt like she was going to jump out of her skin. Lauren's hands had gotten sweatier and sweatier as she'd circled the block again and again.
"Here? You poor thing," Mrs. Preston took her by the arm. Her fingers were soft and sent a wave of something immediate through Lauren's body. "It completely slipped my mind to tell you to valet."
Valet cost like a million dollars though and Lauren felt her stomach lurch. "It's okay, it's a beautiful day to walk," she murmured.
"Nonsense," Mrs. Preston flicked her hand as if to say that money grew on trees. "Besides, we're headed to Neiman Marcus after," Mrs. Preston flagged down a small woman in a black shirt. "Give me your keys," she told Lauren in a tone that said there were no other options than to follow directions. There was Mrs. Preston's wedding ring, it flashed and shimmered on her ring finger. It looked heavy, like something royalty would wear.
Lauren did as she was told.
"She's going to valet too," the dark haired woman said with a smile. "Put everything on my card."
Moments later, another employee walked them down a dimly lit corridor. Everything smelled of vanilla. The sounds of trickling water and the occasional call of a bird seemed to follow them everywhere they went, as if they were in the jungle. The woman opened the door for them and led them inside a candlelit room. "Please undress to your level of comfort and lie face down on the tables. Your massage therapists will be with you in a few minutes."
She closed the door behind her quietly and Lauren thought, well fuck.
They'd talked an awful lot about getting undressed. The text messages had been explicit almost right out of the gate. Now it was time to nut up or shut up, like Josh would say. The thing was, for all of their talk, Lauren had never been with a woman. Never even a little bit.
Mrs. Preston didn't seem to have her hang ups though. She had already reached her arms up overhead and pulled the tunic up. "So is this your first couples massage?" she asked from inside the shirt.
Lauren was too busy staring at Mrs. Preston's sheer, blue lace bra to answer. The dark haired woman had perfectly round breasts. They were high on her chest and heavy and even though the room was quite warm, Mrs. Preston's nipples were hard and aroused. She had two small, deep red stones. Even under the fabric, Lauren knew that they were the color of roses in bloom. "Yes, it's my first," she murmured. First any kind of massage, first everything and she finally yanked her green tee shirt overhead plopped it on the floor.
Mrs. Preston openly stared at Lauren, she didn't seem to have a hang up about that either. The woman's dark eyes were covetous and glittered in the candlelight as she took in Lauren's bareness. Lauren rarely wore a bra but today she kind of wished she had. It would have given her a few more moments before totally naked happened.
Mrs. Preston just said, "Lovely." Lauren felt her cheeks get hot and the accompanying, warm gush in the center of her panties. The dark haired woman reached behind her and unhooked her brassiere. Lauren watched as the underwire released her and her breasts sank down, only maybe an inch.
Mrs. Preston sure was tight and toned. She looked athletic and purposeful and lean and ready to spring. Lauren noticed that her abs were more defined than Lauren's. She remembered seeing her mother half undressed and the loose rolls around her waist. Mrs. McCullum was only a few years older than Mrs. Preston but of course, there were those six pregnancies in between. "You're in really good shape," Lauren said. It was too loud and came blurting out. She was immediately embarrassed as busied herself with scooting out of her Keds.
Mrs. Preston smiled, "Oh my god, you're kidding right? I mean I work out like a fiend but my metabolism?" Mrs. Preston whistled and it was a cartoon noise; the piano that crashed down on the coyote's unsuspecting head. She already had the yoga pants halfway down her almost straight hips. "Enjoy being young, that's all I can say."
That's exactly what she was going to do, Lauren thought, as she eyed Mrs. Preston almost hungrily. The dark haired woman only had on the matching panties to her bra. Lauren saw the dark triangle of her pubic hair through the fabric and she exhaled deeply. She had never seen a full bush, not in real life anyway. In fact, Lauren never even thought about pussies with hair.
It made her feel swollen and obvious in her panties and Lauren didn't know why. Her labia were heavy and dewy and sensitive. If Mrs. Preston touched her right now, Lauren wondered if she wouldn't drip down her thigh.
Lauren unbuttoned her jeans and tugged them over her hips while Mrs. Preston took down the panties. She showed Lauren her dark, gleaming ringlets of soft, secret hair. Now there was a new scent that overpowered the woman's subtle, rich perfume and Lauren knew it even if it was unfamiliar.
Mrs. Preston was wet. That was the scent that would greet Lauren if she parted Mrs. Preston's thighs and sealed their deal with a kiss.
There was a knock on the door and someone asked, "Are you ladies ready?"
"Hurry," Mrs. Preston told Lauren and giggled. She hopped up onto the massage table and nestled down under the sheet.
"Almost," Lauren called out. This was ridiculous, she thought. Lauren was the oldest of six kids. She was a person who had shared a bathroom with seven other people her whole life. She definitely wasn't modest. Mrs. Preston had certainly seen plenty of other women naked. Lauren skimmed off the jeans and tugged down her panties quickly. She lay face down just like Mrs. Preston and announced, "Ready."
"So your parents still didn't remember your birthday?" Mrs. Preston asked, her voice muffled by the massage table.
"No, not yet," Lauren told her as she closed her eyes.
"Mark and I are so happy that we get to take you somewhere special," Mrs. Preston said but it seemed far away as the hands and the heat entered Lauren's body. Yes, taking her to Alinea for dinner. Lauren didn't know anything about fancy restaurants but she had Googled it and it was supposed to be impossible to get into. Lauren had said regretfully that she didn't have anything to wear to a place like that and the Prestons had insisted that she should get a dress and shoes before dinner. Their treat. Mrs. Preston had suggested that first, they go for a massage to relax. Like shopping was stressful.
It was all the lead up to getting to know the Prestons much more intimately.
***
Lauren wouldn't call it sleeping, but with the sounds of the waterfall in the background, she drifted off into her recurring daydream. The fruity, rich scent of the oil and the warmth that radiated from the table slipped over Lauren as if she'd been drugged. The hands; soft, feminine hands; strong, knowing hands kneaded her flesh and brought a shiver of delight to every inch of her young body.
It was the preparation. Lauren let the hands take her away to the fantasy. It was the bath and they were there to prepare her. They were there to open her and make her ripe and ready. The hands stirred the desire that she'd kept tucked away all this time.
Lauren had fallen in love with the idea of being a harem girl. Ever since she had first heard of Arabian Nights, she was captivated by the thought of being a concubine. She wanted nothing more than to hold a man under her spell and to belong to the sultan. In her fantasy, Lauren was a woman made for pleasure, kept hidden away in secret, her beauty guarded by eunuchs. She would only be brought to the king after she had been bathed and oiled and dressed and adorned by slaves.
It hadn't been that long ago that Lauren had begun to masturbate to that fantasy. It had become multifaceted and if she were to confess to anyone, she could touch herself for hours as she went over the most minute detail.
Living among women, she imagined that the concubines must learn their sexual arts in the caress of other women. Lauren luxuriated in the sensation of the woman who rubbed her hips at the moment. Lauren was somewhere between masturbation and sleep and as relaxed as she was, she was vividly aware of the masseuse's body. The woman's large, bell shaped breasts pushed into Lauren's arm as she kneaded her cheeks. The brush of the towel beneath Lauren's lower lips was just enough friction to make her push and feel her clitoris pulse. If only the masseuse was naked, like in her harem fantasy. The woman should be naked and wet herself. Her heavy breasts would drag back and forth over Lauren's slippery skin as she readied the concubine for a night of pleasure. If only the masseuse would dip her fingers and let them linger between Lauren's hot, swollen lips.
A concubine should always be wet, or at least that's what Lauren said to herself under her covers. She knew that she could cum so easily right now. On her belly like this, it was all sensation. Just the touch of a woman. No guilt, nothing but rubbing herself, jutting her hips and vibrating on the lovely fingers. Once she had poured her sweet cream into the masseuse's palm, Lauren would melt into the table with her thighs open wide. She imagined feeling the woman rub all of her orgasm into her skin so she smelled of fruity, luscious sex.
"Is that pressure good?" the woman asked, in a warm whisper that caressed Lauren's ear. Every hair on her neck stood at attention as she thought about the woman moving her hands to Lauren's inner thighs
"Yes," she whispered back and her body pushed her bottom up. It wasn't a thought, it was an instinct, an invitation. Please slave, caress me, worship me, pleasure my divinity.
It was the bath scenario that had started Lauren down this path, she was fairly certain. The thought of being naked and adored and teased by women was something that made Lauren quiver from head to toe. The thought that she'd be delivered, enslaved and on the cusp of uncontrollable delight, to a man who owned her never failed to bring her to an explosive orgasm. It was almost more than she could bear.
The fantasy had grown and evolved. This year when she'd gone to college, Lauren finally heard the word that made her heart race and her nipples sing. It was the only word that described her heart's desire
Threesome.
It had evolved to this point. Almost two weeks ago, Lauren had responded to the Prestons discreet online ad. "Seeking our unicorn for the summer. Successful middle aged, married, white couple seeking our third. Please be discreet, drug, disease and drama free."
The four D's. Lauren had answered and she and Mrs. Preston began a text conversation. Initially, Lauren had blushed and giggled over the dialogue but then, it got to the point where she had to touch herself. She couldn't help it, there was no stopping it. The Prestons wanted Lauren to spend the summer with them in Lake Geneva. They had a boat and a house on the lake. It even had a pool. They would shop and dine and swim. Mrs. Preston had assured her that Mr. Preston came in mostly on weekends. The dark haired woman assured her that it would be a "fuck marathon" when her husband was home. Otherwise, it would be "just us girls." She had added that part with the wink emoji that seemed to suggest that they hardly needed a man around in order to have fun.
It was the harem fantasy all right. Living with a woman, a woman experienced in the art of seduction. Surely Mrs. Preston knew the language of a young girl's body. Her daydreams had become so lascivious. Lauren pictured herself bare and tangled with Mrs. Preston, naked flesh as far as the eye could see.
Then came Mr. Preston. He was all dark eyes and demanding mouth and flexing, muscular arms that as he pulled Lauren to the center of the king sized mattress.
She was a unicorn. It was the first time she had heard the term and Lauren thought it was the most appropriate word for what her dream scenario was. Magic.
The masseuse tapped Lauren, prompting her to roll over. As she eased onto her back, she heard Mrs. Preston's noises of pleasure. It was a gasp and then a low whimper and Lauren imagined how wet she must be. Mrs. Preston, with her soft, furry pussy. It was so natural and erotic like that, covered in thick, lush hair. There was something mysterious about hiding it away like that and all she wanted was to see the dark haired woman. Lauren imagined the feel of it on her fingers as Mrs. Preston taught her how to touch a pussy that wasn't her own.
Lauren felt vulnerable like this, on display. On her back it was easy for the masseuse to see her tipped nipples and maybe even her hard, aching clit. She had never been so horny. All she wanted to do was slide her fingers down under the sheet and touch herself. Lauren wanted to grind and rub herself with her hand. She wanted to cum as she imagined herself, her concubine self, on her knees between Mrs. Preston's legs.
Lauren wanted to lick her pussy.
Lauren could only imagine it so far and she could barely do that. She didn't know anything really at all and even now, even here, she still didn't know. What if they made love with her tonight?
"Okay, Lauren, take your time getting dressed," the masseuse murmured. Her low voice barely shook Lauren from the hazy, almost dreamlike state of sexual fervor she was in. Just a bath slave, a bath slave touching my body. Just here to make me wet for the king. "There's water on the table over there," the woman said.
And with that, both of the masseuses were gone and Lauren was alone with Mrs. Preston, naked.
Mrs. Preston stretched languorously and she looked like a cat, all lean and sleek and elegant. "Oh my god, that was amazing. Was yours good?" she asked as she hopped off the massage table.
Mrs. Preston headed straight for her, naked Mrs. Preston who was still scented of sex. Her black pubic hair shone in the candlelight and she was the queen. Lauren would do anything the woman told her to do. Her posture was even regal. With her breasts proud and her shoulders back, wet and shining, she stopped and placed both hands on Lauren's thighs.
Their breasts touched. Mrs. Preston's small, beaded red nipples grazed Lauren's looser, wrinkled pink ones. Her breasts were a handful, maybe more than a handful and Lauren felt like such a girl with her two bee stings. "Yes, it was good," Lauren whispered, throat parched, she was dry in her mouth because all of the liquid in her body had rushed to her gushing crevice.
"Good," Mrs. Preston placed both hands on Lauren's face. "You remind me of a fairy princess," she said with hidden warmth in her voice. "So young and lovely," Mrs. Preston grasped her, held her close and for a moment, Lauren wondered if the queen wouldn't sample Lauren's mouth right here. She didn't need permission and it would be nothing for her to put Lauren on her knees. Mrs. Preston could push Lauren's mouth into her sex and writhe, with her dripping muff on Lauren's lips. Lauren would lick her lips apart and wet her clitoris with her greedy tongue. She wouldn't have to hold Lauren's head to keep her there but she hoped Mrs. Preston would anyway.
Instead, Mrs. Preston placed a light, friendly kiss on Lauren's mouth. It was quick and easy and could have just been a friendship kiss. It held no helpless longing, no obsession; not like Lauren's would.



It made Lauren gush on the sheet anyway, as brief and as soft as it was.
"Let's go shopping," Mrs. Preston exclaimed. She turned and walked toward her clothes and left Lauren with a sopping ache between her legs. She felt warm and frothy and wondered if her clit wouldn't rub inside her panties all afternoon. "What are you, a size four? Am I right?"
As the dark haired woman dressed, Lauren studied the woman's hips and her crack. Her bottom was lean and muscled, not like the fleshy bouncing roundness that Lauren had. She had to hurry but her eyes were too busy studying, trying to catch a glimpse of Mrs. Preston's asshole.
It was too late, the blue panties were on and in place.
"Just about," Lauren said, trying to sound casual, like she wasn't dying inside.
***
Mrs. Preston had an eye for clothes and Lauren was grateful. When they first arrived on the second floor of Neiman Marcus, they were bombarded with saleswomen. Mrs. Preston put out her hand with a flash of that hunk of diamond. It almost seemed to be a protective gesture. "She's picking out some things for this evening. What we need is one of the private dressing rooms in the back and a bottle of Pinot Grigio."
An older, heavyset woman stared at Lauren over the top of her glasses. She seemed to disapprove of everything that Lauren was in that glance. Too poor, too disheveled, too young to be drinking wine. "Right away ma'am," was what she said out loud and skulked away.
Just like a queen, in moments they had everything that Mrs. Preston commanded. They were escorted into a dressing room. This wasn't a place to stand under fluorescent lights and squeeze a glimpse at a skinny mirror. So far, those were the only kinds of dressing rooms that Lauren had ever been in. This room was larger than Lauren's bedroom and had a chandelier in the center. There were two pink chaise lounges, one each on opposite sides of the space. There were mirrors everywhere you turned and probably for the first time ever in her life, Lauren had a full 360 degree look at herself.
"This hair," Mrs. Preston said as she came up behind Lauren. The dark haired woman ran her fingers through Lauren's hair. Lauren had kept it in a sloppy bun for the massage but had pulled out the rubber band in the car. The massage oil and the humidity had worked its way into her curls and they hung heavy, almost in ringlets, almost down to her ass. Lauren's hair was naturally dirty blonde up top and almost white at the tips. "You're like a wood nymph with that hair," Mrs. Preston murmured. "Twirl around?" she asked and Lauren wondered if the woman could tell that she did that all the time, just when no one was looking.
She twirled and her hair circled her hips and cascaded back to the tops of her cheeks when she stopped. Lauren giggled and blushed, "Should I put it up for dinner?" She felt a deep need to please Mrs. Preston, her queen. In fact, her panties were slick and almost soaked through to her jeans at the thought that Mrs. Preston found her beautiful.
The woman gave her a knowing smile and her dark eyes gleamed. "Personally, I don't think you should ever wear your hair any other way. Just loose and wild and free," her voice was a husky, bedroom voice and Lauren wondered if Mrs. Preston wasn't talking about something other than her hair.
The woman brought the wine and poured two glasses and handed the first to Mrs. Preston. She tasted and hummed and licked the shining droplet from her lower lip. Mrs. Preston smiled and said, "That's just what we need." As the woman poured Lauren a glass with her disapproving stare, Mrs. Preston, the queen, added, "Lauren is going to look around but bring out some new dresses as well. We'll need a rack of size four's and another of two's please."
"Right away," the woman said with a nod. Like a slave should, Lauren couldn't help but think. The concubine fantasy had never been fleshed out like this and every detail, no matter how minute, seemed to send a flutter between her legs.
If Mrs. Preston commanded Lauren, here in the dressing room, here as she lay back on one of the chaise lounges, Lauren couldn't stop herself. Here with her blue panties down around one ankle, Lauren would melt and look up at the woman in sheer gratitude.
"What were you thinking for a dress?" Mrs. Preston asked Lauren's reflection. She opened the door and stood back, waiting. The dark haired woman's smile was benevolent and her gesture was, "I've brought you the world."
Lauren walked out and took a quick sip of wine as she checked the front and back of a dress. Too frilly. It was almost like a prom dress and tonight she wanted to be grown up. Another sip of wine and another display; the dress was awfully short. Lauren was sure that she'd wonder if her ass was covered all night. She wanted to look sexy but not slutty, even if she felt both.
Lauren continued to walk and look at the dresses. She didn't like the taste of Pinot Grigio, she decided by the time her glass was half empty but she had continued sipping because it seemed to calm her nerves.
This one had possibilities, Lauren thought and grabbed the handle of the hanger. There weren't even price tags on anything. She knew that it was the kind of place that expected that you didn't need to know those things. She brought the dress back for Mrs. Preston to inspect.
"Oh, it's a Jovani," she nodded with approval. "Good eye," her eyebrows went up, "simple and cinched at the waist. Simple is always best "
"What should I do?" Lauren whispered. She hoped that Mrs. Preston would command her like the concubine she was. Or wanted to be.
"Try it on," Mrs. Preston laughed wickedly and took her glass. "It's just us girls."
Just us girls, Lauren nodded and felt something electric prickle down her spine. Mrs. Preston took the glass and set it on the small table next to one chaise. She took a seat and lay the dress carefully over the back of the couch and Lauren would have to approach her naked in order to retrieve it.
She pulled her tee shirt off again and unbuttoned her jeans. Mrs. Preston wasn't even pretending to politely look away. The dark haired woman's eyes were riveted on Lauren's breasts. Once her jeans were off, Lauren scooted them away with her toes.
"You should take off your underwear too," Mrs. Preston whispered. "You don't want panty lines in this."
The queen wanted her naked. Lauren could hardly breathe and part of her wanted to grab herself just to make sure this was real. This was happening. She slid her panties to the floor and boldly approached Mrs. Preston in nothing but her birthday suit.
The dark haired woman sighed, "Look at you, look at you. Exquisite fairy princess," she murmured. Mrs. Preston placed her fingertips delicately on Lauren's bare hips "And you're trembling."
She was. Her whole body felt like a new, separate current ran beneath her skin.
"Such sweet, young breasts," Mrs. Preston's breath tantalized Lauren's skin as she looked up and let her fingers skim from hip to the tips of Lauren's nipples.
Lauren made a noise that sounded like she was choking as she watched Mrs. Preston circled both of her buds. "Responsive and so sensitive," she continued with her assessment and Lauren vibrated. "Turn around for me," Mrs. Preston didn't ask, she gave directions. Lauren followed them perfectly.
"This round, beautiful bottom," Mrs. Preston sighed and let her fingers sink into the underneath side of Lauren's cheeks. "So perfect and juicy," Mrs. Preston wiggled her cheeks and emitted a purr. "I'm afraid that my husband will try to monopolize this bottom." The woman let out a long, slow sigh as if she were imagining all of the possibilities and added, "given the opportunity anyway."
Lauren stood still, not wanting to breathe, not wanting to break the spell of whatever this was.
"Turn back for me," Mrs. Preston told her and Lauren felt it. The telltale dribble of her juices on her inner thigh as she did what the queen commanded.
"Bare," was all she said as Mrs. Preston ran her finger along Lauren's crevice. She barely touched Lauren but it was enough, more than enough as she outlined Lauren's labia. God, if she fingered Lauren's aching pussy right here in the dressing room, she'd cum so hard. Lauren prepared to press her hands over her mouth to hold back the squeal. "Bare and sweet. My god, you look like a little cherub between your legs," Mrs. Preston passed her finger slowly over Lauren's slit. "Now tell me something, Lauren. How many women have you made love with?"
Well, fuck, it was time to spill the beans. "None. Mrs. Preston," Lauren whispered and couldn't stop her moan that came from somewhere deep down, something untouched and raw and needy.
"I didn't think so," Mrs. Preston increased the tempo. Lauren's lips were hot and greedy and far too open to keep any secrets. "My little virgin is dripping," Mrs. Preston murmured and Lauren tilted her head back and looked up at the light and hoped that she wouldn't fall.
Mrs. Preston wasn't a virgin and her knowing fingertip found Lauren's clitoris. It was hard as a bead and throbbed for the queen's touch. Lauren's thighs trembled as she looked Mrs. Preston in the eye and gave herself over entirely.
There was a knock on the door and the disapproving older woman croaked, "I'm leaving the two dress racks here for you."
As quickly as it had begun, Mrs. Preston stopped fondling Lauren. She slid her hand back and contemplated her fingers. She bowed her head and inhaled Lauren's scent and smiled hungrily at Lauren. She licked her fingers and closed her eyes as if she had a secret fantasy that Lauren was the center of and she had to taste this in her hidden world.
After she held her fingers in her mouth for a moment, she released them and came back to the world with a wry smile. "Just as well, I guess. They'd definitely hear us if I put you on this couch."
They would and Lauren's cheeks flamed with the thoughts of it all coming true.
"Just one thing," Mrs. Preston's dark eyes flashed with something mischievous.
"Yes, Mrs. Preston?" Lauren froze in place and pressed her thighs together. She wondered what it would feel like to cum on the plush chaise fabric.
"Two things," she murmured and slid her fingers down the front of her yoga pants. Lauren watched and thought her fingers must be inside her panties. She must be touching that wild, black field of dripping hair. She brought her fingers out and up to Lauren's face. Lauren opened her lips but paused, it seemed like something she needed permission for. "Taste me," Mrs. Preston breathed the words and Lauren hummed as her tongue wrapped around her two fingers and sucked her inside.
She tasted sweet and earthy and musky and savory. She was creamy and her juice lingered on Lauren's tongue. The scent of Mrs. Preston was heat and sex and sticky panties and need. Lauren felt the urge to fall to her knees. She needed to suck. She needed to learn the scent of a woman and the curve of her wet, slippery places and the taste of her longing.
"Second, please call me Sharon," she grinned, "although I have to admit that you in a catholic schoolgirl uniform, licking me while you call me Mrs. Preston is kinky as fuck."
They both giggled.
"Seriously though, if we're going to be lovers," Mrs. Preston's heated whisper suggested all of the longing in that sentence, "call me Sharon."
The dress was lace over flesh colored fabric. It seemed to hint of nakedness but she was fully clothed. The lace was a dusty blue, like the blue along the horizon just before sunset. It had three quarter sleeves and a V neckline in front and in back. Once Lauren had the dress on Mrs. Preston nodded, "That's it. You hit it out of the park. It's a classic."
Lauren blushed and twirled and basked in the glory of her praise.
Mrs. Preston clasped Lauren in her arms and looked at her in the mirror with her face on Lauren's shoulder. "You look like a young Bridgette Bardot, except Bridgette would be jealous of your ass." She shook her head. "What you need is a really fabulous pair of shoes. What are you, a nine?"
It was like Mrs. Preston had known her all along.
***
Mr. Preston was equally easy to pick out. He sat at the bar, in the corner seat so that he could see the street. He was dark haired and dark complected. He looked like he could be a gypsy or a sheik. Lauren immediately responded to that thought in her ladylike, lacy dress with a very unladylike thought. He had streaks of gray in his hair and under his eyes were dark circles. He was handsome but careworn. His handshake was gentle and his hands were warm and large and engulfed hers completely. "Lauren, my goodness it's nice to meet you," the smile creased his face in the usual places and it seemed genuine.
"It's nice to meet you too," she nodded and bit her bottom lip and then reminded herself to stop.
Dinner was an otherworldly experience. There was always at least one staff person who hovered over the table. Lauren didn't understand much of the conversation about ingredients and how things were served. She preferred to fade in and out of her concubine fantasy. It was easy to imagine that this was a feast laden table for the king and after which, her body was the entertainment.
"Lauren, what's your favorite restaurant so far?" Mr. Preston wanted to know. He had a habit of leaning in whenever he addressed her. He would always place his colossal, beefy hand over hers. Lauren had been seated between the Prestons and she wondered if it weren't symbolic. Mr. Preston peered into her eyes as he waited for her to answer and Lauren felt him undressing her at the table, right in front of his wife.
Who rules her when there are two of them? Lauren wondered and simmered in her lace dress.
"I don't know," Lauren shrugged. She popped an exquisite bite of something that she couldn't pronounce into her mouth.
"Don't worry," Mrs. Preston touched Lauren's thigh under the table. The queen had also bought a dress at Neiman Marcus. She had found it on the rack of size two's and it was almost exactly the color of the Red Zinfandel that they drank now. Her black hair was loose and ran over her bare, pale shoulders. Mrs. Preston's scent this evening was warmer and closer to the surface but Lauren was certain that she could still smell the woman's pussy underneath. "Mark comes from money so he grew up eating like this," the dark haired woman gestured to the space around them. "But I'm from the wrong side of the tracks so I understand."
Mr. Preston leaned in and touched his wife's chin with an indulgent smile. "Darling, Northbrook is hardly the wrong side of the tracks."
"You know what I mean though, Mark. She's new. She's a blank page."
Mr. Preston had a flush of warmth on his face and it wasn't the wine or the food. It was his wife's words and the implication. Lauren felt the electricity crackle between them. Yes, a blank page, no Michelin star restaurants, no designer dresses. She was wearing her first pair of Monolos and this was her very first threesome. Or hopefully anyway. Lauren buzzed between her legs and suddenly they all seemed to be able to feel it.
Mr. Preston closed his fingers around Lauren's hand and raised her fingers to his lips. "Well then, let's have a glorious time sharing all of the firsts together, shall we?" His eyebrows went up and at that moment, Lauren knew that was the expression that he'd have on his face right before he fucked her. Right before he impaled her on his cock and she didn't have to see it to know that he was larger than either of the two dicks that she'd seen in real life.
"Yes, let's," Mrs. Preston's hand lingered on her thigh once again and the three of them were close enough to kiss. That's what they would do, wasn't it? Lauren felt the warm puddle at the center of the new Agent Provocateur panties Mrs. Preston had purchased for her. They would both kiss her and she'd feel Mrs. Preston's tongue on her upper lip and then Mr. Preston's teeth nibbling her lower lip. They'd kiss each other and then Mr. Preston would watch as the two women in his bed ravished each other. At least he'd watch in the beginning.
She wasn't sure how much more she could eat.
Once they were in the backseat of the car, Lauren felt almost dizzy. It wasn't the wine or even the cognac afterward, although she definitely could have done without the liquor. It was the pheromones between them. The longing was the most intense, instant high she'd ever felt. Mrs. Preston put her left arm around Lauren and pressed her breasts into Lauren's arm as she murmured, "You're absolutely perfect in this dress. Isn't she, Mark? She's stunning."
Mr. Preston rested his heavy right forearm on Lauren's lap and from the weight of him, Lauren was fairly certain that she could imagine him naked. Mr. Preston would be stocky. He would be solid under soft, he would be wide and heavy and muscular under a comforting layer of softness around his middle. A man's man, she thought as his proximity sent a new wave of longing through her hips. "Stunning," he agreed and folded her fingers through his. "So tell me something, Lauren," he said with a sigh as he looked her over. "Have you ever smoked pot?"
That made her giggle. At her age, pot was easy to get. Without adults around to buy her alcohol, drinking was almost impossible. Lauren had never enjoyed the sensation of being drunk anyway. Being high was blissful though. "Yes, I have," she admitted.
"Don't encourage him," Mrs. Preston said as she tried to be serious and failed completely as she chuckled. "If Mark wasn't such a Type A personality, we'd probably live in the sticks and he'd be stoned and just paint all day."
"And you'd be going nuts because there'd be nothing to do," he laughed fiendishly. "Lauren, hopefully you'll get to know my wife soon enough and you'll realize that the only time she ever really relaxes is when," the dark haired man leaned in and whispered, "she's just cum."
The word hung there in the air between them and they all seemed to waft in the fantasy. Was it even just her fantasy anymore or was it conjoined? Lauren wondered if they could feel it, the edges of it creeping up on them. The place where she gave herself over, their slave, their plaything, their lover. Their concubine.
"Well this is perfect timing," Mrs. Preston told him with a pat of her hand. There was the brush of her fingers adorned with the king's jewels, along the hand that Mr. Preston touched Lauren with. Two intense and intensely different sensations collided and rolled down Lauren's body.
They had come to a stop in front of the black and glass tower that glittered in the lights of Navy Pier. Lake Point Tower was the only skyscraper east of Lake Shore Drive and that was all Lauren knew about it until she'd asked her father the other day.
His reply, "Big money. But beautiful if you like that kind of stuff." Mr. McCullum had shrugged. All of her life, Lauren had the distinct impression that he really did like the finer things in life and he was prematurely aged and dried up from the bitterness of not having them.
The Prestons sailed past the concierge with a hearty, "Evening Kenny." They commanded the space and they swept Lauren along with them.
"Mr. and Mrs. Preston," Kenny nodded and gave them a toothy smile.
The Prestons lived on the twenty second floor and Lauren's ears popped in the elevator as it rocketed up to the correct level. Mr. Preston pressed the key code into the lock and once it clicked open, he waved them inside. "Voila, home sweet home."
Home sweet home had floor to ceiling windows that looked out at Lake Michigan. Lauren couldn't help but gasp. The living room was lined with gray suede sectionals that were covered in a multitude of different colored, velvet pillows. The low lights created shadows on the walls and cast the sofas in a warm glow. Well, fuck, even the living room seemed like something out of her harem girl fantasy.



"It's a really good view," Mrs. Preston stated and it seemed like perhaps she was seeing it through Lauren's eyes now. This would be one of their many firsts.
"Can I offer you a nightcap, Lauren?" Mr. Preston, the king, wondered. He looked larger and broader here in this room. In this light and perhaps because she'd never taken the time to really look yet, Lauren really saw him. Six two, maybe six three and when he took the gray suit jacket off, she thought her assessment was right. His shoulders were broad and strong and although she knew from Mrs. Preston that he was in "finance", whatever that meant, he was built in a way that looked like he could live off the land. He was a lumberjack of a man.
"Do you have any Coke?" she wondered. Lauren's mouth was dry and she wanted it to be wet and sweet, just in case there was kissing.
"Let me get you one," Mrs. Preston chirped, her stilettos clicked across the dark, wood floors. She was tall as well, willowy and graceful and lean. She had an alertness about her, Lauren thought that her husband was right. She seemed poised to jump into action and she seemed to have rhythm in everything she did. Perhaps she had been a dancer before she became the queen. She had muscular, long legs and the sinewy place on the tops of both her thighs made shadows in her wine colored dress. "Actually that sounds good. I could use a Coke too. Mark?" she asked her husband with a smile.
"No, I'll stick with cognac." The king had slipped his blue tie from his collar and unbuttoned the top two buttons. Lauren watched as he eased out of his loafers and headed to the bar cart in the dark corner.
"Ugh, cognac." Mrs. Preston tsked and her heels clicked away to the kitchen.
Lauren sat in the center of sofa and placed her hands on the suede. She basked in the feel of it, it was something akin to soft skin; it was plush and yet firm underneath. Maybe everything felt like skin because she was in the middle of a rolling boil and had been ever since she'd laid eyes on Mrs. Preston this afternoon. It had only been hours but it seemed far longer, like her whole life had become this slow glide of pornographic images and luxurious settings.
Her king and queen returned to the living room and they had previously, they took seats on the opposite sides of her. Mrs. Preston set two glasses with ice cubes on marble coasters and poured Coke into each. Mr. Preston set the snifter with the amber liquid on another coaster and let out a long sigh. "Are we comfortable?" He asked and cleared his throat.
Something was about to begin.
"Happy birthday, Lauren," Mrs. Preston began and raised her glass.
They all responded cheers and clinked their glasses together.
"My wife tells me that you've never been with another woman," Mr. Preston began as he settled back deeper into the sofa. His meaty thighs were parted and Lauren picked up a faint trace of his scent. Mr. Preston smelled of cedar and maybe cigar smoke and perhaps some cologne. Then there was something else too, a hint of musk and something secret. Lauren immediately thought that would be the scent that would rise from his balls once his underwear came off.
Well fuck.
"I haven't," she told him.
"Do I dare ask?" he seemed amused and amazed, "You've had sex with men, right?"
"Yes," Lauren said quietly with blazing, hot cheeks. If Mr. Preston placed his hand on her thighs right now, he'd feel them twitch. His low voice was sensual and his scent was erotic and she could picture herself straddling him on the sofa. Lauren's concubine fantasy had come to life and she was slippery wet in the very sophisticated panties. She wanted to be stripped and ravished here in front of the windows. "Two." She added.
"Oh my goodness," he replied and he and Mrs. Preston touched hands in back of her. "And yet, here you are," he added. It seemed like he was waiting for Lauren's story. She didn't know how to tell it.
"I think we should explain a few things to you, Lauren." Mrs. Preston held hands with her husband and touched Lauren's knee with the other hand. "I mean, usually, when we do this kind of thing, frankly, I expect another woman to tell us what she has to offer. Because, come on," the woman meant all of this. All of this opulence and sexual daydreams included. "But you, you're way beyond our expectations. Like one in a million."
"A real unicorn," Mr. Preston added.
"You're breathtaking, you're sweet, you're articulate," Mrs. Preston started. "You're clearly a decent person with a future ahead of her."
"Discreet and lovely and we can take you out," Mr. Preston continued. "And you're not from our circle of acquaintances."
"You are absolutely Mark's type, like his walking wet dream," Mrs. Preston added, "if that's not too crass."
Mr. Preston interjected in a husky voice that Lauren imagined he'd use when he unzipped her dress. "She's right of course. Sharon knows me so well."
"And you know I'm crazy about you," Mrs. Preston murmured in the heated tone that she'd used when touching Lauren's clitoris in the dressing room. Just like it had the first time, Lauren's body melted as if the woman's fingers were inside and opening her and probing her damp heat.
"She is," Mr. Preston added. He smelled of cognac and Lauren wanted to feel his mouth on hers.
"And even in the best of scenarios, finding a third that clicks, I mean really clicks is hard," Mrs. Preston said with a sigh.
"So hard," her husband agreed.
"So what can we tell you about us?" Mrs. Preston asked. "Damn, I seem nervous. I guess I am."
"We want to impress you." Mr. Preston said before he finished his drink.
"Yeah, heck, we feel lucky that you came tonight."
"We are lucky." Mr. Preston echoed.
"Maybe we'll keep it simple," Mrs. Preston leaned into Lauren. The woman's nipples burned on Lauren's back, the heat entered Lauren's body and slipped down her spine. She was coming undone here, between the two of them. "What's your idea about this?" Mrs. Preston asked, "What's your fantasy?" She said fantasy in a lower voice and Lauren felt the liquid from between her legs spill. She had soaked her panties through and might even leave a telltale mark on their pristine suede sofa.
Mr. Preston came close, his thigh touched Lauren's and his breath caressed the lacy neckline of the dress. "Tell us." Lauren let her eyes wander down and realized that she had outlined the shape and girth of his cock through his pants.
He was big.
"Okay," Lauren sounded frightened but that's because she was. She'd never told a soul, never dreamed of it. Like Mrs. Preston said, she was new. "Don't laugh," she murmured.
"We would never," Mrs. Preston whispered and brought her hand to Lauren's waist and began the slow ascent to her nipple.
"I have this fantasy about being a concubine," Lauren heard the tremor in her voice. The place where Mrs. Preston touched her was warm and melted. Lauren's nipple hummed when the woman caressed her lightly through the dress. The bra that went with the panties was only a wire and two straps. The material was entirely sheer and cut in a way that teased her tender buds all night. Both of them sung with want and Lauren sighed into Mrs. Preston's hand. "About pleasing the king and queen," she faltered. Lauren closed her eyes in embarrassment and longing as Mr. Preston kissed her forehead. "About being only for your pleasure, only for you both, to serve you both with my body." That was it, that was everything and Lauren held her breath, waiting for their response.
"Fuck," Mr. Preston mumbled.
"Oh my god," Mrs. Preston whispered. Her breath was hot and it clung to the back of Lauren's neck.
Mr. Preston closed the gap between them and asked in a quiet, gentle voice, "May I kiss you?"
"Yes please," Lauren surrendered entirely. Mr. Preston was heavy and his mouth overpowered her. His lips were full and his tongue was warm, wet satin on her upper lip and then her lower lip. He coaxed her tongue from its hiding spot and hummed deeply into her mouth as Lauren kissed him back. As lost as Lauren was in his embrace, all the while, Mrs. Preston tantalized her body as her knowing fingers ran back and forth from nipple to nipple.
"Our very own harem girl," Mrs. Preston whispered in Lauren's ear as she joined the kiss. Mr. Preston moved his head and invited his wife's tongue as well. Their hungry mouths both feasted on Lauren. Their slippery lips and sighs melted Lauren as she lay back in their embrace and they filled her mouth with love.
Mr. Preston leaned back and watched as Lauren and his wife continued their kiss one on one. Mrs. Preston held Lauren's face with both hands and like this, with the dark haired woman's lithe body pressed up against Lauren, she could feel the molten heat that rose from Mrs. Preston's center. Maybe there would be two wet spots on the couch. "My beauties," Mr. Preston stared at them with his own unabashed longing. Lauren opened her eyes and her hand reached out to touch his chest while she kissed his wife. His heart galloped there. It thudded fast and full and Lauren ached to run her fingers down between his legs. He was a magnificent sultan.
Mrs. Preston sighed into Lauren's mouth and pulled her lips back as she pressed their foreheads together. "Oh Lauren," she whispered, "I could absolutely devour you."
"My poor love," Mr. Preston touched his wife's arm and then Lauren's breast. His fingers eased to the very tip of her bud. He made a low growl and then moved his hand back to Mrs. Preston's arm, "What a tease. We're used to disappointment. Not this."
"Fuck the party," his wife muttered and groaned as she moved her voracious mouth down Lauren's throat.
"But you're only saying that now, Sharon. You don't mean it." Mr. Preston was amused and his dark eyes shone with laughter and secrets. "Besides, it will just be the most magnificent foreplay."
"We have family coming in tomorrow morning," Mrs. Preston said glumly, "For the holiday weekend." She couldn't have looked more disappointed.
"What about Tuesday?" Mr. Preston asked. "The office will be light. I can make it back here early afternoon and we can do this properly."
"I guess," Mrs. Preston's lips were straight and surly. "I mean we were just hoping you didn't blow us off tonight. I had no hopes that we'd be like this."
Like a pot ready to boil over. A spark, a flame, a fucking firecracker.
Lauren and Mrs. Preston both giggled and wrapped their arms about each other's waist. "Would that work for you, Lauren?" Mr. Preston officially extended the invitation, "Tuesday afternoon? We'll send the car for you if you like."
"Yes, absolutely," she murmured into the soft place where Mrs. Preston's neck ended and her shoulder began. "But I'd rather drive, if you don't mind." Better to lie to her nosy mother, there was no Aiden backstory that included a limousine.
"Of course," Mr. Preston told her, "Just want to take care of everything for my girls." There it was, Lauren thought, she felt his protective air. It wasn't just his size or his calm manner. He was solicitous and caring, he was gallant and regal, a king from head to toe.
"Then Tuesday," Mrs. Preston kissed Lauren's cheek softly and ran her fingers through her long, blonde hair.
"I think we should smoke on it," Mr. Preston said with a wink and told Lauren and his wife, "Wait right there," as he rose to his feet.
He returned with an ornate box. It looked like an antique and it had a brass hook and eye that closed the lid. The perfume was rich and vibrant, the scent of marijuana was almost overpowering and he hadn't even opened the box. "I've got something new, well a couple new things."
"Oh Lauren, he's such a weed snob," Mrs. Preston laughed and Lauren could feel her chest and belly move when she did. The dark haired woman clung tightly to Lauren, she was pressed up against her back.
"Hey, you know me," Mr. Preston shrugged his wide, bulky shoulders. "I tend to be a nerd, Lauren, in case you hadn't picked that up."
"Me too," she nodded. Honor student, math league, chess club, was there really a question about her not having been with a woman? She would probably still be a total virgin if she hadn't kind of insisted that Aiden fuck her.
He procured one small envelope and shook it at Lauren and Mrs. Preston, "this is called Gusher, it's got a real wallop of THC. Then there's this," he showed Lauren a Ziploc bag, "this is Strawberry Dragon and it's a mellow smoke and a productive high."
Mrs. Preston shook with laughter.
"I recommend mixing the two," he added.
Lauren grinned and scooted a little further back. She let her right hand dangle on Mrs. Preston's knee. Lauren had no idea about gourmet food or expensive wine but smoking weed was something Lauren filed under hobby and the reason she usually had an after school job or two. "Let's do it," she said with gusto.
"That's our girl," Mr. Preston murmured as he opened one envelope and began crumbling some of the weed between his fingers. While Mr. Preston prepared the marijuana, Mrs. Preston played with Lauren's hair and Lauren wondered if she wasn't just as high on desire as she'd ever been on drugs.
Mr. Preston had packed the bowl. It was a beautiful, sea green glass pipe and he held it to Lauren's lips. That glittering heat of longing in his huge, dark eyes made Lauren ache. The pipe seemed sexual now and she imagined looking up at him as he placed the head of his hard cock in her mouth like this, right on the tip of her tongue. Her king, her master, her lover, Lauren would lick him gratefully as she drank down his essence.
He lit the pipe and Lauren inhaled deeply. She stared into the man's eyes as she breathed in deeply. She was lost in the haze of his body and his scent and the smoke that streamed from her nostrils now. Her pussy had never been this wet and it was so easy to imagine Mr. Preston feeding her every inch of his throbbing manhood.
"She's a pro," Mrs. Preston sounded impressed as Lauren finally blew the buildup of smoke out.
"She is," Mr. Preston leaned in and inhaled the smoke directly from her mouth. He swallowed it down and then blew the blue-tinged breath into his wife's mouth as his hands lingered in her beautiful, black hair.
They sat and smoked and kissed until the pipe had burned out and only ash and embers remained. Once the flame died out, Lauren eased back on the sofa. Now it seemed that their entangled arms and legs were every bit as much of the furniture as where they sat. She could feel the tremor that had been almost frantic between them mellow and wind down. Still there, there with every beat of their hearts but now it was a slow rhythm instead of the desperate staccato.
Tuesday.
It seemed like forever but it was really only three days. Two and a half if you figured that it was almost one o'clock in the morning now. And then she would finally have them.
***
Lauren handed the Corolla keys over like royalty when she arrived promptly at 2:30 Tuesday afternoon. Mrs. Preston said to valet and Lauren followed her instructions word for word. Lauren jangled the keys and told the young man, "I'll be spending the night here." There it was again, that almost painful gulp of the craving that had been her constant companion since the first text message. Forever ago. "I'm visiting the Prestons and Mrs. Preston said put it in front."
The young man in the navy blue hat nodded, "She told me too." He took Lauren's keys and scribbled something in illegible handwriting on a piece of paper that said Pioneer Parking. "Keep that and call the number when you want to leave."
Umm, that would be never, Lauren thought as she hurried through the lobby toward the row of gleaming elevator doors. As she waited for the ding, she went over the checklist in her mind one last time. Backpack, check. Lied to mom about spending a couple days with Heather, check. She had cheap lingerie that she wasn't sure about, she wouldn't say check to that. There was also a sundress and shorts in the pack too, just in case they went somewhere, check.
Once inside the elevator, she pressed the button and waited for the doors to close. Lauren reached down and stroked the back of each calf to make sure that she hadn't missed any spots while shaving. Okay, check. One last sniff of the armpits to make sure that the Corolla's shitty air conditioning hadn't left her damp or stinky. No, pretty good, Lauren affirmed with a deep inhale. Not as elegant and opulent as Mrs. Preston but she'd pass muster.
When she arrived at the Preston's front door, it was wide open. The blender was on and so was the stereo and Lauren hesitated at the threshold. "Mrs. Preston," she called out as she knocked on the open door.
The blender turned off and she heard the scuff of bare feet crossing the wood floor. "I'm so happy to see you!" Mrs. Preston welcomed her with open arms and a kiss on the forehead. "I've been so hyper that I'm making margaritas just to take the edge off."
Lauren could relate. She followed Mrs. Preston into the kitchen. It was all cool, white marble countertops and a refrigerator that was almost as big as the Corolla. It was open space with a view straight to the living room where they had gotten high and kissed just three days before. "I know, I couldn't sleep last night."
"Too nervous?" Mrs. Preston asked. She was wearing a clingy, strapless dress which was almost worse than naked. Her long, black hair floated free and fell in thick waves halfway down her back today. The dress was black and offset her perfect, gleaming, almost golden skin. Lauren's eyes were on the crease between her breasts, with a lover's knowledge, having seen them bare once before. Lauren could identify the ridges of Mrs. Preston's hard nipples in the front of her dress. No bra, Lauren knew and she almost bet no panties either.
"Too excited," she confessed and placed the backpack on a barstool. She wasn't as sexy as Mrs. Preston, in her tee shirt and flowered skirt but it would be almost impossible to be as sexy as Mrs. Preston.
"You want a drink?" Mrs. Preston asked.
Lauren nodded, "Yes please." She watched the line of muscle that outlined Mrs. Preston's lean shoulders as she poured some of the slightly green icy concoction into a glass.
"So we haven't had sex, you know, in anticipation. Well, except for after you left Saturday," Mrs. Preston spoke quickly, at a rapid fire pace really and Lauren knew what her husband had meant about her not being able to relax. "I mean, we couldn't help that. It was very fast and it was all about you."
Lauren simmered in her pink, cotton panties at the thought of that. Her king and her queen, discussing Lauren's intimate details as they made love. "What did you talk about?" Lauren asked just above a whisper, shocked that she even had the nerve to ask.
Mrs. Preston had a gleam in her eye as she took a drink. "Well, your fantasy, now our fantasy," Mrs. Preston's dark eyes grew large. "Being our little harem girl," she let go of the glass and her fingers were chilly as she took Lauren's hand. "Our love slave, teaching you everything, making love to a sweet, inexperienced girl." Lauren could tell by the tone of her voice that Mrs. Preston was wet down her thighs just like Lauren was.
"Me too," she told the dark haired woman, her queen. "It's all I can think about."
Mrs. Preston kissed Lauren's hand. "Mark should be up in ten. Oh and you know how much of a geek he is with the weed?" Mrs. Preston asked with an eye roll.
"Yes." Lauren had driven home so slowly after she left them. She was too happy and she'd also wanted to savor the high. The lights had shimmered on Lake Michigan all the way home and she had thought over and over again that Mr. Preston had concocted exactly the right formula.
"Expect him to take the harem thing just as far. That's what he does." Mrs. Preston sounded proud of him though.



"That's why you love me though," his familiar, deep authoritative voice came from the door. Here they were, all together, with nowhere to go and all night to get there. "I'm surprised you girls didn't start without me," Mark chuckled as he entered the kitchen. His hands were full of bags, obviously he had been shopping. He looked elegant as well, as if they'd both thought of the perfect clothing for seduction. He wore a white dress shirt but it clung to his body, thicker and softly creased in his elbows and on the back. The collar was open and the sleeves were folded on his forearms. He wore linen pants and seemed like he was ready for a tropical vacation. Gone were the circles under his eyes, today he glowed and looked beautifully tanned. He was every bit the king of her naked body and when Mr. Preston leaned in for a soft kiss, Lauren sighed loud enough for both of them to hear.
"We would have started if you got here after Lauren finished her drink," Mrs. Preston stated.
"That's why I was prompt," the king told his wife. "Didn't want my girls to forget about me."
Mrs. Preston gave him a drink from her glass and Lauren watched them intently. They kept their eyes on each other, consumed with the other. "We couldn't forget about you, my love," Mrs. Preston purred.
Once he swallowed, he looked back and forth between the two of them. Mr. Preston had a rapturous look of excitement, he was almost radiant. "Give me five minutes, ladies, so that I can make some preparations and then please bring your beverages to the bedroom."
He bowed with a flourish and his wife chuckled as he walked away. "He's such a ham, but he's got a really good heart," Mrs. Preston said with a hum.
And an amazing ass, Lauren thought as she watched him walk away. Like the rest of his body, it was big, it was solid and sturdy. She was sure that it was fleshy over muscle and by the shape of the back of the linen pants, it was beautiful.
It hadn't been five minutes when Mr. Preston announced, "I'm ready for you."
Mrs. Preston took Lauren's hand and knit her fingers through carefully. They padded slowly to the bedroom. The floor changed from marble to wood to carpet and the rug was thick and soft and their feet didn't make a sound here. Lauren wondered if Mrs. Preston was as nervously excited as she was. After all, the Prestons had done this before, a bunch of times. Something about the way that the dark haired woman looked at Lauren, so serious, made it seem like it was new for her as well.
"Ta da," Mr. Preston gestured to the bed with a grin.
Lauren had never been in the bedroom so she had nothing to compare it to but it was even more amazing than the living room. The wall on the north side was also floor to ceiling windows. They had a magnificent view of the Gold Coast and Evanston and Lauren thought that on a clear day, she might even be able to see all the way to the McCullum's hovel.
The bed was large, had to be king sized and the headboard was purple fabric with a sheen. There were black sheets on the bed and only sheets. They had stripped it of any other bedding, this was now a place for sex instead of sleep. There were candles everywhere and even though it was the middle of the afternoon, it was overcast and the candles gave it a feeling of dusk. There were cushions on the floor at the foot of the bed along with a bench and she imagined any one of them there, watching, as the other two melted into an embrace.
The black lacquer dresser to the left had a variety of sex toys laid out and bottles of different lubricants. Everything gleamed in the glow of the candlelight. There was a scent here, a heavy, sweet smell and it mixed with the scent of longing and brought a tingle to Lauren's skin. "Do you like it?" Mrs. Preston asked as she placed her margarita glass on the dresser.
It was a love nest. It was the most perfect hidden away place for lovemaking that Lauren had ever seen and she wasn't sure if she could even speak. "I do," she murmured and turned to stare at her queen and worship her with her eyes.
"Oh good," Mrs. Preston clasped Lauren in her arms and Lauren could feel the woman's pulse as she pressed into Lauren's body. "Good," she said it again as she swept Lauren's cascade of thick, blonde curls over her shoulders. "I want you to like us," Mrs. Preston clasped Lauren's face and they touched noses. "God, I just want you so much."
Lauren wrapped her arms around Mrs. Preston's waist. Like this, face to face, she could feel the heat from between both of their legs rise and their hips sealed together. "I want you," Lauren kissed Mrs. Preston with her lips closed. It was just a taste, a moment of relief, "So much. Both of you," Lauren couldn't stop kissing and she felt the heat dissolving through her saturated panties. "Both of you so much."
Mrs. Preston couldn't have looked more pleased. Her eyes made Lauren's body respond with a wave, almost as if every inch gasped all at once as the dark haired woman possessed her with her mouth. This was the kiss of abandon. The kiss where a queen took a fledgling concubine and filled her body with a prickly heat and an endless yearning that she could feel in her heart.
Mrs. Preston's tongue explored Lauren's mouth in a way that had never happened before. The woman would know her by taste alone after this. Her tongue was hot and surprisingly long and Lauren's was fat and wet and anxious . Lauren felt some spit trickle down her chin and spill on the tee shirt. She was literally drooling for Mrs. Preston.
"Does this mean that I finally get to undress you, sweetheart?" Mrs. Preston asked with her hands still wrapped in Lauren's hair.
Lauren nodded and it was half shiver. She might be shaking all over or she might just be on the verge of an orgasm just like this, she thought. She put her hands up and Mrs. Preston pulled her tee shirt up, over her head.
Out of the corner of her eye, Lauren saw Mr. Preston as he sat slowly on the bench. His eyes were riveted on Lauren and his wife. He sat with his sturdy thighs parted and she noticed that he was too hard to sit any other way. His thick cock lay against his hip, a bulge in his pleated vacation pants. A big bulge that Lauren couldn't fit in one hand.
Well fuck, she thought and tossed her hair down her bare back as she looked up at the ceiling. She hadn't worn a bra today either and Mrs. Preston purred as she let her trembling fingers fondle Lauren's nakedness. "These little buds," she said with a catch in her voice that seemed to betray that Mrs. Preston might be dripping for Lauren as well. "Perfect little breasts," she sighed and cupped them, one in each hand. She turned Lauren and whispered intimately, "Show Mark, darling."
Mrs. Preston held Lauren at the waist as Lauren displayed herself for the sultan. "What a beautiful girl," he said in a parched voice, full of delicious desire. He brought his eyes up to meet Lauren's but couldn't help himself. They came right back to her nipples and his heavy gaze matched his hand that fondled his cock openly as he stared. Mr. Preston pushed his pelvis and made a growl. It was this gruff, almost foreboding noise that came from his throat as he touched himself. "My little concubine," he whispered and Lauren felt the pulse there at her core.
God, would she cum like this? Could she cum without even touching herself?
Mrs. Preston kissed Lauren's neck all the way to her shoulder and reached around Lauren's body. Her left hand grazed Lauren's nipples and her right hand passed over her crotch, up and down. Lauren's skirt would be wet too in a minute. "Can I take down your skirt, honey?" Mrs. Preston asked, her hot breath on Lauren's bare back made her sigh.
She nodded. Yes, take it off. Rip it off, all of it. She never wanted to wear clothes again.
Lauren shuddered as she felt the material slide down her hips and then to her legs. It skimmed her body and fell to the floor. Mrs. Preston took in her breath sharply. "Pink panties," her voice quivered, as if those two words were everything there was to say.
Mrs. Preston was behind her. The woman's hair tickled Lauren's back as her deft fingers, today bare of all jewelry, reached inside Lauren's panties. "My god," the woman's whole body shook, as well as her hand as she opened Lauren's lips up wide. "You're soaking wet, Lauren," she whispered, shocked and it seemed like Lauren should tell.
"I've been wet for you since the beginning," Lauren said in a small voice. She sounded ashamed of herself and maybe she was. At least, just a little because good girls didn't masturbate to things like this, let alone do them.
"I can't wait anymore," Mrs. Preston was burning up through her slippery sleeve of a dress. It felt like she had a fever as she pressed her crotch against Lauren's voluptuous backside. The stir, there it was, the warm press of Mrs. Preston's bush. No panties, just naked and long and glowing and wet under the fabric.
Before Lauren could reach behind her and boldly touch her queen right there, Mrs. Preston pushed down Lauren's panties and they dropped to the floor to join her skirt.
Mr. Preston let out a long, loud moan.
Mrs. Preston whispered, "I told him you have the most exquisite, little angel pussy I've ever seen." She kissed Lauren's shoulder and then her back and then there was a flurry of kisses on her body. "And you're so wet. God, I couldn't have hoped you'd be so ready."
Mr. Preston crooked his finger to her, to both of them. They were to come to him, come to the man with the enormous bulge. When Lauren was within arm's reach, he pulled her to his lap. His eyes were ravenous and his mouth was greedy and his tongue delved into Lauren's mouth. Mr. Preston licked her on her tongue the way she knew that he would lick her clitoris and it was her clit that responded. It was a hot, wet whelp of sensation and sound and passion. Lauren knew that she'd just wet the place on his pants where his bulge was closest to the surface.
Mrs. Preston wrapped her body behind and pressed her husband and their concubine tighter together. Mr. Preston moaned into Lauren's mouth and his persistent tongue dipped deeper and deeper inside. Lauren's body melted and shivered, every inch radiated with the desires of two.
"Wait," Mr. Preston pulled away suddenly. The man panted hard as if he'd just run uphill. "Wait, I can't be this far gone already. Goddamn, my whole body is shaking. I've got to slow down. Sharon?"
His wife moaned into Lauren's hair and a dribble of her saliva dripped down Lauren's back. "I know," she said in a shaky, dry voice. "But I don't want to wait anymore," and Mrs. Preston went back to kissing Lauren desperately.
"My love, we've waited this long," the king reminded Mrs. Preston and there was the shadow of years of intimacies there in his eyes that shone for the woman he loved. Lauren could feel his wife surrender.
"Lauren, you stand there," he was the king and he was used to issuing commands, maybe lots of them. In the bedroom and anywhere else he saw fit. Lauren scrambled to her feet as quickly as she could. Her limbs were heavy and uncoordinated and all the blood in her body seemed to course through her crotch. Mr. Preston nodded and pointed to the place. "There, that's perfect. Sharon," he patted the place on the bench for her. "You're going to sit here with me once you've taken your wet dress off."
Mrs. Preston; cool, elegant Mrs. Preston wiggled the top down to her waist and stepped out of the tube dress. In an effort to get naked as quickly as possible and push the clothes away, she almost fell over following Mr. Preston's directions.
Her large breasts bubbled up and her nipples were ridges, all stiff and pointed and needed to be sucked. Mrs. Preston's buds were a mesmerizing, deep red. Her slender hips were in the shadows cast by her breasts and then there was the black, glistening valley of her fur. Lauren was drawn to it, she couldn't take her eyes from Mrs. Preston's hairy pussy. The scent came from her there. It was the heady, heavy scent of sex and liquid and heat. Lauren imagined that if she pressed her face between Mrs. Preston's legs that it would burn.
"My love," Mr. Preston murmured and ran his hands intimately over her, lovingly skimming his wife's curves. His fingers knew her well and he too, must be fascinated by her full bush. He let his hand stay there and basked in his wife's want. "You really can't wait any longer, can you darling?"
"No," she said, her body was for her husband but her eyes were for Lauren.
"Would you masturbate for us, Lauren?" he asked and the words sent shivers down her spine. All limp and loose and languid like this, Lauren whimpered and nodded. She was lost in how swollen her damp, lower lips were. She'd never masturbated in front of anyone before.
"And we'll masturbate and watch you." Mr. Preston rose to his feet and quickly began to unbutton his shirt. "Otherwise, I'm afraid we'll be in a panic and I don't want to spoil this by hurrying." His voice was calm and soothing. It was the reassuring voice of reason and Lauren wanted to hear it in her ear as he guided her with her fingers on her body.
His bare skin gleamed. His olive skin was beautiful and smooth and scented. Mr. Preston was thick, he had bulk to him and every button that he opened revealed something new and wondrous. His chest was powerful and his arms were strong. His neck was muscular and his belly was rounded. His chest hair began in the center and ran in a thick, black trail to the button on his pants.
His muscular shoulders flexed as he took his shirt off. His wife reached out with a deeply contented sigh and her fingers groped his pounding erection through the front of his pants. She seemed to touch him like it was the very first time, leisurely and almost reverently. "Baby, thank you," she said and blew him a kiss. "You always know what I want."
Mr. Preston smiled and took his pants down. Once the linen pants were gone, all Lauren could see was Mr. Preston's naked body. His legs were powerful as well but Lauren's eyes weren't studying his legs.
It was his cock. It beckoned to Lauren, like it knew her. Like it was greeting her and it throbbed and slapped Mr. Preston's pelvis and reached to get at Lauren. He sat with his wife and nodded to Lauren, with his left arm around Mrs. Preston's shoulders. "Can you hand me that lube, darling girl? The bottle with the blue label?"
She did as he asked. Lauren's knees knocked as she thought that in a moment, she was about to touch herself under his watchful eye
He squirted some lube into his wife's left hand and then his right. "I do know what you want, my love. I know you want to inhale her but this way we can see how Lauren likes to be touched."
"Lube, my concubine?" he asked with an amused smile.
"Sure," Lauren whispered and put her hand out. She'd never used lube before and her cream had already dripped down her inner thigh; a rivulet of her lust was already at her knee.
But when in Rome. The lube was sticky in her hand and she waited. "Have you ever masturbated for someone, Lauren?" his deep, rolling voice held quiet authority and made her knees buckle.
She could only shake her head no.
"God, she's such a girl, Mark," Mrs. Preston sighed and propped one bent knee up. She gave Lauren a full look at her fur trimmed nether regions. "So sweet," Mrs. Preston stroked her fur the full length from her cunt to her clit and grunted in satisfaction.
They were going to stare at her nakedness and touch themselves. Lauren felt lightheaded as the harem girl inside her unfurled.
"Sweet," Mr. Preston agreed, staring at Lauren. "Virginal. Please Lauren, I want to see you. I've never watched a woman masturbate for the first time like this." His voice dipped down, low and gravelly. It tugged at her body.
Lauren closed her eyes. She had to pretend that she was home alone, burrowed under the covers because that was the only place she had ever done this. She bit her bottom lip instinctively to keep her little noises to herself as she sent her fingers through, a pass over her damp folds.
A steamy drip of her craving on her hand and the lube made a slurping sound, like a mouth that insisted on sucking. She passed her hand back again and then slowly to the front. The lube squished between her index and middle fingers as she plucked her clitoris. It was a simmering, hard ache. Lauren's clitoris seemed to bulge as big as Mr. Preston's cock and that's when she remembered. She wasn't alone, they were watching. She opened her eyes and let out a low moan.
Lauren let her eyes feast on the Prestons nakedness. There was Mrs. Preston with her legs parted and her eyes heavy with longing. The woman's mouth was open, just enough that Lauren could see a glimpse of her tongue, just enough. It would have been perverted if a stranger on the street looked at her like that, like she was begging for a taste. The wet slapping sounds that came from Mrs. Preston's pussy was delicious. It made Lauren groan as she found her own body keeping the queen's time.
Mr. Preston's hand moved and the lube squished and sloshed in his hand. His thighs were beautiful and Lauren traced the line of muscles there with her eyes. She watched them flex and loosen as he thrust. His gaze was lost in her. She knew that in his mind's eye, the sultan was fucking Lauren. Even in her innocence, she could tell that he had sprang on top of her and mounted her like she was an animal in heat. An animal that couldn't say no even if she wanted to.
Lauren shook as her fingers twitched and slipped forward and back. The wet slaps and squeezes and groans and sighs mingled together as they all stroked and studied each other. Lauren had ever been this naked, this exposed, this utterly vulnerable. It was soaking her hand to think of it. It was unbearable and impossible to hold back as her hips pushed into the bliss.
She belonged to them. With this orgasm, she them wed. Lauren stiffened and felt the quickening in her bottom. "Oh my god," she arched her back and vibrated her two fingers right on her clit as the pleasure pulsed and swelled and took hold.
"Fuck," Mrs. Preston cried out and shuddered. What accompanied the queen's orgasm was a train of cries, whimpers and little whispered, "Fuck," again and again.
Lauren dropped to her knees. She was no longer able to stand. She had no balance and no strength and she had melted into nothing but her fingers and clitoris. It was a harsh sound, something like choking, as her body slapped and pushed and she felt the warm gush spurt into her hand. Much more came with the second gush. As the climax continued, with every twitch of her hips more and more liquid shot from her body as the ecstasy reverberated through every damp inch.
"Lauren," Mr. Preston barely whispered her name but erupted with a lion's roar as his cum tore from his throbbing cock. It shot in an arch and a little splattered Lauren's shaking thigh. Then a little more on her foot and then more of his cream on his own leg and Mrs. Preston's thighs and all over the bench.
They were nothing but breath now, and even that had seemed to settle into a compatible rhythm of three. Lauren rolled into a ball and stared at her lovers curled in an embrace on the bench. "Mark," Mrs. Preston groaned in a husky voice. "Lauren," she kissed her husband and then gestured for Lauren to come to them.
She crawled across the carpet and sank her face between her king and queen. Lauren's voice was hoarse when she said, "That was unbelievable."
Mr. Preston kissed her forehead and then her cheek. "Our concubine, so perfect," he murmured, adding in a delighted voice, "And she squirts."
Mrs. Preston kissed Lauren's lips and her eyes were dark pools of desire as she said, "I know. So fucking delicious. What Lauren lacks in experience, she more than makes up for in innocent, untouched beauty."



"My god," Mr. Preston kissed his wife's neck and touched the tip of Lauren's nipples. His fingers sent a new tingle through her skin. Mr. Preston had never touched her nipples and they hardened instantly for him. "Beauty is right."
Mrs. Preston took Lauren's hand and let her eyes linger on Lauren's eyes. "Come to bed with us, please," Mrs. Preston whispered and placed a soft kiss on her hand. "Come here," her voice and her wild, black hair and her shiny skin was all a seduction and Lauren wanted to heed its call.
She followed Mrs. Preston across the black sheets and fell down into her arms. Lauren circled her waist and held Mrs. Preston close and pressed her face into her perfumed skin. Lauren could make a pillow of Mrs. Preston's breasts, soft but firm and fleshy all at the same time. Lauren kissed her right at the top of her cleavage and sighed contentedly.
"Come here, you gorgeous girl," Mrs. Preston chuckled and held Lauren tightly. "I've wanted to lick every inch of your body and now that we're calm," she winked at her husband, "I have no intention of stopping."
"I wouldn't dream of stopping my two girls," Mr. Preston was at the foot of the bed and stalked them with a hungry animal's gaze. "You know that I love watching you," he touched his wife's calf lovingly.
Mrs. Preston whispered hotly, "He does. He loves to watch me with another woman." She kissed Lauren's forehead and then her closed eyelids, "But he's just as crazy about you as I am."
Lauren met Mrs. Preston's mouth, hungry for her kisses, Lauren ached for the queen's mouth. She had never been aroused so quickly after she'd cum. Her forearm was still shaky and weak but she needed her fix of Mrs. Preston's skin. "I'm crazy about both of you," Lauren whispered. She finally admitted it, there seemed to be no reason to say anything else. Both of them were perfect. Apart they were singly amazing and attractive. It would be easy to want either of them on their own but together, they were everything.
Mrs. Preston kissed her. It was a slow, deep kiss that made Lauren's legs open wide and invite Mrs. Preston between them. Lauren's nipples sizzled as Mrs. Preston's tongue dipped in and out and lapped her lips and even her teeth. "Jesus," Mrs. Preston said in a faraway voice as one kiss ended and another had yet to begin. "Your hungry little mouth," Mrs. Preston hovered above Lauren. "So you've been called to pleasure your king and queen, little concubine." Pleasure raced down Lauren's legs. She was almost to the precipice already, an instantaneous, aching pleasure that made her belly heavy and warm. "What your queen wants now is to taste your delicious honey," Mrs. Preston took Lauren's right hand, her fingers sticky with cum. "Your sweet juices that you've been saving for me, my beauty."
Mrs. Preston placed her two fingers that Lauren had used to bring herself to her climax in her mouth. The dark haired woman hummed with pleasure as she sucked Lauren's fingers clean.
Well, fuck, Lauren thought as her inner thighs quivered. Mrs. Preston must know, she must know what a teenage girl craved. The dark haired woman must know just how to lick and suck and torment and delight a girl with the promises of ecstasy. That was just the beginning.
Mrs. Preston kissed Lauren from her lips to her clitoris. Hot, closed mouth, reverent kisses. Tender, loving kisses on Lauren's throat and then her collar bones. She kissed Lauren's arms and wound around from her armpit to the crook of her elbow to her wrist. Every kiss Mrs. Preston laid anywhere else on Lauren's body, she felt the twinge of need grow between her legs. It was all foreplay and once Mrs. Preston kissed Lauren's nipples with tongue and teeth, Lauren was wet and shivered with need.
"Please," Lauren begged. Her hips thrust up, her body was more articulate than her brain.
"Please?" Mrs. Preston asked with a gleam in her eye as she let her tongue drip on the aching tip of Lauren's bud.
"Please," Lauren gasped and dug her fingers into the sheets just to hang on. She needed something to cling to. The head rush of want seemed like it could sweep her away entirely.
Mrs. Preston kissed down her belly and around Lauren's hips. The dark haired woman seemed intent on making Lauren wait and buck her hips and simmer with need. Lauren watched as Mrs. Preston stared at her splayed pussy lips but wouldn't even touch them. Lauren cried out for mercy as Mrs. Preston began to kiss her at the top of her thigh.
"My god, Sharon," Mr. Preston called from the bench. His deep voice stirred the longing Lauren had deep inside for his pulsing manhood, "Such a tease."
"I know," Mrs. Preston murmured, "But I think once I taste her, I won't ever be able to stop." She dallied with her fingers. She let her index finger outline Lauren's juicy lips in a slow, tantalizing touch. Lauren's body shuddered and palpitated. She was sure that she'd lose all control and rub herself frantically for them once more if Mrs. Preston didn't show some mercy with her wet tongue. Her dripping tongue.
Mrs. Preston took Lauren's hand and they laced fingers together. She showed Lauren her tongue and dripped saliva down into Lauren's pink crevice. "My little concubine," Mrs. Preston whispered and bowed her head. Her kiss to Lauren's clit was a slow, wet one.
"Yes," Lauren cried out in relief as her clitoris fluttered on Mrs. Preston's tongue. It kissed her back. It fell instantly and completely in love with Mrs. Preston's tongue and her sucking lips that circled her. Mrs. Preston made little sounds as she wrapped her lips firmly around Lauren's bud and drank her inside.
Lauren looked down and saw her eyes. Mrs. Preston's melted chocolate eyes. Her big, moony eyes were wet pools of hot, wanton need. They drew her in, just as steadily as the mouth, the sweet, steady suckle between her legs. Lauren gave one long, heated glance to Mr. Preston at the foot of the bed. She could tell by the movement of his arm that he'd begun to stroke himself again.
She felt the hitch, the throb, the pressure had built up inside and she became it. Once more, Lauren felt that she'd shatter into a million little bits of liquid ecstasy. Mrs. Preston, her queen, the beautiful dark haired woman from the only fantasy she'd ever had, kept her on the ragged edge of a mind blowing orgasm.
She was about to fall in deep.
Lauren screamed god and yes and Mrs. Preston again and again as the waves racked her body. Lauren's hips shook and her thighs were melded to Mrs. Preston's body. She couldn't stop shaking and she couldn't stop coming. Mrs. Preston gulped and sucked and kept her eyes on Lauren all the while as she swallowed her all the way down to her heartbeat.
When she peaked, Lauren shivered and drew her legs back. "It's too much, oh god. It's too much, oh please."
Mrs. Preston released her and held onto her hips instead. The woman's mouth glistened with Lauren's fluids. Her chin and neck were wet with Lauren's desire and her eyes, her crazy eyes shone with something else. Something deeper.
Mrs. Preston reached up to touch Lauren's cheek. "Thank you, oh god, thank you," there was a tremor in her voice. "Thank you for letting me be your first time with a woman." Mrs. Preston swept a piece of Lauren's hair back. "You taste unbelievably good," she added with a contented smile.
Lauren watched as Mrs. Preston bent back and kissed Mr. Preston full on the mouth. She fed him the taste of Lauren's pussy. He was hungry for her and sucked Lauren's orgasm off his wife's lips. He thrust his tongue deep in her mouth as he stroked himself.
"That was fucking amazing," he said to both of them. The king beamed as he looked at his wife and then at Lauren and back to his wife.
"Isn't she the sweetest tasting little girl?" Mrs. Preston asked.
"Our little girl," he whispered and wrapped his other hand around Lauren's ankle possessively. "Our little love slave."
His voice and his words, Lauren knew even if she were empty, that she could orgasm again and again to Mr. Preston's voice. "I like that she called you Mrs. Preston while she squirted in your mouth," he said with a wicked gleam in his eye. "Seems right, very kinky."
"Please call me Sharon," Mrs. Preston requested as she lay down next to Lauren. "Especially when I'm licking your pussy."
Lauren felt the spark and it was fresh and it clamored along her spine. "What do you want me to call you when I lick your pussy, Mrs. Preston?"
Lauren slithered down Mrs. Preston's glistening body. The woman was damp everywhere. Some of it was sweat, some of it was probably the first orgasm. Every inch of the queen's body had a soft glow about it, a sex scented slickness that made Lauren ravenous. She knew there were a thousand other places to kiss, maybe a million, but her mouth was too greedy. Lauren needed to drink from the well of a woman's desire, from this woman, her lover, her queen.
She wanted to learn how to give Mrs. Preston head. "Tell me what to do, please," Lauren whispered as she lay between Mrs. Preston's thighs.
"Oh god," Mrs. Preston sighed and reached down to touch Lauren's hair. She looked so grateful and happy and shining. Lauren would do anything to make her look like that always.
"Please Mrs. Preston," Lauren called her that on purpose now, "Hold my head down." The thought of it made Lauren shiver. "Take my mouth and teach me how to suck you off."
"Jesus," Mr. Preston murmured in a low voice behind her. The sound of his hand on his dick began once more, a steady, sticky sound of flesh on flesh.
"Kiss my slit, just very softly along the edge of my lips," Mrs. Preston was going to teach her. There was a stern edge to her voice now. Lauren wondered when her gentle hands would stop caressing her and hold the back of her head down into her thick, black muff.
Lauren wound the tip of her nose through Mrs. Preston's sex scented hairs and found her slit. The source of the heat and liquid was easy to find. Lauren inhaled deeply right there, where she parted and dripped and sweltered. Lauren kissed her tenderly. She pressed row of tender, closed mouth kisses along Mrs. Preston's swollen, solid labia.
Her lover let out a little moan as Lauren reached the fleshiness over her clitoris. Lauren kissed her again and again right there. She pressed her lips harder and harder as she felt Mrs. Preston's juicy clit grow and harden. It was long and her fat pussy lips had already swollen and parted and shown Lauren what they had been hiding. Mrs. Preston's clitoris was huge. It was crimson, really deeply red, even darker red than her nipples. Her clit bulged and thumped and it showed itself proudly to Lauren. It gleamed with slickness, all wet and needy.
"Oh, Mrs. Preston," Lauren sighed as the clitoris pulsed again. "Yes, please push my head down on you. Make me suck you until you fill my mouth with your cream." Lauren's voice shook as she made her request and it seemed right, being a sex slave, a concubine after all. It was all of her masturbation fantasies come true.
"Yes, my girl," Mrs. Preston gasped and pushed Lauren down and held her there with some strength. "Suck my clit. Make love to it. Worship it with your mouth. Bathe me with your sweet, adoring tongue."
Lauren gasped and lapped and sucked. She wondered if even like this, even with her head held in place and pushed down on Mrs. Preston, if Lauren wasn't still receiving the most pleasure. It was heaven to swill and swallow the dark haired woman's juices. Her body responded accordingly. The liquid heat dribbled from Lauren's sopping pussy to the sheet as she sucked her queen diligently and hungrily.
She sucked and licked and swallowed. Lauren felt as if she were drowning in sensation. The taste of Mrs. Preston. The hot, little bursts of cream and milky musk. The incredible softness of her glistening fur. The feel of her skin, her silky thighs and her luscious hips. Underneath there was the feel of the damp sheets and the heavy smell of all the cum that clung to everything.
Then was also the prickle of a reminder behind her. Lauren felt his hand on her calf, he teased her skin and opened her legs wide. The heavy hand of Mr. Preston, her king, her master. He spread her legs open a little wider and jacked off as he stared at her ass crack and her sopping pussy.
Lauren lapped a little faster now. She slurped and swallowed and sucked her queen and deep down inside, she was hungry for more. Hungry for more of Mrs. Preston's mouth and all the while, ached for Mr. Preston to impale her on the beastly dick that waited for her. Yes, she may be innocent and young but she rutted on the sheet, she couldn't stop it. Lauren rubbed herself for him, just for him to watch as she drank the golden, love elixir from his delicious wife.
Fuck me please, Lauren ached and thought, yes to both. Fuck my mouth and my pussy and anything else you want.
Mrs. Preston tensed and it was a sob that tore from her depths. Her taut belly trembled and her grip on Lauren's head loosened as her legs shook. "God, god yes, Lauren, drink it. God, yes I'm coming," she cried. Her legs stiffened with a tremor and there was a molten burst of Mrs. Preston's orgasm deep in Lauren's mouth.
"My sweet girl," Mrs. Preston moaned and rocked her hips. As her orgasm continued, her huge clitoris throbbed between Lauren's lips and the steady stream of her syrupy milk poured into Lauren's mouth. Again and again and again, Mrs. Preston burst with cum and Lauren couldn't swallow fast enough. It dripped down Lauren's face and wet the bed below.
Mrs. Preston pulled back and held Lauren's face in her hands. "Darling girl," she sighed as one last dollop spurt and touched Lauren's upper lip.
Lauren bowed her head and rested there, between Mrs. Preston's legs. She felt every movement, every vibration, every nerve pulse through the woman's body and they all seemed to enter Lauren's. Mrs. Preston's orgasm was her orgasm and as she felt Mr. Preston move up onto the mattress, she wondered if he could feel the original climax all the way down to her toes.
Lauren kissed Mrs. Preston's sopping pelt and listened to her lover sigh from somewhere deep, down inside. "Well, well, well, I guess that shouldn't surprise me, should it?" Mrs. Preston asked.
Lauren had her eyes closed as she basked in her lover's wetness on her cheeks. "What?" She wondered from somewhere far away.
"That you eat pussy like that," Mrs. Preston said wryly. "Everything about you is exceptional."
"Like this ass," Mr. Preston remarked from behind. Lauren felt the chill between her shoulder blades, the sensation of his long, thick fingers having moved up from her knees to her thighs to her bouncing ass cheeks. He weighed them back and forth with a groan and a deep breath that flooded her senses as it caressed her body.
"Told you," Mrs. Preston whispered, as if her husband couldn't hear her. "It sounds like trouble's coming," the dark haired beauty said with a chuckle.
Mr. Preston placed a kiss that burned on the dimple at the top of Lauren's crack. He pressed his forehead there and groaned. "To be continued," he whispered. His sultry breath danced along her most sensitive skin. He made Lauren quiver with just his breath on her body and she couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to be taken by her king.
As he moved up the bed, his bristly hair teased every nerve. Being touched by the king was a dance of a thousand sensations on her skin. Lauren sighed as she wallowed in all of them.
Mr. Preston joined Lauren and his wife in an embrace and his sex scent and his power and his fierceness came over Lauren like a wave. The pheromones answered his call desperately. Her body, even like this, almost limp, almost drained, still every hair stood at attention with the electrical crackle of the man's big dick energy.
"Lauren," he addressed her softly, "Let me taste my wife on your lovely, full lips." Mr. Preston leaned in for a kiss that was so different from their tender kisses, tentative, sweet, seductive kisses. This was a demand of her mouth, a possession. It was wild and relentless and Mr. Preston pushed his tongue deeper into Lauren's mouth and swallowed down her air. When she breathed again, it was his air, it was from deep inside him.
He kissed her like Lauren imagined a sultan would. He owned her utterly, he conquered her mouth as well as every other part of her body. With the kiss, he answered the question and left no doubt. When both king and queen were present, the king was master of everything he saw.
There was a sweetness in his ferocity though and when he released Lauren's mouth, he hummed with pleasure. "Did you enjoy tasting a woman for the first time?" he murmured. One of his large hands was on Lauren's hip and the other on Mrs. Preston's thigh. They were his, the women belonged to him and Lauren pulsed as the thought of his control and mastery seeped into her skin.
"I loved it," she whispered. "It was even more amazing than I thought it would be." The taste of Mrs. Preston was down inside her throat, maybe even in her belly. It was warm and sensual and Lauren liked the thought of bearing her mark. Being taken by Mrs. Preston.
"That's our girl," he said with a smile. "If you'll permit me, there's something else I have in mind now." His almost black eyes glittered in the glow of the candlelight. They were hypnotic, they were magnets in the twilight of their room.
Mrs. Preston kissed her hand and added, "He's been so patient. I know he's been dying to have you since Saturday."
Lauren felt her cheeks flush. Being wanted by both of them was an almost indescribable pleasure.
Mr. Preston left the bed and went to the dresser. His ass, Lauren let her eyes linger down the backside of his body and she couldn't stop herself from smiling. He was beautiful, as beautiful as Mrs. Preston, if men were beautiful anyway. Tan and swarthy and solid, he was powerful in the way he moved. Lauren looked at the line of muscle on the back of his shoulders and the back of his thighs but mostly, it was his ass.
He picked up a strange looking contraption and brought it back to the bed. "I know that my wife will enjoy making love with you wearing this."
As she inspected it, Lauren furrowed her forehead. "It's two dicks?" She wasn't sure.
Mrs. Preston giggled and prompted Mr. Preston, "Come on Mark, tell her."
He looked enormously pleased as he smiled. "It is two dicks. More specifically it's two exact replicas of my dick. We had it made. One that can be placed inside Sharon," he showed Lauren with the cock in his hands. It was a deep pink, almost red color. As Lauren looked at the contraption and then back at Mr. Preston, it seemed to be an uncanny replica as far as she could tell. There were three black straps and two buckles that she didn't understand. "Then these straps go around her lovely hips and she has a cock to make love to you with, my dear."
Lauren suddenly understood and had goosebumps when she nodded.
"While Sharon makes love to you," he dropped his voice down low, as if it were just for their ears, a dirty, little secret that no one else should know about. "I would love to feel your mouth on me." Mr. Preston touched Lauren's cheek and added. "I love knowing that my cock is inside your pussy and your mouth at the same time."
Lauren made a little squeak. She quickly covered her mouth with her hand to keep it inside, all of her quivering achiness. All of her want. She'd only had one cock in her mouth, only one time and it had been over with before it began. Nineteen year old boys went off unpredictably, like a leaky hose with no warning. Mr. Preston was a man though, a real man, with a lifetime of experience. He was sure to take his time with her mouth after waiting for so long. "Yes please," was all she said.



Mrs. Preston released a long sigh as she took the tool from her husband's hands. "Oh my god, look at this," she said in a lusty voice. She and Mr. Preston had shifted places in the bed. The dark haired woman was behind Lauren now and Mr. Preston lay in front. Lauren's body had folded and moved on its own. It knew what to do, what it wanted, what it craved. She put her bottom up in the air for Mrs. Preston and felt her muscular legs press up against the back of Lauren's thighs. "This sexy bottom," Mrs. Preston grabbed both of her jiggly cheeks and pulled them apart, almost roughly. She placed a sweltering, sticky kiss on Lauren's asshole and Lauren squealed once more.
Mrs. Preston had the cock in place and Mr. Preston beckoned to Lauren. "Come to me, my little concubine," he murmured and showed her his bulging erection. Like this, it was front and center and there was nothing else that Lauren could see but Mr. Preston's amazing penis. "You're hungry for this, I can tell by your eyes." He knew her secret already and added, "How many times have you touched your sweet, young pussy and thought of having your mouth on your king, my pet?"
Oh god, it was like he could hear the words that Lauren played and replayed over and over in her mind. Yes, she wanted to suck the king. She wanted to take his perfect, throbbing stiffness inside and worship it. She wanted to lavish him with her wet lips and tongue. It was a privilege, one that she thirsted for. "So many times," she nodded. She wanted to say it, to call him my king or lord or something that showed her respect and honor. "Yes Mr. Preston," she nodded. Her teeth chattered, she wanted him so badly.
Mr. Preston's thick, dark pink cock had sprung from the velvety cover of black pubic hair. It dripped precum, a silver, silky strand of his hot need, all the while. A river of it coursed down the crease between his pelvis and thigh and Lauren wanted to clean it with her tongue.
Mrs. Preston pushed the head of her cock inside and Lauren arched her back. Her body trembled as the girth opened her. The cock was big. No matter how sopping wet Lauren was, it was by far the biggest thing she'd ever had inside. "Oh, Lauren," Mrs. Preston whispered in awe as she worked a little more of her husband's dick inside her.
"You feel how big I am inside you?" Mr. Preston wanted to know as his real cock pulsed and called to her.
"Yes, Mr. Preston," she gasped as his wife pushed a little deeper inside. "So big," Lauren moaned and pushed her bottom back for more, "So perfect."
"Show me, my little love slave," Mr. Preston gripped his cock at the base and shook it at her. His precum splattered her upper lip and Lauren licked it up greedily and quickly as if she were worried that he wouldn't allow it. "Lick me there, right on my slit," he murmured and as soon as she opened her mouth, she thrilled with the sensation of his strong hand on the back of her neck. He guided her, he pushed her down and in that moment he was completely the king. He was the king and he took what was his and he conquered a young girl's lips for his own pleasure.
She did as she was told and pushed back again into Mrs. Preston's dick. The toy was completely inside her now. Lauren felt the base of the cock up against her lips. Mrs. Preston's fingers were on her cheeks and wound back and forth over her hips. The queen fucked Lauren with sighs and deep exhales of overwhelming pleasure.
But the taste of him was all consuming. Mr. Preston was her king in every way and he hummed as he watched the tip of her tongue weave over his slit and siphon and lap up his juices. "Yes, yes just like that," he whispered, his grip in her hair only tightened. "Now show me your tongue, drip your saliva down on my cock," Lauren did exactly that. Normally she'd be ashamed of drooling like this but the king had commanded it.
"You want to taste me, all the way in your throat don't you, sweet girl?" Mr. Preston asked but he knew the answer. Lauren was sure he did because otherwise, his eyes wouldn't sparkle with that carnal knowledge like they did.
The desire was excruciating. "Yes, Mr. Preston, yes I do."
"Show me, my concubine," he whispered. Mr. Preston kept his hand on her neck and Lauren hungrily opened her mouth wide for him. He was velvety skin, soft as a feather, over steel. His dick was lava and molten hot. Lauren felt the pulse in the vein that drummed like a heartbeat. It ran the full length of him and Lauren followed the trail of it with her tongue.
She was instantly in love with the taste of him. The salty, clean musky taste of Mr. Preston covered her tongue and permeated her mouth. She dripped saliva down his shaft. After three of four passes up and down his quivering dick, there was a frothy puddle of spit on top of his ballsack. Mr. Preston's balls were heavy and full and scented of manly aroma. It made Lauren drip to think about the smell of her king rubbed into her skin.
Mrs. Preston picked up her pace and plunged deeper inside. Lauren moaned with her mouth full of dick and went down further and then further again until Mr. Preston's head had passed into her throat. She could only take him like that for two gulps and she would have to come up for air. Lauren's lips drew all the way up his shaft and left a river of saliva running down as she gasped for breath. "Yes," Mr. Preston mouthed the word. No sound came out but she knew. Lauren knew that he needed it like this, he craved this. He wanted his concubine's complete adoration.
Was there any other confirmation of ownership that was more complete than coming right down into someone's esophagus? Lauren didn't know but she sucked deeply and frantically to find out. She placed her hands more firmly on his muscular thighs and worked her lips tightly on his sticky shaft.
"God," Mrs. Preston moaned and then came a sob, something she couldn't help, something she couldn't hold back. "Yes, fuck me," she screamed and her thighs were glued to Lauren's bottom as the dicks worked their magic inside the women.
Mrs. Preston pressed the head of the massive cock into a spot and there was a spasm that came with it. It was a place that Lauren had never found before. A place that made her pussy sing, and with the electrical pulse of pleasure, a fountain of cum bubbled up.
Lauren felt the hot gush run down her thighs as Mrs. Preston fucked every last drop out of her, panting and cursing with her effort and her ecstasy.
Lauren picked up the pace with her lips and tongue. Mr. Preston's hand trembled on her neck and his breath came in stops and starts as he shifted under Lauren. His balls were swollen and so full. His dick bulged and thumped and Lauren felt the spill of wetness from her mouth cover him once more as she pushed him past her mouth into her throat.
"Fuck," he muttered and grit his teeth. Lauren looked up as she choked on his full length inside. She looked him in the eye and felt all of the dirty dreams that she'd ever had reflected back in those dark eyes. Those eyes full of promise and a dark desire that frightened and thrilled her.
He came with a roar. It almost sounded like panic, like perhaps Mr. Preston was even frightened of what Lauren had unleashed inside him. He spurt down her throat and Lauren pulled back immediately. She gulped down mouthfuls of his milky seed. He kept coming, burst after burst of his hot saltiness ran into her belly and Mr. Preston's whole body trembled under her.
They tremored in unison, all three of them. It was a burst of electricity down her spine as the orgasm filled Lauren and emptied her all at the same time. She suckled and sipped and finally licked the last of Mr. Preston's enormous climax as she felt his cock relax along her tongue.
Lauren knew that once she opened her mouth, his mighty penis would slip from her lips to rest. Sated, at least for a little while, she had pleasured the king. She knew by the way that his eyes shone that he was happy with her.
"Baby girl," Mr. Preston whispered when his dick fell back to nestle in his dark nest of hair.
Mrs. Preston had also withdrawn the cock and the dark haired woman crawled to Lauren's side. She collapsed next to her. She still wore the two dicks and Lauren could feel how wet the outer cock was against her forearm. The big dick was completely saturated with Lauren's cum.
She rested her head on Mr. Preston's pelvis and turned to kiss Mrs. Preston's cheek with her cum sticky lips.
Lauren was surrounded in warm flesh and covered in love and she was too tired to move. She told herself that she'd just close her eyes for a minute, just a rest. She was rocked to sleep by the steady breath of both of the Prestons.
***
When she awoke, the room was dark and for a minute she didn't know where she was. She stretched out and remembered it all in a flash. Her bed was a twin. Her bedroom didn't smell of incense and sweat and cum. Her sheets didn't feel like silk.
But where were the Prestons?
She sat up and called out in a quiet voice, "Mrs. Preston? Mr. Preston?" There was no answer but there was a low tone, a voice in the background, somewhere outside the room.
Lauren got out of bed and stretched from head to toe. She felt fabulous. She hadn't slept well lately. She'd been too jittery about her arrangements. Of course, she grinned to herself in the almost dark, she just had what; maybe the most orgasms anyone ever had? That would wear anyone out.
It was almost dark outside now and the lights twinkled all the way north up Lake Shore Drive. All the way to the McCullum house where her parents were probably asleep in front of the television.
Lauren tugged the sheet from the bed and wrapped it around her naked body. There was no telling where her clothes were right now and besides, she didn't really want to get dressed, did she?
She opened the bedroom door and tiptoed down the hallway toward the kitchen. Lauren heard Mr. Preston's baritone, "You know I wouldn't do anything like that with her. I guess I'm much more possessive than you think."
"But that's not really fair to her then, Mark, now is it?"
"She's not like these other women that we've been with."
"No she's not," Mrs. Preston paused as if she were reminding herself of all the ways Lauren was different. They were talking about her, weren't they? Lauren's pulse throbbed in her ears and she felt like she was doing something forbidden, listening to them like this. "But that's why she should have all the experiences that she's after. She should travel everywhere and do everything. Try everything."
"What's wrong with Lake Geneva?"
"It's fine for us Mark. Us old fuddy duddies who have already done this."
Lauren gulped hard and felt the tears spring up. They didn't want her after all, did they? Lauren stepped into the light of the kitchen and whispered, "Hi guys."
"Honey," Mrs. Preston smiled at her and pointed to the empty bar stool next to Mr. Preston. Her lover wore a baggy tee shirt and her dark hair was still wild from the bedroom. "We didn't want to wake you but your timing is perfect for snacks."
Lauren nodded and huddled in the seat with the sheet wound tightly around her.
Mark wore a long, gray velour bathrobe. He leaned in close. Once again, his eyes had the dark circles and he looked sleepy but his smile was deeply contented. "Brownies or pizza rolls, sleepyhead?" he asked before he kissed her forehead.
"What were you guys talking about?" Lauren asked in a quiet, even tone. Goddammit, she wasn't going to cry, she was going to be a grownup about the most grownup thing she'd ever done.
Mrs. Preston opened the massive oven door and put on a long blue oven mitt. She reached inside and pulled out a square pan of brownies, the rich smell of chocolate invaded Lauren's nose. "Well, we realized that we weren't really prepared for this," she told Lauren as she reached in again and brought out a cookie sheet covered with pizza rolls. Cheese and sauce twinkled in the light and suddenly, Lauren's stomach growled.
"Prepared for what?" Lauren wanted to know.
"We've both fallen in love with you and it's posed a couple of quandaries," Mr. Preston told Lauren as he pushed a bit of her hair behind her ear. "Some philosophical differences of opinion."
Well fuck.
"What do you want, Lauren? Brownies or pizza rolls?" Mrs. Preston waited with an empty plate.
"Can I have both please?" Lauren asked.
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Lauren was in the middle of the best kind of high. It was mellow and all of the colors were in technicolor. The sun sparkled on the lake and the breeze caressed her skin, sending shivers of delight down her body. She thought it was the most perfect day to lie in the sun and Lauren inched her bare toes out just a tiny bit more. Like this, fully stretched to her full five foot seven length, she basked in the warm sun like she had never basked before.
She was finally here; the fantasy in all of its magnificence had come to life. Mrs. Preston had a professor friend at Northwestern who had been kind enough to lie to the McCullums. All it took was one phone call and Lauren's mom and dad had given Lauren their blessing about the summer internship in the math department. Lauren knew that she should be ashamed because they had both seemed to be so impressed.
"See, keeping your nose to the grindstone pays off," her dad had said with his bushy eyebrows pulled into the perpetual scowl that Lauren found so familiar. Even when he was happy, he looked miserable.
Yeah, whatever you say dad, Lauren had thought when she was alone in her room.
Mrs. Preston hadn't wanted to lie. She had a whole plan about coming to the McCullum's house and telling them the truth. Worse, she talked about having them over for dinner at their penthouse apartment. Lauren had felt her pulse race in her throat when her lover had talked that crazy talk. Thankfully, Mr. Preston must have sensed Lauren's panic, maybe because his hands had been on her hips as she had sat in his lap.
Mr. Preston was always the voice of reason and he stopped her with a kind smile. He had told his wife, "You absolutely can't do that Sharon. What are you going to say? We want to kidnap your beautiful daughter for the summer and make love with her in every way possible?"
Lauren had felt the vibration in his body as he said the words. Yes, yes, yes she had instinctively pushed her cheeks into him and wondered which of her lovers would peel her panties down and how many minutes would it take? They were insatiable for each other.
So the summer internship had been born. Before they left for Lake Geneva, Mrs. Preston had taken her shopping for a full summer wardrobe. The price tags had left her feeling panicked as she mentally calculated how much money the Prestons were spending on her, at least until Mrs. Preston told her to stop with a knowing grin. Lauren still couldn't figure out where she would be going to need so many clothes, especially since they spent so much time naked. She had hung them all carefully in the closet in her very own room just the same.
When the Prestons had said that it was just a summer house on the lake, Lauren had thought it would be a little cabin. It was like when they told her about going out on the boat, she thought it would be a fishing boat. No, she should know by now that everything was larger than life. The house was larger than their apartment, with four bedrooms and four baths. There was a pool and a hot tub and a view of the water that looked like a movie. Even with all of the room though, Lauren was almost always close to the Prestons. She had her own room but so far, it was just storage space for the clothes. She slept in bed with the Prestons.
Something ice cold dripped on her calf and she jumped back into the present. Mr. Preston broke into a laugh and handed her a cold can of Coke, wet with condensation. "Sorry, I've been calling your name but you didn't say anything." Lauren moved into a seated position as she cracked open the soda. "Did I get you too high?" he asked her with a tender kiss on her cheek.
Lauren giggled, "What's that?" She took a sip. It felt good, the icy, cold liquid in her throat. It was almost 85 degrees today and on the white deck of the boat, where the sun reflected, it seemed much warmer. Her mouth was dry from the sun and smoking weed and she wanted it to be wet for kissing him. "It's so beautiful here," she murmured as she took it all in. The lake was a dark, thundercloud blue and almost black as she stared into it. Lake Geneva was much bluer than Lake Michigan, which most often looked almost gray. The strip of beach in town was white sand instead of rocks and pebbles, which was mostly the beach that Lauren was used to. She'd never been to the Caribbean but she felt like she was somewhere far away from Chicago.
There were a lot of boats on the lake today, it was pretty crowded actually. Lauren had a good look at a large sailboat on the right side of them and a pontoon boat right behind them. The pontoon boat had at least twenty people on deck and at the moment, everyone seemed a little out of focus. Like maybe the whole world was a little high on Mr. Preston's magical weed combination. And drunk on love.
"I always thought it was beautiful here," Mr. Preston said as he eased back into his deck chair. "Maybe it's not the most exciting place in the world but that's why it's so charming." He looked at Lauren over the tops of his sunglasses and added, "it's awfully exciting right now though."
Lauren honed in on that gaze. Mr. Preston went to the office four days a week and Lauren found herself aching for him by the time Thursday night rolled around. It seemed almost as if he'd done something to her, taken control of her body in some way that she didn't understand. When he came home, her pussy throbbed as she watched his Jaguar pull into the driveway. Her clitoris stood at attention for him when he entered the house. Her nipples sent waves of longing that rippled down her breasts all the way to her back. She didn't feel like she could contain her desire, it was too big for her. It felt all consuming. "It's perfect," she told him in a quiet voice and both she and Mr. Preston knew why. It was the queen and she was headed their way.
"Peanut butter and jelly sandwiches," Mrs. Preston announced and pointed at the platter of food that she'd made below deck. "I've also got turkey and cheese and a chicken salad on wheat."
Both Lauren and Mr. Preston moaned, "Peanut butter and jelly," in unison. It sounded like they were on the verge of something orgasmic.
The queen snickered as she took a seat in the deck chair on the other side of her husband. Mrs. Preston was always the epitome of elegance, Lauren thought. She couldn't help but radiate this quiet, classy sheen; it came from somewhere deep down. Today, she wore a purple bathing suit, but Lauren was pretty sure the color was called "eggplant" or "crushed velvet". It was a one piece that hugged her breasts and accentuated how firm they were. The legs were cut high, almost to her waist and the effect was absolutely miles of gleaming legs. Her long hair was up in a bun on the top of her head. Lauren knew by now that when she unpinned it later, Mrs. Preston's black hair would uncoil and it would still smell of the shampoo from the morning. Lauren would drink down her scent like wine. It was just one more intoxicating scent that Lauren couldn't get enough of.
"So good," Lauren mumbled between bites. The high was dissolving slowly. She felt wrapped in a cocoon, warm and blanketed and under it, the current of sex pulsed between the three of them. Everything was perfect, as it had been ever since she'd been taken to their bed.
"You guys are such potheads," Mrs. Preston rolled her eyes at them both in mock exasperation.
"Dude," Mr. Preston did his impression of a kid Lauren's age, "You're harshin' my buzz." They all exploded into laughter at that. Lauren sat back with a smirk on her face and watched her king and queen. The most magical thing of all was that she really liked the Prestons. They were actually fun just to hang out with too; they were fun and interesting and they were both smart. On top of that, Lauren could tell they really loved each other. That fact had brought the world tumbling down over Lauren's head, it wasn't like what she'd thought at all.
People can like kinky sex and still be good people, Lauren was still oddly amazed that it wasn't actually a dichotomy at all. Not just good people, but two people could love each other in a way that somehow hung in a whole different space. They could have sex with other people and even love other people and somehow that didn't threaten or degrade their love at all. It just made it more beautiful in a way that Lauren couldn't explain.
"Honey, do you want me to bring you a cover up?" Mrs. Preston asked. Mrs. Preston called Lauren honey and sweetheart when they were out and about. She called her concubine and love slave and lover and little girl when they were naked.
Lauren crinkled her brow, "Should I?" she kind of liked the idea of a real tan this summer instead of her usual milk white.
"Don't do it," Mr. Preston looked her up and down again, over his Raybans. He wore only green shorts and the rest of her king was gloriously bare. "You should always just wear a bikini," he murmured and shifted his cock to the other side. Of course, Mr. Preston was darkly tanned and didn't have to bother covering anything.
They had just made love this morning but he was already aroused. She wore the smallest bikini that she'd ever seen and she lay face down, with her ass out. Lauren knew how Mr. Preston felt about her bottom. It hardly seemed right to tease him like that.
The bikini was a blue green color that Mrs. Preston insisted was the color of Lauren's eyes, sometimes more green, sometimes more blue. It had ruffled straps that came down to a band that just covered her nipples. The suit left the underneath curve of her small teacup shaped breasts exposed. The bottom part of the bikini was the same design. It was two flounces, just along her hips and then just a band of material that Lauren's ass cheeks swallowed up entirely. Even though she spent a good deal of her time with the Prestons in the nude, the bikini seemed to be extra naked.
Mrs. Preston made no secret of her desire. Even though she and the queen made love for hours at a time, like this, her gaze was heated. Mrs. Preston and her husband held hands as she carefully studied Lauren's body. Her lover purred, "Don't get me wrong, I love looking at you like this," the queen whispered. "I just know what happens to your skin when you sun worship."
Lauren nodded in agreement. Still, there was the idea of her body all nicely browned. "I never had a tan before," she said. Lauren had never had a summer of leisure either. She had always been too busy working so that she'd have extra money. On top of that, she had always babysat and done all of the other drudgery that the oldest of six is expected to do.
"She'll be fine," Mr. Preston whispered and kissed his wife on the forehead.
"At least let me put some sunblock on you, sweetheart," Mrs. Preston looked at her with adoration. Lauren knew now, after the time that she had shared alone with Mrs. Preston, she was more and more familiar with her queen. Lauren knew her looks and the tone of her voice when she was turned on and right now, her lover was simmering.
Lauren thought of Mrs. Preston casually rubbing lotion all over her body. Mrs. Preston's knowing fingers that were so adept, so skillful, so loving on all of the sensitive places on Lauren's body; who could refuse? Protection from the sun was just one more benefit. "That would be wonderful," she told her with a wide grin.
Mrs. Preston made room for Lauren on her deck chair. Once Lauren sat down, both of the Prestons moved in closer. It felt like they always were touching. They had an easy intimacy and Lauren noticed after their first time or two together that she felt at home with her lovers. Nothing was contrived and she didn't have to hide her true self or her feelings. They loved her; that was all.
Lauren took her sunglasses off and set them to the side. She scooped her hair up, curly and wild and streaked from the little bit of sun she'd gotten lately. She hung it down the front of her body as she gave her back to Mrs. Preston. The wind caressed her skin and the queen touched her with something slippery and cool that made every nerve come to life. The sound of the lotion being rubbed slowly into Lauren's neck was an aphrodisiac. It wasn't that she was high, Lauren realized. Everything was intense and they were all finely tuned to recent sights and sounds and scents of lovemaking. At first, Lauren was almost sure that it was because the Prestons had so much experience with these kinds of situations but Mrs. Preston told her after a long, rainy afternoon between the sheets, "No Lauren. It's because we love you."
Mr. Preston watched as his wife ran her soft hands over Lauren's neck and shoulders. "Are we thinking of going somewhere for lunch or should we just stay on board?" Mr. Preston was the official planner when he was in town. He seemed to have taken on the role naturally and always made sure that everything was perfect.
Mrs. Preston let out a long sigh as she moved her hands around the bikini top. "I can't imagine anywhere else I'd rather be," she said with a long sigh.
"So can we just tell Bob to keep it in neutral?" Mr. Preston wondered.
Mrs. Preston answered with a low groan as her hands melted down Lauren's waist. Her touch set Lauren on fire. Just this, putting on sunblock, even after a morning of the Prestons and their mouths all over her body, Lauren ached for more.
Mr. Preston let out a low laugh and gave Bob the thumbs up sign. Bob, who had introduced himself to Lauren as Roberto, was the husband of Anna, the cleaning lady. Roberto drove Lauren and Mrs. Preston places sometimes, like a chauffeur. He also mowed the huge lawn on a riding lawnmower. Anna cleaned and went grocery shopping and tended to the flowers in the front of the house. They lived in the smaller house further down the property. Lauren sometimes wondered what Roberto and Anna thought about the situation. It was obvious, wasn't it? There were never two beds to make. Or had they just witnessed so many lovers while in the Prestons employ that they didn't even notice?
Lauren watched as Roberto gave Mr. Preston the thumbs up back. As Mrs. Preston's hands circled Lauren's thighs, she closed her eyes and wondered if Bob was hard as he stared at the three of them.
Mr. Preston asked her softly, "Can I take this top off?" His voice was husky and low, it was his bedroom voice and it radiated a tingle in Lauren's nipples.
Everyone would see though, Lauren thought and felt her forehead crease with worry. Bob wasn't the only one in close proximity. The lake was full of boats of all kinds. The pontoon boat was the closest to them and it seemed as though they were having a party. There were people on jet skis and wave runners and fishermen and sunbathers and suddenly, they all seemed to be very close.
"Too much?" Mr. Preston wanted to know. His body sparkled in the sun and Lauren couldn't look away. Her king had a glistening, black pelt of chest hair. His skin was dark and tanned and his smile was gentle. God, he was handsome, as handsome as Mrs. Preston was beautiful. He always seemed larger than life and protective of both Lauren and his wife. She knew that he'd never let anything happen to her, but still, did she want them all to see her?
Lauren felt apprehensive but she nodded. She felt Mrs. Preston's fingers stop their easy caress on her upper thighs. "Yes, you can take it off," Lauren whispered and held her hair up so that he would easily find the hook in the middle of her back.
Mr. Preston was pleased and he was noticeably hard in the front of his shorts. Lauren's body was attune to both; nothing made her more wet and aroused than pleasuring her king. He pulled her close and kissed her mouth. As he opened her lips with his hot, insistent tongue, his hands reached behind and slid the hook open.
The breeze on her bare nipples was something new and her whole body felt the chill. Lauren had never been even close to naked outside and she looked down with a gasp as the air touched her. She giggled and watched her nipples harden magically, almost as if the wind was another mouth or a tongue.
Mr. Preston liked the sight of her little buds when they sprang to life right before his eyes. He hummed and nodded and again, shifted his enormous cock to the side. The scent of sex was in the air and the whole world seemed to have slowed down to take a look at her half nude body. Lauren couldn't hear the wave runners anymore, all she could hear was her pulse throb in her eardrums.
It was like they were announcing it to the world; they were a threesome, a ménage. Ménage a trois was another phrase that Lauren had recently learned and she thought it was almost a magical phrase, like abracadabra. Being like this, being touched and kissed by both of them, half naked and completely in the light was a bold, new move. They were telling everyone that she belonged to the Prestons. She was theirs and they didn't have to hide what they did in a love nest, under the cover of darkness, away from prying eyes anymore. They were right out in the open.
Mrs. Preston brought her lotion sticky hands up to Lauren's nipples and circled them slowly. The woman had such an amazing touch, Lauren was addicted to it. The two of them were so different in bed. Mr. Preston's sex seemed insistent and powerful. It came with a sudden force that claimed everything, like he was a typhoon of hot lust. Mrs. Preston was like the persistent patter of a rainy day. She was gentle and dreamy and easy with short bursts of a downpour. It was sometimes in the middle of a long, wet afternoon that Lauren would sometimes lose herself and wonder where her body stopped and Mrs. Preston's began. Lauren felt it now, the beginning of a dizzying ride of ecstasy with both of them. Mrs. Preston fondled Lauren's pink stony nubs and said in her deepest voice, "We wouldn't want those to get burned now, would we?"
Lauren lay back in her arms and rested her right hand on Mrs. Preston's thigh. Her eyes were on Mr. Preston and she couldn't stop staring at his erection in the shorts. Lauren's thighs opened up for him without her even thinking of it. It was her body's natural response, a concubine, always ready, she invited her king to partake of all of her delights.
Lauren's lower lips opened involuntarily when she thought of his cock. Just the word was enough and her clitoris felt the strum when she said it in her mind. The molten need pulsed right there, insistent and heavy and swollen. She didn't think she could close her legs now, it would be too uncomfortable.
"Beautiful," he said and Lauren knew that he felt her desire, even with the bit of fabric that still wrapped her pussy up from his view. Mr. Preston reached between her legs; right there in the sunshine on a crystal clear day, right in front of everyone. He knew Lauren. He knew that the hot, beating pearl between her lips was always in a state of arousal when he was nearby. The sultan made a slow circle around her clit and listened to Lauren's soft moan. She was wet and hard in her tiny bikini bottoms, obvious and almost naked. She burned between her legs and she wanted to be free and naked for him, for both of them.
Mrs. Preston continued her slow, steady circles that traced every ridge and valley of Lauren's areolas. "I just love these little titties," the dark haired woman said between hot kisses that ran up and down Lauren's neck.
"Yeah, baby!" a deep voice shouted.
The catcall rang out above the sound of the boats in the water. There was a young man who wore shorts and a life preserver on a smaller fishing boat. He was close enough to see everything. He didn't have to remove his sunglasses for Lauren to know that he was studying her body. As she looked over the lake, it suddenly felt that they were all close enough to watch the whole thing.



She blushed and felt herself rise a little, just enough to give him a little bit more to see. "Yeah, you're fucking hot!" the young man said with a grin. He grabbed a beer from the cooler. He gestured to Lauren with it, as if he were toasting her bare breasts before he popped it open.
"You are fucking hot," Mrs. Preston told Lauren as she kneaded the softness between her breasts and hips.
There was another voice, "two girls!"
And then a "whoo hoo!" from another boat.
Everyone in the party on the pontoon boat straight ahead could see that Lauren was half naked and that Mrs. Preston caressed her tender buds.
"Whoo hoo," Mr. Preston repeated quietly as he took his sunglasses off. "I think someone has some fans," he came in closer. His big body radiated warmth, he was the heat of the sun and the temperature rose between them. It was their chemistry and Lauren was immediately ready to melt between them. She loved to be the object of their hands and mouths, she loved to be their beloved.
The band between her legs felt like it was dug into her flesh. The bikini was always tight but now it felt constricting. Lauren wanted to take it off and once she thought about it, she bit her bottom lip nervously. Take it off, she told herself, take it off and show them. It seemed wrong and indescribably delicious all at the same time. But what about her lovers, did they really want her that exposed? So far, neither of them had ever reprimanded her once, They hadn't ever even given her a disappointed glance. There had been nothing to suggest that she was anything less than adored. God, she didn't want to disappoint them, the thought made her parched.
Mr. Preston had the gleam in his eye, the one that made her nipples ache and her inner thighs shiver. Lauren followed the devilish gleam and the intoxicated grin and stood between the Prestons. Her plump bottom almost touched Mrs. Preston's mouth and it most assuredly would later. Her bulging crotch was an inch or two from Mr. Preston's mouth and his gaze was lusty, he was mesmerized and one glance at Lauren's face and he knew.
She hooked her thumbs into the top of the bikini panties and shifted her hips back and forth as she eased the tiny, ruffled bottoms down, over her hips. Lauren had to wiggle to get the material out of her crack. It was a cute little flourish that the fans on Lake Geneva greeted with whistles and groans and words like, "Nice ass!" and, "Permission to come aboard?" and the ever popular, "Aye, aye Captain."
Lauren felt her face, her cheeks were warm and she felt a little bashful but her body had come to life. Her pussy dripped down her legs as the wind had its way with her. She felt the sun on her crack and her hair was tossed about her naked body as her legs were caressed by the Prestons.
"Oh honey," Mrs. Preston whispered into Lauren's right cheek as she brought her fingers up to Lauren's splayed lower lips. "We've got our own little exhibitionist," the dark haired woman told her husband and then sighed as she slipped her finger inside Lauren's sopping cunt.
The fans saw what was taking place. Lauren didn't try to hide it, her body was no longer able to do anything but surrender to pleasure. She moved her legs a little further apart to give Mrs. Preston more access, more and more, anything she wanted, everything she wanted. The shouts got louder and there were suggestions to. Calls of "Eat that pussy," "Eat her ass," "Fuck her hard," and Lauren heard them all. She still blushed but for some reason, she felt far away from it all, like it was something she was watching on television. What was real was Mrs. Preston's delightful finger that knew just how to coax her to move her hips back and forth with that little fluttering movement inside. What was real was watching Mr. Preston as he kneaded her breasts with a helpless expression on his face. He touched her until he was in a frenzy and grabbed his hard cock once again, grit his teeth and then returned to her breasts again.
Lauren tilted her head back and felt her hair spill down Mrs. Preston's body. The sun shone down on her and Lauren thought that she must glow, she must radiate desire and love as the finger became two. Mrs. Preston fucked her deep, deep, shallow then deep, deep shallow once more. All the while, the queen beckoned to Lauren from inside, from the place that made her pussy pulse.
Lauren shivered as the sensations wound up and down her spine. Mrs. Preston's fingers inside felt like a thousand fingers. They were fingers that knew her. They were fingers that loved her. They were her lover's fingers that had followed her through a hundred nights and a thousand dirty dreams. The cry was ripped from the dark place that Lauren, the good girl, had always kept hidden away from prying eyes. "Oh god yes," she sobbed in a loud, clear voice and gasped as the deluge of her ecstasy let loose and she doused Mrs. Preston's fingers with creamy cum.
The catcalls became applause and wolf whistles and cries of, "Fuck yeah!" and "I'll be right up." The waves of Lauren's climax pounded and she squeezed her little vagina tightly around the intruding, invasive, inviting fingers. She shuddered again and again and with each wave came something else, the feeling of exposure. Everyone knew now. She came, right here in front of so many strangers. She came with a woman. She came and the juices ran down her bare legs and Lauren rocked back on her heels and reached out to grab onto something to keep her from falling.
Mr. Preston grabbed her and whispered, "Baby love," as his big, strong hands kept her on solid ground.
Mrs. Preston's fingers were still inside but they had stopped twitching. The woman rested her forehead on Lauren's juicy cheeks and her breath washed down her bare, sensitive skin. "Oh my goodness," Mrs. Preston giggled and slipped her fingers from inside Lauren. "What's gotten into us? We never do this kind of stuff."
"We're getting younger," Mr. Preston murmured as he took Lauren by the hand. "She's the fountain of youth," he whispered and grazed Lauren's knuckles with his mouth.
The catcalls continued and now that Lauren had come back down to earth, she felt like her whole body was blushing. She looked up at Roberto and noticed that his eyes were greedily eating up every inch of her. With an expression like that on his face, he had to be close to whipping his cock out and jacking off all over. How could she ever see him in the driver's seat and not remember that hard edged stare he gave her now? "Can we go below deck?" Lauren mumbled and hid her face in Mr. Preston's chest
"I never thought you'd ask," he said and tucked her hair behind her shoulder. As the catcalls and whistles got louder, Mr. Preston picked her up in his arms. One forearm under her knees and one on her back he carried her to the stairs.
The whistles just got louder but when the three of them began to descend, out of sight, there were groans of disappointment. "Lucky fucker," one man called out and Mr. Preston grinned.
"You really are," his wife said once Mr. Preston had laid Lauren carefully in the center of the bed, "a lucky fucker." This bed was considerably smaller than the bed they shared at home. It had been made with crisp, white sheets and there were two pillows side by side. Mr. Preston left the lights off but the sunlight still trickled in here and the bed was half lit, half dark. Lauren watched the line of light run down the center of her body.
"Don't I know it," the king murmured with a smile. Mr. Preston took no time removing his shorts. His beautiful dick was completely hard and it throbbed at Lauren and dripped a clear line of precum. He stared at her like an animal in heat. He reached between his legs and first cupped and then moved his big, pink meaty balls. Lauren thought that they must be uncomfortable, being that full. "What did our little concubine think?" Mr. Preston wanted to know. "How did it feel, to be so exposed? Having an orgasm like that for the whole world to see?"
Lauren loved that there was no hiding any of it now. The lust, the heat, the unbridled passion they felt for each other was on display. "It made me wet, thinking about people knowing about us."
Mrs. Preston carefully peeled the straps of her purple swimsuit down her arms. Her breasts popped free and bounced into place and her nipples were like another pair of eyes on Lauren. Deep, cherry red and pointed, they always hardened at the sight of Lauren's young, nude body. Lauren knew now, just by the expression on her face, that Mrs. Preston was soaking wet. Yes, she could smell it as her dark haired lover peeled the swimsuit to the floor. The scent of her longing that clung to her black bush, the secret, sweet pelt that Lauren loved to stroke and rub against her face and lips. She smelled of want and liquid kisses. "You liked them knowing?" Mrs. Preston asked quietly as she approached the bed. "You want them to know that we're lovers?"
Lauren nodded and held her hands over her bare lips, clinching her thighs tightly together as the sensation washed over her. "Yes, I want them to know. I don't want to hide anymore. I want to be free to love you both like this."
"Our sweet girl," Mr. Preston came to the bed on his knees and grabbed her calf. He kissed Lauren's instep and then her inner knee. With his other hand, he clasped Mrs. Preston's face and all the while, he dripped his slippery precum on both of them.
The queen collapsed on the sheet next to Lauren. It was almost as if the want had overcome her as well. Mrs. Preston couldn't do anything but lay in the bed. She couldn't wait, she had to be pleasured right now. Mrs. Preston held her cum coated hand up to her husband's mouth. Lauren watched as he slipped her fingers inside and sucked Lauren's sweetness from his wife's skin. Mrs. Preston begged them both in a parched whisper, "Please, please go down on me."
Neither Mr. Preston or Lauren would ever deny her a thing and both groaned in unison as Mr. Preston licked her fingers clean. They moved in synchronicity down her body. They had the same urgency that her request required, the same sense of need. Lauren would sometimes spend an hour kissing Mrs. Preston from her cleavage to her belly but this was a command and there was no time to waste.
Lauren and her king took their places between Mrs. Preston's open thighs. Lauren slipped one soft thigh between Mr. Preston's bristly, hard legs and they both moaned. Contented, like this, it seemed like everything was right in the world as Lauren moved her leg and felt his hot, heavy ballsack stir. His scent of need rose to her nostrils and she pulsed and wet his leg. Her king.
Lauren bowed her head in worship and she and Mr. Preston melted their tongues together over Mrs. Preston's sopping wet, black bush. They kissed and touched their feverish mouths together and then apart. Their tongues caressed and then both delved along the edge of Mrs. Preston's swollen, needy lower lips.
Mr. Preston had one large hand on his wife's hip and with the other, he brought Lauren's nipple to a sharp, throbbing point. Lauren kept her thigh between his legs and she slid it back and forth while she licked Mrs. Preston. Her leg caressed his heavy sack, so full of cum, so hot and ready to burst.
Lauren's hands were for her queen and she introduced her index and second finger deep inside Mrs. Preston's melting pussy. She pushed both fingers inside, all the way to her knuckles without hesitation. She knew what Mrs. Preston needed, she knew what the queen craved. Fingers and mouths and slippery, soft kisses with two tongues and her hard clitoris, Mrs. Preston's body sung with delight. As she fingered the dark haired woman, Lauren wrapped her other leg around Mrs. Preston so that she could slide her hungry cunt up and down Mrs. Preston's muscular leg.
Lauren and Mr. Preston kissed and the tips of their tongues met and melded as they moaned out loud. Their spit mingled and hot saliva ran from both of their mouths and spilled down Mrs. Preston's nakedness. The dark haired woman cried out, "God yes, please." Both Lauren and Mr. Preston gave her their mouths entirely.
They spread her fat, meaty pussy lips apart with their noses and mouths. She was so beautiful like this, exposed and gleaming in the sunlight that danced down the center of her body and illuminated her like an angel. Mrs. Preston's beautiful, big clitoris was red. The red of need and swollen with her craving and it quivered as the two mouths approached.
Lauren licked her clit from bottom to top and let her wet mouth puddle her drool. Lauren felt it spill onto Mrs. Preston's thighs. Mr. Preston groaned with his mouth open and licked her exactly as Lauren had, copying her with his hungry mouth. Lauren and Mr. Preston stared into each other's eyes as their kiss of three continued. She was a good concubine like this. She was the perfect love slave for her king and queen and Lauren bathed her lover's clitoris with her wet mouth and tongue. She knew that she could cum, just like this, just from tasting.
Mr. Preston closed his lips around his wife's fluttering bud and Lauren could feel how much sucking her off excited him. Her excitement stoked his pleasure and the heat in his sack grew the harder that he sucked. Mrs. Preston's hips rose and trembled, the current was there, so close to the surface, so ready to burst.
Mr. Preston released her and smacked his lips. He kissed Lauren with a shiny chin, drenched with his wife's juices. They shared her flavor and Mr. Preston's eyes glowed with heat and wickedness as he took his hand from Lauren's breasts and placed it on the back of her head. He pushed her down, he held Lauren in place and commanded her with a whisper. "Show me. Show me what a good concubine you are, my beloved."
It was the fantasy and the ache between Lauren's legs made her whinny as her mouth suckled eagerly. Mrs. Preston's taste was familiar; her scent of lovemaking, her delectable, milky flavor and Lauren wanted nothing more than to drink it down.
Mrs. Preston's inner thighs trembled and Mr. Preston groaned as he held Lauren's head. Lauren kept her mouth there, her lips tight and wet with the dark haired woman's molten liquid of desire. Mrs. Preston's clitoris pulsed in Lauren's mouth and swelled and the heat and luscious ache between them was there. Her lover was at the pinnacle, much too much to go on. Someone was about to explode.
"My god," Mrs. Preston gasped and baptized Lauren's mouth with the first flood of her quivering need. Mr. Preston pulled Lauren's mouth back and kissed her quickly. Then he sucked his wife hard as she moaned and the climax pounded down her body. Then he turned to Lauren and the two of them kissed. They both finished Mrs. Preston off and they sucked every last droplet of their queen's delicious orgasm.
Lauren sunk her head to the soaked sheets below. "My queen," she murmured against Mrs. Preston's damp thigh. She was thirsty for more and held her tongue out. Lauren hovered right over Mrs. Preston's juicy, dark pink inner lips. Everything was open and on display and Mrs. Preston was in heat and ready to mate. Sometimes like this, Lauren could suck for an hour or more.
Mr. Preston had waited long enough though and the man smelled of rutting and longing and cum. His large, robust body moved up alongside his wife and without a moment's hesitation, he lay on his side, behind Mrs. Preston, and impaled her with his huge cock in one swift, unmerciful thrust.
Mrs. Preston quivered and screamed. "Mark, fuck," she dug her nails into his thigh as he drove his cock completely home once more. These were hard, almost punishing blows. Mr. Preston pulled completely out and then rocked his wife's hips forward with the force as he slammed inside.
He was unhinged with lust and greed and he buried his face in Mrs. Preston's black hair. The words that came from him, sharp exclamations, guttural, harsh sounds. This was rutting like a bull, fucking like a dog in heat. It would have been rape if Mrs. Preston wasn't begging for more. Lauren watched as Mr. Preston held the queen's throat and he controlled her very breath. Mrs. Preston gasped with pleasure as he drove his magnificent cock home inside her.
Lauren settled over her queen and melted into Mrs. Preston's slippery, sweaty body. When her clitoris slipped up alongside Mrs. Preston's and their hips sealed together, the pleasure was dizzying. Lauren humped and rubbed herself against Mrs. Preston's heat and wetness. Mr. Preston's animal grunts seemed to enter Lauren's body as well and she worked her hips back and forth, faster and faster. Even though she'd just cum in front of the whole world, Lauren was desperate for another. The longing in her little bead of a clit was hot, it clamored for friction, for him and her. For all of it.
Mrs. Preston tapped her husband's arm, her breath gone, the ecstasy had taken everything, even her oxygen. When he removed his hand there were deeply red marks on Mrs. Preston's throat and Lauren knew she'd kiss them each later. The queen inhaled deeply and moaned, her chest was as red as her cheeks, her whole body blushed with orgasms.
"My god, Mark," Mrs. Preston cried out. She sounded shocked, maybe even frightened and her husband let out a noise that anyone would be scared of as he exploded deep into her. Lauren melted into them, into their bodies. She held them both as her hips rocked and she felt as if she were taking both climaxes into her dripping body. The pleasure coursed in and through and out as they became one pulse of ecstasy.
One breath.
One kiss.
Lauren opened her mouth and caught Mr. Preston's tongue and licked him into her mouth. Then Mrs. Preston's lips got a slow meander of Lauren's tongue. As their breath died down and became slow and easy, Lauren kissed her way to the center. There, her lovers were still joined, Mr. Preston was still buried inside the queen's pussy and Lauren thought that she'd never seen anything more beautiful. She pressed her mouth to them, to both of them. She let her tongue lead the way as she licked Mrs. Preston's loose lips and then wound her way to Mr. Preston's empty, soft balls. Lauren knew that eventually, Mr. Preston would soften enough that his juicy cock would slide from Mrs. Preston's crevice and the deluge of his salty cream would pour from her secret places. Lauren would wait here for it and feel the hot rain of their commingled delight drip down her face and neck.
But there was no hurry now. They had all afternoon. They lay in a huddle of sweaty flesh and panted in time as the orgasm crashed and ebbed, back and forth, a pleasure as new and yet as old as the tide itself.
***
It was easy to forget what day it was when it was just Lauren and Mrs. Preston. For a woman who only relaxed right after she came, Lauren thought she must be coming a lot because sometimes, they hardly got out of bed.
This morning seemed like it might be one of those lazy days. A day where minutes became hours of perpetual kisses. A day of new orgasms that Mrs. Preston delighted in helping Lauren discover. Lauren was curled up in her lover's arms, hidden away in their nest of sheets. Her long, blonde hair was wild and tangled and had made almost a tent to cover themselves with.
Mrs. Preston hummed into Lauren's neck and clung to her waist. "Oh honey, you are just so amazing."
Lauren smiled and wrapped her body even closer. "You are," she whispered with a smile.
Her lover laughed, "My god, this is the summer of love. Mark said he has to go to work sometimes because his dick is so sore."
Lauren giggled and thought yes, it should be. His dick should ache considering how much he'd fucked both of them.
"I actually feel a little guilty," Mrs. Preston propped herself up with an elbow. "I mean, we need to go out too."



They hadn't left the house much. Here and there, Roberto would take them into town. Lauren had Mrs. Preston would stop in at the liquor store and go down to the pizza parlor. When Mr. Preston was there, they went out on the boat and sometimes picked up steaks to grill. Lauren hadn't minded it one bit.
Lauren hadn't thought about much of anything but her lovers but it was summertime after all. "What should we do?" Lauren asked and placed a kiss on Mrs. Preston's hand. "I guess we should go somewhere. You bought me an awful lot of clothes for me to never wear them."
"We should," her lover's eyes were full of emotion. "I had no idea we would be like this. That it could ever be like this."
Lauren tried not to ever ask about unicorns past. She never wanted to pry. Lauren actually didn't want to know because she liked to pretend that she and the Prestons were something separate. Like this was something untouchable and unique. But she couldn't help it now, it was waiting for her to ask the question. "So, you don't always have this much sex with your summer unicorn?" She hated sounding so needy and nosy. Lauren wanted to be cool for them even if she didn't know how.
Mrs. Preston erupted into laughter and clutched Lauren closer. "No, my god no. It's never been like this, not even close." The dark haired woman wrapped Lauren up between her lean legs and flicked her thick hair away. "We have never been like this, never made love like this," Mrs. Preston blushed when she added, "never been in love with anyone like this."
Lauren couldn't help it, she could feel herself glow with pleasure.
Mrs. Preston whispered into her hair, "We just want to keep you forever."
Before Lauren could respond, Mrs. Preston rolled into a seated position. "Let's have a girl's day. I'll call Grand Geneva and get us in for massages. You liked that, right?" her lover asked with her hands on Lauren's face.
Lauren nodded, god how she had enjoyed it. It had been pure bliss and an hour of teasing that her body had thoroughly enjoyed. "Yes, it was great."
"And we should go to town and have lunch," Mrs. Preston seemed to have gotten her nervous energy back. The queen stretched and her full, ripe breasts sprang up and then bounced and settled. "I need to feed you."
Mrs. Preston's forehead creased and she appeared worried. Lauren kissed her there, right on the two lines that were burrowed between her brows. Lauren told her lover in a voice that was just above her bedroom voice, the teasing voice meant to ease Mrs. Preston's panties down, "You could feed me your sweet pussy again." Lauren's cheeks were warm as she said it. The scent of their mingled bodies filled the air and she drank it down with a deep inhale. She had it memorized, the scent of them, the three of them. It was a perfume that Lauren always wanted on her flesh, dabbed on all of her secret places.
Mrs. Preston smiled and kissed Lauren's mouth fully. Her closed lips were warm and she pressed against Lauren's hungrily. For a second, Lauren thought that perhaps the massage and lunch plan would be abandoned and the dark haired woman would shudder as she mounted Lauren's face. Mrs. Preston would turn away as Lauren tasted her. The queen would bury her mouth on Lauren's fluttering lower lips and the two women would lick and suck the day away. Lauren could almost feel them, curled and coiled, they would be undulating hips and sticky thighs and trembling fingers. Wrapped in damp sheets and trembling arms, spent with lovemaking.
It wasn't to be though. "I love you," Mrs. Preston whispered and then hopped out of bed. Seconds later, she was wrapped up in a pink, plush bathrobe, cell phone in hand. The dark haired woman's fingers ran through her dark hair as she waited for reservations.
The queen loved her. Lauren repeated the words again and again, alone in the huge shower while every nerve in her body pulsed with the possibilities.
***
A girls day in the McCullum family was getting your nails painted after Mrs. McCullum put everyone else to bed. It was never a day. It more like an hour of undivided attention before her mother nodded off at the kitchen table.
A girls day with Mrs. Preston was completely unexpected. After massages, they had gotten matching manicures and pedicures. Blue glitter on their toenails and pink French manicures on their fingers, Lauren's nails had never looked so nice. Once their nails were dry, they stopped in the gift shop at Grand Geneva and Mrs. Preston demanded that Lauren try on a couple of the string bikinis there. "You never know," Mrs. Preston said wistfully and handed the hangers over.
"You never know what?" Lauren asked as she pulled the teal, flowered sundress off over her head. She felt the cascade of her hair run down her back and brush against her bottom and Lauren got goosebumps just from the sensation. She wondered if her body was getting more sensitive everywhere from all the attention between her legs.
"Well, you were a big hit on the boat," Mrs. Preston sounded like she remembered it fondly, like with damp panties. "Maybe we should go to the beach."
Lauren slipped her white, cotton panties down her legs and whispered, "Is anyone else right there?"
Mrs. Preston whispered back, "No," and giggled, "Why are we whispering?"
Lauren opened the door to the changing room and beckoned to Mrs. Preston. "Because I'm naked," Lauren murmured and Mrs. Preston fumbled inside and quickly locked the door behind her. "Because I'm wet for you," Lauren said hotly with her lips on the dark haired woman's throat, "and I miss you."
Their mouths hungrily sought the other out with muffled sighs and whimpers. Lauren let her tongue slowly slide over Mrs. Preston's bottom lip. It was a lingering taste of her lover and it was just the way Mrs. Preston liked to be licked on her lower lips. Her queen let out a low moan. "Naughty girl," she whispered and dove in for a deep, wet kiss.
She pressed Lauren's body up against the back of the dressing room and rubbed her crotch against Lauren's nakedness. Mrs. Preston was wearing blue, pleated shorts that came to her knee, something a soccer mom would wear. It drove Lauren crazy to feel the heat under the fabric. Here they were both burning up and wet and yet, Mrs. Preston was zipped up and locked away. Lauren wanted to slide the zipper down and slip her fingers inside Mrs. Preston's shorts.
She teased Lauren. After another kiss and the sizzle of Mrs. Preston's fingers as they slipped along her dripping crease, Lauren was ready to beg. Mrs. Preston had a heated expression on her face as she looked Lauren in the eye and asked, "Do you want me to go down on you right here, little girl?"
Lauren barely nodded but her hips thrust at her lover like they were magnetized.
"You want me to suck you right here?" Mrs. Preston asked as she outlined Lauren's lower lips with a tantalizing finger. "Right here, so that the two girls by the cash register know? So that they can hear you cum?"
Lauren's knees knocked as she nodded again.
"You want the two girls to watch me, face down in your beautiful little pussy?" Mrs. Preston almost choked when she asked, "you want them to watch?"
Lauren shivered, her eyes closed tight as she gushed down her thighs.
"Or do you want them to join?"
The whole world stopped and Lauren's fingers twitched and she felt she had to hold onto her lover tightly just to stay on her feet. The two of them were out of breath as the pornographic images came in a deluge. The waves of vibration danced between them, sending shockwaves everywhere they touched.
"I'm going to go back outside," Mrs. Preston's voice was low and husky and they should be wrapped up in the bed like this. Lauren thought that they should only be writhing together when her lover used that tone with her. The queen should be on the precipice of wetting Lauren lips. Instead, they were in the dressing room and Mrs. Preston winked and turned around to leave Lauren alone with her thoughts and her wet pussy.
Two other girls joining in?
Lauren held one bikini up to herself and looked at her reflection. Her cheeks were red and her eyes radiated with the hunger that she couldn't deny gripped her between her legs. Like this, naked and horny like this, Lauren could squeeze her inner thighs together and maybe even cum by herself in the dressing room. It almost seemed like cheating.
She twisted her mouth up and pulled her hair back and wondered, if you were already having sex with two people, then what was cheating?
Lauren put her clothes back on and came out of the dressing room with the bikinis. "I'm good," she said with a shrug. She was almost dizzy with the collision of impulses that made their way down her spine. Lauren locked arms with Mrs. Preston as they made their way to lunch.
When they arrived at the restaurant, Mrs. Preston knew exactly what she wanted. She made her regal gestures and commands as she had the first time she met Lauren. "We want to eat out on the patio, in the sun but put up the umbrella, please." She smiled and pointed with her left hand. Her huge diamond glittered in the afternoon light, "that table is perfect."
Once they had been seated, the queen contemplated the wine list. "I don't think you're crazy about wine, are you, honey?"
Lauren laughed. All this time, they had been wasting the really good stuff on her and her immature palate. "Not really," Lauren said with a shrug. "I would really rather have a Coke. Hope that's okay," she looked down and frowned at herself.
"Honey, of course it's fine," Mrs. Preston took Lauren by the hand. "We should have asked. Actually, this is important because this is exactly what I've been thinking about."
The waitress approached and Mrs. Preston ordered, "I'll have a glass of the Red Zin on the happy hour menu and she'll take a Coke and can we get some breadsticks and," she asked Lauren, "do you want an appetizer?"
"Cheesy bread?"
"And cheesy bread." Mrs. Preston said it like nothing else but cheesy bread would do. After the waitress walked away, the dark haired woman laughed and patted her stomach. "All this sex has been good for me. I've lost three pounds."
Lauren looked Mrs. Preston up and down, slowly, like a man would, like Lauren had seen men give her, especially Mr. Preston. Like this, undercover with her conservative shorts and the black tee shirt that covered her all the way to her collar bones, she was a surprise. Mrs. Preston sizzled with sexual energy and everyone was drawn to it.
"So are you going back to Oakton Community College in the fall?" her lover asked.
The plan was to get as many of her prerequisites knocked out at community college to keep her student loan debt to a minimum, at least until she figured out what she wanted to do. "I guess," Lauren answered.
"What are you going for?"
That was the big joke. The McCullums had weighed in on it and made Lauren want to skip college altogether. Her father had told her that a degree in art was an absolute waste of time. His face had turned beet red as he announced in the kitchen that he wouldn't stand by and watch her waste her talent.
Of course, he thought she should get a degree in computer science because she'd done so well in math and when Lauren told him she couldn't stand how boring it was, he had snapped. "Boring pays the bills young lady. You think I love going to work every day?"
Lauren had wanted to ask why he would want the same shitty life for her but she didn't. She wouldn't waste her breath but she had also lost her interest in school.
To Mrs. Preston she admitted, "I don't really know. I mean, I guess there's what I want to do and then there's what I will probably do."
The waitress brought food and drinks and Mrs. Preston waited until they were alone once more. She weaved her fingers through Lauren's and asked, "Why are those two different things?"
"My dad said it would be a waste of time to go for art," Lauren said she took a huge bite of cheesy bread. She was pretty sure that Mrs. Preston didn't need to lose three pounds but she wondered if maybe she hadn't lost a bit too. All the time spent making love, sometimes she forgot any other less immediate hungers.
Mrs. Preston shook her head and grinned. "I get it. My parents didn't have any money for me to go to school either. But that doesn't mean that you have to settle."
Lauren leaned in closer and placed a hand on Mrs. Preston's. She was right, of course. Lauren knew that she could really do whatever she wanted. She was going to have to take out school loans, she might as well go to art school. She'd always been determined to figure things out on her own. It was part of being the oldest child, she'd had to fend for herself early. It was just easy to forget, here, in the lap of luxury, that everything didn't just fall into your lap.
Or did it?
Lauren was about to ask her lover a question about the future when she spied a red headed woman headed straight for their table. She was tall and almost seemed to be golden, her skin was the color of sunlight. Her red hair was wild and curly and made a trail down her back, almost to her waist. "Sharon? Is that you?" The woman called out and laughed. She showed a mouthful of pearly white, perfect teeth and tossed her hair back like a lion shaking its mane. The redhead radiated sexual heat with every movement.
Mrs. Preston didn't appear to be quite as thrilled to see her. She gave half a smile and asked, "How have you been Virginia?"
"Oh, you know me, same old, same old," the redhead replied and took her sunglasses off. She made no attempt to hide the fact that she was undressing Lauren with her eyes; and what eyes they were. Large and green and sharp, they glittered. They were cat's eyes, predator eyes and they seemed to stare right into your soul. Lauren felt the hair on her arms rise as if her body knew she was in danger. "Who are you?" the woman asked. Her voice resonated and clung to syllables like honey. It was husky and dipped down low and everything she said seemed filthy.
"Lauren," Lauren said with an unsophisticated squeak.
The redhead jangled when she moved, she wore gold bangles halfway up her tan arm. She smelled like sandalwood and sex when she leaned in with her right hand out. As Lauren shook her hand, she introduced herself with a low, mischievous laugh. "I'm Virginia. Now I know why no one's seen Sharon all summer." The woman stopped shaking Lauren's hand and just held it and it seemed strangely intimate. It felt like Virginia had placed Lauren's hand under her sundress, which billowed up in the breeze behind her. "You are a little angel, aren't you?"
Lauren didn't know how to respond but her face was warm. She looked across the table at Mrs. Preston and tried to interpret her expression. Lauren wished that the redhead would release her hand but she couldn't take it back on her own. Virginia was like a tractor beam.
She leaned down and a tendril of Virginia's flame red hair touched Lauren's neck. Her scent enveloped Lauren completely and for a moment, Lauren wondered if the woman wasn't going to place a kiss on her mouth. If she did, would Mrs. Preston be angry or turned on?
Hadn't the queen just mentioned bringing two more teenage girls into the dressing room? She suddenly felt like there were no boundaries.
Lauren held her breath as Virginia said with an amused expression on her face, "You should definitely come to my house while you're in Lake Geneva. In fact, tomorrow afternoon I'm having a little party."
The redhead straightened and released Lauren's hand. Lauren felt dizzy and heavy, like all the blood in her body now coursed through all of her most sensitive places. "Where do you live?" Lauren asked in the same dry, squeaky hinge of a voice.
"Sharon knows," the redhead said before she sauntered off. Once she was on the pier, she turned around and gave Lauren one last long look.
The waitress approached their table and asked, "Are you ready to order?"
Mrs. Preston put the diamond hand up in one of her regal flourishes and asked, "Can you give us a few minutes? We need to talk."
***
It wasn't quite noon and Lauren had already tried on almost a dozen outfits. She had three dresses that were all possibilities. On the other hand, it was the middle of the afternoon and Lauren didn't want to be too dressy. After all, according to Mrs. Preston, clothes were more of an afterthought at Virginia's parties.
"This is what Mark and I were talking about," Mrs. Preston had told her after Lauren's encounter with the lethally sexy redhead. "Normally I wouldn't bat an eyelash but I know Mark isn't a fan."
Apparently unicorns were in high demand. Mrs. Preston had seemed worried as she explained it all yesterday. "Virginia is more of a swinger than anything. She says that she's bi, but she definitely likes the ladies and she almost always likes them younger. When she has a pool party, it's mostly naked, gorgeous young girls." Mrs. Preston had smiled but it wasn't her usual smile with her eyes. In fact, her eyes had seemed sad and faraway when she added, "you'll fit right in."
Lauren had immediately volunteered, "I don't have to go."
But Mrs. Preston had insisted, "That wouldn't be fair of me though. This is what I meant by making sure that you get to experience everything."
So here she was, getting ready to go to her first sex party, an orgy. Just the word sounded sinful, it sounded so wrong that she should never even consider going. She was past considering it though. She should be excited but Lauren almost felt sick as she anxiously looked her reflection up and down. She didn't want to go looking like she was expecting to do anything, she didn't want to be an obvious slut. She wasn't sure if she could be with anyone else but the Prestons now. She wasn't sure just how many people she could love.
Was there a limit, Lauren wondered as she stared into her reflected blue green eyes.
An hour later, she came downstairs to the living room and asked her queen, "What do you think?" She had settled on the pink shorts and a white tank top. She wore white sandals and her hair was in a long braid that down her back. Hadn't Mrs. Preston told her not that long ago that simple was always better?
Mrs. Preston came to Lauren with her arms open. "You look perfect, of course, like always. And go have a good time," the dark haired woman whispered in her ear. "And call me no matter what, if you need something." Lauren nodded in agreement. "And don't do drugs with these girls. Who knows what they might be into?" Lauren nodded again. "In fact, don't drink. They might try to slip something in your drink." Lauren stepped back and covered her mouth. She was already almost frightened.
Mrs. Preston hung her head, "I'm sorry, just go have a good time. You'll be fine. You have a good head on your shoulders."
Lauren bit her bottom lip. "Should I ask Roberto to drive me?"
"No, absolutely not." Mrs. Preston reached for the keys on the coffee table and told her. "Take the Beemer."
Lauren couldn't help but notice when she was at the bottom of the driveway that Mrs. Preston watched her from the window. It was the first time that her lover hadn't looked happy since their summer had begun.
***
Virginia must be really rich, Lauren thought as she pulled up to the gate. Virginia's driveway was a road that was marked with a tiny blue sign. The numbers were 8119 and according to Mrs. Preston, this was the place. From what Lauren had learned about Lake Geneva so far, this meant that Virginia's house was right on the lake. It also meant that the property was large enough that she was entirely hidden away from prying eyes. Something told Lauren that the kinds of things that Lauren did required privacy.
There was a box with a red button on the left and Lauren pressed it. A male voice snapped, "Name?"



Lauren told him "Lauren McCullum." She wondered if the man could tell it was her first sex party by the way her voice quavered with apprehension.
The voice never responded but the gate pulled back slowly and allowed the black BMW to continue to make its way down the country road that supposedly took her to naked girls. Lauren grinned to herself at that thought. Had all of this sex she'd been having with the Prestons done something irrevocable to her body?
She'd never really been that interested in sex, not actual sex anyway. Lauren had sex with Aiden maybe a half dozen times and twice with Steve, one of her friend's older brothers. Otherwise, her fantasies and her fingers were her sex life and neither of her partners had ever made her cum. That had strictly been a solo activity. Until her king and queen anyway.
Lauren came around a curve and let out a low whistle. Yes, she'd been right, Virginia was rich. The house was two stories and it made the Preston's lake house look small by comparison. Virginia's house had white, marble columns that ran along the front and a gracious front porch that was dotted with rattan chairs and small tables. It looked like something from Gone With the Wind. It was gorgeous and grand and more like a showpiece, a house made to decorate and admire more than to live in. Lauren parked the BMW on the end of a row of BMWs and Mercedes and sighed with relief. At least she wasn't driving the Corolla.
The front door was impressive. It was black, ornately carved wood and it was wide open. This gave Lauren a chance to peek inside. There was a staircase immediately to the right and it too, was from Gone With the Wind. It was mahogany and wound in an elegant coil to the second floor. Lauren could almost see Scarlett O'Hara running as fast as she could in the corsets and pinafores into Rhett Butler's open arms.
But it was the peel of laughter that made Lauren's ears prick. There was laughter and then a splash and then more giggling. Finally, Lauren heard a feminine moan, a sound of pleasure, a sound that Lauren was intimately familiar with. Something that made panties wet came with a sound like that. Lauren felt like her body was on high alert and sensitive to all of the pleasure around it. She felt a warm flush between her legs.
"Virginia?" Lauren stepped across the threshold and called the hostess's name.
"There you are!" The redhead's scent was palpable before Lauren even saw her. Virginia came around the corner with two bottles in hand and leaned in close to place the standard two air kisses. They were quick, one on each of Lauren's cheeks and Lauren's lips felt neglected. The icy condensation dripped on Lauren's tank top and the redhead noticed. "Oh look, I got you wet," she murmured and Lauren knew by the tone of her voice that Virginia didn't mean her shirt at all.
"It's okay," Lauren told her with a smile. Double entendres or not, Lauren had been wet as she thought about this; all of it. The scent of the redhead had played in the back of her mind since yesterday and Lauren's mouth was parched for her scent.
"Follow me," Virginia prompted, "I have to drop these at the pool and then I'll take you around." The redhead wore a black bikini. It was a tiny little thing that hugged and displayed every gleaming inch of her body. Virginia was taller than Lauren but they had the identical build. Lauren noticed as she followed behind, the bottom was gorgeous. The woman had a voluptuous butt that wiggled with each step. It was an enchanting, jiggly movement. That back and forth sway prompted Lauren to visions of pulling the bit of bikini bottom out of her crack and replacing it with tongue. Virginia was also small on top and the bikini provided no support. Her supple tits bounced to the same tempo her ass set. In between, the woman was golden and gleaming. She was tanned and toned and up top, those eyes promised that she knew things.
Lauren's body seemed to know that Virginia knew things.
Virginia walked down a corridor and passed the massive kitchen, all the while her bottom shook with every step. They turned left and came around the corner to a solarium. There were three couches in the room and two of them were occupied with naked women. Lauren gulped hard as the glistening flesh came into view. To their right was a couple, a blonde woman on top of a redheaded girl. The blonde's mouth was latched onto the redhead's crotch. The wet, sucking noises that came from between the redhead's legs were perverse; they made Lauren's thighs shiver. The redhead had two dainty fingers inside the blondes cunt.
Virginia pointed, "That's my daughter", she told Lauren. "Hey honey, this is Lauren," Virginia introduced the two of them while her daughter was getting head. "Lauren, that's Lacey."
"Hey," Lacey nodded and Lauren felt uncomfortable and turned on all at the same time.
"I bet you two will have a lot of fun," Virginia told her daughter.
To their left was a black woman with a full Afro and a full, lush black bush as well. She was hairy all the up to her belly button. The black woman stood with one leg up on the couch and reached her arms high up overhead. She had hairy armpits as well and Lauren couldn't stop staring. A pale woman was on her knees in front of the black woman and she kissed her thighs with adoration. It was a type of worship. Lauren could relate, she totally understood what it felt like to be overwhelmed with passion for a woman.
Virginia had stopped the tour and waited. "The black girl is Kate. Isn't she stunning? And so exotic." Virginia had no shame about nakedness and didn't even pretend that she wasn't a voyeur either. "Kate's a regular but I have no idea who the other one is. Come on," Virginia said with an edge in her voice. Lauren could tell that people didn't keep Virginia waiting.
Lauren kept her eyes on Virginia's loose, bouncing cheeks as they opened the far door of the solarium. Lauren let her eyes linger on the crease under Virginia's ass as they walked to the pool. There was an indoor pool and right outside the French doors on the far wall was the outdoor pool as well . The stereo outside reverberated bass and everything inside seemed to pulse along with the music. It was like the heartbeat of sex.
Lauren had never seen so many naked women. It was like a rap video, or maybe the Playboy mansion. There was absolutely every kind of woman, every color and every size. The women were strewn about in every way that Lauren could imagine a woman, every position imaginable. And all of them naked or mostly naked. Here and there, someone still wore a really fabulous pair of sandals or a hat. One woman was naked except for an enormous, purple pair of sunglasses. Otherwise, as far as Lauren could see, everyone else was bare.
And not a man in sight.
It was glorious really; all this female sex on display. Naked pussies and breasts of every variety, there were women lying on deck chairs and women in the water. There were women who sunbathed and some masturbated for anyone to watch. There were so many different colors of skin and the place reeked of pussy. Besides the music, there was a perpetual song of tongues and lips and smacking, sucking sounds.
It felt monumental to Lauren. It was as if all the men on earth had disappeared and women all melted into each other's Sapphic embrace.
"Aren't you glad you came?" Virginia asked as she set down the two icy bottles on a side table. There was a woman right next to the table. She lay on her back, casually, as if this wasn't shocking or even the least bit surprising. She was a lean, long, black haired woman with creamy white skin. Her pussy was shaved and her legs were spread open wide, inviting scrutiny or maybe more. Her pussy was a deep red. It was dripping wet and huge and swollen. She was in heat and ached for more of what she had just received. From the smell of her, Lauren thought that she must have just cum.
"Thanks babe," the woman reached out for Virginia's hand and kissed it. "You make me so thirsty when you suck me off like that."
"Yeah I know," Virginia leaned down so that she was touching the dark haired woman. Virginia's long, red hair caressed the woman's body like another hand, like many hands. Her hair was a hundred fingers that opened her and teased her lips and her crevices. The woman looked like every nerve had been brought to life. "That's because you squirt so much," Virginia told her and blew the dark haired woman a kiss.
"Come on, I could be ready again," the dark haired woman patted the small space next to her. "I need more of your mouth."
"I'm going to show Lauren around," Virginia grabbed Lauren's arm and swung her hand. "Isn't she just the cutest thing ever?" Virginia clearly had enough of one woman and was ready for a new one. The redhead seemed insatiable, perpetually hungry.
"Whatever," the other woman clearly didn't want to hear how cute Lauren was.
Virginia turned her attention and the green eyed, predatory gaze completely on Lauren. "Come on, noob." She laughed at her own joke and wrapped her hands around Lauren's arm as she guided her outside to the other pool. "Did you want to swim?" Virginia asked, shouting over the music.
There was a scream and a handful of naked women began to dance together, gyrating to the heart pumping beat of the song. Lauren recognized the song but everything else faded into the background as she watched the women dance. It was the jiggle of hips and bottoms that slapped together. It was the grinding of bare, oily, wet skin together. It was breasts on breasts and legs intertwined. Part of Lauren was apprehensive about seeing so much nudity and wondered if she dared. Even after the event on the boat and stripping for the whole world to see, could she really get naked here and cum with abandon with total strangers?
Part of her wanted to do it right now. Lauren wanted to drop the shorts and rip off the tank top. She wanted to be free and naked and run into the mass of glistening bodies. She wanted to take a stranger's mouth and give her mouth to anyone. She wanted to feel hips and fingers and give herself over to the pulse of feminine essence that hung heavy in the air.
"Not right now," she told Virginia.
"I know, it's a lot," Virginia said with a raucous laugh. "God knows, it's even a little intimidating to me sometimes. Let's go upstairs." The redhead held Lauren's chin and hummed as she took it all in. "Come on, I know just the place."
They went back inside and passed the indoor pool once again. As she followed Virginia's bottom through the solarium, Lauren noticed that Lacey and her friend were gone. For a second, Lauren wondered what life would be like with a mother like Virginia.
Virginia led Lauren up the grand staircase. The redhead's bangles vibrated along the bannister as they climbed. "So how long have you known Mark and Sharon?" she asked warmly. It seemed like Virginia had known the Prestons for a long time and they were the best of friends but Lauren didn't believe it.
Lauren admitted, "Not long. We met in May." She couldn't stop her eyes from roaming over Virginia. Virginia was either cold or turned on and Lauren imagined that Virginia was almost always turned on. Her nipples were huge and firm and easy to outline in her bikini top. They were big dollops of whipped cream on her small breasts and Lauren wondered what they would taste like.
Virginia headed straight ahead to a closed door and opened it without knocking. It was a bedroom with a large four poster bed in the center of the room. The bed was occupied by three women and they were locked in a tumble of bare flesh. One woman appeared to be older and the other two looked to be about Lauren's age. The older woman was on her belly, her back glistened with sweat. She naked, ass up, face down on one girl. Her mouth made wet, slurping sounds as she supped between a girl's legs. Her legs quivered as the woman licked her. All the while, the other girl kissed the one being licked as the older woman stroked her naked lips.
The older woman looked up at the sound of someone entering the room. There was something vaguely familiar about the woman's face but Lauren couldn't place it. The older woman's face shone with the young woman's liquid. "Baby girl, I'm sorry. I didn't think you'd be up with all of your party guests."
"It's okay, no problem," Virginia sat on the edge of the bed though and stared at the two, naked girls as they continued to caress each other. "Did you see my friend, Lauren?" Virginia asked the gray haired woman. Virginia wound up her long red hair and tossed it down her back once again.
"Yes," the gray haired woman noticed. She looked Lauren up and down with a greedy, open look of heat and longing. Lauren had never been stared at like that by a woman. It was a man's heat. It was a man's animal lust and it felt almost dangerous. It felt like the older woman might cross the distance between Lauren and the bed and grab her and force her down. She might rip her clothes off and there would be no stopping the woman's mouth. She was a force and a seduction all at once. "She's a gorgeous, little girl," the gray haired woman whispered. "Send her in here when you've finished with her."
Virginia cackled and jumped off the bed. "Lauren, that's an official invitation. My mother wants to give you head."
Lauren was dumbfounded and her feet took a step back. Both women chuckled at her response and the gray haired woman murmured, "Have a nice time."
Virginia rolled her eyes and beckoned to Lauren, "Come on, we'll go in the other bedroom." She opened her bedroom door and closed it behind them. The next door was straight ahead and when she opened this door, the room was pitch black inside.
"Come in," Virginia said as she flicked the switch on. There was another four poster bed but this one was white and the sheets on the bed were pink. "At least this way, we can hear each other," she motioned Lauren to the bed and closed the door.
It was quiet in the bedroom. There was just the background noise of the ceiling fan. Here it seemed that the bass pounding, pool splashing, female ecstasy that surrounded them was far away. Now it felt like they were the only two people in the house. Lauren wasn't sure if it would be a good idea to be alone with Virginia.
"So you live with your mom?" Lauren started as she sat gingerly on the corner of the bed. She wouldn't say a word about her mother ravenously sucking off a girl. She'd be cool, like everyone's mother was like that.
Virginia sighed, "No she doesn't live here. She's just here for the summer. She cheats on my father every chance she gets. She's such a bitch." They both laughed and Virginia threw herself on the bed. "Seriously, she's such a hound for girls now. The younger the better."
Lauren stopped laughing because she felt that meant she was in the correct age range.
"I have to ask," Lauren felt the pulse deep inside. It was wrong, it was wrong to ask and even more wrong to need to know. "Are you and your mother?" she stopped and tried to get the right word. What was it called when you were in the center of a writhing mass of naked sweaty bodies? "Lovers?"
Virginia shrugged, "We were a long time ago. She's the first woman I made love with."
Why did that make Lauren tingle in her panties? It was so taboo, so shameful but nonetheless, Lauren felt the words in her body. She was warm and swollen and her lips seemed to bulge open.
Virginia must have known what the next question was. "Just like my daughter and I make love, yes," the redhead confessed with a whisper. "She is amazing and gorgeous and smart. I love her and I love her in so many different ways." Her voice seemed to peel back the layers of all the ways that Virginia and Lacey loved each other. Probably right here on this bed, Lauren thought and pictured mother and daughter grinding hips and kissing with tongues the way mothers and daughters never, ever should.
Lauren nodded and scooted back. Virginia stood and stared and reached for Lauren with one finger. Her bracelets jangled as she traced Lauren's nipple through the white tank top. "Is this your first time with a couple?" she asked as her fingertip took its time. Her finger easily found Lauren's peaks and valleys. Lauren's nipple pounded with want and strummed with heat and longing. All of the pornographic images around them had invaded her body.
"Yes," Lauren whispered and reached out her right index finger to make the same circle around Virginia's nipple. The woman was responsive and let out the softest coo as Lauren touched her.
"I'm not really into men," Virginia said with a smirk, "in case you couldn't tell but Mark looks like a glorious beast. Does he have a big dick?" Virginia leaned in, smelling Lauren like she could taste her. Her eyes gleamed with something naughty. Those green eyes shone and her other hand busied itself with Lauren's other nipple.
Lauren didn't want to talk about her king. Her lovers, her loves. This was something separate, something completely different and she didn't want to involve the Prestons. Lauren put her arms up and felt the stretchy material of her tank top slide over her head. When her braid feel back down, it was on her bare backside. "Are we in your daughter's bed?" Lauren asked.
Virginia raised her eyebrows and the look was purely sinful when she told Lauren, "Yes." Lauren's breasts were bare and her nipples strained for the redhead's attention. Virginia took her time and settled in to teasing Lauren with her soft fingers on just the tips of Lauren's burning nipples. "So sweet," Virginia studied them as her breath came faster. "I love small, beautiful tits like yours," the redhead murmured.
Lauren's body was limp and liquid as she watched the woman fondle her. The electrical sensation invaded Lauren's body as the woman kneaded her pink buds into red, aching points. "Yes, that's so good," Lauren whispered and hung her head back. Her legs had crept open to invite Virginia inside and the pink shorts felt tight on all of her secret, bare places.
"Come here," Virginia pulled Lauren by the waistband across the mattress to her body. Her long, red hair hung over Lauren's body and seemed to draw her in, like arms, like fingers that wanted to caress her. "How many women have you been with?" Virginia asked as she touched the button on Lauren's shorts.
Lauren was sure that Virginia would see it, the wet spot that she had there. She was sopping wet between her legs for the redhead. They could both smell the scent of Lauren's pussy. She was drenched and warm and throbbing after all of the lusty images she'd taken in and Lauren felt sure that Virginia knew just what she was doing to her. She also felt sure that Virginia knew the answer to her question. "Just Mrs. Preston."
Virginia sighed and unbuttoned the shorts. "Oh my god, do you call her that when you're in bed?"
Lauren waited and watched as Virginia opened the button and unzipped her pink shorts. The woman's intrusive fingers lingered on the little triangle of cotton panties, the last barrier to Lauren's aching cunt. Lauren's braid tickled her arm and she felt the wave wash over her, the hot wave of lust and need and the tremor between her thighs. "What do you want me to call you?" Lauren asked in a husky voice.
Virginia grabbed Lauren by the hips and yanked at her shorts. "I don't want you to say a word," she looked like she might bite Lauren with her hypnotic gaze and her wet lips peeled back. "I want you to be too busy with my pussy in your lovely, little girl mouth for you to talk."
Lauren raised her hips and felt the shiver run down her body. This was different, this was something else entirely. This wasn't sex with her loves, this wasn't the fantasy or being adored. This was rutting and fucking and coming just because she was horny.



And it was beautiful too.
Virginia pulled Lauren's shorts down her legs quickly and tossed them over her shoulder to the floor. "Fuck, white, cotton panties," Virginia groaned and grabbed her crotch in a salacious way. She grabbed her cunt with her whole hand and rubbed herself like one of the old perverts did in the park. "On a girl like you." Virginia sounded like she couldn't catch her breath. "Take them down," the woman begged, "slowly."
Lauren flicked her sandals off and rose, off her back, to her knees. Suddenly, she felt it. It was like an accompanying rhythm to the beat of sex. Power. As she looked Virginia in the eye, she caressed herself through the front of her sopping, wet panties. She purred and pushed her hips out and outlined her splayed lips for Virginia. Lauren mewed and cupped her pussy in her hand. She was so wet, completely saturated but even more, it was something new and utterly enticing. She was seducing Virginia. Lauren had never been in charge and just thinking of it made another gush, wet and insistent, in the cotton panties.
Lauren turned around and wiggled her round bottom at Virginia. The redhead swallowed hard. It was a loud noise and Lauren knew that the woman was parched and wanted to lick up Lauren's liquid. Lauren took her time and pulled the panties up, over her cheeks. She let the fabric hug her voluptuousness. Her ass was always too big to be contained in the panties she had. Now, instead of pulling them out of her crack, she let the wet material settle as she popped her ass back. Let Virginia drool over her roundness and imagine peeling the panties from her bare, slippery skin.
"You little tease," the redhead groaned. Lauren looked over her shoulder and watched as Virginia rubbed herself back and forth in her bathing suit.
Lauren grinned and kept up the slow, fucking movements with her hips. It was the easy back and forth sway, like a dick was deep inside. She pushed her panties halfway down her cheeks and let her hands wander along the bottom curve of her rump. Lauren listened to Virginia whimper and sigh.
Then Lauren tossed her braid around her body and told Virginia in a bossy voice, "Take your bathing suit off for me."
Virginia gulped and whispered, "Jesus, here I thought I was going to fuck you." The redhead pulled her wild red mane back over her shoulders and slipped down the straps from her shoulders. She reached behind her and unhooked the top and let the fabric fall from her hands to the floor. Virginia had firm breasts, supple and round. They were sweet and small and could easily fit in Lauren's mouth. Her skin was golden and glistened and Lauren wanted to run her tongue from the woman's neck all the way down to her pussy.
In fact, Lauren inhaled deeply, that was the scent that filled the daughter's bedroom now. It was the unmistakable aroma of pussy juice. It was a strong perfume and it clung to the air. It was musky and wanton and it hung heavily between them, saturated and lusty.
Virginia hugged herself for a moment as she stared, lost in all of Lauren. Her fingers were on the crotch of her bathing suit. Virginia moved them back and forth as she confessed to Lauren, "I had to have you. I wanted you the minute I saw you with Sharon."
"Show me," Lauren told her as she writhed and pushed her cotton panties all the way back up, into place. Lauren looked down at her crotch and saw the dark line of her own juices in the front of her panties. She was soaked through and her underwear was transparent there now. She turned back to face Virginia. Lauren stroked herself gently as she watched the redhead take her bikini bottoms down.
Virginia had a flame red, matching grove of pubic hair. It was dripping wet above her slit and there were droplets of cream on her hairy lips. Even though she was covered in her cum there, the woman was close to another orgasm. Lauren reached for her with her right hand and grabbed her dripping pussy lips. Lauren was rough and demanding and yanked Virginia to come there, like she would throw her down on the bed. Virginia moaned and surrendered with a shudder. The redhead gushed a rivulet of wetness into Lauren's hand.
Lauren pulled her close again. It was just her firm grasp on Virginia's naked, hairy pussy and the sound of her wetness and the smell of Virginia's heat was almost too much to bear. Lauren wanted to do everything all at once. She wanted Virginia on the bed. She wanted to dive face down between her legs. She wanted to lick her molten, hot clit that Lauren could feel trembling there between Virginia's fat, juicy lips.
But she also wanted to make Virginia her slave. She wanted the woman on her back while Lauren eased down and sat on her face like it was her throne. The queen.
Lauren began to move her fingers up and down. She pressed Virginia's lips together and masturbated the redhead. Lauren stroked her off slowly. She wouldn't bring her hand all the way up to Virginia's clitoris, she just teased her until Virginia threw her head back. The woman's wild hair danced around her body and she screamed, "Fuck, what are you doing to me?"
"You said you wanted it slowly," Lauren told her with a wicked chuckle of delight. She lay the center of her open palm up against Virginia's closed lips and rubbed harder. She could feel Virginia's clit pulse inside. It quivered and pushed up against the closed lips as every inch of Virginia's body begged for friction.
"You could make me cum like that," Virginia spasmed. The redhead pushed her hips forward into Lauren's hand. She was desperate, she humped and begged, "please, harder, faster."
"You mean you don't want it slow?" Lauren whispered in a hot voice that was made to drive the redhead mad.
"No!" Virginia gripped Lauren's hand with her own. Her fingers were like claws and she fucked Lauren's hand. She quivered as she wound her hips. Virginia pressed her nipples into Lauren's chest and they were burning, hot little beads. Her predatory eyes were ravenous and promised Lauren to eat her down to the bone given a chance.
Lauren picked up the pace and rubbed her hand faster, up and down and in a tight little circle right on Virginia's aching clitoris. Virginia's thighs vibrated and her ass bounced as she delved into the center of an orgasm that gripped every inch of the redhead's body.
"Fuck," she barked, barely a word, more like a sound that an animal would make. "Fuck, yes, just like that!" And with one more pump of her hips, Virginia let loose with a howl. She spurt and it filled Lauren's hand and then some. She spilled her cum down Lauren's forearm, down her thighs and left a steamy puddle on the bed between them.
Virginia was shaking too much to stay on her feet and she fell to the bed. The redhead grabbed Lauren and tumbled to the mattress. Her mouth caught Lauren's bottom lip and she sucked and smacked and desperately pulled at Lauren. "Oh my god, it's been so long," she whispered softly as she looked Lauren in the eyes. Her gaze was warm and tender now, almost loving.
"So long?" Lauren asked, her hand had slowed its tempo but she hadn't stopped petting Virginia's hairy pussy.
"Since I came like that," Virginia purred and dripped a little more of her climax on Lauren's sticky fingers. "Being touched like that, overwhelmed," Virginia bit her bottom lip a little and her forehead crinkled before she added, "dominated."
Dominated?
It seemed like a dark, mysterious word and Lauren liked the way it felt as the impulse tingled under her skin. Lauren pulled away and touched the waistband of the soaked panties once more. This time she rolled them down to her knees and pushed them off the bed with her toes. She crawled over Virginia's body and brushed her bare lips across Virginia's bush. The crispness of her pubic hair lapped across Lauren's most sensitive spots and it stirred every nerve. Yes, Lauren was ready.
She continued her voyage up Virginia. She climbed to the woman's face and straddled her. Lauren's knees pressed into her fiery tendrils that were tossed every which way on the bed. Lauren felt like a queen like this. Perhaps now it was Virginia who should be her concubine. The redhead could be the girl that she called to her bed to pleasure her. Her toy, her plaything, her sex slave.
"Lick me," Lauren told her in a quiet voice. It was a command, not a request. Lauren dripped a bit of milk on Virginia's bottom lip, just to reiterate what she needed. Virginia nodded and gasped and then held her tongue out. Lauren took a seat and melted down Virginia's chin and neck.
Lauren pushed her bottom back and then drug her juicy lips across Virginia's face. She loved this, on top like this, dominating Virginia's mouth and face, she could rub and rut and fuck Virginia's mouth exactly as she wanted. That thought made her drip down her leg and the river of Lauren's juice trickled into Virginia's hungry mouth.
Virginia licked her lips and made a groan as she pulled Lauren's hips closer. Lauren sank down with her hands on the mattress. Lauren began to grind herself against Virginia's lips. There was her tongue and it played with Lauren's clit. It lapped softly against Lauren's hood. Virginia's tongue outlined the pulsing bead underneath as Lauren's hood raised, little by little, to reveal the fullness of Lauren's pink, pulsing pearl.
Lauren watched Virginia lick. She watched as Virginia's long, pink tongue caressed Lauren from her dripping crevice all the way to the tip of her clit. Then back down again and then a swallow. Lauren wiggled her hips and brought her pussy all the way to the tip of Virginia's tongue. She slipped it inside. The redhead slowly entered and retreated with her tongue inside Lauren and her hands eagerly gripped Lauren's thighs close. Hungry and heated, Virginia groaned as she tongued Lauren and drank down the sweetness that dripped with every push.
Lauren pushed back her bottom and gave Virginia her aching bud. Her clit melted inside Virginia's hot mouth. The feel of her lips wrapped snugly around Lauren was almost too much to bear. The pressure burned her up inside and Lauren cried out as Virginia bathed her up and down. Once again, once more, up and down and her tongue kept the rhythm steady with Lauren's hips.
"Suck me," Lauren whispered. It was another command and just saying it like that, taking Virginia's mouth like this, almost forcing her, was almost enough to make Lauren burst with sensation. Her legs pumped and pushed and then stiffened as the grip of pleasure held her, breathless.
The first squirt was too much for Virginia to swallow and she opened her mouth with a gasp. Lauren's liquid spilled down her cheeks and chin and began to weave out along the damp creases in the sheet below them.
The woman continued to drink and swallow. Virginia's mouth was loud on Lauren's flesh. The redhead hummed along with every gulp, as if she could never have enough to drink of Lauren. As the climax went on and on, Lauren cried out as the pleasure peaked. Even after Lauren was spent and empty, Virginia still sucked greedily until Lauren rolled off and sank to the bed.
Lauren drew herself up into a ball. She held her legs together and closed her eyes as the pleasure came with a kaleidoscope of colors. It was just bursts of delight and they careened through her body, one after another after another.
Lauren lay in a heap on the bed, just a sack of empty flesh. The two of them began to giggle as they looked at each other, nothing more than quivering, little puddles. "Jesus, fuck," Virginia groaned and grabbed Lauren by the waist, "No wonder Sharon doesn't want to share you."
Sharon, Lauren drank down the sound of her name and savored it. Yes, Mrs. Preston, her queen, her goddess. Her lover was at home waiting for her and that brought a tender, secret smile to Lauren's face.
"Oh someone's got it bad," Virginia said as she looked at Lauren. "Unicorns have to be careful when they fall in love," Virginia told her. The woman said it like it was a big mistake, a warning, only something that a stupid girl would do.
Before Lauren had a chance to ask what she meant, the bedroom door opened. It was Lacey, Lauren recognized her by the red hair even if she hadn't seen much of Lacey's face when they were introduced. "Wow, Mom, what are you doing in here?" Her daughter wondered and promenaded across the bedroom. The girl was completely naked and her firm, glowing body was perfect. Lauren felt both her and her mother bristle as they took notice.
Lacey was built like her mother and she had the eyes and the hair and the tan but her pussy was bare and pink and her enormous lips looked like they had been ravished for hours, maybe longer. Her hips were a little more slender than Virginia's and her breasts were a little bigger. She was perfect.
Lacey on the edge of her bed and greeted them. "Hi Mommy. Hi Lauren." Her voice was a whisper of all of the hot, luscious things that should happen in this four poster bed.
"Hi honey," Virginia sat up. She propped herself on one elbow as she looked her daughter over. "You came just in time." Virginia placed one hand on Lauren's thigh, "little Lauren here has the sweetest pussy I've ever tasted." She leaned in and kissed Lacey intimately on the mouth, a lingering kiss that was a promise of more to come. Virginia added, "Except for my beautiful daughter's. God, what I wouldn't give to have the two of you all night."
Lauren looked at Virginia and then back at Lacey. Yes, it could be all night. She was sure that they could make a circle and writhe and undulate and rub and cum all over each other, again and again.
But Lauren missed home and she realized with a secret ache in her heart that home was with the Prestons. "Sorry Lacey, Virginia," she pulled herself up and over the two beautiful, naked women in the bed. "I have to go."
"Oh come on, I just got here," Lacey pouted.
"Maybe some other time," Lauren said as she retrieved her panties. She knew it was a lie as soon as it came out of her mouth. Lauren had a lovely time. It had been startling and sexy to see the secret lesbian world that lie just under the surface but now she wanted her queen.
Once Lauren was dressed, she tucked in the tank top and waved to her hostess. "Thank you so much for inviting me," she said politely, like they had just had a tea party.
Virginia crinkled her face and pointed at her, "You're always welcome to come back. And remember what I said. Unicorns have to take care of themselves."
Lauren wondered what Virginia meant by that as she backed the BMW out of Virginia's massive driveway but she was too tired to really give it much thought.
***
"Here she is, she's just walking in," Mrs. Preston said into the cell phone. "No, she's fine. She's a good driver." Her queen must be talking to Mr. Preston by the way she giggled, like he had just said something filthy, as Mr. Preston was known to do.
Lauren sat, or rather collapsed on the couch. She pulled the furry, blue blanket around her body and huddled into a ball and closed her eyes. "Yeah, she looks tired. No I'm not asking her that," Mrs. Preston laughed into the phone. "Oh my god. I love you too. Yes, see you Thursday."
Mrs. Preston came to the sofa and sat with her arms open. She quickly took Lauren into her embrace and pressed her face, cheek to cheek with Lauren. "Honey, how was it?"
"It was pretty good," Lauren mumbled.
"Yeah, your first orgy was just pretty good?" Mrs. Preston's eyes shone with glee. "Come on, you can tell me."
"Can I?" Lauren wondered, she was a little worried about that.
Mrs. Preston sat back and placed her hand on the blanket, "Yes, of course. I'm not jealous, we're not jealous. We were a little worried but that's just normal when you care about someone."
"I dominated Virginia," Lauren said with a giggle.
"You what?" Mrs. Preston gasped and threw herself back on the couch. Her body shook with laughter, "That's hilarious."
"It was definitely a surprise," Lauren admitted.
"And was it like the most amazing sex ever?" Mrs. Preston held Lauren's chin and smiled.
Lauren chewed her bottom lip for a second and then pressed her mouth with her hand to stop. "It was really sexy. I mean, you were right. There were naked girls everywhere."
Mrs. Preston gave half a smile. "I remember, the pool full of tits and ass."
Lauren nodded, "Yes and you could just sit on someone's face." She made a face, "But it's not like being with you guys."
"No?" Mrs. Preston pressed her forehead to Lauren's. "Okay, I admit I was a tiny bit jealous," she whispered.
"No," Lauren assured her with a kiss, "You're the fantasy. You and Mr. Preston."
"My girl," Mrs. Preston murmured and pulled her close, chest to chest, heartbeat to heartbeat. "I bet you're exhausted," she wrapped her hand around Lauren's braid. "What do you say to pizza and Netflix?"
"It's the best idea ever," Lauren sounded weak as she pressed her face into Mrs. Preston's nest of black hair.
"Welcome home," the queen told her with soft, closed mouth kiss that reminded Lauren of everything she missed.



        Unicorn Ch. 03

        Lauren helps make Mr. Preston's fantasy come true.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/unicorn-ch-03-2

Title: Unicorn Ch. 03

Author: macymadison

Category: Group Sex

Description: Lauren helps make Mr. Preston's fantasy come true.

Tags: taboo, mmf, interracial, shemale, threeway, blowjob, bareback, bisexual male, cunnilingus, bondage

Series: Unicorn


*****Author's Note - Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.****
July
"I'm going to miss you so much," Mrs. Preston whispered between soft, closed mouth kisses. The queen was off to visit her sister for the 4th of July. This meant that Lauren and Mr. Preston were to be on their own, in the city for the long weekend.
"The car is downstairs, my love," Mr. Preston told her as he swept his hand gently down her back. He followed the line of her spine, down her back, cupped her bottom and sighed. "Your luggage is in the trunk and the driver has your carryon. We'll both miss you terribly," he assured her. Then he broke out a devilish grin and added, "If your sister wasn't such an uptight bitch, we could all go to Martha's Vineyard."
"Mark," Mrs. Preston said his name with a pretend scowl on her face as she tried to hold back her laughter. "She isn't a bitch."
"Honey, come on," Mark made a face at his wife.
Apparently, they had a long history, Mr. Preston and the Johnsons. Mr. Preston had always been seen as bourgeoisie and he'd never been good enough for Mrs. Preston. Rather than try to impress the queen's family, Mr. Preston hadn't ever given a shit if they liked him or not. From then on, it had become Mrs. Preston's job to keep them all apart.
Mrs. Preston admitted in a quiet voice, "Okay, she is sort of a bitch. But she can't help it. She's just under a lot of stress."
Lauren had wanted to see her dark haired lover to the airport, or at least to the car but Mrs. Preston had explained with smiling eyes. "Everyone will wonder what Mark and I are doing, kissing this beautiful, young girl," she had murmured with her soft hands on Lauren's face. It was exactly the way Mrs. Preston held her face right before she came in Lauren's mouth and the thought of that made Lauren twitch. For now, they had to say their goodbyes away from prying eyes.
Mr. Preston kissed his wife on the forehead and Lauren watched them stare into each other's eyes. They were the only two people Lauren had ever known who were so obvious about being completely in love. They were obsessed with each other and their happiness. Her lovers shared a space that nothing else touched. Sheltered from the world, it was just their two hearts beating in time. Lauren smiled as she watched their hands on each other. She felt the love radiate between their bodies. They warmed the atmosphere, they were both a force of nature. "You don't have time to talk about all the reasons why your family is so weird," Mr. Preston said with a chuckle. "Go, have a good time. I'll take care of our girl."
Mrs. Preston had a worried look when she reached for Lauren's hand. "Don't just sit on the couch and smoke weed all week guys. It's the 4th. Promise you'll go out and do something, okay?"
"We promise," Lauren and Mr. Preston mumbled in unison. One quick look at each other and they both doubled over with suppressed laughter.
"Honey, you know we can do edibles now, right?" Mr. Preston asked his wife as he nudged Lauren, his co conspirator, in the ribs. "We can be high outside and we don't even have to smoke."
"Totally," Lauren said and tried to look very serious.
Mrs. Preston shook her head and smiled, like they were both bad kids. She blew them a kiss and rolled her luggage out the door. Both Lauren and Mr. Preston watched as she left and Lauren felt that they were both imagining her naked as the queen walked away. "She's going to have a perfectly miserable time," Mr. Preston said and sounded like he missed her already.
Once they closed the door, Lauren perceived the change, it was a palpable shift. Without her dark haired beauty, this would be the first time that she would be alone with Mr. Preston. It was just going to be the two of them for four days and Lauren wondered if she'd be able to keep him interested on her own. She'd always had Mrs. Preston and the queen was always so creative and kinky. Plus she knew what Mr. Preston liked. Lauren remembered what her lover had told her the day before. "Mark can be a little much but just tell him that you need a break," Mrs. Preston had said as she hugged Lauren tight. Her sheath of black hair had made a veil around herself and Lauren and it had seemed like a secret hiding place to kiss.
Lauren watched him as he walked to the kitchen. Mr. Preston attracted almost as much attention as his wife. He was tall and broad and there was his amazing ass that Lauren had watched often but never really touched. His physical presence stirred her, there was something about him that made her ache inside. She wanted to smell his manly musk on her skin. She wanted to taste him in her mouth and feel his seed trickle down her inner thighs. She wanted to be his. The king's. Marked.
"Hey, want to go to the art museum with me?" Mr. Preston asked as he reached into the cereal box with his hand. "I always have to go by myself because Sharon hates it."
The art museum? The McCullums had no time or money for cultural things. If it wasn't a school field trip, Mr. McCullum would just put his newspaper up and pretend like he couldn't hear the request. Lauren nodded, "yes, please. I've never been and I've always wanted to go."
"Never? Okay, baby love, it's you and me and the art museum today. And can I make a request?"
It was going to be something sexual, Lauren could see the light in his eye. It was the familiar look of desire that had just started to simmer.
They had just made love this morning, Lauren could still feel the sticky residue of the three of them on her chest. Mr. Preston had been deep inside the queen as Lauren had licked them both. She knew that he had cum a massive amount inside Mrs. Preston. There had been too much for Lauren to swallow and she had dripped his salty mess down her neck. She'd used the extra cum to masturbate and squirted all over her lovers. She remembered that Mr. Preston had glowed with satisfaction as he watched. There had been that look of utter release, emptied of anything but the ebb and flow of pleasure, but now he had the hungry look once more. "Sure, of course," Lauren said quietly, suddenly parched. "Anything you want," she added and realized that her hips were drawn to him. It felt like her body couldn't say no to the king. She was magnetized.
After all, she was his concubine.
"Will you wear your hair in braids for me?" he asked, his voice was tender and soft. It was his bedroom voice. It was the voice that he used when he was on his knees. The voice he spoke to her in as he kissed her thighs and took down her panties. So braids were a turn on and something inside Lauren needed to keep him hard and wanting her.
"Yes," she approached him and stood on her tiptoes to kiss his cheek. "I'll braid my hair after I take a shower. Should I dress up?" Lauren wondered as she reached for a bowl. She never wanted to look out of place, she loved to make them proud.
Mr. Preston talked with his mouth full of cereal, "No, you don't need to dress up." His eyes were on her though and he was obvious about it. Lauren could feel his gaze and the roll of his eyes as he sought out her nipples in the front of the baggy tee shirt. The king was undressing her with his eyes and he was taking his time about it. Mr. Preston studied her bare legs, his eyes traced the shape of her bottom. "Unless you want to drive me crazy all day and then you could wear a sundress and your white sneakers."
She wanted to drive him crazy all day.
Lauren ate her yogurt quickly and got in the shower. Even though it was hot outside, she liked to stand in the shower in the master bathroom and crank the water all the way to hot. She liked to watch the steam billow around her, she liked to stand in the ghostly embrace. The heat brought her back to the real world, almost painful and sharp. It was something which Lauren found that she needed more and more after spending so much time immersed in their fantasy world.
She turned the lever over to cold and washed herself until she had goosebumps that way. Her pussy lips were hot and swollen and the icy cold water on her sensitive places made her shiver. She liked to go back and forth, freeze and burn and then freeze again. Lauren wanted to feel everything on her body and the water was almost like a thousand strange fingers.
Lauren dried off carefully with one of the thick, Egyptian cotton towels. She wrapped her hair in the damp towel once her skin was dry. She slowly massaged the pink, rose scented lotion into her skin. Smelling it reminded her of Mrs. Preston and the lake house that she'd started to call home.
Here, in the penthouse, it definitely felt more like male territory. Mr. Preston was here alone most of the week and it had the atmosphere of a bachelor pad. When she and Mrs. Preston had first arrived, it smelled of stale cigar smoke. There had been empty pizza boxes strewn about on the coffee table. The toilet seats were both up and Mrs. Preston had joked about him becoming a caveman.
Lauren had to admit that she found it sexy. Not the mess or the smoke, just that he was wild and untamed. Mr. Preston sort of looked like a caveman, Lauren thought. Especially when he took off the expensive suit and the Italian loafers and he was just naked and free. Mr. Preston with his dark, possessed eyes, eyes that were fierce and full of love and passion. He kissed Lauren like a beast, like he was something untamable and savage. An animal like that couldn't be bothered to clean up pizza boxes.
Once Lauren was finished with her lotion, she combed her crazy coil of thick, blonde hair. It was quite a chore and took the better part of fifteen minutes to get all the tangles out. Once she had tugged out all of the knots, Lauren parted her hair into two sections. Then each section had to be pinned and she started to braid two long coils. When she was finished, she stood back and smiled at her reflection. It was erotic and yet innocent all at the same time. It seemed obscene to be naked and in braids and Lauren thought that this was probably why Mr. Preston had asked for it.
She padded barefoot to the bedroom. Lauren looked over at the huge, king-sized mattress and it was a reminder. The bed that was usually meant for three was now down to two. Lauren felt the weight of it and worried. What if, try as she might, she wasn't enough for the king?
Lauren needed to use all of her possible advantages. She pulled out one of the dresser drawers that Mrs. Preston had designated for Lauren's things. Lauren had brought several small bras and panties. They were matching sets, the fancy underwear that Mrs. Preston always bought her and Lauren seldom wore. Lauren felt her mouth wind up into a little bow as she contemplated the possibilities.
Mr. Preston had never noticed her panties, except to get them off. They were just a hindrance to her pussy. There had only been one time that he had seemed to care. It had been the second time that they had made love and Lauren had worn high waisted pink polka dotted panties. Those, he'd kept his eyes on. As Mrs. Preston had kissed her down the center of her dots and then slipped Lauren's panties off, she remembered that Mr. Preston had picked them up quickly. In fact, she remembered that Mr. Preston had rubbed his nose in the damp center as he had watched his wife part Lauren's lips. He had licked Lauren's pink panties while Mrs. Preston kissed Lauren and with tongue, right there.
The pink panties were the ones and Lauren slid them up, over her hips. She wiggled her cheeks and pulled the back material out of her crack. It wouldn't last though. The center of the panties would creep right back in but she was used to it by now. Lauren's bottom couldn't be contained.
Lauren skipped the bra altogether. That was the second thing that she knew. Mr. Preston enjoyed watching her little breasts jiggle in tops and dresses and bathing suits. He seemed to know that his eyes on her made her nipples hard. It seemed that just staring at her chest was enough to give him the desired effect.
She slipped the short, pink sundress over her head and pulled the top down to show her bare shoulders. Lauren twirled in front of the mirror and watched her reflection. The dress was short and cut very full and the fabric rose to reveal the underneath side of her cheeks when she spun around. Once she put on the Keds, her outfit was complete.
She was quick with the rest of her routine. Lauren never put on much makeup and she wasn't very good at it. Mrs. Preston would always do her mascara for her after she curled her eyelashes. Now, on her own, Lauren just swiped her lashes with the brush and hoped for the best. She wore her fruit flavored lip gloss that made her lips shine like she'd just licked them.
She presented herself in the living room with her hands behind her back. Lauren couldn't believe how nervous she was, it was almost like the first time all over again. But she knew Mr. Preston, they'd been intimate in ways that she'd never been with any other man before. She ought to be relaxed. One look at him on the couch though and she knew that she was too aroused to be relaxed. He was wearing a white shirt and she saw a bit of black hair that gleamed at the top where the collar was open. "Is this okay?" Lauren asked before she twirled for him to see the front and the back.
He whispered, "Wow, my dream girl."
Well fuck.
Mr. Preston sat back and requested in his husky voice, "Twirl around for me again?"
Lauren blushed as she made another circle for him. His dream girl? God, did he know how much she wanted to please him? Her king, her lover; he knew all of her. Lauren felt the warm gush in the center of her polka dotted panties and she hoped that he called her his dream girl when he pulled the dress off.
His arms were over the back of the sectional and his legs were open. His thick, powerful thighs were always something Lauren was drawn to. She couldn't help but let her eyes move over him. Mr. Preston was hard, obviously hard and made no attempt to hide it or move it. He just let Lauren stare and he watched her with a knowing smile, as if to tell her that she'd get more of it than she knew what to do with later.
"Come on, we'll take the Mercedes to the museum. I heard you drive all over Lake Geneva?" he cocked his head at her and gave her a secret smile. He must be referencing Virginia's party. Maybe he wanted to ask about all of the intimate details but he was waiting for Lauren to spill.
"Yeah, I do," she came in close and wrapped her hands around his left arm. Lauren leaned in and smelled Mr. Preston. His clean, masculine scent was something she was addicted to. Sometimes Lauren would smell his shirt or even his discarded boxers when he wasn't looking. She blushed as she thought of that and swallowed down the smell of him and held it inside.
"Think you can drive downtown?" Mr. Preston asked with raised eyebrows. He'd be impressed if she could and Lauren put her small hand out for the keys.
She giggled, "We'll see," once Mr. Preston had handed them over with a jingle. He gave her a terrified look and then laughed.
Mr. Preston looked almost as enthused about the museum as he did for Lauren's dress and braids. As he paid for the tickets, he grinned. "I usually feel like I'm sneaking around when I come here," he put his large hand out for Lauren to weave her fingers through. "It's nice to have company, especially for the Monet exhibit."
Lauren stood hand in hand with Mr. Preston and she was set adrift in a world of color. Layers and layers of colors that seemed more alive than the room in which the paintings were hung. They stood in front of a painting titled "Japanese Bridge" and Mr. Preston stood behind her. It felt as if they were swimming in the water rather than standing on their feet. He wrapped his arms around her chest and drew Lauren into his body. There was just the colors and the light and Lauren could feel his heartbeat against her back. His cock was half hard and stirred at their closeness. Lauren smelled him and snuggled her bottom up into her lover but all the while, it was the painting that she was immersed in.
"It's almost too much," she whispered.
"Almost like us," Mr. Preston murmured and kissed Lauren's neck right on her pulse. She was wet for him, soaked really. The pink polka dotted panties were too warm and slippery in the center and she thought if he reached under her frilly sundress that she might cum instantly in his hand.
They took their time and walked slowly from one exhibit to the next. It wasn't until Lauren realized that they had been immersed in some black and white photos for what might have been hours that she heard her stomach rumble.
Mr. Preston grabbed her by the waist and pulled her close. He kissed her upper lip, just a sweet, lingering kiss that made Lauren want to open her mouth for his tongue. "Enough art for now. Miss McCullum," he told her. "I need to feed you."
"It's okay, I can wait," she said as she stood on her tiptoes and wrapped her hands behind his neck. She was his dream girl, pressed against his hard cock, her heart hammered in her chest as she felt his erection reach out to touch her.
"Nonsense," he reached down and affectionately grabbed her bottom and hummed with pleasure. "Mrs. Preston is much too fond of you. She'd never forgive me if I let you starve. Besides, they have a lovely restaurant here with an incredible view."
He twirled Lauren and she went up on her tiptoes again as her dress flared around her thighs. Then he dipped her low and pulled Lauren back into his solid arms. "We should go dancing," Mr. Preston said as he wrapped one hand around a braid.
He pushed it over her shoulder and Lauren nodded, "That would be fun." They had a warm, electric spark between them and everything was foreplay. The handholding was just like fucking. Looking in each other's eyes was just as soul baring as undressing.
He led her to the third floor where Terzo Piano was located. Lauren gasped, Mr. Preston had downplayed what a breathtaking view it was. From this spot, the whole city of Chicago opened out like a magic carpet all the way to the horizon. Everything was afternoon sunlight and white marble and the space was art, just like the paintings. "Oh my god," she whispered and felt Mr. Preston knead her fingers on the crook of his arm.
They were led to a table next to the wall of windows and Mr. Preston held Lauren's chair for her and tucked her into place. He was such a gentleman. Lauren hadn't realized until his regular ministrations for both she and Mrs. Preston, how gratifying it was to be taken care of by a man. It was yet another layer of intimacy, Lauren thought as he placed the napkin over her lap. It felt like Mr. Preston was always thinking of the ladies in his life in all of the best of ways.
The waitress was a small woman with a face full of freckles. She had brown hair that she wore tucked into a tight bun. She wore a black shirt and pants and she spoke in a quiet voice that you needed to lean in to hear. Mr. Preston wanted a dry martini and gave the specifics to the lady in black.
"And what would your daughter like?" the waitress asked.
Lauren felt the spontaneous blush. Her cheeks were on fire, she was sure that they were deeply red. The woman thought Mr. Preston was her father and that suddenly made this seem so wrong.
He looked very amused though and clasped Lauren's hand, "I believe that my daughter wants a Coke."
Once the waitress walked away, Lauren bit her bottom lip and looked down at her dress. Why was she suddenly flushed everywhere? It was as if the blush on her cheeks had coursed down her body.
The waitress continued to refer to Lauren throughout the meal as Mr. Preston's daughter and every time, her lover went with it. He didn't correct her, he just smiled to himself.



Mr. Preston had a sophisticated palate and he always taught Lauren about new foods. For lunch he ordered things Lauren would never dream of, like wild boar and it was strangely delicious. They shared some crispy octopus and duck, even rabbit. Mr. Preston was as excited about the food as he was about Monet and Lauren smiled as he explained each dish with a rush of passion. He was brimming over with life, full of vitality. Mr. Preston was more alive than anyone else Lauren had ever known.
As the meal drew to a close, the waitress asked, "Did you two save any room for dessert?"
Lauren finally understood what Mr. Preston felt about being mistaken for Lauren's father. He brought her hand under the table and placed it between his legs. He was pounding hard, his cock was throbbing there in his pleats. He moved Lauren's hand on his erection and revealed how much he ached for her. As he touched himself with her hand, guiding her fingers along his girth, his eyes were riveted on Lauren. They were dark and dancing and almost dangerous as he studied her.
"I think we'll just take the check, thank you. I need to get my daughter home," he said in a low, steady voice, the one that the king used when he gave his concubine commands in his bed.
Lauren felt the stirring there that came with the voice. It began in her clitoris. There was an unmistakable pulse there and her inner thighs pressed together instinctively. As she watched him grab his wallet and set cash on the tray, Lauren was mesmerized by his masculinity. The lines of sinew in his forearm, the flex of his shoulders, all of him brawny and manly. Yet, sometimes he could be so soft.
Once they were alone in the elevator headed to the parking garage, Mr. Preston pushed the red stop button. Everything creaked and shuddered to a halt. He turned to face Lauren and held her hand to his heart. "I have to confess that this is turning me on more than it should."
Lauren wanted him to be almost helplessly enamored with her. She wanted them both to ache with love and desire for her the way she was for the Prestons. "What is?" she asked him softly. She could feel the animal heat that came off his body and entered hers
"The father daughter scenario," he gulped hard, like he was nervous and Lauren couldn't have ever imagined that he was nervous about anything. "Is that alright?" he asked, his hand trembled on the small of her back, almost imperceptibly.
Lauren nodded although she felt a bit unsure. It seemed so perverted.
Mr. Preston asked Lauren as they approached the blue Mercedes in the parking garage, "Does my little girl want to drive?" He dangled the keys in one hand and held them just out of reach. He pressed her up against the passenger side door and his intentions were clear. His dick throbbed between them, hard like a battering ram. It was almost frightening to think that they'd be alone, just the two of them. Mr. Preston was so intense and on fire.
Lauren couldn't help it. She had to know. "Can you drive, Daddy? I think I'm too distracted." She said it in a voice that sounded so very young and innocent. It was the voice of a girl who had no idea what was happening in Mr. Preston's pants. It was dangerous to speak to him like this.
"Fuck," he groaned and leaned in even closer. Mr. Preston was sweating in the shirt and he wiped the droplets from his forehead onto Lauren. She was marked and scented, just one more way that she belonged to the king. Except today, at this moment, it was his fantasy they were playing out. "Good girl," he murmured and rubbed himself against Lauren's hip.
With that look, he could turn her around and press Lauren's body up to the car. He could flip the back of her dress up and shred her panties. He could fuck her hard and fast and forcibly and Lauren wouldn't be able to stop him. Mr. Preston's climax would be enormous and it would wet the leather upholstery under her all the way back to the penthouse.
Mr. Preston didn't believe in quickies though.
He closed his eyes and clenched his jaw, like he was admonishing himself. He had to contain himself, just until they got home. Mr. Preston opened her door and helped Lauren inside. He reached over her body with the seatbelt strap. His big hands lingered on her belly and then her breasts before he buckled her in. He fondled her tenderly and his fingers were everywhere. "Baby love," he whispered before he closed the door behind him.
Even his nickname for her had a secondary meaning, Lauren thought and felt her nipples brush against her sundress. They were pointed and warm and ready for Mr. Preston's teeth.
They were home in no time. Once they were safely ensconced at the penthouse, alone, just the two of them, Lauren felt the relief wash over her. They were free to fulfill any fantasy they liked here and no one else needed to know what this sense of urgency was about. Mr. Preston asked Lauren, almost breathless. "I've been waiting so long, little girl. Can Daddy take you to bed tonight?"
Lauren felt herself shudder as she nodded. She said it in the softest voice, "Yes."
Mr. Preston picked her up. He had a habit of scooping up either Lauren or his wife when he couldn't wait anymore. It was something that a caveman would do. Lauren wondered if he could feel the warmth and need as it emanated from her pussy.
He placed her gently on the bed. Lauren was near the foot of the mattress and still dressed. Her calves shook a little as Lauren watched the man she loved situate himself on the bench at her feet. It was late afternoon and the lights were off in the bedroom. Just enough light peeked through one corner window that the crazed look on Mr. Preston's face was illuminated. His eyes were huge and his cheeks were flushed. "You know how much your father loves you, don't you honey?" he asked her in a husky voice that trembled with want. But there was his natural kindness and warmth under the words. Her own father had never spoken to her so sweetly.
"Yes, I do," Lauren whispered and there it was again, the corresponding hot gush of fluid inside her pink panties. He did love her and he was feeding her obsession with him like this.
"Can Daddy take your clothes off and show you how much he loves you?" Mr. Preston panted. A rivulet of sweat ran down his face and Lauren wanted to lick it. "Your father just wants to kiss your beautiful, little naked body from head to toe."
Lauren's clitoris answered for her with a pulse that vibrated hot waves of want through her hips. Lauren whispered, "Yes Daddy."
Mr. Preston reached under her bottom and tugged the dress up and over her ass. He moaned when he saw her panties but there was no time to stop. He would tear the dress from Lauren's body if he couldn't remove it. His fingers trembled on her bare skin and he pulled the dress over her head. "My god," he whispered as his fingers melded to Lauren's breasts. He made little circles around her pounding buds. Lauren ached for his touch there and she cried out in ecstasy from just his fingertips there. Mr. Preston whispered, "Your father loves these perfect little titties. I can't stop staring at them." Her lover had brought both nipples to stony peaks. Mr. Preston looked Lauren in the eye with a lascivious look as he said, "Tell daddy how much you love him."
The tip of Mr. Preston's tongue was flaming hot as he touched it to Lauren's left nipple. "I love you so much, Daddy," Lauren told him with her fingers in Mr. Preston's thick, dark hair. There was a downpour of love for him between her legs as Mr. Preston traced every little curve and valley around Lauren's areola with his tongue. She was pulsated with current. She was crazy in love with him and he was hungry for her. Mr. Preston was ravenous and drooled down Lauren's flesh as he licked and panted and lapped.
He was in a frenzy of need, everything touched her everywhere. Lauren moaned as he reached for her other nipple with his fingers and pulled that flesh into a hard, hot stone. "Baby love," he murmured again and hovered between her breasts. Lauren saw it in his eyes. The taboo desires, the torrid need, he was barely able to keep himself from holding Lauren down and fucking her relentlessly, without mercy. If his pants were off, he'd already be inside.
"I love you, Daddy," Lauren said it again and smoothed her fingers through his thick hair and felt his sweat on her hands. It dripped on her chest as he made his way back and forth with his mouth. He sucked and licked like it was the first time he'd ever tasted her. He teased and circled Lauren's aching nipples as she moved her hips. She writhed with pleasure under him.
It was just like the concubine fantasy, Lauren thought. This was Mr. Preston's darkest, deepest secret desire and Lauren trembling from head to toe to make it true. She cried out in pleasure as Mr. Preston bit down on one nipple, just a little harder than she was expecting. The anguish and the love collided in waves. It was too much, just like the painting. Lauren couldn't do anything but surrender.
Mr. Preston let go of the nipple in his mouth with a gasp and pressed Lauren's breasts together. His tongue was out and his whole body vibrated as he licked back and forth and coated Lauren with his saliva. "Is my little, baby girl wet for me?" he asked between kisses.
"Yes, Daddy," Lauren confessed in her little girl coo, "So wet for my sweet Daddy."
Mr. Preston shuddered and rose up. His powerful shoulders were outlined in sunlight and his face was in the shadows. Even like this, his eyes glowed; ravenous, crazy eyes. "Your father isn't supposed to taste your pussy, is he?" His breath came like he had just been running.
Lauren was almost afraid to tell him no, and maybe that was part of the fantasy. "No, daddy, you're not supposed to taste my pussy," she murmured. Lauren pushed her bottom up just a little so that she knew he could smell her forbidden scent. Lauren only wore the panties and her Keds and yet, like this, she seemed even more naked and completely vulnerable. "My Daddy's not supposed to take me to his bed," she whispered and wound her hips back and forth on the sheet. "My Daddy's not supposed to be hard and touch himself and think about his daughter all naked for him." Lauren knew she was close to the line, Mr. Preston snarled at her and showed his teeth. "Daddy's definitely not supposed to lick his little girl until she cums all over his face like a fountain."
"Fuck!" he howled and sank to the bed. Mr. Preston kissed her passionately. It was a trembling row of wild kisses down her center and when he reached her panties, he tugged at the waistband. They didn't automatically come down and Mr. Preston had reached the end of his patience. He ripped her panties in two halves.
Lauren screamed as she felt the bits of polka dotted fabric fall from her body. He growled and gripped Lauren's hips. Mr. Preston showed her his teeth as he drooled over her bare lips and he told her, "Tonight, you belong to your daddy."
Lauren's body melted as his mouth possessed her. Mr. Preston groaned into her crevice as he licked her from her asshole all the way to her clitoris. This wasn't the way that her queen made love to her, there was nothing feminine about this. This was a starving beast who had no other thought than to feed. Mr. Preston pushed his tongue inside her asshole, deep and slippery. He fucked her with his tongue in hard, deep strokes, as much tongue as could push inside. The hungry whimpers that came from both of them grew louder and louder. They were mating sounds and Lauren shivered as he took her. Mr. Preston grunted as he licked her and moaned as her taste dripped down her body to the bed.
He grabbed her by the cheeks and pushed her bottom up so that Lauren's nakedness was fully on display. Lauren's pussy was just an inch from his tongue. Mr. Preston dripped saliva down her creases and told her in a faraway voice, "My little girl." He bowed his head, as if in prayer, and lapped her clitoris. "My little girl," he whispered again and then licked her once more. The words and his tongue all swirled together. It was love and wetness and a dark, new passion that threatened to overtake Lauren. She could feel the frothy liquid pour down her thighs as she lost herself in Mr. Preston's dream.
"My little girl," he said it again as he lapped and milked her pulsating pearl into his mouth. When he sucked her there, he was whisper soft with his lips and his searing tongue bathed her up and down. Lauren shuddered under him as Mr. Preston wrapped his lips around her firmly and sucked her inside. The pulse was electric. It was colors and lights and a burst of sensation that gripped her legs and Lauren couldn't do anything but let go with a spurt of love.
"Oh Daddy," she whispered and then sobbed, "God yes, Daddy." With her fingers tangled in his hair, Lauren began an orgasm that flooded his mouth. Mr. Preston drank and swallowed and swallowed again and she continued to climax. He took long, thirsty gulps of Lauren's steamy liquid. Mr. Preston continued to suck as she moaned over and over, her hips grinding into his mouth and her whole body melting into his hands. "Daddy love," she whispered in the dark, giving him a nickname back.
Lauren was empty but the pleasure still trembled down her body. Mr. Preston looked up at her and his face was saturated. Lauren's cum dripped from his chin. The soapy sweetness of her climax was a river down his neck and he wiped his chin with his hand and licked it. Mr. Preston raised his eyebrows at her and murmured, "I always knew my little girl would taste delicious."
He rose to his feet and as he unbuttoned his shirt, Mr. Preston told Lauren, "You soaked the bed. You came all the way down the mattress."
"Did I, Daddy?" she asked him just above a whisper. In Mr. Preston's salacious imaginary world, it was a dirty little secret that no one else could know.
"Yes, you squirted so much, it covered my shirt," Mr. Preston showed Lauren how she'd soaked the crisp white shirt with her monumental climax. "Why do you think that is, baby love?" He waited with his shirt off, poised and at attention. He was ready to unbutton and unzip and possess her.
"Because I've always wanted my father like this," Lauren whispered as she brought her hands down between her legs. Lauren still quivered there. She still pulsed from the powerful orgasm and then he was standing there, looking at her like that, raping her with his eyes.
"Show me," he whispered, his greedy eyes all over her young, nude body. "Touch your little pussy for Daddy," he begged Lauren.
Lauren reached between her legs. Just like she would do at home alone, under her covers and in the dark. It wasn't that long ago and yet, now it seemed to have happened to someone else entirely. She rubbed with two fingers, delicately and softly as if she'd never touched herself before. The effect was overpowering. Touching her slippery lips, barely touching, a whisper soft caress was making her convulse with insistent need. She said the only thing that a girl in her circumstances could say. "Oh Daddy, please."
Mr. Preston couldn't get his pants down fast enough. He dropped them to the floor and then it was just him and the clinging briefs that outlined his beautiful dick. The head of his bulging erection was out, dripping over the waistband. He pushed his underwear down his thick tree trunk thighs and showed Lauren the length and girth of his cock. "Daddy can't wait to fuck you," he moaned. He shook his cock at her and splattered Lauren with sticky precum. Mr. Preston knelt on the bed and raised Lauren's foot to his chest. "Daddy wants you completely naked," he whispered as he untied one shoe and tossed it to the floor. He kissed her instep and placed her foot gently on the bed. He was tensed, like an animal ready spring. His dick beckoned to Lauren and she thought that perhaps, it had ever looked so big or so ready to fuck.
Mr. Preston's eyes were on Lauren's slit and her inner thighs and her swollen lips. He watched her as she caressed herself gently. He studied the way she moved her hips and a long strand of hot spit dripped from his lower lip to puddle in Lauren's belly button. The beast was ready to eat her alive. He grabbed his cock and she could see the flex of muscle in his forearm as he stroked it furiously. "Daddy needs to fuck you," he muttered under his breath. The chords popped from his neck. It was the strain, the need for release, Lauren had never seen him so close to exploding. He let go of his erection and reached for her other foot.
He took off her other shoe and Mr. Preston kissed that foot as well. "Daddy can't wait anymore," his voice was low, a warning. "Are you ready, baby love?" Mr. Preston asked as he pulled her close. He took her fingers from her lower lips and licked them with a groan. He put both fingers in his mouth and sucked them. Then Mr. Preston held that hand to his chest so that Lauren could feel the thunderous beat of his heart. He pressed her body completely into his and wrapped her so tightly in his arms that Lauren could feel his heart pounding against her body. He asked again, hoarse, with the head of his enormous cock pressed against Lauren's crevice, "Are you ready, little girl?"
"Yes, Daddy," she told him and her eyes drank him in. Their eyes were locked on the other. Lauren delved all the way, head first, into Mr. Preston's fantasy. "Are you going to take my virginity with your big, hard cock?" her voice trembled, as if she were almost terrified .
"Yes," he could only mouth the word and then his lips were on hers. Mr. Preston fed her his tongue and his lips and all the while, he pushed the luscious head of his dick deep inside her slippery opening. Lauren didn't even whimper as he took her.
All of her.
He pounded inside and they kissed all the while. Her king, her father, her lover, Lauren held on tightly to his body with her sweaty limbs and sticky fingers as he melted into her. Their hearts were an echo of the other. Mr. Preston filled her with his breath and drank down hers.
Lauren slid her hands around his body and caressed his cheeks. She could feel the muscle flex there as they fucked, the tremor there as he plunged all the way to the bottom of her.
His cock was so big, throbbing deep inside, pulsing with a life of its own. His breath came with a rush and he pushed his air down into her lungs as his pleasure peaked. Mr. Preston's hands pulled Lauren's bottom even tighter.
This was what she wanted, what she craved, what she prayed for. Lauren wanted to be filled with his air and his cock, to be his pleasure, his muse, his love, to be his every breath. She wanted his heart, his love, yes, like a father loved his daughter, protective and fierce and loyal and for always.
Forever.
She trembled and her thighs wrapped around his big body even tighter. Her fingers dug into his cheeks and if she could speak, she would have begged him to fuck her. Fuck her so deep and so hard that she couldn't feel where he stopped and she began.
There was the tremor inside him. It was the thick, full scorching heat of the orgasm that shivered there, right under the surface. Mr. Preston was just about to explode. He would fill her and take her breath away as he pumped her full of his essence.
Mr. Preston broke the kiss with a gasp and a cry of, "My little girl." It was almost a sob and then he exploded. He kept fucking her as he came. He came in wet, shuddering sighs and cries and howls and if anyone else could hear them, they would think that Mr. Preston was in pain.
Lauren clung tightly to him as his climax became another glorious orgasm. Her pussy radiated with ecstasy as her body drank down every last drop of him. Once she was full and empty, overflowing and overwhelmed all at once, Lauren realized that Mr. Preston had collapsed around her.



They were spent. The man, her lover, her daddy, grasped her with weak fingers. He was parched and emptied and Mr. Preston gazed lovingly into Lauren's eyes as he sank into her body and whispered, "I love you, Lauren." He said her name like no one ever had before, like it was a magic word, like it must be treasured and kept close to his heart.
Saying her name seemed to bring them both back. It was as if he'd released her from his dream world and they were just the two of them once again. He was just Mr. Preston and she was just Lauren and his cum was just buried inside and fucked down her thighs. They were both wet with each other's love.
He settled down next to Lauren and held her close. Mr. Preston kissed her cheek and then the delicate skin just under her jaw. "Did I tell you that I was nervous about it just being the two of us?" he asked as he swept back little bits of her hair that had escaped her braids.
"You too?" Lauren wondered as she curled up in his arms.
"Yes, but no more," he told her with shining, serious eyes. "Thank you for giving me that fantasy."
Lauren couldn't help but give him a small, twisted smile when she said, "You're welcome daddy."
"Baby," he kissed Lauren along her hairline and whispered. It felt like he was almost begging for more except that Mr. Preston knew that he never had to beg. Lauren wanted whatever her sultan desired. "I hope my little girl isn't too tired. Daddy's going to get his second wind shortly.
And just like that, Lauren was his daughter once more.
***
Mr. Preston already had plans for the day by the time Lauren woke up. He was busy making pancakes when she shuffled into the kitchen and took a seat at the breakfast bar. "Good morning, my love," he addressed her with his warm smile, the same one that he'd always had for her. "Coffee?"
The sun was high in the sky. Lauren could tell by the angle of the light that came through the living room windows. "Yes please," she said and stretched. "What time is it?"
"Almost ten," he told her and set her cup down. Mr. Preston always made it perfectly, heavy cream, light sugar, just the way she liked it. "You were out like a light," he tapped her on the tip of her nose with a finger. "Guess I must have done an okay job, huh?"
Lauren laughed, it was a naughty, almost fiendish laugh. He'd been insatiable for the little girl fantasy. The first time, he took her virginity. The second was after he had bathed her in the tub with a sponge. The third was after Lauren had sat on his face for an hour.
After that she couldn't move, all she could do was collapse to the bed. "I would say so," she grinned and felt the fluids from last night trickle down her bare thighs. She wore his white shirt from yesterday and it smelled of sweat and lovemaking. "I didn't know you cooked," Lauren said as she watched him flip more pancakes.
"I don't really," he shrugged, "Just breakfast." He handed over a plate full of pancakes and bacon. There was butter and syrup waiting on the counter. Mr. Preston reached for her and held her chin so that Lauren stared back into his dark eyes. They were so full of tenderness for her. "But I would do anything for you. My little girl," there was that voice again. It was a voice that told a bedtime story. It came from a fairytale and Mr. Preston had fallen in love with the long haired fairy princess who lived there.
Lauren felt the wave of him, his want, his need, enter her body.
He released her and busied himself with the eggs he was scrambling. "So I thought we'd go do the river architecture tour if you want. It's a beautiful day for it."
Lauren nodded and chewed the bacon.
"Plus it's a fun thing to do when you're high," Mr. Preston said with a chuckle.
She felt her eyes get wide. This was shaping up to be the perfect day.
"And we're going dancing tonight." He told her as he shoveled eggs on his plate. "So eat up, young lady, no wasting the day away."
Mr. Preston only had two speeds, stopped and full speed ahead. He was like a rocket, a force of nature. Lauren dipped her pancake in syrup and thought that it was good that he didn't want to spend the day in bed like she and Mrs. Preston would do. Lauren would be too sore to enjoy him. Thinking about her queen made Lauren smile wistfully. "Did Mrs. Preston call?" Lauren wondered.
"No," Mr. Preston sounded a little sad too, "But she texted us at four this morning. A whole stream of consciousness," they both chuckled at this. It was how she expressed herself when she was interested or frazzled. "She's not having fun and she drank too much and she told me not to hurt your beautiful pussy."
Lauren blushed and took another bite. Good, Mrs. Preston missed her in all of the best of ways.
"So I promised the queen that I would be gentle with our concubine," he whispered and reached for Lauren again. This time he smoothed her hair and flipped the unruly braid from yesterday back over her shoulder.
Lauren appreciated it. After a night of that much sex, there was a heat between her legs, a heaviness. It was almost as if her pussy lips were now larger. They were swollen and Lauren felt like they were obvious. Holding her thighs together under his shirt was difficult. It felt better when she spread her legs and let her lips splay and bask in the air conditioning. "Thank you," Lauren told him between bites.
"So how is it?" Mr. Preston asked as he raised his thick, black brows.
"How is what?" Lauren wondered with a piece of bacon poised to enter her mouth, a droplet of syrup on her bottom lip.
"Your beautiful, little pussy," he murmured, his eyes were all over her. Lauren knew that he'd memorized her nakedness long ago and could easily outline her curves through his ruined shirt.
Lauren bit her bottom lip, she wondered if she should even do it. Considering that they were like a match and kerosene. Considering that once it got started, there was no stopping Mr. Preston. He'd jackhammer her into the bed, or maybe even up against the wall, and Lauren couldn't do anything about it. Then again, there was the magnetic draw to his big body and as she studied his face, she could tell without even looking down that he was half hard. Lauren pulled the shirttail up and opened her legs up wide. "I think it's okay but you better check," she whispered.
"Fuck," Mr. Preston said. He sounded parched even though he'd just drank a full glass of orange juice. "You are so perfectly made," his eyes were riveted to Lauren's bare lips. He walked slowly around to her side of the breakfast bar, he walked like an animal who was hunting its prey. "I can't stop wanting you, Lauren," his voice broke as he dropped to his knees in front of her barstool. He abruptly turned her to face him. He roughly pushed his shirt up higher and yanked her legs far apart.
His breath was hot on her blushing, secret places and the feel of it made Lauren ache. After riding his face last night for so long, it seemed ridiculous to want it again. But Mr. Preston's tongue and his lips on her body was pure ecstasy. "Just a taste," he whispered and bowed his head. "I mean I did promise Sharon that I'd make sure."
She would have laughed at his joke if she didn't squeal with delight as Mr. Preston licked her softly along the inner side of one fat pussy lip. He took his time and licked all the way to her clitoris. Mr. Preston sighed as he sucked on her fleshy, little hood. Then he used his tongue underneath, he teased with just the tip along Lauren's fluttering bud. He moved his mouth and licked her back down the other lip to her creamy entry. He sighed into her bare legs.
Lauren felt it. It was unmistakable and there was no way she could control it. Her clit had a mind of its own and it made an appearance. It was needy and erect already. Her pink flesh was as hard as a bead and it felt fat and much too big to settle back into its resting place. This was her natural state of arousal when Mr. Preston was close by.
He knew it. Mr. Preston knew what he did to Lauren's body and he whispered, "Hello again," to her bud before he washed her clitoris up and down in long, hard, persistent strokes. His saliva dripped down to Lauren's cheeks and her calf twitched as he pleasured her.
Mr. Preston sat back on his heels and hummed with satisfaction. "Yes, I think it's safe to report back that our little girl's pussy is perfectly wonderful," he looked up at her, clearly amused at how he'd affected her body so quickly. "As always," he added. "Okay, eat your breakfast my love," Mr. Preston said with a grin as he rose to his feet.
Lauren saw that his cock was already up. It was over the waistband of his boxers. The meaty head had broken free and dripped on Lauren's knee as he rose. Her sultan was ready for her. He was more than ready, he ached for her and yet, Mr. Preston went back to his side of the breakfast bar with his big dick hidden away. He was going to wait and just the thought that he had so much control, made her gush a little puddle on the barstool.
Well fuck.
She was quick about her coffee and the rest of her breakfast. Lauren showered and left her hair loose to air dry so that it would be long and kinky. On a hot day like today, it would almost be a giant afro in the humidity. She put on white, denim cut offs that Mrs. Preston had once said were almost better than naked. She pulled a light blue tube top over her head and watched in the mirror as her nipples were sent into a frenzy. The fabric was a silky tease on her skin. Lauren was sure that she'd be sweaty and slick with pointed nipples all day. If Mr. Preston was going to tease her, he was going to get it right back, she told her reflection with a naughty smile.
When she presented herself to him in the living room, she felt the pulse between her legs. If Lauren thought that she'd drive him crazy with lust, she didn't realize that he'd do the same. He wore jeans that hugged his amazing ass and a gray tee shirt that reminded her of his biceps and shoulders. There was the line of muscle down his back, the ones that strained when he threw her on the bed and mounted her. Holding her down, plunging inside with his wild eyes, his forceful fingers and his cock. She'd never seen such a beautiful man before.
"Open your mouth," he said and Lauren did as she was told. She'd gladly get on her knees for him right here. She'd show Mr. Preston with her adoring hands and her worshipful mouth what her king inspired in her.
Mr. Preston put a red gummy bear on her tongue. "This should really hit about the time we get on the boat," and he put one in his mouth too. He'd gone to the dispensary before Mrs. Preston left and he had all kinds of edibles. It was a whole new way to experience being high. It was cleaner and more intense and came in waves.
Lauren took his hand and wove her slender fingers through his thick ones as they headed to the door. "Well this will be interesting," he whispered.
***
It was a symphony of sensation. Lauren had decided that was the appropriate word at some point in the afternoon. She was enjoying the slow build up of it all. It was decadent to be immersed in so many feelings and colors and scents all at the same time. Lauren just hoped that she'd remember it later exactly as it had occurred.
The Chicago River was almost the familiar Saint Patrick's Day green even in the summertime. It was beautiful like this though, with the sun sparkling on it. Mr. Preston had brought snacks from the French Market and the basket was a cornucopia of delicious surprises. Here was a bit of meat, here was a bite of a dumpling, here a spoonful of gelato. All the while, Mr. Preston also fed Lauren with whispers, some dirty and some so romantic, they could be poetry. His five o'clock shadow from the night before was on her neck and his fingers were on her bare legs. His salty, clean smell seemed to almost overpower her. Lauren was wet all day.
Once the tour was over, they went to Lincoln Park. They lay in the grass and studied clouds and Lauren found herself staring at Mr. Preston's mouth. For some reason, Lauren had never initiated contact with her sultan. With Mrs. Preston, Lauren often took the lead, especially now that they knew each other. Lauren would often pull the dark haired woman into her arms and baptize her face in a frenzy of wet kisses. Never with Mr. Preston. And yet, Lauren thought as she stared at his mouth, she'd never wanted to kiss any other man this much.
She sought out his mouth with hers. Lauren's lips led the way like her clitoris seemed to rise and pulse for her lover as soon as she heard him enter the house. Her lips were wet and Lauren's hips rose up to seal against him as their mouths touched. Liquid love and ecstasy came together as his tongue, so thick and slippery and powerful, pushed into the center of her mouth.
They wound their tongues together and his heavy body pressed Lauren into the ground. Consumed, like this, overpowered and consumed, Mr. Preston had her breath and gave her his. He drank down her sigh and her air and the edges were all blurry as she melted in his embrace.
There was no ending of Lauren and beginning of Mr. Preston. They were just one being, one pulse, one desire. Lauren felt a tremor and she realized that she didn't know if it initiated from him or her and there no longer seemed to be a place where Mr. Preston stopped and Lauren began.
When their mouths parted, both of them were out of breath. Mr. Preston lay back in the grass and covered his mouth while he stared at her. "Whoa," he murmured. Lauren wondered if he didn't feel it too, the undeniable sensation that they had been joined somehow, that their bodies were a piece of the other one's.
Love. A much bigger love than Lauren ever knew was possible.
"I have an idea," he told her and reached for Lauren's hand. "Let's go to the Drake. You ever been?"
Lauren snorted and covered her mouth quickly to make the sound stay inside. "God no," she told him with a laugh. "I really haven't been anywhere except with you guys."
Mr. Preston tugged her up to her feet and scooped her hair back as they headed towards the street. "Sorry, I forget sometimes. I mean you're so young but you seem ageless."
What did that mean, Lauren wondered.
Mr. Preston might be able to read her mind, maybe because they were touching. "I mean, you look nineteen but you seem older. Like you could be very old, maybe you're just an old soul. Or maybe timeless. I don't know," he chuckled to himself. "Or these edibles are getting to me."
They laughed and he twirled her as if they were the only ones who could hear the music playing. "You're not really going to go away after Labor Day are you? You're not going to leave, are you?" His husky voice dove down into the tube top and plucked her nipples into points that should be in his mouth. She should be in his lap with nipples like this, naked and full of his perfect dick. There was something sweet and sad in his gaze that made Lauren feel like she was melting into a puddle at his feet.
"You know what," Mr. Preston said as he twirled her once more, "don't answer that."
The lobby of the Drake was the most luxurious place that Lauren had ever seen. She immediately felt self conscious there, like she had back when she and Mrs. Preston had first met. It felt like her poor McCullum background just oozed into the atmosphere and she hoped that they wouldn't detect that she didn't belong. She hung back as Mr. Preston checked in. She lingered under the enormous chandelier and lost herself in the twinkling lights.
"You're going to need a dress," Mr. Preston said as he appeared behind her, close and hot and larger than life. He had folded his sunglasses and tucked them into his pocket. Now it was just his eyes in the twinkling and for a second, Lauren felt like they were kissing even though they weren't actually touching at all.
Lauren shrugged, "I have a bunch at your house."
He nodded, "But we aren't at our house. Someone is going to have to get used to being spoiled a little." He handed her a room key and prompted her to follow him. "I don't pretend to be as good at this as Sharon but we'll manage," he told her with an easy smile. Mr. Preston led Lauren down a corridor to a small boutique with mannequins in the window. One male, one female, they were in formal wear. The male wore a tuxedo and Lauren thought he looked like James Bond. The jacket and crisp white shirt were white and the pants were black. The black bow tie made it quite debonair. The female mannequin wore a strapless black cocktail dress and she immediately remembered Mrs. Preston's advice to keep it simple. The mannequins made quite a pair, the two clear, plastic forms with clothes.
Mr. Preston and Lauren went inside the store. A young man was all alone behind the counter. He was freckled and thin, his blonde hair was bleached, not natural and Lauren thought he looked rather odd. He cracked his gum and asked, "can I help you?"
Mr. Preston pointed at the mannequins and told him, "We need that. The dress, the tux, the whole shebang," he said as waved at the clothes.
The boy at the counter exhaled and popped his gum again. It was exasperation and he made a face. "Are you with the wedding?"
"Why yes, we are. Damn airline lost our luggage," Mr. Preston lied quickly and convincingly and Lauren just hoped she could play along.
"And what jacket size are you?" He sized up Mr. Preston up with his eyes and scowled.
"42."
"And what about you, miss?"
"It depends," Lauren said under her breath.
Mr. Preston looked quizzically at her and leaned in, "You okay, honey?"
"I'm a 4, except for my," she pointed to her bottom.
Mr. Preston glowed when he stared at it fondly and then all the way back up to her face. "No worries, my love," he assured her with a touch of his solid hand. Mr. Preston would take care of it, like he took care of everything.
He used his black American Express card like a magic wand and it was amazing how quickly everyone seemed to snap to attention for Mr. Preston. He had that aura about him. Lauren realized as she watched the employees scramble, it wasn't just the money, it was him. He was powerful and in control of the situation, whether it was in the bedroom or in a store.
It didn't take much more than an hour for the clothes to be brought to the dressing room. While inside, a woman pinned Lauren's dress and marked it with chalk. The black strapless dress felt silky and heavy on her body. The bodice would hug her breasts nicely once the woman took it in a little on both sides. It would fit her ass like a glove after she let out the back. Mr. Preston wiggled his eyebrows at her to let Lauren know that he approved. "And of course you'll be wearing the proper foundation," the woman said and clicked her teeth to scold Lauren for not wearing a bra.
While they were sorting out the clothes and underwear, Mr. Preston had shoes sent over from Bloomingdales. Lauren knew from the glimpse she got of the red bottoms that the black, suede stilettos were Louboutins. Her fingers were nervous when she slipped them on one at a time. They made her legs look a mile long. They probably cost more than the Corolla was worth, she thought and sputtered with nervous laughter.
After they were finished in front of the mirrors and they were both dressed again, the store manager assured them that the clothes would be finished, pressed and delivered promptly to their room by 7:30. Plenty of time for the Goldman wedding reception. He had only come to their aid after the American Express card had been placed on the counter but once he had gotten involved, things happened like magic. "I hope you two have a lovely evening," he said with a wide smile as Lauren and Mr. Preston exited.
They waited to laugh until they got in the elevator and then they couldn't stop. Lauren held her sides and giggled until her face hurt. "And just in time for some wedding we're not invited to."



"Oh no, we're going now," Mr. Preston assured her with a gleam in his eye.
The elevator opened with a ding and Lauren had stopped laughing. "Won't we get in trouble?"
Mr. Preston kissed her on the forehead and asked, "What are they going to do to us, baby love?"
They got out on the twelfth floor and walked arm in arm down the hall to their room. The room was smaller than the master bedroom at the penthouse but it was lovely and cool. There was a small living area with a couch and a chair. There was a set of French doors that were open and invited them into the bedroom. The light on the nightstand was on and the curtains were closed. The shadows cast on the bed made it feel like it was already quite late. Lauren smoothed her hands down the heavy cotton sheets and the neatly folded, down comforter. There were two chocolates on the white fold of the sheet and she felt a stab of hunger, probably the munchies. Lauren lay down and her hair spilled over her side of the bed as she waved a chocolate at her king.
"Chocolate?" she asked in a voice that suggested she wanted to give him anything and everything.
Mr. Preston eased down on the bed next to her, heavy and wide and his warmth immediately infused the atmosphere. "Yes," he said and opened his mouth.
His lips were red, beautiful lips really. They were red and just a little wet in the center. His tongue was the deep pink at the center of a rose and his teeth were movie star white and perfectly shaped. It was a magnificent mouth and Lauren unwrapped the candy and traced the brown tip along his lips. She followed the shape of his mouth like she had with her tongue.
Mr. Preston flicked his tongue out at her and took the candy. The push, that licking movement, Lauren recognized the move and her body quivered. That was the way his tongue moved over her. The way his tongue flicked when he parted her lower lips and found her sensitive little pearl. It was that swipe of the tongue that brought her to a place of pounding need with just that little motion.
Lauren wondered if he wasn't already hard and ready for her. They were on a bed after all, in a very nice room. Mr. Preston took her hand and kissed the center of her palm. "You should take a nice cool bath," he whispered. "I'll bring you a Coke and some ice and then I'll wait for the clothes."
"Okay," Lauren said and bit her bottom lip, thinking. Was he bored with her? They had been together all day.
"Just, will you do one thing before you go?" Mr. Preston wanted to know. Lauren felt the worried creases on her forehead melt once more. He did want her, that voice was a tell. In a minute, he'd be unzipping his pants for her and then pushing her head down on his cock, all the way to the root of it while he churned in and out.
"Yes," anything, fuck my throat, all the way to my stomach, Lauren thought.
"Kiss me again," Mr. Preston's eyes shone in the low light. They were serious and beautiful and held some new expression of need that Lauren had never seen there before. "Just like you did earlier," Mr. Preston's voice shook a little when he added, "You made me cum in my pants before at the park."
"Really?" Lauren felt the pride well up inside her chest. Pride and want, both in equal amounts, she wanted to be his good girl.
"Yes and that's never happened to me before," Mr. Preston told her with his fingers in her hair and then just like that, her mouth was his. Her breath entered him and Mr. Preston groaned into Lauren. It was a desperate sound that echoed her own need. Their tongues dipped and caressed, slippery sounds that came with a crescendo, the rise and fall of two into one.
It was ecstasy. Lauren wrapped her fingers in his hair and her breasts melted into his chest. Her hips pushed into his pelvis, as if every pore in her body had to be his. She had to be taken, broken open and poured down inside Mr. Preston.
When the kiss ended, Lauren shivered uncontrollably. Mr. Preston held her close and kissed her eyebrows and her cheeks, her closed lids and the tip of her nose. "Part of me wants to rip those shorts off you and fuck you until you can't walk."
Lauren waited, frozen and hot all at the same time. Part of her needed that too and the shorts felt tight between her legs.
"But then the surprise later wouldn't be as fun," he whispered with a sigh and released Lauren as he lay on his back. "Get ready before I change my mind." It sounded like a stern warning and Lauren giggled all the way to the bathroom.
While the tub filled with water, she contemplated masturbating. She could do it quickly and silently like she used to do at home but maybe that would be ruining the surprise too.
She would wait for him.
***
The reception was held in the Grand Ballroom and Lauren felt herself hold her breath in the ribbed bodice of her fitted dress. It was like they had walked into a dream, a castle in a fairytale and surely there must be royalty here with this finery everywhere she turned. The tables were laid out with tall, white tapers and gold candlestick holders. In between candelabras, there were bowls and vases filled with flowers. Crimson roses and lighter pink roses too, the scent of damp flow in full bloom hung heavy in the air.
Lauren thought of Mrs. Preston's face cream and smiled secretly to herself. Mr. Preston noticed that she was tall enough with the stilettos to almost look him in the eye. "You okay?" his voice was a whisper on her neck. He knew that Lauren was a little nervous and the weed was just beginning to melt the tight places along her spine.
"I think so," she whispered back.
"Yes, everyone is looking at us, you're not paranoid," the king murmured as his strong fingers lingered on her bare arm. "But that's because you're so beautiful."
There was a band in the corner and as they struck up, "Witchcraft", Lauren recognized it almost immediately. Mr. Preston played the Rat Pack music constantly when they were out on the boat.
"Would you care to dance, my love?" he whispered into her hair.
Lauren nodded and followed him to the floor. She liked being this tall but the shoes made her nervous. She wasn't adept in them like Mrs. Preston. Mr. Preston knew that she was unpracticed and was careful to walk slowly. Lauren got the distinct impression that he enjoyed taking his time and feeling all the eyes on them.
Once they were on the dance floor, Mr. Preston twirled her and brought Lauren close. "And here I thought that the braids and the sundress were my favorite look," he flashed a wicked grin.
Lauren had put her hair up in a careful bun. She could feel that little tendrils of wispy curls had already escaped and caressed her bare neck and shoulders. She had been careful with the red lipstick and when she'd stepped back, away from the mirror, she had smiled at her reflection. If the cutoffs and tube top made her look like a girl then the cocktail dress and heels made her look like a woman. And she finally felt like one too.
Mr. Preston led and he guided Lauren easily with one hand around hers and one at the center of her bottom. It was a possessive move, bold and sexual and Lauren noticed that no one else on the dance floor touched the way they did.
Mr. Preston looked like James Bond in the tuxedo and Lauren could feel his heat as it radiated through the velvety dress. His dick was half hard in the pleats as he twirled her out and then brought her back. This was exactly the way he took charge of Lauren's body in the bedroom too and she was sure that was what he was thinking of with that stiffness between his legs.
The music went on, the melody and the tempo changed but it was all just in the background. There were a couple of faster songs but she and Mr. Preston seemed to be dancing to their own music, like they had at the park. It was just foreplay really, their hands and hips moving to music now but it was easy to picture him bare and orchestrating the footsteps to his bed as well.
"Unforgettable," began and the kind smiled. Mr. Preston turned Lauren around to face the window that looked out over Walton Street. The lights were on and the night was humid and the world had a slick sheen to it. Lauren could see Mr. Preston's face behind her in the glass. She could smell him on her skin. It wasn't just the subtle under current of his aftershave, it was the scent of his body. She could feel his heart beating against her back and she couldn't help but push her bottom into him. Right there, his throbbing hardness was right there along the line of the panties that were swallowed up by her cheeks. She opened her mouth, red lips all shiny and wet like she'd been sucking his cock on her knees instead of dancing in the candlelit room. "Oh god," she said as the warmth between her legs made her inner thighs shiver.
Mr. Preston nodded to her reflection and now one of his huge hands was on her belly and the other had reached behind, hidden from view. His fingernails traced up under the hem of her dress. This was worse than the boat, Lauren thought with a deep breath. On the boat, she'd hardly been wearing clothes at all. But here, dressed like this, it was so wrong for him to look at her reflection as he slipped his intrusive fingers into the sliver of panties.
"Mark? Mark Preston, is that you?" A woman's voice broke the spell. It was a shrill voice that Lauren didn't recognize. She interrupted them.
Mark turned around quickly and released Lauren as he turned to face the voice. "Hello Fran, how are you?"
"Well I'm fabulous," she only came up to Lauren's shoulder and she peered at Lauren with hawk-like eyes. She seemed to be memorizing everything as she chirped, "I thought I saw you come in. Are you from the bride's side or the groom's?"
"I honestly don't remember," Mr. Preston told her matter of factly.
"Well it's gorgeous here," Fran said with a flourish, "but it ought to be when you're spending this kind of money. Right?" she poked Mr. Preston with a hot pink, pointed nail.
"Right." He agreed. Lauren felt her cheeks, they were hot and she wanted to walk away. Obviously Fran, whoever she was, wanted to know what Mr. Preston was doing with Lauren and neither he or Lauren wanted to say a word.
"Where's Sharon?" the woman finally asked.
"Martha's Vineyard," Mr. Preston said with a gulp that Lauren could hear.
Fran nodded, her thin lips spread wide across her face as she gave him a knowing smile. "Well make sure you tell her I said hello," she said as she squinted at Lauren. Fran made it sound like a threat. Like I know what you did, better tell your wife before I do.
"Will do," Mr. Preston assured Fran as she walked away.
Once they were alone once more, or as alone as you can be on a crowded dance floor, Mr. Preston sighed and asked Lauren, "Now where was I? Oh yes, I remember."
She couldn't help it though, the shame was there on her cheeks. "Who was that?" Lauren asked.
"Some society biddy, some woman who knows my parents." He shrugged, his body was big and comforting behind her but he wasn't hard anymore either. "I'm sure she's off telling anyone who will listen that I'm fucking around on my wife."
Lauren nodded, how humiliating for her queen.
"This is why we aren't with Sharon for the holiday," Mr. Preston told Lauren's reflection in the glass. "Her sister has seen me before with other women," he kissed her on the back of the neck and added in a hot whisper, "And once with another man. Sharon doesn't feel comfortable telling her family anything so they just think I'm a scoundrel."
Wait, Lauren thought the whole world stopped. She still swayed her hips to silence because she couldn't hear anything but her own pulse. Did that mean that people did tell their families? And with a man? Lauren asked with a rush of air, "What do you tell your family?"
He chuckled and twirled her back around to face him. The song was "Return to Me," and she knew that it was one of Mr. Preston's favorites. It was slow and a little sad and with that look on his face, Lauren knew that he was entirely wrapped up in the touch of the two of them once more. "My father took me to brothels as a young man. It was our father son time," he said and shook his head. "So we've never talked about it but I'm sure that they all assume I'm a pervert."
Lauren thought he was kind of a pervert too but she loved that about him.
"But it's different for a man than it is for a woman," he added with large, serious eyes that twinkled with the flames. "Women are guilty for doing the same things that make me cool," he twirled her again and then rested his chin on her bare shoulder. "But I don't have to tell you that."
He didn't. Even now, even like this, Lauren knew. Fran would think Lauren was a whore and Mr. Preston might be an asshole for cheating on his beautiful wife but boys will be boys. She giggled and asked, "Who says you're cool?"
They burst into laughter.
"And you're bisexual too?" Lauren only whispered the word, just in case.
"Yes, my love," Mr. Preston said as he drew her in close. Chest to chest, he whispered into her throat. "It's not like I used to be when I was younger. The urge for sex with men doesn't happen that often," he said with his lips on Lauren's vein, "but when it comes, it's irresistible. Like a volcano."
She squeaked, the sound couldn't be stopped. The thought of him with a man made Lauren crazy inside. It had to be another dark haired brute of a man, they would tear each other in two, wouldn't they? And why did the thought of him sucking and fucking and biting and rutting with another man make her knees weak?
"Mrs. Preston must approve of all dalliances with men," Mr. Preston added as Lauren's pulse trembled. "Just like any of our other partners," he told her. "Even you, as much as I wanted you right from the start, if Sharon had said no, then it would be no," he shrugged. "It's not real if Sharon isn't part of it. She's the only person I've ever met who gets me," he carefully brought Lauren to him, both hands on her waist as he added, "And sometimes I think, maybe you too."
Well fuck.
The song had changed to something upbeat and Lauren didn't recognize this one but it hardly mattered. They were far away, she was wrapped up in the fantasy. "Sharon sees people alone sometimes and occasionally I do as well. But no one ever sneaks around. I tell her everything."
Lauren nodded, Mrs. Preston had said almost exactly the same thing.
"Of course this is a surprise for both of us," Mr. Preston brought his hand back down to her cheeks again. "Being in love."
Yes, in love and in love and in more love than seemed imaginable or even possible.
They laughed and danced as all the eyes took them in. Disapproving glances up and down and occasionally a smile, but those were all from men. Fuck it, she thought. She was going to be like him, like Mr. Preston. She was just going to do what her heart said was right and right now that was dance, cheek to cheek, with the man she loved. Right here in front of all of them.
They continued until Lauren's feet hurt too much to twirl anymore. Mr. Preston checked his watch and said, "Perfect timing. Your surprise will be ready in about fifteen minutes."
***
Lauren and Mr. Preston were seated on the sofa in the living room area of their hotel room when the knock at the door came. For some reason, Lauren felt nervous about the surprise and couldn't begin to imagine what Mr. Preston had planned. There was a stir down inside, something where every sensation was heightened and it wasn't the marijuana anymore. It was the thrill of the unknown.
Mr. Preston answered the door and Lauren heard a female voice and then the sound of a very soft kiss. She pressed her inner thighs together and almost wanted to hold her breath and see what the surprise was.
The woman was tall. She was maybe an inch taller than Mr. Preston but she wore hot pink heels that gave her an extra probably four inches over her natural height. Still, she would tower over Lauren even in her bare feet. "Lauren, this is Lady Jane," Mr. Preston made the introductions and escorted Lady Jane to the sofa. She took a seat with a long, quiet purr, like a sleek cat who was settling into her space.
Lady Jane's skin was a beautiful, dark tan color. She wasn't the olive complexion of Mr. Preston, this was more like cocoa. Her hair was a mass of blonde ringlets down her back and her shoulders and it was a full afro of curls on top of her head. She looked like a lioness with that mane and Lauren couldn't help but want to sink her fingers into Lady Jane's hair. "Lady Jane, this is our love, Lauren," he finished and Lauren blushed at the word love.
Lady Jane put out her hand. Her long nails were the same color as her shoes and it wasn't a handshake as much as it was a brush with her nails along Lauren's palm and up her forearm. Lauren felt every hair on her arm stand at attention as Lady Jane smiled. She cocked her head and her thick, black lashes fluttered on her cheeks like butterfly wings. "Lauren, it's wonderful to meet you. Mark has told me such nice things about you."
"It's nice to meet you too," Lauren whispered back. Lady Jane's voice was a deep, rich voice that seemed to match the color of her skin. It was earthy, it was something with many layers that needed to be peeled back one at a time. Lady Jane touched Lauren's cheek softly as she kept her fingers between her own with the other hand. Lady Jane smelled like spices and honey and Lauren let her scent linger with a long, slow exhale. "Oh, Mark, she's perfect, isn't she?" Lady Jane asked quietly, like it was a secret for just the three of them.
"We like to think so," he said with a smile. "Lady Jane, anything to drink? I've got Jack Daniels and Coke, I opened a bottle of Cabernet as well, just in case."
"What are you having, Lauren?" Lady Jane asked with a twinkle in her eye.
"Just Coke," Lauren told her and felt her left hand move to Lady Jane's knee. Her skin was warm and almost damp, like she'd just gotten out of a warm bath.
"I'll have the same," Lady Jane told Mr. Preston. He stood behind the two of them on the couch and he'd bent forward. Lady Jane looked up and they kissed once more, a long, closed mouth lingering kiss that left Lady Jane's hot pink lip gloss on Mr. Preston's lips. "Since I always get more fucked up with you than I should," she added with a giggle.
Mr. Preston looked like it was a secret joke but then turned to Lauren and shared the lip gloss with her, a soft kiss on her mouth and then her chin and then her jaw with a sigh. "I've been told that before," he said with his lips on Lauren's throat.
"And where is Sharon for the 4th? Somewhere amazing?" Lady Jane wondered as she eased back into the dark blue couch cushions. Her arms were long and she stretched them out across the back of the sofa and almost reached end to end. Her legs were long as well and she had to keep them twisted up together so that she didn't touch the coffee table. She wore a long sleeved dress that stopped just short of her knee. It was cream colored, somewhere between beige and pink and it fit her perfectly. After she had been fitted for the dress that she wore, Lauren realized that it must have been altered for her because it was perfectly snug in all of the right places. Lady Jane had an hourglass figure that made everyone stand up and take notice.
"Martha's Vineyard, with her family," Mark chuckled and handed Lady Jane a cocktail glass with ice and Coke. He came around and paused, he looked back and forth at Lauren and Lady Jane. He hovered at the end of the couch and waited for Lauren and Lady Jane to make room for him. Mr. Preston asked, "May I?"
Mr. Preston sat and watched with a glimmer of something wicked in his eyes as he noticed Lady Jane move close enough to Lauren that their thighs touched. The fabric of both dresses seemed to melt together and Lauren was keenly aware of Lady Jane's muscular upper thigh. He picked up his wine glass. "Here's to making our own fireworks," he wiggled his eyebrows and both Lauren and Lady Jane burst into laughter. "You knew I was going to say something corny."



They clinked glasses and said cheers and Lauren felt as if she were turning a page in the fairy tale. Something was happening this evening. Lady Jane wasn't just an acquaintance, she wasn't just another woman. There was something else and Lauren felt it was just under the surface, almost imperceptible and yet, it was right there.
Mr. Preston cleared his throat and put his hand into the tuxedo jacket pocket, "Speaking of getting too fucked up," he murmured and produced a bar in a purple wrapper, "Who is ready for a little psychedelic chocolate?"
"Isn't that your nickname for me?" Lady Jane asked in a low voice that made Lauren shiver before she laughed deep from her belly.
Mr. Preston returned it and began to unwrap the candy. "Yes, and this is just the icing on the cake. This is going to be amazing." He broke off one small square, only about a half an inch of chocolate and he broke that into three bits that weren't much more than a crumb. "We'll start off small. I think this is Lauren's first time?" Mr. Preston quizzed her and blew her a kiss.
Lauren nodded. Once again, losing her virginity in just one more way with the Prestons.
They all took the chocolate and Lauren held it on her tongue and tasted it. She felt it melting in her warm mouth as she let her eyes wander over Lady Jane. The woman reached for Lauren's hand and their fingers slid together and apart, caramel and cream. Mr. Preston placed his hand in the center and then it was three colors and a collage of textures. Lady Jane was soft skin over wiry fingers, her nails were like claws, maybe extensions of the tendons within. Mr. Preston's hands were powerful and familiar, soft over steel, his black hair started there on his wrist.
"You're so lovely," Lady Jane murmured and touched Lauren's face. She held her cheek in her hand. "Can I kiss you, sweetheart?" she wondered and peered into Lauren's eyes. "Those eyes, so mysterious."
"I gotta warn you," Mr. Preston came in close and nibbled the back of Lady Jane's ear, "Her kisses are addictive."
"I bet," Lady Jane said with a smile. Lauren moved closer and their kiss was slow, soft satiny touches of their lips, Lady Jane tasted like the spicy undercurrent that was a part of her scent. She was like cinnamon, earthy and warm and Lauren sighed as she opened her mouth and let the tip of her tongue slip along Lady Jane's full, curvy bottom lip. Their fingers were in each other's hair as Lauren and Lady Jane melted into each other's mouth. Lauren could feel the heat rise between their bodies. She could hear Mr. Preston's movements and she felt his hand ease back and forth from Lady Jane's belly to Lauren's thigh, back to Lady Jane's neck, to caress Lauren's breast through the front of her dress. "Yes, I see what you mean," Lady Jane whispered after releasing Lauren from her embrace.
The woman turned to face Mr. Preston and gave him her mouth, a deep, wet kiss where Lauren could see their tongues pressed up against her cheek. Saliva ran down her chin and speckled the front of her dress and Lauren touched it. She wet her fingers with it and then brought her index and middle finger down to Lady Jane's nipple. It was easy to find and even through the padding in her undergarments, Lauren seemed instinctively to know.
Lady Jane asked Mr. Preston, "Did you tell Lauren about me?"
Mr. Preston shook his head, "Just that you were a surprise."
Lady Jane lay back and sighed lazily as she looked from Lauren to Mr. Preston. "Do you think that's wise, Mark?"
"Lauren's an extraordinary young lady," Mr. Preston moved to the floor and caressed one of Lauren's calves and one of Lady Jane's. "I trust that she'll enjoy all of you."
Lady Jane wrapped her hands around Lauren's waist and pulled her close. She pulled her into her lap and Lauren followed the woman's lead. She straddled Lady Jane's thighs and sunk her fingers into Lady Jane's thick mane as they stared, face to face, breasts pressed against the other. Their bodies were knit together and the warmth came in waves between them. This kiss was full and deep and Lauren tasted the chocolate on Lady Jane's tongue as the woman carefully studied her mouth. She dipped and licked and sucked on Lauren's tongue and they sighed together. Lauren felt Mr. Preston's hands on her bottom, outlining her cheeks, running his hands up to her waist and then back down to cup the fullness of her ass.
There it was, Lauren shivered when she pushed her hips into Lady Jane. The woman was so hot there. There was the undeniable pulse of something hardening, something that had broken free from its secret place and was now a throbbing tower of need. Lady Jane had a dick.
Well fuck.
"You felt that, didn't you sweetheart?" Lady Jane whispered into Lauren's throat. "Is that alright with you?"
Lauren pulled back and looked Lady Jane in the eye as she wound her hands down the woman's body. Lauren trembled as her fingers found the place. There at the center of her round hips, there between her long, satiny smooth legs, there was Lady Jane's cock. It was hard and it vibrated and Lauren wound her fingers up to the tip and outlined the thick, meaty head of it through her dress and panties. "Yes, please," Lauren was parched and she swallowed hard, "Can I see it?" she wanted to know.
Lady Jane set Lauren on the couch and touched her nose with the tip of her pink nail. "Your wish is my command," she whispered and rose to her feet. She eased out of her heels, one at a time and Lauren had been correct in her initial assessment. Even without the heels, she was considerably taller than Lauren. The woman reached behind her and Lauren heard the zipper and knew that she ran the metal teeth down her back. Lady Jane peeled the top of her dress down. Her lacy bra was hot pink as well and that made Lauren smile. The bra cups were padded to be much fuller than her natural breasts were and when Lady Jane unhooked the brassiere, she laid it on the coffee table behind them.
Her breasts were small and sweet and her nipples were the color of cherry blossoms. They looked ripe and lush, as if another lover had already bitten her there. Lauren heard herself pant as her fingers ran along her café con leche colored skin and caressed her little buds. Something about the idea that Lady Jane had just been ravished before she came to the Drake made a warm puddle in Lauren's dress.
Lady Jane's hair tossed back and touched the top of her ample bottom. Her mouth was open and her whole body clenched and tensed as both Lauren and Mr. Preston ran their hungry hands over her chest and her taut stomach.
"My caramel girl," Mr. Preston murmured.
Lauren thought that if anyone were truly a unicorn, it was Lady Jane. She was a study in contrast and seemed to be boiling over with sensual heat.
Lady Jane touched herself and wound her hips back and forth as she rubbed her hands over the bulge in her dress and then up to the hands that fondled her. She seemed to be quietly lost in the feeling of skin.
Mr. Preston's large hand stroked her erection through her dress and Lauren sighed as she watched. It was the fantasy, Mr. Preston with another man, but this was watching him make love. Lauren had imagined him fierce and voracious with a man, all sinew and raw lust but her king touched Lady Jane's cock as softly as he had touched Lauren between her legs the first time.
"Oh you beautiful man," Lady Jane murmured and pushed her dress further down to reveal the lacy hot pink panties. They were see-through and high waisted and the most feminine panties Lauren had ever seen. She stepped out of the dress as it lay in a puddle at her feet and Lady Jane held her breath. Her ribs were obvious and she shivered as Lauren inspected her.
She had a beautiful pink dick. It was a lady dick and Lauren decided that like this, in the pink lace, she had never seen anything quite so magnificently female. Powerful and full of juice and veiny and thick and yet, it belonged to a girl. Lauren loved it and she turned to face Mr. Preston as he continued his easy caress. "I love watching you," she told him and she reached between Mr. Preston's muscular thighs.
The king growled, her lover pushed his heavy stiffness into Lauren's hand and gave himself over to her. The head of his cock was out of his underwear and easy to find under his zipper. Mr. Preston leaked and his precum soaked through his black tuxedo pants. He had made a wet spot that smelled thick and briny already. With one hand on the cock in the pink underwear and the other in Lauren's hair, he told her, "I'm glad you're doing this with me. I want you to see me like this too."
Lauren purred as she watched her lover and the black woman undulate, wrapped up in each other. Lady Jane's eyes were large and moist and her pink lips looked wet as she gave herself over to Mr. Preston's hands. "Can I take down these panties?" Mr. Preston asked, his voice dipped down into Lauren's dress and seeped into her tiny, black thong that had ridden high up between her cheeks all night. It was just another torment and a tease.
Clearly Lady Jane and Mr. Preston were intimate. They'd been intimate before and Lauren wondered about all of the times and all of the ways. It was too much and she slipped to her knees in front of her king as Mr. Preston took down lady Jane's last bit of clothing. Lauren massaged his fleshy head through his pants as lady Jane's cock bounced and beckoned to Mr. Preston.
It was smaller than Mr. Preston's cock, but still had girth to it. Dark pink and full and hot, Lady Jane's dick quivered for Mr. Preston's attention and when he bent forward and grasped her by the root of her cock, both women moaned. At first caress, he was soft and easy with the girl dick, but as he caressed it, he scowled and Lauren had seen that fierce expression before. His eyebrows were drawn together closely as he told her, "I want that, I want it in my mouth." It sounded like a warning and if Lauren didn't know better, she'd be worried for Lady Jane. He opened his mouth and pulled her hard. He brought her closer and closer into the furnace of lust that he showed her. Saliva dripped from him, Mr. Preston drooled for her flesh. "Give it to me," he commanded in a ferocious voice.
Lauren bit her bottom lip. She was turned on and nervous for lady Jane, actually anxious for both of them. She hoped that they wouldn't hurt each other. It was too much and Mr. Preston was hard, like a battering ram. His dick throbbed in Lauren's hand as he opened his mouth wide.
Lady Jane tossed her blonde hair back. It trailed down her body as her mouth opened in a silent scream and she was completely engulfed in Mr. Preston's mouth. He opened up wide and sucked her inside. His lips made a loud wet smack as he greedily took lady Jane all the way down to the base of her gorgeous cock in one wet gulp.
Lauren felt the need inside. She had to get his pants down, she had to touch him and taste him while his mouth was stuffed full of the Lady's cock. Lauren massaged Mr. Preston's balls through his pants and watched, mesmerized, as her lover, the king, pleasured the thick, pink cock. His cheeks puffed out and the shape of the her dripping head was outlined on Mr. Preston's cheek. He moaned on lady Jane's flesh and sucked harder.
Saliva dripped from his mouth and a rivulet of it soaked through his tuxedo shirt. "That's so beautiful, " Lauren whispered. Her hand moved on him and her hips couldn't help but respond. She loved seeing him like this, lost and found and almost ready to burst in his pants. The sucking noises got louder and louder, sloppy, wet sounds and the rhythm of lady Jane's body easing back and forth. Her girlish sighs, her little whimpers and her shiny, brown skin moved in between the light and shadow. She gave her whole dick to Mr. Preston. Lady Jane cried out, "Fuck, god yes, Mark. No one does that like you," and she pushed up on her tiptoes, hot pink nails glimmering on Mr. Preston's shoulders.
Lady Jane's balls were small and drawn up close and seemed like they would burst. Lauren watched her shudder and shake as Mr. Preston pulled her cock tightly with his lips. His mouth was slick and hot and hungry. The throb in his own erection matched the tempo of Lady Jane's hips. Mr. Preston's cock kept his lover's tempo perfectly and Lauren reached up to touch his thick, black hair at the back of his solid, manly neck as he sucked Lady Jane like a savage.
"Fuck," Lady Jane gasped and pounded herself in and out and finally came her cry of release. Her muscular legs tensed and her long pink fingernails wove through Mr. Preston's hair as her orgasm began.
Mr. Preston busily swallowed down her essence with slurping noises like he couldn't drink it fast enough. Lauren watched his Adam's apple bob as he drank and groaned. His mouth was too full to cry out with passion or to beg Lady Jane to let him have it. Lauren imagined, by the way his own erection was responding in his pants that if he wasn't gulping down her salty stream, he'd plead her for it.
Lady Jane purred as Mr. Preston continued to milk her climax. Lauren couldn't help herself, the sight of her cum dripping down his chin was erotic. Mr. Preston was a wet mess of girl cum and it had doused his shirt and bow tie. Lady Jane pulled back and murmured, "Easy boy, easy now." Her dick pulled halfway out of his mouth and Lauren saw his eyes as he stared up at the blonde. Total adoration, maybe even devotion and his fingers were tender on her tanned bottom as he continued his soft worship. The gulping had become gentle and Lady Jane's balls were loose and hung low and she laughed as she exited his mouth. "Now Lauren, I think we might both be in trouble."
Now that his mouth was empty, Mr. Preston crackled with sexual urgency. His dick was as hard as Lauren had ever felt it. It pulsed and demanded attention, still locked away there in the front of his pants. Lauren didn't know which cock to look at, Mr. Preston's thick, steel rod in her hand or Lady Jane's beautiful pink girth that hadn't softened one bit since Mr. Preston had made her cum.
Mr. Preston panted, his mouth was empty and it seemed like he wanted it back. He needed more cock and his eyes were wild. There were strings of Lady Jane's orgasm that dripped from his lips and he grabbed Lauren and kissed her. It was a sloppy kiss, salty and sweet all at the same time. His tongue was creamy and he lapped Lauren's upper lip. He shared the taste of his blonde lover with Lauren. "She's right," he said with a wicked gleam in his eye, "I'm going to rip this fucking dress off."
Lauren shrieked and giggled. She knew that when Mr. Preston was on the brink, he'd take her, with or without permission but of course, she always wanted him. Her thong was a drenched, useless little string between her cheeks. Her wetness had coursed down to her knees as she'd watched Mr. Preston hold Lady Jane in his mouth. But she didn't want to give in, at least not right away.
Lauren scampered away from the couch and crawled across the carpet towards the bedroom. "You'll never catch me," Lauren teased with her round bottom in the air.
"Ha!" he exclaimed and Mr. Preston rose to his feet and ripped at his own clothes. He was frantic to get to her. He pulsed, uncomfortably hard in his pants. "Yes, you better run," he told Lauren and his eyes flashed with need and ache as he tore the shirt open. Buttons popped and flew across the room as he ripped it off. Same with his pants, he whipped his black leather belt from the belt loops and pushed his pants to the floor and walked out of them on his way to get her. He still had the belt in hand as he rushed toward Lauren and with that expression. It was a dark, almost demented look on his face. There was that heat, that crazed need along with the drooling of his fully aroused cock.
Lauren shuddered before she sprinted to the bedroom. Mr. Preston caught her wrist and tossed her to the mattress. He smiled triumphantly; he'd conquered her, he owned her, he was every bit the sultan as he looked her up and down. Mr. Preston had Lady Jane's cum on his chin and his hair was wild and unruly. His dick pulsed and reached for her.
But it was all about the eyes. Her sultan had plans for her. As if Mr. Preston could read her mind, he whispered, "Come to me, my little beauty." He wound her arm up overhead and it felt like dancing once again. "My concubine," Mr. Preston called her as he pressed his throbbing manhood into her dress, "Tonight you will truly be mine."
He wound the black, leather belt around one wrist with a glint of need in his eye and love in his mouth. He kissed Lauren's mouth tenderly as he fixed her other wrist with the belt as well. "All mine," he added and buckled the belt into place. Lauren tugged at her wrists and realized that she was secured. She couldn't get away even if she wanted to.
She was almost afraid. She could feel it there, the warning that slithered down her spine and covered her with goosebumps. He was beyond being stopped. Mr. Preston couldn't stop and the cords in his thick wrists had become visible as he placed his curled fingers on the bodice of her black dress. "What do you say, little concubine?" he asked, pausing just at the precipice.
Lauren could feel Lady Jane's eyes on the two of them and she wondered for a moment if both dicks would plunge inside her? Would she be raped and ripped apart? Filled with love, dripping with two huge loads of cum and scented of their debauchery? She gulped hard and whispered, "But my dress."
Mr. Preston shred the dress from top to bottom. Lauren gasped as he tore the carefully fitted sheath from her curves. He threw the black rag over his shoulder and ripped the sopping black panties down her legs. He looked Lauren in the eye as he licked the center of the thong and savored her flavor and her scent on his tongue. "My god you're delicious," Mr. Preston told her.
Even his dick flailed and Mr. Preston's precum rained down Lauren's thigh, he hovered over her. It was his sigh into her hips that made Lauren sigh. He paused and sank his forehead into Lauren's belly as he inhaled. "I can't," he murmured to himself almost and added, "I have to taste you. I always have to taste you."
Lady Jane walked toward the bed as Mr. Preston bowed his head and lapped along Lauren's crevice softly. He was so gentle, it was almost as if he hadn't just tied her to the bed with his belt. The blonde woman watched and hummed with pleasure as she let her hand follow the trail of sticky skin down the bed. "So gorgeous," Lady Jane whispered as she lingered on Lauren's arm. The tanned woman ran her long fingernails down to Lauren's nipple and made her buds sizzle with want. Lauren gasped as the sensation collided with the tongue that took its time and lingered over her body. Mr. Preston knew her. He knew that when he kissed her hood that it would draw back and reveal her aching pearl. He knew that he was driving her crazy with the gentle back and forth lap on the tip of her clitoris. Lauren cried out and rolled her hips as she shivered with a crest of sensation that threatened to take her away, completely engulf her in passion. She was glad that her wrists were bound, it was something to hold on to.
"And this ass," Lady Jane must share Lauren's admiration for the king's solid, round, thick ass. The blonde sashayed around the bed and took her place behind Mr. Preston. Lauren writhed under her lover and wet his face as she squirted. An arch of her fluid burst forth as Lauren watched Lady Jane position herself with her face between Mr. Preston's cheeks.
Licking him right there, oh god Lauren could feel the thrill rush down her body and she heard his grunt of desire as he gave up his secret place to the dark woman's mouth.
"Yes," Lauren whispered and shivered in the tight leather strap around her wrists as Mr. Preston picked up the pace. It was as if being licked like that made his own tongue follow Lady Jane's lead. The tip of his tongue traced just the bottom curve of her clit, the juiciest place, the place that made Lauren scream and beg for more until she backed her hips up into the bed and burst with an orgasm that would shatter her.



He tantalized her with the wet, slow touch of his tongue and all the while, Lauren could hear Lady Jane lap at his ass. The sounds were thick and moist and Lauren wondered if she was fucking him, slow and deep with her tongue.
That brought her right back, to the edge of another orgasm. Mr. Preston was hungry and he sounded desperate as he wrapped his lips around Lauren's huge clit and sucked her inside. He sucked her hard, almost too hard. It was almost too rough, like he was lost in the memory of the woman's cock in his mouth. Like all the lines were blurring, like he was going to cum right along with Lauren as she burst with a sob of relief.
Lauren felt the curl of her toes. Maybe because she couldn't move her arms, all the pleasure, all the sensation sped down her legs. As she curled her toes she begged him, "Please, please Mr. Preston," but she couldn't say another word as she began to cum.
Mr. Preston clamped down and sucked. He sucked and sucked, harder, faster, every lap of his tongue brought the torrential rain that felt like it was ripped from her body. Lauren felt each separate spurt, each jolt of sensation. All of it slowed down and her pussy had become part of Mr. Preston's mouth. In fact, as she came, Lauren thought she could feel his spasm from Lady Jane's mouth on his body and she wondered if they weren't all just melded into one now.
Mr. Preston looked up at her from his place between her legs. "You're amazing, my love," he murmured as he climbed up her body. His face was wet with another orgasm and Lauren's creamy cum was a rivulet that ran to his chest. Her cum was even in his hair and his eyes sparkled with longing like she had never seen before.
"Is this the chocolate?" Lauren asked but she wasn't sure if she said it out loud or if Mr. Preston would know the answer. She moved her fingers and wanted to wrap her arms around his neck. Lauren wanted to hold him as he fucked her slowly and deeply. She wanted to melt into him as Mr. Preston stared into her eyes and told her that he'd love her forever and always. The way only he did; the way he always had.
Lauren couldn't touch him though and Mr. Preston scooped her up in one muscular arm and showed her the ripe head of his dick with the other hand. "I'm going to make love to you," he told her in the deepest voice. "I've been waiting so patiently," he reminded Lauren as he dripped some of her own cum on her face. He worked the head of his huge dick back and forth over her entry.
"So have I," Lady Jane appeared behind Mr. Preston. She was close, pressed up behind him and her blonde hair touched his shoulder. Lauren watched as she moved her hips. Mr. Preston threw his head back and the way his body shook, shook within as well as without, Lauren knew what had happened. It was familiar, Lauren felt that way almost every time Mr. Preston pushed inside her slippery pussy. That giving over, that surrender, the breaking open. Lauren knew that Lady Jane had just penetrated Mr. Preston.
Well fuck.
The look on his face was a dance between agony and ecstasy. It hurt, it hurt him even if he'd been fucked before, maybe even often. Mr. Preston trembled and growled and Lauren knew that if he didn't love the pain mixed with the pleasure that he could have easily thrown her off. He wanted this, he wanted to be filled and fucked just like this. Lauren watched intently as Mr. Preston gave in and slammed his ass back into her to take the full length of Lady Jane's dick. He cried out like an animal, low and fierce and once her dick had made its way to his core, Mr. Preston turned his eyes on Lauren. There was a flame there, something burned, something too hot it would scorch her and that was when Mr. Preston impaled Lauren on his thickness. All the way inside. Without mercy.
"Oh god," Lauren cried out and shuddered in the leather belt. It was hot and immediate and he seemed to stretch her, tear her apart. Mr. Preston moved back into Lady Jane and then plunged into Lauren's pussy. His strong hands gripped Lauren's legs. He wrapped them around his shoulders and he dug his fingers in, fighting and clawing his way deeper inside as Lady Jane fucked his ass viciously.
The blonde's curls tumbled down Mr. Preston's arms as the woman said with what seemed to be a snarl, "I love this ass. Oh my god, I love your tight ass."
Mr. Preston groaned. He was pushed to the limit and it was all just pleasure now. Lauren could tell by his eyes and his mouth, he was deluged with sensation. His lips were wide open and his breath came faster and faster. He took both the dick inside him and fucked his concubine. Everything came together, like they were pure vibration with no beginning and no end.
Lauren let her breath go and with it, she sobbed, "Oh please god, yes Mark." She could feel the tear as it ran down her cheek as she held him tightly in her tiny entry. The ecstasy washed over her. In. Out. His lover and his lover and a flood of liquid came and it was wave upon wave of climaxes. Lauren stiffened as the vibrations came, one after another and washed her away.
Rapture.
Lauren was limp once the orgasm had its way with her. Empty. She was just an empty vessel and loose and all that was inside was Mr. Preston's salty seed and even that trickled from between her swollen pussy lips. Lauren's hands wiggled as Mr. Preston reached for the belt to unbuckle it.
"My captive," he murmured as the leather licked her wrists and fell to the floor.
Lauren curled herself around Mr. Preston's back and pressed her face against his damp flesh. She wasn't asleep but she wasn't awake either. Lauren was somewhere else, a comfortable place where every sense was heightened and she could feel their two heartbeats echo as they breathed in time.
At some point in time, between sleeping and waking, Lauren watched Lady Jane dressing in the other room. She had the hot pink underwear on once more and Mr. Preston was zipping her dress up the back.
"So she's the one, huh?" Lady Jane asked him. She faced away from her lover and glanced toward the bed.
Mr. Preston told her, "Yes, we've finally found her."
Lady Jane smoothed her fingers through her blonde afro and picked up her handbag. "Well, I'll miss you then, baby," she cooed and then wrapped her arms around Mr. Preston's neck. "Take good care of your girls," she told him with a pink nail on the end of his nose.
"I will," he assured her and smacked her ass affectionately as she walked away.
When Mr. Preston returned to the bed, Lauren asked, "Am I dreaming?"
"I don't know, baby love," he whispered softly and pulled her close so that her face was on his hairy chest. "Is it your first time on psychedelics?"
"I think so," Lauren burrowed her face there in his sweaty, salty, manly scent.
"I think you're pretty high," Mr. Preston said with a laugh, "Because you finally called me Mark when we were making love."
Lauren closed her eyes and felt the stir that his name left on her flesh. Mark. Mr. Preston. The king.
***
Lauren had never been to Grant Park for the fireworks and so far, it was splendid. Mr. Preston had packed a late picnic and the rice crispy treats that he'd made were still a little warm and melted on her tongue. "Mmm," Lauren took a bite and tasted melted. Soft marshmallow flavor rolled over her tongue, sweet and sticky. "These are so good," she told him with a whisper of a kiss on his cheek.
"You're so easy," he chuckled and lay on his belly next to her. "So now we know that Lauren sleeps all day after tripping."
"Well, yeah I guess we do," she giggled. They had called it the lost day and Mr. Preston had spent the following twenty-four hours in bed next to her, waiting for her to come to. "I'm sorry, I should make it up to you."
"Are you crazy? It was magnificent," Mr. Preston assured her. "You are the most unique unicorn," he pushed the hair from her cheek and tucked it behind her ear. "All of it was wonderful."
Lauren glowed, even if it was too dark for him to see, she could feel her cheeks. "It was."
"And Sharon will be home tomorrow," he reminded her as he rested his head on Lauren's chest. Mr. Preston kissed her right above her heart.
"I'm glad," Lauren had missed her dark haired lover terribly. Even if she'd been completely wrapped up in Mr. Preston's world, it wasn't the same without the queen.
"She's going to be so freaking horny," he said with a laugh. "We should actually abstain tonight and save it up because she's going to be insatiable. Being around her crazy family does strange things to her." Mr. Preston wiggled his eyebrows and wound his index finger in a circle to mean she was nuts.
"Can you wait?" Lauren combed her fingers through his jet, black hair. The gray wasn't as noticeable in the dark, with just the starlight overhead. The sun was gone and the fireworks should tart in just a few minutes.
Mr. Preston held her close. "Honey, I love you. We love you." His forehead creased and maybe it was the light but it seemed like the circles were there under his eyes again. "I can wait forever for you, Lauren." Once again, it was the way he said her name, like it was part of a magic spell.
She trembled with the words and the sensation that pulsed just under the surface. The feel of him, their kisses, those earth shattering kisses and sharing him with lady Jane, it was almost too much.
"Me too," was all she said.
He stared into her eyes and asked her, "Think you could handle more of me?"
What did that mean? Lauren waited and held her breath. Were they going to make love right here on the blanket in the middle of all these people?
"I want to take the month of August off. Just the three of us, go on an old fashioned summer road trip."
"Road trip?" Lauren wondered. The only vacation she had ever been on was when her grandmother had died and her father drove them to Pennsylvania for the funeral.
"Yeah," he lay back and looked proud of himself, like he'd just created something even better than rice crispy treats. "A kinky road trip."
The first firework shot off and the sky was bedazzled in trails of blue and purple. The crowd murmured their appreciation but Lauren was busy wondering just what a kinky road trip would entail.
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She left the text message, unread, for hours. She knew what it said and she cringed every time she looked at the phone. Laura had thought of a million possible excuses. Work got busy. She didn't have any bars. She had one of those headaches that really meant she just wanted to be left alone. Matt had known her for twelve years now, she didn't really have to spell out headache. He'd be disappointed but ever since they had started trying to have a baby, sex had gone from romantic and occasionally hot to scheduled and tense. But it had never been like this.
At 4:00 Laura decided, with nervous, twitchy fingers, that there was no point in trying to hide it any longer. They had promised even before they got married that nothing was too big for them to work out. Laura almost giggled as she thought of that conversation. She wondered if Matt had any idea just how awful "for worse" could get. Her poor husband. And here he'd thought that giving her shots in her black and blue bottom had been almost too much.
Matt had sent her the message at 9:02 am. She knew that meant when he sent it, he'd just gotten to work and probably had moved his half hard dick around in his pants. He asked her, "Are you up for date night tonight, my love?" Always a gentleman, even after all this time, "date night" was code for sex and Matt still asked like he had the first time they went to bed.
He had no idea how different tonight was going to be.
Laura finally replied and texted back quickly before she could talk herself out of it. "Yes honey" and she pressed send and set the phone down as she felt the tightness in her chest. She had smothered pork chops ready to put in the oven and she'd even made peach cobbler; two things that Matt loved but she hardly ever made. If this was the new reality, she was going to have to pull out all the stops. Laura shook her head and thought she'd have to start cooking him a lot more desserts.
With dinner mostly done, Laura went to the master bathroom to begin her typical date night grooming routine. She placed her phone on the charger before she began to fill up the tub and noticed that Matt had already texted her back with a smiley face and hearts. Yeah, that was him. That was her husband, she sighed as she poured lavender scented bubble bath into the bathtub. Here she had kept him waiting all day and Matt still pounced the moment he could. There was no pretense, he never kept Laura waiting or tried to keep her on her toes. He just worshipped her, which made tonight even more difficult.
Laura peeled down her yoga pants and stripped off the long tee shirt, leaving them in a rumpled pile on the floor. She wound her long, blonde hair up in a bun to keep it dry. She automatically began the scan of her reflection even though today, the last thing she wanted to do was look at herself. The worry lines between her eyebrows seemed to be more prominent at the moment. Laura grimaced and pressed them down and wished for the hundredth time that she'd done a better job with sunscreen. There was also a little crease between her breasts. It wasn't quite a wrinkle, the skin was looser though than it had been when she just turned thirty. Now that she was closer to 35, it felt like her body was settling and shifting, like the foundation of the house. Dammit, she didn't want any cracks, Laura told her reflection wistfully. With the smile, she saw the slightly crooked eyetooth. Matt told her that he loved it but the unruly tooth made Laura close her mouth for pictures. There was a splash of freckles across her forehead and then there were the other ones on her forearms. More signs of UV damage that she was sure would turn into liver spots one day.
Laura unhooked her bra and watched her ample breasts bounce as they were released from the underwire. She cupped them in her hands and pushed them up so that they sat high on her chest where they had been when she was just twenty-two. They were glorious back then and Laura glowed as she recalled how she preened in front of the mirror back then. That was right around the time that she and Matt had met. Her husband had cum in his pants when he saw those breasts the first time. Laura smirked at her reflection as she recalled it. It wasn't the last time she'd made him do that either.
Of course, Laura was still considered hot but she thought after a quick scan down her toned abs that she was no longer a girl. She was rapidly, too rapidly for Laura's tastes, and headed into MILF territory.
Thinking MILF made Laura bite her lip and release her breasts as a wave of hopelessness washed over her. She couldn't really be a mother that anyone would want to fuck when she still wasn't anyone's mother, could she? In spite of the two rounds of IVF treatments, there was still no baby. In spite of pills and shots and countless tests and scans, she was supposedly perfectly healthy but no baby.
The worst part was that Laura had always been good at everything. She couldn't think of one thing that hadn't come easily. Except getting pregnant. It was the only reason that she'd agreed to the experimental drug that Dr. Rampling had suggested. And look at what happened.
Laura's eyes followed the reflection in the mirror all the way to the grotesque new thing that she'd spent the last three days trying to ignore. Laura kept thinking maybe she'd wake up to discover it had just been a nightmare. She'd tried to hide it as best as she could. She'd even tried to pretend like she was just going crazy and it wasn't really there. Like it was a hallucination.
Laura felt the tears in her eyes as she realized that being crazy actually seemed like a much better possibility than the truth. She hung her thumbs in the waistband of her white panties and thought it was like a band-aid. It was better to just rip it off and be done with it.
Laura felt the panties around her ankles but it was impossible to look at anything else. Nothing else existed besides the weighty girth that swung from side to side on the front of her body. Fuck, it was still there, Laura sighed and shrugged.
What was she going to do with this huge, pink dick?
Dr. Rampling had said that the overdose of hormones was temporary. He assured her that it would go away within her next cycle. But in the meantime, Laura didn't know whether to laugh or cry as she turned to the side and watched her mighty cock jostle in the mirror. It was heavy and it slapped her thigh. She had a thick, veiny dick and meaty, dark pink balls that lay in the smooth, incredibly soft sack. Laura found that she constantly had to shift her balls from side to side all day. How did men get anything done all day, she wondered, besides move and shift and push their unruly dicks into place?
Laura turned off the water and sank slowly into the tub. She watched as her breasts rose to the surface and her rose colored areolas wrinkled into nubs. Her nipples were so sensitive lately. Just the fabric of her bra was almost more than she could bear. They ached for a mouth. Specifically, they ached for Matt's mouth and the tips of his teeth. Laura wanted him to bite her into eager points. She wanted to melt under him and wet the sheets and open her thighs up wide. Considering what had sprouted on her unsuspecting body, it seemed highly unlikely.
Matt hadn't always been a good lover. He'd been quick and that combined with his looks and his smallish dick had been the reasons why Laura had almost broken up with him after the fourth date.
Really, it was his commitment that made Laura fall for him. He'd made a promise to get better. He'd told her that night, on his knees in front of her that he'd do anything. With a hundred kisses that he'd pressed to her hands and then her neck and then her mouth, Matt swore that he'd learn what she wanted.
Laura could still recall his big, dark eyes. His eyes were puddles of melted chocolate and that night, they had shimmered in the light. They had been full of lust and heat and tenderness as he had told her in a solemn voice, "Laura, you're the one. Please, please let me learn how to make love to you."
When she'd agreed, he had spent at least an hour with his tongue between her legs and Laura had squirted for the first time ever. She had soaked his face and his bed and when her thighs still trembled the next day, Laura never looked back.
She'd married him because of that tongue. Now, of course, there were a hundred other reasons and she considered herself very lucky to have such an amazing husband. Back then though, initially it had really been coming in his mouth.
Thinking of his tongue made something else rise up in the tub. Laura slapped the water impatiently. She was disgusted and out of patience with this stupid, stupid dick.
Everything was about the dick. She couldn't even pee right. She had to wrestle it into position and nothing was worse than mopping up urine, even if it was her own. "Dammit, just get in the water," Laura bellowed. She pushed her cock under the bubbles and sank back into the neck pillow that was supposed to help her take a nice, relaxing bath.
The rest of the date night routine included shaving her legs, all the way up to the very top. Laura kept herself smooth daily from the knee down but she shaved all the way up when her thighs would likely be around Matt's face. Tonight as she ran her pink razor up to her bikini line, she curled her lip. What would her adorable husband think once he finally saw what the massive shot of hormones had given her? She felt the anxiety grip her once again as she imagined those sincere, yearning brown eyes filled with disgust.
There wasn't even time for that, Laura told herself as she shaved her armpits too. There were a few sprouts, just a dusty line of her smoky colored pubic hair that grew from the base of the awful dick up about two inches. Matt affectionately called it her landing strip and he was known to follow it faithfully with a soft line of kisses until he reached her swollen, damp lower lips. He was known to linger there with even more closed mouth kisses and whisper to her pussy, as if it was listening. Her husband would murmur that it was the most beautiful pussy he'd ever seen. Then, just as if he needed to convince her pussy of his sincerity, he'd open her lips with the tip of his hot, hungry tongue.
Damn, every time Laura thought of Matt licking her, the dick waved as if it was volunteering, "lick me". Not likely, she scowled and pulled the plug out of the drain. She was smooth and soft and clean and smelled of flowers. She was as feminine as could be, except for that thing. Laura dried off with the thick towel and surveyed how pink and glistening her body was in the mirror now.
The dick was mesmerizing and Laura was ashamed of how often she stared at it. It was impressive, the biggest cock she had ever seen and it was heavy and so much warmer than the rest of her body. Its skin seemed like satin, like the innermost petals of a rose but she was still afraid to touch it. It seemed too wild to be trusted.
Laura squirted her favorite vanilla scented lotion into one hand and then slicked it back and forth between her palms. Once it was warm and slippery, she skimmed both greasy hands over her breasts. It felt good with her hands there, just a soft caress back and forth, nice and easy with her fingers on her nipples. She hadn't been touched since her last trip to the doctor and Laura's whole body craved touch. The sensation of this was delightful and Laura's nipples sang with pleasure. Then the dick had to spoil everything by surging and waving about.
Laura stopped touching herself immediately and it seemed like the life as well as her desire had been sapped from her body. Her shoulders slumped and her eyes began to fill with tears once more like they had when she spoke with the doctor.
When would she be touched again? She'd been avoiding Matt since the cock happened because it was so unpredictable and impossible to control. But if she'd ever needed to be held, it was now.
Laura wiped the tears from her cheeks and looked at her face in the mirror. Like this, without the new body part, she was just Laura and although she'd never felt beautiful, not really, she knew that she was, or at least her husband thought so. Matt called her his dream girl, even after all this time. He'd been so adorable during IVF. He'd kissed every bruise that she'd gotten from the shots.
Maybe he could see past this newest development and think of it as one more bump in the road to having a baby. Maybe they'd even laugh about it one day. When they were old, Matt would elbow her in the ribs and joke about, "Remember that week when you had a penis?" And they would both crack up and the grandkids would wonder why.
Laura rubbed cream under her eyes. It was time to finish up. Matt would be home in about thirty minutes and the last thing she wanted was for him to know something was wrong the minute he walked in. She wasn't going to let one dick ruin date night, Laura said to herself in a stern voice that then made her giggle uncontrollably.
It only took ten minutes and the result was quite miraculous. Laura chose the pink sundress because it was so full and voluminous around her hips, Laura just looked pretty. Her long, thick dark blonde hair was free, in wispy curls around her shoulders. She looked like she had already been taken to bed. Bed head was something that her husband found terribly sexy. Laura barely brushed the mascara on her lashes and applied just a dab of pink gloss on her lips. Sweet and innocent looking, she was almost the girl Matt had fallen in love with years ago. With one, small exception.
Well, not really that small.
"Honey, what smells amazing?" Matt called to her from the kitchen.
Laura had a hopeful glimmer in her eyes as she tossed her hair back over one shoulder. He loved her. Matt worshipped the ground Laura walked on and he'd always been remarkably kind. Somehow, they'd get through this too. "Guess," Laura called out to him as she came down the stairs to the kitchen.
There he was and for some reason that Laura couldn't put her finger on, he certainly looked handsome tonight. Matt's dark eyes were smiling as well as his large, generous mouth. He wore a suit as usual, and in spite of his pudgy middle, he looked good dressed up. Laura didn't love the look of his belly but she had to admit that liked the feel of it. Aesthetically, it wasn't her preference but in the night, wrapped in his strong, protective arms, the belly was soft and comforting. So was the scent of his big, solid body and Laura leaned in for a smell as her husband turned the corkscrew in the bottle of red wine.
"Pork chops?" he asked as he set the bottle on the counter and kissed Laura's forehead.
"Yes," Laura whispered into his collar and brushed her lips along his neck and inhaled him deeply. Matt didn't smell like aftershave, especially not this late in the day. He smelled like soap and warmth and maybe that was even his balls. Musky. Manly. His scent would be left behind on Laura's skin and in the tangle of damp sheets after date night.
Normal date nights anyway. She gulped hard, this wasn't the time. "And baby carrots and mashed potatoes," Laura added. His two favorite vegetables, she was really trying to impress him.
Matt reached behind her for the wine glasses. "Mmm, honey, that sounds delicious. I'm starving too."
Laura waited as he poured her half a glass of Cabernet. She had abstained from alcohol while doing the fertility treatments but now, well now she didn't know what phase of the baby making this was. "Good, I hope you're hungry because I made peach cobbler too."
He raised his eyebrows and patted his stomach. "Not like I need peach cobbler but," Matt smiled, "thank you, baby." Her husband was terribly self conscious about his stomach. Laura shook her head and took a drink. For once she was the one with body issues.
They went about the rest of the dinner preparations together. They worked well in tandem, each had their own job and were part of the whole. Laura served food on plates and Matt carried everything to the dining room table. He lit the candles and turned the dimmer switch down low. It was all part of foreplay. Even like this, Laura felt the tight grip of anxiety in her shoulders. Tonight her husband was going to reject her for the first time. No amount of peach cobbler was going to change that.
Matt asked about her day and Laura was purposefully evasive until she changed the subject. Instead, they talked about their fantasy road trip again. Laura realized as she set peach cobbler down in front of Matt that this was what they talked about when they gave up on getting pregnant; almost like it was the consolation prize. Sorry, you can't have a baby but at least you can take the summer off.
Matt could almost read her mind and as he scraped up the last of the sticky peach filling, he said, "You never told me how that last visit to Dr. Rampling went."
Oh god, Laura's pulse was thunder in her ears. Her heart raced and her hands were clammy. She didn't lie to Matt, she never had before. She hated this. In fact she kind of hated the doctor for putting her in this position to begin with. "It was fine," Laura said over her racing pulse in her eardrums. Technically the appointment had been fine. It was only the aftermath that had been a problem.
He rose from his seat and came in close. His lips almost touched the place where her pulse was a drumroll. Laura wondered if he wouldn't know just from the echo of it there that she was lying. "So is tonight business or pleasure?" Matt asked in his bedroom voice.
It was the phrase that he'd started using with the IVF treatments; business or pleasure? Were they having sex to make a baby? That meant that she had to have the right temperature and the calendar had to be on the right day. It also meant that it had to be fast and Laura had to keep as much of his ejaculate inside. It was passionless, sterile. They didn't even look each other in the eye and Laura wondered if that's why it never worked. Business sex.
"I'm not on any new treatments," Laura whispered. It was true, it wasn't new. The dick had already been there for days and she sure wasn't getting pregnant with that front and center.
"Yay!" Matt's eyes sparkled and Laura could tell that he was half hard in his pants at the mere suggestion. "I'm going to put the dishes in the dishwasher and take a quick shower," he swept Laura's hair off her shoulder and kissed that also. "Get ready for all the moves," he told her with a smirk and cracked up at his own joke. His only real moves were with his tongue but for all these years, those had been all the moves Laura needed.
She kind of laughed but her heart wasn't in it. After all of that business sex, all of the fast, quiet missionary position that neither of them enjoyed, now she was about to spring one more thing on him.
What was the breaking point? It terrified Laura to think she might find out.
Tell him now, she thought. Tell him now when they were still downstairs and he hadn't accidentally reached under her dress. Tell him before he grabs something fleshy. But she just swallowed it down and said, "I'll be ready."
Once she was in the bedroom, Laura discovered that she had broken out in a cold sweat. Dinner wasn't setting well either as she imagined all of the possibilities. She paced back and forth and thought about just putting a long sweatshirt on again and telling him she had cramps. That was always sure to spoil the mood. But Matt kept track of periods better than she did since they'd started business sex. How much longer could she hold him off before her sweet husband got suspicious?



Laura sat on her side of the bed and was still lost in contemplation when he walked out of the shower. Matt wore a towel wrapped around his waist and he had an obvious hard on for her. What was it about these penises? Laura almost laughed because seeing his pulse under the towel had made hers stand up and notice, as if it was saying "hi" to an old buddy.
Like they were high fiving, Laura thought and giggled.
"What's so funny?" Matt asked with a smile on his face as he approached the bed. "You're so beautiful, baby," he murmured. Thankfully, he didn't even give Laura a chance to answer but she understood why. The dick seemed too warm and the need too immediate to do anything but steadily move toward its goal. "Dinner was delicious," Matt was close. His hands were in her hair and he eased her back onto her pillow. "I've been thinking about making love with you all day," her husband whispered between soft, languid kisses to her lips. A word, a kiss, lingering and warm and he tasted like peaches. Sometimes Matt would spend an hour just studying her mouth with his own, as if he needed to memorize her taste.
His tongue slipped along Laura's upper lip and then licked its way to the tip of Laura's tongue. This kiss, this gentle melding of their mouths together, this was Matt's bedroom kiss. The one where he seduced her mouth with the same movement that he'd do on her clitoris later. That press of his tongue, the push into the meat of her tongue, the flick up and then the slow release. Matt knew that motion would drive her crazy, it always had. At the moment, he had no idea what was happening under her pink dress.
It drove her dick crazy too.
Laura sighed when he released her. She held her eyes closed tightly, she squeezed them hard and hoped that maybe, just maybe it would all just be a bad dream. Nope, there it was. It tapped her hip and dribbled something sticky in her pretty, white lacy panties.
"Let's get this dress off, honey," Matt reached around and found the tab of the zipper. He tugged it down.
"Matt," Laura put her hand on his forearm, her left hand where her wedding ring sparked in the light. "Matt, hold on."
Her husband pulled down the bodice of the dress and let out a little growl of impatience. Then he chuckled as he slid her arms out, free and bare and his dark eyes traced Laura's nipples in the front of the sheer white bra. "You remembered," he bowed his head and kissed his way down her décolletage to the white bow at the center of the fabric. "I thought I saw your nipples at dinner. Oh baby, you know I love this bra." He said it in a grateful voice, like she'd given him more than he could ever thank her for.
The dick loved the attention on her nipples and Laura told herself to stop him, to say something. It was getting way too close, he was getting too close. But his kisses on her cleavage and then his tongue and teeth on her pink buds made the cock lurch and throb in her sundress. Jesus, she was a wet mess in her underwear. Laura's dick streamed precum constantly, a river flowed from the slit. "Honey," Laura whispered, "honey, wait a second."
Matt looked up and his tongue was out. Her husband had a greedy look on his face as he licked her through the clingy fabric. "The only thing better than this bra is no bra," he said in the deep voice that he usually reserved for when he was inside her. He nibbled at her flesh, just the edge of his teeth on her buds and Laura didn't want to stop him. The dick really had a mind of its own and seemed to throb with a pulse in her panties.
Matt reached beneath her and unhooked her brassiere. Once her breasts were free of the underwire and bounced and settled into place, Matt was too hard to keep the towel on any longer. "My love," he murmured as he moved, naked and warm, to crouch over Laura's body. He sucked on both nipples and he pressed Laura's breasts together with both hands. He wound his skilled tongue back and forth over her aching nipples and Laura couldn't help but want more.
Matt settled into her body and caressed her ardently. He pulled Laura into his fleshiness and his soap smell and his mouth possessed hers, suddenly and deeply. His tongue slipped over and around hers and Laura sighed inside him. Matt did the little flick, with just the tip of his tongue, the flick that he'd do on her clitoris in just a moment. Or so he thought. The dick loved the way his tongue felt and it leaked and wiggled and this time, Matt felt it squirm between their bodies.
"Wait," he withdrew his tongue and stared at Laura, his dark brows drawn together. His forehead wrinkled with his confusion. "What's that?"
"What's what?" Laura asked but her cheeks were on fire as the shame washed over her. God, he was going to find out in the worst way possible that she had a cock. Naked and hard and kissing her, Matt was sure to be furious. To make it all worse, Laura's cock was substantially larger than her husband's. At the moment, she couldn't have felt worse about being the bigger man.
The cock jolted again, like it was answering for her. "That," Matt had jumped off Laura now and sat, his own dick soft and defeated as he pointed at the obvious lump in Laura's dress. "What is that?"
"Matt, I'm sorry," Laura felt the tears in her eyes, hot and ashamed and turned on all at the time, she reached for him with both hands. She felt like she had to beg at this point. "I didn't know how to tell you." Matt was livid. He was pale and his eyes were angry and he grabbed the dress roughly and jerked the bottom up to her waist.
There it was in all of its pink, veiny glory. The cock had escaped from Laura's panties and drooled a sticky puddle of need on her hip. Her husband just glared and with his hand, he just pointed. He was lost for words and Laura knew exactly how he felt.
"It's temporary," Laura started and her voice wavered. Her tears could no longer be held back. "Dr. Rampling says it's just from this shot of hormones he gave me."
"Dr. Rampling?" Matt shouted. He had jumped up from the bed and it felt like he couldn't get far enough away from Laura now. His eyes were huge and hollow. Even when he'd given her injections, her husband had never looked this terrified. "I thought you said nothing happened at your last appointment?"
Laura looked down at herself and covered the dick with her dress. She couldn't look at it anymore. "Well nothing happened except this," she wailed. She was full blown crying now and her voice shook as she explained. "He said it's an experimental treatment and that it's worked for other women when the IVF didn't work." Laura hugged her knees and drew up into a ball. With that look on Matt's face, it was highly unlikely that he was going to hold her.
"Well I hope that motherfucker can afford to lose everything he's got when we sue his ass," Matt said in a hard voice that Laura was unaccustomed to hearing. That was his pissed voice and he never used it with Laura and rarely with anyone else. "How is that thing temporary?" he demanded and he said thing with contempt and Laura just cried even harder.
"I don't know," she said with a groan. Laura couldn't even bear to imagine the rest of her life like this.
"How are we man and wife when you have that?" Matt threw his hands up. His own dick seemed to have almost disappeared entirely. It must be disgusted and fed up; his body couldn't get far enough away from Laura.
Laura shook her head and whispered, "I don't know."
Matt opened a drawer and pulled on an old gray pair of sweatpants. Like Laura, he too seemed to need to cover his body and hide away from all of this reality. Once he was covered, he grabbed his pillow and paused at the door, his shoulders slumped in defeat. "I'm going to sleep in the other room," Matt said quietly and Laura let it sink in. He'd never slept in the guest bedroom, never in ten years of marriage.
Laura realized, some time in the middle of the night, that she hated sleeping alone.
***
They had avoided each other, quietly and politely, for three days. It was Friday afternoon and Laura wondered if her husband would spend the weekend hunkered down in the guest bedroom. The queen sized bed was big and lonely without him. The empty space was cold and she spent too much of the night holding her hand out, waiting for Matt to take it.
Matt sent the first text since their failed date night. "Can we talk tonight?" he asked and Laura felt her heart flutter in her chest. Even her new dick had been depressed all day. It had been mostly soft and warm, tucked away like it didn't want to talk to anyone either. It was still a nuisance as it bounced in her panties and her balls always in the way. No wonder people said that men thought with their dicks, Laura thought. Dicks insisted on getting in the way of everything.
And horny! Even now with her mostly sagging cock, the ache never left. Jesus Christ, Laura had never wanted sex so much as she had since the cock had become a part of her. Without a willing partner, Laura didn't even know how to pleasure herself. She was almost scared to touch it. What would happen if she stroked it?
"Yes please," she responded quickly to Matt. She didn't blame him for being upset. Any other husband would have probably left her already. Dr. Rampling hadn't even called her back since Laura had started leaving tearful messages with his answering service.
"You want pizza?" Matt asked and Laura smiled. Even now, even with this new disruption of their marriage, Matt was so considerate. He was going to be a good dad one day, hopefully.
"That would be wonderful," Laura replied. So it was date night part two but this time, everything was already on the table. Laura took a shower before Matt got home but she didn't bother shaving or applying any makeup. What for? The last thing Matt wanted to do was look at her sexually.
Once he was home, the difference was immediately obvious. Matt smiled at her but there was no kiss. He sat on the far end of the couch with his pizza and he seemed to need the middle cushion as a dick free zone.
Laura chewed and swallowed and thought that being able to eat carbs almost made having a cock acceptable. She murmured, "Thank you for bringing home dinner."
His standard reply was, "Anything for my girl," but now he just nodded. The tenderness was definitely gone, she had been demoted from wife to drinking buddy and pizza companion. "I guess it's still there," he said as he eyed Laura's crotch suspiciously.
Laura nodded and felt that her mouth had become a flat line, a disappointment they both shared.
"So what did the doctor say?" Matt asked with his mouth full of pizza. Laura realized, like this, with his feet up on the table and the space between them, her husband had returned to his uncouth mannerisms that he'd tucked away since they lived together. At this point, it wouldn't surprise her if he belched.
"He hasn't called me back yet," Laura winced and wondered if he was going to yell at her.
Matt reached for more pizza and nodded. "Probably scared shitless," he said and with a string of cheese on his chin, added, "that motherfucker."
Laura giggled. Matt never talked like this to her and considering what had happened, at least Matt was being funny about it. "Maybe I'll call him that when I leave him the next message," she said. It was the first time since she'd woken up with this thing between her legs that she'd even come close to laughing.
Matt asked, "This is really weird for you, huh?"
Laura set her empty plate on the coffee table. "God, it's so weird! I mean, it's there all the time!"
Matt cracked up. "You mean, you don't think about it all day when you have a pussy?"
"No, not really ever," she shrugged. "I don't see my pussy."
"Did you figure out peeing?" her husband gave her half a grin. "I mean, I noticed that the lid was up in the bathroom and you never let me do that."
"I guess we have new house rules," Laura said and then bit her lip. God, she wanted to kiss him right now, more than she could remember wanting to for a long time. It wasn't that Laura didn't enjoy kissing her husband, she always had. Maybe it wasn't until now, this very moment, when she knew that he wouldn't want to kiss her, that she longed for it. "I just can't think straight anymore, honey," Laura mumbled.
"Well, you jerk off, right?" her husband asked with a twinkle in his eye.
Laura shrugged, "No, is that what I'm doing wrong?"
Matt was taken aback, "Wait, wait, you've had a dick for a week now and you've never jerked off?" He shook his head and looked like he might laugh, "Honey, no wonder you're so upset."
"Yeah?" She murmured and clenched her hands together. It seemed like if she started touching it, there was no way to know what might happen. The cock was a wild card.
Matt assured her, "Why do you think guys jerk off all the time, baby? We can't think right if we don't do it. You know," he stretched and clasped his hands behind his head, "it's like maintenance."
"So how often do you?" Laura asked and made the international gesture for stroking a dick.
"Every day," Matt said.
"Even when we make love?" Laura was stunned. She had assumed that their twice a week schedule of sex, at least when babymaking wasn't the primary goal, had been plenty for him.
"Yeah honey," Matt finally admitted it and Laura felt like it was new territory that few wives ever know about. That men, even good, faithful, loving husbands, are primarily beasts and dicks make it almost impossible to be sated. The wonder of it was that they were able to walk around like this and mix with polite society. "Especially when we make love because I need to get the first cum taken care of so that I can concentrate on you."
Jesus, here she'd been thinking that Matt just wanted to know if it was date night because he wanted to look nice for her. This whole time, he had an ingenious strategy. Laura shook her head and wondered if she hadn't just been brought into a secret club and now had been given the key to something mysterious and primitive. "Okay, so how do I do it?" Laura asked.
Matt made a face. Apparently they were close to the line but Laura needed guidance. "Stroke up and down. It's not complicated. Not like girls," he added and it seemed like a jab. Laura was no longer a girl, was she? She should be able to figure out a cock.
"Show me," Laura asked in a voice that ached. She'd never felt farther away from him and she'd never wanted to be closer.
"Laura, come on," Matt whispered, his cheeks were pink and she couldn't figure out if he was angry or ashamed. Suddenly there were so many more words unspoken between them. "You'll figure it out."
Laura's chin trembled with the tears that she'd been holding back since before the dick ever happened. Ever since she'd discovered that getting pregnant was difficult for her, Laura had felt like her emotions were a roller coaster. Here it was, something that women were just supposed to do naturally, and it seemed to be out of reach. She had been out of control of her whole body. It was all mysterious and had felt like a conspiracy. The dick was just the straw that broke the camel's back. Now all she wanted was to forget about it for a few minutes. "Come on, please," she begged Matt. "Help me."
Matt had never looked at her like this. Matt had always been eager for her hands and her kisses. He couldn't get close enough to her, couldn't touch Laura enough and now, he eyed her with something that looked like suspicion. "Alright," he said it just above a whisper, relinquishing his self imposed rule not to be in close contact with Laura. "God, this is going to be weird."
Laura watched as her husband opened his belt and unzipped his pants. Her eyes roamed greedily over his body. All of his nakedness so close and yet, so far. She thought it was weird because after all this time, all of these years of intimacies, they'd never masturbated in front of each other. With or without the presence of a dick, it had never even been discussed. Even though they'd made love again and again, they both kept their own secrets. They both had their own hidden pleasures. He pushed his pants and his underwear down to the floor and Laura followed suit.
"Jesus Christ, it's a big bastard," Matt muttered, referring to her cock. He seemed to be almost curious about it now and he sounded anxious when he asked, "Will you take your top off for me, too?"
Laura slipped the sweatshirt off without any hesitation. The bra was gone in two easy flicks of her fingers. There was no seduction in this, this wasn't for anything but the most necessary of actions. She had to get her head right. The relief was a necessity of life.
The dick was already hard. The pink girth was too hot, almost sweltering between her thighs and the head was almost red. It was uncomfortably thick and swollen. It dripped Swollen down her leg and Laura was scared to be this horny.
"You want to watch porn?" Matt asked. His voice was nervous, it wasn't his usual bedroom voice at all. Of course, Laura reminded herself, he probably needed this as much as she did. Maybe even more.
"Porn is stupid," Laura said with a shrug.
"Yeah, it usually is," Matt told her, "but I bet you'll like it more now." He didn't need to finish the thought. Now that she had this extra limb, this needy flesh that had a will of its own. This thing that made her stupid and powerless in its grip. "You need lotion though," he reached into the second drawer of the side table and produced a bottle.
Laura put her hand out and felt the lines on her forehead furrow. Right here in the living room? How often did her husband need to take care of business here that he had a special bottle of lotion just for jacking off? Wasn't she taking care of his needs, or at least most of them?
Matt pumped lotion into his own hand and set the bottle on the coffee table. He squished it around, between his fingers and murmured his instructions, "Warm it up. You don't want it to be cold."
Laura did as she was told. The dick pulsed and strained for her touch, as if it knew what she was about to do and it couldn't wait one more second. It was so demanding. She watched her husband as his right hand moved to his dick. His penis was only half hard. His lovely, familiar dick, the one she'd seen a thousand times, maybe two thousand. But she'd never seen it like this.
Matt touched himself with his sticky, right hand and the sucking, liquid sound of flesh and lotion was loud as he held his dick firmly at the base. He closed his eyes and his breath came deep and slow. It sounded like he was about to whisper something dirty in her ear. Laura thought Matt doesn't say those kinds of things though, does he? Maybe they really didn't know each other at all. Or maybe he had to think about someone else now that Laura had the penis.
She wouldn't cry though. She wouldn't cry and she wouldn't torture herself because, Laura thought as she spread her legs and settled into the couch, she thought about other people when she masturbated too. Again, it was just nothing that they spoke about until now.
Laura felt her balls there between her legs. They were full and tight in the drawn up sack. There was a twinge, almost a pounding down in her balls, impossible to ignore. Everything was hot and insistent.
Matt eased his right hand up from the base to just under the soft, mushroom shaped head of his dick and then back down. Laura did the same.
Matt reached between his legs with the left hand and cupped his balls. He kneaded them, slowly, jostling his testicles and then sighing with contentment as he caressed them. Laura did the same. She felt the pleasure there, the balls weren't just these annoying, dangling bits of flesh after all. They hummed with divine sensation and heat and need and she tugged them just a bit as she followed along with the hand.



Matt stroked up and down, Laura stroked up and down. Matt sank his head back on the sofa. His mouth was open and his breath came from the place that panted and moaned when Laura rode him. Laura followed along.
His hand picked up the tempo and the sticky, squishing noises got louder as he moved his right hand faster. She saw the line of muscle in his thigh flex as he pushed his ass up. Laura did the same. Her dick loved what she was doing, the feel of her hand, the soft coating of lotion giving it a jelly bath and the firm squeeze of tight flesh could be a mouth or a pussy.
God, Laura's face flushed and her eyes got big as she realized that a pussy would feel exquisite on her dick right now. In fact just thinking the word pussy sent an electric charge down her spine that tingled all the way to her toes. Yes; a tight sheath of flesh, snug and wet and fucking her up and down and unrelenting with the tempo. Rocking her back and forth with lightning fast jolts of electric need as she clung to the couch and let the hedonistic kaleidoscope of sensation take control.
Madness. Total and complete abandon and now, as Laura picked up the pace to match Matt's tempo on his body, she realized that the precum served as lubricant for her hand and she squeezed her balls a little more.
"Fuck," Matt muttered and straightened his legs out in front of him. His toes were still in socks but Laura knew from watching him all these years that he pointed his toes when he was about to orgasm.
Laura followed suit. With her thighs pressed together like this, she could feel it in her balls. All compact, so full of fluid and need and the desire for release. Her balls were smaller and bigger all at the same time and so full of cum that it hurt. Her cock was huge, overflowing and the vein that ran down the full length of her shaft pulsed with another heartbeat. It was a needier pulse, it was something primal, something desperate.
She pointed her toes and bit her bottom lip hard to keep the sound inside. Her cock drooled and thumped and the exquisite pleasure just climbed higher and higher. It felt like a thousand of her girl orgasms had all come together and quivered, just there, just on the precipice. The sky should break open and there should be a torrential downpour.
Matt looked over at her. Their eyes met and it was his crazy, wild eyed orgasm face. The one that seemed too hungry and too lost to understand anything. The one that always clung tightly to Laura's hips and his lips would be wet and sometimes there was drool there on his chin. "Baby," he whispered and jacked up and down faster and faster. His forearm was taught and Laura's was too. She trembled with passion as her cock drummed in her tight grip.
Matt looked down at her cock. There was no denying it, no way she couldn't notice. Her husband stared at her thick, pink juicy dick and pointed his toes. "Baby," he said again, hoarse and far away and somehow begging for it.
"Fuck," Matt cried out and with that, the first creamy stream of his orgasm shot out, like a white rocket on his belly, all the way to his chest.
Laura gasped as she spurt as well. It was torn from her body. It was pure heat and her balls were little beads and the shaft convulsed as the ecstasy of relief washed through her body. If her girl orgasms came in waves, this was a fucking typhoon.
Matt continued, gush after gush, and moan after moan. His climax coated his belly and thighs, it dripped down the couch cushion and finally rained on his hand. Laura felt as if there was no end to her orgasm. Her thick droplets of cum covered her nipples and milk ran in rivulets down her breasts and belly. Each spurt got weaker and weaker as she was finally almost empty. Now all she could do was quiver. Laura's thighs were weak as the last of it pumped out and she moaned.
Spent. Empty and used up, she was just a husk of a human being. Laura suddenly knew why Matt was asleep sometimes before she had even disengaged. The contentment was complete and overwhelming and Laura released her softened cock as she closed her eyes.
From somewhere far away but really just two cushions over, Matt asked, "Doesn't that feel better?"
Laura thought yes it did but she couldn't talk about it.
***
Jacking off was amazing.
After watching Matt the first time, Laura had taken things into her own hands. The next morning, she'd masturbated in the shower, slow and easy, with one hand on the wet tile for balance. She had used the hot water instead of lube and it was perfect on her cock. She had touched her nipples with her left hand while she stroked with a firm grip and it sent shivers of delight through her whole body. The orgasms were delicious and it was convenient for washing up afterwards.
By the third day, Laura decided that she was kind of a genius at jerking off. She had discovered all kinds of naughty, amazing things during her experiments. She liked to watch porn after all. She especially liked porn when she was on all fours. Laura would watch and stroke and imagine big dicks fucking her hard from behind. She had even been so bold as to slip her old dildo, greasy with extra lube, up inside her asshole while she masturbated. That had set off a chain reaction that had resulted in an explosion of cum, spurts that came with peaks and valleys and she screamed until she lost her voice. Laura had taken a two hour nap afterwards and decided that she'd have to save the dildo for times where she had the afternoon to spare.
It was like the whole world had become a carnival of deviant delights and perverse pleasures. How had she not noticed all of it the whole time she'd had a pussy? Laura had to admit that if she had one regret, it was that she hadn't explored her body like this before when she was just a sumptuous, bare, delicious pussy and a pair of glorious tits. Fuck, just saying something like that about herself was so demeaning to herself as a woman, as if she were just meat. But her cock loved being meat on a stick and it preened and pulsed. It wanted to be on display. It wanted all of her attention and frankly, everyone else's too.
Tonight was going to be tricky, Laura told her reflection. She'd been avoiding everyone. She'd even been avoiding Matt since she'd discovered how much fun she could have with her own body. Laura was obsessed with the dick and anyway, he seemed relieved too. They hadn't spoken of the masturbation lesson and he seemed to have assumed that he would take care of himself and she'd do likewise. He didn't sleep in the guest room anymore but they never cuddled. Laura kept her dick to herself in sweatpants. She was always a little surprised when she woke up with morning wood but she'd begun to be pleased about that.
But Rosie, her best friend, wouldn't take no for an answer anymore. Laura had made excuses about a cookout and then straight up lied about the book club. Rosie had declared that tonight, they were having a girl's night. "Or I'm going to assume that Matt actually has you tied up in the basement and I'm calling the cops on him."
The message had made her giggle and Laura realized that it felt good to laugh. Everything had gotten so serious since the dick had popped up and Laura could use a night off from all of it. Like life was normal, which seemed like a word that no longer applied to her. She twisted her mouth up to one side before she slicked it with gloss. Rosie knew her so well, Laura sighed and looked down the front of her body. She was wearing a loose, long blue dress that should keep her cock a secret but Laura felt like it was still so obvious.
She hadn't explained it to anyone but Matt. The dick had become her dirty, little secret, well, actually a big secret. The problem was that Rosie was good at ferreting out secrets of all kinds.
***
Rosie swept Laura up in her arms as soon as she stepped inside her best friend's house. "I was starting to think you guys had joined a weird cult or something," her girlfriend said with an infectious laugh. Rosie took the bottle of Cabernet that Laura had brought and nodded. "Good, good, this is nice," she grinned. "Come inside."
Rosie led Laura to the living room and Laura blushed as she realized that she was watching the sway of her best friend's hips. Rosie had long, almost black hair and it was loose and curly. It brushed her back with each step of her bare feet on the cool ceramic tile and Laura felt like the volume had been turned up on all things sensual.
Rosie always complained about her bottom being too big and now, suddenly Laura noticed it. All the other times Rosie had asked her about it, Laura had glanced and shrugged and said it was fine. Now, Laura thought it was actually exquisite and her dick shifted in her cotton panties, a perceptible movement in the fabric, like it had taken a completely new interest in her friend.
Dammit, she was such a pervert now.
Rosie launched into the conversation as if they'd been talking all the while, ever since the last time they'd had drinks. Rosie had three children and Laura knew that her friend tried not to discuss them lately, given Laura's inability to get pregnant. They were impossible to skip over them entirely though. The kids and her husband were the center of Rosie's life and tonight Laura wanted to talk about anything that wasn't about her.
Actually, Laura realized a couple of minutes into the conversation, that she wasn't really listening to Rosie at all. Her voice was just background noise as Laura stared at her full lips and big eyes.
After the first bottle of wine was emptied, Rosie turned the corkscrew in the second. The gorgeous, black haired woman screwed up her face suspiciously. "Somethings going on with you. I know you're not pregnant because you'd never be drinking but," Rosie looked her up and down as she withdrew the cork. "Somethings different. You okay?"
Laura wondered if it was pheromones. Can women just sense the presence of cock? She remembered reading that women that live together sync up their periods but only if they live with a man. It was the easiest way to get them all pregnant at the same time. Even Mother Nature was a pervert. If women's bodies did this unconsciously, then didn't it make sense that Rosie knew without even seeing the change in Laura?
Laura hadn't answered fast enough and Rosie snapped her fingers. It was a bad habit that her friend had. It was something she did more often the drunker she got when she couldn't think of the word. "See, that's what I'm talking about. That look on your face. I knew something was up when you lied to get out of book club."
Laura stammered, "but I really didn't read the book this time." She felt naked and exposed, as if Rosie could see everything under her dress. Part of Laura, the cocksmith that preened and strutted about the living room and shook precum everywhere, wanted to show sexy Rosie what lay in wait for her between Laura's legs.
Rosie poured two more glasses of wine and snickered. "Like anyone reads the books, Laura. You know damn well it's just our excuse to make margaritas."
Laura had intended to go but when she got an erection as she thought about sitting in the middle of the women, she quickly talked herself out of it. What would happen if she were hard and horny with a group of friends? Jesus, hard and horny like she was right now for Rosie. "You're right, I'm sorry," Laura admitted in a husky voice. It wasn't really an apology, it was like Matt's apologies that were just background noise. Laura was aching. The dick was throbbing and something inside her would say whatever needed to be said in order for Rosie to touch her dick. "Something is going on. I just haven't told anyone yet."
Rosie's eyes sparkled. "What is it?"
Laura took a large gulp of wine. It would help if she were a little less inhibited, especially since part of her wanted to mount her best friend right here on her couch. "Well I went to see Dr. Rampling about two weeks ago and he told me about this new treatment for infertility. It's still in the testing stages and he warned me that there had been some side effects." Laura paused and Rosie took her hand for support. The dick wanted to push Rosie's soft hand down into her panties. "So I am having some side effects."
Rosie shook her head and whispered, "Oh my god."
Laura set her glass on the table and took a deep breath. She raised the blue dress to her knees and watched as the thick lump in the front of the material shifted. She pulled it up higher, to her thighs and then higher. Laura closed her eyes tightly as she revealed the dick.
Rosie gasped. "Holy shit," her best friend murmured. "Jesus Christ, it's a huge dick."
Laura nodded as they both stared at it. Her thick cock struggled to escape the confines of the lacy blue panties. They were soaked through around the aching head of her erection. The smell of her balls was now in the air. Her virile penis was alive and potent and full of juice and more than a little interested in her friend. "It really is," she agreed.
"What did Matt say?" Rosie still hadn't looked up at Laura's face. She was enthralled with the cock.
"He freaked out," Laura admitted, "but at least he showed me how to jerk off."
Laura's erection throbbed like it could hear and wanted her to know that it would love to be touched. Rosie shrieked and then giggled. "Jesus, I don't know why that kind of scared me. I mean, I guess it's the biggest dick I've ever seen."
Laura eased back further on the sofa and opened her legs to give her dick and balls some room. She gestured, "Oh and I have balls too."
Rosie purred and said, "I noticed." Her black haired friend hummed like she was immersed in a pleasurable thought and Laura felt the twitch between her legs. "Can I take your panties down?" Rosie wanted to know. "You know, just to get a better look."
Laura whispered, "Yes, sure." She pulled the dress up, over her head. She was just being accommodating, she told herself. She was just making it easy for Rosie to get a good, long look at the big, pink meaty monster that Laura had. The biggest dick you've ever seen didn't happen every day and it should be appreciated. Laura raised her hips for Rosie's hands to slide under. She sighed as the woman's fingernails skimmed down Laura's cheeks as she removed the panties.
Rosie placed Laura's underwear on the coffee table and she whispered, "Damn."
Laura felt like she'd been running. Her pulse slammed in her throat and she couldn't catch her breath. This was the first time since the unfortunate accident that Laura dreamed that anyone might want her dick. Sure, her hand was great, her hand was wonderful, but what would it be like in someone else's hand? Rosie bit her bottom lip and Laura's eyes were riveted to Rosie's face. Laura studied her friend's full, red painted lips. There was that bit of stain in the center of her mouth from the wine. There was that glossy sheen where she'd just licked.
What would it be like to feel Rosie's mouth on her cock?
Rosie asked, "Can I touch it?"
Laura said, with a catch in her voice, "Yes, you can." Fuck, she couldn't be thinking about this, with her best friend, could she? Laura gasped as Rosie brushed her shaft with the tips of her fingers, just a whisper soft touch. It was barely even contact and yet Laura broke out in goosebumps.
"It's so hard," Rosie remarked, "so hard and so soft all at the same time." Rosie ran her fingers from Laura's sack all the way to the tip of her dick. Laura knew exactly what she meant. It was satin over steel, it was velvety, warm flesh over an iron core. It felt dangerous, with an almost feline energy that radiated from its center and yet, it was all pink and shiny. It was a profusion of contradictions and now, with her breasts and her hips and her feminine curves, so was Laura.
Laura watched as a droplet of precum dripped from her slit all the way down her shaft. The liquid followed the trail made by the vein that shuddered with life and beat to its own relentless pulse. "It is," Laura agreed and pushed her hips up. The dick hoped to entice Rosie to kiss it and Laura agreed with it wholeheartedly.
Jesus, it was almost impossible to wait.
This was why men would grab and grip and push your head down and thrust clumsily. Laura finally understood. The waiting was excruciating. The heat that radiated from between her legs was a fire raging, a storm brewing, a release that demanded the heaven of wetness and surrender. Her body was helpless as it clamored for sweet relief.
Jesus, Laura sat up suddenly and clasped her hands over her cock. She was seriously thinking about raping her best friend and the shame and the craving washed over her in equal parts. Even if that wasn't really rape, given the big eyes and the flirtatious kissing faces Rosie was making as she contemplated Laura's dick, it was still cheating on Matt. Even if Matt wasn't ever going to fuck her again, Laura thought she better figure this out before she did something she couldn't take back. Like fuck up a friendship.
"So that's what is going on with me," Laura said with a laugh and quickly reached for the underwear. Rosie seemed anxious to forget about the whole thing and Laura saw the blush on her best friend's face and wondered if later on, Rosie wouldn't masturbate to Laura and all of the missed possibilities.
***
Laura wasn't drunk but she was buzzed when she got home. She knew it when it took her more than one try to get her sandals off at the front door. She broke out into fit of laughter and almost fell to the floor. Laura slapped a hand over her mouth to keep it in. It was almost midnight and Matt was sure to be asleep. She'd better be quiet and get her unruly cock into the sweatpants and tiptoe to her side of the bed.
This was the way it was now. Her dick was banished to one side and Matt's banished to the other. How long could two people live like that and still be in love? Laura wondered but then decided to leave the sad answer to that question for another night when she hadn't drunk two bottles of wine and almost got her first blowjob.
Laura was surprised to see her husband was still awake. He was awake and propped up on a pillow. Laura recognized the bleary look on his smiling face and guessed that Matt had a few cocktails as well. "Hey honey, did you decide to have a guys night?" Laura asked as she walked to the bed.
He looked good right now, she thought. Matt wore his old black workout shorts and no shirt. Maybe it was the light or maybe her husband was doing more sit-ups. Maybe it was just the dick talking but she wanted to touch him everywhere. Was it gay? Was she a gay man or was it just beer goggles or whatever kind of goggles you had when you drank a mid-priced Cabernet? Laura smiled as she sat on the bed.
"Not really a guy's night," Matt said, "but I had some beers and then a couple of shots when I got home." His dark eyes sparkled, "I had some time to think about you." He patted the comforter which meant he wanted her to come to him. The gesture made Laura melt inside; it was something Matt hadn't done since the appearance of the cock. "About us," he added as Laura came close.
"That's good, honey," Laura said as she cuddled up close. He was warm and the sensation of touch was overwhelming. It was almost as if just his skin on hers was a sea of fingers on her body. He seemed to be touching her bare arms, reaching up, under the dress, delving into the panties all at the same time. Her anxious hard-on was back in full force and Laura wondered how long it would be until Matt saw it and turned away.
"It was good," he whispered into her hair. "I realized tonight that I don't want to live like this anymore."
Oh god, Laura froze and felt her heart sink. There was a pain there, something that squeezed tight in her chest. Shit, of course, it made sense. Matt was such a decent guy, he had to get shit faced before telling her that he wanted a divorce, right?



"What does that mean?" Laura asked as her whole body trembled.
Matt turned toward her and wrapped Laura up in his arms. Like this, sealed up against him, Laura could feel as his heart raced on her body. There was something delicate that was about to break open. This was like the first time that he'd taken his pants off with her. He was nervous and warm and touched her like she might shatter into a million pieces. What was happening? "It means I love you, baby," Matt whispered into her mouth.
Before Laura could melt or before she could cry or whimper to him that she loved him too, her husband seized her lips firmly with his own. This was a far different kiss from those early days. This wasn't like those tentative kisses Matt used to give her, as if he'd pull back just in case Laura changed her mind. These were possessive kisses. These were firm and toothy and he pushed his tongue inside her mouth and swept it over her tongue, as if to say that he claimed all of her.
"Matt," Laura whispered as her husband released her mouth and his breath washed over her face. He radiated desire and Laura could have cried. It felt so good to be wanted again. She had missed this so much. "Matt, honey, I love you too."
Matt tugged at her dress and even though Laura had a million questions, she didn't want to say a word and spoil it. She didn't speak, just raised her arms and felt the dress come off for the second time that night. Matt pushed her gently back on the pillows and Laura felt the cock strain and pulse to get at him. Laura closed her eyes and expected to feel him cave in and push her away. She wondered when he would roll her to one side so that he didn't have to see what had become of the girl he'd married.
When Matt's firm hand reached for her erection, he cupped it through the panties. It was a grip. Her husband seized her cock and there was no mistaking the gesture. Laura gasped as he touched her with all the pent up desire that Laura felt down in her balls. This was a man touching another man and he had set her body ablaze. "I can't stop thinking about your fucking cock," he muttered, as if he'd said it a hundred times to himself. Matt was somewhere between angry and turned on and Laura relinquished all control.
He hovered over her and his hands were everywhere. Matt reached under her and his breath was hot on her shoulder as he unhooked Laura's bra. Her breasts were bared quickly and the little material was tossed aside as one more impediment vanquished. Matt rubbed his head along Laura's cleavage. Her husband groaned and then rooted his lips along her areolas. He seemed to be blinded by lust. He was just hands and a mouth and Laura would be afraid of this if she didn't need it so badly.
She cried out with pleasure as Matt clamped his mouth firmly around one nipple and sucked her inside. His tongue did a dance. It was a slippery slither along her wrinkles. He lapped all the rigid hills and valleys of her pink skin and he made her even harder as he supped. Her love, her lover with the amazing tongue, Laura watched him with his eyes closed. His black lashes touched his cheek and the swallowing noises that came from his mouth were wet supplications.
Her husband's talented tongue, Laura couldn't help but push her hips up and groan as he brought her nipples to sizzling points. Where would that beautiful mouth of his be next?
When he pulled away, a clear line of spit connected her nipple to his lip. It was like spider web and her husband licked it up with a flick of his tongue. For a moment, their eyes met and Laura knew with that look, tortured, aching, everything that Matt had been thinking. His fingers trembled as he hooked them around the waistband of her panties and he seemed to cling, as if he was holding on for dear life. Part of him didn't want to take Laura's panties down, part of him wanted to run away to the guest room and close his eyes. The other part, the secret part that Laura was just about to meet, couldn't wait. It was the part that wives rarely knew about their husbands. The dirty part of her husband had wanted to gobble her dick down and feel her cum in a salty torrent of heat and pain as she savagely fucked his mouth wide open. He'd wanted that since the very first time he saw her cock. The look was a confession.
Laura waited as Matt took her panties down to her ankles and impatiently threw them across the room. He bowed his head and pressed hot, desperate kisses to Laura's center. He kissed between her breasts and then down to her stomach as his hand gripped her dick tightly. Laura sighed and felt herself swell in his strong hand. His fingers were rough and his skin was soft and the dick luxuriated in his caress.
Matt groaned as his mouth continued its journey down Laura's body. He was fighting it. The two parts of him still hadn't agreed even now and Laura trembled on the precipice. He kissed her stomach all the way to her hips and it felt like all the while he was staring at the dick in his hand. He almost ready to panic, he was almost ready to swallow her whole. Laura's legs shook as the other part of him took his place between her thighs. His breath was warm on her sack. It bristled and drew up tight immediately.
"I have been thinking about your cock," Matt confessed as he stroked Laura up and down and then once more. Fuck, he did it so well. Laura whimpered with her dick in his hand. He knew exactly what he was doing. She supposed that since Matt had so much more experience touching a dick than she did, she ought to just lie back and enjoy every second.
"Actually, I can't get it out of my head," he whispered and turned to Laura's dick, as if he were addressing it directly. "I cum when I think about it," this was almost painful for him to say and her husband's chin trembled as he forced himself to face the beefy head of her dripping dick. "Oh god," he almost cried but opened his mouth and kissed her enormous, mushroom head with his tongue.
It was exquisite. Matt drug the wet tip of his tongue along the indentation on her bulging tip and then lapped up some precum right from the source. Her husband moaned as his tongue lingered on Laura's slit and his breath bathed her new limb as he licked her sloppily all around the head.
He gave up. He gave in. Laura felt it in his shoulders, a total relinquishment and when he opened his mouth, it was to take his wife's big dick inside.
"Matt," Laura cried out his name and curled her fingers into the comforter as the wet heat of his mouth encircled her. God, it was perfect. It was sloppy and wet inside. His mouth was full of saliva and his tongue was a tease and his lips were sweltering and tight. It was a nest of warmth and tenderness and sensation and every tug of his mouth brought a cascade of sensation that rippled down her body.
Matt cupped her balls and kneaded them carefully, back and forth in his hand. He seemed to be almost studying their weight and composition. He caressed the satin skin of her sack as he wrapped his lips tight around her shaft. Her husband began to work his way back down her aching cock.
His tongue danced along her dick and everything tingled with light. It was ecstasy like this and Laura moaned. She never wanted it to end but every breath on her body was almost too much. She could feel the build up in her balls, maybe even deeper than that. Maybe that throb was up inside her ass. It came from somewhere that had never been touched. It had never even thought of and now, now, deep inside her husband's sweet, luscious, gifted mouth, she was going to shatter into a million pieces. The eruption trembled just under the surface, like a volcano, too much pressure to do anything else but burst.
"Matt," Laura couldn't speak, but she mouthed his name over and over. It was a word of pleasure now and it had mesmerized Laura. The back and forth movement of her hips as she made love to his wetness. His velvety lips and the cries that she could feel vibrating in his throat that he never, ever released. Laura clenched the bedding below her and held on for dear life as the spasm gripped her legs. She pointed her toes, or rather they pointed themselves. Nothing was under her control, it was all Matt at that moment.
"God!" Laura sobbed as the first spurt tore from her and entered him. Matt continued to suck. He drank her down. He held her cock between his lips and inhaled every droplet that she had there for him. If that wasn't enough, he looked up. As he gave her head, he looked Laura in the eye as he finished her off. Laura whimpered as she fell to the bed. Melted. Vanquished. Lost in the passion that made her whole body shiver. She'd never been so much in love with him as she was right now.
Matt released Laura's soft cock and watched as it rolled lazily to snuggle in her loose scrotum. Her husband smiled and placed one last kiss on her center. His mouth grazed the line of blonde hair before he moved up to the pillow beside her. He looked tired now. His eyes were full of love and tenderness and Laura wondered if he'd been drunk at all or if that had just been the need.
"What did you do to me?" Laura asked as she reached to rest her fingers at the center of his chest, right where his heart beat, steadfast and true.
Matt raised his eyebrows. "Well, honey, I believe that's called a blowjob."
They laughed together and Laura snuggled up close and wrapped her calves around his. "Wow, blowjobs are the best thing ever," Laura said with a giggle.
Matt sounded sleepy when he told her, "I know." He kissed her on the forehead and Laura felt safe and loved and she'd missed feeling both.
Laura continued though. It seemed like she had just made, quite possibly, the most important discovery ever. "I mean, blowjobs are even better than jerking off," Laura added breathlessly.
"I know, honey," he whispered and wrapped Laura closer. Hip to hip, she was pressed against her husband now and Laura wondered why he wasn't rock hard. She would gladly suck his cock, deep and hard now. She'd never choked on his dick before but now that she knew the power of a mouth on a penis, Laura would be happy to worship him with grateful lips.
"Can I take care of you, my love?" Laura asked tenderly and nuzzled him with the tip of her nose.
Matt looked almost sad. His eyes were large and dark and glimmered in the light as he told Laura. "I came when you did," and he held her so tight that their breath came in time. "See what you did to me?" he asked and there seemed to be so much more unsaid.
Laura closed her eyes and thought, wow, he came in his pants? That hadn't happened in years. She thought that he must really like sucking the dick. Matt might have murmured, "baby," but Laura thought it also could just be the beginning of a dream as she almost immediately fell into a deep, peaceful sleep.
***
It was around 1:00 when Matt asked with a text, "Should I bring something?" It was date night again and tonight, Laura had no idea what to expect but she was fluttering inside anyway.
Laura smiled warmly at her phone and touched the screen. "Just yourself," she answered him quickly and added a heart.
Her husband sent a smiley face and Laura went about the rest of her preparations. If there was anything that she made that Matt liked more than pork chops and peach cobbler, it was her pot roast and pineapple upside down cake. Tonight she was making both and she'd also gotten him a six pack of the beer he preferred over any wine.
Her plan tonight was to take care of him, maybe she'd even call it seducing him. It was like they were dating all over again, except this time Laura felt like the man. She had become the suitor, the aggressor. She was the one who needed to make the effort and wine and dine him.
Anything for that mouth, Laura thought to herself and then giggled.
God, she was such a horndog but she couldn't help it. She adjusted her half hard dick and thought about it again. Whatever she had thought about her husband's mouth on her pussy, which had always been amazing, his mouth on her dick had made her fall in love with him all over again. It was like their honeymoon except better because now, Laura could eat carbs.
Laura was careful about her preparations as well. She had learned how to carefully shave all of her ash blonde pubes off, even with the cock in the way. She was especially gentle with the razor around her heavy scrotum. No sense in getting razor burn on her balls, she scowled as she wiped the blade around her shifting sack. She wanted them to be pretty. At least as pretty as testicles could be, Laura thought as she looked in the mirror. Her dick was lolled to the side. It rested halfway up her hip and dripped a little of her clear liquid down her leg. The dick was always ready, always in need of attention and just the thought of Matt's lips and tongue was enough to make it spring completely to life.
Lately, she was hard the minute that her husband walked in the door. As he casually walked around the house in those workout shorts, or even worse, in just his boxers, she couldn't keep her predatory gaze to herself. She wanted to grab him by the dick sometimes or maybe even pull him by the hair. She wanted to lead him to the couch and put him on his knees. She wanted to rape his mouth and fill him all the way to his throat with her seed. She wanted to feel gush after juicy gush of her thick, creamy semen in his sweet mouth. She wanted to feel her cock throb as her essence poured into his esophagus. She was sure that if his mouth was willing, she'd just stay hard for a second and maybe even a third orgasm. Blowjobs were the best thing that had ever been invented, Laura had decided. That was why tonight, she was going to make sure that Matt got his dick sucked like never before.
What was good for the goose and all that.
Laura put on another long, loose dress. It was flowy and black and lacy around her breasts. The dress almost looked like a nightgown and she'd found that this was the best way to approach her husband. With her dick out and obvious, he still couldn't help but grimace sometimes and Laura understood why. There had been times, before, when she still had a pussy that she was sick and tired of looking at his erection too.
Laura slicked her hair into a ponytail. Whatever it was, maybe it was the hormones that had made her blonde hair grow longer and even thicker. Her nails had grown as well. Maybe whatever mysterious life force that was doing its magic in her body grew hair as well as penises. Matt liked her hair long. Tonight Laura would even enjoy it if he pulled and pushed and guided her by the hair. Anything, everything, she'd worship every inch of him and it was only just a little bit selfish of her.
"Oh my god, it's pot roast," Matt said as soon as he walked in the kitchen. His eyes were happy and they gleamed and Laura felt like it had been a long time since he'd had such a wide, open smile on his face. Her husband approached her with both hands open as if he'd been waiting all day to touch her. He held her face and kissed her passionately. Laura responded to him completely and melted into his eager mouth. There were his soft lips, that wily, perfectly wet tongue delved along the bottom curve of her upper lip and then teased her bottom lip as well.
Fuck, had Matt gotten even more skilled with his mouth since the blowjob or was that just her dick talking?
"It is," Laura murmured when his tongue lingered up along her jawline. He slowly traced a path from her mouth up to her earlobe. Jesus, every sensation, every touch of his warm breath awash down her neck was something that she felt down in her balls. Sometimes it seemed totally unfair for him to have this kind of power over her when he had to go to work. Laura just wanted to keep him in bed. "And pineapple upside down cake," she added before she let out a little gasp. Everything was a slow motion kaleidoscope of sensation. It was a roller coaster of touch and impulses and vibrations that rocked through Laura's body. She wanted to feel them all.
"Oh honey," Matt said as he wrapped his hands in her hair, "you're so good to me."
The dinner conversation was no longer about babies or even doctors. It seemed that it had permanently shifted to their summer vacation plans. Laura found no reason to discuss baby plans anymore, she just didn't have the heart for it. Dr. Rampling had never called her back to soothe her worry or give her any good news. In spite of all of her independent research attempts on the internet, all that had ever come up when she Googled, "woman with dick," was porn. As far as she could tell, the dick might be permanent and there was no reason for them to discuss any other options. At least, as long as Matt wasn't going to leave.
They had mapped out a course and they had some definite ideas of stops along the way although there wasn't a real destination yet. Matt had found a few Air BNB's that he liked and as he wanted to get Laura's opinion. As her husband scraped his plate clean and licked the few cake crumbs from the corner of his mouth, he pointed to the picture in the magazine. "We should definitely go to Montana too, babe," he nodded.
"We really are going to be gone for the summer, aren't we?" Laura hadn't believed six months before that they'd ever go with work and all the scheduled, business sex.
Matt pushed his plate away. "I think we need this, Laura. It's like we're starting all over again."
It was a serious voice and Laura played with what was left of her cake. "Starting over?" She wasn't sure if that was good or bad.
"I mean, if this is what our lives are going to be," her husband put his hands out to her and Laura knew what that meant. How long had it been since she'd sat on his lap at the dinner table? She left her chair and melted into his body. He was big and comforting and soft and he smelled of soap and a trace of cologne and his manly musk. "I mean, you're the one, baby," he played with the tendril of hair that curled by Laura's ear. "You were always the one and dick or no dick, I married you forever. So maybe we need some time to figure out what that means now."
Laura felt her husband's cock twitch in his pleats. It was pressed up against her curvy, round bottom. She could feel his hardness there as she moved her hips back and forth and now, Laura knew what came with that hardness. That incessant need, that calling that must be heeded, that rush of life force. It was impossible to turn away. "I agree, my love," she whispered and Laura felt the twinge between her own legs in response. He was hard, she was hard. She wasn't hungry for cake, she was hungry for his dick and she decided to do something that she'd never done before. "You're the one for me too, honey," Laura whispered words between hot, desperate kisses. She held him down with a rapid fire series of sticky cake kisses to his mouth. Laura left his lap and kissed down his shirt. Her fingers ripped at buttons and pulled at fabric. She was surprisingly strong now, especially when she was horny and Matt hadn't had time to do anything but watch and groan as he realized what his wife was doing. Undressing him, tearing off his clothes, unbuckling his belt and dropping to her knees between his legs. "I married you forever too," Laura whispered as she unzipped Matt. She fondled his dick and cupped his balls and then peeled his pants down.
Matt didn't try to stop her. He shifted his hips in the dining room chair. Laura heard the change in his pockets jingle as she pushed his pants to his ankles. It was just his boxers now. His black boxers, the ones that he usually wore for date night. He used to laugh and tell her that he wore those in case he got lucky. His erection had escaped and in her frenzy, Laura thought that it was beautiful. The head of his dick had popped over the waistband and it knew that there was nothing lucky about this. Laura bowed her head and kissed the head of his dick. His warmth and his scent rose to greet her. The satiny skin of the head of his cock was so soft on her lips. His groan from his belly, that animal sound, that need to mate and rut made her shudder. Her husband spread his beefy thighs even wider so that Laura might have access to anything she wanted.



Laura tugged the underwear down as well and smiled to herself as she felt Matt push his butt up for her. He didn't question it and he didn't try to stop her. Matt didn't care about the reason why or anything other than his wife's lips and her tongue and Laura understood completely. Matt's dick strained to get at her mouth. Laura watched his testicles jostle in his small, tight sack as she kissed his cock again. Right there on his slit, a long, lingering, closed mouth kiss. Laura inhaled him and then repeated the kiss but this time, with her tongue.
Laura looked up as she seized his erection with her right hand and closed her fingers around him at the base. It was a tight grip. Now she knew that it was exactly the grip that Matt used to stroke himself with. Laura squeezed as she looked him in the eye and licked his precum into her mouth.
"Oh my god," he called out in a shaky voice and his thighs flexed. Laura felt the tremor of want rush through him, she could taste his longing on his skin.
Laura took her time and wet him thoroughly with her saliva. She soaked him with spit and let her eyes tell him how hungry she was for him. She had such a need for his cock in her mouth, down in her throat, as far as she could get him inside. Once her husband throbbed in her hand, Laura sank with her forehead pressed to his belly and took every slippery bit of his cock inside. She felt his balls graze her slick chin as she sucked him into her depths. She placed her small hands on his thighs as she drank him down.
The taste of his brine on her tongue was delicious. Laura guzzled it down and lapped her tongue around him. Hungrily, she pressed her mouth all the way to his hair. It was everything and Laura couldn't get enough. The bristly feel of him on her soft lips, the brush of it. The sensation of his balls, smaller and hotter and drawn up close to his body. The smell of his potent seed, almost ready to burst. The sound of his breath, charged and desperate. His whole body twitched with the delight of her. It was a tapestry of the erotic.
"Baby, oh my god, yes," her husband was barely able to speak. His hands wrapped around her ponytail seemed to express what he felt so much better than words. He pulled Laura's hair. He was rough and he pushed her mouth down hard. Matt's dick was in the back of her mouth, almost in her throat. He was almost too rough, it was almost enough to choke her. Just as Laura couldn't breathe and she felt the tear trickle down her cheek, he pulled back just in time to suck in enough oxygen to fill her lungs before he plunged down deep once more.
Laura's dick loved it. The cock loved how rough he was, almost brutal. Laura's erection twitched as the wet, sucking sounds came faster and faster . Her saliva rained down his balls to soak the upholstery under him. Laura's dick leaked a constant stream of precum as he yanked her ponytail and fucked her all the way into her throat. Matt's thighs were rock hard as he flexed. Laura was sure that she could feel the thunderous beat of his desire there in the vein that pulsed on her tongue.
He loved her, that heartbeat, that passion, that fire that consumed everything else until they were one, just skin on skin that had melted together and couldn't be torn apart. His orgasm would seal them together.
"Fuck," he screamed and the sound reverberated and yet, with the gush of her husband's orgasm, Laura could only hear her own pulse. His sounds were muffled in the primal drumroll of need. Then there was the taste of him, hot and salty and musky and milky all at the same time. Then another beat of her heart and another spurt of Matt. He pumped and shivered and now his grip on her head had weakened and she could feel him spend and spend until he was almost limp under her.
Her husband's dick was just a soft nub when Laura finished draining every last drop from his body. She looked up at him once more as he drew her head into his belly. "Jesus Christ, Laura," he said with a chuckle, "I don't know if I can walk upstairs."
She grinned and wiggled her eyebrows lasciviously, "I'm sure you'll make it upstairs honey because there's more where that came from."
"Okay, okay," Matt put his hands out in surrender, "I just have to catch my breath."
Once he did and the table was cleared and the dishes were put away, Matt walked with her, hand in hand up the stairs to their bedroom. At the landing, her husband turned Laura in a circle like they were dancing. As he brought her close, he whispered hotly in her ear, "You know, we've never had anal sex."
He was right, they hadn't. Laura twisted her mouth up and contemplated the possibilities. It wasn't as if she had an aversion to the idea, she hadn't even given it any thought. He'd never asked and she'd never volunteered and up until this moment, that's as much as Laura had ever thought about giving her husband her anal cherry. They were at the threshold to the master bedroom when Laura asked him, "Do you want to?"
Matt nodded, his dark eyes full of a longing that Laura just realized must have been there for much longer than she knew. His body was warmer suddenly, almost damp, and she knew that if she took another step and closed the gap between them that she'd feel the pulse once more. He was getting hard again just saying the words. Her husband must have wanted it for a long time. "God, yes I want to," he told her with a sigh. Matt picked her up and carried her over the threshold, just like he had done on their wedding night.
As he placed Laura gently in the center of their bed, the wave of emotion came over her. Yes, just like he had on their wedding night. He'd surprised and delighted her that night too. Although Laura wasn't a virgin that night or the first time they made love, everything before that was such a distant memory, it might as well have never occurred.
And tonight, she could lose her virginity all over again. He'd make her his wife, his newly taken, just fucked for the first time, wife all over again. Maybe that was also worth having a dick for. "Okay, honey," Laura told him as she reached up and placed a hand at the center of his chest where his heart beat double time. "We can do anal," she smiled as his eyes got big, like he couldn't believe how lucky he'd just gotten. "Just get the lube," she nodded and pointed to the nightstand where they kept the thick jelly that they'd been sharing for their mutual jack off sessions.
Matt hovered over her, on his knees. He had pulled up his pants before they cleared the table but he'd never buttoned or buckled again. Now the metal of his belt brushed Laura's hip as he took her face in his hands and whispered, "I love you so much."
Laura cooed and caressed him. Her body melted in his embrace as she responded, hardening and softening all at the same time. Such a man between her legs, her dick was rock hard and insistent and wanted to fuck right now. Yet, such a woman everywhere else, she wanted her husband's mouth on hers and his kisses. She wanted to feel Matt sigh into her while he undressed her. They kissed and it was the new kiss and Laura gave herself over to it completely now. It wasn't the kiss of husband and wife, one tongue delving and pushing and the other relenting and taking. It was the kiss of two men, eager, hungry, greedy and insatiable. They each sunk their fingers into the flesh of the other one as if they could rip each other apart with their need.
Matt undressed as their mouths came together and teeth nibbled into lips. Laura loved these new kisses, these bites of ecstasy. They were like two snarling wolves and it was passion and love as well as violence. She got caught up in these kisses and only knew that he'd stripped for her as she felt his bare flesh settle into Laura's body. As Matt's soft belly sank into her and pressed against her cock, they both felt the tremor there between them. Laura was almost afraid that he'd change his mind. She was so hard, it was a little frightening.
He surprised her and kissed her even deeper. Matt pushed his tongue inside Laura's mouth and tasted her breath, he took her air. Laura was sure that he could taste the traces of his first climax there as well and he groaned as he sucked her tongue into his mouth. "Take my dress off," Laura whispered when he'd released her.
Matt pulled up and his thick fingers trembled anxiously. The buttons were difficult for him as he began at her throat. Laura felt him open the fabric little by little, from her throat to her breasts, breasts to her belly, belly to her cock. Matt growled a little when he felt her dick in the black, satin panties. Under the slick fabric, her dick waved at him.
Once the dress was open and Matt had tossed it to the floor, Laura put up her arms. "Now my bra." She bit her bottom lip as her husband reached under her and unhooked the clasps that kept her round bosom in the confines of the matching black brassiere. Once the hooks had been opened and her breasts spilled out, Matt hummed with pleasure at the sight of her. Laura's nipples were deeply red and engorged, they ached for him like the rest of her.
"Can you see what you've been doing to me?" Laura asked. She sounded helpless, and she was. The lust had overtaken her and she knew that she'd never truly ached for him like this as a woman. This need was new like the kissing and she felt like Matt must know. "All day, I want you so much. If I think about you for more than a minute or two, I have to go touch myself. Just watching you walk around the house, I feel weak in the knees. I want you so much," Laura's voice quavered as her fingertips slowly traced her areolas for him. She was so hot everywhere. The backs of her knees and her neck were damp with sweat and the heat between her legs was almost unbearable. "I want you so much, Matt."
He shuddered and there was a new barrage of rough kisses, nibbles and nips at her tender flesh. Matt was going to leave teeth marks on her tonight and Laura wanted to see the purple traces on her body later. He held onto the waistband of her panties and whispered, "Oh god, baby. I don't think I can wait any more."
Neither could she. Laura's body was covered in goosebumps as Matt slipped the panties from her hips, down her thighs, finally to her toes. His eyes were locked on Laura's huge, pink throbbing erection. He licked his bottom lip. He left it shining and slick and Laura moaned. Such a tease. Her husband was hard also, harder than he'd been at the table and it seemed like he'd never had the first enormous climax at all. His head was swollen, it bulged her and strained to get at her new, secret place. "I'm ready, Matt," Laura told him. She knew it would hurt a little. She expected the first push or two to set her teeth on edge as he broke through to her inner sanctum. It had hurt for a moment or two when she'd lost her virginity as well. Nothing earth shattering, just enough to make her wince.
"Me too," he whispered and handed her the lube. "Just be gentle with me, my love," Matt told her as he turned away. Her husband was on his hands and knees as he offered Laura his ass. He looked back at her, over his shoulder, "I want you to make love to me like this, Laura."
Oh god, the shudder of realization ran down her spine. Her dick understood thoroughly before the realization came over her. He wanted Laura to fuck his ass. She'd never guessed, she'd never even dreamed and yet, here he was, bent over. Showing her his big, muscular bottom. It was softness over hardness, just like the rest of him. It was white and round and beefy and suddenly, Laura wondered why she'd never noticed it until now.
Matt really had a gorgeous ass.
She was quick with the lube and the bottle spit a puddle of grease into her palm. With one hand she oiled up her dick quickly. Laura just touched herself and she groaned. Stroking like this from base to tip was almost enough to send her to the edge.
Shit, she couldn't cum quickly. Not for the first time. She wanted him to enjoy it. She wanted Matt to love it actually and she took a deep breath and nodded to herself. She was going to go slow and let him relax and open up on her dick. When she applied a finger full of lube to Matt's sphincter, he shivered and it felt like fear but he sighed with pleasure, "Oh god."
Laura positioned herself behind him and watched her cock eagerly slide between his slick cheeks. The head of her dick was full and hot and dripped into his little wrinkled entry. She wet him with precum. Matt's back trembled as he realized what she was doing and what was about to happen. Laura guided the tip inside and felt him open. He was boiling hot here, deliciously hot and scented like his balls but even richer and earthier. The back of his thighs shook as Laura pressed her way into his little, pink bud, just enough to feel his flesh give way. Matt exhaled deeply and his body vibrated.
Laura froze in place. This was enough, the heady sensation, the wash of his insides around her, the sweetness and the warmth. His ass was tight and juicy. It was like a mouth but even smaller. Her cock pulsed and Laura watched as her shaft swelled and trembled. It wanted to plunge all the way inside, no hesitation, no mercy, every throbbing inch but she wouldn't let it. She'd wait, she'd wait for that surrender. Laura wanted to hear her husband's sweet sigh that made this lovemaking and not rape.
"Jesus," Matt murmured and his anus drew up tight and fluttered around the head of Laura's dick. He made a sound, something from deep in his core. He was surprised, Laura thought, surprised at how lovely it felt to be taken. The gentle offer was there, there, the warmth that radiated from his center as he melted into her dick. She felt her husband push his hips back to open up for her, his cheeks parted, his body invited her deep inside. Matt was no longer a virgin.
He felt amazing and Laura thrust and Matt parried. Laura's cry came from something else deep down inside, something that she'd never felt as a girl. This hunger, this ache, it was almost too much love to bear. Laura reached around Matt's body and pressed her breasts against his trembling back. She kissed the back of his neck as she pushed in, slowly, little by little. She wound her body around his and all the while Matt gave her everything, all of him. "My sweet love," Laura whispered on his back and felt him convulse as her breath danced down his body. She fucked him slow and easy and deep, now that he was wide open. "God, you feel amazing inside," she cried out as she let her hands follow his belly around and then down to her husband's flailing dick.
Matt had never been this hard, not ever. One touch of him there as she delved to the depths of him with her enormous cock and Matt howled. He threw his head back and drove his ass back into Laura's hips. He barked, something guttural and low and almost like a warning. He growled to her, "Fuck me," with gritted teeth. "Fuck me hard." It was a command and even if he was terrified, there was this hunger that called to her. He shook from need and fear all at the same time.
Laura gripped his dick in her right hand as she pinned him with her cock. Impaled, filled, every inch inside. She had found a place, in deep and to the front, that made Matt's whole body jolt with sensation. It was as if she suddenly controlled every inch of him. He throbbed in that place and drew his entry impossibly tight around her cock. He pulled her in, pulled her in so deep, Laura was sure that she'd be lost somewhere inside.
Laura stroked and fucked and stroked him furiously and fucked him even harder. She threw her whole body into him and arched her back. Her balls were drawn up in fury and need. There was the molten insanity inside and it was thick and she was dizzy with it. Laura gasped as if she'd been holding her breath all the while and she was finally coming up for air as she spurt in the depths of his ass.
"Matt, oh Matt," she called his name again and again as she came deep inside. Laura curled around him and consumed him. She squeezed his cock tightly in her grip. Matt sounded as if he were about to choke. With one last sob and sputter, Laura forced him to his climax.
It was violent and rough and there was no stopping it as Laura fucked and filled her husband with semen. Matt came in her hand and all the way up her forearm and all over the bed beneath them with sobs of pleasure. They continued to cum as they fell to the mattress, no longer strong enough to prop themselves up anymore. Laura would be sure that she was empty and then Matt would squeeze his sphincter tight around her throbbing dick and bring it back to life. He wrung the cum out of her once more as he trembled in her hand and spit and shuddered.
Laura realized as she breathed with him, with hand still around Matt's cock, that although they were both spent and empty that neither of their cocks had softened.
Although Laura was breathless and trembling, she knew that she'd get her second wind and so would Matt. Now that they'd made love like this, they seemed to have opened a new, boundless well of passion. They were insatiable.
***
It got dark early In the middle of winter and it seemed late when Matt came home for dinner. He had a brown paper bag that he set on the counter before he opened his arms to take her in. "How's my love?" he asked before placing a gentle kiss on her lips.
"Good, it was a good day," Laura smiled at him and watched as his hands traveled from her shoulders to her breasts to her large, round belly. "Dr. Rampling said that everything looks good," Laura confirmed as Matt rested his hands possessively around her belly. He'd been like that ever since they found out that Laura was pregnant. As she'd gotten bigger, the belly had sunk from up high, just under her breasts, to much lower. As time went by, her husband seemed to be even more protective of both her and the belly.
"So both of my girls are okay?" he sounded pleased and continued to hold Laura's stomach. Matt's mouth was lost in her hair and his heart beat in time with hers.
Even though the dick had gone away, they hadn't lost their newfound wonderment with each other's body. Dr. Rampling said that some couples have the best sex of their lives when pregnant. Then he'd assured Laura with a patient smile that they couldn't hurt the baby. No matter what.
"Yes, we're good. Are you hungry?" Laura asked as she pushed his dark hair back off of his forehead.
"I had a late lunch but yes, of course, I'll eat," Matt told her and then grinned, "that is, if the two ladies in my life haven't already scarfed down my dinner." Matt had taken immense pleasure in the fact that Laura had thrown her usual healthy diet out the window ever since her vagina reappeared and her pregnancy test came back positive. Life was too short to deny herself carbs, Laura had told herself. She had already gained thirty pounds with almost two months left until the baby came. Matt's dinner had been eaten more than once.
Laura gave him a wicked laugh and said, "No, we haven't eaten it yet. But if you'd come home any later," she shrugged as if to say she couldn't be held responsible for taking his food. Laura went up on tiptoe and pecked his cheek. "I am starving though."
They'd stopped having the summer vacation conversation long ago. Now it was mostly baby conversation. The nursery was ready and Laura had packed her hospital suitcase the week before even though it was far too early. Sometimes they just sat in silence at the dining room table and held hands and stared at each other. Sometimes it felt like they'd never seen each other before and had no idea how they'd gotten so lucky as to meet.
Laura had never known that she could be so much in love.
After her immediate hunger had been sated and she slowed down a bit, Laura nodded at the paper bag on the counter. "What's that?" she asked her husband.



He shrugged and smiled and whispered, "Just something I've been thinking about."
"For the baby?" Laura whispered.
"No, this is definitely for you," Matt's eyes twinkled with glee or maybe that was something else. He rose from his seat and reached for the bag. He set it on the table and told her, as if he were already apologizing for something, "It's just something I'm thinking about. It's no big deal if you don't want to."
Laura had learned, during the month that she had the dick, that when her husband had that expression on his face, that yearning, heated expression, that it was actually a very big deal.
She opened the paper bag and inside was a harness with a dildo attached. She looked at the instructions on the back and realized that she was meant to wear the harness around her hips. The dick was secured in the center. It was flesh colored and spongy, yet hard. It was thick and lifelike, there was even an angry looking vein that ran down the side of it. The head was enormous and appeared real enough that Laura wouldn't have been surprised if the slit hadn't bubbled with something sticky. It was even larger than the dick she'd had once upon a time. "Oh yeah?" she asked in a smart ass tone, "you sure about that?"
"Why?" Matt crinkled his forehead in thought, "are you saying you would?" It melted her heart to see him, so open and adoring. As soon as her dick had disappeared, Matt hadn't even remarked that he'd be disappointed. In fact, he'd taken to eating her pussy with such relish and fucking her so hard and so well that the memory of the cock faded away quickly. Now, it was just someone's porn movie that they'd stumbled across. At least, that's how it had been for Laura but she realized at that moment that Matt hadn't felt that way. He still thought of her dick in the best of ways.
Laura leaned in close. She knew that Matt felt her breath on his face and he was lost in a place where he'd given himself over to her. "You should go upstairs and get ready," was all Laura said before she placed the softest kiss on his mouth.



        Unicorn Ch. 04

        Lauren meets a mysterious stranger and everything changes.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/unicorn-ch-04-1

Title: Unicorn Ch. 04

Author: macymadison

Category: Group Sex

Description: Lauren meets a mysterious stranger and everything changes.

Tags: anal sex, lesbian sex, nonconsent, pegging, blow job, big cock, group sex, slavery, exhibitionism, bisexual male

Series: Unicorn


**Authors Note: All of the characters in this story are over 18.
August
Lauren felt fingernails run up her thigh and she was suddenly very awake. She sat in the back of the motor home with her earbuds in. She was still a little high from her morning wake and bake with Mr. Preston and it was easy to drift by in a state of bliss.
"Do you want to stop for lunch, honey?" Mrs. Preston asked. Her lover had curled up next to her on the sofa and sighed as she wrapped her arms around Lauren. It was a sofa by day and a bed by night. The Provost motor coach slept six and the running joke was that they'd only had gotten four in the bed. At least so far. Mrs. Preston kept her warm hand there on Lauren's thigh. Her huge diamond ring caught the sunlight and spread a starry blanket of twinkling lights on Lauren's skin.
"I vote yes," Mr. Preston called from the driver's seat. "There's a hot dog place a couple of miles away that's amazing."
"You say that about all food, Mark," his wife teased him. She and Lauren giggled as they wove their fingers together. He did, he loved to eat and he always ate with the same gusto that he did everything else. He seized everything with both hands. That included the two women in his life, Lauren thought with a smile.
Mr. Preston chuckled and glanced in the rear view mirror for a moment. "I do, but don't hot dogs sound delicious right now?"
Lauren and her dark haired lover looked at each other and shrugged. Mrs. Preston had an impish look on her face and something stirred between Lauren's legs. Her body was so attune to the Prestons, it was almost as if it sensed what was required before Lauren herself knew. Mrs. Preston placed both hands on Lauren's bare knees and said in a voice full of shadows, "You know what sounds delicious right now?"
Lauren just smiled and removed her earbuds. Both of the Prestons loved her in sundresses so Lauren had packed them all. So far, that was all Lauren had worn on the trip. The dresses were more convenient than shorts and halters. Lauren wore no panties underneath and she felt even more bare than completely naked. She liked the sensation of it; her pussy right there, available to be ogled by anyone who might happen to be at the right angle.
And her lovers enjoyed the show.
Lauren asked, "What sounds delicious?" She asked in an innocent voice, as if she had no idea what Mrs. Preston might be referring to. She asked in a way that suggested that she didn't already ache for Mrs. Preston's kisses along her inner thighs.
Her dark haired lover pushed up the bottom ruffle of Lauren's green flowered sundress. She murmured, "You. Just you." Mrs. Preston said it in that far away voice that was mesmerized by the sight of Lauren's nakedness. "Always you," Mrs. Preston slipped her fingers along Lauren's bare thighs and when she reached the hot crease between the top of Lauren's thigh and her pelvis, she added, "Forever you."
Mrs. Preston ran just the tips of two fingers over Lauren's lower lips. She barely traced the line that parted her and then, the same featherlight touch on one lip and then the other. Lauren opened her legs wider and purred. She melted instantly in her lover's embrace. "Always you," Lauren repeated in a whisper. Lately they had said things to each other that had sounded like vows. She and the Prestons seemed to be entering some new place. A pact, a ritual that brought them together in some uncharted territory.
Lauren was a little scared and she loved it all at the same time.
"Sharon, can you pull her dress up just a little more?" Mr. Preston wondered. He was watching, he always watched and he was always ready. The king's lust for Lauren and his wife had no bounds.
"I would love to pull her dress up more," Mrs. Preston told her husband with a brilliant smile. For the road trip, Mrs. Preston seemed to have completely relaxed. Lauren wondered if it was because most of the time, it was just the three of them.
Maybe it was the almost perpetual orgasmic haze. Mr. Preston had told Lauren from the beginning that the queen was most at ease after climaxing. She wore long skirts and tee shirts mostly and lately Lauren felt something masculine inside when she stared at her queen. She felt like touching herself as she stared. Lauren felt her eyes outline the shape of Mrs. Preston's breasts and hips through her clothes. This morning, her dark haired lover had her black hair long and loose down her back and that was the way that Lauren liked it best. Mrs. Preston sank to the floor between Lauren's legs and slowly pushed Lauren's sundress up to her belly. "My love," Mrs. Preston whispered as she let her eyes take in Lauren's bareness.
Lauren felt the heat there. She knew that she was to be bare and aroused and ready, always ready. She was their concubine and served for their pleasure. No matter how many fantasies or roles or other lovers came and went, Lauren was always their harem girl. She was to be on display for the king and queen. Lauren felt the thrill of it as she swelled and her hips became loose and her thighs splayed wide. Her pussy already ached for more even though she had cum with both of them before they had set off for the day.
"Beautiful, beautiful," Mr. Preston said in a drowsy voice, as if just a glimpse of Lauren's naked body could hypnotize him.
Mr. Preston was always relaxed. Unlike Mrs. Preston, he just didn't give a damn what people thought. But Lauren hadn't seen him in pants on this trip let alone a suit. He had taken to wearing a bathing suit all day and would put on his fluorescent pink Sex Pistols tee shirt or maybe his black Rolling Stones shirt when they stopped to eat.
This morning, he was bare chested. His thick, dark hair was still a mess from being between Lauren's legs and she wondered if he knew how incredibly sexy he was like that.
A horn blared and the motor coach swerved and Mrs. Preston screamed.
Mr. Preston assured her, "It's okay, it's okay, darling. Sorry about that. I wasn't watching the road."
Mrs. Preston was out of breath and sank her forehead to Lauren's legs and shook her head. "I thought you could masturbate and drive at the same time," she said with a nervous laugh. Lauren guessed that the Prestons had probably done that many times before.
"Damn," her husband muttered. "I must be losing my touch."
Mrs. Preston pulled Lauren's dress down again. The possibilities were always endless and the queen could keep Lauren simmering all day. Mrs. Preston kissed her cheek as she sat next to Lauren once again. "I can't really blame you, babe. I can't think of anything else when I see her pussy either." Mrs. Preston wrapped her arms around Lauren's waist and rested her head on Lauren's shoulder. The electricity always buzzed there, just a slow, rolling boil. It was easy to make it crackle. Lauren liked the thought that at any moment, she needed to be naked for one or both of them. "Maybe you really do need to stop for hot dogs," Mrs. Preston told Mr. Preston. "And then we could all get in back for a bit."
She raised her eyebrows to her husband. That was code for pulling the cushions off the couch and tumbling down onto the mattress. They would quickly pull the sundress off completely and the Prestons would ravish every inch of Lauren. She'd be devoured. Hungry mouths and fingers would explore her sweet, young body as Lauren cried out in ecstasy for both of them. All of them.
They made love constantly and being in such close proximity seemed to have just made the desire more desperate.
"Okay, hot dogs it is," said Mr. Preston with a wink to the rear view.
***
It was late afternoon when they pulled into the Ventura Beach RV resort. Mr. Preston parked the motor coach in front of the office and blew them each a kiss before he went inside. "Be right back, baby dolls," he said in his new drawl that he'd picked up as they had driven through southern Illinois.
When they were alone, Lauren asked Mrs. Preston, "So what's going to happen at the swingers party?" She sounded nervous and she wanted to be cool but couldn't quite get the thought of a mess of greasy, slippery bodies in a quivering pile out of her imagination.
Mrs. Preston pulled Lauren to her lap and ran her fingers through Lauren's hair. "Well, first of all, you don't have to do anything with anyone, my love."
Lauren nodded, good, that was reassuring. She wasn't worried, she knew that the Prestons would always protect and guide her.
"Most of the time, there's a lot of men jerking off," Mrs. Preston said with a roll of the eyes. "And it's a lot of naked bodies that aren't necessarily the kind of bodies you see in porn."
Mrs. Preston kissed Lauren gently on the mouth. Her dark haired lover still tasted like their lovemaking combination. The queen tasted like Lauren's juices, the creamy fount of her pleasure that had tricked down Mrs. Preston's face and neck. She also tasted of Mr. Preston's seed and his balls and Mrs. Preston had sucked his fluid from him as her husband buried his face between Lauren's legs. Lauren loved to smell and taste her lovers, she loved to be marked by them. Lauren found Mrs. Preston's tongue with her own and licked her bottom lip before tasting inside.
When their mouths parted, Lauren asked in a whisper, "So if I just watch, it's okay?" She remembered the orgy in Lake Geneva and that was just women. For some reason, the appearance of men made it different, like there was something dangerous there. Lauren was a jumble of energy and she wasn't sure if it was just nerves or something deeper.
Being fucked by nameless, faceless strangers seemed terrifying but she couldn't deny the palpable ache she felt either.
Her lover answered between kisses. Mrs. Preston held Lauren's mass of curly, blonde hair, up and away from her neck so that she could douse her with kisses. A rain shower of Mrs. Preston's lips on Lauren's neck and along the curve of her bare shoulder. "You can just watch, darling girl. In fact, I think I know someone who would enjoy it even more if he knew that you were watching."
Mr. Preston was a natural exhibitionist and reveled in his freedom. Mrs. Preston occasionally teased him and called him a show off and that made him just do it more. Lauren loved that he was so free and thinking about him showing off for her made Lauren blush.
"What about you? What will you be doing?" Lauren wanted to know.
Mrs. Preston grinned and her eyes shone with mischief. "Well, I am not quite as slutty as Mark," they both laughed at that. "But I have to admit that since you went to Virginia's pool party, I've kind of had a taste for an orgy." Mrs. Preston said it in the low voice that she used when she was about to take Lauren to bed and it sent a shiver down Lauren's spine. "I think Mark is right," Mrs. Preston held Lauren's hand to her mouth. "You are the fountain of youth."
Mr. Preston opened the door and returned to his seat. "We're all set ladies. We are going to park this thing and then we should get ready to party."
It took an hour to park and hook up the gas and water. Mr. Preston always lowered the awnings and set out the deck chairs as well. "It's our porch," he joked. Once they had all taken a seat, he settled down to the serious business of getting just the right amount of high for maximum satisfaction.
Mrs. Preston wanted bourbon neat and her husband poured her two fingers. His fingers lingered over hers as he handed her the drink, his touch so loving and easy. He took a seat behind Lauren in the deck chair. He scooped her thick mane of hair to the side so that it draped over one shoulder and bared her neck for him. "So that just leaves the two of us, little girl," he murmured. Mr. Preston's warm breath on her bare skin made Lauren liquid inside. "What's your pleasure?"
With Mr. Preston's big body pressed against her back, it was hardly a fair question. She was his little girl and sometimes when she remembered his incestuous fantasy, she would climax almost instantly. Her lover, her father, her king, she fluttered between her legs every time he was near. Lauren could feel his longing and his warmth as he clasped Lauren to him. Mr. Preston's big cock was already half hard and it pulsed in his swim trunks. It lay against his thigh, ready to spring. "My pleasure is to give you pleasure," Lauren confessed. Her voice trembled as her hips automatically responded with the new craving to that familiar girth behind her.
"Then I would like you to turn and face me," Mr. Preston made it a command. The concubine bent to the will of her sultan. Lauren obeyed quickly and watched as Mr. Preston opened his legs wider so that Laura fit easily between them.
"Now take your sundress off for me," his eyes smoldered. They were dark pools of longing and depravity. The circles were almost entirely gone. In fact, Lauren was sure that, like his wife, Mr. Preston had never looked so happy as he had this month. He was flushed and had a glow about him. He almost always had a wicked smile on his face and at the moment, he seemed to only have eyes for Lauren.
With one tug, Lauren was naked for her lover. She set the dress aside and looked down at her body. She had blossomed this summer. There were changes that she sensed and some were actually etched on her skin. She looked ripe and voluptuous. Lauren's flesh seemed to shimmer. Everything was so sensitive that Lauren felt she constantly needed to touch herself. They had just made love this afternoon and already she wanted him again. Lauren's clitoris seemed to ripen and bloom in his close proximity.
"Aw, Jesus," he whispered. That was the thing about the Prestons, Lauren thought. As experienced as they were in everything sexual, they still were blown away sometimes. It seemed like it was still constantly brand new and it was adorable. "Now, open your mouth and stick out your tongue, little girl," the sultan commanded softly. His cock was completely hard and it stirred at the sight of her.
Lauren did exactly that and tasted the cherry flavor of the candy that he'd set on her tongue. He placed the other half on his tongue and closed his mouth and swallowed. His hungry eyes moved down to Lauren's button nipples. "These pretty little breasts," he murmured and traced around and under them slowly with just the tips of his fingers. "Is my love going to play tonight?"
Lauren shivered and watched as her nipples hardened into aching points, eager to show themselves to Mr. Preston. They were buttons on the tops of her small breasts, full of life and ready for his mouth. "I'm not sure, I might."
Mr. Preston rose from the deck chair just enough to pull his American flag swimsuit down over his ass and then off his legs. Completely naked, Lauren sighed as she took in his body. She had always thought of him as handsome, even the very first time they met. Now, she found him irresistible. His muscular legs, his powerful chest, his soft belly, she loved every inch. Everything was covered in black hair, like he was a mysterious, savage beast from the woods who had come to fuck her against her will. "I don't want to take the chance that our girl isn't satisfied," Mr. Preston murmured as he caressed Lauren slowly from her shoulders to her waist. His fingers meandered from her hips to her thighs. Lauren felt her head ease back and her mouth open, soundless, her heart raced as he touched her. "I remember my first party," he continued, his voice teased her skin as much as his fingers. "I just watched and at the end of the night, I thought I might burst."
They both laughed. "I can't imagine that," Lauren told him. She closed her eyes and bathed in the sensation of his fingers and his breath and the love for her that radiated from him.
"Me at a swinger party?" Mr. Preston asked, his voice seemed to add, "come on, have we met?"
Lauren giggled, "No, I can't imagine you not being in the middle of it and fucking everyone."
Even Mrs. Preston joined in the laughter and Mr. Preston pulled Lauren close. His belly and chest were slick with the sweat of the day and the head of his swollen cock pushed against Lauren's fat, splayed wetness. "I can be shy," he whispered and then kissed her mouth softly. "I was a little nervous when we met you. And I guess tonight I am too."
He pulled Lauren into his lap and his cock slipped from its resting on her lips. It slid down Lauren's dripping crevice and he tilted his hips and pushed inside. She gasped like she always did. Even after all the times that Mr. Preston had fucked her; hard, slow, easy, fast, furiously, even after all that, it still was a surprise to feel him. "You're nervous about tonight?" she wondered as she pushed her hips down to take her lover deeper inside.
Mr. Preston pulled Lauren into him, his face in her hair, his lips on her pulse. "Just stay where I can see you, okay my love?" There was a hint of worry in his voice. Her king pressed his damp forehead to her chest as his strong hands cupped around Lauren's cheeks.
"I love watching you two," Mrs. Preston purred. Lauren turned to watch her queen, her love, set her bourbon down and pulled her tee shirt off. Mrs. Preston's large breasts tumbled free and Lauren couldn't help but sigh at the sight. The dark haired beauty had never replaced her bra after they made love that afternoon. If Lauren had known, she surely couldn't have kept her mouth to herself. Mrs. Preston looked Lauren in the eye and plucked her deeply reddened nipples with both hands as she watched Lauren take the last bit of her husband's cock. "Oh honey," Mrs. Preston said with an easy smile as she stretched back in her chair.
Out here in the open, people weren't far away. Lauren could hear conversations and laughter and she could smell the smoke of a fire. It was all in some other, hidden place, another reality. The real world was just this, the three of them.
Lauren's saturated pussy made loud, sucking sounds as she moved up and down on Mr. Preston's beautiful dick. The noises grew louder the faster he guided her. Up, almost off and then slammed back down into his lap, this wasn't a slow grind. This wasn't the kind of lovemaking where he whiled away the day making her body sing. Sometimes Mr. Preston would press into her and study her clit with his fingers while Lauren came and then came again. This wasn't tender. This was a vicious reminder of the big dick that waited for her at the end of the evening's festivities.
Lauren squeezed Mr. Preston's throbbing shaft tightly as her fingers dug into his broad shoulders. "Yes," she called out as the tremor came from deep inside, the pull, the ache. Broken open, wide open for her lover, Lauren closed her eyes as the burst of the orgasm began deep inside. He consumed her, Mr. Preston filled her and fucked her to her very core. As he felt Lauren rain her extravagantly juicy orgasms down his body, he always let out a victorious howl.
Mr. Preston held her close as she rode the swell of ecstasy. Lauren's body trembled with the ripples of pleasure that began deep inside and radiated all the way to her toes. "God, our girl is so beautiful," Mrs. Preston said with a contented sigh, as if she had climaxed along with Lauren.
Perhaps she had.
Mr. Preston spoke and Lauren could feel the vibration of his deep voice in her skin. "Yes she is," and he kissed Lauren's neck. "And now my cock is going to be wet from her all night."
It was all foreplay. Mr. Preston hadn't climaxed and Lauren could feel him throb inside but he held back. She almost felt sorry for the first person he fucked tonight.
Mr. Preston smiled fondly as Lauren moved from his cock and stood to stretch. She could feel both of her lover's eyes on her body as she stood with her arms overhead. Lauren felt the cool of what had begun to be evening rush down her bare back.
Mr. Preston asked her, "Are you good or do you need some more candy, little girl?" He sounded so perverted and then laughed at himself.



Lauren had learned that when it came to drugs, she couldn't keep up with Mr. Preston and it was better to start off slowly. "No, I think I'm good," she told him as her juices dripped down her inner thighs.
Mrs. Preston stood as well and pushed her skirt off. Naked and free, her long hair hid her shoulders and back and that naturally drew the eye down to her slender hips and her long, toned legs. Lauren's eyes came back up to Mrs. Preston's pelt of black fur. It glistened with her shiny wetness there and Lauren ached to drop to her knees and taste her. Even if it was just a taste, a tease. Mrs. Preston asked, "Are we ready to go?"
Lauren sure hoped that the Prestons knew that the dress code was naked because that's what they were as they headed toward the fire.
***
It was twilight and the last of the sun's rays sparkled along the path through the center of a grove of trees. Straight ahead, it was almost dark and the purple line between night and day was clearly delineated. The stars to the east had just begun to dot the horizon. They sparkled and Lauren thought the stars were closer here than in Chicago. Brighter too. Like this heaven seemed to hang within reach. The sound of the waves that ebbed and flowed like breath and the smell of the ocean hung in the air. It was magic, it was a night made for magical things.
The path was lit with Christmas lights and as they followed the trail into the clearing, Lauren saw the fire that she had smelled earlier. There was a firepit and the blaze cracked and danced. The ruddy glow illuminated the bodies around it.
Bare bodies. They were a circle of flesh, a tangle of limbs and Lauren couldn't look away. Unlike the all female orgy in Lake Geneva, where the midday sun wrapped everyone in its glow and everything was perfectly on display, this mass of bodies was mysterious. It was half cloaked in shadows and seemed to beg Lauren to come closer.
Mr. Preston put his arms around both Lauren and his wife and whispered, "Dive in ladies." He kissed them both on the cheek and sauntered toward the naked skin.
Lauren watched as he walked with purpose toward a couple who were kissing. They appeared to be older, maybe much older than the Prestons. Their bodies were wrinkled and the woman's gray hair was an unruly vine down her back. Mr. Preston stopped and knelt beside them. He watched intently and drew near, much too near to be a casual observer. Mrs. Preston wrapped her arm around Lauren's waist and they both seemed to hold their breath as the couple stopped their kiss. They both looked up at the big, gorgeous man who offered them his gorgeous cock that was coated with Lauren's cum.
The gray haired woman stared at Mr. Preston and Lauren felt it between her legs. There it was; the flutter and the heat as both the woman and her husband drew closer to Mr. Preston's girth. The wife offered Mr. Preston her tongue. In a moment, husband and wife kissed were once again but this time with Mr. Preston's thick erection between them. The husband reached between Mr. Preston's solid thighs and took his ballsack in his hand. He seemed to weigh its heaviness and warmth. Lauren watched as the older man dove down eagerly. He moved his open mouth to Mr. Preston's juicy, full testicles. He pushed one inside his mouth while he fondled the sack. All the while, his gray haired wife had twisted her body to kneel so that she might face Mr. Preston's cock and know all of it with her sloppy wet mouth.
"Oh good, he found some friends," Mrs. Preston said while she watched her husband get his cock and balls sucked thoroughly by two mouths. "Are you going to be alright?" her lover asked as she pushed Lauren's hair back from her shoulder, exposing her nipples that were ripe and seemed to be seeking attention.
"Yes," Lauren answered. She felt far away. Mrs. Preston's voice was almost an echo and the sound of the ocean seemed much closer.
Mrs. Preston told her, "Come and get me no matter what if you need me." It seemed to disappear. Her voice was distant, like in a dream and Lauren watched as the black haired beauty slipped into the circle. Mrs. Preston was close to the fire. The orange flames lit her skin and made shadows dance along the lines of muscle on her abs. The queen was choosing a consort.
Mrs. Preston walked past an older man who gestured at her with his hard dick. He held it in his hand and Lauren was sure she saw the precum that he flicked onto her leg as she passed. He wasn't Mrs. Preston's choice though.
Mrs. Preston stopped between two young men and placed both of her hands, one on each bicep as they looked each other up and down. It looked like she was checking a good piece of meat. She was sizing them up. Neither boy had a cock like Mr. Preston but, Lauren assured herself with a smile, no one had a cock like Mr. Preston. The two boys settled into place, like Lauren imagined, they were told. One lay on the ground, face up to give Mrs. Preston a seat on his eager tongue. The other remained standing and Lauren watched intently as her queen took a stranger's erection in her lovely mouth.
Lauren hovered around the perimeter of the circle and watched them all. They weren't beautiful bodies for the most part. No one was nearly as beautiful as the Prestons but perhaps that was what made them beautiful. The sheer abandon as they gave themselves over completely and became just tastes and touches and sensation. Lauren thought it was beautiful like this. It was something primitive, like a pagan ritual, a celebration of life just for the sake of feeling alive.
The scent of sex and fire filled Lauren's nostrils as she continued her voyeurism. She watched, less than a foot away, as an old man made love to a girl Lauren's age. She saw his wrinkled hands and freckled forearms clasp the girl's young breasts. They were high and full and milky white as he rode her from behind. The girl gave little cries as his hips slapped against her bottom and her breasts jostled with their sex.
Lauren felt the twinge between her legs and she moved on to three men who were in a circle around one woman. She had one cock in her mouth. Lauren couldn't see her face, she was just a neck covered by a man's thighs as he plowed her wide open lips. The sticky, gurgling noises that came from her sounded as if she were going under in the ocean. Her hands wrapped tightly around his thighs though. She drew the man in and guzzling him down seemed to make it almost an act of love.
The man between her thighs held her shapely legs up by her ankles and in one sudden, almost violent thrust, he buried his cock inside her pussy. The third man watched and stroked and appeared to be mumbling to himself. As he caught sight of Lauren he nodded to her and raised his eyebrows. That look meant Lauren could be next, on the ground and ravished.
She felt her liquid response. Lauren's lower lips were open in an invitation and naked like this, it was impossible to deny or hide the desire that radiated from her there. The scent of her wet pussy rose up and mingled with all of the other smells. She moved on though.
Lauren caught a glimpse of Mr. Preston's chest out of the corner of her eye. His sweat glimmered in the firelight as he reared back and thrust. He had the full length of his cock inside the gray haired woman's mouth. Lauren could almost feel him down in her own throat like that, the brutal thrusts like that when he would take her breath away and leave Lauren with nothing but the taste of him down to her belly.
Mr. Preston grunted and came. He came with his strong hands tangled in the old woman's hair. He came as her husband sucked his balls that burst full of his explosive orgasm.
Lauren watched as Mr. Preston looked toward her, his dark eyes took in Lauren and he smiled. Even like this, even without him being near, Lauren knew that he thought of her. Lauren's body responded with a quiver. She was covered in goosebumps. It was almost as if she had shared the orgasm with her lover. Lauren clasped her hands between her legs and squeezed herself right there, for anyone to see.
Lauren felt a hand on hers and looked down to see the source. It was a woman and she kissed Lauren's fingertips. "My goodness, you've lovely," the woman said. She was breathless as she clung tightly to Lauren's hand. "I have such a taste for sweet, young pussy right now. I could just lick you for days."
The woman had red hair and Lauren almost smiled as she thought of another redhead who had begged to lick Lauren. This woman had pale, cantaloupe shaped breasts that rested on a roll of flesh across her thick belly. Lauren felt the tingle. The little gush of warmth and wetness and her clitoris seemed anxious to poke out and look from underneath her hood.
She could just sit on her face. Lauren could just fuck the woman's tongue until sated or she found something else equally intriguing.
"Not right now," Lauren whispered and took two steps back. She wanted to watch, she wanted to smell. She wanted to feel the pulse and the surge of heat inside as she listened to the sticky sounds of flesh on flesh.
She continued to walk. Lauren was outside of the circle now and bumped into someone else. "Oh god, I'm sorry," Lauren said as she put her hand out to keep her balance and their eyes met. Lauren was suddenly back in the world. Back in this world and the fire crackled and the heat delved down her body. The moans and cries and wet mouth sounds all around them rose up like a symphony of bodies.
His eyes.
The stranger's eyes were blue like Lake Michigan on a brilliantly sunny day. His eyes were on hers and they walked around each other; slowly, as if sizing the other one up. He was almost the same height as Lauren but he was thick with muscles. His hair was black like ink and was tightly curled around his head. He looked like a satyr, Lauren decided, a woodland creature. She looked down for a moment just to make sure that he didn't have the furry, muscular legs of a horse with hooves for feet.
He didn't but he was strong and his legs were lined with muscle along both thighs. But it was difficult to concentrate on anything else but his dick at the moment. It bowed to her, as if it needed to introduce itself. Lauren knew instantly that she wanted to get to know it better. It was almost as long as Mr. Preston's cock. It was a thick, veiny beast of a dick and his balls were covered in a pelt the same color as his hair.
He was beautiful, almost magical.
"I've been watching you," he whispered and Lauren felt herself lean in close, not because she couldn't hear him but because she couldn't stand to be away from him. "I was watching to see who you would pick."
Lauren felt flushed. If she had seen him, she would have picked him. Him alone. Something was happening to her body and her hands were nervous. She clasped them together to keep herself from touching him. Even though they were here, it seemed like she should be formally invited because she might not ever stop. His eyes were on her again, Lauren could feel him staring before she looked up. Staring into his eyes was like a cascade of ice cold water running down her body.
Well fuck.
"I'm Adrian," the boy said and put his hand out. With his cock right there, it was awkward. His cock bobbed and dripped and lurched to get at her. It seemed funny to shake his hand as if they were meeting formally, as if they weren't naked but she did it anyway. His fingers were warm and calloused. His fingers were covered with rough places and she wondered if he didn't do some kind of labor. Perhaps that explained his beautiful body.
"Nice to meet you," she said with a nod, "I'm Lauren."
They heard a wail come from the mass of writhing flesh. It was difficult to discern whether it was a sound of pain or pleasure or maybe both. "Do you want to go somewhere?" Adrian asked and Lauren noticed that he still hadn't let go of her hand.
She didn't know him and she didn't know this place and this was happening too fast but Lauren could feel it, down inside. Not just the slick, swollen feel between her legs, it was something else. "Yes," she nodded.
"Have you been to the beach yet?" he wondered.
"No, we just got here." Lauren explained. She felt Adrian's strong, rough fingers claim hers and lead her in the direction of the sound of the waves.
"Come on," he pulled her and seemed to want to pick up the pace. Before Lauren knew what was happening, she was running into the darkness with a naked, beautiful stranger. Instead of being afraid, she was just excited
They ran faster once they felt sand under their feet. Lauren began to laugh for no reason as the wind blew her hair back into a flying tangle. It was the call, even Mother Nature seemed to beckon to them. Adrian didn't let go of her hand, even once they were in the water. "Wow, oh my god we're in the ocean," Lauren giggled.
Adrian laughed and pulled her into his arms. The tide wasn't as much of a force as this boy's hot skin. "Yeah, of course. You're not from California?"
"No, Chicago," Lauren told him. She looked up at the stars and listened to her pulse in her throat. She was adrift in the waves as they caressed her naked thighs. She was wet, she was freezing, she was hot, she was melting and she was high on desire. It all seemed to radiate from him. "You from here?" she wondered. Lauren wanted to know everything about Adrian.
"I'm from everywhere," the curly haired boy told her. "Everywhere and nowhere. But I've been to the ocean before." He brought Lauren to him and put his hands on her face and whispered, "I feel like we already know each other but I know that's not possible." He swallowed hard and Lauren watched the shadow of his large Adam's apple move down and then back up. She wanted to kiss him there. She wanted to feel his pulse on her tongue.
He didn't make a move though. Lauren trembled, they were so close that she could feel the electricity run through their bodies and yet she didn't reach out.
"Who are the man and the woman that you came with?" Adrian asked as he studied Lauren's face by starlight.
"The Prestons," Lauren murmured, in her mind that was explanation enough.
"Is it all right that you're here with me?" Adrian sounded worried. "Do they share you?"
Lauren opened her arms to him. Her breasts wanted to be crushed to his chest. She touched his body and felt him tremble under his skin, like a wild current. "We are all free to be with other people, if we want," Lauren assured him and clung to his stocky body.
Adrian bit his lip hard and Lauren thought that he'd leave a bloody mark there tomorrow if he didn't let go. "Oh my god," he whispered and then without warning or preamble, their mouths were sealed together. This was a hungry kiss. It was all of the trembling, eager necessity of a first kiss with the impossible, steady precision of two people who had kissed a thousand times before. A thousand times or for a thousand years. He breathed down into Lauren's lungs and she gave him her breath back as their lips parted and they became one.
They made love with their lips alone. They spoke in breath and touched in tongues.
When Adrian released her, he was out of breath and wild eyed. He was in a panic as he grabbed his enormous, pulsing cock. He arched his back and winced and for a moment, Lauren wondered if she'd hurt him. When he roared and threw back his head, she understood. Adrian came. His whole body clenched and bent and Lauren watched his cock beat to the timing of his heart as a torrent of his thick, creamy seed rained down on his leg.
Well fuck.
Adrian's blue eyes sparkled and he had a look of awe on his face as he pulled Lauren into his body. His heart raced and his skin was fire and ice and he whispered, "You're amazing, Lauren. If that happens when we just kiss, what will it be like when we make love?" She thought yes, of course, it wouldn't be fucking with him. Couldn't be. It would only be making love.
Lauren devoured him. Their mouths were open and their tongues melded and wound together. Lauren reached around Adrian's body and placed her hands on his firm peach of a bottom. Adrian followed suit and sunk his fingers into Lauren's fleshy backside as her cry came into him. Lauren's body stiffened and she went up on tiptoe as she opened up to the sensation of Adrian deep inside.
The waves crashed into their bodies and the smell of salt clung to them. Adrian released Lauren and shook his head. "This is something, I don't have the word for it," he led her, hand in hand, through the water, down the beach.
Lauren had a word: magic. She'd felt it as the Prestons led her down the path into the clearing tonight. Something had been calling to her then and it had to be Adrian. The beautiful boy stood behind her and wrapped his arms around Lauren's waist as they both looked at the black water and watched the reflection of the stars twinkle on the waves. "I want to know everything about you," he said with his mouth against the nape of her neck.
She wanted to know everything about him too, right now. Lauren felt his thick cock, still very erect against her bottom. Even after that, he'd never softened one bit. She wanted that too, immediately, if not sooner. "Well, I'm 19."
"Such a baby," Adrian laughed into her hair and his fingers moved slowly up from her waist. Every touch tantalized her body and Lauren wanted to beg for more. "I'm 25," he told her as he found her nipples.
Lauren gasped as he immediately made them hard. "Um, I'm a student at community college." Lauren felt her legs open. Her feet shifted in the sand and her hips automatically moved into his body. "I'm with the Prestons for the summer." She whimpered as Adrian's cock dripped on her cheek. She felt his hot liquid trickle from her ass all the way down the back of her thigh. He was so hard and so ready for her already and Lauren couldn't wait any longer. Making love in the ocean by the light of the moon seemed to be the perfect place for their first time.
"In Chicago?" Adrian asked. His right hand traveled down the center of her belly as the left stayed to fondle her nipples.
"Yes." Lauren held her breath as Adrian slipped two fingers between her lower lips.
"My god, you're soaking wet for me," Adrian sounded shocked and delighted. Lauren wondered if he would be pleased to feel her squirt in his hand because she could almost feel the tremor of it, just under the surface. It wouldn't take much.
"Yes," she repeated in a whisper. Adrian's index finger made a swipe across her hood and her clitoris rose from its hiding place. It was completely erect and needy. The insatiable, little pearl seemed huge under his finger and Lauren's legs shook when she begged, "Please, make love with me."
"Lauren!" The call came out and suddenly Lauren felt torn. The Prestons were looking for her and did she really want to be found? She'd never taken her own lover, not since them. Not since ever, Lauren reminded herself. How did this work?
"Lauren!" Mr. Preston sounded frantic and she could see Mrs. Preston as she caught up to him now.
"You have to be with them too," Lauren whispered to him. Her chin trembled and suddenly she was way too cold to be naked in the ocean. "Will you?" It seemed like a conversation that should be hours and hours and they should be naked in bed having it. It shouldn't be this raw and immediate.
"Anything," Adrian told her in a solemn voice. "Anything to be with you. Anything for you."
Lauren called out to the Prestons, "I'm over here." She waved so that she was easy to pick out in the semi dark.
Mrs. Preston ran to her. "Jesus, thank god. I'm sorry, I know you're a grownup, but," Mrs. Preston reached her and grabbed Lauren ferociously. Her dark haired lover buried her face in Lauren's hair.
Mr. Preston shrugged and mouthed "sorry" as his wife clung to Lauren.



"No it's okay," Lauren said as she held her queen tightly. Breasts pressed against breasts, softness on softness. Mrs. Preston smelled like home but Adrian smelled like the salt of a new ocean. "This is Adrian," she gestured behind her. "This is the Prestons," she made introductions and now her clitoris seemed to shout from her splayed lips. Demands must be met.
Mrs. Preston must have felt it, the pulse there. She had more intimate knowledge of Lauren's clitoris than anyone else in the world. Of course she would know. "Oh shit, we're cock blocking you," Mrs. Preston made a worried face and twisted her full lips up into a bow that Lauren wanted to kiss. "Mark, we're cock blockers," she looked back at her husband and shook her head like she was disappointed in them.
Lauren felt them stare at Adrian and then back at Lauren. "Jesus, leave it to our little girl to find the most handsome man," Mrs. Preston purred as she studied Adrian's body. The queen openly lusted after her black haired boy.
The Preston's bodies had a sheen to their skin. Their bodies wore a luster of sweat and spit and cum and god knew what else from the flesh pile. Lauren could tell by the bleary expression on both of their faces that they had romped and fucked and been fucked. They were, perhaps, even close to being spent. Mr. Preston saw Adrian's dick and added, "He's definitely gifted."
"Will you come back to the motor home, honey? I'd feel better if you did." Mrs. Preston asked as she touched Lauren's hair.
"Yes," Lauren agreed, "we want to be there with both of you."
Lauren felt Adrian beside her as he nodded in agreement. Their bodies seemed to be magnets and they searched out the feel of the other. The beautiful boy drew Lauren close once more and softly licked her lower lip. He traced it with the tip of his tongue and Lauren knew that was how he'd lick her between her legs too. He'd start like that, just a gentle trace along her lips and Lauren was almost sure that she'd cum instantly. "You're sure about this?" he asked her in a voice only Lauren could hear.
She wasn't. Lauren wasn't sure about any of it but she shivered against his body and whispered, "Yes," in spite of it.
They made their way back. Out of the water and onto dry land once more, the sand became grass under their feet as they drifted toward the party once more. The smell of fire welcomed them back but Lauren hardly noticed the scent of sex or fire or anything else but Adrian. He smelled of heat and spices. Maybe it was incense. It was something from a long time ago, something like the rest of him, ancient and pagan. Just a satyr in the woods, come to make love to a fairy princess.
He kissed her hand as they walked past the naked revelers. They continued back to the path where the motor coach was parked. When they arrived, Mr. Preston opened the door and swept his hand toward the space and murmured, "welcome to our home." Leave it to Mr. Preston to welcome a fourth to their bed so easily. Her sultan was always so well mannered.
Mrs. Preston asked, "Does anyone need a drink? I mean, alcoholic or otherwise? I know I sure do need some water."
Lauren could only see Adrian. With her arms wrapped around his neck and his hands around her waist, they seemed to be dancing. The tempo was to the beat of Adrian's heart, which was all the music that she could hear.
"Honey, look at them," Mr. Preston murmured, "let's just get the bed ready and stay out of their way."
It happened quickly and Adrian must have looked up between slow, heated kisses. He tugged her bottom lip tugs with his teeth. All the while, his cock danced on her hip and released a stream of juice that ran down her leg to her foot. Once the bed was ready, he guided her like he would in a dance to the mattress. With his hypnotic, blue eyes on Lauren and Lauren alone, he lay her in the center of the bed.
Adrian attacked her with kisses. Whereas the Prestons almost always took their time and it was a slow, easy seduction, Adrian couldn't wait. Lauren felt the immediacy of it rush down her spine. He hovered over her, on his hands and knees as his cock pulsed. He whispered, "What's happening to me?" He seemed almost frightened and Lauren reached up to wrap her fingers in his black curls. She needed something solid to hold onto.
He lapped at her throat. He licked her collar bones. He smacked his lips as he tasted the crevice beneath her breasts. Lauren pushed herself up on the bed and reached her fingers down between her legs as Adrian sucked at her nipples. The pulse there, the tingle, the longing for him and his razor sharp teeth made her thighs shake. Her hand couldn't be stopped as her lower lips, spread open wide and begged. They had to be touched.
Adrian's eyes were dark and wicked as he took Lauren's hand from her pussy and held it overhead. His hands were strong and he pinned her by the wrists to the mattress. The boy sank his teeth into the sensitive flesh on the underneath curve of her right breast. He bit and Lauren gasped, it hurt and the pain collided with the puddle of wetness that she'd already spilled to the bed. "God, yes," she cried out. More pain, more biting, more of anything and everything.
Adrian smiled and Lauren kept her hands there, overhead. She felt as if he could keep her tied to the bed with just the power of his will. The beautiful boy made his way down Lauren's waist. He sucked up the sweat that had puddled down the lines of her abs and his tongue lingered in the valley under her hip bone.
Mr. Preston whispered, "Jesus, this is good."
Lauren could feel them watching. She didn't look and she didn't need to. She knew that Mrs. Preston sat in her husband's lap in the white, leather club chair that swiveled back and forth. Lauren knew that she kept one foot on the floor and rocked the chair back and forth with the sway of her hips. She knew that Mr. Preston was hard, even after all of the fucking that he'd done. She also knew that Mrs. Preston was wet. She was filled with cum and dripped a frothy cream pie into her husband's lap as they watched. Lauren knew that they would kiss each other as they stared and touched. The heat of their ripe bodies would rise up and lap down Lauren and Adrian's bodies like fingers.
Lauren only had eyes for Adrian.
He had finally arrived between her legs and his breath on her lips made Lauren shudder. "God, you have such a beautiful pussy," he sighed and settled into a ball. His first closed mouth kiss on Lauren's lips burned. It was hot and he sealed his whole mouth to her flesh.
Lauren clasped one hand over her mouth. The cries that came from her from just this kiss were too much. It was too intense and it couldn't be the first kiss on her pussy, could it? Could she have an orgasm from just his aura?
"Beautiful pussy," he whispered, repeating himself with his breath on Lauren's skin. "Beautiful girl," Adrian kissed her again, reverently and with so much love. Her thighs shuddered as the sensation of his hot lips and tongue penetrated Lauren's body.
God his tongue. Lauren panted into her hand, his perfect, luscious, dripping tongue on her body. It was light and a sweet sensation that she had never felt before, wrapped her body in ecstasy and ripped her wide open all at once. Lauren could feel the shiver there already, the shiver that made her hips buck. She couldn't cum this soon, could she? She was much too full, she felt like she would burst.
Adrian kept his tongue steady. It was a soft, liquid study of her clitoris and he made her quiver with his mouth. Lauren felt his warm sigh on her most sensitive skin. He moaned into her. Adrian said words into her crevice, things he couldn't possibly say, promises that couldn't possibly be anything more than his thick, heady desire. Here on the edge of her climax, Lauren felt the tremor shake down her spine.
Lauren reached for Adrian's hair and curled her fingers in the inky, black curls as she cried out with pleasure. "Yes, please," she begged him. Don't stop, don't ever stop, drink every last drop down. Lauren felt the quickening in her inner thighs as the boy's tongue teased even more of her climax from her. More, more, Lauren could hear him swallow from between her thighs and it was almost too intense.
She screamed.
"God, what are you doing?" Lauren pulled her legs together and held them there. Her whole body quivered as she stared at him. Those eyes, even here in the shadows, the light behind them illuminated his skin. His face was a mystery in the shadows but those eyes. He stared at her with heat and longing and something else, something like love.
Adrian whispered, "Making love with you."
His lips and chin were slick and covered in Lauren's sweetness and he prowled over her body. The muscular boy sunk his fingers into Lauren's knees and he pried her legs apart with a growl. "I have to," was all he could say. He could barely get the words out, he was too far gone to stop and Lauren felt the rush of goosebumps down her spine. Like this, he was magnificent and terrifying all at the same time.
Adrian impaled her with his thick, beautiful dick. He grabbed Lauren by the waist and pulled her body into his. With one quick move, he pushed all the way inside her. On his knees, Lauren was wrapped around his body as he held her and fucked her and stared into her eyes all the while.
Lauren felt as if she were being consumed. She was utterly under his control, his power. The dick was almost too much. It was almost painful and she could feel her wetness rain down both of their legs as he buried himself inside. "Adrian," Lauren whispered again and again. Just his name, just his eyes, just the feel of him as he conquered her pussy like this. He decimated her body and made it his.
"Yes, say my name," he whispered and rutted. Lauren felt him bounce her body on his legs, he controlled her, he took her. "Says my name, tell me how much you want me," he added in beastly voice as he showed her his teeth.
She took it back. He didn't look like a satyr, he looked like a black wolf. Lauren pulsed around his thickness as she confessed and came and then came some more. "Adrian, yes, god I want you," Lauren bubbled over and felt a tear stream down her cheek. She broke open; everything was bare and vulnerable and full of heat.
Maybe she loved Adrian too.
Her orgasm soaked Adrian all the way down his legs. He dug into her with vicious, rough fingers in her back as he rammed his dick in and out of her entry. His lips draw back into a snarl, he was just a wolf who raped the fairy princess now. He howled when the first spurt tore through his body and entered Lauren.
Adrian's body melted info Lauren. His face sank into her neck. The boy's sweat poured down her shoulders and into her hair as he came and came and the sounds of their lovemaking grew louder with each gush of his seed as he flooded her womb.
"Lauren, Lauren " he said it again and again as their bodies sealed together. She cradled Adrian's head in her hands and he stared at her in wonderment. Adrian finally lay still inside her. "Lauren," he whispered in her ear. His lips brushed her flesh, and could feel his pulse throb on his neck like this. Lauren was sure that their heartbeats had synchronized.
They were joined in some altogether new, different way, she thought as her body shivered uncontrollably around him.
"Jesus. That was so beautiful," Mrs. Preston murmured. Lauren remembered that they were being watched; watched intently, if Lauren could guess.
The Prestons knew her well, better than anyone else on earth probably. She gulped as she heard Mr. Preston's deep baritone roll down her skin. "They are beautiful together," he agreed with his wife. "You know who they remind me of?" Mr. Preston continued.
Lauren shivered and breathed Adrian's air as well he placed his mouth on hers. It wasn't so much a kiss as it was a breath into the other. Lauren wondered if that wasn't how they would be from now on.
"Us, when we first met," Mr. Preston finished the thought as husband and wife joined them on the mattress. The weight of their two bodies to her left, all naked and sticky and tangled. Mrs. Preston reached her hand out for Lauren's and their fingers wove together, naturally as always. But tonight, instead of sleeping between her lovers, Lauren's body was for Adrian.
His breath came slow and even and entered Lauren like it was her own. His cock hadn't entirely withdrawn from inside her. She just squeezed, just a little and kept him there. Lauren wanted to sleep the whole night with the beautiful boy's mouth on hers and his perfect dick inside.
Mrs. Preston whispered, "Lauren likes a boy," and Lauren was fairly certain that she could feel her lover smile even in the dark.
***
Lauren woke up when it was still not quite light out. Mrs. Preston had moved in the night and it almost seemed as if Lauren's lover had sought her out in the night, as if she needed to feel Lauren nearby. Adrian was on his side and his arm was bent. He had held Lauren to his chest in the night. His body hair was a velvety blanket on Lauren's body all night.
Mr. Preston was missing though and Lauren wondered where he was this early. She found him in the same deck chair that he'd made love with her last night, before the orgy.
Before everything changed.
He smiled as he saw her and his eyes sparkled and drank Lauren in. Mr. Preston's dark, thirsty eyes and his half hard cock greeted her before he even spoke. "Can't sleep either?" he gave her with a lopsided grin. Mr. Preston had the rolling papers out and he reached for them as if he just remembered what he had set out to do. "Want to smoke a jay?" he asked as he reached for the tin container that held the loose herb that he'd brought for the trip.
Lauren sat in the other chair and nodded, "Yes. And I want to watch you."
"Never rolled a joint before?" he asked with a chuckle.
Lauren looked at him and pulled her hair back over one shoulder. Even like this, bare and not quite awake, her body and heart a jumble of emotions and sensation. Even like this, the want for Mr. Preston swelled inside and was almost unbearable. "Never one that you could actually smoke," she told him.
Mr. Preston showed her as he folded the paper carefully and sprinkled marijuana along the fold. "It's really just making sure you roll it tight and spread the weed out evenly." He was scientific with it, still a nerd at heart.
"I bet I still can't do it as good as you," Lauren said as he licked the joint.
"They're still asleep, right?" Mr. Preston wanted to know as he reached for a lighter.
"Totally knocked out," Lauren confirmed as she leaned in to smell him. It wasn't until the first inhale of Mr. Preston that she realized that she didn't smell like him at all. That was unusual and she didn't like it. It was also the first time she'd spent the night wrapped in the arms of another man.
"Come on, let's go to the beach and smoke this." Mr. Preston grabbed a beach towel and they were on their way. The path was quite dark, the sun hadn't even risen yet but the shadows mixed with a rosy hue. It would be warm today. Lauren could feel the heat in the early morning breeze. The air smelled of burnt wood from last night's fire.
As they came into the clearing, Lauren saw that some of the orgy participants had never left. They were sprawled and knit together here and there, naked and bent and used. As they walked past, Mr. Preston murmured, "Some people don't know when to leave a party."
Lauren giggled and quickly covered her mouth so they wouldn't be heard.
Once they turned past the clearing, Lauren could hear the waves of the Pacific. She remembered running into the water last night and the urgency and the immediate craving for him that seemed to have taken over her body and mind.
Once Mr. Preston laid the towel down on the sand, they both eased onto the ground. They were slow and it didn't suit them. Neither she or her lover were well rested. Lauren knew that both her and her king were uneasy and needed to be near each other.
"So, you met someone," Mr. Preston said as he held the smoke inside and passed her the smoking joint.
Of course that was the topic of conversation.
Lauren took a drag and held it. She could feel her lungs backfire and she sucked it in a little deeper. She nodded as the smoke burst from inside and the blue vapor escaped and circled around her head.
"Did you introduce us last night?" Mr. Preston took the joint back and crinkled his forehead. "Sorry, I don't remember his name."
"It's okay," she whispered and watched him inhale deeply, "he's Adrian."
He nodded, and Lauren could tell that he needed to chew it over, like a father would. Considering whether or not some boy was worthy of his little love, his concubine. Lauren circled his fingers and ran her short nails up his rigid forearm. She loved his hair and his skin and his muscles.
Mr. Preston handed her the joint and exhaled his smoke. "It looked pretty serious last night."
Lauren bit her bottom lip and then took another drag. This one she coughed up almost immediately. Once she could speak, she asked her lover, "Can you fall in love with someone the minute you see them?"
"Yes, I think it's entirely possible," Mr. Preston told Lauren as he wet the burning end of the joint with saliva on his thumb. "Sometimes, you just get a sense of someone's energy and you can't stop it. You can't stop yourself."
Lauren lay back and looked up at the sky. The stars were fading and along the horizon, it was definitely warming to a golden hue. The clouds were purple and gold and she felt like she could reach out and touch them. "Do you think you can love three people at once?" Lauren asked and felt the catch in her voice. That was it, wasn't it? She was scared.
What if the answer was no?
"I think you have to decide that for yourself, my love," Mr. Preston lay beside her and she immediately felt comforted as he held her hand. He was protective of her and it felt like a blanket that she could burrow into.
Lauren felt the salt on her skin and she was sure that if she smelled her body, it would be Adrian who wafted up to her, like a new perfume. "How many people have you loved at one time?" Lauren whispered to him. If anyone had the capacity for the biggest love, it had to be Mr. Preston, didn't it? He never did anything small.
He rolled to his side and traced his fingers from Lauren's jaw down her neck. "When I was your age, it probably happened more often." His fingers were electric on Lauren's skin and they paused there, just over her heart, between her breasts. "There was a week or two that I thought I was in love with this family I had met in Puerto Rico." He laughed wickedly, "they were a big family too."
Lauren couldn't help but join in. Of course, Mr. Preston would be the one to fuck an entire family and then there was the undeniable pull in her center as he wound one finger around her nipple. "I have loved two people at once," Mr. Preston lingered over the words as if he still enjoyed thinking of those lives. "Sharon and Lady Jane were my two for a while. For quite a while."
Lauren nodded, the beautiful, black shemale who had savagely fucked Mr. Preston, yes, she was a woman to love. Only Mrs. Preston outshone Lady Jane.
"And now it is you, Lauren. The two ladies of my heart," Mr. Preston made it sound like poetry and his eyes were full of passion. "And now you have a boy," he pretended to be heartbroken. He gave her a sad puppy dog face for only a second before they both burst into laughter.
"But seriously," he looked into Lauren's eyes, a dark well of endless love searching her eyes. "You have such a big heart. You're so sweet and so warm. We just don't want you to get hurt."
"By Adrian?" she could lose herself in Mr. Preston's eyes.



He kissed her cheek and she felt his warmth tremble there on her skin. "By anyone, Lauren. I mean, being what you are draws people to you."
"A unicorn?" she asked and kissed his upper lip, just the softest kiss for a Daddy.
He smiled, "You're more than that though, my love. You're unique. Yes, you're a unicorn but you're also completely free sexually and you just love with all of your body." He sounded like he admired her and Lauren felt herself blush. "I've never met anyone quite like you. And I just don't want anything to happen to you."
Lauren nodded. She didn't either. She wanted nights like last night and the night before to continue forever. She wanted the four of them in the bed and Lauren shivered as she thought about a four way kiss as all of her lovers encircled her.
Mr. Preston was right, she did love with her whole body. And soul. And there was room for a beautiful boy with dark curly hair in her heart as well.
When she smiled, Mr. Preston raised his eyebrows and she saw the gleam in his eye. She knew that where that expression went, his cock followed. "I see that smile," Mr. Preston teased and clasped her hand with his as he brought it up to the sky. "Does this mean that we're taking the fuck boy with us to San Francisco?"
Lauren giggled uncontrollably. "I don't think we should call him that." But it was funny and Lauren reached for a quick kiss, "I think yes."
Mr. Preston sighed and his lips lingered on her cheek and then the tip of her nose. "Young love."
"What are you and I?" Lauren asked with her fingers clasped at the back of his neck. Was there a word for it? Sultan? No, that was just in Lauren's fantasy world. Her best friend? Something else entirely
"We are something that defies definition," Mr. Preston drew her into his arms. Like this, with her head on his chest, she could hear the gentle rhythm of his heart and it kept the tempo like he did when they danced. "Sharon and I can't explain it, my love," he pulled her tighter into his embrace. "We're just happy you're here and we want to keep you as long as you want to stay."
Lauren kissed him there, at the place where she so often laid her head and slept after a night of passion.
They lay like that until the sun had definitely come up. The moon had moved all the way to the west and it was just a trace of white against a backdrop. The day had unfurled and it was warm already. The ocean called and the breeze ruffled Lauren's blonde mane.
"Well if we're not going to sleep," Mr. Preston murmured with a playful pluck of Lauren's nipple, "then let's go wake the fuck boy up. I didn't get to really appreciate him last night."
Lauren giggled, "Only if you promise to call him his real name."
"Okay," he put his hands up in surrender. "Adrian the fuck boy."
***
Mrs. Preston greeted them with a quick, chirpy, "There you are." She jumped up from the chair and hovered between them. It was early and yet, she was dressed. It was a long maxi dress that fit her like a sack, the least sexy thing she had packed. Her smile was more of a grimace and Lauren knew her dark haired lover well enough now to know that she was worried.
Adrian groaned and seemed to be deep in dream state. He had one muscular arm thrown over his face and his breath came deep and slow. His beautiful dick was awake and must have felt all the eyes on it. He was completely stiff, he had a pole of flesh that beckoned to Lauren as well as the Prestons.
Mrs. Preston wrapped her arm through Lauren's and she could feel the heat that ran through her dark haired lover's body. "It's been like that ever since I woke up," she confessed in a whisper. "I can't stop staring at it."
Lauren understood exactly what Mrs. Preston meant. When she had met Adrian last night, it was dark enough that she did much of the dance following her other senses. She smelled him and felt the boiling hot rush of blood that pumped through his body. She could hear Adrian's voice inside her, an entirely new phenomenon. Lauren hadn't seen his cock in its full glory and the sight of him like this, unfurled and standing proudly at attention, was a wondrous thing.
Mr. Preston chuckled as he stood behind them, one arm over each of his women. "I'm shocked that you didn't take care of that immediately," he told his wife with a nibble of her earlobe. "I've never known you to take a pass on a beautiful dick before."
Lauren looked over at Mrs. Preston and wondered what had transpired. The king was right, Mrs. Preston had never hesitated to fuck a man that she found attractive and she clearly wanted Adrian.
Everyone did.
"I didn't know what the rules were," Mrs. Preston said sheepishly and touched Lauren's shoulder. "I mean, Lauren's never brought anyone home before."
Lauren turned to face the queen. She scooped Mrs. Preston's black tumble of hair back and kissed her collar bone. That led to the warm place where her neck became her shoulder. Lauren set her lips on Mrs. Preston's pulse and it was a kiss and a taste and a tease all at once. "I told him last night," Lauren whispered to both of her lovers. "I said that he had to be for all of us."
Mrs. Preston smiled and the light in her eyes was the first sign that she contemplated some kind of early morning debauchery.
Mr. Preston added in a deep voice, "Lauren got us a fuck boy for the rest of our trip."
They all giggled and shushed each other. This isn't how Adrian should wake up, Lauren thought but couldn't stop her giggles. He should wake up with kisses and arms around him and a whisper of love and seduction. Lauren drew her two lovers near. The magnetic pull of their bodies nestled her between flesh was familiar and almost as necessary as air to her now.
She reached for Mrs. Preston's lips with her own. Lauren sang into her queen's generous, soft mouth as they breathed into a soft kiss. It was a woman's kiss. Softness and yielding, two streams that trickled into the other. Lauren licked Mrs. Preston's lower lip and savored the taste of her deep inside. She was something to hold in her mouth.
Then she turned to kiss Mr. Preston. Up on her tiptoes, Lauren surrendered into his big body. It was a man's kiss and it was a conquest. Even like this, even though he knew that Lauren belonged to him, Mr. Preston impaled her mouth with his tongue. He took her breath, deeper and deeper as he cupped her bottom possessively with both hands. Mr. Preston's cock stirred between Lauren's legs. It rose to brush against her damp lips, eager to open her.
"Let's wake up Adrian," Lauren led them by the hand to the bed. She folded herself and knelt on her knees. She curled into a ball beside the black haired boy and she could feel his breath on her body. Lauren moved his arm and smiled at the appearance of his face. So much of the detail of him had been lost last night by the light of the stars. His lashes were thick, as black as his hair. His eyebrows were wide, thicker than two of Lauren's fingers. Even lost in a dream, there was something almost dangerous about him.
His skin was just as warm as the night before. Adrian was sweltering and almost feverish. Lauren bent and felt her blonde hair tumble over him. It made a tent for her and the satyr from the clearing. Her lips tingled when she kissed him. She remembered with a gush of warm memory between her legs that he'd cum in a gasping wave of need when they kissed last night.
Just one kiss.
She breathed into Adrian's mouth and took his air. It was almost as if just the feel of her, just her closeness was enough to bring him back suddenly. He moaned as the kiss continued and Lauren purred as the head of his cock brushed her hand and kissed her with his pent up juices.
"Lauren," the black haired boy whispered her name with such reverence. It sounded like a spell or a prayer. "I thought it was all a dream and I didn't want to wake up."
She understood perfectly. She'd had many such mornings when she'd come back to life in the middle of the king sized mattress and shaken off the sneaking suspicion that none of it was real.
"It's not a dream," Lauren affirmed and clasped his hand in both of hers, "we're all here."
The Prestons both took a seat and Adrian stared at both of them, first at the queen and then the king and then back at Lauren. "I remember," he said as he wove his fingers through hers. "I'm yours to command," he whispered and gulped, as if he were nervous about exactly what that would entail.
Lauren nodded, the liquid heat of his words pressed up against her thighs. Her nipples became pulses. Her hips led the way to his body. He was hers to command and there was only one thing she'd rather partake in than to sit on his face like it was her throne.
Lauren reached back and ran her hands quickly down Mrs. Preston's back. The fabric of the dress was soft but not satin like her lover's skin. Lauren couldn't get her bare fast enough. She pulled at the dress and felt her hands slide over Mrs. Preston's bottom. Lauren caressed her waist as she brought the long dress up and exposed Mrs. Preston's beautiful pussy to Adrian. Her pelt gleamed in the sunlight and Lauren could smell her wetness. She pulled the dress up and showed the black haired boy the queen's large, round breasts and her lean abs. Mrs. Preston shivered as the dress came off and she was presented, naked and glorious, to Adrian.
"My queen," Adrian addressed her and kept his eyes down, with the proper respect that came with her title. Lauren bit her lip and tried to remember, last night, had she told him? Had she told Adrian her concubine fantasy?
Or was this perhaps his fantasy as well.
A beautiful boy from the woods, had come to serve with his mouth and his mouthwatering dick. His hungry eyes glittered with lust for Mrs. Preston's wetness and her hips and her breasts. Lauren took her lover's hand and led Mrs. Preston to Adrian's mouth. Mrs. Preston dripped down his muscular body. Lauren watched him and her as she slid up his chest and then his neck and settled with a whimper on Adrian's lips.
The smacking sound of the boy's mouth on Mrs. Preston's lower lips was an aphrodisiac. Lauren sighed as she watched Mrs. Preston push her bottom up and back and slide and shimmy into Adrian's open mouth.
"My god," the queen gasped and tossed back her hair as she fed him her most sensitive flesh. "Perfectly lovely tongue," she said in the same seductive voice she used when she spoke to her husband.
Mr. Preston reached out to touch his wife's hips and clasped her firm bottom. He guided her forward and back and Lauren reached for her nipples with two fingers and her eager mouth. Lauren lapped at one nipple and rolled her tongue along the ridges of Mrs. Preston's areola. She tugged the other nipple into a hot bead between her fingers.
"Lauren," Mrs. Preston gasped and whispered her name and then reached back to touch her husband's hands. Mrs. Preston held his hands with both of hers and their wedding bands touched as they moved her body together and back. Her cream trickled down Adrian's face as she fed him her sweet cunt.
Lauren kissed her queen full on the mouth. Mrs. Preston still tasted of the other cocks she'd sucked last night and Lauren trembled when she thought of her coating Adrian's lips with the salty remnants of last night's orgy.
Adrian busily drank from her fountain. Licking, lapping, sucking her, his eyes were closed and Lauren wondered if he weren't almost as lost in his dream world of serving as she had been. She still was.
Lauren reached out for Mr. Preston and he seized her mouth with his own. It was a kiss that claimed her just like his cock had from the beginning. From the very first time, Lauren's body had been drawn to him. To his mouth, to his cock, but even more than that, to his heart and the soul that shone there in his dark eyes.
When he released Lauren's mouth, she could see it there. She could almost hear him say, "I love you little girl. We love you, little girl. You belong to us."
She felt it in her hips as her clitoris throbbed for him. The sight of Mr. Preston's thickness so close to Adrian's erection was all she could see for a minute. Their two cocks were so different but each perfect and beautiful in its own way. Mr. Preston's skin was darker, the head was fuller and that almost angry vein trembled there with its pulse of immediate need. Adrian's dick bobbed and called to them both and it spit liquid on the boy's thigh. It was deeply pink, like a rose and his black fur almost hid his sack away from view.
Mr. Preston had a wicked grin on his face. He watched the satyr pleasure his wife, Mr. Preston took his place between the boy's legs. Lauren touched Adrian's cock and felt it dance in her hand. It danced and dripped and covered her fingers with his sweet, silver liquid. Adrian seemed to know what was being contemplated as Mr. Preston moved the boy's muscular legs back. They were bent at the knees and clasped tightly in Mr. Preston's hands.
He was about to be fucked. Lauren knew and she knew also that the full length and girth of the sultan's manhood was almost too much. Adrian clasped his hands around Mrs. Preston's ass and cried into her body. He protested his fate but he didn't tear his lips from the queen.
Mr. Preston eased Adrian's ass up and let loose a long drool of saliva that entered Adrian's hidden place.
Adrian shuddered, a tremor ran down his body from head to toe and Lauren imagined that he wanted to fight. He wanted to pull away. He wanted to refuse and maybe if he weren't committed to pleasuring Mrs. Preston, he might have even succeeded in an escape.
Like this, there was no escape. Adrian howled and dug his fingers into Mrs. Preston's thighs as Mr. Preston penetrated him fully with a grunt. Mr. Preston pulled back and spit again on his own cock. It made a squelch as his erection pushed deep inside Adrian. Lauren felt the roll of need that vibrated through the black haired boy's body.
She bowed to take Adrian's cock into her mouth. She wanted all of it, every last bit in her wetness. Lauren sucked him inside as if he were an offering, something for her worship, something that melded to her mouth and quivered there as she drew her sticky lips tight around him.
As Mr. Preston fucked the satyr, Lauren brushed her nose in Adrian's hair and felt his cock touch the entry to her throat. She went slow and easy until all she could taste was the boy. Tears streamed down her face as she breathed him in and sucked him down to the beat of his heart.
Lauren went back to the night before, on the beach. The irresistible pull of their bodies felt as old and as sure as the tide. He had drawn her to him with his eyes. He had taken her in with a new marvel but an ancient kiss.
Lauren tasted him as Mr. Preston grunted and thrust and drove his way home into the depths of her boy. Lauren tasted him as Mrs. Preston slipped and sighed and rose up and fell back and gave herself over to the joy of Adrian's mouth.
The Prestons called out their ecstasy and all the while, Lauren drank in the electric sensation of the boy. He became hers deep inside. He was her breath and even like this, Adrian's body said her name with a rush of passion as his orgasm tore through him.
Adrian's muscles clenched and shook as he came with his whole body. He came with spurts and pulses and shivers and sounds that were buried in Mrs. Preston's creases. Lauren knew that he cried for her. Cried for more. Cried for more of everything.
As she swallowed the last drop, Lauren rested her forehead on Adrian's muscled belly. She felt the waves of the ocean but they were there, back and forth in his breath.
Mr. Preston tumbled to the mattress, spent and his chest coated in a sheen of sweat. He panted and reached for his wife's thigh and wiped his forehead on her. All of them felt the orgasm that still rolled through her body.
"Good, my love?" he asked the queen.
Mrs. Preston glowed. She was wet with sweat and cum, she absolutely glowed with pleasure. "Yes," she nodded and she climbed from her place. The dampness on her bottom left a shine on Adrian's face. "This boy," she murmured and turned back to kiss him lightly on his mouth.
Mr. Preston stretched out and sighed contentedly, "Yes, this boy." Lauren saw that the king was sated, at least for a while. His cock rolled and lay alongside his crease where pelvis met thigh. Mr. Preston's sack was loose and relaxed. "Good morning, by the way," he said to Adrian. Both he and Mrs. Preston chuckled softly and weaved their arms about each other.
Lauren crept up Adrian's body and hid in the nook of his arm. With her cheek pressed against his chest, she could feel the outline of his ribs. She laid one hand on the center of his taut belly. He had a trail of tears on his cheeks and his tears had mixed with Mrs. Preston's juices. Lauren could smell her lovers mingle in the air around them.
"Your mouth," Adrian whispered into Lauren's hair, "I don't know where I stop and you begin."
Lauren nodded, she knew exactly what he meant. She wrapped her legs with his and relaxed into the sounds of her lover's body.
They must have dozed off. Once the sun had moved in the sky and the heat clung to their bare, sticky bodies, the Prestons stirred.
"Does Adrian need to get anything?" Mr. Preston asked Lauren and kissed her forehead.
Adrian answered, his eyes were only for Lauren, his blue eyes were wells and the water was as warm as his mouth. "I have no idea where my swim trunks are," he shrugged, as if having no worldly possessions was perfectly natural.
"Sharon, you're going to have to do some shopping when we get to the hotel. Sounds like we're bringing a naked fuck boy with us to San Francisco."
Mrs. Preston said saucily, "Like we've never done that before."
They all laughed at that one.
***
Once they dropped off the motor home, it felt like it was the end of something that Lauren didn't have words for. It had become home quickly and she regretted having to say goodbye. She had even felt something hot swell up in her chest, something like tears.
Lauren felt Adrian's fingers tighten on her hand. He squeezed and once Lauren looked at her black haired boy, he grazed her fingertips with kisses. "Are you okay?" he whispered into her skin.
He had an uncanny knowledge of her and Lauren didn't have words for that either. They didn't talk much. They hadn't spoken very much in the four days since they met. They knew just the most rudimentary facts about the other but they communicated at a deeper level with breath and touch. They were fluent in each other's sighs and moans. They never stopped making love, Lauren thought. As they stood on the street, even holding hands was almost spiritual.
They had arrived at Four Seasons and it felt like they were back in the real world. As Lauren eased back in the velvety upholstery of a chair in the lobby, she watched the Prestons move together at the front desk. They were back in an urban setting and her lovers seemed to have taken up their Chicago personalities once more. Dressed in a maroon suit, Mrs. Preston channeled something masculine in spite of her womanly curves. She wore a matching fedora and her black shirt unbuttoned just enough to beg your eye to delve down. Lauren did as the shirt commanded and stared at Mrs. Preston's breasts, her tongue had memorized her décolleté just as her eyes had done.
Mr. Preston had finished with the concierge and turned to nod at Lauren. He too looked more like his familiar Chicago self. He wore a gray suit with no tie. He had on a dark, purple shirt with the collar open and just like his wife, his flesh begged for the eyes to consume. Lauren hummed as she stared and took him in, head to toe. Unlike the first time she'd seen him in a suit, she had knowledge of his body. Now she knew what the king looked like naked under his clothes and the reaction that she had to him now was a rush of need that wrenched her thighs apart. Her pussy seemed to need to call Mr. Preston to touch it immediately if not sooner.



Adrian was behind her. The black haired boy sat on the back of the chair and touched Lauren's neck. She had pulled her wild, blonde hair up into a bun for the night and she did it for Adrian. His mouth on her neck sent a shudder down her spine and she lost all sense of reason. He said that her neck teased him and tonight, she wanted it bare to keep him in a heightened state.
Adrian wore a suit as well. It was blue, blue like his eyes and a white shirt that just made him seem almost otherworldly. He was pale, translucent, and Lauren decided he could be an angel or a beast from the woods. The suit was tailored for him. Lauren wondered whose idea it was to make the pants so ridiculously tight that he seemed to have his erection on display. He was maybe even more naked like this than he'd been when they first met. He was clearly a beast, dressing him took none of his savage, feline sexual energy away. He was just even more Adrian like this.
Lauren was impressed that so far, regardless of the change of scenery, Adrian was as relaxed as he was on the beach. Considering what this evening's activities were to be, Lauren was happy that her satyr was here to hold her hand. Tonight would be a first and Lauren was almost as nervous as she'd been the night she met the Prestons.
The four of them walked to the elevator and entered once the gilded doors opened. "My sweet girl," Mrs. Preston murmured and pursed her lips to blow Lauren a kiss. "And here I thought that you were heaven in a sundress."
All three of her lovers seemed to ease back against the mirrored wall and take her in, eye fucking her from head to toe. Lauren had chosen a black suit with a silver shirt underneath. The shirt was silk and rubbed her nipples into a frenzy. Mr. Preston insisted that she wear a tie and with the fedora and her hair tucked away, at first glance, she could be a boy. A boy with a deeply rouged mouth.
"A boy with the most beautiful, round bottom," Mr. Preston had insisted with a wicked gleam in his eye.
Now they all stared at Lauren and she felt the most feminine gush of hot juices in her tight pants as she thought of them all fucking this beautiful boy she'd become. Fucking her mercilessly, right here in the elevator in the posh Four Seasons.
Once they were inside the suite, Mr. Preston warned, "No fucking," with a solemn look on his face.
"Wait," Lauren grabbed his hand and laughed, "are you feeling alright?"
"It's more of a cautionary tale, little girl," he said with a sly grin.
"Yeah, Mark is the voice of experience," Mrs. Preston shook her head as she checked the mini fridge. "He hurt himself the last we went to La Maison."
Adrian was curious, "Hurt yourself how?"
Mr. Preston sat in the middle of the sofa. Behind him, the view of San Francisco was breathtaking. Lauren already knew that they weren't going to see much of the city. She could see the ocean and this view of the Pacific seemed completely different than the beach that night with Adrian. "Yes, I fucked too much," Mr. Preston chuckled and put his feet on the coffee table. "I took a Viagra that I didn't need and then I had to sit in an ice bath the next day."
"So what happens at the dungeon?" Lauren asked, just above a whisper.
"The dungeon is just part of it, honey," Mrs. Preston reassured Lauren. "Bourbon, anyone? Am I the only one drinking?"
Adrian joined her at the mini fridge and rubbed his hand up and down her back. "Is there any Jack Daniels in there?" he asked her softly, the sound of the black haired boy's hand on the queen gave Lauren chills. She wanted to watch him undress Mrs. Preston. In fact, Lauren wanted to sit in Mr. Preston's lap and feel what the sight of Adrian making love to his wife would do to the king.
But, Lauren remembered, no fucking until later.
"The dungeon is part of it but there's also a game room and lots of places to play. More private rooms for anything you'd rather do behind closed doors," Mr. Preston's voice was full of candlelight and mystery. Lauren could almost picture him in a private room with his pick of slaves. "There's really no way to describe it, you just have to be there," Mr. Preston said with a smile. "And I'm happy that I get to share it with my two ladies."
Mrs. Preston reminded him, "And Adrian," before she kissed Adrian on the cheek and left her scarlet lipstick mark there.
"And Adrian," Mr. Preston nodded and Lauren knew that in his mind he added, "the fuck boy."
***
La Maison du Ravissement wasn't a grand house. In fact, it was nothing like the mansion that Lauren had imagined. When the limo stopped on Delancey Street and she realized that they were surrounded by old, brick warehouses, she wondered if they weren't in the wrong place altogether.
"No worries, my love," Mr. Preston touched Lauren's chin. His fingers lingered on her flesh and Lauren knew that he regretted his own rule about no fucking. His eyes looked like he was seriously considering tossing the fedora aside and ripping her black suit off. "You'll understand once we're inside.
It was a gray door, the kind of large metal door that looked like slabs of meat might come in and out. The paint was chipped and scraped. It opened with the sound of raw metal hinges, a grating sound. Mr. Preston held the door and waved them inside.
The entry was gray with grated flooring and Lauren could see into the floor beneath them through the slats. It was black down there. There were bits of sawdust that shimmered in the layer of light that floated near the surface but nothing penetrated the dark. It was subterranean down there and Lauren felt the terror grip at her insides. It definitely looked like a dungeon. Lauren didn't want to go down in that cavern and she felt cold as she stared into the abyss.
"Straight ahead," Mrs. Preston pointed, "we're right on time."
They crossed the creaky ramp and Mr. Preston punched in a code on the box on the left hand side of the next entry. This door was almost two stories tall. It was a beautiful, gleaming chestnut wood with an old brass handle. It looked as out of place here as the first door did compared to her imagination.
There was an audible click and the wooden door slowly swung open. This was what Lauren had imagined, she thought as they crossed from the grated floor onto gleaming, parquet floors. The lights were low and the shadows danced on the wood paneled walls. The scent of flowers and candles filled the air. Beethoven played in the background and it felt as if they had suddenly stepped back in time. They could have just entered one of the old greystone mansions in the Gold Coast of Chicago.
"Mr. and Mrs. Preston," a man's voice interrupted Lauren's thoughts and she turned to see that the man's eyes were riveted on her. "It's so good to see you," he shook Mr. Preston's hand with both of his and then brought Mrs. Preston's fingers to his lips. He was clearly intimate with the Prestons and yet, he seemed somewhere else. The man had a thin, black mustache that brushed Mrs. Preston's pale fingers. Lauren felt a chill. He never broke eye contact with her nor she with him.
She couldn't look away, he was hypnotizing her with those eyes.
"And who is this creature from heaven?" The man finally reached out to Lauren with both hands. Rather than shake her hand, he placed both hands on her face and seemed to be cataloging everything about her. "You are French, non?" he asked. That was the source of the little accent, the little lilt in his voice on certain syllables. His native tongue must be French. She had wanted to take French in high school but her father had insisted that Spanish was much more practical. Little did he know.
"No, sir," she whispered. It felt right to address him as sir. Although he wasn't impressive in height or size, he didn't need to be. He commanded the space around him effortlessly.
"A truly sensuous, American woman!" he exclaimed and looked to the Prestons to confirm, as if he didn't believe it. "And so young. What is your name, my dear?" as he spoke, he drew even closer to hear her.
"Lauren," she answered. She inhaled the man's scent deeply. He smelled of pipe tobacco and the ocean air and maybe even the wood all around them. He smelled like damp sheets and a fire that had almost burned out. He smelled like creased and crumpled love letters found in an old box. He had gray hair at his temples but his face was unlined. He could have been ancient or he could have been Adrian's age. He seemed to be outside of time, immortal, as if he just watched the centuries roll by. "Lauren, welcome to La Maison du Ravissement," he said it grandly and with the perfect accent. "This is my house. I am Victor."
Lauren bit her lip and quickly made herself stop. He'd notice, with those hawk eyes that read the air, he'd know. He'd notice like he was noticing her shape and her face and memorizing the feel and the scent of Lauren. "It's nice to meet you, sir," she murmured although nice wasn't the correct word. It was something else altogether, more magic; like walking into the clearing where Adrian waited for her. But if Adrian were a satyr, then Victor was a wizard.
Lauren realized that there were others who approached them from the candlelit corridor. Four others actually, two girls and two boys. They all seemed to have the same ageless quality as Victor. Beautiful, pale, luminescent, they were mesmerizing and Lauren stared at them. The two females were both small. They were considerably shorter than Lauren
One had her long red hair pinned up with little pearls and diamonds and Lauren thought she looked like a mermaid. The other wore her black hair down and wild and perhaps had just been fucked. With that hair and the flush that traveled from her cheeks to her collar bones, it definitely seemed possible. Both girls wore a series of silver chains around their bodies. Their nipples were pierced and the chains passed through the hoops they wore there. The chains traveled up to the silver bands that encircled both of their necks. They each had a tiny padlock there. If one had the key, that person must be able to take their chains off and perhaps chain them up to something else. Maybe a bed or even a stone wall in a dungeon.
Well fuck.
That sent a chill down her spine. Lauren's eyes traveled down to looking at the girls between their legs. Beautiful and pale, their pussies were both bare and seemed to be painted a bit. Were they painted pink there as well as on their nipples, or was it just a trick of the light? Maybe it was all just the intoxicating pheromone filled presence of Victor, who brought the heat of sexual chemicals?
The girls had chains there also, two chains that looped around their hips and they chains were connected to two silver plugs. One inside their sex and then another inside their asshole. Lauren shuddered as she realized that the plugs kept them open and stretched, wet and so close to satisfaction but with no way to pleasure themselves. They were locked up and would be ravenous for touch, for the touch of anyone who had the key.
A quick glance at the two young men confirmed that here at La Maison, the male and female slaves were treated equally. The young men were both in chains and wore a plug in each of their rectums. The silver trap that their penises were both encircled with was also locked with its own, separate padlock. Lauren felt how warm her cheeks were as she imagined Victor had an enormous circle of keys tucked away somewhere and all the time in the world to lock and unlock whoever he chose for whatever reason he desired.
Victor made a gesture and the redhead moved behind Mrs. Preston and one of the boys took his place in Mr. Preston's shadow. Adrian was all the way to her left and the other slave took his elbow. The dark haired female must have been meant for Lauren and she felt heat between her legs as she imagined the beautiful girl, unlocked and open for Lauren to possess. The seam in her tight pants rode up between Lauren's lips and teased her body almost unmercifully.
With a nod, everyone seemed to know exactly what they were supposed to do. Victor took Lauren by the arm as if to reassure her that none of this was for her. "I hope you don't mind if I steal your Lauren for a bit," Victor said to the Prestons while he kept his eyes on Lauren.
"Just behave yourself, Victor," Mrs. Preston warned him.
Victor smiled and the gesture surely suggested that he intended to do anything but behave himself. But his mouth lied and he told her, "Of course, Sharon."
As Lauren's three companions were escorted in the opposite direction, she asked Victor, "Where are they going?"
Victor's hand was cool and his fingers were smooth as he held her hand as if they were very old friends instead of just having been introduced. "They're off to see the sights. You know," he shrugged as if to ask if he should go on. "With clients like the Prestons, I know what they want, so it's all arranged."
"Have you known them for a long time?" Lauren wanted to know.
His eyes held such enchantment that Lauren thought she might forget to breathe when she caught him staring once again. "I have," he smiled and that was the first time Lauren caught a glimpse of his age. His face creased across the forehead and cracked around his eyes. He was really an old man, Lauren decided. Under his spell, she just came closer. "You haven't known them long though, have you?" he asked as they walked in the opposite direction of the others. He sounded sure of the answer.
"Just since Memorial Day weekend," Lauren nodded. What was it about him that made her want to tell him everything? "I'm theirs for the summer."
"And summer is drawing to a close, n'est ce pas?" Victor wasn't asking a question, he knew. Victor led he her down the hallway into the scent. It was more flowery here, more potent and underneath the scent of flowers was the smell of sex. "What is the beautiful Lauren going to do after the summer?"
They'd never talked about it.
And now there was Adrian. Lauren didn't know what happened next or how he fit into anything but he just had to. Her heart hammered in her chest as she realized that summer was getting close to the end. "I'm not sure yet, sir," she said in a dry voice. Parched, nervous and suddenly she felt like her legs were very heavy.
"Well for a girl such as yourself, the world could be opened to you." Victor paused outside of a wooden door much like the one that opened up to this world from the warehouse. "If one just gave you the key," he said with sparkling eyes as he produced a ring of keys that was about the diameter of a grapefruit. Exactly what she had imagined and Lauren wondered if the man could read her thoughts.
He unlocked the door and waved her inside. It was an office and it was perfect. It was made to be aesthetically pleasing and it exuded comfort. There was a deep sofa, a plush, emerald green at one side of the room and a large, teakwood desk on the other side. There were stacks of books everywhere and they were on a dizzying variety of subjects. The pipe tobacco must belong to Victor, the rich, fruity scent hung in the air. "Have a seat," Victor indicated the couch and Lauren felt the hair on the back of her neck rise as she immediately responded. Obeyed was more like it. Nothing about Victor suggested anything dark or dominant but it was there, underneath it all.
"Are you thirsty? Can I get you anything?" Victor asked as he took off his black, pinstriped suit jacket and hung it on one of the hooks behind him. "Anything at all?"
Lauren shook her head no. She could feel the prickles of electricity everywhere on her body.
"What do you know about BDSM, Lauren?" Victor asked as he took a seat next to her on the couch. He was close, very close, closer than he should be if this was just a friendly chat. Lauren didn't know if she should panic or if there was any point in doing anything but watch as Victor removed her suit.
"Not much," she admitted and bit her bottom lip. There was no hiding her nervousness. Victor reached for his pipe on a side table and began to tamp down the contents.
He scowled at the pipe and reached for a remote control that was in front of him. When he pressed one of the buttons, a screen rose from inside a table across from the couch. Of course, Victor wouldn't want a television in view in this cozy office. Lauren knew that he'd consider it crass and distasteful most of the time but convenient when he wanted to see something. He pushed another button and gestured to the screen. "This is where Mark will spend his time," he said quietly, his magical eyes on Lauren and Lauren's eyes on the screen.
It looked like a boxing ring, or rather several boxing rings. There were areas cordoned off with mats on the floor. Inside each ring was a pair of men. All of the men were naked and looked to be coated with grease, that sheen had to be more than just sweat. Lauren melted forward in her seat as she kept her eyes on the screen. It was a crowd of shouting, jostling naked men and the crowd was obnoxious. Cat calls came from everywhere, taunts and whistles as the men watched the pairs in the rings.
The pairs fought. Each set of men wrestled or maybe boxed. It didn't look like there were any rules, it was hit or be hit. They swung at each other and gripped, they grunted and threw their weight into each other. There was the continual slap of bare flesh on bare flesh. The opponents would spit on the other, growl, and bite. It was all the unadulterated viciousness that Lauren never saw as a woman.
In the ring to the far left of the screen, one man had pinned another to the floor and the man on the bottom strained to get free. Lauren saw the cords on his neck pull tight as he tried with all of his might to escape the man over him, but to no avail. The winner showed his teeth in a barbaric manner, like a lion that grinned over a fresh kill. Then he reared up and the crowd began to chant as he showed his erection. It was deeply red and so hard it pounded on the man's belly. His cock looked angry and insistent and without warning or hesitation, it plunged inside the loser.
The loser's face contorted with such pain that Lauren gasped. "He's raping that man," Lauren whispered. She was shocked and her eyes were glued to the crime, she couldn't turn away and yet she didn't want to see.
"That's the game," Victor nodded and scowled at his pipe. "It's pure domination and the game room is our most popular attraction at La Maison."
"And Mr. Preston?" Lauren asked with a hard gulp.
"Has been known to stay until he needed assistance getting dressed," the man gave a wry smile. Victor lit the pipe with a match and Lauren watched the sparkle in his bewitching eyes as he held the flame.
Lauren couldn't help but smile. Of course he would, he'd fuck and rut and take whatever any other man had to dish out and regardless, win or lose, he'd enjoy it for the spectacle of it all.
"If you lose and you get raped, does that mean that you're submissive?" Lauren wondered as she watched the loser on the screen get fucked in quick, deep, punishing strokes.
"Answer that question and you'll know the secret of this house, my dear," Victor said as a trail of cherry scented smoke ribboned from his nostrils and mouth. He looked like a dragon and somehow, Lauren found that appropriate.
"What about Mrs. Preston?" Lauren asked and couldn't keep the smile that always came when she thought about the dark haired beauty.
He let out a dry laugh, "Now that is an easy one. I'm sure you'll understand when you see." He fiddled with the remote and the arena blinked out and another room was on the screen. It was a pool and there was a waterfall somewhere in the background. The sound of water mixed with the sound of lilting voices and sighs. Laughter, female laughter was sprinkled in here and there and he was right, Lauren thought as she watched two women in an embrace at the center of the pool. It was easy to tell what they were doing. They humped and writhed, they rubbed together and slipped apart. They slid together, breasts on breasts and hips and thighs sealed around the other.



"That isn't BDSM though," Lauren shook her head. That was something very familiar actually. The bath ritual, the concubine fantasy and the touch of women. It was soft, beckoning fingers to tease and torment and keep a girl wet and ripe until she was ready for the sultan.
"It is if you're the bath slave," Victor said with the pipe clamped between his teeth as he pointed her out. "Do you see her? That face," he sounded as if the sight of the bath slave simultaneously excited him and tugged on his heart strings. "That yearning," he whispered. The bath slave was a small woman with dark, curly hair, pulled back to bare one pale shoulder. Her skin was the color of milk and her nipples were squeezed tightly between two clamps. There was a chain that dangled between the clamps and swung with her breath. "That reverence," Victor said with a long drawn out sigh that seemed to suggest that he could understand it.
"Are you a dominant, sir?" Lauren asked him, caught up in the sight of him. Victor was handsome in an understated way. Nothing about him drew attention, just his arresting eyes and Lauren was sure that he didn't just know that but that he used that to his own purposes.
"Oh I'm past all of it now," Victor said as he set down the pipe. "I am the Master of the house, so as you might imagine, I am considered dominant. Those are just titles," he smiled. "But, oh to be a fledgling submissive once again. Is anything sweeter than that rush of fear and want as they collide? Is there anything more passionate than giving oneself over to a dream?"
Lauren eased back onto the sofa and her fingers wound through his once more. "Can you be submissive and dominant at the same time?"
"What do you imagine makes a true dominant, my dear, other than having tasted the need to submit?"
Lauren couldn't think of anything better actually.
"Can you be both?" Lauren wanted to know. Yes, she thought, yes, she could at least. She was submissive to the Prestons but dominant with Adrian as well as other lovers. She liked both and could ease into either.
"I feel like you know the answer to that," Victor told her with a kiss on her hand. "A true unicorn. What a mistress you would make."
"Me?" Lauren murmured.
"Beautiful and intelligent, bisexual and soft while simultaneously being quite fierce. You are a force of nature, Lauren. I can feel sex radiate from you," Victor's voice trembled and for the first time, betrayed a bit of the man behind the façade. "It's almost overpowering and I'm," he paused and crinkled his brow, "well I'm me."
Lauren wasn't sure what to say as a whole new world suddenly twinkled and shone between the cracks. Something inside that she never dreamt of. The glass was just her reflection, there was so much more beneath the surface.
"Something to think about," Victor's voice sounded far away and Lauren roused herself and came back to the present. "If, when, you think about what happens after the summer of love," he placed his cool hand on her cheek again. "Will you indulge me in one thing, just a small thing?"
It was the voice, it had dropped an octave. It was a velvet voice, a voice that made so many people obey so many commands. Lauren could only nod her head and just barely, she trembled more than anything else.
"Take the hat off," Victor murmured and nodded as Lauren did as he asked. After setting the hat on the side table, Victor added, "now, let your hair down for me."
She followed instructions once more and Victor watched. He appeared to be captivated at the tumble of Lauren's hair, wild and free, down her back to her bottom. She glanced over and saw the outline of his thick cock through his pants. It was hard and trembled up against his right thigh in the pinstriped pants. He wanted her. He could do things to her that Lauren couldn't even possibly imagine.
There it was, the glimmer of fear and lust and it engulfed her. It consumed her for a moment as she pictured herself bound to a wall in a dungeon with a wizard who tortured her with love.
"Are you sure you're not French?" Victor asked.
Lauren just giggled.
"And where does my beauty want to go this evening?" Victor asked. "You'll be properly escorted to wherever you choose."
Lauren smirked and wondered if it would even be a surprise. "Do women go to the game room?"
Victor looked pleased. "Yes, my dear, they do. But only when the playing field has been leveled a bit. Sit here for a moment, I've got just the thing."
Victor left the office and Lauren folded her hands in her lap as she surveyed the room. She was fascinated, much more fascinated than she even wanted to admit. Part of her wanted to look at every book, sit in every chair and feel the magical essence of Victor seep into her body.
He returned with a black harness and the largest cock Lauren had ever seen. It was at least twelve inches long and as big around as her forearm. "You'll be a champion, which would only be befitting of your beauty," Victor handed her the strap on with a gesture.
"Won't they be scared of me with this?" Lauren asked in a fit of uncontrollable laughter.
"Fear and lust. The combination is the most addictive substance in the universe," Victor whispered.
Lauren decided that she was ready to try yet another addictive substance.
***
The slave auction was to start promptly at ten o'clock and Lauren had been in the shower at 9:45. There had been no time to wind her hair back up into the careful coil that she had kept under her hat before the festivities began.
Lauren looked at herself in the mirror and thought now she knew what having stars in your eyes meant. There were lights that radiated back from the depths of her sometimes blue, sometimes green eyes. There seemed to be a new depth to them. She knew things.
She glowed and it wasn't just the warmth on her skin from the shower. It was the heavenly waves of delight that she could still feel that still buzzed under her skin. She had fucked and been fucked until her legs could no longer keep her upright.
She'd fucked Mr. Preston with the strap-on. She'd fucked him deep and hard. She'd been vicious with the almost punishing blows with the dick. Lauren had sunk her nails into his backside and left him with the bloody traces of her fingers as a reminder. Her queen would see them later if she hadn't already, along with the other bites and scratches her husband carried. He was the most beautiful that Lauren had ever seen him like that. Spent and torn and drained down to his bones, Mr. Preston had been a sacrifice to the gods.
Even though Lauren had just washed all of the debauchery from her skin, she was almost sure she could still feel it, underneath. She was wired and she'd never been so alive.
Maybe Victor was really right about her. He seemed to know everything, Lauren told the woman in the suit who stared back at her.
That's what had happened, wasn't it? Lauren gasped at the realization. She'd become a woman this summer and the eyes held some secrets that a girl just couldn't have.
Well fuck.
Lauren made her way quickly then, she almost ran to the auction. She opened the door to the grand ballroom and sighed with relief. Everyone was still talking, the hum of conversation was in the air. Even if Victor wasn't standing right there, he might be watching and for some reason that she couldn't explain, Lauren didn't want to disappoint him.
She headed to the table where Mrs. Preston sat alone. Her dark haired queen was perfect, as always. Her hair shone in the light and her fedora was tilted at the perfect angle to throw a deep shadow across her cheekbones and simultaneously illuminate her blood red lips. Lauren bent to kiss her because she couldn't stop herself.
"There's my love," Mrs. Preston murmured after their soft, delicious kiss. "I was starting to wonder if maybe you got lost somewhere." Mrs. Preston radiated an orgasmic bliss. Lauren was sure that she was wet for more between her legs. Her lover was a bottomless well of bliss that Lauren could hardly wait to sample once they returned to the Four Seasons.
"No, I just took a really long shower," Lauren told her as she took the next seat so that they could hold hands. "Who are all these people?" Lauren asked.
Mr. Preston appeared to her left, carrying three glasses. "Bourbon for my lady, whiskey neat for me and Coke for a barbaric, little girl." He set the drink down in front of Lauren and kissed her head. He winced as he took a seat on the other side of Lauren. "These people are Masters and Mistresses who come to La Maison to purchase the very best slaves," he proceeded to inform her.
Mrs. Preston sounded suspicious when she asked, "What happened to you, Mark?"
"Do you really want to know?" he asked with a low chuckle. It was a good question. There were times that one had to assume the worst, or maybe the best, depending on how you looked at it. "Lauren raped me," he whispered and then gave them both sad eyes as his big body shook with suppressed laughter.
"You went to the game room?" Mrs. Preston took Lauren's hand and held it tight.
There was no time to tell Mrs. Preston about all of her conquests. Lauren had wrestled and fought in the game room as fiercely as any of the men. She would have to wait to tell her stories though because the lights had dimmed and all conversation stopped.
"Good evening, ladies and gentlemen," a man with an English accent greeted the crowd from a podium at the far left of the stage. "Let's begin this evening's bidding."
The stage was black and the only light made a halo around the auctioneer. He looked very solemn as he began. "Lot 24, to my right, is our first showing of the evening." As he spoke, the lights came up and cast the empty stage in radiance. From under stage, the floor parted and a dais raised up. At the center of it was a lone girl. She was small and curvy, she was completely bare and the glare of the stage lights lit her body up for inspection. "Trained for three years in the House of Diablo, this slave is a masochist and pain slut. She speaks English, Spanish and Portuguese fluently. Twenty two years old, she is perfectly suited to be used as a house slave or circuit slave. I'll start the bidding at five hundred."
Lauren leaned in to confirm. "She can't be five hundred dollars?" she asked Mr. Preston, shocked. It was absolutely shocking that this lovely girl in chains was so cheap. She was perfectly ripe and had golden skin. Her hair and eyes were a gooey, melted chocolate color and her nipples were lush, pink buds. They looked mouthwatering, even with the piercings that the silver chains fed through. Even with her mouth like that, pulled apart, pried open and saliva dripping on the black ball that silenced her. Her full lips were as kissable up top as they were below. If she was only five hundred dollars, then Lauren wanted to buy her.
"Five hundred thousand," Mr. Preston told her. "Do you want to buy a pet, my love? The fuck boy isn't enough for you?" He was pleased about it though and Lauren could tell by the gleam in his eye that the pet was very pleasing to him as well. He could already think of a thousand different things to do with her.
Jesus, Lauren thought to herself, that's just the starting bid? The auctioneer called and paddles were raised and someone on the phone bid eight hundred thousand and the grand ballroom was silent.
"I have eight hundred going once."
"Going twice."
"Lot 24 sold to the gentleman on the phone."
The girl disappeared back beneath the floor where she came from. Lauren let out a rush of air and felt like she'd held her breath all the while. She thought about what it must be like for the small girl with the melted chocolate eyes. She was down below, somewhere in the dark. She knew that her life was no longer her own and she belonged to a man on the phone.
It was terrifying. And exhilarating.
The slaves kept coming. There were beautiful young men and women. All of them were exquisite and yet unique and all for sale to the highest bidder. Mr. Preston had explained during the breaks, "It's not exactly like they're strangers. I mean the slaves don't know the buyers but Victor knows them. You have to be approved by Victor before he would entrust you with his precious merchandise."
Lauren nodded and wondered if that was part of the life that Victor envisioned for her. Mistress Lauren? She bit her bottom lip and rubbed her hands down her thighs. It would be easy to lose herself altogether in this place. Look how quickly the summer had gone by.
"Where is Adrian?" Mrs. Preston wondered. The queen had a look of concern and she placed her left hand on Lauren's cheek. The ring made a flurry of lights on Lauren's skin and her touch was cool on Lauren's cheek.
She hadn't remembered Adrian. Oh god, Lauren felt the pang of it in her chest. Her black haired boy, her beast from the woods, she'd never checked on him since Victor spirited her away to the room. Funny, he'd never told Lauren where he was playing either. "I don't know," Lauren told her. She felt the anxiety rise up from her chest and all she wanted to do was go and look for him.
"A late addition to this evening's proceedings ladies and gentlemen," the auctioneer had returned to the podium and cleared his throat. "Lot 77."
Lauren felt the churning in the pit of her stomach as the dais raised and she knew, she knew before she saw anything but just a wisp of black hair.
"Lot 77 is an untrained male, comes as completely raw material, sold as is. The only guarantee, of course, that the merchandise has been met with Sir's approval."
Adrian stared defiantly into the crowd. His blue eyes were two stones that glistened with tears, river rocks that had known all the stories that Lauren would never know. He was chained like the rest but he was cuffed since his nipples weren't pierced. From his plugged bottom, the chains ran to his ankle cuffs. His cock was free, unlike the other male slaves. It was free and it danced and spit and trembled with glee. Lauren wondered if that hadn't been Victor's idea, to let them all see just how glorious the merchandise was.
Adrian met her gaze and Lauren felt him telling her. This is what I want, to belong to someone, to be owned. Didn't he say he came from everywhere and nowhere? The bidding started at three hundred thousand but it quickly rose to almost eight. The black haired boy stood, frozen, he didn't even blink as the numbers swirled around. He was like the statue that his body resembled.
The sheik in the front raised his paddle and offered a cool one million.
The auctioneer asked for a counter and the eyes on Adrian could be felt. The desire was palpable, the overwhelming heat for the boy and his luscious cock was a pulse of energy. The auctioneer felt it too and he hovered. He wanted a counter offer but now the crowd seemed to be as frozen as Adrian.
"Sold to number 32," the auctioneer nodded politely to the sheik and Adrian disappeared into the bowels of La Maison. He belonged to a real sultan now. Lauren clutched her chest as the pain welled up inside.
She never even got to say goodbye.
"I don't feel well," she whispered to Mrs. Preston.
***
The weather had been in the eighties and nineties while they were on the road. Once they were back in Chicago, there was a strange cold snap that came out of nowhere. Even though Labor Day was still a week away, Lauren felt like fall was in the air.
They had just flown home on Thursday. It was Sunday and Lauren had stayed in the second bedroom since their return. She needed time to think. Mr. Preston had told her with a pat on the head, "take all the time you need."
Lauren hadn't expected this. She wasn't sad and that seemed to be so much worse. Lauren hadn't cried, she just withdrew and wondered for days now, what was it that she'd felt for him then, if it wasn't love?
Had she tried to make her heart too big? Was that what Victor had really seen in her? Something separate and under lock and key? She wondered if she was ever going to be normal.
Lauren stood in the Preston's enormous shower and felt the piping hot water cascade down her body. She wasn't normal though, she shook her head as she thought it. Even the word sounded much too small to encompass what she felt. She didn't want to do normal things. She didn't want a normal job or a normal boyfriend or any of those other things that the McCullums had said that she should strive for.
She wanted to make love. She wanted to see everything. Go everywhere. She wanted to really live and she wanted to start right now. As she turned the faucet to the off position, Lauren's hand trembled as a wave of understanding washed over her.
That's what Adrian had done.
Full immersion, everything, everywhere, right now. He couldn't tell her because he knew that she'd never understand and he was right. She didn't, not until right now. Lauren closed her eyes and sent Adrian her love. Somehow she knew that he could feel that.
She wore an old tee shirt and wrapped the towel around her head as she came to the kitchen. "Good morning, honey," Mrs. Preston greeted her. The queen was baking and she wore a pink apron and nothing else. Her dark hair was in a sleek ponytail and she looked a little sad through her smile. "I hope you're hungry. I made cinnamon rolls."
"And there's leftover pizza from Pizano's," Mr. Preston told her. He sat at the breakfast bar, wearing just a bathing suit as he'd done while they were on the road. He had the circles under his eyes once more and Lauren wondered if that was more to do with her than anything else.
"Can I have both?" Lauren asked and took a seat.
"You can have anything you want," Mr. Preston told her as he wrapped one arm around her neck. "And since you've come out of your room, I think it's time that we talk about the future."
Mrs. Preston opened the oven and reached in with the oven mitt. "There's plenty of time for that later, Lauren. I mean, we don't have to talk about anything right now. Unless you want to," Mrs. Preston finished and placed the rolls on the counter. She let out a long sigh that sounded like she was afraid of what Lauren would say. She added in a voice that shook a little, "it feels like everything is changing."
Mr. Preston took his wife's hand and whispered, "Sharon, come on. It's going to be okay."
Lauren reached out and placed one hand on the king and the other on her queen. Everything was changing and the summer was almost over. She knew in her heart that she'd always been more than just their summer unicorn. Even though she wanted to go everywhere and do everything but this place would always be home.
"Can I decorate the second bedroom? I mean, I don't always want to sleep in there but sometimes, I do like having my space. And I'm going to need a place to study when I go back to school."
The Prestons exchanged quick glances and Mrs. Preston finally smiled. It was the same smile that she'd had for Lauren since the first meeting at the salon, a lifetime ago. "Of course honey, it's your room. You can make it into whatever you want."
Lauren decided that was exactly what she would do.
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"But I was never really trying to kill myself," Belinda's voice had gone up a few decibels. Stuart gave her that deadpan look, like take your quasi crazy and shove it up your ass, lady. We got real problems to deal with here. "This was all just a big mistake," she continued after she'd quieted down.
There was no reason to get the nutcases all riled up. After all, phrases like "kill myself" were taken real fucking seriously at places like the Mountain Manor Treatment Center. Belinda had learned that no one in rehab had the slightest fucking bit of a sense of humor. She'd gotten zero laughs in the last thirty days. This Stuart, the fucking head of the rehab, hadn't ever cracked one smile in all of their conversations. Not one.
Stuart nodded as if he understood but he kept at it, in that same monotone. "I understand that you may think it wasn't a suicide attempt, Belinda. Plenty of addicts die from unintentional overdoses. I'm sure that you can see why a bottle of vodka and a handful of Xanax is going to be viewed as a serious attempt. That's not just a few beers after work."
"Well I am a writer," Belinda cracked a grin and continued in her sarcastic tone. "A bottle of vodka after a day of writing sounds about right. I mean all the greats were drunks."
Again, not even a smile. No trace of laughter, nothing in the eyes, Stuart just didn't think she was funny. Belinda was used to men that liked either her wits or her tits, and Stuart didn't seem to be impressed with either. Belinda was in new, uncomfortable territory.
At least she was leaving. Yes sir, after this exit interview, she signed on the dotted line. Yup, Belinda Roberts is a-okay, totally cured, absolutely no suicidal thoughts for this girl. She'd never see them again. Not Stuart or anyone else from this mental ward that had cost her fifty grand for a month of bullshit like "let go and let God" and "one day at a time." Who wrote this shit?
"I hope you've learned some alternative coping mechanisms during your time here," Stuart added. He handed her the heavy pen with Mountain Manor Treatment Center written in blue on the side.
Belinda wanted to make wisecrack about how she'd spent fifty grand and all she got was this shitty pen. According to the therapy group leader, Belinda used humor to sidestep talking about her feelings.
That would lead right into the next inappropriate joke. Something about how she could use this pen to punch a hole in her throat and bleed out right here at his desk. All the crimson rivulets of pissed off and bitter would drip down his files and encyclopedias and medical textbooks. She stopped herself though. See, she had learned something from her stay. Belinda took the pen and nodded like a dutiful child.
"Here, you need to sign here," Stuart indicated one line highlighted in yellow.
"And initial here."
"Another signature," Stuart pointed to another section that was written in red. It seemed to scream at her in a voice that only Belinda heard. It yelled, "You need help. You faked your way through rehab. You'll really die next time."
Blah blah blah.
Belinda signed quickly and sloppily and then, it hit her. It hit her like a ton of bricks right in the gut and her hand trembled and the pen was far too heavy all of a sudden. She'd signed Belinda White. Her goddamn right hand hadn't gotten the news that her husband had dumped her for a newer, blonder, sluttier, skinnier model.
That was the reason for the bottle of vodka and the Xanax that had started this whole roller coaster. Belinda's chest hurt, right at the center, right in the middle of her broken heart.
God she needed a drink.
"Is that all?" she asked, her voice on the ragged edge of tears that her eyes wouldn't let her have.
"Well, and this." Stuart handed her the white square of paper.
It was a prescription for lithium, 600 milligrams twice a day; to be taken with food, not vodka. Lithium was to even out the rough edges, to take the bumps out of the ride. Belinda had tried to tell them all since day one that the roller coaster was part of the creative personality. Where would Van Gogh be if he hadn't occasionally wanted to cut off an ear? If all great artists were on Prozac or Lithium, would art even exist? Poetry? Sculpture? The culture of the entire human race would be boiled down to the sudoku puzzles and finger paint.
"Okay," Belinda nodded and took the prescription like a sheep. That's what they wanted, for everyone to get along and be joiners.
"And find a meeting close by. Our graduates who attend thirty meetings in thirty days have the highest rate of sustained sobriety."
"Sure," Belinda gave him the flat smile. The closed mouth smile. The I'm just agreeing with you so that you'll fuck off smile. The one that all women had perfected by a certain time in their lives. Because women can't just say fuck off or men will say that they're crazy, Belinda thought to herself. Just like right now.
Stuart straightened the paperwork and closed the file. Belinda imagined that her file would live somewhere in a dark cabinet and get shifted to a box in the basement at some point. It would live and gather dust and crumble. One day, no one would be able to make out the words that said Belinda Roberts went a little bit insane when the man she thought she was going to spend the rest of her life with pulled the rug out from underneath her.
"Let's go get your things," Stuart said as he rose from the desk and gestured toward the door.
"Okay," Belinda nodded. Her things. Her things were in a few storage containers on the other side of the country. What she'd brought here was the basics for a nutcase to check in. Everything had fit inside a duffel bag. Seven pants, seven shirts. No underwear because what was the point? Deodorant that she didn't wear because again, what was the point?
As they went through the bag, Belinda nodded. Check to all the above and finally, the gray haired nurse with the stern face and the kitty cat shirt handed over her cell phone that they'd confiscated that first night.
And with the phone, Belinda Roberts had come back to life.
She took the cell phone and slipped it into the back pocket of her True Religion jeans. All the notifications, the bells and whistles vibrated on her ass now. All the shit that she'd missed the last thirty days of hugs and Lorazepam. All the Pink Floyd "Comfortably Numb" and orange Jello and that fucking latch hook rug that she'd made. All the while, life had still gone on.
No one waved goodbye so Belinda took her duffel bag and trudged outside. The sky was intensely blue, that deep, crisp blue that was a breathtaking backdrop to the very beginning of fall. The leaves hadn't begun to turn yet the week after Labor Day but they were just gold on the edges. It was a beautiful day for leaving rehab, she said to herself in italics. Belinda saw the words typed across the blank page in her brain.
See, she narrated like a writer, Belinda thought with a wry smile as the cab pulled up and the driver popped the trunk. Now if she could just write. The last two books; the last two fucking books and then she'd be free.
***
"I thought you quit smoking," Shelly Tolliver, the agent, chirped in Belinda's ear. Damn, she forgot to do that whole click, inhale, exhale thing with her mouth away from the phone.
"Didn't take," Belinda said in a downtrodden voice. It was a lie. She loved smoking and she never intended to quit. She glanced over at her hotel mini fridge bourbon bottles and was fairly certain that she could guzzle those down unbeknownst to Shelly. She'd get drunk quietly.
"Where are you staying?" her agent wanted to know.
"The Ivy," Belinda told her. She looked out the window and watched the happy couples three stories down eat lunch on the veranda under the white awnings. Fuckers. She hated them. Ever since she'd come home to Steven and that tramp in her hot tub, she grit her teeth and growled a little when she saw people paired off.
"When are you coming back, hun?"
She meant back to California, back to La La Land. "I don't know," Belinda told her agent as she turned the cap on the miniature bourbon. "Steven wanted the house. He bought me out, so," Belinda ended it with a long, exhausted sigh. So he could move the aspiring actress yoga instructor in right away. So that they could get started immediately on impregnating her while her almost teenage eggs were still full of baby juice.
"Aw, well, hey you don't need that much room now, right? You need a bachelorette pad. Something with a doorman and one of those infinity pools," Shelly tried to make it all sunshine and lollipops.
Belinda finished her starter bottle and puffed her cigarette down to the filter. She tried not to be cynical. She tried not to think about how Shelly had about four hundred thousand reasons to keep Belinda in a positive frame of mind. That would be the commission next year that Shelly would be out if Belinda really offed herself.
"Right? Just a hoe down on the low down," Belinda cracked up at her own joke and fished a new cigarette out of her pack. She'd already fucked it up and smoked in the room. She had smoked right under the sign that said there was a $200 charge for smoking in the room. There, Belinda puffed out a cloud of smoke on the actual sign. That's what I think about your rules, she grinned. "Actually, I was thinking about just getting a place here," Belinda said with a long stretch like a contented, half tipsy cat.
She wasn't from California. As little as she had to do with her family, she was from here. The family had all left the city. They had seeped into the suburbs like makeup into wrinkles but they were around. Not like she'd ever call them.
"In Baltimore?" Shelly's voice rose, incredulous. Of course, the agent only considered New York as an occasional place to be if not in L.A. Nothing else mattered so it didn't exist. "Well, if it helps you write, sweetie, then you just do you."
"Yeah definitely," Belinda said and flicked her ash. "I'm actually going to look at a couple of places tomorrow. Hopefully get settled here pretty quick." She left that purposefully vague. She might need a few excuses from the writer's excuse handbook considering that right now, she had diddly squat.
Bupkis.
"Keep me posted. Oh, and I need to go over the schedule with you for some media appearances, so we should talk later this week."
Media appearances, Belinda rolled her eyes and puffed. "Um hmm, hey, I have another call coming in," Belinda lied and pressed the red button. She tossed the cell phone on the square ottoman that she used for a desk slash drink station. Shelly didn't want to crack the whip, given Belinda's fragile state. But media appearances meant hurry the fuck up and write something worth talking about. Something that they could turn into a movie quickly would be even better.
A trilogy. That would give Shelly wet panties.
She didn't need Belinda for media appearances though, she needed Fantasia Fox.
Fucking Fantasia. If Belinda had been honest at rehab, she really wasn't trying to commit suicide. As fucked up as her life was, Belinda puffed like a dragon through her nostrils, she actually had a blast for almost all of it. Ex-husband not included.
She had, however. been trying to murder Fantasia Fox. That was the god's honest truth but if she'd gotten into that whole debate, someone would have stuck her in the loony bin for sure. Fantasia had to go. Just thinking about her made Belinda all sweaty and anxious.
A nice, hot bath, that's what she needed.
Belinda put out her cigarette and headed to the bathroom. She pushed the lever down in the tub and dumped the little sample bottle of shampoo into the running water. She pulled her tee shirt off and tossed it to the floor and followed suit with her black stretch pants. Belinda was still commando and she liked this whole no underwear routine. She had put on a bra because her breasts bounced too much in the tee shirt. Belinda was scared that they'd sag even more than they had. Her poor, neglected tits.
Belinda reached around her back and flicked open the hooks. She watched in the mirror as the underwire shifted and her breasts broke free. Yikes. She looked like shit, Belinda decided and shook her head. Her black hair was greasy and tangled and hung almost to her waist like a thicket of thorny vines. She needed a haircut. Her girl in Beverly Hills would whip her into shape but if her hair looked fabulous and the rest of her looked like a ghoul, that didn't help.
She had gotten skinny in rehab and that was nice. Skinny but skinny fat, Belinda decided as she grabbed a loose hunk of thigh and wiggled it. Of course, exercise had never been her thing and getting dumped and going to rehab had been perfectly legitimate excuses not to.
She was even more pale. Her skin was the color of chalk except for the obvious blue, sometimes purple, twisted lines of veins that marked her body like a treasure map.
Belinda pushed the skin on her forehead up, her fingers magically erased the worry lines. She moved down to cup her full breasts into her hands. She pushed them up, where they used to reside when she was a girl. That was back when she'd first become Fantasia Fox. It was only a decade, right? Then why did Belinda feel like Fantasia had been around longer than Belinda herself sometimes?
She dipped her toes in the tub and then sank down underneath the bubbles. It wasn't her six person party tub at what was now the new Mrs. White's house but it sure beat the communal showers at rehab. The bubbles covered her body and Belinda appreciated that she didn't have to look at herself. Right now that was just one more problem she didn't want to think about.
She really should be grateful, Belinda told herself, as she closed her eyes and felt the bubbles intrude into every crease. Fantasia had made her rich and being rich was great. It paid for things like drugs. And rehab. But then again, if she could kill off Fantasia and be done with her once and for all, then would she really need the drugs? Or rehab?
Fantasia Fox had been born innocently enough. Belinda had been a starving artist. She had been a new graduate; wet behind the ears and desperate to get a writing job instead of the steady stream of waitressing jobs that she'd had. Someone had told her that new romance writers could make up to fifty thousand dollars a book. One book. At that time, fifty thousand dollars had sounded like a million to struggling Belinda Roberts. She had to succeed. She'd been the first of her family to graduate from college
So one book had turned into two and two had turned into a series. After the series, Belinda had proposed something a little more realistic. She had wanted her romance novels to have spicy sex and strong heroines who didn't want to chuck it all away for a husband.
Mr. Morse, her old publisher, had told her how stupid she was. He'd growled at her with his cigar clamped between his teeth. "That's not Fantasia's audience. You'll kill the golden goose."
"But women don't just want to read this blather!" Belinda had tossed her hands up in the air. "They want to run the show. They want to be independent. They care about other things than just landing a husband. And sometimes," Belinda had added with a smirk, "they just want to fuck."
Mr. Morse had chuckled. "Dearie, you have no idea what you're talking about. Women don't want reality. Your readers want the thrill of the chase. The perfect man. The elusive man of their dreams. The man that will make everything perfect. They don't want a real man or real life. Or real sex," he'd glared at her.
Belinda remembered that she'd pouted about it but she'd resigned herself over to it just the same. The money was too good. Okay, more date raping, misogynistic, selfish, handsome, rich assholes. Fine. She had kept at it and after fifteen books, Paramount had bought the movie rights to one. She had gone from upper middle class to rich overnight. Nouveau riche but Belinda had discovered it was the riche part that opened all the doors.
That was when she'd met a movie producer named Steven White. The real life kind of date raping, misogynistic, selfish, handsome, rich asshole that made Belinda weak in the knees, just like one of Fantasia's stupid fluffer characters.
She'd simultaneously proven Mr. Morse right and totally fucked herself in one move. After the movie, Fantasia sold even more books. By then she had a whole machine built up around her. Belinda was a person but Fantasia was a brand. She had an agent, a publicist, someone did her social media accounts and someone else handled her book signings. She had lawyers and a graphic design team and someone ran Fantasia's website; a site that Belinda had never been on but apparently was a huge hit with her fans.
It was a machine that ate nonstop, morning, noon and night. It sucked the life out of her and now all Belinda wanted to do was to kill Fantasia Fox. She wanted to burn it all to the ground and in her best pyrotechnic fantasies, she watched it burn and danced in the shadows. She wanted to dance and cavort naked by the light of the fire.
And then, when there was nothing left but ashes, she'd go off somewhere where she was just a girl again, a nobody. A nerdy, pale girl with big blue eyes and unruly, jet black hair. Belinda would wear her hair in a bun and she'd have her nerd glasses on once more. She just wanted to be that girl who wore cardigans and corduroy pants and sat in a cubicle at the back of the library. She wanted to get lost in fantasy books from another world. In those books, girls were on adventures. They rode dragons and cast spells and summoned demons and looked for buried treasures. They didn't care about men. They didn't even like boys, they liked quests.
Most of all, she wanted to write something with heart while she still had one.
The only problem now was that she hadn't written a word, not one word, since before rehab. Two more Fantasia Fox books and she was out. Her contract would be fulfilled and then they could send her checks to Timbuktu, or Baltimore. Or wherever. But she had to write the two books before she got her freedom and so far, Belinda couldn't even write a thank you note.
That was why she wanted to murder Fantasia.
***
"So is it just you, or are you going to have roommates?" the girl from the property management company asked as she checked off boxes on the form.
Belinda felt free to roll her eyes because she wore sunglasses. She wore sunglasses inside on an overcast day because she was terribly hungover. She had drank all of the booze in her mini fridge and popped a couple of last minute lithiums. Apparently, thirty days of being clean and sober had made her liver all hoity toity, like it didn't need to play along anymore. Additionally, lithium wasn't a hangover cure. The little, white pills were not so great at smoothing out the rough edges of a shitty, drum beating through your skull headache.
But beer was.
"No, no roommates. Just me." She shrugged to the leasing agent.
"Any cats or dogs?"
"Nope."
"Any exotic pets?"
Fuck, no, she was thirty-six, going to be thirty-seven without one goddamn attachment in the world. No husband, no kids, not even a fucking chinchilla. She was a total loser, alright? Belinda just smiled and shook her head no.
They saw the first condo and Belinda said no on principle. Everything was shades of gray. It had no soul. Sure, it came furnished but it was Ikea bullshit furniture. Belinda would rather just stay at the Ivy and argue with the manager about the definition of smoking.



The second place was a duplex and she said no because the next door neighbors had argued the whole time Belinda had been inside. Like she needed to hear someone else's imploding relationship. She still wasn't over her own.
"I've got something else but it's probably not what you want," the girl told her with a careful tuck of her blonde hair behind her ear. "It's older."
They drove to Fell's Point and Belinda sighed as the feel of the place settled in around her. Ah, yes, this she could work with. It wasn't some condo where the paint had barely dried. For that matter, it wasn't some white on white on douchebag cookie cutter mansion in Santa Monica either. It was real.
The sidewalk was cobblestone. The rows of brick buildings were wedged together like slightly crooked, slightly discolored teeth. Smoker's teeth. A brown sign hung from a brass arm that announced they were in the Historic District and Belinda sighed with contentment.
The leasing agent talked as they navigated the uneven walk. "There are seafood restaurants all over, of course," the girl said as she clicked busily on her phone. "A lot of antique stores, too." They stopped in front of a reddish brown brick house. It was plain but old and solid looking. There was nothing fancy, nothing frou frou. The windows were trimmed in white, the door was white, no flower boxes, no awning, bare. Simple.
The agent opened the padlock with a code and she waved Belinda inside. "It's two bedrooms, a bath and a half. There's no dishwasher," she sounded like that was a travesty.
Belinda couldn't describe the feeling. She tingled from head to toe. Even her hair seemed electric somehow, even though that didn't make any sense. The air was cool, a little damp, a little musty, but there was an undercurrent here that coursed with something that Belinda could feel in her bones. This house had feelings.
"You know, they say that Edgar Allan Poe's last stop was here," the girl added as she continued to text.
"His last stop?" Belinda felt a prickle. She had been the girl who had yelped out loud in the back cubicle at the library while she read The Fall of the House of Usher.
"You know, the last place he stopped before he died."
Sold.
"It was at the bar, two doors down. Called "The Horse You Came In On"."
A bar, two doors down? It even had a sarcastic name. Sold twice.
"This is the only place I can show you where smoking is allowed," she made a face at Belinda, as if to shame her into giving up such a filthy habit.
Sold American.
Belinda dug in her old, black Chanel backpack for her half smoked pack of Marlboro Lights. She shoved one in her mouth, lit it, and without removing the cigarette, asked the blonde girl, "Where do I sign?"
***
It had only taken five days to have a whole new life delivered to her. Finally, it was all in place and she felt she could stop. Belinda collapsed onto her new emerald green velvet sofa with the new patchwork blanket on the back. The blanket looked old and it felt cozy and worn even though it was brand new. She smiled to herself. You done good kid, she nodded and flipped her old Keds off with her toes and hugged her legs. She felt like she had done more than just made a new place to stay. This was a home, or at least it had home potential. More importantly, it was her first home since her last home had crumbled beneath her feet. Kind of like the House of Usher.
The living room looked great. The couch was really the focal point. Belinda had wanted it instantly and it burned like a fever the minute she saw it. Steven had wanted all white everything. The house had been white, the walls had been white, the upholstery had been white. Everything had been the color of milk and Belinda was lactose intolerant. The green couch and the gray and green chairs and the gold and blue side tables were artsy and kitschy and soulful and most importantly, not white.
The kitchen was easy. Belinda didn't cook. In the California house, she'd had to ask the cleaning lady where cups and glasses were kept whenever she dared go into the kitchen. This kitchen was easy, less intimidating. She already had a box of graham crackers and a container of butter in there. It was a snack that, especially when writing, could serve as breakfast, lunch and dinner.
She also had discovered, much to her delight, that the liquor store delivered and the delivery boy was a strapping, young Viking. He was kind of boy that women her age were supposed to lust after while being married to the nice, respectable, good on paper husband. She wasn't quite there yet. But she'd stocked up on bourbon and felt as if she'd appeased the nesting instinct.
The bedroom was cozy. The nights had already gotten a little chilly and Belinda could hardly wait to sleep burrowed down in the pillowy down comforter with all the windows open. She slept the best like that, with freezing, cold air and a cozy bed. She'd even bought herself some flannel, old man pajamas. She might as well enjoy sleeping alone.
Anything was better than sleeping on the twin sized, plastic mattress at rehab. She had shared a room with five other women. Belinda had been terrified the first week, scared to close her eyes. One girl had still been coming down off something. One had just been bat shit crazy and had shouted random things in the dark. One had been a cutter and Belinda had wondered if they wouldn't all wake up to a puddle of her blood. Another had been bulimic and if there was anything that made Belinda want to throw up, it was listening to someone else do it.
Sleeping at rehab had been the cure for bemoaning sleeping alone. Now Belinda craved the whole queen sized mattress, all to herself, spread eagle.
The only room that wasn't quite right was the second bedroom that Belinda had designated the office. Yeah, the desk was good. It was a nice piece, mid-century modern. Belinda felt like she should perch her loafers on it and lean back in her sleek, black leather Herman Miller chair. She would have her hands clasped behind her head of course. It would be a great photo for a book jacket; for a Belinda book, not a Fantasia book. Fantasia dressed like an upper class hooker and she'd never put her feet on the desk. She was too damn girly.
The real problem with the office was that sooner or later, she was going to have to go in there and write. Her and Fantasia, the last go round before it was splitsville forever. It felt like a boxing match and Belinda hadn't been training.
She sat scrunched up in a ball on her new sofa and played with her hair and closed her eyes. There it was again, the electricity that seemed to pulsate throughout the house. It was something invisible. It didn't need to be seen or have a form to be incredibly real though, Belinda thought. It was the quiet heartbeat under everything.
Okay, good juju, she appealed to the vibration, help me come up with an idea. Just a basic outline, that was all she needed. She'd be golden with a few bullet points really. What if she did another secret prince story? Belinda began to talk out loud since there wasn't a good reason not to. A single woman who meets a mysterious stranger and he seems poor. Then she falls in love with him, only to discover he's really a prince.
Belinda felt the acid churn in her stomach. Her idea was literally making her sick. Not only was it a shitty idea, it was a shitty, overdone idea. Fuck, when she started to plagiarize Fantasia, then it was really time to slit her wrists.
Or break out the bourbon.
No, she needed to stick with it. Okay. No secret royalty story. How about a secret baby? Nothing was better than instant family. The woman would just inherit the baby from a sister or a cousin, Belinda explained out loud once again, so she could still be a virgin. Nothing sold like virgins, Belinda said with a sardonic smirk. The only problem was it was a one trick pony. You could only pop their cherry once so the build up had to be excruciating.
She sighed and felt her shoulders sag in defeat. She'd done the same storyline at least twice already.
What about good girl meets mafia prince? Did it. What about sexy nurse meets stunt driver? Did it. What about famous actress falls in love with her chauffeur? Did it, made a movie about it and then an even worse, follow up, straight to Netflix movie about the actress, the chauffeur and the subsequent baby.
Belinda groaned, it was hopeless. Maybe her fucking brain was used up. Maybe she had killed too many brain cells. Maybe she didn't have one more goddamn idea that was worth having.
An hour later and two and a half hefty glasses of bourbon later, Belinda felt blurry around the edges. There were ideas in there. Sure there were, she convinced her ghostly white reflection in the bathroom mirror. They were all better ideas than Fantasia Fox bullshit too. They just needed a little coaxing.
A little bourbon.
A little valium.
Maybe she should fuck the liquor store delivery boy. That might get the old juices flowing, she thought before she spit a wad of toothpaste into the sink. Because the juices sure hadn't been flowing. Belinda thought with the glaze of tears right there, her sight all liquid with the truth of it. Not having any privacy in rehab hadn't stopped her from masturbating. She hadn't even thought about it. Really, even the Viking boy with his pants down low and his abs on abs on abs had done nothing for her.
Belinda wondered if her brain and her pussy dried up all at the same time?
She snuggled under the down comforter and another furry blanket. Normally she didn't sleep naked but this was marvelous. The feel of the crisp, eight hundred count sheets danced along her flesh. The sheets caressed her gently from head to toe and it was the sexiest thing that she'd felt in longer than she could remember. Not really drunk, just buzzed and achy, Belinda thought that things would look brighter in the morning.
Just before she passed into sleep, she heard it. There was the surge of electricity that crackled. It was almost imperceptible but the pulses on her skin were just on the edge of her imagination. So was the whisper. Maybe not a whisper, maybe just a thought, a pulse that could have been her imagination.
"Oh my love," it spoke. It was a breath or maybe just another vibration. Whatever it was, the energy hung there, over her body, for just a moment before Belinda surrendered to sleep.
***
The next day Belinda decided, as she poured Visine into both bloodshot eyes, that she was having flashbacks. Yeah, this was motherfucking PTSD or some such shit, she reasoned with herself as she yanked her unruly hair into a ponytail. All that time spent with psychos had made her a little crazy, that was all. She was highly suggestible. She was almost an empath, Belinda reasoned as she walked herself to the office. Well, an empath in that she could describe feelings really well, not as in liking people. She almost shuddered at that.
No, she continued, she'd picked writing as a profession partly because she enjoyed being alone. Belinda tapped her Surface Pro and watched the screen as it came to life. Today was her lucky day, she thought as she twisted her mouth to one side. She was ready for inspiration. She had a full pack of Marlboro lights and a huge cup of delicious coffee. It was almost bitter and black like her soul coffee. Belinda thought of it as battery acid that would rush through her circuitry. Nothing like coffee and cigarettes for breakfast to get her brain firing on all eight cylinders.
For an hour she stared at a sentence; the longest hour of her life. She'd spent hours at her divorce attorney's office that went by faster and had more laughs to boot.
Research, that's what she needed to do. Belinda went online and her fingers paused over the keyboard at the Google window. It seemed so simple, type your question right here and a world of information awaits.
Could she really be so fucking pathetic? Belinda contemplated as she took a drag. Yes, yes she was as she typed "ideas for romance novel" and hit enter.
The first result that returned was Fantasia Fox's website and Belinda felt her eyes bulge in her head. Fuck, she was furious. All she wanted was some time away from that saccharine, smarmy whore. Her fucking doppelgänger had taken Belinda's name and now she'd taken her ideas as well. Queen of the romance novel, Belinda drummed her fingers on the screen and then decided in the lowest, lower than a snake's belly move, to click.
There she was, at least a version of her. Fantasia Fox was blonde. It had been Belinda's idea in the beginning to give her alter ego a far sexier image than Belinda's. At best, Belinda was she was passable. She was probably cute and maybe when she was dressed up, pretty. Fantasia was a fox though. Blonde and buxom and blue eyed, she was just the right amount of innocent and slutty.
Belinda was neither.
Fantasia not only promoted the full lineup of books but her new channel of audiobooks. Belinda sneered, no one told her shit anymore. Fantasia also gave relationship advice and Belinda curled her upper lip in an absolute snarl. Part of her wanted to post a bitchy comment about how Fantasia's last relationship ended in divorce and a trip to rehab.
And a small fire. Belinda almost forgot about that.
Part of her, the sad part that needed the wisecracks and the booze; the part that was held together with bits and pieces of wedding photos and miscarriages and an empty nursery, that part wanted to read what Fantasia had to say. Maybe learn something.
Fuck, it was almost eleven o'clock and now even the one sentence just sounded stupid. Belinda backspaced it to die a quick death, another stupid idea aborted at conception. The only good thing about it being eleven o'clock and having accomplished nothing was that she had the rest of the afternoon to drink.
It was time to meet her neighbors, Belinda thought with a grin as she rose to her feet. The Horse You Came In On had just opened its doors. Belinda had caught sight of the morning regulars as she'd passed once or twice. They looked to be a bunch of old stragglers. They were old men with their pants pulled up high. They shuffled in and took their regular seats. Belinda would fit right in.
Belinda put on her old black Chucks and grabbed her wallet. She took a glance at the mirror that she'd hung in the entry the day before. Yeah, just about right, Belinda thought. She was the nerdy girl all grown up. The only thing missing was the big, black glasses that she used to constantly push up her nose. Eye surgery had fixed that but the glimmer of the socially awkward, black haired girl in the back cubicle was still there.
The bar was dark, which made it perfect for day drinking. Even with the front door propped open, the sunlight only made it into the first two feet from the front door. The rest of the space was dimly lit. It was all cobwebs and dark, worn wood floors. There was a neat row of stools on one side of a beautiful oak bar and an equally neat row of Jack Daniels bottles lined up on the other side. If they had ashtrays, it would be Belinda's favorite place in the world.
"Help you?" the man behind the bar asked with an easy smile.
"A Jack and Coke, easy on the Coke and no ice," Belinda ordered as she took a seat at the end. It was the stool furthest away from the old timer that had gotten there first. "Please," she remembered to add. She needed to make friends, since she could already tell that she was going to be a regular.
The Coke wet her whistle and the Jack went down smooth. She hardly felt the burn at all. Wasn't that one of the signs? All the truly great alcoholics had some point where the booze no longer stung, all pleasure, no pain.
Speaking of alcoholics, she couldn't help but see the sign that hung from a rafter. It moved in a breeze that she didn't feel, but it called her attention. It read "Poe's Last Stop". Belinda asked the bartender, "So did Edgar Allan Poe really die here?"
"Oh shit, not this nonsense again," the old man at the opposite end of the bar erupted with a slap on the wood.
"Hey Nick, shut up, okay? She's new," the bartender told him with a grin. To Belinda he cocked his head and asked, "you're not from here, are you?"
Belinda shook her head and gulped her drink.
"But you look familiar, right? I've seen you before," the bartender pointed at her. The wheels had begun to churn as he dipped back into the recent past and scoured the catalogue of faces.
"I just moved in two houses down," she put her hand out in an uncharacteristically friendly gesture. "I'm Belinda."
"Freddy," the bartender said and shook her hand. "And that's Nick."
"Okay, Freddy, if you can make me another one of these, I'll get Nick's next drink too," Belinda laid her Amex card on the bar. "Tell me the story."
Another patron from a table shouted out, "Tell her about the ghost out back."
Another patron blurted, "It's all some bullshit the owners made up. Because otherwise, nobody but us would drink here."
Freddy scowled at that guy and shook his head. "Bill, Dink, you want to shut up? I'm talking to my new, pretty friend, Belinda."
The cat calls came and Freddy winked at her while refreshing her drink. "Okay, so back in 1849, The Horse was one of Mr. Poe's favorite bars. See, by then, he was in a pretty bad way. His wife had died and he was totally broke."
Nick scowled into his second drink. "He had tuberculosis. It was rampant back then. It's nothing mysterious."
"Then what about when the register opened by itself that one night?" Bill called out. "Oh, and the lights flicker sometimes for no reason, too."
"Yeah and when you're here at closing time, I tell you what," interrupted Dink. The poor guy, with the worst name ever, had large eyes, "it's freezing cold in here. Like from spirits."
"It's because it's night out, you dumb truck," Nick bellowed.
It really was Belinda's favorite place on earth.
"Guys, come on, shut up," Freddy put his hands out. "I'm trying to answer the lady's question." He shook his head like he was just about fed up with the lot. Belinda could tell it was all in a day's work for Freddy and that they were really great friends. "So as I was saying, Mr. Poe was in a bad way. Sick and drank too much, you know, all of that. So he stopped in here on October 3rd, and had one last drink."
"But he didn't die here?" Belinda asked. She pushed her empty glass toward Freddy. Might as well make an afternoon of it.
"No, they took him to the hospital," Nick muttered.
"They just said that," Bill interjected. "He died right out here in the street. He was attacked and left for dead."
Freddy leaned in and passed Belinda her third Jack and Coke. "They don't really know what happened, Belinda. It seems that Mr. Poe's death was just as mysterious as one of his stories."
Belinda stared into her drink as the old timers continued their debate. She could still feel the rhythm of the ocean in Annabel Lee. She could still feel the quiver of the preternatural heart from The Tell Tale Heart. To write like that, to achieve immortality with those words that still haunted through eons of time, that had been his gift and his curse.
The haunting of a bar was just one last little indignity to genius. Like Edgar Allan Poe had nowhere better to hang out than with these old drunks.
Freddy bent down to catch her eye, "Hey, are you okay? You've kind of pounded them down there. You're not going to be sick are you?" He seemed legitimately concerned.
Belinda tapped her credit card. "Fit as a fiddle, young man." Her words were a little thick and the only time she said things like fit as a fiddle was when she was getting pissed. "Keep them coming."
"You drink 'em, I'll pour 'em," Freddy assured her.
It was definitely Belinda's favorite place.



***
Day drinking with her new best friends had been swell, Belinda told herself as she hobbled two doors down to her house. She fumbled with her keys. Everything was still new and she was unaccustomed to the locks. As she held onto the brass handle for support, the door swung open. Jesus, she'd left the place wide open.
Belinda made sure to lock the door behind her. No more going out for her. Not tonight. Not after the eight or nine Jack and Cokes jostled around inside her addled brain and made her see double.
Once she made it to the bathroom, she stripped off everything. Belinda kept one hand on the wall to keep her steady. A nice hot bath would fix everything. Maybe then she'd even see only two hands unlike the four she saw right now as she stared at them in front of her.
The water was warm and the bubble bath was foamy and she melted into the water. One of the things that Belinda most loved about her new abode was the claw foot tub. Old galvanized tubs were beautiful. The clawed feet looked like a gargoyle and somehow that made her feel protected in its embrace. Gargoyles were meant to scare off evil. Of course Belinda didn't believe in evil but after all the spooky ghost talk she felt she needed a talisman of some kind.
Once she sank under the water and held her breath, she gasped as she came back up for air. The water streamed down her body in bubbly trails. She thought it wasn't the ghost story that scared her. It was the story of the man.
Poverty stricken, grief stricken, Poe's stories were full of guilt and regret. Belinda had always felt a lingering sadness there under it all. Maybe that was what she found frightening; the idea that some sadness just couldn't be shaken off. Some sadness seeped into your bones and then you were fucked, weren't you?
Fucked forevermore.
Belinda was too drunk and now too sad to answer the question. What she needed was a nap. Just a nice dinner time nap that might turn into the whole night if she was lucky. Everything would be better tomorrow. At least it sounded good once she rose from the tub and listened to the water trickle down her pale, warm limbs.
She stood in front of the mirror and wrote in the steam, "B E L I N D A". She always did that as a child. She had written her name on the foggy bathroom mirror and her mother had always yelled at her for leaving the traces of her name behind once the steam had dissipated.
Belinda froze in place.
As she watched, it was as if breath passed over her name. Air, warm air from something unseen breathed over it one letter at a time.
Belinda clasped her hand over her mouth. The breath, oh fuck, it was breath wasn't it? Breath from something that stood right next to her and had just erased her name altogether.
She grabbed the towel and whipped it around her body quickly. She clung to the door handle and then the wall as she made her way as quickly as her drunk feet could get her down the hall to her bedroom.
Belinda had ever been frightened before, not like this. Her heart beat so hard that her pulse trembled in her throat. She had never screamed. She'd never cried or ran to anyone for help. When she'd had a bad dream as a child, she had just sat on her bed, curled up in a ball. She'd kept the light on the rest of the night and rocked herself back and forth. Waiting. Watching.
All that terror just inside, on the edge. No screams, no tears and maybe that was why she couldn't cry about anything now, even when she wanted to.
Belinda didn't fall asleep, but eventually, blessedly, she passed out.
***
The nap had turned into a full night's sleep. Belinda didn't wake up until a little after ten the next morning. She stretched and decided that she was almost a new creature entirely. Holy Shit, Jack and Coke was like mother's milk and it had cured whatever ailed her.
In fact, she was starving, which seemed to be a good sign she was on the mend. Cigarettes couldn't sustain her forever. Belinda decided what she needed was to go rustle up a real breakfast. She wanted Eggs Benedict and maybe some pancakes too. She needed coffee and maybe even orange juice so that she could say she had some Vitamin C. It was no good to get the scurvy now, she thought with a smile as she tossed off her sheet.
One look at the bathroom mirror as she sat to pee and Belinda rolled her eyes. That was just more PTSD, she decided and smirked at her reflection as she pulled up her pants from yesterday. Stay away from crazy motherfuckers, she chided the girl in the glass. The next time you decide to take a little too much Xanax, do it in the privacy of your own home. Nobody's going to tell your sad story in a bar a hundred years from now.
Belinda didn't think it was right to ruin people's day drinking with stories like that.
The day went by in a sunny haze. Belinda floated by, encircled with cigarette smoke and with a nameless tune in her head. Breakfast was delicious and then a quick trip to the library proved to be quite interesting. They were big Fantasia Fox fans here at the Fell's Point library branch. There was a waitlist to check out the newest series of drivel.
She fussed with writing, which meant that she really just made notes on story ideas. But progress was progress, Belinda said as she looked at the screen. She'd spent all day and all she had to show for it was some notes. What happened to the flow? When the words just poured out of her like smooth bourbon into a heavy, crystal glass? There had been times when seven or eight thousand words a day had spilled onto the page effortlessly.
I just need two more books, Belinda said as she looked at the time. It was five o'clock somewhere and Belinda decided to call it. She chuckled with glee as she went to crack open her carefully tucked away bourbon. The Maker's Mark private selection was technically supposed to be saved for special occasions.
Not losing her mind was good enough.
Belinda's cell phone buzzed and she checked the screen. Her heart gripped and she had to set down the phone to hold her chest. God, she couldn't breathe. What had that asshole doctor said? It was just a panic attack. It was just her body tricking her into thinking that she actually needed her broken heart. It would pass.
The caller ID said Steven White; her ex-husband, ex-son of a bitch, ex-everything. He hadn't called her since before rehab. They hadn't spoken since the fire actually and that definitely hadn't been her finest moment.
Belinda collapsed on the kitchen floor. She let the call go to voicemail and wrapped one hand around the neck of the amber bottle. Okay, the plan went like this. Get shit faced on some very nice bourbon and then call the cocksucker and be as happy as she could be. Really sickeningly sweet. Like life wasn't threatening to drag her down into the swirling blackness.
No, nix that plan.
She'd call him while she was sober and she wouldn't respond in any way except to direct questions.
Wait, something was there. Belinda peered into the dark space of the shelf that wasn't full of bottles. It was a box and dammit, that hadn't been here when the beautiful Viking man delivered her prize liquor. She hadn't been back there since to set a box in this place. What the fuck was it?
She pulled it out. Black and dusty, it felt fragile, the way old books felt. Fragile and delicate like old skin and yet weighty and warped from damp and age. It smelled like it had been buried, there was something earthy and mineral to the scent. Maybe copper, maybe gold, maybe it was buried treasure that had been newly unearthed. Belinda inhaled and couldn't place the exact palate.
It was a Ouija board. The pentagram on the top of the box was engraved, something silver still shone through the black and the remnants of earth. Once upon a time, this was quite the spectacle, Belinda thought. Someone had treasured it and kept it safe. Now the only question was how the fuck did it get into the kitchen?
First things first. She needed a drink.
With trembling hands, Belinda opened the bottle. She listened to the sound of the bourbon as it hit the glass. Everything was amplified, everything seemed to have been heightened, like the hum in the house was now a part of the bottle and the glass. And her nervous, twitchy hand, Belinda thought as she held the glass with two hands. She didn't trust herself not to just let it drop.
One drink burned but just on the edges. The second drink went down like water, except way better tasting than water. After the third drink Belinda felt her heart settle down. Now, onto business. She needed the bottle and the cigarettes. She needed an ashtray, her phone and the mysterious box. Belinda settled on her new couch with all the required items.
She would pour a new glass and light the cigarette. After one exhale, she'd listen to the voicemail from the soulless asshole. Then she'd call him back and tell him she didn't listen to his message, just to be a cunt. Fucking a twenty-year-old in the hot tub had bought Belinda some bitterness, she thought he had it coming. She punched the voicemail button and the robot voice announced Steven but there was no message.
Tricky.
After a bit more bourbon, Belinda decided that she'd call him. All of their recent
communication had been through the lawyers. She hadn't really heard her husband's voice in so long and if she were honest, she missed it.
Belinda pressed his name on the screen.
"Hey," he answered on the second ring. He was warm and friendly, like they were buddies making plans to meet for dinner instead of adversaries. "Thanks for calling me back."
Belinda was careful to exhale away from the phone. Steven hated her smoking and for some stupid reason, that mattered right now. "Sure, no problem," her voice was deep and husky. It was her vixen voice which was really just her smoking quietly voice.
"I really just wanted to find out if you were out of rehab. You know, see if they let you out yet?" He sounded sorry and it seemed difficult for him to speak and Belinda liked that.
"Yeah I'm out," she confirmed. Quiet and polite, totally had her shit together. Not like the last time they'd talked. "I'm staying out here for a while," she flicked the cigarette and twirled her third glass of bourbon.
"You doing alright?"
"Yeah, good actually. I mean the whole thing was totally unnecessary but I guess it was good to decompress."
"Talk to your folks?"
"No Steve," she couldn't help it, just one, sarcastic jab. "I just got out of rehab, I don't need to go back." Belinda cracked up and took another drink. Steven just made an uncomfortable noise that meant he didn't think he should join in.
Wait a minute. It was the middle of the afternoon there and her workaholic ex-husband was taking time out to speak to her. Belinda twisted her mouth into a knot. He wasn't alone.
"So you're good though?"
He was talking to her like she might shatter into a million pieces, crazy people were treated like fine china. "Yup."
Trish was there. That's why he was talking like a robot and wouldn't laugh about her parents. Her parents? Christ, Steven hated her parents. Trish, little perky, college coed yoga instructor, sickeningly white bread Trish.
"Good, I'm glad things are working out. I have something to tell you."
That sound, that dry gulp, was the other shoe dropping. "Okay."
"I didn't want you to hear it from someone else."
"Tell me."
"Trish and I are having a baby."
Belinda's hand couldn't hold the glass. She almost dropped it and that would have been a pity. Regardless, at this moment she would have siphoned her bourbon through broken glass. Her fingers shook and it was almost impossible to click the lighter.
"Belinda?"
She finally got the cigarette lit and puffed hard, like her life depended on it.
"I guess rehab didn't help with the smoking," Steven said in his newly born again Christian tone, friendly but it's too bad you're going to hell.
Her mouth was numb. She couldn't feel her lips but she managed to twist the cigarette from one side to the other. Look Ma, no hands while I puff on a cancer stick.
"Belinda?" Steven almost shouted, "I guess she's not there," he mumbled. Belinda imagined Trish standing there with her thin, little arms folded across her chest. Trish, pushing her impossibly pert, young breasts into the open space where her yoga bra exposed her golden tan.
"I'm here," Belinda murmured. "Thank you for letting me know."
"Oh good, I thought maybe something happened."
"Like I killed myself?" Belinda's voice raised to full tear you a new asshole, shrill, dentist's drill. "What a fucking, narcissistic cunt you are, Steven."
"Hey, no reason to be that way, Belinda. I was legitimately concerned about you."
"If you were legitimately concerned about me, you would have kept your dick in your pants," Belinda barked at her ex. "You know, fucking a young girl isn't going to stop you from getting old," she threw that in. Steven was obsessed with youth and beauty. Soon he wouldn't be able to register a legitimate emotion on his face with all the fillers and laser treatments. "Neither is having a baby."
There, fuck you and your plan to stay perfect forever. Perfectly sealed up. Perfectly blonde. Perfectly white. Perfectly dead.
"I can see you're the same old Belinda, aren't you?"
Her hand was steady enough for the glass now and she took a drink. She'd never been perfectly anything. She'd always been a fucking mess but even when she'd overdosed on Xanax, she'd been alive. Vibrantly alive. And he'd hated that about her. She pulsed with life. All of it coursed through her like an ancient call, like her life couldn't be contained within her body. She was exactly like the walls around her in this house.
"Do me a favor, Steven," Belinda blew a full exhale into the phone. "Never check on me again. I'd rather forget that you and Trish even exist." And she pressed the red button like somehow she had simultaneously murdered him.
Better yet, Belinda made a snap decision, she'd block his fucking number. Fuck, technology was great. It gave you a whole universe of information and a solar system of connection. All she had to do was go online and she'd find support groups and chat groups and people to like and they'd like her.
Technology could also kill off any characters that she so chose. From now on, any character that was a douchebag, she was going to name Steven, Belinda promised herself with a buzzed smile. All future Stevens would be humiliated and tormented.
The pentagram caught the light and the box seemed to call to her. Like everything else in the house, it held an energy. Something radiated from within and Belinda was just buzzed enough to admit that it wasn't PTSD. She wasn't crazy, or at least she wasn't crazy like this. Fuck, she wasn't going to gaslight herself, that's what Steven had been for.
She opened the box and gently lifted the Ouija board from inside. It was beautiful. Unlike Ouija boards that she'd played with as a child, this wasn't a rectangle, it was a hexagon. It was a deep, emerald green. It was the color of moss that grew at the roots of an ancient tree. The color was even more dense than the sofa she sat on. It felt pagan, like something that one would find in a cave. As small as it was, it was quite heavy too, like it contained a treasure.
At the center of the board was a black cat. His eyes were the same green as the board. He rested in the center of another pentagram, this one made of a twisted vine that was cut into the wood. The letters around the hexagon were calligraphy and had been carved into the wood and then painted silver like the outer pentagram. The planchette was a miniature tree of life and Belinda felt her eyes get big as she touched it. It leapt under her fingers, like a nervous pony ready to break into a gallop.
Fuck, the thing was as alive as the house, as alive as she was. Belinda couldn't help but wonder if something had changed because she had coded. Perhaps that little bit of time when they couldn't find her heartbeat, when they were about to call it and give her a toe tag; perhaps she'd crossed over just enough that she was now her own ghost story.
The lamp behind her flickered. Belinda felt the hair on the back of her neck stand up. She could see her breath and it mixed with the shadows across the room. It was cold, cold like a tomb and yet still the warm vibration beat like a drum, pulsing underneath it all.
Like breath on a mirror.
Belinda cleared her throat and placed her fingers on the planchette. She felt the jolt, the hum and then the magnetic draw to her fingers. She almost expected a crackle to spit out and catch fire, like bad wiring.
"Am I alone right now?" Her voice sounded far away, as if she was speaking through a watery substance; amniotic fluid.
The planchette flew to no.
Well, at least spirits were direct, which was more than she could say for most humans.
"Are you in the spirit world?"
The planchette quickly moved to the left and hovered over yes.
She gulped hard. It was an awful thought, really, did she even want to know? Would she ever be able to sleep? "How many spirits are in this house?"
The planchette hovered over the number one.
Okay, one was good. It wasn't like a whole bunch of slaughtered Indian souls were just waiting to snatch her through the screen of her Surface Pro. Good thing she didn't watch television.
"What is your name?"
The planchette moved up to the calligraphy alphabet. E D G A R. It hovered and the vibration from the planchette traveled up Belinda's forearms. Her veins radiated with light, a green, mossy light shone through her skin.
Fuck, this wasn't her imagination. The day drinking old timers were right,
"Am I speaking to Edgar Allan Poe?" her voice quavered.
The planchette flew to yes.
No fucking way.
"Are you the presence that I feel here?"
Yes.
"Was it your breath on the mirror?"
Yes.
Belinda had chills and yet, she was feverishly hot. Her body quivered with the cold and she was covered in goosebumps. Her breath was a steam that enveloped in clouds around her and cloaked her in vapor. Sweat dripped down the back of her neck and trickled between her shoulder blades. Her body was in a state of fight or flight.
"What do you want from me?" she asked quietly. He had to want something, right? The power that emanated from this energy, that wasn't just for parlor tricks, he didn't just fuck with the lights.
The planchette lurched over the letters. TO BE WITH YOU.
Belinda took her fingers off and gasped for air. She felt like she had been held under and had just clawed her way to freedom. Maybe buried alive like Madeline Usher. She sat back on the couch and curled her hands around her knees and scrunched into a ball, as small as she could make herself be.
There were only two choices. One: she was certifiably nuts and in which case, rehab was like kindergarten. She needed a full blown psychiatric intervention. Like with a straight jacket. Put something in her mouth so she doesn't bite. Fucking loony tunes.
Or.
"Don't doubt your sanity, my love," the voice came from nowhere and everywhere all at once. It was in the house and in her head all at the same time. It was a man's voice, deep and resonant, rich and expressive. There was the hint of a southern ease, not quite a drawl, just no hurry about the syllables.
"I'm fucking hearing voices," Belinda quipped, "I think that's actually the first sign of insanity." She said it out loud but was she still talking to herself or had she always been speaking to the other?
"I've been waiting for you," the voice came back. It wasn't exactly a whisper, it was quieter than the first utterance and it felt closer. It was a man's breath that cascaded down the back of her neck.



"Waiting for what?" she asked and then bit her lip hard.
"To be with you, my love," the voice was a sigh of longing. It was a verbal ache and it seemed that it required effort on the part of the speaker because the lamp died out altogether. The voice had sucked out every last bit of power to transcribe the message from beyond the grave.
Belinda's teeth chattered as she spoke. Her breath was a moonlit fog, "You don't even know who I am." There were so many things that were wrong with this but that seemed to be the most important.
"Oh but I do, my little Bell," the voice crept down her spine and followed the tangle of her hair around her shoulders. It was an embrace.
Little Bell, Jesus, no one called her that but her. The voice chimed in simultaneously as she thought, "father."
How would he know? How would anyone know?
"Should we at least assume that forces beyond either you or I can reckon are at work, my love?"
Belinda reached for her cigarettes and jammed one between her jittery lips and lit up. When she exhaled smoke into the air, it melted into the eerie, cold fog that swirled. It was a denser air around her, as if the presence were hiding in a cloak that she wore.
Quick, figure it out before you get any drunker and try to explain this away, she thought. Why had she chosen this house? It was charming, yes, but it was old and it didn't even have a dishwasher. For that matter, why had she chosen Baltimore? The best rehabs in the world were in Beverly Hills. Fuck, Hollywood had practically invented rehab. But when she'd called Mountain Manor Treatment Center, in her heart, she wanted to go home.
"Okay, let's say you do really know me," Belinda puffed and contemplated. "Maybe you do. But you're," she didn't want to hurt his feelings. Besides, he was the goddamn literary genius. She just wrote grocery store books for lonely housewives. It should be fairly evident. She didn't want to say dead.
"The veil is thinner than you know, Belinda," his voice was right there. His lips were pressed against her pulse in her throat and for the first time in longer than she could remember, her body ached to be touched. God, she could almost feel his breath. She was crazy to feel it. That voice was enough to make her thighs drift apart. Was it just her body giving itself over or was it something else?
"I need to touch you also," the voice shook with want, with all the strings that it plucked inside her tightly wound body. Her desire was burning him up. She could feel the surge of energy rush through the atmosphere.
"How can you?" Belinda closed her eyes and felt her lips part and her head slack. Her hair seemed to blow in a breeze behind her, the thicket of thorns opening to invite him in. Closer. Closer.
"Will you do as I ask?"
It was just that question but it seemed to hang in the air, ready to fall and shatter around her. If she said no, Belinda felt that the voice would melt into tonight's dream and tomorrow's drunken stupor. If she said yes though, what would happen? Before she could imagine the consequences, her nipples rose into two burning points. Completely hard, she could feel them tingle in the fabric of her bra. If the apparition could do that with voice and breath, what else was possible?
"Yes."
"Get a cup and a knife."
Belinda rose from the sofa. Her feet were quick to obey, her body knew what it wanted. Her brain wanted to question all of it but it was a muffled voice, almost like someone holding their hand over her mouth while she called for help.
In the kitchen, her hands moved with a surety that came from outside of her. Belinda held the coffee cup and the chef knife by their perspective handles.
"Go to your bedroom, my darling."
Once again, her feet knew the way without hesitation. His breath, the breath, maybe it was just her breath, took her into its warmth, like a blanket to keep out the chill.
Once she was in the bedroom, Belinda set down the requested items on her nightstand.
"Undress for me, Belinda." His voice was a seduction. It was fingers that lingered down her back. It was kisses on her inner thighs. It was the slick spot at the center of her cotton panties.
She did. She obeyed the voice quickly and without hesitation. Tee shirt and pants, off and kicked aside. Belinda looked down at her breasts and felt how warm her skin was there. Her nipples seemed to be reaching for him. They were tipped and hot and heavy with want. She shivered as she unhooked the bra and dropped it on the floor.
The voice was delighted at the sight of her. "So beautiful, oh my love," he sighed and it seemed to come from a bottomless well of want.
All that was left were her panties. Belinda hesitated for a moment. It had been so long, too long, since she'd been naked with anyone. She pushed her underwear down, she rolled them over her hips and thighs. Suddenly she was bare and dewy and vibrating all the way down to her toes.
Undone. This is what the word meant, Belinda realized as her body tingled and melted. She'd written this before but never had it until now. Every inch of her begged for something that she didn't even have a name for.
"Woman," the spirit groaned and Belinda felt the flame too, the churning heat that was under the frigid air. When hot and cold collided, it created a storm and Belinda thought that's why she felt the roll and crackle of electricity under her feet. Together, they were thunder and lightning, a force of nature.
"Now, I need you to cut your finger. Hold your hand over the cup. Just a little bit of blood, my beautiful, little Bell."
"Cut myself?" She felt the grip of it, the sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach.
"I promise, just a little bit of blood is all I need."
Belinda squeezed her eyes shut, it welled up inside, the resounding no.
"Would I ever harm my own soul's mate?" he whispered. He sounded broken, just the mere suggestion, just the thought that he would do her harm.
My own soul's mate. The words repeated around and around inside Belinda as she picked up the chef knife. She set her mouth, determined to go through with it and pressed the center of her hand into the tip of the shiny blade.
It bit into her flesh and sliced her like a yielding bit of meat. She was a sacrificial lamb, thinly sliced.
Belinda yelped and dropped the knife with a clatter to the nightstand. The blood rose from the tear into a shining, crimson pool and then began to trickle into the cup.
It poured for a bit, a steady flow. It sounded like a steady leak; the same sound that came from the kitchen faucet except this was her lifeblood. She wondered briefly if she'd have a stigmata shaped scar.
Belinda felt woozy and she lay back on her bed. Her body was limp and damp from sweat and exertion and suddenly she felt far too tired to keep her eyes open.
She felt the breath wrap her in an embrace and she immediately melted into a dream.
***
It was a place where the ground was speckled with sunlight and shadows, a pattern of light and dark that hid and simultaneously illuminated them. She was in his arms and it felt like falling. He guided her with his hands to the nest that he'd made with a blanket underneath the branches of a gnarled oak tree.
His face was familiar but she couldn't remember how she knew him. Was it from something that she'd read long ago? Perhaps she saw him every day and perhaps she always had. His black, curly hair called for her hands. His gray eyes shone and danced and she couldn't look away. They were wet eyes, deep, hypnotic eyes that drew her down into their depths.
He smiled and she knew already that it was rare. He was melancholic, sad more often than not. There were lines on his face even though she guessed that he was only her age. The creases around his eyes and the prominent worry lines between his brows were signs of his careworn, uneasy, ceaseless stirring. At the moment though, he smiled and she had never felt so embraced by a gesture.
"My beauty," he whispered, in awe. His fingers trembled as he caressed her cheeks. They softly brushed her skin, as if he were terrified that it was just a dream and touching her would make it all melt.
With his eyes locked on hers, his fingers wandered down her throat. He left a trail of ache everywhere their skin collided. Her senses were all heightened under his caress and she felt her skin melt and cool. Tingle and freeze. She smelled him on her skin and it was a familiar aroma from long ago. It was his clean, masculine warm leather scent, it bathed her in his heat. She wanted traces of that fragrance left behind on her body. She wanted to be marked with invisible fingerprints, touched by her beloved.
That's what he was, Belinda knew. His eyes told her even though they didn't say a thing about it. Had they been like this all along or a hundred years ago?
She didn't have time to contemplate the answer. His fingers moved down to her blouse. She was covered in buttons. Too many tiny, pearl buttons kept her lover out of her clothes and Belinda's hips wanted to push up. She wanted to beg, wanted him to hurry and free her body for his hands but Belinda also never wanted this to end. He deftly opened the buttons one by one. His fingers were hot and insistent and his eyes hungrily taking in every new inch of pale skin that he bared.
He groaned as he cupped her breasts. The fabric was opened. Her milky white skin and her rose colored nipples were bared for him. The pang of need pounded in both hot, little points. His fingertips studied every wrinkle, every line, every bit of her. His touch sent a shudder down her back, and inched its way steadily to her inner thighs.
If she could just touch him as well, she quivered and clenched her hands together into fists. She sighed and her breasts rose up to meet him and her body writhed under him. Those eyes should see what he was doing to her pussy.
She had made a puddle for him. She was shamefully wet and the hot longing there for him was almost unbearable. His noises, the sounds that came from him were from the very depths of a man's desire. She listened to him breathe her in and every breath was a sigh, almost a prayer.
His fingers moved down, down, down. He unbuttoned her, down her belly, down her hips and finally, her material was open. Her nakedness was there, exposed and open and he beheld her with his trembling hands and his starving eyes.
"My Belinda," when he said her name, she thought there was an echo. Was he really here or did he call to her from another place, another time? "My little Bell," he whispered from between her legs. He had taken her childhood nickname and made it something that made her thighs shudder as his fingers caressed and parted them. She was completely open to him now.
It was the first time, somehow, for some reason that didn't make sense. She had never been touched there and she didn't even have words for what her body needed. His breath on the back of her legs as he discovered her crevices was its own word. His sigh caressed her skin.
His fingers strummed her lower lips and she heard herself cry out. Her knees buckled and a rivulet of warm wetness escaped. She dripped on the blanket that was already wet and scented with her unnamed desire.
His finger found her delicate, hidden lips and she moaned and danced under him. He traced her hidden flesh with a softness, with a wonder, as if he'd never felt anything so supple or silken.
"Oh my own sweet, sweet girl," it was a whisper on the wind and on her body all at once. The pad of his finger wound a circle around her clitoris and her legs quivered. Again, his finger plucked and made her cry out. There were so many words, so many things that she felt there at the precipice but they were all replaced by a bubbling brook of cries that were everything. Begging, begging him, begging him to never stop.
Never.
There were two strong fingers that reached down to her entry. As the other finger made her clitoris sing and pulse and vibrate, the other fingers felt hard and almost rough. They thrust deep inside before she could even know their intention.
The pain was divine and then so was the pleasure. It felt like she was being opened, opened for the first time. A virgin plucked, devoured and torn apart with pleasure. Taken. Belinda cried out and for just a moment it was pain and then she shattered open. The sounds of ecstasy cascaded from her, like the steady stream of wetness that poured from inside.
It was too much. It was the pull from her center, the feel of him inside and all through her all at once. Her clitoris pulsed and his finger teased and the two fingers inside had kept the steady rhythm that matched his heartbeat. Her heartbeat.
Their heartbeat.
Belinda gripped him inside and her thighs trapped him there. The tremors shook her as the pleasure came in waves. Her orgasm rose and crashed and wracked her hips with its rhythm. It was too much, the pulse and the lights. The drumbeat that kept her time and his. His eyes overwhelmed her as surely as the pleasure. She whispered "yes, please," again and again until the hands melted into her skin. Her thighs fell together and her hands reached out for him. There was nothing but a glimmer of his gray, wet eyes in the dappled sunlight that was about to turn to shadow.
***
Belinda was just on the edge of waking up when she thought that her calf was held between two legs. They were men's legs, hairy calves, thick calves that could keep her pinned there to the bed. There were feet and legs and arms that were tangled with hers and the brush of breath that trickled down her back.
Nope. Belinda's eyes fluttered open and her hands shot out underneath the sheet. She tried to dart out and reach the last touch of him. The last touch, the last trace, the last bit of shadow from a dream that she felt as though she'd been having all her life. And yet, never before.
Coo coo for Cocoa Puffs, Belinda said to herself with a giggle. What an excellent night's sleep she'd had. She stretched her arms and legs and tossed back the sheet.
Naked seemed off. Belinda usually didn't sleep naked even when there was a man around. It felt good though given how warm and tingly she was between her legs. It almost felt like there had been a reason to be naked.
Well, at least if she was going to hallucinate, then hot sex hallucinations were preferable over some of the crazier shit that her roommates from rehab had talked about. Belinda thought as she got up to walk to the bathroom that by golly, she'd rather hallucinate being molested than rats everywhere or talking monkeys. Sign her up for the orgasmic crazy.
After she peed, she stood in front of the mirror and let her eyes wander along the expanse of her nude body. What the fuck had happened to her last night? Belinda made a face as she followed the map of scratches down her body. She appeared to have been ravaged. It was a bloody trail on her skin, slightly raised from claw marks that began on her throat. The marks followed the blue path of veins, down along her ghostly white throat to her arms and belly.
Belinda was always pale but this was ridiculous. She must have scratched herself in the night. She checked her nipples, both stung a little and between her legs actually burned a bit. Her pussy lips were splayed and fat and felt damp and hot. Belinda winced as she touched them lightly. It had been so long since she'd felt that heaviness, the telltale ache from being fucked hard and without mercy. She felt used.
Yeah but who fucked you, Belinda asked as she walked back to the bedroom. Jesus, even the sheets were wet and scented of sweat and cum. She bowed her head and inhaled the salty, almost briny scent of masculine pleasure. It was heavily scented, a man's musk and his seed, mixed with her fluids; right there on the bed.
Proof.
Belinda looked at the knife and the empty, blood stained cup there on the nightstand and it all came back in a rush. It felt quite different in the warm glow of the morning's reality.
She'd cut herself. Jesus Christ, what was she thinking? But there had been something; the voice. The voice that came with the same ebb and flow of the Raven. The voice came with waves, with water that covered old things. Things like the Ouija board that had been buried. Or drowned.
You know that this means you need that fucking lithium, Belinda told herself as she reached for the new blue, furry bathrobe. It was time to turn over a new leaf, she decided. She tied the robe firmly around her waist and walked with resolution to the kitchen; enough was enough.
Belinda pushed the button on the coffee pot and grabbed her favorite cup. It was the heavy bottomed, white cup that said, "You're awesome. Keep that shit up." She tapped her fingers impatiently on the countertop and waited for the last drop of the almost black liquid to surge through the machinery.
Once her coffee was poured, Belinda popped open the prescription bottle and tapped out two pills. If one was good, two was better, right? She swallowed the two small, dry white tablets with a mouthful of coffee. It left a bitter taste in her mouth and part of her would like to wash that down with a little hair of the dog.
No, she told herself firmly. When you wake up with raked, raised red marks all over your body because you dreamed of a man that you met from the Ouija board, that's when you start taking it seriously. Because you might have a problem.
No booze until five o'clock, she thought and noted that the time was almost nine. One day at a time, what bullshit! Who could count off the hours of a day when they were in the grip of a cold sweat that only chemicals could soothe? She'd have to distract herself.
Belinda got her cigarettes and the ashtray and brought them as well as her coffee to the second bedroom. She didn't allow herself time to think, she padded to the chair and took a seat. Belinda pushed the button on her Surface Pro and watched the screen hum to life.
It seemed like her fingers were charged with energy. They seemed to be poised, on the ready. Her hands had an alertness to them, even with the cigarette clamped between her first and second finger of her right hand. Her body seemed to know that it was time to write even if her mind was still blank.
Once the empty page of a new document was opened on the screen, Belinda's fingers got to work. They clicked and the clicks became letters on the screen. The letters became a steady stream, a rhythm that rolled underneath her thoughts.
Maybe lithium really was the answer, Belinda thought with her mouth pursed around a cigarette when she took a quick break. She exhaled deeply and looked out the window just long enough to realize that time had passed. The sunlight had shifted and was far brighter than it had been.
Was it the lithium, Belinda wondered, that made the outlines so clean? Nothing seemed to run together and slur like Belinda herself after the drink that clearly delineated between a good time and a bad idea. Today, her brain ran like a train, like a very prompt and efficient machine. One idea clicked to the next in a neat, orderly succession. Basically not like it had ever since before rehab. The fire, right before the fire, that was the last time things had clicked, Belinda thought as she raised her eyebrows.
Better not to question it. Perhaps the gods of fictional characters were finally looking down upon her with a smile. Belinda could feel the writing just pour out of her now. Not one to waste a good spurt, Belinda put the cigarette out and got back to it before she even came up with a juvenile crack about the word spurt.
Her fingers raced over the keys. She played the computer like she was a world class pianist. There was the stanza and she flew through it at an allegro, the words spilled out on the page.



Actually, pages and pages of them.
Belinda smoked once more at some point in the afternoon but it was all on autopilot. Puff, puff, flick, get back to the words before the well ran dry. Her fingers galloped and her hands seemed to meld around full fledged ideas. The pieces seemed to fit together of their own accord. Belinda was just the dutiful receiver, the organizer. She was the conductor of a ghostly orchestra, a beautiful sound that came from everywhere and nowhere.
Something chimed and she stopped. It was the alarm that she had set days ago. The alarm that was supposed to announce when she could set herself free, free from the excruciating desert of wordless pits and blank pages. It was time to get on with the always jovial process of inebriation.
Belinda clicked save and realized that she really had no idea what the story was about. She'd gleaned a bit as she'd scrolled the page but she couldn't give a synopsis. Fuck, Belinda scowled as she looked at the word count. Nine thousand words, nine thousand six hundred and fifty two to be precise. A stellar day. A genius day. But Belinda honestly had no idea what she'd written.
She contemplated as she puffed on a new cigarette. If this was eighteen pages of "All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy," she'd scream just like Wendy Torrence but it wouldn't surprise her. Not really.
The line between genius and nuts is shifty, she reminded herself. Belinda started from the beginning as her eyes ran over the words that she had typed but someone else had written.
It was a perfectly lovely story, Belinda remarked once she'd gotten three pages in. The set up was excellent even if the lead was a nanny and the male character was a brooding, alpha male type. It had a Jane Eyre feel to it. Predictable was fine, plagiarizing herself wasn't. So far, this was not a repeat of anything Fantasia Fox had written. Something was familiar about it though. There was a rhythm, a cadence there that came back to her, from a story that she had read long ago.
"Of course you wrote it," the voice assured her. It was the voice from the shadows. It was the voice that she'd suspected whispered somewhere, just out of ear shot, all day. The voice had dictated to her fingers. The voice that belonged to the ragged scratches on her body. The voice under the tree. The voice from the Ouija board.
"Actually, you wrote it, isn't that right, Edgar?" Belinda asked and waited for the lithium to straighten it all up.
"Perhaps we are each other's muse, my love," he murmured. Suddenly, she was cold again and wanted nothing else than to be wrapped in his arms, safe and under the tree once more.
She had worn just the bathrobe all day. Belinda had been so obsessed with the story, that she'd never eaten or showered. She hadn't spent the day like this since the beginning of rehab. The first few days she had relived the sketchy details of the hospital visit. People told her about her stomach being pumped. There had been bits and pieces, words and phrases and an airplane ride back to a place she called home once upon a time.
She was either much more sane now or much crazier. Belinda gulped hard as she realized that she wasn't sure which it was or which was worse. "And the scratches?" she whispered into the freezing damp that enveloped her. "Was that you as well?"
"Did I hurt you, Belinda?" He said her name with reverence and there it was, the tingle of electricity up her arms. He was here, he was touching her. His caress was impossible and it tore the veil between here and there. Life and death. Sanity and fucking insanity.
"I would never knowingly hurt you, darling. Never," he whispered with a tremor in his voice. It was longing and sadness and need and earnestness. It was all in that voice that slipped under her robe and brought a throbbing heat to all of her secret places. Her body remembered the dream even if she didn't.
"What about the blood?" Belinda remembered and her hand hurt with the memory. There was a heat there in the middle of her hand, something sharp and deep.
"To give me the ability to touch you," the echo came from her head. "To touch you like a lover," it whispered and the trail of the word lover ran down her spine like the fingers had somehow crossed the great divide alone. They touched her once more. "Little Bell," the name stirred the heat between her legs.
"How do you know that?" Belinda wanted to know, she needed to know. Was it from the furthest recesses of her mind? Plucked, snatched up, something that the lithium hadn't had time or the reach to sweep under the rug.
"I can't really explain," the voice sounded as amazed as Belinda felt. "I was asleep, always sleeping, always mute. Dreaming. I think I was dreaming of you. And then, you came to me and I am awake. Awake like never before."
The voice was charged with the same electricity that pulsed in the walls, the life force that sputtered and cracked from everything.
"And I knew you, Belinda. I knew you in an instant."
"And the Ouija board?" Belinda frowned as she recalled the silver pentagram.
"Just one of many passages between us."
"I need a drink," Belinda said to herself and wondered if he didn't as well.
After the first glass, she sighed and wound her hair through her fingers. Even if she hadn't actually written anything, taking dictation had still left her with a sense of completion. She was spent. She was empty and whole all at the same time. In the past, Belinda had compared her creative process to really great sex in the past. When it's over, she didn't give a fuck about anything else. Except that she knew that she needed to do it again as soon as possible. Last night had been the single most intense sex act of her life. What did that say about her?
"It was for me as well, my darling," the voice of shadows lingered on the back of her neck. Belinda purred at the close proximity. He could read her mind. More than that, he seemed to have a key where he could come and go at will. Here he was invisible and with the exception of his haunted, gray eyes that still seemed to shine in her imagination, Belinda had nothing else.
"Please, I need to kiss you," he sounded ravenous, weak. The thought alone made Belinda weak and her body was lax and loose. Kissing was everything. Caught up in the mouth and the lips and the taste and the breath of another, kissing was the most erotic act, Belinda had decided long ago.
Sex? Sex was simple to write and as much as Belinda enjoyed sex, it was easy to get and just as easy to forget. But a kiss was forever.
She needed to kiss him too. Even if this was really the final act of craziness that was the kickoff to Belinda in a rubber room. Really, what's a little fire? She'd seen Trish's clothes in her closet. The same closet that Belinda had been conveniently moved out of just like the bed. Belinda had seen Trish's fucking size two jeans and her little tube tops and her panties that weren't much more than strings. Belinda had snapped. No one needs this crap, she had told herself. It was all cheap garbage. Trish didn't come from money and she had no taste, Belinda remembered thinking as she squirted the lighter fluid on her clothes. She should have to start over like Belinda. People in rehab had said the fire was crazy but Belinda said they weren't seeing her side of things.
Wait until she told them about her imaginary love affair with the dead poet.
She didn't say any of that out loud. The last thought that swirled there waited for the words to come tripping out over each other. Clumsy and awkward, words with growing pains. Belinda thought that she didn't care if he was imaginary if he loved her. How vulnerable to have a lover who could hear your thoughts. "I need to kiss you too," was what she said.
Belinda walked to the bedroom and suddenly she was exhausted. She was beyond spent, she was empty. This was a calling that she must heed, something hummed inside and it was machinery. It just needed a spark to bring the inanimate thing to life.
The veil was much thinner than she knew, Belinda remembered as she disrobed and took a seat. Her hair hid her away, a black veil that kept her in the shadows. Maybe it did make sense, she thought as she contemplated the tip of the chef's knife once more. The Masque of the Red Death was all about blood. Blood was life and the allegory made for a fearsome tale but Edgar seemed to know even then, that he'd require something corporeal.
In order to satisfy their fleshy, human needs, humanity was required.
Belinda closed her eyes as she held the knife to yesterday's wound. With her eyes closed, she could feel him. If a heart beat in his chest, that must be the trembling vibrato that she heard now in the room.
He was here with her. Crazy or not, Edgar permeated the space. As she felt the blade bite into the tender place, she yelped and immediately, the crimson space expanded over her palm.
This time, she bled more, Belinda thought but it was a hazy thought. It was from somewhere far away and she forgot it as soon as she lay down.
***
There was a blazing fire and Belinda put her hands out to feel the warmth. She was freezing and covered in goosebumps. She was naked, Belinda noticed as she looked down. Naked and cold and where the hell was she?
"In our bedroom," came the answer. The voice was the familiar deep, resonant voice that whispered to her soul, but this was a man. A man with black hair, his gray eyes twinkled in the firelight as he stared at her. He crossed the room quickly, from the door to the foot of the bed. With no space between them, he crushed her to his chest. He was real, he was solid and Belinda felt his breath on her skin.
The bed was an old four poster behemoth. It was covered in a patchwork quilt, like something in an antique store. Belinda nodded as she took it all in. Of course, this was their bedroom, their bed. It was the place where Edgar would take her, lay with her and make love with her.
There was a warm trickle of need that dripped down her inner thigh. No longer cold, she shivered from want now, her flesh was ravenous for him. "I can't wait any longer, " he told her with a catch in his voice. "It's been forever " he panted. With that, he bent and scooped her up, one arm under her knees and the other around her waist.
He lay Belinda down, ever so gently, in the middle of the bed. He seemed to hold his breath as he watched her there. His eyes traveled from top to bottom and they covered every inch of her. "How would I write this?" he whispered. "I couldn't," he sank to the mattress with his hands out, as if he were blind. As if his fingers would read and interpret her for him. "I can do nothing but worship you," he murmured and bowed his head.
His mouth was warm and his lips were velvet on Belinda's hand. He kissed each finger individually and then pressed her palm against his cheek. His eyes were full of an almost furious lust but he was whisper soft with her skin. "Little Bell," the words rolled down her body and every nerve responded with a surge of light and heat.
"Edgar," she said the name and it matched the beat of her heart. It was the throb of her pulse that strummed loudly, louder as his lips inched up her arm.
He kissed her arm all the way to her armpit. He rested there and inhaled Belinda deeply. The touch of his lips was intoxicating. It was so intense that Belinda shuddered with every kiss, her legs trembled as she watched his worship. God, what would happen if his mouth touched her between her legs?
The man smiled as he rolled and kissed her throat firmly. Belinda felt the pressure of teeth, the outline. He seemed to be contemplating sinking his fangs into her neck and she didn't care. She no longer cared about anything else but his kisses.
"Is my little darling impatient?" he teased her and kissed her collarbone. His knee was bent and between her legs and he pushed it into her crotch. Belinda moaned and wet him as he pressed into her lower lips.
Belinda felt the heat there and his breath came in heaves and sighs as he pressed himself there. He masturbated Belinda, he rubbed her back and forth and felt the longing that ran from her body into his. "Oh god, please," Belinda begged with chattering teeth. Please to everything. Please to his mouth, to his hands, to those eyes that saw right into her soul. If this wasn't real, she didn't want to wake up.
"It's real," he said with his jaw set, clenched, as if he were determined to make it so. "It's a dream within a dream and I'm about to make love to an angel," he whispered. His black curls touched her décolletage as his forehead sank to her body.
He settled between her legs and held her thighs apart with a surprising amount of strength in the fingers. The expression on his face was one of amazement as he studied her there. His eyes took in her nakedness. Her bare lips, her wetness, her pinkness and dampness, all of her womanhood was open and on display for him.
"You are so perfect," he whispered and pressed his mouth to Belinda's mound. The heat from his mouth entered her. His breath, his life force poured from his lungs into her wet, slippery folds and she came to life with his kiss.
He opened her lips with the tip of his tongue. He searched her flesh with his lips and his eyes were on Belinda all the while. He had to see, he had to watch, in case it all faded away. "Yes, oh god," Belinda cried with a shiver as the tip of his tongue brushed along her hood and her little pearl hardened inside.
"Say my name," he beseeched her and then licked her there once again. This was a harder lick and he pressed his tongue into her hood. "Please, say it," he begged and dripped hot, sticky saliva down her body. He was salivating for her. "I have to hear you."
She would say it. Even if it was the craziest thing she'd ever said, Belinda nodded, her eyes stared back into his. She would memorize this. As the name came to her lips, she felt as if she'd given herself over to him completely. She belonged to him.
"Edgar," she whispered and let the feeling roll down her spine as the touch of his tongue exploded there between her legs. Her hood drew back as he lapped at her once more. Belinda cried out and melted in his mouth. She said his name again and again, like a love poem.
"Edgar," she sank her fingers down to touch his hair: soft black hair that brushed her inner thighs. The touch of it sent spasms of delight through her hips.
He clamped her thighs open and held them to the bed. He was ferocious with his hands and his tongue was hungry. The wet sounds of his mouth and the desperate moans that came from him made her tremble. They were almost frightening. The tip of his tongue made her dance. Her hips pushed up and her body insisted that she belonged to him.
He closed his lips around her clitoris and drank her in. He bathed her bud with steady, wet laps. He drank her inside and Belinda felt the pleasure overwhelm her. She couldn't breathe, she couldn't think, she was nothing but sensation. Her climax built and rolled and intensified until her fingers shook in his hair.
"Edgar," she only thought it though because all that came from her mouth was a torrent of cries. From somewhere deep inside, something was torn apart and the ecstasy gushed from her. She was an old, abandoned well that had finally been opened up.
Belinda came. She continued coming as his worshipful mouth sucked and lapped her down. He drank her like water, like sustenance. He lapped and swallowed like there was no place where she ended and he began. Sealed against Edgar's mouth, Belinda felt herself slip along the barrier. She was somewhere between this bed and this fire and this man and someplace else that was also just there, under the surface.
When his lips released her, Belinda reached for his hands. She whispered his name again but she couldn't tell if his fingers were there or if she'd just imagined it all.
***
Belinda felt the warmth penetrate her. She wrapped one bare arm in its embrace and she knew, without opening her eyes, that she'd slept late. When had she gone to bed? She hadn't eaten yesterday. Hell, she hadn't even drank yesterday. It was writing and writing and then nothing but a blank.
She was nude once again though and that seemed to be a common theme. She stretched and felt the sheet move down her body and bare her breasts. She winced as her hand passed over her hip.
It wasn't pain so much as a dull ache. Between her legs was raw and hot to touch. She let her hand rest on her mound and the memory of it rose with the sensation. She remembered his eyes. She remembered those gray eyes, the hungry wolf's eyes. They watched and the wet sounds of a wolf who devoured her came back and pinned her to the bed once more.
She limped to the bathroom and eased herself down onto the toilet with her legs far apart. Once she had finished, she reached for the hand mirror that was tucked inside the linen closet. Jesus Christ, Belinda gasped as she looked at her crotch. Her lower lips had been savagely attacked. Her pussy had been bitten and drained. Her lips were engorged and open wide and even with the pain, there was something else. The desire for more.
"Yes, more," he could still read her mind.
Either that, or the crazy was getting an early start.
"You'll kill me if we do any more," Belinda murmured as she watched her reflection in the mirror.
"You never wanted me to stop," he chuckled and with his voice came a glimpse into last night. Her legs were gripped tight around his shoulders. Her body shuddered while the lover, the man, the beast pinned her down. He had locked his fingers around her legs and fed.
Belinda's cheeks were warm as she admitted it. "No, I didn't ever want you to stop. Never," she sighed.
Edgar's mouth was bliss but how did he have such knowledge of her? How did he know her better than she knew herself? Had he really known her forever, or was it all just in her head?
"How could it not be real?" he asked. Belinda felt his whisper on her neck.
He breathed, he touched, he spoke, but she couldn't see him now. She couldn't feel him either and Belinda wanted his arms around her. She wanted his powerful chest and the strum of his heartbeat steady against her. She wanted him inside her. Belinda closed her eyes and bit her lip, like a girl in a romance novel. Even thinking about him like that was almost too much.
"It's time to write," he told her. He was distracted. He was busy in his mind. He was carefully plotting it out just like she would, if she ever wrote anything again.
Belinda hurried and got the coffee and her smokes. She wore a tee shirt and sat with her legs crossed, tucked into a ball. With the Surface Pro on a cushion on her lap she smoked quickly and felt it. She smiled as she realized that Edgar was waiting for her, impatiently.
"So bossy," she whispered. Wasn't Mr. Poe supposed to be irritable and testy? Belinda was certain that she'd read that Edgar was a tyrant.
"You only need two more books," came the voice that stirred along her skin like a leaf that made ripples on calm waters. "Then you're free," that was the reason for his rush. "We're free," he added.
It made sense, Belinda thought and nodded. If he was stuck living with Belinda, then he was as sick of Fantasia Fox as she was. Her fingers sat at the ready on the proper keys. After a brief pause, they twitched, as if lurching back to life.
The day hummed steadily by. Occasionally, Belinda thought she heard the story, as if someone were reading it aloud in another room. There were bits and pieces, a glimpse, a phrase. Nothing that really made sense and definitely nothing that made it hers.
At noon, she stopped to get graham crackers and butter. She was going to have to eat soon. She felt depleted. Her skin felt loose and slack. Belinda wasn't sure if it was the blood loss or not drinking, maybe it was the momentous orgasms that had made her seem lighter. Delicate.



Her cell phone buzzed.
It was Darren Fleiss, her editor. He was also her day drinking companion when she was in New York. Belinda was sure that he was calling to check on her progress. She swiped the green button, "Took you long enough."
"Ugh, don't you start too. I figured everyone would be up your ass when you first got out."
They had been. Belinda just hadn't answered the phone.
He continued, "So tell me how rehab was. Did you have a fabulous time?"
"They don't have good drugs there, I'll tell you that much," Belinda said as she buttered a cracker. "Which is surprising you know, because I kind of thought they'd have the best."
"One day at a time?" Darren asked with a laugh.
"Let go and let god," Belinda answered back, as if it really were the answer.
"Well, next time don't burn down your house," he chided her.
"Fuck, I wasn't trying to burn down the house," she said with a laugh. "If Trish just didn't have such shitty taste in clothes."
"She has shitty taste in men, too," Darren was quick to add.
"Hey, he was my husband first."
"Yeah, well you're better off."
Belinda found herself agreeing. At the moment, she was actually glad that she wasn't Mrs. White anymore. It was one more alias that she could do without.
"So you want to know how the book's coming?"
"Well that and to make sure that you didn't turn into one of those sober people that we hate."
They both cracked up.
"No I'm definitely not sober," she admitted as she reached for a cigarette. "But writing is good." At least someone's writing was good.
"Good?" Darren didn't want to doubt her but he had known about the dry spell.
Belinda puffed and tried to imagine his face if she told him the truth. No, not even Darren would like her through that. "No, actually it's really good. If I stay on it, I should have something for you by the end of the month."
He whistled and Belinda could sense his relief. As much money as Fantasia Fox made for the publishing house, she would have thought that there would be a grace period. She had half expected a little respite for craziness when life handed her lemons but she had discovered that the machine was always churning.
"In fact, I better get back to it," Belinda said quietly. Two more books and they were free.
"You hang in there sweetheart," Darren told her as he signed off.
Back to the keyboard. Back to the rhythm, the unearthly rhythm that was steady as a drumbeat. Belinda had always had fits and starts with writing. Even when it flowed, it was always a lull and then she raced to keep up. This pace was something new and clearly not under her control.
Pages and pages later, Belinda heard the chime of the alarm. She and the force that drove her fingers seemed to sigh with relief. That was enough, she was empty and hungry and hollowed out.
Belinda ordered carry out from the Horse. A bacon cheeseburger with everything and an enormous order of fries would help put a little weight on her. She could barely keep up her shorts and the tee shirt swam on her. One glance in the mirror on her way out and she thought she had seen a ghost.
She poured one glass of bourbon with a steady hand when she came back. Belinda felt good even if she looked like shit.
"You're breathtaking," his voice was so close. His lips were on her earlobe and sent a wave of need down her shoulders.
She smiled and blushed. She wanted to be beautiful for him.
As sore as she'd been earlier, there was an undeniable twinge, a longing, between her legs. It had been a while, actually a really long while, but Belinda was horny. All of this foreplay had kept her on edge for far too long. Yes, it was incredible. Her whole body melted with his touch, his kiss, but now she wanted more.
"I need you to do something for me," he murmured. It felt as if he'd just tucked her hair behind her ear. He was so close, his lips right there on her pulse.
"Anything," Belinda gave herself over to him completely. She'd already bled, she wasn't even terrified of it anymore.
"Bring a lover home." He seemed torn about it though, the words didn't come naturally or easily. "Bring a man to your bed."
"Is that really what you want?" Belinda shivered, the cold settled in around her once more. It was a sure sign of him, the boiling hot center and ice cold edges.
He was fierce, his voice could tear her apart and there was something heartbreaking underneath it. "It will be torture for me," he whispered it, "but I can see no other way."
"No other way for what?" Belinda held her arms and rocked. She rubbed her hands together and wished he was here, really here to hold her hands.
"To give you what you desire," his voice was the ebb and flow. It was the tide that kept time, it was the rhythm that brought her to him.
"So I should just go and pick someone up?" Belinda gulped. She was suddenly nervous and her throat was dry. Truth be told, she was jealous of Fantasia Fox because she was a vixen. Fantasia was the confident, devil may care, slightly slutty alter ego that Belinda never let herself be. Secretly, she still felt like the awkward girl that had always had her nose in her books.
If she was really honest, she'd admit that as much of a toolbag as Steven was, she'd always been flattered that someone as handsome as him had picked her.
"Nonsense, my darling," he read her thoughts, Belinda kept forgetting. "You are perfect."
"Does it matter who it is?" she wondered. This was new territory. She didn't remember the last time she fucked a stranger and did that mean that he would watch?
Oh Jesus.
"He should be virile," the voice was calm, as if this was nothing out of the ordinary, like it wasn't even the slightest bit totally fucking insane. "You should enjoy him," the voice went on, as if he were touching her; perhaps touching himself as he imagined it. "My beautiful Belinda, you should desire him," he murmured and she felt his spell on her skin. His fingers stirred every sensation deep inside, even if it was just in her mind. "Please, do this for me," he requested.
Belinda nodded, she'd committed already. It was the kinkiest sounding thing, by far, that she'd ever done. Fucking a stranger while her lover watched? Jesus, worse than that, the stranger was sure to see the marks on her body. Edgar had ravished her, she was scratched and bitten all over. She was owned, marked. Possessed.
She went to the bathroom and pushed the plug into the drain. Belinda had stocked up on her favorite vanilla scented bubble bath and poured some into the hot water. She gave half a smile as she lit some candles as well. Might as well make her slutty experiment romantic, right? What would Fantasia Fox do?
Belinda undressed and tossed her clothes aside. She sank down into the bubbly water and watched as her breasts were covered in foam. She closed her eyes and felt the warmth penetrate her body. As she drifted away, she could almost feel his hands in her hair. She could almost feel him bare her neck for him. She could almost feel his lips. Those soft lips, lips that could be so tender, so sweet, and then so savage and so hungry.
"You'll have all of me soon enough, Belinda," his voice caressed her. "And I will have my angel." The chill settled around her body and her nipples rose to eager points. Belinda wondered if it was the temperature at all or if his voice wasn't enough at this point.
She washed her hair and felt the water trail through her thick, black mane and ran down her back. She passed the bubbles down her milky white limbs as she washed her arms and legs. She even washed between her toes. Why not get squeaky clean, right? She shrugged and set her chin on her knees.
When was the last time she'd had sex? The better question was when was the last time she'd had sex sober? She slapped the bath water and rolled her eyes at that one. Tonight wasn't the time to start taking all this one day at a time shit seriously. Even perfectly normal people got fucked up when it was time to do the deed. The horizontal mambo, Belinda added with a fit of giggles.
She rose from the tub and took the plug out with her toes. It was as good of an excuse as any to get a little shit faced. And she'd been such a good girl lately. Belinda could feel the giddiness rise up inside, her heart beat a little faster thinking about the drink. Fuck, she craved it. She could smell it from here and it was much too far away.
Belinda could feel his chill and his heat fondle her naked, dripping skin. It felt like fingers everywhere, cupping her breasts, sliding down her hips and drawing her close. Pulling her body into the center of his fire and Belinda wondered if he wasn't hard there for her. It was a possessive move. A man who stroked a woman like that and drew her close would be ready to take her, all of her. "Not tonight, my darling." It was an instruction, a command and his voice made the hair on the back of her neck rise up.
Pick up a stranger stone cold sober?
"I can't," Belinda whispered to the steam, "I really can't."
The squeak startled her and Belinda's eyes went to the mirror. Letters were forming, condensation was dripping down the mirror as something ice cold collided with something warm and melting.
"DO IT FOR ME." The words were there. She wasn't imagining this. Hell, she wasn't even half in the bag, there was no other excuse. He didn't even say please, Belinda felt her lips twist up into a sarcastic smile. They really were more alike than either of them would probably ever admit to.
Belinda was quick as she finished her preparations. Her hair was combed and loose. It shone in the light and it looked like wet ink pouring down her shoulders. She had underwear and a bra on, which was an improvement. As she swiveled her hips in front of the mirror, she thought she looked cute in her old Rolling Stones shirt and Levi's. With a tiny bit of mascara and a glimmer of gloss on her lips, Belinda looked at the finished product with a smirk.
She wasn't the blonde bombshell that posed for paparazzi and gave autographs. She was just Belinda, but not bad, considering. As she paused to grab her house keys, Belinda could hear the voice, the rolling baritone that made her sigh with desire.
"Hurry back, my love."
***
She had struck out at the Cat's Eye Pub. Sure, there had been a couple of not totally hideous men in there but her instructions were that she should desire the lucky winner of the weirdest threesome ever. Desire, she had thought with her upper lip curled. No, not exactly.
At the Slainte Irish Pub, Belinda had looked around carefully as she took a seat in the back corner. She needed to have a good view, she told herself. Yes, she was here to get laid but that didn't mean she wanted to talk to any of them. A nice enough looking middle-aged man had stopped by and asked if he could buy her next drink.
"Oh, I'm just drinking Coke," she told him with an embarrassed smile.
"Well how are you going to have a good time then?" He clasped her shoulder and Belinda shrugged it away.
Belinda went outside to smoke and as she took a deep, satisfied drag she thought the fucker actually had a legitimate point. What were the odds that she'd be able to pick up anyone if she wasn't even at least a little hammered? Belinda didn't even flirt, not really, she smirked, she made sarcastic comments. Finding a desirable man while sober was becoming mission impossible.
Then she saw him across the street. The Viking boy. She thought of the liquor store delivery guy as a boy although he was a man. At nineteen or possibly twenty, Belinda felt like "boy" was really much more accurate.
She crossed the street and waved to him. It didn't even matter that he wasn't old enough to buy a beer because she wasn't drinking anyway. He was old enough to get a boner and that was all that she needed. Belinda bet that he had a nice looking cock because the rest of him was damn fine.
"Hey," she greeted him with a smile. "I recognize you from the liquor store. You delivered my bourbon the other day." God, she was awkward.
"Oh, yeah," he gave her a nod. He was taller than her, close to six feet. His hair and beard were both brown. If Belinda were going to be seen with him anywhere, she'd request that he shave but at the moment, it didn't matter. His chest was broad and the lines of his pecs were clearly delineated through his tight, white tee shirt. His ass and thighs were thick, blue collar and well muscled. Belinda could easily picture her hands wrapped around his cheeks while he thrust. "How are you?" he asked, absently, like he had no idea what else to say.
Belinda gulped hard, might as well go big or go home. "Horny." She looked him in the eye, it was as direct as she'd ever been.
"Cool," he nodded.
Belinda wanted to roll her eyes but instead, she asked in a breathless voice, "Want to come over?"
"Totally," he nodded.
"I'm Belinda, by the way," she offered her hand.
"Chris," he shook her hand officially. His fingers were the rough, calloused fingers of a blue collar man. He smelled like soap though, no cologne, just soap and maybe yeasty like beer. He'd smell clean and his sweat would feel good on her skin.
"Nice to meet you," Belinda smiled and pointed north. "Follow me."
They made some strained small talk on the way. No kissing, no hand holding, it was almost as if Chris the Viking knew that there was more to this invitation than met the eye. This is so fucking weird, Belinda thought as they got closer and closer to her front door.
And would Edgar make an appearance? They crossed the street and Belinda reached into her Chanel backpack for her house keys. Would Chris feel the freezing cold swirl of otherworldly breath around his bare body? Would he see a pair of gray, wolfish eyes that shone through the dusk? Would he hear the man's voice with the familiar cadence from a poem about long lost love?
Or, Belinda thought as she pushed the key into the lock, would absolutely nothing happen at all and then she'd just know that she was crazy as a bed bug?
Nothing waited for them in the entry. Belinda wondered how many women her age had invited Chris the Viking over since he'd started to deliver liquor. She set her backpack on the table in the hallway and slipped off her sandals. She felt like a pervert as she ogled him up and down. He had impressive triceps and an L shape in the backs of both arms. She could see the ripples of his abs through the shirt. He was carved of stone, a statue to male perfection so what the fuck was wrong with her that she felt absolutely nothing?
Belinda had already fallen. Crazy, alcoholic Belinda, nerdy, weird Belinda, was halfway in love with a ghost poet who had left his mark on her. He had carved his name with his nails on her body and she wanted more.
Well, he told her to get someone she found attractive and she'd done it sober as well. Belinda asked in a shy voice, "Want to come to my bedroom?"
"Definitely," he murmured. As she led him there, he wrapped his chiseled arms around her waist. His abs were marble and his cock was hot and pushed to get at her through his jeans.
They entered the bedroom and candles were lit everywhere. Belinda could feel her heart beating triple time because she hadn't left it like this, this pyromaniac's idea of ambiance. It was Edgar. The moment that she thought his name, the chill rushed down her body, like someone had suddenly opened a window and let the winter wind inside. He was here.
"You really are sexy," the Viking whispered and turned Belinda around to face him. "I'm glad you asked me over," his beard ticked her neck as he kissed her throat.
"Oh good, thanks," Belinda was a jumble of nerves and wondered where Edgar was. Is he right behind us? Is he between us? She had never needed a drink more.
Chris the Viking tugged at the hem of her Rolling Stones tee shirt and pulled it up over her head. Stop, don't you feel him watching? She wanted to ask but then that just sounded crazy. What did Edgar want anyway? Did he want to watch someone fuck her the way that he wished he could? Did he just like to watch? Belinda held herself as Chris unhooked her black bra and threw it down.
Better question, didn't Edgar know her enough to understand that the only man she'd be thinking about was him?
"Yes, my love," came the whisper in the wind. It was him and her breath was frosty. The wind rustled her hair and crept down her bare back as Chris the Viking bowed his head. The delivery boy licked his way from the top of her cleavage to the crease below her breasts.
"Great tits," he lapped around one areola and she felt it throb as it hardened on his slippery tongue.
Belinda hung her head back and felt the fingers make their way through her hair. The burning hot fingers were strong and demanding. They grabbed at her back and set every nerve on fire as they fondled her. Fingers that teased and wound around her other nipple until it was an aching point of need.
God, two men touched her at the same time and Belinda shivered as two totally different hands were on her skin. Belinda felt the hands that knew her better than any other hands before rub her crotch through her jeans. Fuck, and she was instantly wet and she pushed her hips up. She was needy for more and she groaned.
"You are horny, aren't you?" Chris asked and moved his calloused hand down between her legs as well. He exhaled deeply and his hot breath covered her chest. There was that scent of his soap and his musky, male scent as he rubbed her pussy. The Viking grabbed a handful of Belinda.
Didn't he feel the other hand underneath? Belinda wasn't sure if she was going to cum or going to scream as the two touches continued. Her panties were wet and her clitoris pounded, erect and pulsing. It wanted to be rubbed and Edgar knew exactly what it needed and how to find it. Belinda shuddered as he touched her. Was it just the tips of his fingers or was it his breath that made her body radiate with heat and need?
"I gotta get your pants off," Chris opened the button and the zipper of her jeans.
"Yes, Belinda," the voice whispered as Chris helped her, one foot at a time, from her pants.
"And these panties," the delivery boy groaned. As he was on his knees, he stared at the last piece of clothing, the last barrier between her and his cock pounding inside.
Belinda cried out as he removed the panties and the fingers delved along her hips. They dipped into her crack and pried apart her cheeks. They eased down her damp crevice and stroked her sensitive flesh.
Chris got to his feet. His hand was still there on her mound now and he clasped it and growled. "Your pussy is wet," he said and one finger traced along the line that parted her lips.
"So lovely, my darling," Edgar whispered as the fingers penetrated her forcefully and fully.
Belinda shrieked and then moaned as she melted into the fingers. Fuck it was good and a trickle of her lust ran down her thigh. She ached for it. God, she needed to be fucked senseless, fucked until she couldn't move, couldn't speak.
"Anything you want," the voice promised as it thrust mercilessly inside.
"Fuck, it sounds like you're ready," Chris the Viking made haste to get undressed. His shirt and jeans were off in a flash. He pushed the front of his boxers down with one hand and his eyes all over Belinda. "You want that cock, don't you?" he muttered.
Belinda sank to the bed, her hair fanned out beneath her, the waves of impulse ran down her body. Yes, yes of course she wanted the cock, Belinda thought. What she really needed, what would make her absolutely explode in a climax that would engulf her whole body was the feel of Edgar and his voice and his words while the cock was inside. She needed her ghost lover.
"Yes," she whispered to Chris. Fingers pulled at her nipples and mouths sucked her thighs. Belinda was dripping wet and trembling. Underneath it all, there was the sound of a heart beating. The tremor of life. It vibrated, it exploded. It came from the house, it came from the walls, it was loud and demanding.



It was Edgar. He was getting stronger, wasn't that it? It seemed like everything was too full of him and something had to explode.
Chris hovered over her. The delivery boy grabbed his meaty dick at the root and ran the head of it along Belinda's crevice. She whimpered and felt her trembling thighs open wider. This wasn't her body, it was being done for her, to her. Edgar was spreading her open wide for a man. Touching her, teasing her, wetting her for the delivery boy.
"Damn," was all Chris the Viking said as he pushed inside.
He was solid and his cock was thick. It had been so long that Belinda let out a sob, a cry of need and hunger as he pushed inside once more. She could feel the veiny weight of him fill her to the bottom. It was exquisite and the pleasure coursed through her from head to toe. He began to thrust, slowly and deeply and well.
Belinda reached out to touch his chest and placed one hand in the center. The skin there was ice cold and Belinda felt the vibration from the walls and the house enter her arm. There was no heartbeat. She slapped one hand over her mouth as she kept her hand there at the center of his chiseled chest.
No heartbeat. Belinda looked up at the delivery boy's face. He thrust, he thrust hard and furiously inside but there was no heartbeat in his body. And his eyes; these eyes that stared back at her belonged to someone else entirely. The gray eyes shone like a candle in the dark. Belinda opened her mouth to scream but nothing came out.
"My beloved," the voice spoke to her now with the boy's mouth. "Belinda," he called to her through time and her hips rose to meet his thrust.
There was nothing else to say but, "Edgar."
His hands were on her face and his body was sealed to hers. This creature had a heartbeat and it kept time with hers as he fucked her deep and fast and fully. This creature's eyes were full of unbridled passion as life finally coursed through his veins.
Belinda could only just hold on. Her thighs trembled around this body and her pussy clenched him deep inside. She was lost in his eyes, in the depths of him. He called to her without a word. His own soul's mate and when her orgasm began, she knew there was no end to her pleasure for this creature.
This man.
The pulses started there at her center. He was shuddering and vibrating through her, there on the precipice of exploding inside. The voice was right there, a whisper in her soul and in her ear all at the same time. "You are completely mine now, my love," he swore. The creature shuddered as their orgasm melted them together, one flesh, one mouth. One heartbeat.
Belinda breathed his breath. She locked her calves around his legs and she trembled in his arms. It wasn't cold, it was ecstasy. As the orgasm continued, she pressed her forehead to his sweaty chest and inhaled; even his scent had changed.
She promised herself that she'd get help in the morning. This couldn't go on, Belinda thought, as she closed her eyes.
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She must have really tied one on. That was the only explanation for the buzz under her skin and the ache that seemed to come from her bones. Yeah, great idea, you fucking idiot, Belinda told herself. Get black out drunk in your creepy, haunted house.
"Good morning," the voice said. It was the deep voice that sent ripples down her body. It was the voice from her dreams and the house and the very walls themselves and now it came from the pillow beside her.
Belinda gasped and opened her eyes. It all came back with a rush. She put her hand out to touch his face. Jesus Christ, that face. That face that was a stranger's and yet, it was so familiar in some way that she couldn't quite remember. "Am I crazy?" Belinda whispered and she was almost afraid to hear the answer. Yes, of course you are. Didn't you learn anything in rehab? The voice of reason occasionally narrated her downward spiral.
The face smiled and she felt it in her soul. It was a beautiful smile, radiant and warm and his eyes danced with joy. Those expressive, gray eyes that could be so haunted and so savage were now on the verge of laughter. "Are we both crazy?" he asked with a chuckle that came from somewhere deep down. Belinda felt it in his chest as she realized that their naked bodies were entwined. "It wouldn't be the first time I have questioned my sanity," he confessed and clasped her face with both hands. His hands trembled and it seemed that even skin to skin contact couldn't be believed. But his hands were solid and warm and his breath on her face was a perceptible wash of his heat.
Alive. They were both alive and yet lingered in between. This house, this place, even this bed was in a place of shadows. They had definitely infected each other with madness and longing. Was it still considered crazy when someone else shares your illusions?
"Are you real?" Belinda ran her hands up to his black curls. His hair was an unruly, wild mop and she wondered if it weren't because his face had been buried between her legs in the night. "Really real?" she whispered as she touched his pale face. He was so handsome with his generous mouth and square jaw. His neck was dark with what looked to be a five o'clock shadow. How could that be? None of it made sense but the bristle of his beard was rough on her hand.
Her fingers wandered down to his chest and she sighed as she touched him there. His muscular chest was covered with more wild, black hair. This hair was coarse and thick and there, at the center of his pecs, was a heartbeat. He breathed and Belinda's hand raised and settled. His heart beat and his body was solid and his hands were on her. He was as alive as she, maybe more so.
"I think so," his deep voice was tender and soft and it seemed that he too needed assurance from her. His eyes searched Belinda's, "Are you?"
Her mouth was drawn to his. Her lips reached for him and Belinda seized him hungrily. She pressed into him with her whole body as their kiss began. He moaned inside her as he gave himself over. His tongue delved along the bottom of her upper lip and teased her tongue to come out and play. His hands moved from Belinda's face to her shoulders as he tasted her.
Belinda melted into him and took his breath inside. He no longer chilled her. The man's mouth was wet and hot and she could feel his heart race as the embrace continued. She could feel it tremble on her fingertips as they explored each other. His skin was alive and her hands were fascinated. He felt like warm velvet and her fingers melted into the soft heat of his flesh.
"My Belinda," Edgar murmured breathlessly between kisses.
She finally surrendered to it. Sure, she was crazy but this was as real as anything she'd ever known. No, that was a lie; this was much more real than her ex-husband and their white on white life.
There was no other explanation. Nothing else could be true; he was here with her. "Edgar," she whispered as he caught one finger in his mouth and playfully bit the tip. She laughed and pretended to escape his arms. When he snatched her closer and pressed the full length and width of his body against her, Belinda purred as she felt all of him. "Oh, Edgar," she blushed and felt the heat rush through her body.
He was hard.
This kiss was a mad rush of breath and a tangle of tongues as Belinda let her hands wander. Her fingers ran down from his solid chest, down the core that moved as he panted, down to his pelvis. Her fingers insisted on discovering every inch of his body. He opened his legs and gave himself over to her with a groan as her hands moved to his cock.
Had it just been so long since she'd been with a man? Or was he just made for her, she wondered, as her hands were drawn to the magical feel of her lover's flesh. Belinda felt him on her fingers and sighed with lust. It was impossible to be so soft and yet so hard, to meld so perfectly to her hand. The steel inside strummed as her fingers studied him. She hummed as their kiss continued. She ran her fingertips over his slit and she felt his precum spill into her palm.
"What are you doing to me?" he moaned when she broke the kiss and followed her body's command to kiss him everywhere. Belinda's mouth was open and she felt the drool spill down his chest. She licked his throat and tasted the vein that trembled there with his new, steady pulse. She kissed her way to his chest and let the tip of her tongue outline the muscles there. Belinda followed the indentation of his abs to his chiseled hips. All the while, she stared at his hardness. His beautiful dick beckoned to Belinda with a throb and a wave, as if it needed to remind her that they were actually old friends.
She cooed and covered the bulging head of his manhood with hot breath. "I'm tasting you," she whispered. Belinda glanced up and caught his soulful eyes, wide and astonished as she did just that. He stared, mesmerized, at her tongue as it dripped onto his flesh. His fingers dug into her shoulders as he gasped. "Loving you," Belinda told him as she licked along his dripping slit. His liquid was warm and salty and the scent of him there was familiar. Her hands ran over his body as she tasted him. His balls were drawn up and hot and full. His sack was velvety and warm and covered in more of his thick, black hair.
His cock had Belinda spellbound. It was thick and dark pink, almost red. It was a hot rope of veins and it strained to get at her. She curled up into a ball between his beautiful thighs and stroked his skin. There was something familiar about him, impossibly familiar and yet, somehow, it was still the first time for both of them. She opened her mouth and let her eager lips settle around the bulging head. Belinda bathed him softly back and forth with her tongue. She hummed with pleasure as he let loose a river of his liquid and she swallowed it down, greedy for more.
Belinda looked up and felt the rush of goosebumps down her back as she caught his eyes. She was lost there, happy there. Belinda could hear him in her head even though the only sounds that came from his mouth were grunts and growls. He was an animal that had to rut, a predator in heat.
"Take me, love me, have me," the voice begged. Belinda opened her mouth wider and dripped down his shaft. She tasted his salty, manly flavor and savored it in her throat. She closed her lips around him tightly and drank him in. Belinda felt him clench and tremble under her.
Belinda kneaded his balls, back and forth in her small hands. She pushed her mouth further down and took almost all of his dick inside. Her mouth had never been so full. She breathed him inside and her beloved moaned and thrust his hips up. Edgar fucked her mouth.
Belinda heard the voice. It guided and directed as his fingers curled in her hair. "Yes, take all of me, take me inside. God, yes, Little Bell," and his hands pushed her down. The cock invaded Belinda's throat and pushed into her esophagus. She fought and tried to pull away. She choked on the intrusion and tried to claw her way back up but the hands insisted.
Even if she couldn't breathe, she didn't want to stop. She would rather drown like this, drown and die of pleasure.
He gasped and the electric tremor ran under his skin. Belinda drooled down his beefy dick. Her nose was pushed into the puddle at the base of his cock. He thrust and growled and took her roughly, like a dirty whore. She should be on her knees, dirty and pushed up against a wall. Fucked and used, the hands were tangled into her hair and the saltiness of his seed poured down her throat.
"Take me, suck me, take all of me," the voice trembled with heat and longing and need. He wasn't asking, this was a command. His belly rolled and quivered and his balls were boiling hot beads in her hands. The man inside her throat was about to burst with pleasure. That was what he wanted, to feed her every last drop of his ecstasy.
"Yes, you're mine," the voice was just a whisper, hoarse and full of need, "All of you, just mine."
The stream of his seed burst inside Belinda's throat and she drank it down. She couldn't pull away, she couldn't fight it. Her body had surrendered as the flow of his milky desire pumped and the hands insisted that he hold her down. It was far too hard and he was much too rough. His dick was sure to bruise her inside and Belinda couldn't struggle anymore for breath.
"Belinda," the voice in her head was the voice of the man and he released her just in time. Belinda coughed and wheezed as she took in air, just in time. Once her lungs were fully inflated, the hands gripped her once again. They drove her down in one vicious thrust to her esophagus once more. He exploded inside her throat and pulled her off again. Then, once more, his orgasm continued and it rushed inside. Belinda only tasted, only breathed him.
He cried out and it was a savage, almost tormented sound.
When he finished, his fingers were soft. He released her head and smoothed his hands through Belinda's black hair. His whisper was tender and trembling as he brought Belinda up his body, into his arms. "Darling, my darling," he shivered and curled himself around her, breasts to his chest, legs entangled. "What are you doing to me?"
Belinda's throat burned and her eyes stung with tears. "You hurt me," she just mouthed the words. Her lips were sore and she felt bruised and fragile.
His eyes were large and sad. Edgar pulled her even closer, she was breath of his breath. "Oh my love, I'm so sorry. I would never hurt you knowingly."
Belinda shivered as the knowledge made her cheeks burn. She was ashamed and the longing frightened her. It crashed over her body and she clung to him just in case she was lost in it, lost in him. She swallowed hard and it stung. With every breath she tasted his brine.
"Do it again," Belinda whispered as their eyes met.
***
It was a little past noon when he released her. Belinda winced as she pulled the bathrobe around her shoulders. She was sore. She felt like she'd been through a fight, some kind of physical altercation and that seemed to be accurate.
It was a fuck fight, she thought with a wry smile, they made love like animals. Belinda pressed the button on the coffee pot and reached for her cigarettes as the black brew churned and dribbled into the pot. Half the day was gone and yet it had seemed like no time at all. She was weak and shaky. Her legs and arms were rubbery and her pussy throbbed. Her lips were sore and just to hold the cigarette between them took effort. She'd never had sex like that. It felt like something she should be frightened of, like she'd been attacked. It seemed like something she'd barely survived.
Belinda exhaled smoke and poured herself a cup of coffee. Maybe it had always been like this. Maybe she just hadn't gotten laid in so long, she smirked, although that didn't seem right. No one had ever done this to her. She watched as Edgar entered the kitchen and felt the smile on her face. He cut through her billow of smoke to wrap his arms around her waist and she realized that no, this was unlike anything else.
He pushed her hair back and tucked it behind her ear. "My love," he greeted Belinda. He watched her, studied her, more like a predator than a lover.
She had been consumed. There wasn't a place on her body where he hadn't been. Belinda felt as if something of hers had been left behind in the bed. He had taken something from her. "You want some coffee?" she asked him between puffs.
He shook his head. Edgar was naked and his skin shone with sweat and lovemaking. His hair was a wild mess of black curls and his eyes twinkled, focused on her and only her. "No, I don't need anything but you, Belinda," his whisper still seemed to come from everywhere all at once.
Even with the delivery boy's body, there was something otherworldly about him. Shit, she felt the chill run down her spine as she recalled the young man with the washboard abs. The man that she had brought home to fuck. Belinda knew that she had forgotten something. Here she thought the kinkiest thing that was going to happen was that she'd be fucked by two men.
Not murder.
"Oh god," Belinda mumbled, she remembered it all, all at once. "What happened to him?" she asked and took a deep, almost painful drag. "What did we do?" The poor Viking boy, he never saw it coming, did he? Here he thought that he was going to throw a bone in a lonely housewife and bam, he'd disappeared instead.
Edgar ran his fingers through her hair and smiled. "You didn't do anything, Belinda," his lips grazed her forehead. "You're innocent, my love, not to worry."
She didn't feel innocent though. She felt like she had conspired to snuff out a bystander. Fuck, she needed a drink, maybe worse than she'd ever needed one before. Even Belinda could see how alcohol wouldn't make this situation better.
Okay, not to worry that they technically had murdered the delivery boy. There was no body, not a dead one anyway. Was it murder or had they fucked him into oblivion? Had he shapeshifted as they made love? Was he now just a puddle of cum?
Or was he now in the spirit world, trapped within the walls around them? Was he electrical vibrations that quivered and pulsed like a ghoulish heartbeat from beyond the grave? Or had he become the host that had given her lover new life?
"How is it that you're here with me?" Edgar whispered on her neck with his arms around her waist.
"You mean, here in Fells Point?" Belinda melted in his embrace. She closed her eyes and savored the feel of him, the scent of him.
"Yes, my love. Why are you here, of all places?" Edgar chuckled. "Aren't you rich and famous?"
Belinda snorted and flicked her cigarette. "Rich? Yes, I guess so but I'm not famous. Fantasia Fox is the famous one."
Edgar took her by the hand and led her to the living room. "Tell me everything I've missed," he murmured and held her hands as he guided her to the green sofa. "It's odd. I know you but I don't." He scowled and his forehead creased, "Does that make sense?"
It did somehow. Perhaps Edgar knew her from reading about her, the way she knew him. Belinda touched his face and smiled at the familiar light there. She felt as if they'd known each other all along even if that was impossible. "Fantasia Fox is my pen name, she is sort of famous. I mean, not like you though," not immortal.
He laughed, "I was never a rich man so I don't know how much notoriety matters." His gray eyes gleamed and he kissed her forehead tenderly. How was this the same man who had just savagely fucked her until she was on the verge of tears? "And how are you not married? You're so breathtakingly beautiful."
Belinda sighed and bit her lower lip.
"Are you married?" he took her hand, he looked worried.
"Oh god, no," Belinda turned to face him. "I was married but my ex-husband has just gotten his new wife pregnant," she whispered and trembled as Edgar ran his hands down to her belly.
"Good," Edgar whispered as he drew her close and laid Belinda's head on his chest. "Then I don't have to worry about sharing you."
"No, you don't have to worry," Belinda said, her mouth screwed up tightly in a bow, "I'm all yours." She swallowed hard, the tears were a hard knot in her throat, "If you want me." It had been so long, had Steven ever really wanted her? Belinda couldn't say for sure anymore.
Edgar pulled her closer and kissed her, a hundred little pecks, adoring kisses on her forehead and cheeks and even the tip of her nose. "I've only wanted you," he whispered. "Don't ask me how I know, but I know that I've always wanted you."
Belinda felt the tremor of want run down her spine. Just his voice alone, his hands, his eyes on her. It was an overwhelming combination.
"Were you madly in love with your husband?" Edgar wondered as he pushed her hair back from her face. "Was he the one?"
Madly in love with him? Enough to need her stomach pumped when he said goodbye? Belinda pursed her lips as she contemplated. Was Steven White the one? With his chiseled, good looks and his perfect handshake, his infectious grin and his dimples, his broad shoulders and his fake tan.
"No, it wasn't him," she whispered and pressed her head into Edgar's shoulder. Something about living in Steven's all white world seemed stifling now. "I did want a baby though," she remembered with a sudden grip in her chest.
"Come to me," he pulled Belinda into his lap and he pressed her head to the crook of his of his neck. "I feel certain that I can promise you this. Someday, my beloved, you will have another name and so will I. We will meet in another time and another place. Perhaps we won't even remember why we are in love, but we will be. Then, my darling," Edgar looked her in the eye, "then we will have a houseful of babies."
It seemed so simple and perhaps that was the explanation for all of it. Belinda watched his strong hands circle her flat belly and she quivered as his fingers left behind a vibration that coursed through her skin. She believed him, no matter how crazy it sounded. She could see them; children with black hair and huge, blue eyes. They had eager, little smiles and pale skin. They were beautiful children that had been made with so much love.
Edgar traced the tips of his fingers up her arm. Even after all of that, even after he had spent hours in her bed and ravished her body and soul, his touch was something that Belinda craved. "I need to know everything," he murmured. "I can't be this lost with you. There are things that you think and I don't understand," his mouth was a straight line of concern.
"Well, there has been some time, you know, since you," Belinda nodded. She didn't want to say the obvious word. Since he died. Since the man of her dreams had crossed over into this place that was neither here nor there. Everywhere and nowhere. Him and something else altogether.
"It has, I suppose." He ran his hands from her shoulders to her waist. "I need books, I need newspapers," he held on to her tightly but now he was distracted. It was the same impatience that she had felt when he had wanted to write. Edgar wanted everything all at once and Belinda knew exactly what that felt like.
"You need the internet," Belinda told him with a smile.
He broke away. His eyes were intense and he seemed to be ready to jump out of his skin. He had so much nervous energy, he crackled with it. Belinda wondered if it weren't his genius that demanded everything flow quickly.
"Come on, I'll show you," she took him to the office and turned on the Surface Pro. "Do you remember this?" She scooped her wild mess of black hair over her left shoulder. "When you were writing with me?"
He came in close, behind Belinda. His scent washed over her, the scent of warmth and sweat and sex and salt. It enveloped her just like his skin. Jesus, Belinda had an addictive personality but could she be addicted to a person?



The Surface Pro came to life and she clicked to bring up a browser window. "Anything you want to know, you just ask Google," Belinda told him with a few clicks. She handed the tablet over to him and his handsome face was illuminated by the light. Pale and pensive, it was a creased, worried face, careworn and thoughtful. It was a young man's face with an old man's burden and it made it impossible to tell how old he was. Did age even matter once time had stopped?
Belinda could tell that she might as well be a million miles away as he clicked and moved his fingers over the screen. It was truly genius at work. Her lover was farther away now than she'd ever felt him. His mind was a blur as he drank down every word.
While Edgar learned about the world outside these walls, Belinda had decided that she needed to learn more about what was happening within them.
***
The Fells Point library had first opened in 1886. It was a beautiful, old stone structure with arched windows and a trussed roof. The age of the place seemed about right for Belinda's purposes. She tossed the cigarette behind her and pushed her pink Gucci sunglasses up on her head before she went inside. She caught a glimpse of herself in the window and immediately put up her collar.
That better be the shitty light, Belinda curled her lip at the image in the glass. Hopefully, it was the midday glare on dirty glass that had created an optical illusion that left her like this. Otherwise she was almost as much of a ghoul as her lover.
The library had an Edgar Allan Poe display and Belinda smiled as she ran her fingers over the familiar titles. The spine of "Murders in the Rue Morgue" was split down the center and the cover of "The Masque of the Red Death" was cracked. The books were slowly decaying and dying even as their master, the madman who had penned the tales, had come back to life.
The library had propped up a cardboard cutout of Poe in the center of the display. Jesus, Belinda giggled, it wasn't a dead ringer but there were definitely some similarities. The wild, black hair, the crinkled forehead, even his paper familiar was careworn and concerned. He appeared to be burdened and drawn and Belinda had seen those creases on her Edgar's face. The black paper eyes were dull, they couldn't hold the fiery light that shone in the real eyes. Those gray pools that peered into her soul.
A raven was perched on the paper Edgar's shoulder. That was a hoot. Belinda imagined that the real Edgar was a tad too frightening for the bird to take to him so casually. "Is there anything I can help you with, miss?" a gray haired woman asked Belinda. Her voice was soft and she smelled like donuts and Belinda knew that she'd like her just based on the scent.
"Nice display," Belinda nodded at the books.
"Thank you," the woman smiled. "Every year, about this time, I try to make sure that I do something for him. You know, he died here."
Yeah, yeah, tell it to the man who had choked her on his dick this morning, Belinda thought with a smirk. "I heard. They say that he had his last drink at The Horse," Belinda nodded.
"That's what they say at the bar anyway," the librarian said as she put her glasses on the tip of her nose. "Are you a Poe fan?"
God, was she ever. She always had been but now, her body ached with her lust for him. "Yeah, ever since I was in middle school. He was always one of my favorite authors." Belinda wondered if that wasn't one more reason why it was all in her head. She could imagine the head shrinker from rehab as he scribbled the notes. Just in case it wasn't her imagination though, she had come to gather some information. "Do you have any books on ghosts?" Belinda wondered.
"Yes, of course, my dear," the librarian beckoned with a finger. "Right over here."
The woman's donut scent wafted up and mixed with the scent of old books. It was better than the bourbon smell that Belinda usually craved. It was strange, here she was completely sober, not a drop to drink. She wasn't even sick, no headache, not the slightest bit of withdrawal. Here Belinda's hand was steady and all the lines were solid and yet, she'd never doubted her sanity more.
"This is the paranormal section," the librarian pointed to several shelves. "Ghosts are in here but so is telekinesis, clairvoyance and demon possession. Sort of a whole soup to nuts kind of thing."
Nuts was right, Belinda thought as she nodded.
"I'll leave you to it then," the gray haired woman smiled and disappeared around the corner as silently as she'd appeared.
Belinda scrolled with her finger along spines and read titles like "Life with the Afterlife" and "Dreadful Places." She emptied the whole shelf and brought the teetering stack of books to a cubicle in the back.
She loved to be surrounded by books. Old books that smelled like time with slightly damp paper were her preference. If she could smoke in here, Belinda would never leave.
The stories were predictable, Belinda thought after she scanned through pages quickly. She wasn't even sure what she was looking for really. She read about haunted houses and shadowy figures that hovered in familiar places. Ghosts tended to linger in sad places with sad stories. There was nothing about ghosts that spoke to you through walls or wrote on mirrors. There was nothing about ghosts that took over bodies or solidified into a new person.
Nothing about ghosts that made love to you.
Belinda picked up a book titled, "The Uninvited" and flipped through the pages. A folded piece of paper fell from between somewhere inside and landed on Belinda's lap. Another fun thing about reading old library books was the chance to get a piece of someone's life that they'd tucked away. She unfolded the paper and laid it on the desktop.
"Four Degrees of Demonic Possession"
Possession doesn't happen overnight. It's a process, and it always requires an open door: playing with Ouija boards, attending or conducting séances, even going on a ghost hunt with friends. No matter how innocent one's intentions, dark spirits can take advantage of such opportunities. In his 1990 book "An Exorcist Tells His Story," Father Gabriele Amorth, chief exorcist of Rome who passed away Sept. 16 at the age of 91, identified the following stages of demonic activity:
1. Infestation. This is "haunted house" type stuff: footsteps, voices, apparitions, furniture or other objects moving without human agency, odors with no discernible source. Rather than directly affecting people, infestations affect only property, objects, or even animals.
2. Oppression. Activity steps up with physical attacks, sleep disturbances including regular nightmares, frequent and severe illnesses, major depression or anxiety, severe financial or employment problems, and relationship troubles. While these things happen in the normal course of life, all of them happening at once or in rapid succession could be a sign of demonic presence.
3. Obsession. As the name implies, at this stage the afflicted person has a hard time functioning, being constantly preoccupied with thoughts of the demonic activity commandeering his or her life, and frequently with thoughts of suicide as well. Sleep becomes nearly impossible.
All three of these stages can be addressed by a competent deliverance minister. However, the last stage is reserved for official exorcists...
4. Possession. Contrary to popular belief, possession is not demons entering a person's body and taking over his or her soul. A person's free will is never removed, only severely compromised. In possession, a person is so physically, emotionally, mentally, and spiritually broken down by going through the other three stages that demonic spirits are able to seize occasional control over that person's actions.
Telltale signs of possession include superhuman strength, speaking in a language the victim doesn't know, inordinate aversion to holy objects, knowledge of events or facts the victim could not possibly know, and according to Diocese of San Jose exorcist Gary Thomas (whose story was made famous in the book and movie "The Rite"), changes in facial features.
Telltale signs do not include 360 degree head spins."
Belinda shrieked and pushed her chair away from the tabletop and clutched her chest. No, it's not a heart attack. You're not dying, you just wish you could, her brain lectured as Belinda struggled to catch her breath. Breathe, you fucking crazy bitch, the voice, her voice, harped. Breathe while you still can. Can you?
Fuck, her body was convinced that she was dying even though her brain knew the truth. It was just a panic attack. Belinda held her arms and rocked back and forth. She waited for her lungs to kickstart once more. Just need a breath, just need a cigarette, just need to stop reading this garbage, the voice of reason blurted. Belinda rose on unstable legs and held on for support until her feet could get her to the nearest door.
"Are you okay?" the librarian asked, her glasses dangled from a chain around her neck.
She was so fucking far from okay. Okay had been eclipsed by a fire back in Beverly Hills. Okay had been wretched up when they pumped her stomach. Okay had definitely seen better days.
"I just lost track of time," she whispered and added, "I'm sorry," although she wasn't sure what for. Sorry for everything, Belinda turned around to break into a full out run to the front door.
Once she was outside, she put her sunglasses back down and fumbled in her handbag for the crumpled pack of cigarettes. Belinda's fingers shook so badly that she could barely get the white cylinder to her mouth. It took four attempts to click the flame from the lighter.
The fucking Ouija board, it was a gateway. What had he said? It was just one of many doorways to her? Belinda exhaled and watched the trail of smoke float from her mouth into the atmosphere. The veil was thinner than she knew. Was that the veil between life and death or heaven and hell?
Sanity and insanity?
Wasn't it Edgar who had said, "the boundaries that divide life from death are at best shadowy and vague. Who shall say where the one ends and where the other begins"?"
Had he known, even back then? Had he known that he'd come back or did he make it happen? Or was she just hopelessly nuts? She should be thinking about the veil between alcoholic or fun, little hobby. Or maybe just between crazy and totally fucking crazy, she thought as she puffed harder. What she needed was a drink or twenty, Belinda nodded to herself. Shit, she'd been cooped up in the house, writing a wretched romance novel. It was enough to make anyone start imagining things.
Belinda headed toward The Horse. It was the perfect time to stop in and see the gang, she smiled and finished her smoke. First, she was going to need some more smokes and she crossed the street in front of the convenience store.
"Two packs of Marlboro Lights, please," Belinda said to the young man behind the counter.
"You okay?" he asked. He made a face as he grabbed her cigarettes from the overhead shelves.
"Yeah, why?" Belinda wondered as she fished out the cash from her wallet.
"You have bruises," the boy told her and gestured to his own throat.
Oh yeah, that. Just bruises from her ghost lover who got off on choking her. No biggie. "Right?" she nodded, "don't ever roller skate around here. Big mistake," she added with a giggle.
He didn't believe her, she could tell. Belinda put the new packs in her purse and left. She lingered in front of the store window and gulped as her eyes moved over her reflection. The boy inside was right to be concerned. The bruises on her throat were purple and angry. Maybe worse than that, she was pale and drawn and the circles under her eyes were almost the same color as the bruises. She looked like a ghost, or maybe a zombie. She was abused and undead and yet every inch of her body screamed for more. Belinda drew her jacket tighter around her shoulders and fastened the top button. A nice drink would fix everything.
***
Belinda wasn't drunk. She wasn't drunk enough anyway, she thought as she dug through her purse for her house keys. Not drunk enough to come home and face the truth, she sighed. The truth that she'd imagined all of it.
After half of the bottle of Jack Daniels, Belinda had decided that's what it had been. Sure, there were the marks but Belinda had hurt herself before. She was always covered in mysterious cuts and bruises that she had no explanation for. She was always clumsy and distracted. She constantly tripped on nothing or had little accidents with knives or flammable things. She'd just escalated since rehab. Everything had escalated since rehab.
In fact, this was no big deal. She'd always been a little crazy, a little too much for most people. Belinda felt as comfortable in her insanity as she did in her yoga pants. It fit perfectly.
She opened the door and waited for the hum of the energy inside. The house was silent, completely still, which it never really had been before. Belinda placed her purse on the table in the entry and thought she wasn't drunk enough to look at herself either.
She needed a nice, hot bath.
Belinda didn't hear a peep as she moved from the door to the bathroom. What was wrong with her that she felt the bottom drop out of her chest? Abandoned even by a spirit, dumped by another bad man and her heart was too frozen to ache. Fuck, even if he was a figment of her imagination, she was fairly certain that she was going to miss him.
As she undressed, Belinda looked in the mirror and traced the marks on her bare skin. She blushed as she touched the purple handprints on her throat. There were welts on her hips, angry, violent fingerprints where she had been grabbed. There were the teeth marks on her breasts. They were all horrible and beautiful all at the same time. He'd taken her hard, it had been desperate and driven. It had been savage and strange and yet, she knew it was love. His need to mark her was his torment; as if he were worried that Belinda would disappear.
He didn't want to miss her again like she did now, as the lump in her throat made it hard to breathe.
When two crazy people fuck, Belinda thought with a sarcastic smile even though she had tears in her eyes. She turned around and watched her bottom in the glass. Marked with more handprints there, she breathed deeply as she outlined the bruises with a finger. No one had ever made love with her like that before.
Was it considered lovemaking when you looked like this?
Belinda thought as she sank into the warm, sudsy water that yes, it was making love. He was so hungry and needy, he couldn't help that it had been rough.
The bathroom door creaked. The hinges were sticky and the door swelled and warped with the damp. There he was and her whole body sang. Edgar hadn't disappeared at all and Belinda felt the rush of desire grip her body. "You're home," he murmured. His gray eyes were large and sad. He dropped to his knees beside the old, claw foot tub. "I missed you," he reached into the water and his hands were warm on her thighs.
Now he was warm and she was frozen. Her teeth chattered as he caressed her skin. "Did you?" she asked and sighed and sank deeper into the tub as she let him and the water both have their way with her. "Did you catch up?" Belinda felt as if she'd heard him, all the while, in her brain. Edgar talked out loud to himself in the other room as he took in almost two hundred years of life.
"I think so," he murmured and his hand delved down to her knee. He seemed to delight in the feeling of Belinda, everywhere was a new discovery and his eyes gleamed as he explored. "And you, my love? What did you do today?"
Besides scare myself into getting shit faced? Getting drunk was something that he would be familiar with, wasn't it? She didn't want to confess.
Belinda shrugged and ran her wet fingers up his flexed forearm. He wasn't built like a writer, that was for sure. He'd taken the blue collar muscles and that chiseled marble. He was thick and bulky, built like a hardworking man. He filled out the tee shirt and jeans that Belinda had brought home for no one, for the figment of her imagination that had left her sore and achy.
"I went to the library," she whispered as she watched his fingers slide down to her ankle. "Did you know that you have quite the fan club here?"
He laughed and it was infectious. Edgar pressed his lips to her instep and asked, "Really? It can't be like Fantasia's fan club, can it?"
"Oh Jesus, don't tell me you wasted a perfectly good day of research on that nonsense," Belinda settled back. Her legs were open, open wide to invite him inside. No matter what he'd done, no matter how he'd marked her earlier, Belinda wanted more.
"Not garbage, darling," Edgar took his time with his fingernails and ran them down each tendon. He left behind a trail of desire that inched up her body. "Love stories, and what does the world need more than that?" he asked, his breath on Belinda's calf.
"Good writing," Belinda muttered, her wet hand in his black curls.
"Surely not horror stories," Edgar slid his hands up to her knees and studied Belinda's face. "The world had enough of that," he traced a vein as he looked into her eyes. "What does my fan club think of me?"
"Well, you know, the usual," Belinda nodded. "You're so mysterious. There are all these rumors about you, you know."
"Like what?" he asked with sparkling eyes.
"Well, you could settle a bet amongst the day drinking regulars at the Horse," she said with a snort. "Did you really die in the bar?"
Edgar smiled and placed Belinda's hand on his cheek. "It's a strange conversation to be having but I guessed from my reading today that people still discuss me," he shrugged. "I wouldn't have ever dreamed to have been important enough."
"Are you kidding?" Belinda shook her head. "Your writing, the stories? They're still as eerily beautiful and desperately sad now as they were back then." She twisted a black curl around her finger. "So have you been haunting the bar all this time?"
He laughed. "I can't say definitely. Dare I confess that the last year or perhaps longer, of my life, was more insane than sane?"
He was speaking to the choir. Here she was, half in the bag, talking to a ghost. Belinda wondered just how much lithium would she need to make her a respectable member of society? And how much would put her out of her misery? "So you haven't been opening the cash register at night?" she asked with a giggle.
"No," Edgar whispered and kissed her palm. "I have been dreaming of you though."
"Dead and dreaming," Belinda whispered. A spirit and yet, trapped in the walls of the house. A spirit in a love story, it could only be a Poe tale.
"Oh, but I dreamt of you long before I was," he paused and exhaled deeply, he didn't want to say it either. "In love with you," he said instead with half a smile.
"Well, your fans definitely want to know more about that," Belinda watched as his fingers traced her legs in the water.
"About what?" Edgar asked but his eyes were drawn to her skin.
"Well, there's the whole thing about your love life," Belinda started and then bit her lower lip. That was really more her own question and always had been. Long before she had been bedded by her author crush, Belinda had wondered about the heart of the man.
"My love life?" he whispered and his voice was far away as his hands moved into the water.
"You and your cousin, Virginia?" Belinda wondered.
"Oh Sissy?" he smiled, "that was hardly my love life, darling." Edgar reached into the bubbles and set his palm on Belinda's belly. "I married her to keep her safe. She was so sweet and innocent. She had been so sheltered and I was worried for her." His voice was the sigh from a fairytale. "There weren't many good options for poor girls then," Edgar kissed her calf.



"So you didn't marry for love?" He seemed to need it so badly.
"I loved Virginia too much to see her trapped in a loveless marriage," he shrugged. "Although, I merely trapped her in another loveless marriage. She deserved better," the regret was a pulse and the longing in his voice was an echo down her spine.
Belinda touched his face and water trickled down his neck. It wet the tee shirt and she set one hand on his heart. Alive, still alive and it beat hard and steady. "So all of those poems were for other women?" she traced the place, that spot at the center of his chest where she had laid her head.
"One in particular," he reached for her in the water. "One lovely maiden," Edgar took her hand in both of his. "An ill fated match," he kissed Belinda's fingertips and his surge of electrical impulses entered her skin.
"Ill fated?" she repeated, lost in the cadence of Annabel Lee.
"A spirit, a sprite," he continued, "a black haired beauty that would come to me in my dreams," he murmured. Belinda felt the wash of goosebumps down her body. "An angel with black hair and blue eyes that were the deepest wells," his voice took Belinda away. Suddenly they were under the tree branches, cast in the shadow and sunlight. "She would meet me on the edge of a dream, only to leave me, broken-hearted as I woke."
Impossible, Belinda shook her head but it didn't matter. There wasn't enough lithium in the world to leave the edges all crisp and perfect. It was a fucking mess of half told love stories that began and ended in madness but weren't those the best kind? She swallowed hard and asked him, "Was she me?"
He nodded but his whole body trembled as did hers. "That's why I knew you," Edgar whispered and it was fierce and frightening, this voice that claimed her completely. "I felt you and knew you immediately. You brought me back to life," he held her face in his hands. His life force radiated there, something that magnetized them both. A radiant warmth that drew them closer, closer still. "My Belinda," he said her name reverently, solemnly.
Maybe that was it. Maybe the only explanation needed was that they were lovers searching for each other throughout eternity. Belinda shivered as the touch ran down her body. They couldn't fix this with pills, this was fate, Belinda thought with a little gasp as his tongue touched her lower lip.
It was a kiss that had waited for hundreds of years. It made her body shake with the long lost recognition as his mouth opened Belinda's. His tongue and his breath and the strum of his pulse and the weight of his body, it was so familiar. It was all the first time and a thousand times. It was all ancient ritual and yet it all was brand new. Her tongue sucked into his mouth and he swallowed her down. He hid her away, just for him, to keep forever.
"Edgar," she whispered his name. It was a magical word, a word full of feeling. The syllables traced onto her body, like a finger of fire that left behind his eternal mark on her skin. "Edgar, my love," Belinda surrendered to his mouth and his hands and the water. She'd been here before, she'd been here forever.
"It was always you," he whispered and tasted her forehead and cheeks and chin with a flurry of soft kisses. "Can you blame me for my madness when you first came?" His hands folded her skin and kneaded her, closer, even closer.
No, she couldn't, Belinda stared into the gray eyes and recognized him from all the shadowy places that she'd never gone to check before. They always waited for her, in the corners, just beyond the edge of the light. They were always a split second after she had turned her head. His presence was familiar, she'd just never allowed it until now. And now, she was afraid to admit she was addicted. "And now?" Belinda asked him, her nipples were aching stones that had risen from the bubbly water. Her skin sought him out.
"Now? I can't have enough of you," Edgar said with longing. He was hoarse and hungry and his teeth nipped her mouth, bit both lips separately and then together. He needed to feed and Belinda wanted to be his sustenance.
"Take me to bed," Belinda begged, her wet hands seized him. The bath water dripped down his face as she opened her mouth and lost herself in his kiss. She breathed him in and felt him fill and then empty her lungs with the air that he gave her. He gave her life, Belinda sighed as she felt Edgar swallow her air into himself. She was ready to lose herself in the breath of him and the touch.
"Anything my love wants," he assured her as he brought her to her feet in the tub. The warm water spilled down her body and back into the tub. The rivulets flowed along her skin and reached into every hidden crease and secret fold. Just like Edgar, Belinda thought with a shiver, the water knew everything about her. It was the familiar rhythm of the waves. It was an old poem that had been told to her in the dark. It was words that had been whispered down her spine long ago.
He wrapped her in the gray towel and led her to the rug. Edgar dried her and pushed her black hair away from her face as he studied her eyes. "I did learn a few things today," he added with a wicked gleam in his eye. "Some things that I believe that my Little Bell will enjoy," his whisper was hot on her neck.
She was lost, there was no denying it, no fighting it. Belinda knew that it had all been waiting for her. There was no escape and nothing to run to even if she did. "Show me," Belinda nodded and felt the terrible ache there in the gray, haunted eyes.
***
Edgar's hands gripped her wrists as he led her to the bedroom. He brought her to the bed and Belinda felt the breath tremble in his body as he brought her to him. "Finally, the black haired wraith is mine," his voice was tormented as he whispered into Belinda's neck, "Mine and mine alone." His fingers gripped her like cuffs and Belinda couldn't pull away if she wanted to.
"My captive," he murmured and pushed her to the bed. He overpowered her easily. Even if she hadn't been tipsy, she was no match for him. Like this, with his lips on her wrist, he tasted her veins and lapped at her flesh. Belinda didn't want to fight. She wanted to surrender to all of it.
The rope was black and smooth and he was quick about securing her firmly with the knots that he already had prepared for Belinda. Before she realized what this was, Edgar had tied her right wrist and the black rope was fastened to the bed frame somewhere.
Belinda tried to yank her hand back. She just needed to feel some slack, just in case she needed to get away, just in case the insanity of this became too frightening. She couldn't get out. The rope was tight and fixed her in place and the panic set in. She bit her bottom lip, suddenly nervous, the back of her neck, still wet from the bath, was too warm and her stomach flipped.
She wouldn't admit that though. She whispered, "oh, kinky," as Edgar reached over her body. His forearm brushed her throbbing nipples and Belinda watched as they responded in kind. Frantic, desperate, her soft skin wrinkled and molded into points that pulsed for his tongue and his torture.
Edgar was quick about fastening her other wrist. The look in his eyes was dark and devious as he deftly tied her with the two, solid knots. Belinda shuddered and asked, "Is this what you learned today?" Here there was years and years of history and social commentary and Edgar had learned some kinky rope work.
"My love," he paused, his fingers lingered along her inner arms. He followed veins and traced the past wounds that he'd branded her with. "Tying you to the bed isn't what I learned," he said with a fiendish laugh and Belinda didn't know whether to join in or try to pull her arms free.
"Then what?" she asked and shivered in anticipation.
Edgar smiled. "You'll see soon enough." His hands were strong and he ran them both down her nakedness and paused just for a moment at her mound. He sighed with longing and then moved down, past her hip, along her thigh. When Edgar's fingers stopped at her knee, Belinda pulled her leg back.
"What are you going to do to me?" Belinda asked, her lips were sore and she twisted her wrists in the rope cuffs.
"Making you love me," Edgar groaned and pressed his forehead to Belinda's calf. "Keeping you," Edgar reached forward and there was more black rope. Another length of the cord was tied quickly and efficiently and Belinda bucked her hips and tried to pull her way to freedom.
It was pointless but Edgar smiled as he watched her struggle. "You have me, right, Edgar?" Belinda couldn't keep the nervous lilt out of her voice. "You don't need to hurt me." She sounded scared out of her mind and suddenly she was.
"Maybe I do," he whispered and moved to her left knee.
"No, come on," Belinda tried to twist her leg out of his reach. "Let me go, Edgar, please," she hated to beg but it couldn't be helped.
As he secured her other knee, the dark haired demon murmured, "Never."
Fuck, she was tied down and there was absolutely no wiggle room. Belinda felt the sting of the rope bite into her wrists and knees as she fought to release herself. Tied like this, not only was there no escape, she was open to him. It was impossible to close her legs, impossible to push him away. Belinda was already terrified of what might happen if she couldn't stop him.
Insatiable.
He was so hungry, so ferocious. Belinda watched as he rose to his feet and regarded her helplessness with shimmering eyes. "My angel, I finally have you exactly as I always wanted," he said in a husky voice. He reached for the hem of the black tee shirt and pulled it up and bared his abs. Edgar pulled the shirt up to his neck and then over his head. He stood before her and let the fear and the want seep into her bones.
God, he was strong, Belinda scanned his chest. Christ, he was even more muscular than the delivery boy had been. What the fuck was he doing? He didn't eat, he didn't sleep, he just fucked her like a wild animal and damn, it did a body good. He was lean and chiseled and his shoulders flexed as he stared.
The other lousy thing about being tied with her legs open was that he could see the obvious effect he was having on her body. Belinda trembled in her ropes and wished she could hide herself. Her clitoris felt huge and hard, it pulsed between her legs and demanded his attention. Her nipples throbbed and reached up for him. She couldn't hide her desire from his eyes and she'd never felt so naked, so exposed
He leered at her, there was no other word for it. Edgar moved his hand to his crotch and grabbed himself through the front of the jeans as he beheld his handiwork. "You are so beautiful," he whispered and continued to touch himself. "Pink like a rose in bloom," he made her pussy sound poetic and maybe like this, it actually was. "Ripe and ready to be loved," he continued. A moan escaped and Belinda felt the draw between her thighs. Part of her wanted to close her legs and keep him out. Part of her wanted to wrap her hands around his body and pull him into her. She was powerless to do either and she whinnied in frustration.
Edgar unbuttoned his jeans and Belinda couldn't take her eyes off the bulge to the left of his zipper. His cock was right there, gloriously hard. She could reach out and stroke him, slowly. Given her hands, she could seduce him. Make him crawl out of his skin and beg and shake and open his parched, hungry mouth. Belinda shook the black rope and tried to pull herself free.
"You can't escape this time," Edgar was solemn as he unzipped and pulled his Levi's down. His dick was fully hard, perfectly erect. The head bulged and it overflowed with want. He was full and ready for her. He dripped a steady stream of precum for her. The jeans came down and he showed her his pelvis. He revealed his dark pink sack, his balls were huge and high and seemed ready to burst already. There the black trail of hair widened and this was even thicker hair and it was scented of sex. She could smell his ache like she could hear his heartbeat in the walls. "I'm going to keep you, my Little Bell. Keep you just like this," he said it and Belinda knew that it was a promise as the jeans fell to the floor. "Keep you forever. For all the times I lost you."
That was heartbreak. Belinda pushed her breasts up at the same time as she pulled her bottom back. Even her body was torn between desire and fear, reason and insanity. "Did I leave you? Why would I ever leave you?" Belinda wanted nothing more than to run her fingers through his curls and get lost in those eyes and that mouth and that breath. She wanted to promise him forever as he filled her completely.
"You tormented me," Edgar set his teeth and crouched over her. His body was hot and now Belinda was cold and covered in goosebumps. He held her face between his hands and pressed his forehead to Belinda's. "You haunted me," his eyes were wet and his voice was gravely.
That explained so much if she could believe it. She had always been drawn to his stories, especially to his poems. Like she had been drawn to the house, to the past. She could have been buried and come undone. She was lost treasure, found once more, like the Ouija board. Like her passion.
But fuck, it was crazy.
"How did we know each other?" Belinda asked and then whimpered as his hot, raspy breath enveloped her nipples and brought a new, potent throb of heat rushing down her body.
Edgar answered with his tongue. He painted a picture with the forcible rush of breath on sensitive flesh. It was a kiss that was hard, almost cruel. He pushed his tongue inside her mouth and sealed his lips around hers. He pushed his breath inside and then drew Belinda's out. One breath, in, out, deeper, together, apart, Belinda felt the tempo of their breath in the tides. It was something that had been the rhythm underneath everything.
There she was. A whisper on the wind, just the trail of her black hair whipped in the wind and she was gone. She'd left him behind, on his knees. Broken. Crushed like the ghost was crushing the life out of her right now.
When he released her, Belinda rushed up from the sheet and gasped for air. She shivered in the ropes and strained to get loose. She wasn't even sure if she wanted more or if she really wanted to run away. Far away. Not even the bar or another bottle of booze would be far enough. After all, he'd followed her from the underworld.
Edgar shook his head as if he didn't need to tell her that he was in her mind as surely as he'd marked her body. "How I've dreamed of this," he murmured and kissed her collar bone. His dick lunged and spat on her and Belinda whimpered. She wanted to hold her tongue out and beg him to feed her. She could taste his orgasm down in her throat all day and it had made her feel dirty and used and all the while wet for more.
Edgar sank to her. His mouth was a frenzy of kisses, his tongue traced the line around one breast and then the other. He lapped down the center of her belly. He found the soft valley under hip bones and the indentation of her elbow. Every taste, every lick made her shake. Belinda pushed her hips up lustily. She couldn't help it, the ache for him was concentrated right there, right at her core.
She'd never been seduced, not truly. She'd never been lusted after like this. Never had a man seen fit to tie her down and torture her with love. Belinda purred as Edgar reached the crease at her inner thigh. The place where leg ended and her slippery wetness began.
"My Belinda," Edgar whispered there and watched as the tremor ran down her open legs. "My love," he ran the tip of his tongue between her petals and Belinda cried out for more. "I've waited so long to have you," he looked up at her and his gray eyes held her in their gaze.
With one hand, he reached for her throat and held his thumb and forefinger tight under her jaw. His fingers found the softest places and squeezed down. "Edgar," Belinda mouthed, trying with all of her might to push him off.
He kept his hand steady and his eyes on her as his wicked tongue flicked softly over her clitoris. The electric sensation entered and sent a ripple of pleasure that cascaded down her inner thighs. The hand on her throat seemed to be something far away. Her breath was gone but the ecstasy between her legs just spiraled.
His kiss there, there between her splayed, sensitive lips, it was the kiss of a lover, the sweet embrace of a love story. It was the prince who woke the sleeping maiden in the woods with his mouth full of adoration. The kiss was soft and secret, wet and slippery. It was sweet worship and Belinda melted under the satin touch of him. She trembled in ecstasy with every lap.
His hand on her throat was a punishment. It was the suffocating grip of a killer, a rapist, a madman. His eyes were crazed and his fingers were strong and Belinda was lost somewhere, somewhere where breath was gone and the colors were faded.
The pleasure pulsed there between her legs and the electric crackle was all she heard. Her body twitched as she surrendered. Somewhere, she suddenly realized why they call it the little death. Orgasm, transference, she was about to fade away into the oblivion of him and his mouth.
He released her neck and suddenly the air came back with a gasp and a sputter. Belinda coughed and shook her hands in the rope. It was danger; danger and darkness all at once and her body wanted nothing more than to run. Get away. Hide.
Send him back to hell.
Edgar smiled and showed her his milky face smeared with cum. He blew her a kiss before he sank back down to her altar to worship her once more.
Belinda arched her back and shivered as he melded his lips around her bud. He sucked her inside and the ecstasy was a tremor that ran through her. "God, yes please," she begged as her inner thighs quivered. She panted and listened to her pulse drum in her ears. It was too fast. It was too much for her poor body to take and yet, she wouldn't stop him even if she could. She wanted both, to die and to die with pleasure.
Another tremor and then the hand went back up to her throat. He gripped her, the death grip of a predator. His fingers were like teeth and Belinda imagined her lifeblood flowing into him.
Then the orgasm peaked once more. There was no sound, just light. It was just light and his sweet mouth that adored and drank her down in gulps. She was spilled water in the desert. She was an oasis and Edgar was desperately thirsty, intent on emptying her. Drinking her down. And he would leave her dry as a bone.
Her breath was gone and Belinda closed her eyes, fading, faded. It was a blanket of sensation and soon she was only warm. Wrapped in the arms of death, there was no fighting anymore and why bother? Belinda had been here before, she slipped back into the place with no hesitation.
In and out, there had been light that drew her in and somewhere, far away, had been the steady beep of the machine that had pronounced her dead. "Belinda! Belinda, can you hear me?" There had been voices just like this and now, here it was once more. A deeper voice and this one just in her ear.
A lover.
"Belinda," he had released her throat and she was back. She sputtered and coughed and gasped as air rushed inside. Tears streamed down her face and Edgar grabbed her with both hands. He held her face and kissed her desperately. "Darling, my darling," he called to her between kisses. He anointed her forehead and cheeks and the tip of her nose with kisses. "Where were you?"
"Let me go," Belinda whispered, hoarse and her throat burned. "Please, let me go," she cried.
He busied himself with the knots and once he had untied her legs, Belinda pressed her thighs together. The waves were still there, the pulses wracked her hips and the fingers of want caressed her crevices.
Edgar reached over her head and untied her wrists slowly. "Did I frighten you, my love?" he asked. His eyes were tender now, tender and sweet and full of a forlorn love that had shattered him and maybe her as well.



When Belinda was free, she grabbed her wrists and turned them. She touched the marks that her bonds had left behind. It hurt to speak and her heart still galloped in her chest, fight or flight. It was a panic attack but this time, her body had interpreted it correctly.
Something, or someone was trying to kill her.
"Come here," he murmured once she had been set free and there it was. The choice, run or surrender. Belinda felt the current that hummed under her skin. Pleasure and pain, she should save herself. "Please," he added in a hoarse voice that sounded almost as if the life had been choked out of him as well.
Instead of turning tail, instead of barricading herself in the bathroom, instead of running to the bar, out of sight, out of reach, Belinda curled up in his arms. She didn't want to save herself anymore. Belinda's legs quickly entwined with his. Her hair spilled down his chest and shoulders and she hid her face in the crook of his arm. Her hand found the indentation on his beautiful chest and rested right there, on his heart. The heart that didn't belong to him strummed away in perfect rhythm. His stolen body was even more handsome than it had been on the original owner.
"Woman," he called her and held her small hand to his chest. They were joined. They were a part of the other, inextricably woven together. Belinda wondered how many layers and lives had been shared between the two. "I'm wet with your orgasms," he rolled Belinda to him and face to face, she saw the sheen of her cum on his cheeks and chin.
"I thought I was dying."
"But then we'd be together, my love."
Jesus Christ, he really was trying to kill her, wasn't he? She reached her arms up around his neck and stared into those eyes. Those eyes that shone with love and adoration, the depths there reflected the light of the tunnel that she'd drifted off to. Till death do we part and maybe not even then, Belinda thought. She should squeeze his throat until there was nothing left, just those gray eyes, frightened of her finally.
"Would we?" she whispered and pressed kisses to his face. Run, the red capital letters typed across the screen in her mind. Get out. But instead she melted into his mouth and hummed as his tongue painted her upper lip and then her lower and his teeth nibbled both.
Edgar pushed her hair from her face. "Yes. I think so. All I know is that I was waiting for you there."
There. In the house. In the walls. He was a palpable vibration from the moment that she entered his dwelling. Waiting for her, had Edgar reached out to say hello? Had it been him prompting and prodding that made her hand sign the lease? Or was it all just because Belinda hadn't been responsible with her meds?
"It's not your imagination, darling girl," he heard her and Belinda bit her bottom lip hard. Dammit, she kept forgetting that they had no secrets. Or at least she didn't.
Edgar was still a mystery. His mind anyway, not his body. Not his erection, that was big and it throbbed. It lay against Belinda's thigh, it was solid and hot and she could feel the vein that ran the length of it. It was hot and full of blood. She reached out to touch him and moaned as her fingers found him. His skin was satin and his dick was iron. It nestled in her hand and dripped its sweet fluid on her skin.
"This isn't my imagination," she told him with a chuckle, "even my fantasies couldn't be this good."
"Let me give you everything you fantasized," Edgar kept his eyes on hers and that look was a promise. Something smoldered there and told her that the ropes were just the beginning of his desire to possess her. "I want you to ache for me like I do for you," there was a tremor in his voice and she could feel it in his skin.
"I do," she whispered as he moved to hover over her. "I do," she said again, like a vow as he touched the burning tip of his pulsing cock to her lower lips. "God help me, I do," Belinda meant forever as he opened her fully and thrust powerfully inside.
She was so wet that she took all of his cock, all the way down to his balls, in one violent thrust. It was perfect and she wrapped her calves around his ass as she curled her fingers in his hair. Her whole body hurt from him and yet, she needed more.
"Make me yours," Belinda groaned and tightened around his shaft. She gasped as the pleasure of him pulsated inside. "Make me yours, Edgar."
This time, she was rough. Belinda pulled his hair while she pushed her hips up. She drove into his pelvis to fuck him back. It was almost vicious. He yelped when she twisted his hair. The sounds that came from her were deep and she had become nothing but an animal. "Fuck me," she growled at him and locked him inside with her legs.
The bed groaned as he pushed harder and deeper. The slap of their sticky bodies kept the same tempo as their wild hearts. Belinda kept one hand in his hair and yanked Edgar's head back. She bared his tender, white throat. With the other hand, she dug her nails into his cheek and her lover growled and showed her his fangs.
Edgar fucked her faster. He pounded Belinda into the mattress and their bodies melted together. She purred with pleasure as her pussy gushed more of her hot, milky juices. Her need was a puddle below them and Belinda whispered, "Fuck me like a whore. Make Little Bell your whore."
She sank her teeth into his neck, right where the unearthly, unnatural pulse drummed. The life beating a little harder there as Belinda began to bite down. Was this just passion? Would she leave him with a hickey or would she rip his throat out and watch him bleed out all of her blood?
Belinda wasn't sure and at the moment, she didn't care because she felt the orgasm tremble right there, right at the deepest part of her. Fuck, he was deeper inside her than anyone before. Didn't that make her a virgin all over again?
She released Edgar's neck when she screamed. Again and again, she cried out as her body shivered around him and her pussy gripped him at her depths. He churned in and out until her ghost lover let out a bellow that could only be a struggle to live.
The little death bobbed up and down, back and forth. They were both caught in the current of pleasure and oblivion. Edgar trembled from head to toe as he called for her, as if lost in the shadow world once more. "Belinda," it was a cry from the depths.
Edgar came with a howl. He reared back once more as he exploded into her depths. She felt each spurt, each torrent, each hot little stream of her love's essence as it flooded inside. He filled her completely, her pleasure, his pleasure, their pleasure. He continued to rock back and forth inside and fucked Belinda full of his cum until he was spent.
***
Belinda sat up in a panic when the doorbell woke her. Fuck, where was she? What was happening? She put her hand down and felt the velvet material of her sofa. Her lovely green sofa was the perfect size, the perfect softness, the perfect fabric for long, glorious naps. Or passing out after another afternoon drinking session.
The doorbell rang again and she thought fuck whoever it was. Belinda's attorney paid all the bills and she hadn't been here in Fells Point long enough to make any friends. That eliminated the only two necessary reasons to answer the door.
"Belinda, come on, open up. I see your shadow."
Fuck! What the hell was Shelly Tolliver, her Hollywood agent, doing here, at Belinda's haunted house? "Shelly, is that you?" Belinda called out.
"Yes, of course it's me. Who else loves you enough to come to this dump to see you?"
Her house was not a dump, it was magnificent. It was her first real home in at least a decade. It just came with its own quirks and an interesting personality.
Speaking of which, how was she going to introduce Edgar to her agent? And where was he? Why wasn't she naked in his arms?
"Belinda, I'm serious. I'm worried about you. Open up."
Belinda hugged her legs close to her chest and pressed her cheek against her knees. Yeah, she was beginning to worry about herself too. She'd passed out and it wasn't even dinner time. Shit, she didn't even remember drinking. All she could remember was his eyes. Those eyes that shone with love or murder, depending on moment to moment. Either Edgar adored her or he was trying to choke the life out of her.
"Belinda, I'm going to call the police if you don't open up, hon."
Choked her, that was right. Belinda cleared her throat, it was tender and her voice was thick and froggy. "Hold on Shelly," she told the woman. Yeah, sure, she'd let Shelly inside but only after she figured out if she had just had the greatest fuck of her life or if she was completely mental. Bat shit.
Belinda stumbled as she found her footing and reached out for the handrail to steady herself. It was just one flight of stairs but it seemed to last forever as she climbed and climbed. Finally, she reached her bedroom door and whipped it open.
Nothing. Nothing and no one was waiting for her. The ceiling fan galloped at a steady clip and the curtain blew with the late afternoon breeze. Her bed was even made with hospital corners. The comforter was folded over and the blue sheet underneath was neatly creased.
Not even a head print on the pillow. Belinda felt the tears rise in her throat. She wasn't even sure if she wanted to cry because she was clearly so fucked up or because she was going to miss him so badly.
"Belinda? Yoo hoo," she heard Shelly call out.
Fucking yoo hoo. She was just coming to check on Fantasia, her cash cow. If it was just Belinda, she'd be allowed the dignity of being left alone to her own crazy devices. Fantasia Fox was going to fuck up Belinda's life until one of them was dead, that much Belinda was sure of.
A quick look in the bathroom mirror and Belinda shook her head. This was disheartening. Her face was pale and puffy and she had purple circles under her eyes. What else was new? Her hair was a matted, tangled mess, whatever. But what about the broken capillaries on her face? The ones that must have popped up in her struggle to breathe. And shit, Belinda tugged at the neckline of her tee shirt, if it was all her imagination, why did she have purple handprints there?
Why did her whole body ache like she'd been assaulted?
"Belinda, seriously, I have my phone out. The police will do a wellness check," her agent's voice had gotten shrill and demanding. Belinda nodded to her ghoulish reflection, deal with you later.
"Coming, coming, Jesus Christ," Belinda yelled as she came downstairs. She reached the front door and hesitated with her hand on the knob. She should really put on a scarf, a turtleneck, something to cover up the marks. But she wasn't going to be able to hide all of the evidence that she was falling apart.
She threw open her front door and said, "ta da."
"Christ, Belinda, what took you so long?" Shelly asked. Her mouth was a thin, straight line and her lipstick had seeped into the cracks around her mouth. Even with all the fillers Shelly had pumped into her lips, it was all disintegrating. Her agent looked around suspiciously as she entered Belinda's house. Her agent must have instantly felt that she wasn't wanted. "Are you okay?" Shelly asked as she scanned Belinda up and down.
Belinda shrugged, she didn't really have a ready lie that worked. "I was taking a nap," she waved Shelly inside. "Definitely not ready for company," Belinda headed back into the living room and picked up a cigarette and lit it. "Thanks for announcing everything to the whole neighborhood though," Belinda said with a sarcastic grin. "I'm sure they had no idea that I'm a fuck up until now," she collapsed onto her green sofa and took a drag.
"Well I'm sorry about that but when you don't return phone calls and emails, I don't know what you expect." Shelly remained standing in the foyer and kept her arms crossed firmly across her chest, refusing to accept Belinda's excuses.
"It's just been a couple of days," Belinda said as a cloud of smoke trailed around her.
"What are you talking about?" Shelly scowled. "It's been three weeks. Tomorrow is the first of October."
Belinda pushed her hair back, out of her face. "Really?" Had she lost track of time that badly? What had she been doing for days and days at a time? Drunk again? Fighting for her life? No wonder she felt soul weary.
"Yeah, it's been a while. Belinda, I wouldn't just show up out of the blue for no reason. I'm used to writers having," she paused and looked Belinda over. Mental breakdowns? Substance abuse problems? Shelly fidgeted with the buttons on her jacket. "Creative temperaments." she whispered, "Is it freezing in here or is it just me?"
No, it was just the murderous spirit that lived in the walls. His heartbeat, his energy, his sadness that had seeped into every inch of the house and now, it had invaded Belinda herself. "No it's always kind of cold," she admitted out loud.
"Let's go get some dinner," Shelly held her hand out, her crimson talons waved at Belinda. "Some food will do you good."
She meant instead of bourbon and pills and god knew what else Belinda was over here doing where she had lost weeks at a time.
Belinda didn't want to leave but she felt fairly certain that, with that look on Shelly's face, her agent wasn't going to take no for an answer. "Okay, sounds good," she grabbed her black leather backpack and bent over to slip on her sandals. "Shit," Belinda muttered as she winced, the pain shot down both legs and almost knocked the wind out of her.
Shelly asked, "You okay?"
Belinda's ass burned and the pain took her breath away. Worse, she had no idea what she had done or what could have caused it. Everything was a complete blank.
"Sure," Belinda lied and walked Shelly to the door.
"So this place is adorable," her agent said with a smile as they began to meander down the brick sidewalk. "Very period," she put her glasses on and stared at the sign for Belinda's favorite bar. "How about this place? The Horse You Came In On," she read out loud.
Belinda made a face and put up her hand, like she was about to tell a secret. "Lousy food," she lied. The Horse actually had great food. Now her stomach was growling and she could totally go for a bacon cheeseburger and fries. If they went inside The Horse, someone was sure to spill the beans about how much time Belinda spent bellied up to the bar.
As they continued up the street, Shelly grabbed her elbow and leaned in, like it was a secret. "By the way, I'm no editor but the new book? It's freaking fabulous. Your best work by far. So all the angst and the rehab is definitely doing wonders for your writing."
Her new book?
"I sent you a copy of my new book?" Belinda felt as if the hands were around her throat again. Choking the life out of her. Dammit, it was one thing to write Fantasia's romance novels but quite another when a dead person wrote them. Put a whole new spin on ghostwritten, Belinda smirked to herself. But really? Her best writing? Fuck, that really hurt.
"Yes, you said it was a rough draft," Shelly rubbed Belinda's forearm. Her agent's jewelry slinked along her raw skin. "But I have to tell you that I thought it was perfect. Just like that."
"Really?" Belinda felt the sensation under her skin, literally crawling out of her skin. It felt like withdrawals, it felt like she was going to be sick. Was it just that she wasn't drunk enough to deal or was it the absence of the oppressive presence?
"Yeah, it's great." Shelly guided her like Belinda didn't have her sea legs yet and she wondered if she actually needed help to walk. She'd lost so much time. Where had she been? "I've got something to tell you," her agent sounded excited and steered Belinda toward an open door. "This place looks good."
The Thames Street Oyster House did look good. The door was open and the scent was heavenly and besides, Belinda was in no position to refuse. Crazy people didn't get to be picky. "Sure," she nodded and let Shelly lead her by the hand to an outdoor table. Belinda felt like she was outside of her body, watching it all, like a ghost. Click, puff, drag, clink, sip, she had a Coke and a cigarette and a menu. Shelly had insisted on the Coke and Belinda guessed part of that was due to the worried look her agent gave her right now.
"Belinda, you know that I care about you, right?" Shelly peered at her over her glasses. Shelly normally never wore glasses, not when anyone worth impressing was around. Shelly was as plastic and Hollywood as anyone could be and still be alive. She had peroxide, blonde hair. Her skin was Botoxed and tanned and made up so that it had a plastic, Barbie doll sheen. Shelly had fake tits and a fake ass and fake nails and fake teeth. She still insisted that it was all good diet and yoga and definitely not drugs. It was partially due to all the fillers in Shelly's face but it was difficult to know how Shelly really felt about anything. Belinda nodded yes anyway.
"So you'll take this the right way when I tell you that you look like shit."
Belinda snorted and smoke trailed from her nostrils like a dragon.
The waitress brought bread and plates and Shelly ordered for Belinda like she was a child. "What happened to you, honey?" Shelly grabbed Belinda's arm and rolled it over. Outside, in the near twilight, the golden light enhanced the marks on her skin. Her wrist was swollen and the deep crimson and purple slashes and welts on her skin were disturbing. "Were you raped, honey?" Shelly whispered the word raped, offensive just to say the word. "Because something definitely happened."
If it looked like rape and it felt like rape, did that make it rape? Somewhere in the back of Belinda's mind, in another room that might as well be another dimension, she could almost hear herself beg for it. "Fuck me," she had begged him in that raspy, burning throat voice that sounded as if she were possessed of an evil spirit.
"Please, fuck me." It was gone. It was just an echo of Belinda's imagination, like the sound of heavy feet on stairs as the Boogie Man comes to visit your room at night.
"I wish," Belinda drew her arm back, out of sight and placed her hand in her lap, under the table. "Where does a girl have to go around here to get date raped?" she asked with a cackle.
"I'm being serious," Shelly chided her. The woman must be worried, she had grabbed a dinner roll and began to butter it.
"Seriously, I fell," Belinda lied and played with her straw instead of the second cigarette that she wanted. "I'm stupid and clumsy and I wasn't watching where I was going."
"And drinking too much," Shelly added before taking a big, buttery bite.
Belinda exhaled fully, yes, yes and drinking too much. Was that going to be what everyone remembered? She really needed to write something memorable as Belinda before she died because otherwise it was just going to be stories about her setting fires and falling down.
"I just don't want you to fall apart on me before we meet with the HBO people."
Shelly waded into the real reason that she had come knocking on Belinda's door. The HBO people; that sounded like television and residuals and red carpet events, all the things that made Belinda's skin crawl. This bullshit was Fantasia's domain and Belinda wondered why the bitch wouldn't just die already. As her agent chirped about her plan for world domination, Belinda looked to her left. There, across the street, on a bench, wasn't that Edgar?
Was he watching her intently with those gray, predatory eyes? It didn't make sense but it seemed that he was studying her every move. He could smell her from there. Edgar could smell her cigarette and bourbon scent. He could pinpoint the last traces of her vanilla bubble bath and her sweat. She was sure that the predator could smell the smell of her orgasm, his and hers mingled as they trickled down her thighs and soaked her blue jeans.



"So what do you think?" Shelly asked with a smile.
"I think that's the first carbohydrate I've ever seen you eat," Belinda said with a laugh, "so it must be serious."
Shelly sighed and reached for Belinda's hand. "I'm serious, Belinda. I know you're tired of writing the romance novels but the money is too good to say no."
Belinda twisted her mouth up. Whatever Shelly wanted to sign her up for was just more torture. When was enough money enough? Belinda couldn't outlive what she had now, especially not the way things were going. "I think we can talk about it," Belinda murmured and pulled her hair back over her shoulder. What difference did it make when the whole world would shift into madness once she returned home.
Shelly had accomplished her mission and visibly relaxed. Her agent picked at her food as she caught Belinda up with all of the gossip that she might have missed with all of the people that Belinda didn't care about. Finally, after the waitress left the check on the plastic tray, Shelly poked at the elephant in the room. "And then there's Steven."
Belinda saw the cigarette pack in her backpack as she reached for her wallet. Dammit, why did they have to do this? Steven and Trish and baby made three. Were people going to keep talking about her ex next month? Next year? When the baby had a brother or sister? Weren't they supposed to tread carefully around Belinda's suicidal tendencies?
"I heard," she whispered as she threw her American Express card on the tray.
"I'm sorry," Shelly said as she checked her reflection. Her agent reapplied a slicker of neon pink lip gloss in the center of her bottom lip. "If it helps, everyone hates her."
Trish wasn't the problem though, Belinda thought as she signed the credit card slip. Trish probably thought she was in love with Steve. She probably believed everything he said, just like Belinda had before her and the first ex-wife had before Belinda. "I don't really want to talk about it," Belinda muttered as she grabbed her backpack. "Come on, I have to smoke."
They walked slowly up the cobblestone sidewalk and Shelly continued her narrative on how fabulous Fantasia's life was going. Always fabulous, always flawless, Belinda's doppelgänger was having the time of her life and thanks to Edgar, was about to publish the best book of her career so far. Fuck, why couldn't Fantasia just slit her wrists? Walk in front of a bus?
Eat a bad chicken sandwich?
There was a fluorescent sign that flickered, "PSYCHIC", in hot pink, all caps and Belinda tugged on Shelly's sleeve. "Come on, let's go talk to her."
"Sure, why not?" Shelly giggled.
The buzzer announced their presence and before Belinda could make a crack about how a real psychic wouldn't need an alarm system, a young red haired woman came through the beaded curtain and nodded at them. "Good evening, ladies," she nodded, unsmiling, unimpressed, "You're here for a reading." She wasn't asking, she knew. Belinda couldn't explain why but she knew she needed one.
"She wants one," Shelly pulled Belinda by the arm to the counter. "I have a tarot girl in LA," the agent excused herself. A tarot girl, a head shrinker, a life coach, a dog analyst, Shelly had a hundred people in her life to tell her how great she was. No wonder she seemed so together.
They all did. All the Hollywood people were in touch and completely out of touch. Perfectly imperfect. Belinda had hired an assistant and a stylist and a yogi and a coach when she lived there, all to no avail. She'd never fit in their perfect world. She belonged here in Fells Point, where drunks fell down and died in the street. These were her kind of people. Dysfunctional.
So why did she still feel so shitty? Belinda put her hand out, "Yeah, I do. I want a reading." Whatever that was. If it was Belinda's future, it would be short, wouldn't it?
The redhead gestured and kept a wary eye on Belinda as she stepped inside. Belinda felt a chill run down her spine as she stepped behind the beaded curtain. The redhead led her down a dark corridor that smelled musty. She led Belinda around a corner and they paused outside a rickety, old wooden door. There were strange symbols written in chalk on the door and Belinda reached out to touch the pentagram in the center.
"Don't touch," the redhead barked at her and her voice alone was like a punch to the gut. "You carry something with you."
Belinda felt the echo of the woman's voice. It called from here but it strummed in the walls around her as well, like a harp's chord, plucked and reverberated. Before she could ask the woman what she meant, the redhead opened the wooden door. The hinges squeaked and announced her presence.
The voice that came from inside was old. It was as old and as rusted as the hinges. It was old and damp and fragile and the scent in this room was of earth and the metallic traces of buried treasures. Perhaps whoever was inside had sent Belinda the Ouija board. The voice croaked, "I have been waiting for you. I knew you would come."
Well of course she did, Belinda thought with a wiseacre grin, she had the security system. "You just think you have all the answers, don't you?" The gray haired woman at the table asked in her rusty gate voice. "Sit down," she whispered and pointed with a thick, twisted arthritic finger to the chair opposite hers.
It wasn't a request and Belinda felt the power that emanated from the bent, wiry woman. People didn't refuse her, Belinda thought as she took her seat silently and drew her legs close into her. She suddenly felt as if she needed protection from whatever vibrated in the air around them.
The redhead was in the background and she kept one eye on Belinda at all times. The gray haired woman put both gnarled hands on the table and murmured, "Give me your hands, girl."
Belinda felt as the air left and she fought to take a full breath. Come on, panic attack, sure, because it's just one more thing. One more hallucination, one more little blurb that the lithium is sure to smooth over. Belinda reached out and clasped the old woman's papery skin between her fingers.
"He was there, waiting for you," the gray haired woman said and her smile showed gaps where her jack-o-lantern smile opened up. "You know each other," she nodded.
Belinda watched the air in front of them. It was a circling, swirling bit of light that opened up between her and the old woman. It moved and became a chasm that even their joined hands couldn't traverse. In the center, there were two shadows. There they were, she and Edgar, shapes in the light. Her long, black hair blew in the wind that had come up from nowhere in the damp and shade.
Jesus Christ, this was just more insanity, wasn't it?
"You two have known each other many times before." The old woman's voice was right next to her and simultaneously, it was an echo from a far away, in a dream.
The other face in the mist was a man with black, curly hair, a man with gray eyes. The man that laughed beside her, that could only be the specter that had haunted Belinda since she had come to Fells Point. "We must know each other," Belinda agreed in a sleepy voice. Was she actually here or was she still passed out on her couch? Was it all a dream within a dream?
"Lovers, always star crossed lovers," the old woman muttered and something rippled through the swirling mist.
"He's real?" Belinda asked, her heart hammered in her chest as she wondered herself.
The old woman cackled, "How did he mark you if he's not real?" It was the same question Belinda had been asking herself ever since the first night.
"Maybe it's just because I'm going crazy though," Belinda whispered. The tears welled up in her eyes and gave everything a wet, mirror image.
The old woman growled and grabbed Belinda's hands harder, almost as if she'd shake Belinda if she could. "You aren't crazy. Don't let anyone tell you that you're crazy just because they behave badly."
The mist between them cracked open and there she was, it was Belinda but it couldn't be. She was another Belinda from another life. She waited under an enormous oak tree. The branches blocked out the midday sun and made it shadowy and cool in the shade below. The other Belinda waited for him.
"He was always sad, that one," the gray haired woman said, her voice, a stir of echoes, a ripple in the vision. "You couldn't help him. You couldn't help him last time and he doesn't remember that you tried," her voice shook. The black haired girl under the tree held her legs close with her arms, just like Belinda did now.
"I love him," Belinda whispered and finally spilled her secret. She spilled it with a tremor in her voice. "I know it's wrong but I love him."
"It's not wrong to love him, girl," the rusty voice told her in an echo that she heard all around her. Edgar appeared under the tree. He knelt with the black haired girl and he took her into his arms. Belinda watched as they kissed. Even like this, as she watched from another life, another time, she could feel the inexorable draw to him. "He's just a heartbroken man," she whispered, "just a man in love."
They lay in a tangle of limbs, curled up together, under the tree. Belinda's hair spread out on the ground and Edgar's mouth was a smile and their hands were clasped together. The sunlight shifted in the mist and suddenly it was much darker.
"But this time, it's not just a man," the woman told her and the swirling mist caved in on itself. The lovers were lost. The two of them had disappeared in the dark and something else came up from the vibration that shimmered there between them. It was a life force that didn't need a name to be familiar.
"Something came with him this time, girl," the old woman warned and she let Belinda's hands drop on the table as she gasped for air.
Suddenly it was all gone and the room was just a room once more. They sat at an old, wooden table and the gray haired woman was just an old woman. Her voice came from her mouth instead of everywhere, all at once. Still, the redhead hovered over the two of them with her suspicious eyes riveted on Belinda.
"What do you mean?" Belinda cried out.
"Are you okay?" the redhead asked the gray haired woman. Her pale hands clasped the old lady's shoulders and she kneaded her bones. The old woman seemed exhausted suddenly and Belinda wondered if she didn't need those hands to prop her up.
"Fine, fine," the old lady assured her with a pat of her thick, twisted fingers. "We'll be fine."
"Listen lady," Belinda tossed her backpack on the table and fished inside. "I've got money, I'll pay you whatever you want. I just need some answers." She was desperate, first rehab, now psychics. If she joined a cult next, it would just be so Hollywood.
"I suppose you want to smoke that cigarette too," the old woman's face creased deeper with her own smart ass grin.
"No way. No smoking back here," the redhead barked.
Belinda unzipped her hidden pocket in the wallet and lay two crisp one hundred dollar bills on the table. "Can I get an ashtray, please?" she whispered.
"You aren't the first person to be haunted by their last love," the psychic started as she took Belinda's money and folded it into her hands. "It happens all the time. You make love, you give your heart away, and then, suddenly you die. All that love lingers behind."
"You mean, it doesn't just end when you die?" Belinda wondered as she clicked the lighter.
"Not at all, girl. Love is forever," her rusty gate voice hung in the darkness. "Forever. You all think that emotions are just thoughts you have. Like your secrets. You think those only exist as long as you do too." That one made her cackle. "Love, hate, secrets; they all last long after you've shuffled off this mortal coil."
"So Edgar and I were together?" Belinda murmured.
"Oh, nothing that happy, girl. I didn't say you were together. Just that there was love. But there are different kinds of love, aren't there?" The old woman quizzed her with blazing eyes, buried in crinkled skin. "Unhappy people don't have happy love stories," the old woman said and pointed a gnarled finger at Belinda.
"Great," Belinda muttered and blew a smoke ring. "So even in another life, my relationships were bullshit," she exhaled fully. Why wasn't that a surprise, Belinda thought as she took a long drag.
"Obsession," the gray haired woman whispered. "Possession. Regret. Guilt. Shame. These things live beyond too, just like love. You can feel them in the air. In the walls. All around you."
Belinda nodded.
"This time is different though, girl. This time, something came back with him from the other world. He and it are one."
"Edgar and what?" Belinda wondered, her whole body was covered in goosebumps as she waited.
"That I don't know," the woman said with both hands up, like Belinda was crazy to ask. "It feels very dark though, girl, so I'd be careful if I were you."
"Like it wants to hurt me?" Belinda gulped hard and felt the sting of the hand on her throat.
"Probably," the old woman nodded. "It's obsessed," she said like it was an answer all on its own. "You need to protect yourself."
"Like getting a gun?" Belinda asked as she put her cigarette out. "I don't believe in guns," Belinda shook her head. "Maybe a taser."
"You can't hurt it like that girl. This is the spirit world," the gray haired woman scowled at her. "No matter how much blood you give it, it's still a spirit."
Jesus Christ, there were no secrets anymore. At this rate, she might as well go to group therapy and spill her guts. Hi everyone, I'm Belinda, I'm an alcoholic. And a dirty slut. Hi Belinda. "I mean protect your spirit," she continued and waved to the redhead. "Bring it to her," she told the other woman.
The redhead sighed and shook her head. "I knew you were going to need this," she sounded like nothing ever surprised her. A long, copper colored curl escaped and dangled down her shoulder as she reached into her pocket. The redhead scooped up the black beads of a rosary and placed them in Belinda's hand.
Great, she asked for help, she got superstitious, voodoo horseshit. "Great, yeah this is lovely," she shook the beads at the two women. "I'll wear this the next time he chokes me. I'm sure it will make all the difference." Belinda pulled her collar down and showed them both her throat. "Still think prayers are going to help me?"
The redhead shrank back. If Belinda's neck looked anywhere near as bad as that expression warranted, it was no wonder that Shelly was concerned. The gray haired woman shook her head, "Obsession. That's what that is. Take the rosary. Say the prayers. And remember that love will protect you."
The redhead beckoned to Belinda at the door. "That's all the time she has today," she seemed very protective of the old woman and she was about to throw Belinda out. She was fucked. Fucked forevermore and there was no one left to help.
"Was it good?" Shelly wanted to know once the redhead had guided Belinda back to the front. "Did she say that you'll be on the New York Times best seller list? Because I could have told you that." Her agent smiled wide and showed all the lipstick filled cracks that needed to be spackled.
Belinda jammed the rosary into her backpack. "Not exactly," she snarled at the redhead. "Come on, I need a drink," she said to Shelly as she glared at the redhead.
"I don't think that's a good idea," Shelly told her, just above a whisper as she bit her bottom lip anxiously.
"Neither do we," the other voice came from the other side of the room. The redhead hadn't opened her mouth, she hadn't said a word. It echoed in the air around her though, even if it was just another voice that Belinda wasn't sure was real.
Just to check, Belinda paused and put up her hand and whispered to Shelly, "Did you hear that?"
Her agent burst into laughter. "Oh Belinda, you're always joking. I just don't get your sense of humor."
"Right?" Belinda asked and opened the door as she smiled one more time at the psychic.
***
Shelly refused to come inside and neither of them needed to discuss why. It was obvious the minute that Belinda stepped inside and locked the door behind her. She saw her frosty breath as she placed her backpack on the table. The chill was back, the air was like a tomb, a crypt. Exactly the kind of place where you'd expect to bump into Edgar Allan Poe.
Belinda still had the rosary beads wrapped around her right hand and as she made her way upstairs, she wondered if she could even remember any of the old mumbo jumbo.
She sat on the bed slowly. There was no sign of him anywhere but she could feel his life force as it emanated from everywhere. Icicles and snowflake patterns had formed on her window and the mirror. Belinda felt the frost in her hair and on the back of her neck but still, in the center of it all was a glowing, pulsing heat.
He'd brought something back with him, Belinda remembered the old lady's words. Which was the other and which was Edgar? Was it the demon that demanded blood or was that just the master of the macabre who couldn't help but come back a little more depraved than he'd left?
She held the rosary tightly and as she did, she looked at the angry, purple welt that he'd left behind with the cuff. Belinda swallowed hard and felt as if she might just burst into tears. Her breath was a puff of warm steam in the icy air and she whispered, "Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee."
"My love, where were you?" he asked. The voice came from the walls. There was the stir of him on her skin and the fingers in her hair.
"Blessed art thou amongst women and blessed is the Fruit of thy womb Jesus." Belinda continued with a shaky voice.
"What is this, my darling? What happened to you?" Edgar materialized behind her. He placed one strong hand on the center of her belly and the other swept her hair from the back of her neck to drape down her left shoulder. "Belinda," his breath was hot on her frozen skin and he left condensation that dripped slowly down her spine. "I thought you were gone," he murmured in a voice that sounded like he'd been crying.
Belinda bit her bottom lip hard and her left fingers lingered on the rosary beads. Did she really need protection from this man? He'd only wanted to come back to love her. No other man on earth had ever wanted her like that. "No, I thought you were gone," Belinda whispered. She turned to face him and there were those eyes that devoured her, body and soul. The full, perfect mouth, the mouth that tormented her with pleasure like she'd never known. "I woke up on the couch, completely dressed," Belinda shook her head. What had they been doing? How long had it been since they made love? She seemed right on the verge of remembering something but it slipped away. "My agent stopped by."
"And?" Edgar took her left hand and held it to his lips. He turned it, palm up. His tongue traced her life line and her heart line and Belinda felt that he must feel himself there in both.
"Well, she thinks that the book you wrote is the best thing I've ever done," Belinda said with a sigh as he pressed her left hand to his chest. Edgar let her feel the strum of his steady heartbeat there.
"Wait until she reads the second book," he said with a grin as he reached for her right hand.
Edgar didn't take her hand but merely stared at it as Belinda held it out for him. "Well, as happy as I am that it's getting done, I'm sure you can understand why I'm a little irritated," she told him as she reached for him with the beaded hand.
"What's this?" Edgar asked without touching her.
"The rosary?" Belinda murmured and tried to reach for him. She was cold, in fact a freezing sensation had just run down her back and left the hair on the back of her neck standing at attention. "It's just something an old lady gave me," she assured him. Nothing, nothing but two hundred dollars of stupidity. It actually was a good thing he had written another book since Belinda blew through money like it was water.



"Put it away then, darling," he told her, his eyes full of the familiar hunger that made Belinda weak in the knees. "I want to undress you."
She carefully unwrapped the rosary from her hand. "The old woman was a psychic," Belinda whispered. "She said I need to protect myself."
"From me?" he asked and he eased Belinda back, onto the bed, their bed. The scent of them was hidden here in the sheets and pillowcases and now it rose, warm and musky, fresh, as if they'd never left. The candles lit themselves and the walls danced with light and shadow as Edgar wrapped his hands around her hips. "Why would you need protection from me, Belinda? My own soul's mate."
Belinda shivered as she watched him bow his head and kiss her through her blue jeans. She let out a moan and the rosary fell from her hand. It clattered to the floor as she watched him press his mouth to the damp center of her pants. "Oh god, yes please." Belinda ached for him, for his fingers, for his tongue, even for his cruelty and his punishment. She wanted all of it.
Edgar hovered over her and pulled up the front of her tee shirt. Belinda raised her arms overhead and felt him strip off the shirt. She wore a see through bra, black and sheer. Her nipples had sprung to life in the fabric, hard and pulsing. The sensation of want there was hot and demanding and the rest of her skin was so cold.
Edgar's fingers trembled as he traced her skin, groaning softly as he outlined her nipples through the bra. "What else did she tell you?" he asked as his hands moved down to her button and zipper.
Belinda trembled as she watched him open her jeans. "That you were always sad," she told him as Edgar reached underneath her and pulled the pants down, over her bottom. He was slow about this, slow and deliberate and once her jeans were off her feet, he pushed them aside.
"Not now," he whispered as he crawled back up her body to Belinda's mouth. "Not when I'm here with you," he stared into her eyes and touched her lips. He outlined them gently with just a finger. "I love you, I've always loved you."
Edgar's kiss was gentle and his whole body shook. His skin vibrated as his tongue found Belinda's top lip and licked it softly. "I love you," he whispered once more before he opened her mouth with his tongue.
Belinda melted into his embrace. It was his body over and around hers, his warmth melted her limbs. His breath was inside and the taste of him also. He tasted like home. He tasted like her body, as if he'd never stopped caressing her skin. As if Belinda had never left and never would.
He released her once just to grab her face with both hands and kiss her hungrily and desperately again. Edgar moaned as their kiss deepened. His body was hard, every inch of him was hard muscle and wiry fingers and a cock that pulsed between her legs.
Edgar drew back, a line of saliva clung to his lips. "Do you love me, Belinda?" he panted and touched his wet mouth.
"God yes," the answer came. Belinda blurted it out, there was no stopping herself. She loved him. She was madly in love with him, madly in love for the first time ever and maybe that explained all the madness.
His eyes danced in the glow of candlelight. "Show me. Please, I want to see you," he touched her belly with one finger. "Touch yourself," he whispered and the echo of it ran through her skin.
Her nipples were so hard, they felt as if they might burst with need. Belinda wanted to feel him suck. She wanted to drink in the contentment and adoration in his eyes as he drank from her ripe points. She touched her breasts, she cupped them in both hands and asked him, "Like this? You want to watch me like this?"
"Yes, show me," Edgar was breathless and his eyes were on Belinda's nipples. "My beautiful Belinda," he murmured.
Belinda's fingers played with her nipples. She sighed as her buds hardened even more with the steady back and forth movement of her fingers. She was so wet, she was soaked already. Every careful touch, the heat and the longing in her pink little buds just made her lower lips swell and open. She could feel the need mounting there under her wet panties.
Belinda reached behind and opened the hooks of the bra. "Edgar," saying his name was an aphrodisiac now, just the syllables made her nipples throb. She whispered it again as she touched her bare skin. Belinda plucked both wrinkled areolas and the sensation ran down her body. Her hips couldn't help but push up and grind into his body.
God, he made her want to be such a slut for him. "Edgar, god yes," she whispered and kept her left hand on her nipples. Her fingers moved back and forth, just an easy, seductive touch that rippled down her body. "I want you," she almost sobbed, it was a cry of need that came from somewhere that had never been touched. It came from another lifetime. "I love you," she whispered as her right hand went between her legs and cupped her mound over her sopping wet, black panties.
"Touch yourself and tell me," he whispered.
"I love you," she said as she stared into his gray eyes as she reached down. She slipped her fingers inside the fabric. Her body leapt under the sensation. Her pussy was hot and her lips were fat and open, they invited her to feel what he'd done to her with just a kiss.
His cold, dead kiss.
She panted as she let her fingertips follow her splayed, outer lips and then delved between her delicate, inner lips. "Edgar," she whispered his name sweetly and felt her clitoris pulse in response. "My love," she moaned and brought her fingers up to her mouth. As he watched, Belinda sucked her fingertips, she wet them. She licked them and tasted her juices. Belinda tasted rich and salty and sweet. She tasted like she needed to be fucked, hard and without mercy. She plunged her fingers back inside the panties and stroked up and down as her slick hood drew back and her need was completely revealed. "Oh Edgar, please," Belinda begged and moved her hand up and down, her wetness a sweltering river in her palm. "Please," Belinda whispered as she masturbated for him.
"Please?" he asked, mesmerized at the sight of her, almost naked and completely undone for him.
"Please, make love with me," Belinda felt the tremor between her legs as she kept her hand steady. Her clitoris throbbed and her creamy desire dripped down her folds.
"Take your panties down," he told her in a deep, authoritative voice. There were his impatient hands and his fingers curled in the waistband and the slippery fabric on her thighs and then her calves. "Show me," Edgar moaned with his mouth so close to her cunt that he washed her between her trembling inner thighs with breath.
She had never done this. She'd never had her body, her desire, or her secrets on display like this. Belinda couldn't help herself now though. Her thighs opened wide and her hips pushed up. Even her body begged him, begged him to watch, to see what he'd done and how much she needed him.
"Oh my god," Belinda picked up the pace as she felt her eyes riveted on him. Her clit was hard and she felt the tremor there. She clutched her body as her orgasm began and her hips thrust. It was light and heat. It was his eyes and his body and his voice that Belinda was sure called to her ever since, every time she'd ever touched her body. The echo of all her ecstasy began and ended right there.
When Belinda came, her whole body shook. Her legs trembled and her pussy pulsed as the sensation gripped her. She quivered and whispered, "I love you," over and over as the waves of pleasure overcame her. It was his eyes and the fact that he watched her as much as anything. It was the words. Belinda had finally told him, she'd admitted to it.
He was her pleasure.
"My love," Edgar grabbed her hand. It was creamy with cum and he licked the center and swallowed her down. He lapped and hummed as he licked her clean. All the while, his eyes told her of all the other ways he was going to make her beg. "I need more," he whispered and set her hand on his cheek. "I need more of you," he got to his knees and placed his hands on Belinda's hips.
"Make love to me," Belinda reached for him, for the big, throbbing maleness between his legs.
There was nothing. She only saw Edgar, his touch was just a breeze, just a rush of cold and heat colliding. "What is happening?" she asked as she sat up. Belinda wanted to embrace him. She needed to wrap her arms around him and her legs. She wanted to seal him up with her skin and her love. She wanted it to be impossible to know where she ended and he began.
"It doesn't last forever," Edgar told her as Belinda grasped at nothing. He was no longer solid, now he was truly a specter. His eyes were sad and even though his hands were on her, his touch was just imagination. "I need your blood," he admitted as fingers lingered in her hair, fingers that she could only see, not feel.
"Edgar, no." Belinda shook her head. There had to be something else. Some other way.
"Another lover?" he frowned, his face was creased with worry. The circles under his eyes were suddenly much darker, almost purple. He faded into sadness and the room seemed to grow darker with him.
Still, she couldn't bring herself to do that again. The delivery boy was still on her conscience. She still wasn't sure if it was murder or not but either way, Belinda didn't want to do it again. "Edgar, can't it be another way? Please?"
"If you came to the other side with me," he whispered and opened his arms wide. The candles extinguished themselves and the room was plunged into sudden darkness. The only light was the gleam in his wicked eyes. "Then we will be together forever, Belinda."
Together forever, wrapped up in his arms. No heartbeat, no breath, no nothing. Wasn't that the point of the bottle of vodka and the Xanax? It felt like years ago and far away that she'd first contemplated just how much she wanted to disappear.
And yet, she shook her head. "No, not that. Not yet." Belinda didn't need to see it to know it was there and she reached for it. The steel blade was an icicle between her fingers and she moved her hand slowly down to the handle.
Belinda held the knife in her right hand and showed him her left. Right there, in the center, she still had the stigmata shaped wound from the last time. It hadn't healed properly and it was easy to find the little hole. The little dip in her hand, the place that was easiest to open with one swift upward slash of the knife.
Edgar watched intently as the knife bit into her hand. Belinda gasped as she pushed the knife through. It hurt, the pain was a lightning bolt through her skin and the frozen knife stung as she cut through to the other side. His fingers wrapped around hers on the handle. As she removed the blade, his mouth closed around the crimson fountain that gushed from her gash.
Edgar's lips were hot to the touch as he swallowed her blood. His eyes were two lights in the dark and Belinda watched his Adam's apple bob with every new mouthful of her blood. He grew warm, his face was hot, pressed into her like that and Belinda felt the solidity of his chest and his arms. There, between her legs, her body responded to his hardness.
His cock had sprung, fully hard, fully ready for her and yet he continued to gulp down her blood. The greedy noises came with little sighs. His hand was still wrapped around the knife that Belinda could barely hold, it was suddenly much too heavy. Edgar took the knife.
He took his mouth from her hand. The two streaks of red down his chin were obscene and Belinda was repulsed at the sight of it. Edgar held Belinda in one arm while he pressed the tip of the knife to her tender throat. "This can be our beginning, Belinda," he told her as he pressed the cold steel tip against the place where her pulse galloped.
She couldn't breathe. Panic attack, heart attack, whatever this was, it seemed like her body had finally caught up with reality. Fight or flight, or maybe just fuck. Belinda sobbed as he pressed the point there and the prick of pain rushed down her body like want.
"Please don't," she whispered and held her breath, she fully expected to feel the cold slice across her windpipe.
There was a clatter and the knife fell to the floor. Edgar tore at his clothes and his mouth devoured her with kisses. "My Belinda," he murmured as the shirt came off. She was pressed against his chest and felt his muscles there. The thick trail of prickly, black hair tickled her skin. His pants were open and down and her legs wrapped around the bulging girth of his thick thighs.
He was alive once more. Naked and warm and his hands were solid and strong and held her face as he searched her eyes. "I'll do whatever you wish," he promised, his whisper was warmth on her face. "I only want to be with you," Edgar drew her to him and added, "forevermore."
Belinda cried out as he moved his hand up, between her legs. He parted her, opened her and touched her sticky lips. The ache she had there had built until her body was swollen with desire. His fingers there were heavy and demanding. Belinda shivered as Edgar brought the head of his dick up to her lips and strummed her flesh, the ripple of his touch ran through her body. Her pussy throbbed and she called out, "Please, Edgar."
One movement, one thrust into her depths and she was completely full of him. Belinda cried out and reached up to touch his face. She knew this was different, this was everything. This was how they had always been meant to be.
As he thrust inside, the room changed. This was their room from the dream. It was the four poster bed with the roaring fire behind them. It was suddenly the room where they had first been lovers. Belinda clasped his naked body to her and her thighs shuddered around him. They moved as one. One heartbeat, one sigh, their eyes locked and no words were needed.
His voice came from somewhere inside her as he told her all of their secrets. "Just this, Little Bell," he promised and rocked back and forth between her legs. "Just you and I," his cock was so deep inside, she was so full of him. "Finally, just you and I," the voice said, the voice that came from the house and the walls and from the deepest part of her heart.
She felt it in her thighs. There was the quickening and Belinda drew Edgar even deeper inside. He thrust harder. He clenched his jaw and thrust deeper inside and quicker inside and then fully back. Deeper inside as he churned in and out and pumped between her legs. He drank her down with those eyes that held her in his gaze.
Belinda shuddered as her orgasm began and her orgasm became his eruption. Somewhere in her core, it was her heart and maybe his as well. Something had broken wide open and the heat and the cold came together in a crack of lightning and a roll of thunder. Life, death, neither and both, it was all in this orgasm that began inside her. It went through him and back into Belinda.
"Woman," he called her. Belinda felt the hot gush of his seed as it entered her. A pulse and then another and another, he filled her with his heat and longing, he filled her with his love and his life. They were joined in ecstasy. Their hands clasped together as he melted inside and she clung to him.
They were a tangle of sweaty flesh and their breath came in the other's time as the climax began to wane. Belinda kissed his throat and tasted herself on his skin. "Don't be gone when I wake up, okay?"
Edgar smiled and pushed her hair from her face. "I never leave you, my love. I'm always here."
Belinda nodded and kissed his forehead. It was true. He'd never left. No matter what had happened, other lovers, other lives, she had other names and so did he. She knew the truth of it now. Star crossed lovers, Belinda thought as she swept black curls from his damp forehead. Star crossed lovers that were trapped in the see saw, back and forth, somewhere between heaven and hell. They had never been free of the other and yet, they'd never really had each other.
It was time to end it, once and for all, Belinda thought as she closed her eyes. She was spent as she placed her hand on his empty chest. One way or the other, they both had to live.
Or they both had to die.
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"Just spit it out, okay?" Michael heard the tremor in his voice and hated that he could barely control it. Here he was on the verge of tears in front of a goddamn stranger; one more humiliation.
Thanks, cancer.
The man wasn't a complete stranger. Dr. Gregory was the oncologist that Dave, his real doctor, had recommended. Dr. Gregory was highly respected and everyone at Rush Memorial seemed to worship him like a god. They talked about him in hushed tones and used words like "miracle worker". The man's bedside manner was for fuck all though and Michael wasn't sure there was anything supernatural about prescribing drugs in a particular order. After surgery and radiation and two grueling bouts of chemotherapy, Michael wasn't sure that the man knew his name without his accompanying chart. He was cold and stiff, like a fucking corpse. Maybe that came in handy when you spend your days with the dying.
"I'm saying that you should get prepared, Mr. Fleming. You should tell your family and get your affairs in order."
Michael could literally hear a pin drop. Even though, just outside the office, there was all manner of chaos. It was all of the machinery beeping and voices over the intercom. It was all sirens and horns and blood and screaming. It was approaching death and dismemberment. Right outside the door, it was messy. The chaos, the soup of existence. Life.
Inside, Michael could hear his pulse. There was nothing, not even white noise. It was so quiet. Quiet as a tomb, quiet as infinity, space, nothingness. All the shit that Michael was about to find out about first hand apparently.
For the fifty thousand dollar question, he gulped hard and asked in a dry, raspy voice, "How long do I have?" It was arduous just to speak, just to breathe.
Dr. Gregory laid both hands on the desk. Michael had never noticed the wedding band before and wondered for a moment what it must be like to go home to a wife and kids after playing the Grim Reaper all day. Was Dr. Gregory a dad who read bedtime stories and kissed boo-boos? Was he a considerate lover and attentive husband? With all of that dying talk all day, Michael couldn't help but wonder.
"You know that that's just a guess, right? Doctors give out these numbers and it's based on nothing but theory. Hopefulness," he added with a shrug; like hope was the polite word for bullshit. The oncologist made a face and set his teeth with slightly parted lips and Michael thought it was a poor excuse for a smile.
"I get it. You're not a god after all," Michael said sarcastically. "How about an educated guess? Exactly like the rest of this cancer treatment has been."
Dr. Gregory looked annoyed. Michael guessed that the man wasn't used to anyone insisting anything of him, being the Angel of Death and all. "An educated guess? Okay, with your bloodwork, could be three months, could be nine months."
Michael nodded, after all, he was a math whiz. He lived by the law of averages. "So six months, give or take?"
Dr. Gregory was clearly ready to move on to some other patient who wasn't a lost cause. He'd closed Michael's file and that seemed to be definitive of Michael's whole life right now. Closed out, used up, the grains of sand in the hourglass, almost gone.
Tick, tick, tick.
"Sure, give or take."
Michael nodded and suddenly knew why no one should be given those answers. Having a timeline was terrible and exhilarating all at the same time. Man wasn't supposed to have this kind of knowledge. It was supposed to be a surprise. He was supposed to live with the big question mark over his head and hope for the best each day. This was the stuff of god, this secret knowledge, this rush of urgency that went through him.
It was still better than hanging on to the toilet seat with both hands though. Those nights of dripping sweat, soaked through his clothes. Even his sweat smelled of chemicals. He could still taste the bile that seeped from the corners of his parched lips, still hear himself promising god that he'd be a better everything if he could just get well. He had prayed, prayed to something he didn't believe in. Wished. Hoped. It had all been far too mysterious for a man who lived by facts and charts and trends.
This, he could do. This was clarity. Data.
One thing he wasn't going to do was waste one more second of his allotted time that was left on earth sitting here with this ass clown. No more doctors, no more tests, no more embarrassing hospital gowns that left your ass exposed while the cold, vinyl upholstery of the examination table pried you apart.
"Thanks. Good to know," Michael said as he rose to his feet. He paused, he knew that there was some kind of something that should be said. He should thank the man for his assistance, all that he'd tried to do. Michael couldn't make the words come out though. Dr. Gregory didn't care, he'd just been the manager of the standard events that society made you go through. Got cancer? Here's the flowchart, follow the arrows to the end. Feel better, yes or no. Actually, he hadn't even been nice to Michael, coolly polite at best.
So he summed it all up quickly because Michael suddenly felt that all things from here on out should be straight to the point. "You're a real prick."
With that, Michael opened the office door and left the tomb of silence and re-emerged into the chaos of life.
***
Michael decided it over an excellent lunch.
He had an epiphany while at Gene and Georgetti's. It began with the first breath of a bottle of Prunotto Barolo. A very cute waitress had brought it to him for examination and after Michael had nodded, she'd released the cork with flair. The full nose of the wine's rich bouquet seemed to explode in the air around him. The sunlight seemed to dance in a splatter of diamonds on the cute waitress' face and at that moment, she almost had a halo. From the cold, crisp wedge salad to the hiss and crackle of the tomahawk ribeye, seared to a perfect medium rare, every moment had become a symphony of the senses. As he watched butter drip down the meat's sizzling crust, something that seemed extraordinarily sinful, that was when he'd realized it.
He was going to go out with a bang.
If his life up till now had been more of a sparkler, a pop and a whimper; then the next six months, give or take, were going to be a stick of dynamite. After all, what did he really have to show for his fifty-two years, especially since there wasn't going to be a fifty third?
A lot of goddamn work, that's what. He'd started working two jobs in high school and kept it up all through college. In addition, he'd had an internship before he had graduated at the top of his class from Northwestern. Then he worked eighty hours a week at Wells Fargo until he got the VP job at Merrill. That was more like a hundred hours a week until he was offered the partnership at BDF. The higher he had risen, the more hours he devoted. Now he had two ex-wives who sent each other Christmas cards and he spent the holidays in the office.
He'd been the fellow voted most likely to stay late.
Michael barely had to chew the steak, it practically melted in his mouth. It was fatty and tender, crispy and thick and he savored every bite. The wine carried notes of licorice and coffee and the scent had mellowed and sweetened as the wine continued to breathe. Michael wiped a bread crust along his plate and sucked up the meaty juices and the herbed butter. He let the flavors marry inside and hummed with pleasure. Cholesterol be damned, he could taste again and he wasn't ever going to waste it on something less than scrumptious.
Was it just because he'd been threatened to eat healthy all his life that it tasted so good? Michael had lost his paunch during chemo and since then, he'd been relegated to dry turkey and shriveled bits of vegetables for sustenance. Whatever was labeled healthy, whatever the fuck that meant.
Or was it because this could be the last steak, ever? He gorged until his pants felt a little tight. He decided that his stomach must have shrunk and the thirty-two-ounce steak was going to have to be wrapped in one of those fancy foil swans and taken home.
Michael already knew that he'd never go back to the office again. The partners had known for a while that he was ill. They had graciously kept the cancer hush hush so that Michael's clients didn't get nervous. They'd just whispered things like sabbatical and scouting new overseas opportunities. His secretary had kept his door shut and his calendar clear and told visitors that she expected him any minute now.
Michael realized as he twirled the last of the wine that even as he'd sat in the chair and listened to the whir of the machine that pumped the chemo into his veins, even then, he hadn't missed going to work.
The only question now was; what to do?
Michael knew that people made lists of things like seeing the Eiffel Tower or the Great Wall of China. They wanted to get to all the things that they had seen in a magazine and someone told them were noteworthy. They wanted to cram in the whole world before they checked out.
He shrugged as he thought about those things. He'd traveled his fair share, almost always for work and it was almost always just a little disappointing. Sure, he'd like to watch the sunset in Florence one more time. He felt the need to walk down Bourbon Street once more. There were places to go and things to do, but it didn't thrill him. He thought if he'd been waiting for something to take his breath away, now was about fucking time.
He knew that people would make amends or reach out to get in touch with someone that they'd stopped speaking too. Forgiveness was probably big, something to ease the transition, make it easier to say goodbye. Spiritual morphine. Michael didn't have anyone that he'd slighted, if you didn't count the fact that he'd worked too much to be a good husband.
Regrets, he had a few.
When the waitress came back and cocked her head, Michael noticed. He noticed her tuck the curly, dark hair behind her ear. He noticed her blue eyes that looked deep and cool, like a swimming pool on a hot, summer afternoon. There was the crinkle of laugh lines around the corners of her eyes and the slightly crooked eye tooth that gave her a mischievous grin. "Are your eyes bigger than your stomach?" she asked in a husky voice that made it seem like a secret they shared, something suggestive.
She smelled like vanilla pudding and for the first time in a long time, Michael felt the stir from deep down inside. He'd thought he'd lost it along with his hair during chemo but no. There it was. He felt a gush of gratitude and his face and neck were suddenly much warmer.
That was something worth spending the last six months of life on.
"Yes, they were. Can I have a doggie bag? Or whatever?" He got all flustered as she looked him in the eye. He'd never been smooth, god help him, not even close. He'd never even been efficient at talking to women. The better looking they were, the more enticing, the more flirtatious, the more stupidly tongue-tied he became.
Why had it been so easy to spend every waking moment at work? Because there was no good reason to do anything else. Even when he'd been married, it had never come naturally. He'd always been so hesitant, he'd always second-guessed himself and then rolled over to regret the lost opportunities one more time.
He'd been labeled cold but Michael ached to prove them wrong. He was fairly certain that there was an absolute fountain of passion somewhere down, deep inside. Like a hidden, underground spring that's been trickling away since the beginning of time; an unnoticed dam, swollen and ready to burst.
"Sure, anything else I can get for you?" She asked in that voice that delved down under his collar. Michael could almost imagine her breath on his neck as she unbuttoned him. She'd do it slowly, it would be almost unbearably slow. She'd ask him what else he wanted as her hands reached his belt. Then she'd look up, she was only what, five-six? She'd look up as she let her hands meander down and caress his pulsing dick through the front of his pants.
Anything I can get you?
"No," he whispered and wrote in a thirty-five percent tip when she left him alone with the receipt and his thoughts. He watched her plump bottom move in the back of her black pants as she walked to the other side of the restaurant. She'd done enough, more than enough. Actually, the blue-eyed waitress had done more for him in the last hour or two than Dr. Gregory and the whole oncology team had managed to do for him in fourteen months.
She'd given him a reason to live.
***
Michael stayed up well past midnight. He scribbled a stream of consciousness into a notebook. It was odd to handwrite something anymore and his chicken scratch was downright illegible but it felt more personal that way. At least then, if the cleaning lady found his corpse, naked and pale in the morning sunlight, she'd know. He imagined himself lying there, all stiff and cold, with the notebook open and check marks made down the list. Then at least one person on earth would know what he'd been up to.
It was his bucket list, his version of it anyway. In Michael's mind, it was the only quest worthy of pursuing in these, his final days. On the top of the first page, he'd written in black, bold handwriting, "Fuck It List". At first, he'd blushed when he'd written it and almost scratched it out, embarrassed by his own brashness. He kept it though and the more items he'd scrawled down the page, the more the title made him smirk. Then he chuckled. Finally, he let out a deep belly laugh like he hadn't done since cancer had become a topic of conversation. It felt better than he could ever remember feeling.
When was the last time anything had been funny?
Christ, he'd decided after he scanned the list, he'd been such a square, such a eunuch really. There had been so many fantasies that he'd tucked away and beat off to. He recalled pumping his hand up and down furiously as the shame burned on his face. These were simple things really. He was sure that to some, his list was almost chaste.
Nerdy.
In the age of internet porn, nothing on the list was going to rock anyone's boat. But still, last night, Michael had decided as he'd closed the notebook and laid it on the nightstand along with his cheaters, it was a beautiful ending to a somewhat mediocre beginning and a mundane middle.
In the morning, rather than regret his decision, Michael grabbed the notebook first thing. He had read through the list, item by item, as he drank his coffee.
His usual routine was coffee, then shower. Rather than his usual brush with the mirror, this morning he took his time and assessed the situation. After all, basically every single item on the list involved him being naked with someone. He might as well have a good idea of what he was working with. It wasn't anything that he looked forward to but he was a realist if nothing else.
First things first, he was grateful. Michael looked at the man in the mirror and felt a wave of relief wash over him that he'd grown his hair back. Nothing screamed "about to take the dirt nap" like a bald, shriveled head, Michael had decided. So check, he had hair on his head once more. It was mostly gray, but it was thick and it curled in the back. It was a different texture altogether than it had been before they had pumped him full of poison but it wasn't bad.
Then there were his eyes. Michael had always thought they were his best feature. They were large, gray eyes, somber but expressive. He had long, black lashes and thick, dark brows that made him look thoughtful and intelligent. So far, so good.
Oddly, his body hair hadn't fared as well as the lush regrowth on his head. His chest and arm hair were pretty sparse. Pubes too, just a few sprouts. Maybe that was a good thing though. According to the porn that Michael had seen recently, it seemed that most humans had been waxed and stripped, and spray-tanned to an oddly plastic-coated sheen.
Michael grabbed his stomach and moved the loose skin. He'd lost thirty pounds between radiation and chemotherapy and he actually wore it well. He could see the line that ran down the center of his abs and he traced it with his fingers. It was a line that had disappeared during his thirties and forties and he welcomed it back now in spite of the way it had come. Gone was the waddle under his chin too and that was an improvement.
The phrase was "skinny fat". Michael had picked it up from the kids in the mailroom and that seemed about perfect. Skinny fat, he didn't work out and cancer had left him too weak to even go for a stroll most days. Now that he had gotten some energy back though, he'd be goddamned if he stepped foot inside a gym.
So this was as good as it got.
Lastly, there was his dick. He grabbed it, half hard and familiar in his hand as he performed a full inspection. His first ex-wife had told him, twenty-five years ago, when she had been mostly tipsy on half a pitcher of margaritas, that he had a good looking dick. Michael had never put much stock in that, given how inebriated she had been, but still, it wasn't bad. Not huge by any means but not small either. It was rather pink, it definitely wasn't his worst feature. Anyone who saw his face wasn't going to be disappointed by what he had in his boxers.
After he shaved and showered, Michael stood in the walk-in closet wearing only a towel as he scanned his wardrobe. It was all suits. Jesus, they were beautiful suits and he'd spent a fortune on them over the years; Hugo Boss and Balani and Brooks Brothers. They were all double breasted and tailored to fit his fuller frame. The clothes would hang on him now. To the right were what he would have deemed his casual clothes. There were khaki pants and polo shirts, a few pairs of long, plaid shorts. These were the things that he had worn to play golf or attend weekend meetings. Finally there were two pairs of sweatpants and a couple of Cubs tee shirts. That rounded out the clothes of his past life. Michael realized that it was really a guidebook to his life so far. There was work and not much else.
Nordstrom was a quick fifteen minute walk from the apartment and it was a perfect day for it. Michael looked out the bedroom window for a moment and took it in. One of the many perks of living at Chestnut Towers, especially this high up, was the panoramic views. Lake Michigan glittered in all of her sapphire glory to the left. To his right was the almost Caribbean green of the Chicago river. It was the middle of September and summer seemed to have just eased into crisp, dry air and cooler, starry nights. Even the breeze seemed to carry some sense of longing. It felt like a collective sigh, if they could just make the summer last.
Yeah, exactly.
***
Michael had just learned that he was a thirty-inch waist for the first time since his first marriage. It made him want to stand up straight as he looked at his reflection.
He kept saying yes to clothes. Mark, the young man who had been helping him, kept bringing them. The salesman probably saw him as an easy mark. He was a middle-aged man with a hopeless sense of fashion and a fat wallet full of credit cards. Like a midlife crisis on steroids. Whatever the reason, Mark had been attentive and toted and carried a stunning, new assortment of all the clothes that Michael had never had time for. There were jeans, softly worn looking although the price tag disagreed. There were button-down shirts made to be worn with the tail out that would have been frowned upon at the office. There were cashmere sweaters that were impossibly soft and light and fleecy at the same time. There was a leather jacket that smelled rich and full of tannins and carried with it long ago discarded dreams of a motorcycle.



Michael had said yes to more than his practical nature thought he needed for the next six months. His new devil may care attitude thought that he'd saved his whole life for a rainy day and that right about now, he should consider this a deluge.
The polite knock on the door broke his concentration and the debate was left unsettled. "Mr. Fleming?" Mark asked.
"Yes?" Michael didn't open the door. He was mid-strip and at the moment only wore boxers and socks. He definitely needed to upgrade his underwear while he was at it. Hopefully, he would have opportunities for it to be seen, he thought with a slightly grim smile.
"I brought you the tweed jacket and those tee shirts we talked about," Mark told him in a low tone. It was just above a whisper, almost a murmur, meant to keep all the clientele insulated from one another. "I'm going to hang them on the outside of your door."
"Thanks," Michael murmured with a dry gulp.
"When you're ready to come out, Annette is going to help you with anything else that you need. And I already told her that you're going to want your packages delivered to your home."
Mark really had taken care of everything. Fuck, he'd been handled, hadn't he? Swindled, duped, he was a sucker and if either of his ex-wives had brought home a treasure trove of clothes like this, if he'd ever been home to see it, there would have been hell to pay.
Michael reached for his sweatpants and slid them up. He snapped the waistband in place and opened the dressing room door. He wondered if he wouldn't just tell Mark to forget about the whole damn thing when he saw her and everything froze in place, even his heart.
"Hi," she had a breathy voice that was young and sweet and far sexier than Michael was prepared for.
The name tag that was pinned to her blue, cotton blouse was a black, plastic bar that said "Annette". The placement of the name tag made it impossible to ignore that the early fall temps must be a bit chilly for her and her nipples were budded in the front of the fabric. Annette was slender and the blouse was tucked into a navy blue skirt. It was pleated and full and down to her knees. Annette didn't wear stockings with the outfit, she just had white, canvas tennis shoes on with anklet socks. She looked to be a girl playing dress up in an older woman's clothes and the effect was irresistible.
Michael realized that she was waiting for him to greet her. He wasn't ready yet though. He had to stare at that one dimple smile. Her pink, puckered, glossy lips hesitated. They were open just a little, as she waited to speak. She smelled like bubblegum and it was delicious. She was blonde, but strawberry blonde which sounded like a mouthwatering dessert at the moment. Annette had a trail of freckles across her nose and cheeks and her hair was an unruly, thick mess of curls that touched the collar of her blouse. She'd tried to pin them into submission with bobby pins here and there and Michael wanted to pull them out as he watched her hair fall into her face, wild and free.
She looked like Marilyn Monroe before she had become the platinum icon. Before, when she had just been Norma Jean, much less sexy and overdone; just wide-eyed and natural.
He suddenly remembered, the word was adorable.
"Hi," Michael finally responded and shoved his hands in his pockets to keep himself from touching her bare arms. He wanted to feel the white down that he knew was even softer than a cashmere sweater.
"Sorry, Mark had to leave," she said with a shrug and pointed her toe in the sneaker. "They don't want to give us insurance so none of us are full-time." She bit her bottom lip as if she just realized she'd said too much and then broke into a pouty smile. "It looks like you're starting over."
"What?" Michael was lost in the sights and scents of her. He was too distracted by her cream-colored arms and her curvy calves and the indentation at the bottom of her throat where her girlish perfume seemed to radiate. He bet it was cheap and came in a pink bottle and he wanted it all over his new clothes. The scent would carry his memory of her. It would permeate the tweed and the cashmere and all the other grownup clothes that a girl like her couldn't possibly know or care about.
"I mean, you've got a lot of clothes in there, Mr. Fleming," she pointed with a small finger inside the dressing room. Her nail polish was blue and chipped and he wanted to bite the tip of her finger and then suck on it. "Like you're starting your whole life over."
He nodded in agreement, and now he was officially buying all of it. "Yeah, I kind of am." He agreed and couldn't help that his eyes settled on her rosebud nipples. He wondered if her bra wasn't white, see-through, and cotton that it left her so exposed.
He was hard and suddenly realized it was obvious if she looked down. He blushed and thought that normally, even the Michael that he was two days ago, would have shut the door immediately. He would have turned away and shut the door and pushed down his unrelenting cock to strangle it back into his boxers. He would have left the store as fast as possible, humiliated by his desire. "Annette?" He said her name quietly like they were already intimate. Like he would have said her name as he beat off to her in the night.
"My friends call me Net," she said with a twisted, one-dimple smile that she couldn't have known was bewitching.
"My friends call me Michael," he said with his own smile and leaned in close to let her warm flower scent wash over him. "Do you think you can help me with underwear and socks?"
She giggled. She probably had never seen a man his age without a shirt on, let alone thought about his briefs. Again, Michael realized that in a past life that would have been enough embarrassment. Not now. Now there was a very detailed list that was tucked away in his nightstand drawer that spelled out just exactly what he'd like to do with this budding, young blonde bombshell. "Sure, I can do that. You're not married, right?"
She turned her face up and smiled and her warm bubblegum breath caressed his neck. That was all it took; just her breath left him with goosebumps and an ache. His cock lurched in his pants and danced for her. Michael dripped precum all the while and knew that he'd leave a telltale wet spot in the front of his pants any minute now. For the first time ever, he thought that she should see it. She should know what she was doing to him.
"No, I'm divorced," Michael told her with a laugh in his voice that suggested that he was glad of it.
"I can always tell. Married guys have their wives buy their underwear."
And with that, she left him with her scent and the thought of her milky white, young body. So young, young enough that she was simply radiant and none of it was contrived. She was just new. Michael knew that she'd feel like satin under the blouse and her pleats. He imagined that he'd touch the backs of her knees and hold her hands and that was almost entirely too much. If he had five minutes alone in the dressing room, he'd happily cum as he held the scent of her in his mouth and swallowed.
It had only been a minute or possibly two when Net knocked on the door. Michael was quick to open it. He hoped that she'd come inside instead of standing out in the hallway and he blushed with pleasure as she did just that. They were alone together, a whole door between them and the rest of the world. She'd returned with packages of underwear in all colors and types. She had socks as well, quite the assortment and it was too much for her small arms to keep wrapped around.
"I just got you some of everything," she whispered like they were co-conspirators. There were her nipples again, hard and full and swollen. Michael could only imagine that they'd pulse as he held them, one at a time, between his lips as he painted the eager tips with his tongue.
"Thank you," he couldn't help but close the gap between them. He wondered if she could feel this crackle of white-hot longing between them. "Can I," Michael bent and came into her sweet body. His arms slipped up around her small shoulders as the load in her hands shifted. "Can I kiss you?" he whispered the question. He didn't know where he'd gotten the balls to ask but he didn't stop to think about the possibilities. His face was so close to hers that he could taste the bubble gum and hoped that she'd slip it into his mouth.
"Yes." It was enough and it was everything. As their mouths met, Michael could hear the packages tumble to the floor at his feet but that was a world away. Everything that mattered was this young girl's velvet lips and her sticky gloss and her warm gum scent. His body was hard and yet almost limp as he melted into her. He kissed her, it was whisper soft, just a brush of lips. Net didn't move away. In fact, she opened her mouth just a little. It could have just been to breathe but Michael gave her his breath instead as he offered his tongue.
He licked her lip, delicately tasting her, just a lap alongside the bottom of her succulent top lip. She tasted like the gloss and the gum and her sigh was something from too many years ago when kisses were everything. Her own tongue, small and round and wet, slipped out to touch his.
He was shocked but his mouth was hungry and insistent. Michael sucked her tongue inside as his hands, suddenly completely independent of considering whether or not this was even allowed, his clammy hands with his trembling fingers made a path down her shoulders. They moved down her back where he could delineate the back of her ribs and the shudder of her breath. Then the soft swell of her bottom and his fingertips sank into the doughy flesh while the head of his cock pushed through his clothes, against the valley under her hip bone.
The kiss went on and deepened. Their feet shuffled like a slow dance and he pushed her up against the wall. Michael's heart hammered so hard and so fast in his chest, he wondered briefly if the strain was too much. Then he thought that if he died here, on the floor in Nordstrom, he couldn't think of a nicer place.
Short and blissful seemed perfect.
Their mouths parted with a slippery sound. There was another salesman and another customer that entered the dressing room next door. "I'll be outside Mr. Wetzel," the salesman said in a much louder voice than Mark had used. Michael wondered for a moment if this guy even knew the posh, toney code of conduct that was required at Nordstrom.
"Yeah, thanks," Mr. Wetzel replied with a click of the lock.
Michael placed his index finger over his lips to tell her that this was their little secret. All the better that he couldn't ask, that he couldn't explain. There was no time for his greedy, dripping mouth to ask for permission before it sought out her naked creases and folds. It required her now for sustenance.
He was so parched. Michael could barely control his trembling fingers on the buttons of her light blue blouse. Jesus Christ, who invented these impossible buttons? If they were anywhere else he would have torn the fabric open to get at her but she needed her name tag for later.
Finally, Michael opened the blouse and watched silently as it melted from her body. It slipped down her thin arms that were covered in downy, white hairs that made her intoxicating to touch. Her breasts were small and delicate. Net panted and the tea cups of satin skin moved up and down quickly. She covered her mouth with both hands to muffle the sound.
Net's eyes were wild and they said yes and please and hurry as Michael found the front enclosure of her white, cotton bra. It was sheer and simple and reminiscent of all the bras he dreamt of when he was younger. He had to bite his lip hard to keep himself from moaning at the sight of her pale, perfectly round breasts. They were firm and high and the perfect size and shape for his hands. Her nipples were ripe and large and Jesus Christ. no wonder she couldn't hide them.
When Michael bit her with just the tips of his teeth, she convulsed. Michael felt her legs part under the skirt as he lapped a maddeningly, slow circle along her ridges and valleys of her taut, pink flesh. Net kept her hands clasped over her mouth. Her hips, her lovely, girlish hips thrashed in the skirt like he was fucking her instead of just lapping and nibbling.
He had an idea. But really, he realized as he sank to his knees like a postulate before her teenage beauty, it wasn't a thought at all. It was instinct, a necessity. His body demanded it. It was like the chemicals had done something, set fire to reason and logic and all that was left inside was an insatiable animal that listened to nothing but hunger.
Bare to the waist and flushed down her cheeks and chest, Net watched as he sank. Michael lowered himself to the ground and his nervous hands, anxious, voracious hands, pushed up the hem of her navy blue, pleated skirt.
Panties.
They were beautiful, little cotton panties. They were light blue like her blouse, like her nail polish, fuck, like her eyes. They were scented of her sweet sex. His hands clutched her skirt. He pushed up the fabric and it covered the crease under her heaving breasts but not her nipples. Michael wanted to make sure that he could see her strawberry buds while he lavished her secret, little girl places with kisses.
The salesman knocked on the dressing room next door. "How is that working for you, Mr. Wetzel?"
Mr. Wetzel grumbled, "No, I need a size up. And I want to try on the gray also."
Net shivered with suppressed giggles and whimpers as Michael pressed a fervent kiss to the warm, damp place at the center of her panties.
"Yes, of course, sir. I'll be right back."
Michael tugged at the waistband and slipped the panties over her hips. They came slowly down the milky white expanse of her thighs and the backs of her knees and down her silken calves. Net put one canvas tennis shoe against the wall, bent her knee, and opened up for him. She'd dropped her hands and her breath touched his face as Michael looked up. Her eyes were heavy with lust as she watched him. He imagined what her moan would sound like if she could let it erupt from inside.
She was such a girl like this. Between her legs, she was dewy and satin and had the softest bits of curls along her lower lips. They were such tiny lips, demure and innocent but her scent was pure woman. Net smelled musky and hot like she'd been playing with herself. Michael dove down to her secret place and rooted his nose in her wet, thick hair. He would have moaned into her body, regardless of Mr. Wetzel, if the salesman hadn't returned.
He knocked on the door once more and Michael licked her small lips apart. He opened her like a flower bud, almost ripe, on the precipice of blooming. just about to burst forth. A flower that wanted coaxing. The sweet, pink inner lips dripped with her want and she had to hold her hands over her mouth again as Michael tasted her wetness for the first time. Net was new wine, a sweet Beaujolais. It should age, it would deepen and ripen but Michael was going to drink his fill now that she was decanted. Bare and open and soapy with desire, her pussy was food for a god.
"Sir, I've brought you the next size up in both colors. I'm going to leave them here on the rack for you," the salesman said as Michael's tongue slipped up, between her inner lips. He lapped to the half-opened, teasing hood that kept her sweet pearl mostly hidden. He could feel it with the tip of his tongue, and her clitoris was large considering how tiny her lips were. When she was on the verge of a climax, Michael thought she wouldn't be able to conceal her need and that thought alone made him so thirsty. He traced the hot, little bead through its fleshy pouch and felt Net spread her trembling thighs even wider.
Her body begged and his mouth longed to give her everything.
Mr. Wetzel bumped around in the dressing room as Michael seized her clitoris between his lips and sucked her inside his mouth. He worshiped the beautiful girl who stood before him, a nubile vixen in her skirt and tennis shoes.
Michael took her little hands as he sucked and placed them on the skirt. He was very precise and placed her hands exactly where he needed them. With the skirt up, she was exposed. All of her lush, baby soft skin, her milky white flesh, her girlish sex and the flush that seemed to make her a cherub. He wanted her pointed nipples exposed and he wanted his hands free to roam every inch.
She obeyed without a word, almost without a breath. Michael's cock thrashed in the sweatpants and pulsed all of its own accord. Her clit swelled and her pink cover retracted just a little more. He wondered if he wouldn't cum in his pants without even touching himself. He hardly needed to and with a gulp of luscious sex milk down his throat, he thought it would almost be better not to touch himself. Then it would be nothing but her.
His hand trembled and he placed it on one nipple and his fingers wound around her dainty point. He memorized her creases and the feel of her skin as it hardened even more from his attention. If he had her in a bed, if he had days and nights of her young, luscious body spread open wide, he'd spend at least a day on her nipples.
As it was, he had a fever and this was desperate and could be interrupted at any moment. He ran the other hand languidly along her inner thigh and pushed his tongue along her clit. He bathed her there, washed her, and loved her. He delighted in the spill of her secret juices down his chin. His saliva and her deliciousness made some new concoction and it dripped down his neck to his collarbones.
She was so fucking soft. Net's thighs were warm velvet. As Michael lapped and suckled at her succulent flesh, he had a daydream of her open thighs around his body. The girl would be a cocoon of plush warmth where he would burrow between and drink and knead her skin. He wanted to bask in the glory of her youth and her wetness.
If only there were time.
Michael pushed his index finger inside her heated, dripping entry and Net shuddered. Michael looked up and licked right there on her crevice as their eyes locked. His finger became his manhood and with his eyes, he told her everything he wanted to do to her and her almost virginal little body. Yes, little girl, beautiful, gorgeous little girl, fill you up, fill you to the very bottom, fill you until you are a flood of my desire.
Michael kept the tempo steady. His finger was steady and slow and deep and it beckoned to the little blonde from inside her perfectly soaked pussy. He had found it. The spot; the spot that when he fluttered against it, she gripped the wall. He waved his finger and played her like an instrument. Net shook, up against the wall, she shook and her cheeks turned red. He licked her bud, his tongue, and his finger in tune and she was the melody. His tongue and his finger inside and his thumb and forefinger on her nipple. He was the conductor and her orgasm was the melody about to burst forth into song. The little blonde was on the precipice of her torrent of passion and the rain seemed to hover there on the horizon. It was a storm cloud about to burst, the music about to crescendo.
Mr. Wetzel received a telephone call and apparently, it was his wife or some other woman in his life. Michael could hear a female tone, sharp and bitter. There were the footsteps up and down, the back and forth of the busy worker bees right outside the door. Everything kept going all around them but Michael couldn't hear it. Everything was drowned out by the exquisite details of Net. He could feel her pulse in his mouth as he closed his lips around her ripe, throbbing bud. Her clitoris was utterly exposed, her hood drawn back completely. Her pearl beat with the rhythm of his mouth and his heart and his finger that called to her. Cum little girl, cum and let me wash my face in the hot rain of teenage lust. Her juices were a vintage that had never been so appreciated as they were just now.



Net pushed forward. Her knees shook and she slapped her hands up against the wall, desperate to hold on for balance. Michael felt the long, hot squirt inside his mouth before he quite comprehend just what was happening. Then it hit him as another torrent tore from her. She squirted. He affirmed it with his finger. The beautiful, blonde angel was coming and arching her back and bursting with her delight. He could have laughed if he wasn't busy gulping it down.
He drank. He drank like she was an oasis in the desert. He sucked down her milk and delighted in the creamy trails of her cum that spilled down his cheeks. It mingled with the sweat on his chest. He sucked and fingered and her hot, little entry squeezed tight around his finger as an almost violent tremor ran its course. She even tapped her tennis shoes.
Net sunk her blue nails into his shoulders and Michael knew that he'd have her fingernail shaped marks there later. He stared at her face, enchanted as her body quivered and fed him. Net doused him, he was marked with luscious rivulets of milk. She was entirely pink now. Her eyes closed, her teeth clamped and her lips were drawn back. Her spasms wracked her body and it seemed almost like a fight. Like she just couldn't give him every last little droplet, she just couldn't be wrung out and emptied. But Michael insisted.
Net squeezed him tight inside, one last, long shudder that made her go up on one tiptoe in her tennis shoes. Then she collapsed, spent. The girl draped forward, over him, her little breasts pressed to his sticky face. She heaved and held in the sound of her breath as best as she could. She panted quietly, like she'd just run a hundred yard dash.
Net kissed him as she melted to his lap and Michael groaned into her juicy mouth as he dropped from his knees to the floor. She was loose and lax now, inside she gushed steadily. She was swollen and open and her climax dripped down his forearm. Michael tasted her tongue and licked along the ridge between her gum and the inside of her mouth. He knew she'd taste her own sweetness there. Even better than bubble gum, it would be something for her to remember later tonight.
The skirt draped over his lap and tented his poor, aching cock. No matter that it was covered, in his lap like this, Net felt his dick as it hammered between her thighs. The head fully pressed into the wet material of his sweatpants, it dipped into the sweet remainders that dripped to the floor.
Michael withdrew his finger. He took his mouth from hers. He fed her his cream dipped finger and watched her eat like a baby bird. Net looked him in the eye with the most pornographic look. She had no idea how sexy she was with her heavy lids and her flushed cheeks and the sweet knowing there in her eyes. In spite of how young and innocent she appeared, she had cum like a woman, drenched him with her fluids. That look said that she knew that it was beautiful and filthy and a man Michael's age had no business being like this with her and that made it all the more sweet.
She sucked his finger clean as the salesman tapped on Mr. Wetzel's door. "How are we doing in there, sir?"
Mr. Wetzel had finished the argument with his wife and mumbled his dissatisfaction under his breath. "I'm coming out. I need to look at the other jacket again." There were the sounds of feet hastily jammed into shoes and those shoes that scuffed along down the hallway.
Once they were gone, Net giggled inside as she sucked. She released his finger and took Michael's mouth back. He kissed her bottom lip. He seized the pouchy, pouty lip that he'd sucked all the gloss off and her bare mouth was intoxicating. "That's my boss, Evan," she whispered as Michael shifted from her bottom lip to the top. "He's a total toolbag."
"Oh yeah?" He asked with a smirk and then pushed his dick up. It was all involuntary. His cock just couldn't help but beg as it watched her cherub mouth suck and her big, blue eyes and that dimple. Jesus Christ.
"Yeah." Net said with a nod and added with a grin. "I bet he's looking for me."
Mr. Wetzel returned with heavy, tromping footsteps and so did Evan the toolbag. During the scuffle that returned the miserable man to the dressing room next door, Net whispered, "I am going to fuck you." Her breath was hot on his neck and it touched his pulse and made it strum a little faster. "I am going to fuck you right here."
Really, little girl? He didn't say a word. His heart trembled and he swallowed hard. Suddenly his mouth was dry even after the baptism of her sweet fountain. He was nervous and crazy horny, like it was the first time. Like he was her age and had built this up for months and was already more than just a little in love with her.
Michael clasped her face in his hands and mouthed, "Yes" instead of any of the other words he could think of. Like please and god and you're the girl I've been dreaming of since I was your age.
Net raised up from the floor and pointed at the padded bench in the corner. In the corner, there were mirrors on both sides. Even though the seat was handy for trying on shoes or seeing how a pair of pants felt when seated, Michael wondered if it hadn't also been used for fucking at some point. It was too perfect.
He pushed his sweatpants to the floor and watched as his hard cock lurched and bobbed for her. The lonely silver trail of his anxious liquid was a river down his shaft. It had made a puddle at the base of his dick. Michael was wet and lubricated and the ache had built to a crescendo and as he pushed his back into the wall. He braced himself for her precious little cunt and he watched. Torn, his lizard brain couldn't decide which was better, the girl before him or the panoramic view of her reflection.
He watched as Net unbuttoned and unzipped the skirt and it floated to the floor. She stepped out, completely bare now but for the tennis shoes. Michael bit his right hand hard to keep that noise to himself. A whinny. Maybe something that a stallion would make. A mating call. A desperate howl, something driven by ancient chemicals and a calling that he'd been trained to squelch down and hide away. It was a sound that he was sure that Mr. Wetzel, or any man, would recognize instantly as ecstasy.
She stood and stared at his nakedness and Michael followed her blue eyes. The innocence was still there, perhaps a bit of marvel as she stared at his erection. "Oh god," she didn't speak but he could read her lips. Net stepped up, her legs spread, the velvet of her inner thighs around his legs. Her small hand reached down between his legs and grasped his thickness right at the center.
Fuck. He wouldn't cum, not like that right in her hand. He wouldn't spray her lips with semen before he was even inside her, but he could. Michael knew that it was a possibility as he looked down and saw the head of his dick nestle in the nest of her slippery hair. The blonde guided him back to her dripping slit. With an expert move of her hips, she writhed and enveloped him from tip to base in one easy move.
Net was so tight. Her tiny hand couldn't be tighter and yet she was wide open from the orgasm. Her demure pussy lips were hot and thick now and couldn't have been tucked back comfortably into panties. Not like this. She needed to be fucked. Just a perfect, little girl who needed his cock, needed to ride him. Which she did, like she'd done it a thousand times before, like they'd been lovers all along.
The girl in the mirror placed her slender fingers on his shoulders and her strawberry blonde curls fell around her. The girl in his lap had shadows on her cheeks and forehead as she moved up, almost off his dick altogether. She slowly lowered herself to the bottom once more. Fuck, she was heaven. Michael had to wonder just how she knew. How did a sweet baby girl like her know to look him in the eye like that as she rocked her hips up and down? She slid back and forth just to let him watch her lips open and close and beckon his orgasm to her.
Michael clenched his thighs and pushed up inside as hard as he could. He matched every move. Net was a carnival of sensual delights and everywhere, everything was irresistible. Her tea cup titties bounced in the mirror and her nipples pointed at his face, just screaming for a bite. They were fat, little puckered buds that he'd spent nowhere near enough time sucking. Then there was her slender waist, her softness around him and her pale flesh entwined with his.
But fuck, there were her cheeks in the glass and everything inside him growled. Michael let his hands settle on her hips and he pushed her down and rocked up. He pulled back as she rose.
For a little girl, for a blue eyed cherub, for a girl who looked as new and freshly scrubbed as she was, she knew how to fuck. She didn't even have makeup on and yet, here she was. Net rode his cock like a full grown woman who knew exactly what she wanted.
Michael wouldn't look away, he couldn't. He knew that he'd last longer if he closed his eyes but it was too good like this. She picked up the pace and the slap of their skin was loud, too loud for where they were but it couldn't be helped. Michael's balls were full, drawn up close and so close to overflowing with his seed. He was full of milk, stuffed so full of need that he had no choice. He knew he was going to cum deep inside her. He was going to fill her and then keep fucking her while it flowed back out and spilled down his legs.
Net tightened and dug her fingers in again. Her face was red and she almost looked to be in pain. Yes baby girl, he drove himself home, I can't hold it back, can't hold it anymore. Give it to me, he begged in his mind. He needed to feel her flutter and clench and feel the needy little spasm of her magically silken pussy grab hold of him as the little shudders ran down her legs and she had her second orgasm all over him.
"Okay Mr. Wetzel, I'm going to leave you with these selections," her boss was right outside. The shuffle and the feet made Michael tense as they froze, both of them on the verge of a cataclysmic surge.
Net slapped her right hand over her mouth and kept going. There was no stopping her now and the young girl's body gripped him within. Her thighs clenched down and Michael felt the hot stream of her ecstasy pour down his cock. The slaps of their bodies were too loud and too wet to be anything else but fucking but Michael was too far gone to do anything but let go.
He came in waves of electrical impulses, vibration after vibration. He drowned in the pleasure of her, of it all. Pleasure in her blue eyes and her little waist melded to his belly and her budded breasts flat as they pressed against the thunder of his heartbeat. There was a sob that welled up inside, a cry of release. It was stuck in his throat and almost choked him. The intensity just made the orgasm rip through him, the delight rushing all the way down to his toes.
"Sir, are you alright in there?" Evan the toolbag asked as he knocked, very officially, on the dressing room door.
Michael clung to Net as he came, another wave and yet another. His whole body quivered and Net poured liquid from inside, down his pelvis. His thighs dripped of her and him combined.
"Yes," Michael said in a husky voice as he stared into Net's eyes and held onto her bottom like a life preserver. "Yes, just trying to make some decisions," he added louder.
"Okay, sir. Well let me know if you need anything," the toolbag called out and both he and Net dissolved into giggles once the sound of his feet in the toolbag loafers disappeared back onto the sales floor.
Net's eyes sparkled. She kissed his forehead and her pussy grabbed him once more. His cock had finally emptied and softened. It felt like she hugged him with all of her body. "That was the most interesting thing that's ever happened at this job," she told him in a whisper that caressed the back of his neck.
"Good," Michael said as she slid back. This was going to be goodbye, wasn't it? They couldn't stay here forever. It was almost as if Net could read his mind and she raised her soft body from his lap. They were parted now, severed. He instantly smelled the pungent, salty scent of his seed as it ran from her tiny entry. "Are you going to be in trouble?" he whispered as he shifted in his seat. His legs weren't strong enough to stand yet. It wasn't until that moment that he realized that he was spent.
Net reached for her skirt and began the movements. The preparations, the buttons and zippers and smoothing into place. He was sure that in a minute or two, in spite of the rich scent of sex, she'd look like nothing happened. If she sprayed a little of her cheap perfume and popped a piece of bubble gum in, no one would know that she'd just rutted like an animal.
"No," Net told him as she reached for her bra, "not if you buy all this stuff." She gave him a wink.
"Yeah, of course," he assured her with a whisper. Oh, that was right. He was surrounded by clothes. Pants and shirts and even underwear; clothes to start his whole life over, to use her words. Michael thought that maybe he just had.
Net had the blouse on once more and looked in the mirror to make sure that her bobby pins were still in place. She straightened up and showed him the light blue panties that she'd wadded up in a ball. "For you," she put them in his hand and let him hold her hand for a moment. Their fingers lingered, one last touch before she escaped.
With a shrug and a grin, Net slipped out of the dressing room, almost silently. If it weren't for the lingering scent of cheap perfume and cum, it would seem as if she'd almost been a figment of his most perverse fantasy.
Evan, the toolbag, met him at the cash register. The young man showed his unnaturally, white teeth in a grimace like a hungry crocodile as he looked at stacks that Michael had set down. "And who helped you today?" he wondered, waiting to dole out credit.
"Annette," Michael replied dryly, as if he wasn't still covered in her juices. As if he still couldn't taste her strawberry nipples and the hot, pink folds that hid away her delicate secrets.
"Oh yes," Evan grinned, "she's one of our best."
***
The buzzer woke Michael from a deep sleep and for a moment or two, he was too disoriented to understand what the buzzer was. It seemed like it was the middle of the night but once he put on his readers, his cell phone said that it was only dinner time.
There went the buzzer again and he said to himself, "Yeah, yeah, I'm coming." Michael swung his feet to the floor and found that yes, he'd gotten his sea legs back after all.
He pressed the button and spoke into the intercom, "Yes?"
"Mr. Fleming, there's quite a few packages down here for you. Can we bring them up?"
"Sure, thanks," he told the front desk. Michael unlocked his door and left it open. He'd need a few dollars from his wallet. The staff always said that gratuities weren't required but they were so much quicker about things when they got a little something.
He scratched his head and wondered just how many packages did it take to start his whole life over? It was her phrase and he'd never forget it or her. He liked this, he was unwashed and reeked of the scents of a girl on the cusp of womanhood. Michael was covered in the aroma of sweat and wet sex and sweet, floral perfume and he'd already memorized the smell of her on his body.
Michael knew he'd have to shower at some point but not tonight. "Mr. Fleming, where would you like us to put these?" Carter had come up with his buddy who never spoke. Carter was also the kid who usually fetched his Acura TSX. The two of them had arrived with a luggage cart that was neatly stacked with packages that were wrapped in paper from Nordstrom.
"Could you bring that to the closet in the master bedroom?" Michael felt his forehead wrinkle as he considered it. All his life, he'd been fiercely independent; it was practically the religion that he'd been brought up in. The Michael of his former life would insist that he carry everything himself. Was it that he had all these white blood cells now, fighting the rampant cancer, that left him almost perpetually drained? Was it just because he was suddenly aware that life was a time clock?
Or was it just because he'd cum so well and even after a three hour nap, he was still used up? Michael grinned and thought that was the answer he'd stick with.
Once he was alone again with his thoughts, Michael picked out a nice bottle of Cabernet and let it decant. It might still technically be summer but from his view on the twenty-ninth floor, it appeared to be drifting away. The way the sunset was melting amber and the clouds were all gray and plum and magenta and slashed with gold, it looked like fall was in the air. He decided to turn on the gas fireplace, even if it was just for the look of it.
With his glass and the furry wrap that he'd bought when the chemo had left him permanently chilled, he sat and reminded himself of the afternoon. He delved deep into the divine sensory experience that was Net. For a man who was dying, he'd never felt so alive.
Fuck, he'd never been that brave. Michael had always thought and planned and second guessed himself when it came to women. At work, he'd been bold. In the bedroom, he'd been hesitant.
Perhaps it was going to be easier to check off the list than he'd imagined. He savored the wine and reached for the notebook. He flipped it open and clicked his blue pen. Michael chuckled to himself and thought, technically he had fulfilled more than one. Sex with a stranger, yes check. Although, given his affection for Net at this point, he hated calling her that. Even if they'd just met and even if they never crossed paths again, he felt indebted to the curly haired girl. She'd graciously given him a sensuous world of delight, she'd opened up to him so generously. All with an adorable giggle and a wink.
He also thought that technically, they'd fulfilled sex in public even though it was different than Michael had pictured it. But any more public than the dressing room made his heart flip and his stomach tie into knots. He wasn't even sure if that was the case that his cock would be reliable. Maybe the first dressing room to the left in the men's department at Nordstrom was as public as he wanted to be.
Check.
With the first tick on the list completed, Michael closed the notebook and retrieved his most prized possession. They were in his pocket and of all the clothes that he'd purchased at the store today, these were by far his most treasured item. Blue cotton panties, panties for a girl to wrap up all of her sweet delights. A girl, far too young and too vibrant to begin to comprehend the gift that she'd given him today. A girl of undulating softness that wasn't a reminiscence so much as a daydream that had come to life.
He was rock hard just holding the panties. Michael couldn't remember the last time that he'd been desirous enough to masturbate so soon after sex. He'd save it though. His cock would simmer as little things came back, the glimmer in her blue eyes, the hint of her perfume from his arm, a wave of her pussy scent from his hand. He was old enough to appreciate that things like this didn't happen every day.
In fact, sometimes it took a lifetime.
He'd let it build and build until he had no choice but to surrender. In the dark, he'd clasp her panties to his mouth and his hand would be her tiny one and even if this morning, she had been a stranger, Michael was sure he'd call out her name when he had his second orgasm of the day.
In the meantime, he had a trip to plan. He'd always preferred road trips to flying. Even if it was less efficient, it was far more enjoyable. He'd always wanted to follow the Mississippi River south. He wanted to take all the old, winding roads that ambled along and curved with the landscape. Inefficient, back roads that were meant to drive thirty-five. The roads were dotted with farmland and quaint little towns from postcards. He'd follow the river down to New Orleans and give her a proper goodbye while he still had the strength. He thought that Bourbon Street required a little bit of fortitude in the best of times. Michael didn't want to wait and give one of his favorite places on earth some kind of watered down farewell. He refused to greet her when he needed a walker or oxygen; or whatever other possible humiliations lay on this mysterious path ahead.



Besides, he thought with a sigh, it was fate. New Orleans was a place that felt like home at this point. It was a place where every celebration was held as if it were the last and everyone acknowledged the power of the spirit world. It was a city built on the bones of travelers. It had sprung up from graveyards and voodoo and mysterious pagan rites. The slow, southern heat brought everything to a standstill so that it could be properly appreciated. There was nowhere else quite as perfect to be half dead.
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Michael had always preferred the Café Beignet on Royal street over the larger, more touristy place on Decatur. In the afternoon like this, it was just an alcove, almost a hideaway. Once breakfast and brunch had become an afterthought and the afternoon heat brought a perpetual trickle of sweat down the backs of necks, it was usually easy to get a seat here. This afternoon, his theory had worked out perfectly as he took the hot plate and the steamy cup of café au lait to the table with the most shade.
The first bite brought with it a flood of memories; the powdered sugar coated his lips just like it had his first time here and all the subsequent times since then. The grease and the sugar transcended into something almost spiritual. He washed it all down with the coffee. Almost too sweet, it was thick and syrupy and just on the verge of bitter. It was perfect to chase off his numbing afternoon fatigue.
Michael hadn't been prepared for how tired his body was. Sure, when he'd been in the midst of the chemo battle; when his skin had been gray and his face damn near skeletal, he'd been weary of it all. Fuck, it was that or dead so there hadn't seemed to be another choice. He'd felt lucky to have made it that far. But the exhaustion lingered long after the drugs had given up the ghost.
It had taken him three days to drive down. He couldn't spend ten hours behind the wheel. It was more like five before he began to nod off and the car sensed his lack of attention. Even in hick, back road motels, Michael had slept hard. He was regularly clocking ten, sometimes twelve hours a night. He'd also eaten with gusto, with a verve that he'd never had for, well, anything really. He'd had lots of truck stop breakfasts, even at dinner time. Biscuits and gravy, eggs over easy, pancakes with syrup and piles of crispy bacon and he'd wiped the plates clean.
He wondered as he wiped the powdered sugar on a napkin if his body was just acclimating to the invaders. The cancer cells demanded food and sleep and sucked down every morsel like hungry caterpillars as they grew and grew. He was a host for something that wanted to murder him and Michael wondered how long they might have been uneasy roommates.
Or maybe, he thought, as he eased back into the wrought iron chair, maybe it was his new zest for life that must be fed. It was a demanding thing, like an ancient god who required blood sacrifice. This sexual flame that was now ignited like never before was a constant and all of his hungers were more acute than ever before. It was almost as if the blonde in the dressing room had stoked the almost sputtered-out flame. After years of neglect, it had become a raging fire that burned almost out of control.
Michael had gotten a blowjob in the back of a Waffle House somewhere in Arkansas. He'd checked it off the list when he had come back to his mostly lime-green room at the Red Roof Inn. But, he understood now as he let his sugar-sticky fingers linger on the notebook paper, that, like Net, it had been so much more than a single act.
Her name was Naomi and they had touched hands when they both reached for the communal syrup. It was a sticky, tin pot that made a brown ring on the recently disinfected, orange laminate countertop. They had both laughed and insisted that the other one go first until she finally did. Once the introduction had been made, Michael openly watched her as the two of them chewed.
Naomi's thick, chocolate brown hair glinted with gold in the sunlight. She'd had one braid that was almost lost in the wild spray of hair that ran down one shoulder. Naomi had worn faded blue jeans with a rainbow patch over one hole and a bare knee had peeked from another. The neck had been cut out of her black Pink Floyd tee shirt and.it had settled down over one shoulder, revealing that her bra was tan.
He had never seen more of the bra than that strap and looking back, Michael regretted that he hadn't had the opportunity to discover her breasts under the shirt. He would never know whether or not Naomi had panties on either, although he highly suspected that she had been delightfully commando in her hip-hugger jeans.
Michael did have carnal knowledge of Naomi's mouth though. She had worn Chapstick. He'd watched her put some on at the counter as she waited for her check. She'd dug the little black and white stick out of her enormous canvas purse before they had gone outside. She didn't taste like Chapstick though if it had a taste. Her kisses in the back seat of his Acura tasted like maple and bacon grease. She had made little noises as she had breathed into him, soft little sighs that Michael had imagined that she would have made in her sleep.
When her small hand had eased up his inner thigh and crept up to his zipper, Michael had opened his eyes just to make sure that it had been real and not just his imagination. No, sure as shit, her hand had been there and she had made a purposeful outline of his dick in the front of his jeans. She had been patient about it, slow and deliberate. Naomi had known the size and girth of his hardness before she'd unzipped him. He'd watched her study his erection with her small hand that wore jade-colored bands of various sizes and shapes on every finger. She had worn no polish and her nails had been short and chewed. They had looked like hands that had been neglected and worked hard and if there had been time, Michael would have liked to know what she did with those hands. Besides pull his cock out of his jeans and a new pair of black Calvin Klein briefs, anyway.
Once his dick had appeared, Michael had felt the old familiar hesitation well up at first. Overthinking, his mind had been a whirl of what to do, playing chess when the game was actually quite simple. Should he insist that they make this official and go to the room? Should he stop her? Give her money? Naomi had stopped all the questions as she bowed her head. The gush of warm breath had run down all the way to his balls.
Oh yes, that was the answer.
It all came to him in a flash, an epiphany that came with the tip of her tongue. He knew then that he should just ease back into the upholstery and let her have her way with him. He should open his legs a little wider and give himself over to the magic of a wet mouth. With skilled lips and a devilish tongue, Michael had decided that no decision was needed. He'd just drifted off into the ecstasy of Naomi.
Her tongue had washed him, the full length of his cock and her lips had drawn him in, tight and sticky. Fuck, he could almost hear it again as the last of his beignets melted in his mouth. The frantic, animal sounds that had come from deep in his chest. Her rhythm up and down had been impeccable, her tongue had kept steady and her saliva had flowed down his shaft and puddled on his sack.
Michael could clearly remember that he'd curled his fingers in her hair at the end, at the moment of no return. He'd pushed her down just a little. Instead of warning her that he was about to explode and giving her an opportunity to spit him out, Michael thrust deep. When he came, his eyes had closed tight and there was white heat behind his eyelids. He was nothing but sound and sensation.
He'd heard himself whisper, "Fuck," more than once and there had been no holding it back.
The old Michael would have apologized for the unruly outburst once she had finished, but he hadn't said a word. Instead, he'd just smiled and held her heart-shaped face in both hands. He had felt grateful for the gift of her mouth and a tad guilty that that was as far as it was to go. That had been the end of the road for them and Michael had kissed her one last time and tasted himself on her lips.
He'd napped for two hours afterward and that, spent sensation had taken him in. He had melted into pleasure, a happy and empty sensation had swallowed him down like water.
Michael decided as he rose from the wrought iron chair, which was exactly what he planned to do right now. He'd amble back to the Hotel Monteleone and crank the air conditioning up as he burrowed down under the comforter.
***
The next night, Michael meandered through the French Quarter as the sun went down. He felt strangely energized in spite of the time. Michael had eaten dinner at the Gumbo Shop. He felt that he'd been fortified by a hearty helping of red beans and rice. He'd also gobbled down three thick slices of cornbread that dripped with melted butter and yet somehow, still soaked up the leftover sauce in his bowl. He washed it all down with two ice-cold Abita Big Easy's which seemed just about perfect.
He was enjoying the slight cool off as the sun lazily eased back towards the horizon with purple and pink cloudy banners. The sweat had stopped running down the back of his neck and now it was just sticky and Michael knew that he'd dry off in the starlight. The French Quarter was always a universe unto itself, where every moment, every cell reverberated with life. From this place where he'd stopped on the sidewalk, he could hear classical piano music that came from the other side of the open french doors. If he waited for it, from the other direction, some drunk crooned Margaritaville in his best attempt at Buffet at the karaoke bar. Then the slide trombone broke through and interrupted with a bit of "When the Saints Come Marching In". Underneath all of it, it wasn't even a sound as much as it was the vibration in his chest, the throbbing base that pulsed of sex, sex, sex. It came from the strip club.
And that was just the sounds, Michael thought with a smile. The scents were every bit as colorful. The odors were vivacious and boisterous and downright acrid. Sweaty, drunk people were a pungent lot, he told himself. Then came the cloud of girlish perfume, warm and reminiscent of baby powder. The strippers were outside, hawking their wares. They wore pasties and G strings and teetered on clear plastic shoes.
Michael took a flyer and shoved it into the pocket of his jeans. He wasn't saying no, even though he'd never been a fan of strip clubs in the past. He was saying maybe like he was to everything else that came across his path lately.
Right now, he was headed to Marie Laveau's House of Voodoo. It was a place that he'd passed many times before, maybe even twenty and he'd always scoffed at the idea. Just one more place to buy overpriced tee shirts, like New Orleans didn't have enough of those. Tonight though, he felt something that could only be described as an urge.
The scuffed wooden floors creaked as Michael entered the store. There were the expected items, the tourist's version of Santeria. There were crocodile heads and chickens feet, none of it authentic but they made great souvenirs. Like the little voodoo dolls with button eyes and yarn hair, meant as a trinket, something that a traveler would bring home to show how much fun they had.
The altar was something else entirely though. Michael looked at it nervously as the vibrations that rolled off of it palpitated through his frame. It felt like a drum, like a separate heartbeat that pulsed and echoed and called to him. He tried to ignore it, so he turned his back on the altar. He walked all the way over to the far side of the store and busied himself with tee shirts but he could feel it. There were prickles on the back of his neck, he could feel that the hair had risen. His fight or flight response; nature might make him larger in an attempt to scare off a predator but really, it was him who was scared.
In spite of the trickle of air conditioned air, there was a stream of sweat that ran down his collar, down his back all the way to his haunches. It didn't make sense though, Michael told himself with a hard, dry gulp. Considering that he was the walking dead, what was left to frighten him at this point? It was time to grab his balls, he told himself, and quit being such a chickenshit. First of all, it wasn't real. How could it be?
It sure felt real though.
Shit, he thought as he crossed back over to the altar, it felt a hell of a lot more real than anything he'd felt at church, back when he'd gone. This was something more visceral than Jesus nailed to the cross, his passive, peaceful expression as he looked down with the somber expression over the congregation. The altar emitted something earthy. Sweat and cum seemed to pulse through the wood and the candles and the statues. Sex and blood and greed and rage and that most powerful thing in the universe; belief. It called to him.
Michael realized that he could leave an offering there. A token, something for the high priestess to take note of. Perhaps she would be his intermediary to the afterlife. After all, none of that Jesus stuff had really taken hold. Michael had never believed that there was anything after this life but just in case he was wrong, it might be a good idea to have a friend. A guide.
He asked the girl at the counter for advice. She was no more than a girl, a white girl with purple dreadlocks and a ring through the cartilage in the middle of her nostrils. "What is a good offering for," he didn't say it out loud. Michael was sure that he'd offend whoever it was. When he considered the lightning bolts of energy that seeped from the altar now, he sure the hell didn't want to make anyone mad.
She looked up at him, slowly, as if she'd been somewhere far away. Her eyes were rimmed in makeup that was the same color as her hair. "Money's always good," she gave him half a smile. "It should be meaningful to you."
Michael nodded and turned back to the altar. She beckoned to him. He called the energy "she" because something that enticing, that utterly impossible to refuse could only be feminine. He stood at the altar and felt that he'd been transported back in time, to something ancient and pagan. Something almost as old as the earth itself. A power that was old before Jesus and all the bloodless, pristine, suburban religions were born into their scrubbed clean little churches.
He had just the thing. It wasn't money. It wasn't that he was so rich that money meant nothing but here, in the last relay of the race, perhaps it only meant what it should have all along. There was something else in his wallet that Michael had carried for far too long. He'd never known why but he'd needed it. He got crazy once or twice over the years when he thought that he'd lost it amongst other random things he'd tucked inside between the folds.
It was worthless really, at least it would be to anyone else. Just an old folded scrap of paper, porous now and limp from so many years folded into a tiny square. Michael didn't open it. It was a secret, he wouldn't share it with anyone else but for some reason, he felt that Marie Laveau would understand that it was sacred to him. A life for a life and given where he was and the elemental nature of the altar, it felt about right.
He studied the altar and let his eyes take in the treasures that had been strewn. Jewelry and pictures, love notes and tiny cloth bags, gold coins and scraps of paper, candles, dolls, candy, and paper with bloody fingerprints. It was a riot of excess, like the city itself. Michael held the paper from his wallet firmly in the center of his palm and lowered his head respectfully. It wasn't a prayer really, it wasn't even words, more of a feeling.
If, if something could be done, if someone could intercede, if there was a purpose for him to be granted an extension, he'd take it. That was all. No promises to be good or to be anything other than what he was. The pagan goddess seemed to be more realistic than the Christian one. Michael set down the scrap of paper and nodded his silent thanks to the entity before he left the store.
He hadn't returned fully to the all-consuming noise and the sweltering humidity yet as he walked back into the street. It was only because he still felt that he was in the soundless presence of deity that he even heard her.
"What you leave for Madame Laveau?" It was a female voice with a Cajun accent. It was a voice with depth and softness, it dripped like molasses and was just the same kind of sweet. A rich sweet with something deeper underneath, it was sensual darkness, perhaps hidden danger. Michael turned toward the voice quickly.
It was a she. Actually, there were two of them. Two girls, although they were probably women it was impossible to guess their ages. They were timeless, as if something so mundane and trivial as time just didn't apply to them. Angels, perhaps. Both girls were only about shoulder height to him and each had long, black hair that they wore in cornrows. There were beads and jewels at the end of each piece of hair.
The girl who had spoken to him stared at him with a slick smile on her face. She had a glow about her and her skin was warm, glistening caramel and her lips were shiny like she'd just licked butter. What glorious lips they were too, full and pouty and voluptuous. Her mouth was provocative. Michael felt himself stir just looking at it and he wished that he could outline her lips with his finger.
"Umm, if I tell you, doesn't that ruin it?" It sounded so stupid, but Michael laughed it off immediately. Like Madame Laveau was Santa Claus instead of an immortal voodoo queen who called to him from the netherworld.
The girl laughed at him and the other one smiled and their beads made clicking sounds when they tossed their hair. The other girl, the silent one, had one brown eye and one whitish, blue one. With that eye, she seemed to peer into his soul, into his mind. Michael felt her read him like a book, taking her time with the pages like she had all the time in the world.
Both girls wore frayed, cutoff shorts that revealed strong, curvy, caramel legs and the swell of cheeks. There was no ignoring the bottom crease where ass and thigh met, it was visible and suggested all the further study that should be done.
"I know what you want, cher," the girl with thick lips told him, radiant and cocky. "You want the cure, don't you?" Her accent slid down his spine like the sweat that had trickled there earlier. "Come see and we fix you right up now."
She beckoned with two fingers and Michael felt his dick lurch like it had been watching the whole exchange. She had talons for nails, painted sparkling pink. They clicked together as she reached her other arm around her silent partner's waist and let her fingernails move down her hip.
Fuck. Did that mean what he thought it meant, or maybe he just wanted it to mean that.
"What are you going to do?" His body had already decided. It didn't matter that his brain was almost screaming, warning him about pickpockets and god knew what else that made up the always slightly seedy stuff that no one talked about. The underbelly of the French Quarter, the inkling that there were dark forces here long before the tourists tried to civilize and whitewash it all. "I mean, how do you know what I want?" he asked.
"She know," the talkative one cocked her head toward the silent one. "She got the eye, cher. You gonna die soon, right?" The black girl asked and it was almost a relief for someone to just say it out loud. Say it boldly and without regret while she looked him dead in the eye with a wisdom beyond her years. Timeless and wise, just like a goddess should be.
"Yes," Michael said quietly and shrugged his shoulders in acquiescence.
"You want to live?" There was the other question, just bold-faced and out in the world with no preamble; something else that no one else had the balls to talk about. Because not that long ago, back when Michael had been wrecked by the chemo and held onto the toilet for dear life, there were days when that the answer would have been a resounding no.
"Yes," he whispered. Now he really did. It was like he had to think about it all ending when it verged on sweet once more that he never wanted to let go.



"Ca, c'est bon," she grinned and showed him a diamond twinkle in her teeth. Michael knew that was a grill but he'd never say the word out loud to her. "Come with us."
He only had the cash in his pocket. He had one credit card and the hotel key in his sock, so what was the worst thing that could happen? Michael grinned to himself and thought he'd finally gotten some balls but it had taken this long.
He followed the girls, a couple of paces behind so that he could study them. The girls walked slowly but with purpose. They held hands, their talons entwined and occasionally clicking. He was mesmerized by the swish of the braids down their backs, the hair swayed with their bodies. The girl with the luscious lips was larger everywhere and her breasts and thighs and ample bottom were all on display. Michael loved watching her get noticed as they cut through the tourists and headed toward Dauphine Street.
The silent girl who had the eye was slimmer in general. She had slender legs and arms and her breasts were just two bee stings that jiggled in a tee shirt with no bra. Her backside was a bouncing thing that couldn't be tamed by the shorts though and with every step, her cheeks seemed to insist on breaking free from their constraints. Michael's eyes were so busy studying their bodies that he hardly realized that they'd left the crowds behind.
They were almost to Espalande when he noticed that he could hear cicadas. The sun just glimmered on the horizon and to his back, the stars had just made an appearance. They had stopped outside an olive-green shotgun house. There was a hot pink bougainvillea that had wrapped itself around the roof and coiled its vines down the chipped siding. Its flower petals had left a pink and red confetti trail on the sidewalk, almost like splatters of paint. The yard was a small jungle, littered with fat, little palm trees and crocodile skulls and more of the button-eyed dolls hung from branches and swung in the cooler evening breeze.
"Come on, white man," the talkative girl beckoned as she headed toward the rickety, worn steps.
Fuck it, he thought, as he watched the sheen on the back of her thighs. "My name is Michael," he told her at the top of the stairs as she held the screen door open for him.
"Like the archangel," she murmured and crossed herself quickly. She kissed her fingers and blew it to the heavens. Sure, whatever, part of him wanted to say but this place seemed steeped in equal parts religion and magic and he wasn't sure where one stopped and the other began. "She is Cecile, but she don't speak so you don't need to say her name. I talk for her."
"Okay," he nodded and thought that she sounded tough about the silent girl, protective and he wouldn't want to cross her. "What do I call you?"
"I'm Antoinette, like Marie Antoinette," she flashed that diamond grill once more and he thought it was appropriate, letting them eat cake with diamonds in her mouth. "But you seem sweet, so you can call me Belle."
She was Belle in every way and both she and Cecile seemed completely comfortable in the dark and the dust inside the house. He followed as they moved down the center of the tiny house toward the open french doors at the back. This was a room but it opened to the evening and the sunset and the air here was cooler here than outside. Michael saw the fireflies and heard the purr of an elusive black cat and he knew that his first feeling was correct. This was a place of magic.
What would the cure entail though?
"How much money you got, Michael?" Belle said his name like Me-shell and he wanted to hear her say it like that when he was much closer, with her lips barely brushing his earlobe.
He jammed his hand into his jeans, pulled out the paper, and counted the folded bills quickly. "Three hundred and sixty dollars, give or take," he told her.
The two girls looked at each other. They had their own language and Belle tucked one of Cecile's braids behind her ear. "Okay, Michael, hand it over. We make some voodoo tonight for sure," she rubbed her hands together and took the bills. Belle placed the money on a table that was covered in prayer candles. Hardened wax had dripped down to the floor and it looked like stalactites. "You gotta get naked, cher."
He felt the panic grip him again. Michael's first instinct, the one that said turn around and run, rippled through his skin. Of course, there was the list and lord help him, there were at least two things on the list that these lovely, young ladies could help him with. In spite of his apprehension, he was hard as a rock; tent pole hard. He throbbed in his jeans and why not take his clothes off and show the possibilities?
Besides, what if he could be cured?
The quiet girl had moved outside. She squatted down and made a circle with red chalk. The circle was then cut into quarters and the girl quickly made an intricate series of lines and symbols that had no meaning to Michael. It looked like hieroglyphics and he wondered if voodoo or Santeria, whatever it was, weren't as old as the Egyptian tombs themselves.
Once she was finished with the chalk, the silent girl stepped daintily outside the circle and pulled her tee shirt up, exposing her taut, lean belly. As she raised the shirt up higher, Michael watched as her tiny breasts came into view. Small breasts with almost purple buds of nipples. They were succulent nipples that looked juicy and ripe and Michael could almost taste her on his tongue as the head of his dick escaped through the opening in his boxers.
"Come on now, Michael," Belle chided him from the corner as her counterpart unbuttoned her cutoffs. "Don't be shy," she said in her slow, warm drip of a voice.
Michael pulled up the silky, gray tee shirt and in spite of the heat that still simmered in the air from the afternoon, he was covered in goosebumps. He was nervous, even like this, after all this time. Michael knew that it wasn't the potential for danger that sent the nerves dancing down his bare flesh, it was getting naked with a stranger. Two strangers, he reminded himself as he tossed the shirt to the floor.
Cecile wiggled her hips and pushed the tattered jeans off her body. Michael hadn't even noticed that she'd slipped off the flip-flops she'd had on earlier. Once the shorts fell, she was bare in the glow of the fireflies. The glimmer of twilight caressed her sweet, young body and made Michael groan out loud as he looked her over. Long, slender legs up her waist. The girl had legs for days and that skin should be dessert. She stood in silence and watched him watching her and Michael let his eyes go to her sex. He wished he could see her fully; that her inner thighs hadn't kept her lips in shadow.
As if both girls could read his mind, Belle lit one candle and then used that taper to light maybe fifty more around the red chalk circle. Cecile was now illuminated and Michael had his hand on his crotch. He'd never been so openly perverse, he'd never been a lascivious man. He was never the type to catcall or grope and yet, here he was, gripping his dick in front of two girls, but it couldn't be helped. Cecile was delicious and her pussy lips were covered in thick, dark fur that was wet and scented. He could smell her from where he stood and Michael immediately craved her taste. He wanted to root his nose in her bush and feel her wetness on his cheeks and nose. He wanted to inhale the aroma of her sex. Her perfume was thick and hung in the air between them and mixed with the candles and the flowers outside and the magic already seemed to be running under his skin.
Belle chuckled with perverse glee as she watched the two of them eye each other the way animals stare another one down, to hunt or to be hunted? Michael didn't know which one he was in that equation, given that there were two of them and at the moment, he didn't care.
"What you waiting for, Michael?" Belle demanded. "Think we never seen no white man's dick before?" She cackled and even Cecile grinned and blushed.
No, he was sure that they'd done this plenty of times, but Michael had never been with a black girl or two women before, let alone two, gorgeous, young mulatto girls like them. Sprinkle in the voodoo and it was enough to send the old Michael packing. Not now though, now he was going to strip down. He had scooted his shoes off and carefully peeled his socks down, leaving the credit card tucked inside. He unbuttoned his jeans and unzipped them and felt the pulse of desire run down the length of his cock. His balls were already full and pulled up close and tight.
Goddamn, he wanted to fuck this naked, beautiful brown girl. His breath came fast like he was already inside her once his jeans were off. He heard the rustle of clothes and the click of long fingernails off to the side and once he realized that it was Belle. Belle's large breasts had rolled from under her tight tee shirt and sprang free. The curvaceous girl's soft belly and heart-shaped hips and her beautiful pussy with her thick, meaty lips had come into view. It made Michael peel down the boxers and stand between the two black girls, naked as the day he'd been born.
Belle closed the gap between them. Her skin was hot and her tits were satin and fleshy against his back and her pussy was fervid and slippery on the back of his thigh. Her fingernails were like razors along his chest. The feel of them sent a prickle of fear tingling down his spine as she grazed past his nipples and ribs with her talons. Her warm breath smelled like beer and it washed down his neck when she murmured, "Now for the cure, we got to give the goddess life." She slid her nails across his tender nipples and Michael choked back a cry. His dick surged, pleasure rushed from root to tip and his balls were boiling hot.
"Yes, life," he mumbled.
"You gonna give her your life force. The spirits, they want to come down and mingle with us," Belle continued her explanation as her voice caressed Michael's skin. Her hand with the talons teased down his belly. It was an easy slide down his feverish flesh and she could slice him open with the razor blade nails but Michael didn't care as she came closer and closer to his erection. "Maybe the goddess like that fat dick you got there, Michael," Belle whispered as she grabbed his cock at the base and strummed his shaft. She worked it, controlled it, she made Michael throw his head back and push with his legs like he was fucking the caramel-skinned girl. Both of them actually.
"Yes," he whispered, shaking. Yes to anything, yes to everything.
"C'est bon. Now Michael, you gonna touch yourself. You gonna stroke that cock and give the essence to the spirits."
Cecile stood in the center of the circle. Her beaded braids tumbled down her bare back as her head went back. Her fingers skimmed along her own luscious skin. Nails touched her limbs and she cupped both pert breasts and squeezed them hard. She touched herself just as roughly as Michael pictured himself doing as he imagined fucking her hard. Was it a hallucination that he could see himself, rocking her slender body under the force of his urgent, desperate thrusts? Was it just fantasy or was the magic already pulsing in the air?
Was any of it real? Did the girl with the milky eye control him, had she taken over completely?
At least, that's what was the first thing he wondered when he moved his hand down to his cock and gripped it hard. The sound that came from him was something like a cry. It was the noise of an animal in heat and it was something that startled him because never before had anyone else seen Michael pleasure himself. That was something he kept for in the shower with the door locked. Under the covers, his lips clenched to keep his need cloaked in silence.
Not now though. Now he had an audience and both of the girls watched as he lost control and stroked up and down. He tugged with firm, full strokes that he felt in the head of his cock as a rivulet of salty need dripped to the floor.
Already that far gone, Michael pushed with his thighs and stroked, steady and sure, all the way up to the tip. He wet his hand with his own juices and slid his hand back to his balls. "Fuck, you're so gorgeous," he muttered, as Cecile writhed her hips. Her fingers crossed over her nipples. She covered them, exposed them, she teased him to the brink with every touch. Her silence made it even more intense. She shuddered and the candlelight glimmered on her legs and her wicked little hands.
"Yes, she is," Belle whispered hotly on his back and brushed her seeping pussy against the back of his thigh. The thought of the thicker girl rubbing herself on his leg almost made Michael lose his balance. "She is the beauty and the beast," Belle panted and pushed her hips into his body.
"Goddamn," he murmured and stroked faster as Cecile brought her hands down between her legs. She was wet enough that her flesh made squishy sounds as she squeezed and rubbed her fur-covered lips together. Her hips seemed to have loosened and moved independently of her body. Bent back like that, it should hurt. It should be painful to be so contorted but Cecile gyrated and the pleasure coursed through her and into the air that Michael breathed. Underneath it all was the drumbeat echo of his heartbeat which seemed to match the same tempo that had come from the altar.
Michael shivered and felt the longing run, from the back of his neck, all the way down his spine. Fingers of pleasure, otherworldly fingers that caressed him with intimate knowledge that should have frightened him but at the moment, Michael gave himself over entirely and the heat in his balls had drawn up tight. He could feel the tremor in his lower belly as he teetered on the precipice.
"Give it to me, Me-shell," Belle hissed and the voice came from someone else because the girl could never have spoken in a baritone like that. "Give us your gift."
Michael clenched his cheeks together and the heat tore through his body with a howl that seemed to be in the room. It didn't come from him, it was from under the circle, from something else entirely. The ecstasy that ripped through him, that was entirely his. He thrust and felt the first long, pearly white spurt of his essence explode. In his lust and through the sweat that ran down his forehead, Michael saw Belle's hand and the nails were curled around the edge of an earthenware bowl.
Michael shuddered and stroked once again as the orgasm was wrung from him. More and more cum shot out and Belle smiled as his seed was emptied into the vessel. When the last of it burst from him, Michael couldn't hear anything but the drumroll in his ears. It began to die down and he realized that it was just the blood pumping through his own heart, the echo of his pleasure, spilled out here for the girls to receive.
Wasn't it? His legs shook so hard that he could hardly stand and he bent over to catch his breath.
Belle took the bowl of semen to the circle. Cecile held a clay figurine, something squat and round but definitely appeared to be female. Michael watched intently as he caught his breath and watched the flames dance on their naked flesh. The two girls slid their hands into his milky essence and rubbed it over the figurine. Their legs touched and opened. Their lower lips almost touched as Belle's large breasts pressed to the statue.
Michael held his breath as he watched Cecile, her milky eye hidden from view as her head went back. Her feet no longer touched the floor. Bent back like that, covered in sweat and cum, she levitated as the ancient drumbeat picked up its tempo. He was terrified and yet ecstasy shuddered down his body.
Belle let out a bark, a deep growl that came from her belly. That otherworldly voice, the deep, authoritative timber was a whipcrack and Cecile came back down to earth. The spell had been broken. The candles flickered out all at once as if the immortals that had possessed them just a moment before had all left the room and taken the light with them.
Cast in shadows, now the girls looked at each other with shy smiles and twisted arms about each other's waists. Belle kissed Cecile's cheek, softly, almost chastely as her eyes were on Michael. "Come, come here," she beckoned to Michael with a flick of her talons. "She gave herself to the spirits for you and you must repay her." The curvy black girl set his semen aside and placed both hands on her full hips. Her upper lip curled into a smirk as she waited for Michael to comply.
He did so gratefully. Thirsty for Cecile, the scent of her pussy was overpowering, a hothouse flower. She was homemade wine that hadn't aged long but nonetheless was thick and delicious on the tongue. Michael nodded his compliance and wiped his chin with his forearm as he came forward. He drooled for the girl and yet parched, he was a bundle of nerves and all of it was instinct. His bare feet clapped on the floor as he stepped from the back of the room into the circle.
Was it just his imagination or did he feel something electric brush his skin as he stepped over the red chalk? He heard the strike of a match and immediately the flame outlined Cecile's shining, damp skin. Belle was busy lighting the candles that someone or something had extinguished but Michael didn't have time to contemplate any of the other details. The hieroglyphics, the scent of herbs, the statue that seemed to eye him all the while, although it had no eyes or a mouth for that matter. Nothing else mattered or it all became background noise as Cecile went to her knees and then lay back. She leaned on her forearms and watched with her one brown eye, a humorous expression on her face as she opened her legs.
The goddess didn't need to speak, to command. He was an eager supplicant and his legs trembled from the orgasm and the need and he sank eagerly to the floor. "Oh god," he whispered and it could have been the beginning of a prayer and as Michael bowed his head to inhale Cecile's ripe, womanly scent, he felt it was the only prayer worth a damn.
Cecile let one small hand linger on her thick pubic pelt. Her secret hair was long and thick and curly and black. It was dense and wet, it was matted against her skin close to her crevice. It made her sex secret and mysterious and if Michael could see her clearly, he'd still be half mad with lust. Like this, secreted away, something he'd have to root his nose through, hunt and seek out her sweet delicacies, he was dizzy with wanting.
He was hard again too, Michael noticed, or maybe never softened after the earthshattering orgasm. He'd used quick, rough strokes that had been so urgent and it had brought him to the brink much too quickly to enjoy it. This, licking the beautiful, black girl, this he hoped would go on for hours.
Cecile opened her meaty lips up wide and revealed her rosy inner lips to him. Splayed for him, she was a flower in full bloom and even her clitoris was revealed. Her hood had pulled back and Michael almost gasped as he realized that it couldn't be called a nub or a button. It was much too large for that. It was hard and beckoned and shone in the light. It was covered in her wetness, eager and erect, it pulsated.
"You never seen no pussy like that before, am I right?" Belle whispered from her crouching position at the head of the circle. "Huh, Me-shell?" She spread her legs open wide in her squat and showed herself to him, pink, fat greedy lips that dripped with cream and a river of it touched Cecile's cheek. Belle instructed him, "Cher, you thank her with your tongue."
Michael returned his eyes to the juicy throbbing clit in front of him and seized the black girl's thighs with both hands as he inhaled her earthy aroma deep into his lungs. She was all he could smell and as he gently gave the tip of his tongue to the swollen underside of her bud, she was all he could taste as well.



He licked her again just like that and felt her strong thighs tremble and open up even wider for him. The black girl was silent but horny and dripping wet and he'd never seen a clitoris this full and ready to burst before. Michael wrapped his lips around her clit and found he could hold her firmly like that as his tongue began its reverent adoration.
"Give me those kisses," Belle murmured in a thick voice, full of lust and longing. As Michael sucked and flicked his tongue over Cecile, his eyes were riveted on Belle winding her hips and the long, slender pink tongue that slipped along her opening. Belle's hair was trimmed and easy to see through and her lips were bulbs and split wide apart and her inner lips were the pink of a wild rose and her scent was sex and sugar. "Cher," she whispered and the word seemed to echo around the circle in red chalk.
Michael moved his hands up to Cecile's inner thighs and held her down as if she might get away. He smacked his sticky lips as he sucked her in firmly. God, she was delicious, she dripped milk from her pussy and she arched her hips up in spite of Michael's hold on her. She pushed her body up, wild and untamed. She quivered and fucked his lips back and Michael thought if Cecile weren't busy pleasuring Belle that she would hold his head firmly in place. She'd dig her nails in and guide him to what she wanted until she burst inside his mouth and made him drink her flood of an orgasm, every last drop.
Belle grunted and trembled as she shook her hips and Cecile's mouth was loud as she sucked on her lover. He could hear the vibration between them, warm lips on lips and he felt the electrical pulses between them travel the length of Cecile's body and enter his tongue.
He felt his cock thrust, fuller and harder than it had been just minutes before and when had he ever been able to get it up again so quickly? Michael hummed into Cecile's fleshy lips and thought a lifetime ago, his flesh would have been willing but his spirit would have been too weak to allow this. He never would have had the balls before.
The girl tasted like so many things. Cecile tasted like the burnt sugar on top of crème brûlée. She tasted rich and sweet and milky and she tasted of sex and heat and secrets. She was complex like wine and Michael lapped and sucked until her vintage ran down his cheeks in rivulets of her creamy pleasure.
The sounds, the muffled breathy sounds of Cecile's greedy mouth on Belle, the whispers of Belle's pleasure, and the tempo of her thighs that rocked back and forth. His heart beat in time with the two girls and Michael felt woven into their flesh, into their breath. The tempo seemed to come from the earth beneath them, something ancient, something powerful, something that had to be contained within the red chalk.
Cecile's clitoris was full and hot and kept time between his lips. Michael moaned as he felt a tremor there, on his tongue. It rushed down his throat. Pleasure and pleasure and oh so much, a tidal wave of wetness threatened to spill and overtake him. He'd drown in the flush of it and Belle's cry of abandon as she doused Cecile's mouth seemed to be a warning as well as a mating call.
Cecile shook. Her whole body trembled. She shook in silence and that seemed to make her orgasm almost violent, almost against her will. Michael sucked as the gush of fluids swelled and cried out into her folds as he realized that he couldn't keep up with her luscious little fountain. The girl's pleasure poured down his neck to his chest. He was covered in her steamy, sweet nectar and he didn't ever want to stop sucking her. He wrapped his lips tighter around her clit and felt it pulse and spill and eventually soften.
Soft like a kitten, soft like half melted ice cream, like a puddle, Michael lapped gently as the energy hummed through her thighs and her hips. Cecile shuddered under him and he felt the surge of something powerful rush through her body and wondered if she wouldn't levitate again.
Belle rose to her feet on uneasy legs. Her thick thighs made sticky noises as she moved from Cecile's mouth to crawl across the circle. "She ready for more now, Me-shell," Belle whispered and said his name in her Cajun magic voice, like she was conjuring up something mighty and wicked. Her eyes were like cat's eyes in the glow of candlelight and Michael would have been afraid of her if he hadn't been so turned on.
Belle's nails clicked across the floor and the beads in her braids clinked as she reached Michael. "The gods are very happy tonight," she smiled lazily. Her lids were heavy, almost drowsy, she must have poured cum down Cecile's throat and yet, here she was. She wanted more.
They both did.
Belle reached for him, there was no preamble, no shyness about her. The caramel girl's hand stretched out and her fingers circled around Michael's throbbing shaft. "Jesus," he whispered, sounding parched and on the brink of something desperate.
"Yes, that's a nice, fat dick there," Belle murmured and stroked all the way down to his head, nice and slow and firm. Just like he would do for himself if he hadn't been so crazed with both of the girls watching. "You going to serve them tonight," she whispered and stroked him back up to the base. Her grip was hot and steady, her hand felt like home, like she'd been jacking him off forever.
Michael threw his head back and barked, "Yes". Yes to any of it, to all of it, yes to anything she wanted like this with her soft fingers guiding him.
"That's good," Belle's breath was hot on his neck and danced down his side. She reached along his skin and made him prickle with delight. Fuck, he could cum in her hand. It would be so easy, just a few more strokes and he would shoot his load all over Cecile's shiny nakedness. Which would be an incredible waste since he wanted so desperately to fuck her. God, with his face still sticky from her explosion, he wanted to fuck her and lick her from his lips. Maybe kiss her as well and taste the commingling of cum and sweat as he seized her silent mouth with his. He wanted to breathe Cecile deep into his lungs.
Belle seemed to know and she brought Michael's cock to the precise place. Belle's hand guided him to Cecile's wide open, deeply red lips and stroked the head of his dick down the center of the girl's dampness. Cecile shivered as the meaty knob of his dick caressed her clitoris. Like one long lick, a throbbing tongue, his dick jerked and spit precum on Cecile's inner lips. Heaven, it was sweltering and satin and Michael groaned as Belle guided him down, down to her entry.
She whispered, "Now fuck her like the spirits move you, white man." And she pushed him from behind, forcing him to thrust deeper than he would have without her encouragement. He'd always been a gentleman, or maybe just a coward, Michael wasn't sure which. He'd always started slowly, tentatively, waiting for a sign that it was acceptable.
Now he was thrust deep, balls deep, coated with her creamy wetness, and he gasped from the rush of pleasure that ran through him, all the way down to his toes.
God, she was open and sloppy wet and Michael howled and wrapped his hands around Cecile's shiny, slender thighs. "That's good, yes, get all the way in there," Belle whispered. Her breath teased him as she wound her ample curves around his body. Breasts slippery and warm, crushed against his back, Michael could see her nipples in his mind's eye, burrowing into his skin. Belle's hands wound down his flesh and rested on his ass.
"Fuck my sweetheart the way she like it," Belle commanded him in a voice so low, Michael thought perhaps it was just in his mind. "Fill her up, take the power inside you," Belle whispered and the echo came from somewhere far away, not from the girl whose hands were on his cheeks.
He growled and pushed deeper inside as Cecile met him with her hips. She pounded him back; her pussy was so soaking wet, a spray of liquid hit his pelvis. They fucked hard and loud and the sounds of thigh on thigh and Michael's grunts were the rhythm to their music.
Belle continued to push him in and pull him back. Her hands were strong on his cheeks and her body melted into his back. It was almost as if it was Belle's cock, as if she possessed his body. Michael almost felt like she could pry him apart like Belle could fuck him from behind, Belle could rip his body into two parts and reach inside and god help him, Michael didn't care.
"Deeper, deeper," Belle hissed from deep in her throat. Her fingers slithered around one cheek and slipped up his crack.
Michael cried out in ecstasy and he pounded Cecile's little pussy into the floor. He fucked her like an animal, like nothing he'd ever done before. Now he had Belle, not only behind him, not only pushing him, now her nails brushed the sensitive skin of his perineum and every nerve sizzled.
"Fuck," he gasped, Cecile's pussy dripped down his thighs as he continued. He pumped so hard, muscles clenched, jaw tight, he fucked her within an inch of his life. "Fuck," he welped as Belle used the pad of her finger up against his anus and pressed.
Stars. He actually saw stars.
His legs were going to give out, thrusting, charging into Cecile's sopping cunt. His cock dripped down her crack with every withdrawal, her pussy squeaked and gasped and coated him in hot lust with every push down inside. The finger, that finger, it was torment, it was bliss, it was a tease and yet he was scared to death.
His heart galloped and all Michael could hear was the drumbeat that shook the ground, shook the circle, shook their bodies. Still, he fucked the silent girl and gripped her thighs, nails dug into her tender flesh as his overflowing balls drew up tight, hot little beads that were much too full.
Belle was the one who cried out, as if she had taken all of their voices. As if she spoke to the spirits for all three. As if she were Cecile and drawn up and wrapped around Michael, completely full and overwhelmed by his body. As if she were Michael too and the bulging cock that had prayed for release was finally basking and pulsing and churning the tight, young girl with every last drop of pleasure.
It was an explosion.
He couldn't hold himself up any longer, Michael's forearms wouldn't stop shaking and he couldn't catch his breath. He collapsed onto Cecile and engulfed her with his arms. He gripped her shuddering body and pressed her into his heartbeat.
Belle slid beside them and cooed, "Baby," and for a moment. Michael thought she was speaking to him but she was talking baby talk to her lover. "Baby, you feel so good," she held Cecile's face in two hands and their combined orgasms rose and fell and sealed their bodies together.
Michael watched them kiss, petal soft and almost innocent and he knew that, given time, he could rise to the occasion a third time. Cecile darted the tip of her candy pink tongue and licked just the center of Belle's upper lip and Michael felt the reaction that Belle had between her legs. Her beefy thighs were wrapped tightly around one of his legs and even though his legs were like jelly, he could feel the strum of her desire
Fuck, how could he even think of sex after all of that? He closed his eyes and felt lightheaded and then there was the brush of Cecile's mouth on his. Her soft, silent mouth that had never even cried out, was thanking him. Michael kissed her back, a closed mouth kiss, a reverent kiss, a blessing to a goddess.
What else could he do when they'd worked a spell on his behalf? They had been willing to intercede for him. And something had happened, he could feel something stir within.
He drew Belle into his embrace and draped one arm over each girl. Michael kissed Belle's beautiful, full mouth, one lip at a time. He nibbled on her bottom lip and then turned his head and copied the kiss on Cecile.
The feel of three tongues, slippery rivers of heat, wispy and fine and then sometimes thick and insistent. The taste of both girls in his mouth, similar and yet, now he knew, completely different. He sighed into a soft neck and breathed into some braids.
Belle chuckled and ran her fingers through his hair. "That was some gris gris, boo," she looked him in the eye, "You felt them, you did."
Michael nodded solemnly. He might not know what he believed but he believed that other forces had definitely been in the room tonight. Belle winked and moved to her side. He could tell that she was about business and most likely, about to throw him out. He pushed off Cecile's body and felt the drool of cum down his leg.
With him out of the way, Belle leaned in and clasped her lover by the back of her head and kissed Cecile fully. Michael hummed as he watched, a deep thrust of tongues and groans and the scent of all their wetness mingled.
He got to his feet and stepped carefully over the red circle. Michael went to his clothes and pulled up his briefs. Suddenly it felt stupid to be clothed when the girls were still so vibrantly naked. Michael could only imagine what the two naked black girls would do with each other once he left and he wished he could stay. He wished he could be invited to partake in the rich scent of their wetness but he felt that the magic had been worked on his behalf and anything more would be sacrilege.
"What happens now?" he asked and suddenly his voice was a boom in the stillness of the night with a cat's purr and a symphony of cicadas.
Belle rose from the circle, her bottom bouncing with every move. She set the cum sticky figurine on the altar and grinned at him, her grill twinkling in the twilight. "Now you go, Me-shell. The gods will take it under advisement." She chuckled, "It's a good night though, a good night for powerful magic."
That was exactly what Michael told himself as he meandered back to the hotel. After he had taken a seat at the center of the circular counter in the Carousel Bar, a skinny black man recommended a Sazerac. Michael scanned the menu and smiled. He'd found the perfect thing.
"I'd like a Oaxacan Midnight, please," he told the man as he tucked the drink menu back into place. First of all, it was close to midnight which didn't seem possible unless he'd been under some kind of spell and time had slowed to a crawl. Second, it was a drink made with Mezcal and Michael felt like it would be white lightning in his veins.
Finally, it felt like a celebration. Win, lose, or draw, he'd given it his best shot. Michael had to admit that candlelit magic and drums and cum and naked girls felt every bit as effective as chemo ever had.
It was a great send-off from one of his favorite places to be.
***
The Steamboat Natchez seemed to melt into the horizon as Michael said his goodbyes on a bench. He looked out at the Mississippi River as it gleamed in the heat of the day. The gold reflection on the water reminded him of a long stretch of legs and the slick of sweat on the back of a knee. Coffee and cream and the thick scent of wet pussy and damp flowers that had ruminated in the heat of the roof in the setting sun. The girls hadn't left his mind in the two days since he'd left their house. In fact, Michael smiled to himself once more as he checked off "masturbate in front of a woman" on his list. It was near the bottom and initially hadn't seemed as important as other things like threesomes.
But then again, he hadn't ever done it when he made the list and had no idea how potent the act actually was. Showing a woman just exactly what kind of power she had over you, giving up that politely held desire, and becoming the beast that you truly were seemed to be baring your soul.
So very vulnerable.
A small price to pay for a cure for cancer though, he reminded himself. Or not, he shrugged, either way, it was something that he'd never forget as he continued his road trip east to Savannah.
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It was only a nine hour drive from New Orleans to Savannah but it might as well have been days. Michael felt the familiar sense that he was melting into the driver's seat somewhere around Columbus. He'd learned to be patient with his body, that was the lesson so far. He never knew when his reserves would give out and then the only thing to do was eat and sleep as if he were going to live forever.
If only.
Once he was inside his room at the Hilton, he stripped bare and took the hottest shower he could with the faucet cranked all the way to the left. He knew that his skin would be red and splotchy from the almost cruel temperature but he seemed to crave warmth now. He wondered what was happening inside him; what was incubating that needed more warmth than the sultry Georgia temperatures.
Once he'd used up the hot water, Michael wrapped a towel around his waist and another over his head. He buried himself under the down comforter and shivered in his cocoon. As he closed his eyes, he could see it again. All of it, all of them. The girls were bare and caramel colored, their skin shone in the candlelight. Both of them were shiny and slick with sweat and cum and the passion that radiated from every pore. Here in his dark room, Michael swore he could still hear it, and always had since he'd left their house. It was the beat of far-off drums but most often the tempo matched the beat of his heart.
It was dark outside when he awoke. The echo of the drums had disappeared; it had been replaced by the growling in his stomach. Once again, ravenous, Michael thought with a smile as he stretched and kicked off the sheets. Ravenous for everything. Since the trip had begun, everything was delicious. Every sensation was unlike any other before. Tastes exploded in his mouth. His dick was almost always half hard and everything had an erotic undertone. There were so many little things that Michael had never noticed before that he suddenly found incredibly arousing.
As if to prove his point, his cock lay, thick and ready against his hip. He might have made time to stroke himself off if he weren't so hungry. He'd take it slow and easy and close his eyes. He would grease himself well with the complimentary hotel lotion. He would stretch out and seize his cock and try to remember just exactly the way it had felt in Belle's hand. He wanted to recall the way her finger had felt, right there on the precipice of his ass; that previously forbidden territory that now seemed to clamor for touch.
Good thing he was so hungry, Michael grinned and quickly dressed in a fresh tee shirt and jeans. The chain restaurants were closed he noticed as he drove down the main strip. It was too late for Applebees or Red Robin, but that was fine with Michael. He'd rather find a hole-in-the-wall bar and eat a greasy burger and fries and wash it down with an ice-cold Bud. He had a taste for beer, among other things.
As if the Universe had heard, and answered, he caught the halo glow out of the corner of his eye. There was a neon sign that flashed "cold beer" and it beckoned to him like a siren's song. Michael parked and went inside. There was a notice on the door, a warning that the establishment carded but it didn't really seem likely in a dive like this.
Once inside, Michael noticed that the bar was an ancient, mahogany number. The elaborate spindles and hand-carved divots didn't belong in this place with the concrete floors. The wood gleamed in the light thrown from above the bottles and glowed from the warmth of the pinball machine in the corner. It was a thing of beauty and seemed to hint that someone there had loved it all along.
There were a handful of men gathered around a pool table and two more were watching baseball on television. Michael saddled up and took a seat on a worn, yellow stool. The upholstery was torn and patched with duct tape but the seat was still comfortable.
"What'll you have?" the old man with a full, Santa Claus beard and mustache asked. He wore a "Drink Coke" tee shirt that had a hole in the front and Michael was fairly certain it was an original from the 70's.
"Can I still get a cheeseburger?" Michael wanted to know. He needed it now.
"The greasiest damn burger you ever had," the old man smirked.
"Sounds perfect," Michael almost sighed with longing, "and a plate of fries?"
"Only if you want 'em extra crispy," the man told him with a stubborn look, "almost burnt," he added.
"Beautiful," Michael's stomach made a pitiful yowl, "that and a bottle of Bud and I'm a happy man."
"It really is the simple things," the bartender told him with a nod before he went toward the back where the kitchen was.
Michael couldn't agree more. He downed the first beer quickly and got a second one with his food. The bearded bartender was right. It was the greasiest burger and the grease had soaked into the potato roll, soft as a blanket; and the ketchup and mustard had married with it. It tasted like the first burger he'd ever had, meaty and tangy and fatty and rich. Lately, there seemed to be a lot of firsts, just when Michael had begun to think that there were no more.
"Hi," a soft voice came from behind as he was mid-bite. Even just one word came in a drawl that turned it into two syllables. It was a feminine voice and he noticed immediately that a young lady belonged to it. It no longer alarmed him that she pulled the barstool out and took a seat beside him. This new version of him appreciated ladies that made the first move.
The first thing Michael noticed was bare legs and he let his eyes wander up the expanse of thighs to the frayed hem of a denim skirt. She wore a cut-off Rolling Stones tee shirt, tied at her dainty waist. Her small hands were on the bar as if she needed to hold on. She smelled of fruity perfume and it mixed well with his beer. "Buy a girl a drink?" she asked in the sweet, slow Southern accent and that time, her silky voice made his cock stand up and take notice.
Michael nodded, yes to whatever this was. He never used to talk to girls in bars. At least, he never since he had realized that he was pathetic at it. He managed to get his voice when the bartender came back, "I'll have another Bud and whatever the lady wants."
The old man had a twinkle in his eye and Michael bet that he had all kinds of love stories to tell after all these years. "What'll you have, darlin'," he asked the girl in the skirt.
"Bud for me too, thanks," she said just above a whisper. Maybe she was shy too, Michael thought and maybe that was a blessing. "I'm Marla," she added with a little shrug. Her long, brown hair gleamed in the light of the bar and the tendrils nestled between her breasts and caressed her shoulders.
"I'm Michael," he introduced himself but didn't offer his hand. He felt fairly certain that she wasn't going to offer hers. That didn't seem to be the way to greet each other on a night like tonight.
"I got stood up tonight," she confided once they had their beers. "I feel so stupid." When she tilted her head back and drank, her hair slipped down her back. Michael noticed that her nipples were hard in the front of the tee shirt and he thought she probably wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts looked small but firm. With all that tan, gleaming skin on display, he bet that her nipples were a slightly darker shade of brown, just browner than her thighs. Like a mild dud, his favorite candy.
Michael kept his hand on the bottle, there'd be no reaching out to check if her nubs were right there, ripe for the brush of his palm. "Well, any guy that stood you up is an idiot, so maybe it's better," he told her with a smile. She turned her face up and looked him in the eye. Jesus, she looked so much younger than he thought at first. No makeup, at least none that he could see. Just big, chocolate brown eyes fringed with thick lashes and two dimples.
"Really?" She sounded like she needed to be reassured and it broke his heart a little.
"Really," Michael nodded as if to affirm.
"You're not from here," Marla noticed his lack of a twang.
"No, Chicago," he placed his half-empty bottle on the bar. He wanted to tuck a piece of her hair behind her ear. He wanted to kiss her on the tip of her turned-up nose, dusted with freckles.
"Good," she grinned, "the guys around here are," she shrugged like they didn't deserve their own word. Almost as if they'd heard and concurred, the guys at the pool table called out in unison.
The two of them sat in silence, legs almost touching, fingers almost touching. She wasn't making a move but she wasn't turning away and by now, Michael had a full-on erection for baby-faced Marla.
The old man smiled from the other side of the bar and seemed to understand. Even from way over there, the bartender must know that Michael was inexperienced with these occurrences. Michael could only imagine, all the years, all the lonely people that had come through this place. They had flirted and drank and made a little corner of their lives less dreary and he watched it all. The guy must be an expert on the age-old dance of attraction and repulsion, he could probably write a book. "So are you going to have two more?" the bartender asked, "or should I cash you out?"
Michael felt it in his throat, he wanted to ask if she wanted to come back to his room. He'd like to find out if he was right about the bra. He just needed the words to come.
"We could leave," she offered and chewed her lip, and looked over at Michael. There was a question in her eyes and her perfume worked its way down into his shirt. "You want to hang out?"
She was so young that hanging out probably meant a whole lot of things that Michael didn't get. Hang out, in his bed, with her skirt off and those flip-flops too. The tee shirt would be off and her billows of brown hair would tumble over his pillow. Yeah, he wanted to hang out, dick in hand as he tasted every inch of those long, lean legs, all the way down to her bare toes. All he said was, "Sure."
Michael paid the bill and left the bearded bartender a twenty for his damn fine burger and matchmaking skills. As they reached the door, Michael opened it for Marla and then watched her little bottom shimmy with every step out into the dark parking lot. "Which car is yours?" she asked.
He pointed to the Acura.
"We should go in mine," Marla cocked her head and grinned. She pointed with one tiny finger toward a green and white Volkswagen van.
"No way," it was an original, like the bartender's tee shirt. "That thing is older than you," Michael laughed. Shit, it was probably about as old as him and suddenly he thought maybe that was why she had sought him out and seemed to be completely at ease with him. She liked old things. Vintage. She was at that age where he might just be retro enough to be cool.
"Yeah," Marla said it like it was two words. "But I always wanted one and my daddy gave me this when I got into college."
She unlocked the driver's side door and leaned over to pull up the lock for the passenger side. Manual locks, a thing from his childhood, like the 8 track, like the fact that Marla had just gotten into college. A baby, pure and simple and sweet, new and fresh, and probably didn't even fully realize what men really thought when they were visually assaulted by bare thighs and jiggling breasts.
Michael got inside and sat in the passenger seat. The scent of marijuana was thick inside and the herbaceous perfume had mixed with the humidity. The air was heavy and settled on his arms like a cloak. There was the other scent, the one of her, the one of girlish perfume and lotion and maybe a hint of beer. It smelled like being nineteen again.
There was a bench seat in the back that took up the whole width of the van. Shag carpeting completed the look and he couldn't help but chuckle, "Marla, this is great. It's original."
She nodded, her face glowed in the light of the parking lot lamp. It sparkled over her cheeks which still had a bit of baby fat and her lips slick with clear gloss, shiny and wet looking and her melted chocolate eyes looked so sincere. Marla was lucky that he was a nice guy, she was altogether too trusting, given what a girl she was. "You know what I miss about having a boyfriend?" she asked him, quiet and slow, her voice inched down the back of his shirt like humidity.
"What?" Michael leaned in to find out.
"I miss kissing, you know, making out," she looked sad as she confessed it. "I mean, the sex was okay, but it was no big deal," Marla shrugged her small shoulders and her tee shirt fell down, bare flesh, no bra. Just like he would have when he had been nineteen, Michael felt a stir. "I really just miss the closeness. Does that sound stupid?"
Michael felt his forehead crinkle as he recalled. Except for the last couple of weeks, there hadn't been any intimacy in his life in years. Holding someone close? Feeling your heart hammer in your chest right before the brush of their breath on your face and mouths met? Jesus, the lack of it was suddenly like a hole in his body, a big, gaping emptiness that he hadn't even known needed to be filled. "It's not stupid at all," he shook his head and settled back into the seat.
"So, would it be okay if we went in the back and," she shrugged again. Marla blushed a little, embarrassed by her request, "Fooled around?"
"I'd love to," Michael murmured. It would be so right, this sweet, young girl in his arms, in her crazy hippie van. She would take him all the way back to the youth that he never had. As a teenager, he'd been too busy to spend a leisurely evening in the back of a girl's hippie van. He'd worked two jobs and studied furiously for his honors classes. Never, not once, had he made out with a stranger like this.
Maybe if Marla hadn't come along, he never would. The list loomed large in the back of his mind but the scent of the girl blocked out everything else.
Michael followed her to the seat and now, he felt a wave of shyness and hesitation wash over him. Maybe this was why he'd always second guessed himself with women, always held back. He'd never had the backseat education that would have taught him the natural flow. Michael turned to Marla and watched her tuck the strand of thick hair behind her ear and look up at him. Like that, in the glow of the light, she looked happy and expectant. She had a glow about her. Like he was a boyfriend, like he was the man, like all she'd wanted was him. Like she had been waiting for it, aching for it. Like all she wanted was his mouth on hers and tonight, he was finally going to kiss her the way she'd been dying to.
Michael wrapped Marla up in his arms and was surprised at how small she felt there and how well she fit pressed against his chest. Her perfume melted into him and when he kissed her forehead, a softly, sweet, almost chaste, fatherly kiss, he could smell her shampoo. When he kissed her cheek, he smelled soap. He placed the softest kiss on her upper lip and smelled the beer. Marla sighed into his mouth and her satin lips brushed his. Every nerve came to life, just that sensation of flesh and breath was enough.
Marla's hands wound around his body and eased up his back as she tilted her head back further and opened her mouth. Just a little, just a subtle invitation, just a girl kissing a boy and their tongues met. Hot and moist, he shared her breath. Michael could feel it down in his lungs as he licked the tip of her tongue. She tasted delicious. She tasted like barley and maybe bubblegum and her breath was warm all the way down inside of him.
He brought his hands up to her face and the kisses deepened. Michael felt it in his cock and his heart when she whimpered. Those little kitten noises, like the girl in his arms was begging him not to stop, not to let go. He wouldn't. He pulled her closer and thrust his tongue deeper inside her small mouth and explored. He gave her his breath as their chests sealed together. He could feel her heartbeat on his shirt. Somewhere in the back of his mind, he remembered nipples as Marla pressed into him and panted. Her fingers were wound in his hair now and he wondered if she'd pull it and yank him down or up or wherever she wanted.
That would be just fine with him.
Michael nibbled Marla's bottom lip and her mouth was bare of the gloss now, he couldn't taste it anymore. He had eaten it all. Now her skin was just her and she cooed when he scraped his teeth along her lip, first the bottom and then he seized the top. His hands came down to her waist and he could feel every breath move through her ribcage, every tremor that ran through her skin. Marla pulled back, she pulled away but only to whisper his name. She said it with surprise and desire, "Michael," as she shifted her body into his lap.
He groaned at her like this. In his lap, they were face to face. Her nipples were clearly delineated and hot and pointed against his chest and his hands had a mind of their own. They had traveled down to her bottom and discovered how far up her skirt had come. In his lap, the skirt had moved up to expose her cheeks and he felt the delight of her velvety bare flesh there. Two cheeks, not a large bottom, not a voluptuous bottom, but very soft and supple. Michael wondered if he'd be allowed to see it in all of its glory but decided that it didn't matter. Touching it, pulling her to him, letting her feel how hard she'd made him, there was no hiding that. He kissed her now with hunger, almost as if it were a confession.
Marla's hair hung down his arm and she shivered as their ravenous kisses ran wild with sighs and grunts and cries of need. The girl in his lap wasn't scared of his erection. In fact, she pressed her body into him and felt him throb through his jeans and her cotton panties. His obvious want seemed to draw out the desire in her. Marla reared her bottom back and then eased her hips forward, just like she would if she were fucking him in this backseat. She drug her crotch across the full length of his cock and Michael gasped as he felt her sopping panties pressed against his dick.
She giggled into his neck and admitted, "I'm soaking wet."
Michael pushed up against the center of her panties to bask in the dampness there. He needed no words as the brown eyed girl kissed his pulse. He wondered if she could feel the roar inside him too, the need that was about to boil over. The ache that made his dick hammer inside of his jeans. He could feel his own wet spot in his shorts and knew that the head of his cock had already escaped the confines. His erection intended to find a way out, to discover a way to bask and luxuriate in between the girl's slippery thighs. The sticky pool of precum that soaked into his jeans was meant for her.
Marla wrapped her slender arms around his neck and suddenly, they were making love. Just because they weren't naked, didn't mean it wasn't sex. They humped each other, backs arched and hips rocked. Their mouths sealed against each other, they both breathed down the other's words. There was the yes that clung to her lips and was swallowed by Michael. He just had the yes of her bottom in his hands and the yes of her hips and the yes of the sweet creamy flood that soaked through the front of his jeans. He'd smell her candy cum scent on them later and no matter what was going to happen right now, Michael knew that he'd stroke himself off to that scent, to the memory.
His dick pulsed and his tongue pushed into her open mouth He invaded her and fucked her slow and deep like his cock wanted to. They met the other, stroke for stroke, Marla's hips grinding into his crotch. Michael pushed up from the backseat and thrust furiously between her thighs. She quickened her pace and her hips controlled both of them. Marla rode him furiously and Michael cried out as the throb in his pants became a shudder. Jesus, he was going to cum like this. He'd never, ever cum in his pants before and now, there seemed to be no way to stop it.



"Marla," he couldn't quite get it out. He wanted to beg her. Beg her to stop, beg her to keep it up, he didn't know which. When she threw her head back, her mouth wide open and her legs stiffened around him, Michael realized that she had no choice.
The orgasm ran through her body and made every inch of her shudder against him. Her climax made her push her pussy into his cock. It sealed them together with a hot puddle that spread over his pants. Fuck, it was her cum. She had squirted in there, all tucked away and secret and perfect, just like the first time that he never had should be.
With that, Michael screamed as his dick jolted and jerked and bathed in her creamy, teenage wetness. He came hard, he pumped his body up and into hers as jolt after jolt of pleasure rushed all the way down to his toes. He could count the spurts and Michael knew that he was emptying himself inside the sweetest little girl he'd ever met.
As the spasms died down, Marla wrapped herself around him, close and tight between her arms and thighs. The two of them pulsed and kissed each other softly, in amazement, as if neither of them had any idea that any of that could possibly happen. "Oh, god, Michael," she murmured and snuggled even closer, in that slow, soft voice, saying exactly what he'd always wanted to hear.
Fuck, Marla could have been the one, if only they had a time machine.
She kissed him once more. This was a goodbye kiss, Michael could feel it already as she nimbly dismounted from his lap. She sat close, their legs touched and her brown tumble of hair down his arm. Michael still shook from the ordeal and he closed his eyes to keep it all inside, to remember her forever. All of it, the perfume, the beer, the feel of her damp limbs and the shine of her young skin. Those eyes in the light. That's how he'd always remember his first time coming in his pants.
"That was amazing," he told her as he touched her chin and kissed her once on the tip of her nose. "Thank you for a lovely evening."
"You too," she let out a long, contented sigh. "I probably should go though. My parents said that they were going to wait up for me," Marla gave him a lopsided grin, like she was embarrassed to admit it.
As he drove back to the hotel, Michael made a mental checklist of just where Marla would go on the Fuck It list. Not really anywhere. She wasn't as simple as a checklist and a mark, mission accomplished. She'd taken him back in time, to a place that he hadn't even known that he'd missed and for that, she deserved her own special place of honor. He'd have to make a new entry just for his first time.
***
He still hadn't figured out how to say goodbye without actually saying it.
Michael had known that going to Savannah wasn't just a fond farewell to another place that he'd fallen in love with long ago. Going to Savannah meant seeing an old friend one last time and dammit, there were things that he'd like to say but not if anyone was going to get all emotional. Especially him.
He thought about it as he made his way east on the highway. The air became sweeter, the combination of pine trees and warm, salty sea air, it mixed with the sultry atmosphere like a refined cocktail. One that tasted so good, you hardly knew you were drunk until it slapped you in the face. What to say? If Michael had learned anything since the trip had begun, it was that overthinking didn't do anyone any good and he let out a long sigh as he told himself to relax; the right words would come at the right time.
As Michael entered the city, he couldn't help but feel a sense of longing, like he was coming home to family that had missed him and would regale him with tales of his childhood. Savannah had always felt tucked away, untouched, maybe frozen in time. Perhaps that was another reason why he needed to see her now; Michael had never felt so sure that time was steadily ticking on as he had since he'd been given his own expiration date.
He'd only been to the house once or twice but he had a standing invitation to drop by anytime. Michael took the turn onto their street and let out a low whistle. It was the epitome of Savannah wealth, and the nouveau riche were doing just fine. Quaint cobblestone walkways were lined with black wrought iron fences and the cavalcade of petals from magnolia trees were the only unruly thing on this street. It was a row of mansions, stately, grand old porches, strewn with patio furniture. These were places where the rich could sit in the shade and watch the rest of the world go by. This was something that they couldn't have even dreamed of back when the two of them were both poor college kids living on Ramen noodles.
He parked the Acura in the driveway as if he owned the place even though this neighborhood might be a little out of even his league. Michael pulled up and punched in the code for entry into the house on East Gaston street. It belonged to his best friend from college, George Walsch. George had begged him to come down probably a thousand times until George stopped asking because Michael was always too busy. The door clicked, he turned the handle and waltzed right in.
She had done a nice job on the place. Not like you could make the house ugly if you tried. The two story Victorian was four thousand square feet of perfect but she'd really outdone herself and made it magnificent. George's wife, the first wife Pauline, was almost an interior designer and she'd taken great care here. From the stately porch, the old wrought iron patio furniture looked as if it had been made for two old biddies to sit and fan themselves on a hot afternoon. He could almost see the glass pitcher of sweet tea on the table. Inside, the regal white columns continued and the hardwood floors gleamed. She'd gone coastal with the furniture which made it comfortable instead of something stuffy and Victorian. It already felt like home.
Of course, George's second wife, the new one, the yoga instructor, was forbidden to change a thing in the house. In fact, she was forbidden to step foot inside, which had left it basically empty for quite some time. Michael had hoped that he'd catch his friend here on his way back from a long business trip. He especially hoped that he wouldn't run into either of the two wives.
Suddenly, there was a squeal that made his heart freeze up in his chest. It was a high pitched scream that made every hair stand up straight on his arms. "Who the fuck are you? I'm so calling 911 right now," she told him in a voice that trembled a little but it sounded like she'd like to kick his ass too. A girl had crept from the back of the house and into the foyer. Her ear buds were in and even where he was standing, the music was loud. She was barefoot, dripping on the cherry floors, her wet footprints left a damp trail through the house.
She wore a gold, string bikini. Nothing else.
Who the fuck was he? She had a lot of nerve. Better question was who the fuck was she? Michael dropped his bag and shouted, "I'm Michael Fleming, I'm friends with the owner. Who are you?" he demanded. He hoped that he still sounded authoritative when he was so distracted with all of that gleaming flesh on display.
"Uncle Mike?" the girl yelled and ran to him, arms open, jiggling all the way as she closed the distance between them. She wrapped her golden arms around his neck quickly and suddenly she was pressed into his body. She only had to stand on her tiptoes in order to reach his cheek with a sticky kiss. "Dude! It's been like forever since I saw you."
The girl, the girl with the bouncing breasts that were now pressed up against his button down, the girl with the wet, slicked back, blonde hair and the sunglasses perched on her head, the girl with the unmistakable scent of pot smoke clinging to her, this girl was his goddaughter, Katie. The last time he'd seen her, calling her Katie Kit Kat was still the funniest thing ever. He didn't think that was the case anymore.
"Katie?" Michael held on to her tightly, unsure of himself suddenly. She was such a grown up, she was such a woman, Jesus Christ, she was built. It was all he could do to keep his hands safely on her waist and considering that it was her bare back, even that felt like a risky proposition. "Katie!" He exclaimed and kissed her cheek quickly in return, not trusting himself that close to her full lips, "What happened?" He literally meant that. How could she have blossomed when nothing that spectacular had happened to him in the last eighteen years?
"Um, I grew up," she laughed. She had a low, sexy laugh like she was a woman with secrets instead of his goddaughter. "Better question is what are you doing here, bruh? This is so fucking cool! I never see you anymore!"
"I know," he grimaced, "I used to work way too much, damn shame. I should have seen you more often. But," he put his hands up as if to say who knows why, "I've taken a leave of absence and here I am."
Michael had decided, among all of the other decisions that he'd made when he drew up the list, that along with no more medical care and no more consultations or questions about saving his life, that he wasn't even going to dignify cancer with an explanation. He wouldn't go out with people thinking that he was sick. Fuck that, he hadn't told anyone since he'd left Chicago and he'd be damned if he was going to start with Katie Kit Kat.
"Yay," she laughed and clapped like she used to when he told her that he'd brought her a present. "Drop your shit and come out back. It's fucking gorgeous."
"Are you swimming?" he asked although Katie had already turned back toward the patio, her wet, blonde hair hit her back and dripped down her bottom.
"Yeah, get your trunks," she called over her shoulder. "It's the best thing that Pauline did." She dripped with every step and there was something perverse about seeing his goddaughter that exposed. Something that he liked about how perverse it was.
Michael quickly found some navy blue trunks in his bag. He looked over both shoulders to make sure that no one else unexpected would walk up on him while he dropped his drawers. He was quick about it, sneaky. It felt wrong to be undressing with her just out of earshot. What would he do if Katie walked in and saw him naked?
Jesus, he couldn't think about that, Michael chided himself. She was just pouring out of that bathing suit, her ample bosom exploded out of the sides of the tiny, gold triangles. The bottom, tied high up on her hip and then dipped low, like a valley, to the bits of fabric that just covered her lips. Had that been a flash of pubic hair that he thought he glimpsed?
Stop, he told himself as he patted the elastic waist of the trunks. She's still just a girl, just your best friend's daughter, Michael thought and shook his head. What the hell was happening with him? Ever since the list had begun, it was like his baser, animalistic side, the lust that he'd always tucked away had forced his way out.
He walked toward he back of the house, through the stunning kitchen with its pearly, marble countertops that shimmered in the sunlight. He walked through the white French door, out back to the patio. It was stone and seemed to be in keeping with the period except that here in the center of it was a small pool. "It's saltwater," Katie told him before she dunked herself down. She clung to the side and shot up again adding, "it's perfect."
Michael eased his way in and the water was warm, like a bath. She was right, and the house, this patio, all of it was paradise. The patio was dotted with palm trees and tropical flowers burst from the center of planters. Pauline had definitely done a spectacular job. "Hey, did I hear you call your mother by her first name?" Michael had to know, just to be sure.
"Among other things," Katie said with a guffaw.
"So that sounds like you guys aren't getting along?" It had been a contentious divorce, it had taken four years and even though Michael had always been on George's side, it was strictly because of their friendship. Privately, he had thought that George was an idiot for screwing someone half his age and giving away more than half his money. Of course, that was the old Michael.
"Yeah, Pauline found out that I talked to Callie about anal sex," Katie rolled her eyes, "I don't know if it's a big deal because it's anal or if it's because it's the wicked stepmother, but whatever. I'm not allowed to stay with her right now because she's too angry." She shook her head as if to exclaim what was wrong with her mother.
Michael couldn't help but laugh. "Did you explain to your mother that you just figured that Callie would know more about anal since that's probably why your father married her?" He exploded into a raucous laugh and swam closer to Katie as she joined in.
"I should have told her that if she'd let Dad fuck her up the ass, they'd still be married," she swam to the other end of the pool and picked up half smoked joint from the ashtray. "You're not going to narc, right Uncle Mike?" she asked him in a flirty, singsong voice that told him that his little Katie Kit Kat knew exactly what she was doing. This blonde bombshell knew how to have a man eat out of the palm of her hand.
"No," he waved her off, "of course not. You're a," he paused and the last word was all wrong. So he could only whisper hoarsely, "grownup."
"Thanks," she mouthed the word and smoke escaped like a dragon and enveloped her in mist. She should be a mermaid. A beautiful creature of the sea, with the long blonde hair that clung to her curves and circled around her hips in the water. Katie took another deep drag and Michael contented himself with the fact that she was turned away and had no idea that her godfather was taking his sweet, lecherous time perusing her backside.
Her ass was glorious. It was two milk white mounds of flesh that trembled and jiggled with every move. The fabric of the bathing suit was wedged between her cheeks. It disappeared altogether in the center and it was just tied onto her hips. It literally hung on by a thread and every bounce of that momentous bottom threatened to bare her lower half completely. For some reason, Michael thought that Katie wouldn't be bothered by that at all. She seemed to be completely confident with her body, a trait that few women seemed to have acquired, and it was like a secret power that radiated. It said, look at me, drink me in, worship me.
Michael cleared his throat and reached under the water to adjust his hard-on. What would George think of his best friend, ogling his little girl like that, aching and ready for her like that? He had to stop, he had to get his shit together. This wasn't another girl on the list, this was his goddaughter. "So what advice did she give you?" Michael wondered and then realized that wasn't really stopping at all, it was just adding to this obsession about her ass.
Katie cracked up and swam back closer. "That's the funny thing, she didn't even make it sound good. She was like, use a lot of lube and relax." Katie rolled her eyes before putting her sunglasses back down. "She actually said that the good thing is that most guys are so excited to finally nail you in the ass that they cum really fast."
They both shook with giggles. Michael wondered if Callie, the second wife, had personal experience with George. "Well then it doesn't sound like it's all that great," Michael said when he could finally stop laughing.
"I'm not going to take her word for it," Katie put her head back and let her hair twirl about her round body. "Callie is full of shit about everything else," she let out a deep, contented sigh. Michael watched her stretch her arms and the way her whole body swayed as if she were dancing to some music that he couldn't hear. Breasts bobbing in the water, flesh everywhere on display, too much flesh, too much for him to do anything but bite his lower lip to keep everything inside.
"Are you hungry?" Katie asked as she jumped up and the water streamed down her body in rivulets. "That weed just really hit and I'm starving."
Michael only whispered it and he was pretty sure that his goddaughter wouldn't understand what he was referring to when he told her, "me too."
***
It was the rich smell of the spices that beckoned them. The scent of meat charring on a grill in the afternoon heat called to them from the street. The steam that rose up was decadent and almost seemed carnal and it didn't take a menu for Katie and Michael to know that they belonged here. They got a table on the patio so they could people watch and cook in the humidity while they ate.
After two plates of delicious tacos from the Foxy Loxy Cafe, accompanied by four shots of tequila, which Michael had to say were all for him but actually two were for Katie. All she had to do was cock her head and smile and give him a flash of those long lashes and he didn't stand a chance saying no to her. After the food, they walked slowly down Bull Street, arm in arm and Michael didn't know if it was because she was tipsy or if she just wanted to hold his hand but either way, he didn't say no. Katie's hand was warm and soft and she knit her fingers through his. They walked side by side, her hips bumped up against his and her head occasionally was on his shoulder. Like that, Michael could see down the front of the sundress that Katie had hastily thrown on over the bathing suit and a couple of times, he'd almost tripped because he wasn't watching where he was going.
They talked easily and the affection was just natural and as they took a seat on a stone bench in Forsyth Park, Michael was reminded of another girl named Marla who had seen the truth of him from a sticky, old barstool. The truth that he was starving for more than tacos, Michael longed to touch and be touched and somehow Katie seemed to need it too.
The food and the liquor and the weed weighed them down and it wasn't quite sunset when Katie asked in the softest, little girl voice, "I'm tired. Is it okay if we go home?"
All the way back to the house, their steps kept time and Katie knit her fingers between his and her thumb worked up and down slowly in the meat of his palm. Just that simple touch was mesmerizing him, hypnotizing him, calling him to bring her hand up to his mouth and kiss it. Simple, there was nothing to it. They were home already by the time Michael had convinced himself of the rightness of this but Katie twirled out of his reach as she punched in the code for the door.
She headed upstairs immediately and Michael stood at the bottom and watched. Every step, the jiggle, the free, freshly bloomed flesh under the dress danced with every move all the way to the top. Katie was out of sight at the top and Michael sighed, maybe with relief. How much longer could he really stare and think and ache and not do something that he was sure he'd regret.
He was in the guest bedroom. He had decided to sleep in boxers just to be safe. He had the crisp sheet tucked up around him with the patio door open and the fan on low when the knock came. "Come in," Michael watched Katie shuffle in. She didn't pick up her feet and she wore long, rainbow striped socks and a Talking Heads tee shirt that barely covered her ass.
"Can I sleep with you, Uncle Mike?" she asked in a drowsy, far away voice, as if she were actually dreaming.
Katie didn't wait for an answer, she just climbed over to the other side of the queen sized mattress and lay one calf over his. Her hand fit just in the crook of his elbow and her hair covered his pillow. He thought she was probably already asleep by the time he answered, "Sure, honey."
Michael lay in the dark, eyes wide open and thought, "This is not my beautiful house, this is not my beautiful wife."
***
He awoke to the clank of pots and pans that came from the kitchen and for a moment, just a split second, Michael forgot where he was. It had been forever since there had been a woman in the kitchen upon wakening and that's when he put his right hand over an inch or two and realized that Katie was gone. What wasn't gone was the erection that he got just thinking of Katie's name. Had it been his imagination? Had he dreamt it all or had Katie's thigh been draped around his body most of the night? Had her little sleep noises sounded like sounds of pleasure?



No, couldn't have been, he thought and shook his head and stretched. She was lovely. In fact, she was a long-haired, blonde mermaid, a goddess, a fertility goddess with a body like that. She was barely eighteen though and she was George's daughter and maybe most important of all; Katie could have any man on the planet. All she'd have to do is snap her fingers or give one of those heated stares with her sometimes blue, sometimes green eyes.
He put on shorts before he came downstairs, and a tee shirt as well. The scent was bacon and Michael could hear it sizzling in a pan. He heard coffee percolating as well and couldn't help but grin. "Why didn't I think you were the cooking type?" he asked Katie before he walked around the breakfast bar and patted her head. It felt like a silly gesture, as if she weren't almost as tall as him, as if she hadn't shared his bed. "Good morning, Katie Kit Kat," he used the old nickname as he grabbed a cup and watched her. She flipped her hair back over one shoulder and her breasts shifted in the tee shirt. Her hips wound back and forth as she moved from one pan to another on the stove. No matter what silly name he used, she was a full-grown woman.
"Morning," she smiled and her eyes lit up. "I just woke up hungry for pancakes. I don't know why," Katie shrugged and the tee shirt fell a little down her shoulder. Revealing more of that golden shimmer of skin, she was still pale, but she glowed as if the sun were actually radiating from inside. Youth, Michael felt his forehead wrinkle as he drew his brows together, she was just too new not to sparkle.
He poured coffee from the pot and asked, "Can I get you some?"
"Yes please, put a ton of cream and sugar in mine," Katie was busy taking the bacon out of the pan and arranging it on a plate. "While you're in the fridge, can you get the syrup?" she asked.
Michael did as he was asked and thought wistfully that it had been forever since he'd had this kind of intimacy. This shared space. Maybe after all this time, he'd be capable of being a boyfriend. Maybe even a husband. Maybe he'd even enjoy it, if only he weren't about to take the dirt nap.
He took a seat on a white barstool and inhaled deeply. It smelled buttery and the pancakes smelled like freshly baked bread. The bacon was perfectly browned and she even had real butter. There was a whole crock of it half melted and ready to be spread over pancakes. Now he was ravenous and his stomach made it known with a loud growl.
"Dude," Katie heard and cracked up. "I guess you needed breakfast too."
"Yeah, I don't know why. I've just been really hungry lately."
"Maybe you're growing," Katie said with a smirk as she set down a plate of pancakes and bacon in front of him. "That's what you always used to say to me. You know when I was a kid and Pauline was always shaming me for having seconds."
Michael nodded, it still stung. Not being a father himself, Michael tried not to judge but her mother had seemed intent on handing down the same eating disorder that she had. It had hurt to watch a little girl's shoulders shrink in defeat after being told no. "I remember," he whispered. He'd never mentioned it to George, even though he'd wanted to.
"Good thing I never listened to her," Katie sighed and brought her own plate, heaping with food, to sit next to him. Watching her the butter and the syrup, watching her lick her index finger and savor the taste, it was carnal. Katie stuffed a piece of bacon into her mouth and the noises that came from Katie as she relished the food were pure sex. This wasn't helping keep his cock politely undercover in the pleated shorts.
"Yeah, very good," Michael murmured. Katie was zaftig, that was the word. She burst with a robust sexuality that seemed to ooze from her supple flesh. Her mother, Pauline, was attractive in the face but her body was a lean line of muscle, almost as if she'd determined to trim off anything feminine.
"So, I was thinking about something," Katie licked a bit of melted butter from her lips, "I was wondering if you'd do something for me?" Her voice lilted and she gave him that flirtatious smile that sealed the deal. Yes, yes to whatever it was. Yes to everything. How could he say no? She probably needed some money. She was a rich kid but it was probably for weed or something else that George and Pauline wouldn't approve of. To hell with it, Michael wanted her last memories of him to be fond ones.
"Sure," he told her before he dipped a piece of bacon into a puddle of syrup.
Katie sounded hesitant, a little shy, which wasn't like her at all. It started out so quietly, Michael had to lean in to hear every word. "I was thinking that you'd be the perfect guy to have anal sex with for the first time."
Then there wasn't any sound. It was as if all the sounds, the hum of the fan, the click of the refrigerator, the birds outside, the breeze coming through the window, it all stopped and held its breath, waiting for Michael's answer.
"Me?" he gasped, hoping that he didn't choke on his food.
"Yeah, you," Katie set down her fork and began to count the reasons on her fingers, "I can trust you, I know you. You're not some douchebag guy my age, because believe me, they're all douchebags."
He just nodded, keep going Katie Kit Kat.
"You're older so you're experienced. You'll want to make my first time good. You'll be patient and go slowly. I know that you wouldn't hurt me." She had run out of fingers and then added with a shrug, "Besides we love each other, right?"
"Right," he nodded, there was that. He did love her. She was like the daughter that he'd never had. A generous portion of his money was going into a trust for Katie when he passed. Even though he hadn't seen her in years, Michael had always been faithful with cards and presents. He'd been as affectionate with her as any woman in his life, at least up until now.
"So, what do you say?" Katie picked up the fork again and cut up a pancake. "And before you even bring it up, of course I'd never tell Dad. So you don't have to worry about that."
What did he say? God, a few weeks ago, before Dr. Gregory had given him the death sentence, Michael wouldn't even entertain it. He would have jumped up and gotten dressed. He would have wrestled his aching hard-on into pants and he would have left with nothing more than a polite, "thanks for breakfast." He would have flushed all the way down his neck. He would have felt the hot embarrassment wash over him. Later, he would have talked himself into what a good thing that it was that he'd kept his head and what a ridiculous idea.
Then of course, he would have stroked himself and imagined having Katie exactly as she wanted. When he had a tremendous orgasm all over himself, a part of him, albeit a small one, would regret his decision.
But since the whole death thing had come up, Michael had a new perspective. "Are you sure about this, Katie?" he was slow with his words. "First times are usually the ones that you remember forever. You really want to remember me like that?"
Although, he couldn't think of a nicer way for his goddaughter to remember him, actually.
Her eyes got big and in this light they were more green than blue. Katie didn't have any makeup on, her hair was wild and free and her cheeks were pink and her lips were shiny with butter. Michael couldn't remember the last time that he'd seen a more beautiful woman. Katie shook her head yes.
"Well, then I think we should do it," Michael told her before he kissed her forehead.
***
The morning had flown by with their preparations. They had showered privately and the alone time was a relief and yet, the suspense was killing him. Michael forbade himself to jack off in the shower, even though the whole time, his dick was a perfect tent peg. Pulsing and dripping, just soaping it up was almost more than he could bear. He had bitten his bottom lip hard and turned the water all the way to cold so that he could show a little restraint.
Listening to Katie in the bathtub was sensory overload. Michael imagined the water caressing her legs. He could almost see the bubbles on her toes and he could visualize her small hands running the soap over her soft spill of breasts. He tried to picture her nipples. The shapes that he had spied in the front of her bikini but hadn't yet seen in real life, Michael imagined them being a soft shade of pink. The color of a rosebud. Not quite in bloom yet, delicate and tender, ripe and almost ready to open.
As she finished her preparations in her bathroom, Katie called to Michael, "Can you bring candles? There's a bunch around the house. I just always think that's romantic."
Michael was grateful for something to do that kept his hands occupied. Within ten minutes, he had placed candles on every surface of her bedroom. It hit him and almost knocked the wind out of him. This wasn't the guest bedroom, this was Katie's bedroom. She had a canopy bed, like someone nicknamed Katie Kit Kat should have. Pieces of white, gossamer fabric were wrapped around the bed and the curtains were pulled back, inviting him inside. She had a string of lights around the top and the lights ran down the columns of the bed. The sheets were pink and Michael bent to smell them, to take it all in. Katie's scent was undeniable and more than a little intoxicating. Not so much perfume, maybe it was lotion or her conditioner. It smelled of damp flowers after a warm day, heavily scented in the twilight.
It was magic, just like the rest of her.
Katie walked into the bedroom completely naked and Michael had to hold his hand out to the bed to catch himself, to steady himself on his feet. "Jesus," he wasn't even sure if he said it out loud, there was nothing else to say.
"Is that good?" Katie asked in a small voice as she came closer and closer. She quickly closed the space between them until all that Michael could smell was her soap and her sex.
"Very good," he whispered, his whole body trembling.
His goddaughter reached down his body. She ran just the tips of her fingers over his skin, down his chest, where his heart beat a hundred miles an hour; down the center of his belly that made him gulp nervously; down to the center of his boxers where the head of his cock had never quite fit inside. It had insisted that it wanted to take a look around. She looked him in the eye as she touched the head of his dick. "Are you going to take those off, Uncle Mike?" she whispered as she massaged his glans, rubbing his precum back into his aching flesh.
Fuck, she couldn't call him that. "Yes," he hooked his fingers in the waistband, "but do you think that for now, for this afternoon, I could just be Michael?"
"Uncle makes it too pervy?" Katie chuckled and her face was pink.
"Yeah."
Katie took a step back and then another one and sat on the edge of her bed. Her breasts shifted and rested and her thighs were wide open. "Okay, I promise, I'll just call you Michael if you take off the shorts and come here." She was showing him her sweet, secret places, bare and the same pink that he'd imagined her nipples were. In fact, she was almost the same pink as the sheets and a groan erupted from Michael's lips as he took it all in.
He dropped the boxers and his feet somehow led him to the bed. There was no thought, no reasoning left. Michael almost fell to his knees in front of her and looked up, taking in the gloriousness of her. Her hair was a golden waterfall down her back. Her breasts were tipped and her nipples were plucked and pointed and ached for a tongue. She was a girl between her legs, bare and demure little lips that were folded back to show him that further inside, she was sopping wet and too excited to hide her need. Her inner lips were the rose in full bloom, pink, almost red, wet and slick and inviting.
God, her clitoris was half exposed already. Her hood half up, her bud engorged and with every breath she took, her body seemed to shine with her inner heat.
Michael felt that on his knees was best. In fact, on his knees was perfect since he was out of his mind with want and felt that it was only appropriate to beg her for this. He reached up and lapped the tip of her right nipple with the edge of his tongue as his fingers sank into the meaty top of both thighs. "Katie, my god, you're the most beautiful girl," his voice shook with want as his mouth led him to the other nipple. He wanted to leave her wet and dripping with his saliva, all over her whole body preferably. He supped and licked and let his ravenous mouth lead the way down, down along the crease under both heavy breasts. Michael lifted them one at a time and studied them with kisses. Then down to her waist and her doughy little roll there. He slipped his tongue into the creases and tasted her there. Then down to her hips where Katie let out a low moan as Michael nibbled her curves, meandering all on the way, all part of the journey to her luscious pussy.
He was so thirsty for her. Michael tipped her back onto the mattress a bit so that her clitoris was easily accessible. As he looked up, he was delighted to see that Katie watched intently, dimples showing as she smiled at him. Michael held her legs up by her calves and kept his eyes locked onto hers as he let his tongue find her. Thinking with every little lick, every lingering lap, yes my sweet girl, yes, I do love you.
"Michael," Katie groaned his name and it was a deep, husky sound of passion and need.
She was soaked and her clit vibrated under his tongue and Michael felt his hands grip her legs tight. He needed them up like this, spread wide, exposed, everything available for his mouth; damn really his whole face. He lapped eagerly at her clit, feeling the round bead strum from his attention. The pulse of it entered his body and worked its way down.
He also needed his hands firmly placed on her legs so that he wouldn't touch himself. It would be so easy, so fucking easy, maybe even without touching himself. Licking her like this, in this bedroom, on this bed, so many things that were so wrong and yet, inexplicably, perfectly right. She tasted like sweet cream and the liquid spilled from her pussy down the side of the mattress and her little cries were so tender and sweet and how could that really be wrong?
He moved his mouth down to her entry and licked there. He collected a whole mouthful of her delicious wetness and savored her like a rare vintage before swallowing and moving back up to her clitoris. Katie pounded in his mouth and when he held her bud between his lips and unleashed his tongue on her there, she moaned and her legs shivered in his hands. Her body shook and it made the mattress moan under her weight. There was nothing else that he wanted more than to suck on her clit and feel it thump in his mouth as it counted the beats of her first orgasm.
"Michael, fuck," she cried out and Katie seemed to know just what his mouth had been dreaming of because her small hands were twisted in his hair and she drug him down to her. His goddaughter pushed her round body up from the saturated mattress and guided him to her clit. "God yes, please," she begged in a throaty whisper. Her clit magically came forth from the hood, completely bared, hard as a stone, shining with her wetness. Michael stopped and watched it, he held his breath and marveled at what a thing of beauty. She was a rosebud, tender and perfectly made and she wanted him to taste her sweet, young body.
"Yes," he answered. His voice muffled in her folds, his tongue washed her clit, up and down as his lips sucked her tightly. With every lick, he could feel it building inside of her, the thunderous need building, more and more, growing. The scream that she kept inside as she bit down on her lips and pulled his hair so hard. Her calves twitched as he sucked harder and pushed his nose into her velvet places. His lips drew her in deeper and deeper and Michael trembled as he felt the wave rise inside her, just about to crash.
"Michael," she screamed his name as she stiffened in his arms, her legs were straight and her thighs flexed as she doused him with her sweet, little girl juices. She poured wetness down his face, down his mouth, down his neck. She gushed and dripped onto his chest and Michael drank and drank. He gulped down her milk as fast as possible but still it wasn't enough. A tremor rode through her body and then she released one more little cry, something small, something like a sound that she made in her sleep and then her fingers let go of his hair.
Michael's dick bobbed and begged for release as he released her clit and just licked up the mess. Katie had cum down the side of the bed and everything was wet like a dewy, spring evening. Michael had determined, if he had to spend the whole rest of the afternoon and night on his knees like this, he would, to make sure that she never forgot her first time.
He looked up to her face and smiled into her bare skin as she stared at him. There was heat in her drowsy eyes. Katie looked wanton and full of lust and her hair was wild all around her. Her cheeks were as pink as her pussy and she never told him to stop, she never even tried to take her legs back. But it was her eyes, her magical eyes, heavy lidded and passionate, that with her innocent face. That was the most pornographic thing that Michael had ever seen.
Still, looking into her eyes was one thing, but he had to be practical as well. "Roll over for me, my love," he whispered and watched as Katie silently obeyed him. Fuck, her huge, white globes jostled and bounced into place as his goddaughter got to her knees and thrust the fullness of her ass back at him.
"Like this?" she wanted to know.
"Oh, baby love," he sighed as he touched her gently, so gently, as if he was afraid that if he moved too quickly that she'd change her mind. The tips of his fingers slipped around the fullness of her cheeks. He started near the top and wound all the way around. Michael let his fingers feel the heaviness of each cheek, the swell and the roundness, the satin skin. He pressed his forehead to her bottom as his hands explored and he whispered, "my sweet, little Katie Kit Kit."
Finally he couldn't wait any longer. There was her crack, her opening and she shifted her legs so that she was wide open for him. Katie's pussy still dripped clear liquid and Michael reached out to capture some on his finger. He drug his finger back, from her pussy, along her perineum, to her tiny anus. It was so small, wrinkled shut. She smelled sweet there as he inhaled deeply and touched her with her own orgasmic fluid.
Katie let out a sound, a sound that came with a shiver. It could have been fear but he watched the way that the backs of her thighs shook and he realized that he was just touching virgin flesh. She was delighted in the new sensation and Michael let the tip of his tongue flick over her anus. Katie shook once more, a quiver of want. She'd been thinking of this for far too long.
Michael reached up, through her thighs, to her clit once again and circled it slowly as he licked her asshole. Katie thrust her hips back into his mouth and then pushed them forward into his finger. The bed groaned with this new tempo. Michael's saliva eased into her, the tiny line that he supposed represented her rear opening and for a moment, he wondered how anything could fit inside. He lapped and licked and rubbed her clit and Katie's hips bucked like an animal. She was an animal about to be pinned, mated, and taken and she was ready for it.
With his left hand, Michael firmly slid his index finger inside her pussy and pushed deep inside her gushing little hole. Katie cried out sharply and shuddered as he took her again. Deeper this time, he kept the tempo on her clit and pushed his tongue inside her anus. The ring of her sphincter was a tight grip and it softened around his tongue and this was a whole new touch for her. She was wild under him. She pushed her bottom back and thrashed on the bed. She rubbed herself in his hand while her cunt dripped down his forearm.



But Michael only had so many hands.
He brought his right hand back and brought his index finger to his mouth. He coated it thickly with spit and touched her right at the center of her anus. He was slow about and watched her body twitch as the sensation began to sink in. Katie knew that he was about to penetrate her there, she could feel it in her sensitive virgin places. She squealed and her pussy tightened on his finger as she trembled, waiting for it, her whole body begging for it.
Michael slid his finger inside.
"Oh, fuck," she whimpered and he watched, holding his breath as he witnessed her little line open to him. Her asshole was small but it could take the girth of his finger. In fact, it wanted his finger. She seemed to suck him in deeper, something greedy inside of her body held both of the fingers in deep and her asshole didn't want to let go. He withdrew that finger and then pumped it in a little further, a little deeper.
"Yes, Michael," she looked over her shoulder, her hair a whirl over her body and she looked back at him and whispered, "fuck my ass deep and slow." She had such command, she was serene and lovely and flushed with her pleasure. She was a goddess and she knew exactly what she needed. "Use some of this," she grabbed something from the bed and handed him a blue bottle of lube.
Michael busied himself with his tongue inside her anus, lapping, licking the rim, feeling the ridge of muscle grow lax and sing for more as he coated his finger with lubricant. He set the bottle down and pulled his tongue out as he pushed his finger all the way down to the second knuckle. Katie clenched her cheeks together and let out a sigh of contentment. He pulled back and reached down deep a second time and watched her whole body jiggle, every nerve alert.
He continued to finger her. He rose from the floor to the mattress, still on his knees, the finger had turned into two fingers and they were thrust deeper and deeper, filling her bottom. His cock was buried into her soft hips and back and Michael moaned as he thought that he could also cum like this, just humping her, like a kid, with just his fingers inside her big, beautiful ass.
"I'm ready," she whispered.
"Are you sure?" Michael asked as he wiggled the two fingers inside and felt her tighten on him, the pleasure coursing through her whole body.
"Yes, god yes, I'm ready," she nodded and it felt like her ass was open enough now. It would still be awfully snug but it seemed to want more weight inside.
Michael withdrew his fingers and dripped the lubricant on his own erection. His dick had slapped his hip and spattered Katie's ass with precum and she'd be covered inside and out with his seed before this was done. Just a stroke of lubrication on his dick and he set his jaw. No, dammit, he wouldn't cum. He wasn't going to go this far just to blow his wad in his hand when he was on the precipice.
His first time having anal sex.
Michael lined the head of his cock up with her sphincter. He pressed against her sticky flesh and felt her anus give way, she opened just the smallest bit. He eased forward a bit more, just the head, just all of his bulging head. All of that heat and longing, all that manliness thrust inside such a little girl, he let out a noise that sounded so perverted as he watched the head of his dick slide through.
"Wait," Katie lay perfectly still beneath him. She was frozen in place and tight inside. God, her flesh was sealed around his girth, the tightest seal that he had ever felt. Too tight, he didn't want to move but then she breathed and whispered, "Okay, slowly."
Michael wrapped his body around hers and kissed the back of her neck and whispered back, "Of course, my sweet baby girl. Slow as you want. I would never hurt you."
Katie pushed her hips up to receive and trembled as she exhaled. With his right hand, Michael reached around to her clit. Like this, she was pressed into his hand. Like this, she could rub herself as he fucked her. She could masturbate however she wanted as his thick shaft took her sweet backdoor for the first time. She could cum in his hand as he deflowered this beautiful mermaid.
Katie seemed to have found her rhythm. Her clit was still hard and she strummed it against his palm. She bounced her bottom back as Michael pushed halfway inside. Katie was liquid pleasure now, red hot, dripping down her thighs for him. All of her was malleable and warm, she melted into his body as she gave herself over. "That's so good," she moaned as she backed up to Michael and took the rest of his dick. Balls deep inside her asshole, Michael howled when he was all the way inside and worked himself up and back and then deep inside again. He didn't know which he liked more, that he was taking her asshole for the first time or that she was pleasuring herself on his hand.
Or was it just all of Katie Kit Kat, naked and completely his?
He fucked her harder and met her tempo with her clit in his hand. He was close. He was so close that he buried his face in the back of her neck, in her hair, in the softness there, and held on for dear life. Michael hoped that he could make her cum before he filled her little anus up with copious amounts of a desperate, hungry orgasm.
Katie humped his hand and rode his dick and her hips quivered as she worked back and forth, faster and faster. "Michael," she screamed out his name now and it had never sounded so sweet to him, "Michael, god I'm cumming."
He roared as he felt her tiny anus spasm and grip him to her depths. So tight, so flush, so perfectly sealed inside her and her little bud just exploded in his hand. It was too much, it was more than he'd ever dreamed and it was everything. Michael could feel the orgasm shoot forth from him like a rocket. The pleasure gripped him all the way down to his toes and then there was a gush, a well had broken forth. A spring of new desire broke open inside this girl that had just given him the sweetest gift he'd ever received.
He melted into her body as he came. His mouth pressed into her flesh, his chest sealed to her back, his hips buried in her cheeks, his heart in her hands. They came together, waves and tremors, their bodies vibrating until Michael wasn't sure where she stopped and he started or if they were even separate at all.
Michael stayed inside her until his dick was soft and retracted. Katie felt the flood of his cum rush down her body and she giggled, "I guess it was good for you, too."
Michael chuckled and turned her over so that he could look into her eyes once more. "That was beautiful, Katie. Thank you so much," he felt the emotion well up inside. If this was the last time he ever saw her, he hoped to god that she'd remember this in the absolute best of ways.
He never asked her though. They fell asleep, entwined and sticky, legs tangled, and hands clasped.
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It ended all wrong.
Michael didn't really realize how badly he felt until he saw that he was only ten miles from Miami. He'd driven on autopilot with his eyes glazed over. For miles and miles, his hands and feet had made all of the decisions. He had felt strange and he'd only pulled over for gas and coffee once that he could remember and then suddenly there were signs that announced he was rolling through Fort Lauderdale.
It hadn't been a decision to come here, Miami wasn't on the list, he'd approached I95 and had the choice to go north or south. Something chose for him because all the roads in his mind led back to Katie.
It all started with the phone. Her mother had called an hour or two after they'd woken from their post-coitus bliss, just before Michael was about to kiss Katie for the first time. It seemed wrong that he could still taste her orgasm in his mouth, he could taste her ass, he could only inhale her scent, and yet, here they were and never kissed.
Pauline always had shitty timing.
Once Katie came back into the bedroom, things had been awkward. Michael had hurriedly jumped in the shower and regrettably washed it all down the drain. The memory might be etched into him forever but all of the lube and all of the cum and all of her scent and her sweetness, gone. Katie had seemed to be in a hurry as well. Maybe she was ashamed, maybe she had just realized that she'd given something to her Uncle Mike that she was going to regret, maybe forever. As he had lingered in the kitchen, his bag packed and ready to go, he had asked, "Do you have my cell phone number? You know, in case you need something. I'm not at home much these days."
Katie had tucked her blonde tresses into a white baseball cap and a ponytail streamed down her back. In cutoff shorts and an AC/DC tee shirt, it didn't come close to how beautiful she'd been, naked in the bed. She had been so open and perfect but no matter what she wore, she was just fucking gorgeous. She gave him half a smile and almost whispered, "Must be nice." Katie quickly saved his number on her cell phone. She never gave him hers though.
Michael had shaken his head the whole way to Miami, so stupid, how could he have let her go like that? He had no idea what any of it meant. Here he'd been rolling through the list; check this and check that. Sure, what the fuck, he'd had plenty of fun. He'd feasted on the good fortune of the Grim Reaper's little reprieve. He'd run into so many lovely, gracious young women and they'd given him a lifetime of memories in just a couple of short weeks.
Yet, here he was, still didn't know shit about women.
Did she have a good time? He was still scratching his head over that one when he pulled into the long driveway at the front of the W Hotel. He'd never stayed here before. Michael had only come to Miami for work once or twice and had no urge to say goodbye or to get to know her better, but he wasn't sure what came next. How much longer did the road trip to nowhere go on? Since he was already here, he might as well soak up the sun.
A young man wearing a green polo shirt and black pants approached Michael with his hand out for the care keys. His accent had a Latin flair when he asked, "Do you know how long you'll be staying with us, sir?"
"Honestly, I don't even know if they have a room," Michael sighed and handed over the keys to the Audi. "I'm not sure," he hesitated, which seemed to be the answer to almost everything. "Can you keep it close for now and I'll call when I figure it out?"
The man at the front desk had an easy way about him as if time had stopped here in the quiet hum in the lobby. He had bleached teeth and a bronze god tan. His smile was polite and his manners were polished and everything about him suggested that he'd seen it all. He was the king here in this steel and glass tower, this temple to the sun. "Would you like a suite, Mr. Fleming?" The manager asked after a quick flick of Michael's American Express card.
What he really wanted was to call and hear her voice and her laugh and imagine her breasts moving in the skin-tight tee shirt. "Sure, why not?" Michael shrugged, there was no reason to save money. He might as well splurge while there was still time.
The room glittered in the light and Michael couldn't help but wonder if this would be what heaven was like. The white marble floors twinkled and the hot Miami sun streamed through the windows that occupied the whole wall and flooded the space with sunlight. The ocean gleamed right outside, sometimes green, sometimes blue. It was an incredible view but it just reminded him of a certain mermaid and the warmth in her eyes as she watched her godfather come to her open arms.
He nodded as the bellhop opened his creased, brown hand for a tip after he'd placed Michael's carry-on bag in the closet. Michael pressed the crisp ten-dollar bill and let out a slow, sad sigh from his belly.
Tired? Maybe.
All that mindless driving might have caught up to him but the road had just been the line that ran up the back of her calves and the velvet valley behind each knee. The sun had just been the glint of her crazy, blonde tumble of hair. Now the spectacular room was just a bed that was missing her warm body.
The question was really, cancer or heartache? Michael scoffed at the question as he stepped into the white and green marble shower. The steam billowed and hid his reflection, which he was sure if he could see his face, that would just confirm it all. You're too goddamn old for this, he chided himself as the piping hot water streamed down his back. It was a fluke, a coincidence whose odds were greater than the lottery or lightning striking twice. Something that even he couldn't calculate.
For once he'd been in the right place at the right time and although that didn't make up for the death sentence he'd been given, Michael felt it was something to treasure. Katie Kit Kat in all of her delight. Katie, glorious in the light, every inch a woman, a study in the voluptuous. Yet she was still virginal and tender and so new. Her eyes were innocent and there had been something in her face, something about the way she'd looked at him that made it pure. Wholesome.
And that, Michael admitted to himself as a bubbly trail of soap eased down his belly, is what made it perfect and sad and sweet all at once. More than any of the girls that he'd happily come across lately, Katie had this shiny newness about her. Something untouched and perfect and she had given herself over. He wondered if she could tell that it was his first time as well.
First and last and it all melted into one long flash of skin and sighs and her pulsing clit and her rosebud mouth and he hoped that when Katie heard that he'd passed that she remembered his face between her thighs and the shudder that gripped her body.
That would be the best.
***
The third Hemingway Special went down just as easy as the first two, like water. He sat at the counter of Cafe La Trova and Michael realized he needed to eat something before the rum hit him like tidal wave. He just wanted the warm blur that he could sink into. The one that made Katie Kit Kat appear to be just a daydream.
"Empanadas?" The bartender asked with a smirk that suggested no one ever told her no.
"What do you suggest?" his words tripped over each other. Michael could hear the slur, like the sentence was just one, long complicated word and he longed for simplicity.
"Well, you must try the roast calabaza," she told him. Her accent rolled and hit each syllable with a preciseness that accentuated his sloppiness. "And the risotto croquetas," she let out a little moan and Michael noticed her throat as she tossed her head back. It sounded like ecstasy and made him think of her naked.
Michael smiled lazily and nodded, "Anything else?" He wondered in a voice that wanted to peek around the corner and ogle her as she lay back on the bed. What was happening to him? He was like an animal. He had turned into a nonstop, perpetual dirty old man.
The dark haired waitress paused and looked him in the eye. It had turned sexual as her mouth opened just a little and there was a little drop of moisture twinkling there on the center of her bottom lip. Michael thought he might growl involuntarily and hopefully she'd blame the strong drink. "Seared foie gras," she lingered over the words, thoughtfully, setting the pace like she was talking dirty. She would make him wait. "You need to fatten up," she winked at him and waltzed away. She disappeared into the crowd and the salsa music and the scent of pork and onions and spicy heat that came from the people as much as the kitchen.
Before Michael had even begun to get his bearings, the siren in an apron returned. She was enveloped in steam and carried a wooden tray. It was dark with age and heat and was lined with steaming plates of food. "You're going to need this," she had brought him a white, linen napkin wrapped around silverware, "And against my better judgment," she added with a giggle, "something to wash it down." It was the fourth drink and he quickly chugged the remainder of the third. "Just remember that it's more fun when you remember what happened," the waitress tossed her words of wisdom at him and left him with the glorious food.
The foie gras burst on his tongue in a fatty, decadent explosion. The risotto was earthy and dense and had a crispy bite on the backend. The food was decadent and almost sinful nd Michael sighed as the heft of it began to settle in his belly. It felt good, a counterweight to the alcohol. The salsa music orchestrated the rhythm of everything here, even his body. Michael's pulse, even the pace at which he chewed, it all seemed to sync up with the music. It was a sensual song and the beat was having its way with him. This was the tempo of grinding hips and bare legs, the melody of long tendrils of hair, and a bare, damp neck that needed to be bitten.
Katie, he thought, as he swallowed hard; she would have loved this place. She would have loved the spectacle of people, a throng of men and women, thrown together with not quite enough clothes. A little too much heat and a lot too much alcohol made the air in the restaurant seem ready to burst with pheromones and humidity. It was an almost too obvious sensuality. It was perfect for the mermaid girl who had taken his heart in her small hands with a whirl of blonde hair and a flash of sea green eyes.
Shit, this was why he'd hidden for so long, wasn't it? The rest of the drink went down easy, watered down now, it was mostly melted ice. It did nothing to ease the anxious place in the center of his chest, this uneasiness that couldn't stop wondering if she were looking at her phone right now. Was she somewhere, just about to call?
Okay, how about now?
Fuck, he'd never done this at the right time. He should be time traveling, back to when he was her age. Back when he'd been barely legal himself. Back when he had nothing but time and had his heart on his sleeve and was open for anything. It seemed much more precarious to do this now, at the end, when it meant everything.
"Can we buy you another drink?" someone asked. It was a smoky voice, a voice that still smoked sometimes because it enjoyed the rush. Michael turned just enough to see the red-stained, voluptuous lips that belonged to the voice. Lips that were made for blowing smoke rings, maybe kisses as well.
"I'm sorry?" Michael leaned in to hear her again. Yes, he'd heard the question but he didn't have an answer yet.
She giggled and tossed her inky curls back, out of the way but one tendril stayed behind to caress her tan, naked neck. She looked back over her shoulder, coquettishly, at the dark-haired man who had one hand possessively around her waist. She wanted to make sure that he was watching, this was deliberate. This was a game and somehow, without saying a word, Michael knew the rules and watched the pieces move about the board in slow motion. He'd imagined this before. He'd never thought it would come to this that night when he'd scribbled so many words in a notebook.
Checkmate.
"Can we buy you another drink?" She asked again. She was close enough now for her dark hair to almost touch his face as her small, pert breasts almost touched his shoulder. There was her scent, the spicy heat of her invaded his nostrils like one more delicious course that he just had to try. He needed to fatten up, right?
Then again, there was a man who was part of this "we" that she referred to. For a split second, Michael thought that it would be a dangerous delight to brush the back of his hand across her stony, little nipples that were so goddamn obvious in the dress. Right here at the bar. Let him watch, nice and easy. "I actually just sobered up," the Michael that would never touch a woman in front of her husband spoke for him. Better not get into trouble, the old Michael seemed to warn.
"Well, maybe alcohol isn't your thing?" She gestured with her head, down to her hand where a fat joint rested on her crimson talons. "Come out back with us," she told him with a sly grin that said never, not once, had any man not taken her up on this invitation. She was so cocky and Michael felt the stir of it between his legs.
Michael wasn't going to be the first to turn her down. He rose to his feet and realized that somehow, the music was now somewhere far away. The hiss of steaming food and the scent of wine, the throng of bodies, the heat was even farther away as Michael watched the black-haired beauty nod at the bartender.
She'd done this before, he thought as he followed carefully. The had, the two of them and Michael was mesmerized by the sight of her slender hips in the skin-tight, red dress. It fit her like a second skin that ached to be peeled back. There was the hypnotic click of her black sandals across the stone floor as she led him to another world, somewhere for just the three of them.
Ménage a Trois, he didn't even think he had spelled it correctly on the list, let alone come close to doing it. This was darker than the two girls with caramel skin. Even with the voodoo and the magic, this was somehow much more savage. Two men? Michael could feel his pulse, suddenly much closer to the surface, much louder, like he could taste it.
The entrance to the patio at the back of the restaurant was half hidden by a palm tree. Back here was cool, damp shade and thick foliage that kept them away from prying eyes. The woman stopped and turned her head, looked him up and down with heat in her melted, chocolate-brown eyes, and laid one finger over her lips as if this place were a secret. As if he were the first.
It didn't matter if that was just part of the game too because it worked. Michael's dick rolled in the boxers and decided that whether or not Michael was heartbroken, it wouldn't hurt to take a look. "Come, sit," the dark-haired woman patted a place on the bench right next to her and her bangles jingled on her slender, tan wrist. "I'm Isabella," she told him with a flutter of black lashes that could have been a wink. "Izzy," she added with a shrug as he might as well know.
Michael felt the weight of the man beside him as they sat down simultaneously. It was heady, all this closeness and his pulse drummed in his throat from fear and desire and it felt like he was walking just a little too close to the edge. "Michael," he offered, eyes riveted on Izzy and her hair and her long nails and the line between her pert, perfect breasts that shone with the humidity.
She lit the joint and took a deep drag. She held her breath as she made the last introduction. "Just like my husband, Miguel."
Same name, no less. Husband no less, Michael nodded as he took the lit cigarette and filled his lungs with the rich, aromatic smoke. What did one say to the husband in this situation, Michael wondered as he choked back the cough that shivered down his back. He was drowning, lost in the sea of smoke and the need for something that he'd never given a name to and then there was that ache in his lungs as he tried not to exhale.
Miguel said it for him, "Isabella is too hot for one man to handle, don't you think?" His accent was thick and his voice was deep and every. word sounded exotic. Michael sputtered as the smoke left him in a sudden, violent cough.
They all laughed at him and his virgin lungs. Virgin everything, really, Michael nodded in agreement as he passed the joint to the man behind him. Their fingers lingered longer than he meant to touch and Michael's face was hot as he tried to take his hand away. It was just all the liquor and now the weed, it was making him fumble, the whole world had slowed down except for his pulse.
No, that wasn't true, Michael realized as he drew his hand back slowly. That was just a lie that the staccato pitter patter of his heart laughed at. He couldn't contradict this drumroll that he felt might just beat right out of his chest, this catch in his throat, this sensation that went down into his belly and pulled everything into a tight knot. Two men.
What would happen?
"Isabella spied you at the bar as soon as we came in," Miguel's melodious voice continued, "And she can't be talked out of something, once she has the urge." Her husband said urge with all of the power that the would implied. "Say that you'll go with us to this party tonight," Miguel added as if there was no other answer but yes.
He passed his wife the joint. Izzy held it between two slender fingers and drew the paper up to her shining lips as she looked Michael in the eye. This is the face she'd make, he knew it now. He could feel it and it made him all hot and sweaty under his clothes. It was the hungry face that she'd make when she unzipped him and reached in to grasp his cock with her greedy hands. Right in front of Miguel. "Yes, you have to come," did she linger over the word come, or was it just his imagination? It was all beginning to become a little technicolor around the edges, something like the nightmare acid trips that he'd seen in movies.
Michael felt her blow the smoke into his mouth before he realized what she was doing. After his face had been washed in the rich marijuana redolence, he opened his mouth and drank it down. He took in her breath in a gulp and it filled up his body with something that was much more than smoke. It was her perfume and her curls and the earthy smell of her wet pussy and her glittering eyes and her nakedness that beamed through the space. It didn't matter that she was dressed, she would always seem naked and raw like this. It was almost pornographic just to stare.
Just as the word, "Yes," began to emerge from his helpless mouth, Michael felt Miguel move closer. He was behind him and the muscles in the man's chest pressed against Michael's back. There was the unmistakable heat that emanated from between his legs, the presence of him touching Michael.
The yes became just a sigh, but it was clearly an acquiescence. There was no denying it, as mesmerizing as Isabella was, Michael was powerfully drawn to her husband's flame just as surely as anything else that had ever called to him.
The black-haired woman laughed and her bangles jingled on her arms as she placed her forearms on Michael's shoulders. He wondered for a moment if she would leave the jewelry on when they fucked. He thought that they would play a tune as she grabbed him harder for more. "Let's go to the car then, Michael," she purred before her tongue darted out to taste his bottom lip. It wasn't a kiss as much as she was savoring his flavor. There was something predatory about it as if she would just as soon eat him after mating. He wasn't sure if he should tell her that it was a little frightening until he felt the bite on the back of his neck. Miguel's teeth, pointy and hard, nibbled right into the soft, vulnerable place just under his hairline. Instantly, Michael felt the hair on the back of his neck stand at attention as if every inch of his body needed to warn him.



He was still hard as a rock though.
***
Michael watched everything and nothing at the same time. It was sensory overload and yet, he could feel the passion course through his body in waves, slowly, as everything was brought to a very intentional simmer.
There were two couples in the middle of the stage. So much naked flesh just three feet from where the alcove that he shared with Miguel and Isabella stopped and the public space began. Here in the alcove, they were in shadow with black, sheer drapes. It created almost a cave around them. They could shut the curtains entirely and with it, sink into their own world and leave the circus outside. Of course, Michael realized with a dry gulp and a sudden exhale, that Izzy would never consider shutting them. She wanted them all to see the display, the show that was entirely Isabella.
The couples on the stage had swapped. The white, middle-aged husband had passed his wife off to another man. She was a voluptuous, red-haired beauty with a full, crimson pout and a heart-shaped bottom, pale and pretty. The new lover was a burly, bald black man who almost growled as he sunk his thick, strong fingers into her white, doughy cheeks. She shrieked, almost as if she were scared but he knew that it was really delight. Either way, Michael leaned forward in his seat and was unable to tear his eyes from the fingerprints the black lover had left behind.
Something for her husband to see later; a ghostly trail, a memory of the other and all the places that he'd been. Izzy's warm breath on his neck brought Michael back to their nook and the pile of black, velvet pillows that they had sunk into. There was the scent of three people's chemicals that mixed with the wine and with the electric sex that perfumed the air around them. "Someone's a voyeur," she giggled and drew Michael back into her arms. She didn't have to say, "keep your eyes on me," because her eyes did that for her. She was mesmerizing him with that sultry gaze, unwavering, unashamed. Isabella knew exactly what she wanted and she had taken it, right in front of Miguel.
Her husband watched silently as Izzy's hips undulated back and forth across the fabric, almost as if she were masturbating, using the couch to pleasure herself. Michael knew that it was possible and he also knew that she wasn't wearing panties. On the car ride over, Isabella had slid her dress up to her waist, to show Michael as well as her husband, as well as, Michael was quick to remember, the limo driver, that she was bare and warm and slick and ready.
9
Isabella guided Michael's anxious hand to her cunt as she turned to face her husband. "God, I love you," she whispered in a voice that was far away and echoed with a wildness that made Michael's cock thrash in his pants. He gasped as his two fingers made a quick study of her clipped trail of crisp pubic hair. Isabella was wet all the way up to her flat, taut belly and Michael felt the muscles of her inner thighs shiver as he wound his way to her soaking wet entry. The black-haired woman moaned into Miguel's mouth as Michael pushed two fingers deep inside, far deeper than the voice in his head told him that a first thrust should be.
He wasn't listening to that voice anymore. In fact, the sound had been turned down on everything. The black man on the stage was a million miles away. Even if Michael knew that he was on his knees, balls deep in the redhead. Even if he could hear her feet make a steady slap on his chest, a sound of skin on skin just like her plump cheeks did against his muscular legs as he ravaged her. There was nothing else but Izzy's wetness.
It was just the quiet rush of the chemicals inside, the bubbles of air, and the technicolor display of fireworks that made everything else fade to black. With his left hand, he fingered the wife and with his right hand, Michael unzipped himself right there, in front of the husband. Let Miguel see, let him see the thick, silver band of precum that his wife had teased from Michael's slit. Let him see the steady bob of the head of his pulsating cock. It would be the same cock that would soon replace the two fingers that were making her quiver now as Miguel sucked on her tongue and wrapped his hand around her throat.
Miguel released her with a bite that Michael knew would leave a mark and Izzy howled. She shook her head and her long, black curls rained across both men. Michael knew that it was a sound of pain but her pussy had gushed in his palm at the sensation of her husband's teeth. Good to know; she wanted it rough.
Isabella reached backward and her fingers naturally found the damp thickness of Michael's dick, as if she'd known it all along. As if she'd touched him a hundred times before. His breath came out in a whoosh and Michael wondered for a second if he just would cum in her hand, just like this. He didn't really want to shoot like this. Even if she was begging for his copious, salty load all over her forearm and her glittering, red nails and her tight dress. He ached to ruin the dress with a strange man's seed. He bucked his hips in response to that idea and groaned from somewhere deep in his own alcove. It was there that Michael could see in his mind's eye as he imagined watching as Izzy licked up a mouthful of his pearly discharge and then kissed her husband once more. Deeply and with abandon, covered in slick lust.
The air was knocked out of him.
Michael gasped, desperate to hang on to something but there was no way that he was withdrawing his fingers from her dripping snatch. Especially not as her bottom had just picked up the pace and she'd just squeezed so tightly around the vibrato that his two fingers insisted on playing. Her hand on his manhood was unbearably good and if he'd been able to draw a breath, Michael would have told her that she had to slow down. He would have insisted that she let him wait. He just needed a moment. It was almost as if her fingers had decided to take what belonged to them and his body wasn't sure if it didn't want to fight her for it. He wasn't sure when he stopped breathing but for a moment, Michael understood why they called it la petite mort. Was it the waves of pleasure or the lack of oxygen; either way, he had slipped into a place of absolute silence.
***
If this was death, it sure was fucking loud; much louder than Michael had imagined that it would be. Something squeaked, like wheels that needed lubrication. Someone far away in the background droned on about weather. On top of it, there was that voice over the loudspeaker, code something or other. He didn't believe in heaven or hell but he'd thought that the after life would be peaceful and empty.
And what was on his arm? Tendrils? Wires? Finger like waves of something that reached up his forearm and bicep and inched ever closer to his heart. He raised up with a gasp as he came back into his body with a rush of cold air.
"Oh Jesus!" Katie cried out. She sounded panicky and her long, golden curls flew back over her shoulders as she sat upright in the green, leather chair. She looked disheveled and Michael wondered if the chair hadn't served as her bed. Her eyeliner was two black rings around her eyes and mascara dripped down her cheeks as if she had sobbed and just wiped it off with her forearm. Even like this, hair askew, face a mess, pale and frightened, she was nothing short of lovely.
"Katie Kit Kat," Michael whispered the old nickname and found that they were holding hands. He thought he dead and yet here he was, fingers entwined with the blood pressure clip on his first finger nestled into her palm. There had been tendrils of her hair but there were also wires. There were needles that were poked into a bulging, blue vein and things beeped and dripped and it all came back, like the remnants of a dream that he'd tried to get back to after the alarm jolted him into the morning.
"Uncle Mike," she looked concerned and bit her bottom lip. Her blue-green eyes were decidedly more green when filled with tears.
Fuck, she must know. Pity was worse than never talking to her again, almost worse. Michael tried to sit up but it was impossible. He felt like an elephant was on his chest, some invisible, insurmountable object pinned him to the hospital bed. Dammit, he'd rather that she remembered him skirting out the door with his tail between his legs than pumped full of morphine. He didn't want her to remember him as a gray remnant of a person; barely a person, probably more cancer than anything else by now.
"I'm sorry, Katie," he apologized and rubbed his thumb across the back of her baby soft hand. He was sorry for everything. Sorry that he couldn't pull her hand up to his mouth and kiss it reverently, the proper greeting for a lover. Sorry that he'd left her alone. Sorry that he hadn't told her the whole story while they hid behind the gossamer curtains of her canopy bed.
She shook her head and her hair tumbled with her. Her golden waves cascaded across her shoulders and Michael noticed the swell of breasts in the front of a pink tee-shirt that clung to her mounds like a second skin. "Miss Congeniality" it read, across her ample bosom and he felt the stir in the front of his crisp, cotton hospital gown. Yes, she was, Miss Congeniality on top of everything else and now his only regret was that he wasn't going to have enough time to really get to know his goddaughter properly. "You should be sorry," she said in a somber voice, and then broke into a giggle. "Good thing I called you and the nurse answered. Otherwise you'd be passed out in here all by yourself," she shook her head no, like she was suddenly the adult and he was the irresponsible one. "Hasn't anyone told you not to take drinks from strangers?"
He gulped hard and it hurt. His throat was parched and he felt his Adam's apple scrape along his insides like a fingernail. "What do you mean?" he asked as his body pushed up from the bed a little. He was getting his strength back, at least enough to almost sit up. Maybe he'd be able to wrap his arms around her, a long goodbye before he faded away.
"You got roofied," she tried not to laugh but it spilled out anyway. Her breasts shook under the tee shirt, her cheeks were pink, her eyes were full of light. God she was young and new and perfect and radiant and Michael felt himself smile even though he didn't understand the joke.
The squeaky wheels stopped outside and the door opened. A nurse in navy blue scrubs entered the room with a cart that was loaded with a computer monitor and gloves and any number of contraptions for the sick and dying. "Mr. Fleming, I see you're finally awake," she barely looked at him before returning to the screen. "Hopefully you learned your lesson," she continued in a no- nonsense voice, strict and straight to the point.
Yeah, like the lesson about dying right as your life was getting good? You mean that one, you heartless bitch, Michael wondered to himself as he gave her a polite smile and struggled to sit up fully. He'd at least look her in the eye. "My lesson?" he repeated. As soon as he could stand, he was out of this place. He'd promised himself, no more doctors, no more treatments.
She approached him with the thermometer out like a weapon. It was a sharp, little dagger of metal, attached to a wire that she set in his mouth without asking. "Close please," she chirped, meaning shut your mouth and Michael immediately obeyed. There was something about the nurse that inspired that kind of mindless obedience. "Yes, your lesson. Don't take drinks from strangers," the nurse told him in a flat voice like she'd said it a thousand times before. "Your niece knows," the nurse gestured to Miss Congeniality and smiled.
"You mean, it's not the cancer?" Michael asked as soon as she'd removed the thermometer.
The nurse squinted and shook her head as if to say that he was crazy but she probably wasn't allowed to say that word here. "Cancer? What are you talking about?" she went back to the large screen on the cart that Michael imagined held all of the intimate information about the comings and goings of his body. "No, there's nothing like that here," she told him as her eyes scanned the screen. "Your blood work came back with nothing but an elevated alcohol level and the Rohypnol, of course. You should be fine in another day," she assured him before she backed the cart out, back to the hall and to the next patient.
Once they were alone again, Katie leaned in close, touching him and making him crazy. Her scent enveloped Michael and her soft breasts pressed against his arm. Then there were those eyes, those crazy, hypnotic eyes that pulled him in like an undercurrent. He couldn't possibly know that he was in danger until he was already much too deep. "I'm glad that I'm here with you," she whispered and her hot breath mixed on his cool skin and made the sparse hair on his arm rise up and take notice.
"Me too," he kept it short. He didn't want to scare her off with a full confession of just how much if a wreck he'd been without her.
"So where are you going when they let you out?" Katie twisted a blonde curl around one dainty finger, as if the answer mattered.
There was definitely unfinished business. Michael could hardly continue the aimless vacation to death if he wasn't actually going to die, could he? Fuck, what if Dr. Gregory were actually wrong? God, it would almost be worth it to tell him and watch the smug superiority melt into a puddle, leaving nothing but a white coat behind.
Then again, what if he got his hopes up for nothing? Just to have them dashed again. He reached for Katie's hand and wove his fingers with hers. Steady and sure and warm and alive; something worth holding onto.
"I have to go to Chicago, just for a visit," Michael paused, could he do it? Actually ask her instead of just wish that he had when there was an empty seat next to him? Asking made it real though. Like explaining to his best friend, only friend, why he was fucking his blonde mermaid of a daughter. "Wanna come with?" He said it fast, like he just thought of it, being the spontaneous, devil may care guy that he was.
Her crooked grin was almost enough to bring him to a full on erection, even here, even like this. "Can we go to Superdawg?" She jumped a little in her chair, as if the thought of a hot dog was enough to convince her.
"Anything you want, Katie Kit Kat," Michael promised.
***
Here he was again, Michael thought, breaking his promise. His backside, once again exposed in the ridiculous hospital gown as he sat on the stiff paper that covered the vinyl bench in the exam room. At least this time he was going to see Dave instead of Doctor Death. He'd rather take bad news from a friend any day.
"Mike, how are you man?" His doctor came into the room with a grin and a handshake that was part hug. He clasped Michael's forearm and Michael could smell the antibacterial soap that his friend must have used right before entry. Dave's face was furrowed with lines, laugh lines and forehead creases and a hundred other crags and valleys that he hadn't had when Michael first came to this office. Back then, neither of them had been gray either.
Back then, both of them thought they were going to live forever too.
"You tell me," Michael said with an involuntary shiver.
Dave took a seat on the short stool with wheels and flipped open the thick beige folder that had been Michael's medical record until he'd been foisted off on the oncologist. "Not a trace of cancer, Mike," Dave's eyes sparkled like a kid in a candy store. "Your blood work looks great," he let out a laugh, almost a snort. "I've got thirty-year-olds in here whose stats aren't that good."
Michael gulped down the explanation that he almost blurted out, couldn't help himself. Could it really be possible that the cure for cancer was to be found on the quiet end of the French Quarter? Two young Cajun girls would beseech the unknown for your life in the misty shadows of the candlelit shack.
No, it couldn't be that easy. "But Doctor Gregory said there was no hope," he trailed off. He would never forget that day and the stillness of the room, the suffocating quiet that choked down a lifetime of regret.
Dave looked around as if he needed to check that it was still just the two of them. "Well fuck him," he cracked a grin. "I mean, I know what they say about him, but maybe he was wrong. Maybe he had the wrong chart."
"But."
"I mean, he's human right?"
Michael wondered, not likely. Doctor Gregory seemed entirely alien, if Dave was asking.
He remembered now. Yes, the girls with the caramel skin and the braids had been a distraction, a sensual delight, plunged headfirst into voodoo and a carnal rush that made his blood boil. But, lest he forget, first came the statue, the offering. The altar of Marie Leveau, covered in trinkets and baubles and money and beads. The altar and the heartbeat that had emanated from it, or perhaps from the very ground beneath them. Michael had given something that held no worldly significance, no value whatsoever and yet, it was everything.
A life for a life.
"Michael, you okay?" Dave interrupted. "You aren't going to freak out on me or anything, right?"
"I don't know," Michael murmured, more to himself, more to the memory and the tremor of the other life that had passed through him that day. Was it faith? Was it the same drive that brought the faithful to their knees?
"Think of it like this," Dave wanted to provide a reasonable explanation for a miracle. "He was wrong but he did you a favor, right? I mean aren't we all supposed to live like we're dying? And here you are, fit as a fiddle and," his friend dropped his voice and elbowed Michael conspiratorially, "Maggie said there's a lovely blonde waiting for you in reception."
He raised his eyebrows as if to ask all the questions that came with someone as delicious as Katie.
Michael nodded, he'd keep it to himself then. The piece of paper that he'd left behind was just the old photo that he'd saved. A picture of himself, right out of college. He and a cubicle mate had taken turns with their feet on the desk, leaning back in the buttery, soft leather of the CEO's chair. For most of his life, that picture had represented everything Michael had ever wanted to be.
He gave it to Marie. Gave it up for a chance. Fuck, it had totally been worth it too.
"So who is she?" Dave wanted to know, eyes wide, ready for the salacious details.
Michael shook his head no, that was something else he'd keep to himself as well. At least until he'd had a chance to really kiss the golden mermaid of his dreams. "She's just my goddaughter, Dave," he assured the doctor. As if Katie could be just anything.
***
"So?" She asked him, as if they'd been having a conversation already. Katie sounded a little impatient, as if she'd been waiting for him to answer for a while.
"So?" Michael repeated with his hands behind his back. He was pressed up against the bedroom door and his heart hammered a million miles an hour. He felt like he'd just run a marathon but really, he was just alone in the bedroom with the girl he loved.
Fuck, that was something he never did either. Now that it wasn't just a fleeting thing, a wet dream wrapped in gossamer curtains and the glow of candlelight. Now that he wasn't half dead; where did that leave him and Katie Kit Kat?
"Don't you ever take a bath in this gorgeous tub?" That wasn't the question or the answer that consumed Michael's mind at the moment. The bathroom was spectacular, he guessed. The white, porcelain soaking tub was in the center of the master bathroom. It faced the floor to ceiling windows that looked out over the Chicago river. The light spilled across the gray and gold marble floor and made the whole room sparkle.
Michael had never appreciated it, he headed straight for the shower every time. There were so many little details that he'd missed out on.



Katie kept her blue green eyes on his, same color as the river, the same color that Michael saw everywhere he went since he'd found himself drowning in her heated gaze the first time. She reached for the bottom of her Strokes tee shirt and pulled it up slowly. She tugged it up, past her creamy belly. He saw that her skin was tinged with pink as if the heat of her sex had penetrated every pore. Up again, another three inches to the shiny band of her black bra. Then up, over her head and she shook her wild, golden hair free, like a triumphant pony who had just thrown her rider.
Jesus Christ, was Katie going to strip right here? Michael wasn't sure if he could let go of the wall to close the gap between them. His breath came too fast and his feet didn't move, he felt cemented in place as a tsunami of lust came over him.
Teenage girl seduction. He shivered on the inside and his body frozen and damp with sweat all at the same time. Michael watched helplessly as she wound her small fingers around the clasp at the center of her soft, bell shaped breasts. Time stopped as she twisted the lock that kept her succulent curves strapped into the fabric and then she freed herself of the contraption.
"Fuck," he mumbled as Katie peeled her bra off and tossed it to the floor.
Katie smirked and turned, slowly, deliberately, as if she needed to make sure that Michael was going to follow. Clearly she had no idea what kind of a hold she had over him. His feet moved toward her flash of golden curls and her bare back with the indentation that ran the length of her spine, into the waistband of the cut off shorts that left almost nothing to the imagination.
Katie bent over the ledge of the tub and pushed down the stopper. Her shorts couldn't contain her fleshy cheeks and Michael couldn't make himself look away. He had such fond memories, he had memorized the feel of her ass, the weight of it. His eyes watched the crease under each cheek as well as an inch or two of the most velvety flesh imaginable peeked out.
Her ass. Michael made a noise, it couldn't be helped but he quickly bit his lip to keep all the rest of the animal noises that he needed to make down inside. His fingers could still feel her warmth and her softness there. He'd memorized her scent and her taste in those moments that might as well have gone on forever. He was sure a piece of him was still on his knees, back in Savannah.
Katie stood up once more and unbuttoned the denim shorts. Once again, it was a struggle. It was an impossible choice; where to put his eyes, how to stop himself from falling to his knees. Michael wanted to start his worship with her toes, tiny, little things with a dab of pink, sparkly nail polish on each nail.
He'd start there and work his way up. Maybe next week, he'd be up to her thighs.
The sound of the zipper was louder than even the pulse that drummed in his ears. He was a beast, he was nothing more than impulse and scent. He thought that his hearing was more acute, his eyes were on the hunt. He was famished after a lifetime of starvation. The Fuck It list had been just a snack, an appetizer; something to pique his lips and tongue. This was what he'd been waiting for. Head over heels in love.
She had to shake her hips to get the shorts off. Her round, Reubanesque fullness was squeezed unmercifully into the tight fabric. The shorts came free past her thick thighs and then dropped in a puddle at her feet.
Just like Michael wanted to.
Cotton candy colored bikini panties were the last strip of fabric between her and completely bare. Michael felt his teeth sink into his knuckles as he bit back the throaty, guttural noises that could frighten a little, blonde mermaid into doing something rash, like changing her mind.
Katie asked, in a low voice, just above a whisper, as if they could be caught at any minute, "Do you like my panties?"
Michael shook his head yes. It was impossible to speak but his cock strained in the front of his Dockers, it wanted so badly for her to know the truth.
The back and forth shimmy of her hips once more was like a magic spell. The wisp of fabric was buried in her folds and covered in her honey and Michael could smell her wetness once the pink material slid down the creamy length of her calves.
Katie giggled, even as young as she was, even now, with Michael riveted in place, she knew exactly what she was doing to him. Every move was a technicolor explosion of his most secreted passions. One calf up, the toes dipped in the steaming water, then her bottom bounced as Katie moved into the tub. Her breasts, buoyant with her tiny, rosebud nipples wet and glistening on the surface.
"Will you do me a favor, Michael?" She hadn't called him that since he had touched her between her legs. This must be serious.
"Yes."
"Wash me," her voice was a woman's voice but that face, that was pure innocence. She was a naked angel. The combination was nothing short of intoxicating and there was no other choice but to obey. Michael felt his legs take over, they made decisions that his mind couldn't quite handle. He dropped to his knees beside the tub and Katie placed the dry sponge in his hand. Dry like his throat and anxious for her juices.
He dipped his hand into the water and felt the sponge swell. His cock was fully out of his briefs and it moved for her, anxious and needy.
"Are you going to tell me about the doctor?" Katie asked in a small voice and he pushed a handful of her thick golden mane back over her shoulder. The water streamed down her arm and he dipped once more into the tub.
So he'd tell her the story, the one that he never believed he'd live to repeat. "A couple of years ago, I found out that I had cancer."
"What kind?"
The kind that kills you. "Lung cancer." He took a long, slow breath and let the air fill up his belly. There had been a time that he had craved air instead of food, he had ached to feel fullness in his chest like he did now. Although now, he suspected it was his heart, maybe about to burst.
"Fuck," Katie murmured and drew her legs up, like she needed protection.
"Yeah, pretty much fucked," Michael continued. It felt like he was telling a story, something that happened a long time ago, to someone else altogether. Michael's fingertips skimmed along her wet back and traced bits of wet hair along her arms, erasing anything from the past. "So I did radiation treatments, all the chemo, and had two surgeries."
"Wow."
"And my oncologist told me that I maybe had six months to live," his hand trembled but not from the story. Michael ran the sopping sponge along the crease under her breast and just the feel of her satin skin as it brushed his knuckles was electric. "So I made a list," his face was warm and he wished that he could just leave that part out. It seemed so far away now, even though it had been the very thing that had led him to her, like a wish upon a star. "Of all the things I wanted to do before I died."
Katie was covered in goosebumps and she leaned in closer, her warm breath on his upper lip. "Uh huh," she nodded, her damp tendrils plastered to her cheeks and neck.
"A list of sexual things," Michael stopped, mid sponge, hesitated there as if to anticipate the moment when Katie would wave him away. Pervert, you fucking pervert, he almost expected her to berate him since it sounded so twisted.
She giggled, "Really?"
Maybe it wasn't so bad, Michael told himself. After all, she was the one who brought up anal as casually as some would talk about the weather. His cool, weed-smoking, devil may care goddaughter, the twinkle in her eye hinted that she'd like to know what he'd written down. Maybe even what had been checked off.
"Am I on there? I mean, us?" Katie nibbled her bottom lip.
Michael's fingers came to life as he delved into the water and pressed the wet sponge along her inner thigh. Their mouths were close, every word was like kissing and yet, he still hadn't kissed his golden girl. He shook his head and inched closer, his mouth begged for her, wordless, his body beseeched this beautiful girl to wet his lips with her tongue.
"Why not?" Katie's legs opened for him in the water. Her gentle sigh was an invitation for him to explore. His hand was a deep sea diver. His sponge moved from her inner thigh to the crease along her creamy, outer lips, those tiny little things that he'd fallen instantly in love with one afternoon in Savannah.
Michael washed her gently with the sponge the full length of her lips and felt the shiver of her want bubble up to the surface. Katie surrendered immediately and her thighs slapped in the water as she pushed her hips forward for more. His hand followed her direction immediately and pushed the sponge back and then up, a soft swipe with the rough sponge around her bulging, pink pearl. The one that made his mouth water when he looked at it. The one that made Katie Kit Kat sing when he worshiped her with his tongue. Here he was, masturbating his goddaughter in the tub, something he would never have dreamt to put on the list.
"Well, because this is different," he said, and could feel the smile that he couldn't contain on his face. Katie rubbed herself in his hand. She played with herself for him and her hips wound in the water in a slow, sensual circle and her body strummed the sponge in perfect rhythm.
"Why is it different?" she wanted to know with those blue-green eyes riveted on him, those eyes that could make him say anything.
"Because I love you."
It was Katie's kiss. She took control and no matter how many kisses Michael may have had in a lifetime, kissing for far longer than Katie had been alive, there was nothing, not a trace of anything in all those previous kisses that prepared him for this. Her mouth, her silky, hot open mouth pressed into his, and then her tongue, her slippery, small tongue dripped her saliva into his parted mouth, as if she had found him in the desert and was bringing him back to life. Her breath, her wet fingers in his hair, the water soaking through his shirt, her shoulders, bare and pressed against his chest. Katie kissed him with every inch of her body. Even her pussy opened to take him in. The little mewling noises that she made in the back of her throat made it seem as if she were even surprised.
She ended the kiss as well, with a long, hot pant, a breath that painted his face and left him, silent, frozen. Michael's mouth was still open as if it had forgotten what else it did.
"You do love me, don't you?" Katie leaned back on her hands in the water. Her swollen nipples pointed to the ceiling and the afternoon sun illuminated her nakedness.
"God, yes," he whispered. Fuck it, there was no denying it, no protecting himself. It was his heart and she'd opened it and there was nothing else to do but buy the ticket and take the ride.
"Do it with your hand," she quivered as she pushed her hips into the sponge. "Do it with your fingers," Katie almost cried with want.
Michael promised himself right then that he'd never make her beg for anything. He tossed the sponge aside in the tub and reached forward. He slipped two bare fingers along the hot, openness of her lips. Her clitoris was completely on display and if she weren't in the water, he could see it in all of its shimmering glory. It was enough to trace a circle around it and watch his mermaid writhe with ecstasy.
"Yes," she whimpered and pushed her hips up to meet every touch as her mouth melded into his. It was a symphony of her body. Her breath inside him, her tongue met his, the velvet ribbon of her tongue wrapped with his, famished and longing to be fed. The steady rhythm of her butt as it hit the water, the staccato slap of her skin as she let her Uncle Mike masturbate her for the very first time.
Michael was out of breath as his fingers picked up the pace. Her pleasure was his pleasure and his swollen dick had wet the front of his pants through completely. He could smell the musky scent of his need. His balls were hot and full and when she cried into his mouth, he almost thought that it had come from him. Something deep down, maybe from his heart, a sob of surprise because he'd never thought it could be like this.
Katie shivered and slid her hips up so that his fingers almost slipped inside. Michael pulled them back up slowly, the warm water sliced open so that he'd touch her from her molten, hot opening all the way back up to her clit. It was a needy stone, hard and pointed and full of teenage lust and he ached to make her cum so hard that he would feel her body sealed into his palm.
She gripped his forearm with her tiny fingers, surprisingly strong and he knew that he'd have ten marks from her nails as she dug in and rode him. The water slapped up the sides of the tub and cascaded over the edge. Michael knelt in a puddle that seeped through the knees, he was soaking wet and nothing mattered. Let them make a lake, let him be covered in wetness, let him writhe in the flood of her passion. "God," she cried out as she parted her thighs just a little more, just to open up for him and give him the easiest of access. Katie's head went back and her thick, blonde mane dipped into the water. The sounds that came from her were there, from her throat, deep and hoarse and it wasn't really words anymore, just an echo of sounds that meant she was about to burst.
"Cum for me, Katie," Michael groaned, his fingers played her flesh with finesse and the pad of his middle finger made a perfect vibrato on a girl's most intimate places. His goddaughter's whole body blossomed as the note that he drew from her crescendoed.
It was just her eyes at that moment and the blue-green haze and the heat that came from Katie was an ocean wave that was far overhead and threatened to drown them both. Michael didn't care. He didn't even think and maybe he didn't even breathe as he was utterly consumed by the shudder between her legs and the carnal knowledge that his hand had now of the most goddamn beautiful girl he'd ever seen.
"Yes!" Katie called and clamped her inner thighs around his hand. She held him tight as her hips gripped and flexed and her body melded with his. Every inch of her shook as the orgasm wound its way down and up. Her eyes melted, her breath came in gulps and shudders and her breasts heaved with a heartbeat that had no choice but to respond to his rhythm.
This was everything. One person, like this, Michael thought, even if it was his hand, even if it was his fingers that were baptized in her creamy cum. It didn't have to be his cock, although his erection disagreed entirely and throbbed on his thigh. Even like this with his hand, it was even more intimate maybe because he'd watched it all, and felt her quiver from his touch. He'd made the most beautiful girl in the world cum and he couldn't help but smile.
"Oh, Katie," Michael whispered, his fingers withdrawn. Now they were just tender, a soft meander along the place where her thigh and hip met. It was a slow journey along her curves, a lifetime for his hand from thigh to waist and then back down. "Honey, that was," her mouth was so close, every word was another kiss.
She finished the sentence for him. "Amazing."
Like maybe even more amazing than discovering that instead of being the walking dead, he had the whole rest of his life before him. Like he'd woken up from a bad dream just to find her there in his tub.
"Take me to bed, Michael," Katie Kit Kat said in a breathy voice and it wasn't a question and there was no girlish hesitation. She was a woman like this, little Miss Congeniality had grown up suddenly there in the water, on his fingers, guiding him to her lusty desire. In the bed would be perfect.
She stood and Michael watched as the silver streams of bathwater ran along every inch of her body. From her neck, rivulets of water between her breasts, caressed her belly, careened down her hips, little tributaries slipped to her calves. This should be his tongue, Michael thought from his vantage point, on his knees, about to beg to drink the bathwater from her skin. This should be his tongue and his fingers and his breath and his sighs, marking her, whispering into the backs of her knees and the bend of her elbows. Painting the veins at her wrists and ankles with his mouth.
She reached for the thick, gray velvety towel that was just behind him and Michael hummed as her wet forearm grazed his shoulder. He was wet, pants ruined, shirt damp, there was nothing to do but undress. Unlike the Michael of old, the Michael who would have waited until they were safely under the covers with the lights off, the Michael who would have undressed in the dark and held his breath and hoped that she touched him, the old Michael was gone.
This new Michael, the bold one, the one that had decided to live every day like there was a notebook with a list of things that needed doing before he couldn't, kept his eyes on Katie as she jiggled and dabbed at her voluptuous curves. He tugged his shirt off over his head quickly, so he didn't miss one moment of her skin on display. He opened his belt with nimble fingers and unzipped in one fast movement and let his pants fall to the wet marble tile.
Katie's smile was wicked and Michael felt the growl in the back of his throat as he dropped his boxers. The head of his cock had escaped long ago and ruined the underwear with precum. The full length of his dick was out and it wagged for her. He was so close that he could almost touch the incredible softness of her satin thigh with the molten tip.
Michael grabbed her hand, so small and sweet in his own and he pressed himself into her palm. Now it was his turn to give himself over to her, to ache in her fingers, to feel the tremor of need grip his body and send a shudder all the way down to his toes.
Katie dropped the towel and took a step forward. She was the perfect height to close her thighs around his girth as her hips snuggled into his body. On her tiptoes, she slipped her arms around his neck and her bubble gum breath sighed into him as her nipples nestled against his chest. It was an embrace unlike anything Michael had ever experienced before and he wasn't sure if he could hold back from splattering her silky thighs with an orgasm that had been churning away there ever since Savannah.
The one that came from his heart.
Her mouth parted and Katie's tongue lapped along Michael's bottom lip, just to tease his mouth open for her. His hands knew what to do, they ran down to her bottom and found home in her familiar, round cheeks, the ones that were burned into his memory. The ones that he'd parted with his fingers and the tasty, little center that he'd made love to with abandon and he pressed his dick into her, fully and dripped a salty stream of pentup need down her legs. She was an angel like this in his arms. Her delicious tongue, her sweet breath, her heart hammered against his chest so that Michael was no longer sure if it was his heartbeat or hers. Where she stopped and he started, or if he'd ever left the four poster bed or her candlelit room.
"Come on," Michael guided her in a deep, authoritative voice that surprised him. "I can't wait any more," he confessed as they moved as one from the bathroom into the bedroom. The bed was perfectly tucked and pristine white. The Egyptian cotton sheets were crisp and the linen spread was tucked and it looked like a picture in a magazine. It was a virgin bed. He'd never done anything in it and really, he thought as he bent his blonde mermaid back and dipped her low onto the mattress, it was really a virgin life. Just blank pieces of paper in a notebook, pages and pages for her sweet body to write on.
He lay her down in the center of the bed and just for a moment, before he devoured her, before he filled her and fucked her like he'd never imagined he could, Michael took in the picture of her. Her golden body, her rosebud nipples, her fleshy thighs, open and inviting and those demure, little lips that he remembered were drawn back. Katie's inner lips were deep red and swollen and glistened in the afternoon light with the traces of her passion, spent in his hand.



"Fuck," he groaned as his knee touched the sheets. He crawled to her and it seemed appropriate. He felt like a disciple, like one of the faithful who crept along the pathway as they prayed to their goddess. Michael hovered over her and his legs brushed her inexorable softness and his fingers moved from her shoulders to her face. "God, Katie Kit Kat," the nickname tumbled out, even now, even like this when he was about to consume her. "I love you," it came without hesitation, a prayer, the words that had crossed his heart.
Hope to die.
Katie trembled and pushed her drenched little sex up against the head of his cock, so needy and warm, dripping and soft. "I love you," she whispered as he slipped inside.
She was tight and perfect, the silk of her wrapped around him completed. Katie engulfed Michael's dick in the rapturous feel of her, all the way down to his aching balls, all in one thrust. All at once, he filled her with every inch and yet, it was her eyes. It was her eyes and her breath and her luscious mouth that were altogether too much. Her lips parted just enough to let out those little kitten noises with every sigh. Katie wrapped her calves around him and drew him in, a goddess that demanded a sacrifice, famished and demanding her food, she cried out as Michael set his teeth and plunged home.
His hands gripped hers, held her to the bed, fingers woven between hers and set into the pillow. Michael pinned her to the bed and burrowed into her depths. He'd never fucked like this, never rutted like an animal, never had been this completely consumed.
He felt ferocious.
Her blue-green eyes fluttered and the sound that came from her, or maybe him, or maybe both of them together was from their entwined bodies. She clenched her slender, fairy fingers in his, her legs shook around his body and the bed pounded as their hips came together and parted and slammed together once more. Michael felt the wetness of her dripping down his simmering sack and all down his legs. He'd be covered in her first orgasm, her next orgasm, all of her orgasms. She'd already soaked the bed and the scent of sex, the animal scent of pheromones, the scent of sweat and desire and heat and craving hung in the air. It penetrated, lingered, and settled down into his very pores.
Katie's mouth was open and no sound came out. It didn't matter, Michael knew that look in her eyes, heavy, lusty, full of a little mermaid's almost innocent pleasure. He felt her toes tap against his backside and that was the beat of his heart, of the drumbeat of his pulse, of his body, of his whole body at the pinnacle, a split second before he erupted, before he came as he never had before.
"Michael," she managed to sob and that was his undoing. That beautiful Katie, the girl of his dreams, his sweet mermaid love, that she looked at him like that and gave herself like that and it was his name on her lips as she squeezed him tight inside and the churn of her sweet womanhood soaked him with her heat and her pleasure.
Fuck, yes, Katie Kit Kat, Michael felt the flood of his seed as it burst from his balls. The pressure shook his whole body. It made him cry out and made him scream something that was probably deep down inside, in his heart, locked away forever. He'd been waiting for so long.
Michael collapsed and pressed his sweat-covered face into the creases of Katie's neck as he panted and the orgasm continued to course through him and her and them together as their tangled limbs and hair and breath all melted into one. He kissed her vein just under her jaw, the one that was almost identical in color to her eyes and he felt her heartbeat reverberate in his mouth.
Even after he'd stopped cumming, even after his dick no longer pulsed and her cries had melted into a soft, steady breath, Michael was still inside her. Fingers bent and skin pressed, Michael closed his eyes and dreamt about a car ride to nowhere and Katie's long, blonde hair blowing in the wind.
***
It took her two days to ask but Michael had known that she would. Katie Kit Kat was curious about everything and he felt more than a little honored that she seemed to be very curious about him. Besides, the notebook was out in clear view on the nightstand. There was no hiding anything, not anymore.
"So this is the list?" She wiggled her eyebrows at him suggestively before she erupted into a fit of giggles that made her breasts shake in the tight, black Ramones tee shirt.
"Yeah," Michael admitted and lay very close with his arms around her. Like this, from behind, with her gorgeous, round cheeks pressed into his groin, he could very easily rise to the occasion once more even though they'd made love twice already since the sun had risen.
She let out a long, "hmmm," as she made her way down the column. Sure, she saw what he'd checked off, it was no secret, they didn't have secrets. Katie nibbled her full, bottom lip for a moment and then asked with a gleam in her eye, "What do you want to do next?"
Everything. Anything. A lifetime of things. He'd already fallen madly in love, which was the one thing that Michael had never written down but knew now, was the only thing he wanted. "Whatever you want, Katie," he told her.
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"But I was never really trying to kill myself."
Belinda's voice had gone up a few decibels and she noticed that Stuart gave her that deadpan look, like take your quasi crazy and shove it up your ass, lady. We have real problems to deal with here. "This was all just a big mistake," she continued after she'd quieted down.
There was no reason to get the nutcases all riled up. After all, phrases like "kill myself" were taken real fucking seriously at places like the Mountain Manor Treatment Center. Belinda had learned that no one in rehab had the slightest fucking bit of a sense of humor. She'd gotten zero laughs in the last thirty days. This Stuart, the fucking head of the rehab, hadn't ever cracked one smile in all of their conversations. Not one.
Stuart nodded as if he understood but he kept at it, in that same monotone. "I understand that you may think it wasn't a suicide attempt, Belinda. Plenty of addicts die from unintentional overdoses. I'm sure that you can see why a bottle of vodka and a handful of Xanax is going to be viewed as a serious attempt. That's not just a few beers after work."
She hated the way he had emphasized the word you; it was his polite way of saying, yeah you're an addict, practically a junkie. If you weren't rich, you'd probably live under a bridge.
"Well, I am a writer," Belinda cracked a grin and continued in her sarcastic, snide tone. "A bottle of vodka after a day of writing sounds about right. I mean all the greats were drunks."
Again, not even a smile; no trace of laughter, nothing in the eyes. Stuart just didn't think she was funny. Belinda was used to men noticing her wits or her tits, and Stuart didn't seem to be impressed with either. Belinda was in new, uncomfortable territory.
At least she was leaving.
Yes sir, after this exit interview, she signed on the dotted line. Yup, Belinda Roberts is a-okay. Totally cured. Absolutely no suicidal thoughts for this girl. She'd never see them again. Not Stuart or anyone else from this mental ward that had cost her fifty grand for a month of bullshit like "Let go and let God" and "One day at a time." Who wrote this shit?
She could come up with better slogans while taking a dump.
"I hope you've learned some alternative coping mechanisms during your time here," Stuart added. He handed her the heavy pen with Mountain Manor Treatment Center written in blue on the side.
Belinda wanted to make wisecrack about how she'd spent fifty grand and all she got was this shitty pen. According to the therapy group leader, Belinda used humor to sidestep talking about her feelings.
That would lead right into the next inappropriate joke. Something about how she could use this pen to punch a hole in her throat and bleed out right here at his desk. All the crimson rivulets of pissed off and bitter would drip down his files and encyclopedias and medical textbooks. She stopped herself though. See, she had learned something from her stay, comedy required a willing audience and Stuart was not it. Instead, Belinda took the pen and nodded like a dutiful child.
"Here, you need to sign here," Stuart indicated one line highlighted in yellow.
"And initial here."
"Another signature," Stuart pointed to another section that had some red lettering that seemed to scream at her, like her inner child. Like "You need help. You faked your way through rehab. You'll really die next time."
Blah blah blah.
Belinda signed quickly and sloppily and then, it hit her. Hit her like a ton of bricks right in the gut and her hand trembled and the pen was far too heavy all of a sudden. She'd signed Belinda White. Her goddamn right hand hadn't gotten the news that her husband had dumped her for a newer, blonder, sluttier, skinnier model.
That was the reason for the bottle of vodka and Xanax that started this whole roller coaster. Belinda's chest hurt, right at the center, right in the middle of her broken heart.
God, she needed a drink.
"Is that all?" She asked, her voice on the ragged edge of tears that her eyes wouldn't let her have.
"Well, and this." Stuart handed her the white square of paper.
A prescription for lithium, 600 milligrams twice a day; to be taken with food, not vodka. Lithium was to even out the rough edges, take the bumps out of the ride. Belinda had tried to tell them all since day one that the roller coaster was part of the creative personality. Where would Van Gogh be if he hadn't occasionally wanted to cut off an ear? If all great artists were on Prozac or Lithium, would art even exist? Poetry? Sculpture? The culture of the entire human race would be boiled down to sudoku puzzles and finger paint.
"Okay," Belinda nodded and took the prescription.
"And find a meeting close by. Our graduates who attend thirty meetings in thirty days have the highest rate of sustained sobriety."
"Sure," Belinda gave him a flat smile. The closed-mouth smile. The I'm just agreeing with you so that you'll fuck off smile. The one that all women had perfected by a certain time in their lives. Because women can't just say fuck off, or men will say that they're crazy, Belinda thought, just like right now.
Stuart straightened the paperwork and closed the file. Belinda imagined that her file would live somewhere in a dark cabinet and get shifted to a box in the basement at some point. It would live and gather dust and crumble. One day no one would be able to make out the words that said Belinda Roberts went a little bit insane when the man she thought she was going to spend the rest of her life with pulled the rug out from underneath her.
"Let's go get your things," Stuart said as he rose from the desk and gestured toward the door.
"Okay," Belinda nodded. Her things. Her things were in a few storage containers on the other side of the country. What she'd brought here was the basics for a nutcase to check into the loony bin. Everything had fit inside a duffel bag. Seven pants, seven shirts. No underwear because what was the point? Deodorant that she didn't wear because again, what was the point?
As they went through the bag, Belinda nodded; check to all the above. Finally, the gray haired nurse with the stern face and the kitty cat shirt handed over her cell phone that they'd confiscated that first night.
And with the phone, Belinda Roberts had come back to life.
She took the cell phone and slipped it into the back pocket of her True Religion jeans. All the notifications, the bells and whistles vibrated on her ass now. All the shit that she'd missed over the last thirty days of hugs and Lorazepam. All the "Kumbaya" and "Comfortably Numb" and orange jello and that fucking latch hook rug that she'd made. Like a really boring vacation, one that she didn't have pictures of.
All the while, life had still gone on.
No one waved goodbye so Belinda took her duffel bag and trudged outside. The sky was intensely blue. It was that deep, crisp blue that was a breathtaking backdrop to the very beginning of fall. The leaves hadn't begun to turn yet. It was just the week after Labor Day but they were just gold on the edges. It felt like the very peak of summer, the trees had given their all and had burned for it. It was a beautiful day for leaving rehab, she said in italics and Belinda saw the words typed across the blank page in her brain.
See, she narrated like a writer, Belinda thought with a wry smile as the cab pulled up and the driver popped the trunk. Now if she could just write. The last two books; the last two fucking books and then she'd be free.
***
"I thought you quit smoking," Shelly Tolliver, the agent, chirped in Belinda's ear. Damn, she forgot to do that whole click, inhale, exhale thing with her mouth away from the phone.
"Didn't take," Belinda said in a downtrodden voice. It was a lie. She loved smoking and she never intended to quit. She glanced over at her hotel mini fridge bourbon bottles and was fairly certain that she could guzzle those down unbeknownst to Shelly. She'd get drunk quietly.
"Where are you staying?" Her agent wanted to know.
"The Ivy," Belinda told her. She looked out the window and watched the happy couples three stories down eat lunch on the veranda under the white awnings. Fuckers. She hated them. Ever since she'd come home to Steven and that tramp in her hot tub, she grit her teeth and growled a little when she saw people paired off.
"When are you coming back, hun?"
She meant back to California, back to La La Land. "I don't know," Belinda told her agent as she turned the cap on the miniature bourbon. "Steven wanted the house. He bought me out, so," Belinda ended it with a long, exhausted sigh. So he could move the aspiring actress yoga instructor in right away. So that they could get started right away on impregnating her while her almost teenage eggs were still full of baby juice.
"Aw, well, hey you don't need that much room now, right? You need a bachelorette pad. Something with a doorman and one of those infinity pools," Shelly tried to make it all sunshine and lollipops.
Belinda finished her starter bottle and puffed her cigarette down to the filter. She tried not to be cynical. She tried not to think about how Shelly had about four hundred thousand reasons to keep Belinda in a positive frame of mind. That would be the commission next year that Shelly would be out if Belinda really offed herself.
"Right? Just a hoe down on the low down," Belinda cracked up at her own joke and fished a new cigarette out of her pack. She'd already fucked it up and smoked in the room. She had smoked right under the sign that said there was a $200 charge for smoking in the room. There, Belinda puffed out a cloud of smoke on the actual sign. That's what I think about your rules, she grinned. "Actually, I was thinking about just getting a place here," Belinda said with a long stretch.
She wasn't from California. As little as she had to do with her family, she was from here. The family had all left the city. They had seeped into the suburbs like makeup into wrinkles but they were around. Not like she'd ever call them.
"In Baltimore?" Shelly's voice rose, incredulous. Of course, the agent only considered New York as an occasional place to be if not in L.A. Nothing else mattered so it didn't exist; the flyover states were just to fly over. "Well, if it helps you write, sweetie, then you just do you."
"Yeah definitely," Belinda said and flicked her ash. "I'm actually going to look at a couple of places tomorrow. Hopefully get settled here pretty quick." She left that purposefully vague. She might need a few excuses from the writer's excuse handbook considering that right now, she had diddly squat.
Bupkis.
Nada.
Although, she could come up with synonyms pretty fucking fast.
"Keep me posted. Oh and I need to go over the schedule with you for some media appearances, so we should talk later this week."
Media appearances, Belinda rolled her eyes and puffed. "Um hmm. Hey, I have another call coming in," Belinda lied and pressed the red button. She tossed the cell phone on the square ottoman that she used for a desk slash drink station. Shelly didn't want to crack the whip, given Belinda's fragile state. But media appearances meant hurry the fuck up and write something worth talking about. Something that they could turn into a movie quickly would be even better.
A trilogy. That would give Shelly wet panties.
She didn't need Belinda for media appearances though, she needed Fantasia Fox. Fucking Fantasia. If Belinda had been honest at rehab, she really wasn't trying to commit suicide. As fucked up as her life was, Belinda puffed like a dragon through her nostrils, she actually had a blast for almost all of it. Ex-husband not included
She had, however. been trying to murder Fantasia Fox. That was the god's honest truth but if she'd gotten into that whole debate, someone would have stuck her in the loony bin for sure. Fantasia had to go. Just thinking about her made Belinda all sweaty and anxious.
A nice, hot bath, that's what she needed.
Belinda put out her cigarette and headed to the bathroom. She pushed the lever down in the tub and dumped the little sample bottle of shampoo into the running water. She pulled her tee shirt off and tossed it to the floor and followed suit with her black stretch pants. Belinda was still commando and she liked this whole no underwear routine. She had put on a bra because her breasts bounced too much in the tee shirt. Belinda was scared that they'd sag even more than they had. Her poor, neglected tits. When was the last time they'd been appreciated? If she thought about her recent lack of human touch or contact, she'd really start to drink.
Belinda reached around her back and flicked open the hooks. She watched in the mirror as the underwire shifted and her breasts broke free. Yikes. She looked like shit, Belinda decided and shook her head. Her black hair was greasy and tangled and hung almost to her waist like a thicket of thorny vines. She needed a haircut. Her girl in Beverly Hills would whip her into shape but if her hair looked fabulous and the rest of her looked like a ghoul, that didn't help.
She had gotten skinny in rehab and that was nice. Skinny but skinny fat, Belinda decided as she grabbed a loose hunk of thigh and wiggled it. Of course, exercise had never been her thing and getting dumped and rehab had been perfectly legitimate excuses not to.
She was even more pale. Her skin was the color of chalk except for the obvious blue, sometimes purple, twisted lines that marked her body like a treasure map.
Belinda pushed the skin on her forehead up and her fingers magically erased the worry lines. She moved down to cup her full breasts into her hands. She pushed them up, where they used to reside when she was a girl. That was back when she'd first become Fantasia Fox. It was only a decade, right? Then why did Belinda feel like Fantasia had been around longer than Belinda herself sometimes?
She dipped her toes in the tub and then sank down underneath the bubbles. It wasn't her six person party tub at what was now the new Mrs. White's house but it sure beat the communal showers at rehab. The bubbles covered her body and Belinda was grateful that she didn't have to look at herself. Right now that was just one more problem she didn't want to think about.
She really should be grateful, Belinda told herself, as she closed her eyes and felt the bubbles intrude every crease. Fantasia had made her rich and being rich was great. It paid for things like drugs. And rehab. But then again, if she could kill off Fantasia and be done with her once and for all, then would she really need the drugs? Or rehab?
Fantasia Fox had been born innocently enough. Belinda had been a starving artist. She had been a new graduate; wet behind the ears and desperate to get a writing job instead of the steady stream of waitressing jobs that she'd had. Someone had told her that new romance writers could make up to fifty thousand dollars a book. One book. At that time, fifty thousand dollars had sounded like a million to struggling Belinda Roberts. She had to succeed. She'd been the first of her family to graduate from college
So one book had turned into two and two had turned into a series. After the series, Belinda had proposed something a little more realistic. She had wanted her romance novels to have spicy sex and strong heroines who didn't want to chuck it all away for a husband.
Mr. Morse, her old publisher, had told her how stupid she was. He'd growled at her with his cigar clamped between his teeth. "That's not Fantasia's audience. You'll kill the golden goose."
"But women don't just want to read this blather!" Belinda had tossed her hands up in the air. "They want to run the show. They want to be independent. They care about other things than just landing a husband" Belinda had then defiantly added, " And sometimes, they just want to fuck."
Mr. Morse had chuckled. "Dearie, you have no idea what you're talking about. Women don't want reality. Your readers want the thrill of the chase, being chased that is. They want the perfect man. The elusive man of their dreams. The man that will make everything perfect. They don't want a real man or real life. Or real sex," he'd glared at her.
Belinda remembered that she'd pouted about it but she'd resigned herself over to it just the same. The money was too good. Okay, more date raping, misogynistic, selfish, handsome, rich assholes. Fine. She had kept at it and after fifteen books, Paramount had bought the movie rights to a book. She had gone from upper middle class to rich overnight. Nouveau riche but Belinda had discovered it was the riche part that opened all the doors.
That was when she'd met a movie producer named Steven White. The real life kind of date raping, misogynistic, selfish, handsome, rich asshole that made Belinda weak in the knees, just like one of Fantasia's stupid fluffer characters.
She'd simultaneously proven Mr. Morse right and totally fucked herself in one move. After the movie, Fantasia sold even more books. By then she had a whole machine built up around her. Belinda was a person but Fantasia was a brand. She had an agent, a publicist, someone did her social media accounts and someone else handled her book signings. She had lawyers and a graphic design team and someone ran Fantasia's website; a site that Belinda had never been on but apparently was a huge hit with her fans.
It was a machine that ate nonstop, morning, noon and night. It sucked the life out of her and now all Belinda wanted to do was to kill Fantasia Fox. She wanted to burn it all to the ground and in her best pyrotechnic fantasies, she watched it burn and danced in the shadows. She would dance and cavort naked by the light of the fire in all of her witchy glory.
And then, when there was nothing left but ashes, she'd go off somewhere where she was just a girl again, a nobody. A nerdy, pale girl with big, gray eyes and unruly, jet black hair. Belinda would wear her hair in a bun and she'd have her nerd glasses on once more. She just wanted to be that girl who wore cardigans and corduroy pants and sat in a cubicle at the back of the library. She wanted to get lost in fantasy books from another world. In those books, girls were on adventures. They rode dragons and cast spells and summoned demons and looked for buried treasures. They didn't care about men. They didn't even like boys, they liked quests.
Most of all, she wanted to write something with heart while she still had one.
The only problem now was that she hadn't written a word, not one word, since before rehab. Two more Fantasia Fox books and she was out. Her contract would be fulfilled and then they could send her checks to Timbuktu, or Baltimore. Or wherever.
But she had to write the two books before she got her freedom and so far, Belinda couldn't even write a thank you note.
That was why she wanted to murder Fantasia.
***
"So is it just you, or are you going to have roommates?" The girl from the property management company asked as she checked off boxes on the form.
Belinda felt free to roll her eyes because she wore sunglasses. She wore sunglasses inside on an overcast day because she was terribly hungover. She had drunk all of the booze in her mini fridge and popped a couple of last minute lithiums. Apparently thirty days of being clean and sober had made her liver all hoity toity, like it didn't need to play along anymore. Additionally, lithium wasn't so great at smoothing out the rough edges of a shitty, drum beating through your skull headache.



But beer was.
"No, no roommates. Just me." She shrugged at the leasing agent.
"Any cats or dogs?"
"Nope."
"Any exotic pets?"
Fuck, no. She was thirty six, going to be thirty seven without one goddamn attachment in the world. No husband, no kids, not even a fucking chinchilla. She was a total loser, alright? Belinda just smiled and shook her head no.
They saw the first condo and Belinda said no on principle. Everything was shades of gray. It had no soul. Sure, it came furnished but it was Ikea bullshit furniture. Belinda would rather just stay at the Ivy and argue with the manager about the definition of smoking.
The second place was a duplex and she said no because the next door neighbors had argued the whole time. Like she needed to hear someone else's imploding relationship. She still wasn't over her own.
"I've got something else, but it's probably not what you want," the girl told her with a careful tuck of her blonde hair behind her ear. "It's older."
They drove to Fell's Point and Belinda sighed as the feel of the place settled in around her. Ah, yes, this she could work with. It wasn't some condo where the paint had barely dried. For that matter, it wasn't some white on white on douchebag cookie cutter mansion in Santa Monica either. It was real.
The sidewalk was cobblestone. The rows of brick buildings were wedged together like slightly crooked, slightly discolored teeth. Smoker's teeth. A brown sign hung from a brass arm that announced they were in the Historic District and Belinda sighed with contentment.
The leasing agent talked as they navigated the uneven walk. "There are seafood restaurants all over, of course," the girl said as she clicked busily on her phone. "A lot of antique stores, too." They stopped in front of a reddish brown brick house. It was plain but solid looking. There was nothing fancy, nothing frou frou. The windows were trimmed in white, the door was white, no flower boxes, no awning, bare. Simple.
The agent opened the padlock with a code and she waved Belinda inside. "It's two bedrooms, a bath and a half. There's no dishwasher," she sounded like that was a travesty.
Belinda couldn't describe the feeling. She tingled from head to toe, even her hair seemed electric somehow, even though that didn't make any sense. The air was cool, a little damp, a little musty, but there was an undercurrent here that coursed with something that Belinda could feel in her bones.
This house had feelings. Bottled up feelings and as a woman with plenty of those, Belinda felt like they were a match made in heaven.
"You know, they say that Edgar Allan Poe's last stop was here." The girl added as she continued to text.
"His last stop?" Belinda felt a prickle. She had been the girl who had yelped out loud in the back cubicle at the library while reading The Fall of the House of Usher.
"You know, the last place he stopped before he died."
Sold.
"It was at the bar, two doors down. Called "The Horse You Came In On"."
A bar two doors down? It even had a sarcastic name. Sold twice.
"This is the only place I can show you where smoking is allowed," she made a face at Belinda, as if to shame her into giving up such a filthy habit.
Sold American.
Belinda dug in her old, black Chanel backpack for her half-empty pack of Marlboro Lights. She shoved one in her mouth, lit it, and without removing the cigarette, asked the blonde girl, "Where do I sign?"
***
It had only taken five days to have a whole new life delivered to her. Finally it was all in place and she felt she could stop. Belinda collapsed onto her new emerald green, velvet sofa with the new patchwork blanket on the back. The blanket looked old and it felt cozy and worn even brand new.
She smiled to herself. You done good kid, she nodded and flipped her old Keds off with her toes and hugged her legs. She felt like she had done more than just made a new place to stay. This was a home, or at least it had home potential. More importantly, it was her first home since her last home had crumbled beneath her feet. Kind of like the House of Usher.
The living room looked great. The couch was really the focal point. Belinda had wanted it instantly and it burned like a fever from the minute she saw it. Steven had wanted all white everything. The house had been white, the walls had been white, the upholstery had been white. Everything had been the color of milk and Belinda was lactose intolerant. The green couch and the gray and green chairs and the gold and blue side tables were artsy and kitschy and soulful and most importantly, not white.
The kitchen was easy. Belinda didn't cook. In the Hollywood house, she'd had to ask the cleaning lady where cups and glasses were kept whenever she dared go into the kitchen. This kitchen was easy, less intimidating. She already had a box of graham crackers and a container of butter in there. It was a snack that, especially when writing, could serve as breakfast, lunch and dinner.
She also had discovered, much to her delight, that the liquor store delivered and the delivery boy was a strapping, young Viking. He was the kind of boy that women her age were supposed to lust after while being married to the nice, respectable, good on paper husband. She wasn't quite there yet. But she'd stocked up on bourbon and felt as if she'd appeased the nesting instinct.
The bedroom was cozy. The nights had already gotten a little chilly and Belinda could hardly wait to sleep burrowed down in the pillowy down comforter with all the windows open. She slept the best like that, with freezing, cold air and a cozy bed. She'd even bought herself some flannel, old man pajamas. She might as well enjoy sleeping alone.
Anything was better than sleeping on the twin sized, plastic mattress at rehab. She had shared a room with five other women. Belinda had been terrified the first week, scared to close her eyes. One girl had still been coming down off something. One had just been bat shit crazy and had shouted random things in the dark. One had been a cutter and Belinda had wondered if they wouldn't all wake up to a puddle of her blood. Another had been bulimic and if there was anything that made Belinda want to throw up, it was listening to someone else do it.
Sleeping at rehab had been the cure for bemoaning sleeping alone. Now Belinda craved the whole queen sized mattress, all to herself, spread eagle.
The only room that wasn't quite right was the second bedroom that Belinda had designated the office. Yeah, the desk was good. It was a nice piece, mid-century modern. Belinda felt like she should perch her loafers on it and lean back in her sleek, black leather Herman Miller chair. She would have her hands clasped behind her head of course. It would be a great photo for a book jacket; for a Belinda book, not a Fantasia book. Fantasia dressed like an upper class hooker and she'd never put her feet on the desk. She was too damn girly.
The real problem with the office was that sooner or later, she was going to have to go in there and write. Her and Fantasia, the last go round before it was splitsville forever. It felt like a boxing match and Belinda hadn't been training.
She sat scrunched up in a ball on her new sofa and played with her hair and closed her eyes. There it was again, the electricity that seemed to pulsate throughout the house. It was something invisible. It didn't need to be seen or have a form to be incredibly real though, Belinda thought. It was the quiet heartbeat under everything.
Okay, good juju, she appealed to the vibration, help me come up with an idea. Just a basic outline, that was all she needed. She'd be golden with a few bullet points really. What if she did another secret prince story? Belinda began to talk out loud since there wasn't a good reason not to. A single woman who meets a mysterious stranger and he seems poor. Then she falls in love with him, only to discover he's really a prince.
Belinda felt the acid churn in her stomach. Her idea was literally making her sick. Not only was it a shitty idea, it was a shitty, overdone idea. Fuck, when she started to plagiarize Fantasia, then it was really time to slit her wrists.
Or break out the bourbon.
No, she needed to stick with it. Okay. No secret royalty story. How about a secret baby? Nothing was better than instant family. The woman would just inherit the baby from a sister or a cousin, Belinda explained out loud once again, so she could still be a virgin. Nothing sold like virgins, Belinda said with a sardonic smirk. The only problem was it was a one trick pony. You could only pop their cherry once so the build up had to be excruciating.
She sighed and felt her shoulders sag in defeat. She'd done the same storyline at least twice already.
What about good girl meets mafia prince? Did it. What about sexy nurse meets stunt driver? Did it. What about famous actress falls in love with her chauffeur? Did it, made a movie about it and then an even worse, follow up, straight to Netflix movie about the actress, the chauffeur and the baby.
Belinda groaned, it was hopeless. Maybe her fucking brain was used up. Maybe she had killed too many brain cells. Maybe she didn't have one more goddamn idea that was worth having.
An hour later and two and a half hefty glasses of bourbon later, Belinda felt blurry around the edges. There were ideas in there. Sure there were, she convinced her ghostly white reflection in the bathroom mirror. They were all better ideas than Fantasia Fox bullshit too. They just needed a little coaxing.
A little bourbon.
A little valium.
Maybe she should fuck the liquor store delivery boy. That might get the old juices flowing, she thought before she spit a wad of toothpaste into the sink. Because the juices sure hadn't been flowing. Belinda thought with the glaze of tears right there, her sight all liquidy with the truth of it. Not having any privacy in rehab hadn't stopped her from masturbating. She hadn't even thought about it. Really, even the Viking boy with his pants down low and his abs on abs on abs had done nothing for her.
Belinda wondered if her brain and her pussy dried up all at the same time.
She snuggled under the down comforter and another furry blanket. Normally, she didn't sleep naked but this was marvelous. The feel of the crisp, thousand count sheets danced along her flesh. The sheets caressed her gently from head to toe, and it was the sexiest thing that she'd felt in longer than she could remember. Not really drunk, just buzzed and achy, Belinda thought that things would look brighter in the morning.
Just before she passed into sleep, she heard it. This was no drunken momentary lapse of reason, this was a surge of electricity that crackled. It was almost imperceptible but the pulses on her skin were just on the edge of her imagination.
So was the whisper. Maybe not a whisper, maybe just a thought, a pulse that could have been her imagination.
"Oh my love," it said. It was a breath or maybe just another pulse but whatever it was. The energy hung there, over her body, for just a moment before Belinda surrendered to sleep.
***
The next day Belinda decided, as she poured Visine into both bloodshot eyes, that she was having flashbacks. Yeah, this was motherfucking PTSD or some such shit, she reasoned with herself as she yanked her unruly hair into a ponytail. All that time spent with psychos had made her a little crazy, that was all. She was highly suggestible. She was almost an empath, Belinda reasoned as she walked herself to the office. Well, an empath in that she could describe feelings really well, not as in liking people. She almost shuddered at that.
No, she continued, she'd picked writing as a profession because she enjoyed being alone. Belinda tapped her Surface Pro and watched the screen as it came to life. Today was her lucky day, she thought as she twisted her mouth to one side. She was ready for inspiration. She had a full pack of Marlboro lights and a huge cup of delicious coffee. It was almost bitter, black like her soul coffee. Belinda thought of it as battery acid that would rush through her circuitry. Nothing like coffee and cigarettes for breakfast to get her brain firing on all eight cylinders.
For an hour she stared at a sentence; the longest hour of her life. She'd spent hours at her divorce attorney's office that went by faster and had more laughs to boot.
Research, that's what she needed to do. Belinda went online and her fingers paused over the keyboard at the Google window. It seemed so simple, type your question right here and a world of information awaits.
Could she really be so fucking pathetic? Belinda contemplated as she took a drag. Yes, yes she was as she typed "ideas for romance novel" and hit enter.
The first result that returned was Fantasia Fox's website and Belinda felt her eyes bulge in her head. Fuck, she was furious. All she wanted was some time away from that saccharine, smarmy whore. Her fucking doppelgänger had taken Belinda's name and now she'd taken her ideas as well. Queen of the romance novel, Belinda drummed her fingers on the screen and then decided in the lowest, lower than a snake's belly move, to click.
There she was, at least a version of her. Fantasia Fox was blonde. It had been Belinda's idea in the beginning to give her alter ego a far sexier image than Belinda's. At best, Belinda was passable, probably cute and maybe when she was dressed up, pretty. Fantasia was a fox though. Blonde and buxom and blue eyed thanks to colored contacts, she was just the right amount of innocent and slutty.
Belinda was neither.
Fantasia not only promoted the full lineup of books but her new channel of audiobooks. Belinda sneered, no one told her shit anymore. Fantasia also gave relationship advice and Belinda curled her upper lip in an absolute snarl. Part of her wanted to post a bitchy comment about how Fantasia's last relationship ended in divorce and a trip to rehab.
And a small fire. Belinda almost forgot about that.
Part of her, the sad part that needed the wisecracks and the booze. The part that was held together with bits and pieces of wedding photos and miscarriages and an empty nursery. That part wanted to read what Fantasia had to say. Maybe learn something.
Fuck, it was almost eleven o'clock and now even the one sentence just sounded stupid. Belinda backspaced it to die a quick death, another stupid idea aborted at conception. The only good thing about it being eleven o'clock and having accomplished nothing was that she had the rest of the afternoon to drink.
It was time to meet her neighbors, Belinda thought with a grin as she rose to her feet. The Horse You Came In On had just opened its doors. Belinda had caught sight of the morning regulars as she'd passed once or twice. They looked to be a bunch of old stragglers. They were old men with their pants pulled up high. They shuffled in and took their regular seats. Belinda would fit right in.
Belinda put on her old black Chucks and grabbed her wallet. She took a glance at the mirror that she'd hung in the entry the day before. Yeah, just about right, Belinda thought. She was the nerdy girl all grown up. The only thing missing was the big, black glasses that she used to constantly push up her nose. Eye surgery had fixed that but the glimmer of the black haired girl in the back cubicle was still there.
The bar was dark, which made it perfect for day drinking. Even with the front door propped open, the sunlight only made it into the first two feet from the front door. The rest of the space was dimly lit. It was all cobwebs and dark, worn wood floors. There was a neat row of stools on one side of a beautiful oak bar and an equally neat row of Jack Daniels bottles lined up on the other side. If they had ashtrays, it would be Belinda's favorite place in the world.
"Help you?" The man behind the bar asked with an easy smile.
"A Jack and Coke, easy on the Coke and no ice," Belinda ordered as she took a seat at the end. It was the stool furthest away from the old timer that had gotten there first. "Please," she remembered to add. She needed to make friends, since she could already tell that she was going to be a regular.
The Coke wet her whistle and the Jack went down smooth. She hardly felt the burn at all. Wasn't that one of the signs? All the truly great alcoholics had some point where the booze no longer stung. It was all pleasure, no pain.
Speaking of alcoholics, she couldn't help but see the sign that hung from a rafter. It moved in a breeze that she didn't feel, but it called her attention. It read "Poe's Last Stop". Belinda asked the bartender, "So did Edgar Allan Poe really die here?"
"Oh shit, not this nonsense again," the old man at the opposite end of the bar erupted with a slap on the wood.
"Hey Nick, shut up, okay? She's new," the bartender told him with a grin. To Belinda he cocked his head and asked, "You're not from here, are you?"
Belinda shook her head and gulped her drink.
"But you look familiar, right? I've seen you before," the bartender pointed at her. The wheels had begun to churn as he dipped back into the recent past and scoured the catalogue of faces.
"I just moved in two houses down," she put her hand out in an uncharacteristically friendly gesture. "I'm Belinda."
"Freddy," the bartender said and shook her hand. "And that's Nick."
"Okay, Freddy, if you can make me another one of these, I'll get Nick's next drink too," Belinda laid her Amex card on the bar. "Tell me the story."
Another patron from a table shouted out, "Tell her about the ghost out back."
Another patron blurted, "It's all some bullshit the owners made up. Because otherwise, nobody but us would drink here."
Freddy scowled at that guy and shook his head. "Bill, Dink, you want to shut up? I'm talking to my new, pretty friend, Belinda."
The cat calls came and Freddy winked at her while refreshing her drink. "Okay, so back in 1849, The Horse was one of Mr. Poe's favorite bars. See, by then, he was in a pretty bad way. His wife had died and he was totally broke."
Nick scowled into his second drink. "He had tuberculosis. It was rampant back then. It's nothing mysterious."
"Then what about when the register opened by itself that one night?" Bill called out. "Oh, and the lights flicker sometimes for no reason, too."
"Yeah and when you're here at closing time, I'll tell you what," interrupted Dink. The poor guy, with the worst name ever, had large eyes, "It's freezing cold in here. Like from spirits."
"It's because it's night out, you dumb truck," Nick bellowed.
It really was Belinda's favorite place on earth.
"Guys, come on, shut up," Freddy put his hands out as if to plead with his rowdy patrons. "I'm trying to answer the lady's question." He shook his head like he was just about fed up with the lot. Belinda could tell it was all in a day's work for Freddy and that they were really great friends. "So as I was saying, Mr. Poe was in a bad way. Sick and drank too much, you know, all of that. So he stopped in here on October 3rd, and had one last drink."
"But he didn't die here?" Belinda asked. She pushed her empty glass toward Freddy. Might as well make an afternoon of it.
"No, they took him to the hospital," Nick muttered.
"They just said that," Bill interjected. "He died right out here in the street. He was attacked and left for dead."
Freddy leaned in and passed Belinda her third Jack and Coke. "They don't really know what happened, Belinda. It seems that Mr. Poe's death was just as mysterious as one of his stories."
Belinda stared into her drink as the old timers continued their debate. She could still feel the rhythm of the ocean in Annabel Lee. She could still feel the quiver of the preternatural heart from The Tell Tale Heart. To write like that, to achieve immortality with those words that still haunted through eons of time, that had been his gift and his curse.



The haunting of a bar was just one last little indignity to genius. Like Edgar Allan Poe had nowhere better to hang out than with these old drunks.
Freddy bent down to catch her eye, "Hey, are you okay? You've kind of pounded them down there. You're not going to be sick are you?" He seemed legitimately concerned.
Belinda tapped her credit card. "Fit as a fiddle, young man." Her words were a little thick and the only time she said things like fit as a fiddle was when she was getting pissed. "Keep them coming."
"You drink 'em, I'll pour 'em," Freddy assured her.
It was definitely Belinda's favorite place.
***
Day drinking with her new best friends had been swell, Belinda told herself as she hobbled two doors down to her house. She fumbled with her keys. Everything was still new and she was unaccustomed to the locks. As she held onto the brass handle for support, the door swung open. Jesus, she'd left the place wide open.
Belinda made sure to lock the door behind her. No more going out for her. Not tonight. Not after the eight or nine Jack and Cokes jostled around inside her addled brain and made her see double.
Once she made it to the bathroom, she stripped off everything. Belinda kept one hand on the wall to keep her steady. A nice, hot bath would fix everything. Maybe she'd even see only two hands unlike the four she saw right now if she stared at them in front of her.
The water was warm and the bubble bath was foamy and she melted into the water. One of the things that Belinda most loved about her new abode was the claw foot tub. The old galvanized tubs were beautiful. The clawed feet looked like a gargoyle and somehow that made her feel protected in its embrace. Gargoyles were meant to scare off evil. Of course Belinda didn't believe in evil but after all the spooky ghost talk she felt she needed a talisman of some kind.
Once she sank under the water and held her breath, she gasped as she came back up for air. The water streamed down her body in bubbly trails that felt oddly like wet fingers. She thought it wasn't the ghost story that scared her. It was the story of the man.
Poverty stricken, grief stricken, Poe's stories were full of guilt and regret. Belinda had always felt a lingering sadness there under it all. Maybe that was what she found frightening; the idea that some sadness just couldn't be shaken off. Some sadness seeped into your bones and then you were fucked, weren't you?
Fucked forever. Happy nevermore.
Belinda was too drunk and now too sad to answer the question. What she needed was a nap. Just a nice dinner time nap that might turn into the whole night if she was lucky. Everything will be better tomorrow. At least it sounded good once she rose from the tub and listened to the water trickle down her pale, warm limbs.
She stood in front of the mirror and wrote in the steam, "B E L I N D A". She always did that as a child. She had written her name on the foggy bathroom mirror and her mother had always yelled at her for leaving the traces of her name behind once the steam had dissipated.
Belinda froze in place.
As she watched, it was as if breath passed over her name. Air, warm air from something unseen breathed over it one letter at a time.
Belinda clasped her hand over her mouth. The breath, oh fuck, it was breath wasn't it? Breath from something that stood right next to her, and it had just erased her name altogether.
She grabbed the towel and whipped it around her body quickly. She clung to the door handle and then the wall as she made her way as quickly as her drunk feet could get her down the hall to her bedroom.
Belinda had never been frightened before, not like this. Her heart beat so hard that her pulse trembled in her throat. She had never screamed. She'd never cried or ran to anyone for help. When she'd had a bad dream as a child, she had just sat on her bed, curled up in a ball. She'd kept the light on the rest of the night and rocked herself back and forth. Waiting. Watching.
All that terror just inside, on the edge. No screams, no tears and maybe that was why she couldn't cry about anything now, even when she wanted to.
Belinda didn't fall asleep, but eventually, blessedly, she passed out.
***
The nap had turned into a full night's sleep. Belinda didn't wake up until a little after ten the next morning. She stretched and decided that she was almost a new creature entirely. Holy Shit, Jack and Coke was like mother's milk and it had cured whatever ailed her.
In fact, she was starving, which seemed to be a good sign that she was on the mend. Cigarettes couldn't sustain her forever. Belinda decided what she needed was to go rustle up a real breakfast. She wanted Eggs Benedict and maybe some pancakes too. She needed coffee and maybe even orange juice so that she could say she had some Vitamin C. It was no good to get the scurvy now, she thought with a smile as she tossed off her sheet.
One look at the bathroom mirror as she sat to pee and Belinda rolled her eyes. That was just more PTSD, she decided and smirked at her reflection as she pulled up her pants from yesterday. Stay away from crazy motherfuckers, she chided the girl in the glass. The next time you decide to take a little too much Xanax, do it in the privacy of your own home. Nobody's going to tell your sad story in a bar a hundred years from now.
Belinda didn't think it was right to ruin people's day drinking with stories like that.
The day went by in a sunny haze. Belinda floated by, encircled with cigarette smoke and with a nameless tune in her head. Breakfast was delicious and then a quick trip to the library proved to be quite interesting. They were big Fantasia Fox fans here at the Fell's Point library branch. There was a waitlist to check out the newest series of drivel.
She fussed with writing, which meant that she really just made notes on story ideas. But progress was progress, Belinda said as she looked at the screen. She'd spent all day and all she had to show for it was some notes. What happened to the flow? When the words just poured out of her like smooth bourbon into a heavy, crystal glass? There had been times when seven or eight thousand words a day had spilled onto the page effortlessly.
I just need two more books, Belinda said as she looked at the time. It was five o'clock somewhere and Belinda decided to call it. She chuckled with glee as she went to crack open her carefully tucked away bourbon. The Maker's Mark private selection was technically supposed to be saved for special occasions.
Not losing her mind was special enough.
Belinda's cell phone buzzed and she checked the screen. Her heart gripped and she had to set down the phone to hold her chest. God, she couldn't breathe. What had that asshole doctor said? It was just a panic attack. It was just her body tricking her into thinking that she actually needed her broken heart. It would pass.
The caller ID said Steven White; her ex-husband, ex-son of a bitch, ex-everything. He hadn't called her since before rehab. They hadn't spoken since the fire actually and that definitely hadn't been her finest moment.
Belinda collapsed on the kitchen floor. She let the call go to voicemail and wrapped one hand around the neck of the amber bottle. Okay, the plan went like this. Get shit faced on some very nice bourbon and then call the cocksucker and be as happy as she could be. Really sickeningly sweet. Like life wasn't threatening to drag her down into the swirling blackness.
Nix that plan.
She'd call him while she was sober and she wouldn't respond in any way except to direct questions.
Wait, something was there. Belinda peered into the dark space of the shelf that wasn't full of bottles. It was a box and dammit, that hadn't been here when the beautiful Viking man delivered her prize liquor. She hadn't been back there since to set a box in this place. What the fuck was it?
She pulled it out. Black and dusty, it felt fragile, the way old books felt. Fragile and delicate like old skin and yet weighty and warped from damp and age. It smelled like it had been buried, there was something earthy and mineral to the scent. Maybe copper, maybe gold, maybe it was buried treasure that had been newly unearthed. Belinda inhaled and couldn't place the exact palate.
It was a ouija board. The pentagram on the top of the box was engraved, something silver still shone through the caked, black remnants of earth. Once upon a time, this was quite the spectacle, Belinda thought. Someone had treasured it and kept it safe. Now the only question was how the fuck did it get into the kitchen?
First things first. She needed a drink.
With trembling hands, Belinda opened the bottle. She listened to the sound of the bourbon as it hit the glass. Everything was amplified, everything seemed to have been heightened, like the hum in the house was now a part of the bottle and the glass. And her nervous, twitchy hand, Belinda thought as she held the glass with two hands. She didn't trust herself not to just let it drop.
One drink burned but just on the edges. The second drink went down like water, except way better tasting than water. After the third drink Belinda felt her heart settle down. Now, onto business. She needed the bottle and the cigarettes. She needed an ashtray, her phone and the mysterious box. Belinda settled on her new couch with all the required items.
She would pour a new glass and light the cigarette. After one exhale, she'd listen to the voicemail from the soulless asshole. Then she'd call him back and tell him she didn't listen to his message, just to be a cunt. Fucking a twenty year old in the hot tub had bought Belinda some bitterness; she thought he had it coming. She punched the voicemail button and the robot voice announced Steven but there was no message.
Tricky.
After a second glass of bourbon though, Belinda decided that she'd call him. All of their communication had been through the lawyers. She hadn't really heard her husband's voice in so long and if she were honest, she missed it.
Belinda pressed his name on the screen.
"Hey," he answered on the second ring. He was warm and friendly, like they were buddies making plans for dinner. "Thanks for calling me back."
Belinda was careful to exhale away from the phone. Steven hated her smoking and for some stupid reason, that mattered right now. "Sure, no problem," her voice was deep and husky. It was her vixen voice which was really just her smoking quietly voice.
"I really just wanted to find out if you were out of rehab. You know, see if they let you out yet." He sounded sorry and it seemed difficult for him to speak and Belinda liked that.
"Yeah, I'm out," she confirmed. Quiet and polite, totally had her shit together. Not like the last time they'd talked. "I'm staying out here for a while," she flicked the cigarette and twirled her third glass of bourbon.
"You doing alright?"
"Yeah, good actually. I mean the whole thing was totally unnecessary but I guess it was good to decompress."
"Talk to your folks?"
"No Steve," she couldn't help it, just one, sarcastic jab. "I just got out of rehab, I don't need to go back." Belinda cracked up and her laugh was smoky and deep, like a cough. She took another drink. Steven just made an uncomfortable noise that meant he didn't think he should join in.
Wait a minute. It was the middle of the afternoon there and her workaholic ex-husband was taking time out to speak to her. Belinda twisted her mouth into a knot. He wasn't alone.
"So you're good though?"
Talking to her like she might shatter into a million pieces, crazy people were treated like fine china. "Yup."
Trish was there. That's why he was talking like a robot and wouldn't laugh about her parents. Her parents? Christ, Steven hated her parents. Trish, little perky, college coed yoga instructor, sickeningly white bread Trish. She probably loved hers. They'd probably be great grandparents, the thought was the metallic edge of a very sharp knife.
"Good, I'm glad things are working out. I have something to tell you."
That sound, that dry gulp, was the other shoe dropping. "Okay."
"I didn't want you to hear it from someone else."
"Tell me."
"Trish and I are having a baby."
Belinda's hand couldn't hold the glass. She almost dropped it and that would have been a pity. Regardless, she would have siphoned her bourbon through broken glass. Her fingers shook and it was almost impossible to click the lighter.
"Belinda?"
She finally got the cigarette lit and puffed hard, like her life depended on it.
"I guess rehab didn't help with the smoking," Steven said in his newly born again Christian tone, friendly but it's too bad you're going to hell.
Her mouth was numb. She couldn't feel her lips but she managed to twist the cigarette from one side to the other. Look Ma, no hands while I puff on a cancer stick.
"Belinda?" Steven almost shouted, "I guess she's not there," he mumbled. Belinda imagined Trish standing there with her thin, little arms folded across her chest. Trish, pushing her impossibly pert, young breasts into the open space where her yoga bra exposed her golden tan.
"I'm here," Belinda murmured. "Thank you for letting me know."
"Oh good, I thought maybe something happened."
"Like I killed myself?" Belinda's voice raised to full tear you a new asshole, shrill, dentist's drill. "What a fucking, narcissistic cunt you are, Steven."
"Hey, no reason to be that way, Belinda. I was legitimately concerned about you."
"If you were legitimately concerned about me, you would have kept your dick in your pants," Belinda barked at her ex. "You know, fucking a young girl isn't going to stop you from getting old," she threw that in. Steven was obsessed with youth and beauty. Soon he wouldn't be able to register a legitimate emotion on his face with all the fillers and laser treatments. "Neither is having a baby."
There, fuck you and your plan to stay perfect forever. Perfectly sealed up. Perfectly blonde. Perfectly white. Perfectly dead.
"I can see you're the same old Belinda, aren't you?"
Her hand was steady enough for the glass now and she took a drink. She'd never been perfectly anything. She'd always been a fucking mess but even when she'd overdosed on Xanax, she'd been alive. Vibrantly alive, like a bloody nose. And he'd hated that about her.
She pulsed with life. All of it coursed through her like an ancient call, like her life couldn't be contained within her body. She was exactly like the walls around her in this house.
"Do me a favor, Steven," Belinda blew a full exhale into the phone. "Never check on me again. I'd rather forget that you and Trish even exist."
And she pressed the red button like somehow she simultaneously murdered him.
Better yet, Belinda made a snap decision, she'd block his fucking number. Fuck, technology was great. It gave you a whole universe of information and a solar system of connection. All she had to do was go online and she'd find support groups and chat groups and people to like and they'd like her.
Technology could also kill off any characters that she so chose. From now on, any character that was a douchebag, she was going to name Steven, Belinda promised herself with a buzzed smile. All future Stevens would be humiliated and tormented.
The pentagram caught the light and the box seemed to call to her. Like everything else in the house, it held an energy. Something radiated from within and Belinda was just buzzed enough to admit that it wasn't PTSD. She wasn't crazy, or at least she wasn't crazy like this. Fuck, she wasn't going to gaslight herself, that's what Steven had been for.
She opened the box and gently lifted the ouija board from inside. It was beautiful. Unlike ouija boards that she'd played with as a child, this wasn't a rectangle, it was a hexagon. It was a deep, emerald green. It was the color of moss that grew at the roots of an ancient tree. The color was even more dense than the sofa she sat on. It felt pagan, like something that one would find in a cave. As small as it was, it was quite heavy too, like it contained a treasure trove of forbidden knowledge.
At the center of the board was a black cat. His eyes were the same green as the board. He rested in the center of another pentagram, this one made of a twisted vine that was cut into the wood. The letters around the hexagon were calligraphy and had been carved into the wood and then painted silver like the outer pentagram. The planchette was a miniature tree of life and Belinda felt her eyes get big as she touched it. It leapt under her fingers, like a nervous pony ready to break into a gallop.
Fuck, the thing was as alive as the house, as alive as she was. Belinda couldn't help but wonder if something had changed because she had coded. Perhaps that little bit of time when they couldn't find her heartbeat, when they were about to call it and give her a toe tag; perhaps she'd crossed over just enough that she was now her own ghost story. Perhaps the house hadn't been haunted until she moved in.
The lamp behind her flickered. Belinda felt the hair on the back of her neck stand up. She could see her breath and it mixed with the shadows across the room. It was cold, cold like a tomb and yet still the warm vibration beat like a drum, pulsing underneath it all.
Like breath on a mirror.
Belinda cleared her throat and placed her fingers on the planchette. She felt the jolt, the hum and then the magnetic draw to her fingers. She almost expected a crackle to spit out and catch fire, like bad wiring.
"Am I alone right now?" Her voice sounded far away, as if she was speaking through a watery substance; amniotic fluid.
The planchette flew to no.
Well, at least spirits were direct, which was more than she could say for most humans.
"Are you in the spirit world?"
The planchette quickly moved to the left and hovered over yes.
She gulped hard. It was an awful thought, really, did she even want to know? Would she ever be able to sleep? "How many spirits are in this house?"
The planchette hovered over the number one.
Okay, one was good. It wasn't like a whole bunch of slaughtered Indian souls were just waiting to snatch her through the screen of her Surface Pro. Good thing she didn't watch television, just in case.
"What is your name?"
The planchette moved up to the calligraphy alphabet. E D G A R. It hovered and the vibration from the planchette traveled up Belinda's forearms. Her veins radiated with light, a green, mossy light shone through her skin.
Fuck, this wasn't her imagination. The day drinking old timers were right,
"Am I speaking to Edgar Allan Poe?" Her voice quavered.
The planchette flew to yes.
No fucking way.
"Are you the presence that I feel here?"
Yes.
"Was it your breath on the mirror?"
Yes.
Belinda had chills and yet, she was feverishly hot. Her body quivered with the cold and she was covered in goosebumps. Her breath was a steam that enveloped in clouds around her and cloaked her in vapor. Sweat dripped down the back of her neck and trickled between her shoulder blades. Her body was in a state of fight or flight.
"What do you want from me?" She asked quietly. He had to want something, right? The power that emanated from this energy, that wasn't just for parlor tricks, he didn't just fuck with the lights.
The planchette lurched over the letters. TO BE WITH YOU.
Belinda took her fingers off and gasped for air. She felt like she had been held under and had just clawed her way to freedom; maybe buried alive like Madeline Usher. She sat back on the couch and curled her hands around her knees and scrunched into a ball, as small as she could make herself be.
There were only two choices. One: she was certifiably nuts and in which case, rehab was like kindergarten. She needed a full blown psychiatric intervention. Like with a straight jacket. Put something in her mouth so she doesn't bite. Fucking loony tunes.



Or.
"Don't doubt your sanity, my love," the voice came from nowhere and everywhere all at once. It was in the house and in her head all at the same time. It was a man's voice, deep and resonant, rich and expressive. There was the hint of a southern ease, not quite a drawl, just no hurry about the syllables.
"I'm fucking hearing voices," Belinda quipped, "I think that's actually the first sign of insanity." She said it out loud but was she still talking to herself or had she always been speaking to the other?
"I've been waiting for you," the voice came back. It wasn't exactly a whisper, it was quieter than the first utterance and it felt closer. It was a man's breath that cascaded down the back of her neck.
"Waiting for what?" She asked and then bit her lip hard.
"To be with you, my love," the voice was a sigh of longing. It was a verbal ache and it seemed that it required effort on the part of the speaker because the lamp died out altogether. The voice had sucked out every last bit of power to transcribe the message from beyond the grave.
Belinda's teeth chattered as she spoke. Her breath was a moonlit fog, "You don't even know who I am." There were so many things that were wrong with this but that seemed to be the most important.
"Oh but I do, my Bell," the voice crept down her spine and followed the tangle of her hair around her shoulders. It was an embrace.
Bell, Jesus, no one called her that but her. The voice chimed in simultaneously as she thought, "Father."
How would he know? How would anyone know?
"Should we at least assume that forces beyond either you or I can reckon are at work, my love?"
Belinda reached for her cigarettes and jammed one between her jittery lips and lit up. When she exhaled smoke into the air, it melted into the eerie, cold fog that swirled. It was a denser air around her, as if the presence were hiding in a cloak that she wore.
Quick, figure it out before you get any drunker and try to explain this away, she thought. Why had she chosen this house? It was charming, yes, but it was old and it didn't even have a dishwasher. For that matter, why had she chosen Baltimore? The best rehabs in the world were in Beverly Hills. Fuck, Hollywood had practically invented rehab. But when she'd called Mountain Manor Treatment Center, in her heart, she wanted to go home.
"Okay, let's say you do really know me," Belinda puffed and contemplated. "Maybe you do. But you're," she didn't want to hurt his feelings. Besides, he was a goddamn literary genius. She just wrote grocery store books for lonely housewives. It should be fairly evident. She didn't want to say dead.
"The veil is thinner than you know, Belinda," his voice was right there. His lips were pressed against her pulse in her throat and for the first time in longer than she could remember, her body ached to be touched. God, she could almost feel his breath. She was crazy to feel it. That voice was enough to make her thighs drift apart. Was it just her body giving itself over or was it something else?
"I need to touch you also," the voice shook with want, with all the strings that it plucked inside her tightly wound body. Her desire was burning him up. She could feel the surge of energy rush through the atmosphere.
"How can you?" Belinda closed her eyes and felt her lips part and her head slack. Her hair seemed to blow in a breeze behind her, the thicket of thorny branches opening to invite him in. Closer. Closer.
"Will you do as I ask?"
It was just that question but it seemed to hang in the air, ready to fall and shatter around her. If she said no, Belinda felt that the voice would melt into tonight's dream and tomorrow's drunken stupor. If she said yes though, what would happen? Before she could imagine the consequences, her nipples rose into two burning points. Completely hard, she could feel them tingle in the fabric of her bra. If the apparition could do that with voice and breath, what else was possible?
"Yes."
"Get a cup and a knife."
Belinda rose from the sofa. Her feet were quick to obey, her body knew what it wanted. Her brain wanted to question all of it but it was a muffled voice, almost like someone holding their hand over her mouth while she called for help.
In the kitchen, her hands moved with a surety that came from outside of her. Belinda held the coffee cup and the chef knife by their perspective handles.
"Go to your bedroom, my darling."
Once again, her feet knew the way without hesitation. His breath, the breath, maybe it was just her breath, took her into its warmth, like a blanket to keep out the chill.
Once she was in the bedroom, Belinda set down the requested items on her nightstand.
"Undress for me, Belinda." His voice was a seduction. It was fingers that lingered down her back. It was kisses on her inner thighs. It was the slick spot at the center of her cotton panties.
She did. She obeyed the voice quickly and without hesitation. Tee shirt and pants, off and kicked aside. Belinda looked down at her breasts and felt how warm her skin was there. Her nipples seemed to be reaching for him. They were tipped and hot and heavy with want. She shivered as she unhooked the bra and dropped it on the floor.
The voice was delighted at the sight of her. "So beautiful, oh my love," he sighed and it seemed to come from a bottomless well of want.
All that was left were her panties. Belinda hesitated for a moment. It had been so long, too long, since she'd been naked with anyone. She pushed her underwear down, she rolled them over her hips and thighs. Suddenly she was bare and dewy and vibrating all the way down to her toes.
Undone. This is what the word meant, Belinda realized as her body tingled and melted. She'd written this before but never had it until now. Every inch of her begged for something that she didn't even have a name for.
"Woman," the spirit groaned and Belinda felt the flame too, the churning heat that was under the frigid air. When hot and cold collided, it created a storm and Belinda thought that's why she felt the roll and crackle under her feet. Together, they were thunder and lightning, a force of nature.
"Now, I need you to cut your finger. Hold your hand over the cup. Just a little bit of blood, my beautiful Bell."
"Cut myself?" She felt the grip of it, the sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach.
"I promise, just a little bit of blood is all I need."
Belinda squeezed her eyes shut, it welled up inside, the resounding no.
"Would I ever harm my own soul's mate?" He whispered. He sounded broken, just the mere suggestion, just the thought that he would do her harm.
My own soul's mate. The words repeated around and around inside Belinda as she picked up the chef knife. She set her mouth, determined to go through with it and pressed the center of her hand into the tip of the shiny blade.
It bit into her flesh and sliced her like a yielding bit of meat. She was a sacrificial lamb, thinly sliced.
Belinda yelped and dropped the knife with a clatter to the nightstand. The blood rose from the tear into a shining, crimson pool and then began to trickle into the cup.
It poured for a bit, a steady flow. It sounded like a steady leak; the same sound that came from the kitchen faucet except this was her lifeblood. She wondered briefly if she'd have a stigmata shaped scar.
Belinda felt woozy and she lay back on her bed. Her body was limp and damp from sweat and exertion and suddenly she felt far too tired to keep her eyes open.
She felt the breath wrap her in an embrace and she immediately melted into a dream.
***
It was a place where the ground was speckled with sunlight and shadows, a pattern of light and dark that hid and simultaneously illuminated them. She was in his arms and it felt like falling. He guided her with his hands to the nest that he'd made with a blanket underneath the branches of a gnarled oak tree.
His face was familiar but she couldn't remember how she knew him. Was it from something that she'd read long ago? Perhaps she saw him every day and perhaps she always had. His black, curly hair called for her hands. His gray eyes shone and danced and she couldn't look away. They were wet eyes, deep, hypnotic eyes that drew her down into their depths.
He smiled and she knew already that it was rare. He was melancholic, sad more often than not. There were lines on his face even though she guessed that he was only her age. The creases around his eyes and the prominent worry lines between his brows were signs of his careworn, uneasy, ceaseless stirring. At the moment though, he smiled and she had never felt so embraced by a gesture.
"My beauty," he whispered, in awe. His fingers trembled as he caressed her cheeks. They softly brushed her skin, as if he were terrified that it was just a dream and touching her would make it all melt.
With his eyes locked on hers, his fingers wandered down her throat. He left a trail of ache everywhere their skin collided. Her senses were all heightened under his caress and she felt her skin melt and cool. Tingle and freeze. She smelled him on her skin and it was a familiar aroma from long ago. It was his clean, masculine warm leather scent; it bathed her in his heat. She wanted traces of that fragrance left behind on her body. She wanted to be marked with invisible fingerprints, touched by her beloved.
That's what he was, Belinda knew. His eyes told her even though they didn't say a thing about it. Had they been like this all along or a million years ago?
She didn't have time to contemplate the answer. His fingers moved down to her blouse. She was covered in buttons. Too many tiny, pearl buttons kept her lover out of her clothes and Belinda's hips wanted to push up. She wanted to beg, wanted him to hurry and free her body for his hands but Belinda also never wanted this to end. He deftly opened the buttons one by one. His fingers were hot and insistent and his eyes hungrily taking in every new inch of pale skin that he bared.
He groaned as he cupped her breasts. The fabric was opened. Her milky, white skin and her rose colored nipples were bared for him. The pang of need pounded in both hot, little points. His fingertips studied every crease, every line, every bit of her. His touch sent a shudder down her back, and inched its way steadily to her inner thighs.
If she could just touch him as well, she quivered and clenched her hands together into fists. She sighed and her breasts rose up to meet him and her body writhed under him. Those eyes should see what he was doing to her pussy.
She had made a puddle for him. She was shamefully wet and the hot longing there for him was almost unbearable. His noises, the sounds that came from him were from the very depths of a man's desire. She listened to him breathe her in and every breath was a sigh, almost a prayer.
His fingers moved down, down, down. He unbuttoned her, down her belly, down her hips and finally, her material was open. Her nakedness was there, exposed and open and he beheld her with his trembling hands and his starving eyes.
"My Belinda," when he said her name, she thought there was an echo. Was he really here or did he call to her from another place, another time? "My darling Bell," he whispered from between her legs. He had taken her childhood nickname and made it something that made her thighs shudder as his fingers caressed them open. She was completely open to him now.
It was the first time, somehow, for some reason that didn't make sense. She had never been touched there and she didn't even have words for what her body needed. His breath on the back of her legs as he discovered her crevices was its own word. His sigh caressed her skin.
His fingers strummed her lower lips and she heard herself cry out. Her knees buckled and a rivulet of warm wetness escaped. She was on the blanket that was already wet and scented with her unnamed desire.
His finger found her delicate, hidden lips and she moaned and her hips danced under him. He traced her hidden flesh with a softness, with a wonder, as if he'd never felt anything so supple or silken.
"Oh my own sweet, sweet girl," it was a whisper on the wind and on her body all at once. The pad of his finger wound a circle around her clitoris and her legs quivered. Again, his finger plucked and made her cry out. There were so many words, so many things that she felt there at the precipice but they were all replaced by a bubbling brook of cries that were everything. Begging, begging him, begging him to never stop.
Never.
There were two strong fingers that reached down to her entry. As the other finger made her clitoris sing and pulse and vibrate, the other fingers felt hard and almost rough. They thrust deep inside before she could even know their intention.
The pain was divine and then so was the pleasure. It felt like she was being opened, opened for the first time. A virgin plucked, devoured and torn apart with pleasure. Taken. Belinda cried out and for just a moment it was pain and then she shattered open. The sounds of ecstasy cascaded from her, like the steady stream of wetness that poured from inside.
It was too much. It was the pull from her center, the feel of him inside and all through her all at once. Her clitoris pulsed and his finger teased and the two fingers inside had kept the steady rhythm that matched his heartbeat. Her heartbeat.
Their heartbeat.
Belinda gripped him inside and her thighs trapped him there. The tremors shook her as the pleasure came in waves. Her orgasm crashed and wracked her hips. It was too much, the pulse and the lights. The drumbeat that kept her time and his. His eyes overwhelmed her as surely as the pleasure. She whispered "Yes, please," again and again until the hands melted into her skin. Her thighs fell together and her hands reached out for him. There was nothing but a glimmer of his gray, wet eyes in the dappled sunlight that was about to turn to shadow.
***
Belinda was just on the edge of waking up when she thought that her calf was held between two legs. They were men's legs. They were hairy calves, thick calves that could keep her pinned there to the bed. There were feet and legs and arms that were tangled with hers and the brush of breath that trickled down her back.
Nope. Belinda's eyes fluttered open and her hands shot out underneath the sheet. She tried to dart out and reach the last touch of him. The last touch, the last trace, the last bit of shadow from a dream that she felt as though she'd been having all her life. And yet, never before.
Coo coo for Cocoa Puffs, Belinda said to herself with a giggle. What an excellent night's sleep she'd had. She stretched her arms and legs and tossed back the sheet.
Naked seemed off. Belinda usually didn't sleep naked even when there was a man around. It felt good though given how warm and tingly she was between her legs. It almost felt like there had been a reason to be naked.
Well, at least if she was going to hallucinate, then hot sex hallucinations were preferable over some of the crazier shit that her roommates from rehab had talked about. Belinda thought as she got up to walk to the bathroom that by golly, she'd rather hallucinate about being molested than see rats everywhere or talking monkeys. Sign her up for the orgasmic crazy.
After she peed, she stood in front of the mirror and let her eyes wander along the expanse of her nude body. What the fuck had happened to her last night? Belinda made a face as she followed the map of scratches down her body. She appeared to have been ravaged. It was a bloody trail on her skin, slightly raised from claw marks that began on her throat. The marks followed the blue path of veins, down along her ghostly white throat to her arms and belly.
Belinda was always pale but this was ridiculous. She must have scratched herself in the night. She checked her nipples, both stung a little and between her legs actually burned a bit. Her pussy lips were splayed and fat and felt damp and hot. Belinda winced as she touched them lightly. It had been so long since she'd felt that heaviness, the telltale ache from being fucked hard and without mercy. She felt used.
Yeah but who fucked you, Belinda asked as she walked back to the bedroom. Jesus, even the sheets were wet and scented of sweat and cum. She bowed her head and inhaled the salty, almost briny scent of masculine pleasure. It was heavily scented, a man's musk and his seed, mixed with her fluids; right there on the bed.
Proof.
Belinda looked at the knife and the empty, blood stained cup there on the nightstand and it all came back in a rush. It felt quite different in the warm glow of the morning's reality.
She'd cut herself. Jesus Christ, what was she thinking? But there had been something; the voice. The voice that came with the same ebb and flow of the Raven; a voice that she had heard in Annabel Lee. The voice came with waves, with water that covered old things. Things like the ouija board that had been buried. Things that had been drowned.
You know that this means you need that fucking lithium, Belinda told herself as she reached for the new blue, furry bathrobe. It was time to turn over a new leaf, she decided. She tied the robe firmly around her waist and walked with resolution to the kitchen; enough was enough.
Belinda pushed the button on the coffee pot and grabbed her favorite cup. It was the heavy bottomed white cup that said, "You're awesome. Keep that shit up." She tapped her fingers impatiently on the countertop and waited for the last drop of the almost black liquid to surge through the machinery.
Once her coffee was poured, Belinda popped open the prescription bottle and tapped out two pills. If one was good, two was better, right? She swallowed the two small, dry white tablets with a mouthful of coffee. It left a bitter taste in her mouth and part of her would like to wash that down with a little hair of the dog.
No, she told herself firmly. When you wake up with raked, raised red marks all over your body because you dreamed of a man that you met from the weird, old ouija board, that's when you start taking it seriously. Because you might have a problem.
No booze until five o'clock, she thought and noted that the time was almost nine. One day at a time, what bullshit! Who could count off the hours of a day when they were in the grip of a cold sweat that only chemicals could soothe? She'd have to distract herself.
Belinda got her cigarettes and the ashtray and brought them as well as her coffee to the second bedroom. She didn't allow herself time to think, she padded to the chair and took a seat. Belinda pushed the button on her Surface Pro and watched the screen hum to life.
It seemed like her fingers were charged with energy. They seemed to be poised, on the ready. Her hands had an alertness to them, even with the cigarette clamped between her first and second finger of her right hand. Her body seemed to know that it was time to write even if her mind was still blank.
Once the empty page of a new document was opened on the screen, Belinda's fingers got to work. They clicked and the clicks became letters on the screen. The letters became a steady stream, a rhythm that rolled underneath her thoughts.
Maybe lithium really was the answer, Belinda thought with her mouth pursed around a cigarette when she took a quick break. She exhaled deeply and looked out the window just long enough to realize that time had passed. The sunlight had shifted and was far brighter than it had been.
Was it the lithium, Belinda wondered, that made the outlines so clean? Nothing seemed to run together and slur like Belinda herself after the drink that clearly delineated between a good time and a bad idea. Today, her brain ran like a train, like a very prompt and efficient machine. One idea clicked to the next in a neat, orderly succession. Basically not like it had ever since before rehab. The fire, right before the fire, that was the last time things had clicked, Belinda thought as she raised her eyebrows.



Better not to question it. Perhaps the gods of fictional characters were finally looking down upon her with a smile. Belinda could feel the writing just pour out of her now. Not one to waste a good spurt, Belinda put the cigarette out and got back to it before she even came up with a juvenile crack about the word spurt.
Her fingers raced over the keys. She played the computer like she was a world class pianist. There was the stanza and she flew through it at an allegro, the words spilled out on the page.
Actually, pages and pages of them.
Belinda smoked once more at some point in the afternoon but it was all on autopilot. Puff, puff, flick, get back to the words before the well ran dry. Her fingers galloped and her hands seemed to meld around fully fledged ideas. The pieces seemed to fit together of their own accord. Belinda was just the dutiful receiver, the organizer. She was the conductor of a ghostly orchestra, a beautiful sound that came from everywhere and nowhere at once.
Something chimed and she stopped. It was the alarm that she had set days ago. The alarm that was supposed to announce when she could set herself free, free from the excruciating desert of wordless pits and blank pages. It was time to get on with the always jovial process of inebriation.
Belinda clicked save and realized that she really had no idea what the story was about. She'd gleaned a bit as she'd scrolled the page but she couldn't give a synopsis. Fuck, Belinda scowled as she looked at the word count. Nine thousand words, nine thousand six hundred and fifty two to be precise. A stellar day. A genius day. But Belinda honestly had no idea what she'd written.
She contemplated as she puffed on a new cigarette. If this was eighteen pages of "All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy," she'd scream just like Wendy Torrence but it wouldn't surprise her. Not really.
The line between genius and nuts is shifty, she reminded herself. Belinda started from the beginning as her eyes ran over the words that she had typed but someone else had written.
It was a perfectly lovely story, Belinda remarked once she'd gotten three pages in. The set up was excellent even if the lead was a nanny and the male character was a brooding, alpha male type. Predictable was fine, plagiarizing herself wasn't. So far, this was not a repeat of anything Fantasia Fox had written.
Something was familiar about it though. There was a rhythm, a cadence there that came back to her, from a story that she had read long ago.
"Of course you wrote it," the voice assured her. It was the voice from the shadows. It was the voice that she'd suspected whispered somewhere, just out of ear shot, all day. The voice had dictated to her fingers. The voice that belonged to the ragged scratches on her body. The voice under the tree. The voice from the ouija board.
"Actually, you wrote it. Isn't that right, Edgar?" Belinda asked and waited for the lithium to straighten it all up.
"Perhaps we are each other's muse, my love," he murmured. Suddenly, she was cold again and wanted nothing else than to be wrapped in his arms, safe and under the tree once more.
She had worn just the bathrobe all day. Belinda had been so obsessed with the story, that she'd never eaten or showered. She hadn't spent a day like this since the beginning of rehab. The first few days she had relived the sketchy details of the hospital visit. People told her about her stomach being pumped. There had been bits and pieces, words and phrases and an airplane ride back to a place she called home once upon a time.
She was either much more sane now or much crazier. Belinda gulped hard as she realized that she wasn't sure which it was or which was worse. "And the scratches?" She whispered into the freezing damp that enveloped her. "Was that you as well?"
"Did I hurt you, Belinda?" He said her name with reverence and there it was, the tingle of electricity up her arms. He was here, he was touching her. His caress was impossible and it tore the veil between here and there. Life and death. Sanity and fucking insanity.
"I would never knowingly hurt you, darling. Never," he whispered with a tremor in his voice. It was longing and sadness and need and earnestness. It was all in that voice that slipped under her robe and brought a throbbing heat to all of her secret places. Her body remembered the dream even if she didn't.
"What about the blood?" Belinda remembered and her hand hurt with the memory. There was a heat there in the middle of her hand, something sharp and deep.
"To give me the ability to touch you," the echo came from her head. "To touch you like a lover," it whispered and the trail of the word lover ran down her spine like the fingers had somehow crossed the great divide alone. They touched her once more. "My Bell," the name stirred the heat between her legs.
"How do you know that?" Belinda wanted to know, she needed to know. Was it from the furthest recesses of her mind? Plucked, snatched up, something that the lithium hadn't had time or the reach to sweep under the rug.
"I can't really explain," the voice sounded as amazed as Belinda felt. "I was asleep, always sleeping, always mute. Dreaming. I think I was dreaming of you. And then, you came to me and I am awake. Awake like never before."
The voice was charged with the same electricity that pulsed in the walls, the life force that sputtered and crackled from everything.
"And I knew you, Belinda. I knew you in an instant."
"And the ouija board?" Belinda frowned as she recalled the silver pentagram.
"Just one of many passages between us."
"I need a drink," Belinda said to herself and wondered if he didn't as well.
After the first glass, she sighed and wound her hair through her fingers. Even if she hadn't actually written anything, taking dictation had still left her with a sense of completion. She was spent. She was empty and whole all at the same time. In the past, Belinda had compared her creative process to really great sex in the past. When it's over, she didn't give a fuck about anything else. Except that she knew that she needed to do it again as soon as possible. Last night had been the single most intense sex act of her life. What did that say about her?
"It was for me as well, my darling," the voice of shadows lingered on the back of her neck. Belinda purred at the close proximity. He could read her mind. More than that, he seemed to have a key where he could come and go at will. Here he was invisible and with the exception of his haunted gray eyes that still seemed to shine in her imagination, Belinda had nothing else.
"Please, I need to kiss you," he sounded ravenous, weak. The thought alone made Belinda weak and her body was lax and loose. Kissing was everything. Caught up in the mouth and the lips and the taste and the breath of another, kissing was the most erotic act, Belinda had decided long ago.
Sex? Sex was simple to write and as much as Belinda enjoyed sex, it was easy to get and just as easy to forget. But a kiss was forever.
She needed to kiss him too. Even if this was really the final act of craziness that was the kickoff to Belinda in a rubber room. Really, what's a little fire? She'd seen Trish's clothes in her closet. The same closet that Belinda had been conveniently moved out of just like the bed. Belinda had seen Trish's fucking size two jeans and her little tube tops and her panties that weren't much more than strings. Belinda had snapped. No one needs this crap, she had told herself. It was all cheap garbage. Trish didn't come from money and she had no taste, Belinda remembered thinking as she squirted the lighter fluid on her clothes. She should have to start over like Belinda. People in rehab had said the fire was crazy but Belinda said they weren't seeing her side of things.
Wait until she told them about her imaginary love affair with the dead poet. She didn't say any of that out loud. The last thought that swirled there waited for the words to come tripping out over each other. Clumsy and awkward, words with growing pains. Belinda thought that she didn't care if he was imaginary, if he loved her. How vulnerable to have a lover who could hear your thoughts.
"I need to kiss you too," was what she said.
Belinda walked to the bedroom and suddenly she was exhausted. She was beyond spent, she was empty. This was a calling that she must heed, something hummed inside and it was machinery. It just needed a spark to bring the inanimate thing to life.
The veil was much thinner than she knew, Belinda remembered as she disrobed and took a seat. Her hair hid her away, a black veil that kept her in the shadows. Maybe it did make sense, she thought as she contemplated the tip of the chef's knife once more. The Masque of the Red Death was all about blood. Blood was life and the allegory made for a fearsome tale but Edgar seemed to know even then, that he'd require something corporeal.
In order to satisfy their fleshy, human needs, humanity was required.
Belinda closed her eyes as she held the knife to yesterday's wound. With her eyes closed, she could feel him. If a heart beat in his chest, that must be the trembling vibrato that she heard now in the room.
He was here with her. Crazy or not, Edgar permeated the space. As she felt the blade bite into the tender place, she yelped and immediately, the crimson space expanded over her palm.
This time, she bled more, Belinda thought but it was a hazy thought. It was from somewhere far away and she forgot it as soon as she lay down.
***
There was a blazing fire and Belinda put her hands out to feel the warmth. She was freezing and covered in goosebumps. She was naked, Belinda noticed as she looked down. Naked and cold and where the hell was she?
"In our bedroom," came the answer. The voice was the familiar deep, resonant voice that whispered to her soul, but this was a man. A man with black hair, his gray eyes twinkled in the firelight as he stared at her. He crossed the room quickly, from the door to the foot of the bed. With no space between them, he crushed her to his chest. He was real, he was solid and Belinda felt his breath on her skin.
The bed was an old four poster behemoth. It was covered in a patchwork quilt, like something in an antique store. Belinda nodded as she took it all in. Of course, this was their bedroom, their bed. It was the place where Edgar would take her, lay with her and make love with her.
There was a warm trickle of need that dripped down her inner thigh. No longer cold, she shivered from want now, her flesh was ravenous for him. "I can't wait any longer, " he told her with a catch in his voice. "It's been forever, " he panted. With that, he bent and scooped her up, one arm under her knees and the other around her waist.
He lay Belinda down, ever so gently, in the middle of the bed. He seemed to hold his breath as he watched her there. His eyes traveled from top to bottom and they covered every inch of her. "How would I write this?" He whispered, almost to himself. "I couldn't," he sank to the mattress with his hands out, as if he were blind. As if his fingers would read and interpret her for him. "I can do nothing but worship you," he murmured and bowed his head.
His mouth was warm and his lips were velvet on Belinda's hand. He kissed each finger individually and then pressed her palm against his cheek. His eyes were full of an almost furious lust but he was whisper soft with her skin. "My Bell," the words rolled down her body and every nerve responded with a surge of light and heat.
"Edgar," she said the name and it matched the beat of her heart. It was the throb of her pulse that strummed loudly, louder as his lips inched up her arm.
He kissed her arm all the way to her armpit. He rested there and inhaled Belinda deeply. The touch of his lips was intoxicating. It was so intense that Belinda shuddered with every kiss, her legs trembled as she watched his worship. God, what would happen if his mouth touched her between her legs?
The man smiled as he rolled and kissed her throat firmly. Belinda felt the pressure of teeth, the outline. He seemed to be contemplating whether or not to sink his fangs into her neck and she didn't care. She no longer cared about anything else but his kisses.
"Is my darling impatient?" He teased her and kissed her collarbone. His knee was bent and between her legs and he pushed it into her crotch. Belinda moaned and wet him as he pressed into her lower lips.
Belinda felt the heat there and his breath came in heaves and sighs as he pressed himself there. He masturbated Belinda, he felt the longing that ran from her body into his. "Oh god, please," Belinda begged with chattering teeth. Please to everything. Please to his mouth, to his hands, to those eyes that saw right into her soul. If this wasn't real, she didn't want to wake up.
"It's real," he said with his jaw set, clenched, as if he were determined to make it so. "It's a dream within a dream and I'm about to make love to an angel," he whispered. His black curls touched her décolletage as his forehead sank to her body.
He settled between her legs and held her thighs apart with a surprising amount of strength in the fingers. The expression on his face was one of amazement as he studied her there. His eyes took in her nakedness. Her bare lips, her wetness, her pink, swollen flesh and her delicate crevices. All of her womanhood was open and on display for him.
"You are so perfect," he whispered and pressed his mouth to Belinda's mound. The heat from his mouth entered her. His breath, his life force poured from his lungs into her wet, slippery folds and she came to life with his kiss.
He opened her lips with the tip of his tongue. He searched her flesh with his lips and his eyes were on Belinda all the while. He had to see, he had to watch, in case it all faded away. "Yes, oh god," Belinda cried with a shiver as the tip of his tongue brushed along her hood and her little pearl hardened inside.
"Say my name," he beseeched her and then licked her there once again. This was a harder lick and he pressed his tongue into her hood. "Please, say it," he begged and dripped hot, sticky saliva down her body. He was salivating for her.
She would say it. Even if it was the craziest thing she'd ever said, Belinda nodded, her eyes stared back into his. She would memorize this. As the name came to her lips, she felt as if she'd given herself over to him completely. She belonged to him.
"Edgar," she whispered and let the feeling roll down her spine as the touch of his tongue exploded there between her legs.
Her hood drew back as he lapped at her once more. Belinda cried out and melted in his mouth. She said his name again and again, like a love poem.
"Edgar," she sank her fingers down to touch his hair: soft black hair that brushed her inner thighs. The touch of it sent spasms of delight through her hips.
He clamped her thighs open and held them to the bed. He was ferocious with his hands and his tongue was hungry. The wet sounds of his mouth and the desperate moans that came from him made her tremble. They were almost frightening. The tip of his tongue made her dance. Her hips pushed up and her body insisted that she belonged to him.
He closed his lips around her clitoris and drank her in. He bathed her bud with steady, wet laps. He drank her inside and Belinda felt the pleasure overwhelm her. She couldn't breathe, she couldn't even think. She was nothing but sensation. Her climax built and rolled and intensified until her fingers shook in his hair.
"Edgar," she only thought it though because all that came from her mouth was a torrent of cries. From somewhere deep inside, something was torn apart and the ecstasy gushed from her. She was an old, abandoned well that had finally been opened up.
Belinda came.
She continued coming as his worshipful mouth sucked and lapped her down. He drank her like water, like sustenance. He lapped and swallowed like there was no place where she ended and he began. Sealed against Edgar's mouth, Belinda felt herself slip along the barrier. She was somewhere between this bed and this fire and this man and someplace else that was also just there, under the surface.
When his lips released her, Belinda reached for his hands. She whispered his name again but she couldn't tell if his fingers were there or if she'd just imagined it all.
***
Belinda felt the warmth penetrate her. She wrapped one bare arm in its embrace and she knew, without opening her eyes, that she'd slept late. When had she gone to bed? She hadn't eaten yesterday. Hell, she hadn't even drank yesterday. It was writing and writing and then nothing but a blank.
She was nude once again though and that seemed to be a common theme. She stretched and felt the sheet move down her body and bare her breasts. She winced as her hand passed over her hip.
It wasn't pain so much as a dull ache. Between her legs was raw and hot to touch. She let her hand rest on her mound and the memory of it rose with the sensation. She remembered his eyes. She remembered those gray eyes, the hungry wolf's eyes. They watched and the wet sounds of a wolf who devoured her came back and pinned her to the bed once more.
She limped to the bathroom and eased herself down onto the toilet with her legs far apart. Once she finished, she reached for the hand mirror that was tucked inside the linen closet. Jesus Christ, Belinda gasped as she looked at her crotch. Her lower lips had been savagely attacked. Her pussy had been bitten and drained. Her lips were engorged and open wide and even with the pain, there was something else. The desire for more.
"Yes, more," he could still read her mind.
Either that, or the crazy was getting an early start.
"You'll kill me if we do any more," Belinda murmured as she watched her reflection in the mirror.
"You never wanted me to stop," he chuckled and with his voice came a glimpse into last night. Her legs were gripped tight around his shoulders. Her body shuddered while the lover, the man, the beast, had her completely. He had locked his fingers around her legs and fed.
Belinda's cheeks were warm as she admitted it. "No, I didn't ever want you to stop. Never," she sighed.
Edgar's mouth was bliss but how did he have such knowledge of her? How did he know her better than she knew herself? Had he really known her forever, or was it all just in her head?
"How could it not be real?" He asked. Belinda felt his whisper on her neck.
He breathed, he touched, he spoke, but she couldn't see him now. She couldn't feel him either and Belinda wanted his arms around her. She wanted his powerful chest and the strum of his heartbeat steady against her.
She wanted him inside her. Belinda closed her eyes and bit her lip, like a girl in a romance novel. Even thinking about him like that was almost too much.
"It's time to write," he told her. He was distracted. He was busy in his mind. He was carefully plotting it out just like she would, if she ever wrote anything again.
Belinda hurried and got the coffee and her smokes. She wore only a Rolling Stones tee shirt and sat with her legs crossed, tucked into a ball. With the Surface Pro on a cushion on her lap she smoked quickly and felt it. She smiled as she realized that Edgar was waiting for her, impatiently.
"So bossy," she whispered. Wasn't Mr. Poe supposed to be irritable and testy? Belinda was certain that she'd read that Edgar was a tyrant.
"You only need two more books," came the voice that stirred along her skin like a leaf that made ripples on calm waters. "Then you're free," that was the reason for his rush. "We're free," he added.
It made sense, Belinda thought and nodded. If he was stuck living with Belinda, then he was as sick of Fantasia Fox as she was. Her fingers sat at the ready on the proper keys. After a brief pause, they twitched, as if lurching back to life after a brief idle.



The day hummed steadily by. Occasionally, Belinda thought she heard the story, as if someone were reading it aloud in another room. There were bits and pieces, a glimpse, a phrase. Nothing that really made sense and definitely nothing that made it hers.
At noon, she stopped to get graham crackers and butter. She was going to have to eat soon. She felt depleted. Her skin felt loose and slack. Belinda wasn't sure if it was the blood loss or not drinking. Maybe it was the momentous orgasms that had made her seem lighter. Delicate. Older somehow, easily bruised.
Her cell phone buzzed.
It was Darren Fleiss, her editor. He was also her day drinking companion when she was in New York. Belinda was sure that he was calling to check on her progress. She swiped the green button, "Took you long enough."
"Ugh, don't you start too. I figured everyone would be up your ass when you first got out."
They had been. Belinda just hadn't answered the phone.
He continued, "So tell me how rehab was. Was anyone famous there?"
She couldn't remember their names and didn't think anyone should delve into an addict's business. Not when they're so close to cracking apart. "They don't have good drugs there, I'll tell you that much," Belinda said as she buttered a cracker. "Which is surprising you know, because I kind of thought they'd have the best."
"One day at a time?" Darren asked with a snide laugh.
"Let go and let god," Belinda answered back, rolling her eyes.
"Well, next time don't burn down your house," he chided her.
"Fuck, I wasn't trying to burn down the house," she said with a snort. "If Trish just didn't have such shitty taste in clothes, I wouldn't have had to."
"She had shitty taste in men, too," Darren was quick to add.
"Hey, he was my husband first."
"Yeah, well you're better off."
Belinda found herself agreeing. At the moment, she was actually glad that she wasn't Mrs. White anymore. It was one more alias that she could do without.
"So you want to know how the book's coming?"
"Well that and to make sure that you didn't turn into one of those sober people that we hate."
They both cracked up at that.
"No I'm definitely not sober," she admitted as she reached for a cigarette. "But writing is good." At least someone's writing was good.
"Good?" Darren didn't want to doubt her but he had known about the dry spell.
Belinda puffed and tried to imagine his face if she told him the truth. No, not even Darren would like her through that. "No, actually it's really good. If I stay on it, I should have something for you by the end of the month."
He whistled and Belinda could sense his relief. As much money as Fantasia Fox made for the publishing house, she would have thought that there would be a grace period. She had half expected a little respite for craziness when life handed her lemons. But she had discovered that the machine was always churning.
"In fact, I better get back to it," Belinda said quietly. Two more books and they were free.
"You hang in there sweetheart," Darren told her as he signed off.
Back to the keyboard. Back to the rhythm, the unearthly rhythm that was steady as a drumbeat. Belinda had always had fits and starts with writing. Even when it flowed, it was always a lull and then she raced to keep up.
This pace was something new and clearly not under her control. It felt like a drill sergeant kept time and her fingers were suddenly inspired to discipline.
Pages and pages later, Belinda heard the chime of the alarm. She and the force that drove her fingers seemed to sigh with relief. That was enough; she was empty and hungry and hollowed out.
Belinda ordered carry out from the Horse. A bacon cheeseburger with everything and an enormous order of fries would help put a little weight on her. She could barely keep up her pants anymore. Her used to be skin tight tee-shirt swam on her. One glance in the mirror on her way out and she thought she had seen a ghost.
She poured one glass of bourbon with a steady hand when she came back. Belinda felt good even if she looked like shit.
"You're breathtaking," his voice was so close. His lips were on her earlobe and sent a wave of need down her shoulders.
She smiled and blushed. She wanted to be beautiful for him.
As sore as she'd been earlier, there was an undeniable twinge, a longing, between her legs. It had been a while, actually a really long while, but Belinda was horny. All of this foreplay had kept her on edge for far too long. Yes, it was incredible. Her whole body melted with his touch, his kiss, but now she wanted more.
"I need you to do something for me," he murmured. It felt as if he'd just tucked her hair behind her ear. He was so close, his lips right there on her pulse.
"Anything," Belinda gave herself over to him completely. She'd already bled, she wasn't even terrified of it anymore.
"Bring a lover home." He seemed torn about it though, the words didn't come naturally. "Bring a man to your bed."
"Is that really what you want?" Belinda shivered, the cold settled in around her once more. It was a sure sign of him, the boiling hot center and ice cold edges.
He was fierce, his voice could tear her apart and there was something heartbreaking underneath it. "It will be torture for me," he whispered it, "but I can see no other way."
"No other way for what?" Belinda held her arms and rocked. She rubbed her hands together and wished he was here, really here to hold her hands.
"To give you what you desire," his voice was the ebb and flow. It was the tide that kept time, it was the rhythm that brought her to him.
"So I should just go and pick someone up?" Belinda gulped. She was suddenly nervous and her throat was dry. Truth be told, she was jealous of Fantasia Fox because she was a vixen. Fantasia was the confident, devil may care, slightly slutty alter ego that Belinda never let herself be. Secretly, she still felt like the awkward girl that had always had her nose in her books.
If she was really honest, she'd admit that as much of a toolbag as Steven was, she'd always been flattered that someone as handsome as him had picked her.
"Nonsense, my darling," he read her thoughts, Belinda kept forgetting. "You are perfect."
"Does it matter who it is?" She wondered. This was new territory. She didn't remember the last time she fucked a stranger and did that mean that Edgar would watch?
Oh Jesus.
"He should be virile," the voice was calm, as if this was nothing out of the ordinary. Like it wasn't even the slightest bit totally fucking insane. "You should enjoy him," the voice went on, as if he were touching her. Perhaps touching himself as he imagined it. "My beautiful Belinda, you should desire him," he murmured and she felt his spell on her skin. His fingers stirred every sensation deep inside, even if it was just in her mind. "Please, do this for me," he requested.
Belinda nodded, she'd committed already. It was the kinkiest sounding thing, by far, that she'd ever done. Fucking a stranger while her lover watched? Jesus, worse than that, the stranger was sure to see the marks on her body. Edgar had ravished her and left his marks that were easy enough to interpret. She was scratched and bitten all over. She was owned, marked. Possessed.
She went to the bathroom and pushed the plug into the drain. Belinda had stocked up on her favorite vanilla scented bubble bath and poured two cupfuls into the hot water. She gave half a smile as she lit some candles as well. Might as well make her slutty experiment romantic, right? What would Fantasia Fox do?
Belinda undressed and tossed her clothes aside. She sank down into the bubbly water and watched as her breasts were hidden under the foam. She closed her eyes and felt the warmth penetrate her body. As she drifted away, she could almost feel his hands in her hair. She could almost feel him bare her neck. She could almost feel his lips. Those soft lips, lips that could be so tender, so sweet, and then so savage and so hungry.
"You'll have all of me soon enough, Belinda," his voice caressed her. "And I will have my angel." The chill settled around her body and her nipples rose to eager points. Belinda wondered if it was the temperature at all or if his voice wasn't enough at this point.
She washed her hair and felt the water trail through her thick, black mane and ran down her back. She passed the bubbles down her milky white limbs, her arms and legs. She even washed between her toes. Why not get squeaky clean, right? She shrugged and set her chin on her knees.
When was the last time she'd had sex? The better question was when was the last time she'd had sex sober? She slapped the bath water and rolled her eyes at that one. Tonight wasn't the time to start taking all this one day at a time shit seriously. Even perfectly normal people got fucked up when it was time to do the deed. The horizontal mambo, Belinda said to herself with a fit of giggles.
She rose from the tub and took the plug out with her toes. It was as good of an excuse as any to get a little shit faced. And she'd been such a good girl lately. Belinda could feel the giddiness rise up inside, her heart beat a little faster thinking about the drink. Fuck, she craved it. She could smell it from here and it was much too far away.
Belinda could feel his chill and his heat fondle her naked, dripping skin. It felt like fingers everywhere, cupping her breasts, sliding down her hips and drawing her close. Pulling her body into the center of his fire and Belinda wondered if he wasn't hard there for her. It was a possessive move. A man who stroked a woman like that and drew her close would be ready to take her, all of her. "Not tonight, my darling." It was an instruction, a command and his voice made the hair on the back of her neck rise up.
Pick up a stranger stone cold sober? "I can't," Belinda whispered to the steam, "I really can't."
The squeak startled her and Belinda's eyes went to the mirror. Letters were forming, condensation was dripping down the mirror as something ice cold collided with something warm and melting.
"DO IT FOR ME." The words were there. She wasn't imagining this. Hell, she wasn't even half in the bag, eliminating the only other excuse.
He didn't even say please, Belinda felt her lips twist up into a sarcastic smile. They really were more alike than either of them would probably ever admit to.
Belinda was quick as she finished her preparations. Her hair was combed and loose. It shone in the light and it looked like wet ink pouring down her shoulders. She had underwear and a bra on, which was an improvement. As she swiveled her hips in front of the mirror, she thought she looked cute in her old Pink Floyd shirt and Levi's. With a tiny bit of mascara and a glimmer of gloss on her lips, Belinda looked at the finished product with a smirk.
She wasn't the blonde bombshell that posed for paparazzi and gave autographs. She was just Belinda, but not bad, considering. As she paused to grab her house keys, Belinda could hear the voice, the rolling baritone that made her sigh with desire.
"Hurry back, my love."
***
She had struck out at Cat's Eye Pub. Sure, there had been a couple of not totally hideous men in there but her instructions were that she should desire the lucky winner of the weirdest threesome ever. Desire, she had thought with her upper lip curled. No, not really.
At the Slainte Irish Pub, Belinda had looked around carefully as she took a seat in the back corner. She needed to have a good view, she told herself. Yes, she was here to get laid but that didn't mean she wanted to talk to any of them.
A nice enough looking middle-aged man had stopped by and asked if he could buy her next drink.
"Oh, I'm just drinking Coke," she told him with an embarrassed smile.
"Well how are you going to have a good time then?" He clasped her shoulder and Belinda shrugged it away. Fucker had a point but she didn't want him to touch her. Edgar wouldn't like it.
Belinda went outside to smoke and as she took a deep, satisfied drag she thought the fucker actually had a legitimate point. What were the odds that she'd be able to pick up anyone if she wasn't even at least a little hammered? Belinda didn't even flirt, not really. Her game was wisecracks, she smirked, she told dirty jokes. Finding a desirable man while sober was becoming mission impossible.
Then she saw him across the street. The Viking boy. She thought of the liquor store delivery guy as a boy although he was a man. At nineteen or possibly twenty, Belinda felt like "boy" was really much more accurate.
She crossed the street and waved to him. It didn't even matter that he wasn't old enough to buy a beer, because she wasn't drinking anyway. He was old enough to get a boner and that was all that she needed. Belinda bet that he had a nice looking cock because the rest of him was damn fine.
"Hey," she greeted him with a smile. "I recognize you from the liquor store. You delivered my bourbon the other day." God, she was awkward.
"Oh, yeah," he gave her a nod. He was taller than her, close to six feet. His hair and beard were both brown. If Belinda were going to be seen with him anywhere, she'd request that he shaved but at the moment, it didn't matter. His chest was broad and the lines of his pecs were clearly delineated through his tight, white tee shirt. His ass and thighs were thick, blue collar and well- muscled. Belinda could easily picture her hands wrapped around his cheeks while he thrust.
"How are you?" He asked, absently, like he had no idea what else to say.
Belinda gulped hard, might as well go big or go home.
"Horny." She looked him in the eye, it was as direct as she'd ever been.
"Cool," he nodded.
Belinda wanted to roll her eyes but instead, she asked in a breathless voice, "Want to come over and help me take care of that?"
"Totally," he nodded.
"I'm Belinda, by the way," she offered her hand.
"Chris," he shook her hand officially. His fingers were the rough, calloused fingers of a man who worked for a living. He smelled like soap though and she liked that. No cologne, just soap and maybe beer and maybe deodorant. He'd smell clean and his sweat would feel good on her skin.
"Nice to meet you," Belinda smiled and pointed north. "Follow me."
They made some strained small talk on the way. No kissing, no hand holding, it was almost as if Chris the Viking knew that there was more to this invitation than met the eye. This is so fucking weird, Belinda thought as they got closer and closer to her front door.
And would Edgar make an appearance?
They crossed the street and Belinda reached into her Chanel backpack for her house keys. Would Chris feel the freezing cold swirl of otherworldly breath around his bare body? Would he see a pair of gray, wolfish eyes that shone through the dusk? Would he hear the man's voice with the familiar cadence from a poem about lost love?
Or, Belinda thought as she pushed the key into the lock, would absolutely nothing happen at all and then she'd just know that she was crazy as a bed bug?
###
Nothing was waiting for them in the entry. Belinda wondered how many women her age had invited Chris the Viking over since he'd started delivering liquor. She set her backpack on the table in the hallway and slipped off her sandals. She felt like a pervert, ogling him up and down. He had impressive triceps and an L shape in the backs of both arms. She could see the ripples of his abs through the shirt. He was carved of stone, a statue to male perfection.
So what the fuck was wrong with her that she felt absolutely nothing?
Belinda had already fallen. Crazy, alcoholic Belinda, nerdy Belinda, was halfway in love with a ghost poet who had left his mark on her. He had carved his name with his nails on her body and she wanted more.
Well, he told her to get someone she found attractive and she'd done it sober as well. Belinda asked in a shy voice, "Want to come to my bedroom?"
"Definitely," he murmured. As she led him there, he wrapped his chiseled arms around her waist. His abs were marble and his cock was hot and pushed to get at her through his jeans.
They entered the bedroom and candles were lit everywhere. Belinda could feel her heart beating triple time because she hadn't left it like this. It was Edgar. The moment that she thought his name, the chill rushed down her body like someone had suddenly opened a window and let the winter wind inside. There was no denying that he was here.
"You really are sexy," the Viking whispered and turned Belinda around to face him. "I'm glad you asked me over," his beard ticked her neck as he kissed her throat.
"Oh good, thanks," Belinda was a jumble of nerves and wondered where Edgar was. Is he right behind us? Is he between us? She had never needed a drink more.
Chris the Viking tugged at the hem of her Pink Floyd tee shirt and pulled it up over her head. Stop, don't you feel him watching? She wanted to ask but then that just sounded crazy. What did Edgar want anyway? Did he want to watch someone fuck her the way that he wished he could? Did he just like to watch? Belinda held herself as Chris unhooked her black bra and threw it down.
Better question, didn't Edgar know her enough to understand that the only man she'd be thinking about was him?
"Yes, my love," came the whisper in the wind. It was him and her breath was frosty. The wind rustled her hair and crept down her bare back as Chris the Viking bowed his head. The delivery boy licked his way from the top of her cleavage to the crease below her breasts.
"Great tits," he lapped around one areola and she felt it throb as it hardened on his slippery tongue.
Belinda hung her head back and felt the fingers make their way through her hair. The burning hot fingers were strong and demanding. They grabbed at her back and set every nerve on fire as they fondled her. Fingers that teased and wound around her other nipple until it was an aching point of need.
God, two men touched her at the same time and Belinda shivered as two totally different feeling hands were on her skin. One warm and one ice, one real and one something else entirely.
Belinda felt the hands that knew her better than any other hands before rubbing her crotch through her jeans. Fuck, and she was instantly wet and she pushed her hips up. She was needy for more and she groaned.
"You are horny, aren't you?" Chris asked and moved his calloused hand down between her legs as well. He exhaled deeply. His hot breath covered her chest. There was that scent of his soap and his musky, male scent as he rubbed her pussy. The Viking grabbed a handful of Belinda.
Didn't he feel the other hand underneath? Belinda wasn't sure if she was going to cum or going to scream as the two touches continued. Her panties were wet and her clitoris pounded, erect and pulsing. It wanted to be rubbed and Edgar knew exactly where it was. Belinda shuddered as he touched her. Was just the tips of his fingers or was it his breath that made her body radiate with heat and need?
"I gotta get your pants off," Chris opened the button and the zipper of her jeans.
"Yes, Belinda," the voice whispered as Chris helped her, one foot at a time, remove her pants.
"And these panties," the delivery boy groaned. As he was on his knees, he stared at the last piece of clothing, the last barrier between her and his cock pounding inside.
Belinda cried out as he took them down and the fingers delved along her hips. They dipped into her crack and pried apart her cheeks. They eased down her damp crevice and stroked her sensitive flesh.
Chris got to his feet. His hand was still there on her mound now and he clasped it and growled. "Your pussy is wet," he said and one finger traced along the line that parted her lips.



"So lovely, my darling," Edgar whispered as the fingers penetrated her forcefully and fully.
Belinda shrieked and then moaned as she melted into the fingers. Fuck it was good and a trickle of her lust ran down her thigh. She ached for it. God, she needed to be fucked senseless, fucked until she couldn't move, couldn't speak. She wanted to be out of her mind so all of this made sense.
"Anything you want," the voice promised as it thrust mercilessly inside.
"Fuck, it sounds like you're ready," Chris the Viking made haste to get undressed. His shirt and jeans were off in a flash. He pushed the front of his boxers down with one hand and his eyes all over Belinda. "You want that cock, don't you?" He muttered.
Belinda sank to the bed, her hair fanned out beneath her, the waves of impulse ran down her body. Yes, yes of course she wanted the cock, Belinda thought. What she really needed, what would make her absolutely explode in a climax that would engulf her whole body was the feel of Edgar and his voice and his words while the cock was inside. She needed her ghost lover.
"Yes," she whispered to Chris. Fingers pulled at her nipples and mouths sucked her thighs. Belinda was dripping wet and trembling. Underneath it all, there was the sound of a heart beating. The tremor of life. It vibrated, it exploded. It came from the house, it came from the walls, it was loud and demanding.
It was Edgar. He was getting stronger, wasn't that it? It seemed like everything was too full of him and something had to explode.
Chris hovered over her. The delivery boy grabbed his meaty dick at the root and ran the head of it along Belinda's crevice. She whimpered and felt her trembling thighs open wider. This wasn't her body, it was being done for her, to her. Edgar was spreading her open wide for a man. Touching her, teasing her, wetting her for the delivery boy.
"Damn," was all Chris the Viking said as he pushed inside.
He was solid and his cock was thick. It had been so long that Belinda let out a sob, a cry of need and hunger as he pushed inside once more. She could feel the veiny weight of him fill her to the bottom. It was exquisite and the pleasure coursed through her from head to toe.
Belinda reached out to touch his chest and placed one hand in the center. The skin there was ice cold and Belinda felt the vibration from the walls and the house enter her arm. There was no heartbeat. She slapped one hand over her mouth as she kept her hand there at the center of his chiseled chest.
No heartbeat.
Belinda looked up at the delivery boy's face. He thrust, he thrust hard and furiously inside but there was no heartbeat in his body. And his eyes; these eyes that stared back at her belonged to someone else entirely. The gray eyes shone like a candle in the dark. Belinda opened her mouth to scream but nothing came out.
"My beloved," the voice spoke to her now with the boy's mouth. "Belinda," he called to her through time and her hips rose to meet his thrust.
There was nothing else to say but, "Edgar."
His hands were on her face and his body was sealed to hers. This creature had a heartbeat and it kept time with hers as he fucked her deep and fast and fully. This creature's eyes were full of unbridled passion as life finally coursed through his veins.
Belinda could only just hold on. Her thighs trembled around this body and her pussy clenched him deep inside. She was lost in his eyes, in the depths of him. He called to her without a word. His own soul's mate and when her orgasm began, she knew there was no end to her pleasure for this creature.
This man.
The pulses started there at her center. He was shuddering and vibrating through her, there on the precipice of exploding inside. The voice was right there, a whisper in her soul and in her ear all at the same time. "You are completely mine now, my love," he swore. The creature shuddered as their orgasm melted them together, one flesh, one mouth. One heartbeat.
Belinda breathed his breath. She locked her calves around his legs and she trembled in his arms. It wasn't cold, it was icy shivers of ecstasy. As the orgasm continued, she pressed her forehead to his sweaty chest and inhaled; even his scent had changed.
She promised herself that she'd get help in the morning. This couldn't go on, Belinda thought, as she closed her eyes.
***
She must have really tied one on. That was the only explanation for the buzz under her skin and the ache that seemed to come from her bones. Yeah, great idea, you fucking idiot, Belinda told herself. Get black out drunk in your creepy, haunted house.
"Good morning," the voice said. It was the deep voice that sent ripples down her body. It was the voice from her dreams and the house and the very walls themselves and now it came from the pillow beside her.
Belinda gasped and opened her eyes. It all came back with a rush. She put her hand out to touch his face. Jesus Christ, that face. That face that was a stranger's and yet, it was so familiar in some way that she couldn't quite remember. "Am I crazy?" Belinda whispered and she was almost afraid to hear the answer. Yes, of course you are. Didn't you learn anything in rehab? The voice of reason occasionally narrated her downward spiral.
The face smiled and she felt it in her soul. It was a beautiful smile, radiant and warm and his eyes danced with joy. Those expressive, gray eyes that could be so haunted and so savage were now on the verge of laughter. "Are we both crazy?" He asked with a chuckle that came from somewhere deep down. Belinda felt it in his chest as she realized that their naked bodies were entwined. "It wouldn't be the first time I have questioned my sanity," he confessed and clasped her face with both hands. His hands trembled and it seemed that even skin to skin contact couldn't be believed, but his hands were solid and warm. His breath on her face was a perceptible wash of his heat.
Alive.
They were both alive and yet lingered in between. This house, this place, even this bed was in a place of shadows. They had definitely infected each other with madness and longing. Was it still considered crazy when someone else shares your illusions?
"Are you real?" Belinda ran her hands up to his black curls. His hair was an unruly, wild mop and she wondered if it weren't because his face had been buried between her legs in the night. "Really real?" She whispered as she touched his pale face. He was so handsome with his generous mouth and square jaw. His neck was dark with what looked to be a five o'clock shadow. How could that be? None of it made sense but the bristle of his beard was rough on her hand.
Her fingers wandered down to his chest and she sighed as she touched him there. His muscular chest was covered with more wild, black hair. This hair was coarse and thick and there, at the center of his pecs, was a heartbeat. He breathed and Belinda's hand raised and settled. His heart beat and his body was solid and his hands were on her. He was as alive as she, maybe more so.
"I think so," his deep voice was tender and soft and it seemed that he too needed assurance from her. His eyes searched Belinda's, "Are you?"
Her mouth was drawn to his. Her lips reached for him and Belinda seized him hungrily. She pressed into him with her whole body as their kiss began. He moaned inside her as he gave himself over. His tongue delved along the bottom of her upper lip and teased her tongue to come out and play. His hands moved from Belinda's face to her shoulders as he tasted her.
Belinda melted into him and took his breath inside. He no longer chilled her. The man's mouth was wet and hot and she could feel his heart race as the embrace continued. She could feel it tremble on her fingertips as they explored each other. His skin was alive and her hands were fascinated. He felt like warm velvet and her fingers melted into the soft heat of his flesh.
"My Belinda," Edgar murmured breathlessly between kisses.
She finally surrendered to it. Sure, she was crazy but this was as real as anything she'd ever known. No, that was a lie; this was much more real than her ex-husband and their white on white life.
There was no other explanation. Nothing else could be true; he was here with her. "Edgar," she whispered as he caught one finger in his mouth and playfully bit the tip. She laughed and pretended to escape his arms. When he snatched her closer and pressed the full length and width of his body against her, Belinda purred as she felt all of him. "Oh, Edgar," she blushed and felt the heat rush through her body.
He was hard.
This kiss was a mad rush of breath and a tangle of tongues as Belinda let her hands wander. Her fingers ran down from his solid chest, down the core that moved as he panted, down to his pelvis. Her fingers insisted on discovering every inch of his body. He opened his legs and gave himself over to her with a groan as her hands moved to his cock.
Had it just been so long since she'd been with a man? Or was he just made for her, she wondered, as her hands were drawn to the magical feel of her lover's flesh. Belinda felt him on her fingers and sighed with lust. It was impossible to be so soft and yet so hard, to meld so perfectly to her hand. The steel inside strummed as her fingers studied him. She hummed as their kiss continued. She ran her fingertips over his slit and she felt his precum spill into her palm.
"What are you doing to me?" He moaned when she broke the kiss and followed her body's command to kiss him everywhere. Belinda's mouth was open and she felt the drool spill down his chest. She licked his throat and tasted the vein that trembled there with his new, steady pulse. She kissed her way to his chest and let the tip of her tongue outline the muscles there. Belinda followed the indentation of his abs to his chiseled hips. All the while, she stared at his hardness. His beautiful dick beckoned to Belinda with a throb and a wave, as if it needed to remind her that they were actually old friends.
She cooed and covered the bulging head of his manhood with hot breath. "I'm tasting you," she whispered. Belinda glanced up and caught his soulful eyes, wide and astonished as she did just that. He stared, mesmerized, at her tongue as it dripped onto his flesh. His fingers dug into her shoulders as he gasped. "Loving you," Belinda whispered and licked along his dripping slit. His liquid was warm and salty and the scent of him there was familiar. Her hands ran over his body as she tasted him. His balls were drawn up and hot and full. His sack was velvety and warm and covered in more of his thick, black hair.
His cock had Belinda spellbound. It was thick and dark pink, almost red. It was a hot rope of veins and it strained to get at her. She curled up into a ball between his beautiful thighs and stroked his skin. There was something familiar about him, impossibly familiar and yet, somehow, it was still the first time for both of them. She opened her mouth and let her eager lips settle around the bulging head. Belinda bathed him softly back and forth with her tongue. She hummed with pleasure as he let loose a river of his liquid and she swallowed it down, greedy for more.
Belinda looked up and felt the rush of goosebumps down her back as she caught his eyes. She was lost there, happy there. Belinda could hear him in her head even though the only sounds that came from his mouth were grunts and growls. He was an animal that had to rut, a predator in heat.
"Take me, love me, have me," the voice begged. Belinda opened her mouth wider and dripped down his shaft. She tasted his salty, manly flavor and savored it in her throat. She closed her lips around him tightly and drank him in. Belinda felt him clench and tremble under her.
Belinda kneaded his balls, back and forth in her small hand. She pushed her mouth further down and took almost all of his dick inside. Her mouth had never been so full. She breathed him inside and her beloved moaned and thrust his hips up. Edgar fucked her mouth.
Belinda heard the voice. It guided and directed as his fingers curled in her hair. "Yes, take all of me, take me inside. God, yes, Belinda," and his hands pushed her down. The cock invaded Belinda's throat and pushed into her esophagus. She fought and tried to pull away. She choked on the intrusion and tried to claw her way back up but the hands insisted.
Even if she couldn't breathe, she didn't want to stop. She would rather drown like this, drown and die of pleasure.
He gasped and the electric tremor ran under his skin. Belinda drooled down his thick cock. Her nose was pushed into the puddle at the base of his shaft. He thrust and growled and took her roughly, like a dirty whore. She should be on her knees, dirty and pushed up against a wall. Fucked and used, the hands were tangled into her hair and the saltiness of his seed poured down her throat.
"Take me, suck me, take all of me," the voice trembled with heat and longing and need. He wasn't asking, this was a command. His belly rolled and quivered and his balls were boiling hot beads in her hands. The man inside her throat was about to burst with pleasure. That was what he wanted, to feed her every last drop of his ecstasy.
"Yes, you're mine," the voice was just a whisper, hoarse and full of need, "All of you, just mine."
The stream of his seed burst inside Belinda's throat and she drank it down. She couldn't pull away, she couldn't fight it. Her body had surrendered as the flow of his milky desire pumped and the hands insisted that he hold her down. It was far too hard and he was much too rough. His dick was sure to bruise her inside and Belinda couldn't struggle anymore for breath.
"Belinda," the voice in her head was the voice of the man and he released her in a moment. Belinda coughed and wheezed as she took in air, just in time. Once her lungs were fully inflated, the hands gripped her once again. They drove her down in one vicious thrust to her esophagus once more. He exploded inside her throat and pulled her off again. Then, once more, his orgasm continued and it rushed inside. Belinda only tasted, only breathed him.
He cried out and it was a savage, almost tormented sound.
When he finished, his fingers were soft. He released her head and smoothed his hands through Belinda's black hair. His whisper was tender and trembling as he brought Belinda up his body, into his arms. "Darling, my darling," he shivered and curled himself around her, breasts to his chest, legs entangled. "What are you doing to me?"
Belinda's throat burned and her eyes stung with tears. "You hurt me," she just mouthed the words. Her lips were sore and she felt bruised and fragile.
His eyes were large and sad. Edgar pulled her even closer, she was breath of his breath. "Oh my love, I'm so sorry. I would never hurt you knowingly."
Belinda shivered as the knowledge made her cheeks burn. She was ashamed and the longing frightened her. It crashed over her body and she clung to him just in case she was lost in it, lost in him. She swallowed hard and it stung. With every breath she tasted his brine.
"Do it again," Belinda whispered as their eyes met.
***
It was a little past noon when he released her. Belinda winced as she pulled the bathrobe around her shoulders. She was sore. She felt like she'd been through a fight, some kind of physical altercation and that seemed to be accurate.
It was a fuck fight, she thought with a wry smile, they made love like animals. Belinda pressed the button on the coffee pot and reached for her cigarettes as the black brew churned and dribbled into the pot. Half the day was gone and yet it had seemed like no time at all. She was weak and shaky. Her legs and arms were rubbery and her pussy throbbed. Her lips were sore and just to hold the cigarette between them took effort. She'd never had sex like that. It felt like something she should be frightened of, like she'd been attacked. It seemed like something she'd barely survived.
Belinda exhaled smoke and poured herself a cup of coffee. Maybe it had always been like this. Maybe she just hadn't gotten laid in so long, she smirked, although that didn't seem right. No one had ever done this to her. She watched as Edgar entered the kitchen and felt the smile on her face. He cut through her billow of smoke to wrap his arms around her waist and she realized that no, this was unlike anything else.
He pushed her hair back and tucked it behind her ear. "My love," he greeted Belinda. He watched her, studied her, more like a predator than a lover.
She had been consumed. There wasn't a place on her body where he hadn't been. Belinda felt as if something of hers had been left behind in the bed. He had taken something from her. "You want some coffee?" She asked him between puffs.
He shook his head. Edgar was naked and his skin shone with sweat and lovemaking. His hair was a wild mess of black curls and his eyes twinkled, focused on her and only her. "No, I don't need anything but you, Belinda," his whisper still seemed to come from everywhere all at once.
Even with the delivery boy's body, there was something otherworldly about him. Shit, she felt the chill run down her spine as she recalled the young man with the washboard abs. The man that she had brought home to fuck. Belinda knew that she had forgotten something. Here she thought the kinkiest thing that was going to happen was that she'd be fucked by two men.
Not murder.
"Oh god," Belinda mumbled, she remembered it all, all at once. "What happened to him?" She asked and took a deep, almost painful drag. "What did we do?" The poor Viking boy, he never saw it coming, did he? Here he thought that he was going to throw a bone in a lonely housewife and bam, he'd disappeared instead.
Edgar ran his fingers through her hair and smiled. "You didn't do anything, Belinda," his lips grazed her forehead. "You're innocent, my love, not to worry."
She didn't feel innocent though. She felt like she had conspired to snuff out a bystander. Fuck, she needed a drink, maybe worse than she'd ever needed one before. Even Belinda could see how alcohol wouldn't make this situation better.
Okay, not to worry that they technically had murdered the delivery boy. There was no body, not a dead one anyway. Was it murder or had they fucked him into oblivion? Had he shapeshifted as they made love? Was he now just a puddle of cum?
Or was he now in the spirit world, trapped within the walls around them? Was he electrical vibrations that quivered and pulsed like a ghoulish heartbeat from beyond the grave? Or had he become the host that had given her lover new life?
"How is it that you're here with me?" Edgar whispered on her neck with his arms around her waist.
"You mean, here in Fells Point?" Belinda melted in his embrace. She closed her eyes and savored the feel of him, the scent of him. Everything else, all the panic, all the insanity, fell away when she was like this, in his arms.
"Yes, my love. Why are you here, of all places?" Edgar chuckled. "Aren't you rich and famous?"
Belinda snorted and flicked her cigarette. "Rich? Yes, I guess so but I'm not famous. Fantasia Fox is the famous one."
Edgar took her by the hand and led her to the living room. "Tell me everything I've missed," he murmured and held her hands as he guided her to the green sofa. "It's odd. I know you but I don't." He scowled and his forehead creased, "Does that make sense?"
It did. Belinda touched his face and smiled at the familiar light there. She felt as if they'd known each other all along even if that was impossible. "Fantasia Fox is my pen name, she is sort of famous. I mean, not like you though," not immortal.
He laughed, "I was never a rich man so I don't know how much notoriety matters." His gray eyes gleamed and he kissed her forehead tenderly. How was this the same man who had just savagely fucked her until she was on the verge of tears? "And how are you not married? You're so breathtakingly beautiful."



Belinda sighed and bit her lower lip.
"Are you married?" He took her hand, he looked worried.
"Oh god, no," Belinda turned to face him. "I was married but my ex-husband has just gotten his new wife pregnant," she whispered and trembled as Edgar ran his hands down to her belly.
"Good," Edgar whispered as he drew her close and laid Belinda's head on his chest. "Then I don't have to worry about sharing you."
"No, you don't have to worry," Belinda said, her mouth screwed up tightly in a bow, "I'm all yours." She swallowed hard, the tears were a hard knot in her throat, "If you want me." It had been so long, had Steven ever really wanted her? Belinda couldn't say for sure anymore.
Edgar pulled her closer and kissed her, a hundred little pecks, adoring kisses on her forehead and cheeks and even the tip of her nose. "I've only wanted you," he whispered. "Don't ask me how I know, but I know that I've always wanted you."
Belinda felt the tremor of want run down her spine. Just his voice alone, his hands, his eyes on her. It was an overwhelming combination.
"Were you madly in love with your husband?" Edgar wondered as he pushed her hair back from her face. "Was he the one?"
Madly in love with him, enough to need her stomach pumped when he said goodbye; Belinda pursed her lips as she contemplated. Was Steven White the one? With his chiseled, good looks and his perfect handshake, his infectious grin and his dimples, his broad shoulders and his fake tan.
"No, it wasn't him," she whispered and pressed her head into Edgar's shoulder. Something about living in Steven's all white world seemed stifling now. "I did want a baby though," she remembered with a sudden grip in her chest.
"Come to me," he pulled Belinda into his lap and he pressed her head to the crook of his neck. "Someday, my beloved, you will have another name and so will I. We will meet in another time and another place. Perhaps we won't even remember why we are in love, but we will be. Then, my darling," Edgar looked her in the eye, "Then we will have a house full of babies."
It seemed so simple and perhaps that was the explanation for all of it. Belinda watched his strong hands circle her flat belly and she quivered as his fingers left behind a vibration that coursed through her skin. She believed him, no matter how crazy it sounded. She could see them; children with black hair and huge, blue eyes. They had eager, little smiles and pale skin. They were beautiful children that had been made with so much love.
Edgar traced the tips of his fingers up her arm. Even after all of that, even after he had spent hours in her bed and ravished her body and soul, his touch was something that Belinda craved. "I need to know everything," he murmured. "I can't be this lost with you. There are things that you think and I don't understand," his mouth was a straight line of concern.
"Well, there has been some time, you know, since you," Belinda nodded. She didn't want to say the obvious word. Since he died. Since the man of her dreams had crossed over into this place that was neither here nor there. Everywhere and nowhere. Him and something else altogether.
"It has, I suppose." He ran his hands from her shoulders to her waist. "I need books, I need newspapers," he held onto her tightly but now he was distracted. It was the same impatience that she had felt when he had wanted to write. Edgar wanted everything all at once and Belinda knew exactly what that felt like.
"You need the internet," Belinda told him with a smile.
He broke away. His eyes were intense and he seemed to be ready to jump out of his skin. He had so much nervous energy, he was crackling with it. Belinda wondered if it weren't his genius that demanded everything flow quickly.
"Come on, I'll show you," she took him to the office and turned on the Surface Pro. "Do you remember this?" She scooped her wild mess of black hair over her left shoulder. "When you were writing with me?"
He came in close, behind Belinda. His scent washed over her, the scent of warmth and sweat and sex and salt. It enveloped her just like his skin. Jesus, Belinda had an addictive personality but could she be addicted to a person?
The Surface Pro came to life and she clicked to bring up a browser window. "Anything you want to know, you just ask Google," Belinda told him with a few clicks. She handed the tablet over to him and his handsome face was illuminated by the light. Pale and pensive, it was a creased, worried face, careworn and thoughtful. It was a young man's face with an old man's burden and it made it impossible to tell how old he was. Did age even matter once time had stopped?
Belinda could tell that she might as well be a million miles away as he clicked and moved his fingers over the screen. It was truly genius at work. Her lover was farther away now than she'd ever felt him. His mind was a blur as he drank down every word.
While Edgar learned about the world outside these walls, Belinda had decided that she needed to learn more about what was happening within them.
***
The Fells Point library had first opened in 1886. It was a beautiful, old stone structure with arched windows and a trussed roof. The age of the place seemed about right for Belinda's purposes. She tossed the cigarette behind her and pushed her pink Gucci sunglasses up on her head before she went inside. She caught a glimpse of herself in the window and immediately put up her collar.
That better be the shitty light, Belinda curled her lip at the image in the glass. Hopefully, it was the midday glare on dirty glass that had created an optical illusion that left her like this. Otherwise she was almost as much of a ghoul as her lover.
The library had an Edgar Allan Poe display and Belinda smiled as she ran her fingers over the familiar titles. The spine of "Murders in the Rue Morgue" was split down the center and the cover of "The Masque of the Red Death" was cracked. The books were slowly decaying and dying even as their master, the madman who had penned the tales, had come back to life.
The library had propped up a cardboard cutout of Poe in the center of the display. Jesus, Belinda giggled, it wasn't a dead ringer but there were definitely some similarities. The wild, black hair, the crinkled forehead, even his paper familiar was careworn and concerned. He appeared to be burdened and drawn and Belinda had seen those creases on her Edgar's face. The black paper eyes were dull, they couldn't hold the fiery light that shone in the real eyes. Those gray pools that peered into her soul.
A raven was perched on the paper Edgar's shoulder. That was a hoot. Belinda imagined that the real Edgar was a tad too frightening for the bird to take to him so casually. "Is there anything I can help you with, miss?" A gray haired woman asked Belinda. Her voice was soft and she smelled like donuts and Belinda knew that she'd like her just based on that alone.
"Nice display," Belinda nodded at the books.
"Thank you," the woman smiled. "Every year, about this time, I try to make sure that I do something for him. You know, he died here."
Yeah, yeah, tell it to the man who had choked her on his dick this morning, Belinda thought with a smirk. "I heard. They say that he had his last drink at The Horse," Belinda nodded.
"That's what they say at the bar anyway," the librarian said as she put her glasses on the tip of her nose. "Are you a Poe fan?"
God, was she ever. She always had been but now, her body ached with her lust for him. "Yeah, ever since I was in middle school. He was always one of my favorite authors." Belinda wondered if that wasn't one more reason why it was all in her head. She could imagine the head shrinker from rehab as he scribbled the notes. Just in case it wasn't her imagination though, she had come to gather some information. "Do you have any books on ghosts?" Belinda wondered.
"Yes, of course, my dear," the librarian beckoned with a finger. "Right over here."
The woman's donut scent wafted up and mixed with the scent of old books. It was better than the bourbon smell that Belinda usually craved. It was strange, here she was completely sober, not a drop to drink. She wasn't even sick, no headache, not the slightest bit of withdrawal. Here Belinda's hand was steady and all the lines were solid and yet, she'd never doubted her sanity more.
"This is the paranormal section," the librarian pointed to several shelves. "Ghosts are in here but so is telekinesis, clairvoyance and demon possession. Sort of a whole soup to nuts kind of thing."
Nuts was right, Belinda thought as she nodded.
"I'll leave you to it then," the gray haired woman smiled and disappeared around the corner as silently as she'd appeared.
Belinda scrolled with her finger along spines and read titles like "Life with the Afterlife" and "Dreadful Places." She emptied the whole shelf and brought the teetering stack of books to a cubicle in the back.
She loved to be surrounded by books. Old books that smelled like time with slightly damp paper were her preference. If she could smoke in here, Belinda would never leave.
The stories were predictable, Belinda thought after she scanned through pages quickly. She wasn't even sure what she was looking for really. She read about haunted houses and shadowy figures that hovered in familiar places. There was nothing about ghosts that spoke to you through walls or wrote on mirrors. There was nothing about ghosts that took over bodies or solidified into a body.
Nothing about ghosts that made love to you.
Belinda picked up a book titled, "The Uninvited" and flipped through the pages. A folded piece of paper fell from between somewhere inside and landed on Belinda's lap. Another fun thing about reading old library books was the chance to get a piece of someone's life that they'd tucked away. She unfolded the paper and laid it on the desktop.
"4 Degrees of Demonic Possession"
Possession doesn't happen overnight. It's a process, and it always requires an open door: playing with Ouija boards, attending or conducting séances, even going on a ghost hunt with friends. No matter how innocent one's intentions, dark spirits can take advantage of such opportunities. In his 1990 book "An Exorcist Tells His Story," Father Gabriele Amorth, chief exorcist of Rome who passed away Sept. 16 at the age of 91, identified the following stages of demonic activity:
1. Infestation. This is "haunted house" type stuff: footsteps, voices, apparitions, furniture or other objects moving without human agency, odors with no discernible source. Rather than directly affecting people, infestations affect only property, objects, or even animals.
2. Oppression. Activity steps up with physical attacks, sleep disturbances including regular nightmares, frequent and severe illnesses, major depression or anxiety, severe financial or employment problems, and relationship troubles. While these things happen in the normal course of life, all of them happening at once or in rapid succession could be a sign of demonic presence.
3. Obsession. As the name implies, at this stage the afflicted person has a hard time functioning, being constantly preoccupied with thoughts of the demonic activity commandeering his or her life, and frequently with thoughts of suicide as well. Sleep becomes nearly impossible.
All three of these stages can be addressed by a competent deliverance minister. However, the last stage is reserved for official exorcists...
4. Possession. Contrary to popular belief, possession is not demons entering a person's body and taking over his or her soul. A person's free will is never removed, only severely compromised. In possession, a person is so physically, emotionally, mentally, and spiritually broken down by going through the other three stages that demonic spirits are able to seize occasional control over that person's actions.
Telltale signs of possession include superhuman strength, speaking in a language the victim doesn't know, inordinate aversion to holy objects, knowledge of events or facts the victim could not possibly know, and according to Diocese of San Jose exorcist Gary Thomas (whose story was made famous in the book and movie "The Rite"), changes in facial features.
Telltale signs do not include 360 degree head spins."
Belinda shrieked and pushed her chair away from the tabletop and clutched her chest. No, it's not a heart attack. You're not dying, you just wish you could, her brain lectured as Belinda struggled to catch her breath. Breathe, you fucking crazy bitch, the voice, her voice, harped. Breathe while you still can, can you?
Fuck, her body was convinced that she was dying even though her brain knew the truth. It was just a panic attack. Belinda held her arms tightly around her body and rocked back and forth. She waited for her lungs to kickstart once more. Just need a breath, just need a cigarette, just need to stop reading this garbage, the voice of reason blurted. Belinda rose on unstable legs and held on for support until her feet could get her to the nearest door.
"Are you okay?" The librarian asked, her glasses dangled from a chain around her neck.
She was so fucking far from okay. Okay had been eclipsed by a fire back in Beverly Hills. Okay had been wretched up when they pumped her stomach. Okay had definitely seen better days.
"I just lost track of time," she whispered and added, "I'm sorry," although she wasn't sure what for. Sorry for everything, Belinda turned around to break into a full out run to the front door.
Once she was outside, she put her sunglasses back down and fumbled in her handbag for the crumpled pack of cigarettes. Belinda's fingers shook so badly that she could barely get the white cylinder to her mouth. It took four attempts to click the flame from the lighter.
The fucking ouija board, it was a gateway. What had he said? It was just one of many doorways to her? Belinda exhaled and watched the trail of smoke float from her mouth into the atmosphere. The veil was thinner than she knew. Was that the veil between life and death or heaven and hell?
Sanity and insanity?
Wasn't it Edgar who had said, "the boundaries that divide life from death are at best shadowy and vague. Who shall say where the one ends and where the other begins?"
Had he known, even back then? Had he known that he'd come back or did he make it happen?
Or was she just hopelessly nuts? She should be thinking about the veil between alcoholic or fun, little hobby. Or maybe just between crazy and totally fucking crazy, she thought as she puffed harder. What she needed was a drink or twenty, Belinda nodded to herself. Shit, she'd been cooped up in the house, writing a wretched romance novel. It was enough to make anyone start imagining things.
Belinda headed toward The Horse. It was the perfect time to stop in and see the gang, she smiled and finished her smoke. First, she was going to need some more smokes and she crossed the street in front of the convenience store.
"Two packs of Marlboro Lights, please," Belinda said to the young man behind the counter.
"You okay?" He asked. He made a face as he grabbed her cigarettes from the overhead shelves.
"Yeah, why?" Belinda wondered as she fished out the cash from her wallet.
"You have bruises," the boy told her and gestured to his own throat.
Oh yeah, that. Just bruises from her ghost lover who got off on choking her. No biggie. "Right?" She nodded, "Don't ever roller skate around here. Big mistake," she added with a giggle.
He didn't believe her, she could tell. Belinda put the new packs in her purse and left. She lingered in front of the store window and gulped as her eyes moved over her reflection. The boy inside was right to be concerned. The bruises on her throat were purple and angry. Maybe worse than that, she was pale and drawn and the circles under her eyes were almost the same color as the bruises. She looked like a ghost, or maybe a zombie. She was abused and undead and yet every inch of her body screamed for more. Belinda drew her jacket tighter around her shoulders and fastened the top button. A nice drink would fix everything.
***
Belinda wasn't drunk. She wasn't drunk enough anyway, she thought as she dug through her purse for her house keys. Not drunk enough to come home and face the truth, she sighed. The truth that she'd imagined all of it.
After half of the bottle of Jack Daniels, Belinda had decided that's what it had been. Sure, there were the marks but Belinda had hurt herself before. She was always covered in mysterious cuts and bruises that she had no explanation for. She was always clumsy and distracted. She constantly tripped on nothing or had little accidents with knives or flammable things. She'd just escalated since rehab. Everything had escalated since rehab.
In fact, this was no big deal. She'd always been a little crazy, a little too much for most people. Belinda felt as comfortable in her insanity as she did in her yoga pants. It fit perfectly.
She opened the door and waited for the hum of the energy inside. The house was silent, completely still, which it never really had been before. Belinda placed her purse on the table in the entry and thought she wasn't drunk enough to look at herself either.
She needed a nice, hot bath.
Belinda didn't hear a peep as she moved from the door to the bathroom. What was wrong with her that she felt the bottom drop out of her chest? Abandoned even by a spirit, dumped by another bad man and her heart was too frozen to ache. Fuck, even if he was a figment of her imagination, she was fairly certain that she was going to miss him.
As she undressed, Belinda looked in the mirror and traced the marks on her bare skin. She blushed as she touched the purple handprints on her throat. There were welts on her hips, angry, violent fingerprints where she had been grabbed. There were the teeth marks on her breasts. They were all horrible and beautiful all at the same time. He'd taken her hard, it had been desperate and driven. It had been savage and strange and yet, she knew it was love. His need to mark her was his torment; as if he were worried that Belinda would disappear.
He didn't want to miss her again like she did now, as the lump in her throat made it hard to breathe.
When two crazy people fuck, Belinda thought with a sarcastic smile even though she had tears in her eyes. She turned around and watched her bottom in the glass. Marked with more handprints there, she breathed deeply as she outlined the handprints with a finger. No one had ever made love with her like that before.
Was it considered lovemaking when you looked like this?
Belinda thought as she sank into the warm, sudsy water that yes, it was making love. He was so hungry and needy, he couldn't help that it had been rough.
The bathroom door creaked. The hinges were sticky and the door swelled and warped with the damp. There he was and her whole body sang. Edgar hadn't disappeared at all and Belinda felt the rush of desire grip her body. "You're home," he murmured. His gray eyes were large and sad. He dropped to his knees beside the old, claw foot tub. "I missed you," he reached into the water and his hands were warm on her thighs.
Now he was warm and she was frozen. Her teeth chattered as he caressed her skin. "Did you?" She asked and sighed and sank deeper into the tub as she let him and the water both have their way with her. "Did you catch up?" Belinda felt as if she'd heard him, all the while, in her brain. Edgar talked out loud to himself in the other room as he took in almost two hundred years of life.
"I think so," he murmured and his hand delved down to her knee. He seemed to delight in the feeling of Belinda, everywhere was a new discovery and his eyes gleamed as he explored. "And you, my love? What did you do today?"



Besides scare myself into getting shit faced? Getting drunk was something that he would be familiar with, wasn't it? She didn't want to confess.
Belinda shrugged and ran her wet fingers up his flexed forearm. He wasn't built like a writer, that was for sure. He'd taken the blue collar muscles and that chiseled marble. He was thick and bulky, built like a hardworking man. He filled out the tee shirt and jeans that Belinda had brought home for no one, for the figment of her imagination that had left her sore and achy.
"I went to the library," she whispered as she watched his fingers slide down to her ankle. "Did you know that you have quite the fan club here?"
He laughed and it was infectious. Edgar pressed his lips to her instep and asked, "Really? It can't be like Fantasia's fan club, can it?"
"Oh Jesus, don't tell me you wasted a perfectly good day of research on that nonsense," Belinda settled back. Her legs were open, open wide to invite him inside. No matter what he'd done, no matter how he'd marked her earlier, Belinda wanted more.
"Not garbage, darling," Edgar took his time with his fingernails and ran them down each tendon. He left behind a trail of desire that inched up her body. "Love stories, and what does the world need more than that?" He asked, his breath on Belinda's calf.
"Good writing," Belinda muttered, her wet hand in his black curls.
"Surely not horror stories," Edgar slid his hands up to her knees and studied Belinda's face. "The world had enough of that," he traced a vein as he looked into her eyes. "What does my fan club think of me?"
"Well, you know, the usual," Belinda nodded. "You're so mysterious. There are all these rumors about you, you know."
"Like what?" He asked with sparkling eyes.
"Well, you could settle a bet amongst the day drinking regulars at the Horse," she said with a snort. "Did you really die in the bar?"
Edgar smiled and placed Belinda's hand on his cheek. "It's a strange conversation to be having but I guessed from my reading today that people still discuss me," he shrugged. "I wouldn't have ever dreamed to have been important enough."
"Are you kidding?" Belinda shook her head. "Your writing, the stories? They're still as eerily beautiful and desperately sad now as they were back then." She twisted a black curl around her finger. "So have you been haunting the bar all this time?"
He laughed. "I can't say definitely. Dare I confess that the last year or perhaps longer, of my life, was more insane than sane?"
He was speaking to the choir. Here she was, half in the bag, talking to a ghost. Belinda wondered just how much lithium would she need to make her a respectable member of society? And how much would put her out of her misery? "So you haven't been opening the cash register at night?" She asked with a giggle.
"No," Edgar whispered and kissed her palm. "I have been dreaming of you though."
"Dead and dreaming," Belinda whispered. A spirit and yet, trapped in the walls of the house. A spirit in a love story, it could only be a Poe tale.
"Oh, but I dreamt of you long before I was," he paused and exhaled deeply, he didn't want to say it either. "In love with you," he said instead with half a smile.
"Well, your fans definitely want to know more about that," Belinda watched as his fingers traced her legs in the water.
"About what?" Edgar asked but his eyes were drawn to her skin.
"Well, there's the whole thing about your love life," Belinda started and then bit her lower lip. That was really more her own question and always had been. As a girl, long before having found herself bedded by her author crush, Belinda had wondered about the heart of the man.
"My love life?" He whispered and his voice was far away as his hands moved into the water.
"You and your cousin, Virginia?" Belinda wondered.
"Oh Sissy?" He smiled, "That was hardly my love life, darling." Edgar reached into the bubbles and set his palm on Belinda's belly. "I married her to keep her safe. She was so sweet and innocent. She had been so sheltered and I was worried for her." His voice was the sigh from a fairytale. "There weren't many good options for poor girls then," Edgar kissed her calf.
"So you didn't marry for love?" He seemed to need it so badly.
"I loved Virginia too much to see her trapped in a loveless marriage," he shrugged. "Although, I merely trapped her in another loveless marriage. She deserved better," the regret was a pulse and the longing in his voice was an echo down her spine.
Belinda touched his face and water trickled down his neck. It wet the tee shirt and she set one hand on his heart. Alive, still alive and it beat hard and steady. "So all of those poems were for other women?" She traced the place, that spot at the center of his chest where she had laid her head.
"One in particular," he reached for her in the water. "One lovely maiden," Edgar took her hand in both of his. "An ill fated match," he kissed Belinda's fingertips and his surge of electrical impulses entered her skin.
"Ill fated?" She repeated, lost in the cadence of Annabel Lee.
"A spirit, a sprite," he continued, "a black haired beauty that would come to me in my dreams," he murmured. Belinda felt the wash of goosebumps down her body. "An angel with black hair and blue eyes that were the deepest wells," his voice took Belinda away. Suddenly they were under the tree branches, cast in the shadow and sunlight. "She would meet me on the edge of a dream, only to leave me, broken-hearted as I woke."
Impossible, Belinda shook her head but it didn't matter. There wasn't enough lithium in the world to leave the edges all crisp and perfect. It was a fucking mess of half told love stories that began and ended in madness but weren't those the best kind? She swallowed hard and asked him, "Was she me?"
He nodded but his whole body trembled as did hers. "That's why I knew you," Edgar whispered and it was fierce and frightening, this voice that claimed her completely. "I felt you and knew you immediately. You brought me back to life," he held her face in his hands. His life force radiated there, something that magnetized them both. A radiant warmth that drew them closer, closer still. "My Belinda," he said her name reverently, solemnly.
Maybe that was it. Maybe the only explanation needed was that they were lovers searching for each other throughout eternity. Belinda shivered as the touch ran down her body. They couldn't fix this with pills, this was fate, Belinda thought with a little gasp as his tongue touched her lower lip.
It was a kiss that had waited for hundreds of years. It made her body shake with the long lost recognition as his mouth opened Belinda's. His tongue and his breath and the strum of his pulse and the weight of his body, it was so familiar. It was all the first time and a thousand times. It was all ancient ritual and yet it all was brand new. Her tongue sucked into his mouth and he swallowed her down. He hid her away, just for him, to keep forever.
"Edgar," she whispered his name once he had released her. It was a magical word, a word full of feeling. The syllables traced onto her body, like a finger of fire that left behind his eternal mark on her skin. "Edgar, my love," Belinda surrendered to his mouth and his hands and the water. She'd been here before, she'd been here forever.
"It was always you," he whispered and tasted her forehead and cheeks and chin with a flurry of soft kisses. "Can you blame me for my madness when you first came?" His hands folded her skin and kneaded her, closer, even closer.
No, she couldn't, Belinda stared into the gray eyes and recognized him from all the shadowy places that she'd never gone to check before. They always waited for her, in the corners, just beyond the edge of the light. They were always a split second after she had turned her head. His presence was familiar, she'd just never allowed it until now. And now, she was afraid to admit she was addicted. "And now?" Belinda asked him, her nipples were aching stones that had risen from the bubbly water. Her skin sought him out.
"Now? I can't have enough of you," Edgar said with longing. He was hoarse and hungry and his teeth nipped her mouth, bit both lips separately and then together. He needed to feed and Belinda wanted to be his sustenance.
"Take me to bed," Belinda begged, her wet hands seized him. The bath water dripped down his face as she opened her mouth and lost herself in his kiss. She breathed him in and felt him fill and then empty her lungs with the air that he gave her. He gave her life, Belinda sighed as she felt Edgar swallow her air into himself. She was ready to lose herself in the breath of him and the touch.
"Anything my love wants," he assured her as he brought her to her feet in the tub. The warm water spilled down her body and back into the tub. The rivulets flowed along her skin and reached into every hidden crease and secret fold. Just like Edgar, Belinda thought with a shiver, the water knew everything about her. It was the familiar rhythm of the waves. It was an old poem that had been told to her in the dark. It was words that had been whispered down her spine long ago.
He wrapped her in the gray towel and led her to the rug. Edgar dried her and pushed her black hair away from her face as he studied her eyes. "I did learn a few things today," he added with a wicked gleam in his eye. "Some things that I believe that my little Bell will enjoy," his whisper was hot on her neck.
She was lost, there was no denying it, no fighting it. Belinda knew that it had all been waiting for her. There was no escape and nothing to run to even if she did. "Show me," Belinda nodded and felt the terrible ache there in the gray, haunted eyes.
***
Edgar's hands gripped her wrists as he led her to the bedroom. He brought her to the bed and Belinda felt the breath tremble in his body as he brought her to him. "Finally, the black haired wraith is mine," his voice was tormented as he whispered into Belinda's neck, "Mine and mine alone." His fingers gripped her like cuffs and Belinda couldn't pull away if she wanted to.
"My captive," he murmured and pushed her to the bed. He overpowered her easily. Even if she hadn't been tipsy, she was no match for him. Like this, with his lips on her wrist, he tasted her veins and lapped at her flesh. Belinda didn't want to fight. She wanted to surrender to all of it.
The rope was black and smooth and he was quick about securing her firmly with the knots that he already had prepared for Belinda. Before she realized what this was, Edgar had tied her right wrist and the black rope was fastened to the bed frame somewhere.
Belinda tried to yank her hand back. She just needed to feel some slack, just in case she needed to get away, just in case the insanity of this became too frightening. She couldn't get out. The rope was tight and fixed her in place and the panic set in. She bit her bottom lip, suddenly nervous, the back of her neck, still wet from the bath, was too warm and her stomach flipped.
She wouldn't admit that though. She whispered, "Oh, kinky," as Edgar reached over her body. His forearm brushed her throbbing nipples and Belinda watched as they responded in kind. Frantic, desperate, her soft skin wrinkled and molded into points that pulsed for his tongue and his torture.
Edgar was quick about fastening her other wrist. The look in his eyes was dark and devious as he deftly tied her with the two, solid knots. Belinda shuddered and asked, "Is this what you learned today?" Here there was years and years of history and social commentary and Edgar had learned some kinky rope work.
"My love," he paused, his fingers lingered along her inner arms. He followed veins and traced the past wounds that he'd branded her with. "Tying you to the bed isn't what I learned," he said with a fiendish laugh and Belinda didn't know whether to join in or try to pull her arms free.
"Then what?" She asked and shivered in anticipation.
Edgar smiled. "You'll see soon enough." His hands were strong and he ran them both down her nakedness and paused just for a moment at her mound. He sighed with longing and then moved down, past her hip, along her thigh. When Edgar's fingers stopped at her knee, Belinda pulled her leg back.
"What are you going to do to me?" Belinda asked, her lips were sore and she twisted her wrists in the rope cuffs.
"Making you love me," Edgar groaned and pressed his forehead to Belinda's calf. "Keeping you," Edgar reached forward and there was more black rope. Another length of the cord was tied quickly and efficiently and Belinda bucked her hips and tried to pull her way to freedom.
It was pointless but Edgar smiled as he watched her struggle. "You have me, right, Edgar?" Belinda couldn't keep the nervous lilt out of her voice. "You don't need to hurt me." She sounded scared out of her mind and suddenly she was.
"Maybe I do," he whispered and moved to her left knee.
"No, come on," Belinda tried to twist her leg out of his reach. "Let me go, Edgar, please," she hated to beg but it couldn't be helped.
As he secured her other knee, the dark haired demon murmured, "Never."
Fuck, she was ted down and there was absolutely no wiggle room. Belinda felt the sting of the rope bite into her wrists and knees as she fought to release herself. Tied like this, not only was there no escape, she was open to him. It was impossible to close her legs, impossible to push him away. Belinda was already terrified of what might happen if she couldn't stop him.
Insatiable.
He was so hungry, so ferocious. Belinda watched as he rose to his feet and regarded her helplessness with shimmering eyes. "My angel, I finally have you exactly as I always wanted," he said in a husky voice. He reached for the hem of the black tee shirt and pulled it up and bared his abs. Edgar pulled the shirt up to his neck and then over his head. He stood before her and let the fear and the want seep into her bones.
God, he was strong, Belinda scanned his chest. Christ, he was even more muscular than the delivery boy had been. What the fuck was he doing? He didn't eat, he didn't sleep, he just fucked her like a wild animal and damn, it did a body good. He was lean and chiseled and his shoulders flexed as he stared.
The other lousy thing about being tied with her legs open was that he could see the obvious effect he was having on her body. Belinda trembled in her ropes and wished she could hide herself. Her clitoris felt huge and hard, it pulsed between her legs and demanded his attention. Her nipples throbbed and reached up for him. She couldn't hide her desire from his eyes and she'd never felt so naked, so exposed
He leered at her, there was no other word for it. Edgar moved his hand to his crotch and grabbed himself through the front of the jeans as he beheld his handiwork. "You are so beautiful," he whispered and continued to touch himself. "Pink like a rose in bloom," he made her pussy sound poetic and maybe like this, it actually was. "Ripe and ready to be loved," he continued. A moan escaped and Belinda felt the draw between her thighs. Part of her wanted to close her legs and keep him out. Part of her wanted to wrap her hands around his body and pull him into her. She was powerless to do either and she whinnied in frustration.
Edgar unbuttoned his jeans and Belinda couldn't take her eyes off the bulge to the left of his zipper. His cock was right there, gloriously hard. She could reach out and stroke him, slowly. Given her hands, she could seduce him. Make him crawl out of his skin and beg and shake and open his parched, hungry mouth. Belinda shook the black rope and tried to pull herself free.
"You can't escape this time," Edgar was solemn as he unzipped and pulled his Levi's down. His dick was fully hard, perfectly erect. The head bulged and it overflowed with want. He was full and ready for her. He dripped a steady stream of precum for her. The jeans came down and he showed her his pelvis. He revealed his dark pink sack, his balls were huge and high and seemed ready to burst already. There the black trail of hair widened and this was even thicker hair and it was scented of sex. She could smell his ache like she could hear his heartbeat in the walls. "I'm going to keep you, my Little Bell. Keep you just like this," he said it and Belinda knew that it was a promise as the jeans fell to the floor. "Keep you forever. For all the times I lost you."
That was heartbreak. Belinda pushed her breasts up at the same time as she pulled her bottom back. Even her body was torn between desire and fear, reason and insanity. "Did I leave you? Why would I ever leave you," Belinda wanted nothing more than to run her fingers through his curls and get lost in those eyes and that mouth and that breath. She wanted to promise him forever as he filled her completely.
"You tormented me," Edgar set his teeth and crouched over her. His body was hot and now Belinda was cold and covered in goosebumps. He held her face between his hands and pressed his forehead to Belinda's. "You haunted me," his eyes were wet and his voice was gravely.
That explained so much if she could believe it. She had always been drawn to his stories, especially to his poems. Like she had been drawn to the house, to the past. She could have been buried and come undone. She was lost treasure, found once more, like the ouija board. Like her passion.
But fuck, it was crazy.
"How did we know each other?" Belinda asked and then whimpered as his hot, raspy breath enveloped her nipples and brought a new, potent throb of heat rushing down her body.
Edgar answered with his tongue. He painted a picture with the forcible rush of breath on sensitive flesh. It was a kiss that was hard, almost cruel. He pushed his tongue inside her mouth and sealed his lips around hers. He pushed his breath inside and then drew Belinda's out. One breath, in, out, deeper, together, apart, Belinda felt the tempo of their breath in the tides. It was something that had been the rhythm underneath everything.
There she was. A whisper in the wind, just the trail of her black hair whipped in the wind and she was gone. She'd left him behind, on his knees. Broken. Crushed like the ghost was crushing the life out of her right now.
When he released her, Belinda rushed up from the sheet and gasped for air. She shivered in the ropes and strained to get loose. She wasn't even sure if she wanted more or if she really wanted to run away. Far away. Not even the bar or another bottle of booze would be far enough. After all, he'd followed her from the underworld.
Edgar shook his head as if he didn't need to tell her that he was in her mind as surely as he'd marked her body. "How I've dreamed of this," he murmured and kissed her collar bone. His dick lunged and spat on her and Belinda whimpered. She wanted to hold her tongue out and beg him to feed her. She could taste his orgasm down in her throat all day and it had made her feel dirty and used and all the while wet for more.
Edgar sank to her. His mouth was a frenzy of kisses, his tongue traced the line around one breast and then the other. He lapped down the center of her belly. He found the soft valley under hip bones and the indentation of her elbow. Every taste, every lick made her shake. Belinda pushed her hips up lustily. She couldn't help it, the ache for him was concentrated right there, right at her core.
She'd never been seduced, not truly. She'd never been lusted after like this. Never had a man seen fit to tie her down and torture her with love. Belinda purred as Edgar reached the crease at her inner thigh. The place where leg ended and her slippery wetness began.
"My Belinda," Edgar whispered there and watched as the tremor ran down her open legs. "My love," he ran the tip of his tongue between her petals and Belinda cried out for more. "I've waited so long to have you," he looked up at her and his gray eyes held her in their gaze.



With one hand, he reached for her throat and held his thumb and forefinger tight under her jaw. His fingers found the softest places and squeezed down. "Edgar," Belinda mouthed, trying with all of her might to push him off.
He kept his hand steady and his eyes on her as his wicked tongue flicked softly over her clitoris. The electric sensation entered and sent a ripple of pleasure that cascaded down her inner thighs. The hand on her throat seemed to be something far away. Her breath was gone but the ecstasy between her legs just spiraled.
His kiss there, there between her splayed, sensitive lips, it was the kiss of a lover, the sweet embrace of a love story. It was the prince who woke the sleeping maiden in the woods with his mouth full of adoration. The kiss was soft and secret, wet and slippery. It was sweet worship and Belinda melted under the satin touch of him. She trembled in ecstasy with every lap.
His hand on her throat was a punishment. It was the suffocating grip of a killer, a monster, a madman. His eyes were crazed and his fingers were strong and Belinda was lost somewhere, somewhere where breath was gone and the colors were faded.
The pleasure pulsed there between her legs and the electric crackle was all she heard. Her body twitched as she surrendered. Somewhere, she suddenly realized why they call it the little death. Orgasm, transference, she was about to fade away into the oblivion of him and his mouth.
He released her neck and suddenly the air came back with a gasp and a sputter. Belinda coughed and shook her hands in the rope. It was danger; danger and darkness all at once and her body wanted nothing more than to run. Get away. Hide.
Send him back to hell.
Edgar smiled and showed her his milky face smeared with cum. He blew her a kiss before he sank back down to her altar to worship her once more.
Belinda arched her back and shivered as he melded his lips around her bud. He sucked her inside and the ecstasy was a tremor that ran through her. "God, yes please," she begged as her inner thighs quivered. She panted and listened to her pulse drum in her ears. It was too fast. It was too much for her poor body to take and yet, she wouldn't stop him even if she could. She wanted both, to die and to die from pleasure. She suddenly understood la petit mort in all of its glory.
Another tremor and then the hand went back up to her throat. He gripped her, the death grip of a predator. His fingers were like teeth and Belinda imagined her lifeblood flowing into him.
Then the orgasm peaked once more. There was no sound, just light. It was just light and his sweet mouth that adored and drank her down in gulps. She was spilled water in the desert. She was an oasis and Edgar was desperately thirsty, intent on emptying her. Drinking her down. And he would leave her dry as a bone.
Her breath was gone and Belinda closed her eyes, fading, faded. It was a blanket of sensation and soon she was only warm. Wrapped in the arms of death, there was no fighting anymore and why bother? Belinda had been here before, she slipped back into the place with no hesitation.
In and out, there had been light that drew her in and somewhere, far away, had been the steady beep of the machine that had pronounced her dead. "Belinda! Belinda, can you hear me?" There had been voices just like this and now, here it was once more. A deeper voice and this one just in her ear.
A lover.
"Belinda," he had released her throat and she was back. She sputtered and coughed and gasped as air rushed inside. Tears streamed down her face and Edgar grabbed her with both hands. He held her face and kissed her desperately. "Darling, my darling," he called to her between kisses. He anointed her forehead and cheeks and the tip of her nose with kisses. "Where were you?"
"Let me go," Belinda whispered, hoarse and her throat burned. "Please, let me go," she cried.
He busied himself with the knots and once he had untied her legs, Belinda pressed her thighs together. The waves were still there, the pulses wracked her hips and the fingers of want caressed her crevices.
Edgar reached over her head and untied her wrists slowly. "Did I frighten you, my love?" He asked. His eyes were tender now, tender and sweet and full of a forlorn love that had shattered him and maybe her as well.
When Belinda was free, she grabbed her wrists and turned them. She touched the marks that her bonds had left behind. It hurt to speak and her heart still galloped in her chest, fight or flight. It was a panic attack but this time, her body had interpreted it correctly.
Something, or someone was trying to kill her.
"Come here," he murmured once she had been set free and there it was. The choice, run or surrender. Belinda felt the current that hummed under her skin. Pleasure and pain, she should save herself. "Please," he added in a hoarse voice that sounded almost as if the life had been choked out of him as well.
Instead of turning tail, instead of barricading herself in the bathroom, instead of running to the bar, out of sight, out of reach, Belinda curled up in his arms. She didn't want to save herself anymore. Belinda's legs quickly entwined with his. Her hair spilled down his chest and shoulders and she hid her face in the crook of his arm. Her hand found the indentation on his beautiful chest and rested right there, on his heart. The heart that didn't belong to him strummed away in perfect rhythm. His stolen body was even more handsome than it had been on the original owner.
"Woman," he called her and held her small hand to his chest. They were joined. They were a part of the other, inextricably woven together. Belinda wondered how many layers and lives had been shared between the two. "I'm wet with your orgasms," he rolled Belinda to him and face to face, she saw the sheen of her cum on his cheeks and chin.
"I thought I was dying."
"But then we'd be together, my love."
Jesus Christ, he really was trying to kill her, wasn't he? She reached her arms up around his neck and stared into those eyes. Those eyes that shone with love and adoration, the depths there reflected the light of the tunnel that she'd drifted off to. Till death do we part and maybe not even then, Belinda thought. She should squeeze his throat until there was nothing left, just those gray eyes, frightened of her finally.
"Would we?" She whispered and pressed kisses to his face. Run, the red capital letters typed across the screen in her mind. Get out. But instead she melted into his mouth and hummed as his tongue painted her upper lip and then her lower and his teeth nibbled both.
Edgar pushed her hair from her face. "Yes. I think so. All I know is that I was waiting for you there."
There. In the house. In the walls. He was a palpable vibration from the moment that she entered his dwelling. Waiting for her, had Edgar reached out to say hello? Had it been him prompting and prodding that made her hand sign the lease? Or was it all just because Belinda hadn't been responsible with her meds?
"It's not your imagination, darling girl," he heard her and Belinda bit her bottom lip hard. Dammit, she kept forgetting that they had no secrets. Or at least she didn't.
Edgar was still a mystery. His mind anyway, not his body. Not his erection, that was big and it throbbed. It lay against Belinda's thigh, it was solid and hot and she could feel the vein that ran the length of it. It was hot and full of blood. She reached out to touch him and moaned as her fingers found him. His skin was satin and his dick was iron. It nestled in her hand and dripped its sweet fluid on her skin.
"This isn't my imagination," she told him with a chuckle, "Even my fantasies couldn't be this good."
"Let me give you everything you fantasized," Edgar kept his eyes on hers and that look was a promise. Something smoldered there and told her that the ropes were just the beginning of his desire to possess her. "I want you to ache for me like I do for you," there was a tremor in his voice and she could feel it in his skin.
"I do," she whispered as he moved to hover over her. "I do," she said again, like a vow as he touched the burning tip of his pulsing cock to her lower lips. "God help me, I do," Belinda meant forever as he opened her fully and thrust powerfully inside.
She was so wet that she took all of his cock, all the way down to his balls, in one violent thrust. It was perfect and she wrapped her calves around his ass as she curled her fingers in his hair. Her whole body hurt from him and yet, she needed more.
"Make me yours," Belinda groaned and tightened around his shaft. She gasped as the pleasure of him pulsated inside. "Make me yours, Edgar."
This time, she was rough. Belinda pulled his hair while she pushed her hips up. She drove into his pelvis to fuck him back. It was almost vicious. He yelped when she twisted his hair. The sounds that came from her were deep and she had become nothing but an animal. "Fuck me," she growled at him and locked him inside with her legs.
The bed groaned as he pushed harder and deeper. The slap of their sticky bodies kept the same tempo as their wild hearts. Belinda kept one hand in his hair and yanked Edgar's head back. She bared his tender, white throat. With the other hand, she dug her nails into his cheek and her lover growled and showed her his fangs.
Edgar fucked her faster. He pounded Belinda into the mattress and their bodies melted together. She purred with pleasure as her pussy gushed more of her hot, milky juices. Her need was a puddle below them and Belinda whispered, "Fuck me like a whore. Make Little Bell your whore."
She sank her teeth into his neck, right where the unearthly, unnatural pulse drummed. The life beating a little harder there as Belinda began to bite down. Was this just passion? Would she leave him with a hickey or would she rip his throat out and watch him bleed out all of her blood?
Belinda wasn't sure and at the moment, she didn't care because she felt the orgasm tremble right there, right at the deepest part of her. Fuck, he was deeper inside her than anyone before. Didn't that make her a virgin all over again?
She released Edgar's neck when she screamed. Again and again, she cried out as her body shivered around him and her pussy gripped him at her depths. He churned in and out until her ghost lover let out a bellow that could only be a struggle to live.
The little death bobbed up and down, back and forth. They were both caught in the current of pleasure and oblivion. Edgar trembled from head to toe as he called for her, as if lost in the shadow world once more. "Belinda," it was a cry from the depths.
Edgar came with a howl. He reared back once more as he exploded into her depths. She felt each spurt, each torrent, each hot little stream of her love's essence as it flooded inside. He filled her completely, her pleasure, his pleasure, their pleasure. He continued to rock back and forth inside and fucked Belinda full of his cum until he was spent.
***
Belinda sat up in a panic when the doorbell woke her. Fuck, where was she? What was happening? She put her hand down and felt the velvet material of her sofa. Her lovely green sofa was the perfect size, the perfect softness, the perfect fabric for long, glorious naps. Or passing out after another afternoon drinking session.
The doorbell rang again and she thought fuck whoever it was. Belinda's attorney paid all the bills and she hadn't been here in Fells Point long enough to make any friends. That eliminated the only two necessary reasons to answer the door.
"Belinda, come on, open up. I see your shadow."
Fuck! What the hell was Shelly Tolliver, her Hollywood agent, doing here, at Belinda's haunted house? "Shelly, is that you?" Belinda called out.
"Yes, of course it's me. Who else loves you enough to come to this dump to see you?"
Her house was not a dump, it was magnificent. It was her first real home in at least a decade. It just came with its own quirks and an interesting personality.
Speaking of which, how was she going to introduce Edgar to her agent? And where was he? Why wasn't she naked in his arms?
"Belinda, I'm serious. I'm worried about you. Open up."
Belinda hugged her legs close to her chest and pressed her cheek against her knees. Yeah, she was beginning to worry about herself too. She'd passed out and it wasn't even dinner time. Shit, she didn't even remember drinking. All she could remember was his eyes. Those eyes that shone with love or murder, depending on moment to moment. Either Edgar adored her or he was trying to choke the life out of her.
"Belinda, I'm going to call the police if you don't open up, hon."
Choked her, that was right. Belinda cleared her throat, it was tender and her voice was thick and froggy. "Hold on Shelly," she told the woman. Yeah, sure, she'd let Shelly inside but only after she figured out if she had just had the greatest fuck of her life or if she was completely mental. Bat shit.
Belinda stumbled as she found her footing and reached out for the handrail to steady herself. It was just one flight of stairs but it seemed to last forever as she climbed and climbed. Finally, she reached her bedroom door and whipped it open.
Nothing. Nothing and no one was waiting for her. The ceiling fan galloped at a steady clip and the curtain blew with the late afternoon breeze. Her bed was even made with hospital corners. The comforter was folded over and the blue sheet underneath was neatly creased.
Not even a head print on the pillow. Belinda felt the tears rise in her throat. She wasn't even sure if she wanted to cry because she was clearly so fucked up or because she was going to miss him so badly.
"Belinda? Yoo hoo," she heard Shelly call out.
Fucking yoo hoo. She was just coming to check on Fantasia, her cash cow. If it was just Belinda, she'd be allowed the dignity of being left alone to her own crazy devices. Fantasia Fox was going to fuck up Belinda's life until one of them was dead, that much Belinda was sure of.
A quick look in the bathroom mirror and Belinda shook her head. This was disheartening. Her face was pale and puffy and she had purple circles under her eyes. What else was new? Her hair was a matted, tangled mess, whatever. But what about the broken capillaries on her face? The ones that must have popped up in her struggle to breathe. And shit, Belinda tugged at the neckline of her tee shirt, if it was all her imagination, why did she have purple handprints there?
Why did her whole body ache like she'd been assaulted?
"Belinda, seriously, I have my phone out. The police will do a wellness check," her agent's voice had gotten shrill and demanding. Belinda nodded to her ghoulish reflection, deal with you later.
"Coming, coming, Jesus Christ," Belinda yelled as she came downstairs. She reached the front door and hesitated with her hand on the knob. She should really put on a scarf, a turtleneck, something to cover up the marks. But she wasn't going to be able to hide all of the evidence that she was falling apart.
She threw open her front door and said, "Ta da."
"Christ, Belinda, what took you so long?" Shelly asked. Her mouth was a thin, straight line and her lipstick had seeped into the cracks around her mouth. Even with all the fillers Shelly had pumped into her lips, it was all disintegrating. Her agent looked around suspiciously as she entered Belinda's house. Her agent must have instantly felt that she wasn't wanted. "Are you okay?" Shelly asked as she scanned Belinda up and down.
Belinda shrugged, she didn't really have a ready lie that worked. "I was taking a nap," she waved Shelly inside. "Definitely not ready for company," Belinda headed back into the living room and picked up a cigarette and lit it. "Thanks for announcing everything to the whole neighborhood though," Belinda said with a sarcastic grin. "I'm sure they had no idea that I'm a fuck up until now," she collapsed onto her green sofa and took a drag.
"Well I'm sorry about that but when you don't return phone calls and emails, I don't know what you expect." Shelly remained standing in the foyer and kept her arms crossed firmly across her chest, refusing to accept Belinda's excuses.
"It's just been a couple of days," Belinda said as a cloud of smoke trailed around her.
"What are you talking about?" Shelly scowled. "It's been three weeks. Tomorrow is the first of October."
Belinda pushed her hair back, out of her face. "Really?" Had she lost track of time that badly? What had she been doing for days and days at a time? Drunk again? Fighting for her life? No wonder she felt soul weary.
"Yeah, it's been a while. Belinda, I wouldn't just show up out of the blue for no reason. I'm used to writers having," she paused and looked Belinda over. Mental breakdowns? Substance abuse problems? Shelly fidgeted with the buttons on her jacket. "Creative temperaments." she whispered, "Is it freezing in here or is it just me?"
No, it was just the murderous spirit that lived in the walls. His heartbeat, his energy, his sadness that had seeped into every inch of the house and now, it had invaded Belinda herself. "No it's always kind of cold," she admitted out loud.
"Let's go get some dinner," Shelly held her hand out, her crimson talons waving at Belinda. "Some food will do you good."
She meant instead of bourbon and pills and god knew what else Belinda was over here doing where she had lost weeks at a time.
Belinda didn't want to leave but she felt fairly certain that, with that look on Shelly's face, her agent wasn't going to take no for an answer. "Okay, sounds good," she grabbed her black leather backpack and bent over to slip on her sandals. "Shit," Belinda muttered as she winced, the pain shot down both legs and almost knocked the wind out of her.
Shelly asked, "You okay?"
Belinda's ass burned and the pain took her breath away. Worse, she had no idea what she had done or what could have caused it. Everything was a complete blank.
"Sure," Belinda lied and walked Shelly to the door.
"So this place is adorable," her agent said with a smile as they began to meander down the brick sidewalk. "Very period," she put her glasses on and stared at the sign for Belinda's favorite bar. "How about this place? The Horse You Came In On," she read out loud.
Belinda made a face and put up her hand, like she was about to tell a secret. "Lousy food," she lied. The Horse actually had great food. Now her stomach was growling and she could totally go for a bacon cheeseburger and fries. If they went inside The Horse, someone was sure to spill the beans about how much time Belinda spent bellied up to the bar.
As they continued up the street, Shelly grabbed her elbow and leaned in, like it was a secret. "By the way, I'm no editor but the new book? It's freaking fabulous. Your best work by far. So all the angst and the rehab is definitely doing wonders for your writing."
Her new book?
"I sent you a copy of my new book?" Belinda felt as if the hands were around her throat again. Choking the life out of her. Dammit, it was one thing to write Fantasia's romance novels but quite another when a dead person wrote them. Put a whole new spin on ghostwritten, Belinda smirked to herself. But really? Her best writing? Fuck, that really hurt.
"Yes, you said it was a rough draft," Shelly rubbed Belinda's forearm. Her agent's jewelry slinked along her raw skin. "But I have to tell you that I thought it was perfect. Just like that."
"Really?" Belinda felt the sensation under her skin, literally crawling out of her skin. It felt like withdrawals, it felt like she was going to be sick. Was it just that she wasn't drunk enough to deal or was it the absence of the oppressive presence?
"Yeah, it's great." Shelly guided her like Belinda didn't have her sea legs yet and she wondered if she actually needed help to walk. She'd lost so much time. Where had she been? "I've got something to tell you," her agent sounded excited and steered Belinda toward an open door. "This place looks good."



The Thames Street Oyster House did look good. The door was open and the scent was heavenly and besides, Belinda was in no position to refuse. Crazy people didn't get to be picky. "Sure," she nodded and let Shelly lead her by the hand to an outdoor table. Belinda felt like she was outside of her body, watching it all, like a ghost. Click, puff, drag, clink, sip, she had a Coke and a cigarette and a menu. Shelly had insisted on the Coke and Belinda guessed part of that was due to the worried look her agent gave her right now.
"Belinda, you know that I care about you, right?" Shelly peered at her over her glasses. Shelly normally never wore glasses, not when anyone worth impressing was around. Shelly was as plastic and Hollywood as anyone could be and still be alive. She had peroxide, blonde hair. Her skin was Botoxed and tanned and made up so that it had a plastic, Barbie doll sheen. Shelly had fake tits and a fake ass and fake nails and fake teeth. She still insisted that it was all good diet and yoga and definitely not drugs. It was partially due to all the fillers in Shelly's face but it was difficult to know how Shelly really felt about anything. Belinda nodded yes anyway.
"So you'll take this the right way when I tell you that you look like shit."
Belinda snorted and smoke trailed from her nostrils like a dragon.
The waitress brought bread and plates and Shelly ordered for Belinda like she was a child. "What happened to you, honey?" Shelly grabbed Belinda's arm and rolled it over. Outside, in the near twilight, the golden light enhanced the marks on her skin. Her wrist was swollen and the deep crimson and purple slashes and welts on her skin were disturbing. "Were you raped, honey?" Shelly whispered the word raped, offensive just to say the word. "Because something definitely happened."
If it looked like rape and it felt like rape, did that make it rape? Somewhere in the back of Belinda's mind, in another room that might as well be another dimension, she could almost hear herself beg for it. "Fuck me," she had begged him in that raspy, burning throat voice that sounded as if she were possessed of an evil spirit.
"Please, fuck me."
It was gone. It was just an echo of Belinda's imagination, like the sound of heavy feet on stairs as the Boogie Man comes to visit your room at night.
"I wish," Belinda drew her arm back, out of sight and placed her hand in her lap, under the table. "Where does a girl have to go around here to get date raped?" She asked with a cackle.
"I'm being serious," Shelly chided her. The woman must be worried, she had grabbed a dinner roll and was buttering it.
"Seriously, I fell," Belinda lied and played with her straw instead of the second cigarette that she wanted. "I'm stupid and clumsy and I wasn't watching where I was going."
"And drinking too much," Shelly added before taking a big, buttery bite.
Belinda exhaled fully, yes, yes and drinking too much. Was that going to be what everyone remembered? She really needed to write something memorable as Belinda before she died because otherwise it was just going to be stories about her setting fires and falling down.
"I just don't want you to fall apart on me before we meet with the HBO people."
Shelly waded into the real reason that she had come knocking on Belinda's door. The HBO people; that sounded like television and residuals and red carpet events, all the things that made Belinda's skin crawl. This bullshit was Fantasia's domain and Belinda wondered why the bitch wouldn't just die already. As her agent chirped about her plan for world domination, Belinda looked to her left. There, across the street, on a bench, wasn't that Edgar?
Was he watching her intently with those gray, predatory eyes? It didn't make sense but it seemed that he was studying her every move. He could smell her from there. Edgar could smell her cigarette and bourbon scent. He could pinpoint the last traces of her vanilla bubble bath and her sweat. She was sure that the predator could smell the smell of her orgasm, his and hers mingled as they trickled down her thighs and soaked her blue jeans.
"So what do you think?" Shelly asked with a smile.
"I think that's the first carbohydrate I've ever seen you eat," Belinda said with a laugh, "So it must be serious."
Shelly sighed and reached for Belinda's hand. "I'm serious, Belinda. I know you're tired of writing romance novels but the money is too good to say no."
Belinda twisted her mouth up. Whatever Shelly wanted to sign her up for was just more torture. When was enough money enough? Belinda couldn't outlive what she had now, especially not the way things were going. "I think we can talk about it," Belinda murmured and pulled her hair back over her shoulder. What difference did it make when the whole world would shift into madness once she returned home.
Shelly had accomplished her mission and visibly relaxed. Her agent picked at her food as she caught Belinda up with all of the gossip that she might have missed with all of the people that Belinda didn't care about. Finally, after the waitress left the check on the plastic tray, Shelly poked at the elephant in the room. "And then there's Steven."
Belinda saw the cigarette pack in her backpack as she reached for her wallet. Dammit, why did they have to do this? Steven and Trish and baby made three. Were people going to keep talking about her ex next month? Next year? When the baby had a brother or sister? Weren't they supposed to tread carefully around Belinda's suicidal tendencies?
"I heard," she whispered as she threw her American Express card on the tray.
"I'm sorry," Shelly said as she checked her reflection. Her agent reapplied a slicker of neon pink lip gloss in the center of her bottom lip. "If it helps, everyone hates her."
Trish wasn't the problem though, Belinda thought as she signed the credit card slip. Trish probably thought she was in love with Steve. She probably believed everything he said, just like Belinda had before her and the first ex-wife had before Belinda. "I don't really want to talk about it," Belinda muttered as she grabbed her backpack. "Come on, I have to smoke."
They walked slowly up the cobblestone sidewalk and Shelly continued her narrative on how fabulous Fantasia's life was going. Always fabulous, always flawless, Belinda's doppelgänger was having the time of her life and thanks to Edgar, was about to publish the best book of her career so far.
Fuck, why couldn't Fantasia just slit her wrists? Walk in front of a bus? Eat a bad chicken sandwich?
There was a fluorescent sign that flickered, PSYCHIC, in hot pink, all caps and Belinda tugged on Shelly's sleeve. "Come on, let's go talk to her."
"Sure, why not?" Shelly giggled.
The buzzer announced their presence and before Belinda could make a crack about how a real psychic wouldn't need an alarm system, a young red haired woman came through the beaded curtain and nodded at them. "Good evening, ladies," she nodded, unsmiling, unimpressed, "You're here for a reading." She wasn't asking, she knew. Belinda couldn't explain why but she knew she needed one.
"She wants one," Shelly pulled Belinda by the arm to the counter. "I have a tarot girl in LA," the agent excused herself. A tarot girl, a head shrinker, a life coach, a dog analyst, Shelly had a hundred people in her life to tell her how great she was. No wonder she seemed so together.
They all did. All the Hollywood people were in touch and completely out of touch. Perfectly imperfect. Belinda had hired an assistant and a stylist and a yogi and a coach when she lived there, all to no avail. She'd never fit in their perfect world. She belonged here in Fells Point, where drunks fell down and died in the street. These were her kind of people. Dysfunctional.
So why did she still feel so shitty? Belinda put her hand out, "Yeah, I do. I want a reading." Whatever that was. If it was Belinda's future, it would be a short story, wouldn't it?
The redhead gestured and kept a wary eye on Belinda as she stepped inside. Belinda felt a chill run down her spine as she stepped behind the beaded curtain. The redhead led her down a dark corridor that smelled musty. She led Belinda around a corner and they paused outside a rickety, old wooden door. There were strange symbols written in chalk on the door and Belinda reached out to touch the pentagram in the center.
"Don't touch," the redhead barked at her and her voice alone was like a punch to the gut. "You carry something with you."
Belinda felt the echo of the woman's voice. It called from here but it strummed in the walls around her as well, like a harp's chord, plucked and reverberated. Before she could ask the woman what she meant, the redhead opened the wooden door. The hinges squeaked and announced her presence.
The voice that came from inside was old. It was as old and as rusted as the hinges. It was old and damp and fragile and the scent in this room was of earth and the metallic traces of buried treasures. Perhaps whoever was inside had sent Belinda the ouija board. The voice croaked, "I have been waiting for you. I knew you would come."
Well of course she did, Belinda thought with a wiseacre grin, she had the security system. "You just think you have all the answers, don't you?" The gray haired woman at the table asked in her rusty gate voice. "Sit down," she whispered and pointed with a thick, twisted arthritic finger to the chair opposite hers.
It wasn't a request. Belinda felt the power that emanated from the bent, wiry woman. People didn't refuse her, Belinda thought as she took her seat silently and drew her legs close into her. She suddenly felt as if she needed protection from whatever vibrated in the air around them.
The redhead was in the background and she kept one eye on Belinda at all times. The gray haired woman put both gnarled hands on the table and murmured, "Give me your hands, girl."
Belinda felt as the air left and she fought to take a full breath. Come on, panic attack, sure, because it's just one more thing. One more hallucination, one more little blurb that the lithium is sure to smooth over. Belinda reached out and clasped the old woman's papery skin between her fingers.
"He was there, waiting for you," the gray haired woman said and her smile showed gaps where her jack-o-lantern smile opened up. "You know each other," she nodded.
Belinda watched the air in front of them. It was a circling, swirling bit of light that opened up between her and the old woman. It moved and became a chasm that even their joined hands couldn't traverse. In the center, there were two shadows. There they were, she and Edgar, shapes in the light. Her long, black hair blew in the wind that had come up from nowhere in the damp and shade.
Jesus Christ, this was just more insanity, wasn't it?
"You two have known each other many times before." The old woman's voice was right next to her and simultaneously, it was an echo from a far away, in a dream.
The other face in the mist was a man with black, curly hair, a man with gray eyes. The man that laughed beside her, that could only be the specter that had haunted Belinda since she had come to Fells Point. "We must know each other," Belinda agreed in a sleepy voice. Was she actually here or was she still passed out on her couch? Was it all a dream within a dream?
"Lovers, always star crossed lovers," the old woman muttered and something rippled through the swirling mist.
"He's real?" Belinda asked, her heart hammered in her chest as she wondered herself.
The old woman cackled, "How did he mark you if he's not real?" It was the same question Belinda had been asking herself ever since the first night. "What's real, anyway, girl?"
"Maybe it's just because I'm going crazy though," Belinda whispered. The tears welled up in her eyes and gave everything a wet, mirror image.
The old woman growled and grabbed Belinda's hands harder, almost as if she'd shake Belinda if she could. "You aren't crazy. Don't let anyone tell you that you're crazy just because they behave badly."
The mist between them cracked open and there she was, it was Belinda but it couldn't be. She was another Belinda from another life. She waited under an enormous oak tree. The branches blocked out the midday sun and made it shadowy and cool in the shade below. The other Belinda waited for him.
"He was always sad, that one," the gray haired woman said, her voice, a stir of echoes, a ripple in the vision. "You couldn't help him. You couldn't help him last time and he doesn't remember that you tried," her voice shook. The black haired girl under the tree held her legs close with her arms, just like Belinda did now.
"I love him," Belinda whispered and finally spilled her secret. She spilled it with a tremor in her voice. "I know it's wrong but I love him."
"It's not wrong to love him, girl," the rusty voice told her in an echo that she heard all around her. Edgar appeared under the tree. He knelt with the black haired girl and he took her into his arms. Belinda watched as they kissed. Even like this, as she watched from another life, another time, she could feel the inexorable draw to him. "He's just a man," she whispered, "Just a man in love."
They lay in a tangle of limbs, curled up together, under the tree. Belinda's hair spread out on the ground and Edgar's mouth was a smile and their hands were clasped together. The sunlight shifted in the mist and suddenly it was much darker.
"But this time, it's not just a man," the woman told her and the swirling mist caved in on itself. The lovers were lost. The two of them had disappeared in the dark and something else came up from the vibration that shimmered there between them. It was a life force that didn't need a name to be familiar.
"Something came with him this time, girl," the old woman warned and she let Belinda's hands drop on the table as she gasped for air.
Suddenly it was all gone and the room was just a room once more. They sat at an old, wooden table and the gray haired woman was just an old woman. Her voice came from her mouth instead of everywhere, all at once. Still, the redhead hovered over the two of them with her suspicious eyes riveted on Belinda.
"What do you mean?" Belinda cried out.
"Are you okay?" The redhead asked the gray haired woman. Her pale hands clasped the old lady's shoulders and she kneaded her bones. The old woman seemed exhausted suddenly and Belinda wondered if she didn't need those hands to prop her up.
"Fine, fine," the old lady assured her with a pat of her thick, twisted fingers. "We'll be fine."
"Listen lady," Belinda tossed her backpack on the table and fished inside. "I've got money, I'll pay you whatever you want. I just need some answers." She was desperate, first rehab, now psychics. If she joined a cult next, it would just be so Hollywood.
"I suppose you want to smoke that cigarette too," the old woman's face creased deeper with her own smart ass grin.
"No way. No smoking back here," the redhead barked.
Belinda unzipped her hidden pocket in the wallet and lay two crisp one hundred dollar bills on the table. "Can I get an ashtray, please?" She whispered.
"You aren't the first person to be haunted by their last love," the psychic started as she took Belinda's money and folded it into her hands. "It happens all the time. You make love, you give your heart away, and then, bam, you die. All that love lingers behind."
"You mean, it doesn't just end when you die?" Belinda wondered as she clicked the lighter.
"Not at all, girl. Love is forever," her rusty gate voice hung in the darkness. "Forever. You all think that emotions are just thoughts you have. Like your secrets. You think those only exist as long as you do too." That one made her cackle. "Love, hate, secrets; they all last long after you've shuffled off this mortal coil."
"So Edgar and I were together?" Belinda murmured.
"Oh, nothing that happy, girl. I didn't say you were together. Just that there was love. But there are different kinds of love, aren't there?" The old woman quizzed her with blazing eyes, buried in crinkled skin. "Unhappy people don't have happy love stories," the old woman said and pointed a gnarled finger at Belinda.
"Great," Belinda muttered and blew a smoke ring. "So even in another life, my relationships were bullshit," she exhaled fully. Why wasn't that a surprise, Belinda thought as she took a long drag.
"Obsession," the gray haired woman whispered. "Possession. Regret. Guilt. Shame. These things live beyond too, just like love. You can feel them in the air. In the walls. All around you."
Belinda nodded.
"This time is different though, girl. This time, something came back with him from the other world. He and it are one."
"Edgar and what?" Belinda wondered, her whole body was covered in goosebumps as she waited.
"That I don't know," the woman said with both hands up, like Belinda was crazy to ask. "It feels very dark though, girl, so I'd be careful if I were you."
"Like it wants to hurt me?" Belinda gulped hard and felt the sting of the hand on her throat.
"Probably," the old woman nodded. "It's obsessed," she said like it was an answer all on its own. "You need to protect yourself."
"Like getting a gun?" Belinda asked as she put her cigarette out. "I don't believe in guns," Belinda shook her head. "Maybe a taser."
"You can't hurt it like that girl. This is the spirit world," the gray haired woman scowled at her. "No matter how much blood you give it, it's still a spirit."
Jesus Christ, there were no secrets anymore. At this rate, she might as well go to group therapy and spill her guts. Hi everyone, I'm Belinda, I'm an alcoholic. And a dirty slut. Hi Belinda. "I mean protect your spirit," she continued and waved to the redhead. "Bring it to her," she told the other woman.
The redhead sighed and shook her head. "I knew you were going to need this," she sounded like nothing ever surprised her. A long, copper colored curl escaped and dangled down her shoulder as she reached into her pocket. The redhead scooped up the black beads of a rosary and placed them in Belinda's hand.
Great, she asked for help, she got superstitious, voodoo horseshit. "Great, yeah this is lovely," she shook the beads at the two women. "I'll wear this the next time he chokes me. I'm sure it will make all the difference." Belinda pulled her collar down and showed them both her throat. "Still think prayers are going to help me?"
The redhead shrank back. If Belinda's neck looked anywhere near as bad as that expression warranted, it was no wonder that Shelly was concerned. The gray haired woman shook her head, "Obsession. That's what that is. Take the rosary. Say the prayers. And remember that love will protect you."
The redhead beckoned to Belinda at the door. "That's all the time she has today," she seemed very protective of the old woman and she was about to throw Belinda out. She was fucked. Fucked forevermore and there was no one left to help.
"Was it good?" Shelly wanted to know once the redhead had guided Belinda back to the front. "Did she say that you'll be on the New York Times best seller list? Because I could have told you that." Her agent smiled wide and showed all the lipstick filled cracks that needed to be spackled.
Belinda jammed the rosary into her backpack. "Not exactly," she snarled at the redhead. "Come on, I need a drink," she said to Shelly as she glared at the redhead.
"I don't think that's a good idea," Shelly told her, just above a whisper as she bit her bottom lip anxiously.
"Neither do we," the other voice came from the other side of the room. The redhead hadn't opened her mouth, she hadn't said a word. It echoed in the air around her though, even if it was just another voice that Belinda wasn't sure was real.



Just to check, Belinda paused and put up her hand and whispered to Shelly, "Did you hear that?"
Her agent burst into laughter. "Oh Belinda, you're always joking. I just don't get your sense of humor."
"Right?" Belinda asked and opened the door as she smiled one more time at the psychic.
***
Shelly refused to come inside and neither of them needed to discuss why. It was obvious the minute that Belinda stepped inside and locked the door behind her. She saw her frosty breath as she placed her backpack on the table. The chill was back, the air was like a tomb, a crypt. Exactly the kind of place where you'd expect to bump into Edgar Allan Poe.
Belinda still had the rosary beads wrapped around her right hand and as she made her way upstairs, she wondered if she could even remember any of the old mumbo jumbo.
She sat on the bed slowly. There was no sign of him anywhere but she could feel his life force as it emanated from everywhere. Icicles and snowflake patterns had formed on her window and the mirror. Belinda felt the frost in her hair and on the back of her neck but still, in the center of it all was a glowing, pulsing heat.
He'd brought something back with him, Belinda remembered the old lady's words. Which was the other and which was Edgar? Was it the demon that demanded blood or was that just the master of the macabre who couldn't help but come back a little more depraved than he'd left?
She held the rosary tightly and as she did, she looked at the angry, purple welt that he'd left behind with the cuff. Belinda swallowed hard and felt as if she might just burst into tears. Her breath was a puff of warm steam in the icy air and she whispered, "Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee."
"My love, where were you?" He asked. The voice came from the walls. There was the stir of him on her skin and the fingers in her hair.
"Blessed art thou amongst women and blessed is the Fruit of thy womb Jesus." Belinda continued with a shaky voice.
"What is this, my darling? What happened to you?" Edgar materialized behind her. He placed one strong hand on the center of her belly and the other swept her hair from the back of her neck to drape down her left shoulder. "Belinda," his breath was hot on her frozen skin and he left condensation that dripped slowly down her spine. "I thought you were gone," he murmured in a voice that sounded like he'd been crying.
Belinda bit her bottom lip hard and her left fingers lingered on the rosary beads. Did she really need protection from this man? He'd only wanted to come back to love her. No other man on earth had ever wanted her like that. "No, I thought you were gone," Belinda whispered. She turned to face him and there were those eyes that devoured her, body and soul. The full, perfect mouth, the mouth that tormented her with pleasure like she'd never known. "I woke up on the couch, completely dressed," Belinda shook her head. What had they been doing? How long had it been since they made love? She seemed right on the verge of remembering something but it slipped away. "My agent stopped by."
"And?" Edgar took her left hand and held it to his lips. He turned it, palm up. His tongue traced her life line and her heart line and Belinda felt that he must feel himself there in both.
"Well, she thinks that the book you wrote is the best thing I've ever done," Belinda said with a sigh as he pressed her left hand to his chest. Edgar let her feel the strum of his steady heartbeat there.
"Wait until she reads the second book," he said with a grin as he reached for her right hand.
Edgar didn't take her hand but merely stared at it as Belinda held it out for him. "Well, as happy as I am that it's getting done, I'm sure you can understand why I'm a little irritated," she told him as she reached for him with the beaded hand.
"What's this?" Edgar asked without touching her.
"The rosary?" Belinda murmured and tried to reach for him. She was cold, in fact a freezing sensation had just run down her back and left the hair on the back of her neck standing at attention. "It's just something an old lady gave me," she assured him. Nothing, nothing but two hundred dollars of stupidity. It actually was a good thing he had written another book since Belinda blew through money like it was water.
"Put it away then, darling," he told her, his eyes full of the familiar hunger that made Belinda weak in the knees. "I want to undress you."
She carefully unwrapped the rosary from her hand. "The old woman was a psychic," Belinda whispered. "She said I need to protect myself."
"From me?" He asked and he eased Belinda back, onto the bed, their bed. The scent of them was hidden here in the sheets and pillowcases and now it rose, warm and musky, fresh, as if they'd never left. The candles lit themselves and the walls danced with light and shadow as Edgar wrapped his hands around her hips. "Why would you need protection from me, Belinda? My own soul's mate."
Belinda shivered as she watched him bow his head and kiss her through her blue jeans. She let out a moan and the rosary fell from her hand. It clattered to the floor as she watched him press his mouth to the damp center of her pants. "Oh god, yes please." Belinda ached for him, for his fingers, for his tongue, even for his cruelty and his punishment. She wanted all of it.
Edgar hovered over her and pulled up the front of her tee shirt. Belinda raised her arms overhead and felt him strip off the shirt. She wore a see through bra, black and sheer. Her nipples had sprung to life in the fabric, hard and pulsing. The sensation of want there was hot and demanding and the rest of her skin was so cold.
Edgar's fingers trembled as he traced her skin, groaning softly as he outlined her nipples through the bra. "What else did she tell you?" He asked as his hands moved down to her button and zipper.
Belinda trembled as she watched him open her jeans. "That you were always sad," she told him as Edgar reached underneath her and pulled the pants down, over her bottom. He was slow about this, slow and deliberate and once her jeans were off her feet, he pushed them aside.
"Not now," he whispered as he crawled back up her body to Belinda's mouth. "Not when I'm here with you," he stared into her eyes and touched her lips. He outlined them gently with just a finger. "I love you, I've always loved you."
Edgar's kiss was gentle and his whole body shook. His skin vibrated as his tongue found Belinda's top lip and licked it softly. "I love you," he whispered once more before he opened her mouth with his tongue.
Belinda melted into his embrace. It was his body over and around hers, his warmth melted her limbs. His breath was inside and the taste of him also. He tasted like home. He tasted like her body, as if he'd never stopped caressing her skin. As if Belinda had never left and never would.
He released her once just to grab her face with both hands and kiss her hungrily and desperately again. Edgar moaned as their kiss deepened. His body was hard, every inch of him was hard muscle and wiry fingers and a cock that pulsed between her legs.
Edgar drew back, a line of saliva clung to his lips. "Do you love me, Belinda?" He panted and touched his wet mouth.
"God yes," the answer came. Belinda blurted it out, there was no stopping herself. She loved him. She was madly in love with him, madly in love for the first time ever and maybe that explained all the madness.
His eyes danced in the glow of candlelight. "Show me. Please, I want to see you," he touched her belly with one finger. "Touch yourself," he whispered and the echo of it ran through her skin.
Her nipples were so hard, they felt as if they might burst with need. Belinda wanted to feel him suck. She wanted to drink in the contentment and adoration in his eyes as he drank from her ripe points. She touched her breasts, she cupped them in both hands and asked him, "Like this? You want to watch me like this?"
"Yes, show me," Edgar was breathless and his eyes were on Belinda's nipples. "My beautiful Belinda," he murmured.
Belinda's fingers played with her nipples. She sighed as her buds hardened even more with the steady back and forth movement of her fingers. She was so wet, she was soaked already. Every careful touch, the heat and the longing in her pink little buds just made her lower lips swell and open. She could feel the need mounting there under her wet panties.
Belinda reached behind and opened the hooks of the bra. "Edgar," saying his name was an aphrodisiac now, just the syllables made her nipples throb. She whispered it again as she touched her bare skin. Belinda plucked both wrinkled areolas and the sensation ran down her body. Her hips couldn't help but push up and grind into his body.
God, he made her want to be such a slut for him. "Edgar, god yes," she whispered and kept her left hand on her nipples. Her fingers moved back and forth, just an easy, seductive touch that rippled down her body. "I want you," she almost sobbed, it was a cry of need that came from somewhere that had never been touched. It came from another lifetime. "I love you," she whispered as her right hand went between her legs and cupped her mound over her sopping wet, black panties.
"Touch yourself and tell me," he whispered.
"I love you," she said as she stared into his gray eyes as she reached down. She slipped her fingers inside the fabric. Her body leapt under the sensation. Her pussy was hot and her lips were fat and open, they invited her to feel what he'd done to her with just a kiss.
His cold, dead kiss.
She panted as she let her fingertips follow her splayed, outer lips and then delved between her delicate, inner lips. "Edgar," she whispered his name sweetly and felt her clitoris pulse in response. "My love," she moaned and brought her fingers up to her mouth. As he watched, Belinda sucked her fingertips, she wet them. She licked them and tasted her juices. Belinda tasted rich and salty and sweet. She tasted like she needed to be fucked, hard and without mercy. She plunged her fingers back inside the panties and stroked up and down as her slick hood drew back and her need was completely revealed. "Oh Edgar, please," Belinda begged and moved her hand up and down, her wetness a sweltering river in her palm. "Please," Belinda whispered as she masturbated for him.
"Please?" He asked, mesmerized at the sight of her, almost naked and completely undone for him.
"Please, make love with me," Belinda felt the tremor between her legs as she kept her hand steady. Her clitoris throbbed and her creamy desire dripped down her folds.
"Take your panties down," he told her in a deep, authoritative voice. There were his impatient hands and his fingers curled in the waistband and the slippery fabric on her thighs and then her calves. "Show me," Edgar moaned with his mouth so close to her cunt that he washed her between her trembling inner thighs with breath.
She had never done this. She'd never had her body, her desire, or her secrets on display like this. Belinda couldn't help herself now though. Her thighs opened wide and her hips pushed up. Even her body begged him, begged him to watch, to see what he'd done and how much she needed him.
"Oh my god," Belinda picked up the pace as she felt her eyes riveted on him. Her clit was hard and she felt the tremor there. She clutched her body as her orgasm began and her hips thrust. It was light and heat. It was his eyes and his body and his voice that Belinda was sure called to her ever since, every time she'd ever touched her body. The echo of all her ecstasy began and ended right there.
When Belinda came, her whole body shook. Her legs trembled and her pussy pulsed as the sensation gripped her. She quivered and whispered, "I love you," over and over as the waves of pleasure overcame her. It was his eyes and the fact that he watched her as much as anything. It was the words. Belinda had finally told him, she'd admitted to it.
He was her pleasure.
"My love," Edgar grabbed her hand. It was creamy with cum and he licked the center and swallowed her down. He lapped and hummed as he licked her clean. All the while, his eyes told her of all the other ways he was going to make her beg. "I need more," he whispered and set her hand on his cheek. "I need more of you," he got to his knees and placed his hands on Belinda's hips.
"Make love to me," Belinda reached for him, for the big, throbbing maleness between his legs.
There was nothing. She only saw Edgar, his touch was just a breeze, just a rush of cold and heat colliding. "What is happening?" She asked as she sat up. Belinda wanted to embrace him. She needed to wrap her arms around him and her legs. She wanted to seal him up with her skin and her love. She wanted it to be impossible to know where she ended and he began.
"It doesn't last forever," Edgar told her as Belinda grasped at nothing. He was no longer solid, now he was truly a spector. His eyes were sad and even though his hands were on her, his touch was just imagination. "I need your blood," he admitted as fingers lingered in her hair, fingers that she could only see, not feel.
"Edgar, no." Belinda shook her head. There had to be something else. Some other way.
"Another lover?" He frowned, his face was creased with worry. The circles under his eyes were suddenly much darker, almost purple. He faded into sadness and the room seemed to grow darker with him.
Still, she couldn't bring herself to do that again. The delivery boy was still on her conscience. She still wasn't sure if it was murder or not but either way, Belinda didn't want to do it again. "Edgar, can't it be another way? Please?"
"If you came to the other side with me," he whispered and opened his arms wide. The candles extinguished themselves and the room was plunged into sudden darkness. The only light was the gleam in his wicked eyes. "Then we will be together forever, Belinda."
Together forever, wrapped up in his arms. No heartbeat, no breath, no nothing. Wasn't that the point of the bottle of vodka and the Xanax? It felt like years ago and far away that she'd first contemplated just how much she wanted to disappear.
And yet, she shook her head. "No, not that. Not yet." Belinda didn't need to see it to know it was there and she reached for it. The steel blade was an icicle between her fingers and she moved her hand slowly down to the handle.
Belinda held the knife in her right hand and showed him her left. Right there, in the center, she still had the stigmata shaped wound from the last time. It hadn't healed properly and it was easy to find the little hole. The little dip in her hand, the place that was easiest to open with one swift upward slash of the knife.
Edgar watched intently as the knife bit into her hand. Belinda gasped as she pushed the knife through. It hurt, the pain was a lightning bolt through her skin and the frozen knife stung as she cut through to the other side. His fingers wrapped around hers on the handle. As she removed the blade, his mouth closed around the crimson fountain that gushed from her gash.
Edgar's lips were hot to the touch as he swallowed her blood. His eyes were two lights in the dark and Belinda watched his Adam's apple bob with every new mouthful of her blood. He grew warm, his face was hot, pressed into her like that and Belinda felt the solidity of his chest and his arms. There, between her legs, her body responded to his hardness.
His cock had sprung, fully hard, fully ready for her and yet he continued to gulp down her blood. The greedy noises came with little sighs. His hand was still wrapped around the knife that Belinda could barely hold, it was suddenly much too heavy. Edgar took the knife.
He took his mouth from her hand. The two streaks of red down his chin were obscene and Belinda was repulsed at the sight of it. Edgar held Belinda in one arm while he pressed the tip of the knife to her tender throat. "This can be our beginning, Belinda," he told her as he pressed the cold steel tip against the place where her pulse galloped.
She couldn't breathe. Panic attack, heart attack, whatever this was, it seemed like her body had finally caught up with reality. Fight or flight, or maybe just fuck. Belinda sobbed as he pressed the point there and the prick of pain rushed down her body like want.
"Please don't," she whispered and held her breath, she fully expected to feel the cold slice across her windpipe.
There was a clatter and the knife fell to the floor. Edgar tore at his clothes and his mouth devoured her with kisses. "My Belinda," he murmured as the shirt came off. She was pressed against his chest and felt his muscles there. The thick trail of prickly, black hair tickled her skin. His pants were open and down and her legs wrapped around the bulging girth of his thick thighs.
He was alive once more. Naked and warm and his hands were solid and strong and held her face as he searched her eyes. "I'll do whatever you wish," he promised, his whisper was warmth on her face. "I only want to be with you," Edgar drew her to him and added, "Forevermore."
Belinda cried out as he moved his hand up, between her legs. He parted her, opened her and touched her sticky lips. The ache she had there had built until her body was swollen with desire. His fingers there were heavy and demanding. Belinda shivered as Edgar brought the head of his dick up to her lips and strummed her flesh, the ripple of his touch ran through her body. Her pussy throbbed and she called out, "Please, Edgar."
One movement, one thrust into her depths and she was completely full of him. Belinda cried out and reached up to touch his face. She knew this was different, this was everything. This was how they had always been meant to be.
As he thrust inside, the room changed. This was their room from the dream. It was the four poster bed with the roaring fire behind them. It was suddenly the room where they had first been lovers. Belinda clasped his naked body to her and her thighs shuddered around him. They moved as one. One heartbeat, one sigh, their eyes locked and no words were needed.
His voice came from somewhere inside her as he told her all of their secrets. "Just this, Little Bell," he promised and rocked back and forth between her legs. "Just you and I," his cock was so deep inside, she was so full of him. "Finally, just you and I," the voice said, the voice that came from the house and the walls and from the deepest part of her heart.
She felt it in her thighs. There was the quickening and Belinda drew Edgar even deeper inside. He thrust harder. He clenched his jaw and thrust deeper inside and quicker inside and then fully back. Deeper inside as he churned in and out and pumped between her legs. He drank her down with those eyes that held her in his gaze.
Belinda shuddered as her orgasm began and her orgasm became his eruption. Somewhere in her core, it was her heart and maybe his as well. Something had broken wide open and the heat and the cold came together in a crack of lightning and a roll of thunder. Life, death, neither and both, it was all in this orgasm that began inside her. It went through him and back into Belinda.
"Woman," he called her. Belinda felt the hot gush of his seed as it entered her. A pulse and then another and another, he filled her with his heat and longing, he filled her with his love and his life. They were joined in ecstasy. Their hands clasped together as he melted inside and she clung to him.
They were a tangle of sweaty flesh and their breath came in the other's time as the climax began to wane. Belinda kissed his throat and tasted herself on his skin. "Don't be gone when I wake up, okay?"
Edgar smiled and pushed her hair from her face. "I never leave you, my love. I'm always here."
Belinda nodded and kissed his forehead. It was true. He'd never left. No matter what had happened, other lovers, other lives, she had other names and so did he. She knew the truth of it now. Star crossed lovers, Belinda thought as she swept black curls from his damp forehead. Star crossed lovers that were trapped in the see saw, back and forth, somewhere between heaven and hell. They had never been free of the other and yet, they'd never really had each other.



It was time to end it, once and for all, Belinda thought as she closed her eyes. She was spent as she placed her hand on his empty chest. One way or the other, they both had to live.
Or they both had to die.
***
Belinda had sat on the bench across the street for what felt like hours but after checking her watch as she flicked the most recent cigarette to the ground, she realized that it had just been thirty minutes. She'd been chainsmoking and mumbling to herself as she waited for the pink neon sign to sputter and flick to life.
Like the gray-haired old bat was really going to help her, Belinda rolled her eyes as she fished the second to last cigarette out of the pack. She was desperate though, she couldn't live like this anymore. Just like her last ex, Belinda shrugged and shook her head, can't live with him, can't kill him.
There was a shadow that crossed the storefront window and Belinda felt her heart lurch in her chest as the psychic's sign turned on. She puffed with a purpose as she crossed the street quickly and closed her hand around the doorhandle. She gasped as she beheld the face in the glass, she would have screamed but Belinda knew who it was. This was no specter, this was nothing that had crossed over, this was the remnants of her.
The circles under her eyes were so purple they were almost black like her hair. Her hair was a disheveled mess and she could have been Medusa with those twisted coils around her head. Her skin was almost translucent, so white that she wondered if she weren't wearing the sweatshirt, if she couldn't see all the way through. Her telltale heart, hammering away in her chest, lurching and sputtering, wheezing away, pushing and pumping the mostly bourbon blood in and out, giving its all to the body that must be on its last legs.
It was the marks on her throat though that were the most frightening thing of all. Belinda let her left hand trace the ghoulish handprint there, Edgar's latest handiwork.
The door opened and a bell jingled and the redhaired woman from the other night appeared, angry, both of her hands twisted up into fists as if she might just punch Belinda. "She can't see you again!" the redhead barked at Belinda. "She's been sick ever since you came last time!"
"But, please," Belinda clasped her hands, fingers folded as if in prayer, "Please let me talk to her! I don't know what else to do!" Her knees felt weak and she wondered if she wouldn't fall to them in the street. Finally, maybe Belinda would gain a little notoriety if she were to die in this place.
The rusty gate voice cut through the air, hinge on hinge. "Show mercy, child," the words came and seemed to hang around Belinda, words of weight, words of power. "I have something for her."
The redhead's face twisted and her thin mouth became a straight line as she opened the door wider so that Belinda could pass. "I don't give a good goddamn what she says," the young woman snarled at her, "No smoking in there!"
Belinda stopped outside the old, cracked, wooden door and set her right hand directly on the wood. The white chalk markings seemed to leap to life and suddenly, just like in the house, Belinda could feel the electric jolt of life strumming in this place, in every piece of wood, in every chalk symbol, even in the heavy, damp air around her.
Everything in Fell's Point is haunted, Belinda thought as she crossed the threshold and entered the room.
The gray-haired old woman at the table cackled, she'd apparently heard every thought that had crossed Belinda's poor, scattered mind. "It's like that when you're close to crossing over."
Belinda quickly sat in the empty chair across from the old woman, her rubbery legs felt spent from the walk down the hall and she wondered if there was really anything left to do? She didn't have the strength to fight, and she didn't know how. And really, why would she?
"You can't go to the next world like this," the gray-haired woman opened her palms as wide as her gnarled fingers would allow. "Tormented," her voice was just above a whisper and yet the echo of it felt like fingers on Belinda's skin. "The other must be released if you are to find peace."
"Peace?" Belinda asked, her voice quavered, there were tears in her eyes and she felt like one hot droplet, shimmering there, right on her lower lash, might spill down her cheek. She could only imagine what that would feel like, never having experienced it in this lifetime.
"Peace for you both," the psychic nodded and drew her shawl tightly around both shoulders as if to protect herself and Belinda couldn't help but wonder if she wasn't at least a little frightened of Belinda.
The gnarled hand reached under the table and produced a small, dark green satin bag. She set it on the table and whatever the contents were glowed from inside as if they were on fire. Belinda felt her eyes drawn to it and remembered the fire that she'd set not that long ago. Yes, fire cleansed. Fire was the ending of something and the beginning of another. She reached out to touch it but the old woman put her hand up.
"Stop!" the rusty gate voice commanded with a depth and a power that froze Belinda in place. She couldn't move, try as she might, she couldn't set her hand down, she couldn't even breathe. The psychic continued and as she spoke, it seemed that the flame from inside the small bag illuminated the room around them. The shadows sprang to life and glowed with candlelight. The walls were covered in runes and symbols, letters and shapes that Belinda didn't understand but suddenly felt the ancient power that coursed through it all.
"You didn't understand when you brought him through," the old woman brought her hands down slowly to the table and placed them in front of her. Belinda watched as the pulse of her body seemed to enter the wood that she touched, seeping into every pore, every breath was another spot of light like a firefly. "Listen to me girl, you must separate the man from the beast."
Belinda nodded, that made sense although all of it was completely batshit. There did seem to be Edgar, the lover, the tender-hearted, the man with the brooding eyes and the poet's soul. But then there was the other, the brutal monster that called for blood, the animal that seemed to drink down Belinda's pain like Edgar had drunk down spirits in life. "How do I do that?" she asked the old woman, barely over a whisper, almost as if she suspected that the answer was going to horrify her.
The psychic beckoned to Belinda and the two women bowed their heads, their foreheads touching. Belinda closed her eyes as the lights from the room began to pulse to a rhythm that matched their two heartbeats. It was a lifetime of knowledge, knowledge of good and evil, something older than anything in Fell's Point.
When the lights went out and Belinda screamed and clutched her chest, the redhead rushed through the door with a clatter. "What did you do?" she accused Belinda as she rushed to the old woman's side.
The psychic's face was whiter than Belinda's when she whispered to the redhead, "Let her go. She must finish it."
***
Belinda didn't understand this feeling inside her. As she crossed the threshold and entered her haunted house, she realized that something else entirely had consumed her. She was used to anxiety, fuck, she'd been born with that nervous flip in her stomach and the jumping out of her skin sensation. The panic that the alcohol merely quieted, never drowned out completely. The fear that she'd felt ever since she'd come to Fell's Point, the fear mixed with curiosity but nonetheless, Belinda had to admit that she'd been scared shitless of the house. The electric pulse of life within the walls, half in, half out, she'd felt more dead and yet more alive here than she had in all of her whitewashed time in La-La Land.
She just had better pills when she was on the west coast.
This was an unfamiliar feeling, this knowledge, this finality that had welled up inside her from the walk home. Belinda couldn't explain any of it. If Shelly asked, if Stuart from rehab asked, if anyone on earth had asked what had just transpired, she'd snort and light a cigarette. She would exhale a full lung of smoke like a dragon and say something typically Belinda, like, "I was sober and we all know that's a mistake."
That would just be her defense though, her typical lie, her typical doppelganger, her shelter from the world. Belinda glanced in the hallway mirror and gave her reflection half of a sad smile. She'd needed to create Fantasia for many reasons but she'd always been someone else to the outside world, even before she had the alter ego.
All that was left was the certainty of what she had to do. Belinda walked through the living room and into the kitchen. She needed some supplies here and although she didn't have the words to explain why, she could almost hear the chant, something just out of earshot. There was a rhythm to the words, a cadence that sounded like a tale about a kingdom by the sea. It was something older than time, something that she'd heard all her life. It was her most distant memory, but maybe, like all the other distant memories that Belinda was known for blotting out, perhaps this one was just another ghost story that she'd told herself.
It didn't matter what she thought though, her hands knew what to do. She quickly grabbed the items, shifting the backpack from her left to her right shoulder. The emerald green satin bag inside made a sound, like a bell ringing, but off in the distance, another time, another place or maybe just in her head.
Belinda decided as she ascended the stairs that here she was, at the end, and totally, finally comfortable with insanity. "Fuckers," she whispered to herself and all of them. Them, mostly Steve, mostly all her other fake friends, fake and more faker, she smirked to herself. None of them would be too surprised if they were here to witness it. It was a fitting ending.
She pushed the bed to the far wall and got to her knees to roll up the latchhook rug. Her body was exhausted but her mind galloped like a highstrung pony. Belinda was feverish and the sweat on her back soaked through her black Queen tee shirt at the same time that the chill encapsulated her.
The house noticed everything.
Belinda pushed the snaky vines of her black hair back over her shoulder as she bent forward with the chalk in hand. The tremor moved down her spine, one inch at a time, as if to announce the entrance of the voice, the instructions, the words that she'd known all along but never heeded. She felt as if she were in a trance while her hands did the work that her heart refused to participate in. The circle was just the beginning, the pentagram came next and each character and line that came after was further enchantment, another step in the spell of protection that Belinda had never said once in her life but the words rolled down her body like fingers. She hoped that it would work but she had no faith in the outcome.
When she was finished with the symbols, Belinda rose slowly to her feet, wiping her dusty hands off on her tattered Levi's. She was lightheaded, out of breath and something about the ache in her bones seemed to say that she was out of time. It felt like finality and this was the perfect way to say goodbye.
She could hear the voice's instructions. The voice was far away and yet, just in her mind. It repeated the words that crashed upon the shore of her memories and then rolled back out with the tide. The rhythm of waves were in everything around her and Belinda's hands and feet could clearly delineate the instructions although she herself, or whatever was left of her, was clearly far away. She watched as her hands removed clothing, quickly and without any help from her, the tee shirt was removed and the jeans rolled down. She stood naked and turned her face up to heaven, closing her eyes as the house seemed to swell and pulse around her. The power here held all of it, all of them.
All of him.
Belinda walked to the bathroom and set the plug into the tub. She cranked the hot water all the way to the right and watched as the steam churned through the air. She had to make it as hot as she could, her teeth chattered as she wrapped her bare arms around her pale body. She stared in the mirror and watched as her reflection faded into the mist around her. It was better this way, now she was almost just as much of a ghost as he was, a pale wraith that just might be there, might be a bit too much to drink. Maybe she'd haunt the next person who lived here, she thought with an almost smile. She and Edgar would make a formidable team of spooks.
Of course, that meant that she'd be dead, Belinda reminded herself as she folded her limbs into the water. The heat did nothing, the warmth never penetrated her skin at all and she wondered if she were closer to the line than she knew. The water had called him in the first place, the water and the tide and the back and forth rhythm of shadows that danced on the surface of a watery grave.
It seemed almost as soon as Belinda closed her eyes and sank into the water that she could feel his presence. There was a shift in the air, the energy almost crackled on her skin and in her hair and then there were the unmistakable words in her mind. "Belinda, where have you been?"
She could almost feel the weight of him around her, almost as if her beloved really were the stolen body that he'd used to fuck her and then torture her, kiss her and then bruise her, love her and then tear her apart. "Waiting for you," she murmured, knowing that it was the only truth that even made sense anymore.
The fingers weren't imaginary, the sensation of his hands meandering up her arms and tangling into her hair sent little thrills down every nerve. He was like fire and ice all at once and her nipples responded by making tiny, rock hard points that exposed themselves on the water's surface. How could she do anything but give herself over to this?
"I need you, need to touch you," it whispered in the wind but it was also the breath from his cold, dead mouth that stirred through her wet tangle of hair. The fingers, the breath, the immortal heart beat, all of it on the edge of real; the same place where she existed now, if Belinda believed the old lady. Things could go either way.
Belinda heard the hum of her pleasure as she felt his body press against her back. "Yes, Edgar," she said the name of her beloved like a prayer, "My love. I need you too."
The hair rose on her arms as the sensation stirred down her spine, as if one finger, one claw really, razor sharp, it would leave a long, red scratch down her body for someone else to see later. "You know what I need. What I must have, Belinda." There was an echo and a wave crashed upon the shore as the words followed the melodic trail to something that he'd forgotten altogether. "What we must have, my love," his voice delved down her body and slipped up between her thighs.
Belinda knew what he wanted, what was needed and she felt the tremor of her heart, beating too loud and too fast to be anything but a warning. Could she really do it? She knew what was required, what came next, but was she really capable of that?
"I've been waiting," she confessed, reaching her hands up and out, as if her shadow lover would appear and lift her up. "I know what we need," Belinda said to the air around her, her breath was a thick cloud in the electric fog that surrounded her. For once, maybe for the first time, she did know what she needed. There were no more questions left, she knew exactly what to do.
There was no hand but when she reached for him in the mist, the unmistakable presence of fingers were there, arms assisted her up from the water. Belinda was freezing cold and it seemed as if the rivulets of tub water that trickled down her body must turn into ice when her body was awash in goosebumps, but instead steam rose from her skin. She closed her eyes and pictured him, Edgar, the lover that she'd traveled through time for. His eyes, those hands, fuck, that mouth.
She bit her bottom lip hard, hard enough to leave a mark all of her own. She stepped one foot at a time from the tub and felt the water pool at her feet. She knew that it hadn't been just Edgar, never just her love, it had always been him and the shadow that had haunted him for longer than either of them knew. The mouth that she loved was hardly human, but it was still a mouth to die for.
Belinda circled her fingers around the place where his hand was and she heard a long, brokenhearted sigh and wondered if it had come from her or him. "Come with me," she whispered and her breath hung in the air around them, a white mist that almost outlined his form, the presence in the ouija board, the finger on the mirror, the lover in the dream, he was here and she carefully led him to the bedroom. Her feet made wet prints across the hardwood floor as they crossed to the circle that she had made.
Belinda knelt in the center and put her hands out. Here in the circle, the electrical hum of life was amplified. If Edgar's presence was a musical instrument, then the circle was a symphony. The ouija board was to her left, at the far left corner of the pentagram. The wine glass and the chef's knife were at the far right. The small statue of a tree that had been tucked away in the silk pouch that the old lady had given her was straight ahead, at the point of the star. Now, all she needed was some light.
As if her thoughts had suddenly taken on some kind of weight, here in the half spirit realm of weightlessness, all of the candles that Belinda had placed around the room illuminated simultaneously. Here in the shadow and light, she could see her beloved, or at least his eyes, hungry and haunted, those luminous, gray eyes were soft and full of passion.
"My Belinda, how I ache for you," his voice was a tune, his words were a poem that had kept time in Belinda's mind ever since she could remember. She beckoned to him, to his formless voice, to the shadow that she loved beyond measure. He must cross over, into the circle, into the center.
Into the trap that she had laid.
She reached for the knife and held it over her open palm for a moment. It had been terrifying to cut into her flesh like this, at least initially, and now she saw her face in the reflection of the steel blade. Belinda looked as dead as Edgar, her face was pale, almost see-through. She wondered if the rest of her body were the same, if Edgar and his shadow could both see all the way inside, into her tell-tale heart.
Belinda murmured, "I ache for you also, Edgar." She pierced the center of her hand and saw the crimson swell. She pressed the knife deeper, it didn't matter that the pain was almost a wave that threatened to overtake her. She continued to press the knife into her hand until she heard the steady dribble of her fresh blood offering drip into the wine glass.
"Drink," she cried out as she pulled the knife out. "Drink and take me. Make me yours, Edgar."
Her blood flowed with more force than she had thought and Belinda would have panicked when she saw that the glass overflowed, except that it no longer mattered. The spirit entered the pentagram, the smell of her blood was far too enticing to refuse her and she watched as the glass was consumed. As the blood left the glass, she could feel her lover's flesh, warm and alive. Hard and hot and ready for her, Edgar was behind her, on his knees and his hands never stopped exploring.
"I can't be without you, my love," he whispered into her hair and his breath was the wind. Belinda sank her head back and felt his chest there, solid and muscular, as real as anything else she knew. His fingers kneaded her skin, pulling her hair up and away from the back of her neck, his hot lips and wet tongue tasted her and he hummed with satisfaction. Her lover wrapped his hands around her breasts and tugged at both of her throbbing nipples. Belinda could feel the heat of his thick, solid cock press against her cheeks. He was ready, he was more than ready, he was ready to take every inch of her now.



Belinda's hand continued to bleed and she touched his thigh with it, the blood mixing with the air and the flesh and everywhere she touched her lover, he came to life. Sinew and muscle and bone came together under her touch. His cock was heavy in her hand, his balls were full and the moan that came from the center of him was a cry of need that echoed over centuries. "Belinda," he gasped and pushed into her hand, as if the thrust were a threat of more to come.
She brought her hand up to the center of his chest and pushed him gently to his back, to the floor, to the center of the pentagram. This was the one place, the center of his chest should strum with a heartbeat and yet, there was nothing yet. She kept the hand there as she worked her hips back and forth, opening her lower lips, feeling the gush of her wetness as she brushed the head of his cock over her hard clit. God, she wanted him. Even like this, even now. Even at the end, all she wanted was to fuck and rut and cum all over him, even if he did want her to die. She almost smiled as she thought, she couldn't really hold that against him. Who didn't want to murder their significant other once in a while?
Belinda could hear the prayer again, the spell, the chant, whatever it was, the echo of the words that she'd heard as she had drawn the circle and made the symbols. Whatever it was, the spell had been cast and even though she had no idea what the outcome would be, she knew that her life depended on it. She slid down his cock with a gasp and a shudder, her bloody hand on the center of his chest as they began to make love.
"Fuck, yes," she moaned as she shimmied up to the tip of his dick. Edgar's hands gripped her hips and pushed her back down to the base, filling her hard and fast, it almost hurt but Belinda just wanted it to hurt more.
"God, yes," his voice was raspy, lost in ecstasy.
She could feel it, the heart beat that began to tremble there in his chest. Belinda rode his cock faster and faster as the chant rose up around her, almost as if another spirit were there. The air between them was thicker, the scent of earth was almost overpowering and the flames grew higher. She fucked him faster as the chant picked up speed.
Edgar's fingers sank into her thighs, the pain was sharp, as if he'd grown claws, as if he were finally transforming into the beast that bruised her, cut her, hurt her. "What is it?" he cried out, his voice half human, half growl.
The heart that beat inside his chest was furious and the eyes that shone from Edgar's soft, gray eyes were murderous. Belinda would have stopped, screamed and ran from the circle, ran away as fast and as far as her feeble body could take her except that she seemed frozen in place. The chant held her there, the pentagram fenced her in. Maybe the trap that she had laid hadn't been for him at all.
The tremor in the center of his chest shook Edgar violently. Whatever it was inside was determined to break free, even if that meant shattering the fleshiness around it. His gray eyes faded as the black beads grew larger, sharper, two pools of inky murkiness that would drink her down to its unfathomable depths.
Belinda cried out as the raven broke free from his chest. The chant grew louder, it seemed to come from the walls themselves, from the foundation, the words had come to life and the bird screeched as the blood spurted from its core.
As the flames from the candles leapt up and caught a curtain, Belinda gasped, suddenly alone and naked in the pentagram. Was the fire real? Had any of it been real? She thought briefly for a moment that she needed to run for her life but her bloody hand had stuck to the center of the pentagram and she lacked the strength to pull it free.
As her eyes closed, she whispered, "Edgar."
***
Front page of the October 3rd's Fell's Point Gazette:
Tragedy struck last night in Fell's Point. A house fire burned out of control. The fire moved up the street, taking not only the house next door but also the Horse You Rode In On saloon, a Fell's Point landmark. So far, first responders have only found one dead but have reported several others wounded. Belinda White rented the house where the fire began and firemen have reported that White's bedroom does seem to be the origin of the fire. "It must have spread quickly," Fred Mintern, the bartender at the Horse last night, "Because by the time anyone smelled fire or noticed it outside, it was already in the bar.
The Horse You Rode In On sustained some minor fire damage, says the owners. The bar will be closed for repairs for the next two or three weeks but is scheduled to reopen just in time for their annual Edgar Allen Poe Halloween bar crawl that starts right here, in the town that was made famous by said author.
***
"Not a word about me being a writer," Belinda snickered after she had finished the front page and made room for Edgar to read. "I'm just the drunk who set the house on fire." she giggled as she stretched out in the window seat. Newly dead and she already had the perfect place to haunt, the Fell's Point library.
"And not a word about Fantasia Fox either," Edgar reminded her with a smile. Their fingers would touch like this if they hadn't shuffled off their mortal coils. "Finally, you're free to write what you want."
Belinda hummed as she let that thought wash down, yes, free to do anything she damn well pleased, but there were limitations that she hadn't quite accepted yet. Here she was, in the next life and she still couldn't accept the things she couldn't change. Goddamn AA people, ruining it for everyone else. She missed the physicality of things. Sure, she could write, in her head, she could write all day, but how to get it down on paper.
She understood Edgar's demands now, more than ever. That hunger for hunger, the need for sustenance was gone but that didn't mean that she didn't want to touch, to taste, to smoke, to drink. Jesus, she needed a drink even though Belinda knew that she'd never get drunk again, but she ached for the feel of the heavy crystal glass in her hand. She could picture the condensation on it, the cool, dampness on her skin, the depth of the amber color of the bourbon. She could taste the sweet caramel of the liquor and the deeper notes of oak, the taste of it on her tongue right before she swallowed it down and held it in her throat just to feel the burn.
Speaking of burn, she glanced over at her love, engrossed in every word of the Fell's Point rag. He didn't remember a thing, reading about the fire really was news for him. If she still had marks on her body, if she was still a scorched thing with burnt off hair and melted flesh, he wouldn't remember why. She suspected that he wouldn't recall any of it. As far as her lover was concerned, they might have always been here, just like this.
Belinda could remember every detail though. She closed her eyes and she was there, back in the circle, the chalk symbols that she'd memorized, the ancient chant from a thousand years ago that was a call and also a trap. She remembered the ouija board that had beckoned to her that first day in the house, and the blood that she'd spilled.
She also remembered those black bead eyes that had peered into her. The bird. The fucking raven, but not a bird, that was just its shape at the time. And now, its shape was a woman, a comely enough woman. It looked down at her arms and flicked back the black curly hair over the shoulders that were no longer any use for flying whatsoever.
The female form was a better choice, she thought as she surveyed the body. The female of the species was a much more convincing specimen, had much more appeal, was already cunning and wily in ways that the male of the species couldn't be. She would talk Edgar into the necessity of blood soon enough, and Edgar, innocent lamb that he was, would blithely do whatever was needed to have his fill of the woman.
The raven felt the woman's face spread and realized that this was a smile of contentment.
Edgar looked up from the paper and cocked his head, his large, inquisitive gray eyes were full of questions. He asked her in a husky whisper, "You'll never leave me here again, will you, Belinda?"
Belinda felt the answer come from somewhere else, like the rolling rhythm of the words about a kingdom by the sea, like the drumroll of the heartbeat that came from the walls, like the light and shadow of a fire that tore it all down. It was a part of her, and yet, a part of something, no make that, someone, else. "Nevermore," she murmured and wondered if he could recognize the light in her black eyes



        