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My mother’s true nature and cruel intent were revealed when my beloved father died.

I had always been the apple of my Papa’s eye, and more than that, at the very heart of his plans for the future of our family.

He owned a successful financial house in the city and as my mother had given him no male heir, or indeed any other children, he decided that I would become his partner in the business when I came of age and succeed him on his retirement.

It was indeed a bold mood for the late 19th century but he cared not about the so-called values and virtues of the period. From an early age, he recognized my intelligence and eagerness to learn and took about my tutelage as he would have done if I were a boy.

My mother objected and many times I heard her argue with my father about my future only to be silenced by my father’s absolute, unshakable conviction that I was to follow in his footsteps.

I had always been a tomboy. Much happier hunting grouse and solving complex arithmetic problems with father than wearing frilly lace dresses, learning dinner party etiquette, and all that other nonsense that polite young ladies were meant to fill their empty heads with.

I was also aware as I grew older that my desires were not like those of other women. I had no interest in the handsome young men at the tedious parties I was sometimes forced to attend. They were either arrogant ruffians expecting a dizzy coquette or preening popinjays more obsessed with themselves than any woman.

In truth, my head was turned by the delicate features, the fulsome hips, and succulent breasts of the females at such gatherings. I knew there were mostly empty-headed creatures but could not deny the throb between my legs when I gazed at them.

I was even more enticed by the earthy charms and undisguised lustful looks of kitchen maids in our house and farmer’s daughters that I encountered on summer trips hunting with my dear Papa.

But these were forbidden passions that I had never acted on. My only explorations of such matters were made late at night in the darkness of my bed chamber.

I would tease my undergarments to one side and seek out my sex with fingers and thumb. Slow caresses would build into a wilder rhythm while my head swam with images of women who aroused my interest and dampened my thighs. I often thought of our busty scullery maid, Hilda, with her large, succulent breasts and firm, round bottom, all hidden away in her prim, starched outfit. How I ached to feel her skin next to mine. Her lips would kiss softly, her hands would be where mine explored each night. She would seek out the very center of my sex with her rough hands sliding across the folds of my tender cunny, obedient to my commands. How many nights had I slipped a finger or two into my sweet hole and dreamed of some woman or another that I knew I would never have?

All I had was my fingers and a very wicked imagination. Each night one hand fondled my pert, young breasts in the dark while the other busied itself plucking my flower until my thighs were coated in the sweet honey of release. Afterwards, the shadows gathered and sadness seized my heart.

To my great woe, when it came to carnal matters, I inhabited a lonely, loveless world of longing.

But at least I had all those wonderful plans that my father and I spoke of and the dreams of upending convention and becoming a powerful figure in the male-dominated world of finance.

But all those dreams were shattered when my father died suddenly just a few weeks shy of my twenty-first birthday when I was to take my place by his side in his business as the co-director of the financial house.

I was ready. I had been well-schooled by him. I knew there would be many an eyebrow raised at my new position but with my beloved Papa by my side, I knew I could do anything.

Fate is a cruel trickster indeed. I had been Just a few weeks from wealth and independence and now it was all gone.

My mother did not wait but a month after father was interred in the family mausoleum to bring me under her control.

I had no legal standing as I had yet to become partner and heir to the company. My mother swiftly sold the financial house to a competitor and I was left penniless and heartbroken. She soon made it clear to me that my life would now be very different from the one my father had planned for me.

“You simply must be married and the sooner the better. You need a man who can take you in hand and dispel all the nonsensical ideas your father fed you with. A woman in business, why the thought is absurd,” said my mother as I stood before her in the drawing room.

I was silent but the anger and sorrow boiled through me.

I doubted that she had ever loved my father and now that his fortune was hers, she didn't show the slightest pretense of grief at his passing. She surveyed me in my usual outfit of breeches, baggy shirt and tweed jacket.

“But no man would even look at you in your current state. You dress like a man and have no idea of how to act in polite society. Your head is full of numbers and nonsense and so I have employed several tutors, at no little expense, to educate you in the ways of a lady. Something that your father would never allow and now look at the mess we’re in.”

“My father loved and respected me,” I said in a low, trembling voice.

“And now he is dead and such words are naught but a sentimental epitaph.” My mother scanned me with her bright blue eyes.

I knew she wanted me to explode in rage and to curse her cruel heart but I denied her that pleasure.

I nodded obediently and left the room. For now, she had the upper hand but I was not beaten. I would find a way to escape her and secure my rightful inheritance.

The lessons began a week later.

All of my tutors were dour, spinster types and my ‘lessons’ bored me to tears. Etiquette and deportment, singing and dancing and learning the piano were a long way from the intricacies of interest accumulation and boardroom strategies that had been my previous education. Each day, I felt my brain fog a little more and my will weaken. I was losing who I was.

My mother decided that aside from all the vacuous ‘accomplishments’ I was already being taught that I needed to learn  'a little French to show sophistication.’

“Your new tutor is a little odd, but you know how these foreign types are,” said my mother. I was silent, now wondering if my obedience was an act or if this was who I now was. A subservient little mouse looking for a husband to take her in hand.

I expected my new tutor to be another stern-faced old woman but my lord was I wrong!

She was perhaps a few years older than me. With raven-black hair, dark brown eyes, high cheekbones, full, pouty lips, and a complexion like fine bone china. She was simply the most beautiful woman I had ever seen in my entire life with a grace of movement and confidence in her manner that enchanted me from the moment she swept into the small schoolroom that I had spent so many miserable hours in since my father’s death.

She wore a bright blue summer dress. The curve of her large, round breasts were clear to see as was the firm, round rump of her bottom when she turned to the blackboard to write her name.

Mademoiselle Céline Allard.

Her writing was sloping, elegant and distinctive. Her peachy bottom was truly spectacular and I could feel the dampness between my legs begin to form.

My heart raced, my head span and my sex ached for relief.

“Bonjour, Mademoiselle Halifax, I am Mademoiselle Allard but you can call me Céline,” she said in a sultry, European purr.

“And you can call me Emma,” I said with a smile while wondering how her lips would feel pressed against mine.

Céline shook her head. “Non, it is not appropriate.”

“I have never much cared for what is appropriate in life. You shall call me Emma and we shall get along just fine,” I said, asserting my will for the first time in too long.

Céline frowned the prettiest frown I had ever seen. My cunny was wet with need. I decided at that moment that I would take this woman as my lover, damn the consequences, damn propriety and convention, and damn my mother!

“Je suis d'accord. I agree,” said Céline and she smiled. My heart lurched and my whole being longed for her.

Over the next few months, I felt my old self return and it was all down to my French mistress. I took to her lessons with gusto and soon was able to speak and write a little in a whole new language.

“French is a language of love and passion,” said Céline. “To embrace it you must embrace love and passion.”

It was a warm summer’s day and we were taking our now habitual walk around the gardens of the family estate after our lesson had ended. We could take our time with our stroll as my mother was away visiting relatives and, I was sure, keeping an eye out for any suitable husbands to shackle me to.

Although nothing had been said, we had become close over the past months. Our relationship, although still formally teacher and student, was now a friendship, one that skirted around deeper feelings that neither of us had expressed. Or at least that was my hope. I saw how she looked at me as I conjugated a French verb or read some Rimbaud poetry. I thought I saw desire there for a moment but it was brief and guarded.

“Maybe I will never truly master the language for I have no love or passion in my life,” I said as we sat on a bench under the shade of the large oak tree on the edge of the forest.

Céline was silent. She took my hand. “You have a tender heart and I am sure some fine gentleman will capture it one day,” she said.

I looked into her dark, brown eyes. “My heart is already captured and not by any man,” I replied.

Céline looked away but did not let go of my hand. Her grip tightened around my delicate fingers. “You should not express such desires. This world will not accept them.”

“I don’t care about this world, I care about you,” I said.

“Non, je ne suis pas comme les autres femmes,” said Céline.

“I agree, you are not like other women. I have lusted and longed after women before but my heart has always remained closed. For you it is open.”

Céline let go of my hand and looked at me. There were tears in her eyes. “You don’t understand. Je suis un monstre.”

I moved one hand to her delicate face. “A monster, never.”

I leaned in close and kissed her. Céline pulled back but I leaned in again and this time we melted into a deep, passionate kiss. Her lips were soft and willing, her tongue was eager and found mine as the kiss became liquid and we fell into a fierce embrace beneath the bright summer sun.

I didn’t want the moment to end but after a few moments, Céline pulled away, muttered something about being a monster again, and fled as tears streamed down her pretty face.

I wanted to run after her but at that very moment two of the estate gardeners appeared and I was forced to sit under the tree and smiled at them as they doffed their caps while my heart cracked in two.

When they passed by, I rose and ran to the house. I found Céline in the school room where we had spent so many happy hours. She was packing away all her textbooks and volumes of poetry. The blackboard, usually full of her elegant script, had been wiped clean.

“What is this?” I asked, although I already knew the answer.

Céline did not look up. “I believe I have taught you more than enough French required for a fine lady to find a suitable man to wed,” she said. Her voice was hoarse.

“There is no man suitable for me. I believe you know that. I believe you know what it is like for your heart's desire to be something dark and forbidden.”

She looked up at me. Her eyes were ringed red, her cheeks were flushed and red. “I will inform your mother that my duties are fulfilled and would request if she could send someone to town for a carriage to take me to the railway station.”

Her eyes were cold and flat as her words.

I wanted to take her into my arms, embrace her, kiss her and take her to my bedchamber where our taboo desires could be given free rein. But I resisted. Such a show of affection would surely send her fleeing once more. I needed some guile.

“Well, you cannot speak to my mother until she returns in a few days and you cannot let the servants see you are in such a state of disarray. Come with me so that you can make yourself presentable.”

I did not wait for her to reply. I turned and left the room. I soon heard her footsteps behind me. I was ablaze with desire for I knew that the feelings that tore me asunder could no longer be denied. I would take my French mistress to my bed and make love to her.

I walked confidently into my bed chamber and told Céline to be seated at my dressing table. She obeyed wordlessly. I poured some water into a washing bowl, sat beside her, took up a flannel and dipped it into the water. “I'm afraid the water is cold but it will have to do.”

Céline looked at me with sad brown eyes. “I can do this myself,” she said.

“You are in no state to do anything, now be still while I make you presentable.”

I ran the cloth over her delicate features, my heart thudded, and my cunny throbbed. “I wonder what monstrosity hides beneath your pretty dress,” I said. My tone was cold, detached and cruel.

“Please do not speak of such things,” said Céline.

“Is your skin green or scaly? Perhaps your bosom is coated with hair like some wild animal.”

“You could not comprehend the curse that I have been afflicted with,” said Céline with a sob.

I stood. “Show me,” I demanded,

Céline shook her head.

“I believe that you have no such infirmity but were merely using me as a plaything and now have tired of me and so made up this absurd tale to rebuff my desires. Desires that you encouraged.”

I hated to see the hurt and anger in her eyes but it was required for my plans. “I do not lie. I am protecting you from things that you would not understand,” she said. She stood up and started to leave.

I grabbed her hand around the wrist and twisted her to face me.

“Show me then. Show me or be forever damned as a cold-hearted charlatan.”

Céline took a step back. Her face was dark, her eyes sparked with fury. “Very well then, my delicate Mademoiselle. I will show you I am no liar.”

She unbuttoned her dress and my whole body ached for her.

Beneath the dress was a black corset. Her enormous breasts almost spilt over the top of the garment.

“No hair,” I said.

Céline did not reply, the anger flushed her cheeks but there was more in her countenance than mere anger. I saw fear and desire too. I had no idea what so-called monstrosity lay beneath her bodice but I knew that I did not care.

Soon she stood in her undergarments. I was aware of a large bulge between her legs.

She hesitated for a moment. “This is wrong,” she said. “I dare not.”

I stepped closer and took a hand. “Look into my eyes, my love. Do you see any judgment there?”

She shook her head, removed her underwear and stood naked before me.

Her breasts were spectacular. Large and succulent. Her hips were round and firm, her legs long and lithe.

Between her legs were the folds of her cunny and above it was a large, erect cock.

“Monstre,” she said quietly.

I moved closer to her. I kissed her cheek and took the large member in my hand. “It is beautiful,” I said and started to stroke it. “It is mine.”

Our lips met in a wild, passionate kiss. All spit and sex. Céline moaned in my mouth as I jerked her cock in my hand. It throbbed and grew. It was a shock when I first saw it but I could not deny that it sent a dark thrill of excitement through me. It was huge and I wanted it, no, I needed it plowed deep into my sex.

I sank to my knees and kissed the bobbing tip of my French mistress' cock.

Céline moaned in delight. “It is yours, my love,” she said.

I did not need to be told twice, I opened my mouth wide and consumed as much of her delicious meat as I could. My only guide to dealing with this mighty slab of flesh were the giggled stories I had overheard from the maids and some lascivious instinct that possessed me.

I gagged hard on the flesh as it filled my mouth. All reason told me to pull back but I was no longer a creature of reason. I was a wild thing driven by desire and lust. I relaxed my throat and inched more and more of the throbbing phallus into my mouth until my lips kissed the very base of it.

Céline stroked my hair and moaned. I looked up at her, my mouth full of her lady cock, and her eyes were misted over, lost in pleasure.

I could not resist lifting up my skirts, slipping my hand into my undergarments and finding my dripping wet cunny as I began a slow slurping up and down her cock.

I gagged and drooled. I choked and coughed but I would not allow this wonderful, throbbing thing to be released from my sweet mouth. I was in heaven.

I pleasured the cock with tongue and lips as Céline began to move her hips back and forth. Her throbbing meat slid deep into my mouth and even though my eyes watered and I gagged with each thrust I wanted it harder and deeper and as if reading my mind Céline’s thrusts picked up their pace and her hands twisted in my hair and she rammed the whole length of her mighty phallus into my utterly willing mouth.

As this delight continued, my hand stroked the damp folds of my cunny and teased it open. I ran my fingertip around the opening until I could no longer resist and dipped in one, two and then a third finger into my honeypot.

I moaned against the fleshy meat that bulged in my mouth as my fingers explored familiar paths deep into the dark forest of my sex.

Céline moaned my name as she thrust over and over into my mouth. This was an experience so wild and so divine that I could hardly believe that it was happening and not some fever dream.

All my woes fell to dust. My uncertain future, my heartbreak at the loss of my dear Papa, and the vice-like control that my mother now seemed to exert over me, all meant naught.

The only thing that mattered was the pulse in my mouth and cunny. They were the new heartbeat that drove my very essence. This was my reason to be alive.

I looked up at Céline, she was lost in her desires, but the pure pleasure on her face as she ground her hips against my soft lips made me realize that she too had found her nirvana. Whatever happened after this moment would be defined by the connection of skin and spirit that we had now made.

“Oh, sweet mercy. I cannot contain myself any longer. Do you want my sweet seed, my angel?” asked Céline.

I nodded, as the throb in my mouth increased to a new intensity that I matched between my legs.

Céline let out a cry and my mouth flooded with warmth as she ejaculated down my throat. I gagged, choked, and drooled until she pulled her massive cock out of my mouth and I slammed my cunny until it too flooded with release.

I swallowed as much of her seed as I was able but could not help but drool some too.

Céline dropped to her knees and kissed me. We shared spit and spunk as our eternal spirits combined in a carnal bond that I knew would never be broken. Whatever the future held we would face it together.

I shed my clothes and we slipped under the bedsheets. Outside birds tweeted and a gardener whistled a plaintive tune. The sun shone through the window and flooded the room with sweet, soft light.

“It feels like this moment was made just for us,” I said as Céline lay beside me.

“You have transformed me. Freed me from my curse,” said Céline.

“No more talk of monsters,” I said and kissed her.

She shook her head. “Non. I have seen myself reflected in your eyes. No more talk of monsters.”

Céline smiled. “But I fear even if the monster is gone, you have awakened a dark, feral beast in my heart,” she said and reached to cup my small, firm breast in turn. I sighed at her gentle but eager touch as my hands found her breasts. They were as large as mine were small. As fleshy as mine were firm.

Céline teased my nipples between her fingers as we began to grid our bodies together beginning the beat of desire anew.

I leaned closer and kissed both of her breasts. My tongue drew circles around her hard nipples. I flicked the tip of my tongue against them and Céline moaned and pinched my breasts with some vigor. I yelped but the pain soon passed and delight and desire took hold.

I lapped and licked at the heaving, soft mounds of Céline’s breasts. She arched her back and moaned as our hips began to work back and forth. I could feel her cock ben to harden against my thigh Even though it had only just spent it’s seed it grew and throbbed once more, much to my delight,

“I need your magnificent beast inside my sex,” I said. I reached down and grabbed her pulsing pleasure stick and gave it a hard tug and then lay on my back on the bed and opened my legs wide to display my dripping wet cunny for my French mistress.

Céline was quickly on her knees between my legs.  Her lady cock was thick, hard and straight as a poker.

She teased the tip up and down the folds of my honeypot. I tried to move my hips up so that it slid inside but Céline withdrew with a wicked smile set upon her sweet lips. “All good things to those who wait,” she purred.

“I have no patience when my cunny aches for your beast,” I said and pouted at her. She leaned forward and kissed me and as she did her cock slid inside and I moaned into her mouth.

That sweet throb of meat had been a revelation in my mouth but in my hot, wet cunny it was like a miracle come down from sweet heaven above.

I arched my back as Céline began to work her cock deeper and harder into my wetness. The huge slab of pulsating flesh felt as though it would tear my virginal hole in twain but it stretched wider with each inch that penetrated it. There was some pain but that did not matter for with each inch came a greater and greater pleasure.

Céline began to push harder with her hips and the rhythm of our coupling increased.

Her lady cock was huge and I was not certain that my tight, little cunny would take it all, despite how much I longed for every last inch of it.

Céline was gentle but determined and although I whimpered a little as she worked her cock deeper, and in the end, the whole of her mighty cock was inside me and she increased the beat between us until it became a fury of flesh. We made wild, passionate love, the room filled with sighs and moans. Outside the day began to ebb away into evening but the world did not exist for us. All that mattered was the hard, grinding glory of that love that we made.

I reached up and grabbed the peachy flesh of Céline’s bottom as it worked up and down with each thrust inside me. 

I groped and grabbed at it with wild hunger as she plowed my cunny over and over. I let my fingernails drag down the perfect curve of her buttocks as she rutted in my sex. Her eyes were dark with desire. I saw the beast revealed. I ached for its wildness.

“Harder, my darling, fill my cunny with your seed,” I said as Céline plowed a deep furrow in my sweet sex.

“Oh, my love, I have all the seed your sweet garden needs,” purred my lover and with added venom she pumped and pounded at my cunny until soon enough I felt the massive surge of her deep inside me.

Céline moaned as she spurted into me and I clawed at her perfect bottom as we slammed into each other and both found our release.

We collapsed into a mess of kisses and caresses as the first shadows of twilight began to tap at the window.

“That was glorious,” I said between kisses.

“Magnifique,” said Céline with a smile.

The room drifted into silence as the shadows gathered around us.

“My mother returns home in two days,” I said.

Céline frowned. “And soon enough  she will find you some man to marry.”

I shook my head. “I would rather die than let anyone but you touch me. I belong to you now. My heart, my soul and my sweet cunny are yours until death, my sweet Céline.”

Céline kissed me. “And I am yours.”

“And we are one,” I said, “And together we can do anything.”

“I wish love had more currency in this cruel world,” said Céline.

“It has all the currency we need,” I said, as an idea began to form in my mind.

Céline gave me a quizzical look. “What scheme are you formulating in that sharp mind of yours?”

“A currency exchange,” I said.

“You speak in riddles to tease me,” said Céline.

I smiled, kissed her, and told her the details of my plan.

###

Several days later, I sat at one end of the long dining table with my mother at the other end. She had returned home the night before and this was our first meal together since then.

She chatted away about various cousins and such and I nodded, still playing the obedient child.

“I also met a very charming young gentleman that I think would make a suitable match for you,” she said. I knew these words were coming and could not help but smile.

“Mother, why did you object so strongly to Father’s plans for me to follow him in business?”

“Because business is no place for a woman,” she replied curtly.

“But Father was a well-respected man and no one in the business world would ever have questioned his decision,” I replied.

“The business world perhaps, but in the real world many tongues were already clucking at the very idea of a young woman entering into such a masculine realm.”

“By the real world you mean the polite society circles that you inhabit?” I asked.

“Business is all well and good but it is in such circles, as you call them, that a family's good name can be ruined in an instant by taking such a scandalous path that your father was planning. I pleaded with him but to no avail. He was such a pig-headed, narrow-minded fool,” said my mother. Her lips curled in contempt, her clear hatred of my beloved father revealed.

“I wonder mother just how much you value this family’s good name.”

“Above all things,” she said. I could tell she was getting annoyed with our conversation and it was time for me to make my proposition.

“Mother, I shall never marry any man for I'm in love with Céline, my French mistress.”

I saw the anger rise in her pale features. “You shall do as I command you, or you will be cast out like the devil you are,” she said.

“There is no need for that, mother. Céline and I already have our bags packed but where we go to parade our scandalous love is very much up to you and your pocketbook.”

“Blackmail? Is this what you are attempting, you wretched brat,” said my mother.

“That is such an ugly word. Let’s call it a currency exchange. I give you the currency of your good name and you give me half of the inheritance that is rightly mine. Then Céline and I disappear into the wilds of southern France, far away from the beady eyes and clucking tongues of polite society.”

“You ungrateful whore,” screamed my mother. “Go from this place, now.”

I remained calm. “If we do not reach terms the first place I will go is the gala ball that is being held by the Favershams tonight with my lover Céline on my arm.”

The fury drained from my mother’s face. “You wouldn't dare.”

“I return to my original question, Mother. Just how much do you value this family’s good name?”

My mother was silent. Defeated.

###

Many months had passed since that day of victory over my mother. There had been good times and bad. Happy times and sad but the love that Céline and I shared had endured them all.

The money from my mother, my money, had bought us a small cottage and an adjoining brick building in a small town outside of Marseille. Outside the building was the sign “The Allard Academy For The Advancement of Young Women.”

We did not teach accomplishments or prepare women for marriage and subservience. We taught bright-minded females who did not care for polite society but only to shape a new and better one for their gender.

But now it was summer and the long, balmy months of the school holidays stretched out before us.

Céline lay naked on the bed with a smile on her face. She grew more beautiful and a little wilder each day.

I straddled her and eased my cunny down on her hard cock.

We had made love many times but the thrill was still as all-consuming as ever. I inched down on her throbbing meat as it filled me up.  I let out a long sigh of absolute satisfaction as the whole length was taken inside.

I began to rise up and down on the slick shaft. My bottom rose and fell in the sweet summer sun as Céline, hands on my hips, began to thrust hard to meet me each time I slammed down.

I rode her slowly, to begin with. I savored the throb and the thrill of our union. I locked eyes with hers and we were transported to a world that held no woes or judgment. It was a world of passions and need. It was a place of darkness and light. Where all desires no matter how taboo could be spoken aloud without fear. Where the only currency was sex and seduction.

My bottom rose and fell as I slapped down hard on my lover’s cock. My cunny was slick and the penetration was easy and soon the beat rose into a furious fucking.

Céline’s breasts heaved and I kissed them, teased and nibbled them as she slapped my bottom with playful glee.

I loved that sweet sting that melted into the pure pleasure of our lovemaking. We had found the perfect balance between us. The give and take, the push and pull, the light and dark of sex.

Céline ground her hips against me. I inched all the way up her cock until it almost slipped from my sweet hole but at the very last moment slammed down the whole length of it and let out a glorious moan of delight as the thick rod almost tore me in two.

“Je t’aime, mon amour,” said Céline as we made sweet love.

“Tu es mon coeur,” I replied as her cock slammed into my cunny over and over. It was true, she was my heart.

Then in that wonderful, unexpected way she had, Céline took charge and flipped me off her body and told me to get on all fours.

I obeyed and wiggled my bottom at her. She slapped it once more and then drove her cock deep inside me.

I loved the explorations we made in the bedroom. We exhausted the Kama Sutra and began to write our own chapters. Love and sex in perfect combination.

Céline grabbed my hair as she rammed into me and yanked my head back with each thrust. I loved it when the beast inside her emerged. It was a wicked and wild creature.

Céline’s hands were on my bottom now. They caressed my rump for a moment and then she delivered several hard slaps to each buttock. I screamed and moaned. It was utter bliss for someone to understand and accept your needs and desires however far from the well-traveled path they may go.

There were no boundaries between us. Love was a fluid thing. Love was what we made it.

More slaps were delivered until I was sure that my pert bottom glowed red.

I felt the rhythm between my legs become a little more ragged and I knew that Céline was close to her ending.

“Come for me, my angel,” I said and turned my head to look at my love as she furiously fucked me.

I knew my wide-eyed, innocent smile would be more than enough to push her over the edge of the sweet abyss. She let out a loud moan and filled me with creamy seed.

As my cunny flooded with her release my own deluge rose to meet it as a shuddering wave of unbridled joy consumed me.

We twisted into each other’s embrace as the pleasure shook through us.

I looked into her dark eyes. First, they lost in her own private ecstasy and then they slowly returned to me and the world we had made. She smiled at me.

“What are you thinking, my love,” she asked.

“I’m thinking it is going to be a long and glorious summer,” I replied.

Outside, the birds chirped and the bees buzzed their agreement.
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