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“What’s the matter, Lizzie?” Sarah’s hands squeezed my shoulders and her hair brushed my cheek as she leaned over to peek at the papers strewn over the desk.
“I think this is my 20th hang up in a row tonight,” I complained, rolling my eyes toward the phone. “They finish half this stupid survey and decide it’s too long and hang up.”
“Aww I know, but don’t sweat it, hon. Don just went home and left me in charge, let’s knock off ten minutes early and grab a Dew,” she said, reaching across me and gathering up my surveys. I plopped my pencils into a cup and stood, stretching, my shirt pulling up out of my jeans. Sarah poked the eraser end of a pencil at my navel as she passed by, and I laughed, following her toward the office. “David... Tina... Chad... Stacy... Lynn!” Sarah trailed her hand across each cubicle as we walked by and heads popped up one by one. “Turn ‘em in folks, time to go home.”
I followed her into the office. She sat down, kicking off her heels and putting her bare feet up on Don’s desk as I headed past her toward the small fridge.
“Throw me one,” she said.
I touched the can of Mountain Dew to the sole of her foot and she squealed. “Nice polish. Can I borrow it?” I asked, tossing the can to her. She studied her toes.
“Sure.”
“I’m outta here,” Stacy said, slapping her surveys on the desk. “Eight good ones.”
I stuck my tongue out at her overachieving back as she walked away and Sarah grinned. Chad and Lynn left together, arm in arm, without one survey between the two of them completed.
“What a waste,” Sarah said, sorting surveys on the desk. “Teenage hormones, what were they doing, calling EACH OTHER?” Tina left her surveys and was gone without a word. David was still putting his things together in his cubicle, I could see him through the two way glass.
“He’s waiting to be alone with you,” I remarked and Sarah rolled her eyes.
“Not my type,” she replied. “Besides, work relationships are bad news. The male-female power struggle is bad enough without adding that to it, right?”
“I suppose so,” I replied. “But you have to admit he’s cute.”
Sarah laughed. “How easily we forget that we’re attached at the hip to a certain stud who picks us up here every night…or is there trouble in paradise?”
“No, but…” I grumbled. “But he’s not picking me up tonight. He’s going out with ‘the guys.’”
“Aww you have to spend a night alone? Welcome to my life.”
David looked pointedly at me as he came in the office. He was clearly wishing I wasn't around.
“Here ya go, Sarah.” She took the surveys and sorted them onto the desk. “So what are you girls up to tonight? It is Friday after all...”
“Not much,” I replied.
“How about you, Sarah?” David asked. “I’m going over to Industry tonight, that new dance club in Pontiac, want to check it out with me?”
I watched her, half-smiling. He’d never had the guts to actually ask before. Frankly, if I wasn’t seeing Tim, I’d be interested in David, and she knew it. Yeah, he was older, practically old, but he was so hot! If Sarah dated him, I could at least live vicariously! She sat in silence for a moment, glancing at me and seeing the light in my eyes.
“Actually, Lizzie and I are having a girls night,” she replied.
“That so?” David looked over at me and I just smiled. “Well sounds like fun, see you two later.” He stalked out of the office to get his jacket. I shut the door and Sarah laughed as I shook my head in disgust.
“He’s not such a bad guy,” I told her. “Besides…” I lowered my voice. “Have you seen his basket?”
“His what?” She looked at me quizzically.
“His basket. His… you know…” I cupped the crotch of my jeans as if there were a bulge there.
“Oh Jesus, Lizzie, is that all you think about?!” Sarah laughed. “There’s more to life than sex. He’s a 35-year-old telemarketer, sweetie… I don’t exactly call that a catch. Besides… he’s not my type,” she repeated, fishing her purse out from under her desk and slipping her shoes on.
“Hey,” she paused, looking at me, considering. “Seriously, do you wanna do a girls night? I can cook, we can rent a good movie, you can borrow that nail polish, what do you say?”
I hesitated and then shrugged. “Why not? I don’t have anything else to do.”
“Gee, I’m glad I’m a last resort,” she remarked and we both grinned.
*******************
It was pouring outside, and by the time we’d rented Steel Magnolias, it was a full fledged storm. We were both shivering and wet, and Sarah turned on the heater in her car. I pressed my hands against the vents in an attempt to warm them.
“Feels like summer is officially over,” Sarah said as she pulled into the parking lot of her apartment complex. Her teeth were chattering.
“Sarah your lips are blue,” I said and she looked at me.
“Yours are purple.” Her eyes seemed to linger on my mouth for a moment and then she met my eyes and smiled. “Ready to run for it?”
It was raining so hard that the windshield was a waterfall.
“On three,” I said. We counted together, opening the doors and running toward her apartment. Sarah stopped to slip off her heels, hopping as she did it, and that put her ahead of me. She beat me to the door and we both stood there shivering as she fumbled with her keys. The warmth of the apartment felt good, and I laid the movie on the table near the door.
“Come on,” Sarah said, unbuttoning her wet blouse and heading toward bathroom. “Let’s get out of these, and put them in the dryer.” I followed her, hesitating only a moment before pulling off my wet Nirvana t-shirt. She threw her blouse in the dryer, turning to grab my shirt. “Jeans too,” she said, turning her back to me. “Will you unzip me?” I unzipped her skirt and she slid it off and threw it in. I unbuttoned my jeans and eased them down my hips. They were wet and came off hard. I toed off my shoes and threw my socks and jeans in with the rest of the clothes. She turned it on and smiled brightly at me and there were curly, wet strands of blonde hair stuck to her cheeks. “They’ll be toasty warm by the time we’re done with dinner. How’s pasta sound?”
“Great,” I said, following her out of the bathroom. Sarah started a fire in the livingroom in the gas fireplace near the sofa, and she made me sit there with a glass of wine. I wasn’t much of a drinker, and I was technically underage... only 18. Sarah was around 25--I wasn’t completely sure of this, but it was a good guesstimate.
“This will warm you up in no time,” she said, heading back to the kitchen. I watched her go, and suddenly realized that I was sitting there in a bra and panties. Sarah didn’t seem uncomfortable with it as she puttered around the kitchen, preparing dinner. I could see her if I turned sideways on the couch and put my legs up, so I did.
“Can I help?” I asked.
“Nope. I’m fine.”
“Hey, Sarah, what is the deal with you and David? He wants you so bad, and he’s such a hottie!!” I exclaimed indignantly. I couldn’t fathom her rejection of him. She smiled, stirring the pasta.
“He is, isn’t he?” she sighed. “Well, he’s divorced, for one. For two... he works for me. And you know how Don feels about work relationships.”
“Well what about Chad and Lynn? They’re dating and they work together.”
“Oh they are on the same level, you know what I mean?” she asked. I nodded.
I sipped at my wine, which was almost gone and Sarah came to refill it. “You trying to get me drunk?” I laughed. The fire was warming me outside, and the wine was warming me inside. I felt flushed.
“Come on, let’s eat,” Sarah said. We sat down and ate, talking about work, and David, about me and Tim and about my leaving for college soon. I helped her with the dishes, and then she grabbed the bottle of wine and our glasses and went to sit in front of the fire on the rug. I sat on the sofa behind her and she leaned back, her back resting against my crossed legs. Her hair was dry now, as was mine. It was silky against my bare legs, and I touched it. Her hair curled around my fingers and she sighed, leaning her head back, her eyes closed. I looked at her in the firelight. It cast shadows, making rippling patterns on her face, her arms, her breasts spilling slightly over her bra, turning her hair and skin a warm, tawny color.
“I love your hair,” I said softly, still stroking it, unable to take my hands away. She smiled, her eyes still closed.
“I wish I had yours. I always wanted red hair.”
“Ok, let’s trade,” I said, smiling. “Let me live in your body. I’d like to know what it was like to be drop dead gorgeous for a day.”
“Me?” she opened her eyes to look up at me. They were clear, like blue glass. She turned around suddenly so she was kneeling in front of me, her hands on my thighs. “Elizabeth, you’re absolutely beautiful. You know that don’t you?”
I shook my head slowly. “You are,” she insisted, her eyes on mine. She touched a finger to my cheek, trailing it up over my nose to my other cheek, and then down to my lips. I held my breath. She fingered my hair, rubbing it, taking a piece of it and touching it to my cheek, tickling, smiling. “What would you say...” she hesitated. I waited, barely breathing, unsure, uncomfortable and yet transfixed. “If I told you that I was very... very... attracted to you.”
I swallowed hard.
“Well...” I found my voice. It was a little shaky. “I’d say... that I’m very flattered.”
She waited and I didn’t say anything else. “But?”
“No buts,” I whispered. “You’re incredible... how could I not be flattered?” I touched her hair and she turned her face to rest her cheek on my hand. It was warm and flushed. She kneeled up fully and I uncrossed my legs. She was leaning against the couch between my open thighs, her face inches from mine, her eyes searching.
“Can I kiss you?” she barely whispered, her eyes moving to my lips. I nodded, and she touched her mouth to mine, her arms going around me.
I marveled at her softness, her warmth. I was feeling dizzy, and I didn’t know if it was from the wine, or from the kiss. My hands ran up her arms, her skin softer than anything I’d ever felt, across her shoulders, to her back, pulling her closer and feeling her breasts press into mine. She moaned against my lips and I opened my mouth wider, kissing her deeply, lost... There were no more words then, just sensation, the texture of her tongue, her nails tracing lightly up my back. She let her mouth trail down my neck, nuzzling me gently, making me lean my head back. Nibbling, biting a little, her teeth sending shivers down my arms, she held my hips in her hands and pulled me forward on the couch, so far that I slid slowly off the edge and into her lap. I opened my eyes in wonder, feeling her thighs against mine, looking down at her face, and she was staring at my breasts.
“Beautiful,” she murmured, kissing the tops of my breasts over my bra, covering them with light, delicious little kisses. Her hands slid behind my back, and she undid the hooks of my bra, sliding it down my shoulders and off. She hesitated for a moment, looking... and I watched her looking, a thrill going through me when she moaned and pressed her cheek against my breast, taking my nipple in her mouth.
I whimpered then, arching my back, my hands buried in her curly mass of blonde hair, literally trembling as her tongue ran from one nipple to the other. They were pink and hard, and watching her tiny tongue sneak out to taste them made me gasp and writhe in her lap, wrapping my legs around her waist.
My hands explored her back, and I undid her bra almost without thinking, wanting to feel the smooth skin underneath. Her sharp intake of breath when I did made me shiver and I ground my hips slowly against hers, involuntarily, needing to move. I could feel her breath, coming faster, hot on my breasts, as she licked underneath each one. She eased me back onto the floor. The rug was soft underneath me, and I laid there, my thighs open, my arms thrown above my head, looking at her look at me. It was an incredible feeling, to watch her explore my body with her eyes and see the hunger there. She placed her hands on my sides and leaned over me, kissing my stomach. She pressed her cheek against my navel, rubbing it there, turning her head to dip her tongue into it, flicking gently. I moaned softly and bit my lip, feeling her hard nipples brushing my thighs as she kissed lower. Her lips were so soft, her breath warm, and my panties were gone in a whisper. I was suddenly afraid... seeing her there, so close to my sex. She was looking at it greedily, her hands on my now trembling thighs.
I think she felt my tension because she whispered, “Lizzie, shhh it’s ok...” although I hadn’t said a word. She used her tongue to gently part my lips, moving it from side to side, starting lower and moving deliciously upward. I moaned out loud when she reached my clit... it was throbbing, and her tongue was so skilled, moving the flesh gently, easily, the friction building up. It was too good... I was so excited, my breathing shallow and fast, moving my hips against her mouth, and she put her hands on my hips to hold me still, working faster with her tongue, making little noises to urge me on, and that... oh, that sent me over.
“Ohhhh Sarahhhhh...” I reached for her as I came, and her hands clenched mine, so tight, her tongue kneading my clit as I shuddered against her. She stopped, pressing her tongue flat against it, a tender bit of flesh now, and I groaned, wiggling. She moved up my body, cupping my sex in her whole hand and pressing hard, making me gasp.
She laid beside me and I could see my wetness on her mouth, her chin. I touched my finger to her lips, spreading the wetness, and lifted it slowly, deliberately, to my mouth. She let out a sigh as she watched me, and she slowly slid a finger inside of me. I closed my eyes for a moment, feeling her move it gently in and out. I opened my eyes when I felt her hand move away, and she lifted her finger to my mouth. I let her spread it on my lips, and then sucked her finger greedily into my mouth, making her moan. I leaned in and kissed her, rolling her to her back.
I stopped for a moment to look at her, really look at her, almost in awe. I loved her body. Her breasts were smaller than mine, perfectly rounded, her nipples pink like mine. I traced a finger down her chest, sliding it up across the mound of her breast, toward the peak of her nipple. I circled it slowly, watching the skin purse as she responded. She moaned, squirming, and I looked at her, her eyes half closed, her breath coming faster, and that did it... I took her other nipple in my mouth. It was soft, like velvet against my tongue at first, and I licked it until it was like a pebble between my lips.
I moved slowly onto her, and she accepted my weight, pulling me close. Her hands were in my hair, stroking my back. I moved slowly down her body, kissing her stomach, so flat and smooth, licking the indentation of her waist, her hipbone. She shuddered as I ran my tongue along her skin just above the elastic band of her panties. They were white, and I pulled back to look, seeing the wetness there. She hooked her thumbs in them and slid them down, and I helped her, moaning when I saw the dark blonde triangle of hair between her legs.
I hesitated, unsure... I’d never done this before, and while I knew what to do, I knew what felt good for me, I wasn’t sure how to proceed. She looked down at me, licking her lower lip. I could feel the heat radiating from her against my cheek, I could smell her musky odor. She slid a hand down and opened her lips, touching her clit with her finger, showing me where she wanted my tongue. I reached my tongue out to nudge her finger aside and she gasped, her hips bucking up slightly and I moved my tongue slowly against the side of her clit, getting bold and dipping my tongue lower into the folds, sliding my tongue inside of her, really tasting her. She tasted similar to me, slightly different, but light and fresh, and I swallowed. It lingered on my tongue and in my throat.
“Please,” she whispered, and the sound of her voice effected me. I slipped my tongue back up to where I knew she wanted it, focusing on the tiny bud of her clitoris, feeling it harden. Her tiny cries spurred me on, she purred like a kitten at first, squirming against my mouth, catching my rhythm and responding. Her hands found my hair, her finger nails lightly grazing my scalp, sending shivers down my spine. Licking her excited me, I could feel the wetness on my thighs, and my clit throbbing. I squeezed my legs together tight, hearing her moaning get louder, her hips moving more frantically, and I moaned against her clit, making guttural noises deep in my throat. She gasped and came hard, shuddering, calling my name and pushing her hips up to meet my flickering tongue.
“Oh Lizzie, Lizzie, Lizzie,” she whispered over and over, reaching for me. I slid up to her and she pulled my mouth to hers, tasting herself in my mouth, slowly licking it off my chin, my neck, rolling me onto my back. She let her hand wander over my body as I looked up at her, her fingertips barely touching me. She propped herself on her elbow and smiled at me.
“You’re beautiful,” she said softly, and I closed my eyes, feeling her fingertips moving slowly over me, and I believed her.
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Sam had a guitar, and he could play. No one else was very impressed with this fact, I guess, because I was the one who stayed at his feet all night, begging him to play another song for me. He would smile and oblige, as willing to have an audience as I was to hear him play and sing in his smooth voice. He went through his entire repertoire for me, so that by 2 a.m., everyone else had gone to bed, and it was just me and Sam sitting alone in the living room, me holding the music, turning the pages, him strumming his guitar and singing in my ear.
"Play another one," I begged, opening my eyes when the music came to a slow, sweet halt. He grinned.
"You're insatiable," he replied, idly strumming.
"I know, I'm sorry," I said, leaning back against his leg. "You’re such a nice guy, to sit up with me and do this… I'd listen all night long. You can stop if you want to."
"Nice guy, eh? I’ve been called a lot… I can’t remember being called that one.” He laughed softly. “You know, I think I've played every song I know…” My disappointment must have been palpable because he said, “But… I can still sing to you." We both looked up in surprise when the timer-light on the lamp went out and we were left in the dark.
"It's a sign," I said with a laugh. He smiled in the dark, and I could see the glint of the moonlight and the streetlight outside coming in from the window on his teeth.
"Maybe it is," he said, sliding to the floor next to me and putting his guitar aside. "So what do you want me to sing?"
"Anything at all," I said eagerly. He started singing a Simon and Garfunkel song that he had played earlier on the guitar, and I closed my eyes to listen. It seemed natural when he moved behind me, his hands rubbing my shoulders, whispering, "Relax" and then singing softly in my ear, his breath warm and sweet on the side of my face. I let myself go, all the tension in my body that had been building for weeks released with the touch of his large, warm hands. I didn't think about anything but the sound of his voice, and the feel of him against me, his long legs stretched out next to mine, his hands slipping under my shirt so I could feel the calluses left by the guitar strings on his fingertips as they brushed my back.
"When you're weary," he sang. "Feeling small. When tears are in your eyes, I will dry them all..." Listening to the words made me feel so safe with him at a time when nothing else in my life was secure.
"You're so special, Maggie," he whispered against my neck, and for a moment I was clear-headed, knowing that this couldn't happen, even though I wanted it to. I was still married--Sam was married. We were separated, but legally, we were both still committed to someone else. I jumped when I heard a noise on the stairs, thinking it was Alison coming down to check on us, but thankfully it was just her cat who sat and stared at us with glowing, yellow-rimmed eyes in the dimness. I loved Alison, we’d been friends forever, and she’d taken me in after I’d left Tom, with nowhere to go and my two small children. (It hadn’t yet been a month since I’d discovered the hotel room bills and listened to his lies.) But I admit, I’d questioned her judgment when she told me that Sam and Josephine were coming to stay for the night, because her place was closer to the airport. Sam… her beautiful, talented, wayward and often manipulative ex-boyfriend… and now soon-to-be ex-husband of Josie… I imagined, when she’d told me, seeing the light in her eyes, that she wanted some sort of reconciliation to take place between her and Sam. She had flirted with him mercilessly all night, but he’d been lukewarm, and seemed to prefer playing and singing for me than talking to her. And now here I was, questioning my own judgment. What was I thinking?
“How long have you been playing?” I asked, thinking I might change the subject and shift our gears a bit.
“Guitars? Or women?” he asked, his lips grazing my hairline. I swallowed hard. “They’re actually a lot alike, you know.”
“Really? How?”
“Well… a guitar really is a woman you know… she has a mouth,” he touched my lips with his fingers. “And a neck,” his hand moved down my throat. “And the shape of a guitar is like the shape of a woman… a full, sensual, curvy woman… this shape here…” he ran his hands up over my hips, dipped in at my waist, and moved up my sides toward my breasts. “Do you feel that?” his hands moving back down again. I nodded, not trusting my voice. “And you know… she needs some fine-tuning sometimes… can be a little temperamental. But when you play her well… she can really sing.” I smiled at this metaphor. He had me, and he knew it.
“Sam…” wanting to and not wanting to break the spell. “Where is this going?" I asked hesitantly.
"You tell me," he whispered, his brushing my earlobe.
"I'm afraid."
"If you're afraid, we'll stop. You don't have to do anything you don't want to do." He moved so that he was kneeling in front of me, cupping my face in his hands. "You're so beautiful. I wouldn't be doing this if I didn't think you were... absolutely amazing… really… I hope you know that." I knew what it sounded like, but at 2 a.m., with a little bit of alcohol in me, and an ego that felt reduced to the size of a pea, I wanted to believe him and I did.
"I'm afraid," I repeated, my voice and chin trembling. He kissed the tears on my eyelids.
"What are you afraid of?"
"I'm afraid of doing this," I replied. "And..." I hung my head to hide my eyes, speaking softly. "And I'm afraid of regretting it if I don't."
"Don't be afraid," he whispered. "I won't hurt you." I didn't know if I should believe him, but I did because I needed to. It felt incredible to have someone want me, his mouth, his hands telling me with every movement that he wanted me.
"Why are we doing this?" I asked breathlessly into his neck, his weight on me like a blanket, safe and warm.
"I want to make you feel good," he said, pulling up my shirt inch by inch, following each tug with a kiss. "Making you feel good will make me feel good. What's the harm in that?"
"Nothing," I said, concentrating on his mouth that was moving its way across the flesh of my breasts above my bra. "Nothing, I guess." Thinking: everything, but I don't want to stop.
"You… are… beautiful," he whispered, enunciating each word as he undressed, and the sight of him filled me with an incredible longing. When he was on me, long and lean, but oh, so solid, I held onto him as if I were drowning, and I was, drowning in the feelings coursing through me, conflicting at every moment. He kissed me, a long, deep kiss like I'd never been kissed before. I felt sixteen again when he led my hand down between his legs, and what I found there made me gasp in surprise. He was so large and so hard that at first, I was really afraid, but watching his face as I touched him, his eyes half closed, his breathing ragged, I gradually grew empowered.
The difference was startling--his touch, his kiss, the size and shift and feel of him, all so incredibly different and new. I’d never been with another man except my husband. I’d never even entertained the idea. Yet here he was, and he was everywhere, consuming me. My own need began to frighten me.
"Sam, stop," I begged breathlessly, unable to dislodge him with a push. "I can't do this."
"What do you think we've been doing?" he asked, shifting his weight to look at me. In the moonlight his jawline was strong and firm. I tentatively ran a finger along it and he turned and kissed my hand.
"I know. I don't mean to tease you, but.... I'm just so scared." I was. I was fluttering, trembling.
“Shh," he said, leaning down to my ear and nuzzling my neck. He needed a shave and his whiskers scraped deliciously along my throat. "Let me take care of you. I want to make you feel good. Will you let me?"
"I don't know," I whispered, unable to sort out my feelings. Things were happening too fast. I felt it, and yet I was lying there completely dressed, yes, my summer skirt riding up over my hips, my t-shirt pulled up to expose my bra, but still in a state of not-quite-beyond. Part of me ached to feel the length of him against me. The other part of me wanted to straighten, rearrange, and make for my room in the basement. What in the world was I thinking of doing?
"What will happen if you don't do this?" he asked me, propped up on his elbow to look at me. "How will you feel?"
"You know," I said after a moment.
"Yeah, but do you?"
"Yes," I whispered, closing my eyes as his hand slid down my side. "You want me to say it, don't you?"
“Yes," he breathed, shifting back on top of me, and it was like coming home.
“I want to," I whispered, opening my eyes to see his face, his eyes bright as black glass in the moonlight. "I want you."
There were no more words then. He wanted to guide me and I let him. He undressed me quickly, no fumbling with bra straps or struggling with zippers. My panties were gone in a whisper. And I was there beside him, completely naked and exposed to a man for the first time since I married my husband. Shyness overwhelmed me for a moment, and I was thankful for the darkness to cover the heated flush of my cheeks. I wasn’t one of the tall, thin, beach girls he was used to. His wife had never even been pregnant. His hands kneaded my breasts and then my belly, generous and too soft and plaited with striae.
“Stretch marks,” I apologized as he kissed around my navel. He shook his head, breathing in deep.
“Beautiful,” was all he said. It completely filled me.
He took his time, slow and easy, but I was so far gone already that I was aching for him. His hands and mouth explored the entire length of me, his breath hot on the smooth, freckled skin of my shoulders, my soft and ample breasts, my generous belly, my full thighs. His breath tickled the dark red, wiry wedge of my pubic hair.
“You don’t shave at all,” he remarked and I flushed.
“No, I’m sorry,” I apologized. I’d seen women, girls, in changing rooms, at the gym, and even in a few of the movies my husband had started watching (“Girlie movies” my father used to call them) and had noticed that it was a trend now, to be shaved down there. How clipped or trimmed their pubic hair was, or even shaved to what my husband liked to call a “landing strip”—a line of hair like a runway just above their vulva. Some even completely shaven, smooth as my eight-year-old. He’d asked me to, once, and I had, but my skin and erupted in angry, red bumps and had itched terribly, and I’d never done it again.
“No, I love it… so tired of little girl pussies.” I could hear his smile, and his genuine admiration. The sound of that word in his mouth left me momentarily breathless. Then I was in his mouth, his tongue like sweet quicksilver sneaking through the folds, tunneling his way inward, first down, dipping into me and tasting me, then up again, finding that small, hard, sheathed button of flesh. His fingers opened my lips, and he made a game of gently tugging at my pubic hair to keep them open for his mouth. I couldn’t help the tiny little cries coming from the back of my throat, even though I knew his soon-to-be-ex-wife was sleeping somewhere upstairs, and my own children were tucked in downstairs with the only bathroom off this very room. I’d lost all rational thought, although I had enough sense to whisper and muffle my moans.
“You taste like heaven,” he stopped to tell me and as much of a line as it was, it still effected me. I shivered and moaned, cupping my breasts in my own hands, tugging gently at my nipples. He made deep, soft noises as he urged me on with his tongue, lapping faster and still faster at my clit, no more teasing.
“Sam,” I whispered, my hand finding his hair, close-cropped military cut, nothing to grab onto, I dug into the back of his neck with my nails, pulling him in and in. His hands were on my inner thighs, large and warm, keeping them spread wide. “Sam, don’t stop!” I gasped, feeling that first tightening, an almost folding in of all the muscles in my lower belly, and then the release, a complete and fluid letting go of it all centered right under the tip of his tongue. He held me tight, grabbing underneath me to steady me as a pushed up toward his mouth, gasping for air, scraping hard at his neck and shoulders as I came.
“Good, good, good girl,” he murmured, damp kisses spreading to my thighs, then my quivering belly. He was finally moving onto me, and I had a flash moment of fear. In the aftermath of my orgasm, I was suddenly more clear and sure that this really shouldn’t be happening. Yet he wasn’t stopping. He pushed my legs back, hooking my knees with his arms, propping himself above me, exposing me to him. “Take it in your hand,” he told me. I did. The tip was wet, and he was truly enormous, I’d never held a cock so big, so incredibly engorged. “I won’t hurt you,” he promised me, sensing my hesitation. He thrust into my hand, letting the wetness at the tip lubricate my grip. He moaned softly when I squeezed him. “Feel how hard I am?” he asked.
“Yes,” I whispered, sliding my hand downward from the tip, amazed at the length I traveled to the base.
“You did that,” he told me, finding my eyes in the dimness. “Do you want that?”
I nodded. And it was true, beyond true, beyond thought or sanity, it was simply wanting and being wanted, and I was lost in it. He smiled and he slid himself out of my hand and then moved toward me again, rubbing the length of his cock through my wet openness, driving me slowly to distraction. "Sam, please..." I begged.
"Not yet," he whispered, keeping up an easy, gentle rhythm, the tip teasing my clit with every movement. I ran my hands over his shoulders, reveling in the smoothness of his skin. The hard ridges of his belly, already wet with sweat, made me dizzy with longing. I was losing myself in the sensation, feeling a familiar tingling beginning again in my clit, and when he finally entered me, I gasped out loud at the aim and size and feel of him, swift and hard.
He let out a pent up, shuddering breath in my ear, and when he began to move in me I couldn't keep from whimpering. He found a rhythm easily, and I gasped against his neck, clawing futilely at his back. He filled so much of me that it was a strange cross between pain and pleasure, but his movements were so precise that pleasure soon won out. He asked, "There, do you like that?" as he shifted a little and I moaned and whispered a hoarse, "Yes--don't stop!" He laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a thrill through me, but he did stop, for a moment, taking a deep, measured breath, and then starting. He did this again, and again, taking me ever closer to an edge that I was begging to fall into.
Finally, I was really begging, whispering, “Please, Sam, please, please,” against his shoulder with every thrust, feeling it building inside of me and he reached down to touch my clit, sending me finally, deliciously, over that edge. I shivered against him, every muscle in my body taut as I came, riding wave after wave beneath him.
"Ohh, yes, that’s my good girl," he said, leaning in to kiss me, beginning to move inside me again. For a moment the pleasure was still too intense and I squirmed. He chuckled. “Where do you think you’re going?” he asked, pressing his hand against my lower belly to still me. The feel of him in me was too much, now, and I was incredibly wet, from his mouth, my own juices, his pre-cum, the slick sound of it as he slid in and out suddenly overwhelmingly embarrassing to me.
“I’m sorry, I know I’m really wet…” I started and he kissed me quiet.
“Yes, wet and soft and open, it’s like sliding through butter, Maggie, you… are… incredible,” he punctuated each with a soft kiss. I didn’t know if he really meant it, but it was simply what I needed to hear and somehow he knew it. He shifted, letting me wrap my legs around his waist and gathering me into him at my shoulders, his breath matching mine, beginning again with me as we rocked. His mouth near my ear, his breath warm on my neck, he leaned into me and buried his face and his hands in my long red hair, inhaling me, pulling gently, then not so gently, my head going back, exposing my throat and my breasts to his mouth and he moved deeper into me. I couldn’t take nearly the whole length of him, but I was trying, lifting my hips to meet him.
I let myself go completely, abandoned myself to the feel of him, the ache in my belly, to something bigger than both of us as we moved together, slick and hot and panting as the sensation began to build upward again. I reached down to feel him going into me, and moaned when I realized I could wrap my whole fist around him at the base and still feel him buried into me as deeply as he could go. He was almost growling now, low and animal and I could feel his mouth sucking at my shoulder, sometimes his teeth, a sharp jolt along my collarbone.
“Ahhhh fuck, Maggie,” he whispered, the buck and thrust of him jerkier now, less coordinated and sure, more wild and without any restraint. I ached when I looked at his face, strained and intense in the moonlight.
“Fuck me, Sam!” I gulped at the words in my own mouth, I’d never said anything like it before. He gasped in my ear at the sound of it and I felt him twitch inside of me. I was encouraged. “Yesssssss Sam, fuck me ‘til you cum,” I urged, and he gave into it with a deep groan, his movements sped up quickly, earnestly, and I watched his face, feeling it build in me but knowing I wouldn't quite get there again.
"Help me," he whispered, as he pulled out and I took him, thrusting, into my hand. He groaned, low and throaty, and just the sound of it, so different, was enough to fill me with feeling as he came in hot waves into my hand and onto my stomach and breasts. Shuddering, he collapsed onto me, nuzzling his face in my neck, and I stroked the back of his head where it was shaved very close, so incredibly soft.
"Are you okay?" he asked after a while. I didn't know the answer to that question.
"Thank you," I whispered, kissing his cheek.
"So, do I still qualify as a nice guy?" he asked after a moment, smiling in the darkness.
“Excellent, I'd say,” I replied softly.
His light laugh took a little of the sting away and I turned my face to hide the tears slipping down my temples.
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"I don't believe in God." Dawn heard his words, but she didn't believe them. He was the most spiritually connected person she had ever met.
"I see God when you fuck me," she whispered, dancing her fingers over his belly, clammy now with sweat from their lovemaking, her own belly showing a fine, matching sheen.
"What does he look like?" She could hear the smile in his voice, teasing her. "Old white guy with a beard and staff standing at the gates of heaven?"
"No, nothing like that... Do you want to enter the gates of heaven?" she asked, sliding her leg slowly over his and pressing the fullness of her breasts against his side. Her wetness slid along his leg and she saw his cock twitch slightly in response.
"Not if I have to be good," he grinned, grabbing her thigh and shifting her onto him. He was studying her sitting up so proudly on him, like some Rubenesque Venus with her full, lush curves, her hair like liquid, burnished copper in the early morning light.
"Oh, you have to be good," she assured him, leaning in to find a kiss, capturing his hardening cock between them. "Very, very good." She whispered the words against the razor stubble along the cleft of his chin.
It was always good between them, it had been that way since the beginning, when they had finally consummated their long distance love affair in his tiny flat in London, and it had been that way forever, as they met "Same-Time-Next-Year"-like again and again, unable to resist the magnetic pull between them. Once a year, or once every other, she would fly across the Atlantic to be swept into his arms for a few days of passion that neither of them ever wanted to end. Sometimes it was disrupted on her end, sometimes on his. It was no different than any other affair, the usual heart-rending anchors at home, a husband who loved her enough but not quite, children who needed a mother. There were hundreds, probably hundreds of thousands like it, happening all the time, every day, year after year. She knew he had girlfriends, both short and long-term, but it wasn't enough to keep them apart, and yet there was somehow never anything to completely catapult them together, either. They stayed there in some liminal space, and this was just the nature of their love affair, a powerful, painful, convoluted and compelling thing.
"David, how can I love you so much?" she whispered over his collarbone, stopping to tongue his nipples, smiling at his groan of pleasure.
"Because I'm God, apparently," he replied, and she snorted at his cheeky grin.
"No, silly... you're not God. But I definitely see God through you," she affirmed, kissing her way down that sweet, tempting treasure trail toward his now fully hard cock. Stretched out between his legs and laying her head on his thigh, she took it in her hands and looked up at it. A tower of strength. She worshipped here. This was a yearly pilgrimage, an altar where she came to kneel and pray and give thanks for all of her blessings. He was her wailing wall. The world could fall down around her, as it had a tendency to do over time, her father's death, her sister's nasty divorce, her husband's distance, her own children's betrayals, but David was a constant, her rock.
She worshipped his shaft as if it were holy, and to her, that is exactly what it was. Her tongue surfacing it, every ridge and vein, the entire length, a sweet and silent invocation, again and again and again. His moans of pleasure fed her like nothing else she had ever known, and his cock filled her in ways she never knew possible. She wanted him, again, always, deep inside of her, filling that empty, aching space that only he seemed able to reach.
She was climbing him, feeling her own need weeping between her legs, and he held her hips locked and still, as he always did, looking into her eyes, before letting her sink down onto him with a deep sigh that was both pleasure and relief. It was as if their bodies completed some electrical circuit this way as she leaned over to kiss him, his tongue finding all of those places in her mouth that tickled and tingled all at once. She moved as if she were dancing for him, on him, the wet squelch of their suction, that glorious pull, the only music in the room. His hands found her breasts, heavy, swaying as she rocked, flicking her large pink nipples with his thumbs. She gasped in response, sucking at his tongue, her hair falling in wisps over his face, tickling his nose, his cheeks, his neck, until he couldn't stand it and pressed her back slightly, breaking their kiss.
She sat up on him then, sinking low, lower, trying to press him into her core, she wanted to feel him buried so far within her that she could taste him in her mouth. He groaned and arched his back slightly, giving her a few more centimeters to a depth that seemed immeasurable. She was looking down at him through half closed eyes, their pleasure like a wave they were surfing together, and he reached for her hands, holding tightly.
"Do you really see God?" he asked hoarsely, his breath coming fast. She nodded, her lips parted, she smiled slightly, squeezing his hands in response. "What does he look like?" The question was serious now, not teasing her, his eyes genuinely asking her to tell him.
"Colors," she murmured, closing her eyes, impaling herself, impossibly, just a little further onto his shaft by rocking forward, then back, sending a deep shockwave of pleasure through her body. "And light. Like a rainbow imploding, turning in on itself again and again. Can you feel it? Can you see it?" Her voice was a whisper, but her eyes were on his now. She thought she could see his eyes glistening with tears. He was shaking his head, and her heart ached at his pained expression, the way his jaw worked. He wanted to see. He desperately wanted to.
"Fuck me," she said, tugging at him, urging him to roll her over onto her back. He did, moving into her softness, that yielding opening that received him without resistance as he searched her flesh with his cock. She was wrapping her legs around him, her hands pulling at his back, her breath fast, her voice a hoarse rasp in his ear, "Fuck me, David, fuck me to God." The sound of that phrase, sacred or profane, thrilled him. He felt like a god on her, in her, feeling the sweet waves of her orgasm beginning to draw him even more deeply into her.
"Fill me," she urged, her muscles squeezing him deliciously, and he came, shuddering and meeting the thrust and clutch of her in a blinding white flash.
Their slow return to the world came in gradual shifts, his body collapsing onto hers, the shift and turn of him as she labored to breathe under his weight, the mingling of their hands, the seeping between her legs, thick, like sap, the roll of him onto his belly, hugging the pillow beneath his head, the deep even sound of his breathing. Dawn dozed, in and out, the light on the ceiling brighter now, the day begun out there somewhere, this first day of Hanukkah. It was after Christmas, the holiday her husband cared about, and she had spent it with him. This was her holiday, her week of worship, and she was praying here, in a little flat in London with a man she felt knew her better than anyone in the world, yet whose presence she had physically basked in only a dozen times at most. The world was a funny place.
She rolled to look at him in his sleep, and gasped when she saw the scar on his back. She hadn't noticed it in last night's darkness in their fumbling hurry. It was enormous, very near his spine. "David?" she whispered, not wanting to wake him, wanting to know.
"Yeah?" He was awake.
"What happened?" she asked, tracing over the ugly, jagged scar. It was puckered and dented, and looked like someone had been digging into his skin.
"Melanoma," he said flatly. "Malignant. They took it out two months ago, but it was already into my bones."
She lost her breath, feeling like someone had kicked her in the stomach. She found herself sobbing without even knowing she was doing it. Light was always muted here in this part of the world, but things now truly looked as if the color had been bled out of them, and she felt as if she were wandering in a thick, gray London fog. David turned to hold her, and she railed against him, simply wailing, pounding against his strongly muscled chest hard enough that he would later discover fist-shaped bruises. He didn't try to quiet her, he just let her storm, until finally she eddied and then ebbed, in hitching sighs, fits and starts.
"This is why I don't believe in God," he said finally. His voice was as lifeless as she had ever heard it and she winced, pained, feeling as helpless and hopeless as he sounded. "If there was a God, and he cared about what happened to us, then I wouldn't have cancer, and..." he hesitated only a moment, the words barely above a whisper as he breathed, "I would have you."
"I'm sorry, David." It was hardly enough. She didn't know what else to offer him, although she desperately wanted to comfort him, ease his pain, and her own. "Maybe there is a bigger picture that we can't see..."
She felt his laugh, cynical and bitter, against her ear. "Yeah, sure. Famine, war, it's all part of the plan. My grandfather's ashes carried over Krakow on the wind. All part of some grand plan. You can't really believe that?" He sounded incredulous. "This isn't heaven, Dawn. This is hell on earth, every damned day."
She clasped his hand in hers, pressing it between her breasts. Her heart was beating hard. "I believe in us. I believe that what we have transcends anything else, everything else, even death." Her voice was shaking. "Even death. Yes, ok, this is hell on earth... but it is also heaven on earth. This is all we will ever have, and it really is divine."
He pressed his shaking hand to hers, over her heart, his trembling lips against her lips, and they tasted her tears together in that one moment of connection, a brief, fleeting thing that was all they ever had, all we ever have, something forever sacred and inviolate, one transcendent moment of wonder in the great mystery of it all.
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You've seen the movie (maybe even on a date!) and you've heard of the "Six Degrees of Kevin Bacon" game. This means, in theory, that the man or woman of your dreams is only separated from you by six other people. So where are they, and why haven't you found them yet, you wonder? You've certainly waded through more than six between blind dates, bar hook-ups and chat rooms! The problem is that while six may seem like a very small number, and we'd all like to believe in karma and synchronicity, the reality is that six degrees of separation actually makes for abysmal odds of meeting your destiny. Why? Because it's not just any six people, we're talking about, it's the right six people. It might be more beneficial to look at this: how are you unknowingly keeping yourself from meeting your future mate? Relying on the wheel of fortune to spin you into a relationship utopia is idealistic, but not realistic. Here are six things you might be inadvertently doing to keep yourself separate from Mr. or Ms. Right!
1. Expectations
If you're looking for Brad Pitt or Angelina Jolie, I have news for you... they've already found each other! I know women and men who have a laundry list of requirements about the opposite sex that they strictly adhere to when choosing a potential date. By being rigid and sticking to those self-imposed restrictions, you may miss out on an amazing human being. So she's twenty pounds overweight, or wears glasses, or has a lazy eye... or maybe he's balding, or shorter than you, or has back hair... making these things "deal-breakers" are going to keep you detached for longer than you may want. Looks fade, and by the time you've spent your whole lifetime with Mr. or Ms. Perfect, they're not going to be so perfect anymore, anyway. The old adage, "It's the inside that counts" certainly proves true over time. Even Angelina Jolie and Brad Pitt will be old and wrinkled some day. Loosening your expectations will make those odds of meeting your soul mate shoot way up. Besides, people can lose weight, wear contacts, or join the "hair club for men," and there's always waxing!
2. Home Alone
In spite of the image of the swinging single, most unpartnered people spend their evenings at home. If you only go out once a month, or you decline an invitation to a party because you "don't know anyone there," or you find yourself watching the Friday night television lineup more often than not, then you're probably keeping yourself separate from your future partner. I know you work forty hours a week and you're tired, but I also know that you have other interests that you could be pursuing besides eating Doritos and watching Dancing With the Stars. If you're into books, check out the book store; if you're into music, go see a local band; if you like to laugh, there's the local comedy club. That way, you've increased your chances of meeting that special someone who is interested in similar things, and even if you don't, you were doing something enjoyable, anyway.
3. Body Language
A lot of what we say never comes out of our mouths. Our bodies express things nonverbally all the time to other human beings. The girl over there with her eyes downcast, twisting a piece of her hair around her finger... what is she saying? What about the guy in the corner, chewing on his straw and tapping his foot? See what I mean? You can send all sorts of body language that says "No!" while your heart and mind are saying, "Yes!" Your most important body language tools are your face, your eyes, your hands, and your posture. If you're one of those people who "never smiles," now is the time to give up that habit. A warm smile is one of the best ways to communicate interest in another person. Prolonged, direct eye contact also spells, "I'm interested in you," as does turning your body fully towards a person. If you have any small tics or annoying gestures, you can practice not doing them. They can be distracting, and may make you appear nervous or overenthusiastic. You also need to pay attention to your posture. No, I don't mean you have to walk around with a book on your head, but you do need to notice whether you slouch, or hunch over, or keep your head down, because that implies a lack of confidence. Conversely, if you tend to puff yourself up and swagger a lot, you might convey a bit of overconfidence or arrogance. Body language is something we simply do, almost without thinking, but it's worth paying attention to, because even if you find "the one" standing in line at the supermarket, but you end up turning away out of shyness, you may lose your opportunity to lend destiny a hand.
4. Fear of Rejection
We're all afraid of being rejected. It's like a universal truth. No one wakes up to greet the sun and thinks brightly, "I'm going to go out and be rejected today!" If we've been rejected a lot, we can get stuck in the pattern of not trying, not risking, and this makes it impossible to meet your future partner (unless you get lucky and he or she falls miraculously into your lap at your cousin's wedding or something.) The other old adage, "All life is risk," also proves to be true. You aren't going to find Cathy Compatible or Steven Simpatico if you're too afraid to approach them in the first place. So how do you get over your fear of rejection? I'm afraid, as the Nike logo says, you "Just do it!" Eventually you will be rewarded for your efforts, although it may seem like an exercise in patience in the meantime.
5. Forego the Familiar
You go out to the same bar every weekend, you see the same people, you talk about the same things, it's like Cheers, everybody knows your name. What's wrong with this picture? It may be familiar, but you're decreasing your chances of meeting new people. If you find yourself stuck in this rut, it may be time to mix it up a little, go to a different club, or better yet, forget the club scene entirely—the rumors about that are true, too, it's a fairly oversaturated meat market—and take up a hobby, it doesn't matter what as long as you're interested in it, watercolor painting, bungi jumping, tai chi. The one caveat here is that if you pick a predominately feminine or masculine hobby (say, sewing or boxing, respectively) you're probably only going to meet people of the same gender, and if you're goal is to meet members of the opposite sex, you've cut your odds considerably. I'd suggest you pick something more gender neutral, or even something the opposite sex seems more interested in. Guys, take up cooking, you should know how to do it, anyway! Girls, try a karate class, it could save your life some night, or at least keep Mr. Wrong at bay. And who knows, you may find your future partner making soufflés or practicing "wax-on, wax-off!"
6. Follow Through
Say you think you may have found the one, right here at the local Starbucks of all places, you've struck up a conversation, things have gotten pretty deep fairly quickly, you're finishing each other's sentences, sparks are flying, but alas, the coffee house is closing, and you've both got to work in the morning. Six degrees of separation, and yet there she was, right in front of you, against all odds... but you forgot to get her phone number. Or you wrote it on a napkin, but your roommate used it to wipe up his Gatorade spill in the kitchen. If you think you've connected with your soul mate, the one yard line is the worst and most tragic place to fumble the ball! Not to mix sports metaphors, but your follow-through is more important than ever now. Make sure you get a phone number, and also try to plan another time to meet if you can ("I'm going to be here tomorrow night, you?") Most of all, don't forget to actually use the contact information you do receive. Many opportunities have been lost because someone was too afraid to pick up the phone and take a chance to make a connection.
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My Beloved, Yeshua,
These words fall on your tomb this night, my letter to the dead. My heart would burst without these vellums to contain it. I remain your faithful follower, your devoted 'ezar k'negdo. Your teachings breathe my belly, Rebbe. I am eternally your disciple. I would lie with you one last time under this full moon, the watchful eye of God, the distended belly of the Mother, Great Ima. Long these hours of your passing, I have wailed my sorrow to Shekinah. Beside your apostles I have mourned, and with the woman you called mame. My vigil I have continued into the night long after all have departed. My robes I have torn, and rivers of tears I have shed into the soft valleys of my body, moisture collecting in the crevices and cracks below my belly, between my thighs, anointing the ground before your tomb with my grief.
Hear my lament this waning night: as woman, I am alone amongst your disciples. Why must I feel the loss of my beloved as none other of your followers do? Did our Lord, Adonai, understand that if my heart, the heart of a woman, beat in your chest, you would not abandon me for the sake of the world's redemption? My head is bowed in prayer. How can I accept this cruel betrayal, this bloody act, this senseless sacrifice? You spoke of redemption. There is a part of me, like Tomas, who doubts. Is there no end to this suffering? I have not the strength to bear your burden. But, Yeshua, my own burden weighs heavy on my soul. It sinks me to my knees. I pray your name to heaven, second only to our Father, yet the heart of my body speaks only an unfulfilled yearning. Why must the fulfillment of the spirit leave this ache in my body? Where are you, my Yeshua? My yarah, I am your disciple, but I am also your wife, and my heart follows you to death and beyond.
I was your chosen one, and none who sat at your feet showed greater devotion than I. Even in the earliest hours after your death, I longed to share with our circle the sacred knowledge that was revealed through our holy union. Petra, your rock, in his lust to be favored, speaks now against me. To Barak he speaks his jealousies, that my sins are greater than the mirsha'ath, she who you saved from stoning. Could this be so, my beloved, could you speak this in my eyes? I am no fallen woman, but I cannot deny that my love for you is beyond any, beyond the love of Yaacov or Yochanan. I am no rock, no stone, no blade. My heart soft, my body a vessel, I am a sacred chalice whose purpose is only to be filled. You have taught me this. You are teaching this now, even in your death.
For my very nature, shall I seek absolution? Could it be that I am a sin? Does your Petra speak the truth? Rebbe, all who have heard with their hearts have been awash in your wine, yet while man burns your spirits to the heavens, woman drinks them deeply into her body. Would you fault a wild dog for scavenging, a sheep for bleating, the Joshua tree for raising its limbs to the heavens in prayer? How can they judge me for being what God made me? Where else would your gifts sleep in this earthly world but in my breast, my belly, my womb? No loyalty, no devotion was more fierce than mine. Never could I have denied you my deepest surrender, my body, my blood, my most yielding, secret self. In my heart of hearts I know it is no sin, my hunger for your blessed hand upon my head, your unshorn hair upon my lips, the grace of your breath upon my ribs.
My only sin lies in denying it for fear of reprisal amongst your apostles. Petra and your men would speak of the union as now the Pharisees do in their betrayal of the truth, as a profanity and not as the sacred union of heaven and earth. My beloved, I have denied the great truth that sprang from our union. You are gone, I have no more net around my fishes, no shoreline to follow home, no Bethlehem's star to lead me back to your birth. I am lost. You must forgive me for betraying you, my Yeshua, you must forgive me for betraying my own heart.
I cannot forget those honeyed moments when I was your woman, your bone, your flesh, when you pressed me to the olive tree, and I tasted salt on your lips and begged for more. How could we not allow our bodies, also, to declare our oneness? Already, we were one in spirit, like twining limbs that grow together over time. I never felt separate from you. For me, you were the kingdom of which you spoke and I lived there every moment. My soul never went hungry. You were ever my bread and wine.
How could we be separate in the flesh if we were not meant to come together as one? Why else would Adonai breathe his life into the separate forms of man and woman? Is it not the same breath that gives life to both? Woman is no original sinner. I am no original sinner. Those words passed from your mouth to mine, your heart to mine. Shall I forgive your men, for they know not what they do? What does not stir with the breath of the Father, who is not quickened with his life—man or woman, slave or free, Jew or Greek? I want you here, now, to speak these words from your lips to all that would hear. The comfort of the sound of your voice would be enough for me.
Yeshua, I am cleaved in half without you. I would that you would hold me, allow me to flow through your wounds. Would that it had been me. You already know my confession—I would have given myself in your place. Not for the sake of all, but for the sake of myself, so that I would not have to bear the pain of your loss. Once you told me your message could not have come into the world if not through me. Only now, after you are gone, do I understand what I gave you. You needed me, woman, this worldly vessel, to evoke the deepest, darkest, impassioned truth of you.
This night my breath moves in my body, whirling me to the winds. I can feel the swell of beauty, the rippling tides you sought in me, how it gifted you into life, into your own gift and greatness. My belly, full, open, wide, contains the world. Through you I have awoken to who I am. These days of your death, I have cried into the whole of yearning. This pain is eternal. How much our love is contained in the beauty of our pain. The weight of this life is a curse. I can feel my urge to sink, the pull of my soul calling. My heart is heavy with it, gaping. It is your heart still beating within my breast, not mine own.
I walked through the city yesterday, a brief respite from my vigil with you. I could feel it in all those who crossed my path, what you meant with those words: "If the flesh came into being because of spirit, that is a marvel, but if spirit came into being because of the body, that is a marvel of marvels... yet I marvel at how this great wealth has come to dwell in this poverty." Is this the poverty of spirit that you felt, every day, every moment: the sickness growing in this man's belly... the stiff ache of this woman's hips... the hungry eyes of men... the longing eyes of women... all the babies born and dying already as you passed? I felt it yestermorn and was grieved. This life is a stone in the desert, and your sacrifice compels my deepest heart to breathe past the borders of the flesh, of the world, to breathe it all as the waves of love. It is the joining of our hearts, our minds, our bodies, that brings me to this.
I bought meat in the marketplace, but could not taste it. Like a beast, I fed, but no hunger in me was sated. I wanted to taste you. I wanted to caress your face the way you know, the way I know. It was not to be. It is no more. Soldier's blades fell into a dark hole in my breast while someone held my heart in their hands, pressing my blood out to feed a barren land. I was overtaken, yet my breasts felt beautiful, as if responding to your presence. That moment has passed, leaving my breasts feeling big and bottom-heavy, and starved of all tenderness.
Was my wanting you a sin? Your spirit moved through me, your flesh moved in me. I was filled. Even now I feel the immensity of your love, the limitlessness of your acceptance. It feels like home. You are here with me now, Yeshua, as you have always been and will always be, even in those moments when I am weary, tight and small. That is my shape now, a lamb before the altar stone. I remember other shapes. I was a lotus, the source of sorrow, floating next to you, feeling the yearning to be entered in my me'ah like a pulse. I was a serpent, your temptress, basking in the sun, the slight undulation of my belly beckoning you. What form could I have taken that you would not love?
Do not ask me to be only your disciple, your talmid. I am your woman. My raw heart is cracked open and bleeding into the earth. My body is unbound. The whole plain of heaven could not contain the flood of my grief. I am woman, Yeshua, and I want what women want: her man-- home, children, and life, as it flows deep under the desert, love's cool, secret wellspring. Yes, I am a teacher, a scholar, your follower, a seeker and speaker of your truth and my own, but I am first a woman. Your absence now reveals that to me. Grieve for me, my Lord, for naught was more important to me than our bodies as one, coupled under the stars.
Dawn rises on this third shive, consoling the desert chill. When I am an old woman, my knees will have hollowed the ground before your tomb. Yet we will be married in death as we were in life. I speak this letter into your ear, my cheek against your warm neck, my prayer to you. Yeshua, we are one.
Mariam
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Susan hid deep in the back of the closet, behind the shoes and the baskets filled with dirty laundry, burying her quivering self under piles of closet-things, breathing hard into her mother's long dresses. She didn't recognize the deep voice of the man who had entered their kitchen this morning, interrupting the cinnamon toast and Cocoa Puffs breakfast she was having while her mother, tired but smiling at the other end of the table, drank coffee from a jelly jar.
She had school today and, for once, she was going. Her mother had promised, and had even gotten up to braid her hair and wash a bowl and spoon to make her breakfast. Susan normally ate whatever she could make for herself on Monday morning—a piece of bread, crackers, cookies if she could find them, with water that she could get from the tap. The milk jug was still too heavy for her to lift.
She never went to school on Mondays, but today was the holiday party, and her mother kept her promise, grumbling only a little instead of yelling when Susan had pushed and prodded her off the couch. Susan's heart thudded in her little chest, her breathing just beginning to slow and normalize as she strained to hear a sound, anything beyond the walls of the closet. Everything was muffled from here, kind of like when she held her breath and slipped under the water in the bathtub.
Would he hurt her? Susan's breath went away at the thought.
He had filled the kitchen, blocking the sunlight he'd let in when he entered. She could still see her mother's face, drawn and pale, her mouth meshed into a thin line at the sight of him filling the doorway.
"You owe me, Jennifer," was all he said in that rough voice she didn't know.
Susan knew there would be no school again today when her mother said: "Go to your room, Sue, and don't you dare come out. I mean it or I'll get the belt, I swear I will."
So she went, hiding in the closet behind her mother's clothes. Her own clothes filled the dresser next to the twin bed she and her mother shared sometimes—although more often than not, her mother slept on the couch.
She remembered everything; although she would claim then and years later that she saw nothing.
First, she heard the scream, shrill and fast, almost as if it hadn't happened at all. Fear kept her there a moment, and then concern for her mother made her creep out of the closet on stocking feet.
She remembered the smell of cinnamon toast, the feel of the wall on her hand, cool and rough, as she made her way down the hall toward the living room.
She remembered the angle of the doorway to the kitchen and standing next to the sofa that her mother had been asleep on less than an hour ago. Susan could see only their heads as they lay on the faded, dirty linoleum, his face obliterating hers, his teeth clenched, his eyes closed, one of his hands holding both of hers above her head.
He was moving on top of her, making small noises, but her mother was silent beneath him. Susan was afraid to stay, afraid of being caught there seeing something strange, something she knew she shouldn't be seeing. She was more afraid to go, and she stood there with the longing to see her mother's face, to know that she was okay.
He cried out, a low, grunting noise, and stopped moving. She strained to see past him, around him, to glimpse her mother's face, needing to see her to reassure herself that this was okay, that she was all right. Susan held her breath until he lifted his head. For the rest of her life she would wish she hadn't seen the blankness in her mother's eyes that looked up at the ceiling, past him, past anything in this world.
He was gone from her line of vision then, and it was just her mother, lying there motionless on the floor, a trail of blood running from the corner of her swollen mouth. Susan wanted to go to her, and would have, threat of the belt or no, if he hadn't laughed then.
"Pretty good, Jen," he said, and something landed next to her mother's face with a sickening thud. A small paper bag. "Here's a little something extra. See you next week."
Susan heard his boots on the linoleum and scrambled under the covers on the couch, settling into the indentation made by her mother's body in the night. She peeked out to look, her mother still on the floor, curled on her side now, staring at the bag. She heard the kitchen door slam, and her mother sobbed, picking up the bag and throwing it through the doorway into the living room.
Susan ducked under the covers until only her eyes were showing, waiting, watching. She would always remember the way her mother sobbed as she sat up, not bothering to pull her robe together as she stood. Tall and pale in the early morning light, her face was smudged with mascara and blood. She stood, head down, trembling and quiet for a moment.
Then her mother turned and headed towards where Susan lay hidden beneath the covers on the couch. Afraid her mother would yell and bring the promise of the belt, she held her breath, paralyzed. She would remember forever her mother swearing, bending down to retrieve what she had thrown, and peering inside like a kid into a bag of candy. Her mother squealed and laughed then, heading toward the bathroom.
Susan was never discovered by her mother on the couch that day. She crept back to the closet and fell asleep, awakening to her mother's voice calling her, asking her what she'd seen. Nothing, nothing, I swear it, Mommy, can I go to school, now? No, it was too late for school, but they could go to the park, and they did. Susan would also remember forever the feel of her mother's hands on her back as she pushed her, higher, higher, on the swings. Give me under, Mommy, give me under! And her mother would run under the swing, laughing through a mouth still swollen and beginning to bruise.
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Several pictures of her were tucked into the sides of the mirror over his dresser. Most were school pictures, and one was of the two of them together, their arms wrapped around each other, both of them smiling at the camera. My hand, holding the brush that I had picked up from amidst the clutter on his dresser, stopped in mid-air as I peered at those pictures.
I glanced from her to my own reflection in the mirror, unable to help the mental comparisons. She was blonde and blue-eyed, petite and quite pretty. I was pretty in an unusual way, pretty in the right light, the right clothes, the right make-up, but I knew that I didn't possess that fresh, natural beauty anymore. That was gone—it had passed away somewhere between college frat parties and establishing my first 401K.
A heavy, sodden dullness settled somewhere in the pit of my stomach as I glanced from her picture to my naked reflection in the mirror, and then to Del, who was behind me, hauling up his jeans and cramming in the tails of his shirt.
"I've gotta shave," he said, moving to look over my shoulder. The mirror revealed him rubbing his cheek. He had a shock of light blonde hair that always seemed in need of cutting or combing, eyes like clear blue glass, and he moved with a slim, languid, muscled grace that still made me turn to watch him as he walked away.
He had a durably boyish face, but he was only eighteen. His features would change somewhat by the time he was my age—but I knew his eyes wouldn't change. His eyes were the thing that attracted me the most; there was some sort of reserve there that I still couldn't place.
"What do you think?" he asked me, pushing his bottom lip forward in thought and studying his face in the mirror. "Should I grow a beard?"
"If you want," I replied, finding my voice. I hadn't thought I could speak through whatever seemed congealed in my throat.
"I could leave the stubble," he said, wrapping his arms around my waist from behind and rubbing his cheek against my neck. I shrank away a little from the feeling, smiling indulgently. I loved the feel of his clothed body against my bare skin.
"Yuk." I wrinkled my nose, turning in his arms, away from the mirror and the pictures of his girlfriend.
"Okay," he agreed with a little smile. "Want to come watch me shave?"
"Do we have time?" I asked, putting my arms around his neck and beginning to brush the back of his hair.
"My mom won't be home 'til after three," he said, glancing at the clock over the bed that we'd just vacated.
"Okay," I said, pulling out of his arms and putting the brush back down on his dresser. I reached for my t-shirt. "Let me put something on."
"Nuh-uh," he said, grabbing my hand and pulling me in to him. He kissed my shoulder, my neck, nibbling on my earlobe. "Stay like this."
I raised my eyebrows at him, but just smiled when he took my hand and I followed his lead out of his room and down the long hallway to the bathroom. I loved his bathroom, and the bathtub most of all. It was a marble sunken thing that I'd been dying to soak in since I'd seen it three months ago, when Del and I had first started coming to his house on Saturdays when no one was home. I still hadn't had the chance and I didn't know if I would. Maybe there would be time this summer, if his parents went out of town for some reason before I went back to teaching in Japan in the fall.
I slid up on the counter and watched him take out his razor, the shaving cream, and a towel. I loved to watch him shave, to see him leaning over the sink to look into the wall-to-wall mirror, long-legged and slender, razor poised in mid-air. It was such a masculine thing, shaving, there was something about sharing it that made me more of a part of his world somehow.
I watched him lather his face and thought of the picture in his bedroom of him and Tracy. I remembered her arm around him in such a casual air of ownership. It bothered me. What bothered me more was the absence of my own picture in that mirror.
I think this was the first time I realized what they meant. They held the sweet promise of a future, something he and I didn't have. It was a foregone conclusion that the relationship would be over when I went back to Japan and he started college in the fall.
So, what did I expect? I knew when we had started seeing each other that I was going to be the "other woman." I knew it all along. He didn't lie to me. There was no future for us, there was only right now.
I realized that he was looking at me, half-shaved, razor poised, giving my face a long and interested search.
"Should I ask?" He raised one eyebrow in my direction. I loved that.
"Ask what?"
"What you're so lost in thought about." He put the razor back to his face and looked back in the mirror. "You're usually chatting a mile a minute when you watch me shave."
I just shrugged, planting an elbow on my knee and resting my chin on my cupped hand, my eyes following the razor's path, my mind wandering. I hadn't planned on getting involved. I was home to take care of some things with my parents' estate, just for a few months. I hadn't planned on meeting someone, let alone some high school kid fifteen years my junior.
But Del wasn't like most eighteen year olds, and I had found myself drawn to him, trusting him in ways I knew I shouldn't. Things had happened as naturally as breathing. He had seeped into my life, filling the cracks, dulling the cutting edge of my loneliness back here where things were so familiar but I didn't know anyone anymore. I hadn't planned any of it, but how could you plan to fill a void that you didn't even know existed?
"Are you going to see her tomorrow?" I asked, slanting him the question.
He hesitated and I wondered if he was going to play dumb. He didn't, but, as usual, he didn't give me a straight answer either. "You have a beautiful cunt, you know that?" he asked. His eyes fell to the triangle between my legs.
"Thank you." I smiled, knowing he was trying to distract me, and I let him. I put my feet up on the counter, opening my thighs, giving him a better view. "So are you going to see her?"
"Samantha." He said my name with a sigh. I didn't reply but just watched him instead.
"I might," he said, raking the razor over the few spots he had missed. I waited. "Probably."
More silence as he wiped his face clean with a towel. "Ok, yeah, I guess."
"I figured."
He put some shaving cream on the tip of his finger and touched my nose with it.
I rolled my eyes. "Jerk!" I wiped it off with my hand and dabbed it onto the tuft of my pubic hair with a grin.
His eyes lit up and he reached over and opened the top drawer under where I was sitting, pulling out a pair of manicure scissors.
"I was kidding!" I replied, grabbing his towel and wiping the shaving cream off.
"I'm not," he said, snapping the scissors open and closed, his eyes flashing, his grin devious.
"I thought you liked it!" I cried. In spite of my ever-advancing age, the start of crow's feet around my eyes, I was very proud that I was a natural redhead. Men were amazed and fascinated that the hair between my legs just a shade darker than the strawberry-blonde hair on my head. Del had expressed that same sentiment many times.
"Mmm, I do," he replied, kneeling on the floor so he was eye-level between my legs. He leaned in and kissed all around my pubic hair. "But I'd love to lick your pussy when it was shaved."
I touched the curly, wiry mass of hair. "I wonder what it would feel like..." I had never thought to trim or shave there. I was afraid of losing something, some part of myself. It was silly, but there it was.
"Want to find out?" He showed me the scissors again. Seeing him eyeing my bits with a sharp implement in his hands was quite a shock.
"I don't know," I replied, biting my lip and stalling. "Do we have time?"
"Plenty." His lips brushed my thigh as he breathed in my scent. The sight of his unruly blonde head between my legs elicited an immediate response and I felt myself opening to him. "Don't you trust me?"
I sighed. That was the question, wasn't it? "Should I?"
"Yes," he replied, his fingers probing my slit, spreading it open. He kissed my clit, his lips soft against my flesh.
"Ok," I breathed, leaning back against the mirror as his tongue moved through my wetness.
"I want to kiss her goodbye." he murmured, easing his way through, making his tongue into a sharp little point to probe inside of me. I moaned when his fingers replaced his tongue, sliding deep into my flesh as his mouth moved over my clit. I was still surprised at how skilled he was at this, how attentive, how eager to please.
I moaned as he gently sucked and nibbled my clit, his fingers beginning to move in a slow, steady rhythm. I cupped my breasts in my hands, tweaking my nipples as I watched him lick me, his eyes on mine, watching my response. I lifted my breast, reaching my tongue out for my nipple, a fat, pink bud. He watched me lick at it, making it wet with my saliva, and he groaned, the vibration sending a quick jolt through my pussy.
I closed my eyes, my head going back, shifting my hips forward toward his mouth, letting the sensation build, like the spark of a flame starting a wildfire between my legs. I loved the wet noises he made as he urged me on with his tongue, the squelch of his fingers pistoning in and out of me. I grabbed his hair, calling his name, rocking my hips with him now.
He murmured something but I couldn't hear the words as I pressed him harder against me, using his mouth now, moving my hips in easy circles. I was close, my thighs trembling with the effort. Del pulled his head back, shaking off my hand, his face glistening with my juices. I looked down at him, surprised, bewildered, as he grinned at me.
He lifted the scissors again, and I gasped, my pussy swollen and throbbing and aching for release.
"Now?" I panted, reaching for him, longing to press his face between my legs again.
"Yes," he replied, starting to trim the hair between my legs. "I want to taste you when you're all smooth."
I groaned, watching him pull the hair taut with his fingers and snip it, bit by bit, working his way up one side of my labia and down the other. The pulse between my legs was an incessant reminder, and feeling him pushing and pulling at my lips, watching his tongue sneak out of his mouth as he concentrated, was making it worse. I rubbed my fingers over my nipples, feeling it immediately in my clit, and shivered.
"Hurry," I whispered, looking at him through half-closed eyes and he smiled, watching me pull and twist my nipples, his eyes darkening with lust.
"God, you make me so hard," he said, reaching down to adjust himself in his jeans.
I looked down at what he'd done so far. There were light red pubic hairs all over the counter, and my mound looked like it had undergone a military buzz cut. "What if your mom finds red pubic hair in the bathroom?" I asked, brushing some off my thighs.
"I'll clean it all up," he replied, changing the blade on the razor and running it under water. He put some shaving cream on his hands and started lathering me up between my legs. I wondered for a moment if it would sting or burn and was relieved to find that it didn't.
My lips still felt so swollen, my clit throbbing. He was being much more careful with me than I'd ever seen him be with himself. He shaved downward at first, rinsing the razor under warm running water after each pass, and then he shaved upward, clearing every last hair away with the sharp, double-edged blade.
The air on the wet skin of my vulva was cool, and I shivered. It was a strange sensation. He rinsed the razor again, and then got the towel wet, wringing it out before beginning to wipe me down with it. I whimpered as he rubbed it over my pussy, again and again, making a few passes over my thighs and down my ass. Then he used the towel to wipe down the counter and the floor beneath my feet before tossing it into the sink.
Then he stood back, his arms crossed, admiring his handiwork. I could see the bulge in his jeans, and knew he was as excited as I was.
"How does it feel?" he asked me with a smile.
"Cold," I replied with a little laugh, reaching down to touch myself. So smooth! The air had dried my skin and it was as soft as rose petals under my fingers. I stared at him, amazed. "Can I see?"
"Turn around," he said, coming to stand in front of me, helping me swing my legs around on the counter, leaning back against him for support as I did.
My eyes were drawn between my legs and I gasped. Completely shorn, my pussy looked so tiny, almost like a little girl, no more hair spreading upward in a triangular thatch to give the illusion of larger proportions. My lips were pink and swollen, parted enough to show my clit peeking out at the top. I touched it and moaned softly, the sensation intense.
"She's beautiful," Del said, holding me against him, cupping my breasts and then moving one hand down my belly, seeking the wetness between my thighs. "You're beautiful."
His hand stroked my hairless and exposed labia and we both watched in the mirror as he parted my lips and slid a finger into me. He lifted it to his mouth, tasting me, and I moaned.
"Let me kiss her," he said, holding my shoulders and turning me toward him. I wrapped my legs around his waist, my tongue seeking his and finding it, tasting me in his mouth. He pressed his crotch against me, his cock hard and straining at the fabric. The roughness of the denim over my exposed skin was a powerful sensation, incredibly arousing in a way I had never experienced before. I rubbed myself there against him, sucking his tongue into my mouth.
He groaned, breaking the kiss and adjusting himself again as he knelt between my thighs. His breath over my now-bare skin was a panting heat, and I wiggled and moved my hips closer to his mouth. He feathered kisses over my lips, moaning at the smoothness of it, and I marveled at it, too. My wetness had nowhere to go, nothing to contain it, and I could feel my juices beginning to flow, a steady trickle between my legs.
"Oh, god!" I cried, feeling him spreading my wetness over the sensitive, unprotected skin of my lips, his tongue lapping it off. He nuzzled my clit with his nose, delving into my pussy with his tongue to find more of my juices, drawing me out. He made his tongue flat, moving it over my whole pussy in long, easy strokes, bottom to top, stopping just short of my clit every time.
I grabbed his hair, moaning, "Lick it! Please!" directing him there with my hands, my hips, and sighing as his tongue swept over my clit, still flat and soft and open, teasing me with slow, gentle strokes. I watched him, my bald lips disappearing when he opened his mouth to suck on them. It may have appeared smaller and more dainty, but my pussy felt three times more swollen and sensitive in this unveiled state. I moaned and rolled my hips, spreading my legs wider and pressing up against his mouth.
He slipped two fingers into me, pumping them through the dripping, soppy mess that I was making all over him and the counter, but it felt so good that I didn't even hesitate when I started fucking him back, thrusting my hips against his hand. He groaned an encouragement, his tongue moving fast and furious against my clit now, his fingers matching my fierceness.
"Close," I whispered, but he knew it and didn't stop, giving me more and more, until I bucked and twisted and shuddered, cumming in a flood all over his face. I shivered, the cool air over the bare moisture between my legs giving me goosebumps, and let my body start to relax, my feet slipping off the counter and resting over Del's shoulders as I gasped and panted, still feeling a quiver deep in my lower belly.
Del stood then, grabbing my ankles in one hand and putting them over his shoulder. His mouth and face were glossy and slick, his eyes burning as he unbuttoned his jeans to reveal his hard cock. I gasped and moaned when he shoved it up against my pussy, my legs still pressed together, straight up, my ankles crossed against his left shoulder. He rubbed the head of it all through the wet heat of my now-smooth skin, my slit squeezed together, tight, a moist resistance against the force of his hard cock slipping through, up and down, again and again.
"Fuck me," I begged.
The wet, smooth entrance of my pussy now gave him no fuzzy obstruction as he slid the head of his cock down and pierced my soft, creamy flesh. He groaned, stopping when he was fully in me, the saddle of his hips rocking me just a little back toward the mirror. I moved to open my legs, but he held them tight against his shoulder, beginning to fuck me that way, my pussy a snug, smooth, shaven crease, all wet heat and tight friction. He cupped my breast with his other hand, pulling and twisting my nipple as he drove into me, his breathing harsh, moving into me with hard, long thrusts.
The sensation of my now hairless pussy being squeezed and pummeled at once, the delicious, damp grinding of his hips against mine, feeling him shove into me faster and harder as he worked his cock through my flesh, was almost too much. I had never been the kind of girl who had multiple orgasms, but the stimulation between my legs now was fast driving me toward the contrary.
"I love your shaved pussy," he growled, moving his hips in small circles, working his cock against the pressure and tension of my legs squeezed together, my pussy lips closed firmly around him. I arched my back and moved my hips with his, straining to grind my clit toward ecstasy.
I closed my eyes, feeling him start to thrust deeper and make the low, grunting noise he always made just before he came. I strained against him, twisting in exquisite torture with my clit trapped between my swollen pussy lips, my compressed thighs, and then I felt a dam burst, a violent shudder racking my body as I came again.
Del groaned and pulled quickly out of me, opening my legs and aiming his cock directly at my clit, finishing himself off quickly with a few strokes of his hand. The heat of his cum over my pussy was a burning shock and I gasped, writhing as wave after wave seared the bare skin of my vulva.
"Incredible," he murmured, his fingers spreading his seed over my lips. He smiled at me. "So, how do you like it?"
"I love it," I replied, sitting up and putting my arms around him. "I can't believe how sensitive my pussy is now."
He groaned. "Don't start tempting me again, my mom will be home in an hour!"
"Well, let's get cleaned up before mommy comes home," I said, sliding off the counter. I wiped up with a tissue and looked longingly at the marble bathtub before following him into the other bathroom where there was a shower stall.
I found myself back in his room, brushing my wet hair and contemplating the pictures of his girlfriend tucked into the mirror while Del pulled on his jeans.
"I want to meet her some day," I told him, fingering the edges of one of the photos. He stared at me for a moment.
"That would be interesting," he said, pondering it.
"Might be awkward, but maybe not," I said. "After all, she doesn't even know I exist. No one knows I exist."
He came up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist. "I know you exist."
He kissed my neck and I got a wave of deja-vu. I looked at my body in the mirror, the triangle between my legs a conspicuous absence. It made me look and feel strangely younger, but also more exposed—vulnerable.
"You two are so different," he said, running his hand over my hip.
"I had that feeling," I replied. "Aside from the age difference, I mean."
"Your pussy looks so sweet like this," Del said, his eyes and fingers caressing me there.
I smiled, twisting out of his arms and grabbing my panties and jeans off the end of the bed. "So, tell me the truth, did you get involved with me just for the sex?"



"Of course not, Sam." Del started tucking in his shirt. "You know how I feel about you."
"She's your girlfriend." I glanced back at the mirror as I did up my bra. "I'm just your lover."
"Just my lover?" he repeated, brushing his hair. "Isn't that enough?"
"No," I told him, reaching for my t-shirt and pulling it on. "I guess it's not."
"So you're saying that you mind?" He dropped the brush on the dresser and looked at me.
"Yeah." I shrugged, shifting my stance. It felt strange between my legs, as if I had been stripped of something vital, my jeans and panties now just constant friction.
"Yeah," I repeated softly. "I mind."
Del came to stand in front of me, putting his arms around me.
"Not enough to leave, though," he said, his tone soft, knowing.
It was true and I resented that he knew it. I rested my forehead against his neck, feeling him long and lean against me.
"I love you, Sam," he told me, and hugged me. I squeezed him back, wondering if he realized that I knew how much he manipulated me.
"I know," I replied. "We'd better get out of here before your mommy returns to find her little boy in his bedroom with an older woman."
Del laughed and pulled back. "Okay."
I looked into his eyes for a moment, wondering if I knew him, or if I wanted to.
He took my hand and led me out of the bedroom.
And I let him.
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I know how I got here. It started in the shower.

The kids sleep until it's light out, their internal clocks finely tuned to the sun, but Jack and I have to roll out of bed long before then. He always hits the snooze button at least twice, and I usually snuggle up to his broad, strong back until he rolls me over to reverse spoon and pulls my hips in to him so I can feel how hard he is for me. There isn't a day on earth that Jack doesn't wake up hard. It makes me smile and wiggle back against him, all sleepy eyes and long limbs.

It's a very rare occasion when we have time for morning sex in our rush to get everything ready and everyone out the door on time. Still, he loves it when I reach back and squeeze and tug on him in those drifting moments still caught between sleeping and awake. I like to imagine what he's been dreaming about as I reach back and stroke him against my ass— what new flavor of the feminine has entered his unconscious during the night—a dark, exotic beauty; a long, slender blonde, some cool drink of water; or maybe a curvy, fiery redhead like me?

It's an awkward angle for me to do for very long, and sometimes he takes his cock in his hand and rubs it up and down the crack of my ass, or just moves the head against the soft skin of my cheek. Once in a while, if I've forgotten and worn panties to bed, I'll curl my arm behind my back and pull my panties up tight. He loves to see me "bound" that way, even just the suggestion, my wrist twisted in the material and resting against my lower back, my bikini panties pulled taut and thin as a thong between my cheeks.

There are mornings when he feels more urgent, when he grabs my hips and shoves his cock between my ass cheeks, rubbing it there, hard. Those mornings he will press into me and stroke his cock against my ass, his breath coming faster against my neck, his cock an iron bar, his hand pistoning up and down his shaft. I love listening to the sweet flesh music of his hand on his cock. It makes me moan and wiggle against him as I reach back to spread my ass for him (god, he loves that!) and arch my back so he can aim his cock at the tender little rosebud of my asshole. That usually sends him over the edge, my hands opening myself to him that way, and he will grunt and thrust and spill his cum deep into the crack of my ass.

Those are the days I really need a shower.

I am the queen of fast showers, with a litany of things to do today already running through my head. He is a shower lingerer, just standing for long moments under the water, soap in hand, while I am all-business, scrubbing and rinsing and shaving in record time.

Sometimes he can get me to linger with him, distract me from the endless lists of stuff to accomplish in my head. That's where it really started, although I recognize it now as a progression from our early morning ass stroking sessions. It happened more on mornings when he was still excited, those mornings he didn't masturbate to completion in our bed, those mornings when his cock revived the minute soap and water were applied.

Those mornings he would take my hand and put it on his cock as he washed it, slick and hard and throbbing, something he knew never failed to interest me. I couldn't often resist a hard cock thrusting into my hand, even when there were other things to do.

Still, I would protest. "Jack, we can't. I forgot to make lunches last night."

"How about a little breakfast first?" He would kiss me and then rub his fingers over my lips and I would know immediately what he wanted.

I loved sucking him off in the shower, although I didn't often get the opportunity. I loved kneeling in the needling spray, gulping down his cock and his cum, nearly drowning in the cascade of water over my head as he shoved himself into my mouth. My pussy gets wet just thinking about it.

"Jack, we can't, really." I would tell him, finishing rinsing my hair.

"Then just let me stroke myself against your ass."

And that's how it started, me bent over in the shower, my hands braced against the tile, my legs spread, the hot water running over my ass as he kneaded my flesh, spreading my cheeks open and rubbing his cock up and down my slit, teasing my pussy and my clit, before he began stroking himself right against my asshole.

But it didn't end there. Oh, no. That's just where it started. One morning, he put his finger there, a gentle probing, a tickling tease. I shied away at first, embarrassed. For me, there was a grave difference between his cock, which seemed enormous against that tiny hole when he stroked it there, and his finger, which seemed to have a sly intention. Of course, I was right.

His finger, slippery with the soap he was using to lubricate his cock, slid into my asshole. When I hissed at him and told him no, he didn't take it out. Instead, he slid in another, increasing the pressure.

"Shh, Shawnie, it's ok," he murmured to me, using the diminutive form of my name as a comfort measure as his fingers moved, slow, in and out.

"Jack!" I squealed as his fingers moved a little deeper. My face was flushed, and not just from the heat of the water in the shower. "That's... that's nasty!"

He chuckled, sliding his other hand between my legs, teasing my clit with one finger just the way he knew I loved. I moaned and arched my back, forgetting about what he was doing in my asshole for the moment.

"Does it feel nasty?" he asked me, rubbing my clit and fucking, yes, he was fucking my asshole in a slow, easy motion and I was caught wiggling between shame and pleasure.

That first time, shame won out. I pulled away from him and got right out of the shower, drying off and not answering his calls, even when he stuck his head around the curtain.

When we talked about it later that night, as we were falling asleep, I blushed red again, telling him I didn't want to do anything like it, and that if he insisted on pushing it, we could just shower alone—but the threat sounded hollow, even to me.

And it was. It was only a week or so before he did it again, slipping his finger into my asshole as I was bent over in the shower. This time he had waited, getting me fully aroused before beginning his gentle inquiry. That time, I didn't get out of the shower, and he came all over me with his fingers buried deep inside my ass.

The next time, I came so hard my ears were ringing, rubbing my own clit as he fingered my ass and pussy all at once. That time I turned around and sucked him off, as eager to have his cum as he was to give it to me.

The time after that, we crossed into entirely new and frightening territory. I was used to his fingers now, two, sometimes three of them fucking me at once. I liked rocking against him as he fingered my pussy and my ass together, filling me completely.

When he pressed the head of his cock against the tight ring of my asshole, however, that's where I drew the line. Again, I hurried out of the shower right away, dried off and ignored him for the rest of the morning, no matter what he said. It wasn't until late that night, the darkness providing enough cover for my shame, that I told him how scared I was, and he held me and rocked me and told me how much he loved me.

And that's how I got here—my ass in the air, my cheek resting against the cool sheet, two bottles of K-Y on the bed and Jack kneeling behind me, his cock slick and aimed toward a place I never would have believed I could let him enter.

"Wait, wait, wait!" My hands press his thighs, my eyes closed tight. The head of his cock is positioned right there. I am tense and I can't seem to let go.

"It's ok, baby," he says as he just rubs me there, a familiar feeling. I let myself relax a little, enjoying the feel of his KY-slick fingers stroking my tender flesh.

"Ok, ok." I arch my back, taking a deep breath. I feel him press the head of his cock there again. The tip of him is easy at first as it meets my soft, puckered opening, but then his engorged flesh seems to stiffen and strengthen, coming up against a tight band of resistance. "Ohhhh wait, wait!"

He stops, but he doesn't pull back this time. I can feel my own refusal, my whole body a bright red, flashing neon "No!"

"Play with yourself," he says, his hands gripping my hips now, his cock pressed tight against my asshole. He's not giving up an inch, now.

I reach between my legs, my fingers parting my lips, shaved smooth, like everything else, just for the occasion. In spite of my fear, my pussy is swollen, wet, my fingers slide easily among the delicate folds.

"You have such a beautiful cunt," he says, and I know he is watching me finger myself. I circle my clit with my index finger, large circles that begin to grow smaller, zeroing in at a slow, steady pace. A familiar tingling begins between my legs and I lose myself in the sensation, working my fingers faster now, my breath hot against the sheet.

Jack pushes in a little further and I gasp and moan. "Ohhhh no, honey! Wait, wait, please!" I am begging him.

"Don't stop touching yourself." He pushes in a little harder.

I writhe beneath him. "Ohhh baby, honey, god, I can't take it! I can't take that much, please!" His cock feels three times its normal size. I can feel my body rejecting him, wanting to expel him, find a way out of this. "Ohh Jack, oh my god, please!"

"It's ok." He is panting, as if what he is doing requires a great deal of effort. I don't know if it's the holding back, or the pushing in. "Keep rubbing that sweet little clit."

I do, my fingers a sweet distraction from the hot throbbing steel rod pressing into my behind. "Oh please, please, please, please, please." I am begging him, and I don't even know what for. Some sort of release.

"Just a little more," he whispers and I feel a slight pop as my ass opens to accept the entire head of his cock.

"Ahhhh god!" I am shaking, my face flushed. "No more, I can't!"

"That was the hardest part." His hands stroke my ass, my hips.

My body begins to adjust to the feeling of his cock stretching me open in places it isn't used to being stretched. "Go slow. Please. Slow."

"Ok." His voice is a whisper, and he pulls on my hips, giving himself some leverage.

"Slow, slow, slow!" I can feel him pressing deeper into me, the thin, tight band of flesh that had kept him at bay had now been pushed past, over the swell of him. He had a straight shot toward my center now.

"Jack, ohhhh god, it's so much!" I can't believe how vast he feels in me.

"Can you take more?" He squeezes my hips, his hands holding me steady.

"Yes." I breathe it into the bed. "Yes. Go ahead." He gets himself another inch, maybe two. "Wait, wait!"

"Does it hurt?" he asks.

I shake my head, panting with the effort to take him into me. "No. I just... I have to get used to feeling it. So full."

"More?" he asks, his hips rocking a little.

"Yes." I press back against him now, aching to feel the saddle of his hips against my ass. "Come on, that's it. Deeper. Is there more? Yeahhh, I can take it, baby. All the way in me."

Jack moans as he sinks into my flesh, buried now, to the hilt.

"You're in my ass." I am filled with wonder. "Oh my god."

"I'm gonna fuck your ass," he says, and his voice sends a shiver through me.

"Oh, honey, easy!" My mind has only gotten wrapped around the idea of penetration—I haven't made it to the idea of being fucked yet.

The delicate flesh around my asshole flowers open as he begins to pull back, easing almost all the way out of me. I can feel the tip of him, the ridge that had felt so impossible, easing out, and then back in.

"Slowwwww." My thighs are shaking. "Ohh honey, please, please."

He is moving now, in and out of my ass. "Oh, it's so tight. Shawn your ass is so tight!"

"Do you like it?" I press back against him, feeling how hard he is inside of me. "Do you like fucking my ass?"

He groans, driving harder against me, and I meet his thrust, rocking against him. I love the feel of him grinding into me, the sound of his grunts and moans. His lust, his pleasure, sends me soaring, and my fingers begin to move faster and faster over my clit.

"Harder," I whimper, my fingers wet and slick with my juices as I circle my clit. "Ohh, please, fuck me harder!"

He does, his balls slapping against my pussy, his fingers using the bones of my pelvis like hand grips, pulling me back to him again and again. I love feeling him ram into me with such force, with a slick, wild abandon that leaves me panting and moaning.

"Oh, fuck my ass!" I can feel my orgasm building, his cock a driving force against my ass, my fingers working my little clit for all I'm worth. "I want you to cum in my ass!"

He groans at the words, and I can feel him beginning to let go, his movements filled with purpose and longing now, heading toward an ecstatic finish line.

"Oooo baby, you're gonna make me cum!" I arch my back and bury my fingers in my pussy as I cum, my thumb still rubbing on my clit, sending sweet waves through my body as I buck and writhe beneath him.

He is just behind me, sliding me forward onto the bed, my knees collapsing as he plunges into my ass with all of his weight. His whole body shudders against the length of mine, his cock a throbbing wet pulse as he spills wave after wave of his cum into my depths.

When I am later tucked against him, my bottom still throbbing, I don't wonder any more how I got here as he pets me and holds me and kisses my forehead, still flushed and sweat-dampened. For once I don't feel rushed or out of time. As I look back at our journey toward this moment, I know just how I got here, and I am filled with him, and I feel complete.
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What do you want from me?
I'm staring at him in his chair, the same throne he has reigned from since I was born, smoking a cigarette. He and I have never been able to communicate. We speak the exact same language so well that neither of us can stand to listen to the other.
It's not even an argument. It's a test of wills. Who is stronger, who is more stubborn, who can stay here the longest before breaking this emotionally charged silence?
It's long, it's tortuous, and I'm thinking such awful things I could never repeat them to another human being as long as I live. I'm biting the inside of my lower lip, hard. I can taste the saltiness of my blood and I gnaw a little more, concentrating on the pain. He is focusing now on the television, it's reflected in his eyes, and my god, there's just nothing else in there. He's blank for a while, staring, and I continue to chew another layer of skin off my lower lip.
Finally, he says, "Girl, you are damned lucky I don't throw you out that door. If you were your sisters, or your brother—do you know how many times I threw them out of the house?"
I shrug, typical adolescent defiance. I burn with a hatred for him that my mind can't even fathom. I long to be thrown out—I want freedom, and escape, I want more, always more than I have, and can't have it, and I feel trapped...
My mother is sitting in her chair, her legs folded under her, looking pale and tight-lipped as usual. I catch a glimpse of my reflection in the window, and I see her face in mine and swallow hard.
I am remembering—and I don't want to remember.
*****
"Do you love me?" I asked him.
When he kissed me, I could taste my tear as it slipped between our lips. His mouth pressed harder in answer, and I ran my hands along his back, letting the feeling fill me. His hands were urgent, and he said my name against my mouth, my cheek, my neck, whispering it over and over, lower and lower, down the V of my blouse. He fumbled with the buttons and stopped when it was undone, looking at my bra, rising and falling with my breath. He moved down to lay his head on my stomach, rubbing his cheek against the flesh there, his hands on my waist.
I stroked his hair, and my eyes closed, feeling his lips begin to move upward, his body covering mine.
"Danny," I whispered, my eyes still closed, his lips meeting mine in silent answer. I reached down and touched him through his jeans and he gasped and buried his face in my throat.
He was moving against my hand, running his palm along the flesh above my bra, when my bedroom door flew open. I screamed.
"Get the hell out of my house!"
My father, a hulking figure above me, lifted Danny easily, like he was shaking a naughty kitten. The world went gray and fuzzy, my breath coming hard and fast, my heart rising in my throat, choking me.
What are they doing home? What is he doing here?
When I could see again, Danny was on the floor, my father standing above him.
"Don't," I managed, and my father stopped, looking at me.
"What did you say?" My father was advancing toward me.
Danny was standing again and he was wiping at his bloody nose.
"Leave him alone," I repeated. I knew it even before I said it, that this was it. I rocked back from the blow, feeling the sting on my cheek and a sharp pain in my jaw.
"You little slut," he said, hitting me again.
I was ready this time, shielding my face, and he hit the side of my head. My ear was ringing. I peeked out to see Danny, open-mouthed behind him.
"You're coming with me," Danny said, reaching for me.
My father struck out at him, knocking him into my desk, spilling papers everywhere.
"She's not going anywhere."
"Please go," I whispered. "He'll kill you."
Danny hesitated, his hand still reaching for me. My father lifted me by my hair, pulling me off the bed. I clenched my teeth, willing myself not to scream and getting my knees under me to lessen the pull on my scalp.
"What are you waiting around for? Is this what you want to see?" my father asked, holding me up like a prize, my blouse gaping open. I tried to pull it closed, tears blurring my vision.
"Here it is," he said to Danny, yanking my blouse open. "Is this what you wanted?"
Danny's eyes were burning with a light I had never seen before, his mouth set in a thin line. His hands clenched into fists as I watched. I sobbed, suddenly feeling very cold and exposed.
"No!" I screamed just as Danny bent low and went for him, charging like a bull.
He took my father by surprise, knocking him back onto the bed, but there was really no contest. My father was twice his size and he knocked Danny easily backwards. My father hit him with a closed fist, hard enough to drive him back into the wall.
"That's it, girl," my father said, grabbing me under my arm and pulling me up.
I tugged away and knew it was a mistake.
He shoved me into the dresser and slammed my forehead against the mirror, the glass shattering. The world was black and there were blue and white stars swimming in the darkness. The voices were very far away.
Then there was a fist—in my stomach, my face, my ribs—hard and strong and so fast I couldn't catch my breath.
I ached all over and I looked at Danny, standing by the doorway near my mother, who had her hand on his arm, urging him to go home.
I saw them both through a red haze.
"Go!" I screamed, surprised I could get up enough breath.
He had never hit me like this, this badly, with a closed fist. He wasn't stopping, just going at me, again and again. The pain was worse than anything I'd ever experienced.
"Go, Danny, go!"
His face, getting smaller down the hallway, was the last thing I remembered before I fell into a thrashing red darkness.
*****
The bitter taste of blood is on my tongue, burning in my throat, as I watch him watch me. I know it's in my eyes, this hatred and this fear—I know he can see it when he looks at me, and his eyes cloud over. There is something there, then, something I can almost recognize, but I don't want to.
"Just go to your room," he says. "Stay there."
And I go, skirting past his chair, just out of arms reach, and close my door behind me. I lick my lip, tasting the blood there, sucking at it, feeling the tears well up in my eyes and hating them, too.
I told the police that Danny had been mistaken. Yes, my father had gotten angry, but no, he hadn't hit me. The bruises on my forehead? My black eye? Just an accident—a box fell at the pet store where I work. It's nothing. Nothing.
I look in the mirror across my room, the shattered pieces showing me slivers of my face, but I can see my father's eyes there, still, a burning rage. I quickly sink to the floor so I don't have to see anymore, sobbing silently into my arms.
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I know I can be a little obsessive, but when I found myself searching his Internet history for any remnants of porn, even I knew I was crossing a line. I sat there, hoping to find something, anything— "Thick sausage pounded into tight anus" or "Sexy young blonde babes lick each others snatches" or "Ebony swallows stiff black snake" or "Wife slut takes hard cocks everywhere." Those were all the titles that ended up in my "Bulk" mailbox, and I knew they must show up in his, too, on occasion. Didn't he ever click on one, just a little bit curious?

What did he like? What did he want? What did he fantasize about? It was driving me crazy.

We had been married three years, and John had never told me one fantasy. It wasn't like I hadn't asked. With the hope that he might reciprocate, I had told him several of my fantasies, whispering in the dark with my hand squeezing and tugging on his cock, trying to make him bolder, break down a few of his inhibitions. Still, he wouldn't talk. When I just came out and directly asked him who he fantasized about, he smiled and touched my cheek, and said, "You."

Feh! I didn't believe it for a minute. Okay, not that it wasn't sweet, and not that I didn't like that he was fantasizing about me. But that couldn't be all he was thinking about, could it? If I had visions of firemen or Brad Pitt (or Angelina Jolie, for that matter) dancing through my head once in a while, then I couldn't believe he wasn't imagining something, too. Yet, I couldn't ever find evidence to the contrary. No magazines or videos, no telling Internet trail. I had never even seen or heard him stroking his cock.

That was the strangest part. John didn't masturbate. We took showers together, so he didn't do it there. We slept in the same bed. He owned his own business, but there were no closed doors where he worked, aside from the bathroom. So where and how was he doing it? Of course, he claimed he didn't—but even the Kinsey Report said that 92% of males masturbate—and what was the old joke, the rest lied about it? I had a feeling John was lying. He was keeping something from me, and it felt like a really big secret. I hated it.

So I started searching for evidence of his fantasy life. I checked his laptop Internet history whenever I could—I even bought a program to recover hidden files, but came up with nothing. I looked through his briefcase, hoping to find some sort of evidence of a fetish—I didn't care what it was—bondage, spanking, peeing, wearing rubber suits, having sex with dogs. I realized the irony of it, as I was going through his desk and computer at work after hours one night when he was on a business trip, that I was a wife looking for something most women would be appalled to discover about their husbands.

Not that I thought that whatever John was fantasizing about would be extreme. He was an accountant, for Pete's sake—he played tennis and golf and liked watching hockey. If his name was "Joe," you could have put "average" in front of it without too much trouble. When I leveled with myself, I knew that his fantasies were probably pretty average, too— just the usual, tame lesbian and threesome kinds that every typical male had—it was the not knowing that made my imagination run wild.

Why wouldn't he tell me? Was it so appalling? Was it disgusting? Was it illegal?

I had to know.

I had pretty much given up on the whole thing, when I discovered the phone bill. John was Mr. Bills in our house. When they came in, I just threw them on his desk and didn't worry about it, because he always took care of them. That afternoon, the phone bill seemed—thicker than usual. My mother was having some issues last month, and I remembered calling Kentucky a few times to talk to her, but not enough to create a huge bill. Maybe I called her more than I thought?

I ripped the bill open, feeling guilty and wondering what John would say. I ran my finger down the list, looking for long distance calls. Yes, a few calls to my mother, but that was all. So why so many pages? I flipped through a few of the pages and discovered my answer. There was a separate section on the bill for "900-number" calls. There were dozens of them. The company name was listed as, "Continental Enterprises," but I checked the times:

2/04 2:12am 20 minutes 2/06 3:37am 14 minutes 2/08 4:28am 8 minutes 2/09 1:19am 29 minutes

It went on, dozens of calls, dozens of minutes.

I had apparently neglected and underestimated my ability to sleep through anything. John was getting up in the middle of the night to make phone calls to sex lines! I sat there, my breath caught in my throat, my heart hammering in my chest. This is what I had been looking for—proof that the man of steel had a weak spot. The pages shook in my hands. It was just what I had wanted, and yet now part of me didn't want to know.

My chest burned. He wasn't sharing his fantasies with me, but he was apparently sharing them with some sex phone operator who was probably some three-hundred pound housewife eating Doritos and Ho-Ho's and watching the soaps with the volume off while she fake-orgasmed for him!

I sat there for a long time with the bill in my hand, thinking about what to do. I knew John. If I confronted him, he would either deny it, or he would simply clam up and not talk about it at all. I couldn't see how this was going to be helpful. I realized that I wasn't really offended by it—not in the way I would be if I found him cheating on me with another woman. He was just exploring his fantasies in a place where he felt safe.

Yeah, ok, it hurt that he didn't feel safe enough with me, but I already knew that, right? Getting him to share that part of himself with me was like pulling teeth, and I didn't understand why, but now I knew, at least, that he actually had a part of him that fantasized, that he actually did masturbate. He was a flesh-and-blood man after all. So why did I feel so empty, sitting with the knowledge that I thought I had wanted to know?

Because I still didn't know what he was fantasizing about, I realized. That was the secret that I really wanted revealed.

I looked at the open envelope, which meant that now John would know I had seen it. The minute he saw the open telephone bill, he would know. I folded the bill exactly as I had found it and put it back into the envelope. Then I went to the kitchen to dig through the junk-drawer and found a glue stick to rub along the flap of the envelope. Pressing my fingers along the edge, I made sure it was closed. It was a little wrinkled and torn, and that might stop him for a moment, but I doubted it. He usually tore through bills pretty fast.

I put the telephone bill onto his desk with the rest of that day's mail and left it. When he came home from work that night, I kissed him hello and asked him about his day, and we had a good dinner and snuggled on the couch for a while. The only thing I did differently that night was drinking an entire pot of black tea. When we climbed into bed, I rolled over and feigned sleep, but I stayed wide awake. Between the tea and the adrenaline, I couldn't possibly drift off, and I didn't.

I heard John fade in and out, something I normally don't get to hear. I was the one who always fell asleep first, usually within the first five minutes of my head hitting the pillow, and he always joked with me that I could sleep through a terrorist attack. John, however, took longer to settle in, pulling the covers, rolling around.

I watched the light shadows play on the closet and waited. John fell asleep. I could hear the deep, even sound of his breathing. The clock read 1:39 a.m. In spite of the tea, my eyes were growing heavy. I realized, disappointed, that he wasn't going to make any calls tonight. I closed my eyes and started to drift, when I felt a small vibration on the bed. I held still, listening.

There was a strange sound accompanying the vibration, a kind of shuffle or hiss that repeated itself in a pattern. Then it stopped. John shifted, and his breath was different. He wasn't sleeping anymore. The vibration started again, the mattress shaking a little more, and I heard John whisper something, his breath coming faster. My eyes widened and I felt a jolt of excitement run straight down my spine and right between my legs. John was masturbating!

I listened to the sound of his hand on his cock, the motion of the bed rocking me slightly. Did I sleep through this every night, I wondered? Listening to him was making me wet. He would stop for a moment, breathing hard, and then start again. I wondered what he was imagining. Once in a while I heard him whisper something and I strained to hear him.

"Yeah, spread your pussy," I heard him say. "Good girl."

I bit my lip, squeezing my legs together. My clit was throbbing, and I wanted to touch myself, but I didn't want to let him know I was awake. My hand was curled near my breast as I lay on my side, and I touched my nipple, grazing it lightly as I listened to him. He was pumping his cock hard now, the whole bed bouncing with his movements. He clearly wasn't worried that I might wake up—as I obviously never had before.

"Suck it," he whispered. "Take that cock, you dirty little whore."

My face flushed and my clit throbbed in response to his words. Oh my god, John was imagining having his cock sucked by a dirty little whore! He had never said those words to me. I wondered if it was me he was thinking about, or if it was some woman he had seen, someone at work, some girl behind the counter who had caught his eye for a moment? Maybe the phone sex operator? The thought was darkly exciting.

John hissed and I heard him stop touching himself abruptly. My pussy was soaked, and I squeezed my legs together again, aching for release. Had he cum? I was filled with disappointment. He didn't move for a moment, his breathing ragged, the bed still now. Then it started again, his hand working up and down his shaft, slow at first, then faster and faster.

"Yeah, lick her pussy, baby," he whispered.

My eyes widened and I squeezed my nipple hard at the words. Two women? The thought was exciting, but what was even better was the fact that John was thinking about it. This was one of his fantasies!

I began to slide my hand down my side, trying not to move the covers or give him any indication I was awake. I had to touch myself. It was a long, slow process, an inch at a time, braving two or three inches when he was really getting into it, hoping he was too lost in the sensation to be thinking about me as I eased my hand down toward my wet pussy.

Finally, I was parting my lips, using just my index finger to rub over my aching clit as he pumped his cock. He was getting closer, I could tell, and the closer he got, the more he said. I strained to hear his whispered words.

"You want that in your ass? Take it!" I felt him thrust up a little, as if he were thrusting into something—or someone. Anal sex? We had never had anal sex. He hadn't ever expressed an interest. I had no idea. I rubbed my clit a little faster, aching to bury my fingers in my pussy but not daring to move any more than I already was. My belly was tight and my cheeks were red.

I was so excited, that I could feel myself hovering just on the verge, and I slowed my finger down, just pressing my clit. I wanted to cum with him, if I could time it right. His hand was flying up and down his shaft now, the bed squeaking with the effort. I still couldn't believe I had slept through this on countless nights, believing he never masturbated.

"Yeah, play with your tits," he whispered. "You want my cum in your ass?"

John's breath was coming very fast, his hand was moving like lighting over his cock, and his hips jerking and bucking against the bed. My finger was gliding back and forth against my clit again as I listened and tried to control my own breathing, my muscles growing tighter and tighter as I rubbed myself.

"Take my cum, baby," he whispered, his body shuddering. "Take it all!"

I bit my lip to keep from moaning, feeling him thrusting up as he came. I nudged my clit over the edge to completion, feeling it begin to pulse with my climax, wave after wave shivering through me. I heard John take a few deep breaths, and then he got up and walked into the bathroom that was connected to our bedroom.

I took a few moments to get my own breathing under control, snuggling deep under the covers and listening to the toilet flush, the water run. My heart was still pounding in my chest with the secret that I had discovered. John not only masturbated—he fantasized about everything from being with two women to anal sex! I wondered what else he imagined when he stroked his hard cock. I knew one thing—I was going to find out.

And I knew something else—I was going to have to start drinking a lot more black tea before bed!
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As a woman, I don't know what it would be like to have your cock completely worshipped and adored for hours on end—but I imagine it would be pretty fantastic! I happen to be on the worshipping end, and I love paying homage to what, in Tantra, is called the Lingam (pronounced ling-ahm)—which loosely translates into "Wand of Light." In the physical sense, it is what we might call the cock, prick, dick, etc. The Tantra definition expands the view of the male genitals beyond the physical—the masculine is a pure laser beam of consciousness, raw energy and single-minded focus. A Lingam Massage is about worshipping that consciousness, and giving a man space to relax into his body, and expand his consciousness to receive even greater pleasure.
This type of massage can also help men work through sexual trauma, or negative sexual conditioning, given a massaging partner with enough gentle patience. Orgasm is never the goal of the Lingam massage, although it happens sometimes, and it is often much more intense than normal orgasms. The true goal is to massage the Lingam, testicles, perineum and "sacred spot" (more on that later—it's the masculine equivalent to the feminine g-spot) to encourage a man to explore the edges of his ability to receive pleasure.
Preparation You can bathe or shower together first. Make sure you both void before starting, as you won't want to have to interrupt the flow if one of you has to use the bathroom.
You need a quiet, preferably dim space, with a bed, or a futon mattress on the floor, or even just pillows. You can drape a sheet over them, in case you spill any oil. The temperature in the room should be a little warmer than normal because you are both going to be nude, so you may want to turn up the heat. Lighting many candles in the room also helps generate heat and keep the room dim. You will want to make sure that you have an open time frame where you won't be disturbed, preferably a few hours. Remember to turn off all of your phones and pagers, and if you live with others, you can even put a "Do Not Disturb" sign on the door.
Music is good to set the mood, but be sure it's something where all of the tracks are appropriate. There's nothing so jarring as a discordant piece of music suddenly playing when you're trying to relax. Make sure your CD player has a "repeat" function, so you don't have to stop to push "play" again and again.
Your lubricants and oils should be somewhere within easy reach. Try to get spill proof bottles, and use plastic rather than glass. (Knocking over a bottle of massage oil and breaking it makes a huge mess and goes a long way toward ruining the mood!)
If you are giving this massage, you should remind your partner that their communication with you is key. Make sure that they feel comfortable making requests or comments. He should know that this is about his comfort and pleasure, and if he needs a break, or if the room is too hot, or the touch is too light or too hard, he can and should speak up and say something. You can often encourage him by asking "Is this too hard?" or "Is the temperature ok?"
The first thing you should do is breathe together. Breath is the way we make love with the divine. Look into each other's eyes and breathe, deep into your belly. You should be sitting face-to-face (or standing, if you prefer). You can hold hands, or hold onto each other, whatever feels good to you both.
The Lingam Massage The massage begins with the man lying on his back, usually with something under his hips to lift them a little—a pillow (cover this with a towel) or a cushion. He can place a pillow under his head if he likes, or not, whichever is more comfortable. Make sure he is relaxed and truly comfortable before you begin, because he is going to be in this position a long time.
You should sit between the man's legs, cross-legged, with his legs apart, knees up and slightly bent. You should continue looking into his eyes and breathe with him. Remind him, often, of his breath. If you find he is holding his breath, you can place your hand on his lower belly and remind him to breathe from that space, to "fill his belly" with his breath. Practice this a few times before you begin.
Lingam massage begins with a slow, sensual massage of the other parts of the body. Massage his legs, his chest, his abdomen, his arms. This is a long, slow process. Advance the massage slowly toward the inner thighs and pelvis, until he is breathing deeply from his belly, and his body has no more tension and is fully relaxed.
Then, and only then, should you approach the Lingam. This is a sacred act, and a powerful one. You should ask his permission to touch his "Wand of Light." You can simply say the words, "May I touch your Lingam?" or you can more formally ask, "May I touch your Wand of Light?" Whatever reaction or response he has is normal. Take it in stride, whatever it is.
If he gives you permission, pour a small quantity of very good quality massage oil or water-based lubricant on the Lingam and testicles. The quality of the oil is important. This area of the body is very sensitive, and the skin can get raw quickly if the oil isn't high quality. Rub the oil into the skin, and then begin at the top of the inner thighs, in the crease where his legs meet the pelvis floor. Work along the connecting bone and muscles, releasing tension as you go. Spend a great deal of time here, rubbing the oil into the skin. Use slow, steady motions.
Remember, too, to ask him what he is feeling—is it too hard, too soft? Too fast, too slow? Let his pleasure be your guide. You don't need to have a conversation (and probably shouldn't—it might take him out of his body) but definitely keep communicating during the massage. Look into his eyes, and keep breathing with him.
Next, massage above the Lingam, on the pubic bone. Rock your hand over this place, feeling the bone beneath the muscle and skin. Then, move on to the scrotum, gently (and I say gently, and I mean gently!) pulling and kneading his testicles. You will need to pay very close attention to his responses here, and encourage him to tell you what is just right for him. Some men are more sensitive than others in this area, and can't stand to have their testicles touched at all, while others require a harder touch. Experiment, starting light and moving toward hard, rather than the other way around.
Then, move your hand down to massage his perineum. This is the area between the testicles and anus, and can be very sensitive. Pay special attention here, circling and pulling at the tissues. This is a very overlooked and neglected part of the male anatomy, and most men find great pleasure in having it stimulated. You can use downward strokes from his Lingam to his anus, or a circular motion. Vary your speed and pattern and ask for feedback often.
Now you can move your hand to touch his Lingam. As you do so, imagine you are making love to a god, some divine being, and this is the source of his energy and light, this hard shaft in your hand. Worship him as you begin to stroke the shaft with varying pressure and speed. Let him feel all your devotion and love in your movements. He is your god here on Earth, and this is your opportunity to show him that.
If, at any point, your man seems close to ejaculation, you need to back off immediately and let things cool down before beginning again. He will have to be more aware of his own bodily sensations during this time, and should be giving you feedback. If he thinks he is close to ejaculating, he should tell you, so you can slow your movements. If he passes the point of no return, that's ok. If he is very close, but not quite there, you may be able to hold off his ejaculation by squeezing the tip of his Lingam between your thumb and forefinger. You need to squeeze very firmly, and hold it for about thirty seconds. Encourage him to take deep, belly breaths while you do this and it may delay him.
Now, as you are massaging the shaft, begin to gently squeeze his Lingam at the base with your right hand, and pull up, sliding completely off. Then do the same with your left hand—squeeze his Lingam at the base, and pull up, sliding completely off. Then do this again with your right, then your left, and so on. Then, after a while, change directions—slide alternating hands from the top down to the base.
You should pay close attention to the tip or head of his Lingam. Hold his Lingam by the tip and gently shake it back and forth. Then thoroughly massage the head, cupping it in your palm and making a "juicing" motion (like you are juicing a lemon or an orange) around and around.
Another thing about Lingam massage—because it's not necessarily about achieving orgasm, he may not be fully erect all the time. That's perfectly normal, and in Tantra, it's actually preferable. Women experience the same rise and fall of arousal, too, like waves—it just doesn't have such tangible measurements. Let him stiffen or wane, as his pleasure increases or decreases. The more he does this, the more in tune he will be with his own arousal.
Move from the Lingam to the testicles to the perineum and back again, paying close attention to his response. A man can learn to master his ejaculations more effectively through this technique, as you massage him and he learns to identify the cues his body sends that orgasm is imminent. Remember to keep backing off if he gets too close to ejaculating, moving your hands to a more remote area, such as his perineum or even his thighs for a while.
The next place to explore is the male "Sacred Spot." You can do this one of two ways. The first way is to locate the spot halfway between the testicles and anus that creates a small indentation, about the size of a dime. You should be gentle, here, (go light at first, and increase pressure as he likes, that's always a good rule) but begin to push inward with your finger. He will feel a sort of pressure, and it may even be painful at first.
The other way to access the sacred spot is through the anus. Some men are sensitive about having anything inserted and don't want to have it done this way, and that's fine. If he is open to it, you can insert the index finger of your left hand (use lubrication!) slowly and gently into the anus about an inch or so. Then crook the finger in a "come here" gesture, and you will feel the prostate gland. This feels good when massaged, and some men like to have the Lingam massaged at the same time.
Like a woman's G-spot (her sacred spot) this can hold strong emotions that may be released as you are massaging him. Whatever comes up, it's normal, just let him experience the wave of emotions without trying to comfort or rescue him. Keep pressing there, allowing him to release whatever he needs to.
The male sacred spot is also another way to help control ejaculation. If he starts to feel close, you can decrease stimulation on the Lingam and increase stimulation in the sacred spot, either anally or on the perineum, and it should help decrease his immediate need for orgasm.
If he wants to ejaculate at the end of the massage, that's fine. If he doesn't, that's fine, too. If he does choose to ejaculate, keep reminding him to take deep, deep breaths, even during his orgasm. It will probably be more intense than most orgasms he has experienced. When he feels complete, slowly remove your hands. Ask for his feedback—some men do like to snuggle afterward, but some would rather drift off into a meditative state. Let him do whichever he prefers.
I love to worship a man's Lingam, devoting my whole self to his pleasure, feeling the power in him as he learns to master his own ejaculations. I hope that you can give your man your devotion and love through this massage, and show him how much you worship him and his "Wand of Light."
---------------
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I once had the incredible experience of one Yoni-massage a night for a week. As a woman, if you have never had one, I highly recommend it! I discovered places in myself that I didn't knew existed, deepened my connection with my partner, and learned how to be the receiver of pleasure in the moment. It is an amazing process, and I hope that I can convey to you the profound power of this sacred act, so that you can learn how to give the woman in your life this kind of experience.
"Yoni" (pronounced yo-knee) is another word for vagina—but its meaning goes far beyond the physical. The word was first mentioned in the Kama Sutra, and its meaning is loosely translated as "sacred altar" or "sacred space." When spoken of in tantric terms, the Yoni becomes the sacred doorway to the Goddess, an aspect of the divine. This was a place to worship, and the goal of the Yoni massage it just that—to worship the sacred temple that is Yoni.
The feminine is all about pleasure, and this massage helps a woman tap into and understand her deep connection to bodily pleasure. This massage isn't so much sexual as it is sensual, designed to promote relaxation and openness in a woman. Orgasm isn't the goal, although orgasm may occur during a Yoni massage, and it may be more intense and expansive and more deeply satisfying than other orgasms.
The person giving a Yoni massage is a witness to the beauty of all that is feminine. You, as the massager, are worshiping at the sacred temple of Yoni. Remembering this and connecting to the Great Feminine through your partner throughout the massage will make it a more powerful experience for both of you. Touch her as you would touch a goddess—with reverence, awe, respect, and great love.
Preparation
Bathing together is a beautiful ritual to partake in before a Yoni massage. You can start your process of worshipping her long before you touch her Yoni. Use essential oils in the bath—lavender is a wonder relaxer. Wash her hair for her. Dry her body off after the bath, and moisturize her skin. Make sure you both void before starting, as you won't want to have to interrupt the flow if one of you has to use the bathroom.
You need a quiet, preferably dim space, with a bed, or a futon mattress on the floor, or even pillows. You can drape a sheet over them, in case you spill any oil. The temperature in the room should be a little warmer than normal because you are both going to be nude, so you may want to turn up the heat. Lighting many candles in the room also helps generate heat, as well as giving the room a soft glow. You will want to make sure that you have an open time frame where you won't be disturbed, preferably a few hours. Remember to turn off all of your phones and pagers, and if you live with others, you can even put a "Do Not Disturb" sign on the door.
Music is good to set the mood, but be sure it's something where all of the tracks are appropriate. There's nothing so jarring as a discordant piece of music suddenly playing when you're trying to relax. Make sure your CD player has a "repeat" function, so you don't have to stop to push "play" again and again.
You can also go so far as to have fresh flowers and fruit in the room, as well. These are sensual delights, and will help soften a woman into her feminine nature. Soft, juicy fruits are best, especially exotic ones like mangoes and papaya, but even peaches and pears work in a pinch. Feed her with your fingers, let the juices run down her chin. This flow will encourage her to flow elsewhere.
You lubricants and oils should be somewhere within easy reach. Try to get spill proof bottles, and use plastic rather than glass. (Knocking over a bottle of massage oil and breaking it makes a huge mess and goes a long way toward ruining the mood!)
If you are giving this massage, you should remind your partner that their communication with you is key. Make sure that they feel comfortable making requests or comments. She should know that this is about her comfort and pleasure (which, ironically, may initially make her feel uncomfortable, but that's ok) and if she has to get up to use the bathroom, or if she needs a break, or if the room is too cold or too hot, or the touch is too light or too hard, she can and should speak up and say something. This alone can be a difficult practice for some women, and you can often encourage her by asking "Is this too hard?" or "Is the temperature ok?" just to get her into the swing of things.
The first thing you should do is breathe together. Breath is the way we make love with the divine. Look into each other's eyes and breathe, deep into your belly. You should be sitting face-to-face (or standing, if you prefer). You can hold hands, or hold onto each other, whatever feels good to you both.
The massage begins with the woman lying on her back, usually with something under her hips to lift them a little—a pillow (cover this with a towel) or a cushion. She can place a pillow under her head if she likes, or not, whichever is more comfortable. Make sure she is relaxed and truly comfortable before you begin, because she is going to be in this position a long time.
You should sit between the woman's legs, cross-legged. Tell her to bend her knees slightly and then let them fall open. You can also position her legs for her if you like. You should continue looking into her eyes and breathe with her. Remind her, often, of her breath. If you find she is holding her breath, you can place your hand on her lower belly and remind her to breathe from that space, to "fill her belly" with her breath. Practice this a few times before you begin.
Yoni massage begins with a slow, sensual massage of the other parts of the body. Massage her legs, her belly, her breasts, her arms. This a long, slow process. Look at the feminine form in front of you, breathe her in—this is a goddess. Worship her with your hands, your eyes. Advance the massage slowly toward the inner thighs and pelvis, until she is breathing deeply from her belly, and her body has no more tension and is fully relaxed.
Then, and only then, should you approach the Yoni. This is a sacred act, and a powerful one. You should ask her permission to enter this temple. You can simply say the words, "May I touch your Yoni?" or you can more formally ask, "May I touch your sacred spot?" She may giggle, or smile. She may actually get tears in her eyes. Most women have never had their bodies held in such regard and worshipped in such a way, and any reaction is normal. Take it in stride, whatever it is.
If she gives you permission, pour a small quantity of very good quality massage oil or water-based lubricant on the mound of the Yoni, just so that it drips over the vulva (the outer lips). The quality of the oil is important. This area of the body is very sensitive, and the skin can get raw quickly if the oil isn't high quality. (I know this from personal experience—yeouch!) Spend a great deal of time here, rubbing the oil into the vulva. Use slow, steady motions. You can cup the entire Yoni with your hand and massage it that way as well. Then focus on the outer lips: squeeze each lip between your thumb and forefinger, stroking up and down the entire length.
Remember, too, to ask her what she is feeling—is it too hard, too soft? Too fast, too slow? Let her pleasure be your guide. You don't need to have a conversation (and probably shouldn't—it might take her out of her body) but definitely keep communicating during the massage. Look into her eyes, and keep breathing with her.
Next, do the same motion over the inner lips, squeezing each one between your thumb and forefinger, stroking up and down the length. Spend as much time as you need here—this isn't about rushing through. Her Yoni is a sacred space, and you are making your way through it, exploring it completely. Worship every soft, delicate fold as you massage her.
Her clitoris should be stroked gently, first with clockwise, then counterclockwise circles. You should then squeeze it between thumb and index finger, and gently pull on it. You should continue to stimulate her clitoris in slow, easy circles. She will probably become aroused during this process, but continue to encourage her to relax and breathe.
When you have spent your time here, you should move on to the entrance of her temple—it is time to enter the Yoni. Again, you should ask her permission, in whatever way feels most comfortable for you to say. "May I enter you?" is fine, as well as, "May I enter your sacred space?" Gently insert one finger (some women prefer two, you can ask which she likes) slowly into her Yoni. If she prefers one, use the middle finger of your right hand. If she prefers two, use your middle and index fingers.
Gently explore and massage the inside of the Yoni with your finger(s). This is a massage, remember, and while you are penetrating her, this isn't about simulating coitus. This is about truly discovering what she feels like inside, reveling in every glorious inch of her flesh, and allowing her to feel your worship of her while she experiences the pleasurable sensations of her own body.
Explore the textures of her, the smoothness, the softness, with your finger(s). Take it a fraction of an inch at a time. If you come up against spots that are painful and tight, stop moving, but continue to press your fingers there. Women often carry years of pain, frustration, and trauma locked up tight inside their Yoni and this massage can help release those if you are patient and gentle.
You may be surprised if she starts to cry—whatever her reaction is, it's ok. This is about releasing, and letting things flow. Strong emotions—fear, anxiety, or even joy—could come up. Encourage her to let them flow through her as you keep massaging the inner walls of her temple. She may also experience some tingling or heat in those places where there once was tension. This is normal as well. Keep breathing together.
If you have been using just your middle finger, now insert the finger between the pinky and the middle finger and, with your palm facing up, put them as far as they will go inside of her. Now, curl your fingers in a "come here" gesture—crooking them back towards the palm. This is the area of the G-spot (it's "sacred spot" in Tantra). It can be very sensitive and it feels different from the vaginal walls, soft and spongy to the touch. You will know you have found it because most women feel an urge to urinate when it is first stimulated, or some may experience a kind of burning, or some woman find it immediately very pleasurable. Continue focusing here at this spot, varying the speed and pressure to her liking. Remember to keep asking her for feedback.
You can use your other hand, or the thumb of your right hand, to begin to stimulate the clitoris. You want to begin to awaken her to an even higher state of arousal. You can also, if she is amenable, insert the pinky of your right hand into her anus. (Don't do this unless you already know she enjoys anal stimulation—this isn't the time to experiment with first time anal play!) In Tantra, it is said that when your pinky is in her anus, the next finger and middle finger are in her Yoni, and your thumb is on her clitoris, you are "holding the mystery of the universe" in your hand. Experience the power of that moment together, breathe it into your bellies. You are worshipping the mystery she is, as woman.
Continue massaging her this way until she asks you to stop. She may orgasm, clitorally or vaginally, or some combination thereof. If she doesn't tell you to stop, then don't. Many women can learn to have multiple orgasms using this technique. Keep reminding her to breathe from her belly, and remember to breathe with her. You can use your other hand to press her womb, as a reminder. You can also use your other hand to massage her breasts, or her belly, or her clitoris. You shouldn't, however, use your other hand for self-stimulation. If you are a male massager, you may have an erection, or if you are a female, you may be aroused—this is normal. Use that energy to focus on the woman in front of you, pour into her the passion and love and reverence you are feeling with your hands. It is a powerful gift.
You should stop massaging when she tells you to stop. At that time, slowly and gently take your hands away. Thank her for the opportunity to worship her, and then you can hold each other, kiss and cuddle if you like. If you are going to transition into some other form of sexual contact, I would recommend a break of some kind—go to the bathroom, or go to another room to continue. You want to keep the Yoni massage about worshipping her as a goddess, and don't want to diminish it in any way.
If you do Yoni massages over a period of time, a woman can learn a new level of trust and intimacy and a deeper connection to her body. Yoni massage can release layers of tension, and allow a previously non-orgasmic woman to become orgasmic, or even to learn how to have multiple orgasms. Just remember, it is about entering the temple of the divine feminine—treat her with reverence, deep love, respect, and honor her for the great mystery that she is. If you do, you may find that the rewards are immeasurable.
------------------
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It is a totally natural masculine desire to watch the feminine unveil herself. How do you think those strip clubs keep in business? If you've never been into one (I haven't either, although I admit, I'm curious—one of these days!) it doesn't matter, because you already know how to unveil your feminine mystery to your lover! You don't need to know how to dance, and you don't need a video to teach you, and you don't need to watch a woman strip in order to know how to do it for your lover. It is an innate, unique gift that the feminine can give, and with just a few simple ideas, and more importantly, a bolster to your culturally-shaken self-confidence, I know you will be off and running, and your lover will be hot and panting!
Our society has taught us that scarcity is the norm, that we never have enough, that we never are enough. This is a false belief that we have been fed, and that we continue to feed ourselves. The truth is that we are abundantly, naturally beautiful, sexy and sensual! The scary part is believing it, you say? Well, I have scarier news—you have to act on it first, before you start believing. In other words, you have to face whatever fears and issues about your body or your feminine nature that may have been imparted onto you, release them, and let yourself go—you may really surprise yourself, and your lover, if you do!
The Masculine Perspective
To him, you are already a goddess. The feminine is pure light, drawing his eye, making his heart race. The masculine loves to be tempted (remember Eve and that apple?) and believe it or not, he doesn't necessarily want to walk in and see you naked and splayed out for him (although sometimes that isn't a bad thing)—a deeper part of him wants to see you unveil yourself. He wants to watch you opening, like a flower.
The feminine likes the straightforward direction of the masculine, and so often doesn't understand what the draw of the "tease" is, in "striptease." Believe me when I tell you that the masculine doesn't only like it—he needs it, and he absolutely thrives on it. If you want your man to respond, lead him into temptation. (And you won't leave him dangling there—but we'll get to that later!)
Unveiling yourself to him is a process. This isn't a quick trip, it's a long and lingering journey. You don't want to just drop all the veils all at once—figuratively (or literally) speaking. You are going to lead him along, tempt him with luscious curves a bit at a time, and then cover them back up. Whatever you choose to wear, (and we'll talk about costuming and clothes later, too) you will want to offer peeks, hints, a little bit at a time, working up to a fuller view.
If you want to add another dimension to the tease, create the ground rules just like they have in the strip clubs—he doesn't get to touch you. That "rule" isn't just for legalities' sake, or just for the safety of the girls in the clubs. It also creates an air of mystery and temptation, when you can touch him, but he can't touch you!
Preparation
First, you have to concern yourself about what to wear. You will probably want to spend some time in advance thinking about it, and most definitely cater to his tastes. There are men who love fishnets but hate whalenets. There are men who adore white cotton panties, and men who think they're for old grannies. There are men who love latex, and men who can't stand it. If this is your first time doing this, then try to tap into what flavors of the feminine he has a natural affinity for (you can experiment with other flavors of the feminine later!) You can play into his fantasies, if he has them—a school girl, a secretary, a teacher, a prostitute.
As you choose your clothes, remember that you are going to be unveiling yourself a little at a time. Layers are very important, and you may want to choose fabric that is mesh or sheer, or tight, or go with something like crotchless panties, which have natural openings. You're pretty safe with black, in terms of colors, or even red. If he doesn't like things on the "slutty" side, you might want to go with white. Mixing the "whore" and the "angel" dynamic is often popular, dark outer garments with white undergarments. Some men even like it the other way around, especially if your "naughty" black bra is showing through your sheer "virginal" white blouse. Some men even like the mixture of a sexy black bra, and white cotton panties. Remember to cater to his tastes.
You want clothing with lots and lots of buttons, or very looooong zippers. You want openings that take longer to get undone, to prolong the tease. Boots with long zippers are very sexy to take off, but they should have high heels. If you have a problem with high heels in general, try platforms, with wide heels. They give the same illusion but are easier to move in!
Don't wear pants, or even shorts—skirts are the way to go, but nothing below the knee. Mini skirts are great, if he likes the slutty look, because you can bend over and show off without having to lift your skirt. You should wear a front-hook bra, because it doesn't leave you awkwardly reaching back, trying to get yourself unhooked, and it offers so many more opportunities to tease him. Besides, there is nothing like breasts finally spilling out of a front-hook bra for devouring masculine eyes!
Sexy panties are a must, of course, that goes without saying, and something sheer or mesh is fine, but even if he likes thongs (and some men don't!) don't wear them for this—they are too immediately revealing. Stockings are very sexy, but unless he has a serious pantyhose fetish, I'd stay away from them. They are hard to remove in a very revealing way, and just don't look as sexy as thigh-highs, or garters and stockings.
Your last accessories should be jewelry and make-up. You shouldn't go overboard in the make-up department, but definitely do something to make your eyes stand out, to make your lips a little darker, your cheeks a little more rosy. Use a perfume that you know he likes and apply it liberally—you want to tempt all his senses. Jewelry shouldn't be big and clunky, but rather sparkly and shining. Anything that catches the light when it moves is a plus! Some of the sexiest jewelry are things like belly chains, anklets, arm bands, and nipple rings (you can buy ones that aren't pierced).
Setting the Mood
You don't want to strip in a dark room (even though part of you may think you should!) This is about revealing yourself to him, so you want to give him the best possible view. That means good lighting, so he can see every part of you as you unveil it. You don't need to shine a police-style spotlight on yourself or anything, just make sure you have enough lighting to see the details.
Now, stop hyperventilating! It doesn't matter what you think about yourself, what size you are, how old you are, none of that matters, because your lover is attracted to your body, and he won't be looking for all of the flaws that you see—he will be reveling in the perfection of your feminine form. Trust me on this—he thinks you're hot, and he wants to see you naked. This is your leap of faith, remember?
You are going to want to use a chair for him to sit in. A kitchen chair works great for this. Make sure you leave enough space so you can walk all the way around the chair he is sitting in (you don't want it back against a wall.) You will also want another chair (or a stool of some kind) for you to use, as well.
You want to choose good music, something sexy, with a beat. Something that you can dance to! Belly dancing music is actually good for this, but any rock/pop music with a good beat will work. Instrumental stuff is preferable, because it's less distracting. It all depends on the mood you're setting, of course, so choose accordingly. You can even burn your own CD of songs to strip to, or, if you can, program your CD player to play just the songs you want, if it gives you that option.
Now, when you're ready to do this, you should tell him, maybe over dinner, that you have something planned for later. But don't tell him what. Leave him hanging. Just give him a coy smile when he presses you about it.
When it's time, still in your every day clothes, tell him that you want him to go into the other room and strip down to his underwear or boxers or maybe just a pair of shorts, his choice. When he comes back, ask him to sit in the chair, and run down the rules with him.
The rules are up to you, but as I said, it can be more of a tease if he isn't allowed to touch you, so you can tell him that he should keep his hands at his sides unless you tell him differently, and that he can turn his head, but his back needs to stay against the chair. You can add the rule that he isn't allowed to talk, if you feel it will create more tension, or you might want to let him respond to you. Feel into your lover and decide what is best. Also remember that his responses may ignite you, or they may make you feel more self-conscious, so take that into account as well!
Then leave him there, telling him you'll be back in a minute, and go get dressed.
The Unveiling
Now is the moment of truth. Whatever you believe about your body, however ridiculous or self-conscious you may feel, you need to remember that you are a beautiful, feminine form, and to him, you are a goddess. If you relax into that thought, it will be easier to do this. Remember that this is a gift for him. He is excited by you, and he thinks you are incredibly sexy. Don't doubt that. You'll see it in his eyes when you come into the room, you just have to take that leap. Ready? Now, it's time to drive him crazy!
When you come into the room, walk like you know you're beautiful—because you are. Slow, sensuous, sexy, slinky, that's you. Start the music and circle his chair, and let him get a good look at your outfit, whatever it is you've chosen. Look into his eyes, see what you're doing to him. It will give you courage.
When you move behind his chair, lean over and brush up against him, let your hair fall over him, if it's long, and tell him that you are going to unveil yourself to him. Or tell him that you're going to dance for him. Or tell him you're going to strip for him. Go with what you know he wants to hear.
Come around to the front of his chair and turn around so your back is to him. Put your hands on your hips and give him a pouty, sultry look over your shoulder. Or blow him a kiss. Turn around to face him and bend over with your hands on your knees and let him get a glimpse down the V of your shirt.
You want to keep moving—it keeps his eyes drawn to you. They don't have to be large, grand movements, just make sure some part of you is moving, your hips swaying, your hands moving over your body. You can tease him by straddling one of his legs and rubbing yourself over his thigh for a moment. Don't stay too long, though, and if he touches you or reaches to touch you, remind him of the rules.
You want to give him visual access to every inch of you, so don't stay in one position long. Once in a while, switch it up and move behind him. Your heart will skip a beat when you see your lover straining his head to see what you're doing back there. Run a hand through his hair. Whisper something in his ear. "Do you like what you see?" Then move out in front of him again, still moving your hips to the music.
Remember that the whole world swings on a woman's hips. It is the seat and soul of your power. Rock your hips, roll them, sway them, shimmy them. You want to move as if you are the most graceful, sexiest woman in the world—and to him, you are! You may want to dance for him a while, moving back and forth, closer to him so you can touch him—and not with your hands, this time. Now, you want to work on touching him with different parts of your body—your crotch, your breasts, your ass. Rub up against him, wiggle, squirm, make soft sighs and noises when you do. You can touch his cock, too (it's fun to find out just how he's responding!) but remember to only do it briefly, just to tease him.
When you are ready to start unveiling yourself, begin slowly. Draw everything out. Don't just undo your entire button-down, tied-at-the-waist school girl blouse in one fell swoop! Unbutton a button, and then pull your shirt over a little, to let him see the swell of your breast. Do that on the other side, too. You little tease! That's just how to do it. Unbutton another button, and show him a little more flesh. And then a little more. Then move to another part of the body, change it up.
You can use the second chair or stool to put your leg up on, to bend over, to straddle. You can go all "Flashdance" on the chair (without all the water, of course.) You can sit on the chair and pretend to ride it. You can sit sideways and kick your legs up (make sure you have a good hold on the chair—falling during an unveiling is a bit embarrassing) and turn toward him to straddle it. Show him those panties under your skirt. Then bend forward and let him glimpse your breasts again. Lick your lips, wink at him, purse your mouth like you want to kiss him. If you think it's dramatic and over-the-top, do it anyway. It's what works!
You want to touch all those parts of yourself that you are slowly revealing, and you want to do it before they're unclothed, too. Cup your breasts and press them together, if you have enough flesh there to do that. If not, then just pinch your nipples through your bra, make them stand up for him. Rub your hands over the swell of your ass. Put your leg up on the chair, and slide one hand up, from ankle to thigh. You can pull up your skirt, and rub yourself through your panties, too. Show him all those places you like to be touched that feels good—and let him see and hear it on your face. Really give him a show!
Keep tempting him, giving him peeks. You can remove stockings and boots or shoes with your leg up on the chair for effect. When you have your shirt undone, don't just open it wide—turn around, and slip it off a shoulder at a time, looking back at him. Then, turn his way again, but hold your shirt over your bra and tease him some more before you toss it aside.
Remember to rub and touch any part of your body that you've just revealed. Unzip your skirt while you're facing him (side zippers are perfect) and wiggle it down, then turn and bend over as you slip it off. You can slip your panties down a little to show him your ass, but pull them back up again before turning around and facing him to tease him some more.
You should touch him, too, after each reveal, so remember to move in and rub this newly exposed flesh against him—your breasts still in your bra or your ass still covered by your panties. When you do finally remove your bra, shimmy your shoulders, and shake your breasts. Come close to him and do it, don't be shy, but keep them just out of his reach.
When you are down to just your panties, straddle his leg again, and rub your crotch up and down, back and forth. When you finally do remove your panties, let him wait a while before you turn around and bend over so he can see you. (And you have remembered to trim or shave, right?) You may want to put your hands back there and spread everything open for a moment so he has a good peek, but don't stay too long. You can move anywhere you want, crawl on the floor, kneel in front of him, lay down and scissor your legs in the air, and then spread them wide, just for a moment, before bringing them back together again.
Pose for him. Dance for him. And talk to him. When you touch yourself, moan out loud. Ask him if he likes what you're doing. Slip your hand into your panties and tell him, "I'm getting so wet." Tweak your nipples, and cup your breasts, offer them to him just out of his reach and ask, "Do you like them?" You can even ask him what he wants to see next, but never give him exactly what he wants. Remember, this is about teasing him!
Now, when you have worked him into a fevered pitch, and his eyes are bright with lust and he is breathing hard, now is the time to let him watch you touch yourself and make yourself cum for him. You can lay on the floor and spread your legs, put your feet up on his knees if you want. You can bend over, if he likes that view, and finger yourself from behind. You can use his bare thigh, if you like, and make a sloppy, wet mess all over. He'll love it, trust me.
And finally, you get to give him what he wants—whatever he wants. Offer it to him. If he wants a blowjob there in the chair, give it to him. If he wants to fuck you doggie-style on the floor, go for it. If you wants to take you to bed, you can do that, too. He will probably be very aroused at this point, and whatever happens will be very passionate. You will probably be feeling extremely sexy and willing at this point, too, after seeing his response to your unveiling.
This is your gift to him—and to yourself. Remember that it is about revealing not just your body, but your heart as well. Put all of your love and devotion, all of your passion and desire, into your eyes. Give him your heart while you are revealing yourself to him—worship him like a god. Unveiling isn't just about the physical, especially when it takes place between lovers. It is also a symbolic act, stripping away your layers and making yourself vulnerable to him. That's one reason it requires such a leap of faith. But once you do it, and you see and feel his response, you'll love how it changes you. It will make you want to do it again and again—just think of the possibilities!
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When I was pregnant with my first baby, I didn’t feel like having sex much during the first trimester—I was nauseous and exhausted. During the second trimester, I felt back to my old self, in fact, I wanted sex more than ever, it seemed, but then my husband seemed suddenly disinterested in sex, which was very unusual for him. I thought it was because of my growing tummy, but when we talked, I discovered that he thought sex might harm the baby! That’s just one of the many common misconceptions about sex during pregnancy. Having a baby doesn’t mean the sex stops, (obviously, since people do have more than one baby!) it just means that you have to make a few adjustments as you grow as a couple, and a family.
Reasons Not to Have Intercourse
There are a few reasons to stop having sex during pregnancy, and your doctor will tell you about them, if they apply to you. If you are concerned, don’t by shy about asking. Things like placenta previa (where the placenta implants over the cervix), premature labor, unexplained vaginal bleeding, abdominal cramping, cervical insufficiency, a dilated cervix, or ruptured membranes (your water has broken), might be reasons for you to stop having intercourse for part or all of the duration of pregnancy.

Now, this doesn’t mean that the sexual energy can’t keep flowing between you—and there are plenty of alternatives to intercourse, including self-stimulation, mutual masturbation, oral sex and even anal sex, if you’re into that. (You just have to be meticulous about hygiene, so as not to spread any possible bacteria to the vaginal area—you want to really avoid infection during pregnancy.) If your doctor has said no orgasms (for her) this doesn’t mean that you can’t work together to stimulate him!
Changes
The majority of couples can continue to have sex throughout the entire pregnancy, but you still have to make adjustments as you go along. The female body goes through a lot of changes during those nine months, which aren’t all bad, actually. Some women become aroused more easily, they climax more quickly (some even start having multiple orgasms for the first time during pregnancy!) and many men find the new curvy, ripe bodies of their partner even sexier. The opposite is true, too, of course—some women experience a lag in their libido, and some men are turned off by the burgeoning shape of pregnancy, or they’re afraid that sex might hurt the baby. Any of these feelings are normal. As a couple, if you know what to expect, you may be able to circumvent or deal with the changes better, and this may improve your sex life during pregnancy and beyond.
First trimester
In the early months, you have to battle fatigue, sometimes along with nausea and fear of miscarriage. Breasts will be enlarged, and probably more tender, so care should be taken.
Second trimester
Hormonal surges level off. Fatigue and morning sickness usually lessen, the fear of miscarriage subsides as the statistical risk decreases, and many women show a surge in sexual desire. The heightened sensitivity of the erogenous zones is so thrilling to many women that they experience more enthusiasm for sex during the middle months of pregnancy than at any time in their lives.
The Final Months
In the final months, a woman may feel too large, too awkward, or too preoccupied with the coming birth. In the third trimester, as the ballooning abdomen literally comes between the woman and her partner, most women report that they focus more on becoming maternal rather than being sexual. Even if the body is willing, it is often clumsy.
Common Misconceptions
There are some common misconceptions about sex during pregnancy that we should get out of the way. Knowing that some of these are false may inhibit you less, and allow you both to enjoy sex more, which is always a good thing.
Sex Will Hurt the Baby
Nope. The baby is very well-protected in there. Men sometimes worry that penetration will hurt the baby, but a quick lesson in anatomy shows that, in fact, the penis isn’t hitting the baby’s head, like you may fear—it is touching the mouth of the uterus, or the cervix, which is sealed with a thick mucous plug to guard against infection. The motion of sex may actually rock your baby to sleep! Sometimes the baby will be more active after a woman has an orgasm, not because it is feeling any pain or knows what’s happening, but because it is responding to the mother’s hormone level and heart rate changes. So don’t let this myth hold back!
Sex Will Hurt The Mother
The engorgement of the vagina during this time and the ever softening cervix can be a source of discomfort at times, especially with very deep penetration, but this just requires an adjustment in terms of positions. With a little experimenting, you can find a position and technique that works for you both. Communication is key—if it hurts, stop, and try a different position or another angle. There are lots of alternate positions that I’ll talk about later that you can try. The good news is that the engorgement of the genitals and more sensitive nerve endings can also make the pleasure more intense!
Having Sex Will Cause Premature Labor
Having sex can cause contractions—but these are the “practice” contractions of labor, (called “Braxton-Hicks”) not the real deal. It’s normal for a woman to experience some uterine contractions after an orgasm or after sex. This isn’t premature labor. There is no medical evidence showing that the act of sex causes labor, although stimulation of the breasts and nipples can speed up the production of oxytocin, which can cause contractions as a woman nears her due date. As long as you’re not at risk for preterm labor, there shouldn’t be a problem. If the contractions continue longer than an hour, then call your doctor.
Oral Sex is Out
I never did understand this myth. Why would oral sex be a no-no during pregnancy? Normal oral sex won’t harm your baby at all, and it’s actually the perfect solution if you’re one of the couples who have been told not to have intercourse during pregnancy. The only risk is introducing air into the vagina, but this applies before pregnancy as well. Blowing air into the vagina could cause an air embolism (obstructing a blood vessel) which could potentially kill a woman, so that is definitely out—but regular oral sex? It’s perfectly safe!
Making it Enjoyable
There are ways to make this time in your life even better sexually than it was before. Here are a few tips and tricks to keep the fire alive during pregnancy.
1. Act Sexy
For pregnant women, there often comes a point when they don’t feel sexy anymore. Their bodies feel different, ungainly, everything feels “off.” The good news is, acting can effect feeling, so if you act sexy, you can actually start feeling sexy before you know it. This can start a wonderful cycle of acting and feeling sexy, a wave you can both ride.
2. Accentuate the Positive
Another way to feel sexy is to get a sexy new look. Try a different hairstyle, experiment with make-up, buy some sexy accessories. So, you may not be able to fit into that corset, but you can still wear a sex nightgown, or buy yourself some sexy jewelry.
3. Communicate
Talk to each other about the way the pregnancy is effecting how you feel about sex. You may simply be under a false assumption, like I was during my first pregnancy, thinking my husband didn’t want be because I was “getting fat,” when it was really just that he was worried about hurting the baby. You never know what mountains you’re making out of mole hills until you talk about it.
4. The Power of Attraction
Women often worry that their burgeoning shape is unattractive to men, but research shows that this usually isn’t the case. Men’s eyes are actually drawn to soft curves, and you have a nice, big, soft curve up front now for him to feast his eyes on. Most men really do like the fleshy feel and look of a pregnant woman’s body. If you have convinced yourself that your partner doesn’t want you because you’re “fat,” you are probably just feeding yourself a false belief.
5. Don’t Hide
Women often try to hide their bodies as they begin to change, but this is a mistake. Most men will be fascinated by the changes, and will love to watch them over time. Try to include your partner in your body’s changes—the darkening nipples, the enlarging breasts (some men love this part!), the growing tummy bulge. Let him feel the baby move inside of you—this can be one of the most amazing, intimate moments in the world to share together.
6. Dating Again
If this is your first baby, life is going to change considerably after your little bundle of joy arrives. Now is the time to really take advantage of your last few months of being just the two of you. Start “dating” each other again—or take weekend trips away a few times, if you can. The second trimester is the best time to do this, because of increased sexual energy, and the fact that the belly hasn’t gotten too big, yet. Make an effort to really connect and spend some romantic time together during the pregnancy.
7. “Gift” not “Service”
Sometimes women really lose their desire to have sex during pregnancy, especially during the first few months, and in the last few weeks. Sex isn’t an obligation or duty, and most men don’t like to be “serviced” as if it is. If you are truly feeling ill, there is no reason to have sex—but if it’s just a laissez-faire kind of thing, where you’re feeling listless or tired, give it a go anyway. You will often find that acting sexy, again, makes you start to feel sexy. Take advantage of the “up” times to gift your partner with your sexuality, rather than feeling it is a duty or an obligation.
Alternative Sexual Positions
Comfort should come first. If she’s not comfortable, you should stop and try something else. It may require a position change, or some other small adjustment. Again, communication is always key. Women shouldn’t be afraid to tell their partner’s when they’re feeling uncomfortable.
Missionary Position
This position still works, if you use pillows! It’s amazing what a pillow or two can do! Try experimenting with raising her hips with a cushion under them. This keeps the tummy tilted away from him. Also, he can kneel between her legs, instead of being directly over her. This also works well with a few pillows under her hips. It reduces clitoral stimulation, but leaves him free stimulate her there with his hand. This position also works well if a woman can bring her bottom to the edge of the bed (or couch or chair) and he can stand or kneel, depending on the height of the furniture. You should also know that laying flat on your back in late pregnancy can sometimes make a woman dizzy, because the uterus presses on a main artery along the spine. If this happens, just change positions.
Woman on Top
This one is a great position, because she has control of the amount of penetration, and sitting up on him leaves lots of room for her tummy. She can also turn around to face his feet, if their bellies get in each other’s way (sometimes dads put on “sympathetic weight” during pregnancy!) She can also try squatting over him, but towards the end of pregnancy, this requires more balance than she may have, and he may have to help, but it does provide lots of room for him to stimulate her clitoris.
Side-Lying
This works better if the man is behind her, kind of spooning and entering her that way. She can reach down and stimulate her clitoris. Facing each other is more difficult, but it can be done, in a kind of “scissoring” posture. If you like this position, just keep experimenting until you get it right for both of you.
Doggie-Style
This is a great third-trimester position. You can put a pillow under her tummy for support. If deep penetration is a problem, have her press her shoulders to the bed while she’s on her knees, so she can reach under and wrap her thumb and forefinger around the base of his penis, to keep him from going in too far. She can have more control this way, and he doesn’t have to gauge whether or not he’s hurting her. You can try this position standing as well, just make sure you have a sturdy object for her to hang onto.
Other Ideas
If you are one of those couples who has been told “no intercourse”—or you’re just finding it too difficult, no matter what position you try—there are alternatives!
Mutual masturbation is fun, especially if you talk to each other throughout. Maybe this is a good time to share some hot fantasies! This may also be a good time to invest in a vibrator if you don’t have one already. This can help, whatever positions you decide to be in, for manual stimulation of the clitoris.
If she’s been advised not to have an orgasm, then oral sex for him, or a hand job, are the best ways for you to probably go, or he can stimulate himself while she whispers into his ear. If you are woman whose doctor has said orgasm is ok, just no penetration, then while you may not be able to do the traditional “69” position, you can do a modified version. The woman gets up on her hands and knees, and faces his genitals, just as she would for a 69 position, but instead of climbing onto him, she moves as close as she can, her knee against his shoulder. He can manually stimulate her clitoris from this position while she gives him oral. Oral sex should be fine right up until the end, and it’s something you can both enjoy.
Anal sex is something you probably won’t read about in most “sex and pregnancy” articles, but this is Literotica, and statistically speaking, there are probably more people here who have tried it than not. If anal sex was already part of your repertoire, you can continue doing this. The only issues are, as always, never go from anal to vaginal penetration, to avoid infection. You need to be even more vigilant during pregnancy about this rule.
Sex After Birth
So you’ve made it through the pregnancy, and now you know what they meant when they said that life after baby is just never the same—and that includes sex! It doesn’t mean that your sex life will be worse, just keep in mind that things may bedifferent. In fact, some women say they experienced a shift for the better in their sex lives after baby was born. Here are some tips for postpartum sex that may help you make that adjustment:
-- Have sex when you’re ready, and not until then. Most health care providers ask that you wait 4-6 weeks postpartum (until bleeding has stopped) usually because of the risk of infection. Some women are ready very quickly (1 week postpartum!) and some need more time (4 months or more). The average time is about seven weeks.
-- Lubrication! Make sure you and your partner take enough time to get into the mood and that you're feeling moist enough to handle it. If you think you need some more help than what mother nature is providing, be sure to use an over the counter lubricant rather than worry needlessly. If you're still concerned, talk to your practitioner.
-- Experiment together! Side-lying positions or woman-on-top gives more control over penetration and allows a woman to gauge how much pressure is being put on parts that may still be healing. If you try intercourse and it’s uncomfortable or painful, simply stop and try again another time. There’s always cuddling and petting, oral sex, or mutual masturbation, which are all fun, too! The most important part is being close and feeling good.
-- Contraception is a must, even for nursing mothers, if you don’t want to get pregnant again quickly. Ask your health care provider’s advice about the best contraception options for you.
-- Healing from an episiotomy or even a cesarean birth can take a long time, much longer than the standard 4-6 weeks they say to abstain from intercourse, sometimes months, even up to a year. If pain persists after an episiotomy, you can ask your practitioner for an estrogen cream that may help.
-- There may be several psychological issues that will make you hesitate to take the plunge back into your sex life. Fatigue, poor body image, a feeling that your body and breasts belong to the baby, jealousy (on your partner’s side, of the baby and the time and attention he/she is receiving), fear of conception (another pregnancy), fear that things “won’t be the same” now that he has seen you give birth. Any and all of these may hold you back. The key here is communication. Talk about your feelings with your partner and ask him about his.
Just because you have made the decision to have a child, doesn’t mean that your sex life is shot. Children bring challenges to everything, and that includes sex—but they also bring joy, and the changes you experience in everything will be an adjustment that you can and will make. Sex during or after pregnancy doesn’t have to be a chore or a battle. The key is good communication, a sense of humor, and a great deal of love. Keep connecting with one another throughout the pregnancy, and after the birth, and you will find ways to enjoy sex during pregnancy and beyond!
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"What do you want to be when you grow up?"
He grinned in the darkness. I could see the moonlight on his teeth, a white flash.
"I'm serious," I said when he didn't reply, rolling toward him onto my stomach, trying to search his eyes in the dimness, but it was impossible—they were wet spots of moonlight and that was all.
"I don't know," he said finally, lifting my hair and letting it fall onto his chest. I loved the feel of his hands in my hair, on my neck. "Why do I have to grow up?"
It was my turn not to reply, and I buried my face in the bed. He continued to stroke my hair, my neck, my back.
"I'm not supposed to say that, right?" he asked softly, and I kept my head down. "Emily?"
"It's not what I wanted to hear," I admitted, rolling back toward my own pillow and snuggling it under my head.
"Come on, I was kidding," he replied, sliding his hand under my t-shirt, cupping my breast. I shoved his hand away and rolled to my stomach.
"I don't think you were." I looked through the open window. A warm August rain was beginning, and I could see it fall in the yellow glow of a streetlight.
"Who cares?" he asked finally, slipping his arm around me and pulling me to him, so we were pressed together, like spoons, looking out the open window.
"I do," I replied. "You should. You're married. We have a one-year-old daughter. Don't you think it's time?"
I felt him move, in his usual slow and silent way, and I was alone again on my side. I waited, looking at the clock. It was 3:19 a.m. I could hear Beth stir in her crib, a soft rustling and a sigh. Then silence. Tom's breathing was slow and steady, but he wasn't sleeping. I crossed my arms, cupping my breasts for warmth. The rain was coming down harder now, cooling things off, and I shivered, seeing the first few droplets beginning to wet the window sill.
"What do you want me to be?" he asked finally, sounding so resigned, so desperate, that I couldn't help but ache for him— and for me—and for that little girl sleeping in her crib in the other room. "An accountant like my father? Like my brother? What? Just someone who will make a lot of money and a comfortable living?"
His voice was quiet and calm. I shook my head but I knew he couldn't see me. "What should I be? What do you want me to be?" he asked again, so softly I almost didn't hear it.
I sat up, facing him, and I could see his eyes now, the wetness on his cheeks. I found myself wondering how a sweet, silly, after-sex conversation had turned into something so serious as I took his hand and kissed his palm.
"I just want you to be happy," I answered honestly. "Does not being a grown-up really make you happy?"
He turned away from me, showing me his shoulder. His voice was soft. "I'm afraid I won't get it right. I'm afraid of being stuck doing something I hate. I'm afraid you'll hate me if I say... if I say..."
"Say what?" My hand tugged at his shoulder, but he resisted.
"I don't know." His voice trembled in the darkness.
I swallowed hard. "I don't know is a great place to start," I told him, my fingers trailing over his back. "It's the best place to start."
"I'm scared," he told me. "I don't know how this is supposed to look, how we're supposed to be. Sometimes I feel like we're playing house."
"I know," I whispered. "Me, too."
His embrace was fast and fierce and I found myself in his lap, his head cradled between my breasts, rocking gently as the rain beat time on the windowsill behind us. I don't know how long I held him, but lightning and thunder added to the frenzy of our embrace and it was Tom who heard the baby crying, awakened by the noise of the storm.
He brought her into our bed, a warm, sleepy girl who was happy to snuggle safely between us and resume her dreams. I looked at him over her blonde head that seemed almost illuminated white in the moonlight and I mouthed: I love you. He smiled, but it was such a small thing, barely there on his face, and I swallowed.
I lay awake a long time that night, watching Beth asleep, spooned against him, her thumb in her mouth, her tucked head under his head, mouth slightly open, both looking so much alike, so vulnerable and childlike and sweet.
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When I was in college, a girlfriend confided in me that she had been raped—by her boyfriend. It's hard, sometimes, to know what to do in situations like this, when someone you care about is in a lot of pain. I was angry and confused, and I couldn't even begin to imagine what she was feeling. She cried, I cried, and I did the best I could at the time, with what I knew.
As a therapist, now I know what to do and say—as a friend, though, those actions and words don't come quite as easily. Once it becomes personal, the situation seems much harder to respond to in a way that would be most helpful for the victim of the assault—but the statistics show that many of us will have to deal with it, one way or another, because one out of three women over the age of 14 will be raped in her lifetime.
Believe
The biggest fear sexual assault victims have is not being believed. It doesn't matter if a shadow of doubt crosses your mind—don't express disbelief. You will break a trust that may not be repairable if you do. If your friend is confused, or doesn't remember the details of the assault, just know that this is a normal trauma response, and doesn't necessarily mean that she isn't telling the truth. The FBI estimates that less than 2% of rape reports are false. This is less than for any other felony.
No Blame
I know my friend kept saying, "I know it's my fault," over and over, which completely befuddled me. A sexual assault victim will often believe it's their fault, and even if they don't voice it as a concern, it's good to be proactive and tell them that a sexual assault is never the victim's fault. Asking questions like, "Why did you go with him?" or "Why didn't you scream?" are questions you just shouldn't ask. Whatever errors in judgment she tells you she may have made, it doesn't matter—no one ever asks for or deserves to be assaulted.
Listen
Whatever you are feeling (angry, disturbed, nervous, scared, awkward, they're all normal), you need to listen to your friend. Try to just reflect back what your friend says to you (this is called reflective listening.) If she says, "I'm so scared," you can say, "Yeah, I hear you're scared." Reflecting her thoughts and feelings back to her is the most effective form of listening, and makes her really feel heard. If she gets quiet and can't talk about it anymore, that's ok—don't press her. Respect her silence as much as her words.
Empower
You aren't there to make decisions for your friend. Even if you believe she should go immediately to the police and report it, that isn't up to you. When someone is sexually assaulted, they feel as if they have lost all sense of control. In order to help her regain her sense of control, you need to support whatever decisions she makes—and let them make them for herself.
Normalize
Whatever your friend is feeling is normal, and she needs to be told that. Victims of sexual assault often have post-traumatic stress disorder-like symptoms: mood swings, changes in eating habits and sleeping patterns, distrust and fear of everyone. My friend was afraid she was going crazy! It can be a relief for a sexual assault victim to know that these are normal.
Confidentiality
Please respect your friend's privacy. She trusted you enough to tell you—don't blow it now by going to her family or a friend and telling them about the assault. You are probably going to have strong feelings yourself, but it's best to talk about it with a therapist or counselor. You can even call a rape/sexual assault hotline yourself—they are specially trained in helping with the issue.
Support
You may be angry when your friend tells you about the assault (I know I was!) You may even feel like seeking revenge against the attacker, especially if you know them. All of these feelings are normal—but your friend needs you to be the calm, rational, and reasonable port in a storm right now. If you step into the middle of things by running off to confront the attacker, you have not only left your friend alone in her time of need, you may also be causing serious legal difficulties if your friend decides to report the crime. Remember to reflect your friend's feelings, and not to project your feelings on to her. Even if you are angry, don't make threats against the attacker. Let her express her feelings—you can express yours later, to someone who can help you process them.
Resources
If you don't know what the sexual assault and rape resources are in your community, all you have to do is call information and ask for a rape crisis line. They are free and confidential and available 24 hours a day, and they will point you in the right direction. Encourage your friend to seek help for herself, but remember not to make the decision for her. You can also suggest counseling for your friend, and encourage her to seek it out. Rape hotlines should also have a list of therapists who specialize in sexual assault. If the sexual assault has happened within 72 hours, you can encourage your friend to go to the hospital to have a rape exam. You can also encourage her to call the police to report the incident. If she decides to do so, you can accompany her.
What She Needs Most
What a sexual assault victim needs most is patience and time. The journey from the pain of her assault toward healing takes a great deal of time, and involves letting go of so many fears. Don't give up on her, and accept her unique way of dealing with the trauma. Try not to give her time limits or put your expectations on her. She is her own person, and she will come to the healing she needs to, in her own time. Give her the space to do that, but always remind her that you're there for you. That's the best you can do to be a good friend.
--------------------
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Before you say, "Ewwww!" hear me out—it may not be your thing, but then again, if you're open-minded and experimental, just think, you might find an amazing new sex act to add to your repertoire! If the thought makes you squirm, and not in a good way, then go ahead and click back—but if you're even a little bit curious about oral-anal contact, then read on, and let's find out about "analingus," as it is technically called, (and yes, that is the correct spelling, look it up!) or more commonly "rimming" in porn and erotica circles.
Remember when oral sex used to be a "no-no?" (Okay, maybe you're not old enough to remember, but it's true!) There was a time when it was outlawed in most states, and it was considered a perversion. No one admitted they did it, even if they did. Can you imagine your sex life without oral? I didn't think so! Rimming (I'll use this colloquial phrase from now on) is one of those sex acts that still remains in the sexual dark ages. It's time we brought it into the light, for those who want to venture into that arena. There isn't (and shouldn't be) any shame associated with any sexual act—rimming included.
Still, feeling some hesitation and even a little embarrassment about rimming is normal, for the very reason I state above—the anus is one part of our body that we have internalized a great deal of shame about in our culture. It takes overcoming some of that to even entertain the idea, let alone actually attempt it.
You might want to try some other forms of anal play first—fingers or toys—before you move on to anal-oral contact. In fact, I would bet if you're actually curious about it, and not just reading this for the gross-out factor like someone slowing down at the scene of an accident, you probably have already been involved in some sort of anal play.
Sometimes couples fall into this experience through a delightful mishap—he is going down on her, and—oops! His tongue slips down lower than either of them expected, and she jumps and moans and they both look at each other like: "Wow! What was that?!" It can happen the other way around, too, if he likes to have his balls and perineum licked and sucked—especially if it's dark! Either way, this happy accident can lead to a desire to explore this idea further.
If you're interested in it, but your partner isn't, let it go. One sex act shouldn't ever come between you, and who can enjoy something if they know the other person isn't enjoying themselves, too? But if you're both curious and interested, just not sure how to proceed, then talk about it. Who wants to give? Who wants to receive? Sometimes it's both of you, sometimes it's just one of you. If there are concerns about hygiene, then read on, because I'm about to assuage them.
The biggest fear with oral-anal contact is feces. (Some of us won't even put food that's fallen on the floor into our mouths!) If you can get past the psychological aspect of it, the reality is that with proper hygiene, there is very little danger of coming in contact with feces. Why? Fecal material is actually stored above the rectum in the colon. There are only trace amounts that remain in the rectum or on the anus, which can easily be washed away.
Infection is the real concern—the possibility of introducing bacteria into our digestive tract from oral-anal contact. The dangerous bacteria are E. coli, Salmonella, intestinal parasites like Giardia, and of course, AIDS. The good news is you can seriously minimize your risks. If you are in an exclusive, monogamous relationship, and you know that neither of you is HIV positive, has any STDs, and are free of parasites, careful washing should be sufficient.
You can shower together, which is always fun foreplay, anyway. One technique I've learned is to fill the tub halfway, squat down, and insert a soapy finger into the anus. Turn your finger around a few times, so the water and the soap wash away any residue in and around the area.
Some couples prefer to do enemas, which clean out the entire colon. You can actually buy disposable enemas, or if you're in this for the long-haul, get yourself a kit. They're easy to use—while on your hands and knees, you just insert the little nozzle into the anus, and squeeze the bottle to push the fluid into the rectum. You will feel the urge to go after a few moments, and you can sit in the toilet and just allow the fluid to drain.
If you're still hesitant, you can use a dental dam—a kind of rubber sheet that works sort of like a condom for the mouth. You can approximate one of these using unlubricated condoms (don't use any lubricated ones or any with spermicide!) or even just some Saran wrap! Kind of like sex with a condom, it doesn't feel quite the same, but it's still pretty good—and it's 100% safe.
Now, on to the fun part—actually trying it! It helps to get relaxed. A sensual massage from the giver to the receiver can only be helpful. Whatever you can do to relax each other, do it! My favorite position is doggie style—for two reasons: 1.) it provides maximum exposure but still allows for genital play and 2.) it is the most vulnerable.
One of the turn-ons of rimming can be the surrender in it. You are opening up parts of yourself to a lover that have never been touched—not only that, they have been culturally shunned and rejected. Many of our associations with the anus are negative: that's a "bad" part of the body or that part of us isn't "ok." This is a way to give yourself wholly and completely to your partner, and for your partner to accept you that way as well. I've also heard couples say that this position works well, especially the first time—if the receiver needs to hide their face in a pillow at first to deal with any shame that comes up.
Other positions you can try are doggie-style, but standing up. Just make sure you have something to hold onto that's stable! You can also lie on your back, but I would suggest using a pillow under the hips to raise everything up. I've also known couples who can do a sixty-nine position, but unless you do lots of yoga or are a gymnast, I don't know that you want to try this on the first go!
So, now you're relaxed, you're positioned... it's the moment you've been waiting for. Don't rush it—ease into things, so to speak. Kiss and touch and lick all around the area first, starting wide and moving in—begin with the hips, the lower back, the thighs, and of course, the ass. Nibble, suck, stroke with your hands, and move in, slowly, toward the anus, a little bit at a time.
It's good to start with kisses. Just feather little kisses around the anus. Pay attention to your lover's response. If they back away, start wide and circle in again. Sometimes you have to build up to it. You can also try some genital stimulation first to heighten arousal— with your fingers, though, not with your tongue. Unless you are using a dental dam or a facsimile, once your lips and tongue have touched the anus, you don't want to put them anywhere else until you're done.
If your lover is enjoying the kisses, move on to using your tongue. Flatten your tongue and press it against the anus. You can wiggle it back and forth gently, or start just by licking with the flat of your tongue. How does this feel? Um—fantastic! The anus has lots and lots of nerve endings, and they are highly sensitive to touch. Kind of like with oral sex—fingers are ok, but a tongue? Oh, heaven!
Once your lover is starting to respond to your licking (moaning and squirming and arching the back are all very common now!) you can try pointing your tongue and sliding it into the anus. This is kind of the scary part for the giver, but remember, you've done everything possible to be clean—let down your inhibitions, and listen to the sound of your lover's response. That's usually enough to keep the giver motivated to keep giving!
You can (and should) keep stimulating your lover's anus until they tell you to stop. You can keep up manual genital stimulation as well (or your partner can do it for themselves). Having an orgasm with a tongue sliding in and out of your anus—I just can't do it justice in a description, I'm sorry! Fireworks, weak knees, ringing in the ears, you name it.
When you're completely done, the giver should wash their mouth out with an antiseptic mouthwash, just to be on the (very!) safe side. Listerine is probably the best (I'm not doing a commercial, honest—but anything that tastes that bad has to kill more germs, right?) If your hands have come in contact with the anus, you should also wash those.
Rimming can be a very pleasurable experience, if you're willing to give it a try. There are definitely very safe ways to practice it, minimizing all the risks—and the benefits are extraordinary! You can have deeper intimacy, more pleasure, and you now have something new to add to your bag of tricks to keep your sex life from growing dull!
--------------------
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---------------
Nicholas Brody, actor best known
for his role as Rick on the hit series
"Another Saturday Night," died in his
California home late Friday. It was an
apparent suicide.
---------------
I would never forget the time Nick hung by one hand off the edge of a railroad trestle with a hundred feet stretching between him and the water below, just to write "Nick 'hearts' Jen" in white spray paint on the side. It was nearing the end of the summer, the best summer of my life, and he and I had been having a farewell picnic by the water when he produced a can of spray paint and told me what he was going to do. I couldn't stop him.
"This is our spot, Jenny," he told me, his eyes bright, with excitement or with love, I didn't know which, but it didn't really matter. I knew my protests would only plant the idea more deeply for him.
Besides, it was kind of romantic.
I watched him walk out to the middle of the trestle and then swing himself down. I had called a breathless and belated, "Be careful!" He had just grinned at me.
Thinking about it now, the blood slides through my veins like cold needles, but then it was kind of exciting. So much like Nick. When I look back and try to imagine my grandson, Eric, who was the same age now as we were then, pulling a stunt like that, all of my inner-warning-systems go off at once. I still can't believe I simply let him do it, without saying anything more than, "Be careful."
He could have killed himself.
*****
"Hey, why don't you look where I'm going?" Those were the first words Nick ever spoke to me. I had been on my way out of the back room where I had just finished putting my uniform on. (I refused to walk down the street in it.) That summer I was working in the soda shop in town. I had just turned eighteen in May and my mother finally agreed to it. I don't remember what I did with the money, spent it on clothes and such, no doubt, but money wasn't the real object anyway. Boys were.
He was a senior like us that year, tall and muscular and blonde. He was absolutely perfect, and I had put him on my list of "Goals for the Summer." Also on that list was: Get a Job, Lose Five Pounds, and Read Some Classic Novels. I accomplished every single one of them, including reading Catcher in the Rye. I read aloud to Nick when we were down by the lake. It was both romantic and practical. Perfect. Everything was perfect that summer.
I'd like to say that I came off with some witty reply. Patty would have. Instead, I mumbled, "I'm sorry," and stepped around him. He tugged on my dark blonde ponytail as I went by, and when I turned to look at him, he winked.
I was in heaven for the rest of the week.
He asked me to go to the movies with him the following Saturday.
****
Our best times were down by the lake. He and I would take a picnic lunch and drive the Chevy past town and up a dirt road that had no name. Today, there's a K-Mart on that spot, and there is no road at all, but back in 1957 that road came to a dead end at the beginning of the woods. We would park the car and walk the rest of the way. Nick would spread out a blanket that he kept in the trunk of his car and I would unpack the lunch.
We would lay back on the quilt after lunch and he would put his head on my stomach. I would look up into the web of tree branches above my head, watching birds pop from tree to tree, listening to the rush of the water and Nick's voice.
"Jenny?"
"Hm?" I loved to stroke his hair, so soft and thick.
"Do you ever wish you could fly?"
"Fly?" I smiled at the notion.
"Yeah, you know, just put your arms out and then... whoosh... just take off. Never come back."
"Never?"
"Never," he whispered.
"Wouldn't you be scared?" I asked.
"No." He would rub his cheek against my stomach. "I'd be free."
I knew if anyone had heard us, they probably would have smiled or laughed. It sounded like inane conversation to me now, but I remember taking every word I said to him very seriously, as if it were the last time I would ever say anything to anyone again.
He scared me when he talked like that.
*****
My parents hated Nick. Maybe that was the reason I was so attracted to him. My father had been trying to push me all year into dating his boss' son, Raymond. Ray was a nice guy and all, very responsible and respectful—and boring. We went out a few times, but I didn't feel quite the same about him as I did about Nick. I could go weeks on end without thinking about Ray at all—but I couldn't get enough of Nick.
Patty was dating Greg Renke that summer. He was a junior, but he had a car, so it was okay. Nick had a Chevy Bel-Air that he liked to drive at sixty miles an hour (as soon as my house was out of sight!) Nick was the most excitement I'd had in my life up until that point. He was wild, reckless, and so awfully good-looking. I never understood why he chose me.
Parking got to be quite a challenge with Nick. Patty and I would both call and tell each other everything about what happened on our dates, but it got to the point where I was embarrassed to tell her exactly "how far" I had gone with Nick. He was persistent and very persuasive. It went further and further every time we went out, especially when we went to the drive-in. Patty and I shared a joke that it was something in the air at the drive-in, the smell of popcorn or something that turned men into animals.
It never went so far as intercourse. Good girls just didn't do that back then. But there were many, many nights that summer that we steamed up the windows, and I would eventually have to break things off, saying "I mean it this time!" Then Nick would get out of the car, walk around, adjust himself, talking to the sky. And I would sit there, fixing my hair and lipstick in the rear view mirror, watching him with a dull ache between my legs. I wanted to be a good girl, but I wanted to be Nick's girl.
*****
I never really understood what that feeling was until one night when things went further than they had ever gone before. We were stretched out side-by-side on the front seat, the drive-in movie not even halfway through the first feature. I never got popcorn or soda anymore, because I knew I never had time to eat it before we were pressed together like this, kissing and touching each other.
Nick had my bra undone, and his hand was under my blouse, kneading and fondling my breast as he kissed me. He was the best kisser, his tongue gliding like the softest velvet over mine. I got so lost in his kisses that before I knew it, my clothes were undone in places I hadn't even felt his hands.
"Nick, wait," I panted. Pantyhose wouldn't be introduced for another two more years, and my pleated skirt was riding far up past the tops of my stockings where my garters were holding them up. He had my skirt almost to my waist, and I pulled at it, but it was trapped between our bodies.
"Jenny, please," he whispered against my cheek. He had my nipple between his finger and thumb and he was rolling it back and forth. It made me feel funny between my legs. "Not yet."
I heard his acknowledgment that we had to stop... just not yet. I sighed, relaxing a little and letting him lift my sweater, exposing my breasts. I gasped when his mouth fell over my nipple. The first time I had felt his tongue there, I thought I was going to faint. I still wasn't used to the sensation, and it made me feel crazy and wild. I whimpered, trying to keep my hips still—they wanted to grind against him.
I heard him unzipping his pants and I held my breath. He wanted me to touch it, and had been trying to get me to for a week. Every time my hand reached the fleshy, pulsing thing between his legs, I drew back in terror. Tonight was no exception. He led my hand down there, using my fingertips this time to stroke the soft, meaty tip. It was a little wet, and I started to draw back. Was that pee? I made a face.
"It's ok." His voice was hoarse. "Please, Jen. It feels so good when you do it."
I reached my timid hand back between his legs, just grazing it with my fingernails. He shuddered. His hand was edging its way up my stocking. I could feel it resting on the bare skin of my thigh between the top of my stocking and the elastic edge of my panties as he kissed my breast. His tongue, flicking my nipple, sent electric jolts through my body.
"Doesn't it feel good?" he asked, edging his hand up a little higher. I squeezed my thighs together, not wanting him to go any further. I could feel wetness there, and was embarrassed by it. Still, his hand was nestled sideways between my legs, rocking upward. "Let me touch you. I just want to touch you."
His tongue moved over my nipple again and I sighed, closing my eyes. The sensation was heavenly, and the pressure of his hand rubbing up between my legs only increased it. He wiggled his hand back and forth, and he was moving right over that sweet, secret spot that felt so good to touch when I washed myself in the bath.
"Nick," I warned him, trying to wiggle away, but I was all the way back against the seat. The vinyl sighed and groaned as he pressed harder against me, shifting his weight so his hard, exposed flesh brushed up against my hand again.
"Doesn't it feel good?" he asked again, moving his hand faster. I tried to clamp down harder, to keep him from doing it, but it was no use. He moved his mouth to my other breast now, his tongue rolling around my nipple in circles. I gasped, turning to give him better access, in spite of the warning bells going off somewhere in my head.
My thighs relaxed their grip on his hand, and he slid his palm flat against my panties, rubbing me there. I moaned now, grasping the hard shaft between his legs and squeezing. He hissed against my breast.
"Oh, God!" he cried. "Jenny!"
I let go immediately, scared. "Did I hurt you?"
"No," he breathed, reaching for my hand and putting it back on him, wrapping my hand around it. "It felt good."
"Oh." I let him guide my hand up and down the stiffness between his legs, but I was afraid to look down at it.
His breath was coming faster as he used my hand, up and down.
"Nick," I murmur, watching his face, twisted in pleasure or pain, I couldn't tell. "Nick, stop."
He sighed, slowing, stopping. His eyes met mine in the dark. "What are you afraid of?"
I shrugged, blushing. "I don't know. I—I'm afraid of doing it wrong."
He smiled. "Would it be better if I show you how?"
I looked at him, my eyes wide. I couldn't imagine what he wanted to show me. "What do you mean?"
He sat up and leaned against the driver's side door, his hard flesh exposed, poking up through his zipper. I looked away, backing toward the passenger's side, aware of how exposed I was, too.
"Don't cover up, Jen," he said, his hand moving slowly up and down his rigid shaft. "Please."
I left my sweater pulled up over my breasts, my skirt cinched up to my waist. My knees were open as I watched him, fascinated, his thumb rubbing over the tip before sliding his hand back down the length.
"Does it feel good?" I asked, feeling a tingling in my breasts, between my legs. He nodded, his eyes shifting from one breast to the other, licking his lips.
"Doesn't it feel good when you do it?" he asked.
I blushed. "Do what?"
"Touch yourself," he said. "I want to watch you do it."
"I don't—" my face felt like it was on fire, and so did the mound between my legs.
"Pull down your panties, Jen," he said, his eyes on mine. "Please. I just want to see you."
I hesitated, watching his hand move over himself, up and down, a steady rhythm. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my panties and pulled them down with a little sigh of relief to be free of them. They were tight, girdle-like things, attached to my stockings with garters, and those came off, too, as I shed my panties. I left them bunched up at my feet.
"Open your legs," he said, his hand moving a little faster. I pulled my knees up, spreading them open. He groaned, looking at the dark patch between my legs. His hand was moving like lightning now, and I watched, fascinated.
"Oh, god, Jen," he whispered, his eyes half-closed. He stopped stroking himself, squeezing it so hard the tip looked purple in the dimness.
"Are you ok?" I asked. He nodded, and I heard him swallow.
"Would you—" he licked his lips again, his eyes falling to the triangle between my legs. "Would you spread it open?"
I gasped, blushing. "Nick!"
"Oh, please, Jen," he pleaded. "I won't touch you, I swear it. I just want to see... inside."
I reached tentative fingers down there. It wasn't like I hadn't touched myself before, washing in the bath, or wiping myself. Sometimes, I would even wake up from a dream and find my hand pressed between my legs, rocking with some aching sensation. But I'd never done anything like this in front of someone else before.
My lips were swollen and full, and I could feel a sticky wetness against my fingers as parted them. I didn't know what he could see in the dark, the drive-in movie throwing light and dim patterns over the windshield, but he gasped and moaned, his hand moving faster now.
"Does that really feel good?" I asked him, my fingers spreading myself a little wider, my eyes glued to the motion between his legs.
"Yeah," he panted. "Really, really good."
I swallowed hard, glancing around as if someone might see us. "Sometimes... it feels good... when I touch myself here." I pressed my fingers against the bud of flesh at the top of my crevice, shivering. God, it felt so good I could barely stand it.
"Do it, then," Nick said, watching my fingers intently. "Touch it."
I started moving my fingers there, nudging that little tingle, wanting it to grow. I used just one finger, back and forth, right over the top. He watched me, his head cocked, his mouth open, his eyes curious and excited all at once.
I moaned a little, feeling that tingle beginning to spread, my whole pelvis wanting to rock with it. I closed my eyes, moving my finger faster, and a little faster still, my tongue creeping out to touch the corner of my mouth. I remembered his tongue on my nipple, how much that had furthered that feeling between my legs, and I let the fingers of my other hand creep upward to my breast, tweaking my own nipple.
Nick groaned out loud and I peeked out at him. His eyes were half-closed, but he was still watching me. His hand was moving so fast up and down the length now that it was just a blur. The motion reminded me of my mother's sewing machine.
"Oh, Jen," he moaned, his hips shifting forward. My breath was coming faster as I watched him, my fingers circling that spot now, feeling it moving, somehow, rising, reaching toward something. The ache between my legs was unbearable.
"Nick, it feels so good," I panted, squeezing my breast in my hand, rolling my nipple.
"I know," he whispered. "God, I never knew—"
I didn't know what he was going to say next, and I never found out. Something altogether wonderful and shocking happened to my body. I started to quiver, my thighs trembling, and then that tingle between my legs let go in delicious, pulsing waves. I gasped and moaned, my hips bucking, my head going back against the window.
"Oh, Jenny!" Nick thrust up hard, and I watched as he bucked and thrashed, too, thick, white fluid shooting from the tip of his flesh again and again, pooling on the vinyl seat in front of me.
I stared, open-mouthed, as his thing began to wilt. My ears were ringing, and my head felt too full. I glanced at the pool of white fluid on the seat and tugged the twist of stockings and panties and garters back out of the way, working on untangling everything.
"Jen?" Nick asked. He was tucking everything back in, zipping up. I didn't answer him as I pulled my panties up over my knees, slipping my feet back into my stockings.
"Jen?" He moved to come across the seat toward me and stopped before he slid through the pool of liquid between us. I lifted my hips, inching my panties back up, pulling down my skirt, my sweater.
"I have something," I told him, reaching for my purse. I snapped it open and pulled out a handkerchief, dropping it onto the seat beside me without looking at him.
Nick wiped up the mess, sitting there with the cloth in his hand for a moment. "Uh—"
"Throw it away," I said, reaching around and re-hooking my bra. "I don't know how I could explain it..."
Nick chuckled, tossing the handkerchief up onto the dashboard and reaching for me.
"Are you ok?" He put his arm around me and I rested my head against his shoulder. On the screen, Old Yeller was fighting with a bear. We'd seen this movie so many times this summer, I knew it by heart. I probably could have quoted the dialogue without the speaker turned up.
"Jenny, I really love you." It was the first time he had said it. I lifted my face to look at him, still flushed with what we had done.
I said the only thing I could think of to say, and it was true, "I love you, too."
*****
"I'm leaving, Jen." The sun was shining on the lake and we held hands as we walked.
"I know." My chest felt constricted. Nick was going to the University of Southern California on a scholarship. He had told me ages ago, at the beginning of the summer.
"Will you miss me?"
"Dumb question." I smiled, bumping him with my shoulder. He stopped and took hold of my upper arms.
"I mean it, Jennifer," he said, his eyes dark, darker than I had ever seen them. He was serious when he called me Jenny. He had to be downright grave to be calling me Jennifer.
"I'll miss you." I nodded, unable to look away from him.
"I love you, Jennifer." He pulled me to him. "I'll always love you." He held me so tight I almost couldn't breathe and he buried his face in my neck.
We clung together.
*****
"Hey, Grandma!" Eric peeked around the corner, his hair wet. He had obviously just stepped out of the shower. "Dan and I are heading over to Barrymore's. Are you making dinner?"
"Your grandfather called," I said. "He'll be late. Dinner isn't until eight."
"Typical," Eric muttered, turning and starting away.
I looked back down at the paper on the counter. It was our local, weekly paper, and because Nick had hailed from here, they made a big deal out of his death.
The words blurred and I shook my head, tossing the paper aside. I hadn't thought about Nick Brody in close to forty years. Even Patty and I didn't talk about him. She had her hands full taking care of her ailing husband, who was suffering from Parkinson's.
I was thankful that Raymond was still healthy—and working just as hard as he ever had, building his dead father's business, well past our retirement age. Since Catherine had passed, he was focusing his attentions on Eric in hopes he might take over the business some day.
So much life had happened between then and now. It was a million years ago that Nick and I had laid under the stars and talked about flying, the meaning of life, and the art of dying. A million years.
"Bye, Grandma." Eric leaned over to give me a perfunctory kiss on the cheek as he shrugged on his coat.
"Bye, honey." I must have sounded sad because he gave me a quizzical look.
"You okay?" he asked, looking at me with his dark green eyes, his mother's eyes. I smiled. Eric was so predictable, so stable, so much like his mother. She would have done a good job raising him, if she had lived.
"I'm fine." I smiled my best old lady smile. "Have a good time, and don't forget, dinner at eight. Your grandfather won't want to wait."
"He won't be here, Mom." Eric frowned. "He'll call at eight and say, 'Jennifer, I have to work a little later, could you—?'"
"Eric, please." I waved him toward the door. "Just be here. For my sake. If your grandfather does show up, he won't want to wait."



"Tell him not to." Eric made a face, heading toward the door.
"Be careful!" I called after him.
"I will," he replied. All the confidence of youth.
I went to the window and watched him pull out of the driveway. Then I just stood there, staring out and remembering things better left buried.
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Kelly and I met at the gym at nine. She was dragging her gym bag in one hand and three-year-old Taylor by the other, who was shuffling his feet and glowering at the floor.

"I have to drop him off at the child care," she said, puffing a stray lock of red hair out of her eyes. Taylor's freckled nose turned up to me. He looked just like his mother.

"I don't want to go," he pouted.

"I'll meet you in the locker room, ok?" she said. I nodded, trying not to laugh as Kelly juggled everything all at once as she pulled open the door to the child care.

I went into the women's locker room and put my gym bag down, starting to undress. I was pulling on my shorts when Kelly burst in, throwing her bag on the bench.

"Now I know why you guys never had kids," she said, banging open a locker and unbuttoning her blouse. I sat on the bench, pulling a t-shirt over my head.

"Tara, if you don't wear a bra, that guy at the desk is going to spend the entire hour staring at you again," Kelly remarked, pulling off her blouse. I glanced down at my breasts.

"Please." I rolled my eyes. "If I had yours, then I'd wear a bra."

"So, what could you not tell me on the phone?" Kelly asked, unzipping her slacks and sliding them down her full hips.

"Oh, right." I glanced around. There was no one in our row of lockers, and someone was running a hair dryer around the corner. "It's about John."

"Yeah?" She slipped her t-shirt on, pulling her long hair out from under the collar.

I had told Kelly about my search for John's fantasy life. "Well... I discovered the mystery."

"And?" She folded her clothes neatly and put them in her bag.

I took a deep breath. "John has been making calls to a phone sex line."

"You're kidding me? John?!" Kelly sat on the bench, her jaw dropped. "How do you know?"

I nodded, pursing my lips. "I found the phone bills."

"Were you mad?"

I shrugged. "A little. But my curiosity got the better of me."

Kelly grinned. "What did you do?"

"Nothing!" I said. I bit my lip. "Ok, so I stayed up to hear him make a call."

"Did he?" she leaned forward, her eyes bright.

"No, but I found out that I was wrong about him not..." I lowered my voice. "Masturbating."

"Really?" Kelly raised her eyebrows. "You caught him?"

I nodded. "He was doing it in the middle of the night. I guess I've just kind of slept through it."

Kelly snorted. "You definitely sleep like a woman who's never had kids."

"I'm not sure what to do," I confessed, standing up and putting my bag into the locker.

"Well, I know what I would have done." Kelly winked as she stuffed her own back into a locker.

"What?" I asked.

"I would have rolled over and helped him, dummy!" She laughed and poked me in the shoulder.

I knew Kelly probably would have—but I had always been jealous of her sex life, ever since we started sharing details about our husbands. Chris was all about sharing fantasies with her, telling her what he wanted. She had told me about lots of times when she had dressed up for him, or different sexual things they had done that we hadn't even thought about. Ok, maybe I'd thought about them—and apparently, John had, too—we just hadn't ever talked about them.

"I thought about it," I told her, remembering the slick sound of his hand stroking his cock, how exciting it had been to hear him. "But I was afraid—"

"Of what?" she asked, sitting down on the bench.

"I guess I was afraid of scaring him off or something," I said with a shrug. "I mean, it's been three years, and he hasn't ever told me anything, Kel. Not one little fantasy. He wouldn't even admit he ever jerked-off! Maybe this way, I can actually find out what he's thinking."

Kelly raised her eyebrows. "What are you thinking about doing, Tara?"

I remembered the sound of John's hand on his cock, how excited it made me to listen to him, to hear his fantasies.

"I'm going to wait for him to make a phone call."

*****

Kelly kept complaining about my pushing our morning gym date back. I couldn't help it. I was staying up until one or two in the morning and sleeping later and later. I knew I was lucky to have the free time I did. John worked hard, and his business was very successful. I was grateful that I could do my freelance work from home and not worry about it being a primary source of income. I should have been incredibly happy.

Instead, I was staying up until the wee hours, feigning sleep and listening to my husband snore, wondering what he was dreaming about. What did he really want? Why couldn't he tell me what he was thinking, what he was feeling? Were his fantasies so strange? Was he into some bizarre fetish? I was aching to know.

I finally got my first opportunity to hear one of his fantasies, although it came when I least expected it—soon after John and I had finished having sex.

I loved Fridays, because he always came home so much more relaxed. Tired, yes, but ready for and anticipating the weekend break. I always made a good dinner on Fridays, something a little extra special. Even if it had been the busiest week in the world for him (which often happened around tax season) I knew that we would connect on Fridays.

We spent most of the night watching a movie, and then I tugged on his hand, pulling him with me towards the bedroom. We both undressed, crawling beneath the covers. Most other days, I wore a t-shirt to bed, and John wore boxers, but never on Fridays. I snuggled my body next to him, sliding my leg up over his, and reaching my hand down between his legs.

There were minor variations on this theme. Sometimes he would turn to me first, but it was rare. Usually it was me, reaching between his legs for his cock, which was already half-hard in anticipation. Like Pavlov's dogs, it knew just what to expect on Fridays. I loved feeling him grow harder in my hand, his flesh thickening as I squeezed him, responding to my touch.

I would stroke him, pressing my breasts into his side, rubbing my soft thigh over his, until I felt pre-cum beginning to develop at the tip. Then I usually couldn't resist tossing off the covers and putting my mouth on his cock to taste it. He loved to play with and lick my pussy while I gave him head, and he would pull my hips and position me over his face while I sucked him.

He knew me well, I admit. His tongue knew just were to find my clit, making me moan and grind against him. He would slip two fingers into me, moving them slowly in and out at first, and then faster. I couldn't help moaning around his cock, sucking and stroking him eagerly, hearing the wet, sloppy noises my pussy made with his fingers slipping in and out.

We would always do this until I came. It usually didn't take me too long, since I, too, had been anticipating this all day. My pussy was usually already sopping the minute he walked in the door. I refused to masturbate on Fridays, even with my beloved shower massage, saving the intensity of my orgasm for his sweet, lapping tongue. It always made me shiver and shudder and spread my legs wider as I wiggled against him. He usually grabbed my hips to keep me steady as I came.

I was one of those women whose orgasms came quietly—they kind of snuck up on me, and my response was always more of a sigh than a scream.

"Ohhhh John, yesss," I moaned, feeling it begin, waves of pleasure overtaking me. "Ohhhhh."

After my orgasm, he would roll me off of him, and pull me up to kiss me. I loved to taste my pussy in his mouth, the smell of it between us. Sometimes he would press me to my back, and enter me that way. I loved him on me, the weight and thrust and shudder of him.

More often, though, he wanted me sitting on him so he could look up and watch me ride him. The look of lust in his eyes turned me to liquid every time, melting my already wet pussy into his flesh as I ground my pelvis against his. I loved his fingers playing over my clit, strumming it, making me move faster on him.

Then I did something that surprised him, I think. Remembering what he had said about wanting anal sex, I decided to turn things around a little bit. Literally. I slid him out of me and turned around, so I was facing his feet. His cock was still slick and wet from my juices, and my hand slid easily over him as I positioned myself over his cock. I slid back down, feeling the length of him slide into my pussy again.

"What are you doing?" John asked as I started to rock. This position was a little awkward, and took some getting used to. I was finally catching a rhythm, and heard him groan. I looked back over my shoulder and saw his eyes focused on my ass.

I leaned forward a little, balancing myself with my hands on his thighs. "Will you touch it?"

His eyes lifted to mine. "What?"

"Touch my ass," I whispered. He slid his hands over my hips, cupping my ass in his palms. I moved my hips in little circles, feeling his cock pulsing inside of me. He was close, I could tell from the way he was starting to thrust up into me, the sound of his breath.

I reached my hand back, placing it over his, and then slowly led his hand with mine toward the crack of my ass. When I pressed his finger against my asshole, he groaned, shoving up harder into me, actually lifting me off the bed with his thrust.

"Yes, John," I whispered, moving my hand away, still feeling his finger pressing against my asshole. "Put it in me."

He groaned again, slowly working his finger into my ass. It was a strange sensation, entirely new. I never knew it was so sensitive. I moaned and reached a hand between my legs to rub my clit as he started moving just the tip of his finger in and out of my ass. The feeling was driving me crazy and I began to tremble on top of him.

"Oh god, Tara, your little asshole," he groaned, and I felt his finger slide a little deeper inside of me, making me gasp.

"Yes," I whispered. "Play with my asshole, baby."

He growled, thrusting up hard. "You're gonna make me cum!"

"Me, too," I said, feeling my orgasm starting to crest, shuddering through me, every muscle between my legs a thick, wet pulse, milking his cock. He came hard, the force of it threatening to throw us both off the bed.

When I snuggled up to him, later in the dark, after we'd cleaned up, he stroked my hair and asked, "What was that all about?"

"What?" I asked innocently. I knew, of course, but I wanted to hear him say it.

"You," he said, clearing his throat. "Asking me to put my finger... there."

"Did you like it?" I asked, rubbing my thigh over his.

"Did you?" he asked.

I smiled. "Yeah. A lot."

We were quiet for a moment, and then he said, "Me, too."

We settled together, spooned at first, and I thought he had drifted off already when he said, "A lot."

I grinned in the darkness, putting my arm around him and kissing his shoulder.

That was the last thing I remembered before waking to find John gone from the bed. That wasn't unusual. I used to think he got up to go to the bathroom a lot, and I would just drift back off to sleep again. Now, though, I wondered. Was he making a phone call? The thought surprised me, after we'd just had sex—really good sex, for us!

There was a phone next to our bed. He was clearly using the house phone, not the cell phone, at least according to the phone bill. We had a phone in the kitchen, one in the living room, and another in the basement. My guess was, if he was on any phone, it would be the basement one. There was a couch down there he could lay down on.

If I picked up the receiver, would I hear him? I listened to the house, but didn't hear anything except the usual night sounds. He wasn't in the bathroom.

I leaned over and picked up the phone. Would he hear me if I clicked "phone"? I debated for a moment, holding my breath. Then I pressed the button. I heard his voice immediately, low and sexy. My heart leapt to my throat, and I quickly pushed the mute button, afraid they might hear me.

"How about a school girl?" he asked.

A feminine voice chuckled, soft and low. "The plaid skirt kind?"

"Yeah," he breathed.

"With a little white button blouse, tied at the waist?"

"Uh-huh."

"And knee socks?" she asked.

John groaned. "Yeah, baby. Definitely knee socks."

"Have I been a bad girl, Daddy?" she asked.

"You've been a very naughty little girl, Maria," he agreed. "You are going to get a spanking."

My heart was racing still, but for different reasons now. John had incest fantasies? Spanking fantasies? My mouth felt dry, but my pussy was wet—and getting wetter. I rolled over on my back, sliding my hand between my legs as I listened to them. I was still all slick from John's cum, and I spread the wetness over my lips, rubbing my clit with two fingers in slow little circles.

"Come here, bend over, young lady," John said, his voice clear and demanding. I pulled the phone away from a moment to look at it, as if I could see him. This was John?!

"Yes, Daddy," Maria purred. "Do you want me over your knee?"

"Yes," John growled. "Right here over my knee, you bad girl."

"Oh, Daddy, what are you doing? Lifting my skirt?"

"That's right, and your panties are coming down, too."

My breath was coming faster as I listened to them both. I could close my eyes and see it. A part of me was protesting that this was my husband, that I shouldn't be listening, I should be hunting him down with a frying pan and screaming at him—but another part of me was desperate to hear. This wasn't the John I knew. This was some other man—and the more I listened, I realized it was a man that I did want to know.

"Oh, Daddy, that stings!" Maria cried out as if she had been slapped.

"Do it, Maria," John said. "Slap your ass." I heard the sound of flesh against flesh, and I realized that Maria must be slapping herself for him. The thought stunned me. Every time she slapped herself, she whimpered and cried out.

"Oh, Daddy, I'll be good!" she pleaded. "I promise!"

I could hear John's breath, ragged and fast. Mine was, too. Thank god for "mute" buttons!

"You'll be a good girl now?" he asked, panting. "You'll do whatever Daddy says?"

"Yes," she sniffed, as if she had been crying. "Anything, Daddy."

"Then get down here on your knees," he said. His voice had that rough edge again, and it thrilled me. I rubbed my pussy faster, using both hands, and crooking the phone against my shoulder.

"Yes, Daddy."

"Put your mouth on Daddy's cock, little girl," John told her. "You suck that cock until I cum in your mouth. And you swallow every last drop. Do you understand me?"

"Oh, yes, Daddy," she purred. "It's so big and hard. I can barely get my mouth around it."

"That's a girl. Take it all." I could hear John's breathing getting even faster, and I knew he was stroking his cock. I wished he was next to me, so I could hear his hand shuttling up and down, the slick wetness of it. My pussy was throbbing under my hand, the fingers of my left hand buried inside, my right hand rubbing my clit in fast little circles, bringing me closer to that edge.

"I love sucking your cock, Daddy."

"You're such a naughty girl," he moaned. "Suck it, you little whore. Are you Daddy's dirty little whore?"

"Oh, yes," she whispered. "I'm your dirty little cockwhore, Daddy! I can't help playing with my little pussy while I suck you. It feels so good."

"Yeah," he breathed. "Rub that cunt."

I moaned out loud, hearing that word coming from his throat. I rubbed my own cunt harder, faster, thrashing against the bed.

"You're gonna make daddy cum, you naughty girl," he moaned. "Are you ready?"

"Oh, yes, I'm gonna cum, too," she moaned. I wondered if she was touching herself like I was. The thought was exciting. "Cum in my mouth, Daddy!"

"Here it comes, baby girl," he growled, and I heard him begin to let go. "Take it! Swallow my cum!"

"Oh, god, yesss," I moaned, feeling my own orgasm begin, my pussy squeezing my fingers as I came. I shuddered and trembled under the covers, sliding my wet hands up over my belly, reaching my right hand for the phone crooked against my ear.

"Mmmm, Daddy, you taste so good," Marie purred into the phone. "I love swallowing all your hot cum."

"Good girl," John murmured, and I knew he was spent. "Did you cum good for Daddy?"

"Yes," she breathed.

"Good night, Maria."

"Good night, John."

I pressed the button to turn the phone off and replaced the receiver. I heard him coming up the stairs. I stayed curled up on my side, eyes closed, until I felt him sink into bed. He put his hand on my hip for a moment, and then slid it down to cup my ass. I wondered if he was remembering earlier tonight.

I heard him drift off, content. I stayed awake a while, wondering what I was going to do. John clearly had a fantasy life—a vivid, rich, fantasy life! But would he share it with me? How could I get him to open up to me?

Maybe if I started making his fantasies come true? I smiled, drifting off to sleep.



        Greek Myths: Hephaestus & Aphrodite

        Hephaestus catches his wife with another man.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/greek-myths-hephaestus-and-aphrodite

Title: Greek Myths: Hephaestus & Aphrodite

Author: Selena_Kitt

Category: Chain Stories

Description: Hephaestus catches his wife with another man.

Tags: greek, aphrodite, goddesses, hephaestus, greek myths, gods, myths

Series: Greek Myths


Hephaestus limped toward the anvil where Arges was using his heavy hammer, carrying a delicate chain tented in his fingers, and he held it up for Arges to see.
"Do you think she will like this one?" Hephaestus asked him, offering it to the Cyclops.
Arges blinked the single eye in the middle of his forehead and sighed. "Why do you keep offering these things to her?"
"She is my wife," Hephaestus replied, frowning.
Arges took the necklace from his hands and it glowed immediately, shining a deep silver color. Hephaestus smiled at his handiwork. Arges was the Cyclops that brought brightness to all the metal work here, making it shine.
"Thank you," Hephaestus replied, taking the chain back, admiring its delicate workings and now shiny veneer before tucking it into his pocket. He patted it. "I know she will like this one."
Arges sighed, watching Hephaestus limp away.
*****
He could hear Aphrodite's laughter in the hallway, floating through the walls. Hephaestus smiled, running a hand through his hair and patting his pocket again. He stood outside for a moment, hearing more voices inside.
"But Thalia, have you seen him dance?" It was Aphrodite's voice—she was talking to one of the Graces. Hephaestus always felt uncomfortable in their presence, like a clumsy interloper. He hesitated, his hand raised to knock. Perhaps later, when she didn't have company.
"Ares dances like no other!" It was Euphrosyne, her voice joyful, as it always was. "Such grace and presence I've never seen in a man."
Hephaestus swallowed hard, taking a step back on his lame foot. Later. Definitely later. He turned to go.
"That isn't all he does like no other," Aphrodite said, her voice lowering. He heard them titter and squeal. His face burned and his fists clenched.
"What of your husband?" Aglaia asked, her voice clear as a bell above the others.
Hephaestus opened the door without knocking and found the three Graces surrounding his wife at her vanity, adorning her hair with flowers.
"Oh!" Aphrodite smiled, holding her hand out to him. "Hephaestus, come, Aglaia was just asking after you."
Hephaestus limped toward her, glancing at Aglaia by her side. The Grace, ever Aphrodite's favorite, was sitting next to her on the padded bench, her curly dark head resting against her mistress' shoulder. She was watching Hephaestus with her large, dark eyes and it made him feel even more ungainly and slow as he advanced.
"I have brought you something," Hephaestus said, meeting his wife's cool gaze. Her eyes were a clear, deep blue, and they were veiled to him, as always. He ducked his head, clearing his throat.
"Well?" Aphrodite asked, holding her hand out. Hephaestus dug into his pocket and pulled out the fine chain. The Graces gasped in unison as he held it out to his wife.
Aphrodite took it from him, holding it up to the light. "It's very similar to the one you brought last week—almost the same." She put it on the vanity table and turned to smile at him. "Thank you... husband."
Hephaestus nodded, looking for something to do with his hands. He tucked them behind his back, rocking a little on his heels.
"Have you finished the corset that I asked you to make?" Aphrodite inquired, entangling her hand with Aglaia's and kissing the inside of the young woman's wrist. He watched his wife's mouth, his eyes hungry.
"Almost," he replied, looking at the smile of pleasure of Aglaia's face as she basked in the goddess' attentions. He knew how she felt.
"Perhaps that will be the next gift you bring to me, then?" Aphrodite tilted her eyes up at him and then turned them toward the large, luxurious bed resting in the corner.
He flushed, his body responding immediately. "You will have it. Soon."
Aphrodite turned and tickled Aglaia under the chin. "Will you show my husband to the door?"
Aglaia stood, smiling at Hephaestus as she approached, taking his arm in hers. "You are a master craftsman," she told him as she turned him toward the door. Hephaestus glanced over his shoulder at Aphrodite and she waggled her fingers at him.
"Th-thank you," Hephaestus stuttered. Aglaia pulled the door open and eased them through. He followed her, seeing a last glimpse of Aphrodite before it swung shut. His heart lurched at the sight of her—such beauty!
"Hephaestus," Aglaia turned her face up to his, her eyes soft. "That was the most beautiful piece you have made for her yet."
He shook his head, avoiding her eyes. "It was nothing. A trifle."
"She doesn't deserve you," Aglaia said under her breath. Hephaestus lifted his eyes to the Grace in surprise.
"What... what did you say?"
"Nothing." Aglaia touched his arm and smiled. "She would want me to thank you. It is a lovely gift, a beautiful gesture."
Hephaestus tilted his head, a smile playing on his lips. He had always felt so uncomfortable in the room with all of the Graces, but this one was different. Maybe it was just that he felt less obviously disfigured when they were standing alone together.
"You are very gracious," he nodded at her.
Aglaia laughed, a light, sparkling thing, squeezing his arm and turning back to the door. "That's what I am."
Hephaestus glimpsed Aphrodite again as the door swung open and then shut. He took a shaky breath, leaning his forehead against it, pressing his hand there, as if he could reach her, his wife, the most beautiful goddess in the world. He could hear them talking.
"Is he gone, Aglaia?"
"Yes. He was very sad." Aglaia's voice was low.
He heard his wife sigh. "So whose turn is it? Euphrosyne, do you want this one?"
"Oh, may I have it?" he heard Aglaia say. "Please?"
He remembered the fine, detailed work he had done, the hours he had spent.
"So, when will you see Ares again?" Thalia asked.
Hephaestus closed his eyes, feeling his chest growing tight. He turned away from her door and limped down the hallway.
*****
"Is this what I think it is?" Aphrodite took the beautiful woven pouch from him, her eyes brighter than he had ever seen them before.
Hephaestus smiled, watching her pull the drawstring and open the bag, lifting the golden corset from its wrapping. She gasped, holding it up, watching it shimmer in the light.
"You have outdone yourself," she whispered, moving to the full-length mirror and holding it up against her body. Hephaestus sat on the edge of the bed, his eyes drinking in the sight of her. He loved making her happy. Nothing shone so bright as his Aphrodite when she was pleased.
"Will you put it on?" His voice was hoarse and he met her gaze as she turned toward him. She looked from him to the bed and back to the mirror, the smile gone from her eyes, but not her mouth.
"If you wish." She slipped the gown off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor, revealing her nude body underneath.
He stifled a groan at the site of her. She never failed to move him, her long honey-colored hair spilling in waves down her back, the gentle slope and curve of her form. Aphrodite lifted the corset, studying it with loving eyes before wrapping it around her body, holding it together in the back as she admired her reflection.
"What do you think?" She winked at him.
The corset was made of the finest metal mesh, a beautiful golden color that made her glow even more than he thought possible. It was just for her waist, leaving her breasts and nether-regions exposed. Hephaestus stood, limping toward her and standing behind her at the mirror. He winced, seeing his face appear over her shoulder—such ugliness next to her fine grace and beauty.
"Let me fasten it," he said, his hands moving down the soft skin of her shoulders. He pushed her hands aside, beginning at the bottom, lacing the seam together through the small eyelets with the finest, yet strongest, golden gossamer thread. His fingers were large and calloused from his anvil, but still incredibly deft and gentle.
"You will have to teach Aglaia to do this." Aphrodite held her hair piled up on her head, holding herself still and straight for him.
Hephaestus could have fastened it much more quickly, but he took his time, kneeling at first, his eyes drinking in the rounded swell of her bottom, the long, gentle curve of her legs. He stood to lace the rest, pressing a small kiss to the middle of her back as he did.
"Now, tighten it," she said, looking over her shoulder at him, tendrils of her hair escaping her grasp. He smiled, pulling at the golden stays, watching her already small waistline shrink, accentuating her curves.
"Beautiful," he murmured, tying the lacing at the top, his hands slipping down over the indentation of her waist, his fingers brushing the fine mesh of the corset.
"Will it really make anyone fall in love with me?" she asked, turning back and forth in the mirror, trying to see all sides.
"Silly woman." Hephaestus shook his head. "Everyone is already in love with you."
She wrinkled her nose at him. "Not everyone."
"Your husband is in love with you," he said, coming to stand next to her. "And to answer your question, yes. This corset will make any man, mortal or immortal, fall immediately in love with you."
Aphrodite turned to face him, putting her arms around his neck. "It is a kind and generous gift." She kissed his cheek. "Thank you."
"You are welcome," he whispered into her hair as he held her, breathing in her scent.
"And you shall be rewarded," she murmured, tilting her face up and pressing her lips to his. He had forgotten how sweetly she tasted, the memory flooding back as she opened her mouth to him, allowing him in. He explored her with his tongue, his hands tangling in the silken tumble of her hair, groaning as he began to feel her soften against him.
"You have something else for me," she whispered, reaching boldly between his legs and squeezing. He hissed through his teeth, his eyes closing as she rubbed him there.
"Yes," he growled, nudging her toward the bed and then pushing her prone. She lay spread out before him, the golden mesh of the corset nearly matching the color of the hair spread out on the pillow—and the curly hair between her thighs.
She smiled, a lazy, dreamy smile, reaching her hand down and spreading herself for him, showing him her treasure. He knelt before it, transfixed. Leaning in to kiss her, he edged his tongue past her flaxen tendrils, like plowing a golden wheat field, searching her fleshy furrows for the swollen pink kernel hiding within. Aphrodite moaned when he found it, his mouth covering her mound as he began to bathe her with his tongue.
Her hips moved with him as she threw her hands above her head in complete abandon, her eyes closing. Hephaestus was skilled in this trade, and his fingers worked their way into her flesh as he licked her, feeling the velvet lining inside. His erection throbbed, aching to be buried inside of her. Still, his mouth endeavored to complete its task. He was never one to leave a job unfinished.
"Yes," she moaned, rolling her hips in circles now, urging his tongue to follow that pattern. He accommodated her, rewarded with the sound of his name on her lips, her hands grasping his hair, pulling his head into her. "Oh, Hephaestus, please!"
He was dizzy with the sight of her pink nipples rising with her ragged breath above the cups of the golden corset, and he reached for them. Aphrodite moaned as he kneaded her flesh, tweaking the rosy buds of her nipples, rolling them, pulling them. His erection was a steel bar pressed against the side of the bed but he kept his mouth fastened over her sweet spot, urging her toward ecstasy.
He felt her begin to swell, breaking like a wave against him, her body shuddering and trembling under his hands and mouth. He hung on, unwavering in his attention, swallowing her honey like ambrosia.
When he moved on top of her, Aphrodite shrank back with a grimace. Hephaestus stopped, feeling his manhood beginning to wane. When she saw the pained look in his eyes, she touched his cheek, giving him a small smile.
"Let me," she said, sliding out from under him and pushing him back onto the bed. She unfastened his breeches, finding him with her hand. His eyes roamed over her as she knelt above him, the sun gleaming off each link in the mesh corset, blinding him with lust. It truly was too much to resist.
Her hand was skilled, a smooth, steady motion, bringing him close to a precarious edge. He moved his hand to cup her mound, sliding a finger into the soft, wet crevice he was longing to enter. She worked his shaft, and he struggled to defy his body's response, wanting it to last forever, wanting to plunge inside her slick depths, but he could feel himself nearing his limit, the pleasure too intense to hold onto any longer. He moaned her name, thrusting up until her hand was overflowing with his seed.
He saw her smile, and felt her grip tighten around him, milking his shaft, making him thrash and growl and dig his fingers deep into her flesh. He closed his eyes, spent, and felt her slide away from him. His heart was beating hard in his chest, and he breathed deeply, allowing his body to relax. When he opened his eyes, longing to pull her to him, he found that she was standing in front of the mirror, looking at the corset he had made her.
"You're beautiful," he told her from the bed, his voice hoarse.
She smiled, running her hands over her hips. "And now, I'm irresistible."
You always were, he thought as he drifted off to sleep.
*****
Hephaestus sat watching his wife, his hands clenched into fists under the table. His eyes followed Ares, who was touching the golden corset, fingering the fine mesh.
A hand slapped him on the back. "Quite a party, Hephaestus!"
Hephaestus turned to see Hades standing behind him, his eyes on Aphrodite as well. "All to show off the girdle?"
"It's certainly making an impression," Persephone remarked dryly, putting her hand on Hades' arm. She smiled down at Hephaestus. "Your wife is certainly lovely."
"Yes," Hephaestus agreed, frowning and rubbing his bearded chin. Aphrodite had outdone herself tonight—there was no man or god here who hadn't approached her. He knew part of it was the corset, of course, but the sheer, tight black material she wore underneath didn't hide any of her assets.
"Aidon, dance with me." Persephone looked up at her husband, calling him by her familiar name for him. He smiled and nodded down at her, taking her arm.
Hephaestus watched them walking toward the dance floor. They were clearly in love—he could see it in the way they looked at each other when Hades took Persephone into his arms. It surprised him to see them here. Hades rarely left his dark realm. Aphrodite had something to do with it, he was sure. He knew she had invited everyone on Olympus, and as filled as the room was, he guessed that very few had turned down the invitation.
Hephaestus took another drink from the mug in front of him, wiping his mouth on the back of his hand. He was alone at this end of the long table. He saw his father, Zeus, in some sort of debate with Poseidon in the corner. He watched them arguing for a moment, letting it take his mind off Aphrodite dancing with Ares—his own brother, dancing with his wife. His face burned, and he took another swallow from his mug.
"Hephaestus?" Aglaia nudged his arm.
"Yes?" He looked up at her, and suddenly felt lighter.
"May I join you?" She sat beside him without waiting to hear his response. He made room for her on the bench, nearly falling off the other edge as she sidled closer, her thigh touching his. "So tell me about your work—what else have you made, besides the lovely jewelry and the blinding corset for my mistress?"
"Oh, many things," he said, straining to see where Aphrodite had disappeared to. Athena and Artemis were in his line of vision on the dance floor as they swayed together to the music.
There she was, still dancing with Ares, her head resting under his chin. He saw the way Ares ran his hand over the sides of the corset, down over her hips, and he remembered what it felt like to touch her.
"What things?" Persephone asked, sitting across from them, still out of breath from her dance. "Aidon, will you get me some ambrosia?" She smiled up at him as he came to the table, and he nodded, turning to go find some.
"I was just asking Hephaestus what other miraculous things he had crafted," Aglaia said, resting her chin in her hand and looking at Hephaestus. Persephone looked between the two of them for a moment. Hades returned with two chalices full of ambrosia, placing one before his wife.
"Didn't Hephaestus make your helmet, Aidon?" Persephone asked as he sat down.
Hades grinned. "I love that thing. Put it on, and I'm invisible!"
"You made an invisibility helmet?" Aglaia's eyes widening. "That's remarkable!"
"I'll say," Persephone snorted, wiping a strand of blonde hair out of her eyes before taking a drink. "He uses it for all sorts of naughty things—don't you, Aidon?"
Hephaestus chuckled. "I can imagine."
"What else have you crafted," Aglaia asked, putting her hand on Hephaestus' arm. He looked down at her slender fingers, but he didn't pull away. Her hand was tiny and warm and soft.
"He made my bow," Artemis said, coming to stand behind Persephone and Hades. Athena was following her, carrying two chalices. "I'm sorry, I couldn't help overhearing."
"Oh, join us, Artemis!" Aglaia smiled, extending a hand out to her. "And Athena, you are looking so wild and untamed tonight."
"Is that a compliment?" Athena asked, following Artemis around the table to sit on the other side of Aglaia. She patted Hephaestus on the back as she passed. "Hephaestus made my spear, as well."
"Is there anything you didn't make?" Aglaia asked in wonder.
Persephone nudged Hades and smiled up at him. "Perhaps only the stars and the moon?"
Hades chuckled. "Didn't you make Poseidon's trident, too?"
"Oh, and Demeter's sickle!" Artemis added. "Where is your mother, Persephone?"
"Hera's throne, too," Athena said.
Zeus and Poseidon had heard them talking, and both of them came over to stand by the table. Hephaestus looked around him, amazed that a moment ago, he was brooding alone, and suddenly he was surrounded by people, all praising his work. He glanced at Aglaia, her eyes shining up at him, and he knew it was all because of this little Grace.
"Did I hear my name mentioned?" Poseidon asked.
"We were just trying to decide which of Hephaestus' creations was the best," Hades remarked, tipping back in his chair and lacing his fingers behind his head. "What do you two think?"
"My thunderbolts, of course!" Zeus said. "No question!"
"Well, there are all twelve golden Olympian thrones to consider, too," Athena added.
"I'm sorry, everyone," Aphrodite slipped between Zeus and Poseidon, Ares following close behind her. "But the most wonderful thing has to be my corset." She turned and smiled at Ares, whose eyes were on her waist.
"Tell us, Aglaia," Persephone murmured. "You are the Grace of Splendor. Which of these things is the most splendid?"
Aglaia glanced at Aphrodite, and then looked around at each of them. Hephaestus turned to watch her, and he noticed for the first time that she was wearing the necklace that he had brought for his wife that day. She was fingering it as she thought, her face serious.
"I have watched him work," Aglaia said softly, taking Hephaestus' hand and turning it over in hers. They were rough and calloused and large compared to hers. She stroked his palm with her fingertips, her eyes meeting his. "There is magic in his hands. He is a true artist. He holds the image of love inside himself, and he molds every object of his craft to its vision."
Hephaestus stared at her, transfixed.
Aglaia glanced at Aphrodite. "He has been rejected again and again, by all of you—by even his own mother and father." Aglaia turned her eyes to Zeus for a moment and Hephaestus felt an incredible heat coming off of her. "Yet still, he doesn't reject the world. He has learned how to craft ugliness into beauty—how to see the beauty in it all."



The table was quiet now. Even the music had stopped. "I cannot choose one. They are all as brilliant as he is."
Hephaestus stood, tripping over himself as he moved away from the bench. "Excuse me," he said, flushing as he limped past Ares and his wife. "I have to tend to something." He could hear Aglaia calling him, but he didn't turn to her. He was afraid if he did, there would be no turning back.
*****
"Hephaestus!" He saw a startled Aglaia come around the garden wall, her hand going to her throat when she noticed him standing there.
"Pardon me." He ducked his head, his face beginning to burn. He had been standing in front of the rose trellis, he didn't know how long, trying to decide. "I will go."
"No!" she cried, seeking his eyes out with a smile. "Please don't. You just startled me."
He cleared his throat. "I apologize," he said again. He jumped when she laid a hand on his arm. Her skin was almost as soft as Aphrodite's.
"What are you doing out in the sunshine?" She poked him in the ribs, and he looked down to where her finger pressed, surprised. "It might burn you right up—you're so used to that dark forge of yours."
"I—" It took him a moment to realize that she was teasing him. "Maybe you can help me? I was choosing a rose for your mistress."
"Oh, roses, too!" Aglaia nodded, pursing her lips. "Jewelry and flowers—she is a lucky woman, your wife."
"I like this one," Hephaestus said, touching the soft petals of a dark crimson rose, such a deep red it almost looked black.
"Crimson is a funeral flower—it is for mourning," Aglaia said, shaking her head.
Hephaestus' face blushed a deeper shade. "I am no good at this," he mumbled.
Aglaia touched a dark pink rose. "They all have different meanings. Dark pink is thankfulness, and this light pink one means joy and admiration. It all depends on what you want to say to her."
"What of the yellow? I like those. Bright, a little shiny, aren't they?" Hephaestus tilted his head to look at her. The sun against her black curls made them appear almost blue, but her eyes were as dark as night, even out here, a stunning contrast to her pale complexion.
"Yellow is friendship," she said. "Sometimes slighted love... or freedom." She leaned in to smell the flower, her eyes closing, and he noticed her sooty lashes against her rosy cheeks.
"Not yellow then." He sighed. "This orange one?"
Aglaia opened her eyes to him. "Desire." The way she said it sent a jolt through him.
Hephaestus took a step back, clearing his throat. "What just says love?"
"This red," she said, her finger tracing the petal of a deep red rose, nowhere near as dark at the crimson. "This is the red of love, and passion, and beauty."
Hephaestus nodded. "That's the one, then."
"Is it?" she asked, searching his face with those dark eyes. She looked at him as if she could see something there. "Are you sure?"
He didn't know why he felt like explaining anything to her, but he did. Maybe it was what she had said at Aphrodite's little dinner party. He knew that Arges and the rest of the Cyclops disapproved of his pursuit of his wife—that all of the gods and goddesses looked askance at his behavior.
"I've loved Aphrodite since the moment I first saw her," Hephaestus told her. "I had never seen such beauty before."
"She is a beautiful woman," Aglaia admitted, looking up at him. He found his eyes lingering on her mouth, a soft, red rosebud.
"When Zeus gave her to me," he went on. "I thought it was the best thing that had ever happened to me."
"She doesn't love you," Aglaia whispered.
"I know," he replied, nodding in agreement. He knew it, but he couldn't help how he felt. Something compelled him to pursue her in spite of her rejection. He knew he made himself the fool for her—but he couldn't seem to stop.
"Hephaestus," she said, his name in her mouth a whispered plea. He peered down at her, this gentle Grace, seeing something there that moved him.
He did it without thinking, tilting her chin up and putting his mouth against hers. She responded, wrapping her arms around him, her little body pressing into him, a soft, sudden reminder of his manhood. He felt a spark, not unlike his hammer hitting hot metal on his anvil—it was something fierce and undeniable.
He broke the kiss, staring down at her closed eyes, her rosy mouth still turned up to him, an offering. He let her go and she stumbled, gasping. Hephaestus turned away from her, swallowing hard.
He was quiet for a moment, and then he said, "I have tried for years to please her, to find the thing that will turn her toward me instead of away from me. I am growing very tired."
"Then, stop," Aglaia whispered. She came up behind him, pressing her breasts into him and resting her cheek against his back.
"I can't," he choked.
"Why?"
He realized it, in that moment. "Because if she can love me... then maybe... maybe I'm not the boy who was thrown from Olympus because he was disfigured. Maybe I'm not the man who has been spurned by every goddess, laughed at by every god. Maybe there is some part of me that is... tolerable."
Aglaia let go of him, and he turned to see her standing there with tears on her cheeks. "Your problem isn't that you are lame... your problem is that you are blind."
"I don't—"
Aglaia turned from him and fled. He stood, stunned, watching her go.
A sudden heat against his neck made him turn, and he forgot about Aglaia as he saw Helios, the sun god, coming toward him in his flaming chariot.
"How's she holding up?" Hephaestus shaded his eyes, admiring the golden chariot and smiling as Helios stopped quite a distance away. The chariot was scorching the garden where it stood, and he knew Aphrodite was going to have a fit about it.
"As beautiful as the day you made her for me," Helios replied with a grin. "How are you holding up, old man?"
Hephaestus shrugged. "Same as ever."
"So I can see," Helios replied, jerking his head in the direction that Aglaia had run off. "Still ignoring the flower right in front of you and pursuing the unattainable garden?"
"Did you come all the way down here to taunt me, Helios?"
"No." The blazing god sighed, shaking his flaming head. "I came down here to give you some information."
"Oh?" Hephaestus crossed his arms, not sure he wanted to hear this. Helios had long been a good friend, perhaps because Hephaestus was one of the only gods who could withstand his heat. Helios was one god he could trust to watch his back.
"It's about your wife," Helios said, frowning. His eyes said it all. "And Ares."
"I don't want to know." Hephaestus turned to walk away.
Helios called out: "You are a fool!"
"I know." Hephaestus felt something congealed in his chest, continuing to walk away.
"That little Grace loves you," Helios told him. Hephaestus stopped, turning to look back at him. "I have seen her watching you from afar. She is yours for the asking."
"What have you seen?" Hephaestus asked, walking a few paces toward him, the intensity of the heat making him stop. It was too much, even for a man who worked in the temperatures he did all day.
"It's so clear!" Helios rolled his orange eyes, waving his hand and singeing one of the rosebushes.
"Maybe with a light as bright as yours," Hephaestus replied with a little laugh. "I spend most of my time in darkness."
"You should make her yours," Helios implored. "Don't you want to be happy?"
"I cannot." Hephaestus raised an eyebrow at him. "You forget—Aphrodite is my wife."
"You can set her aside." Helios smiled.
Hephaestus scowled at him. "Not without a reason."
"And if you had one?" Helios tilted his head at him, the light in his eyes growing ever brighter.
"But I don't."
"Yes, actually, you do." Helios delivered his news quietly, his voice thick with empathy. "I saw Aphrodite and Ares together. In the meadow. She has been unfaithful to you."
Hephaestus felt a lead weight in his chest. He had his suspicions, of course, but he had never had any proof. "Are you sure? You know, you see from a great distance."
Helios slapped his own forehead. "Will you ever think of excuses for her? I have eyes like a hawk—and she's hard to miss."
Hephaestus closed his eyes against it for a moment, a sick, gnawing feeling in his belly. "Thank you, Helios. You are a good friend."
*****
Arges put his hand on Hephaestus' shoulder and he startled, putting down his hammer and turning to the Cyclops.
"What is it, Arges?"
Arges peered at the strange metal work. Hephaestus had done nothing but this for months. "What is this thing?"
"What does it look like?" Hephaestus asked, his face darkening as he turned back to his work.
"A net," Arges said, stating the obvious. "Who is for?"
Hephaestus looked up at him, holding it up and admiring his work. "My wife."
*****
"Oh, Hephaestus!" Aglaia rose as he approached Aphrodite's door. She had been sitting outside on a bench, idly strumming a lyre. "She isn't... well."
"A goddess, not well?" He smirked, shaking his head. "You must all think me a fool."
"No," Aglaia said, putting her small hand on his arm. "It is true... today. She is heart sick over something. She will not say what."
Hephaestus closed his eyes for a moment. "I know how she feels."
"Did you want something?" Aglaia asked him. He looked down at her face, so open and kind and willing to please. He reached down and fingered the necklace at her throat. She flushed, her hand moving to cover it.
"I—"
"No," he said, rubbing his finger over the delicate chain. "I know."
When he lifted his eyes to hers, he saw they were wet with sadness. She whispered, "I'm sorry."
Hephaestus used his thumb to wipe away her tears. "Will you give her a message for me, then, sweet Aglaia?"
She nodded. "Yes."
"Tell her I am going hunting. I won't be back for a fortnight."
Her face fell. "So long?"
He nodded, his eyes searching hers before turning and limping back down the hallway.
*****
Hephaestus sat at her vanity, waiting. He heard them before he saw them, the bump and rattle of the door, as if something were being pressed against it, and Aphrodite's voice, her soft moaning. He looked back into the mirror, seeing only the wall behind him reflected. Hades' invisibility helmet worked as well as the day he had finished it.
"How long will he be gone?" Ares asked, kissing her back into the room.
She wrapped her arms around his neck, purring, "A fortnight. A whole, glorious fortnight!" She twirled out of his arms, laughing and collapsing onto the bed. She reached her hand out for him. "Come. We have so much to catch up on."
"Zeus gave you to the wrong brother," Ares growled, diving onto the bed and rolling with her on it.
She laughed, kicking and squealing beneath him. "You have no arguments from me. You should tell him that!"
You'll get your chance, thought Hephaestus as he watched, his chest seething with rage, while Ares covered Aphrodite's swelling cleavage with kisses. Aphrodite pushed at him, slipping out from underneath and standing, letting her garments fall to the floor. Ares gave a low groan. She was wearing the corset. Hephaestus remembered that day, seeing her standing just there, as he laced her up into it. He imagined Aglaia had done it today.
"Your turn," Aphrodite said, stretching out on the bed beside him. "I want to see you disrobe."
Ares stood, tossing his shirt aside. Aphrodite watched, smiling, her eyes gleaming as he pulled off his robe and tunic. He knelt over her in just a loincloth, and she ran her hands up over his stomach and chest.
"You are stunning," she murmured, wrapping her legs around his thighs.
"I could say the same," he replied, leaning in to kiss her. They tumbled around the bed, thrashing and moaning. Hephaestus waited, still. He didn't know just what he was waiting for. Did he really think they were going to stop, now? That she was going to sit up and say, "Oh, wait, I have a husband, we shouldn't be doing this!" He knew she wasn't. And yet, he waited.
"I want you inside of me," Aphrodite moaned. Hephaestus could see her hand moving between her legs from this angle, Ares pressed between them. "Make me yours, Ares. I am yours."
That was it. That was what he had been waiting for. Ares thrust into her with a grunt and Aphrodite cried out. Hephaestus pulled the strong, gossamer strands that had been sitting loosely in his hands, the same strands he had used to make the laces for her corset. He pulled and pulled, hearing Aphrodite scream, seeing Ares thrashing with her, trapped together in the golden net. He pulled it tight, until they were suspended near the ceiling, and wrapped and tied the cording around the hook he had installed earlier on the wall.
"What is this?" Ares cried, sounding panicked. Hephaestus watched him pushing and prodding at the net, struggling to get free.
He left them, opening the door and closing it behind him, knowing they would see it, and not understand when no one walked through it. Aglaia was sitting on the bench, as he knew she would be, keeping watch. He removed his helmet.
"Hephaestus!" she gasped, nearly falling off the bench in surprise. "I... you... what—?"
He reached down and touched her cheek. "Will you do one more small thing for me, Aglaia?"
She nodded, her face a mask of surprise.
"Put a call out from me to my father and all his brothers—I want every god to witness this."
"Witness?" she asked, breathless. "Of course, I will do what you ask." She hurried off to find the messenger.
Hephaestus sat on the bench and waited, hearing Ares and Aphrodite calling for help. He smiled, picking up the lyre that Aglaia had been holding, beginning to strum.
*****
"What is the meaning of this?" Zeus and Poseidon were storming down the hall, with Hermes bringing up the rear. "I was right in the middle of a game of, uh... chance, with a fine young swan."
Hephaestus stood, opening the door and allowing them all to see as they crowded into the doorway.
Aglaia was hurrying toward them. "Hephaestus! I got them as quickly as I could!"
He smiled down at her, touching her cheek. "You did wonderfully. Thank you."
"Hephaestus!" It was Aphrodite's voice. "This is your doing! Get me down from here!"
Aglaia's eyes widened and she moved to look into the room.
"You may not want to do that." Hephaestus grabbed her shoulder.
She looked up at him, understanding in her eyes. "Yes, I do."
She joined the gods standing in the doorway. All three of them were laughing at the sight of Aphrodite and Ares tangled up together in the net.
"Ho! What were you two doing, I wonder?" Poseidon roared, his laugh like crashing waves.
"Never mind that," Ares hissed. "Get us down, would you?"
"That's my boy," Zeus laughed, shaking his head.
Hephaestus moved past them into the room, standing and looking up at the two of them, admiring his handiwork. The net was a very fine, thin mesh, similar to what he had made Aphrodite's corset of—in fact, if he hadn't made the garment for her, he wouldn't have known he could make the net at all.
"Forget your boy!" Hermes cried, peering around Zeus' shoulder and giving a long, low whistle. "Look at the goddess!"
Aglaia came to stand next to Hephaestus, putting her hand on his arm. He was getting used to feeling it resting there.
"Hey, Ares," Hermes called. "Wanna trade places?"
"Very funny, pipsqueak," Ares growled, punching uselessly at the net. "You taunt the god of war when he's tied up in some magical net. Such a hero."
"Let them down, Hephaestus," Zeus said, still chuckling.
"She is my wife," Hephaestus reminded him. "They are adulterers."
Poseidon put his hand on Hephaestus' shoulder. "Ares will have to pay you the adulterer's fee, then."
Hermes snorted. "He still owes four gods that I know of, just off the top of my head."
"See?" Hephaestus said with a sigh. "Can't ever trust the god of war, can you?"
Poseidon squeezed his shoulder. "I'll pay it, then."
"Let him down, Hephaestus," Zeus said. "Enough is enough."
"I don't want the adulterer's fee," Hephaestus said, looking down at the tiny hand resting against his forearm. "I want to set her aside."
"What?!" Aphrodite cried, kicking at the net, her bare foot just making it bow out.
Zeus looked at Hephaestus, and then back to the couple suspended above the bed. He nodded. "Very well. It's done."
Hephaestus smiled down at Aglaia, whose eyes were still wide in shock, her face bemused. He moved toward the wall, unsheathing his knife.
"Goodbye, Aphrodite," he said, slashing the golden cord and watching the couple thump to the bed.
He didn't pay attention to her screams or his curses as they struggled to untangle themselves. Hephaestus only had eyes for Aglaia.
"Can I speak to you outside?" he asked her, putting his hand at her elbow.
She nodded, finally closing her mouth and following him.
"Can we go to your room?" Hephaestus asked her as they moved into the hallway. Aglaia stopped for a moment, her head cocked. He didn't know if she was listening to Aphrodite calling her, or if she were simply considering.
"Yes," she said, reaching for his hand. She slowed her pace to his as they made their way down the hall. All three Graces had separate chambers near Aphrodite's, so the walk wasn't long. "Excuse the disarray, I haven't had a chance—"
She stood in the doorway, her eyes wide above the hand pressed to her mouth. Hephaestus grinned, waiting for her reaction. She turned to him with tears in her eyes.
"You?" she whispered. He nodded, reaching down and lifting her against him without a word, kissing her full mouth as he pressed her into the room, and kicking the door shut behind them with his good leg. Aglaia's mouth was the softest, sweetest thing he had ever tasted, and he couldn't get enough of it. Her tongue touched his, licking over his lips, his teeth, the tiny hands tangled in his hair making him moan.
Aglaia broke the kiss, breathing hard, her eyes shining up at him. No one had ever looked at him that way. Then her eyes turned to the room, taking it all in. There were ten dozen red roses, all fresh from the garden, interspersed with the ten dozen golden roses he had made for her, all positioned around the room. He had made golden curtains for her bed of a similar fine mesh that he had used for the corset and the net.
Aglaia laughed, delighted, walking over to inspect one of the golden roses, turning it over in her hands. "How did you do this? When?"
"The Cyclops did it for me, while you were running for the messenger," Hephaestus explained. "I had hoped—"
"Yes," Aglaia said, looking over her shoulder at him. "The answer has always been yes."
Hephaestus moved toward her, slipping his arms around her waist from behind. "I am sorry it took me so long to ask."
"You make me feel dizzy and weak," Aglaia whispered, leaning back against him. Hephaestus stared down at her curly dark head, her face tilted up to him, her eyes closed. He had never had such an effect on a woman, and he wasn't sure what to do or say.

She opened her eyes to him, and smiled. "Red roses?" she asked.
"Red, means love, yes?" he asked. She nodded. "And gold—that means forever."
"Forever," she murmured. She turned in his arms, slipping her hands behind his neck and kissing him. She pulled his shirt up, finding the bare skin of his back, pressing herself into him and whispering, "Make me yours."
He didn't need another invitation. He may have been lame, but his arms were incredibly strong from years of swinging a hammer. He picked her up, a little bit of fluff, and carried her to the bed. She made him stop so she could look at the golden curtains.
"They are so beautiful," she said, fingering the fine mesh.



"You are beautiful," Hephaestus told her, pushing the curtains aside and laying her on the bed. He sat beside her.
"Perhaps you should see the rest of me before you decide," she said with a smile, slipping her garment off her shoulders. Hephaestus watched as she opened it for him, revealing her nude body underneath. He could feel himself begin to stiffen, seeing her laid out before him. His eyes followed the fullness of her breasts, with their pink, pursed nipples, down the soft curve of her waist, her hip, lingering at her navel before slipping to the dark thatch of hair between her legs, where he stayed for a moment, enchanted and growing even more aroused.
"I take back what I said," Hephaestus murmured, slipping a hand over her calf, her thigh, aching to touch the heat between her legs.
Aglaia sat up on her elbows, cocking her head at him. "What?"
"You aren't beautiful," he said, tilting his head, his eyes still fixed at the apex of her thighs. He thought he could see a flash of pink in the midst of her. His erection came to full-mast at the thought. Aglaia nudging him with her foot brought him out of his trance. She was pouting, and it was the most delightful thing he had ever seen.
He chuckled. "You aren't beautiful," he said again with a grin. "You are sublime. You are everything beautiful I have ever seen in one soft, supple form. I could devour you." He meant it.
She reached for him. "Show me."
He came to her, and it was like walking in a summer rain after working all day in the forge. She was gentle beauty and sweet release, wrapping herself around him, her nude body a reminder of his still-clothed one. She pulled his shirt up over his head, smiling at the broadness of his chest, running her hands through the hair there. When she slid her little hand into his breeches, he groaned. Letting her pull and twist and play was exquisite torture.
He rolled to his back and pulled her with him, his mouth still exploring hers, their breath together growing shallow and fast, the heat in the room rising. Aglaia let go of his member and he gave her an unhappy groan, but soon forgot about it when she moved down his body, pulling his breeches off as she went.
"Your boots?" she asked, touching his lame leg. Hephaestus flushed. He had been too ashamed to allow Aphrodite to see him. "Not that I mind if you leave them on—I'm going to have you, either way."
He chuckled at the light in her eyes. "Take them off."
She pulled his right boot off his good leg, and then tackled the left. It was specially made for his club foot, in all appearances normal on the outside, just wider than the other boot. She had to work it off, and she set it aside, looking at his lame foot, perfectly formed, just twisted to the side.
"Am I so hideous?" he asked her, and she met his eyes and lowered her mouth to kiss the instep of his bent foot as her response. He had never been touched there, even by his own mother. Hephaestus felt tears burning his eyes and blinked them back.
Her mouth began to travel its way up his calf, his thigh, and she pressed her body between his legs, draping herself against him as she settled there, feathering kisses over the tip of him. She nibbled and kissed and licked, taking her time, her fingers stroking against his thigh, lifting and gently squeezing the sacs between his legs. He moaned when she took him fully into her mouth, working her tongue around and around the head as she did.
"Aglaia," he murmured, his hands lost in her dark curls. She rubbed and nuzzled against him, her skin like velvet, her nipples brushing his thighs. He didn't know how long she spent, he lost track of everything but sensation, the delicious feeling resonating out from his pelvis. He could feel something tightening in his belly, the pleasure of her wet mouth so intense he was growling and bucking beneath her.
She stopped, then, squeezing him in her hand, and just licking at the tip, where a small amount of fluid was beginning to overflow. Her lips were red and swollen from having him in her mouth, her face and chest flushed from the effort. She moved up onto him in one fluid motion, pressing her belly to his, trapping his erection between them.
"I want to show you something," she whispered against his lips. He could taste himself in her mouth when she kissed him. She straddled him, sitting up at first, and then standing, her legs on either side of him. He stared, breathless with his own lust, mesmerized by her as she began to walk up his body, until she was standing right above his head. He could see that the dark wool between her legs was glistening with wetness, and it made his mouth water and his manhood throb.
She reached her hands down, her eyes on his, and opened herself up for him so he could see the dark pink flesh inside. He groaned, one hand going to his member, squeezing it, the other slipping through her folds, moving her fingers aside so he could explore her.
"That's how much I want you," she murmured, moving her hips in circles against his hand. "All that sweet liquid is for you."
He slipped a finger inside of her, then two, the velvet walls of her contracting and releasing, drawing him in. He imagined sliding into her wetness, and he squeezed his hand harder between his legs.
Aglaia put her hands on the wall, spreading her thighs wider for him. He began moving his fingers in and out of her, his thumb finding the sweet pearl near the top of her cleft and rubbing it. He watched her face, her eyes closed, her dark hair curling around her cheeks, her breath coming faster and faster still as he worked his fingers into her.
"Hephaestus," she moaned, grinding her hips into his hand now, leaving one hand on the wall and using the other to tweak her nipples, gone quickly from pink to red. He could see the muscles in her thighs tensing, and he stroked her a little faster then, urging her on. She whimpered and tossed her head from side to side, her knees beginning to bend. He wondered if she would just collapse onto him.
"Deeper," she begged him. "Harder! Oh, please!" He shoved his hand up against her again and again, trying to match the rhythm of her hips as they rocked.
"Oh!!" she cried out, sounding surprised, and he could see her toes curling against the bedcovers just as he felt her begin to twinge and spasm around his fingers, her honey dripping down his arm in little rivulets.
She did collapse then, stepping over him and collapsing onto the bed beside him, her chest heaving, her thighs still trembling. She took his hand in hers and began to lick his fingers, his wrist, his forearm. Her eyes glazed and she wore a dreamy smile on her face.
"I want you," Hephaestus said, rolling onto her, his erection making its throbbing appeal against her damp thigh. She reached down and lined him up, aiming him toward her heaven, and he slid forward, burying himself to the hilt. She whimpered, her hands squeezing his upper arms as he began to thrust. She was hotter than fire inside, and she felt like wet satin wrapped around him.
He was careful to keep his weight off her as he moved, but she kept pulling at him, wrapping her legs around his hips, her arms around his shoulders. He gave in to her, letting himself down onto her softness, their hips locked together, grinding and rolling. She moaned and wiggled beneath him, biting at his shoulder with her little teeth, scratching his back with her nails, each sting driving him forward, harder into her, again and again.
"Yes," she whispered over and over against his neck, her hot breath flooding him. "Yes! Yes! Yes!"
"Aglaia," he groaned. He couldn't hold on any longer, feeling the tight hot coil ready to spring between his legs. She thrust her hips back against his, and he felt her shuddering, thrashing and bucking under him now, throwing her head back and moaning. That was more than enough to push him over the edge. He drove deeply into her, one last, glorious thrust, exploding inside of her, spilling his seed into the softness of her flesh.
He collapsed onto her, kissing her cheeks, her forehead, her closed eyelids, her little snub nose. She smiled, running her hand through his hair. Hephaestus rolled off her with a groan, propping himself on his elbow and looking down at her. The light was streaming in through the window, making the golden curtains around the bed shimmer, throwing glimmering shadows on her face. She turned toward him, snuggling up with a sigh.
"I have something else for you," Hephaestus said after a while, stroking her hair.
She opened her eyes to him. "I have everything I ever wanted."
He moved off the bed, finding his clothes and digging into his pocket. He sat on the edge and gave her the small woven pouch.
"A present?" She clapped, smiling, her eyes bright. He handed her the pouch and watched her open in.
"This one is for you alone," he said, watching her tent the necklace in her fingers. She leaned over and kissed his cheek. "There's something else in there."
Aglaia reached back into the pouch, her eyes widening before she removed it, feeling what it was.
He nodded, seeing her pull out the ring. He took a deep breath. He didn't know why his heart was hammering so, why he felt so clammy. "Will you be mine, sweet Aglaia?"
She looked at the ring for a moment and then smiled, looking up at him through tears. "Yes," she whispered, putting her arms around him and hugging him tightly. He helped her put the ring on.
They both jumped when they heard a knock at the door. Aglaia's eyes widened, and she moved off the bed to go answer it, taking her gown and wrapping it around her.
"Aglaia!" It was Aphrodite's voice. Aglaia turned to look at Hephaestus sitting naked on the bed, the curtain drawn aside. He nodded, waving his hand toward the door. "Aglaia! Hurry up! We have to pack, I'm moving back to Mount Olympus and—"
Aphrodite's voice dwindled as Aglaia swung the door open. Her eyes were wide, her jaw dropped, staring at the splendor of the little Grace's room filled with roses. "What—?" and then she saw Hephaestus sitting on the edge of the bed.
"You!" she hissed, her eyes narrowing, moving toward him. Aglaia put her hand out, stopping Aphrodite with it.
"He is no longer your husband," Aglaia said. "And I am staying here."
Aphrodite frowned, turning toward Aglaia and grasping her hands. When she saw the ring on Aglaia's finger, her brow furrowed. "You don't want to stay here. We're like sisters—more than sisters." Aphrodite leaned in to kiss her cheek. "Come home with me."
"I am home," Aglaia replied, pulling her hand away and smiling over her shoulder at Hephaestus. "Goodbye, Aphrodite."
Aphrodite stammered, her mouth working, but no words coming out.
"I hope your corset keeps you warm."
Aglaia shut the door and turned toward the bed. Hephaestus opened his arms and welcomed her in.
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The box was just the usual brown kind, no big neon letters or red stamps all over it reading "Warning: Erotic Material Inside!" Of course not. Still, I felt funny, signing for it with the UPS guy standing there on my porch. The return address read: Thomas Industries, so he couldn't possibly know what was in the package. Still, I was sure that the way my hand trembled when I tried to sign my name in that little electronic screen, and the weak smile I gave him must have given me away.

I picked up the phone on the way to the couch, crooking the box under my arm. Kelly's number was in speed-dial, and I waited for her to answer while I opened the box.

"Hey, girl!" she said. I loved Caller I.D.

"Guess what I got today?" I was grinning, I couldn't help it, as I pulled all the wrapping out of the box

Kelly squealed. "Oh my god, have you used it yet?!"

I flushed as I picked it up. "No. I literally just signed for the package. It's huge!"

"Wait until you try it!" Kelly said. "I love my rabbit!"

"This is a hummingbird," I said. The vibrator was pink, kind of jelly-like in texture, with a little hummingbird attached at the base. I turned it upside down, looking at the dual controls, and aimed the tip of it at the crotch of my jeans. If it were pushed all the way inside, the little vibrating bird would sit directly on my clit. I shivered at the thought. "What are these metal bead-things inside for, again?"

Kelly groaned. "Oh, Tara, they feel sooo good! They rotate. Turn it on, you'll see."

"I have to put in the batteries," I told her. "Hang on." I set the phone down and dug in the box. Batteries included—how convenient! They were easy to slide in, and I pressed both of the "on" buttons. The metal beads rotated under the see-through shaft, and the little bird, well—hummed. You could keep pushing the buttons to make it vibrate and rotate faster.

"Kelly?" I said, picking up the phone.

"Mmmmm! I can hear it," she said. "God, just the sound makes me wet."

"Kelly!" I flushed, the vibrator trembling in my hand. I turned the controls up as high as they would go. It was kind of loud.

"Want me to get mine?" she asked, lowering her voice. "We can play together."

"Kelly!" I said again, feeling my cheeks grow even hotter. I wiggled on the couch, feeling the seam of my jeans rubbing between my legs. It felt really good.

"Oh, come on," she said. "Wouldn't it be more fun to share it?"

I touched the pink, bulbous tip to the seam of my jeans and shivered. "Ok."

"Hang on," she said. I slid my jeans and panties down off my hips while I waited for her to come back to the phone, getting comfortable on the couch, still crooking the phone. The vibrator seemed to still be going strong. I lifted my shirt, and pulled down the cup of my bra, touching the pink tip to my dark-colored nipple. The shaft vibrated a little, but the hummingbird was the thing that really got going. I pressed that to my nipple and moaned out loud.

"Hey, don't start without me," Kelly said, sounding out of breath.

"Where are you?" I asked, rubbing the hummingbird over my other nipple now, my eyes closing at the sensation.

"My bedroom," Kelly said. "Taylor's in preschool today."

"So—" I held the vibrator up. "Yours looks like mine?"

"Yep, except it's blue and has a rabbit instead of a hummingbird."

"So, how do you—?"

"I'm gonna tell you," she said. "Let me get my panties off."

I'd seen Kelly with her panties off a million times, but I hadn't ever really thought about her taking her panties off to... well, to do what we were about to do.

"Are you undressed?" she asked. "You should have your panties all the way off."

"Yeah," I replied, sneaking the little hummingbird down my belly and pressing it against my clit. Oh, god! I'd only ever owned one vibrator, and it was the old white kind with the screw-top bottom, and it had been sitting dead in my drawer for two years. I remembered now how good vibrators really were!

"Ok, what I like to do," Kelly started. "Is to tease my clit with the little rabbit. Hummingbird for you."

"Yeah," I breathed. "I am."

"Mmmmm. Doesn't that feel good?"

"Yes... oh, yes." I could feel my pussy lips swelling, my juices flowing.

"I know," she said. I could hear her breathing a little faster. I couldn't help remembering what her pussy looked like—her naturally red hair trimmed and shaved into a neat strip above her bare lips. What did her little blue rabbit look like, sliding between them? I looked down between my own legs, rubbing the pink hummingbird between the dark hair of my slit. Kelly kept telling me I should shave there, but I never had.

"Ok," Kelly said, sounding breathless. "Now... you should be wet enough to slide it inside... are you?"

"Oh, yeah," I replied, tilting the vibrator and aiming the tip towards my pussy. "Are... are you?"

I heard her smile. "God, yes."

"Are you putting yours in, too?" My voice was moving toward a whisper, although no one was home. I slipped the tip of it into my pussy, sliding it about halfway in.

"Yeah, right now," she said. "Mmmm. God, I love feeling it go inside."

"Me, too."

"Ok," she breathed. "Now press it all the way, 'til your little bird rests right against your clit."

I slid it in further, and the hummingbird's long slender bill, soft and jelly-like and vibrating furiously, rested right up against my clit. I pushed it in further, and the whole body, the wings spread, covered my clit.

"Ohhhh Kelly," I moaned, rocking my hips a little. "You do it, too."

"I am," she whispered. "You can fuck yourself like this if you want—it feels really good. Just move it in and out."

I did, sliding the shaft through my wetness, moving the hummingbird over my clit again and again. My whole body felt flushed, and when I closed my eyes, I wondered what Kelly looked like, laying on her bed and fucking her pussy just like me.

"It gets better, though," she said.

"It can't," I breathed, fucking myself a little faster now.

"You can make it go faster or slower, by pushing the buttons," she explained. "One controls the vibration. The other rotates the beads."

I had forgotten about the beads. I pressed the other button on, and they began to rotate inside of me, slowly at first, then faster as I kept pushing and pushing the button.

"Oh!" I cried, half in surprise, half in pleasure. They were moving around and around inside, touching me in places I didn't even know existed.

"Yeah," Kelly whispered, her breath coming even faster. "Do you like it?"

"Oh yes," I moaned, really rocking my hips now, the vibrator shoved all the way into me.

"You can get really good, and learn to control it with one hand," Kelly murmured. "And then you can use your other hand to play with your nipples."

"Are you?" I whispered, imagining Kelly's full breasts, her pink nipples.

"Yeah," she said. "Makes it that much better."

I tried it, shoving the vibrator into me with one hand, and moving my other hand over to tweak my hard nipples. I whimpered into the phone. "Ohhh, I really like that!"

Kelly was breathing really fast now, and I could just hear the buzz of her vibrator moving. "Tara," she whispered.

"Yes," I said.

"I'm really close," she panted. "Oh, it's so fucking good, honey!"

"Me, too," I breathed, grinding against the vibrator now, my hips lifting off the couch. "Oh, I'm almost there."

"Come on," she murmured. "I want you to come with me."

"Ohhh, now, now! Kelly, now!" I cried, my orgasm taking me by surprise, the force of it incredible, each spasm trying to force the vibrator out of me, but I held it in, riding it, bucking against it. I could hear her coming, too, moaning through the phone, and the sound of it was exciting—strange and familiar all at once.

I dropped the phone for a moment, and it fell between the couch cushions. My ears were ringing, and things looked fuzzy. I don't think I'd ever come so hard. I turned the vibrator off, my clit and pussy swollen, still feeling thick with it as I pulled it out. It was soaking wet with my juices and I rested it against my belly.

I dug for the phone, finding it and putting it back to my ear. I could hear Kelly still panting. "Oh baby, yeah, I love it hard," she whispered. I looked at the receiver for a moment. I knew she had come, I was sure of it—so what was she doing now?

"Ohhhh Tara," she murmured. "Don't stop. I'm gonna cum again."

My face—my whole body—felt like it was on fire listening to her. I could hear her vibrator still, the sound of her voice, her breath, all moving toward climax. Come again? More than once? I reached down and pressed my hand between my legs, everything there still throbbing with my orgasm. My clit felt too sensitive to touch. Still, it felt good, rubbing my hand over my mound. Maybe—?

"Ohhh fuck!" she moaned. "Oh, honey, I'm cumming again for you!"

"Yes," I whispered into the phone, closing my eyes and imagining her hips thrusting into the air, her hand working the vibrator between her legs, her hand cupping and kneading her breast.

We were quiet for a moment, and I listened to her breathing return to normal, still keeping my hand between my thighs, covering my mound.

"Do you like your new toy?" Kelly asked.

I smiled. "I think I'm definitely gonna keep it."

"God, you were so hot," she whispered. "I was so turned-on."

"Me, too," I said, opening my eyes. "I can't wait to show John."

Kelly laughed. "I can't wait to hear about it!"

"Hey," I said. I felt shy now, somehow. I knew we'd crossed over some invisible line, but I didn't know what it meant. Talking about our sex lives was way different than doing what we just did. "Thanks for... um... showing me."

"My pleasure, sweetie," Kelly replied. "Anytime."

I wondered what she meant, if that was just a casual remark, but I didn't get a chance to ask.

"Listen, I have to go get Taylor from preschool. Call me tomorrow and tell me how it all goes?"

"I will," I said. We hung up. I picked up the vibrator, which was still glistening with my juices. I couldn't wait for John to come home.

Of course, we ended up having a fight. It was just some stupid thing, about who was supposed to bring the cans in on garbage day, but neither of us was in the mood to talk to each other let alone have sex by the time we climbed into bed. I just left my new toy tucked into my night table and didn't say anything about it.

I fell right asleep, and probably would have slept the whole night through without hearing John, but I woke up from a dream about Kelly. It was almost like waking from a nightmare, jolted, eyes wide, but my hands were between my legs and my pussy was pulsing in response. I realized that it was a wet dream, and I remembered Kelly was lying on the bench in the locker room at the gym, her legs spread. I had her vibrator in my hand, and I was fucking her with it. She kept asking me to use my tongue, but I was afraid.

I woke up hearing her moaning in my head as she climaxed, and realized that the bed was shaking—it wasn't just me. John was masturbating. I smiled, closing my eyes again, listening to his hand shuttle up and down his shaft. He was unaware of me, I knew. He was too used to me sleeping through it all.

"Oh, yeah, baby, spread that ass for me," he whispered. I closed my eyes, getting into his fantasy. My hand was still tucked between my legs, and I edged my finger between my lips as I listened to him, searching out my clit.

"Come on, let me lick it." His hand moved faster, the bed vibrating. The thought of John licking pussy from behind was exciting. "Let me shove my tongue in your ass."

My finger froze against my clit and I think I even stopped breathing. Where was he imagining putting his tongue? His breathing was very fast, and I heard him grunt and stop moving. I knew, from listening to him before, that he hadn't come. He waited a few moments, and I listened to his breath slow while I nudged my clit with my finger, thinking about what I'd just heard.

His hand started moving again, and I strained to hear him whispering in the dark. My finger was rolling around my clit now, rubbing it in circles.

"You want that tongue, baby?" he murmured. "I love your little asshole."

I found myself aching to play with my new toy, to feel it filling me again, that heavenly vibration running all through me. Of course, I couldn't do that and still hear John. I remembered what Kelly had said at the gym, about "rolling over and helping him."

"Yeah, yeah, that's it," he moaned, and I could hear that his cock was slick.

I rolled toward him and I heard him stop. He was trying to control his breathing. I waited for a moment and he started again, whispering something else I couldn't hear. My pussy was aching, and I edged a little closer to him, touching my legs and feet to his.

He stopped again, turning his head toward me. "Tara?" he whispered.

"Yeah," I murmured, sliding a hand over his hard, flat belly under the covers. His hand was still wrapped around his stiff cock and I moved my hand over his, sliding up and down. "Don't stop."

"I—" he started to say something but I leaned over and licked his nipple.

"I love listening to you touch yourself," I whispered, tracing circles in the dark.

He moaned, his hand moving again, moving my hand with his, up and down his shaft.

"That's so hot," I whispered. "You make me so wet."

He groaned again, turning his face to me and searching for my mouth. I kissed him, our tongues mingled wetness and heat.

"I want to show you something," I said, leaning over and pulling open my night table drawer. I found the vibrator, and switched on the low light next to the bed. John was squinting at me, and I smiled as I turned back to him, holding my toy.

His jaw dropped. Then he grinned. "Wow."

"Do you wanna watch me play?" I asked, pressing the button and making the little hummingbird vibrate. "You can play, too, while you watch me. Maybe we can cum together."

His eyes went from me to the vibrator. "Yeah."

I leaned back, my pussy facing him, lifting my t-shirt so he could see. He rolled onto his elbow, and the sheet slipped off his hips, and I could see his hand moving slowly up his shaft.

"This part vibrates," I explained. "This little bird." I pressed it to my clit, turning it up a little higher and moaning. "And when you put it inside," I said, sliding the pink tip deep into me. "It rests right against my clit."

"Nifty invention," he breathed. "How long have you had it?"

"It came this afternoon," I replied, starting to move the vibrator in my pussy. I watched John's eyes. He was transfixed, his hand moving faster over his cock.

"Mmm, and did you come this afternoon, too?" he asked.

"Yes." I flushed, remembering Kelly. "But there's more," I said.

"Does it slice and dice, too?" He grinned at me and I giggled.

"If I press this button, these little beads rotate," I said, turning it on and feeling them beginning to move inside of me. The sensation was incredible and I moved my hips with it.

"Damn," John whispered as he watched me. "That's hot."

"It makes me cum really hard," I whispered, moving it deeper inside of me, pressing the vibrating hummingbird close so the wings spread wide over my clit.

"Lemme see," John murmured, watching my hand working between my legs. My eyes drifted to his cock, the tip red and wet with pre-cum, his hand pumping it faster now.

I edged the vibrator up a notch, using one hand while I tugged at my nipples with the other. John groaned, his hand flying over his cock now, as I thrust my hips up, moaning and grinding.

"Oh, god," I said, seeing him jerk his cock through half-closed eyes. "Oh, I'm gonna cum!"

"Yeah," he breathed. "Oh fuck, Tara! You're so hot!"

"Ohhhhhh!! Yes, yes! Oh, John!" I came hard, bucking my hips and fucking myself deep with the toy. John grunted, his cock spasming in his hand as he came, waves of hot cum bursting from the tip and running down the shaft.

I slid the vibrator out of my pussy, and John reached for it. He looked at it from a few angles, turning it over in his hand.

"That was a surprise," he said, his eyes slipping back down to my wetness.

"A good surprise?" I asked, sitting up on my elbows and looking at him. He nodded, smiling, reaching for me, and I went to him.

"You really like hearing me jerk-off?" he asked after a moment.

I nodded against his chest. "I've been listening at night," I admitted. "Sometimes I touch myself, too."

"Really?" he asked, sounding shocked. I just nodded again. "You're full of surprises, aren't you?"

I looked at the vibrator in his hand and smiled.

He didn't know the half of it.
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No one ever gets these things right.
Yes, Mother Goose—that's me! What threw you off—the garters and stockings and black leather whip? Like I said, no one ever gets these things right. Father Goose says they've twisted all my stories around, and according to the books he brought home with him after he crossed back over, they all claim I never existed at all! I guess, historically speaking, that's true. I never did exist in that world. From what I hear, it's dreadfully dull. I'm sure I would just be bored. It's probably better that the real stories never made it out. I don't know that the Earthfolk were ready for them.
Little Bo Peep
Little Bo Peep has lost her sheep
And can't tell where to find them.
Leave them alone,
And they'll come home,
Wagging their tails behind them.
"Peep!" The voice shook the room and the startled girl looked up as Mother came in. "Do you know where your sheep are now?"
"No, Mother." The girl looked up from her position, kneeling on the floor, her blue eyes wide. "I penned them before I left, I swear it."
Mother Goose came toward her, the high heels of her long, soft, black leather boots clicking on the floor. She squatted down before Peep, whose hands were bound behind her to her feet with pink satin sashes.
"You are a pretty little one," Mother said, lifting the girl's chin and studying her face. Mother's eyes moved over the girl's body, the pink and white corset drawn tight, her blonde curls spilling over her shoulders, partially hiding Peep's rosy little nipples. "Sometimes I think you're just playing dumb."
"No, Mother," Peep implored, shaking her head. "I penned them, I promise you."
"Is that so?" Mother asked, standing again. Peep looked up Mother's long legs, encased in black fishnet stockings and garters, the dark triangle between her legs exposed, as it always was, for easy access.
Mother had taken to wearing black since Father had crossed over, and although her mood had ever been changeable, lately she seemed more often irate and hard to please. Mother tapped her toe in front of Peep's knee, folding her arms over her ample breasts that were pushed up high in her black corset. They were covered with the sheer, lace peignoir that she always wore, unbuttoned to the floor.
"Mother, please," Peep pleaded. "I will go tend them, if you let me."
Mother walked over to the cabinet and the girl moaned, the sound caught halfway between regret and anticipation. "I think we need a little correction, don't you?" Mother's voice drifted over her shoulder as she chose a small cat o'nine tails from her collection.
"Please," Peep pleaded again, her eyes downcast. "I'll be a good girl."
"Yes," Mother murmured, coming to caress her cheek with a soft hand. "You will."
Mother reached behind the girl and began untying the pink satin ribbon that bound her. Peep sighed in relief, rolling her tired shoulders once her arms were free. She leaned forward onto her hands and knees as Mother began to untie her feet, but then the older woman stopped.
"No... this is good," Mother said, tightening the sashes at the girl's ankles, chuckling. "Turn around, Little Bo Peep, who's lost her sheep, and doesn't know were to find them."
Peep did as she was told, turning her face toward the wall on her knees, using her hands to slowly work herself around. She felt Mother's hand caressing her ass and she shivered, looking back over her shoulder at the older woman. Mother was squatting down behind her, beginning to drip the thin, countless straps of the cat o'nine tails over Peep's behind like a little leather waterfall.
"Peep's little puss," Mother whispered, parting the dark blonde fuzz with her fingers to peer in at the pink treasure. "I love peeping at Peep's little puss." Mother giggled, wiggling her fingers through and finding the girl's clit.
"Oh, Mother!" Peep moaned, lifting her bottom in the air as much as she could with her feet tied together at the ankles.
"That's right, Peep," Mother encouraged, with her finger and her voice. The girl's clit was swollen and pulsing. "You like it so much, don't you?"
Peep nodded, glad her long blonde hair was covering her red, flushed face. Mother's fingers were rubbing there, making her moan with pleasure. Peep's little puss was incredibly responsive, her lips swelling, the pink color deepening to a rosier shade.
"You've been a naughty shepherdess, haven't you, Peep?" Mother asked, standing behind her. The girl nodded, her blonde hair falling in waves over the stone floor. She felt the first blow from the cat o'nine tails, a soft "lop," with just a little sting. She twisted and squirmed.
"Oh, Mother, please," Peep whispered. Her pussy was still throbbing from the older woman's attention.
"Yes, tell me." Another blow, harder now, more "thwap" this time, and then another. Mother waited.
"I lost my sheep," the girl sobbed, feeling another blow, and then another. Her bottom felt hot. She cried out as she took three more stings from the cat o'nine tails in quick succession. "Oh, Mother! Please!"
But the older woman was catching a rhythm, now, and Peep could hear her working hard. She lashed the girl again and again, until Peep's bottom felt red and raw and huge, and her pussy—it was on fire, throbbing with longing. She hid her shamed face behind her curtain of hair, her tears falling onto the stone floor.
"Now, are you going to find those sheep, Miss Peep?" Mother asked, grabbing the girl by the hair and pulling her head back, looking down at her tear-stained face. Peep nodded, moaning softly, looking dazed, her eyes glassy. "But first, you are going to do penance, aren't you? On your knees."
Peep nodded, tears still streaming down her rosy cheeks. "Yes, Mother."
Mother moved in front of her, leaning back against the wall. "Up, Peep," she instructed, using the girl's hair to pull her fully to her knees. Peep sat up, looking up at her with big, wide eyes. "You know what to do."
Peep leaned forward, parting her pussy lips with her tongue. Mother was very wet, and the girl found her clit and began to suck and lick it, knowing just what the older woman liked, running lazy circles at first and then moving her tongue back and forth along the hooded button.
Mother moaned, rubbing her palms over her own dark nipples, pulling at them, twisting them. She ground her pussy against the girl's face, using her tongue, her juices spilling down her chin and throat. Peep whimpered when Mother slipped a hand behind her neck, pulling her in tighter. She tried to keep her nose clear, moving her tongue faster and faster over the woman's clit, feeling her writhe and wriggle.
"Good girl," Mother moaned, moving her hips in circles now, too. Her hand was tired of holding Peep's neck and she reached out and grabbed the girl's crooked staff leaning against the wall, a little pretty pink and white be-ribboned thing. Mother hooked the staff around Peep's neck, and the girl gasped, feeling herself being drawn deeper into the older woman's wetness.
Peep could barely breathe, but she didn't stop, not for a moment, keeping her lapping tongue focused right over Mother's clit. Her own pussy was throbbing, and she longed to touch it, but she knew that Mother would be angry. She squeezed her legs together, the smell and sight and sound of pussy all around her—she was drowning in it.
"Ohhh!" Mother cried out, and Peep felt the crooked staff pull her up tight by neck, shoving her even more deeply against mother's slick flesh, if that was possible. "Yes, yes, that's good, make Mother cum in your mouth."
And she did, her body a shaking, quivering torrent as she flooded Peep's mouth with her juices. Mother leaned there for a moment, her chest heaving, loosening her grip on the staff. Peep tilted her face up to her, her tongue stuck out completely, the tip poised right at Mother's clit, just like she was taught.
Mother smiled, patting the girl's head. "No, doll. Not another for Mother. But maybe a pet for Peep?"
The girl's eyes brightened, and her pussy quivered. Mother walked around the girl, bending down to untie her ankles. She gave her a hand up, leading Peep over to the huge, high bed in the middle of the room.
"On your knees," Mother instructed, watching Peep crawl forward into the bed. The girl stayed near the edge, back on her hands and knees. "Ohhhh, look at Peep's little puss," she murmured, and she slapped it with her bare hand, making the girl gasp and cry out. "You like it, don't you, pet? You're so wet!"
Peep moaned, spreading her legs a little wider, arching her back. Mother chuckled, slipping two fingers into her, easily—she was like butter. She moved her fingers in and out of the girl's wetness, turning her fingers as she did, and Peep met her motion, rocking back with her hips.
"Tell Mother," the older woman whispered, leaning down to kiss her round, pink bottom.
"Yes!" Peep moaned when Mother touched her clit, finding it with her thumb and rubbing. "Oh, Mother, yes, I love it, I love it, I do!"
She was rewarded as Mother's hand drove into her harder, faster, digging deep. They were both breathing hard, working hard, Peep's hands clenched into fists as she grasped the bedcovers, her pink toes curling. Mother smiled, using her other hand and slipping one wet fingertip into the girl's exposed rosebud, her asshole tight.
"Ohhhhhhh!" Peep's whole body stiffened as she came, the force of it pressing her further back against Mother, driving every inch of mother's fingers into her orifices as she bucked and thrashed and moaned. She collapsed onto the bed, forgetting herself, still shivering.
Mother watched her for a moment, the flushed cheeks, the round, rosy ass, the cinched waist, her corset heaving with her breath, and then she licked her fingers, smelling Peep on them. "You do need to find those sheep, pet," she reminded her.
Peep sat up, nodding, moving to stand. Her limbs were tingling and shaky from being tied up. "Yes, Mother. I will find them and put them in their pen for the night."
"Good girl," Mother said, caressing her cheek. Mother sat on the bed and watched Peep fetch her dress and shoes and crook and then walk unsteadily out the door.
When she was gone, Mother called, "Willie!" The little man came in, bowing to Mother as he entered. "Willie, Mother needs a bath."
He nodded again, turning to go, and she called, "Oh, and Willie? Come here." He advanced toward the bed and waited. His head only came up to the top of the mattress and he stood looking up at her.
She patted the top of his head, smiling. "Wee Willie Winkie," she murmured, chucking him under the chin. "Do remember to go out there tomorrow morning and let those sheep out of their pen, won't you, darling?"
He nodded, smiling, his eyes bright. "Yes, Mother."
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No one ever gets these things right.
Yes, Mother Goose—that's me! What threw you off—the garters and stockings and black leather whip? Like I said, no one ever gets these things right. Father Goose says they've twisted all my stories around, and according to the books he brought home with him after he crossed back over, they all claim I never existed at all! I guess, historically speaking, that's true. I never did exist in that world. From what I hear, it's dreadfully dull. I'm sure I would just be bored. It's probably better that the real stories never made it out. I don't know that the Earthfolk were ready for them.
Little Boy Blue
Little Boy Blue, come blow your horn,
The sheep's in the meadow, the cow's in the corn.
Where is the boy who looks after the sheep?
He's under a haystack, fast asleep.
"Guess where I found this one, Mother?"
She looked up from her tea, seeing Little Boy Blue dragging in the young man she had recently hired to help Peep look after the sheep.
"Oh, no, not again!" Mother tsked, standing and moving toward them.
"You guessed it, under the haystack, fast asleep!" Blue exclaimed, shaking his head and grabbing the young man by his shirt collar, forcing him to his knees on the floor. "You bow before Mother, swine," he hissed.
Mother squatted down near the young man, lifting his chin. He was dirty, but his eyes were a clear, bright, and very defiant blue. "Tommy boy," Mother murmured, licking her thumb and rubbing it over a smudge on the young man's cheek. He jerked his head away, glaring at her.
Mother sighed, folding her arms, and stood to look at Blue. "Are these magic sheep I have?" she wondered aloud. "Do they fly out of their pens?"
"You see, Blue," Mother pointed to the wall, where Peep was bound again in pink satin sashes, her face streaked with tears, awaiting her third punishment in three days. "It appears no one can keep track of the sheep!"
"Perhaps our little sheep herders have been occupying themselves together, Mother," Blue suggested, raising a dark eyebrow at her.
Mother smiled, narrowing her eyes. "Ah, perhaps." She advanced toward Peep and the girl lowered her head even further. Mother had her stripped completely bare today, and she was nothing but creamy pink skin and honey-colored hair.
"Is this true, Peep?" Mother asked quietly. "Have you and Tom been occupying yourselves together while my sheep run willy-nilly through town?"
"Leave her alone!" Tom hissed at her over his shoulder as Blue moved to restrain the young man.
Mother raised her eyebrows and met Blue's eyes. "Ah, I see." She pressed the young man between herself and Blue as she leaned in to whisper something into Blue's ear. He nodded, smiling, and picked Tom up under the arm, dragging him toward where Peep was kneeling.
"I don't think satin ribbons will keep this one, Mother," Blue remarked, reaching for a manacle that was attached to a chain hooked into the wall. Tom struggled as Blue snapped the first one around his wrist, but the bigger man held him fast, grabbing the other arm and locking the other manacle. Tom strained against the chains, but he couldn't go any further than a few feet from the wall, his arms above his head.
Mother moved toward him, her heels clicking on the stone floor and her lace peignoir shifting around her thighs as she advanced. Tom was glaring at her, and she smiled at him, shaking her head. "There's a fire in this one, Blue. Now I remember why I acquired him."
"He's got spunk," Blue agreed, folding his arms and watching Mother as she began to unbutton the young man's shirt.
"I bet he does." Mother chuckled, reaching into Tom's breeches. He gasped as she squeezed his testicles, tugging and twisting them slightly. "The harness, please, Blue," she murmured, feeling Tom's cock growing in her hand in spite of the resentment in his eyes. "Oh, my… the big one."
Blue grinned, going over to the cabinet and opening it. Peep watched him through the cascade of her hair, whimpering. He patted her on the head as he passed back, carrying something that looked like a bunch of leather straps.
"Do whatever you want to me," Tom said as Mother began removing his breeches. She left his shirt on but open. "Just leave Peep alone."
Mother took the harness from Blue, shaking her head at the young man. "Yes, I will do whatever I want to you," she said softly, kneeling to inspect him. Peep had raised her head and was watching closely as Mother stroked Tom's cock. "And to our Little Bo Peep, as well." Tom struggled against his bonds, his face reddening almost as much as his stiffening member.
Mother smiled up at him, and then glanced over at Peep, who was licking her little lips as she watched. "You see, she likes it, Tom," Mother explained, pressing his cock up against his hard, flat belly, rubbing it there as she fondled his balls with her other hand and began to fasten the leather straps around them. "She likes it a great deal—and not just with you, believe me, dearie!"
Tom glanced over at the girl, but her head was lowered again, her hair hiding her face. Mother continued to work the leather around his cock, tightening it around his testicles and the base of his shaft. She buckled the straps, murmuring to herself, "One, two, let's buckle you…" Mother admired her handiwork, seeing him standing straight up and out. Tom looked down at her, his eyes wide as she smiled up at him and planted a kiss on the tip of him before standing.
"What do you think, Blue?" Mother asked, looking over at the big man standing by watching.
"Should hold him for a while." Blue nodded with a smile.
"Let's find out, shall we?" Mother's eyes were bright as she stood, walking over to where Peep was kneeling, her head bowed so low her golden hair fell in a pool on the floor. The older woman leaned over and began to untie her. Peep didn't make a peep—she stayed just that way, with her hands behind her back, as if she were still restrained.
"Ah, you are such a good girl," Mother remarked, stroking Peep's back with her hand. "A faster learner. Up, pet."
Mother twined her hand in Peep's hair and she stood, her hands still tucked behind her back. "You know that you aren't allowed to fraternize," Mother admonished her, leaning in close enough that Peep could smell the mint tea she had been drinking on her breath.
"I'm sorry, Mother," Peep whispered, swallowing hard. She could feel tears stinging her eyes again. "It was just—"
Mother raised an eyebrow. "Oh, this should be good. What was it just, darling?"
Peep looked over at Tom, who was watching them both with darkening eyes.
"Nothing, Mother," Peep whispered. "It was nothing."
Mother smiled, turning to Tom and bringing Peep along with her, this time grabbing her by the wrist. "You see, Tom, it was nothing. She said so herself."
"I don't believe it," Tom replied, his eyes blazing. Mother eyed them both and then forced the young girl to her knees in front of him.
"You can believe whatever you like, precious," she told him, petting Peep's hair. "But she does my bidding—and so do you. Isn't that right, pet?"
"Yes, Mother," Peep whispered, her eyes turned up to them both.
"Who is your mistress?" Mother asked, stroking Peep's cheek.
"You are, Mother."
"Who loves you?" she asked, rubbing her fingers over the girl's soft lips.
"You do, Mother."
"Who gives you more pleasure than you ever knew possible?"
Peep closed her eyes for a moment, her nostrils flaring at the memory. "You do, Mother."
The older woman smiled, her eyes soft as she reached to tweak Peep's hard pink nipple. "Yes, that's my good girl." Mother turned her eyes to Tom, and they hardened as she saw his jaw working, his fists clenched.
"You will say the same, before the day is out, dear Tom," Mother told him, her eyes roaming over the muscles in his chest straining against his bonds.
"Never," he spat.
Mother laughed, the sound light and delighted. "Hickory, dickory dock," Mother murmured. "Now you shall suck his cock," she instructed the girl, pushing her head toward Tom's engorged member. It was still incredibly hard, the leather straps keeping the blood flow restricted.
Peep began by licking the head, her tongue working around and around. She kept her hands on her thighs, using just her lips and mouth on him, taking him in a bit at a time, wetting him with her saliva. Mother watched, her eyes flickering from Tom's face, which was beginning to belie his pleasure, to Peep's, the girl looking adoringly up at him as if she were worshipping his member.
Mother glanced over at Blue, who was watching them both as well, his eyes moving with the motion of Peep's head over Tom's cock. She smiled, sidling over to him and pressing into his side.
"Isn't it a lovely show?" Mother whispered. Tom was moaning now, thrusting into Peep's waiting, willing mouth.
Blue nodded, his eyes never moving from them. "Yes, Mother."
She leaned in to his ear. "Mmmmmm Blue," she purred, her hand sliding down the front of him, finding out just how hard he was. "You need someone to blow that horn."
He smiled, a slow, lopsided thing, his eyes flicking down to her face and then back to the action, Peep choking and gagging on Tom's cock now, tears coming out of the corners of her eyes, and still she took him, over and over. The young man was up on his toes, trying to get as much of himself into her as he could, and Mother could hear his moans of pleasure mixed with a hint of frustration.
"I would never refuse you, Mother," Blue said, his eyes falling from hers to her breasts, pressed up in her black corset.
"I'll be right back," she said with a wink, moving toward Peep and Tom. She knelt down next to the girl for a moment, watching her trying to swallow him, her cheeks bulging, saliva running down her chin. Mother's eyes were bright and shining as she touched Peep's shoulder, pulling her back.
"Very nice, darling," she praised the girl, who looked at her with dazed eyes. Mother looked at Tom's cock, a bright, angry, throbbing red, pulsing with his blood. The young man was panting, sweating, his muscles tight and hard. Mother stood and backed him against the wall with her body, putting her knee between his thighs, her lips inches from his.
"You see, Tom," Mother explained, feeling his ragged breath against her face. "These lovely leather straps?" She gave them a tug and he groaned, bucking against her, his eyes closing. "They won't let you cum. You can stay hard practically forever… until I decide it's time for you to finish."
Tom's eyes flew open and he stared at her, aghast. She smiled at his final understanding and patted his cheek with her hand.
"Did you fuck my little Peep?" Mother asked him, pulling the straps again. He grunted and shuddered. "Answer me, dear."
"Yes," he moaned as she began to move her hand over his shaft, still slick with Peep's saliva.
"Well, then, you shall fuck her again," Mother said, pursing her lips. "For my pleasure, this time."
Mother helped Peep to stand, her hands roaming over the girl's body, cupping her breasts and slipping down her smooth, flat tummy to probe through the soft, downy hair between her thighs. "Oh, my," Mother exclaimed, her fingers pushing in deeper. "You are so very wet. Did you like that big, hard cock in you?"
Peep nodded, her eyes downcast. "Yes, Mother," she whispered.
"Do you want it inside of you?" the older woman asked, making Peep rock with the motion of her hand between her legs.
"Ohhh," Peep moaned, leaning her forehead against Mother's shoulder as the woman fingered her. "Oh yes, Mother… please."
Mother removed her fingers, lifting the glistening digits to Tom's mouth and spreading the wetness over his lips. "That's honey," she murmured. "From my little honeybee." She watched as Tom sucked her fingers, feeling an ache between her own legs as he did.
"She's a good little worker," Mother murmured, edging Peep back, closer and closer to Tom. "And she's going to work your cock until you can't stand it. Are you ready, Tom?"
He moaned in response as Mother took his cock in her hand, bending Peep over with the other and aiming him at her pink little hole from behind. Mother rubbed him all over her wetness, teasing Peep's clit with the tip. She whimpered, wiggling her hips back and forth.
"Slide on," Mother told Peep, watching as the girl edged back, pressing Tom into the wall as she impaled herself on his stiff member. Tom groaned as she began to move her hips, grinding back into him, working the length of his shaft along her soft, velvet walls.
"Oh, that's lovely," Mother whispered, her hand slipping between her legs as she watched them, her pussy a dark, glistening treasure. "Now, don't you stop, pet. Not until I say. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Mother," Peep panted, her eyes half closed and her mouth a little "o" as she bent herself in half, her hands on her knees as she worked her hips against Tom.
Mother slipped her peignoir off her shoulders, turning to where Blue was still standing, watching them all. His eyes followed her as she approached, dipping down her corset, over her garters and fishnets and boots, and back up again to where her fingers were lingering in the darkness between her thighs.
"Let's see what you have for Mother," she whispered as she knelt before him and undid his breeches. Blue threw his head back as she took him into her hand, and then into her mouth, her tongue deft, her fingers skilled, pulling the skin back and taking him all without a hint or a sign of difficulty.
Mother's fingers worked between her legs as she sucked him, rubbing circles against her clit as she watched Peep and Tom out of the corner of her eye. The young girl was moaning as she fucked him, pinching her rosy nipples and reaching to rub her clit. She was the vision of a wanton little glutton, using his cock between her legs, riding him to greater and greater heights.
Mother smiled up at Blue as his pre-cum began to flow, and she saw him watching them, too. Peep's cries of pleasure were like the mews of a tiny kitten, plaintive and tenderly vulnerable. Tom was groaning, his head bowed in defeat, submitting to the fucking he was getting like a good boy, Mother noticed. His noises were caught somewhere between pleasure and pain, exactly where they should be.
"Fuck me, Blue," Mother murmured, standing up and lifting her leg, wrapping it around him. "But don't cum. I want you to save that for Peep."
Blue groaned, whispering, "Thank you, Mother," in her hair as he turned and pressed her to the wall, driving his stiff cock deep inside of her. She turned her head so she could still see them both, Peep doing her stooped, sinuous dance, her hair whipping around as she tossed her head back.
"Harder, Blue," Mother whispered, his cock a thick, bulging swell, filling her completely. He panted, thrusting into her with all of his force, rocking her into the wall. She lifted her other leg around him and he held her there with the weight of him, plunging through her flesh, making her moan and bite into his shoulder.
Peep was shuddering, moaning, half-crying, her orgasm moving through her and making her press back hard against Tom. He moaned, low and long, and Mother could see as Peep pulled forward a little how hard and red his cock was. It was almost time.
"Oh, Blue," Mother whispered, digging the heels of her boots into his back and rolling her hips in circles. He didn't stop, but pressed forward, following her rhythm and then speeding it up, urging her on. "Oh god, yesssssssss," she hissed, her climax a sweet burst of pleasure flooding over his cock in thick waves.
Peep was moaning, her motion slow and easy now, still working Tom's cock, but with less fervor. Mother shuddered and whispered into Blue's ear, "Now you can have her."
"Thank you, Mother." Blue let her down gently, his cock still a rising staff as he pulled out of her. She wiped a bit of dark hair out of her eyes with her hand and then moved toward them, laying her hand on Peep's lower back as she rolled her hips around and around. The girl looked up at her, questioning.
"Little Bo Peep," Mother murmured, stroking the girl's ass. Poor Tom's cock was so red it was almost purple, she could see it sinking slowly in and out of Peep's soft blonde curls. His head was down, his eyes closed. "This is Little Boy Blue."
The man stepped around Mother, and Peep's eyes widened at the sight of his member. "Little?" she choked.
Mother chuckled. "Once, he was," she winked. "Be good to her, Blue."
"Yes, Mother," Blue said, watching the older woman ease Peep off of Tom. The girl stood looking up at Blue, trembling. Mother's hand went to Tom's cock, squeezing and rubbing it. He groaned, shaking his head from side to side.
"Come here, little one," Blue said, running his hands over Peep's breasts. She followed him over to the bed, and Mother watched fondly as Blue bent her over against the mattress, aiming his cock toward her wet, pink flesh. Peep squealed, spreading her legs wider as he began to fuck her, his hand gripping her hips.
"Now, Tom," Mother said, turning back to the young man still chained to the wall. "Do we fall asleep on our watch?"
"No, Mother," he murmured, shuddering as she eased her hand up and down over his flesh.
"Do we fraternize while we are working?" Mother asked him, reaching down to find the leather straps.
"No, Mother," he whispered, lifting his eyes to meet hers. Mother smiled, seeing something in them that she liked. She unbuckled the strap around his shaft and he hissed and then groaned.
"Who is your mistress?" Mother asked, rubbing the tip of his cock through the slick wetness between her legs.
"Oh, god," he cried. "You are. You are, Mother."
"Yes," she whispered, easing forward a little and pressing him into her as she hooked one leg around him. She began moving on him, his cock still slick from Peep's juices. She could hear Peep mewling behind her, and Blue moaning with every thrust. The sound was gratifying and made her smile. Tom was watching them over her shoulder, his face a mask of pain and fascination.
"She's a beautiful girl," Mother said, making circles with her hips, around and around. Tom gasped. "And she is mine." Mother leaned in to whisper, "You are mine." Tom's hips were moving with her now, his cock an iron bar thrust up inside her.
"Yes, Mother," he moaned. "Yes, yes."
"Who loves you?" Mother asked, reaching down between them and undoing the last buckle with one hand.
Tom shuddered, his eyes rolling back into his head. "Oh, please," he murmured. "You do, Mother. You do."
"That's right," she purred, squeezing all of her muscles around him. He grimaced and bit his lip. Behind them, they could hear Peep and Blue making sounds like they were riding a tidal wave toward shore. Mother glanced behind her and saw Blue pounding into the girl, holding onto her hair for leverage. She was moaning and thrusting back against him.
"And who gives you more pleasure than you ever thought possible?" Mother asked, rocking her hips back and forth now, shoving the tip of his cock up into her again and again. Mother heard Blue cry out his last bit of lustful release, and the sound filled her as Blue pumped his seed into the girl behind her.
"You do, Mother," Tom groaned. "Oh my fucking god! Yes! You, Mother, it's all for you!"
"Yesssssss," she said, letting the last strap around his testicles loose and working her hot, wet pussy on his cock. Tom's eyes flew open for a moment and then snapped closed again as he finally came, the force of it making him buck forward into her, growling and grunting and thrusting with all of his might. It went on forever, it seemed, wave after glorious wave pulsing into Mother's waiting pussy.



When he was spent, Mother undid each shackle, easing him down to the floor. He rested there, his back against the wall, panting and breathless, his head thrown back, his eyes closed. She looked behind her to see Peep sprawled out on the bed in the same dazed state. Blue was pulling up his breeches and walking toward her.
"Is there anything more I can do for you, Mother?" Blue asked her.
Mother smiled. "I think those sheep were into Mary's garden again," she said, touching Blue's cheek. "You know how contrary she gets. Will you find out for me?"
"Yes, Mother," Blue replied, nodding and moving toward the door.
"Willie!" Mother called, waiting for the little man to appear. He did so just as Blue was departing. "We have another mess to clean up, I'm afraid."
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No one ever gets these things right.
Yes, Mother Goose—that's me! What threw you off—the garters and stockings and black leather whip? Like I said, no one ever gets these things right. Father Goose says they've twisted all my stories around, and according to the books he brought home with him after he crossed back over, they all claim I never existed at all! I guess, historically speaking, that's true. I never did exist in that world. From what I hear, it's dreadfully dull. I'm sure I would just be bored. It's probably better that the real stories never made it out. I don't know that the Earthfolk were ready for them.
Mary, Mary, Quite Contrary
Mary, Mary, quite contrary,
How does your garden grow?
With silver bells and cockleshells,
And pretty maids all in a row.
Mother was going to pay a visit. She pulled her long black gloves up past her elbows, glancing in the mirror for one last quick inspection. Her black corset, cinched tight, was worn over a sheer, white lace sleeveless bodice, and her skirt was long, sheer, layered lace as well, black over black. She wore her usual boots and stockings and garters underneath. Her dark hair was piled high on her head, and she turned and pinched her cheeks to add color to them, biting at her lips as well. It would have to do.
"Willie, did Blue get my coach?" she called out into the hallway. She heard the little man scurrying about somewhere but didn't see him.
She heard a muffled, "Coming, Mother!" and he appeared out of a small door in the wall that wasn't even waist high.
"Goodness, those little secret doors always surprise me," Mother said, holding her hand to her bare throat. "Did you hear me, darling?"
"Yes, Mother." Willie nodded, bowing his usual stiff, formal way. "Blue is waiting in the courtyard for you."
"How do I look?" Mother did a little twirl.
Willie smiled. "Father would be proud."
Mother sighed. "Yes, well... Father is off adventuring somewhere, so Mother has to keep herself occupied, doesn't she, doll?"
She patted the little man's head as she passed. "Do you have the collars and bells?"
Willie nodded. "Of course, Mother." He handed her three tiny collars, pink, yellow and red, all with bells attached. She admired them before tucking them into her bag.
"Well, I'm off, then. Don't wait up!"
Blue was waiting in the courtyard, as promised.
Mother smiled and kissed his cheek. "Was Mary upset about the sheep?"
"I took Peep over myself, to make our apologies," Blue said, his eyes dancing.
Mother raised an eyebrow and nodded. "And Tom?"
"You know Mistress Mary, Mother," Blue said, helping her into the coach. "She loves the maidens—but the lads?"
Mother winked. "Well, I'm an equal opportunity employer, aren't I, Blue?"
He kissed her gloved hand in response. "Indeed you are, Mother dear."
Mother settled back into her seat and watched as the scenery trotted by. Her own estate was vast, stretching ever by in both directions. She saw the sheep, penned today, their wooly forms huddled and grazing together. Tom was sitting on the far fence, she noticed, his hat pulled down over his eyes, his bare feet swinging. She made a note of his leisure for later, and turned her face out the opposite window.
Ah, there were the berry bushes, hundreds of them, bearing fruit that was lush and ripe this time of year—strawberries, blueberries, raspberries—although the black mulberries were her favorites. She considered asking Blue to stop, dreaming for a moment of walking barefoot among the rows, picking berries and feeding them to her companion, but she thought better of it when she looked down at her attire and fingered the three little collars in her pocket. Another day.
They rounded a corner and went by the blacksmith, and Mother knew they were passing over the boundaries of her land. They crossed over the bridge, the wheels of the carriage rumbling over the ties, and she watched a couple rowing lazily on the lake. Mary's garden began on the other side, taking up both sides of the road, rows of corn on the left and a field of golden wheat on the right. They were close now.
Mother sat forward, her heart leaping as Mary's cottage came into view. Everyone called it the cottage—but it was five times the size of any structure normally called a "cottage." Blue stopped the carriage, and she waited for him to open the door and offer his hand to her.
"Thank you, dearest," she said, kissing his cheek as she stepped out. "Would you like to wander the gardens while I visit?"
He grinned. "I would dearly love to do that, Mother."
She patted his hand. "Enjoy." She went up the wide front steps and used the knocker on the front door. She was surprised that Mary answered, her green eyes flashing.
"Mother!" she exclaimed, leaning in to kiss next to the woman's cheek. "I had hoped you would make it out today. I trust the drive was pleasant?"
"Your gardens are stunning." Mother smiled, leaning in to kiss the air next to Mary's cheek and breathing in the smell of the thick auburn hair tumbling down her back—cinnamon and roses. "As always."
"You know the best is out back." Mary gave her a wink over her shoulder as she led the way through the foyer, not letting go of Mother's hand.
"Blue is back there, now," Mother said, squeezing the woman's small bare hand in her gloved one.
"Polly, put the kettle on!" Mary called toward the kitchen, offering Mother a seat on the settee. "Tea, Mother?"
"I'm parched." Mother put her handbag next to her, watching Mary sink her hand into the bobbed hair of a young girl kneeling next to her chair. She was a small thing, her breasts barely buds, her big, dark eyes focused on the floor in front of her. Mother's eyes fell between the girl's legs, noting with a smile her hairless slit. Mary was fond of shaving her girls.
"Have you heard from Father?" Mary asked, crossing one slender knee over the other, her silver, satiny skirt parting at the full front slit, from floor to crotch. Mother saw a glimpse of her curly red pubic hair with a smile—fond of shaving the girls, but never herself.
"No." Mother sighed. "He crossed over two months ago, and I haven't heard a word since. Except for those three horrid men in that tub of a boat, who said they saw him near the portal."
"Oh, Polly!" Mary glanced up as the nude woman came in balancing the entire silver serving set on her head. "Must you do that? I have these visions—"
Polly took the tray down, setting it on the table in front of the two women. "I haven't ever dropped one, Mistress Mary."
Mary sighed, picking up the teapot and pouring. "Yes, sweet. I know. But there is always a first time for everything."
"You wouldn't want to get scalded, Polly," Mother agreed, dropping sugar cubes into her tea. Mary drank hers black, but Mother preferred hers sweet and creamy.
"Thank you for your concern, Mother," Mary replied, sipping her tea. "But Polly is quite proficient."
Mother pursed her lips, nodding. "So, Mary, dearest—" she looked at the red-haired woman over the rim of her teacup. "About what I came for?"
Mary smiled, her eyes bright again. "Yes. Would you like to see them?"
"Out back, I presume?" Mother asked, clutching her handbag and standing with Mary.
"They are still young, yet," Mary said as they made their way down several long corridors. "And I'm loathe to part with them, but goodness they are a great deal of work when they are grown. I just can't keep them all."
Mary opened the door to a screened in sunroom, and Mother could hear them crying plaintively in the wooden box in the corner. She squatted down next to the box, peering over the side.
"Oh, Mary!" Mother exclaimed, her voice soft. "Oh, aren't they precious?"
"I know." Mary knelt down, too, reaching her hand in and plucking one up by the scruff of the neck. The little kittengirl mewed pitifully, and Mary cuddled it to her breast, smoothing her fingers over the black velvety ears. Mother watched as the human-like face turned up toward Mary's stroking fingers, rubbing her head against the woman's hand again and again. The little kittengirl was purring now.
"How many did she have?" Mother asked, glancing behind her at the full grown catwoman in the corner, stretched out on her side on the floor in the bright sunshine, her whiskers twitching, as if she were dreaming. She was a black and white beauty, her fur dark over her back and arms, white patches on all four of her padded paws, like little boots, and at the tip of her tail. Her belly was nearly bare, smooth and soft, her human-like breasts full with milk for her tiny sucklings.
"Fifteen, but there are only six left," Mary said, handing Mother the little kitten-sized kittengirl. "The problem with breeding them is feeding them. She can't feed her whole litter, so we have to pump the milk and feed them with droppers in shifts. Very time consuming." Mary sighed, watching Mother as she dangled one of their string toys for the kittengirl, who batted at it playfully.
"They are weaned, now?" Mother asked, frowning as she looked at the catwoman's full breasts.
"Oh, yes," Mary said, plucking another from the box. She saw Mother's eyes roaming over the black and white body of the kittens' mother and she smiled. "I keep her breasts full now for my own reasons."
"Ah." Mother returned her smile, lifting the kittengirl high into the air. This one had tiger-like markings. "The Tom was obviously orange."
"Yes," Mary agreed. "So how many did you want?"
"Three," Mother said, watching the little kittengirls climb all over each other in the box. They were tumbling together, mewling and jumping. "How can I choose?"
She finally made a decision, two girls and one boy. The girls were similar to their mother, one with markings almost exact, the other completely black except for a white patch at her throat. The boy was an orange tiger like his father.
"Will you breed them?" Mary asked, getting a separate crate and putting the three kittens inside, closing the lid. Their little paws reached out the slatted sides, and they tried to fit their heads through.
"Perhaps," Mother said, letting the little orange Tom latch into her finger with his claws.
"Are you hungry, Mistress Mary?"
Mother whirled at the delicate sound of the voice behind her, and saw the catwoman stretching, her claws extended. The woman was purring, a deep, rumbling sound.
"No, Puss," Mary smiled, walking over to smooth the woman's fur. "Go back to sleep."
"Three more?" the catwoman sighed, looking at the smaller crate. She turned over onto her other side, curling up into a ball and closing her eyes again.
"She doesn't mind?" Mother whispered.
Mary shook her head. "She doesn't seem to."
"I didn't realize they could talk!" Mother said.
"They pick up human speech, just like children do," Mary replied, going to stand by the window. Mother followed her, leaning forward to breathe in the summer air, and saw Blue out in the garden. She smiled as she saw him, turned away from her, his breeches down to his knees and his head thrown back as he rocked his hips.
"Your garden is growing, Mary!" Mother exclaimed. "Can we go down?"
"Of course, Mother," Mary said, leading the way out of the sun room and down the back steps. They walked the cobblestone path toward Mary's garden, row upon row of glorious blooms, all with their lovely faces turned up toward the sun.
"How many species do you have now?" Mother asked, watching Blue's back, hearing his moans.
"Oh goodness, I'd have to ask Polly," Mary smiled. "There are forty kinds of roses alone—and many, many other species besides. We just transplanted the daffodils and I've been very tender with them, although that one looks like it's serving Blue quite well."
"Yes," Mother breathed, moving forward along the path so she could see fully. The young daffodil's delicate yellow center was bloomed wide open, revealing the human face inside, and Blue's hard cock was thrusting happily into her open mouth. The dark green shoots of her leaves were wrapped around his calves and thighs, pulling him in. All around him, the other daffodils were watching, a few reaching their tender stalks far enough to lick his hip or thigh.
There were dozens of types of flowers—high, proud tulips, fields of daisies, the petunias with their bright velvet colors and striped faces, fat mums and delicate calla lilies, all basking in the sunshine, much larger than their non-human counterparts. The rose garden stretched to their left, a vast expanse of color. The sunflowers were along the back of the garden, near the wall, their faces rising high above the rest of the flowers.
"They really don't mind?" Mother said, her breath coming faster as she watched Blue's face, his stiff, reddened member disappearing beneath the bright yellow hood of the flower. She had seen it before, but still, it held her spellbound.
"Remember, it is food to them," Mary smiled. "They crave it. The roses are tricky, of course. The thorns. But there are ways."
"Do they have preferences?" Mother asked, hearing Blue cry out and thrust into the daffodil's center, shuddering. He collapsed back onto the cool lawn, staring dreamily up at the sky. "Male and female, I mean."
"Oh, yes," Mary nodded. "The daffodils love men, as you can see. I don't keep many of those. The irises, though... they prefer women. Look, here." Mary knelt, showing Mother the delicate face of an iris, the eyes such a bright blue they were nearly purple, reflecting her violet petals. The iris began licking Mary's hand, her pink tongue lapping gently over her skin, sucking at the webbing between her fingers. Mother moaned softly as she watched.
"Would you like to try Violet?" Mary asked. "While I feed her sister?"
Mother watched as Mary parted her bright silver dress like a curtain in front, exposing her patch of red curls, moving to the iris next to the one she called Violet. This one had creamy white petals all around her face, her outer petals a darker blue. Violet looked longingly over as Mary spread pussy, watching her creamy faced sister begin to lap at the folds of flesh.
"Come, Mother," Mary said, nodding toward the envious Violet. "Come feed her."
Mother watched as the blue iris bent her head forward, her green stalks wrapping around Mary's creamy white thighs. Mary moaned, rolling her hips a little, and sliding her hands up to cup her breasts. The Violet iris was nuzzling Mother's crotch, pulling at the lace material of her skirt.
Mother lifted her layers, exposing herself in the sunlight, and Violet sighed in delight, leaning in toward her. The petals around the iris' face seemed to undulate against Mother's belly and hips, softer than anything she had ever felt. When a sweet, wet tongue probed its way between her lips, she moaned, feeling the soft prickle of the flower's stalks moving around her legs.
The iris was much stronger than Mother would have imagined, pulling her in tightly and nuzzling her flesh with fervor. It truly felt as if the flower were feeding off of her, sucking and lapping at her slit, looking for more of her juices. Mother was happy to comply, as the little tongue focused right against her clit, moving expertly over that spot again and again, as if the iris knew exactly what to do to make her pussy flow.
Mother looked over at Mary, moaning and writhing now in the grip of the dark blue iris, bucking her hips. The green of the stalks had moved underneath Mary's dress and she could see them working over her breasts and nipples. Mother wished she had worn something less confining, but she cupped and rubbed her breasts through her blouse, moving against the incredibly softness of the Violet's petals.
Mother heard Mary cumming and glanced over, seeing her body shaking, quivering against the little flower's face. Mother wasn't going to be far behind—she could feel her own orgasm approaching, and the violet beauty between her legs seemed to know it, flicking her tongue faster against Mother's clit.
"Oh god!" Mother cried, her climax overtaking her. As she came, she could feel the flower's tongue snake deep inside of her, drinking her juices with a hungry mewling sound. Even when Mother had collapsed onto her back on the ground, the flower's head stayed bent and bound to her pussy, the tongue buried deep inside, the petals undulating against her flesh.
A flushed Mary came over to help Mother stand, nudging the flower gently back. Violet's face was glistening with Mother's juices, her eyes glazed. She looked as sated as Mother felt.
"My goodness, Mary," Mother murmured, reaching out to touch the face of the flower who had brought her such pleasure. The little tongue lapped at her, lazy now, but loving. "So many pretty maids, all in a row."
"Next year, perhaps you'll take some seedlings of your own," Mary said, linking her arm with Mother's as they walked back up the cobblestone path. Mother's legs felt wobbly, and she was glad for the other woman's support. She noticed that Blue was gone from the lawn.
"Perhaps," Mother murmured, looking back over her shoulder at the garden. "Although I think I will have my hands full for a while with those kittens."
"Yes," Mary agreed. "Now, about payment. Perhaps we can work something out. Peep is quite something."
"Isn't she just?" Mother smiled, squeezing Mary's hand. "Yes, I think you can have my little pet for these adorable kittens. It's a fair trade."
Mother saw Blue in the kitchen, talking to Polly. "Besides, we have a visitor coming just this week. A little Miss Muffet. Between her and the kittens, I don't know that I'd have time for poor little Peep."
"That works out then," Mary said happily, climbing the stairs and opening the back door.
"I don't know why they call you contrary, Mary," Mother whispered, kissing the woman on the cheek as she stepped up.
Mary turned her face toward Mother and returned her kiss, fully and deeply, on the lips. "It's just the men," Mary whispered. "Most don't understand the ways of flowers."
"Is that so?" Mother's mouth curled into a smile.
"You will come back and visit me soon, won't you, dearest?" Mary whispered, tracing a finger along Mother's full lips.
Mother leaned in to kiss her again, and she thought Mary tasted just like a garden of flowers. "Yes, darling. I surely will."
The two women continued into the house, arm in arm.



        The Pied Piper

        The Pied Piper pays a visit to the Deep South.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-pied-piper

Title: The Pied Piper

Author: Selena_Kitt

Category: Mind Control

Description: The Pied Piper pays a visit to the Deep South.

Tags: interracial lesbian, mind control, alabama, pied piper, interracial, old south, lesbian, guitar player, southern, black and white




Author's Note:
This story contains interracial lesbian sex and is written in the voice of someone living in the Southern states pre-WWI.
-------

He called his self the Pied Piper, and Rusty said he's just like in the fairy story. I don't know 'bout that, but Lord Almighty he could play like the devil his self—he made that fancy guitar wail in the night like no man shoulda been able. I laid down before him like a dog, I did, whimperin' and howlin' along with the rest.
Mama Fay told me he was back after the town had run him out for playin' on the Lord's day but I didn't see him for a week after that. I spent my days pickin' cotton 'til my fingers bled, and my nights pickin' a banjo, tryin' to make a little bit extra to get us fixed, me and Mama, and maybe head us outta Mobile before winter come. I kept tellin' Mama I wanted to see them mountains, the ones with the snow on the tops that I saw pitchers of in Big Lem's books.
Rusty, she made me come wit her to see him. Mama said I was gonna get Rusty in trouble, hangin' round with her, me a sharecropper's daughter (leastways 'fore Papa done got killed) and her a colored girl—but Rusty didn't bother 'bout that and me neither. I didn't think people noticed, cuz we was both poor and pretty much invisible anyways.
Rusty, she said let's go, but Mama, she say he was bad mojo and she warned me not to. But Rusty, she come and walk me home that night and she say he gonna play for us girls this time, real special, just for us! I figure she meant me an her, but when we got there, they was bustin' out the whole place, and they was all juiced up and jumpin', just girls—white and black alike, everywhere!—dancin' like they didn't know how not to.
Getting in weren't easy, we had to jam and jiggle our way through. I seen him sittin' on a chair, leanin' back against the wall wit his guitar. There was a drummer this time, keepin' some sorta beat on a ole' hand drum, but mostly it was him, his fingers movin' like heat lightning at the end of the hottest summer days. He didn't so much play it as make it sing, like that guitar itself was his very own voice. There weren't no way to not listen to him, once you caught the beat. It rocked your world every which way 'til you were sure up was down and white was black and in was out.
I seen him there, and my heart was jerkin' under my ribs after him, like it was trying to bust outta my chest, and I saw that he seen me, too, and then it was me pullin' Rusty along, tryin' to get close. There was too many girls up here—I even seen the mayor's girl, Lucy—all pressin' together, grindin' they's hips to the music with each other.
I leaned back against the wall, just to have somethin' to hold up, and Rusty, she lean back against me, and I wrapped my arms 'round her waist. I didn't think nothin' of it, it seemed so natural to be rollin' together to the music, my hips cradlin' her hips, rockin' together like Mama used ta do when I was a babe.
His eyes were on us, and his hands moved like some voodoo, the music comin' faster, and me and Rusty, we were rolln' faster with it. I dunno what really happen, but somehow we got all twisted up together, me and Rusty, and we was kissin' on each other like we thought we would drown if we didn't. She was rubbin' her whole body up and down me, pressin' me into the wall.
Everwhere around me, girls was doin' the same, not just dancin' anymore, but kissin' and touchin' and lord help us, they were takin' off they's clothes like no one was there to watch 'em. But there was somebody watchin'—he was watchin', his eyes dancin' to their beat as them girls rocked out on the floor. He was watchin' them kiss n'touch and rub up against each other like this was just what he came here ta see.
Rusty's hands was holdin' onto me tight, and when my eyes met his and his guitar let out a long, lonesome wailin' sound, I ain't never wanted anything more than to feel that girl's sweet, hot flesh against mine. I started takin' down her dress and I saw him flash me a smile, his face dark like night but his teeth white as pearls
Rusty, she didn't say nothin', but she started workin' on my dress, too, and before I could say devil-don't-make-me, we was naked together against that wall, still rubbin' and chafin' up against each other like nobody's business. Rusty had these tiny little titties, and she was pressin' 'em against my great big 'uns, our nipples rubbin' together in time to the music.
I put my hand 'tween her legs and she spread 'em open for me. She was wet and thick like molasses. I was, too, and her fingers shoved up into me and we worked it out together, kissin' and touchin' and rubbin' each other in that dark room with the music pulsin' through us like our hearts beatin' and our blood pumpin' and our juices flowin' down our thighs.
I hooked my leg 'round hers, so's our bodies couldn't slip away from each other, cuz she was shakin' and jerkin' and wailin' against me. I looked over an seen him watchin' us, his eyes glowin' like fire, and then I's buckin' against Rusty, too, feelin' waves of love an heav'n rollin' all through me, 'cept it felt like I's possessed by something and maybe it was the devil after all.
Weren't no girl not naked in that room, and he played and played and played us until we was all tangled up together by dawn, mewlin' and cryin' like a pile of black'n'white kittens. He left us there in the mornin', and I heard him whisper when he walk by, "Next time, maybe dey'll pay me like they's s'posed to."
There was a big scandal in the town, and they woulda lynched him if they coulda found him. They never did. I think about him when I pick my banjo for Mama, sittin' on the porch and starin' off at those mountains in the distance.
When I think about him, I just wanna cry.
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"So tell me again why I shouldn't kill you?"
The vampire turned away from the window. His smile was a slow thing, his lips appearing so dark they were almost black in his pale, hollow-cheeked face. His eyes, a bright, luminescent green, were sad.
"You could make the effort." He inclined his head toward the young pony-tailed blonde who had addressed him. She was sitting on the sofa and swinging a long black boot crossed over her knee. "But you would fail."
"That's a bit of hubris." Giles raised his eyebrows and peered over the large volume he was consulting. The Watcher's gaze flicked over to his charge, and he saw Buffy's eyes narrowed at this new vampire in their midst. "Buffy is the Slayer, after all."
"Hey," Faith piped up, punching Giles on the arm. He winced and looked askance at her. "There's two Slayers here, remember?" The dark-haired girl leaned over to the blonde and in a stage-whisper, said, "I couldn't let you have all the fun, Bee."
"So, what I'm getting is that you're some sort of vampire turned tree-hugger?" Xander watched the stare-down between this vampire, Louis, and his best friend, Buffy, confused. "That makes no sense."
"Vampires don't care about people," Willow said from where she sat at the table, typing away at her laptop in an attempt to research the current situation—anything to help Buffy. "Vampires kill people."
"Ah, but that's the point exactly, young lady," the vampire said, walking toward the redhead at the computer. He peered over her shoulder, fascinated by the device she was using. He had seen the world change dramatically in his time, but technology still fascinated him.
"It makes sense, actually," Anya said earnestly. "If people destroy the planet, there won't be anyone for vampires to feed on." She smiled at boyfriend, Xander, proud of her logic.
"Yes," the vampire said, inclining his head toward her, his long, black hair swinging to cover his face for a moment. "Thank you for that... over-simplified explanation."
"So you want to save the planet so you can keep your all-you-can-eat buffet?" Xander asked.
"Not quite," the vampire said.
"It sounded like a better plan down in the crypt, mate," Spike said, smacking the other vampire on the back.
"William," he cringed, moving away from the white-haired, British vampire. "Please refrain from touching me."
"So, what is this horrible threat to human existence of which you speak?" Giles asked, taking off his glasses and rubbing at his tired eyes. "Do you have any evidence, any proof?"
"I don't know how much worse it can get," Xander said with a snort. "We do live on a hellmouth."
"Have you ever considered why Sunnydale has a hellmouth?" the vampire asked quietly, leaning on the cane he carried.
Everyone stopped and looked at each other. The room was quiet.
"Sunnydale is sitting on the largest nuclear waste repository in North America," the vampire informed them.
Willow immediately began typing on her laptop, her brow knitted in concentration.
Oz spoke up from his chair next to Willow. "It's true." The short, dark-haired man had been so quiet, they had almost forgotten he was there. Everyone turned to him. He shrugged. "We werewolves have an incredible sense of smell."
"What does nuclear waste smell like?" Willow asked with a curious smile, putting her hand over his.
"Kind of hard to describe," Oz said. "But it isn't nice."
"So, wait," Anya said, shaking her head. "Tell us again who are you and why should we believe you?"
"And remind me again why I shouldn't stake you right here?" Buffy interjected, standing and crossing her arms. Faith assumed the same posture next to her.
"My name is Louis de Pointe du Lac. I am a vampire," he said, pulling his shoulders back and standing tall. The dark cape he wore over his suit swirled when he turned toward Buffy as she advanced.
"Wait a minute," Anya said, her eyes shining. "Who sired you?"
"Oh, bugger," Spike said, smacking his forehead. "I knew this was coming."
"I was sired in the year 1791 by a vampire named Lestat de Lioncourt," Louis said. "His is, in fact, the same vampire who is posing our problem."
Buffy stopped in her tracks, crossing her arms over her chest. "You have got to be kidding me."
"He doesn't look like Tom Cruise," Xander whispered to Anya.
"That was a movie, honey," Anya explained.
"It was Brad Pitt," Oz said, looking over Willow's shoulder as she typed on the laptop.
"You're a fictional character?" Giles asked, shaking his head, looking confused.
"So was Dracula," Xander reminded him. "But he managed to work his voodoo on Buffy."
"Not to mention making you eat bugs," Anya chimed in helpfully.
Xander looked ill. "Thanks for the walk down memory lane."
"As I told you, I am not like other vampires," Louis repeated. "I am no threat to you. I do not prey on humans."
"Oh no, not another vampire with a soul!" Xander exclaimed, rolling his eyes.
"Yes, haven't we exhausted this theme?" Giles asked.
"You're more like Spike that you know, then," Buffy remarked, her eyes moving to the tall, white-haired vampire in the long, black duster. "With that chip in his head."
Louis nodded. "Yes, William told me about the device the government implanted in his brain that renders him harmless."
"I'm not harmless!" Spike protested, making a fist and shaking it at Louis. After a moment, his shoulders sagged and he sighed. "I can still kill demons," he muttered under his breath.
"This is just like the movie," Anya whispered to Xander. "Louis is the moody, melodramatic humanitarian vampire with a conscience, and Lestat is the arrogant, cold-blooded killer."
"I... yes, perhaps," Louis said, overhearing Anya, his face pained. She smiled, pleased with herself. Xander noticed the way she was looking at the vampire and moved closer to his girlfriend, slipping an arm around her waist. "Lestat came to realize that those who are harming the environment were slowly poisoning the human race. To exist without blood, for a vampire, is a living hell. As an immortal, he didn't want to face the thought of a future without the life force that sustains him."
"So he's the one who wants to save the world to use it as his own personal blood bank?" Xander asked.
"I have a great love for humanity." Louis continued as if Xander hadn't spoken. His eyes were distant, as if he were looking toward something that none of them could see. "I do not wish to see humans destroyed. But not for the same reasons as Lestat. I have followed him here to Sunnydale. He has traveled long across this great country, killing every environmental enemy he can find. He has legions of followers who are doing the same."
Willow stopped typing on her laptop for a moment and looked up. "Ok, I know it's really wrong, because we're talking about killing humans and everything, but when you think about it, it's kind of cool. In a really twisted environmentally friendly kind of way."
Giles gave her a withering look. "I don't think mass murder is the solution to global warming, Willow."
The young Wiccan shrugged, giving him an apologetic smile as she turned back to her laptop.
"If you're Mr. Humanity, then why didn't you stop this guy?" Xander asked the tall, gaunt vampire.
Louis turned his bright green eyes to the young carpenter, his lips a thin line in his pale face. "I do not kill. Vampire or human."
"Guess he is different," Oz remarked. "Spike's up for killing whatever the chip will let him." Spike gave a "shut up" look to Oz, who shrugged an apology.
"So this vampire Lestat is planning on killing the CEO of the nuclear power plant?" Buffy asked.
"This is what I believe," Louis said. "When William told me that there was a Slayer in Sunnydale, I knew I had to speak to you, in hopes that you could stop him."
"Oh, we'll stop him alright," said Faith, who was breaking into a slow, sly smile.
"Sounds like this is a no-brainer," Buffy said with a shrug, going over to the weapons chest that Xander had made for her. She opened it and rummaged through. "He's a vampire. I slay him, it's over. Piece of cake," she said, inspecting a crossbow.
"This is not easy for me," Louis said, shaking his head and sighing. "Lestat sired me, and for a while I thought he might be redeemed."
"Vampires can't be redeemed," Buffy said flatly, loading up a bag with weapons. She looked pointedly at Spike, whose eyes were pained. "They don't have souls."
"You have a lot to learn about vampires," Louis said softly.
"I slay vampires," Buffy scoffed, slinging her bag over her back. "That's all I need to know about them."
"I'm coming, B," Faith said, following the blonde Slayer.
"Wait!" Willow cried from behind her computer. "I knew it!"
Everyone turned toward her, curious. Oz leaned in behind her while Xander and Anya went to stand on her other side.
"What is it, Willow?" Giles asked, closing his book and coming toward the table.
"I cross-referenced all of the missing persons or murders in Sunnydale in the past month with a national database of environmental rapists," Willow explained "There have been four murders, and all of the victims have had their hearts removed."
Giles' eyes widened as he moved behind the screen.
"Environmental rapists?" Xander asked. "Is there a list for that?"
"It's the Internet," Oz reminded him. "There's a list for everything."
"There's something else going on here, Buffy," Giles said, holding his hand up in a "stopping" gesture to keep the Slayers still. They stood in the living room doorway, weapons in hand, waiting.
"How long has this Lestat been in Sunnydale?" Giles asked.
"A month," Louis said.
"Some boy scout vampire you are," Xander snorted. "You could have come to Buffy sooner!"
"I only just learned of the Slayer's existence." Louis frowned.
Buffy raised her eyebrows. "Don't get out much, do you?"
"So does this mean I don't get to kick this vamp's pasty white ass tonight?" Faith pouted.
"I'm afraid so," Giles said, pointing to something on Willow's screen. "Willow, would you find out who runs this nuclear repository?"
"And where it is exactly?" Buffy interjected. Giles shot her a look and she shrugged.
Willow typed something into the search engine. "It's on the north edge of town. Out toward the desert. How come we never knew it was there?"
"Nuclear wastes sites aren't big on advertising," Oz remarked wryly.
"Found it." Willow clicked something and another screen opened up, revealing a picture of a man whose face was severely scarred and disfigured.
"I was afraid of that," Giles said, frowning. The gang looked at him as he dangled his glasses from his fingertips and peered at the screen.
"Giles?" Willow nudged him.
"Oh, yes," he said, putting his glasses back on. "I'm sorry. The man who runs this repository is one of The Bane of Gaia."
"The race of demons who possess humans in an attempt to destroy the Earth?" Anya asked, looking over her shoulder at the man on the screen. "Ew! He could have chosen a better human specimen to possess."
"I didn't realize he was in Sunnydale," Giles said, shaking his head. "I had a run-in with him years back. I thought he had perished in a fire. Apparently not."
"Looks like fire got the best of him, though," Oz said, cringing.
"I second that 'Ew!'" Buffy added, making a face at the twisted visage on the screen.
"It still doesn't make sense, though," Willow said, looking up at the Watcher. "Vampires don't rip the hearts out of their victims, right, Giles?"
He smiled down at the girl fondly. "True, Willow. I believe this vampire Lestat is up to something much greater than simply ridding the world of a few environmental blackguards. He has been here much too long, and it seems as if he is gathering the hearts of The Bane of Gaia... although clearly this man hasn't been harvested yet." Giles tapped the screen where the deformed man's face leered at them.
Giles looked over at Louis, who was still leaning on his cane, watching them all and appearing calm, but his knitted brow betrayed an anxious interior. "Could I speak with you?" Giles led Louis over to the sofa.
Buffy looked around at the rest of the Scooby gang. "So I guess we better research what these hearts of The Bane of Gaia might be used for?"
"I'm on it," Willow said, her fingers flying over the keyboard.
Faith sighed, slipping up onto the table and sitting there, swinging her legs. "Can't we just go check the place out at least, Bee? See what this guy's up to with our own four eyes?"
"No!" Giles called from the sofa where he was talking softly with Louis, glaring at Faith. "It's too dangerous. We don't know what we're dealing with."
"This message was brought to you by Mr. Safety," Faith mumbled under her breath.
"Spike," Buffy said, turning to the white-haired vampire. "I want you to go check out the demon haunts, see if you can get any info on this Lestat guy or The Bane of Gaia. Oz, you help Willow. Xander, can Louis stay with you and Anya? I don't want this Lestat character finding out through the demon grapevine that he's in town."
Spike was already out the door. Oz moved in behind Willow, rubbing her shoulders as she typed.
Anya frowned, tugging on Buffy's sleeve. "But if we have a vampire sleeping at our place, then Xander and I can't have the sex."
Anya turned to him, her face pulled down in a pretty pout. "I want to have the sex, Xander, don't let Buffy put the stray vampire with us."
Buffy raised her eyebrows, crossing her arms. "Xander?"
"Ahn, honey," Xander said with a resigned sigh, used to his girlfriend's frank and often tactless outbursts. He told himself often that, as an ex-vengeance demon, she was just taking time to adjust to being human. "We can still have the sex. We'll just have to be quiet."
"I don't like being quiet." Anya frowned.
"We know!" Buffy, Willow and Faith remarked all at once.
Oz looked up. "Louis could stay with us," he volunteered. "Might be better to have a potential werewolf and powerful witch in the house with a vampire walking around, right?"
"Ok," Buffy agreed. "Louis stays with you guys, then. Xander, Anya, help Giles with research." Buffy lowered her voice. "And Xander, keep an eye on this Louis character. I don't trust him."
Faith tapped Buffy's thigh with her boot. "What about me?"
"You come with me," Buffy said, sifting through the bag of weapons on the table and pulling out two stakes. "We might as well go patrolling and see what's out there."
Faith grinned, sliding off the table and grabbing a stake. "Right on! That's my girl!"
"Be careful, Buffy," Giles called as the Slayers started toward the door. "And stay away from that nuclear waste plant until we know what we're dealing with."
"How come you never tell me to be careful?" Faith asked, pausing in the doorway and frowning.
Giles glanced up at her, raising his eyebrows. "Would it do any good if I did?"
Faith stuck her tongue out at him as the girls headed out into the night.
*****
"Twinkle, twinkle," Drusilla sang, her body a whirling white blur as she twirled under the desert sky, her bare feet sinking into the sand as she danced for Lestat. He watched her, transfixed, and then looked up at the vast expanse of stars. This was a perfect ending, he thought. The nights were dark and beautiful out here, and the repository sat deep underground, making a cool repose for their days.
"Master." The vampire didn't turn. He had heard the halting shuffle of the man's approach across the desert sand. "We have lost three of the Order."
"So call forth more," Lestat replied with a nod, holding his hand out to Dru. She came to him, floating on air, and pressed against his side. "They're expendable. Everything is expendable. This is the end of days."
The man nodded, smiling. "I have waited long for this."
"Yes," Lestat replied, his eyes tracing patterns in the sky. "Have the repositories been emptied?"
"Almost." The deformed man squatted to the earth, running his hand through the sand. "The Faithful Order of Chur N'Byl is most dedicated. They have waited long for this, as well."
"Yes." The vampire's teeth flashed white even in the darkness. "They have proven most useful. I believe there are only two more spell components that we need, according to the translations. One we will obtain tomorrow night."
"Ruff!" Dru barked, snapping her teeth toward the hunched man on the ground. He recoiled, frowning. Dru laughed, lifting her face to the sky and beginning to howl.
"The other..." Lestat looked over at him, knowing it was the deformed man's heart that they would use to complete the pentagonal configuration of The Bane of Gaia. He was looking forward to ripping it out, still beating, with his bare hands. "The other is already in our possession. We just need to... extract it."
"Is it so soon?" The man's scarred face turned up to Lestat, his eyes wide.
"Yes. It will be tomorrow. Midnight. Haven't you waited long enough?"
"A hundred thousand years," the man breathed, tears beginning to trickle down his cheeks. "To finally see the face of Chur N'Byl..."
The vampire grinned, knowing the man would never look upon the face of the demon. No one would. He turned to Dru, taking her in his arms. They danced together under the stars. Dru continued to bark and howl, and Lestat laughed maniacally, holding her hand and watching her twirl.
Under cover of darkness, the two Slayers crouched low, watching and listening to the sounds of madness in the night.
*****
Spike came barreling into the front door of The Magic Box, his head covered in a smoking black blanket. The sun followed him in, but he shut the door against it with a grateful sigh. Daytime travel was a dangerous business for a vampire. He walked over to where Willow was sitting at the round table, still doing research on her laptop. Oz sat beside her, scribbling in a notebook.
"Alright, I give—what is this big bad, Willow?" Spike asked, tossing the steaming blanket onto the floor.
"No luck at the demon haunts, huh?" Dawn asked, smiling as she looked up from the thick black book she was flipping through and tucking her long, silky brown hair behind her ear.
"Sorry, 'lil bit." Spike smiled back and winked at Buffy's younger sister. He sat down in the chair next to her and glanced across the shop to where Anya was ringing up a customer who stood staring at him, her eyes wide. "Nothing worth finding. Where's Buffy?"
"She and Faith are training with Giles," Anya said, coming to sit at the table with them. The customer was still standing there, looking from the smoking blanket to Spike and back again.
"I have your money," Anya remarked over her shoulder. "You can leave now, but please come back with some more money very soon." The customer took her bag off the counter and edged out of the shop.
Xander came out of the training room and Anya ran her hand through his hair as he slid into a chair. "How's your head, sweetie? You need to stop volunteering as a punching bag for those two sadists."



Xander just shrugged, nudging Oz and asking, "How's the vampire roomie thing working out?"
"Louis? He's quiet," Oz answered Xander, looking up from his notebook.
"Well, you two should have a lot to talk about then." Xander smirked at Willow's notoriously taciturn boyfriend as he slipped his arm around Anya. Oz just shrugged and went back to his scribbling. "Is anyone else weirded out that he exists in the first place?"
"Wouldn't it be fun if all the fictional vampires were real?" Dawn asked, her eyes brightening.
"They are, love," Spike replied, tipping his chair back and putting his feet up on the table. "For the most part. Except that Vlad the Impaler bloke—the one everyone thought was 'the real Dracula?' He was just off his head."
"I've got it!" Willow cried, looking up from her computer. "Giles!" she called toward the back room. They all heard a thud, and an "Oof!" Willow cringed. "Whoops."
Buffy and Faith came out together, both with towels draped around their necks. Giles limped in behind them, wincing with every step.
"There're the Slayer twins," Spike said, dropping his chair to the floor as Buffy came in, his eyes sweeping up her lithe form to meet her eyes. "Didn't find anything, I'm afraid, love. Except for Clem knicking kittens."
"Thanks for trying." Buffy smiled at him. Spike's eyes brightened for a moment until he saw her face harden and her jaw tighten. When she moved away from him, he sighed, his eyes falling to the surface of the table as if there were something interesting there.
"Did I hear you call me, Willow?" the Watcher asked, sliding into a chair with a wince.
"Oh, never mind," Willow sighed. "It wasn't what I thought it was."
"Well, I've been researching this vampire Lestat," Giles said, sliding some books out of the pile. "Apparently, this woman who fictionalized him also wrote under a pen name. Those books, though... they, erm, don't seem to have a vampire theme."
"You read them?" Xander asked, raising his eyebrows. "Aren't those like gay porn?"
Giles flushed and looked down at the book in his hand. "Well, I thought it best to thoroughly explore all the volumes of text." He cleared his throat, going on. "There are several books that do detail his exploits, however, and according to Louis, they are all fairly accurate accounts, told to this Anne Rice by Lestat himself. This is no prosaic vampire, Buffy. He may be more powerful than Dracula, and worse—I believe he's simply insane."
"I can vouch for that," Spike agreed, tipping his chair back again. "I met the guy in Paris and he made my Dru look level-headed."
"So he's a great big baddie," Buffy said with a shrug, glancing at Spike when he mentioned Drusilla, his former vampire lover. "It's not like I haven't fought powerful vampires before... and I have Faith." She smiled over at the other Slayer, who had wiggled up on top of the glass counter and opened a bag of Cheetos.
"I just don't understand why I can't find anything on the Bane of Gaia," Willow said with a sigh.
"Have you tried their demon name?" Anya asked, looking up from where she was busily recording invoices.
"They have a demon name?" Buffy asked, glaring at the ex-vengeance demon. "You could have mentioned it!"
Anya scoffed. "Everyone knows that they are Ha'Rakian demons."
"Not everyone who didn't used to hang out with fiends from hell, doll." Faith winked as she balled her Cheetos bag up and tossed it into the trash, brushing her hands together.
"That's it!" Willow said, pointing to her screen. "According to this, the hearts of the Bane of Gaia—also known as Ha'Rakian —are always used for a summoning spell!"
"But what do they summon?" Dawn asked, leaning forward.
"Well... it doesn't say," Willow frowned. "But I think that book you've got there will help us, Dawnie. It's full of summoning spells. Let's look for The Bane of Gaia."
"I was." Dawn opened the book to the back and sighed. "Why don't ancient tomes ever have an index?"
"Here, let me," Giles said, reaching for the text. Dawn handed it over and crossed her arms over her chest, giving him a moody teenage glower. "Now that we know their demon name..." Giles rifled through the pages, stopping at one and exclaiming, "Oh, dear."
"That's never a good phrase," Xander sighed.
"This is very bad, I'm afraid," Giles went on. "According to this, the heart of the Ha'Rakian demons are used to summon an elemental demon called Chur N'Byl. Elemental demons are very powerful and they require a great deal of energy to summon."
"Energy?" Buffy looked at Giles, frowning. "The magical kind? Do they need a powerful witch?" She glanced protectively at Willow, who smiled gratefully at her.
"Atomic energy," Giles said flatly, looking up at the group with worried eyes.
The room grew quiet. Even Willow stopped typing.
Giles continued. "It says that this demon has never actually been summoned to an Earthly plane, because... well, because the power it would take to summon him would destroy the planet itself."
"So, it's your basic apocalypse?" Faith asked, sliding off the counter. "Cool! Let's get the weapons, Bee!"
"It's not so simple," Giles sighed, shaking his head at Faith's impetuousness. "If Lestat has put the summoning process into motion—and if he has four hearts of the Ha'Rakian, I'm afraid he has—we cannot fight this by conventional means."
"So how do we fight it?" Buffy asked.
"I'm not sure, Buffy," Giles replied, turning the page. "There are no pictures of this demon—I don't believe anyone on this plane has ever seen it—but it is also called 'He of the Thousand Mouths and the Hundred Arms.'"
"Definitely sounds like Mr. Radiation Poisoning to me." Xander snorted.
Willow took one of the books off the table and started sifting quickly through it.
"His place of slumber is clearly no accident," Giles remarked. "I believe he has been calling forth the energy to summon him for a long time."
"Hence the largest nuclear waste repository in North America?" Willow asked.
"Yes, I'm afraid so." Giles nodded.
"Well, there has to be a way to fight it," Buffy insisted. "Willow, isn't there a spell we can do?"
"I'm looking," the redheaded Wiccan said, running her finger down the text. "I don't have much experience with elemental demons..."
Buffy and Faith exchanged glances. Buffy cleared her throat. "Well, I suggest we find something fast. Faith and I went out to the repository last night."
Giles half-stood, his eyes flashing. "You did what?"
"Just to take a look around, right, Bee?" Faith said, stepping closer to Buffy. Giles sat back down, his jaw tight as he watched the two Slayers standing together. "We didn't let anyone know we were there."
"Anyway, we saw this vampire Lestat," Buffy went on. "He was talking to that Phantom of the Opera guy—the one you used to know, Giles?"
Giles nodded, his face hard as stone.
"Yeah, he's a regular ray of sunshine," Faith said with an eye roll. "Mr. Grovelpants seemed to be totally taking orders from the bloodsucker."
Buffy avoided the Watcher's eyes as she continued, "The vampire said they were going to do it tonight at midnight—whatever 'it' is."
"Now we know what 'it' is," Willow said. "They're going to summon the Chur N'Byl."
"When were you going to tell us this?" Giles asked quietly, taking his glasses off and polishing them with his shirt tails.
Buffy shrugged. "I didn't see the point unless we knew how to defeat it."
"You did a very stupid and dangerous thing, Buffy." Giles didn't look up from his task. "And I have no doubt you were led along by Faith." His eyes slid over to the dark-haired Slayer who rolled her eyes at him. "You could both have been killed."
"There's something else," Buffy said, her eyes skipping over to Spike before she looked quickly away. "Drusilla was with him. "
Spike stood, his chair falling to the floor. "Dru? You saw Dru?" His face was a mask of shock and pain. Buffy swallowed hard, fighting a feeling she refused to acknowledge as jealousy and crossing her arms, turning pointedly from him.
"Oh, I found something!" Willow cried. "Really this time." She looked around, sensing the tension in the room and barreling ahead anyway. "It says that the only thing that can stop an elemental demon... is another elemental demon."
"We're doomed," Anya said, putting her head in her hands. "Two crazy vampires are going to nuke the planet and Xander never even asked me to marry him—again."
"Let's not go there, Ahn." Xander winced.
"Oh!" Willow cried excitedly. "The demon that can stop it can also be summoned!"
"I thought demons were bad guys?" Dawn said, looking baffled.
"Elemental demons represent the forces of nature," Giles explained. "The Chur N'Byl is the elemental demon of destruction. In nature, for every force, there is a counter force. Is it a difficult spell, Willow?" Giles asked, turning toward the witch.
Willow ran her finger down the long list of ingredients. "It's not that bad. Containing him seems to be the issue. We'll need a large circle. As for the components, we have all of this here in the magic shop... oh, except for that."
"What?" Giles peered over her shoulder at the text.
"Well, it says we need..." Willow flushed, her cheeks glowing to match the color of her hair. "A... a cup of warm milk from the breast of Gaia."
"You know, sometimes the quips are too easy, even for me," Xander said after an amazed silence.
"I know this one," Oz said. Everyone turned to the quiet man in the corner and he gave them a noncommittal shrug. "When I was in Constantinople, I drank the milk of Gaia."
"This I gotta hear," Xander said, turning his chair around and leaning forward, eager.
"It's not what you think," Oz replied, shaking his head with a hasty smile. "There are hidden wells and springs under the ground. They're considered sacred because the water turns white from the deposits in the earth."
"And the breast allusion?" Xander pushed. "Just a tease?"
"Yes, Xander likes the breasts," Anya said. "The bigger, the better. Men seem to prefer the big ones, don't they?"
Oz continued, "They're called the breasts of Gaia because the gasses make the earth kind of swell into a shape that resembles... well, you get the idea. Then the water spills out, like... well, like milk. They were sacred springs in Constantinople, and people traveled for hundreds of miles to drink from them."
"That's kind of cool," Willow said, and she and Oz shared a little smile.
"Well, I can't teleport anymore," Anya said. "So don't ask me."
"Oh, we don't need to go to Constantinople," Oz said. "We actually have one right here in Sunnydale."
"That seems impossibly convenient." Giles frowned at Oz. "Are you sure? I've never heard of such a thing."
"Gaia springs are found where there's a large concentration of evil," Oz remarked. "It's supposed to kind of balance out the bad stuff."
"You're so smart," Willow whispered to him, leaning in to kiss his cheek. "That's so sexy." Oz blushed, but his smile widened.
"Well, we do live on a hellmouth," Buffy said. "I'd say that qualifies as bad. So you know where this spring is?"
"The Turks were one of the bloodiest races in history," Giles remarked, his seeming non sequitur making Buffy stop to look at him, blinking fast. Giles gave her an apologetic smile. "That explains the one in Constantinople."
"I'm only concerned with the one here in Sunnydale," Buffy said. "That's the one that just might help us divert the Apocalypse Du Jour."
"I'm not a hundred percent sure where it is," Oz admitted. "I've never actually seen it, but I can sniff it out for you."
"Just be careful," Willow said, sliding her chair closer and putting her hand on his knee.
Oz smiled. "I will."
"Willow, what is the name of this other elemental demon?" Giles asked.
The Wiccan consulted the book in her lap. "The L'Orax," she said.
"We need to look up all we can about him," the Watcher said. "It's dangerous calling elemental forces, especially when summoning one demon to stop another."
"I think a nuclear holocaust kind of trumps that," Buffy said.
"Excuse me," Xander interrupted. "Willow, did you say... Lorax? As in Dr. Seuss? 'I am the Lorax, I speak for the trees?'"
"It's 'L' apostrophe 'O-r-a-x'." Willow spelled it for him, rolling her eyes.
Buffy turned to Giles. "There was one more thing this vampire said last night. Something about needing more spell components that they were going to gather today."
"We should continue researching this summoning spell for the Chur N'Byl," Giles agreed. "Perhaps we can keep them from obtaining the ingredients to complete the process. That would be safer than conjuring the L'Orax, I imagine."
"I'll do it, I've been working on my translations," Dawn volunteered. Buffy frowned at her younger sister. "It's spring break and I don't have any homework, ok?"
"The one thing I don't get," Xander said. "Why would this vampire be trying to blow up the planet? Didn't Louis say Lestat wanted to keep everyone alive so the vamps could keep feasting?"
"Lestat has decided to destroy the world because he is clearly too much of a coward to destroy himself," the voice from behind them said, making them all whirl in surprise.
Louis was standing by the training room door. No one had heard him come in. He bowed low as he entered their circle, leaning on his cane. "I gather from what you've said that you have found that Lestat is, indeed, up to more than we thought?"
"Yes," Giles confirmed. "How long have you been there?"
Louis inclined his head toward him. "Long enough to know that my old friend and mortal enemy has decided to end the world."
"Alright," Faith said, clapping her hands together. "Let's get this party started."
"Will, gather everything you need for the spell and bring it to my place," Buffy said. "Oz, you go find this sacred moo-juice. Hurry."
"It shouldn't take me long," he said, standing and leaning to kiss the top of Willow's head. She smiled up at him, grabbing his hand and squeezing it.
"I'll need everyone to help me," Willow said. "We'll need a large circle to contain an elemental demon."
"I will do whatever I can to help," Louis said, bowing toward Buffy.
She looked at him for a moment like she wanted to say something but shook her head instead. "Ok, so let's go. Spike, can you and Louis share that blanket?"
"That won't be necessary," Louis replied with a nod, and they all watched in amazement as he turned to a fine mist and then disappeared.
"Sodding hell!" Spike did a double-take. "He can pull a trick like that, and I have to travel under a wool barbeque?!"
*****
"It's getting late, Willow," Buffy said, glancing out the window. The sun had set an hour ago. The whole house felt like it was one nervous pulse, everyone fluttering from task to task.
"He'll be here," Willow replied, setting the spell ingredients in neat rows on the dining room table.
"I know," Buffy said, coming to stand by her friend. "I'm just wondering if maybe we should start without him?"
Willow's eyes were bright as she looked at the Slayer, her heart in her eyes. "Oz said he would get it. He'll be here."
Anya was pacing between the kitchen and the dining room and she stopped, overhearing their conversation. "What if he doesn't? Will the spell work without this holy milk stuff?"
Willow glanced up and shook her head. "I don't know."
"Anya, why don't you come help me in the kitchen?" Xander said from the doorway, motioning to his girlfriend. She frowned and followed him with a sigh.
"I don't want the world to end," Anya said, watching Xander sit down at the counter and reach for a cruller.
"We're gonna be ok," Xander assured her through a mouth full of donut. "We're always ok. This is what we do. We get the bad guys and keep the world safe for democracy, capitalism and free enterprise—which I know you love." He flashed her a pasty smile and she sighed.
"Xander, do you remember the last apocalypse?" she asked, sidling up to him and running her hand through his hair. "Well, not the last one, but the one before last—when you proposed?"
Xander choked on the cruller, reaching for a bottled water to wash it down. "What about it?"
"I know you're allergic to the whole matrimony thing," Anya said with a sigh. "But we can still do the other thing, right? That would be good. Come on." She began kissing his ear, his neck, slipping her hand up his thigh.
"Uh, Ahn..." he shoved the rest of the donut in his mouth and talked through it. "We don't have to have end of the world sex every time we face Armageddon, do we?"
Anya pouted. "You eat when you get nervous. Me, I want the sex. What's wrong with that?"
Xander glanced out into the dining room, seeing Willow sitting quietly on the floor with her eyes closed, her palms up in her lap. "I just don't think it's right, Anya."
"Fine." She grabbed a bottle of cranberry juice and stormed into the dining room. Dawn was still looking through volumes of books at the table and Anya flopped into a chair.
"Anything?" Anya asked her, taking a long drink.
Dawn looked up. "The spell to summon the Chur N'Byl needs to be translated. I've got a lot of it, but some of the words are very archaic."
Anya nodded, her eyes sliding back toward the kitchen where Xander was sitting. She just wanted to be close to him. What was the harm in that? He was so handsome, sitting there obliviously with frosting on the tip of his nose from the cruller. It made her smile. Why shouldn't they have sex? The world was coming to an end—if Buffy didn't save the day, that is—and she selfishly wanted him all to herself for just a few minutes.
She sighed, glancing over the objects on the table, all of the components for the upcoming spell. Working at The Magic Box, she knew what most of them were, and what they were generally used for, but she didn't perform magic—not like Willow did. She had never really considered using any of the things she sold to create spells or potions.
Until now. She looked around. Dawn was buried in her book, and Willow had her eyes closed. Everyone else was in the living room. She picked up a vial of white powder labeled "Horny Goatweed" and smiled.
She went back to the kitchen where Xander was gloomily eyeing the box of donuts. She leaned over and kissed his cheek, taking his hand.
"I'm sorry, Anya," he apologized. "I didn't mean to hurt your feelings."
"I know," she murmured. "Xander, will you go get my juice? I left it in the dining room."
"Sure."
While he was gone, she put a powdered jelly donut on a napkin at Xander's place and uncapped the vial of horny goatweed. She only meant to sprinkle a small amount, but when she heard him coming back, she panicked. She capped the nearly empty vial and slid it back into her pocket, spreading the white powder over the donut with her finger and then licking it. At least it wasn't bitter tasting—she could only taste the sugary powder of the donut and a slight undertaste of something more yeasty.
"Awww," Xander said, smiling down at the donut as he handed her the juice. "And you said I shouldn't eat more than one."
"If it's the end of the world, you should get what you want," Anya smiled, uncapping her juice and drinking. She watched him take a bite, half the donut disappearing into his mouth. Would he notice? His eyes were closed in bliss as he chewed happily. She snuck back into the dining room, replacing the vial of horny goatweed on the table where Dawn was engrossed in reading and Willow was meditating.
"Ahn?" Xander called from the kitchen. She found him licking white powder off his fingers, his lips full of it.
"Sorry, I thought Dawn called me," she said, sliding onto the stool next to him and resting her chin in her palm. She smiled to herself, knowing that now it was just a matter of waiting.



It didn't take long. In the middle of downing his bottle of water, Xander began shifting uncomfortably in his chair. His eyes wandered over Anya, who was singing softly to herself. Everything about her was suddenly attractive—her foot tapping to the beat, her finger curling around a dark piece of her hair, the place where her t-shirt tucked into the waistband of her skirt. His eyes followed the curve of her neck, the gentle swell of her breasts, and he shifted again, clearing his throat.
"How's it going out there?" he asked, dabbing at some sugared powder on his napkin and licking his finger. These donuts were particularly good.
"We're just waiting for Oz," Anya said, looking at him sideways. His eyes were on her breasts, which wasn't uncommon, but his look of lust was unmistakable. She leaned over, giving him a better view, and rubbed at the powder around his mouth.
"Ahn," Xander said, his voice sounding pained. She lifted her eyes to his, her innocent expression the perfect façade.
"Yes, Xander?" She continued to rub at the corner of his mouth with her thumb, her tongue sneaking out as if she were in deep concentration.
"Remember what I said before?" He swallowed hard, licking his lips and staring down the front of her shirt. "About end of the world sex just not being right?"
"Mmm-hmm," she murmured, working on the other corner of his mouth now.
"I take it back." He lunged over the kitchen island at her, his mouth rough and hard as he pressed her back against the counter. Anya gasped and then moaned, feeling how hard he was through his jeans against her thigh. That stuff worked fast! she thought, as Xander groped under her t-shirt, his tongue threatening to force its way down her throat.
"Xander," she gasped as he thrust against her, rocking her body against the sink. "Maybe we should go upstairs?"
"Now you want to worry about sexual etiquette?" he asked, tugging her skirt up with one hand. When his fingers probed her wetness, she forgot that she was supposed to care if someone came into the kitchen and she gave in to exactly what she had wanted in the first place. He was wild, like an animal, biting at her neck, growling, shoving his hand between her legs. He wasn't like her Xander at all, and it was making her crazy with lust.
Anya turned so he was pressed against the counter and sank to her knees, unzipping his jeans and pulling at them, freeing his cock. It was red and swollen and the tip was wet already. Xander didn't give her a minute to consider—he forced himself into her mouth, grabbing a handful of her hair and thrusting. She seemed just as eager to be used as he was to use her, gagging and sucking by turns, letting him fuck her mouth again and again as she reached under her skirt, thrusting her panties aside to play with herself.
Xander stood staring at the open doorways to both the dining room and the foyer, knowing that at any moment, anyone could walk through and discover them. He knew he should care—he just simply didn't. Anya's mouth swallowing his cock was the only thing he could think about, and that wasn't so much thinking as was some primal instinct. There didn't seem to be much thinking involved going on in his brain at all.
"Ahn," he warned, and she knew exactly what he meant and she whimpered. He was close to cumming. She tried to stop, but he wouldn't let her, plunging his thick shaft between her lips at an even faster pace. His hips rocked and bucked, and he grunted, spilling waves of cum into her mouth that she had no choice but to swallow. She gave a disappointed sigh as his softening cock slid out of her mouth. She had so wanted to feel him inside of her.
Xander looked down at his girlfriend, his hand still tangled in her hair, pulling her head back. The sight of her watery, mascara streaked eyes and swollen red mouth with his cum dribbling out of the corners filled him with an undeniable lust. Anya saw the look in his eyes and was confused by it. The Xander she knew was a considerate lover who gave her an orgasm or two, sometimes three, and then came once and fell asleep. This wasn't the Xander she knew and she stared as his cock throbbed to life again before her eyes.
He sank to the floor and kissed her, sucking at her tongue and tasting his cum in her mouth. His hands moved over her body as if he were inspecting her for ripeness, rough and indifferent, simply exploring her body for his pleasure. He tugged and twisted at her nipples as he kissed her, making her gasp and writhe in his grip. Sliding her skirt up her thighs, he cupped and kneaded the flesh of her ass as his cock pressed between her legs, demanding its due.
Without a word, he let her go and she gasped, grabbing onto the counter to keep her balance. His hands were on her, roughly turning her around on the linoleum, shoving her skirt up high around her waist. He yanked at her black, mesh panties, sliding them down to her knees and positioning himself behind her.
Anya rested her cheek against the cool floor, lifting her ass up in the air and waiting. Normally, she would reach for him, guide him, but she knew from the way he was acting that she didn't have to. She could hear Buffy's voice in the dining room and she realized the Slayer could walk in and find them here coupling on the floor like bunnies. No, not bunnies. Anya shivered and bit her arm to keep from crying out when Xander shoved his cock between her swollen pussy lips, driving himself deep inside of her flesh.
She heard him grunt, but that was the only sound he made as he started to fuck her. He felt huge to her, much bigger than usual, and she wondered if the horny goatweed could effect penis size as well as libido. She only wondered for a moment, though, as his flesh began to pummel her, his hips smacking into hers and sliding her inch by inch across the floor with every thrust.
Xander couldn't stop. The incredible lust that was driving him seemed insatiable, like an itch that just wouldn't be scratched. Anya's pussy was a sweet, wet tunnel of heat, engulfing and squeezing his aching cock. He wanted to cum so badly it hurt—he had never wanted anything more. He was working as hard as he could, aiming toward that goal with a fierce persistence that he hadn't experienced much of anywhere in his life.
Anya arched her back for him, wanting more, slipping her fingers between her swollen lips and finding her throbbing clit. Her body was responding with great enthusiasm to this new Xander, and she knew it wouldn't take much stimulation to bring her to completion. She gasped as she rubbed her clit in little circles while Xander pounded her little by little across the slippery linoleum.
She felt her climax coming and bit her lip. Shuddering waves crashed over her again and again. Her pussy quivered around him, the little fluttering spasms threatening to take him over the edge, but not quite following through on their delicious promise. Xander groaned in frustration, grabbing her hips and pressing in, using the deep recesses of her cunt to massage the head of his cock, the sensitive tip exploring her deepest, softest parts.
"Ahn," he whispered, and it was his warning again, unnecessary this time, as he bucked into her, filling her still trembling pussy with his thick, hot cum. He didn't think there could be so much, not after cumming in her mouth first, but there seemed to be no end to it, or to the ache. He was still throbbing and more than half-hard as he pulled out of her.
"I don't know what's wrong with me," he whispered, looking down at his cock as if it had betrayed him. The sight of his second round of cum beginning to seep out of Anya's slit was firming his erection back up in a hurry, which seemed impossible, but it was true.
Anya rolled to her back, looking up at him, her eyes glazed. She saw his cock, like a steadfast soldier reporting for duty, and she grasped it. He hissed through his teeth, shaking his head, but the more she tugged, the more he gave in. There really didn't even seem to be anything to give in to—there was only this endless aching agony of pleasure that was steering him onward.
She slipped her panties all the way off and slid him inside of her, using his shaft as she rolled her hips around, rubbing the shaft over her clit. He had two orgasms to her one, and that just wasn't fair, as far as Anya was concerned. She pulled her t-shirt up over her breasts, exposing them to him. She went braless most of the time for comfort. He couldn't help himself—his tongue and lips went immediately to her nipples, sucking and licking, back and forth between them.
Anya's breath came faster as she worked her hips under him. Xander was thrusting into her, helpless to stop, and she felt her second orgasm building. She moved faster against him, twisting and rolling underneath his body as she felt the sensation swelling between her thighs. Her climax caught up with her and she shuddered against him, digging her nails into his back and biting his shoulder as she came.
Xander winced, but he just couldn't stop. His body was exhausted and while he was still hard, he couldn't see how he could possibly cum again. He felt like he was running on empty. Anya whimpered beneath him, and still he couldn't let up. Some insatiable lust was pressing him into her, again and again. She pulled him close, and he let her, his hips still rocking, moving in and out of her hot flesh.
"I can't stop," Xander whispered into her hair against her ear.
"Don't stop," Anya whispered back. He was huge inside of her, thick and swollen and insistent. It was taking her places she never knew existed—and that said a lot, coming from someone who had traveled through multiple demon dimensions. Anya rocked with him, their motion slower now, a more gentle rhythm, but it was incessant, an endless dance. She never wanted it to end, and she thought with a smile that she just might get her wish. They could do this until the world ended in a brilliant flash of light.
"Oh god," Xander murmured. "I can't stand it." Anya ran her hands down his back, up under his sweat dampened t-shirt. She slipped her hands down over his ass, feeling the muscles there working as he moved inside of her.
"Don't stop," Anya begged him, meeting his easy thrusts with more eager ones. He sighed, feeling his balls growing tighter, knowing what that meant and still finding it just impossible. He couldn't cum again, he just couldn't. And yet the familiar tickling ache was there, spreading wider as he sank into Anya's willing, wet flesh.
"Don't ever stop, Xander," she whispered again, meeting his thrusts with her own, feeling another orgasm waiting in the recesses of her belly. "Please, make me cum."
Xander felt like he didn't have a choice. He banged his cock into her, the linoleum making little squeaking sounds under their wet flesh. They had slid partway across the kitchen in their lust and were nearly at the end of the island now which would leave them in plain view of anyone walking by. He pushed himself up on his arms and rolled his hips, shoving himself deep into her. Anya nodded, her eyes half-closed, grabbing his biceps and digging her nails in, her thighs gripping him tight.
"Yes," she whispered, reaching her pinnacle and feeling herself being pushed off the edge. She was falling into it, her body quivering and shivering as she went, the world fading to black around the edges. There was nothing better about being human than this.
Xander's eyes were wide as he came for the third time, his mouth open in shock, but his shaft throbbed with delicious release, spurting more cum than he thought he could possibly have deep inside of her.
"Very sweet." The sound of Spike's voice made them both gasp and scramble for their clothes. He was leaning over the kitchen island and peering down at them.
"Don't think this means I'm going to stop referring to you as a 'poofter,'" he said to Xander.
Anya yanked her shirt and skirt down, grabbing her panties and trying to pull them up at the same time. Xander was staring down at the slick, red swollen thing between his legs like he wasn't sure what to do with it. It was still as hard as a rock.
"Spike, get out of here," Anya hissed, managing to get all her clothes in their proper places in the right order.
"Buffy sent me in," Spike explained. "They're gonna start the ritual. Spell. Whatever this thing is."
"Did Oz come back?" Xander asked, wincing as he painfully slipped his erection back into his jeans.
"Willow says he'll be here," Spike shrugged.
They heard Buffy's voice and Xander and Anya both scrambled up off the floor.
"You coming?" Buffy asked, inclining her head toward them, taking in their disheveled appearance with a frown.
"You have no idea," Xander said, trying to ignore the painful throbbing between his legs.
*****
Oz saw the warm, welcoming lights of Buffy's house and sighed in relief. They were all still here. He'd made it. Tracking the Gaia spring had been much more difficult than he had anticipated. His sense of smell was extraordinary, even when he hadn't turned into the werewolf, and most things could be tracked, especially those that were static. The problem with the spring, he realized later, was that its magic gave it some concealing properties. He considered taking off his talisman and turning wolf, but thought better of it. His own lust for blood could still overtake him in that state—it was too dangerous.
Considering the exigent circumstances, he had instead resorted to his simple but efficient powers of deduction. If I was the Breast of Gaia, where would I be? It seemed logical that it would be located close to the Hellmouth, considering it's equalizing purpose, which meant exploring the burned-out high school. The overpowering smoky smells of the place had been impossible for him to track through, and he had spent hours searching and had nearly given up hope when he heard it. It was the faintest trickle, but he followed the sound. His ears were nearly as attuned as his nose.
The Breast of Gaia had yielded her milky substance to him from a swell in the earth under the basement of the old high school, not ten feet from the closed mouth of hell. Oz could feel the evil radiating from the hellmouth like a sick heat, as if the ground itself had a fever, but the moment his hands touched the milk of Gaia, his mind and senses were cooled. He filled the cup Xander had given him before he left—a travel mug with a snap-on top. It seemed a rather profane container, with its corporate logo on the side, but he meditated for a moment and said a small Tibetan prayer as he thanked Gaia for her offering. Not long though. It was past dark, and he knew he had to get back.
Oz removed the travel mug from the cupholder of the van and opened the door. He smelled it immediately, the sick, cloying scent of dead madness. It filled his senses and he gagged, his eyes searching the darkness for a glimpse of something. Holding the mug against his body protectively, he edged around the side of the van, glancing toward the house. If he could make it close enough to alert them, he knew it would be ok. There was safety in numbers, and two Slayers in the house, besides.
"How much is that doggie in the window?" Dru sang, slipping out from behind a tree. Her white gown was ghostly in the black night.
Oz bolted for the porch, but she was on him, knocking him to his belly on the ground, overpowering him with a vampire strength he couldn't possibly match when he wasn't turned wolf. The wind was knocked out of him and the travel mug bounced on the ground, but the lid stayed on. He grabbed it, uprighting it as he struggled underneath her, waiting for his breath to return so he could yell.
"Do you have a waggly tail?" Dru purred against his ear, bringing her knee up between his legs tight and hard, making his balls ache. Oz winced, wondering how to get her off him while still hanging onto the milk of Gaia.
"Don't tease the doggie, Dru," came a smooth voice from behind a tree. "You can play with the puppy later—after he's neutered."
Drusilla pouted at the figure, her attention diverted. Oz's brain registered the other vampire's words, and his panic gave him the adrenaline strength to knock Dru off his back, starting to yell for Buffy, Faith, Willow, anyone!
"Lestat!" she complained, howling in frustration and struggling to stand.
Lestat raised his hand and Oz stopped in his tracks, his limbs frozen, his voice caught in his throat. His eyes scanned the front door, the windows, hoping someone had heard him. The lid had come loose on the mug he was carrying, he knew, because the milk of Gaia was dripping down his hand.
"Come here, wolf," Lestat said, making a spinning motion with his fingers. Oz was propelled around and came toward the blonde vampire, his eyes wide, but his limbs obeying in spite of his mind's protest.
"Good doggie," the vampire murmured, ruffling the small man's dark hair. Oz could do nothing but glare at him. Lestat noticed the mug in the man's hand and he pryed it from his fingers, lifting it to his nose, his nostrils flaring.
"Ugh." The vampire shook his head, as if to clear it. He tossed the mug aside, spilling the creamy white fluid all over the sidewalk beside Oz's van. "The milk of Gaia, I presume? That means your little friends are onto us, hm?"
Oz could only move his eyes, but the sight of his hard-won treasure dashed on the ground made his head swim. He knew Willow needed it to complete the spell—without it, there was no way to fight this thing that the mad vampire in front of him was set on summoning. The talisman on his chest was burning, the magic that kept him from turning wolf strained to its limit.
"Let me kill them," Dru murmured, nibbling and sucking at ends of the vampire's wavy blonde hair. "Dru's so hungry."
Oz listened for someone, anyone, hoping to hear them bursting out the front door at any moment.
"No need," Lestat said, reaching between Oz's legs and squeezing hard. The man's face twisted in pain. "We have what we came for. They can't stop us, now, Dru."
The vampire turned his attention back to Oz whose pain and rage tolerance were nearing a boiling point. His eyes were beginning to turn to that of the wolf, his teeth becoming feral.
"Ah, good," Lestat murmured, squeezing harder. "Just what we need. Let's go, Fido."
The vampire turned and crooked a finger over his shoulder at Oz, whose face was half-wolf and half-man, his eyes a deep, rageful black. Still, he followed helplessly after the insane pair, unable even to turn around to see if anyone might be following them.
*****
Willow looked around at the circle, all nine of them standing, their hands clasped together, their eyes closed, chanting the words that she had taught them: "Animus no viscus, animus no viscus, animus no viscus." Spirit made flesh.
There should be ten, she thought. Oz should be here. She wasn't sure if this was going to work without him—or the milk of Gaia. She glanced nervously toward the door, hoping he might appear, her knight in shining armor.
She couldn't stall any longer. The hour was growing later, and the end of the world loomed large. She said a silent prayer to Gaia and began the ritual, taking her hands out of Buffy's on her left and Spike's on her right, joining their hands together behind her and stepping into the circle. She didn't see Spike's leer or Buffy's eye roll.
Their voices washed over her, a droning chant that was gathering strength. She could feel the energy moving within the circle. Willow knelt, dropping spell ingredients into her bowl and grinding them with her pestle, one at a time. The order was important to bring the demon manifest on this plane. The last ingredient was the horny goatweed, a powerful and potent herb. She just needed a half teaspoon.



She stared at the vial, aghast. It was nearly gone! Shaking it, she wondered if there was enough left. She turned to Buffy and hissed, "My horny goatweed is missing!"
Buffy's brow wrinkled. "Your what?" she asked in a stage-whisper.
Across the circle, Anya opened one eye and peered out at them, her lips still moving as she chanted.
Willow shook the vial at Buffy, whispering, "This was full! I don't know if it will work without the whole amount!"
"Try, Will," Buffy said, shrugging one shoulder. "It's our only shot."
Willow turned back to the circle and saw Anya nudge Xander's hand away from her thigh. The young witch was eye-level with Xander's crotch and the bulge there was clearly defined. Willow lifted her eyes to Anya, startled, and saw the ex-vengeance demon looking worriedly at her with one eye. Willow glared and Anya snapped her eyes shut, chanting furiously.
At least I know who to blame for the end of the world if this doesn't work, Willow thought, knowing full-well what that amount of horny goatweed would do if given to a human being. She gritted her teeth as she sprinkled the last of the white powder into the bowl and began the spell, her voice resonant and commanding:
"In the name of Great Gaia, Mother of All,
From the green of her womb and the red of its walls,
Where the blood of the goddess is the blood of us all,
I summon your son who reigns for the fall."
Willow stood, offering the bowl heavenward, and then she turned it upside down onto the white sheet she had spread in the middle of the circle. She knelt and drew a symbol amongst the powders and herbs, and then stood, joining the circle again and saying:
"I beseech you, L'Orax, son of the great She,
Bring on your vengeance, smite our enemy!
I give you two hands and two eyes to see,
Truffulex, Truffulorem, so mote it be!
Willow began chanting with the rest of them, "animus no viscus," squeezing Buffy's hand and Spike's as well. If this didn't work, they were all doomed—the world would end in fire. For too long, there was nothing, and Willow heard the chanting begin to wane and saw the gang start to open their eyes and look around questioningly.
"Don't stop," Willow commanded, chanting louder, encouraging them. "Animus no viscus! Animus no viscus!" They caught her urgency and began to chant, louder and louder, the room filled with their nine voices speaking as one. Willow felt the tremble of the earth beneath her feet, and the sheet before them seemed to shimmer—then it began to glow and rise up into the air as if a figure were appearing beneath it. They all watched, stunned, their voices fading in fear and awe.
"Don't stop!" Willow cried again, and the sound of their chanting filled the room again as the light grew brighter before them, becoming nearly blinding. They all had to close their eyes against the light, so none of them saw the sheet twirling, gaining momentum, and then veering off into the circle, hitting its target with a force that no human could have withstood.
The circle was broken, and Spike lay under the sheet, batting and kicking at it and spitting herbs out of his mouth. Everyone turned to him, and Buffy helped him untangle himself and gave him a hand to let him stand.
"Bloody hell!" he cried, wiping his tongue off. "That stuff tastes awful, you damned witch!" He turned to Willow, and she saw it first, a brilliant light in his eyes that shone out like a thousand suns. It was so bright she had to shade her eyes to look at him.
"Spike?" Buffy saw it, too. She looked at Willow, her eyes questioning, but the witch just shrugged, making an "I don't know" face.
"I am the L'Orax!" Spike's voice rumbled from deep within his chest. "I speak for the trees!"
Xander pointed, covering his mouth. "Oh my god. I was right. It's the Dr. Seuss guy."
Willow gave him a withering look. "Dr. Seuss saves the world? I don't think so, Xander."
"What happened, Willow?" Buffy hissed. "Why is it in Spike? Wasn't it supposed to appear in its own body?"
"I am the L'Orax, I speak for the trees!" Spike said again, in that same loud voice.
"Yeah, you said that already." Faith sighed.
"I speak for the trees, for the trees have no tongues! I have come at your bidding, I have heard your sad songs!"
"It's speaking in verse," Dawn said, and she couldn't help smiling.
"Just like Dr. Seuss," Xander pointed out, his awe and amusement almost making him forget about the never-ending erection still tenting his pants.
"Well, Spike was a poet at one time," Giles remarked, staring at the white-haired vampire.
"I have come at your call, I will do what you say
I only have a short time, we must be away!"
Spike's eyes faded slightly, enough that the group could look at him, and they saw his real presence flicker across his face. "What the sodding hell was that? Was I... was I just speaking in rhyme?"
Everyone nodded, except for Louis, who just leaned on his cane and watched them all with a curious expression.
"I think it's possessed Spike," Willow explained.
"That's bloody obvious, you bint!" Spike exclaimed, clenching his fists.
"With the shortage of horny goatweed," the Wiccan said, glaring over at Anya and Xander. "And with Oz not making it back in time with the milk of Gaia, I don't think there was enough power for it to manifest in its own form."
"I'm almost certain that's the case," Giles agreed, still studying Spike's face, his glasses riding up on his wrinkled nose. "It's rather lucky. I think Spike was probably the only being in the room that could contain something as grand as an elemental demon."
"Well, that's something, then," Spike said with a smile, puffing up his chest.
Xander snorted. "It's only because you're not breathing, dead boy."
"Can it still fight the Chur N'Byl?" Buffy asked, turning to Willow.
"I don't know," she answered with a little shrug. "Maybe we should ask it?"
They all turned to Spike, who was still wiping herbs off of his black t-shirt and jeans.
He looked at them, frowning. "What?" The light in his eyes was more dim now, but definitely still there. "Oh, no! I'm not gonna play host for this thing."
Spike turned to Buffy, pleading with his eyes. "Don't you think I have enough in my bloody head that doesn't belong there!?"
"I'm going to just let that slide right on by." Xander pursed his lips.
"I rather believe you don't have much choice, Spike," Giles replied.
"Uh... Mr.... uh, L'Orax demon?" Buffy said, looking from one of Spike's eyes to the other. There was no response.
"Try rhyming," Dawn suggested, biting her lip.
Buffy gave her a quelling look and then turned back to Spike. "I guess it's worth a shot. Is anyone good at rhyming?"
"We called you great L'Orax to help with the Chur N'Byl," Willow began, realizing too late that nothing rhymed with the demon's name. She quickly added: "Demon."
Buffy made a "go on" motion with her hand and Willow continued. "Uh... Please tell us your bidding, because we are just laymen."
Xander groaned. "Lame is right."
"Well, you try it, then!" Willow spat, turning back to look at Spike to see if it had worked.
Spike's eyes began to glow as the demon came forth. For a moment, they could see the vampire struggling to keep the demon in check, and then he began to speak in rhyme:
"Chur N'Byl is a foe humans cannot defeat
His power is total, his destruction complete."
"We know!" Faith rolled her eyes. "Tell us something useful, alright?"
The demon inside Spike looked at the girl as if it didn't understand her.
"I think we actually have to rhyme for it to hear us," Willow said.
"Hey demon guy, we want you to defeat this big bad," Xander said. "We know where he is, and... we'd be real glad."
Willow rolled her eyes. "And you said mine was bad?"
"I will do as you ask and fill your request
I require the payment of Gaia's own breast."
They looked at each other, knowing that Oz still hadn't returned.
"Would you take an I.O.U.?" Buffy asked, making a face, knowing the demon couldn't understand her if she wasn't rhyming. At least, that was the theory.
Dawn went to the window and peered through the filmy curtain. She called to them excitedly, looking relieved, "Hey, I see Oz's van!"
Willow's jaw relaxed for the first time in hours. "Thank god," she whispered, rushing to the door. She opened it and peered out, but didn't see her boyfriend. A few steps across the lawn revealed the travel mug spilled on the cement, and she noticed his driver's side door was open.
"Buffy!" Willow screamed, her eyes wide and panicked and she flew back into the house. "Buffy, something's happened to Oz!"
Buffy held her friend by the upper arms, looking into her eyes. "Tell me. What?"
"I don't know," Willow cried. "His van is there, but the door is open and the Milk of Gaia is all over the ground."
Xander slapped his forehead. "Let's just pretend there was a 'spilled milk' joke, for my sake, ok?"
"Will, stay here," Buffy said, giving Xander a murderous look. "Faith and I will go check it out. Whatever happened, Oz is going to be ok. I promise."
Faith nodded as Buffy signaled to her and they went out the front door together. Willow stood there, wringing her hands. Xander pulled her close, giving her a one armed hug as they watched the front door for the Slayers' reappearance.
"Um... Giles," Dawn whispered into the Watcher's ear, looking ill. "There's something I found out just before we started... that I didn't know how to tell..."
He turned to the young girl, his eyes alarmed. "What is it, Dawn?"
She bit her lip, her eyes on Willow. "I'm so sorry. I didn't know how to tell you. I translated it just before we started the spell, and I didn't want to break your concentration..."
"What, Dawnie?" Willow demanded, grabbing the girl and shaking her. "What?!"
Tears spilled over Dawn's cheeks. "The spell to summon the Chur N'Byl says that they need... they need..." Her voice cracked and she lowered head, her long hair covering her face.
"What!?" Willow screamed at her, shaking her again.
Dawn sobbed out, "They need the testicles of a werewolf."
Willow's eyes went pitch black and she turned toward the front door.
*****
The room was dark, although with his acute vision, he could still see a great deal more than most humans. There was a desk, a few chairs, a filing cabinet. He was tied to a chair in some sort of office, he surmised, most definitely at the nuclear waste plant. The smell was unmistakable. He could move again, and he worked his wrists in the rope, considering turning wolf to break loose, but discarding the idea. They clearly wanted him wolf, and he didn't know if he could turn back if he went over.
He heard voices outside the door and went limp, feigning sleep. Light spilled into the room from the hallway, and he heard someone shuffling toward him. He felt something cold being fastened around his neck, and while the ropes that bound him to the chair were loosened, his hands were left tied behind his back.
"Come," the voice said, yanking, and Oz heard a "snick" sound as the choke-chain tightened around his throat. He gagged. "My master has need of you now."
Oz looked down at the man. He was small and hunched, his face a twisted mass of scars. His voice was slurred through his crooked mouth. It was the man they had seen on the Internet, the one possessed by The Bane of Gaia.
"Listen, I know what they are going to do to me," Oz said. He'd deduced that much from his brief interaction with Dru and Lestat. "Do you know what they are planning to do to you?"
The man frowned up at him. "I have no need to question the Master's bidding. He is working to raise the Chur N'Byl. We will all soon peer upon his exalted face."
Oz followed him down the hallway. The smell of toxic waste was growing stronger. "I don't think you quite understand. Raising this demon means the end of the world. That means the end of you, too, guy. Or didn't they tell you that in demon school?"
"As long as I can bask in the glow of His light for a moment, I will be at peace," the man grunted, yanking on the chain. Oz choked again as he was propelled forward.
"They're going to kill you long before that," Oz rasped, his eyes watering. "They need your heart to complete the summoning spell. You'll never see the Chur N'Byl."
"You lie." The man stopped, narrowing his eyes, the chain growing slack.
"Why would I lie?" Oz asked, his eyes shining with their usual frank, open light. "An old friend of yours told me. Rupert Giles."
The man's eyes widened and he stepped back from the werewolf. Even in the dim light Oz could see him go white. The hunched man turned and pulled on the chain with full force, barreling down the hallway toward his destination. Oz tripped along behind him, hanging onto a glimmer of hope.
*****
"Will!" Xander grabbed Willow's shoulders and shook her hard. The witch's dark eyes focused on him and she sent him flying across the room with a look. He slammed into the wall with a thud.
"Listen to me," Anya growled, grabbing Willow by the hair and pulling her around. "You touch him again and I'll drop a house on you!"
Willow smiled, reminding her, "You don't have demon powers anymore, Anya."
"Enough!" Louis raised his hand and Willow stopped, frozen in the gesture that would surely have sent Anya flying after her boyfriend into the wall. "Young lady, I appreciate your concern for the laconic wolf man, but we do not have time for this." Willow's eyes were clearing. "We must find Lestat and stop this travesty that he intends to initiate."
"He's right," Giles said, touching Willow's shoulder. She turned her eyes to him. They were the only things she could move.
"Do you intend to do anyone harm?" Louis peered into the young Wiccan's eyes, seeing the humanity returning to them. Willow tried to answer him and couldn't. Louis waved his hand and she sighed, her body relaxing. There were tears in her eyes.
"I'm sorry," she gasped, looking helplessly at Xander, who was rubbing the back of his head.
"Between Buffy and Faith using me as a punching bag, I'm used to it," Xander replied, wincing. At least the pain took his mind off his aching crotch. He was still so stiff it felt like he had a steel rod in his pants, and every time he looked at Anya, he wanted to bend her over the nearest surface.
"He's gone!" Buffy stormed into the front door, followed closely by Faith. "There's no body."
Willow bit her lip, tears falling down her cheeks.
"That's a good thing, Will," Buffy told her, squeezing her friend's shoulder. "It means we still have a chance to save him, but we need to go—now."
"Did anybody get through to the Grinch over there?" Faith asked, waving her hand at Spike. The light in his eyes had dimmed to a faint glow.
"I want this thing outta my head," Spike insisted, glaring at Willow.
Willow noticed for the first time that Buffy was holding the travel mug that Oz had left with this afternoon. Had it just been this afternoon? She held her hand out for it and Buffy gave it to her. Willow looked into the cup—there was a small amount left in the bottom!
"Maybe this is enough?" Willow asked, turning toward Spike.
"We'll take him along and keep trying," Buffy said. "Willow, do you have keys to Oz's van?"
The redhead nodded, reaching into her pocket. "Here." She handed the keys to Xander. "You drive. I'll climb in the back with Captain Peroxide over here and try to reach the L'Orax."
"Are you sure you can rhyme well enough?" Xander asked as Anya rubbed the back of his head where a large knot was growing. He turned to her, the lust in him like a fire. "Ahn," he said, his voice husky, his eyes dipping down to her breasts.
"I think you should stay here, Anya," Willow said, stepping between the two of them and glaring at the ex-vengeance demon. "Xander, you've had enough horny goatweed to give a horse an erection for a week."
"What?" he asked, his brow wrinkling. Anya looked at the floor.
"Anya gave it to you," Willow said. "Didn't you?"
"I just meant to use a little," she said in a small voice. "It was an accident."
"The world is going to end because you wanted to get laid?!" Buffy exclaimed, her mouth agape. "Anya, you stay here with Dawn. Everyone else, come with me."
"Hey!" Dawn cried, immediately sullen. "Not fair!"
"You can come next time," Buffy told her sister, touching her cheek. "When it's not all so total annihilation–ey."
Dawn and Anya, each with perfectly matching pouts, watched from the window as the rest of the Scooby gang climbed into the van and took off into the night.
*****
Oz closed his eyes and chanted, willing the wolf to stay at bay. He had gained great control over the beast in the past few years and, with the help of the talisman around his neck, had even managed to keep from turning during a full moon. The beating he had undergone in the last half an hour had threatened several times to unleash his own personal hell, but so far, he had kept the beast contained.
"See spot jump," Dru said in her singsong voice, watching Lestat's deformed lackey bring the whip down again on the man's bloody back. Oz gritted his teeth, straining against the manacles around his wrists that were attached to the wall above his head, repeating the mantra again and again to himself.
"Hasn't he turned yet?" Lestat asked, coming into the room. "We need those testicles!"
"Are you sure he needs to be in wolf form?" the deformed man panted. His arm was tired from beating the werewolf.
"Not taking any chances," Lestat said, turning Oz's face to look into his eyes. The blackness there was encouraging. "It's working. Keep going."
The hunched man sighed, lifting the whip again.
"Jump, Spot, jump," Dru murmured, watching with bright eyes.
"Master?" Lestat turned back as the man with the twisted face addressed him. "I... I will look on the face of Chur N'Byl, yes?"
Lestat's eyes narrowed as he looked back at him. "If you get that wolf to change, you can dance the tango with the big demon if you want. Hurry, man!"
"Yes, Master." The whip came down again, and Oz groaned.
"Look, Spot, look," Dru whispered, standing next to the beaten man, her eyes following down the curve of his throat. He looked so tasty.
"Dru, don't play with your food," Lestat sighed, watching the woman trace her long black nails over the young man's neck.
"Look!" she breathed again, and Oz twisted, trying to get away from her, understanding at last. She grasped the talisman and yanked at it. The thin leather strap broke and she held it up for Lestat to see.
"Give me that!" Oz yelled, feeling his meditative state slipping.
Dru giggled, tossing the talisman away into the corner. "Fetch, Spot, fetch."
Lestat smiled, seeing the chained man's eyes darken even further, his face becoming more canine by the moment. "Oh, Dru," the vampire petted her head. "You are an evil, mad little genius, aren't you?"
Oz howled, feeling his humanity giving way to the wolf. It came unbidden, because of the pain in his body, his own failure to deliver his promise to Willow, the bleakness of his situation, and mostly, his utter rage. He wanted to tear them all apart. He strained at the manacles, bending them with his enormous strength. His thoughts turned murderous, and he could smell flesh all around him.
The werewolf ripped one manacle off the wall, his claws slashing toward the female vampire, nearly reaching her face. Dru giggled, her eyes bright. The hunched man took a small tube out of his pocket, putting it to his mouth and blowing a dart into the werewolf's back. It roared, turning and twisting in the one bent manacle holding it's front paw. They watched as it began to weaken, its eyes growing glazed, its jaws slack.



"Just enough to make him sleepy, Master," the deformed man said, taking a long wooden pointer and poking at the wolf. It didn't move.
"Good," Lestat said, smiling. "Now you can go Bob Barker on him."
"Master?" the man asked, his twisted face more warped with his confusion.
"Spay and neuter your pets." The vampire grinned, slapping the man on the back and turning, taking Dru with him.
*****
"I'm not letting that thing out," Spike insisted, closing his eyes and crossing his arms, turning his face from Willow.
She sighed, looking over her shoulder at Buffy. "Help?"
"Spike, listen to me," Buffy said, putting her hand on his arm. "This L'Orax is the only thing that can stop the Chur N'Byl. It's using your body, and you have to let it. Please? For me?"
"I'm gonna hurl." Xander glanced over his shoulder as he drove, frowning at the engagement between Buffy and Spike.
"Button it, Captain Woody!" She shot her friend a dirty look and turned back to Spike. She saw Giles in the passenger's seat, covering his smile up with his hand. "Please, you have to do this. For me. Please."
Spike's eyes softened as he looked at her. "Buffy, you know I would do anything for you."
"Yeah, yeah, we all know you would go to the ends of the earth for your Buffy," Xander sighed, mumbling, "I just wish you'd stay there."
"Sod off!" Spike spat. "You just want to make an idiot out of me!"
"No, no." Xander denied it. "I don't want to take all the credit."
"Come on, Spike," Buffy said. "Open up like a good boy, and drink this, ok?"
Willow held the cup out again and Spike pursed his lips, turning his head from side to side, refusing it.
"Will, try the rhyming again," Buffy said. "I don't think he can resist if the L'Orax guy's in charge."
"No!" yelled Spike, putting his hands over his ears and chanting, "La la la la la la la!"
Willow rolled her eyes and yelled, "Here me L'Oraxy guy, we all don't want to die! You have to come forth..." Willow paused, searching for a rhyme. "By South or by North."
In the front seat, Xander snorted as he turned a sharp corner.
"Oh bloody Christ on a crutch!" Spike swore, rolling his eyes as the demon began to come forward. His eyes were beginning to gleam with that yellow light.
They could see Spike trying to resist, and when he did, his face grew pained and he clutched his head, crying, "Ow! Ow! Damned chip!"
Buffy's eyes brightened. "The chip won't let him fight it!"
"I am the L'Orax, I speak for the trees.
What is it you wish from me here, if you please?"
"Oh, thank god," Willow murmured. "Um... Great mighty L'Orax, and all of your ilk..."
"Ilk?" Xander sputtered from the front seat. "Did you say 'ilk'?"
"You find something else that rhymes with milk," Willow hissed. "Quit back seat rhyming."
"We have brought you this nice warm Gaia breast milk," she finished, holding out the cup.
Spike opened his mouth as Willow held the cup to his lips, drinking greedily. She hoped there was enough. They peered at him, waiting.
"The L'Orax accepts your fine, gracious gift
Please show me the demon Chur N'Byl, and be swift!"
"Does that mean he's going to fight it?" Buffy asked, nudging Willow. The witch shrugged. "Ask it!"
"Ok," Willow sighed.
"We humbly ask if you are going to kill..." She tapped her finger against her temple and finished with, "The demon whose power is greater than skill?"
"That was pretty good." Buffy patted Willow on the back.
"I cannot promise for sure, my form is quite strange,
I will do all that I can to complete our exchange."
Spike's eyes grew dim again, and the vampire shook his head, groaning.
"It's the best I can do," Willow said with a sigh.
"Let's hope it's enough," Buffy replied.
*****
"Master?" The man limped toward the vampire, who stood with his woman, looking over the railing and watching the line of hooded figures passing barrels of radioactive waste down the line and dropping them into the glowing yellow blister in the earth.
"Do you have them?" Lestat didn't look at the man as he approached.
"Master, one of the Faithful Order has discovered that the translation was incorrect," he said.
"What?" Lestat's hand was at the man's throat, his eyes blazing. "That's not possible."
"The language is archaic," he choked, his eyes watering.
"What is the mistake?" Lestat growled, his hand tightening.
The deformed man gasped. "Toenails," he wheezed. "Not testicles."
Lestat grinned, letting the man go. He fell to the floor, rubbing his neck.
"Well, let's take them all," Lestat said. "Better safe than sorry, isn't it?"
"Then can I play with the puppy?" Dru asked, nudging up against Lestat.
"If there's time," he said, watching the line of minions toting barrels. They were nearing the end. Everything was nearing the end.
*****
Xander pulled up to the power plant, and they all climbed out of the van. Buffy started handing out weapons. Xander fought Faith for the crossbow while Giles and Willow took stakes. Louis refused with a wave of his hand.
Faith's eyes were scanning the building as she walked back and forth, tucking a stake into her belt. "Last time we were here, I noticed a way in up there." She pointed to a second story window.
"And for us non-Slayer types?" Xander sighed.
"I'll give you a boost." Faith grinned.
Xander turned to Buffy and whispered, "Sometimes I don't think that girl's belt goes through all the loops."
Giles frowned as they walked over to the building. It was very high, although the wall looked as if there were several places in the brick where they could grab hold and climb if they needed to.
Buffy linked her fingers together and gave Faith a leg up. The dark-haired Slayer's fingers gripped the brick and she searched for a foothold, finding one and raising herself upward. They watched as she deftly scaled the wall, reaching the window and shoving it all the way open. She swung her legs in and then leaned over to look down at them.
"C'mon!" she hissed. Giles helped Buffy on her start up the wall.
"This is taking much too long," Louis said, waving his hand in front of him. A shimmering hole appeared in the brick wall. He bowed and showed them the way in.
"Neat," Willow said, reaching her hand through as she pulled Spike along with her. "You'll have to teach me that one."
The vampire smiled and nodded his head at her. "Lestat and I have spent a great deal of time with witches."
Buffy, who was nearly to the top of the wall, frowned. "You could have done that earlier!" she called, watching her friends walking through the wall. "We'll meet you inside!"
"Bee," Faith said, helping her sister Slayer up through the open window. "Oz is in here. And he doesn't look so good."
They turned to see the bloody man lying naked in the corner.
*****
Giles was leading them down a long hallway of offices. The place was dark and quiet. Louis touched the Watcher on the shoulder.
"I can take you there," he said. "Can't you feel it? It is like a wound in the earth."
Giles shook his head, but he let the vampire step forward and he followed. Xander tugged on Willow's sleeve and pointed to a poster on the wall. It was a smiley face with three eyes.
"Radioactive humor," he grinned. She smiled and pushed Spike in front of her. "What do you use to catch fish on Three-Mile-Island?"
"Xander," Willow warned him as they turned a corner and started down a flight of long stairs.
"Glow worms," he said with a grin. She smiled in spite of herself, nearly running into Spike at the bottom of the stairs. They crowded into the open doorway, staring at the bright, glaring yellow light as it pulsed and throbbed.
"Who are they?" Willow whispered to Giles as they watched the hooded figures passing barrels down a line and tossing them into the radiant light in the floor.
"I don't know," Giles replied, shaking his head. One of the Faithful Order saw them standing in the doorway and pointed them out to his companion.
They pushed their hoods back and Willow gasped as their faces were revealed—melted flesh pitted with pustules and boils that festered under their skin. They were clearly human, or had perhaps once been so.
"Hoods are a definitely the right look for these guys," Xander remarked, loading the crossbow with a long, sharp piece of wood made for fighting vampires. He pointed the weapon at the pair.
"Xander, no!" Giles cried, but it was too late, the shot was away, hitting the first follower in the middle of the chest. He clutched at the makeshift arrow, falling to his knees.
"Uh, oh," Xander said as the entire line of hooded figures turned toward them when their compatriot fell.
"Yes," Giles replied with a scathing look in Xander's direction. "A rather colossal 'uh-oh.'"
*****
"Oz?" Buffy approached the figure on the floor in the dark, her heart in her throat. She didn't want to have to tell Willow that he was dead. Please don't let him be dead, she thought.
"Buffy?" The naked man lifted his head, his voice hoarse.
"Oh thank God," she breathed.
Faith knelt down to see that he was restrained with just his hands tied behind his back. She pulled a knife out of her pocket and flicked it open to cut the rope.
"Are you ok?" Buffy asked him, helping him stand.
"They beat me up pretty bad," Oz told her, wincing. "And they gave me a pedicure."
Buffy and Faith looked at each other at his cryptic words.
"I'm fine," Oz assured them, covering his crotch with his hands. He moved behind a desk. "But I could use some clothes."
"Here," Buffy said, pulling off a large red silk scarf tied around her neck. "Saved by fashion."
Oz wrapped the scarf around him like a sarong, frowning. "Does it pass as a Scottish kilt at all?"
"Only 'cuz you're freeballin' under there." Faith grinned.
"We need to get you out of here," Buffy said, opening the door and looking out. The room opened up into a large area that was railed off, and there was a lucent yellowish light coming from down below.
"I'll follow you," Oz said, stepping in line behind Faith as Buffy led them along the railing.
*****
The disfigured man slipped silently through the halls. He had been moving through these passages for years, although since Lestat's arrival a month ago, the offices had stood empty. He had fired his plant of workers and called the minions forth.
The long line of the Faithful Order stretched up from the basement repository and toward the gaping hole in the earth that Lestat had opened to feed the Chur N'Byl. He stopped and watched them, holding the pouch in his hands that contained the wolf's toenail clippings. The minions before him moved as one mind, and he knew that each of them was also possessed by one of the Ha'Rakian demons.
The demon inside of him had reigned for decades, wreaking a path of ecological destruction in its wake that the man found himself suddenly, deeply ashamed of. It had been the quiet words of the wolf that had touched the soul of the man buried inside of him, reminding him of his long ago friend Rupert in those days before he was overtaken by the demon.
He had trussed the beast, tying its hands behind its back before he knelt before it, knife in hand, ready to carry out his new Master's orders—but then he had remembered this werewolf/man's words.
Setting the knife down, he had found the wolf's talisman in the corner where Drusilla had tossed it, tying it around the beast's neck.
Oz had returned in stages, his wolf features slowly morphing into those of a man. The scarred man had shaken him awake, urgent. "Hurry, we don't have much time."
The first thing Oz had done was reach between his own legs, looking up at the man in wonder. "You didn't—?"
"No." He'd shaken his head. "Not yet," he'd added.
"Why?" Oz had looked at the man with narrowed eyes.
"You are certain the vampire intends to betray me?" he'd asked, helping Oz to sit.
"He needs five hearts of The Bane of Gaia," Oz had replied, wincing as his bloodied back touched the wall. "Yours is the fifth."
The man had known the words were true the minute Oz spoke them, and they had been working on what was left of his soul since. "I have been a fool. The Ha'Rakian has used this body as its slave for years, blackening this heart for the sacrifice. The demon inside of me has been in possession too long. I cannot fight it."
"You're fighting it now." Oz had searched the man's face, seeing the humanity there. "There is a human soul in you," he'd said. "It can win out. Believe me, I know." The man had touched his talisman. "What's your name?"
The deformed man had hesitated, searching his memory for the name he had once been called. "Peter."
"Are you going to kill me, Peter?" Oz asked.
"No." The man had offered Oz his hand, helping him stand. "But I am going to have to tie you up, I'm afraid. It's for your own safety."
"I'd rather just bail, if you don't mind," Oz had said, glancing at the door.
"I'm sorry," he'd apologized, turning the young man around and beginning to tie his wrists. "I wish I could do otherwise."
"That's ok, Peter, I think you're a good guy," Oz had said, looking over his shoulder at the man. "Plus, bonus points for not castrating me."
The disfigured man shook his head, clearing the memory. The demon inside of him was screaming, making his head ache and throb, but he found himself able to resist its pull for the first time ever. He stood watching the minions continue to feed the Chur N'Byl, its strength growing with every minute.
"You!" the scarred man called, pointing to a hooded figure. "I need your help!"
The minion came over, following Peter down the hall and into a small office. Peter opened his knife, turning around and plunging it into the man's heart. The figure collapsed to its knees, and the disfigured man winced. He had killed hundreds of people, and yet this murder pained him.
He lifted the man's robe and went to work, determined to redeem the soul that he felt burning in his chest.
*****
Giles pounded his fist into the face of the hooded figure, wincing as his hand made contact with runny flesh. The figure fell to the floor, and Giles ducked as another one lunged at him.
"Xander!" Willow cried, pointing behind him, and he whirled, shooting the crossbow into another one of the minions.
Louis waved his hand at a figure approaching him and it stopped, frozen. Spike hammered it in the face and it went down.
Willow was whispering, saying a fast spell, and the hooded figure in front of her clutched at his face, crying, "My eyes! My eyes!"
Giles frowned at her. "Willow?"
"It's just temporary," she apologized, watching as Spike took down the blinded figure.
"We can't fight them all," Giles gasped as one of the figures wrapped its hands around his throat. Willow jumped on its back, but it shrugged her off.
"Did you start a fight without me?" Faith dropped down beside them, slamming her fist into the pulpy face of the man on Giles' back. It fell to the ground.
"Thank you," Giles said, rubbing his neck.
Buffy dropped down beside her, taking out two hooded zealots as she landed, her feet crushing them into the ground. She turned and sent another one flying with a left hook and swung around to catch another in the throat with a kick.
Willow looked up to see where the Slayers had come from and saw Oz standing at the railing above them.
"Oz!" Willow cried, tears coming to her eyes, seeing him wave to her. One of the figures barreled toward her and knocked her to the ground. Faith grabbed it by the hood and pulled it off the redhead, sending it flying with a rounded kick to the chest.
Buffy bashed her fist into the face of another one running directly at her and Faith winced at the crunching wet sound of its flesh. "You should try Clearasil," Buffy remarked.
Suddenly the minions seemed uninterested in them. One by one they began to turn toward the glowing light in the floor, chanting something in unison and making a circle around the light.
*****
"Master." The hunched man handed Lestat a drawstring bag dripping with blood.
"Ahhhh," the vampire smiled, opening it to see the bloody mess inside. He lifted it up, putting his tongue underneath to catch the drops. The deformed man watched, hoping that Lestat couldn't taste the difference between the minion's blood and the wolf's.
"Now we have everything we need." Lestat smiled.
"Can I go play with the puppy, now?" Dru pleaded, brushing up against him.
"One more task, darling," Lestat said, jerking his head toward the deformed man. "Just remember, leave his heart beating."
Dru's eyes brightened, licking her lips as she stepped toward the man with the twisted face.
"No," he whispered, backing up toward the wall. "Please, no. I have been faithful."
"So hungry," she said, her face changing into her vampire visage, exposing her fangs.
*****
"That can't be good," Xander said, frowning, watching as the Faithful Order abandoned their fight and joined the large circle around the bubbling sore in the earth.
"Oh, hell," Spike said, grabbing his head. "Ow, ow, ow!"
"It's the L'Orax," Willow cried, seeing the bright light shining from the vampire's eyes.
"I am the L'Orax, I speak for the dell,
The demon is coming, it's the Chur N'Byl!"
"It's Lestat," Louis said, seeing the vampire floating in the air over the pulsing light.
"It's Peter," Giles whispered, looking high above their heads and seeing the scarred, weakened man pressed to the wall, his arms and legs wide, making a human X.
"Who?" Willow and Xander echoed one another. They followed Giles' gaze.
"Oh, Mr. No-Face," Xander remarked with a nod.
"It's showtime," said Buffy, her face determined, her eyes glittering. "Let's go."
The gang walked forward together, Buffy and Faith in the lead, Spike following a step behind. His eyes were growing impossibly bright.
The Faithful Order were chanting, casting the spell, and Lestat hovered above the blister that swelled larger and larger below him, looking into the eyes of the man who had served him faithfully for the past month.
"You've done well," he said, putting his hand over the man's heart. "One last sacrifice, friend."
"I am not your friend." Peter's eyes widened, his face twisting in pain. "And you will not succeed today. You do not have what you need to complete the spell."
"I will in a moment," Lestat retorted with a quick smile.
"No," Peter gasped as Lestat turned his palm quickly left, then right and the man's head slumped forward, his eyes glazed.
The vampire quickly plunged his fist into the man's chest, pulling out his bloody, still-beating heart. He held it in his hand, a triumph, raising it into the air, holding up the bloody pouch with the werewolf's sacrifice in the other. The Faithful Order below raised their voices to him, chanting louder and louder.
"So mote it be," Lestat said, dropping the pouch into the weeping canker below him, watching it be swallowed up. He then tossed the dead man's heart onto the floor where a pentagram had been drawn. The red mass touched the last, empty triangular tip, the other four pointing to hearts in various stages of decay. Lestat raised his bloody hands above his head and cried in a booming voice, "We have come to the end of it all!"
Behind him, Peter's body made a bloody streak down the wall as it fell to the floor.
"You always were one for high drama, Lestat," Louis said as he flew up to join his old friend and nemesis. They hovered together over the pulsing ulcer in the earth below them.
The blonde vampire's eyes widened, and Louis saw fear there. "Louis?"
"Did you think I would just let you do this?" The dark-haired vampire lunged at him, and they tumbled together in mid-air.



Louis wrapped his hands around Lestat's neck, his great strength crushing the man's throat as he pressed him into the wall. Lestat struggled for a moment, getting his hands onto Louis' chest and shoving the vampire away.
Louis flew ten feet backward through the air before he caught himself, reversing his momentum and flying back toward the other vampire. Lestat was coming at him full tilt and they attacked one another, rolling again through the air above the luminous welt in the earth below.
Lestat saw the Scoobies out of the corner of his eye gathered near the circle of the Faithful Order. "You idiots!" he screamed down at the hooded figures. "Get them!"
The minions responded, turning back to the gang, advancing.
"There we go," Faith remarked, hitting one in the face and using her stake to stab it in the back when it fell. "Just give me something to fight!"
"Willow, see if you can make the L'Orax stop the spell," Buffy called as she shoved one of the hooded freaks away with a grimace.
"I think he's already doing it," Willow replied, pointing to Spike walking toward the bubbling vesicle in the earth, his hands raised, his eyes the same color as the festering sore before him.
"I am the L'Orax, I speak for them all,
You cannot awake to the undead's call.
Your slumber continues for wont of a spell.
The wolf is alive— you will burn in hell."
Lestat looked down at the booming words of the L'Orax, loosening his grip on Louis' throat. The dark-haired vampire took advantage of the moment, using his strength to turn the other vampire around and smash him into the wall. Lestat groaned, looking over his shoulder and seeing Oz standing by the railing. He bellowed in rage, straining against the vampire's hold with his own considerable strength.
"Dru!" Lestat's voice carried through the plant. He saw her appear behind the wolf, and he smiled. "Time to play with the puppy!"
Louis glanced back, his focus lost as he saw the female vampire smile and grab the young man by the hair, pulling his head back as her face changed into the beast, her fangs exposed. Lestat turned, shoving at Louis and sending him flying. It was a mistake, he saw it immediately. Louis turned and flew toward Dru and Oz in an attempt to save the man.
"No!" Willow screamed, pointing upward to her boyfriend and tugging Buffy out of a hooded figure's grip. "Oz! No!"
Buffy and Faith were both running for the stairs, taking them two at a time. The minions fell onto Giles, Xander and Willow with a vengeance, sensing their weakness now that both Slayers were gone.
Louis had nearly reached the young man when Dru's teeth sank into Oz's neck. Lestat grabbed Louis' cape, dragging the vampire back, whirling him around and slamming his fist into his face. Louis fell to the ground, shaking his head to clear it. Lestat flew toward Dru and the wolf. If it was the testicles of a werewolf they needed, then a whole wolf would do, he decided.
"Don't kill him, Dru," Lestat panted, glancing down to where Louis was getting up off the floor. "He has to turn wolf."
Buffy and Faith rounded the corner, coming from the stairwell, their feet pounding as they ran. Faith reached the two of them first, lifting both feet in the air and hitting Dru in the side, knocking her back and loosening her hold on Oz. Buffy grabbed the weakened Oz, pushing him behind her. Lestat flew toward them, hopping over the railing and landing in front of Buffy. He grinned at her.
"Have you seen my doggie?" he asked. "I seem to have lost him."
"I'm animal rescue," Buffy told him. She stepped forward, flipping a stake out of her belt. Lestat looked at it and threw his head back with a loud, long laugh.
"Normally, I'd enjoy such a dance, but today I just don't have time," he replied, lifting his hand toward her. An invisible force pressed Buffy against the wall, choking her. Oz watched, wide-eyed, and he looked over to where Faith was fighting with Dru. She had the female vampire against the railing and was pulling a stake out of her belt.
"Faith!" Oz called and the Slayer turned, giving Dru the chance to run, and she did, down the stairs, and into the night. Faith rushed to help Buffy, rushing toward them with her stake drawn. Lestat saw her out of the corner of his eye, raising his other hand and stopping her cold, her face caught in a snarl, the stake in her hand on a trajectory with Lestat's heart.
Behind him, Louis rose into the air, grabbing Lestat by the neck from behind and choking him. Buffy and Faith were immediately freed and they fell to the ground.
"You ok, Faith?" Buffy gasped, rubbing her throat.
"Five by five, Bee," the other Slayer replied, bouncing to her feet and reaching for the vampire.
Lestat twisted in Louis' hold, shoving at him and sending him flying again through the air. Buffy and Faith both lunged for him, but Lestat grabbed Oz by the neck and flew off, hovering over the throbbing boil below.
"Oz!" Willow screamed, raising her hands, her eyes going dark. She wasn't going to let anything happen to him. She gathered her strength to do a spell.
Spike looked up, his eyes a fiery blaze, and shouted:
"I am the L'Orax, I command Gaia's breed,
You will feel her wrath, you will not succeed.
Align all the powers, North, West, South and East,
Turn this poor soul into man-eating beast!"
Oz began his change, his features quickly turning from human to feral. Lestat was suddenly holding a raging wolf, its eyes glowing yellow, its teeth bared and going for his throat.
"Hey, thanks!" Lestat called to Spike, grinning as he let go of the wolf and watched it drop toward the light.
Willow shoved one of the hooded henchmen aside, still whispering her spell. The werewolf stopped in mid-air, suspended above the crater below. Louis flew forward and grabbed the snarling wolf, tossing him toward the group who were still fighting with Xander, Giles, and Willow.
Then he flew straight up and grabbed Lestat by the throat while the older vampire was growling in frustration and attempting to get to the wolf. The two vampires tumbled through the air over and over, tearing at each other and snarling.
Buffy and Faith jumped over the railing into the fray.
"Have a nice half-life," Xander remarked, watching a hooded figure fall onto its back under assault from Buffy's left hook.
Faith came out swinging hard, her own left hook nothing to be messed with. She took out one of the minions who had Willow in his grasp, using her knee against the side of his head and stomping her boot onto the hooded figure's neck, snapping it.
"Pop goes the weasel," Faith said as she gave Willow a hand up.
The wolf was doing better than any of them at taking down the hooded figures, tearing out their throats with one fatal rent. He saw the toady pummeling Willow and jumped onto it, rolling it off of her and grabbing the back of its neck in his powerful jaws, shaking it hard until he heard the neck snap.
For every one that they took down, another took its place, coming from the chanting circle to join the fight. Above them, Lestat and Louis fought hard, slamming each other into the walls hard enough to shake the earth under their feet.
Then they all heard the sound of the L'Orax, a high-pitched whine that pierced their eardrums. The same light that had glowed in his eyes since the possession began to envelop Spike until he became the radiant light with only a faint outline of the vampire beneath.
"I am the L'Orax, I speak for the Earth
Hear me, oh demon, for what it is worth
Your power is vast but you cannot come out
Your time here is past, of that there's no doubt.
I sing to you now, in a voice clear and deep,
Of the beings on Earth, and the secrets they keep.
They know not what they do, the mean no real harm.
There is no need for you to sound the alarm.
Sleep, Chur N'Byl, take your power and go,
Back to your slumber in your home down below,
You are not needed, there's nothing to reap,
Lay down your head and go back to sleep."
The gang stood with their hands over their ears, the voice coming from the vampire echoing loudly in the vast space. They watched in amazement as one by one, the remaining hooded figures turned toward the weeping lesion in the earth and jumped into the light, following each other like lemmings.
"Nooooo!" Lestat wailed above them, watching the Faithful Order committing suicide one by one. Louis held him back as he struggled.
"It's over, Lestat," he told the blonde vampire. "You have failed."
"I will kill you." Lestat turned to Louis, his blue eyes blazing in his skull. "You have long stood in my way, with all your talk of humanity and love."
Lestat spat blood and then turned to his old friend, putting his hands on his shoulders and pleading with him. "Louis, don't you understand? I tried to save them. I called legions of vampires over the world to try to stop the harm they are doing to themselves. They are like children. Worse—they are lower than any animal I know. They sleep and live and breathe their own feces day in and day out. And they call us the undead!"
Louis' eyes softened as he looked at his sire. "It is not in our control, Lestat."
"I can't exist this way!" Lestat cried, and Louis saw tears of blood in his eyes that made slow, red trails down his cheeks. "These humans are going to destroy the planet, themselves, everything! Do you want to exist among them?"
Louis looked down at the fading light below them. The last hooded figure was jumping to his doom, and the hole seemed to be closing, healing itself.
"No," Louis sighed. "I do not." He grabbed Lestat around the waist, holding the vampire close and sinking his teeth into his neck. Lestat screamed as Louis dove toward the shrinking hole below, aiming for its luminescent center. They plunged down together, Lestat kicking and pulling and pushing, but Louis' teeth were stuck fast.
The gang watched as the hole swallowed them up, the rift in the earth closing behind them.
Willow edged toward Oz, who was still in werewolf form, whining on the ground at the high-pitched sound of the L'Orax.
"Come back to me," she whispered, stroking the wolf's fur. She touched the talisman around his neck, and Oz began to reappear, bit by bit, until he was lying naked on the ground. Relieved, she kissed him, blinking back tears.
"Will?" Buffy asked, averting her eyes from Oz's nude body as she squatted next to the couple. Willow took off her long jacket and gave it to him, helping him put it on.
Buffy's eyes were worried. "Did you read anywhere in the spell books on how we get the L'Orax demon out of Spike after it's all over?"
Willow stood, shading her eyes as she looked at Spike's brilliant form.
"Well, if not, he'll make a great night light," Xander quipped.
"If I remember correctly," Giles said. "Elemental demons depart after they have completed the task they have been summoned for."
Spike walked toward them, the light around him already beginning to fade. He stopped in front of Willow, who stood to look at his still-glowing eyes.
"I am the L'Orax, I have completed my task.
If you want me again, you just need to ask.
Please take care of the earth, pick up your mess.
I will leave you with just one last word: Unless."
The light faded from Spike's eyes and he shook his head, blinking. "Buffy?" He turned to the Slayer, smiling when he saw the relief in her eyes that he was once again himself.
"Poor Peter," Giles said softly, looking at the body of the man slumped against the wall.
"What's his story?" Faith asked.
Giles sighed. "He was a man once. I knew him when he was young—before he became possessed by the demon."
"He was a man again tonight," Oz told them, explaining the man's thwarting of the spell, and how he had saved the young werewolf's life.
Giles smiled, looking pleased and a little sad. "Perhaps anyone can be redeemed."
"Maybe," said Buffy, her eyes meeting Spike's. Her face softened, and so did his.
The gang turned, Willow helping the weakened Oz as they walked out into the night. The stars were bright, the air crisp and cool. They were quiet as they made their way back to the van, crunching the gravel under their feet as they walked.
"Hey, Will?" Xander asked as Willow helped Oz into the van. The witch turned to her friend. "How long does this horny goatweed effect last?"
Her eyes widened and she glanced down at his crotch, blushing when she saw the clear outline of his erection. "I don't know. Why?"
Xander grinned as he helped her into the van. "I just wanted to know how fast I should drive home."
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No one ever gets these things right.
Yes, Mother Goose—that's me! What threw you off—the garters and stockings and black leather whip? Like I said, no one ever gets these things right. Father Goose says they've twisted all my stories around, and according to the books he brought home with him after he crossed back over, they all claim I never existed at all! I guess, historically speaking, that's true. I never did exist in that world. From what I hear, it's dreadfully dull. I'm sure I would just be bored. It's probably better that the real stories never made it out. I don't know that the Earthfolk were ready for them.
Little Miss Muffet
Little Miss Muffet sat on a tuffet,
Eating her curds and whey;
Along came a spider,
Who sat down beside her,
And frightened Miss Muffet away.
The girl had obviously been crying. Mother watched from her upstairs window, holding one of her newly acquired kittengirls, the black one she called Eve. The kitten was licking Mother's fingers, her human face staring up with adoration at the woman holding her, periodically rubbing her soft black ears against Mother's exposed breasts.
"Willie!" Mother called, scratching the white patch at Eve's throat as she watched the girl below. She was a tiny thing, her blonde curls bouncing as she stepped out of the carriage, holding on to Blue's outstretched hand. The girl's eyes were red, and she looked over Mother's estate with big eyes.
"Yes, Mother?" The little man bowed and stood waiting.
"Ah, there you are!" Mother smiled down at him. "Little Miss Muffet has arrived. Will you show her to the drawing room? Make her comfortable, give her something to eat? It was a long journey."
"Yes, Mother." Willie smiled, bowing and turning to go. The kitten batted playfully at the lace edging of Mother's black corset, her claws catching in the material.
Mother sighed. "Oh, and Willie?" The little man turned back to her. "Can you do something about these kitty claws? They're making a mess of my clothes, not to mention my furniture."
"Yes, Mother." He nodded, reaching for the kitten. Mother handed it over, plucking her long peignoir from a hook and buttoning the see-through black lace from breasts to thighs for her first meeting with the Little Miss.
"Mother?" A knock on the door and Blue's voice distracted her from straightening the seams on her black fishnet stockings.
"Yes, darling? Come in!" she called, still turned in the mirror, her lace peignoir pulled up to expose her smooth, round buttocks as she adjusted the straps of her garters.
"Miss Muffet has arrived," Blue said, stepping into the room, his eyes sweeping over her.
"Blue, will you straighten my seams?" Mother asked, turning her back toward him and looking over her shoulder.
"Of course." He came to kneel beside her, running his hands over the fishnet stockings, straightening as he went. Her pussy was exposed, as always, as she leaned forward a little to give him more access—Mother never wore panties. His hand brushed the bare skin of her upper thigh and she sighed at his touch.
"Ah, Blue." Mother smiled down at him. "I wish we had time. I have to see to our new charge. I saw she was upset?"
"Quite," Blue agreed, standing and watching Mother's peignoir fall over her form, leaving just enough to the imagination to be titillating. "I had a bit of... difficulty... getting her into the carriage."
Mother chuckled, turning to face him. "Meaning you had to toss the bit of fluff over your shoulder and carry her?"
Blue grinned. "She didn't want to leave her father."
"Poor man." Mother shook her head. "It's hard to raise an obedient daughter these days."
Blue shook his foot, where the boykitten, an orange tiger-striped thing, was tugging at the laces of his boots. "I imagine you will remedy that, Mother dear."
"Indeed," she replied, bending to scoop up the kitten she had named Toby, who had retreated under the bed to bat at the edge of her peignoir. "These kittens. They're becoming more problematic every day."
Blue watched the boykitten lick Mother's fingers. His purr was incredibly loud as he rubbed against her, and his human parts, most notably his erection, were quite apparent. "It will likely be worth it in the long run."
Mother smiled. "That's what I'm hoping. Here." She handed Toby over to Blue. "Take him to Willie, will you? He's supposed to do something about their claws. I don't want to keep the Little Miss waiting."
Blue set off to find Willie and Mother made her way down the long staircase and through the main hall, the heels of her tall black boots clicking against the floor. When she pulled open the double doors leading to the drawing room, she saw the Little Miss, sitting on a low stool near the fire, eating something with a spoon from a bowl.
Mother strode into the room, coming to stand near the girl, who looked up at her with wide, blue eyes. "You are little miss Muffet?"
"Y-yes," she murmured, her eyes scanning Mother's attire with a look of wonder and shock. "Please, I don't know why I'm here. Who are you?"
"You may call me Mother," the older woman said, folding her arms over her breasts and looking down at the girl.
"I don't have a Mother," she said softly, tears in her eyes. "Only my father... and he—he let that awful man take me away...!"
"Well, this will work out nicely then," Mother said softly. She squatted down next to the girl, using a thumb to wipe at her tears. The girl looked hopeful and almost smiled. Mother stood and took a seat in the wing chair next to the fire behind the petite blonde.
"Please," the girl begged, looking over her shoulder at the older woman. "I don't understand why I'm here?"
"You, my little miss Muffet," Mother said, fingering the girl's silky blonde curls. "Have been sent to me by your father."
"My father?" The girl turned towards her, frowning.
Mother smiled, touching the girl's cheek. "Yes, your dear father has given you to me for... let's call it 'obedience training.'"
The blonde's little rosebud mouth dropped open. "Oh."
"Now... little miss Muffy..." Mother's finger traced the line of the girl's jaw. "You are telling me you have no idea why you might be here?"
The girl shook her head vigorously, her curls bouncing, but her cheeks were more flushed, her eyes wider still. "No... no. I'm a good girl," she insisted.
"Mmm-hmm," Mother murmured, leaning forward toward her as if she were going to tell her a secret. "You will be, when you leave here, Muffy dear."
The girl shook her head. "Please. It wasn't anything—"
Mother chuckled. "No? I don't believe you." She reached out and dabbed at the corner of the girl's mouth, where a little bit of thin white milk from her curds and whey remained.
"What I do believe... is that you have been a very naughty girl," Mother insisted, narrowing her eyes at the younger woman. "Yes, I do believe so."
"We didn't do anything!" Muffy insisted, her eyes pleading, tears threatening again. "Father was angry when he found him in my room, but I swear to you—!"
"We shall see," Mother replied with a nod, pursing her lips. "And you will be punished if you are lying."
The girl groaned, lowering her head, and Mother saw tears falling onto the soft white muslin of her dress.
"Naughty girls are punished, Muffy dear," Mother said softly, tucking a mass of thick blonde curls behind the girl's ear. "But you are here to learn to be a good girl. Can you be a good girl?"
"Yes," Muffy whispered, not looking up at her.
"We'll see," Mother replied, sounding doubtful.
As Mother stood, it all seemed to happen at once. She saw the third kittengirl, the black and white one called Lucy, playing with something under the stool Muffy was sitting on. She thought it was a bit of fuzz at first, but then it moved, crawling on eight rather large, hairy legs toward the fire to get away from the kitten.
Muffy saw the spider and screamed as the kitten pounced, and her curds and whey went flying as she leapt up and stood on the stool. The bowl shattered on the hearth and the spoon clattered to the floor and slid under the chair, sending the kitten mewling toward the other side of the room in her fright at all of the commotion.
"Willie!" Mother called, sighing. The little man didn't come for a moment and Mother went to retrieve the third kittengirl, who was cowering under the sideboard, her human eyes registering more fear than any normal kitten could. Mother coaxed her out and lifted her just as Willie entered. He was carrying the other two kittens, who seemed to be wearing something tied over their paws.
"I found Lucy," Mother announced, handing over the third kittengirl. Willie juggled her, making room in his arms. "What are those things on their paws?"
"Mittens," Willie replied, looking rather proud of his invention. "To help with the claws."
"Ah." Mother nodded and then jerked her head toward where Muffy was now cowering in the corner of the chair Mother had vacated. "I'm sorry, but our guest was startled by a rather large spider, and we have a bit of a mess."
"Yes, Mother," Willie said, trying to keep the third kittengirl, Lucy, from clawing her way over his shoulder. "I will tend to it."
"Thank you, darling." Mother leaned over and kissed the little man on the forehead, and then turned back to the girl.
"You," Mother said, pointing at the blonde. "Yes, you. Come with me."
Mother didn't turn to see if she was following, she just made her way back up the stairs to her bedroom. When she entered the room, she unbuttoned her peignoir, putting it back onto the hook. The girl was standing, trembling in the doorway, watching Mother expose herself. The older woman was wearing a black corset, garters, fishnet stockings and boots, and yet nothing covered her most sensitive, secret parts.
"Come in," Mother called, taking a seat on the edge of her tall, wide bed. The girl edged forward, her hands clasped tightly in front of her, her face red. Her eyes wandered, trying to find somewhere less embarrassing to look.
"Come here, Muffy." Mother crooked a finger at her. "Closer." The girl was standing in front of the woman now, biting her lip. "Good. Now turn."
Muffy swallowed hard, turning slowly. Mother began to work on the long row of buttons on her white muslin dress, opening it to the waist and then pulling it down to the floor. She could feel the girl trembling and she smiled.
"Please," Muffy begged, looking back over her shoulder. Mother ignored her. The girl was wearing a long, full petticoat underneath, that required more unbuttoning. This work was more rewarding, however, as the girl's pale, milky skin began to be revealed.
Mother pulled the petticoat down over her shoulders, pushing it off the girl's hips and letting it fall to the floor. Now there was a white corset, laced up tight, a pair of white stockings and a pair of white panties to contend with. She admired the girl's form for a moment with a small smile, the tiny waist, the soft, rounded hips. She was quite a beauty.
"What are you doing?" Muffy whispered as Mother's fingers began to work their way past the edges of the girl's panties.
"That boy, the one your father found in your room," Mother murmured, smiling when she found the soft, downy hair between the girl's legs, her slightly parted lips. "Did he put anything here?" Mother's finger slipped between the girls slit, rubbing up and down.
Muffy gasped. "Oh! No! I swear!"
"Are you sure?" Mother asked, standing up and removing her fingers. She turned Muffy to face her, and the girl's eyes were wide with fear. "You will be punished if you are lying to me."
Muffy swallowed hard, but she shook her head. "No. Nothing happened."
Mother nodded, turning the girl again so she was facing the bed and bending her over it. Muffy squirmed and whimpered, nearly tripping on the tangle of clothes on the floor. Mother kicked them out of the way and yanked the girl's panties down as far as she could. They got caught up on the garters and stockings, but it exposed her enough.
"What... what are you doing?" Muffy whimpered, and Mother could see her tears again. The girl must have cried buckets in the past few days.
"I'm going to see if you're telling me the truth," Mother told her, kneeling behind the girl and parting her soft, swollen lips with her fingers. The hair here was a fine, light blonde fuzz, and her pussy was a pale, soft pink.
Muffy's legs snapped together, and she whimpered again, pleading, "Please, I'm telling you the truth. Please don't."
"If you are telling me the truth," Mother replied, using her hands to open the girl's legs again, wider this time. "Then you don't have anything to be afraid of, do you?"
Muffy began to sob, burying her face in the mattress.
"Ohhh Muffy," Mother murmured, admiring the girl's flesh. "You have the prettiest little Muff." Mother continued to open the girl's lips, first the outer ones, thick and fleshy, then the inner ones, thinner, more slick, until she could see the small pink opening she was looking for.
"Now, Muffy, did I misunderstand you, dearest?" Mother asked, rubbing her finger against the hole. "You said he didn't put anything in here. Didn't you?"
Mother pressed a finger into the hole, then two. The passage was soft and wet and smooth. There was no hymen to prevent her from inserting a third, and so she did, sighing. Muffy continued to sob and squirm on the bed. Mother pressed her fingers deep inside, and began moving them in and out.
"Ohhh please," Muffy moaned, her voice muffled. "Please!"
"You have been a very naughty girl," Mother murmured, sliding her fingers out and licking at them. The girl's juices tasted sweet. "Remember what I said about naughty girls, Muffy?"
The girl continued to sob, and Mother grasped her by the hair, pulling her up from the bed. Muffy gasped, her eyes wide. "Oh god, please, please, I'm sorry, I'm so sorry."
"That's good," Mother said, nodding, her eyes dropping down to the girl's breasts, much fuller than she expected them to be, bound under the corset. "But it doesn't mean you don't have to be punished."
"Ohhh nooooo," Muffy groaned, closing her eyes, her whole body trembling.
Mother turned her around, beginning to unlace her corset. "You will learn how to do what you're told. Do you understand me?" Her fingers pulled the corset apart, exposing the bare flesh underneath.
"Y-yes," Muffy whispered as Mother turned her and yanked her panties and stockings down, having her step out of it all so that she was completely nude.
"You lied to me, didn't you?" Mother asked, standing in front of the young girl. The top of her head barely came to Mother's shoulder.
"Y-yes," Muffy admitted, her cheeks flushing, her eyes downcast.
Mother leaned over, putting her arms around the girl and pulling her in tight. Muffy gasped, and Mother whispered into her ear, "You let that boy put his big, hard cock into your cunt, didn't you?"
"Yes." The girl nodded, her voice muffled, her mouth pressed against Mother's exposed breasts.
"That's a good girl," Mother murmured, stroking her hair, kissing the top of her head. "You behave and tell Mother the truth. Now say, 'Yes, Mother.'"
"Y-yes, Mother," Muffy whispered, looking up at the woman. Her eyes were wide, but there was more than fear in them now, and Mother smiled.
"Now, about your punishment." Mother led Muffy over to the wall. Tears ran down the girl's cheeks, wetting her breasts, and Mother lifted the girl's arms above her head and restrained her wrists with the shackles she kept for just this purpose.
"Please don't hurt me," Muffy whispered. "I didn't mean anything. I didn't know it was bad. It happened before I knew it."
Mother smiled, her eyes full of sympathy. "Now, Muffy," she murmured, cupping her face in her hands and wiping the girl's tears with her thumbs. "You said you would tell Mother the truth."
"I am!" The girl's voice trembled, and Mother watched as her breasts swayed prettily, the pale, pink nipples hard against the cool air.
Mother sighed, shaking her head and going over to the cabinet. She chose a large, black one, both thick and long, probably much more than the little miss had ever taken before. Muffy's eyes were saucer-like as she stared at the phallic thing in Mother's hand as she approached.
"Did it look something like this, Muffy?" Mother asked, stroking the dildo, wetting it with her tongue. "Did he put it in your mouth first?"
Muffy groaned, closing her eyes and biting her lip. She looked as if she were wishing herself somewhere else, and that made Mother smile.
"Tell Mother the truth," the older woman encouraged, teasing the girl's nipples with the tip of the black dildo. It was dark against her pale, pink skin. Muffy moaned, squirming, pulling against her restraints, her eyes still closed.
"Please," she whispered. "Please don't make me do this."
"Poor Muffy," Mother murmured, kneeling down in front of the girl and trailing the dildo over her quivering belly. "You just have to tell Mother the truth."
"Yes," Muffy said, looking down with wide eyes at Mother kneeling at her feet, holding that huge thing in her hands. "Yes, is that what you want to hear? Yes, he put it in my mouth. Yes, he put it in my... in... me." Her face was red and her voice shook. "Yes, yes, yes!"
"'Yes, Mother,'" she corrected the girl, her fingers probing the girl's cunt, spreading her open, admiring her. Her clit was a small bud, and Mother rubbed it slowly with her thumb.
"Yes, Mother," Muffy said, letting out a soft sigh as Mother rubbed her clit in circles.
Mother smiled. "Yesssss," she purred. "And... did you like it?"
Muffy moaned, closing her eyes again, hanging her head. She nodded, her curls bobbing, moving to hide her face. She whispered, "Yes... yes, Mother."
"You liked being fucked, didn't you, Muffy?" Mother asked, her thumb moving faster now. She slipped a finger up inside the girl and found her very wet.
"Yes, Mother," Muffy whispered, spreading her legs a little bit wider. "Ohh! Oh, yes, Mother!"
Mother watched the girl's face, her growing flush, listening to her little cries of pleasure as she moved her fingers in and out of her wet cunt. She was getting lost in the sensation, moaning and gasping. Mother waited, continuing to work Muffy's pussy with her hand, until the girl was bucking and thrusting hard against her in a frenzy.
"Nooooo!" Muffy cried when Mother slipped her fingers out, sitting back a little and looking at the girl. Her eyes were half-closed, and her thighs were wet with her juices.
"Ohhhh, please!" she begged, looking down at the older woman.
"Tell me," Mother instructed. "Tell me you liked his big cock in your wet cunt."
Muffy groaned and sighed. "I... I liked his big cock." Her voice was low.
"Go on," Mother encouraged.
"I... I liked his big cock... in my wet cunt," she whispered, arching her back as she said it. "Oh, god... please. I did. Mother, please!"
"Yes," Mother murmured, opening the girl's lips, this time with the bulbous tip of the dildo. Muffy looked down at her in shock and she cried out when Mother slid the length of it up deep inside of her. She was so wet now that it slipped in easily.
"Tell me you liked him fucking you," Mother demanded, twisting the dildo inside of the girl's tight flesh.
"I liked him fucking me," Muffy said, rocking her hips on the big black cock between her legs. "Oooooo yes. Oh, I loved him fucking me, Mother!"
Smiling, the older woman began to move the cock in and out of the girl, fucking her slow and easy.
"Yesssss!" Muffy moaned, rocking back and forth, like she wanted to take more and more of the length of it into her. Mother obliged, pushing it as deeply as she could, and the girl cried out, straining against her.



"Now," Mother said, standing, the heel of her hand pushing the dildo up deep inside of the girl. She pressed her mouth to the girl's ear. "You will do whatever you need to do to keep that right there. Do you understand me?"
"Oh please," the girl groaned, looking down at the base of the cock between her legs. Mother removed her hand, and it began to slip out in all the girl's wetness. Muffy gasped, and her muscles tightened, sucking the black length of it back inside. Her thighs were quivering with the effort.
"Good girl," Mother said with a nod, smiling at her. She walked over to the bed, sliding up onto the edge and spreading her legs.
Mother worked her fingers through her own cunt, rubbing her clit slowly as she watched Muffy struggle to keep the length of the dildo inside of her. Every time it would begin to slip, the girl would whimper and squeeze her muscles tight again, pulling it back into her. It was a delicious sight, her pale pink lips and fuzzy blonde hair parted around the dark, slick dildo, sucking it in and out of her tight flesh. It was making Mother hungry.
She went over to the girl and knelt before her again. Muffy's whole body was trembling, her head bowed.
"Pretty Muffy," Mother murmured, parting the girl's lips and looking at her swollen clit. "Muffy's pretty, pretty Muff."
"Oh, Mother," she whispered. "Please. I'm begging you."
"Yes," the older woman said, meeting her eyes. "Did he lick you, Muffy? Did he put his tongue here?" Mother showed her, with her fingers, rubbing the girl's clit.
Muffy's eyes widened. "No," she whispered, shaking her head, her eyes wide in shock, and Mother knew she was telling the truth.
Mother saw the dildo beginning to slip out of her as Muffy lost herself in the distraction of the delicious sensation between her legs. "Don't let it fall out of you," she warned and the girl groaned, tightening her muscles again.
"Good." Mother smiled, leaning in and kissing the girl's tender bud, sucking at it a little.
"Oh! Mother!" Muffy cried, her eyes flying wide open. The older woman smiled, licking softly at the tender flesh for a moment, making the girl gasp and moan.
"If you keep that cock in you," Mother told her. "I'll keep licking it."
"Oh yes, Mother!" Muffy whispered, and Mother could see her tighten her cunt, the black cock drawing up even further into the girl's flesh.
The older woman used her fingers to open the girl's lips, making circles with her tongue again and again over Muffy's clit. She tasted even sweeter, her juices thick and copious now, flowing down around the thick black cock that was shoved deep inside of her.
"Ohhhh, Mother!" Muffy moaned, rocking against the woman's tongue, her body writhing, her hips rolling in a rhythm, faster and faster. "Yes, oh, please!"
Mother reached her hands up to cup the young girl's breasts, rolling her hard nipples in her fingers. Muffy gasped, her eyes flying open, nearly losing her grip on the dildo between her legs in her surprise. She caught it just in time, tightening everything down there, biting her lip.
"Good girl," Mother murmured, flicking her tongue over the girl's clit, faster and faster now, pulling and twisting at her nipples. Muffy was shaking, trembling, leaning back against the cold stone wall and spreading her legs, still keeping the dildo tucked deep up inside of her as only a young, newly deflowered girl could.
"Oh, Mother!" Muffy cried, bucking and thrashing. "Oh, oh, oh wha—?" And then she shuddered all over, the spasms of her cunt sucking the dildo deep inside of her with every throbbing pulse. When she was spent, she collapsed in the restraints, the slick length of the dildo sliding out of her cunt and clattering to the floor.
Mother sat back on her heels, looking up at the girl. "He didn't do that, did he?" She stood, lifting the girl's dazed face and kissing her softly on the mouth.
"No, Mother," Muffy replied, shaking her head and staring at the older woman in awe and wonder.
"You learn fast," Mother said, stroking the girl's sweat-dampened hair. "Perhaps you won't need to stay too long."
"Oh." Muffy sounded disappointed.
"Although," Mother said, smiling as she retrieved the dildo from the floor. "You did drop something."
"Yes, Mother." Muffy's eyes were shining as she looked at the older woman, watching her lick the juices from the shaft. "Do I need to be punished again?"
Mother chuckled, rubbing the dildo over the girl's lips. "You learn very fast."
"Willie!" Mother called, waiting for the little man to appear at the door. "Let's get our girl cleaned up, shall we? Mother's hungry. I'd like some dinner before I have our little Muffin for my dessert."
The little man smiled up at her. "Yes, Mother."
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I love men. I love the way they move—their straight, tall spines and the way their eyes check out the perimeters of any new room they enter. I love the way they will protect anything smaller and more vulnerable than themselves. I love how generous and kind they are at heart. I love their focus and direction, how they can spend hours figuring out how it all works, endlessly fascinated. And yes, I love that they can lift the heavy stuff, start lawn mowers, open jars, and kill spiders.
I have grown up in a culture that doesn't give up the love to men very much. From bumbling dads like Bill Cosby who feed kids chocolate cake for breakfast to the comical but idiotic-like Homer Simpson or Everybody Loves Raymond, the images of men in our culture have served to show them as silly and superfluous.
My daughter, now fifteen, has an even less clear definition of the masculine to go on. She is entering a world of dating where men are "metrosexual" or "ubersexual"—perfectly coiffed, buff, hairless men who can go head-to-head with her in deciding on wedding favors and colors for the curtains. It makes my head spin.
To me, one of the best things about men is how different they are from women. It is, admittedly, one of the most frustrating things about them, too. I can understand the world's constant pressure to create a gender neutral ground where we can all communicate in the same language, instead of trying to speak two versions of alien to each other. On the other hand, if you take all the masculine out of the masculine and all the feminine out of the feminine, you no longer have anything to attract the other. Neutral things have no charge, no spark.
As a woman, I love and revel in the differences between the sexes, physical and otherwise. I know too many women, though, who hate men. I don't even know if they know they hate men, but the way they talk about men—their husbands, brothers, fathers—is so demeaning and castrating that it makes me cringe to hear it. I know, because I used to talk about and think about men this way, too, at a certain point in my life.
In my marriages, one failed, and one a work in progress, I have discovered a few things about really appreciating the men in my life. I learned it by trial-and-error and by making a lot of mistakes. I'm still by no means perfect—I often lapse in my appreciation of the opposite sex—but I always come back to it now, and remember how much I really do love men. They are amazing, and so deserving of feminine recognition.
And the secret is—are you ready for this?—they live for it. In fact, if a man isn't being appreciated by the feminine, eventually, he just disappears. Sometimes, he literally leaves, and sometimes he just checks out of the relationship somehow. He craves appreciation, acknowledgment and respect. Now, let me be clear. I'm not talking about approval. That sets up a power dynamic, more like a mommy approving (or disapproving) of a son. That's not what he wants.
I'm talking about appreciation, an open expression of heartfelt gratitude. It's so simple. He carries in the groceries. You say thank you. He fixes the dishwasher. You listen to all the ins and outs of his trial and error method, ooo-ing and ahh-ing in all the right places, and in the end, you kiss him and thank him for your amazing new working convenient and time-saving appliance.
It sounds contrived, but I'm not saying you should do it in an insincere way. In fact, he'll know if you're not really appreciative. And frankly, aren't you truly glad that he's strong enough to carry in the groceries? Aren't you glad you don't have to wash dishes by hand? And beyond that, aren't you grateful that he's willing to do something so generous for you?
Giving him a genuine expression of your appreciation in the moment is like putting money in your relationship bank. You are investing in the future of your relationship with every smile, kind word, touch, and thank you.
Here's another little secret—the more you thank him and appreciate what he does—the more he will do. This doesn't mean you should say thank you as a manipulation. It should always be a genuine expression of your heart. Still, expressing your gratitude creates this wonderful cycle of generosity from your partner, which in turn inspires more appreciation from you, and so it goes.
Men are actually very kind and generous souls. When women make demands on men, they feel burdened, and often seem stingy. You can tell a man what you want, and in fact, you should. Contrary to feminine belief, men are not mind readers. They want a woman who knows what she wants, and who will express that. But that doesn't include making demands or bargains to get it.
I knew a woman once who hated oral sex—giving it, of course—but she wanted a new diamond ring for their tenth anniversary. So, she made a bargain. "I will give you a blowjob every time you put away a hundred dollars toward my ring." After the newness of oral sex wore off for him, though, he got bored, and stopped putting money away.
Yes, a man bored with blowjobs. How could this be? Because he knew that, for her, it was just a means to an end. There are very few men that I know who want to feel as if a woman is with them just to get something. He would rather forgo the oral sex than feel like he was being used or manipulated. If you are giving your "appreciation" just to get something, you can forget it. It will backfire every time.
And here we come to another secret about men. Do you know the best way you can show a man you truly appreciate him? You might not believe me, but I've found that it's generally true. Men want to experience a woman experiencing pleasure. It is the most tantalizing thing in the world for the masculine. That doesn't necessarily mean in bed, although there, too, of course, but it can be as simple as laughing at his jokes, smiling at him when he does something goofy, or saying "Mmm!" when he brings you chocolate.
It's really as simple as enjoying life in his presence. He loves and lives for giving you pleasure, in bed and out. I knew a woman whose husband constantly complained about how much she spent on clothes. She was a beautiful woman, with a great figure, and she was, admittedly, a huge clothes horse. You know the kind, with more shoes than Imelda Marcos. This was a huge power struggle between them, until finally, she gave up and said, "Fine. I won't buy any clothes unless you buy them for me."
What happened? She discovered that her husband was actually much more generous with her than she had been with herself. He took her shopping, bought her beautiful dresses that she would have been afraid to purchase because their price tags were cost-prohibitive. Instead of sneaking her purchases here and there, filling her closets on the sly, she allowed him to give her pleasure, which in turn gave him pleasure, and the outcome was better than she could have imagined.
This applies to between the sheets as well. The best way you can appreciate your man in bed? Open yourself to receiving pleasure from him. Go ahead and ask your man what gives him more pleasure—his enjoyment, or yours. You'll be surprised by the response.
He gets an incredible rush from giving you orgasms, from making you moan and squeal and giggle and gasp. There is nothing that makes a man feel more appreciated and acknowledged than watching his lover's face as she dies into bliss in his arms, knowing he took her to that place.
Now, that said—men don't want a performance. In spite of the "When Harry Met Sally" conjecture that a man doesn't really know when a woman is faking—men aren't stupid. They are linear, focused, clear and direct, but they aren't stupid. They know when a woman is acting, when she isn't really feeling what she's expressing. They know when someone is being insincere and disingenuous, and they will know if you are faking, even if they don't say so.
Which brings us to the two things that you can do to cultivate appreciation for a man: 1.) Know what you want 2.) Ask for what you want. I know it sounds like a paradox, but the best appreciation a man can receive is to experience the deepest, most genuine pleasure of a woman.
In or out of bed, this applies. And of course rule number three would be: 3.) Thank him for giving you what you wanted. It's so simple, and yet so many women don't have a clue what they want, or if they do know, they don't know how to ask for it... and then, if they get it, they're so embarrassed for wanting it in the first place, they find it hard to say "thank you."
What you need to remember is that a woman's enjoyment is the secret ingredient. He wants to see that everything he does, everything he works for, everything he offers, is appreciated by his woman, whether that's watching her face when she opens the gift, or seeing her eyes light up when he gives her flowers, or watching her toes curl when she cums.
"But what if my man doesn't do that kind of stuff!" you say? Recognize what he does do, right now. I don't care how small it is. Did he bring in the garbage cans? Thank him. Did he rinse his dinner dishes? Thank him. Did he take the baby for an hour? Thank him. I don't care if you asked him to do it, or if it's something he's "supposed to do and why should I thank him for that?" Thank him.
Find that spark of gratitude in your heart, and give it to him. The more you do, the brighter the fire will burn between you.
Now, there is one caveat to appreciating a man. A woman has to be able to express her pleasure and enjoyment without demeaning him or making him small in the process. In other words, there should be no "Buts" attached to the "Thank yous."
"Thank you for rinsing your dishes... BUT you could have put them in the dishwasher."
"Thank you for taking the baby... BUT you didn't change his diaper."
"Thank you for bringing in the garbage cans... BUT you forgot to shut the back door."
That "BUT" will serve to negate the appreciation. It's like putting money in the bank and taking it right back out again. You never build a surplus. So what if you're right? And of course, you are. But would you rather feel pleasure or anger? Would you rather feel right or feel loved?
So, he didn't put the dishes in the dishwasher, or change the baby's diaper, or shut the back door... but he did rinse his dishes, take the baby and bring in the garbage cans. Acknowledge and appreciate the small stuff. You will find, soon enough, that you will have more and more to acknowledge, as time goes on, because the more you do, the more he will do, too.
The hardest part I've found is saying "Thank you" when my own tank doesn't feel full. When I feel like I'm running on empty, it's the last thing I want to do. When this happens, I know I'm not experiencing enough joyful things in my life. I need to take some time for myself—take a bath, take a walk, take a break. Usually, after I do something for me, I can find that gratitude in my heart again.
One of the ways I've found to really appreciate my man when I know I've been slacking off in the appreciation department (and I know, because I start feeling grouchy and hostile and resentful of everything) is to stand in front of him, put my hand on his heart, and say, "My magnificent man... I really appreciate you for_____." You fill in the blank.
It can be one thing, or ten. The more, the better, actually. You'll find yourself softening, too, the more things you can find to acknowledge him for. And ask any man reading this right now, even as goofy as the "my magnificent man" part sounds, if he would love to have his woman put her hand on his heart and say such a thing with all the love in the world in her eyes? Go ahead, ask. You might be surprised.
When it comes to appreciating men, a woman really has everything she needs already. She's built for pleasure and he craves her enjoyment of it. It's really a beautiful thing, when it works. A woman who is self-confident, who knows what she wants and expresses it without being demanding, and who can revel in her sincere, genuine enjoyment and pleasure, will go a long way toward being able to truly appreciate the man in her life.
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No one ever gets these things right.
Yes, Mother Goose—that's me! What threw you off—the garters and stockings and black leather whip? Like I said, no one ever gets these things right. Father Goose says they've twisted all my stories around, and according to the books he brought home with him after he crossed back over, they all claim I never existed at all! I guess, historically speaking, that's true. I never did exist in that world. From what I hear, it's dreadfully dull. I'm sure I would just be bored. It's probably better that the real stories never made it out. I don't know that the Earthfolk were ready for them.
The Queen of Hearts
The Queen of Hearts,
She made some tarts
All on a summer's day...
"Willie, where is my red corset?" Mother called loudly, sweeping aside the clothes in her wardrobe as she began going through them again, one at a time.
"Is this it, Mother?" Muffy asked, picking up a corset from a pile on the bed.
"Ah, there is it!" The nude woman made her way over to the young girl, slipping her fingers under her chin and petting her there with a smile. "Thank you, dearest."
"Willie!" Mother called again, impatient, slipping into the corset and looking into the mirror as she adjusted it over her curves. "Where is he?"
"I can lace you, Mother," Muffy offered, sliding off the big bed, her pink babydoll nightgown slipping up her thighs and revealing the newly shaved mound underneath.
Mother's eyes lingered there for a moment and she smiled, turning and offering her back to the girl. "Thank you, darling."
The girl's hands were expert—she had done this often in the past month—pulling the older woman's stays tight as she worked her way up. The corset left Mother's full breasts as exposed as the dark triangle of hair was between her thighs.
"My stockings." Mother sat on the bed while Muffy retrieved them from the drawer. The red fishnets slid up over her long, slim legs, and she stood to let the younger girl fasten the garters and straighten her seams.
"You don't usually wear this color, Mother," Muffy remarked, her little fingers working the last garter fastener.
"No," Mother agreed, taking a long, white, see-through lace peignoir from her wardrobe and slipping it over her shoulders. She buttoned the middle two buttons, and looked at herself in the mirror. Her dark nipples poked the fine lace, and her bush was visible when she walked. Perfect. "Have you seen my red boots?"
"No, Mother," Muffy replied.
"Willie!" Mother called again, giving an exasperated sigh. "Where is he?!"
"Are you going somewhere, Mother?" Muffy asked, still kneeling on the floor.
"We are, precious," Mother said, patting the soft, blonde curls framing the girl's pink cheeks. "And we are going to have to dress you, as well."
"Me?" Muffy looked up with wide, blue eyes.
The door burst open and Willie came in dragging one of Mother's kittengirls by the scruff of her neck. She was clawing at him.
"I apologize, Mother," the little man said, struggling with the hissing cat girl. He had a long, angry red scratch across his cheek. "Eve here lost her mittens again."
"Tsk tsk," Mother murmured, taking the cat girl from him and cradling her. The three kittens she had gotten from Mary had grown as quickly as she said they would. This kittengirl was nearly taller than Willie now. She was more like a small child than a cat. "What am I going to do with you?"
The catgirl began to purr, nuzzling her soft black ears against Mother's neck and chin, her rough kitty tongue licking the woman's cheek.
"Willie, I need my red boots," Mother explained, unhooking the kitten's claws from her lace peignoir. "And we'll need a red babydoll nightie for Muffy—but no panties. I want to show off her sweet little mound."
The girl's eyes were wide, her face crimson. "Wh—where are we going, Mother?"
"To visit the Queen of Hearts," Mother said, her eyes bright. "We are going to have a wonderful afternoon, darling."
"Yes, Mother," Willie said, pulling a pair of tall red boots from Mother's closet. "Shall I call Blue for the carriage?"
"Yes." The woman smiled, taking the high-heeled boots and sliding one of them on. The catgirl was stretched out on her back on the stone floor, exposing her human belly and budding breasts. "And Willie? Can you take Eve back to her siblings?"
The little man grasped the catgirl's pink collar. She mewed, but followed him readily enough now. "Yes, Mother."
*****
"Now, remember, Muffy," Mother reminded her as the carriage pulled through the gates. "You curtsy for the Queen, just as I taught you. Remember always to call her 'Your Majesty.' And never, ever correct her if she says something, especially if it's about a color."
"Color?" Muffy's smooth brow creased and her little nose wrinkled.
"Yes," Mother remarked, pulling on her gloves. "The Queen has a rare form of color blindness—she can see red, and a few other variations, but not many."
The carriage door opened, and Blue held his hand out, helping Mother down. There were many carriages parked already, the horses nickering and pawing the ground in the sunshine. They could hear music and the sound of laughter.
"Mother," Muffy pleaded, leaning forward in her seat but not coming out of the carriage. "I cannot go out like this."
"Nonsense!" Mother replied, nodding her head to Blue. "You are wearing far more than most will have on today. You'll see. Come along, Muffy dear."
Blue held his hand out for the girl, and she winced as her bare feet touched the gravel drive. The sheer red baby-doll nightgown didn't come past her hips, and her tender pussy lips and round bottom were fully exposed as she followed Mother, wide-eyed, around a large stone wall and into the garden.
Muffy walked behind her and off to the side, the grass cool against her bare feet, following the click of Mother's boot heels along the stone pathway. They stopped at another wooden gate, where a rather hulking young man was sitting on a three-legged stool.
"Pass?" he asked, holding out his hand. Mother opened her beaded red handbag and handed him a small, strange looking coin, something altogether unfamiliar to Muffy. He unlocked the gate and opened it. When it swung open, Mother heard the young girl gasp and she smiled.
"Stay close to Mother, dear," she warned, as the gate closed behind them. The large enclosed patio was surrounded by thick-growing red rose bushes. The air was redolent with the smell of them. The vendors circled the patio, their wares or games on display.
"It's a carnival!" Muffy exclaimed, clapping her hands. Everything was red—the vendors' tents, the deep brick stone tiles that made up the patio floor, the archway covered in roses that they walked through. Even the people milling around talking, laughing, dancing—they all wore red and white, when they wore anything at all.
"Of sorts," Mother chuckled. Beside them, a finely coiffed young woman wearing nothing but a smile led a small dog-faced boy on a collar and leash. He barked at Muffy, and she shrank behind Mother with wide eyes.
In the middle of the patio sat the Queen on her red velvet throne. She was watching a display to her left, a group of dancing fairies, each no bigger than her hand. It was a beautiful sight, their silver wings whirring as they moved together in unison.
Muffy stared as they began to make their way around the large circle, moving in and out of the throng of people. Mother stopped to look at some satin (red, of course) and Muffy stared at a booth where a young red haired woman seemed to be playing some sort of game where people were gathered around to watch.
A long row of phalluses had been set up and secured onto a wooden platform, and the redhead playing was making her way down the row, sliding her pussy down onto each progressively larger phallus as she went. She was about halfway down the line, and her pussy was stretched wide. She was rocking a little, smiling as she climbed off that one and moved on to the next.
"Would you like to play?" Mother asked, watching the girl's interest. Muffy stared at the end of the line—a huge black phallus that was thicker than Blue's wrist and looked as long as his arm.
"No," she whispered, shaking her head and shrinking back against the older woman's side.
Another booth revealed two naked young women reclining next to each other on a raised, soft mattress, their legs open to admit two lines of men leading toward each of them. They both looked exhausted, and yet when one man was done, another took his place, in an endless round.
"Who wins?" Muffy asked.
"The one who doesn't give out first," Mother replied with a smile.
Around they went, looking at the strange and interesting wares, everything from leather straps and contraptions to fine clothing (all red). There was even a booth selling kitten-like humans similar to the ones that Mother had brought home. The next booth had dog-like humans, just puppies, really, that Muffy stopped to pet.
"What do you think of that?" Mother asked, nodding toward a long line of naked human forms linked together in a myriad of ways. There was one small dark-haired woman making her way through the throng, in and out of the bodies, and again, there was a crowd gathered to watch.
Whenever the brunette passed, they touched her in some way—grabbing her thigh, tweaking a nipple, slipping a finger up inside of her pussy. As they watched, one man grasped her hips and managed to slide his hard cock into her. She moaned as he began to fuck her, and the woman across from him licked at the young woman's nipples.
"What is it?" Muffy whispered, cocking her head. "What are they doing?"
"It's a human maze," Mother replied. The young woman managed to wrench herself away from the man, working her way through the maze of bodies again. They rubbed up against her, writhing and moaning and touching her.
"Do you want to go through?" Mother asked, but Muffy shook her head quickly, her blonde curls framing her face.
They moved on, Muffy tagging slightly behind the older woman, trying to take in everything at once.
"Ah, here is a game you will like, Muffy darling." Mother smiled. "You follow orders so well."
"And the game will like her!" The carnival barker leaned forward over his booth, his eyes sweeping over Muffy's form. He was a tall, red-headed man with the bluest eyes she had ever seen, Muffy thought, aside from her own.
"Indeed," Mother agreed, nodding her head toward him. "How are you, Simon?"
"Better since you graced me with your presence, Mother dear," he replied with a little bow.
"What is the game?" Muffy asked, looking between them a little fearfully.
"It's simple," said Simon. "You do what I say, as long as I say the words 'Simon Says.' Of course, if I don't say, 'Simon Says,' then you don't follow my instruction."
"Oh, I've played this game," Muffy said with a relieved smile. "It's easy!"
"Yes." Mother smiled and exchanged a look with Simon. "Go ahead, into the booth you go."
Muffy moved into the booth as Simon lifted the latch and opened it to her. It was cooler in here out of the sun and she shivered slightly. She could feel her nipples hardening in the breeze.
"Up here," he said as he patted the soft velvet cushion covering a small platform.
Muffy started to slide up onto the cushion and Simon's hand was quick to smack her bottom. The sound was loud, "CRACK!" and made her scream. It drew the attention of several onlookers.
"I didn't say 'Simon Says'—did I?" Simon asked, frowning at her. Muffy's eyes were already filling with tears.
"I'm sorry," she whispered, her hand moving to cover her stinging bottom.
"Now," Simon said, smiling again and patting the cushion. "Up."
Muffy stood still, her lip quivering, and he nodded. "Good girl. Simon says, up!"
The girl used her hands to steady herself as she slid onto the cushion.
"Simon says, open your legs."
Muffy saw Mother watching her, nodding. She could also see a small crowd gathering around Mother, their eyes focused on the girl on the platform. Slowly, she parted her slim thighs, exposing her newly shaved mound.
"Oh, Mother," Simon breathed, leaning in to peer at her. He called over his shoulder, "Delightful!"
Mother smiled. "Yes, she is."
"Simon says, take off your shift."
Muffy obeyed, sliding the sheer red cloth over her head. Her eyes didn't leave his, and she didn't put it down, but rather held it in her hand.
The man smiled at her, his blue eyes dancing. "Simon says, give it to me."
She complied, her trembling hand brushing his as he took it and set it aside. She was completely exposed now, and the crowd outside the booth was growing, their faces curious, interested, even excited. One man had a hand on his erection as he looked at her, and she looked away from him, but could still see his hand pumping slowly out of the corner of her eye.
"Simon says, lick your nipple."
The girl's eyes widened. Her breasts were full and ripe, but she didn't think she could possibly contort enough to do what he asked. Whimpering, she lifted her breast in her hand, stretching her pink tongue out toward the fat bud of her nipple. It didn't quite reach. She could lick the tender, pale pink of her areola, but her nipple was too far to reach.
Simon smiled and was about to say something. Muffy, frustrated, lifted the other breast, adjusting her body on the cushion to make her waist a little shorter as she curled around, stretching her tongue out once more. This time, she made contact, wetting the surface of her nipple.
She heard the crowd let out a small "Ahhh." A few of them chuckled. She continued to lick, with just the tip of her tongue over her nipple as Simon watched her.
"Simon says, stop," he said, reaching underneath the platform for something. Muffy looked at Mother, who was still smiling. The girl looked positively triumphant. The crowd was smiling, too, delighted, their eyes still on her.
"Simon says, put this on your nipple."
Muffy's eyes widened when she saw the clothespin. She shook her head, but she took it from him, hearing the crowd's collective gasp. She was beginning to understand the game. She aimed the clothespin over her nipple, slowly releasing it around her flesh.
She was determined not to scream, but she did anyway. The pain seared through her breast, and tears stung her eyes as she writhed on the cushion, trying to get away from the sensation.
Simon watched her, his eyes bright, waiting for her to take the clamp off, but she didn't. Finally, she dropped her head, whimpering. Her nipple still felt like it was on fire, but the intensity of it had decreased somehow.
"Simon says, put this on your other nipple."
The young girl's blonde head snapped up, and the crowd "Ahh'd" again. Muffy took the clothespin, glancing a plea at Mother, who smiled and waved her on. Deciding to get it over as quickly as she could, she snapped the clothespin on, not screaming this time, but unable to help her wiggling and writhing on the cushion at the pain.
"Simon says, put this in your pussy."
He was holding out a dildo, and to her it looked just as large as the one at the end of the wooden platform that the redhead had been working her way toward. The crowd "Ooo'd and Ahh'd" in appreciation of this upping of the stakes.
Muffy leaned back a little, the sting of her nipples still throbbing in her chest. She propped her feet up on the edge, positioning the phallus at the opening of her bare little mound. She could hear the crowd remarking on her body, the size of the dildo, and the impossibility of the feat.
Determined, she slid the black phallus into her, wincing. It parted her flesh, slowly easing in. The head of it stretched her to the max, and she could feel a slight burn as she pushed it deeper, and a little deeper still, working it in an inch at a time.
Her eyes were closed and she could feel perspiration beginning to form as she worked hard to get the enormous thing into her. She didn't even know it was all the way in until she heard the audience clapping. When she opened her eyes, Simon was grinning at her.
"Simon says, take it out."
Muffy slipped the dildo out of her flesh, groaning as she did. The phallus was coated with her juices. Simon took it from her and set it aside. He seemed to be thinking, assessing.
"Simon says, sit up."
Muffy obeyed, letting her feet dangle off the ledge. She could see the crowd now, many of them touching themselves or each other as they watched. That dark-eyed man off to the side was still stroking his cock. Mother had parted her white lace peignoir and her pussy lips, and Muffy saw that a young girl was kneeling between her thighs.
"Simon says, raise your arms above your head."
Muffy complied, and Simon gently squeezed the flesh of her breasts. She winced. Her nipples still burned, but the sensation was fading even more now.
"Simon says, put your arms down."
She did.
"Simon says, spread your legs."
She did.
"Simon says, show the crowd your pussy."
She did, spreading her bare and now swollen lips apart. The crowd murmured in appreciation. The dark-eyed man pumped faster.
"Simon says, finger yourself."
She slipped two fingers into her pussy, easy now after accommodating that phallus. The sticky wet sound of her filled the booth.
"Simon says, rub your clit."
Muffy used her thumb, still moving her fingers in and out of her pussy. Her clit was tender and swollen, too, throbbing as she rubbed it 'round and 'round.
"Simon says, faster."
She moaned, rubbing it a little faster, her fingers pistoning in and out of her open, pink flesh. Watching the crowd through half-closed eyes, she played with herself, feeling her body responding in spite of the audience, or maybe because of it.
All around her there were the soft moaning sounds of sex. People were touching themselves. One man had a young girl bent over the booth and he was fucking her, slow and easy, while he watched Muffy's fingers working over her cunt.
"Simon says, stop."
She did, groaning, and the crowd groaned, too.
"Lick your fingers."
Muffy, still dizzy from being on the verge of climax, lifted her trembling, wet fingers to her mouth, realizing her mistake as Simon reached under the platform for something. He pulled out a crop, a short, wicked looking thing.
"I didn't say 'Simon Says!'" The crowd "Ahhh'd" as Simon grabbed her ankles, lifting them high into the air. He thwacked her bottom hard with the crop, and it made a "whooshing" sound as it flicked through the air before stinging her behind and leaving a raised, red welt.
She screamed, tears beginning to roll down her cheeks.
"Simon says, roll over."
Muffy cringed, but did as she was told, rolling over so her belly rested on the cushion. The clothespins on her nipples dug into her flesh. Her feet stretched almost to the ground, and she could balance herself on tiptoe in the cool grass.
"Simon says, spread your legs."
She obeyed, opening her thighs, adjusting so she could still reach the ground below, just barely, up on her toes. The platform wasn't that wide, and she could grip the other edge with her hands, and peer off the other side. In fact, she could see underneath, where Simon stored all of this little surprises. There were phalluses, whips, chains, and things that looked so horrible she didn't even know their names.
The crowd was large, now, she could tell by the sound of them buzzing around the booth. She heard Simon talking to Mother, but she couldn't make out the words. That's when she heard a "click" and Simon swung the platform around entirely, so that she was facing the crowd on her belly.



In front of her was the dark-eyed man from the audience, and his cock was red and enormous. He had been stroking it for a long time. His eyes were full of lust as he looked at her and she whimpered, glancing at Simon. He adjusted the platform for better viewing for the crowd so that she was at an angle, facing the front corner of the booth now, and locked it into place.
"Simon says, suck."
Muffy moaned as the man approached her, lifting his erection toward her mouth. He had to step up on a small stool that Simon provided. She could see Mother out of the corner of her eye, and she was clapping her hands, looking delighted. The young girl was still between her thighs.
"Suck," the man whispered, his fingers moving through her blonde curls. Muffy opened her mouth, accepting the length of his cock. It was wet with pre-cum already, slick, really, and it slid far into her throat on the first thrust. She gagged, and she heard the crowd's appreciation of that fact.
She didn't have to do much, she noticed. The dark-haired man did all the work, driving his cock into her aching throat. He was grunting and moaning, and she could feel his balls slapping against her chin as he used her little mouth like a wet cunt. His cock was throbbing, swelling even larger against her tongue, and she knew he must be close to finished.
He grabbed her hair with a growl, driving forward so far into her throat she could barely breathe, and began to fill her with hot, sticky jets of his cum.
"Simon says, swallow," she heard Simon say, but she didn't have much of a choice. She swallowed, and swallowed, and swallowed—an endless flood of white hot fluid filling her mouth, again and again.
Finally, it was over, and she gasped as the man took his cock out of her mouth.
"Simon says, roll over."
Muffy's eyes were dazed, but she complied. Lying on her back, she was forced to hang her head over the edge of the platform, and her bottom was dangerously close to the other edge, her legs dangling off the side.
She could see the man's softening member, and the crowd, all upside down. Off to the side, Mother was moaning softly, her white peignoir open completely now as she tweaked her own nipples. The young girl between her legs was moving her face back and forth.
Muffy could feel someone moving between her thighs, spreading them open, but she didn't know who it was. She could still see Simon, leading the dark-haired man back out to the crowd. He came over to her, and she noticed his erection through his breeches. He was unfastening them with one hand.
"Simon says... suck."
He presented her with his member, and she took it, sucking him upside down and feeling someone shifting and moving between her thighs. She moaned when she felt a stiff cock slide between her swollen pussy lips. She was being fucked from both ends now, Simon thrusting deep into her throat—he could get much farther in from this angle—and some unknown man driving into her wet pussy.
Then she felt someone playing with her clit. It was just a tickle at first, a tease, but then it felt like a tongue. Someone was licking her clit! The tender, swollen bud responded immediately, and Muffy moaned and writhed around Simon's cock. When she opened her eyes, she could still see the crowd, and all of them were fucking now, men and women, women and women, men and men—they were just a blur of bodies out on the patio.
She strained to see Mother, but couldn't, and then the sensation between her thighs became too much of a distraction. Her whole pussy was on fire, and she was shaking with her own lust. The man between her legs was fucking her deep and hard, steady, even strokes—but that tongue! Soft, flat circles around and around and around until she was dizzy with aching for her own release.
"Simon says, don't cum."
Muffy groaned around the length of his shaft, feeling his hands in her hair as he gently fucked her mouth. Her whole body was taut with wanting, and that soft, sweet tongue was dangling her dangerously off the edge.
"Simon says, don't cum," he repeated. It was a warning. She whimpered, wiggling and squirming on the cushion. The sensation was too much—she couldn't stand it anymore. She could feel her pussy beginning to contract around the stiff cock buried inside of her, a telltale sign of her impending orgasm.
She moaned, loud and long, gripping the cushion underneath her with her hands, willing herself not to give in, but she just couldn't stop the rolling wave that was about to crash over her.
"Simon says... cum," she heard him say, and at that moment, he shoved into her throat hard and deep, grabbing hold of the clothespins on her nipples and pulling them off. If it hadn't been for the sticky hot fluid filling her mouth, she would have shrieked with her own orgasm. Her nipples were screaming sensation, sending delicious waves of feeling all through her body, but especially to her hot, spasming pussy, where that tongue was still working her little clit in fast, hard circles.
Then the man between her legs grabbed her hips, thrusting two, three more times, and she felt him pull out of her and cum all over her pussy and her belly. The hot fluid jetted against her skin again and again, and she could hear him groaning between her thighs.
She was dizzy and spent, and she laid there, limbs dangling, just shivering on the platform. That's when she heard the crowd applauding. She could see them, now, when she opened her eyes, still upside down.
"Simon says, sit." He was by her side, helping her, and she found both Mother and Blue standing between her legs. Blue was grinning, fastening his breeches, and Mother was using a face cloth to wipe Muffy's juices off her mouth.
Simon unlocked the platform and turned it so that Muffy was fully facing the crowd, and they cheered. She flushed, glancing over at Mother and Blue. They were smiling at her.
"Simon says..." he said loudly holding the girl's trembling hand. "She wins!"
The crowd cheered again, and Simon leaned in and kissed her cheek, helping her down from the platform. Blue and Mother were both there, too, cleaning her up and putting her nightgown back on.
"Who is this girl?" They all heard the voice, high and a little reedy, coming through the crowd. "Who is this girl who is creating all the fuss?"
"Ah, Your Majesty!" Simon bowed as the crowd parted in various curtsies and bows to allow her to pass. "You just missed perhaps my best show ever!"
"Indeed?" The Queen of Hearts narrowed her eyes at the girl, taking in her disheveled appearance—flushed cheeks, swollen nipples and wet thighs. "Well... perhaps we should have a repeat performance?"
Muffy curtsied low, just like Mother had taught her, and said softly, "As you wish, Your Majesty."
"Who does this girl belong to?" The Queen demanded, her eyes bright.
"She is my charge, Your Majesty," Mother said, curtsying to the Queen next to the girl. As she rose, she pulled the girl gently with her.
"Hm... Mother Goose... has Father Goose crossed back over yet?" The Queen asked with a frown, glancing over at Blue.
"No," Mother replied, her mouth pursed into a thin line. "I have been taking in girls for obedience training since he's been gone."
"Who is this one?" The Queen asked, tilting Muffy's face up to the sun.
"Little Miss Muffet," Mother replied. "Her father found her with a young man."
"Ah." The Queen nodded to Simon. "A tart. They're such tarts, these young ones."
"Yes, Your Majesty," Simon agreed with a nod. He was looking appreciatively at the young blonde.
"But a tasty tart, sounds like," the Queen observed with a small smile. "A tempting, luscious tart."
"Oh, yes, Your Majesty," Simon agreed.
"I should like to have her." The Queen turned to Mother. "Arrange it."
Mother nodded, her jaw tight. Blue put his hand on her elbow.
"But Mother," Muffy whispered to the older woman. "I don't want to leave you."
"Come with me," the Queen said, reaching her hand for the girl. "Come along, I won't bite. Come meet all the other tarts. You will fit in quite well."
"It's ok," Mother whispered into her ear as she wiped a tear from the girl's cheek. "This is the best thing that could have happened to you. Go, now. Be a good girl."
Muffy stumbled after the Queen of Hearts, glancing back at Mother once to wave, looking a little forlorn.
"Well, Blue," Mother sighed at the man, taking his arm. "I came to find a girl, and instead I gave one up! What do you think of that?"
"It's alright, Mother," he assured her, kissing her cheek. "There is a little brother and sister pair that you must see over there who will cheer you right up—a red-headed jewel named Jill and her twin, Jack."
"Really?" Mother perked up, letting him lead her out of the booth. They waved a goodbye to Simon as the crowd dispersed.
"And it could have been worse you know," Blue remarked as they made their way through.
"Oh?"
"You know the Queen of Hearts, Mother." Blue was smiling, but it was grim. "She could have said, 'Off with her head!'"
"True," Mother said with a laugh. She took his hand and they went to look at the young brother and sister pair that Blue had promised would cheer her right up.
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By the time Jack and I crawl into bed, most nights all we want to do is sleep. He works so hard, three jobs (well, two and a half) and between the kids and my job and the housework, I feel like I have three jobs, myself.
Sex becomes like an after thought when we get so occupied with the daily rhythm of life. There are nights when I'm very willing, but my body ends up in a tug-o-war between lust and exhaustion until I slip off into sleep with my legs entwined with his, our breath the only thing mingling in the darkness.
Lately, though, I feel like some young teenager when it comes to sex. I can't get enough, and I'm not sure I can explain it. If someone in my past had ever told me that one day I would be begging my husband to put his cock in my ass, I would have laughed until I peed my pants. Yet, that's what I find myself doing.
I've joked that we should buy stock in K-Y—we have two tubes in both night table drawers and one in both bathrooms. I even put one in the living room end table drawer under a bunch of old copies of Reader's Digest after that time I ended up bent over the coffee table and one of us had to run back to the closest bathroom to get the K-Y.
Of course, Jack isn't complaining. He's always up for sex, it seems, even if he's tired. I don't know how guys do that. He's been very willing to comply with my requests—and I've been requesting a lot.
In fact, I've been craving it so much that I got worried and started asking my friend, Jody, about how often she and her husband have sex—and if that sex might include something other than the usual?
I probably shouldn't have. The gist of our conversation gave me the impression that the only women who do anal sex do it for their husband's sake, and 'normal' women don't really get any pleasure from it.
So why am I finding myself with my bottom in the air, begging Jack to put his cock in my ass more often than not?
I don't know that I can quite describe my desire for it—or even justify it—as if that's really necessary. It turns Jack on and it turns me on. That should be more than enough to make it acceptable. Yet, I feel so strange, wanting it, but I'm compelled. I've spent a lot of time trying to figure out what it is that appeals to me about it.
My friend, Jody, says, "That's an 'exit only' hole, baby!" That perked me right up. Maybe that's part of it? It's something so taboo, a "not supposed to." It that sense, it's a rebellion, right? So, what am I rebelling against? I asked Jack the other night if he thought I was a rebel and he laughed. Pretty telling. Is that it, then?
The other night, after I had tucked the little ones in and finished the dinner dishes, I went and took a bath. Jack was in the living room on his laptop, trying to get some work done at home. I soaked in the tub and drifted, thinking about his cock in my ass.
What was it that made me want it so much? My pussy ached at the thought. I fingered my clit, back and forth, remembering him fucking me, hard and deep. It wasn't the heat of the water that made me so flushed—it was remembering how he pounded me, made me beg, scream, cum...
I wanted his cock in my ass. My finger on my clit wasn't anywhere near enough. I couldn't deny it. When I came out of the bathroom, I was wearing nothing but a little smile. It seemed to get his attention.
When I went over to the end table and dug under the Reader's Digests for the K-Y, his eyes brightened. I tossed the white tube on the coffee table, put a couch cushion on the floor, and knelt on it. Without a word, I went to my hands and knees and presented my ass to him. I heard him whistle, long and low, but I didn't move.
My breath was coming fast and shallow. My ass up in the air felt cool and it was tingling. I heard him closing his laptop, moving it aside, standing. Still, I waited, feeling that tingling spreading through my pelvis. I felt dizzy and weak when I heard him unzipping his pants.
"Spread your ass open for me." His voice was low. Commanding. I reached both hands back, going down to the floor on my shoulders, and opened myself to him, using my fingers to spread my cheek as wide as I could. He groaned, and I heard the sound of his hand stroking his cock. I didn't look, though. I just kept my eyes closed, waiting.
I let out a satisfied sigh when he knelt between my thighs. His hands pushed mine away, kneading the flesh of my ass, opening and closing my cheeks, making my little asshole wink at him. I could imagine the lust in his eyes and it made my toes curl. My pussy was a throbbing mound of heat.
"What do you want?" he asked, using his finger to slide along my slit. I was already wet.
"Your cock," I murmured. This was a game we had started to play ever since he had caught on to how much I loved his cock in my ass, and it made my breath come even faster.
"Where?" he asked as he rubbed my clit, making me shiver. He slid a finger inside of my pussy. "Here?"
"Nooooo." My voice was just above a whisper. I couldn't help rocking my hips against his hand, squeezing my pussy muscles around him.
"Where?" he asked. I moaned when I felt him touch my asshole with the tip of his finger, probing just a little. "Here?"
"Yessss!" I hissed, wiggling back, arching.
"Are you sure?" I could hear his smile.
His fingers were spreading my pussy lips, and I knew I was wet enough for the curly red hair between my legs to be glistening with my juices. I could feel his breath on my thighs as he kissed my thighs, my ass.
"Are you sure you wouldn't rather have my tongue?" he asked, slipping it between my lips. I groaned, feeling him sucking gently at my clit. It was pulsing between his lips, a swollen, tender thing. He knew just what I liked, licking me in wide, flat sweeps now, again and again, making me gasp.
"Jack, please," I begged. I was yearning for him inside of me, filling me.
"Are you sure?" he murmured, teasing me, before he stuck his tongue deep into my pussy. I moaned, feeling his nose pressed against my little asshole. God, that felt good!
"Here," I whispered, pressing my flushed cheek to the carpet as I reached my finger around to show him, gently stroking my asshole. "Please."
"Mmm." The hum of his lips against my pussy made me shiver. I knew he was watching me rub my pink, puckered hole.
"Here?" he asked.
I jumped when I felt his tongue slip up to replace my finger.
"Jack!" I gasped. He grabbed my hips to keep me from moving away, licking my asshole in little circles. I groaned, hiding my face in my arms. Considering my current enthusiasm, I'd managed to get past most of the shame and my own prudence when it came to having his cock in my ass—but his tongue!?
"Jack, don't," I whispered, but even as I said it, I arched my back for more. God, his tongue! He was just licking the sensitive, furrowed skin there, round and round the hole. The sensation made me weak and dazed with lust. My clit responded, even though his tongue was pressing into my ass, as if it were being licked, too. I could feel the wet heat of his saliva dripping between my pussy lips.
"Do you really want me to stop?" he paused to ask, his thumb finding my aching clit. I shuddered, letting out a deep sigh.
"No." I could feel my cheeks flush at my admission. He chuckled, but he put his tongue there, more eager now, using the flat of his tongue, wiggling it back and forth over the soft crease. I groaned, rocking a little, my nipples grazing the carpet. His thumb on my clit never stopped either, rubbing in steady circles.
"God!" I cried when I felt him make his tongue stiff, probing a little into my ass. Then he was lapping at me, again and again, faster and faster. His tongue was relentless, licking over and over that wrinkled little orifice, sending delicious waves of pleasure coursing through me.
"Baby, you're gonna make me cum," I warned, but it just made him work faster, thumb rubbing, tongue licking, the sounds of encouragement in his throat sending me closer and closer to the edge. I tried, wanting the sensation to last forever, but I couldn't hold back. I shuddered against him, moaning loud and long, my toes curling as I came, writhing and convulsing on the living room floor.
"Don't move," he said, his hands on my hips, holding me, sensing my desire to collapse. I didn't, managing to stay up on my knees, the world of light and sound fading in and out now with the beat of my pulse.
I saw him grab the tube of K-Y off the table out of the corner of my eye, and then I heard the slick sound of him stroking his cock with some. That made me groan, imagining his hand shuttling along the stiff length of him.
He squeezed some K-Y against my asshole. Oooo!—so cold compared to the warm, wetness of his tongue. That I had that frame of reference now made me flush again. He used his finger to work it, slow and easy, around that softly grooved passage, and then pressed it inside. I could tell when he switched from one finger to two, knowing the sensation of being stretched further and accommodating just a little more flesh.
I waited, patient, while he twisted and turned his fingers in me, probing deeper into that humid cleft, and then deeper still, until I was taking them completely.
"What do you want?" he asked again, and I smiled when I felt the head of his cock resting, throbbing, against the flexed, dimpled hole of my ass.
"Your cock," I whispered, my eyes still closed, lost in my own anticipation.
"Where?"
"My ass," I replied, squeezing the top of his cock, trying to capture it with that winking, crinkled hole. "I want your cock in my ass."
He groaned, then, and I felt him adjusting his position behind me for leverage, grabbing my hips as he pressed slowly in. I was used to this now, and knew just what to expect. I breathed deeper, down into my belly. My ass was tight, even after weeks of being fucked like this, and I still had to work to relax everything in my pelvic region. I knew made it so much easier for him to get it in.
My ass never gave any indication that it wanted him. My pussy, on the other hand, was always accommodating, trying to suck him right in the minute he presented himself at entrance. My ass, though, stayed clenched, like a pursed pair of lips refusing a bite of something bitter. I could never just receive him, the way I did when he slid inside of my pussy. I had to consciously work at surrendering to the force of his cock.
"Wait," I whispered, feeling the maximum stretch now, the head of him spreading me open, seeking full entrance. It took so much trust for me to let him in the deepest, most secret parts of me. And yet, I wanted it like I'd never wanted anything else. I wanted his cock to probe those unseen depths, to open me beyond where I thought I could ever be opened.
"Ok," I breathed, and he pressed in again, responding to me, my movements, my voice, my noises. We both groaned when he slid his cock head past that tight ring of sphincter muscle, knowing that I'd really given it up now. I was his—now it was just a matter of time.
He slid the length steadily inward, and I marveled at how huge he felt, how that tiny hole stretched to accommodate him. I had knelt in the tub several times these past few weeks, putting my own finger there, feeling its tightness and how different from my pussy it really was, awed by my own ability to open to him.
And I was opening, more and more, as he began to slide in and out, going easy with me. At first the sensation was centered at the place of greatest expansion—that constricted ring of muscle hugging his cock—but as he moved, and things began to loosen up, I became aware of him inside of me, plunging further and further into my depths.
"Ok?" Jack gasped, and I heard the pleasure in his voice.
What was it like to have something so tightly constricted, a band of heated muscle, sliding up and down the length of your cock? The difference in our experience was highlighted again for me in that moment, as I reached for the aching bud of my clit, rubbing it in easy circles. Between Jack's saliva, the KY and my own juices, I was literally soaking wet and my pussy made a sweet, wet noise as I touched myself.
"More," I murmured, giving him my assent. I had learned that I didn't just like my ass fucked—I liked it fucked hard—the harder the better.
He grabbed my hips and thrust himself into my center, making me moan and circle my throbbing clit a little bit faster. When he went deep like this, his cock rubbed some secret place buried deep in me. When he rocked there, it was like scratching some urgent itch I didn't even know I'd had.
"Harder," I gasped, reaching my other hand back for his hip, his thigh, wanting to shove him into me. Sensing my eagerness, he grabbed my ass and began, using all of his weight to drive into me, half-strokes, rubbing against that spot again and again. I didn't know if he knew about it—I had never told him—but he seemed attuned to my responses whenever he fucked me like this.
"Oh god," I moaned, the momentum of our fucking pushing me slowly off the cushion under me. I would have rug burn on my knees for a week. He was driving me forward, slapping into me, using his leverage to push in deeper than I thought possible, grunting with every motion.
"Oh fuck! Don't stop!" I cried, my fingers moving like lightning against my clit, feeling that delicious pressure inside of me building.
"I can't," he replied with a groan, and that made me moan, too, feeling his cock like a steel rod, coring me to a searing hot depth that went far deeper than my own belly. My pussy was quivering, on the verge, but my ass was on fire—a feverish, clutching tunnel of muscle pushing at him even as he drove inward.
"Fuck!" I screamed, not caring about the kids or anyone hearing, lost in the sensation of being filled completely. Jack was sweating and so was I, the wet slap of us together the only persistent sound in the room as he fucked me and fucked me until I was gasping and begging and biting my own arm to keep from screaming any more.
"Oh baby," I moaned, arching my back to urge him in at just the right angle. "Oh god, oh god, oh baby, god!" I'm not a religious person, and I don't know if there is a god, but I think I felt him in that moment, when the sensations in my pussy and my ass met and converged into one humming vibration—and then burst, like a delicious stream, flowing out in a rippling, pulsing gush, like I had become the heartbeat of the world.
Jack growled and swore, too, piercing me to my core with his last thrust. I could feel the swell of him as he came, the endless waves surging along the underside of his cock, right past the tight band of muscle still hugging his shaft, and spilling into my ass, filling my deepest recesses with white hot fluid.
I groaned when he slid his cock out of me, at the tenderness of my flesh, and the aching hole he left when he went. He collapsed beside me on the floor, gasping for breath, looking at me through half-closed eyes. It took him somewhere, too, I thought. I didn't know if it was the same place—but I knew I loved going there.
"I need another bath," I murmured, resting my flushed cheek against my arm as I looked at him.
He smiled. "Yeah, let's get all clean again, so I can lick your little asshole some more."
I flushed, closing my eyes. What was it that I loved so much about being touched there? In the transition from passion to composure, I found myself wondering, curious, and more than a little awed by my own need.
I didn't know what it was.
I realized that could analyze it from now until the end of time, and I still might never know. The only thing that I could really know was... that I wanted it.
I gave Jack a dreamy smile as my ass quivered and I felt his cum slipping down my slit, knowing that I didn't want to think about it anymore.
I just wanted to feel it, stiff and throbbing and filling me, taking me to places I had once only imagined. That was enough. More than enough.
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Molly was always losing things—the car keys she locked in the car that ended up stolen, the ATM card she loaned to an ex-boyfriend, the savings she had invested in the bogus mining stock. It took her years to admit they weren't just accidents, acts of God, the world setting itself against her.
She hadn't admitted it after she lost that first wayward child to a car coming a little too fast down a residential street. She hadn't admitted it after Leslie—the one she had tried to atone for her mistakes with—gone at the age of fifteen for three years before surfacing again with a newborn.
She had spent years believing in bad luck, that these things just happened to her. Now she found herself crying alone in her bed and listening to the sound of her granddaughter in her crib—never crying, this one, just singing to herself, playing with her fingers until someone thought to come get her—and wondering how her own little girl could possibly have made such a mess of her life.
Like mother, like daughter.
She knew the baby was expecting her mother. Leslie was usually up nursing her by now, singing that song, the one Molly had always sung to all of her babies, even the lost one. Molly hummed it to herself, remembering the words, "Hush little baby, don't say a word, Momma's gonna buy you a mockingbird..."
Leslie's words last night crowded into her head. "He loves me—he's the only person who has ever loved me!"
How can she believe that?
She had tried to love Leslie, but she understood more than ever—young mothers often make selfish choices. Going out to bars, meeting men and drinking had all once taken precedence over Molly's own child. She knew that now. It didn't matter that she'd been clean and sober and alone these last eight years. Leslie remembered the mother who slept on the couch until noon and forgot to get her up for school. That was the mother she thought didn't love her.
Molly got up, knowing she would have to call in to work and figure out how to feed this motherless child. Raising a baby by herself at forty-two couldn't be much different than raising one alone at twenty-two.
Looking around, she saw that the room was just a nursery now—Leslie's clothes, the suitcase she had come with three months ago, everything else that belonged to her—all gone. Except the baby.
When Leslie showed up on her doorstep just after Jessica's birth, swearing she wasn't going to stay long, she just didn't have anywhere else, Molly's heart soared. This little girl, now nestled under her chin, was a second chance.
Things seemed perfect then, waking up to a house filled with people-noise again, rushing home from the restaurant with dinner for them in styrofoam containers. She remembered longing all the way home to hold this soft, warm baby, to let Grandma Molly's necklace dangle in front of her tiny outstretched hands, to nuzzle her neck and make her laugh.
Never mind that Leslie spewed hatred at Molly at every turn. Never mind that Leslie swore that this was the last place on earth she wanted to be. Never mind that most nights, Leslie left the baby in her crib to go out on a date, using Molly as a built-in babysitter. Really, she didn't mind.
This was her second chance—a chance to show Leslie that she was loved. Never mind that Leslie rejected her again and again. Instead, Molly just poured as much love as she could into her little granddaughter.
The baby's hunger got the best of her and she began to make small mewling sounds, rooting with her rosebud mouth for a nipple. Molly didn't want to be this baby's mother—she wanted to be Leslie's mother, and she wanted Leslie back, to mother her own baby. Jessica belonged to her mother, just as Leslie would always be hers, wherever she was on this bright summer morning.
Molly headed toward the kitchen to see if there was any stored breast milk in the freezer. Leslie pumped her milk so she could go out on with her friends or on dates. Molly, concerned about the concentrated efforts of the baby in her arms to find food, found a plastic bag with stored milk and removed it with one hand, balancing Jessie on her shoulder with the other.
It was only when she closed the freezer and started for the sink that she saw the note flutter down to the floor. It hadn't been there yesterday, before or after their argument, and when she peered down at it, she saw that it was written in Leslie's large, girlish scrawl.
"Maybe Mommy's coming home soon, Jess," Molly said under her breath, not believing it even as she carefully bent to retrieve the note.
It was from Leslie, and it contained news that she didn't think she could ever come to terms with. She didn't know if Leslie would ever come to terms it, either, even twenty years down the road. Did anyone ever come to terms with the choices they made when they were young? She wondered.
"Poor Jessie," Molly whispered as the baby cried, protesting the plastic nipple.
Molly rocked and rocked, wondering if the world of hurt she lived in would ever end.
*****
Leslie stood under the hot shower, her breasts heavy and aching, a steady stream of thin, whitish milk running down her belly with the water, uselessly circling the drain. Her tears mixed with it, too, as she leaned her forehead on the tile, sobbing for everything she had left behind.
"Les?" It was Ali's voice from behind the bathroom door.
"Coming!" she called, turning off the water.
She heard him getting ready and smiled. The suit she had chosen for him was a deep, charcoal gray, not quite as dark as his eyes. She used a big, white bath towel to dry off, just patting her tender breasts. Wrapping her hair in the towel, she turned and straightened her dress on the hanger.
He wanted her to wear white—and so it was white, a knee-length, satin and lace combination that made her feel dizzy just looking at it. She couldn't believe she was going to stand beside him wearing it.
"Hurry up," he called, knocking on the door again. "I have to use the bathroom, too."
The sight of her long, auburn hair as she whipped off the towel gave her a twinge—her body remembered the soft red fuzz covering her baby's head, and just the thought sent tiny rivulets of milk flowing down over her belly. Leslie bit her lip and stood on the towel, using the hair dryer to drown out the noise in her head.
"I have to go!" The door opened and Ali came in, stepping around her nude form toward the toilet. He was wearing just his boxer-briefs. "Sorry, couldn't wait."
"What time is it?" she asked, turning off the hair dryer and watching him shake off the last few drops.
"We still have a couple hours before we have to be there," he said, edging her out of the way with his hip and washing his hands. He looked at her reflection in the mirror, his eyes on her breasts. "Are you still leaking?"
"I can't help it," she said, putting her palms over her nipples. There was just no stopping the aching flow.
"I'm sorry," he said, putting his arms around her from behind, his hands over hers, cupping her breasts. "We will have so many more children. I promise you."
She nodded, closing her eyes and feeling his body pressing into hers, but she didn't believe it. Jessica was going to be okay—her mother would care for the baby, probably much better than she had ever cared for Leslie, if these last few months were any indication. Certainly better than she could care for Jessie herself.
Besides, Ali was the best thing that had ever happened to her.
"I just—you're sure that your parents couldn't ever accept—?"
"Leslie!" He put his dark head down on her shoulder. "We've been over this a hundred times. They would disown me. It's bad enough that you're not Muslim and we're getting married in a court house!"
"I know." She turned in his arms, putting her head on his chest.
"You know what happened to my brother," he said, rocking gently. "A child out of wedlock, one that didn't even belong to me? My parents would never speak to me again... and who would care for them, then?"
"I know, I know," she whispered, closing her eyes against it.
"I thought you were sure?" he asked, lifting her chin to look at her. "That this is what you wanted?"
"I am." She went up on tiptoe to kiss him. "It is."
This was her sacrifice, and she had agreed to make it for him—for them. For a life, a future together.
"They're so heavy," Ali remarked, his hands moving over her breasts, his eyes bright.
Leslie winced. "I know. I'm afraid I'm going to leak all over my dress, even with nursing pads."
He looked at her, aghast. "Do they hurt?"
She nodded. "It's just because they're so full. I wish I'd thought to bring my pump."
"Maybe I can help?" He was smiling, watching the sticky-sweet milk beading on her fat, pink nipples. He touched one with his thumb, spreading the thin liquid over her areola.
"How?" she asked, shivering at his touch. His hands were magic, and she could never resist them.
"It's not like I haven't done it before," he said with a smile, steering her over to the toilet and sitting her down on the lid.
She smiled, giving him a bemused look. "What are you doing?"
"Helping," he said, kneeling between her bare thighs, he lifted one of her heavy breasts in his hand.
She had started fairly small-chested, but her breasts had grown two sizes when she was pregnant, and yet another size when her milk came in. She hadn't nursed the baby in almost twenty-four hours, and her pale skin was now taut, full to bursting with fluid.
"Oh, god," she whispered when he put his mouth over her nipple, beginning to suck.
She gasped, watching white droplets pooling at the tip her other nipple as he brought her milk to the surface. The tell-tale tingling sensation in her chest told her that she was really beginning to flow. He was swallowing, faster and faster, his eyes on hers.
Putting her hand in his hair, she watched his mouth work against her breast. He was sucking hard, making little groaning noises in his throat. The pressure was subsiding already, and she breathed a sigh of relief.
"That feels so good," she murmured, wiggling on the seat. Her pussy was getting wet, watching his mouth pursed around her nipple.
He lifted his head, licking his lips, and she could see how shiny his mouth was from her milk. She leaned in and kissed him, always startled by how sweet and light the taste was.
"I should do this one, too," he murmured, licking at the fat, pink bud on the other side before latching onto her and beginning to suck. Leslie moaned, reaching for his hand and pressing it between her legs.
He made a sound in his throat, his eyes on hers as he parted her shaved lips with his fingers, finding the tender swell of her clit and rubbing as he continued to suckle at her breast. She could feel her milk flowing full and thick now, a heavy flow that dribbled out of the corners of his mouth. He swallowed and swallowed, and when she looked down, she could see how hard he was through his shorts.
"Yes," she whispered, biting her lip as he nudged her clit with his finger toward its delicious release. Everything felt full to bursting, her swollen pussy, her distended breasts, and she knew that it wouldn't take much more stimulation to bring it all to a shuddering end.
His mouth worked her nipple, sucking hard, swallowing her milk in gulps. She could see his other hand rubbing his cock through his shorts, and the sight pushed her even closer. She could feel him rubbing her clit in fast little circles, her belly beginning to flutter with her impending orgasm, and the added stimulation of him suckling her breasts was too much. "Ali," she whispered. "Make me cum."
He slipped his mouth off her breast, sliding down to her pussy and licking her there while he squeezed each of her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, milking what was left in her breasts.
Moaning, she couldn't hold it back any longer, and she came hard, her pussy quivering against his tongue. Her breasts were leaking down his hands as she came, long rivers of thin, white milk running down her belly, making criss-crossing trails that led all the way down between her legs and disappeared between her wet, swollen pussy lips. He lapped up her juices and her milk, making low, happy grunting noises deep in his throat.
"I want to fuck your tits," he murmured, pressing her heavy breasts between them as he pulled her off the toilet and she wrapped herself around him. Easing them to the floor, he laid her back and he straddled her. She yanked his shorts down, grabbing hold of his cock and squeezing.
He groaned as she began sliding the tip of him through the sticky sheen of milk all over her breasts, pressing them together around his cock. He slid through the wetness, up and down the slick crevice she made between them with her hands.
She wiggled underneath him as his stiff length wedged between the generous, wet flesh of her breasts, rocking on top of her, building a faster and faster friction. He reached down and tweaked her nipples, watching milk still beading there as he fucked her breasts. Moving her hands, he pressed and kneaded her flesh around his cock himself now, working it even faster between.
"You like my milk?" she whispered, watching his eyes—even half-closed they were focused on the swell of her breasts. "You like fucking my tits?"
"Yes," he grunted, making a low noise and thrusting hard. She watched his eyes, taken by the look of pleasure on his face, his cock hot, throbbing steel between her breasts as he began to cum. She reached her tongue out to catch some, thick, hot jets spurting over her breasts, her chin, wave after wave merging with the sticky mess of her own milk.
In the moments afterward, as they cleaned each other up, Leslie knew she loved him more than anything in the world. She had made a decision, and she was going to stick by it. There was nothing that made her feel like he made her feel. She stood at the mirror and brushed her hair as he went out to get dressed, seeing her mother's face, and her daughter's, staring back at her.
"I love him," she whispered into the mirror. "I'm sorry."
Even as she said it, her breasts were tingling and filling again with milk.
*****
"Hush little baby, don't say a word..." Molly propped the baby up over her shoulder, pacing the floor, back and forth. She felt like she was wearing the carpet here, she'd walked the day away in this spot.
She sighed, sitting back down on the sofa and reaching for the bottle. The baby screamed louder when it was pressed to her lips, the cries loud and piercing.
"I'm sorry," Molly whispered, wiping her own tears away. "But this is all there is, Jess."
The baby seemed almost to understand, and she took a few swallows, but then started screaming again, her tiny legs kicking the blanket off her feet.
Molly stood and began pacing again, the only thing that seemed to calm Jessie for a few moments. Back and forth, bouncing as she went, singing the song, "Hush little baby, don't say a word..."
"Momma's gonna buy you a mockingbird..." Leslie's shaky voice from the doorway made Molly whirl in shock. Her daughter was standing there, wearing a long white dress, the front of it wet, soaked right through.
"Leslie?" Molly's eyes were wide, but her heart was beating hard with thanksgiving in her breast. "Are you ok?"
"I am now," Leslie said, reaching for her daughter. Molly handed her over and watched as she sat on the sofa, yanking the dress off her shoulder and exposing her breast. The baby had stopped crying the minute she heard her mother's voice, and now she looked up at her with wide, hungry eyes, her mouth rooting around for the nipple she knew was there.
Leslie sobbed as the baby latched on, and Molly sat beside them both, putting her arm around her daughter and rocking. She didn't know what had happened—she just knew that her baby had come home. Her daughter had made the right choice and, for once, something that she had lost had been found again.
Molly's eyes filled with tears as she sang, "Hush little baby, don't say a word..."



        Babysitting the Baumgartners Ch. 01

        The Baumgartners take babysitter Veronica to Key West.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/babysitting-the-baumgartners-ch-01

Title: Babysitting the Baumgartners Ch. 01

Author: Selena_Kitt

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: The Baumgartners take babysitter Veronica to Key West.

Tags: teasing, sitter, coed, 19-year-old, topless sunbathing, female masturbation, voyeurism, bikini, beach, topless

Series: Babysitting the Baumgartners


I was fifteen when I started babysitting for the Baumgartners. They had two kids. Henry and Janie were four and five that first time I sat in their living room eating pizza with them and watching "Lilo and Stitch" until they both conked out on the floor, their greasy faces smearing their mom's white carpet. 
I loved babysitting for them—Mr. Baumgartner ("Call me Doc, everybody does") usually came home drunk enough to pay me way too much for the night. Mrs. Baumgartner (she never said to call her anything but Mrs. Baumgartner, although I did shorten it to "Mrs. B" over the years) was very pretty and nice and kept really good ice cream (Häagen-Dazs) in the freezer. They had a huge TV, an enormous house, and I became their regular babysitter every Friday night, sometimes Saturdays, too, all through high school. 
They hated it when I started dating. I used to have my little sister, Amy, go babysit when I had somewhere to go. It was actually a tough call for me—a date with Toby Lumetto, or babysitting for the Baumgartners. Amy complained that the kids never behaved for her, but they always did for me. They were great kids. I loved the Baumgartners and they loved me.
That's why they invited me on vacation with them, I think. The winter of the year I graduated high school, the Baumgartners went to Key West. When they came back, Mrs. Baumgartner swore she would never do it again without help. Henry was seven and Janie was eight, and they were "too much of a handful," she said. Just kids, I thought, but I wasn't their parent, I was pretty much their playmate. What did I know?
So the next winter, Mrs. Baumgartner called and asked if I wanted to come with them. All expenses paid, over the Christmas holiday—a free trip to Key West. It took me about five seconds to say, "Yes" to that proposition! My parents hemmed and hawed about it, but I was over eighteen now, and I could pretty much do what I wanted... technically. Finally, I got their blessing, packed my bags, and we were off to the land of sunshine and bikinis!
I had one, of course—a yellow and white suit, fairly respectable, since I was going to be taking the kids to the beach. It had a bikini top, but boy-shorts bottoms. I left the micro-suit at home. I figured Mrs. Baumgartner wouldn't approve. I don't know what she would have said about me wearing one, but boy, was I shocked when she stepped out of the house wearing her own black micro-bikini thong suit!
There was no one to see her, so I guess it was okay. The house was right on the ocean and had a private beach. Mr. Baumgartner said it was a time-share. Henry and Janie wanted to swim a lot, so I spent a lot of time trying to soak up some sun. December in Michigan wasn't exactly tanning weather, and I wanted to come back as sleek and brown as a seal. 
It was on one of those mornings that Mrs. Baumgartner came out and joined me. The kids were making some sort of sand castle (really, it was more of a sand village—it spanned half the beach!) and I was reading a Nora Roberts novel.
"How are you feeling, Veronica?" she asked, laying out a large blanket on the white sand next to my towel. She was the only one who ever called me by my first name. Everyone else called me "Ronnie." 
"Better," I replied, putting my book down and turning over onto my back. We'd ordered pizza the night before and it hadn't agreed with me. I shaded my eyes and looked over at the kids. They were now having a sand fight, throwing shovels of it at each other. I sighed. Someone was gonna start screaming any minute about sand in their eyes or their suit. 
"Henry and Janie, you need to go in the house!" Mrs. Baumgartner called, stretching out on her stomach on the blanket. 
"I can take care of them, Mrs. B," I said. Her bikini was a thong, and her bottom was completely exposed. I looked away. "That's what I'm here for, right?"
The kids had stopped at their mother's warning and were treaded through the sand toward us. They really were great kids. I wished sometimes that my sisters and I got along as well as they did. 
"Why don't you two go in?" Mrs. Baumgartner said as they approached. "There's lunch on the counter, and Daddy hooked up the X-Box."
"Woo hoo!" Henry whooped, kicking up sand as he headed for the doorwall. Janie didn't look as thrilled, but the promise of lunch was enough to lure her into the house.
"You know, watching the kids isn't all you're here for, Veronica," Mrs. Baumgartner said after they went in, turning her face to me and resting her cheek on her folded arms. "Doc and I were just talking last night about how much you've done for us over the years. The kids adore you. You're like part of the family."
I flushed. "Thanks."
"You deserve to have a good vacation here, too." She smiled at me, her eyes creasing at the corners. I wondered how old she was. It was hard for me to judge how old people were—to me, they just seemed either old or young. Mrs. B wasn't really either. "It's the least we can do."
"If I can get a tan, that will be reward enough," I said, grabbing the oil next to my towel and pouring some into my hands. I worked it into my thighs and over my smooth, flat belly. I noticed her watching me. "Do you want some?"
"Sure," she said, taking the bottle from me and sitting up to squeeze a pool of glistening liquid into her palm, rubbing it over her shoulders and arms. 
I slipped my boy short bottoms aside, checking for a tan line. I actually had one, which was thrilling to me, although it wasn't as dark as I wanted it to be.
"You can take it off," Mrs. Baumgartner said and when I looked over at her, she was untying her black bikini top around the neck and spreading oil over her full breasts. I knew I was staring, but I couldn't help it. She was blonde, although I'm not sure that was natural, and her skin was smooth and tawny, even there. Her nipples were brown, vastly different from my light pink ones. 
"Wh—what?" I stammered, still staring. She was smoothing oil over her belly, which was softer and a little more rounded than mine, working it under the strings of her bikini and down into the grooves of her thighs. 
"Your top," she said, massaging oil into her thighs and calves. "So you won't have any tan lines." 
She laid on her back on the blanket, glancing over at me. I must have looked shocked. "No one can see, Veronica. It's a private beach—just us."
"What about the kids?" I asked, looking over my shoulder at the house.
"One word: X-Box." She adjusted herself, opening her thighs a little. I couldn't see a hint of hair under her bikini and wondered at it. Her body was fuller than mine, more rounded and soft. "I won't look. Don't be shy."
Her eyes stayed closed and I hesitated, looking up and down the beach. I pulled my top aside and checked my tan line—I was definitely getting one. Mrs. B's breasts were so large that they kind of sloped off to the side when she laid down. I was a little intimidated—mine were nowhere near as big—but it was the smooth, almost bronze color of her flesh that really convinced me. I wanted a tan without lines, too!
I untied my top and slipped it off, reaching for the oil. Squeezing some into my hands, I laid back and rubbed it into the swell of my breasts. It felt strange to be outside half-naked in full daylight—I hadn't gone topless on a beach since I was Janie's age. My nipples were small, pale pink pebbles on a puffy, rounded areola, and with the stimulation from my hands rubbing the oil in and the gentle breeze blowing in from the ocean, they were quite hard. 
Mrs. B was humming something to herself, but I didn't know the tune. The rhythmic sound of the waves against the shore had me drifting in and out. Far away, I could hear a dog bark. 
The heat of the sun was making me sweat, and I could feel it mixing with the oil and trickling down my sides. It was beading between my breasts. When I snuck a look over at Mrs. B, I noticed the same thing, only it was more pronounced on her already tanned skin. I adjusted myself on the towel, straightening out the edges where they had blown up at the corners. 
Mrs. B shaded her eyes and peered at me with a smile. "Why don't you come over here? There's plenty of room on the blanket, and a lot less sand."
I considered it for a moment, and then stood, hopping from my little towel over to the larger blanket so as not to get too much sand on my feet. Settling down beside her on my back, I could feel the heat from her skin, but we weren't touching. 
"You have lovely breasts," she murmured, and I could feel her shoulder pressing against mine where it hadn't been a moment ago. 
"Th—thanks," I said. I was glad it was so warm to hide my flush. What did you say to someone who said that? "You do, too."
"I wish I still had the body of a nineteen year old," she said with a little laugh. "So firm and tight. There's not a crease or a wrinkle on you, is there?"
Now I was really flushing. "I think you have a beautiful body. When I have two kids, I hope I can still wear a bikini out on the beach. And a micro one, at that..."
She turned her face to mine, smiling at me. "Well, thank you for the compliment." I saw her eyes moving down over my breasts, and I was aware of how hard my nipples were. 
This conversation was making me feel dizzy and very warm. Maybe it was the heat—but I was pretty sure it was the conversation and the fact that I was lying half-naked next to Mrs. Baumgartner with her thigh now pressing against mine. Our flesh was slick and oily together when she shifted, and it sent a gentle pulse to beating between my legs that seemed to be keeping time with the waves on the shoreline. 
"Do you have a micro-bikini?" Mrs. B asked, her eyes closed again now. I was staring over at her body again, at the generous swell of her copper-colored flesh and her big, dark nipples. Hers were hard, too. 
"Yeah," I said. "But I left it at home. I didn't think it would be... appropriate."
"You can borrow one of mine," she said, her thigh sliding along mine as she adjusted on the blanket. "If you want less of a tan line. I brought several."
"Thanks." I watched her breasts rising and falling, glistening in the sun. Her belly was beaded with sweat and oil.
"Do you shave?" she asked. 
"Wh—what?"
"Do you shave?" she repeated, opening one eye to look at me. "I wax, myself. It's much easier and takes care of things for a lot longer down there, if you know what I mean."
"No," I replied, snapping my eyes closed. 
"Oh, to wear a micro, you just have to," she said, half-sitting. She touched my thigh, pulling my bikini bottoms aside a little to reveal the line of my dark pubic hair. "Yep, you'd definitely need to shave. Or, I brought some wax. You could wax it all. I do."
Shocked, I stared at her. I didn't know what I was more surprised by, her revelation or the fact that she pulled my bikini aside to look at my puss! 
"It's actually fun," she said. "Not the waxing part—but having a shaved pussy."
I stared right up at the sun, blinking a few times so it made bright spots in the dark when I closed my eyes. I couldn't believe that Mrs. Baumgartner had just said the word "pussy" in my presence. 
"Doc loves it," she went on, and I felt her hand against my hip, just resting there. "And it's so incredible to walk around that way. You feel so exposed... it's like a constant turn-on."
"Mrs. B..." I started, not even sure what I wanted to say. 
"I'd be happy to help you," she offered. Her fingers were moving over the elastic tops of my bikini bottoms. "It's hard to do a bikini wax on yourself."
I put my arms up over my head, tilting my head back as if someone might be around to overhear this crazy conversation—someone to share my astonishment with.
"You think about it," Mrs. B said, her hand lightly stroking my side. I could feel that gentle throbbing between my thighs, more insistent now. 
"Ok," was all I could say. 
When I had tilted my head back, I had gotten a glimpse of someone on the balcony, high above us. It was Mr. Baumgartner—Doc—sitting outside on one of the white deck chairs, completely naked. His hand was moving up and down between his legs, very fast, and as I watched, thick, white streams of fluid erupted from the tip of his engorged cock and splashed down onto the balcony and the railing. His eyes never left mine.
"Mrs. B," I said, my voice trembling as I sat up. "I'm gonna go cool off, I'll be right back."
I stood, not sure I could stand, but I did, forgetting that I was topless. I walked, a little unsteady, toward the water and waded out into the cool waves, up to my neck. When I looked back, Mr. Baumgartner was gone, but Mrs. B was still watching me, shading her eyes from the sun. 
When she waved, I waved back, feeling that steady, rhythmic pulse between my thighs. The coolness of the water only served to make the heat between my legs more pronounced. I floated on my back, watching the clouds drift, letting the waves rock me and once in a while overtake me. When I finally had the courage to get out, Mrs. B had gone into the house, and the beach was empty again.
-----
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If you enjoyed this, remember to leave some feedback and don't forget to vote!
Also, if you want to get more of me faster when you come to Lit (*grin*) don't forget to add me to your favorites!
Thanks for reading,
XOXO
~*~*Selena*~*~ 
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When I came back in the house, Henry and Janie were fighting over the X-Box controller, remains of lunch (peanut butter and jelly, looked like) still smeared on their faces. The air conditioning was on, and it was very cool compared to outside—I actually got goosebumps within minutes of walking in the door.
"Where's your mom and dad?" I asked.
Janie looked up at me, and Henry took the opportunity to yank the controller from her. "Hey!" she said. "They're upstairs taking a nap. They told us to stay here until you got back in the house."
Henry had started the game, and while Janie was pouting, she was also relenting, getting involved in whatever was happening on the screen.
"Well, what do you guys want to do?" I asked. No answer. Just blank stares at the television. "Ok, looks like X-Box wins. I'm going to go take a shower, ok?"
The both nodded, their mouths partly open as they stared at the screen. Little video game zombies. At eight and nine, they were pretty self-sufficient. I didn't understand why Mrs. Baumgartner had such a hard time with them, really. To me, they seemed like easy kids.
I climbed the stairs and went down the hall toward the bathroom. They had a large Jacuzzi tub (which I was dying to soak in one night!) and a separate shower. I turned on the water, adjusting the temperature, and peeled off my suit, tossing it into the sink. It felt good to soap up and wash the oil and salt water off my body.
I stood under the needling spray for a long time. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Mr. Baumgartner's hand moving, lightning fast, up and down the length of his cock. It gave me a tight, funny feeling in my belly. That throbbing between my legs hadn't quit.
When I slipped the soap between my thighs, rubbing it over the soft, curly hair there, I remembered what Mrs. B said about waxing and flushed. I didn't have that much hair to begin with, just a sparse, dark triangular patch. What would it feel like to be completely smooth there?
I slipped my fingers past my swollen lips, remembering how soft and slick Mrs. B's oiled-up thigh was against mine, how dark and hard her nipples were. My clit was aching at the thought and I touched it, rubbing it slowly under my fingers.
The image that kept coming back to me, though, was Mr. Baumgartner and his cock and his eyes locked on mine as he came. It made me feel embarrassed and excited to think that seeing me and his wife lying together on the beach topless was enough to get him aroused—to get him off. Was he imagining something, or just watching us, or both?
I knew I shouldn't be thinking about it, but I couldn't help it. The more I thought about it, the faster my fingers moved over my clit. Leaning back against the tiles, I rubbed it and rubbed it, the water making my nipples tingle. The images of the afternoon flashed through my mind—Mrs. B's fingers pulling my bikini aside to look at my pubic hair, the swell and shift of her heavy breasts, the way the oil and water pooled on her tanned skin, the way her eyes lingered on my chest and belly and thighs.
Moaning softly, I slipped one finger inside my pussy, rocking against my hand and feeling a low hum building in my lower belly. That steady throb between my legs that had begun outside in the sun was like a fast, heavy drumbeat now keeping fast time with my pounding heart. Was he really watching us that whole time? Could he hear us? How long had he been sitting there, stroking himself?
The sight of his cock, bursting like a spewing geyser over his fist, the pleasure on his face, the way his eyes met mine—oh god, I couldn't stand it. I shuddered and moaned and arched against the tiles as I came, remembering his dark eyes, his pumping hand, his bucking hips and spurting cock.
Flushed from my orgasm and the heat of the shower, I knelt in the tub, turning off the water. I rested my hot cheek against the cool tile for a moment, closing my eyes and feeling the waves of pleasure slowly receding. I felt shy and embarrassed to see him, now, wondering what I would say, what he might say.
When my legs felt steady enough to hold me, I got out of the shower and dried off, wrapping myself in one of the big white bath sheets. My room was across the hall from the bathroom, and the Baumgartner's was the next room over. The kids' rooms were at the other end of the hallway.
As I made my way across the hall, I heard Mrs. B's voice from behind their door: "You want that tight little nineteen-year-old pussy, Doc?"
I stopped, my heart leaping, my breath caught. Oh my god. Were they talking about me? He said something, but it was low, and I couldn't quite make it out. Then she said: "Just wait until I wax it for you. It'll be soft and smooth as a baby's."
Shocked, I reached down between my legs, cupping my pussy as if to protect it, standing there transfixed, listening. I stepped closer to their door, seeing that it wasn't completely closed, trying to hear what they were saying. There wasn't any noise, now.
"Oh god," I heard him groan. "Suck it harder."
My eyes wide, I could feel the pulse returning between my thighs, a slow, steady heat. Was she sucking his cock? I remembered what it looked like in his hand—even from a distance, I could tell that it was big, much bigger than any of the boys I'd ever been with.
"Ahhhh fuck, Carrie!" he moaned. I bit my lip, hearing Mrs. B's first name felt so wrong, somehow. "Take it all, baby!"
All?! My jaw dropped as I tried to imagine it, pressing my hand over my throbbing mound. Mrs. B said something, but I couldn't hear it, and as I leaned toward the door, I bumped it with the towel wrapped around my hair. My hand went to my mouth and I took an involuntary step back as the door edged open just a crack. I turned to go to my room, but I knew that they would hear my door.
"You want to fuck me, baby?" she purred. "God, I'm so wet... did you see her sweet little tits?"
"Fuck, yeah," he murmured. "I wanted to cum all over them."
Hearing his voice, I stepped back toward the door, peering through the crack. The bed was behind the door, at the opposite angle, but there was a large vanity table and mirror against the other wall, and I could see them reflected in it. Mrs. B was completely naked, kneeling over him. I could see her face, her breasts swinging as she took him into her mouth. His cock was standing straight up in the air.
"She's got beautiful tits, doesn't she?" Mrs. B asked, running her tongue up and down the shaft.
"Yeah," he whispered, his hand in her hair, pressing her down onto his cock. "I want to see her little pussy. God, she's so beautiful."
"Do you want to see me eat it?" she asked, moving up onto him, still stroking his cock. "Watch me lick that sweet, shaved cunt?"
I pressed a cool hand to my flushed cheek, but my other hand was rubbing the towel between my legs as I watched them. I had never heard anyone say that word out loud and it shocked and excited me.
"Oh god, yeah," he said, grabbing her tits as they swayed over him. I could see her riding him, and knew he must be inside of her. "I want inside that tight little cunt."
I moved the towel aside and slipped my fingers between my lips. He was talking about me! The thought made my whole body tingle, and my pussy was on fire. Already slick and wet from my orgasm in the shower, my fingers slid easily through my slit.
"I want to fuck her while she eats your pussy," he growled, thrusting up into her. His hands were gripping her hips and her breasts swayed as they rocked together.
My eyes widened at the image he conjured, but Mrs. B moaned, moving faster on top of him.
"Yeah, baby," she said, leaning over him, her breasts dangling in his face. His hands went to them, his mouth sucking at her nipples, making her squeal and slam down against him even harder. "You want her on her hands and knees, her tight little ass in the air?"
He groaned, and I rubbed my clit even faster as he grabbed her and practically threw her off of him onto the bed. She seemed to know what he wanted, because she got onto her hands and knees, and he was fucking her like that, from behind. The sound of them, flesh slapping against flesh, filled the room.
They were facing the mirror, but Mrs. B had her face buried in her arms, her ass lifted high in the air. Doc's eyes were looking down between their legs, like he was watching himself slide in and out of her.
"Fuck!" Mrs. B's voice was muffled. "Oh fuck, Doc, make me cum!"
He grunted and drove into her harder, and I watched her shudder and grab the covers with her fists. He didn't stop, though—his hands grabbed her hips and he worked himself into her over and over. I felt weak-kneed and full of heat, my fingers rubbing my aching clit in fast little circles. Mrs. B's orgasm had almost sent me right over the edge. I was very, very close.
"That tight nineteen-year-old cunt," he grunted, shoving into her. "I want to taste her." He slammed into her again. "Fuck her." And again. "Make her cum." And again. "Make her scream until she can't take anymore."
I leaned my forehead against the doorjamb for support, trying to control how fast my breath was coming, how fast my climax was coming, but I couldn't. I whimpered, watching him fuck her and knowing he was imagining me... me!
"Come here," he said, pulling out and Mrs. B was turning around like she knew what he wanted. "Swallow."
He was kneeling up on the bed as she pumped and sucked at his cock. I saw the first spurt land against her cheek, a thick white rope of cum, and then she covered the head with her mouth and swallowed, making soft mewing noises in her throat. I came then, too, shuddering and shivering against the doorframe, biting my lip to keep from crying out.
When I opened my eyes and came to my senses, Mrs. B was still on her hands and knees, focused between his legs—but Doc was looking right at me, his dark eyes on mine.
My hand flew to my mouth and I stumbled back, fumbling for the doorknob behind me that I knew was there. I finally found it, slipping into my room and shutting the door behind me. I leaned against it, my heart pounding, my pussy dripping, and wondered what I was going to do now.
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I buried my red, flushed face into the coolness of my pillow and decided that I wasn't going to leave my room. I just couldn't face them, after what had happened. When Mrs. B knocked on my door for dinner, I told her I wasn't feeling well again.
"Anything I can get you?" she asked kindly.
I shook my head and called a muffled, "No!" into my pillow.
Downstairs, they were playing games, talking, laughing. I could hear Janie and Henry fighting over the X-Box again, but then Doc turned it off and put in Monty Python, which had them both laughing hysterically. It wasn't something I thought that I would let my eight and nine year old watch, but I wasn't their parent, what did I know? I was just the babysitter.
Some babysitter—hiding up in her room. I just couldn't imagine looking into his eyes, knowing that he had seen me masturbating in their doorway while I watched them have sex. What must he think of me, now?
My face burned at the thought, but the images of them together kept coming back to me, again and again. I couldn't stop remembering how her breasts had swayed when he pounded into her, how she had turned around to swallow his cum, like she couldn't get enough.
I wasn't a virgin, but all of my experiences with boys had been mostly basement or back seat fumblings, quick and mildly pleasurable. I had never heard or seen anything like what Mr. and Mrs. B were doing in their bedroom this afternoon.
I was so lost in my own world that I didn't even bother to get dressed. I just tossed my wet towel on the floor and curled up under the covers. I think I drifted off. The heat of the sun had made me sleepy and a little lethargic.
My dreams were about Doc, seeing him stroking his cock over my breasts, rubbing the fat, bulbous tip over my hard, pink nipples. He kept whispering, "I want to cum all over you, Ronnie. I want to cum all over your sweet little tits."
When I woke up, my pussy was throbbing with the images from my dream, the light had faded to near-dim, and I couldn't hear the kids anymore. Someone was knocking at my door, and I realized that was what must have woken me.
"Come in," I murmured.
It was Mrs. B, and she was carrying a cup of tea that she set next to me on the night table. I could feel her hand in my hair, brushing it away from my eyes.
"How are you feeling?" she asked, sitting on the edge of the bed behind me.
"A little better," I replied, turning my face to her.
"I brought you some tea," she said, and I felt her weight shifting.
"Thanks."
"What hurts?" she asked. "Is it your tummy?"
I nodded, closing my eyes as she traced her fingers over my forehead.
"Here, move over," she said. I stiffened for a moment, feeling her curling herself around me. "Let me rub it. Sometimes it helps."
"Mrs. B," I whispered, but her hand slid over the comforter, massaging my belly through the material.
She smelled sweet, and I knew she must have taken a shower, too, after sunbathing. We'd both been so oiled up and sweaty. Remembering how she looked, rubbing oil into her breasts and then lying topless next to me, made me shiver.
"Better?" she murmured, her mouth close to my ear.
I shook my head. "No."
"Well, here," she said, sliding her hand under the covers. "Maybe like this."
I swallowed hard as Mrs. B's hand slid below my navel, rubbing the taut, flat surface of my belly. She was gentle, tender, rubbing it slow, easy circles.
"Is it your period?" she murmured, her fingers moving a little further down. They were touching the top of my pubic hair now.
"No," I whispered.
She continued to knead my flesh, and I could feel her breath against my cheek. Her arm was brushing across the side of my breast with her motion, making me tingle. She must have known I was completely naked under the covers.
I turned a little toward her, and now my nipple was rubbing against her upper arm as she moved her fingers lower, bit by bit. Her hand was over my pubic bone now. I could feel my breath coming faster and tried to control it. Her breasts were pressed tight against my back, I could feel the generous swell and shift of them when she moved.
"Better yet?" she whispered, kissing my cheek. The light was growing dimmer, and I could barely see her outline now, but I could feel the weight and heat of her behind me.
"A little," I whispered back, shifting on the bed and feeling her fingers dip between my already swollen, wet lips when I did. Gasping, I pulled away from her hand.
"It's ok," she murmured, putting her whole hand over my mound. "This might make you feel better."
I drew a shaky breath. "Mrs. B..."
Her hand just massaged me, covering my lips, her fingers not moving inside. I sighed, closing my eyes. It felt so good I could barely stand it. Her arm moved over my nipple as she worked her hand slowly between my legs. I let out a little moan, squirming under her.
"Mrs. B," I whispered, turning a little more towards her. Her mouth was right there, I could feel her breath on my face. I could smell beer or alcohol, and something sweet that was just the scent of her. "I have to tell you something."
"What is it?" she asked, her palm rocking between my thighs. I gasped, biting my lip to keep from crying out. My pussy was wet and throbbing and aching for some sort of release. She pressed her cheek to mine, and her lips were soft there, inches from my own.
"This afternoon..." I moaned when she started making circles between my legs, moving her hand around and around on my mound and rubbing the flesh of my lips over the sensitive bud of my clit.
"Yes?" she encouraged, moving her hand a little faster.
"Oh, god, Mrs. B," I whispered against her cheek, shivering. "Please."
"What is it, Veronica?"
When I closed my eyes, I saw Doc fucking her, plunging his cock into her from behind. It sent a jolt straight between my legs.
"I saw you," I confessed quickly. "This afternoon, in your room... you and Doc..."
Her hand slowed, and I could feel a thick pulse throbbing under her fingers. "I know, sweetie... it's ok."
I could barely breathe. "You know?"
"Yes." Her lips were pressed against the side of my mouth as she talked, and I could feel their softness, their tender movement against my skin. "Doc told me. He saw you."
"Oh god." I moaned, not sure if it was in embarrassment or pleasure.
"Shhhh." She rubbed her lips over mine, not really a kiss, more just a caress. "It's going to be ok."
Her hand was moving between my legs again. "Mrs. B," I whimpered. "Oh, please."
A knock sounded at the door and we both jumped. I pulled the covers up to my chin and Mrs. B sat up on the bed.
"Come in," I called.
The door opened, spilling light from the hallway. It was Doc, his large frame filling the doorway.
"How're my girls?" he asked, leaning against the door frame.
I blushed. "Ok. I'm feeling a little better. Mrs. B brought me some tea."
He came over and sat on the other side of the bed, putting his hand on my hip. "Glad to hear it. It's no good being sick on vacation. You're here to have fun."
"Yeah," I agreed, feeling his big hand massaging my hip through the blanket. It sent tingles straight into my pelvis where my pussy was still wet and aching from Mrs. B's massage.
"You get some rest," he said, moving his fingers under my chin. "You'll feel better tomorrow."
"Thanks," I murmured, almost sad when he moved his hand and stood.
"Come on, Carrie," he said, holding out his hand. "Let's get to bed and let her rest."
Mrs. B stood, following her husband. "Good night."
"Thank you," I called as they went out, shutting the door.
I breathed a deep sigh, staring up at the ceiling in the darkness. I didn't know what to think, what to feel. I rolled over onto my belly, my pussy burning between my thighs as I hugged my pillow, aching to be touched. I tried to ignore it and sleep, but the more I did, the more restless I became.
I could hear Mr. and Mrs. B laughing and talking in their bedroom. I tossed and turned on the bed, trying to find a cool spot, a comfortable position.
Finally, I got up, deciding to draw a bath. Tonight was as good a night as any to try out that big Jacuzzi tub. I pulled my robe on and found my towel on the floor. It was still damp, so I hung it over the end of the bed, deciding to get a new one from the linen closet.
"That's her pussy, baby," I heard Mrs. B's voice when I peeked out my door. I could see a light on in their room, coming from a crack in the door. "Taste it."
"Oh my god," he murmured, and I closed my eyes, hearing a sucking sound. "You had your fingers in her?"
"Not quite," Mrs. B said. "Almost. I was just... rubbing her ouchie tummy for her."
Doc chuckled. "God, she tastes so good. I want to eat that sweet little cunt."
Flushing, I pressed my hand between my legs, feeling the incredible heat there. I knew they were talking about me.
"Me first, Doc," Mrs. B pouted. "I want to taste her, too."
I closed my eyed, slipping a hand under the soft flap of my robe and dipping a finger between my swollen lips. Shivering when I touched my clit, I let my fingers stay there for a moment, nudging it a little.
"We can share," Doc replied, his voice low.
I heard sucking sounds again and stepped out of my door and a little closer to theirs. Their door was open just a little bit again and I could see them in the mirror. Mrs. B was straddling his belly and he was sucking greedily at her fingers.
Flushing, a heat spreading over my chest, I realized that he was tasting my juices on her fingers. Curious, I lifted my own fingers to my mouth, sucking on them quietly. It was a musky tang that coated my throat when I swallowed. Is that what every woman tasted like? I wondered. Is that what Mrs. B tasted like?
Oh my god, I couldn't believe I was even thinking about it. I backed away from the door, determined to go take my bath and leave them their privacy.
"Do you really think she'll do it?" I heard Doc ask. I stopped, closing my eyes.
"I think so," Mrs. B replied, her voice muffled. I turned back to the door, leaning in to see that she was kneeling between his legs now, his cock moving in and out of her mouth.
Do what? I wondered, watching in fascination as he disappeared between her lips over and over. I found myself aching to feel what his cock felt like in my mouth as she sucked him. His hands were in her hair, pressing her down further and further.
"God, I hope so," he groaned as she came up on his cock, licking around the tip like an ice cream cone. My fingers found their way between my fleshy lips, searching for my aching clit and finding it.
"Now that I've tasted that sweet little puss, I want more," he murmured as she moved up on him.
"You'll have to settle for mine tonight," she purred, straddling his face.
"You're never settling, sweetie," he murmured.
I watched, my eyes wide, as he grabbed her hips and she began to grind, moaning. She rocked and rocked on him, her heavy breasts swaying. Her fingers found her own nipples, rolling them, her head going back, her long blonde hair brushing his chest.
My breath was coming fast, and I lifted my fingers up to my own nipples, squeezing and rolling them like she was. The sensation sent heat through my whole body, making my pussy buzz with delicious warmth. I wished I had three hands as I kept one tweaking my nipple and slid the other back down between my legs.
Oh god, my pussy was so wet! I wanted to cum, hard and fast, but I didn't want to stop watching them. Mrs. B was shaking now, calling his name and saying things I'd never heard anyone say out loud before.
"Yessssss!" she moaned. "Eat my cunt, baby. Oh fuck, don't stop!"
I could hear him, muffled, between her thighs, and I wondered how he could possibly even breathe. His hand was between his own legs, shuttling up and down the length of his cock. I didn't know where to look—her swaying breasts and rocking hips, or his hard, red cock that was starting to get wet at the tip.
"Ohhh god!" she cried. "I'm gonna cum all over your face!"
I bit my lip, easing up on my clit just a little, or I would have cum right then with her as she shuddered and leaned her palms against the wall above her head to catch herself. I noticed Doc squeezing his cock hard, groaning between her legs, and I could hear her wetness, or maybe it was the sound of his mouth on her. Either way, it made me dizzy with lust.
"Oh god," she whispered, shaking as she climbed off of him. "You have the best tongue, Doc."
"Is that all you want me for?" he chuckled, his hand stroking again, lazy. I nudged my clit with my finger, back and forth, as I watched him.
"No," she purred, moving his hand out of the way and stroking him herself. "You have the best cock, too."
"Good enough to eat?"
"Always," she said, moving down and taking him back into her mouth. Her body was in the way, and I couldn't see his cock in the mirror anymore. I stretched on my tiptoes, straining to see past her bottom. It was up in the air, and I could see her lips, completely bare, just like she said they were. They were slick and glistening in the lamplight.
"Yeah, baby," he moaned, and I could see his hand pressing her head down again. She was almost gagging on him, but she didn't seem to mind. "Deeper... come on... you can do it."
I heard her moan, and her ass wiggled back and forth. As I watched, she slipped her hand between her legs and began to massage her smooth lips, round and round, just like she had rubbed me in the bedroom earlier that night.
I opened my robe a little more, bending over to look down between my legs at the dark triangle there. Making my palm flat over it, I began to rub, round and round. The sensation reminded me of her hand moving between my thighs and I leaned against the doorframe, rubbing faster as I watched.
Doc was bucking up into her mouth on the bed, grunting and moaning, louder and louder. I whimpered, easing back on my rubbing a little, wanting it to last forever. I wanted to see him cum again, but from this angle, I knew I couldn't, and from the sounds of it he was going to fill her mouth and make her swallow it again.
Almost like he knew, suddenly he was sitting up, rolling her over onto the bed and spreading her legs apart with his thighs. I could see everything now, the tip of his cock rubbing up and down her slick slit before he slid into her, his hips rocking as he held himself above her.
"Fuck me," she growled, and I saw her hands digging hard into his ass, pulling him deeper into her. "You like that wet cunt squeezed around you, baby?"
He groaned, moving faster, driving deeper, and I felt myself edging near a point of no return. My fingers wouldn't stop moving against the tender bud of my clit, making delicious circles there, and my nipples were hard and poking straight out. I used my other hand to tweak them, first one, then the other.
"Ahhhh god!" he cried, and I saw him thrust even faster, pumping in and out of her now. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Come all over me," she groaned, and as he pulled out, I could see her fingers working her pussy, round and round, just like me. His cock throbbed and twitched, sending huge jets of his cum over her bare, swollen mound. A thick, white cascade of it slipped between her lips and ran down toward the mattress.
I stared at that flood of cum and wondered how it would taste, mixed with all her tangy juices. I trembled all over, feeling my orgasm taking me, shuddering through me with a force that threatened to buckle my knees. Lifting my fingers to my mouth and sucking on them, I moved quickly away from the door, heading for the bathroom.
When I had locked the door and started running the water in the tub, I took off my robe and stood in front of the mirror, wondering what Doc had meant when he said, "Do you think she'll do it?" He had to have meant me. What did he want me to do?
I closed my eyes, remembering how he grabbed her, held her, pressed her, fucked her. It made me flush and my breath came quicker. I met my own eyes in the mirror when I opened them, realizing that whatever "it" was, Mrs. B was probably right. I was going to do it.
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"How'd you sleep, Ronnie?" Doc asked as he came into the kitchen.
He was wearing just a pair of swim trunks, and I noticed how tanned and broad his back was as he bent down to look into the fridge.
"Good," I replied over my cup of coffee.
Janie and Henry were chewing mouthfuls of Cocoa Crispies and Fruity Pebbles, each reading their respective boxes with a measure of concentration I only saw when they stared at the TV. "How about you?"
"Great," he said, shutting the fridge and pouring himself a cup of coffee. He grabbed a banana off the counter. "Hey, you want one of these?"
I stared at the banana in his hand and then met his eyes, swallowing and nodding. "Sure."
He sat next to me at the table, ruffling Henry's hair and tugging at Janie's ponytail as he sat down. They both mumbled some semblance of "Morning Dad," before going back to their cereal trance.
"Where's Mrs. B?" I asked, taking the banana from him and ignoring the tingling feeling I got when his hand brushed mine.
"Getting her suit on," he replied, taking a big bite of his banana and chewing. "We're going for a swim. You kids want to come?"
Henry looked up from his cereal box and then over to Janie. "Ok."
At least I knew they were actually paying attention to the conversation. "Well, I guess that means I'm coming, too."
"You can get some more sun," he said, taking another bite as he watched me peel my banana.
"Yep." I bit the inside of my cheek, avoiding his eyes, but I could feel them on me. I slipped the top of the banana between my lips, licking the tip and glancing at him before taking a small bite. I heard his breath catch and tried not to smile.
"You guys coming swimming?" Mrs. B came into the kitchen in a white bikini, different from the one she had been wearing the day before. This one covered a little more—but not much. I saw Doc's eyes sweep over her.
"Can I wear my Spiderman suit?" Henry asked, putting his bowl in the sink.
"Did you hang it up to dry?" Mrs. B asked, turning to pour herself some coffee. Her suit was a thong, and I could see her round, tanned behind, completely exposed.
"I'll go look," he called, running toward the stairs. Janie put her bowl into his in the sink with a sigh and trudged after him.
"Are you coming, Veronica?" Mrs. B asked, sitting next to her husband in the seat that Henry had vacated.
I nodded, taking another bite of banana, my eyes shifting back over to Doc. He was definitely watching me. I chewed slowly and swallowed, feeling a slow heat spreading through my belly.
"Do you want to borrow one of my suits?" she asked, pouring cream. The white fluid turned the dark liquid a smooth tan—almost the color of her skin. "I noticed yours was still in the sink. I hung it, but I don't think it's dry yet."
"Oh," I said, flushing. "I forgot it. I'm sorry."
"That's ok," she said, glancing over at Doc and giving him a smile. "Come on upstairs, I'll get you one of mine. Will you take the kids out when they're ready, babe?"
Doc leaned back in his chair, putting his hands behind his head. "Will do."
I put my half-eaten banana on the table, following Mrs. B upstairs. I could feel Doc's eyes on us as we left the room, Mrs. B in her micro-bikini and me in my boyshorts and t-shirt.
"What color do you want?" she asked me, tossing suits out of her drawer. I stared at the selection piling up on the bed. She sat on the edge, sifting through them. "Oh, here's a good one. It's adjustable. Don't want you falling out."
She winked at me, holding it up. It was a light orange color, and to me it looked awfully small.
"Let's try it on," she said, tossing it to me. I turned my back, even though I knew she could see me in the mirror, and pulled off my shirt. The cups were large for me, of course—she was probably twice my size in the department—but it tied up top and in back, closing the gap.
"Here," she said, watching me struggle with the ties. "Let me."
Her fingers moved lightly down my shoulder blades, tying the strings in back. I held my long dark hair up and out of her way while she tied the ones around my neck.
"Not bad," she said, cocking her head and looking at me in the mirror. "What do you think?"
I turned a little, staring at my reflection. "I like it."
"Well, let's try the bottoms," she said, holding them up.
I hooked my thumbs in my boyshorts, pulling them down over my slim hips. I could see her watching me in the mirror, looking between my thighs. I took the bikini bottoms from her, balancing on one foot as I stepped into the leg holes, which were just a configuration of strings, really, attached to a small orange patch of material. Her hips were obviously wider than mine, because the ties on the sides needed to be re-tightened.
"Here," she said, seeing me working on one of the knots. "You keep going on that one, I'll see if I can get this one."
Kneeling on the other side of me, she began to try to untie the knot. I did the other side. They were very tight and hard to unfasten.
"Damn thing," she swore, and I saw that her long nails were giving her a problem. Mine were shorter, and even I was having difficulty getting my side undone, although it was coming—slowly.
"Oh hell," she said, leaning forward and grasping the knot in her teeth. I gasped, feeling her mouth against my hip, looking down and watching her pull at the string, jerking her head as she tried to get it loose.
"Got it!" She grinned up at me and laughed. "Sometimes you have to get creative."
I smiled back at her as she tied the string tighter around my hip. I had finally unloosened mine and I did the other side, adjusting the tiny orange triangle between my legs. The back was a thong, just a thin string that ran up between my cheeks.
Mrs. B stayed on her knees, studying the orange material, and she began to pull it, first left, then right, frowning.
"Sweetie, I think we're going to have to do something about this," she said, biting her lip and trying again, this time right, then left. "Look."
She pointed to the mirror and I went to stand in front of it. "You've got just a little too much hair down there to wear it out, don't you think?"
I could see what she had been doing now with all her tugging. There was a line of dark, curly hair that showed on one side or the other of the small stretch of material, no matter how you positioned it. It also showed a fine line of hair along the top edge, although I could pull it up to cover that.
"I guess I can't wear it," I said with a sigh.
"Sure you can," she said, coming up behind me, her hands on my shoulders. She turned me, pushing me gently toward the bedroom door. "Come on, we'll fix it."
She guided me into the bathroom, shutting and locking the door behind us. I could hear the kids downstairs, and Doc's voice above them. Mrs. B took a towel out of the linen closet and spread it on the long counter that connected the twin sinks. There was a large mirror behind it and I glanced at my reflection. I liked the color on me, the way it made my just-starting-to-tan skin look a little more brown somehow.
"Ok, take those off," Mrs. B said, tugging at the string of the bikini bottoms.
I opened my mouth to say something, but I wasn't sure what to say, so I just slid them down over my hips and left them sitting on the rug.
"Hop up," she said, patting the towel with a smile.
"Um... Mrs. B," I said, watching her put a razor and a can of shaving gel on the counter.
She patted the towel again. "Come on," she said. "Don't worry, I've done this hundreds of times—and when Doc does it for me, it's always easier than if I do it myself."
I stared at her, sliding slowly up onto the fluffy white towel. "Doc... shaves you... down there?"
She turned on the water in the sink to my left, both hot and cold, adjusting it. "He used to. Before I started to wax. But we don't really have time to wax you today. We'll just shave you and make it all neat and smooth, ok?"
I just nodded, not knowing what else to say. I could hear the doorwall opening and closing downstairs, and knew that they were going out, and that we were now alone in the house.
"Easiest way to do this is for you to lean back a little and put your feet up on the counter," she instructed.
I flushed. "But..."
Sitting the way I was, or even changing in front of her, I wasn't completely exposed. Doing what she asked would spread everything wide open for her eyes and the thought made me dizzy.
"It's ok," she soothed, putting her hands on my thighs, rubbing them gently up and down. Her hands were soft, her red-tipped fingers long and slender. "We're all girls here, right?"
I nodded, letting her help me as she put my feet up on the edge of the counter, resting on the towel. My back was against the mirror, and it was cold, making me shiver. At least, I thought that's what was making me tremble.
Mrs. B knelt between my legs, and I could see her eyes roaming over me down there. She smiled up at me and reached for the shaving cream. "You have a lovely pussy, Veronica."
I swallowed hard, not knowing what to say to that. "Will it hurt?"
"Not at all," she said, squirting a glob of gel into her hand and spreading it over the hair between my thighs. It developed quickly into a white foamy cream. Her fingers rubbed my mound gently, making me remember how she had rubbed me last night. "It's just like shaving your legs."
She ran the razor under the stream of water before moving it toward my lips. I watched, fascinated, as she started at the top, working her way down toward my slit, rinsing the razor between swipes. She was concentrating on what she was doing and seemed oblivious to the fact that she was touching the most private, secret parts of me.
"Open your legs a little more," she instructed as she started to shave downward, first one side and then the other. Her fingers pushed and prodded at my pussy as she went, sending sweet waves of pleasure through me. Once in a while, her hand or her fingers would nudge my clit, sending a jolt straight up my spine.
The water running down over my skin and onto the towel was warm and I closed my eyes for a moment, hearing the scrape of the razor, the running of the water, and Mrs. B breathing between my legs.
I could feel her breath on my thigh, even over my pussy, as she knelt there and concentrated on the work at hand. When I looked down, I could see all the dark, wiry hair that had been there since I hit puberty was now gone, leaving just a little stubble.
"This part is trickier," she said. "I've got to make it all smooth." Rinsing the blade again and then starting at the bottom, she took the razor against the grain of the hair, working her way back up my lips and over my mound. My pussy was throbbing now, and my nipples were poking out of the orange bikini top, betraying my excitement.
I gasped when she spread me open with her fingers. "Mrs. B!"
"I just have to run the razor along this edge here," she said, pulling one of my lips taut and bringing the blade up just along the inside. "I hate stray hairs, they drive me crazy. Trust me."
She did the other side, her wet fingers rubbing over my clit, not intentionally, but it still send a wave of heat through my belly. I was aching, yearning to be touched, or to touch myself. I knew my lips must be swollen—they felt huge, and so did my clit. I wondered if she could tell how wet I was, even with all the water running down between my legs.
"There!" she announced, cocking her head and looking at her handiwork. "Lovely. You have nice big, puffy inner lips, Veronica. And your clit stands right out. It's very pretty."
I could feel my cheeks burning. "Mrs. B..."
"It's true," she said with a smile, standing and rinsing the razor in the sink. "It's unusual... you should be proud of it."
I didn't know what to say. I put my legs down, closing my thighs. My pussy was wet from the shave, but it was also slick with excitement and when I squeezed my legs together, it made me feel faint.
Things felt very different down there now—vulnerable and exposed. I reached my hand down tentatively and gasped at how incredibly smooth my skin was now.
"Isn't that great?" she asked, her eyes bright. "I love how soft it is. Here, let's get you rinsed off. The fastest way is in the shower."
She had me stand at the back of the tub as she unhooked the showerhead and adjusted the water temperature.
"Is that too hot?" she asked, touching the spray to my feet.
I shook my head. "No."
Mrs. B knelt by the side of the tub, moving the water over my thighs and up to my pussy.
"Open up," she said, looking up at me. "Use your fingers, just spread your lips open."
Feeling the water running over my smooth, exposed labia was one thing, but feeling it spraying directly on my clit made me moan out loud.
"Here, let's try this," Mrs. B said, turning a knob on the shower massage. "That shaving cream can be irritating if it gets left on your skin. Want to make sure we get it all."
The water was pulsing now, and she was aiming it right between my legs. I could barely keep my eyes open, it felt so good. My knees wanted to buckle, but I held my lips open for the hot throb of the water moving back and forth over my clit.
"Mrs. B," I pleaded, my head going back, my eyes closing fully now. The water got closer and closer to my pussy, the throb faster, harder, and I moaned, my head going from side to side. I couldn't stand it—it felt too good.
"Oh god," I whispered, feeling my climax beginning. I saw her watching me, her eyes bright, and felt ashamed to be doing this here in front of her, but I couldn't stop it. I shuddered and bucked my hips and moaned and bit my lip to try to keep from screaming as I came and came, waves of pleasure rolling through my body, undulating my belly and hips toward the hot flow of the water between my legs.
"Good," she murmured, easing the pulse of the water back down my thighs. I could feel her hand brushing over my mound, touching me there, cupping me. It felt so good I thought I would die. "I think we got it all. Ready to get your suit on?"
I whimpered, opening my eyes to her as she shut off the water and grabbed another towel out of the linen closet. Stepping out of the tub, I took it from her, rubbing myself dry, my whole body flushed and filled with the heat of my orgasm. I glanced shyly over at her as she watched me, wondering if she knew, if she could tell?
"Here you go," she said, handing me the orange bikini bottoms. "Let's see how they look now."
I slid them on, smoothing the straps over my hips, and looking into the mirror. There wasn't a wisp of hair to be found peeking around it.
"Thanks." I smiled over at her.
"My pleasure," she replied, folding up the towel on the counter and putting it in the sink. "Ready for that swim?"
"In a minute," I said, looking down at the floor. "I have to pee. I'll meet you out there."
"Okay," she agreed, turning and opening the door.
I collapsed onto the toilet seat when she went out, panting and flushed. I couldn't believe what had just happened, and yet Mrs. B acted like it was nothing at all. I cupped the triangle of orange material between my legs, feeling the gentle throb there still. My pussy felt different, new somehow—and so did I.
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They were all playing in the surf when I stepped outside into a wall of heat. It actually smelled and tasted like rain, although there wasn't a cloud in the sky. The humidity was like that down here, I'd discovered, and it seemed to force beads of sweat to the surface of my skin the minute I walked out of the air-conditioning.
Mrs. B saw me and waved, and I waved back. The white hot sand was burning my feet, and I noticed how different everything felt between my legs now that I was shaved. I could feel my lips rubbing together as I walked, almost as if they were constantly massaging my clit.
Janie and Henry were taking turns being tossed into the rolling waves by Doc, squealing and screeching as he hurled them out into the water. His arms were strong ropes of muscle I noticed, working hard as he hefted them around. They weren't lightweights anymore. They would come up sputtering and laughing, although it looked dangerous to me, but what did I know?
I was grateful when my feet greeted the wet sand and then the water's edge. Mrs. B looked over at me, shading her eyes against the sun. Her long blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail and I remembered that I didn't bring one.
"Hey, that's your bathing suit, Mom!" Janie called, wiping salt water out of her eyes.
"Yep," Mrs. B agreed as I began to wade out. "Veronica's borrowing it."
I saw Mr. B's gaze moving over me, lingering between my legs. It tingled there, as if his eyes were actually touching me. "Looks great, Ronnie."
"Thanks," I murmured, wading a little further out, wanting to bury myself in the water even though part of me liked the way he looked at me. I had to go by him to sink further in, and I swear I could feel his eyes on my back, and I was all too aware that except for two sets of string, I looked naked from behind.
I sank to my knees, pushing off the sandy bottom and skimming forward into the cool water. I went under for a moment to get my hair wet, slicking it back from my face as I came up near Mrs. B where I could stand and the water came up to my shoulders.
"Let's play Marco Polo!" Henry exclaimed, watching his father toss his sister into the water. She squealed and then held her nose, scrunching her face up as she went under.
"Yeah!" Janie burst up a moment later, obviously having heard her brother's remark before she went down. She was rubbing water out of her eyes. "We have enough people, let's play Marco Polo!"
"You're it, then, Henry," I called.
He closed his eyes and started counting to ten. We all moved away from him. Janie brushed past me, giggling, her wet blonde ponytail hanging to the middle of her back.
"Marco!" he called, doing a blind-man walk forward, his hands out in front of him.
There was a chorus of "Polo's" from all of us, and he struggled forward toward the voices. He was closest to me, his fingertips reaching out, and I tried to move back, but Janie was clutching my hips and giggling as she hid behind me, making it impossible.
"I got you!" Henry cried, opening his eyes when his fingers brushed my arm.
"That was a short one," Mrs. B remarked with a laugh.
"Janie's fault," I grumbled, turning and sticking my tongue out at her. "I'm coming for you, little girl, you better watch it!"
She squealed and moved away from me toward her mother as I closed my eyes and started to count to 10. I realized that it was going to be a lot harder to play this in the ocean with the sound of the waves crashing in on the shore then it would in the glass surface of a pool.
I was already reaching my hands out and straining to hear something as I counted. There was Janie, giggling, to my left. I turned toward the sound, rushing forward, trying to catch her, but came up empty.
"Ten... Marco!" I called, and I heard them all say "Polo!" Janie and her mom were to my left and so was Doc, but Henry was somewhere off to my right. Playing the odds, I lunged left and heard Janie squeal and the splashing of water as she swam away.
"Marco!" I said, taking a few more steps forward. Janie responded off to my right now, and so did Henry. Mrs. B was somewhere behind me, but I didn't hear Doc at all. I realized he must have been under water when I called.
"Marco!" I said again, hearing the same responses, except this time Doc's "Polo" was right in front of me, his voice low.
I reached a hand forward in the water and felt the smooth, hard planes of his belly just above the elastic band of his suit.
Gasping, I opened my eyes and saw him standing there, looking at me and smiling.
"Got me," he said with a wink, his voice still low.
"Daddy, you're it!" Janie called, jumping up and down in the water.
We all moved away from him as he started counting. Janie was still hiding behind her mother, and Henry was moving more toward shore. When Doc called "Marco!" I was still the closest one, and he followed my voice.
I went under for a moment, kicking hard and swimming the opposite direction past him. I heard him say a muffled "Marco!" again, but I kept swimming. Gasping as I came up, I heard him say it again and I had to answer. He was inches away from Janie and Mrs. B, but when I said "Polo," he turned toward the sound of my voice.
I could look at him without him seeing me as he walked toward me, his dark, wet hair curling, the tanned skin of his chest and belly and arms beaded with water. I realized that if I could watch him, unnoticed, then he could have been watching me, too. That thought made my breath catch. He was getting closer and closer, edging his way, and his body blocked out the sight of Mrs. B and Janie behind him.
"Marco!" he called.
"Polo," I whispered.
His head turned toward me and he grinned, lunging at me just as I pushed off from the bottom, trying to swim away. We both went under for a moment, and he had me by my thigh, gripping his way up to my hips, his big body twisting against mine under the water. For a moment I was beneath him, in his arms, pressed against him and could feel something hard against my leg. I didn't realize, until his fingers brushed over my breast, sending shivers through me, what it was.
I came up gasping and so did he. We were out deeper now, and I had to stand on my tiptoes to stay up. He was under the water to his shoulders, his face inches from mine.
"You got me," I whispered, licking my lips and sliding my thigh against his.
His eyes widened and then I felt his fingers gripping my hips, his knee sliding up the inside of my thighs, dangerously high, until I heard Henry calling, "Ronnie's IT!"
I smiled as I turned away from him and started swimming back. He followed. We played a few more rounds, but then the kids got bored and wanted to go work on their "sand village."
We three "adults" spread out a couple blankets and laid out in the sun. Mrs. B was next to me and Doc had his own blanket on the other side of her. I was looking over at Mrs. B. She was on her back, her arm thrown over her eyes. I couldn't help watching her breasts rise and fall with her breath, full and fleshy under the white bikini top. I was remembering what she looked like lying there topless.
Doc was up on his elbow, facing me, and when I met his eyes, he smiled. I could feel him looking at me, almost like a heat. I stretched, arching my back, and saw his eyes widen and then darken, his smile fading as he watched me roll to my side and then over onto my belly, adjusting my straps.
My skin and hair were still wet from the swim, and the heat of the sun felt good. I opened my legs a little bit, lifting my hips, knowing that my bare ass was sticking up in the air as I did. I was watching him watch me through half-closed eyes, a lazy smile on my face. I couldn't help glancing down at his crotch, and I could see that he was hard. I licked my lips, remembering the length of him, how his hand moved up and down the shaft.
My now-bare pussy was tingling with feeling, and I wished I was alone so I could touch it. I fantasized about his hand there, those big fingers spreading me open. I glanced down at his suit again, and saw him shifting, moving things around there, and wondered what it would feel like in my hand, my mouth, inside of me. My pussy ached at the thought.
I was totally lost in my fantasy when a stream of cold water splashed over my back, making me scream and kneel up. Henry was laughing and running, trailing a blue bucket behind him.
"Ooooo you're going to get it!" I cried, standing up and taking off after him.
I caught up with him at the shoreline, grabbing his swimming trunks. He was squealing and apologizing, and laughing, still. I tackled him, straddling and tickling him. He howled, twisting.
"Stop, stop! I'm sorry!" he begged, gasping. Janie was watching, grinning.
"Henry, you shouldn't have done that." Doc was standing behind me and I shaded my eyes as I looked up at him. He was grinning, too. "As irresistible as the target may have seemed."
"Very funny," I remarked, standing up.
Henry was still giggling as he stood, too.
"Hop on pop!" he cried, tackling his father.
Doc groaned, catching him with one arm. Janie squealed, running towards him, and he braced himself for her, mock-falling back onto the sand when she hit him in the chest.
He laid sprawled in the sand while the kids crawled over him, trying to tickle him.
"You know I'm not ticklish," he said, looking up at me as I walked by. "But I bet Ronnie is."
"Hey!" He had hold of my ankle and I gasped, trying to shake him loose. "Oh, no, you don't!"
"Hop on babysitter!" Doc called, and the kids screeched, jumping up to tackle me. I couldn't get away with the hold he had on my ankle, and I tumbled to the sand as Henry and Janie tickled my ribs, making me laugh.
"Stop!" I gasped, rolling away from them, but Doc still had my ankle, and now his other hand was on my calf, moving up.
"I'll hold her," Doc said, grabbing my hip and using it as leverage to roll me onto my back. I was helpless, laughing as Henry and Janie dug their little fingers into my ribs. "You tickle her."
My eyes widened as Doc climbed on top of me, straddling me. He grabbed my arms, pinning them above my head. My eyes met his, shocked and excited, and he saw it, putting his mouth next to my ear, the heat of his breath making me tremble.
"Got you," he whispered, moving his hips just a little, letting me feel how hard he was, the length of him pressed right there between my lips. My clit felt like it was pulsing against the head of his cock.
"Stop, stop, stop!" I begged as the kids' fingers found their way under my arms, making me twist and squeal underneath him. I couldn't stop laughing, and still the feel of his erection between my legs made my pussy throb and my head pound.
"Ok, ok," he said, sitting up a little, looking into my eyes. "I think the babysitter's had enough."
I shook my head and mouthed the word, "No," and met Doc's eyes, moving my hips up just a little bit with the tiniest, almost imperceptible rock. He pressed into me, squeezing my wrists before letting me go.
Henry took his father at his word and tackled Janie then, trying to tickle her, and they rolled and kicked in the sand. Doc moved off me and headed for the water, and I knew why—because he was hard as a rock. That thought left my breathless.
I stood, brushing sand off of me. Henry got bored and went back to digging a "moat" around his "castle." Janie joined him after a breathless minute.
"Carrie!" Doc called, waving toward shore. I saw Mrs. B sit up, shading her eyes. "Come swim with me!"
I was still wiping sand off my arms while I watched her wade into the water, swimming out to where he was standing. He grabbed her, twirling her around, making her squeal, and I watched them, feeling something hard and tight in the pit of my stomach.
I went and got one of the floats from the side of the house, climbing onto it and paddling through the waves. I laid on my belly, letting the water rock me up and down as I watched them playing together. They were a good ways off from me, splashing and laughing.
I closed my eyes and drifted, spreading my thighs and letting my feet dangle in the water, hugging the float to my body. The water was rocking me a little closer, close enough that I could hear them.
"No one will know," Doc said, and I opened one eye, seeing Mrs. B with her arms around his neck. They were shoulder-deep in the water. "Please, baby."
"Doc," she admonished, glancing toward shore, and then over at me. I made my eyes into slits, hoping to look as if I were sleeping. I knew what he wanted, because I wanted it, too. My pussy was aching, my clit a little humming swell between my thighs.
I saw his thumbs moving over her nipples through her white bikini top, making her gasp. He kept that up as he kissed her. I was close enough now that I could see his tongue slipping into her mouth. I licked my lips, swallowing hard, the heat of the sun on my back nothing compared to the fire burning between my legs.
I saw Mrs. B glance over at the kids and then back at me. "What about Veronica?"
"She's not paying attention," Doc replied, glancing over at me, too. "Please, Carrie. God, I can't stand it."
Mrs. B's hand was moving under the water, and I realized that she must have his cock in her hand. That thought made my clit beg to be touched, and I slipped a hand slowly underneath me, edging under the tiny triangle of my suit.
"That's it, baby," Doc moaned, and I saw him bucking against her. "God, I want to fuck you."
My fingers eased between my swollen lips, rubbing at my clit as I watched her straddle him, wrapping her legs around his waist. I couldn't see anything with the water rushing around them, but I knew he was sliding his cock up inside of her from the way their eyes closed, the way they moved together, a little different rhythm from the waves that were rocking me up and down on the float.
She was wrapped around him, biting his shoulder, digging her nails into his back. He turned with her in his arms, so her back was to me, and I could see his face, his eyes closed as he fucked her. My clit was asking to be rubbed harder, faster, and I did, I couldn't help it. I was watching them openly now, working my hand under my tummy, between my legs, feeling that familiar tug and swelling in my belly.
"I'm gonna cum," he groaned, pulling her hard into him, and I came, too, quivering and gasping, trying not to make any noise at all as a white, pulsing heat seemed to fill my body. I imagined his cum shooting up inside of me, the feel of his cock throbbing as he came, and when I opened my eyes I saw him looking at me. He was kissing Mrs. B's shoulder, her neck, but his eyes were on mine and he was smiling.
"Thank you, baby," he murmured, nuzzling her. I bit my lip, shivering, sliding my hand out from between my legs, making sure he saw me. His eyes widened as I lifted my fingers to my mouth, sucking and licking them as he watched.
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When Jack said, "We're taking a vacation," I just stared at him like he had three heads. Vacation? What was that? We hadn't taken time off or gone anywhere alone since before the kids were born. Who would take care of the house, the dog, the kids, water the plants, how would we get time off work?
"Tomorrow," Jack said, hiding a grin behind his coffee mug.
I turned from the dishwasher, standing there dripping water from a plate onto the floor, open-mouthed.
"It's all arranged," he said. "We're not going far. Friday through Sunday, so we don't have to take time off work."
"The kids—" I started, but he shook his head, really grinning now.
"All handled, I told you," he said. His eyes were shining. "All you need to do is pack."
I put the plate in the dishwasher, grabbing a towel to wipe up the floor, absorbing everything he had said. It wasn't like Jack to be spontaneous or cryptic. I was both excited and anxious, and when I looked up from the floor, he was still grinning.
"What kind of weather do I pack for?" I asked faintly.
Standing, he stretched and winked at me. "If I were you, I'd pack a lot of underwear."
I could feel a heat creeping through my chest as his dark eyes met mine and I fully understood his meaning.
He turned to go out to the living room and said over his shoulder, "Oh, there's a little present for you upstairs on the bed."
It was in a huge round black velvet-covered box—almost like a hat box—except what I found inside wasn't hats. There were four different panty and bra sets—black, red, white and pink. There were also thigh highs to match, including a pair of black fishnets that caught my eye and made my breath catch. So this is what he meant by underwear. There was also a pair of black, four inch high heels.
The real surprise was at the bottom of the box—a clear gel-like rabbit vibrator, a glass/latex butt plug, and five tubes of K-Y. Five! I sat on the bed, pressing my hands to my cheeks to cool them. My pussy twinged and my ass clenched. Now I knew why it didn't matter where we were going, or that we weren't going far. We were obviously not going to leave the room very much!
--------
I didn't carry the velvet hatbox into the hotel. I packed everything into my rolling bag, including the new toys and the KY. (I was careful to seal those in two Ziploc bags, just in case!) I was wearing an outfit that Jack had requested before we left, a white t-shirt and a black skirt that didn't quite come my knees—no bra, no stockings and no panties.
Rolling my bag behind me, I felt completely naked, my four inch heels clicking on the tile as we paused to check in. I felt a little like Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman, minus the blonde Cleopatra wig, as I followed Jack in his suit up to the counter. I couldn't count the looks I'd gotten on the way in, and it was only about seventy feet from the valet to the desk.
"Here you are, Mr. Thompson." The young clerk handed Jack two pass cards. His eyes were on my chest, and I knew my nipples were hard after coming in from the heat into the air conditioning. "I hope you and your lovely wife have a nice stay."
I smiled, flushing. "Thanks."
Jack slipped his arm around my waist, steering me toward the elevators. Upstairs, he told me to go into the bathroom and change.
"What color?" I asked with a smile rolling my bag behind me.
He sat on the bed, contemplating. "Come here." He crooked his finger at me.
I walked over to the bed, still getting used to the height of the heels, and stopped in front of him. Pulling me between his thighs, his hands ran up the smooth, bare skin of my legs, under my skirt, squeezing my ass.
"Ready for your vacation?" he murmured, resting his chin on my belly and looking up at me.
"I'm not sure," I replied, biting my lip. "I still don't know what you have in mind."
He smiled. "I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk out that door. They'll have to bring in an ambulance with an IV just to re-hydrate you."
"Really?" I gasped, feeling his fingers working between my pussy lips, seeking the moist heat there.
"But I'm not just going to fuck this pretty little cunt," he murmured, slipping his fingers inside and forcing my thighs a little further apart. I gasped and wiggled, feeling speared on his hand between my legs. Then, he moved his fingers, dragging the wetness with him through the crack of my ass.
"I'm going to fuck this hot, tight little asshole," he growled, searching for and finding that soft, humid crease, sliding one finger into my ass, making me moan. "We're going to use every bottle of KY that we brought and have to go buy more."
"Are you ready for that?" His finger moved in and out of my ass, up to the first knuckle, his eyes on mine. I nodded, gasping, clenching my ass and squeezing his finger.
"Yes," I moaned, spreading my legs as wide as my skirt would allow.
"Good," he said with a grin and I groaned when he slid his finger out. "Go get changed. Black bra, white panties, black fishnets, and the shoes."
I stumbled back, catching myself on one of the dressers and grabbing the handle of my bag, rolling it with me into the bathroom. My hands trembled as I pulled out the clothes he requested, wondering at it. The panties were just white cotton with a lace edging and a little satin bow on the front. The bra, however, was a black lace thing that just screamed "whore."
It seemed a strange combination, but I put it all on, glancing at myself in the mirror over the sink. It was a three-way thing, and I could see myself from every angle as I turned, red curls falling around my flushed cheeks as I made my adjustments.
When I came out of the bedroom, he was naked on the bed, a few pillows tucked behind his head. His eyes lit up when he saw me and he let out a low whistle.
"Where's the KY?" he asked.
I smiled, bringing the bag out from behind my back. I was more than ready. I tossed it toward him and he caught it, opening the Ziploc bags and fishing out the tubes.
He threw one back at me. "For the bathroom. Leave it on the counter."
I walked back to the bathroom, still just a little unsteady in the heels, peeking around the corner to put the KY next to the sink. When I turned back, Jack was pacing, tossing pillows around the room. He threw a bottle of KY next to the two pillows on the floor, one on each side of the bed. He put one on each night table.
"What are you doing?" I asked, putting my hands on my hips and cocking my head at him.
"Tactical maneuvers," he murmured, looking over at me with a grin. "Reinforcing my supply lines."
I laughed, shaking my head. He sat on the bed, crooking his finger at me again, and with a sense of deja-vu, I came to stand between his thighs. His hands moved over my hips in the white cotton panties and then slid up to my breasts in the black lace bra, pushing my flesh up until it threatened to spill over the top.
"Angel and slut," he said, his breath hot against my belly as he kissed me there, and I finally understood his choice in garments. His thumbs rolled over my nipples through the lace and I sighed, arching my back toward him. He licked them through the fabric, making fat circles around and around.
Slipping my hand through his hair, I pulled him closer, moving forward and sitting on his leg, rubbing my pussy over his thigh. I'd been wearing the panties less than five minutes and they were already damp. His cock was hard, brushing against the lace top of my thigh high as I ground my hips against him—the heat of it was incredible.
I reached down and tugged on his shaft, rubbing my thumb over the tip, making him groan against my breasts with his face buried there. Slowly, I slid down his thigh, kneeling between his legs and looking up at him. His cock was pointing straight at my mouth, as if it knew just what it wanted, and I reached my tongue out for it, licking all around the tip, making it wet.
Jack made a happy noise in his throat, looking down to see himself disappearing into my mouth. I loved sucking his cock, and I knew just what he liked, teasing and licking and even nibbling at first, just at the tip, until he started leaking pre-cum. Then I opened my mouth wide, taking him in as far as I could go, usually about halfway at first, working him deeper and deeper with every pass.
I put my hands behind my back as I sucked him, crossing my arms at the wrists. It was my version of "see, no hands!" and he loved it, grabbing my hair, growling and thrusting, using my mouth and throat for his pleasure. There were times when I could, and did, do this for hours, in various positions, bringing him to a near-boiling point again and again, only to back off for a while, licking his thighs, his balls, his belly, and then starting all over.
Today, though, he clearly had other things in mind, because he grabbed my hair, pulling my lips off his cock. It made a wet pop when it came out of my mouth, and I reached for it with my tongue, whimpering, still wanting that thick thrust in my throat.
"Hungry little slut," he murmured with a smile, taking his cock and rubbing it over my eager lips and tongue. "Is your pussy hungry, too?"
I moaned, nodding, touching the crotch of my panties. They weren't damp anymore—they were soaked.
"I know what else is hungry," he murmured, pulling me to standing. Still wearing the heels, I wavered a little as he stood, turning me and pushing me face forward onto the bed. He spread my thighs wider and then I could feel his hands on my ass, running over the white cotton panties, squeezing the firm, rounded globes of my cheeks.
"You've got a hungry little asshole, don't you, baby?" he whispered, and I moaned when he used his palms to spread my cheeks wide, the panties slipping between the crack. There was something so wicked about it. The shock of it was part of what made it so appealing.
"Oh, god!" I cried, feeling his mouth between my ass cheeks, through my panties, nosing and rutting and growling as he buried his face there. His chin dug into the crotch of my panties, rubbing against my pussy, and I could feel his tongue lapping, making the already wet material even wetter, working over the delicate, grooved skin of my asshole.
"Up," he said, pulling on my hips until I was on my knees, my face buried in my arms. I still wasn't quite used to feeling his tongue against the sensitive flesh of my ass, and I found myself caught somewhere between shame and pleasure.
He tugged my panties down to my knees, his fingers moving through the soft, wiry red hair of my pussy, parting my lips. They were swollen open as if they were aching to be parted. My clit was hiding, pulled up high under its fleshy hood like it always did when I was very excited, as if it wanted to be teased out.
Jack found it, moving his fingers in soft, slow circles around, and I could feel his breath on my thigh and my ass. I rocked back against him, down on my forearms on the bed, my breasts swaying and my nipples grazing the bedspread. He teased my clit for a while, feathering kisses over my bottom until I was moaning and trembling under his hands.
"Ready for your vacation?" Jack murmured, kneeling up between my legs. He slid his cock between my lips, up and down, working the fat head through my flesh. I gasped when he shoved into me, my pussy opening easily, slippery wet, sucking him in.
He pumped into me a few times, his hands on my hips, moaning when I squeezed my muscles around the thick length of him.
"Gonna take you far, far away," he breathed, slipping his cock out and using it to slap my asshole. I jumped, whimpering, and he did it again, a hard, flat sound, the head of his cock thwapping against that little wrinkled opening.
"Yes," I whispered, my body responding, Pavlovian, when I heard the sound of the KY tube snapping open. There was the slick sound of him pumping it over his cock, and then a cold daub between my cheeks. His fingers rubbed it over the furrowed skin there, round and round, but didn't slip inside.
"Can you take me?" he asked, pressing the head of his cock against my flexed, puckered hole. I could feel my body tense. He had never tried to slide into me without easing the way at least a little first, with a finger or two or three.
"I don't know," I said, my face still buried in my arms.
He used his fingers to press the spongy head of his cock into the tight, closed aperture of my ass. I took a deep breath, realizing that I'd been holding it, knowing he would never get in if I didn't relax.
"Jack," I moaned, my toes curling and my fists clenching as he pushed a little deeper into the grooved passageway, the head of his cock meeting that snug band of muscle inside. I could feel it burning a little as it stretched taut and I bit my arm, closing my eyes tight.
"You can do it," he murmured, his hands stroking my ass, a tender caress.
He was demanding entrance, a thick steel heat throbbing as he nudged his way through that slowly relenting orifice. The winking eye of my asshole was stretched wide around his cock, and I realized that I was taking him in, surrendering to the strain and force and weight of him as he pushed, inch by inch, into the dimpled cavity of my ass.
"There it is," he murmured as we both felt my asshole concede, submitting to him with a slick "pop," that hot band of muscle snug around his shaft now. I had acquiesced, waved the white flag—I was his.
But that was only the beginning. It was a long way from tip to base, the journey of a lifetime, inch by inch, step by step, and I moaned and writhed the whole way as he pushed his thick length deeper and deeper into me, seeking the darkest, most intimate parts of me as he did. And I gave them to him, bit by humbling bit, my skin stretched to screaming while my body ached to be filled.
When he was in, balls-deep and trembling, his fingers gripping my hips, I sighed as if he had just revealed something, a long-kept secret, and knew that now, I could fly. That's what it felt like when he began, my ass still pushing at him to "go!" even with the slick and slippery way we had made. It was against everything, it shouldn't have been possible, and yet it was. I could fly.
He started fucking me, pulling me back onto him while he pushed in, finding more room to move. I moaned when he changed angles, thrusting up for a while, and then in deep. He pressed my hips to the bed, my ass cradling him as he laid his full weight on me and thrust, leaving me breathless and trembling.
"Come here," he said, sliding his cock out of my ass. I groaned, looking back at him in panic. I had never had him out of me and then back in again. Could I take him? He slid my hips back and back, until my knees were at the edge of the bed. He gave me a pillow to hold onto, and I did, as I heard the cap to the KY again, just in case.
He was standing behind me, his cock poised and throbbing against my now gaping asshole. I could feel how open it was for him, how he had made it yield. He slid back in without any effort, seeking a core depth that I didn't think was possible. He had more leverage now, standing behind me, and he drove into me hard, my body rocking with the shock of the motion.
"Oh god," I cried, wiggling my hand between my legs, finding my sopping pussy, my throbbing clit. He was a force of nature, the impact of his hips jolting me alive, sending hot tingling sparks up my spine. I could feel everything—the way my asshole flexed and pushed at him, the fat swell of his cock as he fucked me, the bruising grip on my hips, the slow, spiral upward that was my climax.
I felt myself floating toward it, nearing an edge that I knew I was going to sail over. He was grunting and thrusting into me, using his cock to impale me deeper, harder, the tip of him so lost in that dark tunnel that I didn't know where we began or ended. I was whimpering, moaning, thrashing, rubbing my clit, making fast circles against my flesh.
"Jack!" I cried as he dug even deeper—fuck!—spearing me, driving me forward a little on the bed. I lost one of my shoes and it dropped to the floor with a thud as he sent me forward again, again, pulling me back with his hands on my hips, taking me and fucking me until I couldn't see straight, think straight—I was just his, lost in the sensation of us.
"Now we're getting there," he growled, giving me long, full strokes now, tip to tail, grunting with every one.
"There," I moaned, my fingers finding the secret code, unlocking the sweet release that lay buried somewhere under the little bud of flesh between my thighs. "I'm there, oh Jack, I'm there!"
And I was, twisting and moaning at my peak, soaring off the edge and riding the swells as I came. My pussy contracted, that tight, fast flutter, but my ass pushed at him, "out, out!" and he groaned when that taut band of muscle ringed the head of his cock. He was there, too, and I could feel him rolling with it, his hips bucking forward with the surge, white hot bursts deep into my belly, like flashing images in my mind, again and again.
When he eased himself out of me, I collapsed onto my belly on the bed, my white cotton panties around my knees, still wearing everything but the shoes. Jack climbed over me, sliding up next to me with a groan.
"Where are we?" I murmured, turning so that I could snuggle up against him.
He smiled, his eyes still closed. "Does it matter?"
I touched my trembling palm to his and realized that it didn't matter at all.
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I tend to kill plants. I don't do it on purpose, but they just seem to die when I'm in charge of taking care of them. The only plant that survived in my care for a significant amount of time was a shamrock that I took home from my wedding. It was an incredibly hearty plant—it would have to be to endure my "care!" I was married on St. Patrick's Day in 1990, and it seemed appropriate to have shamrocks as centerpieces on the tables. I kept one, and amazingly enough, it lived!
This little plant managed to survive the many hardships it was put though, from temperatures that were too much to bear (it was drooping miserably before I realized I was keeping it on a table right over a heat register) from temperatures that were near sub-zero (it was left near a window that I left open a crack in the winter, and the poor thing actually had frost on its leaves). I would go away on vacation and forget to get someone to water it. I would not be on vacation, and still forget to water it for weeks at a time. There were times when it was reduced to one tiny stalk. There were also times when it blossomed beautifully and seemed too large for the pot it was planted it.
Over the course of my eight year marriage, I began to think of that little plant as symbolic of our relationship. We had been through so many similar ups and downs, enduring our own heat waves and ice ages and long periods of drought. There were times when we, too, seemed barely alive, and times that were abundant when we bloomed wide open.
When the shamrock began to die, my marriage began to crumble. We had moved into a new house, and no matter what room I put it in, no matter how much or how little water I gave it, the plant continued to wither. It was sick, as if something was eating it from the inside out. The shamrock tried to adjust to its new environment, but just couldn't manage it. Neither could my marriage.
They both died a surprisingly quiet death that year. I was inordinately sad when our shamrock died. I didn't understand that loss at the time, but later that year, as my marriage slowly slipped through the cracks, I understood my sadness at the death of that particular life. It was the only plant that would ever live for me. I didn't know if there would ever be another—and at the time I didn't care. I threw up my hands, frustrated, and walked away.
Now, I'm entering into a new relationship in my life—and yes, there's another plant involved. He brought her with him into my life. Her name is Sippy, and she's a beautiful, wispy, willowy fern. I warned him fervently that I wasn't good with plants. I told him the story of my shamrock, how every other plant I'd ever touched had withered and died, and even that one had succumbed, eventually. I told him, but he just smiled and said we'd work it out. I often look at her when he's not around and wonder guiltily if I'm going to kill this one, too.
It's appropriate that this plant is one that he already had in his life, and not one that we acquired together, considering that he is taking me and my two children into his life and having to adapt to that.
All I have to adapt to is having a new plant.
Already, I've over-watered her and her leaves began to turn yellow. I've placed her in places too warm and too cold. We both conferred and finally decided on a place for her—and so far, she seems to be thriving. Until we move again!
Still, I have hope. I have hope for moving forward and not looking backward. I have hope that adjustments will be made, that in spite of whatever mistakes I'll make (and I know I will) and whatever trials will come, that we can all bloom where we have been planted. I have hope that I do have a green thumb, after all, that I just have to learn to trust myself and the people I love.
So, I am looking forward to the long and healthy life of Sippy, in spite of the inevitable ups and downs. Who knows... maybe I'm getting better with plants.
-------
Author's Note: It has been ten years, and I'm happy to report that both my marriage and Sippy are still thriving.
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"I want something, Daddy."
"Anything, precious." Zeus held the wiggling three-year-old Artemis on his knee as they sat on a wooden bench in the orchard, laughing as she climbed him like a tree, tugging at his beard and then kissing his cheek.
"Anything? You promise?" She blinked at him, her little rosebud mouth a pout, her blue eyes wide.
"I promise," Zeus assured her, rubbing his finger under her smooth chin. "That's what Daddies do, you know. We give our daughters everything they want."
"I want..." Artemis began, beaming, her eyes turning toward the woods where she had spent most of the afternoon, listening to the sounds of the hunt and playing with the dryads who lived in the trees. "I want to never be married..."
"Never?" Zeus laughed, brushing her dark curls off her cheek. "Go on, what else?"
"I want to have lop-eared hounds, and I want stags..."
"Stags?" He raised an eyebrow. "For?"
"To lead my chariot," she said, rolling her eyes. "What else? And I want to be a huntress. The best huntress of them all!"
Zeus smiled. "Is that all?"
"And, I want the nymphs and the dryads to be my constant companions," she insisted, pointing to young Melissa, a nymph who was hiding behind them, peeking past a tree and watching. The girls had spent the morning together down by the brook, fishing with makeshift poles. "Forever and ever!"
Zeus kissed his little daughter's cheek, thinking of her all grown-up. "You shall have it, precious," he assured her. "You will never be married, and you will be the best huntress in the land—"
"Ever," she insisted. "The best huntress ever."
He chuckled. "The best huntress ever, then. And you shall have lop-eared dogs and stags to pull your chariot, and all the nymphs and dryads shall serve you for all their days and yours. Is that what you want, my darling?"
"Yes, Daddy," she whispered, pressing her cheek to his, her eyes meeting Melissa's. "It's perfect."
*****
"It really is just as you wished it," Melissa whispered against the gentle swell of Artemis' bare breast. They were lying naked together in the very same woods they had traipsed through as children, watching birds flitting from tree to tree above their heads.
"What is?" Artemis asked, twisting a long strand of Melissa's blonde hair around and around her wrist.
"Don't you remember?" Melissa looked up at her mistress. "You wished that you would never be married, that you would be the best huntress in the land..."
"Ever," Artemis said, and smiled. "The best huntress ever. And yes. It is everything I ever wanted." Artemis cupped the nymph's breast in her hand, her thumb teasing her nipple.
"Am I?" Melissa asked, still searching her mistress' face.
Artemis kissed the top of her head. "You are as always. I know my life not without you."
Melissa sighed happily, her eyes closing as Artemis gently stroked her soft, firm breast. Her nipple was hardening nicely, and although she had spilled nectar twice this morning from her mistresses ministrations, she was ready for more.
Suddenly, Artemis sat, reaching for her robe. Melissa watched, confused, as the goddess pulled it on and slung her bow and quiver over her shoulder.
"Get dressed," Artemis told her in a hiss. "Quickly."
Sensing her urgency, Melissa fumbled on her own robe, standing beside her mistress. Artemis was looking into the woods through the clearing and as they watched, a tall, red-haired goddess appeared through the trees.
"Athena!" Artemis cried, her eyes bright, her dark hair flying behind her as she ran to meet the goddess.
Melissa frowned, watching the two embrace, and bit her lip when they kissed, a soft, more-than-welcoming caress.
"The hunt for the white stag has started." Athena put her arm around Artemis' waist, her hand hugging her hip. "It's going on for three days! Did you know?"
"I'd heard something," Artemis replied, her eyes never leaving the goddess' face. "Are you going?"
"The party has left," Athena replied, glancing over at Melissa and giving her a smile. Melissa's frown deepened and she crossed her arms. "But I thought we could try to catch up with them. They are somewhere in these woods."
"Yes, let's," Artemis exclaimed, sounding for all the world like the little girl that Melissa remembered sitting on her father's knee, her voice high and excited.
"You can come, Melissa," Athena offered with a smile.
"No, thank you." Melissa's voice was cool.
Artemis turned, leading Athena back the way she came. Melissa watched them go, a lump in her throat.
"I'll see you tomorrow!" Artemis called, turning and giving a brief wave.
Finding her way back to the tree, Melissa curled up at the base, tears pricking her eyes. For as long as she could remember, she had been Artemis' favorite. There had been others, of course, but she always came first—until Athena. They had been seeing more and more of each other of late.
They're not lovers, Melissa told herself, wiping at the tears on her cheeks. It's not like us.
Yet, she doubted. The secret looks, the subtle touches, the quiet laughter, it all told her a different story that she didn't want to know the ending to.
"Hello." Melissa started, glancing up at the voice. It was a man—tall, blonde, with a bow and quiver strung across his back. "I didn't mean to startle you. Are you feeling well?"
She wiped at her tears again with a sniff and a nod. "Yes, thank you."
"Now, I know a fib when I hear one," he said with a smile. "May I sit with you?"
Shrugging, she moved over, making room for him at the base of the tree. They were quiet for a moment, looking out across the clearing. Melissa was remembering how warm and soft Artemis' hands and mouth were against her skin. That just made her tear up even more, and she wiped at her face, trying not to let him see.
"You're a nymph?" he asked, picking a daisy from a bunch gathered beside them.
She nodded, not trusting her voice.
"I am Actaeon, son of Aristaeus," he told her, twirling the flower in his fingers. "My father lives at the edge of these woods, beyond the stream."
Blinking at him, she sighed. "Yes. I know of him. He often comes to gather olives here."
"What is your name?" Actaeon picked another daisy, then another, beginning to string them together.
"My mistress calls me Melissa," she replied, watching him, seeing the resemblance now, the thick flaxen hair, the startling blue eyes. He smiled over at her, picking more daisies as he worked.
"Are you a hunter?" she asked him, cocking her head, interested in the intricate twists and plaits he was making.
"The best hunter in the land," he boasted with a grin, holding up his wreath of daisies. "Here we are, a crown of flowers for a delicate blossom."
She smiled as he placed the circlet on her honey-colored head.
He lifted her chin, his eyes smiling, too. "Now, that's better than tears. Much better."
Melissa turned her face, looking across the clearing again. "You are not the best hunter in the land."
He laughed, stretching out and leaning back on his elbows. "Is that so?"
"It is so," she insisted, touching the delicate flowers resting on her head. "My mistress is the best huntress in the land. She is on the hunt right now."
Raising his eyebrows, he cocked his head at her. "Actually, so am I."
"You do not look like you're hunting," she scoffed, pulling her knees up to her chin.
He rolled over onto his side, his eyes narrowing a little and his nostrils flaring as he looked up at her. "No? You're mistaken..."
She glanced at him, her heart beating a little faster when he put his hand over the bare foot peeking out from under her robe.
"Wh—what are you doing?" she asked, her eyes growing wide.
"Hunting," he replied, walking his fingers up her bare shin underneath her robe.
She froze as his hand found her knee. "Stop that."
"Shhh," he whispered, his palm moving up her thigh, straightening her leg. "You'll scare the game away."
Melissa's heart was pounding in her ears as she felt his fingers brushing the soft, golden fleece between her thighs.
"What is your prey?" she whispered as his fingers parted her, seeking entrance to her sweet temple. No man had ever touched her there, let alone entered that space. Artemis prized the virginity of her attendants above all else.
"You are," he breathed as he found that tender bud at the top of her cleft and began to rub it. "Precious flower."
Melissa moaned as he touched her and spread her legs a little more. He was easing her robe up and she leaned back against the tree as he found his way between her thighs, his breath hot against her sex. She knew it was wrong, but she felt so all alone, and here was this man who just wanted to...
His tongue drew honey from her pot as he sucked and licked her juices. Slipping her hands through his bright shock of hair, she let him pleasure her. The noises he made encouraged her, low moans, as if she were the most delicious morsel he had ever tasted. Melissa sighed and opened wider, gasping when his fingers slipped between her lips and entered her sanctum. No one had ever put anything inside of there before!
"Oh by the gods," she murmured as his fingers began moving in and out, building a slow rhythm that matched her breath. Her hands grasped her robe tugging it over her head and tossing it aside, exposing her tawny body to the sun and his eyes. They both beamed and showered her with light.
His mouth and tongue worked faster now, and his other hand slid up to cup the full globe of her breast, rolling the nipple, tugging a little. She twisted and gasped, her head going back and forth, her eyes fluttering closed. The motion of his fingers was divine, sending shockwaves of delight through her body.
"Oh Actaeon!" She called his name as she felt her climax overtake her, shuddering waves that rocked her like the rolling swell of the ocean against his mouth. Her tremble and quiver went on and on and he never let up, his mouth staying fast against her mound.
When she was spent, he moved up to kiss her, and she could taste her sweetness on his lips. She smiled at him, her eyes half-closed still, feeling weak and faint.
"I am the best hunter," he murmured, disrobing as he kneeled up between her legs. She stared at the full, masculine form in front of her, the broad shoulders and ridged abdomen, the narrowed waist and hips, the thick thighs covered with light blonde hair. Between his legs, a spear rose, waiting to impale her, and she shrank from it.
"Don't be afraid," he whispered as he moved on top of her.
His weight was not as cumbersome as she imagined it would be. She enjoyed the feel of his body, how hard and lean and long he was against her supple softness. He kissed her, his mouth a tender caress, his tongue moving in unison with hers until she relaxed. Then his hands found her breasts, thumbing her nipples as his mouth slanted across hers, the kiss deepening, sending delicious waves through her pelvis.
"Actaeon," she murmured, her hips rocking awkwardly against his, aching for something, but she knew not what. She longed for his mouth again, the sweet, gentle tongue that now made lazy circles around her nipples. "Please..."
"Yes," he whispered, moving up on her now, spreading her slender thighs with his own. His erection felt enormous as he pressed against her flesh, seeking entrance.
"Oh, no!" she cried, feeling the fat, bulbous head peeking inside of her, finding its way. There was a stretch and burn as he pushed forward, sliding the length of him deep inside. He groaned and she did, too, but not in pleasure. She could feel a strange wetness on her thighs as he began to move.
"Melissa," he murmured into her hair, burying his face in it as he moved on top of her. The burning sensation was fading, and for that she was grateful. He rocked her gently in his arms, watching her face, shifting his weight. His hips began to move in slow circles, and—oh! He was rubbing the length of his shaft over the glistening jewel at the top of her slit. She gasped when he found it and he smiled, doing it again and again, his eyes on hers.
The friction of their bodies rubbing, their hips grinding, sent her riding a fast moving spiral toward the heavens. She had never felt anything like it, even with her mistress, and she moaned and gripped his shoulders, arching against him. He was thrusting harder now, faster, moving more easily through her tight, swollen flesh. Opening herself to him, she took him as deeply as she could, wanting more and more.
"Almost there," he groaned, his muscles tight against her. Her sex was throbbing, aching for release, and she wrapped herself around him, squeezing. "Ahhhhh sweet Melissa!"
She felt it coming for her, and then it took her, quaking through her like the earth was moving below them. Her body was fluttering and trembling and gasping under his and he drove into her with a growl, surprising her with his violent thrust forward. Then he was spilling his seed, bright bursts of white hot fluid filling her womb.
When he rolled off of her with a sigh, she found herself staring up at the bright sky above them with wonder, like she was seeing it for the very first time. He kissed her arm, her elbow, the closest things to him, his fingers tracing circles on her belly.
"Do you want to walk down to the stream to clean up?" he murmured.
She sat up on her elbows, looking down and gasping at the sight of blood on her thighs. Glancing fearfully over at him, she touched the ruddy fluid, looking at it on her fingers, a horrible realization slowly dawning.
"What have I done?" she whispered, her voice shaking.
They both heard the sound of twigs cracking behind them and jumped up. Actaeon was reaching for his quiver.
"What have you done, Melissa?" Artemis asked, her voice low and trembling with rage as she stepped around the tree and into the clearing.
"I'm sorry!" The blonde fell to her knees, holding her hands out to her mistress, but they were covered in her own virginal blood.
"I should kill you for this," Artemis murmured, coming forward and standing over the sobbing girl.
"Please have mercy," Melissa begged. Artemis had killed other attendants who had not held their virginity sacred, she knew. Why should she be any different?
Out of the corner of her eye, Artemis saw Actaeon pulling his bow. Before he could let the arrow fly, she had pulled her own and with a quick shot, knocked it out of his hands, splitting the limb.
Actaeon stared at her, agape. "Who are you?"
"I am Artemis, goddess of the hunt," she told him with a sneer. "And you are no great hunter. You are a thief."
They could hear the sounds of a hunting party nearby, horses hooves pounding and the barking of dogs.
"Please don't harm him," Melissa begged, tugging at the hem of her mistress' robe. "Kill me if you must, but please... do not hurt him."
Artemis set her mouth in a grim line. "It is worse than I thought."
"You will not touch her," Actaeon growled, stepping toward Artemis with his fists clenched.
"You believe yourself to be such a great hunter?" Artemis asked, her eyes flashing as she turned to the young man. "See what it feels like to be the hunted."
Melissa felt a wave of heat pass over her, a bright flash of something, and Actaeon was no longer standing beside her. In his place was a fine, white stag, its eyes wide with fear, its nostrils flaring. It bucked and pawed the ground beside her, waving its big head.
"Actaeon?" Melissa whispered, turning her eyes to Artemis, who nodded once.
"The white stag!"
They heard the cry and Melissa shrank against her mistress as the barking hounds flew by followed by the pounding hooves of horses. The stag that was once Actaeon began to run, but he never really had a chance. The hounds were on him, more than a dozen, their teeth and jaws ripping into his flesh, the weight of the pack taking him kicking to the ground.
Melissa sobbed, holding onto Artemis as they watched the proud animal fall and saw the light go out of its eyes. The hunting party sounded the horn, cheering at their victory.
Artemis knelt beside her lover, her thumbs wiping at the girl's falling tears.
"I love you, Melissa," she whispered, kissing the girl's forehead and then standing to go claim her prey.
-------
Author's Note: No, this isn't Bulfinch's version, although there are two versions of the Actaeon myth, one claiming that he saw Artemis bathing and she punished him by turning him into a stag to be torn apart by his own hounds--the other claimed that he was simply boasting about being the best hunter in the land, and for that, he was punished. Artemis called all her attendants "Melissa" and did kill those who did not keep their virginity sacred. I like to think it could have happened this way...
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I swear I can smell cunt. I feel like a goddamned dog, or maybe a wolf, yeah, maybe a wolf—downwind of some delicious, vulnerable prey. I don't belong here alone, this wasn't my idea, but here I am, and there is pussy everywhere. I can't get away from it. Little ones, big ones, bald ones, hairy ones—and I'll be damned if I don't want them all. I know there's an off switch in my damned head somewhere, if I could find the thing...
What is so compelling about the flesh? It's spread out on the sand in front of me, and I want to roll them all up and take them, keep them, little pigs in their blankets, squealing and squirming and delicious. I've never seen so much skin in one place, masses of bodies, mountains of flesh, rolling titty hills and valleys of cunt.
There's no shame or hiding here—there's the wide-bottomed mama and her two toddlers playing in the sand. I can't take my eyes off the way her ass dimples as she sits, and I know her plump, hairy pussy must be kissing the sand as she leans over the rolls of her creamy, full belly, her dark-tipped breasts becoming another roll in the pile as she laughs and pats her daughter's little behind. I want to crawl under her, to be buried under the mountain of her body.
The sea of flesh shifts and moves. They remind me of seals in pack, some of them, college girls, sleek and brown, their bodies oiled and rolling together for maximum exposure to the source of their heat. God, it's fucking hot. Sweat is rolling down my lower back and there's not a damned thing to soak it up except the towel under my bare ass, growing damp beneath me.
I want to seek that core of heat, and I've got an arrow pointing the way. To hell with the sun, damned dry heat, I want to drown in wet fire! I am the only one hiding here, rolling to my belly to conceal my lust, resting my chin in my hands, my eyes seeking the source of my desire. Wet mounds of flesh, peeking pink, jesus god it should be fucking illegal to tempt a man this much!
My cock is an iron bar, uncomfortably hard beneath me, aching to point to the way to one of the sweet treasures laid out in front of me like some luscious buffet. I feel like a dog, but really there is a hungry wolf, an animal in me that simply wants what it wants, and the visual feast of flesh is a cruel reminder of my hunger, my greed.
I don't just want one. I want them all. I am no gourmet, some wine taster, sample and spit. I am a gourmand, a glutton, and I would happily devour their flesh beyond the point of satiety—I want to burst with it, explode into everything and nothing with the taste of them all still in my mouth.
The tender bald slit, oiled and glistening between the thighs of that coed and her friend, jesus, look at how smooth, like a baby, how her pink inner lips stick out at me like a tongue, a wiggling tease as she shifts, spreads a little, curls her toes.
Her friend isn't shaved, just trimmed, the hair curling inward, pointing the way toward heaven, her pink hidden underneath the darkness of her bush and my cock is straining against the damp towel and the soft sand underneath me, playing a constant beat of "want, want, want."
There's that big mama again, rolled to her back with a book, her voluminous belly and thighs seeking to hide her treasure, a fat purse that one, meaty and moist, and my cock yanks at its leash like a dog straining toward a bitch in heat when I see that her pubes are a fiery red, a curly, ruddy mass waiting to be spread.
I raise my head a little, seeking more tantalizing tidbits, knowing I shouldn't be, I'm not supposed to be looking. Nude beaches are about being natural, relaxing, letting down the pretenses, being yourself. Well, gentlemen of the jury, I have to tell you, I am getting to know myself as I watch these tender morsels roll and stroll, and I am, first and foremost, an animal.
My brain has its switch—don't touch, a Pavlovian response—my cock, however, has no such restraint, and nowhere to hide, trapped between my belly and the towel like a twitching, growling beast, coerced into hiding and straining toward freedom. And I can't stop looking. It's compelling, the fascination, the need to see, to take them all in, savory treats, every one.
Two women walk by, a black dog leashed between them, leading the way, his nose to the sand. Their bodies are luscious curves and angles, their breasts ripe fruit. One of them is blonde, pale, her nipples fat pink centers almost larger than her breasts, pointing skyward. The other has long, straight brown hair, very long, it swings to the rounded swell of her ass, and her breasts are bottom heavy, pear-shaped, her nipples dragged downward with their weight.
My eyes are drawn by the movement of the two college girls in front of me. The hairless cunt is up on her knees, fixing the corner, spreading out the blanket, and my cock jumps as she arches and I can see the puckered hole of her ass, winking at me. It's all a tease, a horrible, exquisite, glorious tease, and I feel full to bursting with the torture.
The head of my cock is flowing with pre-cum, sticky on my belly as her pussy parts for a moment when she stretches like a cat, the spread of pink, and oh, fuck, the sight of that little gaping hole where I want to shove my aching cock! What heaven lies there, between those thighs?
My cock knows it, can almost taste the yielding of her flesh, how moist and velvety and smooth she would be. Desire doesn't want exposure, the light or the sun. Lust seeks darkness, a deep, secret heat, something buried, a treasure to find. And I want the rush of plundering that sweet booty, all of them, the blonde, hairless gem, the trimmed brunette with the rounded behind, the roll and swell of the red-haired mama and the incredible heat of her riches—I want every slope and mound of flesh scattered down the beach.
I can see them all now, spread out on their towels and blankets, my cock eager to find the swollen flesh at the apex of their thighs. I can only satisfy my lust with my eyes, my hips moving every so slightly, imperceptible, rubbing my cock between my belly and the towel. It isn't anywhere near what I want to do, the thrusting frenzy and grind that I long for, to part thighs and cunts with the heat of my lust, the fat, thick head of my aching cock—but it's enough. Just barely enough.
I have been feasting for hours and my cock can't stand it anymore. I watch through half-closed eyes, feigning disinterest, even a doze, but my nostrils flare and my ass twitches and beneath me, I am rubbing the head of my cock in the sticky pre-cum dampness, pressing it between my belly and the sand. It's a slow grind, but deliberate, sneaking up on my climax by degrees.
The big mama puts her knees up, letting me see the soft swell of her ass, how the slit extends downward, her flesh thick and doughy, her pubes like fire in the sun. My cock aches to find its way through, seeking her center. The couple with the dog walks back by again and I stop, realizing how gradual but effective my movements have been now that I have ceased. My cock is aching for release.
When they've passed, I begin again, shifting, a slow rub, my eyes moving to the girls, the brunette on her back, the blonde on her belly. I am lost in the smooth, oiled flesh of their tawny thighs, the bend in a leg, the way the brunette's hair there glistens and shines in the light. I watch her belly rise and fall, see the blonde swing her legs, her feet crossing, uncrossing.
They are talking together, laughing, and my cock is twitching and throbbing beneath me. It's hard to control my breathing now, the longing I have to fuck, to keep fucking, to fuck the whole world wide open and reveal it all.
Two things send me over—the breeze that catches the edge of my towel, blowing it against my leg, and seeing the red-haired mama, my eyes drawn back to her as she rolls to her belly, laying her head in her hands, her thighs spreading out over her blanket, giving me just a peek of her cunt, lost in the roomy, dimpled swell of her flesh.
And then I'm cumming, closing my eyes, clenching my jaw, biting the inside of my cheek to keep from growling and thrusting and grinding into the sand, a sticky wetness flooding beneath me in hot, fast spurts, dampening my towel and sending me reeling. I bury my head in my arms, breathing hard, and when I look up, the two girls are standing, running off toward the surf.
My lust is spent, but my desire is not. I can still feel the craving, my predilection for more in the swell and sway of the flesh on the sand. When I'm sure that my cock has waned, I stand, flip my towel over, and lie back down on the sand. My eyes are hunting again, I can't help it. The wolf is always there—whether I have reined him in or not.
"Hey, Dad!" I look up, shading my eyes, seeing my daughter and her mother coming toward me across the beach. I smile, wave them over, pat the sand. My daughter is going on about shopping, my wife is talking about lunch, and I take a deep breath, turning my eyes back out to the beckoning world, doing my best to take it all in.
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As I'm writing this, there are over 100,000 stories on Literotica in over thirty categories. The stories on Lit seem to fit into a bell curve. There are a lot of mediocre stories, a few really bad ones, and a few truly excellent ones. Of course, that's all accounting for taste. No one has the same taste in stories, and while a story might leave one person panting and fanning themselves, it just might leave someone else cold. Still, good writing is undeniable. I have read stories on Literotica that are in categories I would normally not read at all, but if the story was well-written, I found myself drawn in by the writer's skill and ability alone. To me, that is one of the hallmarks of a well-written story.
I have received many requests from readers for "other stories" on the site that are worth reading. Finding the cream of the crop on Literotica isn't as easy as perusing the Toplists. Those might be the most popular stories, but they may not be the best-written. Sometimes popular and excellent come together, and when they do, it's a wonderful thing. Still, too many truly good stories end up buried far down the list and finding them is like finding a needle in a haystack.
The following is a top ten list of my personal favorites on Literotica—those stories that I feel are truly excellent in terms of the writing itself. These aren't necessarily the most popular stories on the site, but of the 100,000 offerings here, I think they stand above the pack. That said, there are only ten slots here, and there are many more stories on Literotica that are at the top of the bell curve. These are just my ten, an admittedly very subjective and personal list, that I'd like to point readers to on the site. (Note: while I do list 10, they aren't in any particular order)
Obstinate Stain by Unsung Muse in Erotic Couplings
This is one of the most sublime pieces I have read on Literotica to date. The characters are beautifully drawn, and the imagery is so rich and exquisite it feels as if every line should be savored. This author knows their craft and manages to keep a tension and suspense that seems impossible in a piece so short. The metaphors are subtle and yet hauntingly effective. This is a masterpiece of erotic fiction.
It begins:
Laura ate pie by the roadside. The flimsy paper plate – balanced precariously between blueberry-smudged knees – threatened to close in on itself, as much from the heat as from weight and wetness.
Damp strands of hair clung to her neck, forehead and face. A rebellious few came unglued and mingled with the pie as she chewed. She made no move to dismiss them, though she felt them chase the berries around her tongue. It made her think of Christmas. Wetting the thread between her lips. Warm smells. Familiar sensations. Stringing cranberries.
She had never strung a cranberry in her life.
Charles stood not more than three feet behind her. She could hear him chewing. His arguably more successful method of supporting the plate on one large callused hand and forking the pie in with the other had less to do with conscious reason than with his chronic practicality.
She ached for his pie to fall – to feel it spill warm and gummy down her bare sodden back. The curious urge sent a hateful sadness through her. Ashamed, she snuffed it.
There is so much, just in this beginning, that offers a promise of more, and it delivers. This one will blow you away.
Je Suis A Tois by Salteena in Mature
If you don't like breastfeeding, this might not be your cup of tea. Still, if you are a lover of language and character, this story might draw you in, as it did me.
It begins:
Imagine munching into a big ripe juicy peach. Sweet-sharp flavour bursts into your mouth. Juices you cannot possibly capture all of flow unchecked down your chin. Hedonism! You take another bite. The juices flow once more, but you ignore them. You take another mouthful and abandon yourself to the pleasure.
They are ripe peaches, all the young mothers wheeling their tiny new infants in their carriages in the summer sunshine.
Most authors can't pull off writing in this tense, but it works beautifully here, and makes for a more present-centered, erotic piece. The main character here is intriguing, even slightly disturbing in his fetish, but it's hard to stop reading as he follows this young mother down the boardwalk and begins his pursuit of her. The language here is rich and there is a soft humor, like a low, throaty chuckle, that pervades this piece. It's a fine piece of work, one that I highly recommend.
The Creative Geometry of the Sea By Steffen in Illustrated
It wasn't the illustrations that drew me in, it was the writing. This is a superior piece of erotica, with a main character who is so subtly and yet clearly drawn from the very beginning who embarks on a ménage a trios with a couple from a bar. In another author's hands, this could have been seedy and base. This author's writing elevates the scene, giving it a depth and scope not often seen in erotica. The geological metaphors are beautifully done, and the sex scenes are divine, almost transcendent:
It's almost with a subtlety that borders on the obscure that all of this chaotic energy begins to organize itself into a recognizable shape: a swirling, roaring hurricane with me as the eye. But I'm not that calm mystical center. Instead, I'm both driver and engine and with every moment I gather speed and energy and above all else, power. A power that builds and builds, and oh God, not again, I can't move now but know for certain that, fuck me harder, I don't have to. It's me pulling them, releasing them, over and over I, I want it, oh God give it to me. Yes, I'm... I'm... I'm transported far beyond a place that can be measured in time and distance. Beyond any of the five senses or sensations that form the boundaries of my existence.
What beauty and power lie in these words! This piece walks a fine tightrope, balancing truly breathtaking, eroticism with a situation that in many other pieces could have been "the same old thing." This is, most definitely, not your average story.
Afternoon Footsie by Vincent E in Fetish
This story makes my list because it is willing to be erotic without going into the bounds of unreality, and it does so in a witty, wry voice of a main character that you realize, by the end, has been quite finely drawn. This entire piece takes place in a pool on a sunny afternoon, with two characters and very little other action. Yet, it is engaging, amusing, and enticing throughout. The main character is, well, a character, and even pokes fun at his own situation:
It makes for boring reading now, but please bear with me. I am trying to create the setting. That doesn't happen very much in these stories, and I am trying to raise the bar a little. If you have read this far you might as well stick around. Most of the readers who were hoping that I would walk out with the bottles of water and see Claire in her teensy thong all oiled up and prancing around in a pair of six inch stilettos only to have me jump on her and start fucking her from behind as her triple D size breasts bounced around her chest have already clicked the back button on their browsers in utter frustration that this is not some suck and fuck fable. Besides, her breasts are not size triple D. I don't know what her cup size is exactly.
But I digress. Breast size has nothing to do with this story.
And indeed, it doesn't. It's a sensual, erotic read, with two very real people as its focus that leaves you not quite knowing where you stand, a reflection of the protagonist's own inner turmoil. It's really quite brilliantly told and very enjoyable.
The Lighthouse by Dr_Mabeuse in Romance
Yes, this recently received an award in the Earth Day contest in 2006, but it is an example of excellence and popularity converging. This author has a command of language that is superb and masterful in any story he tells, but in one, he outdoes himself. This story carried me away and left me breathless and changed at the end. The imagery is breathtaking, even when he is describing something seemingly mundane:
It was an amazing sight, almost bacchanalian. Thousands, millions of little fish, a river of glistening silver, spilling out of the hose in a stream of frothing water, bouncing and swimming past Patrick and into the innards of the factory like a river of life. Patrick was bare-chested under the slicker, and beaming with joy as he worked, and the men were all happy and laughing as well, joking and calling out, and Julia realized this was a celebration, an occasion for joy.
This story explores the mystery of the world, the beauty in the ordinary, and celebrates life and the living, even in the midst of death. It is moving, eloquently written and the characters seem to walk off the page and into the world he describes. If you don't like stories that have "affairs" in them, it might not be for you—still, the work itself is compelling, the humanity of these three people profound.
Just an example of the well-drawn characters and beautiful imagery... listen to these words, feel them in your mouth the way that Julia tastes her fish:
"Julia, don't insult me and don't insult my fish. They just gave their all for you. If I'm going to come to your restaurant and eat fried tofu, the least you can do is taste my sardines."
His eyes were gray, the same gray as the ocean when the clouds covered the sun. She remembered from somewhere the superstition that people whose eyes were the color of the sea could see into the depths.
She picked up her fork and tasted the fish.
It was exquisite—fresh and clean and just a bit salty, with the vague coppery taste of the ocean that evaporated on her tongue in a buttery memory—fleeting and evanescent. It yielded to her teeth without complaint, unlike any meat she'd ever eaten, as if eager to be swallowed. She felt like she was eating some memory of the sea."
There are few authors who could convey so much. It is captivating, and sublime. I would recommend everything by this author, but this piece especially.
Union Station by Maiyeko in Gay Male
This isn't a category I read, normally, but this is one of those stories that simply insists that you finish, and it is the language that makes it so compelling. The writing isn't just writing—it transports you. It's seamless, effortless, a thing of sublime beauty.
It begins:
"I remember the sound of luggage rolling across concrete as he turned. The ripple he made in time frozen on my brain, the image of his sway. I stole that parting glance and tasted the air through which he had passed, brushing against me a sweet memory. He said something, or hinted at something perhaps but only to my eyes. It was understood, the secret that can be bought between men. In the past it went unnoticed by most, but things are a bit different now. A moment cannot be held at leisure. It cannot be savored that way. The ring on his finger said leave it, but the glint in his eye begged and beckoned."
It goes on to tell the story of two men in a train station bathroom, a quickie encounter that in another writer's hands could have been raunchy. Instead, the language lifts this piece up to another level, its imagery lending depth and heat while not falling into the usual trappings of erotica. There is something very masculine and raw about it where boundaries are drawn and how men negotiate their territory with one another. It's quite primal, and this author is a force to be reckoned with.
Will by BlackShanglan in Nonhuman
This piece not only received an "E" (Editor's Choice) but also a "W" (winner in a contest) and is another example of popular and excellent merging together. The story begins with an inner dialogue of sorts and proceeds to action, but the characterization is so well-done that it's (spoiler coming!) quite some time before you realize the protagonist is a horse, even though it sits quite solidly in the "non-human" category! This is just one way the author begins his metaphor about the nature of humans and animals and their perceived differences.
This is above everything a love story, and it suspends your disbelief in places it would seem just impossible to do so. It's long (nine Lit pages) but you don't realize it, because the words simply flow from this talented writer's pen, and you are transported into his world:
"Only this, Shanglan," he whispered, stroking my neck slowly with his hand. I had not guessed how it would take me, to return to the mark of my servitude now that he knew what I was. I felt a hot humiliation as I took the guise of a slave again. There. With him. But his eyes were deep with his promise, and as they met mine he kissed my nose softly. "Only this. And only if you will."
I looked away. The nearness of him, the scent of his breath, the brush of his beard on my muzzle – all of these worked a power that left me helpless. I closed my eyes, and when he put his hands to my head I pressed my muzzle to his chest and leaned there, feeling him strong and close before me, breathing him in with his touch upon me. When at last his hands closed gently in my mane, I stooped down and let him mount.
He settled upon me warm and heavy, legs pressing my sides, hands on my mane and neck. It woke something in me, something deep, primal, and unanswerable. Down in the depths of what I was, below even the fear of his rule, was this – a memory. Man and horse. Then he stooped to touch his lips to my neck, and it was good.
It was a long moment before I could shake off the tremor of my limbs. I stood there with him upon me, my heart and mind so deep in his sensation that I hardly saw the wood before me. At last I half-mastered myself, though shivering still, and took to the path in a trot. The day was warm and sweet, and in the deep green shade of the summer noon I ran joyous. The light was fine and golden, and with Will close upon my back I felt a soar like a swallow's, with his hands soft upon my neck and his body all along mine.
I don't know many writers who could pull off such a tale, but it is a brilliant gem on Literotica, and I hope you look it up!
The Horn by Colleen Thomas in Mind Control
Colleen Thomas was a prolific and amazing writer, and I wanted to honor her by mentioning one of my all-time favorites. I never read this category—just never! But if it had Colleen's name on it, I read it. That alone is a testament to her talent. This story is so rich in historical detail and information, and as with all her work, is clearly so very well-researched, but it never sounds like an infomercial, not once.
"Look, I know you're a little nutty about music and stuff, but you can't even play the trumpet. Five hundred bucks is a hell of a lot of partying you're going to miss out on."
Kerri looked up from her prize and shook her head. Sash was a great friend, but she was definitely a here and now kind of girl. To her it was just a horn, but to Kerri it was history. It had significance to her, not unlike that of a gun owned by Cole Younger or Al Capone did to a gun collector. It was far more than just an antique horn, because Sam Gatwin had once played it.
The horn was unspectacular in most ways. An old Constellation model in nickel silver. The silver had tarnished and the green felt of the case was threadbare. There were two spare mouthpieces, but she had no idea if those were original or something added by a dealer in years past in order to sell the instrument. She had read many of the first hand accounts of how Sam played and of the instrument's purported special powers.
She credited those to clever PR on Sam's part and to "respectable" men looking for an explanation for seemingly "respectable" women taking up with a vagabond Jazz musician. She pursed her lips and gave an experimental buzz and then tried the trumpet. She was by no means a player, but she satisfied herself it was a standard Bb.
"Stop it!" Sash shouted, clamping her hands over her ears.
"What?"
"If you're going to make those awful noises, at least let me get out of the room," she replied, hurrying upstairs.
Kerri laughed and began the long, slow, tedious process of polishing the horn up. Some of the tarnish came away with a little elbow grease, but a strange, kind of veined pattern remained despite all the effort she expended. It looked almost like a network of capillaries just under someone's skin. Kerri resisted the temptation to take an abrasive to it. She hadn't spent months of research and five hundred bucks to damage it. The tarnish was odd, not something she had ever seen or read about, but she wasn't really an expert in old horns. She decided to take it to Dr. Pitt-Martin.
I can almost hear the horn, feel it in my hands, with the vivid pictures that she paints on the page. This beginning leads to quite a wild ride, with a unique and original premise that goes way beyond the ordinary. Colleen was truly an extraordinary writer, and this one in particular "tooted my horn."
Raison d'Etre by CharleyH in Non-Erotic
This is an incredibly dark piece of work, and truly not non-erotic, although the eroticism that takes place is not intended to titillate. This author paints pictures with words and metaphor that are so deep and profound that it's often difficult to even look at them. They are breathtaking and beautiful at the same time they are disturbing and dark. It is a very fine and difficult line to walk, but this writer makes it look effortless:
Jason sits on a white plastic patio chair, and spreads his feet out on a black side table. The leaves on the trees in front of the house brush in the breeze, and the sun, not yet visible, begins to unfold its arms into the sky with a wash of pink, purple and blue.
Within minutes four or five flies enter the bedroom and circle the bare light bulb on the ceiling. They do this every morning when Jason opens the door.
He stares at them as they move round and round, endlessly, ceaselessly as he sips his coffee and lights a cigarette. Jason is mesmerized by their relentlessness to keep their path, to keep their pace. They remind him of his own relentlessness to keep his promises to Monique. He is hypnotized by their flight, noticing that they don't circle the light, but fly jaggedly in lines forming boxes, pentagons and figure eights. The flies never land and never rest.
When he finishes his coffee, Jason steps inside the room, grabs a towel off the computer chair and tries to fan the flies out the door. He can't kill them. For a moment, they disappear and then they return to the same spot around the light fixture, to the same patterns of boxes and figures. Again he raises the towel and in a gush of wind, sweeps it through the air and through their path. But within minutes they return again. He stares at them for a few seconds, admiring their determination, then he puts the towel down, returning to the bed. Returning to Monique.
Not many authors can do what is done here in this short piece, and by the end, you are staggered by not only the events, but the talent that brought you there.
Painting a Nude: The Undressing in Erotic Couplings by Neonlyte
This author is another painter of words, and it's no mistake that this story is about painting. This isn't your usual erotic effort. It can seem and feel very disjointed in the reading, a little uncomfortable, until you realize that the protagonist is experiencing those very things, as well. This is a journey, if you are willing to take it, walking step by step with the main character as they are revealed.
It begins:
An artist, intensely focused, shy yet piercing eyes that blink, like an owls, slowly and deliberately as if posting colour, texture, shadow and shape to memory. Slightly dowdy in cloth, and quite possibly hygiene, hair lank, a certain pervading aroma; tardiness of appearance disguises an aggressive business manner, working time, a rate per hour, a work schedule, are negotiated and concluded without so much as a 'good evening'. The brisk manner may be shyness, or a flaw in social skills, an anxiety to commence, or just a game. The artist prowls like a caged animal.



A model, a student, nervous naturally, it is a first time posing, hesitant, groomed for approval, the grooming ignored, mildly confused, the preliminaries, you see, names neither offered, nor asked, or even spoken to, curious beyond wondrous, and stands, fidgeting.
And so to begin, with the customary awkwardness of strangers, a clipped dialogue, one straining to please, the other... just a strain, uncomfortable making demands.
Where will the journey take you? I would suggest you look this one up and find out!
-----
That's it. Those are my top ten favorite Literotica stories. It wasn't easy to narrow it down, and there are many, many more that I know I missed. If there are others that you enjoyed that I missed, feel free to send me a note or a comment. I am always interested in reading truly excellent work, the kind that leaves you tingling and breathless... kind of like sex! Thanks for your time, and I hope you enjoy these recommendations.
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"I'm no man's play toy." Hannah finished the last of her latte, standing to go.
The headhunter, Zach, grabbed her wrist and she frowned at him. "Listen to me—you'll regret it."
She shook loose, slinging her purse over her shoulder and picking up her empty latte cup. "Not interested. I don't make coffee, I order it."
"Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars a year," he said in a low voice as she walked by.
She stopped, turning, and put her trembling cup back on the table. "Don't fuck with me."
Zach shrugged. "Colin Harper has more money than God."
"He pays a quarter mil a year?" Hannah sat back down in her chair. She felt like if she didn't she was going to fall over. "What do his employees have to do? Give him daily blowjobs?"
He didn't respond from behind his coffee cup, but his eyes met hers over the rim and she suddenly felt cold.
"He's eccentric," Zach said, glancing toward the door and then at his watch. "You'll be one in about two hundred with a shot at the job."
She contemplated him for a moment, imagining the possibilities. For a quarter of a million dollars a year, she suddenly didn't care what she might have to do.
"What's the number?"
*****
Zach's figures had been off. Way off. She was one in two thousand women interviewing for the job, according to the man who did her physical exam. She had already been through a battery of tests, and not just those in office skills. An intelligence quotient test and five different psychological and personality tests had been part of the initial process, along with a strength training and physical endurance test.
If the number $250,000 hadn't kept flashing in her mind, she would have given up halfway through the process, and apparently a lot of women did. They had whittled it down to a thousand by now, the doctor told her—at least, he said he was a doctor, his nametag read Ralph Schultz, M.D.—and they would probably lose several hundred more after the physical.
"Why?" Hannah asked, fidgeting on the examining table in her little paper dress as he snapped his rubber gloves on.
He had already checked the basics—heart, lungs, ears, nose, throat, tummy sounds. Now it was on to the "female" part of the exam, and she was dreading it.
"Please lie down, Miss McLean," he instructed, pulling the stirrups out.
She'd already had an annual pap, just six months ago, but the company insisted on a complete physical by their personal physician. Putting her feet up in the stirrups, she assumed the usual "pap smear position," scooting down as far as she could.
"Very good, Miss McLean," the doctor said, draping a sheet over her legs. "To address your question, he has particular physical specifications. Let your knees fall open, please."
Hannah did as she was told, looking up at the ceiling at the "If you can dream it, you can be it" poster up there. She wondered why there wasn't a nurse in the room. Didn't they have to have a nurse there, just for liabilities' sake?
"My fingers are going to enter you, now," he said and she felt him probing between her lips, sliding two fingers inside of her. "Your history form said you've never been pregnant, correct, Miss McLean?"
"No," she replied, feeling his fingers sliding further inside of her, pressing the walls of her vagina open, first to the sides, then front and back. "I've never had children."
"Excellent vaginal muscle tone and response," he murmured. "Clearly a natural redhead."
She flushed, surprised at the observation. "Yes."
This wasn't going to be a normal physical exam, she realized, a little too late, as she felt him parting her lips with both hands.
"Clitoris slightly larger than average," he remarked, nudging it with his finger and making her jump. She stared, wide-eyed, up at the ceiling, holding her breath. "Vulva is aesthetically pleasing, quite full for such a slender build."
Hannah bit her lip as she felt his gloved fingers pulling at the inner lips of her vagina, spreading them open. "Labia minora are thick, a little distended, and have a healthy pink color."
She couldn't believe what she was hearing, that this was really happening. What had started as a routine physical exam was turning into some sort of genital inspection?
"Fine healthy anal opening, good color and shape," he noted, brushing the puckered hole with his finger, making Hannah's eyes go even wider. She clutched the sheet at her sides, her hands making fists. "You'll feel a little pressure now."
She gasped as a slippery, gloved finger slid into her rectum, twisting as it went.
"Excellent, tight sphincter muscle here," he remarked, sliding his finger back out.
She heard the snap of his gloves and the squeak of the garbage can lid as he pushed the foot pedal. He pulled on another pair of gloves and stood between her legs.
"Please relax, Miss McLean," he said as something cold slid between her lips. She thought, at first, that it must be a speculum, but then it began to hum.
"Wh—what are you doing?" Hannah asked, going up on her elbows and trying to see past the sheet draped over her thighs.
"Your questionnaire indicated that you have a normal orgasmic response," the doctor replied. "I need to verify your information."
"You... verify?" Hannah gasped as the vibrator slid up towards her clit, rubbing there. The doctor's eyes were on her face.
"Please relax, Miss McLean." He took a look at his watch, moving the vibrator over her clit, back and forth. "It will help to achieve the desired outcome."
She couldn't believe this was happening. Her face was burning and her limbs trembling with her embarrassment, but the vibrator against her clit was humming furiously, sending delicious waves of pleasure through her. She couldn't fight it, and she lay back with a gasp, feeling that powerful buzzing sensation filling her pelvis.
"That's it, Miss McLean, very good," he murmured, and she felt his fingers slipping inside of her.
"Wh—what—?"
"When you have an orgasm, I'll be able to feel it," he said, pressing his fingers downward in her vagina, toward her bottom. "Right here in your perineum. There is a characteristic spasm that happens, and the muscles will rapidly contract. It's completely involuntary. You will have no control over it."
Hannah whimpered, already feeling that familiar tighten and tingle in her lower belly. He was right, she couldn't stop it, she couldn't control it—she was going to have an orgasm right here on a physician's examining table!
"Ohhh," she breathed, her body flushing, her pussy beginning to flutter around the doctor's fingers as the vibrator sent her over the edge. She bit her lip to keep from crying out, shuddering all over with the delicious heat of her climax.
"Again, very good, Miss McLean," he said as she gasped and caught her breath on the examining table. "Your orgasmic response seems to fall within acceptable parameters."
His fingers were still pressing inside of her, massaging, feeling the last of the spasms slowing, fading. He didn't, however, move the vibrator away from her clit, and it was making Hannah squirm with the intensity of it.
"You've done very well so far, Miss McLean," he said, moving the head of the vibrator back and forth over her clit. "I trust you'll offer your continued cooperation as we proceed to test for a multiple orgasmic response."
"Oh god," Hannah moaned, swallowing hard. She could see the doctor watching her face as he rubbed the vibrating tip over and over her sensitive clit. She made a sound like she was in pain, her toes curling. "Please."
She felt his fingers turn upward, pressing the smooth walls of her vagina up towards the ceiling with a fast, crooking motion
"What's—oh!" Hannah gasped.
She closed her eyes against it, but couldn't help being carried away by the sensation. The vibrator was making circles around her clit, sending her on a dizzying spiral towards another climax. His fingers were still making that motion, rubbing deep inside of her.
"Ohhhhhhh," she moaned as another orgasm swept quickly over her, leaving her legs trembling in the stirrups.
"Excellent, Miss McLean, you exceed expectations," the doctor noted and she saw him looking at her laying breathless and quivering on the table. "Your secondary contractions are strong and tight."
He turned the vibrator off, but his fingers stayed buried inside of her, still rubbing that spot. "Now, I need to observe your response to stimulation of your Gräfenberg spot."
Hannah had never felt anything like it before. Her pussy was still swollen and wet from the two orgasms he had given her, and now his fingers were stimulating her even more, creating a mounting pressure between her legs.
"What are you doing?" she gasped, her eyes going wide as she had a sudden urge to pee. Embarrassed, she tried to close her legs, but the stirrups wouldn't allow it. "Please, stop..."
"It's quite alright," he replied, rubbing faster, even harder, using both fingers to sweep against the walls of her vagina in that one, sensitive spot. "You may feel as if you have to urinate. That's quite normal."
She bit her lip, feeling that pressure building. "But..."
"This can take quite a while for some women." He looked at his watch. "But your second clitoral orgasm followed the first quite quickly. I have a feeling your g-spot orgasm will—oh!"
She didn't know what was happening, but whatever it was made her whole body feel alive and on fire. It was like an orgasm, but it wasn't—deeper, fuller, radiating in hot waves through her as she twisted and bucked against his hand. She was moaning, she knew it and couldn't help it as she flooded him with her juices.
"Well, Miss McLean," the doctor said, clearing his throat as he removed his hand. "You seem to exceed all expectations. We don't get many female ejaculations."
Hannah felt a heat filling her face and knew she was blushing. She pressed her hands to her cheeks to cool them and wished she could pull the sheet up over her head.
"Give me a moment..." The doctor was moving around between her thighs and she could feel wetness on them as he used dry paper towels to wipe her off.
"I'm sorry," she apologized, feeling like she wanted to sink through the table into the floor.
"No apologies necessary," he replied, pulling off his gloves and throwing them away. He quickly donned another pair. "A rare response, but not unheard of. You exhibit one of the higher level job qualifications that Mr. Harper is seeking."
Hannah stared up at the poster on the ceiling, still not quite believing that this was happening. She knew, now, why Mr. Harper's "not-exactly-a-secretary" was paid such an exorbitant amount of money, and she knew, too, that she couldn't possibly take this job. All of the tests up until now had seemed a little much, but she had just kept remembering Zach's words: he's eccentric. This, though... this was too much.
"You've done very well so far," the doctor said, coming to stand beside her. "One more procedure and we'll be complete."
She looked up at him, shaking her head. Whatever it was, it couldn't be any worse than what she had already allowed this afternoon. She just wanted to get it over with, get out of here, and never look back.
The doctor's hand slid under the sheet, palpating in the familiar circles of a breast exam. He pulled the fabric down as he worked, squeezing each nipple, checking for signs of fluid.
"Breasts are firm," he noted. "Pleasingly shaped, no implants, I would say a B or a C."
His other hand came up and cupped her breast, squeezing her nipples between his thumb and forefinger.
"Large nipples, very pink." He rolled them gently, around and around, watching Hannah's face. "They get quite red upon arousal and the areola darkens."
She squirmed and felt her pussy responding, still aching and swollen from his earlier attention, in spite of herself.
"Close your eyes, please," he murmured, his fingers rolling faster now. "Breathe and relax, we're almost finished."
She did, gratefully, and that alone increased the sensation, as if her nipples were directly connected to the sensitive bud of her clit. It felt so good she could barely stand it.
The doctor's fingers worked magic around her nipples, tugging and pulling and squeezing. "Many women who are able to ejaculate like you did today can actually have a climax from nipple stimulation alone."
"I've never—" she whispered, gasping when his lips covered one of her breasts, sucking her nipple deep into his warm, wet mouth.
"I didn't mean to startle you," he apologized, licking at the fat bud of her nipple. "An orgasm can often be more easily achieved through oral stimulation..."
Hannah moaned as he sucked and licked her nipple while squeezing and tugging on the other. She knew she should get up and leave, right now, indignant and outraged, but she couldn't. Something was keeping her on the table, her body trembling, undergoing the most exquisite torture.
"And I need my other hand," he admitted, sounding a little sheepish and she felt him slide his fingers down between her legs and into her open pussy. They pressed downward again, just resting there, waiting.
"Oh god," she moaned, arching her back as his mouth made wet trails around her nipple, his other hand pulling and tugging until her breasts felt as if they were on fire, her pussy throbbing for release. "Oh yes, yes, that's it!"
The doctor made a noise in his throat, his lips fastened over her breast as he suckled, fast and hard. She could feel the muscles of her pussy contracting around his fingers as she came, her orgasm a deep pulse that went on and on, rocking her on the table.
Hannah closed her eyes, pulling the sheet up to her neck, rolling slightly away. The humiliation of what she'd just done spread through her like a fever—she was burning with it.
"You did very well," the doctor told her, his voice coming from across the room. "You can go ahead and get dressed. I'll send the results on over to Mr. Harper in the morning, and the lab tests will follow, of course."
He left the room and Hannah put her clothes on with trembling hands, taking three tries to do up her own bra. She looked at herself in the mirror over the sink as she fastened the last few buttons on her blouse.
I don't look any different.
Yet, she felt different, changed somehow, as if she had set a foot down some dark path this afternoon. She wondered if there was time to turn back.
"Good luck, and I hope you get called back," the doctor said as she walked by him. Hannah didn't meet the eyes of the receptionist, wondering what she thought, if she knew what kind of "examination" went on in those little rooms.
There were two other women in the waiting room, both professional-looking, wearing suits, and Hannah hesitated as she looked back at them, her hand on the door.
They don't know what they're in for.
Shaking her head, she pushed the outside door open and left, knowing that she couldn't tell them and knowing, too, that she wasn't going to take this job. Even if it did pay $250,000 a year.
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Heidi would do anything. That's what they all said.
She was little more than a glorified go-fer, anyway, running across town to fetch props for the shoot and two dozen hot coffees, or lugging cameras and equipment and trudging after the photographer. There was also making sure the models had exactly what they wanted, when they wanted, and how they wanted it. That was the worst part of the job.
"I said half caf decaf mocha latte!"
Heidi ducked as the tall, nude figure threw the full coffee towards the wastebasket but missed, the cup tipping over and leaking out onto the floor.
"I'm sorry," Heidi apologized, kneeling to mop up the mess.
"Forget it." The woman snorted—Heidi thought the tall blonde's name was Daniella—waving her off. "Maggie!"
A short, pudgy woman hurried in from the front of the trailer. "I'm sorry, sweetie, Chloe was having problems with her straps."
Heidi slipped out of the trailer, leaving one of the coffee trays for the girls and took the other, going to find the crew.
"Argh! This is a latte!" Ty grimaced, handing it back to her and waving her off. "Not mine."
"I'm sorry," Heidi apologized again, knowing that she couldn't fix her mistake now unless she got back into the car and trekked the three miles to Starbucks.
Lenny, one of the crew, looked over from where he was setting up the tripod. "Ty, we'd better get the girls out here while the light is good. Where is the artist? Wasn't she supposed to be here by five?"
Lenny came over and grabbed a coffee, smiling at her and winking. "Black. I'm easy, baby."
She smiled back, her eyes dropping to the sand. Her watch said it was 5:32 a.m. and the sun was just coming up over the horizon.
"Do you want me to get the girls?" Heidi asked with a sigh, glancing back at the trailer where the models were changing.
"Fucking Kaiser's coming out here," Ty murmured, fiddling with his camera. "I hate shoots when he shows up."
Heidi's eyes widened and she looked between them. "The Kaiser? Warren Kaiser?"
"Speak of the devil," Lenny murmured, pointing over Heidi's shoulder with his eyes.
Ty sighed, fumbling his camera, but not looking back. "Shit."
"He likes the swimsuit shoots," Lenny whispered to her as he passed.
"Gentlemen!" Warren Kaiser looked as out of place on a morning beach in his suit and tie as a poodle in the pound. "Let's start the engines, shall we?"
He strode toward them swinging a finely crafted cane than sank into the sand as he walked. He dug the point of it in when he stopped short, leaning on it and crossing one foot in front of the other.
"I'll go get the girls," Heidi murmured, avoiding the tall man's eyes as she moved carefully around him, noticing the exposed bottom of his shoe as she passed.
"Testoni!" Heidi gasped, staring at the feather images hot-stamped into the soles.
The man was standing on the beach, unmindful of the sand that the toe of his fifteen-hundred-dollar shoe was resting in.
"God bless you!" Lenny snorted.
"Good eye." The voice drew her gaze up and she saw the man with the cane and the salt and pepper hair looking curiously down at her. His eyes were dark and questioning.
Lenny nudged Heidi's shoulder with his. "The girls—Daniella."
"Going," she mumbled.
Normally they set up the portable beach cabanas, but this was going to be a five day shoot, and there would be different models every day, so Kaiser had sprung for a trailer.
Inside, there was a flurry of activity, girls everywhere in various states of undress, the costume women tucking and folding and taping.
"Daniella?" Heidi asked, looking for the tall blonde in the midst of bodies.
"She's in the bathroom!" one of the girls said, holding her arms above her head, her breasts bare, as one of the costumers taped them together.
"Daniella?" Heidi asked, knocking on the door. No one answered, but she heard the distinct sounds of vomiting. She knocked again. Nothing.
Making her way back through the flutter of activity, she discovered outside that Lenny had found a chair for Mr. Kaiser. He sat, his cane propped against the arm, his hands folded over his chest and his legs stretched out, his fifteen-hundred dollar Italian shoes crossed in the sand.
"Lenny," she whispered, motioning to him. "I think Daniella's got the stomach flu. She's in the bathroom throwing up."
"That's not the flu!" He laughed, rolling his eyes. "That's Dunkin Donuts reversing gears!"
"Oh." Heidi flushed, noticing Mr. Kaiser watching them, smiling at her naiveté, his head cocked in her direction.
"Heidi, come here!" Ty called. He was looking through his camera towards the surf.
"I'll get her," Lenny said, nudging Heidi toward the photographer as he headed for the trailer.
Heidi waited patiently while Ty fiddled with the camera. He glanced over at her, frowning, eyeing her up and down.
He pointed. "See that towel out there?"
She nodded, shifting uncomfortably. Mr. Kaiser was still watching them and his eyes on her made her feel too small in her skin.
"Go stand on it," he said, looking through the camera again. "I need to get a reading, and I can't do it without a subject."
Heidi trotted obediently out to stand on the towel. From this angle, she could see Mr. Kaiser looking at her, tilting his head to the side so he could see around Ty standing at the tripod.
"Hey!" Ty called, looking over the camera at her. "Take off your top."
"What?" she whispered, knowing he couldn't hear her.
"Come on!" He waved his hand impatiently, looking through the camera again. "Let's go!"
Heidi glanced at Mr. Kaiser, who was leaning a little further now around Ty as she crossed her hands in front of her and grabbed the edge of her t-shirt, wishing she had actually put on a bra this morning.
She held her t-shirt modstly in front of her breasts, feeling the heat of her blush and found herself staring at the tips of Mr. Kaiser's shoes. She could feel his eyes on her, anyway, like a heat.
"More skin!" Ty called.
She glanced toward the trailer, hoping to see Daniella and Lenny magically appear, but no such luck. Biting her lip and taking a deep breath, she dropped her arms to her sides, exposing herself. Her nipples immediately hardened in the breeze. She watched Mr. Kaiser adjust in his seat, uncrossing and re-crossing his legs at the ankles.
"Thanks!" Ty waved her in. "Got it!"
Pulling her shirt back over her head and willing the flush out of her cheeks, she walked toward the photographer.
"You didn't take any pictures, did you?" Heidi asked, watching Ty as he looked through the camera and then out to the horizon again.
He snorted. "Of you?"
Her blush deepened as the trailer door banged open behind them and Daniella pushed Lenny out onto the sand.
"Fucking pervert," she hissed, weaving around him. "Next time, send in Miss Cauliflower for Brains—at least she's a girl."
Lenny was laughing as he brushed himself off and one of the other girls grabbed the trailer door and shut it.
"Let's get this show on the road," Daniella said, flouncing past Ty. "Where do you want me?"
"It's already been quite a show," Mr. Kaiser remarked, putting his hands behind his head and glancing over at Heidi.
"Mr. Kaiser!" In an instant, the model's voice was thick with sweetness and now Heidi felt like she needed to go do a food-reversal.
"Heidi, can you help me?" It was Maggie, sticking her head out the trailer door.
"Lenny, find out where that damned artist is!" Ty called, waving Daniella toward the towel.
Heidi saw Lenny dig his cell phone out of his pocket, but it wasn't long before the henna artist showed up to start painting the girls. She was a dark-haired woman, all soft curves and long legs, and dark blue-black hair that hung to her waist. Heidi watched, fascinated, as she painted patterns over each girl's skin, sealing the henna with some sort of glittery paint before sending them on their way.
Daniella came back in to get hers, and complained the whole time about having to hold still. Heidi had to run to the refrigerator to get her an Evian twice, but she didn't mind sitting in the cool trailer and watching. Lenny and Ty didn't seem to be missing her, although she knew that with all the girls out on the beach, she should probably go out there, too.
"Do you want one?" the black-haired woman asked after Daniella left, turning her coal-black eyes to Heidi as she cleaned her syringe.
"Me?" Heidi glanced toward the door, biting her lip, considering.
"You have lovely hands," the woman remarked, grabbing one and turning it over, running her fingers over Heidi's knuckles. "Perhaps something here?"
Heidi let her paint, watching as the syringe left a dark brown trail over her skin. It just looked like squiggly lines and dots at first, but eventually, she was able to discern a leafy, paisley pattern as the woman worked.
"It's really beautiful," Heidi murmured, her blonde head bent close to the woman's dark one. "Have you been doing it long?"
"Since I was a girl." The woman glanced up with a smile. "There... do you like it?"
Heidi held her hand out, admiring. "Yes... thank you."
"Heidi!" It was Ty, pounding at the trailer door, making her jump up with a gasp.
"Gotta go." She headed for the door.
"Wait!" the woman called after her. "I need to seal your—"
Heidi knew Ty's mad voice when she heard it, and her heart was beating fast as she shut the trailer door behind her.
"Where the hell have you been?" he hissed, and she hid her hand behind her back, careful not to touch the wet henna to anything. She followed him as he walked back toward his camera, grumbling something about Lenny, who Heidi didn't see anywhere. "Listen, I need you to help that guy bring in the boxed lunches."
Heidi looked over toward the truck that had pulled up in the parking lot and headed for it, hurrying past Ty. She didn't see Mr. Kaiser's outstretched legs at all before she tripped over them, reaching to catch herself.
"Whoa, there!" he said, grabbing for her, but she tumbled anyway, managing to turn and clutch onto his pants before she landed in the sand.
"I'm sorry," she mumbled, hearing the girls laughing behind her. She started brushing the sand off her shorts as she knelt, and that's when she noticed the smeared henna over the back of her hand.
"Are you alright?" he asked, and she knew he hadn't seen, didn't notice.
Panicked, she glanced down at his pants, seeing the stain on the inside of the leg. The material was a dark grey and the henna was brown, leaving a clear mark. "Oh god... your pants... I'm so sorry..."
"What did you do?" Ty asked, glancing over at them, frowning.
Still kneeling, she held out her trembling hand, the painstaking design now a dark smudge, turning her eyes up first to Ty and then to Mr. Kaiser, who was inspecting his pant leg now with a frown.
"That's a Fioravanti, isn't it?" Heidi asked, wincing.
He nodded, his mouth set in a thin line.
"Oh my god!" Ty's hands were pressed to his cheeks, his eyes wide. "Heidi, you're going to have to pay for that! What were you doing with henna on your hands!?"
"That's a three thousand dollar suit," Heidi whispered, sure no one could hear her.
"Five," Kaiser corrected, standing. He reached into his pocket, digging out his keys. "I have a change of clothes in my trunk. It's the Porsche. Get them, please."
Heidi took his keys, trying hard not to cry as she ran to his car. Careful to use only the hand without the henna, she retrieved a dry cleaning bag, slinging it over her shoulder as she ran back toward the beach.
"Where is he?" she gasped to Ty, who had gone back to photographing the girls.
"Trailer," Ty replied, waving her off.
Inside it was dark and cool and quiet. Everyone else was out on the beach, and even the henna lady had gone.
"Mr. Kaiser?" she called, making her way toward the back of the trailer. She saw a light on in the little bathroom. "Sir?"
"In here, Heidi," he called and she startled, surprised, when he said her name.
She found him sitting on the edge of the toilet seat with his pants folded neatly on the sink, the stain showing.
"I'm so sorry," she said, edging inside and shutting the door.
"See if you can get the stain out," he instructed, holding his hand out for the dry cleaning bag.
She handed it to him and turned to the sink, feeling cold. Using soap on her hands to wash the rest of the wet henna away, leaving a ghostly pattern, she then started on the pants.
"You know a great deal about fashion," he remarked, standing and hanging the bag over the hook on the door.
"Fashion design major," she replied, scrubbing the stain. "Syracuse. Graduated last year."
"And you came to work for Kaiser?" He slipped off his suit jacket. "Probably thinking you could get your foot in the door?"
She nodded, sighed, rinsed the spot and noticed it had barely faded. "Something like that."
"And now you're basically the go-to girl?" He shook out his suit coat carefully, leaving on his shirt and tie, while Heidi watched him in the mirror.
"Basically." She turned off the water, drying her hands on a paper towel. "I'm afraid I'm not going to be able to get this clean."
He nodded. "I was afraid of that."
"I'm glad you had this suit in your car," Heidi said, turning toward the dry cleaning bag and unzipping it. "It's—oh my god. Is that a Liana Lee?"
He smiled. "I thought you might appreciate that."
"She's my idol," Heidi said, running her fingers over the lapel.
"You want to design men's suits?" he asked, reaching around her and slipping the jacket off the hanger and handing her his other suit jacket. "Here, hang this one up, will you?"
"Among other things," she said as she hung his other suit jacket up.
He straightened his collar, his tie, glancing at her in the mirror. "So, Miss Heidi... what are we going to do about these pants?"
She bit her lip, meeting his eyes in the mirror.
"I'm not sure..." She shrugged. "With what I make, it would take me forever to pay you five thousand dollars."
"I understand that." His eyes moved over her. "Still, something like this... there is the matter of personal responsibility."
"It was an accident..." she pleaded, turning to face him. He raised his eyebrows at her and she sighed. "What do you think we should do?"
"Perhaps just a simple punishment is in order."
Heidi stared at him, frowning. "What do you mean?"
"Turn around."
She did as he asked, heart hammering, facing the sink and the mirror once again.
"Bend over."
Her eyes widened, meeting his as he moved behind her, standing a full head taller.
When she spoke, she couldn't keep the tremble from her voice. "Mr. Kaiser?"
He nodded. "Yes. Bend over."
"I'm sorry," she said, shaking her head, her stomach clenching. "I don't... what..."
She could feel his presence, the shadow of his body behind her like a weight, even though no part of them was touching.
"Bend over for your punishment, Heidi."
Just the sound of his voice made her do it. It wasn't a request, it wasn't even quite a demand, it was more of a direction, a simple instruction that she was meant to follow—and so she did.
Bent over the counter of the sink, she met her own wide eyes in the full wall mirror and then looked to him. He was leaning back, his head tilted, his gaze falling somewhere behind her. Her heart was beating very fast.
"Shorts down."
She heard herself whimper, but it was his tone that seemed to prompt her response, making her fingers hook the elastic band, sliding the white material over her bottom, down to mid-thigh.
"Panties, too."
Her eyes pleaded with him, but he wasn't looking at her face. There seemed nothing to do but comply. Her face burned and her chest was constricted as she slid her plain white cotton panties down to mid-thigh as well.
"Mr. Kaiser—" she started, thinking to reason with him, to say something to end this craziness, but she couldn't think of what to follow it with.
That's when his hand came down, a jarring sting that made her gasp out loud with the force of it. The flush of her humiliation was immediate and two rosy patches appeared on her face in the mirror. His hand came down again, this time across her other cheek, the sound of it loudly shocking in the small, cramped space of the bathroom.
Her ass cheeks smarted and she started to feel a heat as the spanking went on, his slaps coming faster, harder. She couldn't stop the silent tears, her lower lip trembling, her breath coming in soft hitches.
He was thundering behind her, his face stoic in the mirror. The only indication of emotion was in his eyes, the way they seemed to caress the red, burning skin he was kindling. She started to squirm, making soft noises, her breath fogging the mirror more with every blow.
"Mr. Kaiser!" she gasped, her hands curling, one of them clutching the stained trousers in her fist.
The sound of her voice stopped him and she could see his chest heaving, his gaze still moving over her behind. He lifted his hand, the one he had used to spank her with, rubbing his fingers together as he met her eyes in the mirror. Heidi trembled at the dark look in them.
He moved in behind her and she could feel his erection through his boxers nestled between her cheeks. The soft satiny feel of the fabric was heaven against her hot, prickling skin. His eyes never left hers as he grabbed her hips, squeezing, holding her there against him. She watched his eyes close for a moment as he drew a deep, belly breath.
"Mr. Kaiser?" she whispered, her ass clenching, his cock twitching.
He let go, leaning back and moving his hand over her behind, a soft caress. She swallowed, watching him, finding it hard to breathe.
"Your debt is paid," he said quietly, turning toward the door and taking the clean trousers out of the dry cleaning bag.
Heidi struggled with her panties and shorts, pulling them back up over her tingling bottom as he buttoned his pants.
"I'm sorry," she whispered again, holding out the damp, stained pair of trousers.
"They're useless to me," he said, running a hand through his hair.
Heidi noticed his palm was red, realizing with a jolt that it was the hand he had used to spank her with. He reached past her and opened the door, grabbing the dry cleaning bag.
"My keys," he said, holding out his hand.
Heidi dug into her pocket and fumbled them as she gave them over. He moved around her, heading out the door.
"Mr. Kaiser," she murmured, leaning against counter, her bottom still burning.
"Yes, Heidi?"
She didn't know what she was going to say, what she wanted to say, and what came out surprised them both. "Thank you."
He gave her a brief nod and was gone.
Heidi shut the door and locked it, slipping her shorts and panties down and turning to inspect her red, raw bottom in the mirror. She stayed that way, turned and looking over her shoulder as she slid her hand down between her legs.
Her fingers found their way through her swollen, wet slit, parting her lips and rubbing, remembering his eyes, the force and weight of him behind her. The heat in her bottom spread between her legs as she touched herself, still seeing him, the red flash of his palm, the square set of his jaw, the thick press of his cock between her cheeks.
She rubbed herself until she was panting with the effort, still hearing his voice telling her to "bend over"... remembering the sharpness of each blow, how accurate and precise... and the delicious, thrilling way he closed his eyes and breathed her in at the end.
Her fingers probed deeper, slipping in and out of her wetness as she worked her clit, her other hand squeezing the red, tingling flesh of her ass. Her pussy was slick with her built-up excitement and it squelched as she fingered herself, the rhythmic sound loud in the little bathroom



She whispered his name, "Mr. Kaiser," over and over, her fingers digging deep, rubbing hard, her pussy throbbing and aching for release. She didn't stop, she couldn't stop, even when Lenny pounded on the door, not until she made herself cum, fingers plunging, her other hand sliding over her ass where he had given her his final, parting caress.
Her climax was so intense that she had to bite her lip to keep from making any noise as it shook her, the red heat flooding her entire body as she quivered and rocked against the counter.
"Heidi!" Lenny called, knocking again. "Hey! Are you ok?"
She yanked up her shorts and panties, breathing a shaky sigh as she turned on the water to wash her hands.
"I'm ok," she gasped. "Be out in a minute."
Bending over again and pressing her forehead to the mirror, she whispered, "Perhaps a simple punishment is in order." Just the sound of the words made her tremble.
She stood, swallowing, still shaky, her cheeks red with her secret shame as she finally opened the door to Lenny's insistent knocking.
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Heidi's bottom stung for an hour after he left, but the tingling feeling in her body remained all through the night. When her alarm went off at four in the morning, she could still feel it, like a low-amp current buzzing through her.
Mr. Kaiser had been gone when she went back out onto the set, and she wasn't brave enough to ask Ty or Lenny when or if he might be back—but she did take his pants. She folded them carefully and put them into her backpack.
It was strange—disturbing, even—her response to the events of the day before, but it was larger than life, much bigger than she was and beyond her somehow. Her body was craving something that she didn't understand, and no matter how much her head insisted she was crazy, it wanted what it wanted.
She floated until she found herself back on the set, like a blissful deja-vu, delivering coffee and holding Ty's camera. It was only when the lunches were delivered again and the girls began picking through them that she came back to earth, realizing that he wasn't coming back.
All morning she had watched the parking lot, looking for a red Porsche, her bottom tingling and clenching. She imagined him striding back onto the beach, swinging his cane, his dark eyes finding her.
She waited, but he didn't come, and around lunch time, she found herself sitting morosely in the chair he had occupied the day before, eating a banana and poking at a hermit crab in the sand with a stick. What had she expected, anyway?
Still, her bottom tingled with the memory.
"Hey." Lenny sat in the sand next to her with his sandwich.
"Hey." Heidi flipped the crab over, watching it squirm and withdraw further into its shell. She knew how it felt. She turned it back again, watching it inch away.
"Ty's better today," Lenny remarked, nodding over to where he was laughing with one of the models. "Kaiser freaks him out."
"Mmm." She nodded, sighed, poked her stick into the sand.
It was the perfect opportunity to ask, would he be back, did he only come on the first day of the shoot? Still, she couldn't seem to form the words.
"Oh, shit," he said, digging into his jeans pocket. "I forgot, Kaiser gave me this for you yesterday. Between Ty running me ragged and Daniella's..."
Heidi didn't hear any more, although he continued talking. She was unfolding a square, thick piece of paper with the initials "WRK" at the top. His scrawl was large and slanted and the message was short. My office. Tomorrow. Noon. Don't be late. Kaiser.
"Fuck," she whispered, looking at her watch. It was 11:12 a.m. She didn't know if she could make it in time.
"What are you doing?" Lenny asked as she bolted out of her chair, starting for the trailer.
"Gotta go!" She grabbed her backpack from inside the trailer door, ignoring the startled looks on the girls' faces as she slammed it behind her.
"Heidi!?" Ty called after her, but she didn't even look back as she headed for the parking lot, walking at first, and then breaking into a run.
*****
Kaiser's office building was downtown, and between traffic and finding parking, it was 11:58 a.m. by the time she burst through the main doors of the skyscraper to ask where she could find his office at the front desk. It wasn't until that moment, with the security guard staring at her bare legs, that she realized she was still dressed for the beach in shorts and a t-shirt.
"What floor?" the woman in the pinstriped suit with the short dark bob asked as Heidi slipped onto the elevator.
"Forty-eight," she murmured, still out of breath.
The numbers seemed to take forever to tick by, people getting on, getting off, and every time she looked at her watch, another minute had passed. By the time the elevator opened at her floor, it was 12:05 p.m. No one got off with her, and as the doors closed behind her, she looked around for a receptionist, but there was no one at the desk.
She adjusted her backpack on her shoulder—to her left was a closed door, and to her right was a hallway. As she stood, shifting from foot to foot and considering, the door to her left opened, revealing Mr. Kaiser looking at his watch.
"Five minutes late, Heidi," he remarked, waving her in. "Come in, please. Take a seat."
Her belly did a little flip as she brushed by him, putting her backpack on the floor at her feet as she sat in one of the leather, wing-backed chairs facing his desk.
"I'm sorry," she said, still a little breathless as he shut the door and sat across from her. "Lenny didn't give me your note until this morning."
Digging into her pocket, she pulled out the folded paper and held it out to him—her invitation to be here. He just leaned back, tenting his fingers, looking at the note, and eventually she let it flutter to the desk, clasping her quivering hands in her lap.
"Do you know why I asked you here?"
She shook her head, feeling her ass clenched in the chair, her thighs damp and sticking to the leather.
He frowned. "When you answer me, Heidi, I would appreciate either a spoken 'yes' or 'no,' followed by 'Mr. Kaiser' or 'sir.' Do you think you can comply?"
"Oh." She flushed, nodding, and said, "Yes, sir."
"Now, about the reason I asked you here..." His eyes moved over her face, down to her outfit, very similar to what she had worn the day before. "It is my general impression that you don't enjoy your job."
Heidi opened her mouth to deny it and saw him raise his eyebrows, as if he knew what she meant to say. "Yes... sir. That's true."
He gave a brief nod. "I thought perhaps we might find something better suited to you at Kaiser."
She stared at him, all the breath gone from her body. Was he going to offer her a job in design?
"Can you type?" he asked, immediately dashing her hopes.
"Yes, sir," she replied with a frown.
He leaned forward in his chair, folding his hands and resting his arms on the desk. "You may have noticed that I don't have an office assistant out front? My last secretary was with me for eight years, and I have yet to find a replacement for her. It's been several months, now, and I admit, I'm becoming frustrated and I really do need someone."
Heidi took a deep breath, glancing around the office. "I've never been anyone's secretary."
He shook his head, smiling. "Irrelevant. You have what I need."
"I... do?" she met his eyes, her breath coming a little faster as she squirmed in her seat. His eyes were dark, moving over her, and she couldn't help remembering the incident in the bathroom.
"I need someone who can follow orders," he said, leaning back in his chair again and she could see the memory of yesterday in his eyes. "Who would be willing to do whatever I asked. You showed me yesterday that you are... quite willing."
Heidi swallowed, pressing her damp palms to her shorts. "I'm not sure I know what you mean?"
"Yes, you do." His eyes were smiling. "I compensate very well. You would be my assistant, answering my calls, handing my correspondence and taking care of my professional and personal needs during the day. Would you be interested in such an arrangement?"
It wasn't the promise if money or the poshness of his office, or even the fact that he was the head of one of the richest fashion companies in the world—it was the way he looked at her, with nothing concealed or disguised. His eyes saw directly through her, and there was no smugness in the way it appeared as if he had her figured out, because he had. They both knew it, and there was only one answer she could give him.
"Yes," she breathed, squeezing her hands together, her legs, too. "Sir."
He gave her a nod. "Good. I think we'll both be satisfied with the arrangement."
Opening the top drawer of his desk, he withdrew a large white envelope and slid it across the blotter. Heidi didn't know if she should take it or not, so she kept her hands clasped, just looking from him to the envelope.
"This contains general information about Kaiser, which you have already, of course, since you are essentially already in my employ," he explained. "There is also a contract and information about duties as well as your salary and benefits."
She nodded, looking at his hand, the buffed, square nails, resting on the stark envelope. Her bottom tingled, remembering how red his palm had been after he spanked her. Shifting in her seat, she crossed one knee over the other, trying to make herself more comfortable with the yearning ache between her legs.
"If, for some reason, you read those over and change your mind," he said, nodding toward the envelope. "You simply need to tell me, and you will consequently stay in your current position."
"I can't imagine why I would object," she replied.
"No." He smiled. "I don't imagine you will. In spite of the apparent haste of my offer, I actually choose my assistants quite carefully."
Standing, he leaned his palms on the desk blotter, his eyes moving down the front of her t-shirt, looking at her hands in her lap. "Now, there is just the matter of your tardiness."
Her heart leapt and she met his eyes, feeling faint. "My... tardiness?"
Mr. Kaiser reached underneath the desk and Heidi heard the door behind her lock. The sound made her mouth go dry.
"One of the things that I cannot abide is lateness," he explained, reaching down and unbuckling his belt. She felt faint as she watched it slipping through the loops of his pants. "And you will find that I am quite unorthodox in my methods of discipline."
He snapped the belt in his hands and she jumped, gasping, her hand going to her throat as she stared at him. Doubling it over, he slapped it against his palm, the belt whistling and then smacking his flesh. Heidi sat and wondered how much it would sting and she wiggled her bottom against the chair.
"It's a Vincente," he told her with a small smile. "Italian. Calf-skin, medium weight. Makes a nice sound, doesn't it?"
She couldn't speak, she couldn't move, all she could seem to do was stare at the belt in his hands as her whole body flushed with a trembling heat.
"Heidi?" he asked, cocking his head, reminding her. "I asked you a question."
"Yes, sir," she whispered, drawing a shaky breath.
"Come here," he instructed, and she recognized the tone immediately and obeyed, moving around to his side of the desk, amazed that her legs were holding her weight at all given how much they were shaking.
"You remember this," he murmured, tilting her chin up and she met his eyes, nodding. "Everything pulled down and bend over, please."
Heidi turned her back to him, knowing that this was what she came for. She didn't understand it and she didn't try to, she just slid her shorts and panties down for him and bent over the desk like she was told. Her body was tight and tense with anticipation and she closed her eyes.
"Take them off," he directed and she looked back at him, wiggling them the rest of the way down and stepping out. "And spread your legs."
She moved her thighs apart, feeling the cool air against the moist heat there, and gasped when his hands pressed them open even further.
"Put your hands flat," he told her. "Fingers open."
Doing as she was told, she splayed her hands on the dusty rose colored blotter with its sharp maroon corners.
"Since you will now most likely be continuing in my employ," he said, putting his hands on the edge of the desk on either side of her, leaning his weight against her. "I want you to understand that discipline will only be used when you have violated the rules. In terms of tardiness, you will receive one lash for every minute you are late. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Mr. Kaiser," she whispered, closing her eyes and longing to wiggle back against the hard flesh she felt teasing her thigh. She resisted the urge—barely.
"You will count it out," he said and she bit her lip as he moved away, wanting the heat and weight of him again.
The belt caressed her skin at first, tickling over her lower back and down between her cheeks and thighs. She didn't expect that and it sent shivers up her spine. Under her t-shirt, her nipples stiffened against the blotter. It went on for a long time, the thick feel of the belt tracing patterns on her skin, until she was breathing hard and had goose bumps and was straining up on her toes towards the sensation.
Just when she thought she couldn't stand the tension another minute, the belt came down—CRACK—over her ass, making her gasp and moan.
"One," she whispered, the bit of the belt creating a line of heat that radiating over her behind. The sting was incredible, much worse than his hand had been.
"Good," he praised her, bringing the belt down again in the same spot.
"Two!" she gasped, trying to remember how late she had been? Three minutes? Five? She couldn't think anymore as he delivered another blow, this time to the other cheek.
"Three," she moaned, her hands beginning to curl into fists as the fire spread over her ass. The moment they did, his hands covered hers, the weight of him leaning in as he pressed her palms flat.
"Open," he reminded her firmly.
"Yes, sir," she agreed, nodding, as he backed off and brought the belt down again, smacking her ass hard, the sound of it filling the room.
"Four," she whimpered, feeling the sting of tears and blinking them back.
"One more, Heidi," he murmured, his hand moving over the fiery, red skin of her behind, a cool caress.
The belt came down with a tremendous THWAP and she arched, crying out, gasping, "Five!" as her eyes closed and her jaw clenched.
The sting and burn was different today, a more localized, tender thing, rather than an overall heat. She bit her lip, waiting, listening to him breathing behind her and wishing there was a mirror here, so she could see his face.
"Turn around," he said, and she faced him, watching his belt slip back through the loops in his pants with an intense fascination. "Take off your shirt."
She lifted it over her head, exposing herself to him, braless again today, this time in anticipation rather than neglect. His eyes burned their way over the swell of her breasts, down the soft slope of her belly and hips, lingering between her legs at the soft, downy blonde hair there.
"You liked it, didn't you?" he asked, leaning back in his chair. "Yesterday in the bathroom?"
She swallowed, fighting the urge to cross her arms over her chest. "Yes, sir."
"Did it make you wet?" he asked, shifting in his chair and Heidi wondered if he was hard and longed to find out.
"Yes, sir," she said, unable to stop the slow flush in her cheeks at her admission.
He took a deep breath, his eyes sweeping her form, meeting her eyes. "Did you touch yourself after I left, Heidi?'
She lowered her eyes, biting her lip, feeling that delicious throb between her thighs. "Yes, sir."
"Show me," he said, leaning forward in his chair, eye-level with her little triangle of fur. "How did you do it?"
Heidi closed her eyes against his gaze, sliding her hand down between her legs and parting her swollen lips with her fingers. Her clit was throbbing, aching to be touched, and she worked it in slow circles, her breath coming faster, knowing he was watching.
She heard him gasp when she turned, bending over the desk and moving her other hand over the red, raw skin of her behind, the fingers between her legs still moving around and around between her wet slit.
"Mr. Kaiser," she whispered, her eyes still closed, lost in the sensation, showing him how she had touched herself in the little bathroom, bent over the counter and rubbing herself raw as she thought about him.
She heard the shift of his chair, the sound of his breath. Her fingers moved faster, her nipples grazing the cool surface of the desk as she rocked, her other hand making soft circles over the red, tingling surface of her behind.
"Yes, Heidi," he murmured, and she felt his hand, then, smooth over the other rounded globe of her ass cheek. She gasped and moaned, arching as she rolled her hips to meet his massaging hand. "Do you like that?"
"Yes, Mr. Kaiser," she whispered, her thighs trembling as he squeezed and gripped her ass. Her fingers were moving in a fast, blurry circle, sending her on a tight upward spiral.
His hand came down on the red skin there with a smart SLAP, making her gasp and shiver. She moaned when he did it again and then again, his hand covering a larger area, making the tender spots where the belt had fallen on her ass tingle.
He rocked her against the desk with the motion of his hand and she couldn't stand it, her pussy throbbing as he spanked her behind into a fiery red mass of flesh. Arching, she felt his hand fall lower, grazing her lips, and she gasped, spreading her thighs.
"Yes," she whispered, feeling his hand slapping her vulva. "Oh god, yes, Mr. Kaiser!"
The feel of his fingers smacking against the swollen lips of her pussy was too much, and it sent her shivering over the edge, sailing through the waves of her orgasm as she rolled and bucked against his desk. She moaned and spread and went up on her toes with it, rocking back against the force of the hand still spanking her between the legs.
She didn't move, she couldn't. She gasped and panted on his desk, her hot cheek pressed to the blotter, stuck there, her fingers still moving slowly in the sticky mess between her thighs.
"Get dressed," he said after a moment and she thought that he was struggling to keep his breathing under control.
Standing, she found her clothes on the floor, pulling her shirt back on, then her panties and shorts, using his desk for balance. Her ears were ringing with her orgasm, and her bottom was nothing but heat against the seat of her shorts.
"Have a seat, Miss Bauer," he said, nodding toward the chair on the other side of the desk.
Heidi was shocked to hear him say her last name, realizing that he must have looked her up—of course he had. She worked for him, after all. Making her way around the desk, she sat down, wincing when her bottom touched the leather. Her pussy was a mash of pulpy, trembling wetness between her thighs and she squeezed her legs together as if to contain it.
"As I was saying... before your punishment..." he said, leaning forward in his chair. Heidi looked at the hand hovering over the white envelope and saw that his fingers were glistening. That's me, she thought, staring, fascinated. "I would like you to take these materials home and review them."
"Yes, Mr. Kaiser," Heidi agreed, reaching her own still-wet fingers out, brushing his as she took the envelope. He jerked his hand back as if she had burned him, his eyes dark as he looked at her.
"Nine a.m., Miss Bauer," he said, standing and reaching under his desk and she heard the sound of the door again, unlocking now. "Don't be late."
"Thank you," she murmured, standing and picking up her backpack and starting toward the door. She stopped with her hand on the doorknob, looking back at him and adding, "Sir."
He nodded, standing now and leaning his palms on his desk as he watched her.
"Oh, Heidi," he said as she opened the door. She looked over her shoulder at him, her eyes questioning. "You've made quite a mess of my blotter. We'll have to deal with that tomorrow."
Her breath caught, her ass clenching as she met his eyes.
"Yes, sir," she breathed before closing the door behind her.
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The rain was coming down in sheets and she could barely see through her windshield, even with the wipers on full blast. The parking structure was nearly full and she had to squeeze her Honda into a too-small space, carefully slipping out so as not to chip Mr. BMW's paint job. The walk to the Kaiser building was short, but it didn't matter, because the rain made quick work of her hair and make-up, soaking her to the skin in a matter of moments.
Umbrella, Heidi, she admonished herself as she pushed the button for the elevator, wiggling uncomfortably in her rain-soaked attire. She had worn what the dress code requested: a skirt, no lower than 2 inches below the knee, and a blouse and jacket. Pantyhose weren't allowed—stockings were required to be worn with garters, and heels couldn't be lower than three inches high. No pants, pant suits, trousers or jeans allowed.
The elevator opened at floor forty-eight and Heidi stepped out, staring at the desk in front of her. My desk. The clock overhead read 8:35 a.m. She had made sure she left with plenty of time to get here. Mr. Kaiser's office door, to the left, was closed and she didn't know if he was in it. She wanted to go exploring down the other hallway, but thought it best to just sit and wait.
Stashing her purse under the desk, she took out the signed contract and other information that she would have to turn in to personnel, smoothing the folds out over the surface. There was a computer and a multi-line phone, the usual pens and various office supplies tucked away in the drawers, she noted, and a huge filing cabinet behind her.
She puttered the minutes away, trying to ignore the butterflies in her stomach, and was bending a paperclip into shapes when Mr. Kaiser stepped off the elevator. She saw his eyes sweep her, felt the heat of his disapproval, and then his gaze fell to the twisted paperclip in her hands.
"I was just... waiting," she said, standing, still holding the bent metal form. She held it up, giving him a little smile as she made it dance. "It's a dog."
He nodded, raising his eyebrows. "Delightful. Now, if you're done wasting office supplies, perhaps we can get to work?"
He motioned for her to follow him and she did, waiting while he put down his briefcase and hung his umbrella. His suit was impeccable, dry as a bone, and a Jon Green, Heidi noted, her eyes moving over the lines of his broad shoulders.
"I forgot an umbrella," she admitted as he sat at his desk.
Glancing up at her, he said, "You look like a drowned rat."
She flushed, her hand smoothing her hair. "I know, I'm sorry."
"You should always be prepared, Heidi," he said, leaning back in his seat, looking over her outfit. "I assume, since you're here, that you have decided to take the job?"
"Yes." She nodded, eager, perching on one of the maroon leather, wing-backed chairs. "I brought my paperwork."
"Good." It was the first smile of his that she had seen today and it thrilled her, although it was brief. "You'll take it down to personnel later today. Fourth floor. I will take you on a tour of the building myself before lunch, get you acquainted with most of the staff."
Heidi looked over her shoulder, noting that he had closed the door. "On this floor... who else is up here?"
"No one," he replied, tenting his fingers. "There is a board room down the hall, and several other offices, although they are for training and meeting purposes and are unoccupied most of the time."
"We're the only ones up here, then?" she asked, feeling her heart skipping in her chest.
He nodded. "I like my privacy."
She watched as he leaned forward in his chair, shrugging his shoulders out of his suit coat.
He held it up carefully, nodding to her. "Would you hang this up in the wardrobe over there, Heidi?"
She came around the desk to retrieve it, letting her fingers linger over his a little longer than normal and the look in his eyes said he noticed.
"I like to be comfortable in the office," he explained as she opened the wardrobe door and took out a wooden hanger. "So I keep several changes of clothes here."
Noting the myriad colors and fabrics of suits and sweaters hanging in the closet, she slipped the suit coat in on the end, next to a large, thick, grey zippered bag similar to the one she had carried in from his car on that first day. It seemed a million years ago, somehow, but her bottom clenched at the sight of it.
"Oh, and those are for you," he told her, leaning forward. "You're a size five, aren't you?"
Heidi stared at him. "Yes."
"Appearances are important," he said, standing and coming around the desk. "You are the first thing that people will see when they step off that elevator, and I want you to make the best possible first impression you can."
He sighed as he fingered the ends of her still-damp, flattened hair. "So, we'll start with the clothes. Take those home with you tonight."
"That's... very generous of you." Heidi looked from him to the grey bag, now feeling like a little kid at Christmas, waiting for morning.
"No," he replied, and she saw his jaw tighten. "You will have a great deal expected of you here, Heidi. This isn't an easy job, nor is it a free ride. Do you understand that?"
"Yes," she said, swallowing and giving him a nod. "Sir."
"No." He smiled then, shaking his head, his eyes moving down her damp blouse. "You don't understand... yet... but you will."
His cryptic words actually gave her goose bumps and she hugged her arms across her chest, feeling the heat of his big body standing next to hers.
He seemed to understand her body language, but he didn't back off. Instead, he moved a little closer, making her tilt her chin way up to meet his eyes.
"Let's get you acquainted with some of your job description, shall we?"
*****
By four-thirty, Heidi was ready to collapse. She sat in her chair, staring at the computer screen swimming in front of her eyes and rubbing her toes on the carpet. Her heels were under her desk somewhere because her feet were killing her. She hadn't realized how hard it as going to be to keep up with him all day long. It seemed like the man never stopped.
Of course, that wasn't entirely true. They had a nice lunch on the top floor, where there was a restaurant that had a view of the entire city. She still had some of her shrimp scampi in the little refrigerator down the hall to eat for a yummy dinner tonight. And he was quiet now, for the most part, doing something in his office, the door slightly ajar. She could hear him humming.
She had found herself longing for Ty and Lenny and even the girls throughout the day, just to be out on the beach and in the sunshine. There weren't even any windows here in the reception area—she had to look through Mr. Kaiser's door to see the daylight. It was just the newness of it all, and she was sure that she would get used to it. Considering the job paid three times what her last position did—and apparently came with free designer clothing—she wasn't going to complain.
But she wondered about the last secretary, the one he had spoken of. Had she quit? Been fired? Heidi found a black silk scarf tucked way back in the top drawer of her desk that smelled like Chanel No. 5 with the monogram "M" and knew it must be hers. She was sure that there had been something between her and Mr. Kaiser—just from the funny look she got from the woman in personnel when she handed in her paperwork.
"Heidi?" he called and she jumped, her heart racing.
"Coming, Mr. Kaiser," she answered, slipping her feet back into her heels and making her way toward his office. She stopped in the doorway, seeing him standing by the window, his hands clasped behind his back. "Yes, sir?"
He turned his head toward her, but didn't move from the glass. "Ah. There you are. Come in, please. Close the door."
Heidi did as she was told, standing between the two wing-backed chairs, waiting. Today had seemed like such a normal office day that she had almost forgotten the events of yesterday and the day before—but her body remembered. Her bottom was tingling and there was a slow heat beginning to spread through her lower belly, just looking at the way he stood, the way his eyes shifted when the door clicked shut behind her.
"Syracuse, you said?" he asked, striding toward his desk. "Where did you intern?"
She cleared her throat, knowing that he must already know, if he had seen her resume. "I was a wardrobe stylist here in New York for the Tommy Hilfiger Merchandise Coordinator."
He chuckled, shaking his head. "Mr. Bourgeois himself."
Flushing, she replied, "He's no Kaiser."
"No." His eyes flicked up to hers, moving over her face. "I want you to look at these."
He nodded toward his desk, where there were long rectangular fabric samples laid out over the surface. Heidi hesitated, looking at him and seeing his nod as she reached her hand out for them. The minute her fingers touched them, she sighed, her eyes brightening as she felt each one, immediately beginning to sort.
"What are you doing?" he murmured, watching her, his eyes interested.
She looked up, startled. "Oh... just... these over here aren't anywhere near Kaiser quality..."
Pulling out three of the samples, she held them up to the light. "Now, these... have promise. The finer weight... these are handmade... and imported, I would guess. Italy?"
"Yes," he agreed, smiling. "Tell me something, Heidi... do you weave?"
Dropping the fabric, she stammered at him, her face growing brighter. "I... yes... sir... since I was a little girl."
"Not so long ago," he murmured, sitting in his chair and leaning back to look at her. "You haven't had an easy life, have you, Miss Bauer?"
She didn't answer him, looking down at her hands, clasped in front of her now, the fabric samples forgotten.
"Heidi," he reminded her. "I asked you a question."
"No, sir," she replied, swallowing.
Nodding, he dipped his head, trying to catch her eye, but she refused to look up. "You have a fantastic eye, and from what I've seen of the portfolio you turned in, you are an excellent designer. It puzzles me, why you didn't start in our export house or manufacturing...?"
She felt the question in his words but she didn't answer him, and she was grateful he didn't ask her directly.
He stood, moving toward her. "Well, we do have a minor disciplinary matter to tend to before we leave today, don't we?"
Heidi gasped when he swept the samples onto the floor at their feet. She stared at his desk blotter, seeing how wrinkled it was from her cheek resting against it yesterday. Flushing at the memory, she held her breath, watching him.
"It will take you a while to learn the rules," he murmured, carefully pulling the soiled blotter out of the corners one at a time. "I expect that discipline may take up a bit of our time for a while."
"I'm not unfair," he went on. "But ignorance is not an excuse. The words, 'I didn't know' mean nothing to me. Compliance is expected and noncompliance will be punished. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Mr. Kaiser," she replied.
He nodded once, his eyes slipping down from her face over the line of her jacket, the curve of her skirt over her hips. "Let's see if you're in compliance with the dress code. Turn around, please."
Heidi turned to face his desk, looking over her shoulder at him standing behind her.
"Skirt up."
She edged it up, revealing her navy blue stockings attached to the garters underneath.
He let out a pent-up breath. "Very good, Miss Bauer."
Her face blushed with his praise, his reaction. She could almost feel his eyes moving over the rounded curve of her ass, her skirt lifted high.
"The panties are a problem," he murmured.
He reached around her, opening the top drawer of his desk, taking something out. She didn't see what it was, just saw a flash of silver, but then she felt something cold against her skin and recognized the sharp sound of scissors.
"Mr. Kaiser!" she gasped.
"Unfortunate," he admitted, holding up her soft, white cotton panties. "Let's avoid that in the future—no panties from now on, Heidi."
"Yes, sir." The thought of not wearing panties under her skirts to work made her feel faint.
"Put your hands behind your back, please."
She did as she was told, wincing he as encircled her wrists with one of his hands. "Stay like that."
He wrapped something around her wrists, fabric, tightening his knot and making her bite her lip to try and hide her sharp intake of breath.
When he covered her eyes with material, tying the knot behind her head, her stomach rolled over, a heavy thing in her middle.
"Turn, please."
She turned to face him, disoriented. He reached around her, adjusting something on the desk. She heard the sound of crumpling paper.
"I am a bit meticulous in my habits," he explained. "My blotter should be kept clean, no matter what we are doing on my desk, Miss Bauer. That is your responsibility. Do you understand me?"
"Yes, sir."
"Up onto my blotter, please, Miss Bauer."
"Sir?" She didn't know if she had heard him correctly, although she was afraid she had.
His voice was clear and firm. "The desk is behind you and the blotter is clean. Keep it unsoiled and unwrinkled, please."
It was an impossible task, she thought, blindfolded with her hands bound behind her back? She felt behind her, touching the edge of the blotter. The squeak and creak of his chair as he sat startled her, and she knew he was watching.
Putting her hands as far back behind her onto the desk blotter as she could, she arched her back, sliding her bottom up onto the edge. She knew she would wrinkle the blotter page if she slithered backward, and she paused, wondering how to proceed. The sound of his breath reached her ears, slightly heavier than normal.
Kicking her right heel off, she twisted, putting her foot up on the edge of the desk, her skirt riding high up to her waist now. Her stocking slipped just slightly on the surface but held. Using the muscle in her thigh and rocking her weight back onto her hands, she lifted her bottom clear of the desk surface, slipping her other heel off and seeking purchase with her other foot on the smooth exterior.
"Very good, Miss Bauer," he murmured as she let herself carefully down onto the center of his blotter. Her skirt had managed to slip under her bottom slightly, and she hoped that it would absorb any of her sweat from the effort—she was panting with it.
"Stay like that, please," he murmured, and she heard his voice coming toward her, the creak of his chair as he stood.
She was completely exposed now with her torn panties gone, sitting propped up on his desk blotter, her feet spread wide on either side, careful to stay off the edge of the paper. She used her fingers splayed behind her to balance her weight.
"One of the three fabrics that you chose is tied around your wrists." He was close, she could feel his presence between her legs, but he didn't touch her. "The second is serving as your blindfold."
He was unbuckling his belt and Heidi clenched her bottom, biting her lip. Then she heard his zipper ticking down and her pussy fluttered in response. She squeezed her muscles tight, afraid that the evidence of her anticipation would leak out onto the blotter.
"The third... is in my hand."
He touched her cheek with it, rubbing it there for a moment. Then she felt him running it over the inside of her thigh, above the black lace band of her stocking.
"Do you know which one it is, Heidi?" he asked, slipping the fabric over mound, seeking the skin of her other thigh.
"The... black... pinstripe..." she whispered, cocking her head at a new sound, a soft shuffling coming from somewhere between her legs.
"Yes," he replied with a chuckle. "My textile savant..."
"Hold this for me." He pressed the cloth against her lips and she opened them as the fabric filled her mouth. She held it there, now bound, blindfolded and gagged, completely exposed and spread open on his desk.
She moaned through the fabric when she felt the head of his cock rubbing against her slit. It was just a tease, back and forth, near her clit but not quite touching.
His cock head was spongy soft against her flesh, but when he pressed his weight against her, just slightly, she could feel the hard insistence of him. She found herself wanting him to grab her, plunge deep, and fuck her senseless. She was breathless with wanting it, squirming, her muscles taut and trembling.
"You will be careful with my blotter in the future, won't you, Heidi?"
She moaned when he did touch her clit with the head, slapping it there, once, twice, a third time, making a wet sound that filled the room.
"I asked you a question."
Through the fabric, her "Yes, sir," was very muffled.
That sound reached her ears again, a slow shuttling, growing faster, and she knew that he was masturbating between her legs. She wanted to see him, but she could feel his eyes on her, even though she was blindfolded. He was looking at her as he pumped his hard cock in his fist, only inches away from her wetness.
His breathing was labored, and the sound between her legs began to swell, his hand going so fast that it wasn't rhythmic so much anymore as continuous, a lightning fast hammering between her thighs. Heidi's nostrils flared with her breath that matched his own, her pussy aching as she listened to him masturbating.
She moaned through her gag, feeling his pumping hand moving right against her pussy, making a wet sound as he jerked himself against her flesh. He gave a low growl and Heidi gasped and trembled as she felt a sudden flood of spurting, hot fluid exploding against her pussy. She could feel the weight of it on her clit, dribbling slowly down her slit, and she gasped, biting down on the fabric in her mouth as she squeezed her muscles together, willing his cum to stay put, not to slip down further and stain the blotter.
She moaned as she felt his cum sliding down past her pussy, toward the crack of her ass. Tilting herself back a little, she hoped that, at the very least, it would simply stain her skirt. He was zipping, doing up his belt buckle—she knew the sounds already. And then the scissors snipped near her wrists, freeing her hands.
"You can use your gag to clean up," he murmured, undoing her blindfold. The world seemed incredibly bright, the light through the window blinding.
Heidi pulled the fabric quickly out of her mouth, slipping it between her legs to catch the slippery wetness of his cum running down her ass.
"Watch the blotter," he warned, turning and striding back to the window.
Her hands free now, Heidi rolled carefully off the blotter, hopping to the floor. She looked back at it, fearful, but didn't see any stains. Relieved, she slipped her shoes back on, picking her torn panties up and putting them into her skirt pocket.
"It's four-fifty-nine," he said, looking at his watch. It glinted in the sun as he stood at the window. "We're done for the day."
"Thank you," she murmured, squeezing her legs together. His cum was sticky between her thighs, the pinstriped fabric, damp with her saliva, now caught between her pussy lips.
"Don't forget your bag," he reminded her as she wobbled toward the door.
"Thank you," she said again, swerving toward the wardrobe and taking the grey bag out, slinging it over her shoulder.
"See you Monday," he said. "Have a good weekend."
Her heart lurched. She had forgotten that it was Friday.
The elevator opened and Heidi glanced over her shoulder, juggling the grey bag, her purse, and the styrofoam container from lunch, as Mr. Kaiser closed his office door. She saw a glimpse of his shirt sleeve and cufflinks.
The minute the elevator doors closed, she pulled her skirt up, finding the slick cloth between her legs and rubbing it hard and fast against her throbbing clit.



"'Very good, Miss Bauer,'" she whispered, watching the floors pass with half-closed eyes, knowing that at any moment, the elevator could halt to pick up more passengers, but she couldn't stop.
She rubbed the cum-stained fabric against her clit, whispering, "Yes, sir! Yes, sir!" until she finally came, her body shuddering and twisting in the corner of the empty elevator.
She slipped the fabric sample out from between her lips, bringing it up to her mouth and licking the taste of them together off the material as she clutched the railing, her ears ringing, the bag falling to the floor.
The doors behind her opened to reveal two men in suits waiting to get on. Heidi straightened up and slipped the fabric into her pocket with her panties, trying to juggle her purse and the styrofoam container.
"Is that yours?" one of the men asked, pointing to the grey bag.
"Oh," she breathed, still gasping. "Yes."
"Here," the other one said, picking it up and handing it to her.
"Thank you," she murmured, slinging it back over her shoulder and facing forward and leaning back against the wall.
The numbers couldn't light up fast enough as the elevator took her down to the first floor where she could rush home and touch herself, remembering him, again and again. She didn't know how she was going to make it through the weekend.
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Author's Note: This is written with a nod to the children's book: If You Give a Mouse a Cookie. Enjoy!
If you give a writer a laptop...
He's going to want a word processing program to go with it. And if you give him a word processing program, and he spends enough time reading stories on Literotica, he will probably feel inclined to write something on it. He might want to sit at a table or desk, which means he'll need a chair. As he's writing, he'll type furiously, stop, stare at a blank spot on the wall for a while and then go back to his mad dash across the keyboard.
The cat will come and rub up against his legs and use them as a self-massager for a while before settling in his lap. He won't notice until the cat starts kneading his leg through his trousers, at which point, he will swear and sweep the cat onto the floor and exclaim, "Can't you see I'm writing here!?"
Then he'll swear again, and start reading what he's written from the beginning, mouthing the words to himself as he goes. He will snort laughter at one point, shaking his head and smiling. Then he will put his fingers to the keys again...but nothing will happen. He will sit a while longer. He might drum his fingers on the desk.
He'll start opening other programs. Solitaire. Perhaps Literotica. He'll check the boards to see who's there, scroll through to see any names he recognizes, any possible interesting topics. He'll open a thread marked "Political!" even though he's sworn to himself that he won't post on any more of those kinds of threads. He will get drawn into the heated discussion and spend forty-five minutes composing his own heated reply.
Glancing at the clock, he will decide he's hungry. In the kitchen, he will suddenly be inspired while opening the twisty-tie on the Wonder bag, and will hurriedly slap some salami and mustard together between two slices of bread and gnaw through half of it on the way back to his desk.
When he gets there, he will see that the Literotica window is still open. While the idea that had so inspired him is still fresh, he will put his fingers on the keyboard, ready to switch to his word processing program, when a voice in his head will say, "It won't hurt to just look." So he will hit "refresh" on his Literotica browser page and discover that fourteen people have replied to his post in the political thread.
He will spend two hours going back and forth, discussing some convoluted international issue for which there is no clear-cut answer. Wiping his hand over his blurry eyes, he will finally abandon his political pursuit, feeling battered and bruised and swearing he will never open another political thread.
Switching back to his word processing program, he will realize that he has forgotten to eat the rest of his sandwich, which he will wolf down while reading what he has written. The bread will be slightly stiff and hard to swallow and he will decide to get up for a glass of milk.
While in the kitchen, he will notice that the light bulb over the kitchen sink is out. He will go to the basement for a light bulb, which is in the storage drawers. His old comic book collection will be sitting on top. He will leaf through a few on a whim, and then sternly tell himself he needs to get back to writing—right after he changes the light bulb.
The little screws in the kitchen light fixture will have been painted stuck-shut and he will have to dig through the junk drawer for a pair of pliers to get them off. Twenty minutes later, he will finally have installed the new bulb over the sink.
He will then down the glass of now-very-warm milk he has left on the counter, looking out the window and noticing that the neighbor's maple is littering his lawn with more leaves than should be legal for one tree to bear. He will also notice that the squirrels have been in the garbage. Sighing, he will put the glass in the sink and test the light bulb over the sink. It will fizzle once and burn out and he will remember then that the light has a short.
Back at his desk, he will begin to read what he has written. It will remind him of something else he had written and posted on Literotica a while ago. Am I repeating myself, he will wonder? He will go to the Literotica site to check his member page—he won't quite remember the story name. He will think, Ah, there it is. Hey, didn't it have more votes before?!
He will subsequently go through his story list one-by-one, checking out his scores. Some of them will have slipped just agonizingly short of a 4.50, and he will know that means they aren't going to have that red little "H" after them, indicating that they are "Hot" and somehow more worthy of reading. There will be several new comments he had never noticed. He will respond to the ones who have left their contact information.
Finding a comment by "anonymous" that makes him angry, he will cut and paste the offensive text and go over to the Literotica boards to find the "anonymous" thread in the Author's Hangout, where Literotica writers post their responses to "anonymous'" various comments.
"Dear Anonymous: while I can appreciate your views, I cannot comply with your request, as I believe it would defy the laws of physics, even if I were a contortionist. Also, I'm afraid that impregnation would have been impossible in this particular case, as the characters in question are both male. Sincerely, The Author."
He will post his response and see that the political debate is still going on. He will brave to read it through but won't comment, realizing that he will not be able to sway anyone's opinion. He will find a fun thread and post on it, revealing that the color of his underwear is black with little red hearts on them.
His cell phone will ring and he will answer—another telemarketer! He will angrily pull up the National Call Registry and ask the caller for their contact information and inform the telemarketer that the number is on the "Do Not Call" list. He will self-righteously inform the caller that he is reporting the company.
After hanging up, he will feel a little better, and turn back to his laptop, ready to continue his writing.
Right after he checks his email...
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Author's Note: They say imitation is the sincerest form of flattery... Oggbashan, who is Literotica's King of the Fifteen Fifty-Word Stories, gave us all carte blanche to adopt his model when he won the 2006 How-To Contest with his "How to Write a Fifty-Word Story" essay. I can only hope I did the genre justice half as well as he does. (And believe me, I now know that these aren't as easy to write as they look!) Enjoy!
--------
1.) Shoes
The EBAY ad was for a pair of well-worn black pumps in feet that looked vaguely familiar. He outbid them all, paying a total of $98.76 with shipping. When they arrived, he discovered his ex-wife's return address on the package. He kept them, anyway—she always did have great feet.
----
2.) Confession
They met online, but she really wasn't his type—a tall, long-legged waif. Still, they fell in love and discovered they lived only a mile away. When he pressed her to meet, she finally confessed. She was a BBW. Smiling, he responded, he always had liked the big girls best.
----
3.) Shower
She thought it was disgusting—there was no way. Still, he kept trying. One night, after she'd had a lot to drink, he refused to let her pee, but ran the shower instead. Eventually, she couldn't hold it and, to his delight, gave him a golden shower—in the shower!
----
4.) Excuses
His wife's were too small for him, so he bought some Queen size—black, sheer, deliciously sensuous pantyhose. It was his secret pleasure to wear them, but one morning, she discovered and questioned him. He claimed they were for hunting, to keep warm. Too bad he didn't own a gun.
----
5.) Easy Money
A chat room flirtation turned quickly to cybersex. He turned her on so much, her panties were soaked, and he asked her to keep them on. Orgasm after orgasm ensued—then, he said he would pay her if she would mail those panties to him. Easiest $50 she ever made!
----
6.) Discipline
Mike was furious with his wife, who donated his comic books to charity. She taunted him about his attachment to his childhood until he turned her over his knee, pulled up her skirt, and gave her a spanking! After a while, she began to moan. (Hey, Mikey, she likes it!)
----
7.) Procreation
He was a voracious consumer of erotica and read stories hoping for a happy ending—someone getting pregnant! Was it too much to ask for a little baby-batter to be deposited next to a woman's cervix at the end of each tale? So what if the protagonists were gay... males.
----
8.) Footsie
John and Marsha went to dinner with Helen and Dave. John grew bored and began nudging Marsha's shapely calf. Surprisingly, she returned his affection, nestling her bare feet against his bulging crotch. Marsha asked Helen to accompany her to the bathroom. Helen smiled, "Just let me put on my shoes."
----
9.) Sharing
His newborn son was nuzzling his wife's milky breast. Feeling left out, he knelt next to her and suckled at the other one, making her gasp and moan. "I feel like a milk maid," she whispered. He licked his sweet, sticky lips and said, "No, darling—you're the Dairy Queen."
----
10.) Smooth
He heard her footsteps coming up the stairs. He held his breath, his heart beating hard. His hands shook slightly and he steadied them, looking at the blade in his hand—wicked sharp, the edge clean and shiny. She appeared nude in the doorway, smiling. "Time to shave my bush!"
----
11.) Scarlet
He admired her freckles, green eyes, pale skin and fiery tresses, but was too shy to ask her out until his roommate set them up. The date went so well, they ended up back at his place, where he found out that she was, indeed, a "real" redhead—all over!
----
12.) Cowgirl
Sara couldn't take her eyes off Roxy's boots. Roxy swaggered and stomped around in them. When they danced close, their bodies melted together. Sara asked Roxy to come home with her, but even when they were naked under the sheets—you can bet Sara made Roxy keep her boots on.
----
13.) Biker Bar
Christy walked a mile after her car broke down. Her heart raced when she saw the row of Harleys. The bar was lined with bikers. She picked up the phone and felt a hand on her shoulder. Smiling, she turned, surrounded by strong men and the delicious smell of leather.
----
14.) Mixed Greens
Linda met her lover's eyes over the melons. He squeezed them, grinning at her. She continued their shopping—bananas, cucumbers, zucchinis, some corn on the cob and an eggplant. At the checkout, the girl remarked, "That's a lot of roughage!" Linda smiled at her lover. "Roughage? You have no idea!"
----
15.) Wedding
Her long, elbow-length gloves were driving him to distraction. When they sat down to dinner, her fingers found their way to his zipper. During the best man's toast, "May the couple live a long and happy life together!"—he found his own happiness under his new bride's gloved hand.
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I'd seen a few Playboys and Hustlers and stuff like that—but I'd never seen anything like what Erica showed me in a box under her father's bed. It was really hardcore stuff, and it showed everything, all the minute details of flesh, up close and personal. I found myself utterly enthralled, in spite of my embarrassment with Erica right there. I couldn't seem to help my body's response.
We sat on the floor in silence, sifting through the slick, glossy pile of pages, flipping through each of them on our own, our breathing becoming faster and more shallow in the silence. Once in a while, she would nudge me and show me something of interest, and I would do the same, when the picture we were staring at was so intense it absolutely required sharing.
And then he came home early, and we scrambled to shove everything back in and under before running back to her room. Breathless and flushed, we both jumped when he opened the door and asked if we wanted pizza.
"Can Leah stay?" Erica asked and he smiled—Mr. Nolan had the best smile—and looked over at me where I was lying on my belly on the floor, flipping through a Teen Beat and swinging my feet, still in the knee-high stockings that our Catholic school uniform required. I hated them—the whole outfit, really—the way it made me feel twelve instead of eighteen was just humiliating. I usually changed the minute I got home, but Erica had convinced me to come straight to her place.
Mr. Nolan met my eyes and winked. "Sure, as long as her mom says it's ok."
Not much problem there. My mom thought Mr. Nolan was the best—a widowed father, raising Erica all by himself, and Catholic, too! She always started conversations about him with, "If it weren't for your father—" which I always cut off with a disgusted exclamation of, "Mom!"
Little did she know about all the ungodly pornography residing under Mr. Nolan's bed. Of course, until today, I hadn't known either. I found myself looking at the crotch of his trousers and wondered what he looked like when he jerked off to all the pictures in those magazines. The thought made my body respond immediately—my pussy, already wet from looking at all those pictures, pulsed between my thighs.
Mom said I could stay for pizza, and when Erica asked Mr. Nolan if I could sleep over because we had to work on our senior group project, he readily agreed. Of course it was just an excuse, and we were up until well after midnight, doing more giggling than working. I still couldn't believe some of the images I had seen that afternoon. They were burned into my memory and I'd thought of little else since.
"So how long have you known about your dad's collection?" I asked, pulling one of Erica's t-shirts over my head to sleep in as we were getting ready for bed.
She grinned at me, rolling over onto her belly on the bed. "A long time."
I raised my eyebrows. "Really?"
"Yup." Waggling her eyebrows, she shoved her books off the end of her bed and yawned.
"Doesn't it make you...?"
"Horny as hell?" she laughed. "Yeah. Duh! I usually take my vibrator with me... either that, or call Bobby afterward so he can come over and go down on me."
I stared at her. "So tell me the truth, then... have you and Bobby... you know..."
"No!" she made a face. "I'm still a virgin. Sheesh."
I slipped into the sleeping back that Mr. Nolan had retrieved for me out of the hall closet, trying to reconcile Erica's belief that she was still a virgin with the fact that she and Bobby had clearly done far more than just kiss, which was, admittedly, about all that I had done. I just lived vicariously through Erica.
She turned off the light. "So which one was your favorite?"
The darkness made me feel bolder. "There was that one I showed you with the two girls and the one guy..."
"Ohhh yeah," she murmured. "Where he's on his back, licking one of them, and the other one is riding his cock?"
I flushed, even in the darkness, hearing her say the words. "Yeah..."
"I like the ones with two guys and a girl, too," she said. "Seeing her suck on a guy while she's getting fucked... I'd love to know what that's like."
I bit my lip, slipping my hand down over my panties in the darkness and cupping my mound. My pussy was aching, and it felt better when I touched it.
"I love seeing a girl get licked," she went on, her voice lower. "It just makes me remember... god, it feels soooo good..."
"Does it?" The crotch of my panties was damp and I rubbed my finger over my clit through the material, teasing. I couldn't imagine a soft, warm tongue between my legs. The thought both stunned and intrigued me.
"Oh my god, Leah," she purred. "You have no idea. I wish I had Bobby's tongue right now... right here on my clit..."
My breath caught, and in the darkness I could hear a faint wet sound. "Are you... Erica, are you...?"
"Go ahead," she whispered, and I heard that little wet sound speeding up. "You know you want to."
I did want to. Encouraged by the darkness, I slipped my hand under the elastic band of my panties, past the soft, dark hair, seeking the moist heat between my lips. Everything there was swollen and slick and my fingers moved easily, making the same faint, wet sound that I could hear coming from Erica's bed.
"Mmmmm yeah," she whispered. "God that's good... lick my pussy, baby."
I knew she was imagining it, and I imagined it, too, remembering the pictures—a blonde girl spreading herself open wide, his tongue poised right at her clit. Would it feel as good as my fingers? I wondered, as I rubbed myself in little circles. My nipples grew hard under the t-shirt, and the sleeping bag soon became too warm.
"Doesn't it feel good?" Erica asked, and I made a little noise, not answering her, but pulling the sleeping bag down a little, all flushed and hot. "Doesn't it make you want a big, hard cock right now? Ohhh I want to know what it feels like to be fucked..."
I moaned softly, hearing the wet noises grow louder from Erica's bed, and I couldn't help sliding my hand up under my t-shirt to play with my nipples. The sensation went straight down between my legs, moving my fingers faster over the hard bud of my clit.

"Ohhhh yeah, fuck me hard," she whispered, and all I could see when I closed my eyes was the close-up picture of a slick, fat cock poised at a soft, pink hole, waiting to be filled.
I slid my fingers down and plunged them into me, listening to Erica moaning on the bed and the soft squeak of the mattress and boxspring. My thighs were so taut they were trembling and I rocked in the darkness, my breath coming as fast as hers, my hand working hard between my legs, aching for release.
"Oh, oh, oh!" she cried, short little squeaks, and then a fast, whispered, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming!"
I could hear her shuddering breath, the soft cries of her pleasure, and I bit my lip to keep from crying out as I came, too, my body quivering with my climax in the darkness.
We didn't talk as our breathing began to return to normal and our hearts stopped beating a mile a minute. I felt embarrassed, and I wondered if she did, too. My trembling thighs finally relaxed. Eventually, I could hear that she was sleeping. Years of sleepovers made me familiar with the sound. Yet, I couldn't seem to drift off, and instead I rolled around in the sleeping bag, trying to get comfortable on the floor.
Finally, I got up to go pee. The hall was dark, but I could see a faint light coming from underneath Erica's dad's door. The bathroom was next to his room and actually had two doors, one that you could access from the hallway, and another directly across that led to Mr. Nolan's room. I guess it was the builder's version of a semi-private bath.
I always felt funny peeing in that bathroom at night, knowing that Mr. Nolan was right on the other side of the door, but I never locked them, because they were the push-button kind of locks that made so much noise when you pressed them. I never even turned on the light. I guess I hated the thought of waking him up more than I feared getting walked in on.
Although it looked like he was still up—there was a faint glow from under the bathroom door, and as I stood there listening, I heard soft noises. The TV, of course. He probably fell asleep with it on.
I lifted my t-shirt a little and pulled my panties down to my knees when I heard his voice, low but clear as could be: "Fuck her hard, yeahhhh!"
My eyes wide, I turned back toward the door, where that light flickered underneath. Did he have someone in there? Then I remembered the television, and something Erica had mentioned this afternoon about his video collection. We hadn't gotten into any of that before he came home, but I knew then that he must be watching something pornographic.
And masturbating. The thought made me tingle. My hand went to the bathroom doorknob, the silver handle cool against my flesh.
"Yeah, baby, that's it," he growled, making me press my ear to the doorjamb. I couldn't see anything at all through the crack in the door, but I was desperate to see. "Fuck that hot little cunt!"
His words made my knees weak and my mouth dry. As carefully as I could, I began to turn the handle. I knew the layout of his room almost as well as I knew my own—Erica and I had been best friends since first grade and I'd spent countless hours at her house. I knew that directly on the other side of the door was a little alcove with a closet, and that the alcove opened up into the larger space of his room, where his bed was kitty-corner from the bathroom.
I could see him. The door slipped open almost soundlessly, the latch only making the barest scraping noise, the hinges not squeaking at all. I could see part of the bed, and across from that, the television sitting on the dresser. Mr. Nolan was facing away from me, stretched out naked on the bed. I couldn't see his face, but I could see his hand moving between his legs as he watched the scene on the television.
It was the television that drew my eyes first—two women, the dark-haired one on her back, the blonde between her legs with her fingers pistoning in and out of the other girl's pussy as she licked her. The camera was close up, showing her pink wetness, completely smooth. I stared, my fingers brushing the softness between my legs, wondering what it would feel like without hair.
Then the camera panned back to reveal a man behind the blonde, his cock pounding into her from behind. He was gripping her hips, squeezing and pulling them as he fucked her, driving into her and making her moan against the other woman's pussy. The sounds alone were enough to make me wet, if I hadn't been already—the slick slap of their bodies, the moans of the woman, the grunts of the guy behind them.
A sound from Mr. Nolan drew my attention to him again, and I saw that the hand between his legs had stopped, and he was squeezing his cockhead hard in his fist. I bit my lip, watching him slowly pull the skin down tight as he moved his hand toward the base, staring at the length of him. He wasn't as big as the guy on the screen—but almost! I was fascinated with the way he touched it, now pressing it up against his belly and rubbing it up toward his navel as he watched the threesome on the screen.
"Oooooh yeah," he moaned, taking it into his fist again as, on the TV, the three of them were rearranging themselves, the blonde lying on the bed, and the dark-haired woman lying on top of her, both of them on their back. The guy knelt between their legs, fucking first the girl on top, then the girl on the bottom, switching back and forth. Mr. Nolan's hand was pumping again, his hips bucking a little.
My fingers moved over the soft, wet hairs of my pussy, and in spite of the fact that I'd just recently had an orgasm, I started to rub my clit again, spreading my legs, my panties still caught at my knees as I pressed my eye to the crack in the door to see better. I'd forgotten all about having to pee—in fact, the pressure to go just increased the pleasure as I worked my clit in fast little circles.
The girls on the screen were kissing, their tongues meshing, as the guy between their legs fucked first one, then the other. Seeing his cock, so slick and wet as it came out, the head of it bright red as he slipped it up and down before sliding it back in again, was almost as good as watching Mr. Nolan's hand shuttling up and down the length of his shaft. I couldn't decide where to look, and my pussy was so wet I could feel it spreading to my thighs.
"Fuck me, fuck me!" the girls on screen begged. "No, me... me!" They were fighting over who got to feel his cock inside of them, and I wondered what it would be like to be fucked, to be pressed into, filled with that steady, rhythmic pounding of my flesh.
I looked at Mr. Nolan, who was pumping very fast now, the movement of his hand a flash up and down in the ghostly light from the TV. His soft moans sent shivers through me, making me rub my clit a little faster, matching his intensity. I couldn't help pulling my t-shirt up over my breasts and pressing my nipples against the door.
"I'm gonna cum!" It was the guy on screen, pulling his cock out of the blonde on the bottom and aiming it toward the dark-haired girl's shaved pussy. She was spreading it open for him as he began to cum, grunting and moaning and shoving his hips forward as huge, white-hot jets of fluid began spilling onto her mound.
I almost groaned out loud when Mr. Nolan grabbed the remote next to him, hitting the rewind button—I wanted to see the rest! Back the tape went, back to when they all first started rearranging themselves again. My fingers were slick with my juices now, and I wanted to shove two of them inside me, but I was afraid he might hear the noise, even with the TV on, so I just focused on my clit, the hot, wet sensation between my legs growing with every moment.
Mr. Nolan's hand was moving even faster, and I could hear his breath, the sound of it filling the room, panting with his effort. I looked from the screen to him and back again, the intensity of the experience pushing forward, upward, making me rub myself off even faster, my forehead pressed against the door frame, my nipples brushing there, too, hard and throbbing.
"Fuck, oh fuck, yeah, yeah," he moaned, his hand a blinding streak up and down his cock, his hips bucking on the bed, and I could hear the bedsprings, just like I had with Erica. On the screen, the guy was pumping hard into the blonde, growling and bucking, too, and I heard him say it again like some hot, delicious deja-vu: "I'm gonna cum!"
"Fuck yeah," Mr. Nolan groaned, his hips really pressing up hard now, his hand pumping. My pussy was on fire, and my fingers were taking me with him, so close, my breath matching his. "I'm gonna cum all over that pussy, baby!"
It all happened at once—the guy cumming on the screen again, the dark-haired girl spreading her smooth, shaved lips so he could aim his cock right there, right against her clit, shooting hot streams of white fluid onto her pussy. There was so much of it, wave after wave, dribbling over her fingers spreading her open, down the pink folds of her flesh.
And Mr. Nolan was cumming, too, his cock erupting over his hand again and again, a geyser of hot, white cum spilling down his fist and onto his belly. I couldn't take it—my swollen clit was throbbing, aching for relief, and I came, too, watching him thrust and grunt and spill even more cum as it slid down the length of his shaft, my pussy contracting so hard I wanted to scream, but I had to bite my lip to keep from making any sound at all as I shuddered and bucked against the doorframe.
My ears were ringing and my breath was coming so fast I could barely control it. Mr. Nolan was rubbing his softening cock against his belly and on screen, the blonde had wiggled out from under and was licking the cum off the dark-haired girl's pussy. Feeling guilty now, I shut the door as quietly as I could, making sure the latch didn't make that tell-tale "click" as it closed.
I sat on the toilet, breathless, my panties still at my knees, and peed, releasing a torrent over my swollen, throbbing pussy, and that felt good, too. The glow from under the bathroom door was still there, but the sound was gone, and I knew he must have muted the TV. It was quiet in his room. Suddenly it occurred to me that he would probably be coming to the bathroom to clean up!
I quickly grabbed some toilet paper to wipe myself, half standing, reaching around to flush, when the door opened and he came in. We froze in the flickering blue glow of the television, both of us exposed. He was completely naked, and I might as well have been, with my panties down and my shirt pulled up.
"I'm sorry," he apologized, and I saw his eyes on me, moving over me. "I didn't know you were in here!"
"I should have locked it," I apologized to the closing door. "I'm sorry, Mr. Nolan."
He was quiet and I wondered if he knew, or suspected, that I had been standing there watching him. "It's my fault, I should have knocked."
I flushed the toilet, quickly pulling my panties up and my t-shirt down and washing my hands fast at the sink before announcing, "I'm done!"
"Good night, Leah," he said as I opened the other bathroom door and stepped into the hallway.
"Good night, Mr. Nolan," I replied, swallowing hard as I made my way back to Erica's room.
She was still sleeping, her breathing deep and even. I pressed my hot, red face into the cool, forgiving material of my pillow. Every time I closed my eyes, I remembered, and something in my belly tightened another notch. I heard the toilet flush and the sound of the bathroom door closing again and knew he was back in his room.
I felt so guilty, squeezing my thighs together and feeling that ache while I was thinking about my best friend's dad. I couldn't help it though, and I slid my hand down again, under my belly, cupping my swollen mound in the darkness and rocking, remembering. I couldn't stop thinking about him, and I wondered if he was thinking about me, too.
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I took a shower before the sun even came up, intent on going home as soon as possible, preferably before anyone woke up. I couldn't face them, I decided, as I got dressed in the bathroom. I had to wear my uniform, since I hadn't walked home to get a change of clothes the night before, but my panties were still damp, so I just shoved them into my skirt pocket and went without. I could have borrowed some of Erica's but I didn't want to wake her up.
I crept downstairs, going into the kitchen to get my backpack, and noticed the light over the stove was on. There was my backpack, on the floor by the door, right next to Mr. Nolan's briefcase.
"Where are you going, Leah?"
I jumped and squealed, my heart racing as I turned to find Mr. Nolan sitting at the kitchen table. He was in shadow, but his face appeared in the light as he leaned forward and smiled at me.
"I... couldn't sleep," I said, putting my backpack down and feeling the burn in my cheeks. He knew what I looked like naked—and I'd seen him masturbating. Could it get any more embarrassing than this moment?
"Want some breakfast?" he asked, waving me toward a chair. "We've got lots of cereal. Just don't eat the last of the Cocoa Puffs, or Erica will have your head."
Pulling a chair out, I sat, looking at him in the dimness. He was acting like nothing had happened, but I could feel something between us that hadn't been there before.
I noticed he was dressed in a suit and tie. "Where are you going so early?"
"Work, unfortunately," he replied, taking a bite of a bagel and cream cheese that I hadn't noticed until that moment. "I'd rather not, but duty calls."
"That looks good," I remarked, and my stomach growled. I wasn't used to being up so early. "Work on a Saturday?"
"Tax season," he explained. "Accountants always work weekends in April."
"Well, that sucks," I replied, watching him take another bite of bagel.
He chuckled, wiping cream cheese off the corner of his mouth with a napkin. "Yes. It sucks. To say the least. Do you want some of this?"
I shrugged, my stomach growling again. "Maybe just a bite? I don't have cooties."
"Here." He held it out to me, watching as I tore off a piece with my teeth and licked cream cheese off my lips. I felt self-conscious around him, like I wanted to check my hair or smooth my skirt, and I had never felt that way around Mr. Nolan before. His smile was warm and he took another bite, saying through a mouthful, "I'm not worried about catching cooties."
"So how'd your project go last night?" he asked. I flushed at the mention of the night before and was glad that the kitchen wasn't well-lit.
"Okay." I shrugged, and took another bite of the bagel when he offered it to me and hugged my knee up to rest my chin on it. I did it without even thinking, before I remembered that I wasn't wearing panties. When I saw where his eyes were, my face filled immediately with heat.
"You were up late," he said, his voice a little lower, his eyes not moving. I was paralyzed, frozen in place, and the look on his face, caught somewhere between uneasiness and lust, made it even worse.
"So were you," I replied softly and I didn't look away when his eyes lifted to meet mine.
He cleared his throat and reached over and touched the corner of my mouth with a napkin, where I was stretching to reach with my tongue, to get a bit of cream cheese. "Sounded like a lot of giggling going on in there and not a lot of working."
I smiled, slowly lowering my leg and smoothing my green and blue plaid skirt. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see that he was watching me. "Yeah, well... you know how we are."
"Yep," he nodded, popping the last of the bagel into his mouth. "As a matter of fact, I do."
The kitchen was lighter now—the sun was coming up. Behind us, Erica stumbled in, her short blonde hair a frazzled cloud around her face as she rubbed at her eyes and frowned.
"What are you two doing up at this ungodly hour?" she mumbled, groping along the counter toward the coffeemaker and flipping it on. My mother would have killed me before letting me drink coffee, but Mr. Nolan wasn't like that.
"I'm going to work, darlin'." He stood, taking his plate to the sink and kissing her cheek on the way by. "You two be good. Don't trash the house. And no boys."
He said this last in a mock-stern voice, only he wasn't really kidding.
"We'll be good," I piped up, seeing Erica roll her eyes and stick her tongue out at his back. He smiled at me and his eyes smiled, too. For a moment, just a brief second, they flickered down to the hem of my skirt and my whole body felt filled with heat.
"Bye, Mr. Nolan!" I called as he grabbed his briefcase.
Erica made a face at me as she heard the door close behind him. "Be good?!"
"We're always good," I replied with a smile, watching her pour Cocoa Puffs.
She snorted, grabbing the milk out of the fridge. "Well, then, let's go upstairs and get up to some good."
"Erica!" I said with a laugh. "More like 'no good.'"
She took a bite of cereal and crunched noisily. "Don't you want to see the videos?"
I blushed, remembering catching Mr. Nolan watching one of those videos last night, but of course, I couldn't tell her that.
"Ahhhh sugar and caffeine," she said, pulling a mug out of the cupboard. "Breakfast of champions—are you hungry?"
"No," I replied, not telling her about the bagel I'd shared with her father, either.
"Well, let's go then." She grabbed her Cocoa Puffs and her coffee and headed out of the kitchen. "I want to show you something."
"Another something?" I asked, following her up the stairs to her room.
She put her coffee on the night table and curled up on the bed, finishing her cereal as she directed me. "Open my underwear drawer."
I opened the top drawer of her dresser, and it reminded me that I wasn't wearing any panties. I grabbed a plain white pair. "Hey, can I borrow these?"
"Sure," she replied, drinking the now-chocolate milk out of her bowl. "Look at the back of the drawer for a leopard print."
I tugged the panties on and then straightened my skirt, looking at the back of her drawer for something that looked like a leopard print, finding it under a bunch of her bras. I grabbed it, surprised by the sudden weight in my hand—this wasn't underwear!

"What in the heck?" I asked, feeling something long and hard under the material.
"My vibrator." She grinned, drinking her coffee in huge gulps. "Ahhhh god, I love caffeine."
"Should I even ask where you got it?" I asked, sitting on the bed and handing it over to her.
"Present from Bobby," she said, opening the pouch and pulling out a bright pink phallic-shaped thing. "Feel." She pressed it to the inside of my elbow. It was cold, but made of some soft, gel-like material.
"Now... imagine this..." Her eyes met mine as she turned a knob on the bottom, bringing the whole thing to life and it began to vibrate. "Right against your clit..."
I pulled my arm away like I'd been burned, still looking at it. "What... what does it feel like?"
"Wanna go find out?" She grinned, turning it off and hopping off the bed. "Come on, let's go check out those videos."
We went through the bathroom into Mr. Nolan's room, and it reminded me of the night before. I stood in the doorway, my whole body tingling with the memory, staring at the bed where I'd watched him stroke his cock. Erica was pulling another box out from under the bed that resided next to the one full of magazines that we had sifted through the day before.
"This one's my favorite," she said, going over to the VCR. "Hey, there's something in here..."
I edged toward the bed where she had tossed the hot pink vibrator, watching her eject the tape. I knew what was in there—I'd seen part of it the night before.
"Looks like Daddy was getting busy last night," she said with a snort, putting the tape aside and sliding the other one in. "Remind me to put that back when we're done."
"Done...?" I inquired, sitting on the edge of the bed. I was in the very spot that Mr. Nolan had been last night.
"Don't you want to play?" Erica pouted at me as the FBI warning flashed on the TV screen. The movie was starting.
I shrugged, swallowing and glancing at the television. There was a girl lying on a bed reading a magazine as a young man came into her bedroom and started talking to her.
"Ugh, I hate the dialogue," Erica groaned, grabbing the remote and fast forwarding. "Let's get to the good stuff."
She sat on the bed next to me, pulling her t-shirt over her knees. "Here we go..."
I felt shy and embarrassed, watching the couple kiss and take each other's clothes off on the screen. Still, I couldn't stop watching. The girl was tiny and dark-haired, like me, slim hips and long legs, but full-breasted, her nipples the same light brown as mine. She was shaved between her legs, though, like the other girl in the movie.
"Mmmmmm isn't that hot?" Erica murmured, watching as the dark-haired girl knelt in front of the guy and took his cock into her mouth. "I love doing that."
I tore my eyes away from the screen to look at her. "You do that?"
She nodded. "Bobby absolutely loves it—he begs me to do it!"
I watched, fascinated, as the girl took more and more of his thick length into her mouth, her eyes turned up to him. She really looked like she was enjoying it.
"Don't you choke?" I asked, feeling that gentle pulse beginning between my legs.
Erica smiled. "Guys kind of like that. Makes them believe their cocks are huge. Here, let me show you."
She grabbed the vibrator, holding it up in front of her. "Like this... see how she played with it first... ran her tongue around the head..." I watched her demonstration, her tongue flicking around the pink tip. "Then you take it into your mouth..." Half of the shaft disappeared between her lips and I gasped.
"Well, you can't do that your first try," she admitted, wiping it off on her shirt and giving me a glimpse of her panties. "Here, you do it..."
"No," I said, embarrassed, putting it back on the bed.
She sighed. "You don't have to be shy. We're both girls."
The girl on the screen was still working the guy's cock between her lips, but now she was cupping his balls, rolling them in her hands, and he was moaning like he really liked it a lot. The sound of his pleasure made my pussy throb with a sweet, dull ache.
"Tell you what," Erica said, hopping off the bed. "I'm going to take a shower. You stay here and... do whatever you want."
I ignored her wink, but as soon as the bathroom door closed, I settled back onto the pillow to watch. The girl still had the guy's cock in her mouth, but he was sitting now, reaching down to cup her breast and pull at her nipple. She was using her hand, I noticed, at the base, so her mouth only went down on him about halfway.
Reaching for the vibrator, I held it up, tilting it back and forth. It was bigger than Mr. Nolan's cock, I decided, and I found myself wondering how much of it I could take into my mouth. I touched it to my lips, making my mouth an "O" like the girl on the screen and sliding it slowly in. The gel it was made of tasted funny, but I pushed it as far in as I could before I felt like I was going to gag, marking the spot with my finger and pulling it back out. Halfway. Not too bad.
On the tape, the girl was on the bed now, her knees spread wide and pulled back so he could lay between them and lick her. Now I knew why it was Erica's favorite. He was pushing his fingers deep inside of her while he licked, the camera getting a close-up view of his tongue moving back and forth over her clit. My pussy ached as I listened to her moan and I wanted to touch myself.
I could hear the shower still running and I pulled my skirt up and my panties aside, heading straight for my clit. I was surprised at how wet I was already—I had felt more apprehensive than aroused with Erica here, or at least, I thought I had. My body had different ideas. My pussy was swollen and slick and my fingers moved in easy circles around my clit.
"Lick it, yeah, faster!" the girl on screen moaned, playing with her own nipples as his tongue moved back and forth between her lips. I wondered again what that would feel like, someone's mouth between my legs. The girl panted and moaned and rocked and really made it look like it felt incredible and I found myself imagining Mr. Nolan down there between my legs and flushed at the thought.
I couldn't help remembering him laying right here, in this very spot, doing this very thing—masturbating while he watched those girls being fucked on TV. The memory of him rewinding to just the right spot and timing his cumming with the guy on the screen made me feel warm and tingly all over, and I found myself wanting to see that scene again. That's the scene I wanted to cum to.
I hopped off the bed, stopping the tape and putting in the one Mr. Nolan had been watching last night. It was cued up to right after that scene, and I realized he must have turned it off at that point. Using the remote, I rewound it, finding that scene again—the two women lying on their backs, stacked one on top of the other, the guy between their legs like a kid in a candy store, trying to decide which pussy to fuck first.
It wasn't really the scene—although it was exciting, seeing the girls spread open for him, watching his slick cock pull out and press in again—it was knowing that, for some reason, this was the scene that Mr. Nolan found exciting, this was the scene that pushed him over that edge. Knowing that was what pushed me over. I wanted to cum at that same point, to some way relive the night before.
I could hear the shower still running, but I knew she wouldn't be much longer. My fingers rubbed faster, watching the guy on the screen, his cock slipping up and down between their lips, first one, then the other. They were begging him again, "Fuck me... no, me!" fighting over that hard cock.
The vibrator was resting against my hip and I glanced down at it, curious. Would it get me there faster? I wondered. Already the guy on screen was pumping hard into the blonde on the bottom and the girls were kissing, sucking each other's tongues. I heard the shower go off and I grabbed the vibrator, turning the knob on the bottom and making it hum.
Pulling my panties aside, I pressed the head of it against my clit. It was so intense that I pulled it away immediately, gasping out loud. My whole body buzzed with the sensation and, unable to resist, I nudged my panties aside again and found my clit with the vibrating pink head.
"Oh god," I whispered, watching the scene on the TV through half-closed eyes, being carried away by the glorious sensation between my thighs. I'd never felt anything so good. My nipples hardened the minute I touched the vibrator to my pussy and I used my other hand to rub them through my blouse, moaning softly as the feeling between my legs increased even more.
On the screen, the guy was thrusting hard into the blonde, grunting and straining with the effort, and all I could think about was Mr. Nolan stroking his cock right here in this very spot, his body wracked with pleasure as he rewound this scene, right to this very moment. There it was—the guy pulled his cock out, groaning, "I'm gonna cum!" and aimed it right for the dark-haired girl's smooth lips.
"Oh me, too," I moaned, the tingle between my legs full to bursting as I watched him shoot his cum between her spread-open lips. I closed my eyes, then, the image of Mr. Nolan shooting his cum filling my head, and then changing, morphing into the fantasy of him kneeling between my legs, pressing the head of his cock to my clit, just where I was rubbing the vibrator.
"Cum all over me, Mr. Nolan," I whispered, imagining his cum, thick and creamy, streaming hot, rhythmic blasts right against my pussy. I couldn't hold back anymore, and the vibrator buzzing between my legs pressed me over the edge. Moaning and rocking, my whole body went with the sensation, the delicious tightening and release happening again and again as I rubbed myself with the head of the cock.
"Mmmmm, I bet that felt good." Erica's voice was right next to my ear and I gasped, flinging the vibrator onto the bed and pulling my skirt down. She was kneeling next to me, wrapped in a towel, her hair wet.
How long had she been there? I wondered. Had she heard what I said!? I couldn't tell—her eyes were veiled, but she looked different, somehow, and was definitely looking at me in a way I'd never seen before.
"You changed the tape, huh?" she remarked, walking over and ejecting it, putting the other one back in.
"I... just..." Still breathless, I struggled to find words, feeling hot and flushed with both excitement and embarrassment. "Didn't want you to forget to put that one... back in..."
"Ohhhhh yeah," Erica breathed as she hit 'play' and moved toward the bed. It was still at the scene where the guy was licking the little dark-haired girl's pussy. "This is my favorite part."
She picked up the vibrator, still buzzing and wet with my juices, and lifted it to her mouth. I stared as she licked the head that had been pressed against my clit just moments ago.
"Have you ever tasted your own pussy?" she asked, crawling up next to me on the bed.
I shook my head as she stretched out next to me on a pillow and opened her legs, the towel parting to reveal the soft blonde fuzz there.
"You should try it," she whispered, moaning as she slid the head of the vibrator up and down between her lips. "God, look at how good he does that... watch his tongue... back and forth like that... right on her clit..."
I nodded, but I wasn't looking at the screen, I was watching her, the toy moving up and down her slit and then focusing right on her clit as she rubbed it, like his tongue, back and forth. Her eyes were on the TV and I could watch her without her really paying attention. She spread her legs wider, the towel opening up to her navel, and I could see her working the buzzing vibrator between her legs.
"Did you put it inside?" Erica asked, not looking towards me as she licked her lips, her eyes glued to the screen. I didn't answer her, but I watched as she slid the pink head down between her lips and my whole body flushed as it started to disappear between them. She was putting it inside of her!
"I bet a real cock would feel even better," she whispered as she moved the shaft in and out of her pussy. I could see it pressing past the pink folds of her flesh and coming out wet with every stroke. "God, I want to be fucked."
On the screen, the girl was up on her knees, reaching around to open herself up, waiting to be filled. The guy's cock was straight-up hard as he rubbed it up and down her slit.
"Yeah, fuck me," Erica murmured, and she was fucking herself deep and hard, the pink shaft disappearing almost to the hilt. I was fascinated, watching it disappear into her pussy, remembering how good that humming felt between my legs. My own pussy was responding again, tingling with feeling, and I slipped my hand under my skirt as I watched her, shoving my panties aside to get to my clit.
"Oh that's so good," she whispered, her hips rocking on the bed, the towel parting as she twisted and rolled, falling off completely. I'd seen Erica naked a hundred times, but not like this, never like this. Her pink nipples were pursed and hard, her breasts swaying as she thrust the dildo deep inside of her. She reached up to play with one, pinching and tugging and biting her lip, her eyes half-closing in her pleasure.
My pussy was swollen and the pair of Erica's panties that I had put on was soaked, and still I couldn't stop touching myself, rubbing faster and faster as my eyes flicked from the screen to her, watching her fucking herself and imagining how good it must feel. She moaned louder, her hand moving between her legs, and she grabbed the remote off the bed, hitting the 'fast forward' button.



"Watch this part," she whispered to me, not looking away from the TV as she hit the 'play' button a moment later. I glanced at the screen, where the guy was pounding the dark-haired girl from behind. The girl was moaning, matching Erica's noises, and the guy was groaning, too, as he slammed into her again and again. I could hear a tightness in his voice, something tense and waiting to be let go.
Erica had slipped the wet shaft out of her pussy and was rubbing the pink head over her clit, whimpering and moaning as she played with her nipples. I had an urge to lick one, and the thought made me feel faint, but I rubbed myself faster, my breath matching hers, both of us gasping and panting. The guy on the screen pulled out of the pussy that he was fucking so hard, grunting and groaning with pleasure as he started to cum.
"Ohhhhhh I'm cumming," Erica cried, the bed shaking with her orgasm, her body trembling as she rubbed herself with the vibrator, her eyes never leaving the screen where the guy was pumping his cock in his fist, shooting his cum in long, hot jets up over the raised ass of the girl. It fell in thick strands, some pooling in her lower back, most of it beginning to drip down the crack of her ass toward her pussy.
Seeing it dribble down her asshole, a slow river of cum beginning to part the pink folds of her pussy, was too much for me. I came, too, biting my lip to keep from crying out as my body trembled with my climax, jerking and bucking with it, my thigh brushing against the soft skin of Erica's leg, the sensation making my orgasm even more intense.
Erica had turned off the vibrator and was stroking her belly and thighs with her hands, her eyes still-half closed. I grabbed the remote and stopped the movie, the sight now almost a visual assault, too intense in the wake of my climax.
"You were right," Erica murmured, looking at me. "You told my dad we'd be good—but that wasn't just good... it was fucking fantastic."
I stood up, pulling my skirt down. "Listen, I should get home and change."
She frowned, leaning up on her elbows. "You wanna hang out later?"
"Call me," I said, turning so she didn't see how red my face was getting as I headed toward the door.
The images I'd seen over the last twenty-four hours—the magazines, the movies, Mr. Nolan masturbating, Erica playing with her vibrator—flashed through my head as I walked home. I knew that I could never unimagine them—and the scariest thing was that I found that I didn't really want to.
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"Bless me father, for I have sinned..."
Those were the words I was dreading. I couldn't say them. Mass was extra long today, and every word sounded like a pronouncement that I was going to hell. The girls crowded around outside the confessional, talking in small groups and snapping their gum. We were supposed to be standing in a quiet line saying the Rosary, but Sister Abby had taken someone to see Mother Superior and we were momentarily without supervision.
"I can't do this," I whispered to Erica. She was sitting against the wall, her knees up, with a copy of one of the Gossip Girls tucked into her geography book. I could see her panties—which wasn't unusual, in an all-girls school where we were required to wear skirts, we often got careless—but it made me remember yesterday in the worst way.
"Do what?" she murmured, not looking up from her book.
I nudged her hip with one of my Mary Jane's, hissing: "Confession!"
She looked up then, puzzled. "Why not? Swearing, lustful thoughts, self-flagellation, blah blah blah, thirty Hail Mary's and ten Our Father's later, and you're all set. What's the big deal?"
I stared at her, blinking and speechless.
"Well fine," she said, standing and brushing off the back of her skirt. "Then let's make like Casper."
"Cutting class?" I groaned. "Adding yet another sin to my growing list? Not helping!"
"Okay." She shrugged. "So you're ready to go in there and tell Father Michael about our little porn-watching session yesterday?"
"Shhhh!" I put my hand over her mouth, looking over at the group of girls closest to us to see if they'd heard anything. "You're evil!"
"Perfect timing," she said, glancing around. "Sister Abby's gone, and I know I'm not up for one of Sister Helen's usual lectures on the Church's revisionist history—I don't care what they say, Jesus was clearly a Jew."
The confessional door opened behind us and I sighed as another girl went in. I couldn't—I just couldn't. It wasn't just that we had looked at the magazines and watched the movies, or even that we'd masturbated together. That was bad enough, but sitting in the dark and telling Father Michael the thoughts I was having about Mr. Nolan!? No way... the prospect made me feel weak with dread.
"Okay," I agreed, grabbing Erica's arm. "Let's do it."
"Leah!" It was Erica's turn to sound shocked. "Seriously?"
I nodded, grabbing my backpack off the floor, saying loudly, "Let's go to the bathroom."
Erica snickered as we left the church proper and went into the breezeway. "Good cover."
"I'm no expert," I agreed. "So how do we get out without being seen, Houdini?"
"Follow me," she said, and I did, down the corridor and through a door.
"Where are we?"
"Storage room," she answered, making her way through a maze of shelves with all sorts of vestments, candles and candle lighters, and statues.
The whole nativity scene was stacked into a corner, the baby Jesus wrapped in a shroud in the manger. The oddest thing was the hundreds of boxes full of heavenly host. I stared at them as we passed, looked at the stamped sides: Cavanagh Communion Hosts 1 1/8", marked either with "white" or "wheat" flavor.
Erica grinned back at me when she saw me looking at the boxes. "Do you think Christ was white or wheat?"
"You are so going to hell," I replied, but couldn't help grinning, too. We were nearing a door at the back of the room and she pulled it open, heading down a dark flight of stairs.
"Where are we?" I asked, feeling my way down, holding onto the railing.
"Church basement, now," she replied, waiting for me at the bottom. "Bobby meets me here sometimes."
"Oh my God!" I gasped, mentally adding my taking the Lord's name in vain to my list of sins for the week. It was a small trespass, considering. "He'd be shot on sight if they found him!"
"No one finds him," she assured me as I followed her through the dark basement. There were small windows near the top of the concrete walls that let in a little, shadowy light.
Around the corner, Erica pulled open another door and waved me through.
"What is this?" There were cots all along each side of the long, narrow walls of the room we stepped into.
"Old storm cellar-slash-bomb shelter, I think," she replied, starting up the ladder to our left and pressing on the door above her head. "Either that, or this is where they do all the experiments on the really bad kids."
I snorted, following her up the ladder and waiting as she pressed at the door. We were in our uniforms, of course, and I could see right up her skirt from this angle and the flash of white panties made me remember yesterday.
"They leave this open?" I asked, wincing at the brightness as she finally heaved the door open with a little grunt of effort.
"Bobby broke the lock."
I shook my head, incredulous, as she gave me a hand up and swung the door shut again. We were standing just outside the brick wall that surrounded the entire school, making it like some prison fortress. The storm cellar was a slanted thing made of long planks and painted brown to blend in with the brick.
"And we're home free," she said, grabbing my hand and swinging it. "Let's go to my house and do something we'll have to confess later."
"I'm boycotting confession," I replied, glancing over my shoulder as if someone might be watching us.
"Come on, there are yummy rewards for being bad," she said, squeezing my fingers. "We don't even have to miss the first fifteen minutes of General Hospital today!"
She had a point. We made good use of that last hour that we should have been in school, stopping by the corner store and picking up two Hershey's, a bag of chips, and two Mountain Dews and then curled up on Erica's sofa and pigged out while we watched the entire episode of GH without interruption. It was a real treat.
Erica flipped the TV off and stretched, her blouse pulling out of the waistband of her skirt, revealing her tummy. "Whatcha wanna do now?"
"We should do homework," I answered, my head filled with the memory of watching her play with her vibrator. I tried to push the thought away, but I couldn't when she sat cross-legged in her skirt, her panties clearly visible underneath.
"Now, what kind of fun would that be?" She rolled her eyes. "If you're gonna skip school, you gotta make it worth it!"
"Well... you should show me more of your dad's collection." I couldn't believe it was me who mentioned it first. I'd sworn I wasn't going to even think about it, let alone ask about it.
She grinned. "Now we're talking. Come on."
We left our wrappers and empty bottles strewn all over the sofa and headed upstairs. My pussy was already pulsing in anticipation.
"What about your dad?" The clock on Mr. Nolan's night table read 4:05 p.m. and the workday ended at five.
"Late night, tax season," she explained, reaching under the bed and pulling out both boxes. "Here we are, a veritable smorgasbord of porn for your viewing pleasure."
"Where do you think he got all this?" I asked, opening one of the boxes and sifting through magazines with names like Pleasure, Private, Ero, and Club Seventeen. They were definitely not names I'd heard before, but the pictures were graphic and shocking—and unbelievably arousing.
"I think they're all foreign," Erica said, opening the video box. "At least, the magazines are. He probably ordered them."
"Do you get stuff in the mail in plain brown wrappers?" I asked, opening up to a page to find a woman kneeling in front of a man, her lips wrapped around his cock. Just the sight of it made my pussy contract.
"Yep, all the time," she replied, pulling a tape out and popping it in. She flopped down on the bed with the remote. "Come on, I want you to see this one."
Abandoning the magazine, I crawled up next to her as she fast forwarded through the credits, settling myself on a pillow as the two girls on screen sat out in their backyard in bikinis and talked about their boyfriends and how unsatisfied they were with their sex lives.
"I thought you didn't like the dialogue," I said, glancing at Erica.
"It doesn't last long," she replied, and I noticed that she had her hand up under her skirt and my belly clenched, imagining what she was doing under there.
I wanted to touch myself, too, but in the light of day, I just couldn't seem to bring myself to do it. On the screen, the girls were sitting up, their knees touching, and I stared as one leaned forward and kissed the other.
"Oh my God," I whispered, watching their tongues tangle together. The redhead reached out to slip her hand under the bikini top of the blonde as they kissed. "Erica, what are they doing?"
"It gets better," she murmured, her eyes on the screen. I could see her hand moving under her skirt and I squeezed my thighs together, feeling a hot throb between my legs.
The girls on the screen were naked in no time, kissing and rubbing up against each other on one of the lounge chairs. The blonde was licking the redhead's fat, pink nipples, making her moan and touch her own pussy. Glancing over at Erica and seeing that she wasn't paying attention to me, I slid my hand down, moving my skirt aside so I could cup my mound—just to ease the ache a little bit.
"Watch," Erica whispered, and the movement under her skirt was faster, now, as the television revealed a scene to me I never thought I'd believe was arousing—but it was. The blonde was between the redhead's legs, spreading her pussy lips open with her fingers, and beginning to lick her there. She had a sparse triangle of red hair between her legs that glistened in the sun with her juices.
"Isn't that hot?" Erica asked, and I watched as her other hand snuck up under her blouse, moving over her breast.
I nodded, but didn't say anything, feeling my pussy through my damp panties and aching to touch my clit. The redhead was moaning loudly, playing with her own nipples as the blonde licked and sucked at her pussy. I closed my eyes, feeling that hot tingle between my legs, but I couldn't escape it—the wet sounds and moaning from the television were too compelling.
"Does it really feel that good?" I gulped, pushing my panties aside. I couldn't help it, my pussy was so swollen and wet and aching to be touched.
"Oh, Leah, you have no idea." Erica's breath was coming faster, her skirt was pulled up, and I could see her hand working underneath her panties. "I wish I had a tongue right now..."
The redhead was moaning, "Don't stop, don't stop!" and the blonde licked faster, pumping her fingers in and out. Tentatively, I slid a finger into my pussy as I watched, rubbing my clit with my thumb. It felt so good I could barely stand it—but I couldn't stop. The girl on screen was cumming, her body shaking with it, her eyes closed and head thrown back.
"They take turns," Erica whispered as she started pulling her panties down. She opened her knees wide as she touched herself, her fingers making wet noises, and I watched them dip down inside of her.
Sure enough, on screen, the blonde was lying down now, and the redhead was between her legs. The hair between the blonde's legs was like Erica's, sparse and curly and light and her pussy was a deep, dark pink, her lips fat and swollen.
"Oh god, that feels so good," Erica murmured, and I couldn't help watching her rock with it, her eyes closing as she bit her lip.
My hand moved even faster over my pussy, seeing her shirt riding up, her nipple peeking over where she had her bra pulled down. I had that urge again to lick it as I leaned up on my elbow and watched her, but this time I didn't stop myself. Leaning in, I feathered a kiss on the tip and heard her gasp, her eyes flying open.
"I'm sorry," I apologized, my belly clenching, seeing the shock on her face.
She moaned. "Do it again.... oh, please..."
The longing in her voice made me lean back in, this time with my tongue, licking her nipple. She moaned again, whispering, "Ohhh yes," and arched her back. Her nipples were pink and hardened like little pebbles. I licked back and forth, around and around, watching the pleasure on her face.
"Oh Leah," she gasped, her fingers making a wet squelch as she fucked her pussy with them. I latched onto her nipple, sucking it into my mouth, the ache between my legs growing like a fever, making me crazy. "Oh make me cum, I'm gonna cum!"
And she was, shuddering and trembling and arching, her hand shoved deep between her legs, my tongue working her nipple for all I was worth. I wanted to cum, too, but didn't, pressing my whole hand over my mound as she climaxed, just holding the feeling there between my thighs. Watching her orgasm was powerful, stunning, and knowing I had a part in it was even more exciting.
"Oh my god," she murmured, her hand resting on her belly now, wet with her juices. "That felt soooo good."
"It looked like it," I replied softly and she met my eyes, smiling.
"Want me to make you feel good, too?" she asked, leaning up on her elbow and pressing me flat on the bed. "It's only fair we take turns."
I hesitated, shaking my head, but she was pulling my blouse up, my bra down, and had her mouth on my breast before I could say anything at all. Her tongue was like liquid fire over my nipple, and her hand sought the other one, too, rubbing it hard through my bra.
"Erica!" I gasped, looking down to see her mouth working as she sucked my nipple in deep. "Oh, god!"
I had to touch myself. I had to, I didn't have a choice. The feeling between my legs was too great, too much to ignore. I struggled my panties down, and she helped me, too, tugging them past my knees and putting her hand on my thigh as I began to rub my clit in fast circles. Her tongue made the same pattern over my nipple, sending shockwaves through my body, right down between my legs.
When I felt her fingers parting me, I gasped, my eyes flying open. I started to protest until she slid them inside, working them in and out as I rubbed myself. It felt too good for me to say no. I could hear the two girls on the TV, moaning and crying out, but I couldn't open my eyes to watch. I was too distracted by Erica's mouth and hand.
"Do you really want to know what a tongue feels like?" she whispered against my breast. I met her eyes, and saw how hungry she was and wondered if I looked that way, too, when I was watching her. "I'll do it to you... do you want me to?"
I groaned, contemplating just what exactly was a mortal sin, as the heat between my thighs went from blazing to white-hot at the thought.
I shook my head, but the word that came out of my mouth was, "Yes!"
Before I knew what was happening, she was between my legs, and the sensation of her tongue moving between my lips was like nothing I had imagined. It was beyond pleasure, really. There weren't words for how good it felt when her soft, eager tongue found my clit and started licking there.
"Oh Jesus, Mary and Joseph," I moaned, my head going back, letting myself go completely, I knew I couldn't stop it if I tried. Her fingers moved in and out of my wetness and she lapped and sucked at my clit, making soft wet sounds between my legs. She made an encouraging noise in her throat, reaching her other hand up under my blouse to tug at my nipple, increasing the sensation more than I thought was possible.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" I cried, arching and twisting against her. It felt so good, I never wanted it to end. My pussy was throbbing under her mouth, and I knew I couldn't hold back, even as much as I wanted to. She was going to make me cum, her tongue moving fast, back and forth over my clit, her fingers keeping the same rhythm, urging me on.
"Erica!" I gasped, wanting to somehow give her a warning, or to express to her how good it felt, how incredible it was, but all that I could manage was, "Now!"
My whole body shuddered and thrust against her as I came, and her tongue moved even faster, the vibration of her moaning against my pussy making my climax even more intense. It went on and on, my pussy contracting around her fingers, drawing them in deeper, my clit fluttering against her lapping tongue. When the tremors began to subside, she rested her cheek against my thigh, her hair tickling me there.
I couldn't open my eyes, too overwhelmed with feeling—and shame. How could I have let her do that? In the wake of the sensation, rational thought finally returned. She was moving up next to me, her breath warm against my cheek, and there was a musky kind of smell on her breath that I knew was from having her face buried between my thighs.
"Didn't it feel good?" she asked, pressing the length of her body against mine.
I nodded, not opening my eyes. Good wasn't the word for it. I swallowed hard, still a little breathless, and that's when I felt her lips touching mine. They were soft, warm, and wet. Her whole face was wet—her cheeks, her chin. My eyes flew open when her tongue touched mine, and the taste in her mouth was tangy and strange.
"You taste good," she whispered, breaking the kiss and looking at me. Her eyes searched mine, hungry, pleading. "Can it be my turn now?"
I bit my lip, feeling something tighten in my belly.
"Please?" She rolled off me, pulling up her skirt and spreading her lips. Her pussy glistened, and her finger nudged her clit, showing me. "Just right here. Just lick it a little."
Shaky, I sat up and knelt between her legs, looking down at her. She looked almost shy, like she was afraid I would say no, and that decided me. I stretched out between her thighs, spreading them wider to make room for me, the skin there so soft it was shocking against my palms.
"Here," she said again, her finger pointing to the small, hooded nub of flesh.
I took a deep breath and touched my tongue to it, moving just the tip back and forth as she spread herself wide. The taste wasn't much different from what I'd tasted in her mouth. The smell was kind of musky, and her curly blonde hairs tickled my nose a little.
"Oh Leah," she moaned, arching, pressing up against my tongue. "Yes, yes, like that!"
The sounds she made were encouraging and I moved my tongue faster, sinking deeper into her flesh. She moaned louder, rolling her hips, encouraging me to do circles, and I licked her that way, my tongue flat, moving around and around. Her breath came faster, and she moved her hands up to her breasts, pulling on her nipples as I licked her.
Her swollen pussy lips swallowed mine now that she wasn't spreading herself open, and I had to really move in, now, to keep on her clit, my nose pressed against the soft hairs of her mound. Between my own saliva and her juices, I felt like I was drowning, and all I could do was swallow as I tried to keep up that same, fast rhythm against her clit.
"That's it," she whispered, looking down at me, her eyes just slits. "You're doing it... oh god, Leah, you're gonna make me cum again."
The power in those words was incredible and my own pussy contracted, aching, as she started to climax, and I could feel the quiver of her against my lapping tongue as she moaned and rocked against my mouth. Her hands pulled at me then, and I moved from between her legs, coming to lay next to her on the bed.
"Mmmmmm..." Her hands were moving over her thighs like they had after her orgasm the day before, just petting herself lightly. She looked over at me and smiled. "Doesn't it feel good to be bad?"
I touched my lips, still wet with her juices, and nodded. I had to admit—it really did.
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Being bad was a slippery slope. I found myself slipping, and I couldn't seem to stop it. I sat between my parents at mass on Sunday and tried not to listen. Instead I counted the word "sin." Forty-seven sins. Father Michael said the word "sin" forty-seven times, and the one time he was practically yelling from the altar: "How tender is our flesh! How hard our hearts! How much more aware are we of suffering than of sin!" and it made my heart leap to my throat.
But there I was, skipping school again on a Friday, sitting in Erica's room, listening to music and drinking one of the beers that Bobby had brought with him while I watched them slow dance. I was feeling just how tender my flesh really was, how vulnerable and aching. Just seeing their bodies touching, swaying together, made me long for something that I knew was a sin.
And I just couldn't deny it anymore. It was all I thought about, no matter what I was doing—standing in the shower, sitting in class, eating dinner—I couldn't stop thinking about seeing Mr. Nolan lying on his bed with his hand wrapped around his cock.
But it wasn't just watching him that night that had me spinning, it was also the way he smiled at me the next day, the way he reached out and touched the corner of my mouth with the napkin when he shared his bagel, the dark look in his eyes when they fell between my legs that morning. Watching Erica and Bobby, the way they nuzzled each other and kissed, I had a startling revelation, and I knew then that I was really in trouble—I was falling for my best friend's dad.
I finished the last of my beer, seeing Bobby's hand slip under Erica's shirt, and stood, hanging onto the edge of the night table when the room tilted sideways and my head started buzzing. I'd only had two other beers in my whole life, and this afternoon, watching Erica and Bobby together, I'd had four.
"I'm gonna leave you two alone," I murmured, seeing their tongues twining together, Erica's leg wrapping around Bobby's calf as he moved his hand under her shirt, the other edging her skirt up so high I could see her panties as he squeezed the flesh of her ass in his hand. "Let you guys have the bed."
They broke off kissing and Erica looked at me. "Are you sure?"
"Yeah." I inched past them toward the door.
"You don't have to." Bobby's his eyes swept toward the hem of my skirt. "Why don't you stay... and play?"
My eyes met Erica's and I knew she'd told him about us, I just knew it from the way she bit her lip and looked away so fast. My face burned, my chest tightened, and I shook my head.
"Three's a crowd," I insisted, opening her door and not looking back at them as I shut it behind me.
I stood in the hallway, leaning back against the wall because I was having that dizzy, buzzing feeling in my head, still. They were whispering, and I heard the bedsprings and knew they were making out. I don't know how long I was there, but it was a while, standing and contemplating Mr. Nolan's bedroom door. It wasn't until I heard Erica moan and say, "Oooh yeah, lick it!" that I made up my mind.
I'd never been in his room all by myself. It felt like I was walking into a secret, and the anticipation in my tummy was tight and tingly. I laid down on his bed, telling myself that I was just a little drunk, dizzy still, but I turned on my belly and buried my face in his pillow, smelling his lingering scent and remembering him. There was nothing I could do but think about it—how his cock had swollen in his hand, how fast he pumped it, the words he used ("Fuck that hot little cunt!") that made my face burn and my pussy wet.
Sliding off the bed to the floor, I reached underneath and slid out the box. Inside there were hundreds, thousands of images, all graphic, colorful and compelling. Even just in the short time that we'd been exploring the collection under Mr. Nolan's bed, I found myself less aroused by the photos than I did by the videos. It seemed like some sort of progression—the more I saw, the more I wanted.
I looked longingly at the television, but I didn't want to disturb Erica and Bobby or draw too much attention to myself, so I leaned back against the bed, pulling my skirt up and settling down with one of the magazines called Private. The first couple pictures were girls together, licking and touching each other, and I couldn't help but remember Erica's tongue between my legs.
Slipping my hand under my panties, I parted my lips, rubbing my finger over my clit. Erica was getting her pussy licked right now, I thought, and I wished I had a tongue, too. My hand felt good, moving back and forth in the wetness, but just one experience of feeling a mouth between my legs had made me a little unsatisfied with just my fingers. I balanced the magazine in my lap, flipping the pages and rubbing myself.
There was a girl dressed in a plaid skirt and blouse that reminded me of our uniforms who was sitting at a desk, teasing her teacher by opening her legs and showing him that she didn't have any panties. In the next picture, he was using his pointer to smack her bottom, and seeing her bent over the desk, her legs spread, and the way he squeezed his cock in his hand like that made me gasp and rub a little faster.
It was too hard to turn the pages like this, I decided, and I stood, pulling my panties off and lying on my stomach on the bed with the magazine in front of me. I reached under my belly to find my clit, flipping pages with my other hand. Now she had his cock in her mouth, and it was clear that he was ordering her to suck it. There was a whole series of those, showing her tongue rolling around the tip and his cock pressed deep into her mouth with his hand grabbing her head and a close-up of the cockhead against her pink, outstretched tongue.
My fingers made wet noises as I rubbed myself, teasing my clit as I turned the pages. In the next picture, she was lying on his big desk with her legs pulled back as he licked her and I whimpered, aching to feel a tongue. Erica's mouth had felt so good between my legs and I closed my eyes for a moment, resting my cheek on the bed as I remembered, arching my back and raising my bottom in the air. I slipped my fingers into my pussy, using my thumb to tease my clit and rocked against my hand.
The memory of Erica licking me changed into the fantasy of Mr. Nolan between my legs. What would it feel like to have his tongue there? I wondered. What about his cock? I moaned, feeling flushed and hot as I squirmed on the bed, my nipples hard underneath me, and I wanted to touch them. I rolled over onto my back, pulling my shirt up and my bra down, exposing my breasts.
I imagined his mouth sucking my nipples as I tugged on them, lost in the fantasy of him kneeling between my legs and licking my breasts and he stroked his hard cock against my pussy. I fingered myself faster, slipping two in, and working hard to get yet another finger into my flesh. Would a cock stretch me open like that? Would he fuck me hard and fast and long, and groan and grunt on top of me like the guys in the movies?
I moaned, trying to be quiet, picturing him between my legs, telling me how much he wanted me, how desperate he was to fuck me. Would I let him? My heart was racing, my breath coming in short gasps as I fingered myself, and I knew I would, I knew I wanted him to.
"Yes," I whispered, arching my back and pressing toward the imaginary man between my thighs. "Oh yes, fuck me, Mr. Nolan. Put that big, hard cock in my wet little cunt!"
Just whispering the words, hearing them out loud, was beyond exciting. I whimpered and squirmed and fucked myself faster. I wanted it, I wanted him, and I was lost in the sensation.
"Leah?"
I gasped, my eyes flying open to see Mr. Nolan standing in the doorway. He shut the door behind him, his face a mask of shock and something else I didn't quite recognize.
"Oh my god," I whispered, pulling my wet hand away and snapping my legs closed as I pulled my blouse down to cover my exposed breasts. The thought of what he'd seen wasn't nearly as shameful to me as the thought that he might have heard me fantasizing about him, calling his name! My heart was pounding and I could feel my face burning as I sat on the edge of the bed. "Mr. Nolan, I..."
What? What could I possibly say? He had caught me masturbating on his bed—what kind of apologies could I make? I just wanted to run and hide. He was still carrying his briefcase and he set it down and walked toward me, his eyes sweeping over the box pulled out from under the bed, the magazine on the bedspread, and back to me.
"I—" he started, looking almost as shocked as I felt, like he didn't know what to say either. "I came home early to—"
He didn't finish his sentence and I noticed he was staring at my hand, still wet with my juices. His eyes fell to the floor, and he stepped back, realizing that he was standing on my discarded pair of panties.
"I'm sorry," I apologized, looking down at my hands and wiping them on my skirt. "I shouldn't... I was..."
He took a deep breath, running a hand through his hair. "Listen... it's ok..."
I glanced up at him and saw him struggling, his face working, the words trying to come out. "These are... these are adult things that you're looking at. These kinds of images... they're not for young people. Sex isn't about this... well... these, what you're looking at, these are just about sex. This isn't what love is about... Oh, hell. What a mess."
He closed his eyes and put a hand over them, shaking his head.
"It's ok," I said, wanting to make him feel better somehow. My own embarrassment was starting to fade as I sensed his. "I know... I just... I'd never seen anything like these before..."
Looking down at me, he nodded. "I imagine you haven't."
"They made me feel... funny..." I explained, blushing. "Down there.... and I couldn't help touching myself."
"It's normal," he said, and I saw him swallow. "Those feelings are all normal. These pictures... all they're meant to do is to arouse you. To make you feel... funny... like that."
"Is that what you do with them?" I asked, meeting his eyes, feeling bolder as I remembered how he had touched himself.
"Like I said..." He cleared his throat, grabbing the magazine off the bed and tossing it into the box. Closing the lid, he kicked it back under the bed. "These are... adult things..."
My fear and shame faded almost immediately at his words. "I'm an adult."
He smiled, shaking his head. "You think you are."
My jaw tight, my anger making me bold, I leaned back on the bed and opened my legs, showing him what he had only seen a glimpse of that morning in the kitchen. "Do I still look like a little girl to you?"
He stared, his face going first white and then red. "Leah... no..."
Sitting next to me on the bed, he pulled me to sitting and took my hand. It was the same hand that had been pressed against my pussy just minutes ago. "There's a lot more to sex than this... it's really complicated... and I'm sorry that you found these, that you were exposed to this... that's my fault..."
I rolled my eyes at the lecture, at him trying so hard, and I slid my hand out of his to squeeze his thigh. I wanted to bridge the gap between us that he seemed intent on keeping. "I saw you, Mr. Nolan."
His jaw dropped and he looked at me, incredulous. "Saw... me?"
"The night you came into the bathroom... do you remember that?"
Glancing at him, I saw him nod, his face pale again.
"I watched you," I admitted, my voice almost a whisper. "Touching yourself."
"Oh Christ," he whispered, closing his eyes.
"I can't stop thinking about it," I confessed. "Seeing you stroke yourself while you watched that man on the screen... fuck those two girls..."
His eyes met mine, and I could see the shock in them at my language, but there was something else, too, that wasn't just shock. I'd seen it before, in the kitchen when he'd looked up my skirt, and a moment ago, too, when he'd walked in and caught me masturbating.
"I can't stop thinking about you," I whispered, moving my hand up his thigh, high enough to feel that he was hard. I was encouraged by that, and the alcohol made me feel more free, like I'd drunk some liquid courage.
"Leah... I know this kind of thing can be confusing..." He took my hand and put it in my lap with a shaky sigh.
"I'm not confused," I insisted, sliding down to the floor and kneeling between his legs. He was shaking his head, but I wrapped my arms around his waist, pressing my cheek against his crotch and nuzzling there.
"Oh hell," he whispered, and I felt his hand moving in my hair, the lightest of touches.
"Please..." I murmured, turning my face, so my mouth was moving over the hard length of him against his trousers. "I want to..."
I had him unzipped quickly, and I reached in to find him, looking up into his eyes. He was dazed, startled, even a little horrified, but there was something underneath that, and whatever it was kept him from stopping me. He didn't say no as I freed his cock and took it into my hand.
Remembering how he had touched himself, I wrapped my hand around the shaft and started moving it up and down the length. His eyes closed for a moment and he moaned when I pulled all the skin up toward the tip. He was getting lost in the pleasure and sensation as I stroked him, wrapping my other hand around it, too.
He jumped when I leaned in and kissed the tip. "Whoa, wait..."
Remembering my practice with Erica's vibrator, and not wanting him to make me stop, I slipped my mouth down onto him, taking just about half until I couldn't take any more. He tasted different than I expected, a little acrid at first, the skin soft, but the flesh hard under my tongue. He moaned, looking down as I came back up on his cock, licking around the head.
"Leah, you need to stop. We can't... where is Erica?" he asked, as if, in his shock, this had just occurred to him.
"In her bedroom... with Bobby," I replied, my hand still moving up and down on him. I was fascinated with the way the skin moved over the hardness underneath.
His eyes widened, and something flashed there—anger? I slipped my mouth down around him again, wanting to distract him, not wanting him to think about it.
"Does it feel good?" I asked as I came up on him again, running my tongue around and around like Erica had shown me.
I saw him struggling, wrestling with something inside of himself, and I wanted to win out. I knelt up between his thighs, pulling my shirt up and exposing my breasts, wiggling between his legs.
"Isn't it funny...?" I whispered. "Doing this just makes me want to touch myself."
He groaned, watching as I pulled my skirt up, rubbing my pussy as I slid back down to kiss and lick the head of his cock.
"Please," he murmured as I took him in again, halfway, making him wet with my saliva. "Oh Leah, my god..."
I had seen enough in the movies we'd watched already to know what to do. I worked my head up and down, faster and faster, never taking my eyes off his face. I could see that struggle start to dissipate as I sucked him. Something else took over and he started to thrust against me, and I knew it was all right when his hand moved into my hair and he started pressing me down even further on his cock.
I made little noises around his shaft, still rubbing myself, pressing my fingers deep inside of me. My jaw was starting to ache, but I didn't care, I kept on sucking him, hungry and eager, wanting to make him feel good.
"Yes, yes," he whispered, watching me through half-closed eyes. "Suck it, baby... god, that's so good!"
His words encouraged me and I used my other hand around the base, stroking as I sucked, making him buck and jerk under my hands. His breath was coming faster and faster, and I could feel the tension in his thighs.
"Ohhh fuck," he groaned, pressing my head down so far I nearly choked on his length, working his cockhead back into my throat. "You're gonna make me cum!"
I whimpered, looking up at him, not sucking him so much anymore as he was fucking my mouth, using my lips and tongue and the soft wetness to seek his release. The intensity of it was too much, and I shivered, my fingers plunging in and out of my pussy as I started to cum, my orgasm shaking my whole body as he grabbed my head and shoved it down against his crotch.
He made a low growling noise as I felt the first blast against the roof of my mouth. It came in waves, flooding my tongue, hot and acrid and I didn't know what to do with it, so I started to swallow, the taste burning my throat and making my eyes water as he continued to pump into my mouth. I kept his cock there, sucking gently as he shuddered against me, swallowing the last of him and pressing my whole hand over my throbbing mound, my orgasm slowly subsiding.
"Oh god," he murmured, opening his eyes and looking down at me. That look was back again and he frowned. "I'm sorry... we shouldn't..."
"Leah?" It was Erica's voice, and I heard her bedroom door open.
My eyes wide, I stood, grabbing my panties off the floor and running into the bathroom. I saw a last glimpse of Mr. Nolan's shocked, stunned face before I shut the door.
"I'm in the bathroom!" I called, hurrying to straighten my bra and blouse, tucking it into my skirt and slipping my panties back on. I flushed the toilet and ran the water fast, as if I had actually gone, and then opened the door.
She was standing in the hallway and I hissed, "Your dad's home! We need to get Bobby out of here!"
"Oh shit!" She motioned to Bobby to grab the beer. We rushed around, grabbing empties and hurrying downstairs and outside as quietly as we could.
"He's going to kill me," Erica moaned as we ran around the side of the house. "Oh my god, I'm so dead."
"I don't think so," I panted, breathless. She gave me a funny look and I shrugged.
I didn't think Mr. Nolan was going to say anything at all to her about it. In fact, I was almost positive he wouldn't.
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"Whoa, where are you going?" Erica exclaimed, smearing nail polish on my hand when Mr. Nolan came around the corner into the kitchen.
"Erica!" I protested, grabbing a Q-Tip and dipping it into the nail polish remover, swabbing at the red stripe on my finger. "Watch what you're doing."
"That's a godawful smell!" Mr. Nolan made a face, grabbing his coat off the back of my chair. His hand brushed my shoulder and I shivered, looking back at him.
"Wow," I breathed, my eyes wide. He was dressed in black jeans and a light blue button-down shirt. I'd seen him in a suit, and in casual clothes, but never dressed quite like this. He'd even gotten a haircut, and the cologne he was wearing was making me dizzy. "You smell fantastic."
He smiled, but didn't meet my eyes. It had been like that since that day in his room—he avoided me and would barely even look at me, although I had tried a couple times to talk to him.
"Thanks," he said, shrugging on his coat. "Erica, I'm going out."
"Yeah, I gathered that," she replied, still staring. "But where?"
He cleared his throat, shifting from foot to foot. "On a date."
"Wow." Erica raised her eyebrows. "About time."
I couldn't say anything. My heart was beating too hard in my throat.
"You girls be good," he said, looking at me then. I swallowed hard and dropped my eyes to the floor.
"So who is this girl?" Erica asked, cocking her head at him.
"Woman," he corrected, straightening the collar of his jacket and glancing at me. My stomach was clenched and aching. "Someone from work."
"And how long have you known her?" Erica pressed on, and I began rubbing furiously at the red nail polish spot on my skin.
"Long enough," he replied, giving her a smile. "No third degrees, alright?
"Well, she must be pretty special," Erica said with a frown, dipping the drying nail polish brush back into the bottle. "I can count on one hand the number of dates you've gone on since mom died."
"She's... just a girl," he replied, grabbing his keys off the rack on the wall. "Woman," he corrected himself, clearing his throat again. "And we're meeting for drinks. Very casual kind of date."
"Well, you look great, Mr. Nolan," I said, holding my hand out as Erica started painting my nails again. I knew my heart was in my eyes, and something moved over his face when he looked at me, something pained and it made me want to cry.
"Thanks, Leah," he said. "I won't be too late. You girls be good." He said it again, with an emphasis on good. "I mean it."
"We will," Erica assured him. "We've got chick flicks, microwave popcorn and nail polish—we're set for the night."
He laughed, reaching over and brushing Erica's hair out of her eyes. "You two are something else."
I tilted my face up to look at him as he passed, wanting him to touch me, too, but knowing he wouldn't.
"Well how about that," Erica said as the front door closed behind him. "My dad, on a date."
"He's still a man," I said, watching her hand tremble slightly as she moved the brush toward my nails. "I imagine he misses... women..."
Erica nodded, turning my hand a little for a better angle. "It's been five years... I guess it's about time."
In spite of her words, she didn't look any happier about the prospect of her dad going on a date than I did, and while we went through the motions, watching The Sisterhood of the Traveling Pants, eating popcorn and getting our newly-painted nails all buttery, both of our thoughts were elsewhere.
It wasn't until I was tucked into the sleeping bag on the floor and Erica had turned out the light that one of us mentioned it again.
"I wish my mom was here," Erica said with a sigh.
I nodded, feeling tears prick my eyes, but didn't say anything. Mrs. Nolan had been like my second mom. I couldn't remember much about that time, except that Erica missed a lot of school, and the few times I was allowed over that year, I remembered Mrs. Nolan wearing a scarf on her head, her face gaunt, but her smile and her voice were always the same.
"I guess this is how life goes on," she whispered in the dark. I moved out of my sleeping bag and crept up into the bed, lying next to her. I couldn't imagine losing my mother—I couldn't for a minute know what it must feel like. I just knew I wanted to comfort her.
She sniffed and pulled my arm over her as she turned toward the wall. We fell asleep that way, her first—her breathing going from those soft little hitches to a deep, even cadence—and then me, drifting off to the rise and fall of her back against my chest.
I woke up twice that night. The first time, I heard voices. Erica was sleeping soundly, snoring a little, and I slipped my arm out from under hers and eased off the bed. When I opened her door, I could hear the voices more clearly. It was Mr. Nolan and a woman.
I should have closed the door and gone back to sleep, but I didn't. They were downstairs, so I crept onto the landing until I could see where they were sitting side-by-side and kissing on the couch. All of their clothes were on, but the woman had her leg up over his, and her skirt was riding high up her thigh. Mr. Nolan's hand was there, pressing it up further.
"Oh, wait," the blonde murmured, breaking their kiss. Mr. Nolan's mouth traveled down her neck, his hand moving further up her thigh. "Rob, wait, wait..."
He stopped then, his breath coming so fast I could hear it from where I was sitting, peeking through the railing.
"I... think I should go home," she said, extracting her leg from his and smoothing her skirt. "I like you, but maybe we should... go a little slower."
He sighed and nodded as she picked up her purse. "Are you sure you're ok to drive home?"
"I'm fine," she replied, leaning over to kiss his cheek. "I had a good time."
"Me, too," he agreed, standing and helping her up. I slipped further up the stairs as they started toward the door. "I'll call you."
"You better," she purred, and I couldn't see them anymore, but I could tell they were kissing. I went quietly back to Erica's room with a tight, burning ball in the pit of my stomach. I climbed back into the sleeping bag and hugged my pillow. I thought I wouldn't be able to sleep, but I drifted off before I even heard him come upstairs for the night.
The second time I woke up, I had to pee. I didn't know what time it was, but I stumbled to the bathroom, still half-asleep. I pulled my panties down and sat, rubbing at my eyes, and I was about to flush when I noticed that flickering light under Mr. Nolan's door again.
I knew I shouldn't, but I eased the door open, seeing him stretched out on his bed, his cock in his hand while the television revealed a close-up view of some guy's cock being sucked. That hot tingly feeling started between my legs as I watched, remembering Mr. Nolan's hand in my hair as he shoved himself to the back of my throat like the guy on the screen.
I peeked through the growing gap in the door, letting it swing half open as Mr. Nolan's hand shuttled up and down the length of his shaft. He stopped with a groan to squeeze the tip for a moment before resuming again. My palm cupped the hot, damp crotch of my panties and I took a tentative step into the room, the soft carpet a pleasant shock to my bare feet after the cold tile of the bathroom floor.
Edging past the closet, I heard his breathing now, fast and labored, his fist pumping hard. He couldn't see me and he didn't hear me, creeping up beside him, just like I hadn't heard Erica that day. He was too focused on his pleasure, watching the scene on the television. My fingers moved my panties aside, searching the soft heat of my pussy to find my clit and rub it as I crept closer still.
The movie's volume was soft, but audible, the moans and slaps of flesh clear as the guy knelt between the blonde's legs, aiming himself towards her pink center. I watched for a moment as he pulled out, slick and hard, and slid back in again with a moan. Mr. Nolan moaned, too, his eyes closing tight as he squeezed his cockhead again with a hiss.
Sliding my panties down over my hips, I left them on the floor, moving to stand beside Mr. Nolan's bed, my heart pounding, the heat and tingling between my legs too incredible to ignore. I didn't say anything, but he sensed me there, I think, because he startled even before he opened his eyes and saw me.
"Leah!" His instinct was to cover himself, but he was laying on the made bed, and his fingers futilely grasped the top of the comforter caught underneath his weight.
"It's okay," I whispered, spreading my lips open, showing him in the dim, changing light from the television.
"No," he said, shaking his head, but I saw that his erection hadn't waned at all. In fact, it seemed to swell as I parted my pussy and looked down at him, his eyes staying glued between my legs.
I slid a finger inside, then another, seeing his face change, caught between pleasure and pain. Then his hand moved between his legs to squeeze his cock, and I smiled.
"I'm not a little girl anymore," I insisted, reaching for the edge of my t-shirt with wet fingers and peeling it off, pulling it over my head and letting it drop to the floor.
"Oh Leah," he breathed, his eyes inching their way up my narrow waist, over the soft swell of my breasts, to meet mine.
"Am I pretty?" I asked, biting my lip and running my fingertips over my belly, circling my hardening nipples.
He groaned, his response hoarse. "Yes."
"Do you want me?" My fingers trailed between my legs and I opened myself for him again.
"Yes." His eyes closed against it, but I was still there when he opened them a moment later, my fingers working my clit in little circles.
"It feels good," I whispered, rubbing it faster. "Touching it right here."
"Yes." He nodded, licking his lips and watching. His hand was moving on his cock again.
I moaned, reaching my other hand up to tug at my nipple, closing my eyes for a moment as I touched myself. It felt so good, too good to stop, and the minute I got lost in the darkness, I heard everything more clearly—the movie in the background, the soft sounds of lust, Mr. Nolan's hand moving up and down his shaft and the wet sound of my fingers between my lips.
When I opened my eyes, I saw Mr. Nolan reaching for me, his fingers outstretched towards my pussy, but not touching. My heart skipped and my pussy clenched and I pressed forward so his fingers brushed my pubic hair.
"Feels good when someone rubs it for me," I said, sliding my fingers out from between my lips and nudging my mound toward his hand. He shook his head, swallowing, but he found me, making me gasp when his fingers sank into my flesh, exploring the soft, smooth walls inside.
"Yessss," I moaned when his big thumb moved over my clit, back and forth, his fingers stretching me open.
The hand moving on his cock had slowed as he concentrated between my legs, making me rock and whimper against his hand. When I leaned over to touch him, grasping the shaft and rubbing the tip with my thumb, he gasped, his fingers pressing up into me hard. I wanted to make him feel good, too, and I pulled my long, dark hair out of the way as I leaned over to kiss the tip of his cock.
"Oh Leah," he groaned as I twisted my body, trying to take him into my mouth from this angle. I could only get the tip in, sucking hard, making him jump. Frustrated, I put a knee on the bed, looking for a better position.
"Come here," he said, his hand slipping out of my wetness, making me cry out, wanting his fingers back.
He was pulling me, his hands on my hips, making me straddle his chest. I could reach his cock easily like this, and my mouth slipped over the head, exploring it with my tongue. He made a low noise, grabbing my ass in his hands and pulling me back.
"Oh god!" I cried when his mouth moved between my legs, his tongue searching, hungry, between my lips. I tried to hold myself up, away from him a little, worried that he couldn't breathe, but he wrapped his arms around my hips and pulled me in tight.
Groaning against my pussy, he started to lick and suck at me like he couldn't get enough, no rhyme or reason to it, just pure lust on the tip of his tongue. I gasped and rocked, my fingers squeezing his cock, my mouth just over the head, liking the smooth, spongy feeling of it between my lips.
His fingers found me again, spreading me open, plunging inside. I twisted and bucked on top of him, feeling him suck my clit into his mouth, the sensation beyond heaven. I moaned, licking and sucking around that ridge of flesh at the tip of him—the better his tongue made me feel, the faster I pumped his cock into my mouth.
"Mr. Nolan," I whispered, my hand stopping on him, tightening, feeling my pussy beginning to contract. "Oh that's it!"
He groaned, sucking and licking at my pussy as I came, spreading me wide as I flooded him with my juices. The sensation made me gasp and arch and squirm against his face, not caring anymore if he could breathe, just riding the wave of my climax.
When it was over, I rested my cheek against his thigh, panting and breathless, awkward now in this position. I struggled to climb off him and he helped me so that I was lying next to him on the bed, his face near mine. I realized that I had never even kissed him, but that didn't last long, because he was pulling my mouth to his, his tongue searching for mine.
I couldn't breathe, he was kissing me so hard, pulling me so I was stretched out on top of him now, his hands everywhere at once. It went on for a long time like that, kissing and touching, our mouths exploring, but all the while I was extremely aware of his hard cock trapped between our slick bellies.
When he dipped his head down to capture one of my nipples, I moaned, arching, my fingers gripping his hair. His tongue made circles, his hands cupping my breasts, and then we were rolling, him on top of me, his arms holding his weight off as he sucked and tongued my nipples. It was making me crazy with longing, and I could feel his cock lower, now, resting between my legs.
"Please," I moaned, reaching down to touch him. He was throbbing in my hand, like steel heat. I rubbed him over my pussy, and the sensation made me shiver and rub faster. He groaned, kissing me, his tongue plunging deep into my mouth.
"Whoa," he whispered, breaking our kiss, as I spread my legs wide and pressed the head of his cock against my pussy, right there, the place where I knew he could slide inside.
"Please," I said again, rocking my hips, squeezing my pussy around just the head of his cock.
"Are you sure?" His eyes met mine in the dimness.
I nodded, my hands running down over his back and my legs wrapping around his waist, trying to pull him into me.
"Okay," he murmured, taking my hands and putting them above my head. He grasped my wrists in one hand, pinning them there. Puzzled, I looked up at him, feeling the shift of his cockhead between my lips.
"This is your first time." It wasn't a question—he said it like he knew, and I nodded.
"This... may hurt a little," he explained, shifting forward as he said it, and I gasped, his cock enormous as it pressed its way into my flesh. "Only at first..."
"Ohhhh!" I cried, feeling something stretch and burn between my legs, and I struggled under him, but he kept his hold on my wrists, murmuring something into my ear to calm me.
"It's okay," he whispered, kissing my cheek, but he didn't stop, pressing forward more and more, filling me with such an intense pressure I could barely stand it.
"Wait, oh god," I cried, squirming under him, looking for a way out, until he was buried all the way inside of me, resting there, both of us panting with the effort. "Mr. Nolan, please!"
"It's okay," he whispered again, letting my hands go, and I grasped his upper arms, the fullness between my legs so incredible I thought I would die. "Touch yourself, Leah. Show me, like you did before."
Whimpering, I reached my hand down between us, unable to believe that I could feel good there again with him stretching me open so wide, but my pussy was wet, and I found my clit, rubbing it a little.
"That's it," he encouraged, beginning to move between my legs. He was making circles with his hips as I rubbed myself. "Rub it faster, baby."
I did, that tingle beginning again, spreading through my pelvis and my belly, like a slow heat. He was moving slowly in and out, now, short, easy strokes, his eyes on my face.
"It feels good," I murmured, looking up at him, and he smiled, sinking deeper next time, pulling out further. I let my fingers explore, touching the place where he was going into me with wonder and awe. He was inside of me!
"God, Leah!" He was moving, faster, deeper. "You're so tight..."
"Does it feel good?" I asked, watching his face change, seeing the pleasure there.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, pumping harder.
Over his shoulder, I could see the movie still going, the two people on the screen a reflection of what we were doing on the bed, but I didn't need to watch. Mr. Nolan was fucking me, his cock slipping in and out of my pussy, making the bedsprings squeak and the headboard bounce against the wall, but we were both oblivious to it, lost.
"More," I whispered into his ear, arching up to meet him. My fingers on my clit and the feeling of being filled all at once was taking me to places I couldn't have imagined.
He pounded me against the bed, grunting with the effort of every thrust. His breath was hot over my face and I kissed him, sucking his tongue like he had mine, making him moan and press into me deep.
"Leah," he groaned, breaking our kiss, and I felt something in my body respond to his intensity, finally letting go.
I trembled beneath him, my eyes closing, rubbing fast and hard and taking myself right over the edge. My pussy began to flutter around the hard length of him, and I'd never felt anything so good as cumming with a hard cock buried inside of me.
"Oh god," he moaned as my muscles contracted around him, drawing him in deeper, and I gasped and whimpered when he pulled out of me, kneeling up between my legs and grabbing my hand.
"Take it," he insisted, and I did, grasping the slick shaft and tugging on him.
He moaned, jerking in my hand, and began to cum, too. I watched, breathless, as he shot a hot stream of cum over my belly, then another, not as far, the white fluid falling onto the dark triangle between my legs. He gripped my thighs, his face twisted in pleasure as wave after wave of his cum erupted through my fist and onto my pussy.
Collapsing onto me, he kissed me again, cradling me in his arms and rolling so that we were pressed together, side by side, our bellies sticky and slick with sweat and cum.
"Are you okay?" he asked, touching my cheek, stroking my hair.
I nodded, snuggling closer to him, not knowing how to tell him that I'd never felt so okay in my whole life.
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To my husband on our wedding anniversary...
I have a problem with words. They get stuck in my throat, their sharp edges painful, lodged so tight it's hard to swallow. I want to say the things I'm thinking, feeling, but I can't seem to open my mouth wide enough. Perhaps my fear is that, once released, there will be nothing to contain them. They can float around, too free, and then disappear into nothing, unheard.
Words on a page flow freely when they have the benefit of straight lines and clear boundaries. This page is a riverbank, letting my feelings flow and keeping my words still long enough for you to take them in. I like when I can see the borders, know their shape and texture, exactly where they end and I begin. If you're smiling—I know you are—thinking that the safety of a boundary is just an illusion, then just keep smiling, and let me have my dream.
Because that is what you do for me. You are my boundary, my protection, the edges I press up against. I never locked my doors before you came, and now you check them every night before we go to bed. My heart still melts at that gesture as I snuggle down under the covers and wait for you to check the perimeter, knowing you will make sure all is well before you join me.
When I press up against the wall of your back, solid and strong, and kiss you between your shoulder blades, I can lose myself in the immense, broad scope of your flesh. My hands want to trace every rising slope, the hard ridges of muscle that flex, sometimes even in your sleep.
My softness is my gift to you, the rub of my thigh over yours, my velvet belly and the gentle swell of my naked breasts as I flatten myself against you, searching for that threshold, feeling the resistance of that solid wall of muscle as I try to find a way to melt into your body.
I know that I can completely let go with you, that everything I have kept tightly reined in can be let loose. There is no wildness, no crazy, twisted part of me that you won't accept, that you can't contain. I am more free within your borders than I have ever been, and I like to push them, test them, rub my bottom up against them and feel you tremble with the effort to stand.
But you always do. The way your cock stands up for me to dance around, to take into me and ride until I'm breathless, grinding my pelvis into yours until I know we'll both be bruised tomorrow. And still you hold me, your hands trying to contain the flow of my body, your fingers kneading my flesh, as I rock like a wave in the cradle of your hips.
You let me crash against your shore, again and again, rolling with that sweet rhythmic music of our love, the love of the world—we are love, limitless, stretching, an endless push and pull. Your steady heart, big and strong and pounding blood red with life, beats against mine as I try to push into, past, through, feeling for those limits, blurring the boundaries between our flesh.
You are a rock, granite, fiercely constant, and I can flow over and around you like the steady, pulsing rhythm of our life, seeping honeyed sweetness. The making of our love is an undoing, an unfolding, a gift we are opening to every moment, every day. Your hands steady me, guide and direct me, here and always, showing me the way, places I didn't know existed and couldn't have found on my own.
I have felt no other connection like this, when we come together, the slick, slippery heat of our flesh meeting and melding at our center. I quiver under your hands and the weight of your body as you fill me, that one moment frozen like perfection, spilling love into the world like a flood.
If there is another man like you, I don't know him—and I don't care. You are the magnificent man in my life, the one heart that reaches into mine, who cradles the vulnerable softness of my belly in his hand when it trembles. I know am blessed every night, when your warm breath moves over my neck like a prayer.
You have made me a very lucky woman, and my heart's gratitude beats only for you. I could never open my mouth and speak a tenth of what I feel, and my eyes can only give you half. Perhaps my words flowing freely within the boundary of this page will show you a glimpse of what burns in my heart.
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"Jack, the door!" I went to stand up fully, unclasping my hands from where they were wrapped around my ankles.
"No!" he cried, pressing my head back down until my nose nearly touched my shins. "Stay there. I ordered room service while you were in the bathroom."
"Jack!" I moaned, knowing that when he opened the door, the waiter would see me jackknifed in front of the bed, wearing only a pair of black fishnets and four-inch heels, my ass filled with a clear butt plug and my pussy swollen and dripping wet underneath. I was just glad that I could hide my red face behind my legs.
"Hi, bring it on in," Jack said, and the words made my heart lurch and my belly clench. My first instinct was to run, to cover myself, but I fought it, feeling even more blood fill my face.
The dishes on the tray clattered as the cart—and the person pushing it, I presumed—moved into the room. I was lightheaded enough already from being upside-down, but now I really felt faint.
"Thanks, we're starving," Jack remarked as the door swung closed. "What do I owe you?"
"Uh..." It was a male voice, young, and I closed my eyes, willing myself anywhere else but here. "W-we charge it to your room, sir."
"Good enough, then here's your tip," Jack said. He was still wearing his jeans, but no shirt, and I heard him dig his wallet out of his back pocket.
"Th-thank you, sir. That's very generous of you." The young man's voice shook, and I wondered what he could possibly be thinking. Part of me really wanted to know, I discovered.
"No, thank you," Jack said. "We're working up quite an appetite."
"I can see that, sir," the young man replied, and I swear I could feel his eyes on me, looking at the glass butt plug spreading my ass wide open, allowing for a clear view inside, according to Jack. My pussy was soaking wet and throbbing.
"You like what you see?" Jack asked and I groaned softly, gripping my ankles tight.
"Uh..." There was a moment of quiet, and I couldn't contain my curiosity. I poked my head out around my legs, seeing a young man standing at the doorway. His eyes were round as saucers under a pair of wire-rimmed spectacles that made them look even larger, and he ran a hand through his short dark hair as he stared at me.
"You can say so," Jack replied, and I looked at him. He was smiling at me, his eyes bright. "She's something, isn't she?"
I couldn't believe he was doing this, and while my head screamed that I should run to the bathroom and lock the door right this minute, my body seemed to be responding to this humiliation. A slow heat was spreading through my pelvis and my pussy ached.
"Y-yes, sir," the young man breathed, shifting from foot-to-foot.
Jack clapped him on the back, turning him with his big body. "Well, thanks again."
"You're welcome." I saw him glance over his shoulder as Jack propelled him out the door.
The young man was facing me, and he licked his lips, looking at Jack. "Leave the cart outside your door when you're finished. And if there's anything else you need... anything... just let me know. Ask for Lloyd when you call down, okay?"
"Will do." I could hear Jack grinning as he shut the door.
"Jack!" I gasped, watching him walk toward me, the upside-down view making me dizzy. "What were you thinking?!"
He chuckled, coming up behind me and grasping my hips, rubbing denim against my skin, his zipper biting me as he pulled me roughly back, shoving the butt plug in to its maximum depth, making me fully aware of it again. His cock was hard—I could feel it like an iron bar between us.
"What did you think of Lloyd?" he asked, his fingers kneading the flesh of my ass, his hips rocking, pressing the butt plug rhythmically into me. "Or, better yet, what do you think Lloyd thought of you?"
"He probably thought I was a slut," I murmured, feeling his hand moving between us, searching for the smooth skin of my lips and finding them.
"Don't you like being a slut?" he asked, sliding two fingers into my pussy. "Don't you want to be my little slut?"
I moaned as he started moving his fingers, twisting them in my wetness. They made a wet sound as they moved in and out of me, faster and faster.
"Oh Jack," I cried, feeling his thumb on my clit, finally, my whole body responding and beginning to quiver. "Yes!"
"Tell me," he said, pushing his fingers in deep and keeping them there, his thumb strumming my clit, focused, practiced and precise. "Tell me that you're my little slut."
"Yes!" Gasping, I arched my back, the sensation between my legs so intense I could barely breathe. "Yes, yes, I'm your little slut... your naughty, dirty little slut."
"That's my girl," he groaned, and I could hear his zipper coming down. "Did you like Lloyd seeing you with your bare ass up in the air?"
His cock was out, pressing where his fingers had been, parting my lips.
"Oh god!" I cried, feeling him move forward, grabbing my hips and shoving himself hard into my pussy. I felt off-balance, reaching toward the floor to steady myself.
"Put your hands on your ankles," Jack instructed, his cock buried to the hilt, now, pushing the butt plug deep with his weight.
I did what he asked, gripping my ankles so tight that the fishnets made criss-cross patterns on my palms. He was fucking me, pulling his cock out slow, nearly all the way out, before plunging back in, hard. I had never felt so completely filled.
"I think you liked it," he murmured, pulling me back into the saddle of his hips and keeping me there. "Does it get you hot, knowing you made his cock hard? He's going to go find the nearest bathroom and jack off, you know, thinking about you bent over with this butt plug shoved into your tight little asshole."
I moaned as he twisted it in my ass, sending a shiver through me. The thought of that man—little more than a boy, really—jerking off and imagining me, made my knees weak. I might have collapsed if Jack hadn't been holding onto me so tight.
"He wanted to fuck you," Jack said, moving his cock in me again, short strokes. "He wanted to fuck your hot, wet little cunt, just like this."
"Oh, Jack," I moaned, my pussy on fire, my asshole spread around the shaft of the butt plug, stretched so tight that I could barely stand it.
"Think you'd like that?"
He grabbed me, pulling me to fully stand and turning me around to face him. The world tilted, the blood pounding in my head, my face tingling as he kissed me, hard, plunging his tongue deep. I couldn't stay standing, and he sensed my collapse, gripping my arms and pressing me back onto the bed, spreading my thighs with his as he entered me again, fucking me while holding both of my wrists above my head.
"Does it feel good, both of those holes being filled?" he grunted into my ear, his cock driving in. I felt stretched open, the sensation beyond anything I'd imagined, as he pounded into me again and again. "Tell me, baby."
"Yes, yes," I gasped, my nails digging hard into his back. "Oh I love both of my hot, tight little holes being filled. Fuck me hard, Jack, make me cum for you!"
He groaned, thrusting deeper, faster, my whole body jolting with the impact, my pussy throbbing and aching for release. I was so close, panting, clutching him, fucking him back as much as I could, working toward my orgasm. When it came, I bit his shoulder, the spasms shuddering through me, my pussy squeezing the length of his cock and my asshole contracting, threatening to expel the butt plug, but he kept it pressed deep into me with his weight.
"Oh Jack," I whispered, breathless, as he pulled out of me, still hard and glistening with my juices. "Oh, god, that was so good."
"Hold your legs back," he instructed, his fingers gripping the wide end of the butt plug, wiggling it back and forth it my ass and making me squirm.
I grabbed my knees, watching as he slowly eased the clear, hard length out of my asshole, feeling every ridge as it slid out, slippery with K-Y, my muscles contracting, in a hurry to resume their proper shape. He set the butt plug up on the night table and opened the drawer, reaching in and pulling out the rabbit vibrator and another bottle of K-Y and setting them on the bed next to me.
"What are we going to do with that?" I asked, looking up at him with wide-eyes.
"You'll find out," he said, slipping his jeans and shorts down his hips and then straddling me, moving his hard cock up towards my mouth. He pressed the head to my lips, rubbing it there, still slick with my juices. "Suck."
I took him in, rolling my tongue around the head and pulling the skin taut with my hand the way I knew he loved.
"Oh, yeah," he groaned as I sucked him deeper, using my other hand to grab his ass and pull him in, the muscles tight and hard.
His cock throbbed against my tongue, and I licked the taste of me off his shaft, all the way down to the base and back up again. The feel of him in my mouth made my pussy ache, and I longed for something, the throb between my legs incredible. After being so filled, I felt empty now, and wanted more.
I was eager, sucking him greedily, moving my head up and down his length, using my mouth like a tight, wet cunt, just a hot, wet channel for him to fuck. He groaned and grunted, thrusting over my tongue, hard into my throat, making me gag a little, but neither of us cared. I tasted his pre-cum and swallowed, loving the taste of us together.
"Okay, okay," Jack gasped, grabbing a handful of my hair and pulling me back, easing his cock out of my mouth. I reached my tongue out for him, using the tip to lick at the head, my eyes on his.
"Hungry little slut," he murmured, and I smiled as he slid between my thighs and grabbed the tube of K-Y.
I watched as he squirted some over the head of his cock, still wet from my mouth.
"Pull your legs back, again," he said, and I did, feeling him resting against my aching asshole. I hadn't realized how stretched I was from the butt plug until his cock touched that crinkled little hole.
"Oh god," I whispered, my nails digging to my knees as I pulled them back, feeling him pressing forward. It didn't matter that I had been stretched open for nearly half-an-hour, that tight band of muscle had managed to contract down again and was pursed against his entry.
"Easy," he murmured, one hand on my thigh, the other guiding his cock.
He shifted his weight, pressing in, and I gasped as the head of his cock sought entrance and slipped past the constriction, the puckered hole of my ass opening at his insistence. There was a familiar concession as he slid slowly into that dark, private orifice, and I while I had to submit, allowing him access to my tight, dimpled flesh, it was a gentle acquiescence. The butt plug must have stretched me open more than I realized, because he'd never been able to slip in so easily before.
"Ready?" he asked, leaning into me, the length of his cock moving to search my depths.
I sighed, closing my eyes as he made his way in, much faster than ever before, until I felt his pelvis pressed tight against my ass. He started sliding back out, my flesh relieved, as it always was, at the thought of being free of the obstruction, but then he pressed back in again, making me moan. It was always such a shock, feeling the delicate flesh there giving in to him, buckling under his hard heat and weight as he made his way along that fissured passage.
I always felt so humbled in these moments, the heat of such an intimate, secret part of my body being opened and entered, the shame of it slowly being overridden by the wicked, carnal delight of it. We did that push-pull for a few moments, and he would stop when he was almost all the way out, rubbing his cock head against the tight ring there, the one that seemed to want to squeeze him right back out. He teased the hole with the ridge of his flesh, before pressing back into my dark recesses again. He did that until I was rocking under him, moaning and panting out loud.
"Feel good?" he asked, sliding his fingers through my pussy lips.
I nodded, my eyes half-closed, feeling myself being carried away. His thumb found my clit, moving in circles, making me moan. He'd never had such easy access before, and it surprised me, how open and exposed I was to him, his cock buried in my ass as he rubbed my pussy.
"So tell me the truth," he murmured, watching my face as he fucked me, slow now, still teasing my asshole when he eased himself back. "Did you like Lloyd looking at you?"
I remembered the look of lust on the young man's face, the way his eyes moved over me, and I nodded, feeling a heat spreading through my cheeks.
"He wanted you," Jack said, sliding two fingers into my pussy. "He wanted this wet little cunt. Think he'd ever seen anything shoved up a woman's ass before?"
"Oh!" I gasped as his fingers started moving in me, in and out, the same rhythm as his cock.
"I bet Lloyd would love to fuck your ass," he breathed, his eyes on mine. The thought made me breathless. "Would you like to feel his hard cock sliding into your tight little asshole, baby? See the look his face as he took a woman's ass for the first time?'
"Jack!" I gasped, squirming under him at the thought. It turned me on more than I was willing to admit.
"Lloyd could fuck your sweet ass," he went on, plunging his cock deep into that hot, constricted tunnel, making me moan. "And I could slide into to your pussy... would you like that, baby? Being filled by two cocks?"
"Oh god," I whispered, closing my eyes to it, my pussy throbbing with wanting. The fantasy had completely captured me.
The thought of being opened up and filled like that made me feel faint. I could imagine that stunned young man—Lloyd—sliding his cock into my ass for the first time as I knelt on the bed over Jack. I would have to guide him, show him, reach underneath and use my own hand to press him past that tight resistance. Then to have Jack slide his cock into me, too! Oh god!
"Jack!" I cried, feeling something hard pressing against the entrance of my pussy and looked down to see him holding the vibrator.
"Let's see if you'd like it," he breathed, twisting the cock-like head around as he pressed it slowly in.
"Oh, wait!" I cried, the hard shaft beginning to fill me, opening me wide. It was already halfway in and I felt some sort of maximum stretch burning between my legs. I had to get used to it, the sensation so intense I felt like I was going to burst.
"I can feel it," he told me hoarsely, stopping for a moment, wiggling the vibrator, twisting it around. "There's just a thin layer of flesh between my cock and this one."
"Does it feel good?" I asked, looking up at him, my eyes wide.
He nodded, groaning, pressed it in deeper, making me gasp. I could feel the head of it wanting to go further, and he eased it in, more, and more still, until it was buried inside of my pussy. I trembled, looking down at the little rabbit sitting on top of the shaft resting against my slit, his ears nudging my clit.
"Turn it on," I begged, and he did, the rabbit buzzing softly, making me moan and squirm. His cock jumped—I could feel it in my ass, the muscles of that tight passage very sensitive to the rhythmic throb of his shaft.
"Can you feel that?" I asked, watching his face as he turned the vibrator up even further, the hum sending shivers through me.
"Yeah," he gasped, pulling his cock slowly out and pressing it back in. "It's good."
I was stretched wide, my skin taut, but everything slippery wet and swollen as he started moving the cock inside of my pussy in time with his cock in my ass. His flesh was softer and had more give, more delicious heat, but the vibrator hummed, the little rabbit's buzz traveling up the hard shaft, deep inside of me.
"Oh god, look at that," I moaned, arching against him, curling around so I could watch myself get fucked by two cocks at once.
He smiled, wiggling his eyebrows, his eyes moving over my face. "Wait... there's more."
I cocked my head at him and then looked down between my legs, where he pressed a second button on the vibrator. Something came to life inside of my pussy, the shaft of the cock there making a rhythmic hum, and I remembered the rotating beads buried in the length of the dildo.
"Jack!" I gasped, collapsing back fully on the bed, my heels falling to the sheets, the points digging into the mattress so I could press back, up against him.
"Feel good?" he whispered, pushing the button, driving those beads around and around at the sensitive entrance of my pussy.
"Oh fuck!" I cried as he began moving everything at once, his cock like steel heat in my ass, the vibrator stimulating my clit and my cunt together, in and out in a rocking rhythm that made everything feel swollen and thick between my thighs.
"You're so tight like this!" he gasped, his eyes closing as he started to fuck me, his cock not teasing anymore, but taking long, hard strokes as he shoved the vibrator deep into me.
He was driving forward, now, leaning into me, shoving my thighs back as he took my ass, the cock buried in my cunt making us both moan with its steady hum. Jack was growling and grunting as he slid into the tight, puckered heat of my asshole, pounding me so hard that our flesh made a wet slapping sound as we came together again and again.
Lost in the pleasure of it, he grabbed my ankles and pressed my knees back practically to my ears and I slipped my hand between us, searching for the vibrator and fucking myself with it, wanting more, not just to be filled but to be fucked hard in both holes, completely taken. The only thing missing was something to fill my mouth, and I grabbed Jack's hand, taking his finger into my mouth and sucking hard.
Watching me, Jack moaned, thrusting even deeper, and I knew I wasn't going to last. I wanted to—I loved feeling filled like that, two hard cocks seeking the center of my flesh, buried to the hilt and exploring my depths. The heat in my belly was too much, the buzz between us a driving force, and I knew I was going to explode.
I sucked hard on the finger in my mouth, moaning and squirming under his weight, feeling the swell of my orgasm breaking over me, pushing that taut ache in my belly past the point of no return. My pussy contracted around the vibrator, the rabbit's slippery ears buzzing my clit into ecstasy, and my asshole spasmed tightly around Jack's slick length. I was carried away completely, moaning and whimpering as the pleasure shuddered through my body.
"Oh fuck!" he cried, feeling my ass clamping down on the head of his cock.
I knew he couldn't hold back, then, and he shuddered, bucking his hips into me as he started to cum, too. He strained against me as his cock erupted, spilling his hot cum in generous, swelling waves, exploding into the deep, humid cavity he thrust hard into again and again. There was so much, I couldn't contain it, and I could feel his cum slipping down the crack of my ass toward the bed as he shoved his length into me.
I groaned, sliding the buzzing vibrator out of my wetness and tossing it, still humming, onto the bed. Jack leaned over me, kissing my cheek, my ear, his cock softening slowly. It stayed in my ass, though, until he shifted his weight, pulling the length of it out with a slick "pop." He rolled off me, propping himself up on his elbow.
"Hungry?" he asked, glancing over at the cart.
"Starving!" I agreed.
"Good," he said, smiling, leaning over and biting playfully at my nipple, making me squeal. "Hope you're still in the mood when I call Lloyd to come get the cart."
I stared at his broad, strong back as he sat up, my heart racing. "Are you serious?"
"Maybe." He grinned at me and winked.
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No one ever gets these things right.
Yes, Mother Goose—that's me! What threw you off—the garters and stockings and black leather whip? Like I said, no one ever gets these things right. Father Goose says they've twisted all my stories around, and according to the books he brought home with him after he crossed back over, they all claim I never existed at all! I guess, historically speaking, that's true. I never did exist in that world. From what I hear, it's dreadfully dull. I'm sure I would just be bored. It's probably better that the real stories never made it out. I don't know that the Earthfolk were ready for them.
Jack and Jill
Jack and Jill went up the hill,
To fetch a pail of water
Jack fell down and broke his crown
And Jill came tumbling after...
-----
Mother was having a picnic and the day was glorious. The shade of the umbrella over her pale, creamy skin made it just cool enough to sit and drink iced tea and enjoy the festivities. The bright shock of green lawn was already filled with people milling about the tables that Blue and Willie had set up the day before. Cook had loaded them with food, and Mother had borrowed King Cole's fiddlers and they were playing merry tunes to dance to.
"Mary has arrived, Mother." Blue leaned to whisper into her ear, making her shiver with the heat of his breath.
"Goodness, look at Peep!" Mother exclaimed, crossing her long, bare legs under her peignoir and swinging one high-heeled boot.
"Mother..." Mary (who some called contrary) leaned in to kiss the other woman's cheek. She was followed by Little Bo Peep dressed in a black corset and stockings with tall, soft boots, almost a replica of Mother's outfit, minus the peignoir. She also wore a soft leather collar, and Mary held the leash attached to it.
"I wouldn't have recognized you, Peep darling," Mother exclaimed, noting the girl's dark make-up, her eyes heavily lined in charcoal, a stark contrast to her pale skin and hair. She turned her attention to Mary who was taking a seat beside her. "Good to see you, dear."
"Isn't she lovely?" Mary smiled, tugging the leash gently. Peep sank to her knees beside her mistress, her hands going behind her back as she bowed her head, her golden hair falling like a curtain around her face. "She has been a dream to train."
"She always did like it so," Mother agreed, watching the girl fondly as Mary petted the girl's flaxen tresses. "Have you seen my newest procurement?"
Mary shook her head and then gasped as one of Mother's catgirls, Lucy, nudged her from under the chair.
"Look how big they're getting!" Mary exclaimed, reaching down to massage the soft, velvety ears of the catgirl at her feet. They were growing at an accelerated rate, as all feline-human species do, and would be full grown by six months. "What are these on her paws?"
"Mittens," Mother replied with a sigh. "I lost three good peignoirs and had to order more made before Willie came up with that idea. Problem is, they hate them, and often lose them."
Mary chuckled as Lucy nuzzled her black velvety head against the woman's knee, her purr audible. "They can be a handful."
"Speaking of a handful," Mother murmured, glancing behind her. "Blue, have you seen the twins?"
"Yes, Mother," he replied, squatting next to her chair and pointing. Her gaze followed the direction of his finger and she saw them up on the hill next to the well.
Jill's bright red hair was like a beacon and it hung down her back in coppery waves in the sun. As they watched, Jack tugged at a blonde girl's curls, and even from where they were sitting, they could hear her squeal. The blonde smiled at him, though, pinching his cheek and then leaning in to kiss him there.
"Blue, will you fetch them?" Mother asked, shading her eyes and standing for a better vantage point. "Before Jill's temper—"
"Too late," Blue lamented as they heard Jill shriek.
All of them heard a hollow "bonk" as Jill brought a pail down on Jack's head. It turned upside down, soaking the front of him as Jill lunged for him and they tumbled together down the hill.
"Blue!" Mother cried, but he was already on his way, meeting them at the bottom of the hill and dragging them both over to where Mother was waiting. All of the guests watched as Blue yanked their collars, his fingers in the loops so they couldn't wiggle away.
"You pervert!" Jill shrieked, still wailing and trying to wallop her brother. "Do you lust after every girl that comes along!?"
"Enough!" Mother said, rising and holding her hand out in a "stopping" motion. Her guests were talking quietly again, but their eyes were on the scene at Mother's table.
"Mother said you weren't to flirt with the girls," Jill said, her lower lip trembling.
Jack rolled his eyes. "I wasn't flirting. She kissed me."
"I also said that you weren't to hit your brother anymore," Mother said, her voice quavering with anger, her eyes flashing at Jill. "Blue, take them upstairs to my room. I'll be up shortly."
He gave a short nod, dragging them both inside.
"They are a handful!" Mary exclaimed, looking up at Mother with wide eyes.
"You have no idea." Mother sighed, taking a seat and petting Peep, rubbing a strand of her blonde hair between her fingers. "I acquired them at the Queen's Fair and they have been trouble ever since."
"Redheads," Mary said with a knowing nod. "They're so passionate."
Mother's mouth curled into a slow smile. "Yes... well, that has its advantages, too."
"I imagine it does." Mary returned her smile.
Mother rose, patting Peep once more with a sigh. "Mary, would you mind entertaining my guests for a while? I need to tend to my fiery little charges."
"I'd be honored," Mary replied, kissing Mother's hand before she headed inside.
Mother made her way up the long flight of stairs, the heels of her boots clicking on the stone floor as she continued down the hallway. Blue was just hooking Jill up to the chains embedded in the wall. Jack's wrists were already restrained in manacles and he looked up when Mother came into the room.
"Thank you, Blue, darling," Mother murmured, caressing the bulge in his breeches. Jill's struggle had pulled her white corset down to expose her full, pink-tipped breasts and Blue had obviously been admiring them.
"My pleasure, Mother," he replied, meeting her eyes as her hand squeezed him gently.
"What am I going to do with you two?" Mother asked, shaking her head and pacing back and forth in front of her two young charges. "Every time I turn around, you're fighting like cats and dogs!"
"It wasn't my fault, Mother!" Jack cried, glaring over at his sister. "I was pulling some water from the well for the baker's daughter, and out of nowhere, Jill pushes me down!"
"Ha!" Jill snorted, tossing her long red hair over her shoulder with a flip of her head. "He was looking down her dress, Mother. I saw him!"
Mother raised her eyebrows, stopping in front of the girl with a frown.
"Natural male response," Mother murmured, tapping her chin with her finger. "Don't you think, Blue?"
"Indeed, Mother," the man replied, his eyes still moving over Jill's exposed cleavage.
"But..." the girl stammered, her cheeks flushing, making the freckles peppered over her nose and cheeks stand out even more. "But, Mother... you said we weren't allowed... that is..."
"Yes," Mother replied with a nod, looking between her two charges. "No touching, that's correct... but you can't tame a man's eyes. They look—it's inevitable."
Mother gently turned Blue's chin and met his gaze. He grinned and shrugged, but then gasped when she touched him again, squeezing between his legs.
"What I'm more concerned about is your response, Jill," Mother went on, turning back to the two chained youngsters. "Why should it concern you what your brother does?"
"I... I was just trying... to be good..." The girl bit her lip, looking over at her brother and then back to the tall woman standing in front of her.
"Hm." Mother frowned, tapping the toe of her boot on the cold stone floor. "I just don't believe it. Blue, do you believe her?"
The dark-haired man shook his head. "I'm afraid not."
"Well, then, perhaps it's time for a little truth-telling session!" Mother exclaimed with a smile. "My cat please, Blue."
"Yes, Mother," he replied, moving toward the cabinet in the corner.
As if on cue, one of the kittens that Mother had purchased from Miss Contrary jumped up onto the bed.
"Not you, precious," Mother admonished, chucking Toby, the boy cat, under the chin. He purred, tilting his orange head to the side and rubbing it against her hand. The face that stared back at her with large, gold eyes was quite human.
"Mrowr," he said, licking her fingers with his rough tongue as Blue held out the cat o'nine tails.
"Later," Mother whispered to the catboy, leaning in and kissing him on the cheek. He curled up on the bed, his tail swishing as he watched his mistress stand and approach the two young humans.
"Please, Mother," the little redhead begged, her eyes flicking between the two figures standing in front of her. "I didn't mean anything by it. I was just trying to keep Jack from getting into trouble!"
"Perhaps," Mother agreed, holding the thick, black leather straps of the cat o'nine tails up to the girls pale skin. She let them trail over her bare shoulder. "But I think there's more that you're not telling me..."
"No," the girl whimpered, shaking her head, her red hair flying around her flushed cheeks. "I swear, that's all!"
"Blue, unchain her," Mother instructed, watching as the man unhooked the girl's manacles. She rubbed her wrists as she stared up at Mother with wide blue eyes.
"Would you like to undress her, Blue?" Mother asked, giving him a sideways smile.
"Yes, Mother," he agreed, moving his big hands over her corset.
Instead of turning her around, he pulled her in to his big body, pressing her full breasts to him as he roughly untied and loosened the corsets' strings, tugging it down her hips. Her panties were white and sheer and he pulled those off with the stockings. She stepped out of her shoes, allowing him to pool her clothing at her feet.
His eyes moved over her body as he grabbed her shoulders, holding her at arms length. Her pink-tipped breasts pointed straight towards him, and the gentle curve of her waist and hips drew the eye downward to the swell of her thighs that trembled as she tried to press them together to hide her sex. A soft triangle of bright red hair pointed like an arrowhead between her legs.
"Lovely, isn't she?" Mother smiled, her eyes caressing the girl. "Doesn't she make you want her?"
"Yes," Blue agreed with a nod, taking a step back from the girl and removing his hands so suddenly that she stumbled and nearly fell.
"What do you think, Jack?" Mother asked, cocking her head toward the young man.
His blue eyes widened. "She's my sister!"
"Indeed," Mother murmured in agreement, seeing the tremble in Jill's mouth at his words. "But she's still a beautiful girl, isn't she?"
"I... I suppose," Jack replied, his eyes moving sideways to look at his sister's nude form.
"Mm-hm," Mother nodded, looking back and forth between them. "Look at her, Jack. Look at those ripe, firm breasts."
Mother trailed the thick, black leather straps over the girl's nipples, making her shiver.
"And she has a beautifully wet little cunt, Jack," Mother went on, sliding the handle of the cat between the girl's legs, forcing her to spread them with a soft moan. "Have you seen it?"
"She's... my sister," Jack said again, watching as the black handle moved back and forth, slapping Jill's flesh, making her open wider.
"Yes, so you mentioned," Mother murmured, parting the soft, red hair between the young girl's legs with the handle of the cat. Jill sighed, closing her eyes as the stiff nub of the whip's handle found her clit. "But you didn't answer me, Jack. Have you seen your sister's pretty, pink pussy?"
Jack's face blushed bright red and he shook his head. "No, Mother."
"Hm." Mother moved the handle back and forth against Jill's clit, making her moan and spread a little more. "Is that true, Jilly?"
"Mother!" the girl gasped as the older woman slipped the hard handle of the whip between her lips, forcing it slowly inside.
"Your brother has a fine, big cock, you know," Mother leaned in to whisper in the girl's ear. Jill whimpered, shaking her head as she lowered her eyes to the floor, her red hair falling around her face.
"Yes," Mother nodded, moving her hand away from the cat o'nine tails. "You do know, don't you?"
"No, Mother," Jill cried.
"Don't let that drop to the floor," Mother instructed, watching the heavy black straps sinking slowly down the girl's legs as the handle slid out of her wetness.
"Oh please!" the girl protested, but she tightened her muscles, halting the slide of the whip. Her tender, pale thighs trembled in protest.
"Good girl," Mother said with a nod, moving toward Jack with a small smile playing on her lips.
"I don't think you're telling me the truth, Jack," the older woman said with a sigh as she began to work the buttons on his wet shirt. He strained against the manacles around his wrists, twisting and turning, but it was no use.
"In fact, I'm almost sure of it," Mother murmured, working the fastenings on his breeches and sliding them down to reveal his stiff member. It was pointing toward Mother's own exposed dark triangle.
"Blue, darling," Mother called over her shoulder as she grasped the young man's cock in her hand, squeezing hard. The older man was standing to the side, his arms crossed over his chest, watching. "Would you bend Jilly over and fuck her, please?"
"No!" Jill cried, panicking and starting to run, the cat o'nine tails clattering to the floor between her legs. Blue caught her arm, turning her roughly towards him with a shake of his head.
"Yes, sweetheart," Mother said with a firm nod.
Blue moved the girl towards Mother's tall bed, grabbing her arms and twisting them behind her back as she struggled.
"Watch this, lovey." Mother's hand squeezed Jack's cock, working it slowly up and down as she leaned in to the young man.
"Please!" Jill sobbed as Blue held her in place with one hand, the other working his breeches. His cock was hard and thick, and he pressed it up between her lips, making sure that the two figures behind him could see what he was doing. "Oh, please, don't!"
"Mother," Jack said hoarsely, watching the older man's cock run up and down his sister's slippery slit. "Don't do this."
"She's not a virgin," Mother murmured, rubbing her thumb over the young man's cock head. It was slick with pre-cum. "Is she?"
"Oh god, please," the girl struggled, and Blue grunted in his attempt to keep her still.
"Tell me, Jack," Mother whispered, her other hand finding the sac hanging low under his shaft. Her fingers tickled and then tugged, making him gasp. "Tell Mother the truth."
"Yes!" he cried, watching Blue's cock easing his sister's pink flesh apart. "Okay, yes, yes, it's true!"
"No, Jack!" Jill sobbed, looking over her shoulder at her brother.
"Yes," he gasped as the grip Mother had on his testicles eased. "Yes, I fucked her. I fucked my sister."
"Good boy," Mother murmured, her eyes bright as she looked between the two of them.
"Noooo!" Jill moaned as Blue slid his cock deep into her hole, grabbing her hips and pulling her in tight.
"Fuck her hard, Blue," Mother insisted, still tugging gently on Jack's stiff member. "Fuck her until she says yes."
"No!" Jack cried, watching as Blue's thickly veined cock parted his sister's soft flesh again and again.
Jill's hands were twisted behind her back, and Blue yanked them roughly as he fucked her, driving his hips into hers with a jarring force. He continued to pound into her as she twisted against the bed, struggling under his weight.
"Tell me, Jill," Mother called, her hand still wrapped around Jack's stiff length. "Tell Mother the truth."
"No-oh-oh-oh!" the girl wailed, the force of Blue's thrusts drawing the words out of her chest in short bursts.
"Jack," Mother whispered into the young man's ear, her hand squeezing and releasing him. "I think you like watching your sister get fucked."
The boy's eyes were fixed on his sister's rounded behind lifted high into the air as Blue impaled her. Jack licked his lips and glanced at Mother, his eyes pleading with her.
"Please," he said, groaning when the older woman squeezed the head of his cock.
Blue wasn't stopping—he wasn't even slowing—and Jill had finally submitted, her face pressed into the mattress, her cries muffled.
"Come with me," Mother murmured, unlocking the manacles around his wrists and leading him naked toward the bed by his cock like a leash.
"Jill," Mother murmured, putting her face down by the young girl's. "Just tell Mother the truth... did you let your brother fuck you?"
The redhead turned her flushed, tear-stained face to the woman, her lower lip trembling as she whispered, "Yes..."
"Now the big question," Mother went on, pulling Jack a little closer by his cock, making him gasp. "Did you like it?"
"I... I..." The girl squirmed as Blue thrust into her again, his flesh slapping into her ass. "Ohhh god... yes... yes, Mother, yes..."
Blue slowed, letting go of the girl's wrists, and she whimpered as the big man ran his hands over the swell of her behind.
"Good." Mother nodded, standing and surveying the scene. "Jack, up on the bed, please."
Looking confused, the boy climbed up next to his sister, watching as Mother rubbed her chin thoughtfully.
"On your back, there's a good lad," she instructed. "Now, Jill, up you go..."
The girl stood, her eyes wide as she stared at Mother over her shoulder. "But..."
"You heard me," Mother said, her tone firm. "If you like your brother's cock so much, you can have it... but only when I say so."
Blue backed away from the girl, his cock still slick with her juices and Mother smiled when she saw it.
"I won't forget you, darling," Mother whispered. "I have a special surprise for you."
Blue nodded, his hand stroking his cock as he watched the young girl climb onto her brother and straddle him.
"Come along, Jill," Mother said impatiently. "Mount up!"
Jack moaned when she aimed his cock into her flesh and slid down the length of him, settling herself onto his hips like she'd been there before. They began without asking, their bodies doing what came natural, rocking together on the bed.
Mother smiled as she watched, reaching for Blue's still-wet cock and squeezing it in her hand. The young girl's hips were moving in slow circles and she moaned loudly as her brother grabbed for her breasts, sucking her nipple into his mouth.
Mother leaned in and ran her finger down the crack of the girl's ass to the small, puckered hole that seemed to wink at them as Jack's cock stretched his sister's pussy open.
"Oh Jack," the redhead moaned, grinding her hips down into her brother's hard cock. "That feels so good."
"Yeah," he gasped, his eyes closing as he grabbed her ass in his hands, shoving her down onto him.
"You like your brother's big cock, don't you, Jill?" Mother murmured as she stroked the girl's tight, winking hole. The girl squirmed, glancing over her shoulder, and Mother knew she had almost forgotten that they were there.
"Y-yes, Mother," she said, slowing a little, her brother's fingers digging into her hips.
"I think she's been spoiled, Blue," Mother murmured, using her other hand to squeeze the head of his cock in a slow, practiced manner—just enough stimulation to keep him hard. "I think she likes her brother's cock a little too much. Don't you?"



"Yes, Mother," the man agreed, his eyes hungry as he watched Mother's fingertip probe the girl's ass, making Jill jump and squeal.
"M-Mother," Jill whimpered, biting her lip. "Please, don't—"
Mother's hand came down hard on the girl's behind, making her cry out as she rocked forward with the blow.
"You do what I say, Jill," Mother murmured, caressing the red handprint over the girl's pale, creamy bottom. "You have a lot to learn, yet."
The redhead trembled in her brother's arms. "Y-yes, Mother."
"Better," Mother said with a nod, her finger moving back up to probe the girl's puckered asshole. "You're such a headstrong little thing... wound up so tight..."
"Mother!" the girl gasped as the older woman slipped her finger in to the first knuckle.
"Very, very tight," Mother sighed, smiling at Blue. His eyes were focused on her finger moving slowly in and out of the girl's ass. "Blue, darling, top drawer..."
The man leaned over and reached into the night table drawer, his cock never leaving Mother's grip as he found a small jar of cream and, opening it, handed it to her.
"Thank you, love," she murmured, dipping her fingers in and smearing the slippery liquid over the girl's quivering behind. The excess she used to rub on the head of Blue's cock.
"Thank you, Mother," Blue said, watching as the dark-haired woman used her finger again, pressing it into the girl's ass.
"Mother!" the girl cried, her muscles tightening, making Jack moan underneath her when she squeezed his cock. "What... what are you doing?"
"Softening you," Mother murmured, slipping another finger into the girl's tight channel.
"Oh, no," the girl groaned, her ass and pussy spasming as Mother began to move her fingers in and out.
"Oh... yes..." Mother countered, twisting her fingers and slipping a third one in. Jill squealed and bucked. "Hold her still, Jack."
"Yes, Mother," the young man groaned, his grip tightening on his sister's hips.
"You'll appreciate this, too, I promise," Mother said, her fingers sliding out of the girl's loosening hole and lightly grazing Jack's cock where it was still pressed deep into his sister's pink, wet flesh. "Pull her down tight, Jack."
He did as he was told, shoving his cock up as deep as he could go and forcing his sister's legs to splay out to either side. Turning to Blue, Mother smiled and pulled him forward, guiding his cock toward the young couple on the bed.
"Hold her very still, now, Jack," Mother murmured. "Keep her tight to you."
"Yes, Mother," he agreed, keeping one hand on the small of his sister's back and sliding the other up, pressing her breasts tight to his chest. She wiggled and squirmed as Mother's hands spread her ass cheeks.
"Slow, Blue," Mother murmured, watching the older man aim his stiff cock toward the tender, virgin hole. "You know just the way..."
"Yes, Mother," he agreed, standing with his eyes focused on the puckered brown hole as he braced himself and began to press into her flesh.
"Noooooooo!" Jill wailed, struggling in her brother's embrace. Jack grunted and held her tight, whispering soft words into her ear.
"Good, Jack," Mother praised him, stroking his thigh. "It's just like taming any wild animal."
Jill sobbed as Blue grunted forward, forcing the spongy dome just past her tight ring of muscle, easing past, feeling it slip suddenly over the ridge of his cock. It would have been a snug fit to begin with, but her brother's cock stretching her flesh wide already made it an almost impossible task.
The girl screamed as Blue began inching his way inside.
"That's the way," Mother smiled, watching the older man's thick cock slowly disappear into Jill's tender asshole.
"Oh god," Jack moaned from underneath her. "What are you doing?"
"There's just a thin membrane separating you two," Mother explained, easing herself up onto the bed now that she was satisfied with Blue's progress. "You're inside your sister's wet little cunt, but Blue is now going to fuck her little virgin asshole."
"Nooooo," Jill gasped, pressing her tear-stained cheek to Jack's as the brother and sister pair stared at Mother leaning up on her elbow on the bed.
"Relax, precious," Mother murmured, gently pushing a long strand of red hair behind the girl's ear. "Loosen up... let go... you'll be surprised if you do..."
Mother watched the tender interaction between the two, Jack whispering to his sister, the girl nodding, sniffling, arching her back and squealing as Blue gained another inch or two into the hot tunnel of her ass.
"Jack, I can't take it," the girl whispered, shaking her head. "It's so big, oh god, both of you in me... I'm going to burst!"
"You won't," Mother assured her, her eyes bright as she surveyed the scene. Blue's face was twisted in pleasure as he started to move, making Jill gasp and turn in her brother's arms.
"Ohhhhh god!" Jill moaned, clutching her brother as her ass was filled to capacity again and again by Blue's thick cock.
"You feel so good, Sissy," Jack whispered, kissing her cheek, pulling her close. "Your little cunny feels so tight around my cock, now... you have no idea..."
Jill moaned again as Jack began to move, too, from underneath her, his cock sliding through her wetness with less difficulty than Blue was having with her behind.
"That's good," Mother whispered, her fingers creeping down between her own legs as she watched. Her sex was thick with her own juices, swollen and throbbing as she started to rub herself.
"Oh god, Jack!" Jill cried, arching back. "Oh, oh, what... oh god..."
"Fuck her harder, Blue," Mother urged, her fingers dipping deep into her wetness, her thumb rubbing her aching clit.
The older man obliged with a grunt, driving into the girl's tender asshole a little further, a little faster, pulling her hips in tight. Jill moaned and Mother could see the change happening on her delicate features, her tight-lipped mouth relaxing into a soft "O," and Mother knew that her little asshole was doing the same thing. She could tell by the way Blue moaned, thrusting harder into the girl's ass.
Mother gasped when she felt a small, rough tongue between her thighs and glanced down to see Toby lapping at her juices. She smiled, opening her lips and letting the young catboy lick her clit as she watched Jill get fucked.
"What do you think, now, Jilly?" Mother murmured, and the girl opened her eyes halfway, moaning and rocking. She was fucking them both back, now, and Jack and Blue were both lost in their own pleasure.
"Oh Mother," Jill gasped, reaching her hand out to her mistress. "Oh god, Mother, yes... yes, yes..."
"Good girl," Mother praised her, moaning, too, at the gentle persistence of the rough tongue between her legs.
"Mother," Jack panted, moaning. "Oh Mother, I... I can't stop it... I..."
"Cum, Jack," she urged, watching his face as he bit his lip and thrust up fast and hard, spilling waves of hot seed into his sister's waiting cunt.
"Oh!" Jill cried as the motion spurred Blue on, his eyes flicking from the girl's behind to where Mother was spreading her legs and being licked by a rough kitty tongue. "Oh god, what... oh that feels so good!"
"Are you going to cum in your little ass?" Mother asked, watching the girl's face.
"Yes!" Jill arched and shuddered, fucking Blue back hard, slamming herself into the saddle of his hips.
"Mother," Blue warned with a groan, his eyes on hers.
"Yes, darling," Mother gasped, opening her thighs wide. "Come here, on me... let the kitty lick it up."
He moaned when he slid his cock out of the girl's still contracting asshole, coming to kneel between Mother's legs.
"Right there," Mother showed him with her fingers, competing with the kitty's rough tongue, still lapping even as he shifted to make room for Blue between Mother's slender thighs.
Blue moaned, his cock erupting with white hot fluid. It spilled down onto Mother's dark triangle of fur, globs of it beading there.
"Ohhh my clit," Mother begged, opening her lips and grabbing his cock. She aimed it as his hot cum shot against her throbbing bud, sending Mother over the edge as she shuddered and rubbed the head there again and again.
Mother glanced over at her two young charges snuggling together, their eyes closed.
She looked at Blue at smiled. "You softened her up nicely."
"Always glad to help, Mother," Blue replied with a nod, groaning as the kitty tongue found his still-glistening cock, licking the head clean. The whole room was filled with the sound of Toby's deep, satisfied purr.
"Well," Mother murmured, sitting up on her elbows. "I imagine she'll need more training before I can take them to Old King Cole."
Jill's eyes flew open and she glanced at Blue and then at Mother.
Blue smiled. "I was hoping you'd say so, Mother."
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Who understands the things that shape us, that mold us into the strange sexual beings we eventually become? I'll be eighty-one this coming November, and I think I know why, for me, it always began with the panties. It wasn't the flash of white that I caught when a school chum of mine came down the slide, or even later, the sheer black lace that covered the backside of a little Asian prostitute when she bent over and slid up her skirt in an alleyway—although those things certainly caught my attention and fed my growing appetite. My penchant for panties began in 1944, the year my father went off to war and left me alone with my mother.
I remember her crying at the docks as we watched the steamer pull away. She tried to hold out and put on a brave face for my father, although we could only have been pinpricks of color to his eyes by then, because the sailors on the ship were a blur of navy and white to me across the deck as they waved their goodbyes. Still, she tried—she was so brave to try—but in the end, she turned to me and sobbed in my arms, burying her hot, wet face against my neck. That was the first time I had ever seen that completely open, vulnerable side of my mother, but it wouldn't be the last over the next few years.
Something happened with my father gone. I was just nineteen years old, and should have been sailing off on that ship. My father was a veteran and going back for more. It was the brave and courageous thing to do, and a part of me thought so, and wanted to do the right thing, too. The decision had been taken out of my hands, though, not only because I was still a student, but also because my mother had given birth to me out of the country, and I was technically a dual-citizen. I always felt like I lived in two worlds, and that irony was never lost on me.
On the surface, it seemed that life went on. Our routines moved us through our days. My mother did loads of volunteer work during the war years, and she ran to the mailbox every day, looking for a letter. The days when one came, I could usually find her upstairs soaking in a hot bath, her hair pulled up, cheeks pink from the heat, the bubbles dissipated enough that I could see the tops of her breasts with their dark nipples floating in the water.
Sometimes I would go in and sit on the edge of the tub and talk to her. She was always bubbling over with news—where he was, how he was, that he loved us and missed us, that was all a given—the biggest news, though, was that he was safe. For that moment, in the instant when pen touched paper, he was still alive and moving in the world. That was enough for her to hold onto until the next letter.
I loved those days, too, when she took down her long, dark hair and asked me to wash it. I can still see the water spilling down her back and over her shoulders, beading on her skin before I poured another deluge over her head. There was something so trusting and vulnerable about her posture, the way she tilted her head back, eyes closed, that took my breath away.
There were times when I poured warm water over her hair long after any remnants of soap had been washed away. With her eyes closed, I could gaze freely on her body, at the soft, rounded curves of her waist and hips and thighs as my eyes moved in and out and around the bends. The dark triangle between her legs was just barely visible in that position, and I strained to see, wanting more, but was never satisfied. Even when she stepped out of the tub and motioned for me to hand her the towel, the dark mat of hair covered her flesh like a shroud.
Days when she wanted to be alone, I was met with the gentle closing of her bedroom door. It was never forceful or abrupt, although it often felt that way to me, standing on the other side and listening to the sound of her opening drawers and shuffling through her clothes. If the news was particularly good, though, and she was still brimming with it, she would allow me to accompany her to the bedroom. I would sit quietly on the edge of the bed and watch her dress.
My mother was a methodical woman, and I am much like her, now, in the slow, deliberate way that I do things. Every part of her was rubbed dry, from top to bottom. She was much rougher over her sleek, soft skin than I would have been, dragging the towel over her breasts and belly, tugging it between her legs. I loved watching her dry her calves, seeing her breasts swaying and getting a brief peek at the dark patch between her legs as she bent over.
Then she would open her drawer and pull out a pair of panties. Back then, almost all panties were made out of silk, still hand-sewn, and they fastened with buttons up one side. Most had some sort of lace or decoration on them. My mother's underwear was exquisite. I often wondered if my father bought it for her—or if she bought it for him. The pair that I still have is soft-as-butter silk, almost a flesh-color, with two mother-of-pearl buttons that fasten on each side.
To me, there is nothing more feminine than panties, and women are never more feminine than in that sublime moment when they are sliding a pair on. She would bend over, giving me another glimpse between her legs as she wiggled the shimmering fabric up over her hips. I would trace the scalloped lace edges with my eyes, over her thighs, toward the apex between and, if the light was just right, I could see the dark hair underneath showing through them. The buttons were my favorite part, seeing her twist around to do them up, one on each side. The first one was always the easiest, but the second sometimes gave her trouble.
I would wait in great anticipation on the edge of the bed to see if she would sigh and walk toward me, turning her exposed hip in my direction and asking, "Peter, would you mind?"
Those moments lasted years, when my fingers worked that tiny button, feeling the silk of the panties covering the velvet of her skin. She would smile a thank you, sometimes tousling my hair or chucking me under the chin as if I were still a boy.
Part of me was grateful to be still that, to her. Allowed into her room, to be a part of this, to help her bathe and dress. There were men off fighting a war in conditions I couldn't even begin to imagine, my own father among them, and yet I was here, in my mother's boudoir, getting a glimpse into a world that would hold much more power over me, then and for the rest of my life, than any other battle could. I was privileged to be there, and I knew it.
I suppose I should confess that my erection was present throughout this entire process, and I sat in a way that would allow me to hide it as much as I possibly could. She never looked or asked or even indicated that I might be in the least excited by what she was doing. To her, I was simply her boy, keeping her company and helping her get dressed. For me, it was a descent into hell and a glimpse towards heaven.
Before you conjecture about what might have happened, I will tell you that nothing more ever transpired between my mother and I, except what I have revealed here. This is no incestuous tale—at least, on its face. These days continued for the year and a half that my father was gone, and when the war ended and he came home, there were no more baths or invitations to join her in the bedroom.
I was confused at first—deeply hurt—by her actions. Still, my father was home again, and she was happy. Happier than I'd seen her in so long. She laughed often, and she started to sing again when she worked around the house or in the garden. I really couldn't begrudge her her happiness.
But I dreamed about her panties. I remembered the feel of silk against my fingers, the creamy smoothness of her flesh, the clean smell of her hair, the soft swell of her breasts, and at night, I would touch myself. There was an ache in my chest whenever I heard her, too, crying out in the night, but it would spur me on, frenzied as I jerked myself to completion.
Stealing into her room was no easy task, but I managed it. I took that butter-silk pair with the tiny mother-of-pearl buttons and hid them deep between my mattress and box spring. She lamented about them for weeks. Eventually, she stopped—but I didn't. It was my mother's panties that I wrapped around my adolescent cock and rubbed over my balls. It was my mother's panties that I came into again and again until I had to wash them secretly by hand and lay them flat in the closet to dry.
So here I am, eighty years old, and I still own a pair of my mother's panties. They are folded neatly, methodically, and tucked into a drawer full of panties that I have collected from women over the years. I do have that little Asian whore's pair, black lace and still stiff in the crotch from both my cum and her juices, along with hundreds of others. I managed to make it to a war, after all—but I was right. It was nothing compared to the world I was introduced to through my mother's panties.
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Chapter 3
Me and Janis Joplin
We were flying them in by helicopter because the roads were so jammed. No one could get through anymore. Rumor had it that Joni Mitchell was stuck on the New York State Thruway, and I wouldn't doubt it for a minute. The helicopters were for bringing in supplies and taking out anyone who needed medical help—but we had requisitioned them on several occasions to bring in some of the acts.
Kenny told me that I was supposed to meet the groups and bring them safe and sound to the backstage area, which wasn't much more than a bunch of trailers stuck in the mud by that time. I'd gotten most of them in—The Who, Santana, even Jefferson Airplane was already there. Iron Butterfly was stuck at the airport and they were on the phone with us for almost an hour trying to figure a way to get them in. The helicopter was a Med-Vac unit and couldn't get clearance to fly into the airport, of all places. We were still trying. The Doors cancelled at the last minute and Kenny was totally flipping out.
Janis was my last pickup according to Kenny, her and some one-hit-wonder chick. I honest to god couldn't remember her name. Of course, there's a lot I can't remember about those three or four days. Ask anyone who was really there what happened, and if they can tell you for sure—odds are, they weren't there.
Janis liked this girl, though. Talked real sweet to her, patted her like some frightened kitten on the ride over. I just sat and watched them. I'd pretty much stopped being star-struck after the first few trips. I'd agreed to volunteer in order to get free admission to the show but I figured I'd be putting on band-aids or passing out hot dogs. Instead, here I was, chauffeuring the acts in to the concert while everyone was getting in free anyway. I'd missed some good stuff, but I wasn't complaining. I knew I was getting a perspective that not many people had.
"This way," I said over the helicopter's roar as we stepped off into Max Yasgur's field.
It was drizzling and gray, and the ground was squishy under our feet. I made sure they both had shoes before we started back to the trailers. There was a lot of broken glass around that got lost in the grass. It was funny, because we landed in a separate area (the kids had figured out that sometimes we were bringing acts in by air and had started to crowd around to see who was getting off next) but no one even looked twice when I led those two behind me, even in the midst of the crowd.
Maybe Janis just wasn't that recognizable in her faded bellbottoms. She had her long, frizzy hair pulled back and was carrying a bag over her shoulder, and I guess she didn't look that important. In the helicopter, she seemed to have this glow, a sort of light. There was a moment when she pulled the girl's hair aside and whispered something to her and then winked over at me—but the minute we stepped out into the crowd, she changed. It was like she could make herself dim somehow, almost invisible, and we passed through them all unnoticed.
We had trailers set up for the acts to sleep in, although some had brought their own (the ones who made it through before the roads got all jammed.) Some of them had pitched tents, too, and were roughing it, just like the kids out on the lawn. This was long before those days when stars demanded only green M&M's or Evian water in their hotel rooms. This was long before most of these acts were, well... stars. I showed them both to a trailer where some of the other girls were staying—Grace Slick opened the door holding a beer and wearing a pair of cut-offs and a red tube top and she smiled at me and invited them in.
Once I knew they were safe and sound, I waved my goodbyes and thought that was it. I was pretty much looking forward to my freedom for the rest of the concert. Janis caught up to me, though, a little breathless and in bare feet now, I noticed.
"Hey, man, thanks," she said, giving me that smile—the one she had given me on the helicopter ride over that made my stomach do a little flip.
"Don't sweat it," I replied, giving her a smile back, tossing my hair over my shoulder. It was thick and dark and almost as long as hers. "You shouldn't go around out here without shoes. Lots of broken glass."
"Yeah?" There was that smile again, the one that said she liked to live dangerously. "Hey, so you look like a cat that knows people..."
I shrugged. "Maybe..."
"What's your bag, man?" she asked, giving me a nudge. "I need some wake-ups..."
I got her drift. "Sure. You got some bread?"
She didn't just smile then, she laughed. "More than I can ever spend, baby. Just bring it back here, ya dig?"
I nodded and called after her, "Put on some shoes!"
She laughed again and gave me the peace sign before going into the trailer.
I had my own connections that weekend. Three of us, me, my friend, Mark, and his sister, Susan, had all agreed to volunteer in order to waive the "admission" and we had set up a tent back behind the stage, where most people couldn't even go. All us freebies were staying back there, and we had our own little world set up in the midst of the chaos.
I got Janis what she asked for, and went back to deliver it, checking my watch. John Sebastian was playing now—Kenny had found him wandering in the crowd and had wrangled him into playing, since so many acts were either stuck in traffic or had backed out at the last minute. I'd seen a glimpse of Sebastian on the way by, wearing a tie-dyed shirt and pedal pushers, dedicating his next song to a girl who'd just had a baby in the hospital tent. There was a job I was glad I didn't have! I just wanted to get out front for Joan Baez. I was also real glad I wasn't in charge of the scheduling part. I was happy just to be a lackey, doing what Kenny told me to do.
When I knocked on the trailer door, I heard a muffled, "Come in!"
It was dark inside. They had some sort of weird stuff over the windows that looked like cardboard covered in tinfoil. Janis and the girl (what the hell was her name? I wish I could remember) were laying together on a pull-out sofa bed, and Janis wasn't just missing her shoes now—all the rest of her clothes were gone, too.
The blonde was half under a sheet, her face buried between Janis' legs, so all I could see was a topless Janis with her arms thrown over her head and her eyes closed. She had that same expression, I swear to god, that I'd seen on her face during a concert when she was singing, getting really into it and grooving, you know?
"Got your uppers," I said, clearing my throat and averting my gaze. Didn't do much for my cock, though—it sprang to life all on its own.
"Mmmmm, thanks," Janis murmured, wiggling on the bed and opening her eyes to look at me. "Come here and let's all get down before we gotta get up..."
I stood, fixed to the spot, and watched her crook a finger at me. I looked around, like she must be talking to someone else. Her face wasn't kidding, and I saw the way her eyes slipped down to the crotch of my jeans, and all of a sudden they were even tighter than they were a minute ago.
"I... uh... the show..." I said, taking a hesitant step toward the couch bed.
The blonde hadn't stopped doing what she was doing, her hair falling like golden silk all over the sheets and Janis' creamy thighs. As the unreality of it all started to wear off, I found that I really wanted to see what was between them.
"Come on," Janis purred, arching her back and making a low noise in her throat at something the blonde was doing. "Don't bug out on me, now... I need you."
"Me?" I asked, gulping as I put the little packet of pills on the table next to the couch.
"Yes... you..." Her hand grabbed at my belt, yanking at the buckle.
"Hey!" I exclaimed when she unzipped my jeans, leaning up to look in like a kid opening a Christmas present when she pulled my cock free. Her hand was soft and warm, and the mischievous look in her eyes made me want to melt.
"What's your name again?" she murmured with a throaty laugh, like that amused her, and I groaned when she took me into her mouth.
I knew no one was ever going to believe me, even as it was happening. That's honestly what I remember thinking. Janis Joplin sucking my cock? Right. And the pigs flew over Yasgur's hog farm that day, too, right? What were you fucking on, Gary, 'cause I got to get me some of that shit!
"Gary," I gasped, watching her tongue snake out around the head, making me even harder, and I didn't even know that was possible. "My name's Gary..."
"Wanna fuck, Gary?" she asked, tilting her head at me, her eyes half-closed, and I couldn't tell if it was from pleasure, or if she was on something. The blonde was still working away between Janis' thighs, making soft wet noises, her bottom pushed up under the sheet now.
"I... uh..." Yeah, I hesitated. Believe it or not, I did. Two incredibly beautiful, naked women getting it on in front of me, and I said, "Uh."
"Ohhh... wait..." Janis squeezed my cock in her hand, making me jump, and a look came over her face I don't think I'll ever be able to describe. You know those pictures you've seen of her, the ones where she's shining and bright and beautiful? Like some of them that tried to capture her when she was belting out one of her songs, taken by the complete experience of it? It was like that—except that it was better.
She was lost in the moment—gone, man, just gone—moaning and wailing and bucking on the bed, and the little blonde had to hold on for dear life, her face still buried there at the apex of Janis' thighs. And then it was like Janis was sailing, free, her eyes rolled back, her tongue caressing her lower lip, her grip loosening just a little on my cock.
"Yeahhhhh," she moaned, petting the blonde's soft head. "Oh far fucking out..."
It was then that I made up my mind. Mostly because I wanted to see it again, that sublime look on her face. My cock, of course, had its own agenda. It saw two young naked women and wanted what it wanted. And I wanted it, too, I admit it. But that wasn't all. That wasn't even close to all. I wanted her. I wanted to make her feel that moment, just like that, and I wanted to go there with her.
There was no telling us apart for a while, and I think someone came in and out of the trailer, too, at one point, but it's foggy. The little blonde (what the fuck was her name?! Damn, I wish I could remember) was all over me the minute I got undressed and slid between the sheets. She had a tongue that wouldn't quit and she used it all over my cock, her face still wet with Janis, as me and Janis started making out. God, it felt like we kissed for hours, and all the while, this cute little blonde was making these soft kitten noises between my legs as she sucked me.
Janis got tired of waiting for me to make the first move, I think. I probably would have been content to stay just like that for a long damned time, but she put my hand over her breast. They were firm and sweet, and her nipple hardened like rock candy under my fingers and I had to taste. The low moan that came from her throat spurred me on, and I pulled her onto me, her hair falling all around us as she straddled me and I licked and sucked at the hard nubs.
"Come on down here, doll," the blonde murmured, her mouth on my cock replaced in an instant as she pulled Janis' hips downward, aiming me for her flesh. I had a moment to think, holy shit, I'm going to fuck Janis Joplin, but then all thought was gone as the blonde slid the head of my cock through the soft, wet flesh between Janis' thighs, and Janis herself rocked and slowly impaled herself on my length.
"Ohhhhh yeah, baby," Janis whispered, licking my ear. "That's just what I needed."
Fucking heaven. I was fucking heaven, and she danced on my cock like a goddess, sitting up so she could rub herself as she rolled and ground down against my hips. My hands gripped her ass, moving her up and down on my cock, feeling the head pressed somewhere deep inside of her flesh, the slow friction building like some exquisite form of torture.
The blonde was lying next to us and watching, her fingers buried in her pussy, and my eyes lingered there, watching her touch herself, her breath hot in my ear as she whispered the nastiest, dirtiest things she could think of. It was beyond hot, and I think she knew it—she was digging it, too, hearing me moan and try to hold back as she told me to fuck Janis' wet little cunt. Harder! Faster!
"Yeah, baby," Janis moaned, her eyes moving over the blonde, too, and then back to me. "Listen to her... fuck me good and hard!"
I wasn't gonna be able to keep up with these two, I knew it. My cock was already throbbing for release, waiting to explode, and with the blonde whispering in my ear and Janis grinding against me and growling for all she was worth, there was just no way I could hold out much longer.
Still, I gave it my best effort, grabbing Janis' hips and shoving up deep inside, a motion that threatened to send me over in an instant. I gritted my teeth, holding back, and shoved up again, hearing Janis wail. That made me crazy. I loved the sound of her and wanted more, driving deep so she made that sweet music as I slammed my cock up into her waiting flesh again and again.
"Oooooo yesss!" It was the blonde, biting my shoulder as her body shook with her orgasm, her fingers squelching in her pussy as she fucked herself to completion. Her full, firm breasts pressed hard into my side as she arched with her climax, her hand rocking between her thighs. Just seeing and feeling her pleasure pushed me over, and I knew it was too late to stop it.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, my fingers digging in deep on Janis' hips. I thought it fair to at least give her a warning. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Come on, come on," Janis urged, rolling her hips on me with such force that she felt like a wave crashing, and I was drowning in her. I groaned and thrust up hard, feeling the first ecstatic eruption of my cum filling her wet, grinding flesh. Her face was changing, and I knew she was headed there, too, lost in the bliss of the moment as she keened and howled, the sweet clamp of her pussy around my cock milking the rest of my cum with a hot, shuddering pulse.
She collapsed onto me, murmuring something unintelligible into my ear as she wrapped an arm around the blonde, too, and we all panted and floated away in a sweaty, slick embrace until someone knocked on the door a few moments later.
"Melanie!" It was Kenny. I knew his voice in an instant, and I jumped, grabbing for my clothes. Could volunteers get fired? Shit! "Are you in there? You're on after this set!"
"I'll be out in a minute!" the blonde called—Melanie! Of course, now I remembered. "Let me get dressed!"
Kenny didn't come in, thank god, and Melanie kissed us both before throwing on her clothes and heading out the door. Janis said she wanted to see her sing, and that was our intention. We even got up and started getting dressed, but then she gave me that smile, and I couldn't help but kiss her, and we were gone again. Thank god she didn't end up having to go on stage until some time in the middle of the night.
I watched her whole set, huddled between two girls in the crowd, sharing their blanket with a tarp pulled over our heads—it had rained all night. I saw that same look come over Janis' face a couple times during the show, that blissful moment when she wailed and rocked and her whole body shook with the force of it. I don't think I've ever seen a more beautiful woman, before or since.
----------
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"We're not going to leave this room at all, are we?" I murmured, feeling Jack's hand moving up from the back of my knee to my thigh under the covers. I couldn't remember the last time we had taken a nap together in the middle of the afternoon, and the late-afternoon sun peeking through the heavy curtains felt decadent, a rich, sweet indulgence.
"That was my plan," he agreed, bridging the distance between us on the huge, king size bed. I smiled when his body met mine and he pulled me close, tucking my hips and bottom against him, snug and warm. 
"What else do you have planned?" I bit my lip, moving my behind against his crotch. I couldn't remember the last time we had indulged in this much pleasure, either, come to think of it. 
"You're going to find out," he assured me, sliding his hand over the swell of my ass, his finger slipping between the crack. I gasped and wiggled when he found the sensitive flesh of my asshole, just rubbing there, around and around. 
I felt as if my body had been keeping secrets, and now it was revealing just how much pleasure it was really capable of. 
"But I will tell you," he went on, his breath tickling my ear, his finger probing the tiniest bit. "At the moment, my plans involve using that Jacuzzi tub over there." 
"Easy," I whispered, liking his finger where it was and turning a little so he had more access. "I'm a little sore." 
"Oh, poor thing..." He kissed my neck, licking at the spot that always made me shiver with pleasure. "A hot bath will do you a world of good, then..." 
I stretched and gave a lazy yawn, blinking over at the vast, white tub in the corner of the room. It was very over-the-top, with huge white pillars on three corners from ceiling to its tile edge, which was covered with plants and greenery. At least it's not heart-shaped, I thought, and smiled, scooting off the bed with a look over my shoulder at Jack. 
"You look positively wolfish," I said, glancing back to him as I bent and turned on the water. "What are you looking at?" 
He was leaning up, watching me. "Your ass." 
"One track mind," I said, shaking my head as if in protest, turning back to adjust the water. 
"Maybe... but you don't seem to mind," he replied, pushing the sheet aside to reveal his hardening cock. 
I pretended my flush was from the steam rising from the water. "So?" 
"Show me." His hand was squeezing, releasing, and I watched over my shoulder, feeling my breath catch as he slid the skin up over the tip and back down again. 
I arched my back just slightly, my thighs a little more open, teasing. "What do you want to see?" 
"Spread it open for me," he instructed, his eyes dark and focused. 
Swallowing, I parted my thighs, tilting my bottom, giving him a view of my shaved lips. His hand moved a little faster when I reached my hand between my legs and parted my flesh, showing him. 
"Your ass, baby," he murmured, his eyes never leaving that spot. "Show me that little asshole." 
Really flushing now, I reached back with one hand, balancing with the other on the edge of the tile, and showed him what he wanted to see. 
"God," he groaned, his hand moving even faster. "That's so sweet. Use both hands." 
I had to bend completely over to do it, resting my forehead against the edge of the tub, one hand on each cheek, pulling them apart to he could see it all. Standing there, completely exposed and vulnerable, my heart racing, I had never been so aroused. I could almost feel his eyes on me, sweeping up from my smooth lips to the dimpled hole of my ass. 
"Sore, huh?" he asked, his voice right behind me, his finger trailing down the crack of my ass, making me jump. 
"Only a little," I protested, feeling his cock, hard and insistent, pressed between my lips. 
"Maybe we should give it a rest." He slid his cock slowly into my pussy, opening me, making me moan with the length and width of it spreading me wide. "What do you think?" 
"Oh, Jack," I gasped when he grabbed my hips, pressing himself snugly inside, the head of his cock nuzzling itself against my womb. I squeezed myself around him and heard his sharp intake of breath, loving the way his hands gripped me harder. 
"Maybe I should just fuck your tight little cunt?" he growled, beginning to move, and I grabbed the edge of the tub to keep my balance, groaning at his words. "Fuck you until you can't decide which is more sore..."
"Ohhhh, please," I moaned, lifting my hips, wanting him deeper still. His fingers gripped my ass tight, and then I felt his thumb strumming over the delicate opening of my asshole, sending little shivers through me. 
"But I think you still want your ass fucked," he said, his thumb pressing, making me gasp and squirm. "Don't you?" 
I groaned again, flushing at the humiliation of it, the admission still too much. I knew he was going to make me say it, and just the anticipation made my pussy clench. 
"Tell me," he said, moving his hands off my behind, his thumb gone from the tender hole of my ass. "Show me." 
I knew what he wanted. Trembling, with his cock still moving slick, slow, in and out, I rested my forehead against the edge of the tub again, reaching back to open my cheeks, spreading them wide. He let out a long breath and his cock twitched inside of me, just the head of it pressing between my wet lips. 
"You love it, don't you?" he asked, sliding the wet heat of his cock up to touch that puckered hole. 
I squirmed and whimpered, "Yes..." 
Just how much I loved it, I couldn't admit, even to myself. My ass tightened at the thought of being filled, teasing the tip of his cock with its clench. 
"You'd better shut off the water," he said, moving around me to step into the tub. 
Dizzy, I let out a pent-up breath, reaching for the nozzles and turning them both as Jack sank down and turned on the jets. The water bubbled and foamed and my eyes met his as I slid my legs over the side into the heat. 
I groaned when I sank in beside him, the water enveloping and buoying me at once. His hands met my waist, slipping down my hips and pulling me toward him as we kissed, the steam beginning to rise between us. I found his cock with my hand, pulling and tugging it against my belly as we rocked, his tongue doing things to my mouth that my body had forgotten, sending electric pulses straight to my core. 
Rubbing him up and down my smooth slit, I couldn't stand it anymore and I sank down onto his hardness, wiggling my bottom and wrapping my legs around him. He held me close, using his weight to press me up, the water making waves around us as we fucked. When his thumb found my clit, I whimpered, opening my eyes for only a moment before sinking again, lost in the sweet sensation. 
"So close," I whispered into his ear, biting the lobe, gnawing at his neck. My nails were digging hard into the wet flesh of his back, but he didn't notice, his breath coming faster. My words spurred him on, and his other hand slid around behind me as I grabbed onto the edge of the tub, fucking him back now, grinding my hips down into his. 
When his finger eased into my asshole, I gasped, feeling my orgasm only moments away, that gentle probing pushing me closer to the edge. I worked toward it, wanting it, aching for it, my pussy throbbing for release. 
"Deeper," I growled, arching my back so he had more of my ass, reaching one hand back to spread it for him. "Shove it in, baby!" 
He groaned, pressing his finger further, the water making resistance moot, and I sank my teeth into his shoulder when a second and third finger worked their way in, twisting their way through my flesh. 
"Ohhhhh fuck!" I could hear myself, almost screaming with it, my whole body taut as our flesh worked together toward that delicious, inevitable end. "Now, baby, ohhhhh yesss!" 
Sound receded and the wave hit me like a pulse of heat, taking my body over completely, my belly undulating with it, my pussy clenching around his thrusting cock, the tight ring of my asshole working around his fingers until I thought I couldn't stand another moment of it. 
"Please," I begged him, pressing against his chest, the sensation so incredible I was trembling with it still as I moved away from him, collapsing against the side of the tub and hanging on. 
"I think the tub was a good idea," Jack said and I could hear his grin as I pressed my flushed cheek to the cool surface. I couldn't even open my eyes, but I felt his hands on me, running over my shoulders, my back, and I could smell something sweet, like lilacs or lavender. 
"What—?" I murmured as his big hands turned me, pulling me to my knees in the tub. His hands were soapy as they ran down my arms and back up, suds spreading over my neck, and down my chest. 
"Isn't that the point of a bath?" he smiled, his hands cupping the fullness of my breasts, making me shiver when he thumbed my nipples. "Getting clean?" 
"Ohhh yes," I sighed, arching as his soapy hands cupped and kneaded my flesh. 
"Stand up," he instructed, and he steadied me as I did, my orgasm and the heat from the tub making me weak. His eyes met mine and I saw something in them I hadn't in years. "My god, you're so beautiful..."
His praise sent more heat through my body, and then he was washing me again, his palms moving over my belly and thighs, between my legs, the gentle sawing motion of his hand there making me tremble. 
"Turn around." 
I did as he asked, his hands making their way over my lower back, down the soft curve of my ass and hips, spreading my thighs as they made their way toward my knees. 
"Bend over," he said, pressing me forward, and I clung to the edge of the tub, his palms working the smooth cheeks of my behind. "Time to get you really clean..."
"Oh!" I cried as his finger worked its way into my asshole. "Oh, god... honey..."
He didn't stop, pressing another in, working the flesh open with his sudsy fingers. I couldn't resist him or the sensation and my thighs seem to spread wider on their own, my back arching as I moaned and took a third finger into my ass. He kept them there for a while, encouraged by the soft noises I was making in my throat, and I groaned when he slowly slid them out again, aching to feel that fullness. 
A cascade of water fell over my back and down my bottom, shocking me with its heat, and I looked back to see him pouring it from a cup, rinsing the soap away. His eyes were bright as he watched the water beading over my skin, and I saw his hand moving between his legs and knew he was still so hard. I wanted to reach around and grab him, suck him, devour his cock, but he had other things in mind. 
"Jack!" I cried when his tongue found its way between that cleft, working over that wet, puckered hole. 
The heat that filled my face didn't have anything to do with the steam rising from the tub, but I couldn't deny how incredible it felt to have his mouth there. I groaned when he made his tongue hard and probed. 
"Spread your ass," he said, and I did, ashamed of my own eagerness as I rested my flushed cheek against the cool edge of the tub, using both hands to open myself up for him. 
He had complete access now and he took advantage of it, his tongue lapping over the furrowed crease of my asshole and his thumb slipping into my pussy as he rubbed my mound with his fingers. I was trembling with the pleasure of it, going up on my tiptoes in an attempt to seek even more sensation. 
"Ohhhhh god!" I cried when he started fucking my ass with his tongue, his thumb moving in and out of my pussy with the same easy rhythm. I spread myself even wider, wanting more and getting it, the probing between my cheeks going deeper. I could feel the tip of his tongue moving around that tight band of muscle, making me shiver. 
"Noooooo," I moaned when he slid his tongue out, but the next sensation jolted me so much I nearly fell over. I probably would have if he hadn't steadied me with his other hand as he pressed something hard and round against the fissured crack of my ass. 
"What the hell?" I turned to look and my eyes widened when I saw what he had in his hands. "That wasn't in the toy box!" 
"Surprise!" he said with a wink, pressing the first bead on the string further into my ass. They were small beads, probably less than an inch in diameter, but they felt huge as he worked them against the taut opening of my ass. 
"Where did those come from?" I gasped, groaning as the pressure began to build as he pressed hard, harder. "What are you—a magician? Did you pull those out of your ass?" 
"No," he chuckled. "But they're going into yours..."
"God!" I cried, biting my lip as the first one slipped in. The sensation was strange, different. I felt full there, but not quite completely, so different from his cock or a dildo. 
"Ready for another one?" he asked and I shook my head, screwing my eyes shut, and he pressed on anyway, working another bead past that tight ring of muscle. "There..."
I could imagine it nestled against the first one inside of me, and then there was another, pushing the rest deeper still as it went, making room, tunneling through. I really felt full now, and something in me wanted them out. I bit my lip, fighting against it and he pressed in yet another. 
"Two more," he reassured me as my hands trembled, holding my ass open. I found that if I spread myself wider, he could ease them in better, so I struggled to stay still and relaxed, opening myself up for him. 
"Please," I begged, feeling that gentle "pop" as another slid past that taut resistance. 
"Almost there, baby," he murmured, kissing my behind as he worked the last one in. I could feel his finger go in with it, pressing them deep, and I groaned, squirming. 
Panting, I looked back at him, my eyes wide. "Now what?" 
"Now... I fuck you senseless," he said, standing up and grabbing my hips. His cock was like steel as he slid into my wetness, my pussy dripping with my juices and his saliva. 
The stretch of his cock inside of my pussy made the sensation of the beads buried inside my ass even more pronounced. With every thrust, that feeling of fullness seemed to grow, until I couldn't tell anymore where or how I was being filled, just that I was brimming to capacity, like something swelling and ready to burst. 
One of his hands slid under my belly, holding me steady as we rocked. I gripped the edge of the tub, searching for some sort of handhold on the slippery surface. Below us the water churned and sloshed, Jack's weight thrusting into me making even more waves as he fucked me, his low grunting a tell-tale sign that he was getting close. 
"Ohhhh god baby!" I moaned when his fingers delved between my pussy lips, searching for and finding my swollen clit. "Yes, fuck me hard!" 
I didn't have to ask—he was working my pussy with his cock and his hand now, shoving in deep while he rubbed his finger over and over my aching clit. I had almost forgotten the beads buried inside of my ass when he gave a slight tug on the string, making me squeal and jerk beneath him. 
"Hold your ass open for me," he growled, pulling his cock almost all the way out, so the head of him sat pulsing just inside of my pussy. 
Whimpering, I wiggled and positioned myself so that both hands were free and I was resting my cheek against the tub again. The tension on the string was incredible—it felt as if he were going to turn me inside out. I used both hands to spread my ass, feeling the tension ease just a little. 
"Ohhhhhh fuck," I cried when he slid his cock between my pussy lips, using the head of it to rub at my clit. He knew how much I loved that, the spongy, wet tip making a hot, fleshy trail over that sensitive bud. 
He slapped at my cunt with his cock, jerking it roughly a few times against my lips, making me moan, and then found my clit again, rubbing fast and steady. My legs trembled, sensing my impending orgasm, and I panted and writhed and worked toward it, arching my back and rolling my hips. Everything between my legs felt thick and swollen, ready to pop, and then something did—Jack pulled one of the beads out of my ass! 
"Ohhhhh GOD!" I moaned, shivering when the thick, round orb slid out of that tight, contracting orifice. 
"You like that?" Jack murmured, and then he was kneeling behind me, his face buried up between my legs, his tongue doing the work his cock had been doing just a moment ago, with a much more deft and precise aim. 
"Oh baby, you're gonna make me cum," I warned him, as if he needed a warning. 
He knew just what he was doing, his whole face buried up against my pussy, the tension growing as he tugged on the string that led into my ass. The tug grew insistent, a pull and release, I could feel the beads inside of me shifting somehow, as if they were waiting, too. 
"Now, oh, now!" I cried, grinding my pussy against his tongue, the sweet pulse of my release beginning to overtake me. He made a deep sound in his throat, still sucking and licking at my flesh, and the tension in my ass became incredible as he pulled—hard—and tugged all of the beads out of my ass in a row. 
My orgasm became something else with that motion. What began as a sweet lapping tide coming in became a sudden tidal wave, and I screamed as it hit with the aching sensation of my ass being emptied, each bead popping through that taut ring in quick succession, slipping out of the secret cavern of my ass. 
But Jack wasn't done with me. My ass still gaping, my body still shivering with my climax, he stood and slid his cock into the space where the beads had just been. I gasped at the soft insistence of his flesh, so different from the unforgiving demand of the beads, as he tunneled his way past that still pulsing band of muscle, forcing his way deeper into my ass. 
"Ohhhh fuck yeah," he groaned, grabbing my hips and sinking deeper still before beginning to move. His hand gripped my wrists and pulled them up behind my back and he held them there while he thrust into me, his cock like a piston driving into my flesh. 
"Come inside me," I pleaded, wanting to feel the heat of his cock exploding, filling that hot, aching passage. "Do it, baby, fill my ass with your cum!" 
"Oh god," he moaned, his grip tightening as he thrust again, rocking me hard against the edge of the tub, and I felt it, a thick pulse on the underside of his cock as his climax began. 
"Yes, yes, yes," I encouraged, squeezing his cock, making him jerk and buck and groan as he emptied himself deep into my belly. He pulled back just a little then, and I could feel still more of his cum hitting my ass in hot spurts, leaving a slick trail of heat as it slid down my pussy lips. 
With another groan, Jack released me, collapsing down into the tub, and I went with him, crawling into his lap. We rocked in the waves, kissing, still panting, both of us spent. 
"We need another bath," I murmured against his ear. 
"Hand me the soap," he chuckled, sliding his hands over the rounded swell of my ass. 
"I can't," I groaned. "You're going to kill me..."
"But we'll die happy," he smiled, his finger finding and probing me there. I smiled, too, murmuring an agreement and opening for him once again. I just couldn't seem to help myself. 
-----
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"Do you know why animal crackers have that little handle on top of the box?" Danny asked, nudging his sister with his knee.
"No," Emily sighed, putting her own book down and switching off her reading light, waiting. There was no use doing anything else—he was going to tell her, whether she wanted to know or not.
"They were introduced in 1902 as a Christmas novelty and packaged so they could be hung from Christmas trees," he said, reading from the book in his lap.
"How interesting," she commented, rolling her eyes. It had been like this all day, and now halfway into the night—a constant stream of interruptions with various bits of trivia. She hadn't even made it off the fourth page of her own book!
"How many different animal shapes are there?" he asked, cocking his head at her.
"I don't know," she replied, closing her eyes and leaning her head back against the seat, feeling the rolling wheels of the bus underneath them chewing up the miles between here and California. "Twenty-seven?"
"No!" he scoffed. "Eighteen—two bears, a bison, a camel, a cougar, an elephant, a giraffe, a gorilla, a hippopotamus, a hyena, a kangaroo, a lion, a monkey, a rhinoceros, a seal, a sheep, a tiger, and a zebra."
"Okay, seriously, Danny," she said, shaking her head but not opening her eyes. "Alex Trebek is not going to ask you about animal crackers."
"You never know," he said, sounding hurt.
"Yes, I do," she replied, ignoring the tone in his voice and pushing onward. "Jeopardy asks questions about the periodic table and Queen Victoria, not snack foods."
"Fine." He jerked himself toward the window. "I'll just shut up and leave you alone."
Emily smiled, still not opening her eyes, breathing, "Finally!"
It was quiet only for a moment before he spoke up and asked, "What does the chemical symbol Fe2O3 represent?"
"Danny!" she groaned, slapping her forehead. "I have no idea! I'm not the Mensa member, here."
"Rust," he replied, looking smug. She hit him in the arm. "Hey! I'm just trying to expand your horizons a little!"
"I don't need my horizons expanded," she hissed, getting up and flouncing off to the bathroom. Emily splashed her face with water, pushing her dark blonde hair out of her face. Her eyes were blue and bright, like her brother's and her mother's, although their hair was dark. She had always been a tow-head—like her father.
This is his fault, Emily thought, scrubbing her hands fiercely. If he hadn't ever moved out to California in the first place...
She sighed, turning the hand dryer on. When she'd agreed to this cross-country trek to visit their father, mostly so her twin brother could to try out for Jeopardy now that they'd reached the eligible age of eighteen, she hadn't counted on having to listen to Danny "practice" for hours on end. She loved her brother—but come on! There was only so much trivia one person should be forced to listen to, wasn't there?
He was turned toward the window when she got back, looking at something on his video Ipod. She flopped into her seat, digging through her backpack for her own Ipod.
"I'm sorry," Danny apologized without looking up.
She softened, hearing his hurt tone. "It's okay... I'm just... you know, not looking forward to swallowing the whole Dad and his new wife and kids Happy Family Meal..."
"Yeah," he agreed, rolling his eyes. "No doubt."
"Damnit, I left my headphones in my suitcase," she sighed, tossing her Ipod back into her bag.
"Do you want mine?" Danny asked. "I'm just reading..."
"Reading? On your Ipod?" Emily made a face. "Don't you listen to music and watch videos like normal people?"
"Just more research," he said with a shrug, not meeting her eyes.
"I'm sorry, Dan," she apologized again, touching his arm. "I didn't mean... what are you reading?"
"Porn," he replied, still not looking at her.
She laughed. "Very funny."
"Well, it's not really..." he admitted, giving her a sheepish grin. "It's just an e-book of useless sexual trivia."
"More trivia, huh?" she smiled, shaking her head.
"It's interesting," he said. "Did you know that the tapeworm has the most sexual organs of any living being?"
"Oh gross," she groaned, hiding her face in her hands. "Danny, please!"
"Okay, okay," he grinned. "How about this... How many orgasms do you think was the most ever recorded for a woman in 24 hours?"
Emily cocked her head at him, frowning. "I don't know... nine? Ten?"
His smile grew. "A hundred and thirty four."
Her eyes widened. "Oh my god! I'd die!"
"For guys it was only sixteen... although I swear I've beat that..."
"Danny!" Emily hissed his name, glancing around at the sleeping bus to see if anyone was listening.
"How many for you?" he asked, looking at her speculatively.
"I don't know," she shrugged, biting her lower lip. She had the distinct feeling that she shouldn't be talking about this with her brother. "Probably five... maybe six..."
"Lightweight," he said with a wink. "But you guys... or gals, I should say... get to have longer orgasms. A man's climax only lasts 10 seconds, tops... girls have had orgasms for nearly a minute..."
Emily squirmed in her seat. "Dan... let's change the subject..."
"Why?" he asked, giving her a sideways look. "You want to talk about animal crackers some more?"
"No!" she protested. "Ok, fine, tell me more sex trivia..."
"There are only five calories in the typical male ejaculation," he told her.
"Oh good god!" she laughed. "That's a good reason not to swallow!"
"Eh, not really," he said. "Sexual intercourse burns about three hundred and sixty calories."
"Well, at least I can say I'm multitasking..."
"Did you know a woman's nipple can swell up to twenty five percent when she's aroused?"
Emily flushed. "Is that so?"
"Well, that's what it says..." Danny's eyes moved over the front of his sister's blouse. "And this is kind of neat... there's a tribe on one of the Cook Islands where boys of a certain age are actually taught how to have sex... everything from intercourse to cunnilingus, and methods for delayed ejaculation..."
"Like... hands on?" Emily swallowed, wiggling in her seat.
"I think so," he nodded. "Which, when you think about it, could be really useful..."
She nodded. "I can see that... most of the guys I've been with..."
When she trailed off, he glanced over at her. "Yeah?"
"Well... let's just say, they could have used some instructional techniques."
"Yeah," Danny sighed. "I could have used some, too."
Emily looked at her brother, a little smile on her face. "I bet you do alright."
"I'm a geek," he said, shrugging. "Geeks don't get the girls, you know."
"Ha!" she nudged him with her shoulder. "What about that Sarah girl last year? I saw you guys in the pool that summer..."
Danny flushed. "Yeah? Well... you should have closed your bedroom door when you and Max were... ya know... getting busy..."
Emily felt her face fill with heat. "Dan! You didn't..."
He shrugged, busily studying his Ipod.
"I think we should try to get some sleep," Emily whispered, reaching up and turning off his reading light. The screen of the Ipod still glowed in the dark.
Emily reached under her seat and grabbed the sleeping bag she had packed, snuggling underneath. The rocking of the bus, which should have lulled her off to sleep, seemed to vibrate through her body, making her feel on edge. Still, she gave it a valiant try, only succeeding in tossing and turning in her seat.
"I can't sleep, either," Danny whispered in the dark, shifting in his seat.
Emily sighed. "Here, do you want covers?"
Danny accepted the other half of the sleeping bag, pulling it over his shoulders. "Are you thinking about dad?"
"No," she admitted.
"Me, either," he replied.
There was a long silence as the bus traveled on in the dark. Someone coughed. Up front, another light turned off.
"What were you thinking about?" Emily whispered.
There was another silence. Then, Danny said, "You."
She closed her eyes, taking a deep breath. Part of her wanted to know—another part of her didn't. "What about me?"
"Remember that time when we all went camping in the mountains?"
"Yeah." Her memory tuned to it, as if finding the right frequency or channel. Ninety degrees in the shade and they were sleeping in one tent, while their parents shared the other. Both of them had slept naked on top of their sleeping bags in the dark, although Emily remembered being careful to get dressed before the sun rose.
"It was so hot... remember?"
She nodded and, although he couldn't see her in the dark, he somehow felt her assent.
"There was one morning when you went down to the creek to take a bath... and I followed you..."
"Danny..." It should have come out as an admonishment, she meant it to, but instead it was just his name, almost tender on her lips.
"I was just thinking..." he whispered. "I don't think I've ever seen anything so beautiful..."
"That was before they got divorced," she said, touching his hand under the sleeping bag. "Before everything changed..."
"I know." He squeezed her hand. "I love you, Em."
"I love you, too," she said.
"Come here." He pushed up the seat divider and reached for her. Emily moved in to snuggle against him. It just felt right, somehow, in that moment. He held onto her, stroking her hair, and they both drifted off to the rocking motion of the bus.
She dreamed about the mountains. Splashing naked in the creek, the cold water a shock to her body as she splayed herself against the smooth rocks on the riverbed. The rushing water flowed over her belly and breasts, and she spread her legs like she was fucking the whole world, letting the rushing foam pulse between her thighs.
Had she known he was watching? In her dream, she knew. He was standing there, transfixed, looking at her like she was a goddess, and that's just what she felt like. Letting her long, blonde hair fan out in the water behind her, she gave herself over to it, to him, to everything, opening herself to the world.
"Emy..." It was a whisper, his pet name for her, leftover from when he couldn't quite say his L's.
In her sleep, she shifted, the Birkenstocks she had worn in honor of their California trip left somewhere on the floor, her long skirt riding up her thighs as she snuggled closer to him in the dark.
"Oh, god, Emy..." His breath in her ear made her shiver, and she came out of her dream in a haze, finding herself curled around her brother, her breasts pressed against his side, her thighs over his.
"Danny?" she whispered, realizing she was practically sitting in his lap. His hand was resting on her knee, his other arm holding her close. He didn't answer her, and she gazed at his sleeping face, knowing he must be dreaming.
She kissed his cheek, smiling, wondering what he was dreaming about. His expression was almost pained in the dim light, and he whispered her name again, shifting and pressing his hips up in his sleep. That's when she knew. He couldn't hide anything in the sweats he had worn for the long trip. When she felt his erection against her bare thigh, she gasped softly, her eyes widening.
Emily flushed, moving slowly, trying to disentangle herself from him in the dark. He instinctively held onto her tighter, his hand sliding further up her leg, gripping her thigh. Her heart raced, and she didn't want to admit it, but there was a slow heat growing between her legs where the edge of his hand was resting. His face was buried in her hair, now, his breath hot against her ear, making that thick pulse between her thighs even more insistent.
"You're so beautiful, Emy," he whispered, his lips moving over her cheek, and now the hand between her legs moved, too, fingers moving lightly over the damp crotch of her panties.
"Danny," she whispered again, and for the second time today, words that should have been an admonishment came out as something else. It sounded like a plea. Oh my god, what is he doing?
She shifted, trying to get away or get closer, she wasn't sure which, and he pulled her fully into his lap, settling her bottom against the saddle of his hips. She could feel his erection—my god, he felt huge, like steel heat against her behind. He cradled her like that, kissing her neck as his fingers edged aside the elastic edge of her panties.
"We... Danny, we..." Her whispered words were lost as his lips found hers. This was no brotherly kiss. His mouth was hot, slanting across hers, his tongue probing gently, like his fingers between her legs.
Trembling, Emily tried to force herself to resist, to get up and run to the bathroom, and found that she couldn't. Maybe it was the way his finger began nudging the swollen bud of her clit, or the way his tongue flicked at hers, sending shivers down her spine.
But that wasn't really it, and she knew it. It was the heat of his cock against her ass, how incredibly hard he was. He had been dreaming about her, she knew it, and the thought excited her. His fingers moved around her clit in lazy circles, and she spread her thighs a little, giving him more room.
When she slid a hand down between them, pressing the head of his cock against his lower belly, Danny groaned softly, his breath hitching in his throat. It made him bolder, and his finger slipped down her smooth, shaved crevice, seeking entrance. Emily worked her fingers past the elastic edge of his sweats and under the top edge of his underwear, wanting to feel him. She had to feel how much he wanted her.
"Oh god," she whispered against his cheek when his fingers slipped inside of her and he settled his thumb against her clit. "Oh yes..."
"Yes," he murmured, making a soft noise in his throat as she wiggled in his lap, her hand finally reaching its destination and squeezing the head of him. The shock of it in her grasp sent a jolt through her whole body—she was holding her brother's cock in her hand!
His fingers began to move slowly in and out of her wetness, making a soft, squelching sound. Emily glanced around, worried that someone would hear or see, but the man across the aisle was snoring, his head propped on a pillow resting against the window. Danny's thumb rubbed over her clit as his fingers probed her flesh, making her rock in his lap.
"Faster," she whispered in his ear, trying to grasp more of his cock, but the angle was too awkward. She had to satisfy herself with rubbing the wet head with her thumb.
Danny began pistoning his fingers in and out of his sister's pussy, and she spread her thighs wider, her breath coming fast. Emily surprised them both when she untied the top of her peasant blouse, reaching in and unfastening her front hook bra, and presenting her brother with one pink-tipped breast.
"Suck it." Her voice was barely audible, but he didn't really need any instruction. His tongue made circles around the hardening flesh, and Emily let out a shaky breath as he sucked her nipple deep into his mouth.
The added sensation threatened to send her careening over the edge, and she arched her back. Emily tried hard not to cry out as her brother's fingers, driving into her wet flesh, brought her to the brink of orgasm. She succeeded, for the most part, making a small, squeaking noise in her throat as she came, her whole body shuddering against him. Danny held her tight, one hand on her hip, the other bringing her off with such force she nearly bucked off his lap.
"Danny," she gasped into his ear, and he kissed her, drawing her tongue deep into his mouth, his fingers still probing the sensitive flesh between her thighs.
"Emy, I want you," he whispered, kissing her cheek, her neck, her chin. She bit her lip when his fingers slipped from between her legs, and watched, her eyes widening, as he licked them. "God, you taste good."
In the wake of her orgasm, she had a moment to think clearly, and felt a flush of shame. This was her brother! Danny rubbed his wet fingers on the tip of her breast, making her shiver. His cock was still pressing up hard and insistent against her behind, and when she rubbed her thumb there, he made a low noise, his eyes closing for a moment.
"Please, Em," he whispered, rubbing his finger over her mouth. "I want you so much."
She had never been able to say no to him, and she couldn't start now. Emily kissed his palm, and then took one of his still sticky fingers into her mouth, sucking gently. She squirmed and adjusted for a moment, reaching under her long skirt and tugging off her wet panties. Part of her couldn't believe she was doing it, but another part of her wanted it beyond reason as she straddled him in the dark.
"Is this what you want?" Emily whispered into his ear, glancing again at the sleeping man across the aisle. He had shifted position, but was still snoring. Danny's fingers were fumbling with the front of her blouse, freeing both of her breasts to his gaze, and his touch.
Danny just nodded, his thumbs flicking over her nipples, making her squirm in his lap. Emily reached down, tugging at the edges of his sweats, and he helped her, moving them down far enough to free his cock. It rose like an exclamation point against her belly, she could feel the heat of it against her mound.
"Do you want to feel your cock inside of me?" she whispered, meeting his eyes. They were full of a dark, hot lust. He nodded again, his breath coming a little faster as she reached down to stroke him against her pussy. He groaned softly when she rubbed the head up and down her slit, finally aiming him, and slowly beginning to settle herself down.
"Ohhhh fuck," he whispered, his hands under her skirt, grabbing onto her bare hips. He pulled her in tight, and Emily watched the look of almost unbearable pleasure move over his face.
Something occurred to her, and she asked, "Have you ever fucked a girl before?" She kept her mouth right near his ear, afraid someone might hear them if she raised her voice above a whisper.
He shook his head, his breath short and his hands moving over the smooth, rounded globes of her ass, his hips already thrusting slowly against hers. The shock of his response made Emily dizzy with lust, and she squeezed her pussy around him, like a reward, making his fingers dig deep into the flesh of her behind.
"Come on, Danny," she murmured, rhythmically squeezing him, now. "Fuck me."
He groaned softly at her words, rocking his hips up to meet her. She knew it wouldn't be long, but it didn't matter—just knowing that she was the first girl her brother had ever fucked had already sent her teetering toward that edge. His movements were awkward, and she took over, rolling her hips on him, using the wet heat of her pussy to pleasure the head of his cock that was now buried deep inside of her.
"That's it, baby," she crooned softly, feeling the gentle tug in her lower belly beginning. "Fuck me good... fuck your sister's tight little pussy 'til she comes all over your hard cock."
"Oh yeah," he growled into her ear, thrusting up hard into her wetness, the tight heat of her pussy beginning to spasm with her climax. "Oh, Emy, I'm gonna cum!"
The sound of her pet name in his mouth, the baby name he'd always used, while her brother's cock exploded inside of her, made Emily cum even harder. She arched her back, taking all of him, feeling the thick, incredible bursts of heat in her belly as he filled her with his cum.
Still trembling and breathless, they snuggled close, pulling the sleeping bag fully around them as the bus rumbled on in the darkness.
Emily kissed her brother's cheek, pushing a curl off his forehead. "Wanna tell me some more trivia? Practice for Jeopardy?"
Danny's eyes were closed, but he smiled. "I think I've found something I like practicing more."
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It was Tasha's curiosity, really, that started it all. She was obsessed with Sybian porn. Her eyes would get all dreamy and half-closed every time they watched. And Max had to admit, the thought of watching her climb on and ride one of those things had him going. Besides, he never could say no to her. Still, Max was a business man, an investor. The cost of a Sybian of their very own was cost-prohibitive, to say the least. There were rentals available, but none in their area. That's when he got his brilliant idea, and that's how the Sybian Club began—a two thousand dollar investment, clearing out a private room in their basement, and a website. They started by offering free introductory sessions. Max felt a little bit like a heroin dealer... "The first one's free, man!" But Tasha's instincts had been right on. Once a woman had a ride on the Sybian, she wanted to ride it again. "If you build it, they will cum!" she said... and man, did they cum... and cum... and cum!
-----
"I can't do this." Nicki stopped short as Tasha opened the door. "I can't... just forget it..."
"Yes," Tasha insisted, coming up behind her friend and steering her toward the now open door. "You can. There's no one here but us, and aside from showing you the video, I can leave the room entirely if you want."
Nicki frowned, staring at the dark saddle-shaped thing in the middle of what looked like a doctor's examining table. 
"That's it?"
Tasha smiled, shutting the door and picking up a remote. "Just watch... and trust me."
The small television in the corner came to life, and both women took a seat side by side in two chairs against the wall. On the screen, a robed woman was choosing which "attachment" she wanted to try out, and in the process, explaining what each of them did.
Nicki licked her lips, glancing over at Tasha, and then back to the television. When Nicki had confessed her inability to have an orgasm during sex, Tasha had replied, "I have just the thing!" 
This, apparently, was the thing. Who kept something like this in their basement? Nicki wondered, tucking her short blonde hair behind her ears, her eyes wandering around the room. It was small, with no furniture except the chairs and the table with the machine on it. There was a sink in the corner with a cupboard underneath. The walls were painted a faint rose color, and there were tasteful nudes hung there. 
"Look," Tasha whispered, nudging her friend, and Nicki sat frozen as she watched the woman on the screen straddling the black-saddle, which was now equipped with a skin-colored rubber-like strip that had a penis-shaped probe on top. The woman had taken off her robe, and Nicki admired her heavy breasts before her eyes fell to the dark triangle between the woman's legs. The dark haired woman was slowly sinking down onto the dildo attached to the machine. 
There was some explanation of how to work the controls, rotation, vibration, Nicki wasn't sure, because she couldn't take her eyes off the woman's pussy. She was rocking a little, and the camera moved in close, so you could see how her clit moved back and forth over the flesh-colored rise. The machine vibrated louder. The woman moaned and rocked. Nicki felt her breath coming faster and shifted uncomfortably in her chair.
"It feels so good, you won't believe it," Tasha confided, giving her a sideways glance. 
Nicki licked her lips again. "It sure looks like it."
"Wanna try?" 
Nicki could feel a hot ache between her legs. She looked from the saddle-like contraption on the table, to the woman on the screen whose face was twisted in bliss. 
"Max isn't here, is he?" Nicki asked, glancing toward the ceiling. "I can get... loud..."
Tasha smiled. "No boys allowed. But if you talk to Tom about it, and he wants to see... we can make a tape for him."
Nicki's eyes widened at the thought of her husband watching her up on that thing. 
"Come on," Tasha urged, turning off the video and standing up. "You don't have to get undressed if you don't want. Just take your panties off."
Flushing, Nicki stood, slipping off her heels. She nudged her skirt up in back, so she could catch hold of the elastic edge of her panties. Tasha was busying herself with the machine, positioning a flesh-colored rubber strip like the one they'd seen on the tape.
"Hop up." Tasha nudged a stool out from under the table and took her friend's hand. When Nicki hesitated, biting her lip and staring at the machine, Tasha said, "Don't worry, everything's sterilized." 
"How do I...?" Nicki had to pull her skirt up to swing her leg over the dark hump, and she sat, staring down at the dildo-shape. 
"You've used toys before, right?" Tasha asked, squirting a little clear fluid over the plastic penis. "Just slide it inside of you."
Grasping the ridged surface of the dildo, Nicki lifted her skirt and edged her way toward it, shivering a little as it brushed her clit before coming to rest at the entrance of her pussy. Slowly, she wiggled her way down, spreading her thighs wide over the rounded back of the machine.
"Like that?" Nicki asked, flushing as she saw Tasha looking between her legs. 
That's when she noticed the large mirror hanging against the opposite wall. Shocked, Nicki stared at her reflection, a woman in a black skirt and a white blouse, completely dressed for the office—except for the whole straddling thing, and the five inch dildo pressed up into her flesh. 
"Perfect," Tasha agreed, handing her friend the controls. "Here."
Still surprised at her own reflection, Nicki murmured, "Maybe this isn't such a good idea."
"Trust me, it's a great idea. You'll thank me." Tasha took the controls from her friend's hand and turned the machine on, making it vibrate. 
"Hey!" Nicki squealed and jumped, half laughing, as a gentle buzz began between her thighs. "Ohh... god... that's nice."
Tasha grinned. "But that's not all it does, sweetness. It rotates, too." She manipulated the dual controls, upping the vibration a little, as well as turning on the rotation.
Nicki gasped, her eyes growing wide. "Oh!" 
"Here," Tasha said, attaching a large square block of comparable size to the front of the Sybian. "You can use this to lean on. You'll probably need to."
"Oh my god," Nicki whispered, feeling a gentle rotation deep inside her pussy. The thing was turning around and around in there! Her eyes closed and she rocked, remembering the woman in the video, how she had rocked, too. It seemed like such a natural thing to do, rubbing her clit over the vibrating nub between her thighs. 
"It's like fucking," Nicki murmured, grasping the hand-rest that Tasha had put down for her as she rolled her hips over the black saddle. How many times had she sat up on Tom like this, rocking and rolling? She couldn't count. But oh my god, fucking Tom had never been like this!
"Oh I need more," Nicki moaned, wiggling down against the machine. "Faster, Tasha. Please!"
Tasha kicked it up another notch, her own pussy beginning to get wet as she watched her friend's reaction. Part of her couldn't wait for Nicki to go, so she could get on and go for a ride herself! But she had promised Max she wouldn't mix business with pleasure. She was only going to show her girlfriends the benefits of the Sybian, and that was all.
"Ohhhh yessss!" Nicki's thighs trembled and she pulled her skirt up further, giving Tasha a clear view of her friend's pussy.
Tasha sank into a seat to watch, squeezing her thighs together and swallowing hard as she edged the rotation up another notch, too. 
"Oh my fucking god!" Nicki moaned, her head going back, her whole body shivering. "What in the hell is it doing?!"
"Ride it," Tasha urged, licking her lips as she edged the vibration up again. "Come on, baby, ride it good!"
"Oh, oh, oh, oh!" Nicki's blonde hair flew all around her face as she shook her head, trying to deny the sensation coursing through her body. 
The thing between her legs was alive, humming its way into her flesh, somehow, making her tremble in its grip. That ridged pole shoved up into her was turning, relentless, rubbing up against some deep place that she hadn't even know existed. Her clit felt swollen, huge, and the wetness between her legs had nothing to do with the lubrication that Tasha had provided before the ride began. 
"You close, baby?" Tasha asked, squeezing her legs together again, feeling the gentle throb between them. "Want more?"
"Yes!" Nicki gasped, tearing at her blouse, popping two of the buttons so she could get to her breasts. She rubbed them, her fingers moving under her bra, pulling at her nipples. "Oh god, more more!"
Tasha gave her more, maxed it out, the whole room humming with the machine's force. She could see Nicki's orgasm coming, could read it like a neon sign on her face, the flushed cheeks, the open, gasping mouth. 
"Nowwwwwwwww!" Nicki howled, jerking and bucking on top of the machine, mashing her whole pussy down against it as if she could merge with it somehow. She was seeing blackness and stars, the quivering of her flesh nothing compared to the heat coursing through her veins. Gasping, moaning, she pulled herself off the pulsing torrent between her thighs. Panting, staring at the still-sticky, rotating cock, Nicki shuddered again, an aftershock. Her ears were ringing, and she barely heard Tasha's words.
"Now... didn't that feel good?"
Good? Nicki couldn't find her voice. She sat in the sticky pooling mess on the table, unable to focus on anything but the waves of fading pleasure rushing through her body. Tasha turned off the machine and began cleaning up. She handed Nicki a warm washcloth.
"Thanks." Nicki couldn't help but flush. She slipped her panties back on, glancing in the mirror to smooth her hair. "Oh my god... Tasha... that was..."
"I know." Tasha's eyes were bright as she tossed the flesh-colored accessories into the sink. 
"But..." Nicki sat on one of the chairs, her legs feeling still too shaky to hold her. "How is this going to help me have orgasms during sex, exactly?"
"Well..." Tasha shrugged. "Now, at least, you know you can have one with something inside you, right?"
"Yeah, but..." Nicki looked longingly over at the machine on the table. Her body was already missing it somehow. "Tom doesn't vibrate and rotate and..."
Tasha grinned. "Well... you can always come back for a ride. We're starting a club."
"A club?" Nicki pressed her hands to her cheeks, trying to cool them.
"The Sybian Club," Tasha confirmed. "It doesn't cost a lot to join, and you can have twenty minutes on the Sybian for fifty bucks."
Nicki stared at her, dumbfounded. "Are you serious?"
Tasha nodded. "I wanted one, and Max figured, you know, this was the best way to pay for it. It isn't cheap... but isn't it worth it?"
Nicki found herself nodding, looking back at the Sybian. "Yeah."
"Tell all your friends," Tasha urged. "Tell everyone you know. The first ride is always free!"
-----
>^,,^< 
-----
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It was Tasha's curiosity, really, that started it all. She was obsessed with Sybian porn. Her eyes would get all dreamy and half-closed every time they watched. And Max had to admit, the thought of watching her climb on and ride one of those things had him going. Besides, he never could say no to her. Still, Max was a business man, an investor. The price of a Sybian of their very own was cost-prohibitive, to say the least. There were rentals available, but none in their area. That's when he got his brilliant idea, and that's how the Sybian Club began—a two thousand dollar investment, clearing out a private room in their basement, and a website. They started by offering free introductory sessions. Max felt a little bit like a heroin dealer... "The first one's free, man!" But Tasha's instincts had been right on. Once a woman had a ride on the Sybian, she wanted to ride it again. "If you build it, they will cum!" she said... and man, did they cum... and cum... and cum!
-----
"It will blow your mind!"
That's what Nicki had said. Kim sat in her car contemplating the average looking suburban house, tempted to turn the key in the ignition and just take off again. What am I doing here? She glanced down at the hands in her lap, her nails ragged, and sighed. Marriage therapy, individual therapy, various serotonin-altering drugs, even a weekend away at some swinging couples resort, and still, since the second baby, there had been nothing, not any hint of a spark. This is my last resort.
"Hi!" The woman who swung the door open smiled warmly. Kim admired the way her short, dark hair curled like two commas, one on each cheek. "You must be Kim?"
"Tasha?" Kim returned the woman's smile with a hesitant one of her own, suddenly all too aware of her mousy brown mommy's ponytail and her unstylish sweats and hoodie combination. 
"Come on in!" Tasha was dressed to the nines, her heels clicking on the stairs as she led the way down. "Nicki told me all about you."
Kim flushed, following the dark-haired woman into the room. "All... about me?"
Tasha smiled, offering her a seat. Something about her made Kim feel immediately comfortable. "Listen... we're both women. We know what it's like, right?"
Tucking her purse under the chair, Kim sat, frowning. "I guess so..."
"Our bodies are like fine tuned machines," Tasha said, picking up a remote and sitting next to her guest. "We need all sorts of revving up and tinkering with to get to our destination, you know what I mean?"
Kim cleared her throat and couldn't help but smile. "Yeah, sure."
"And it isn't always easy to be interested, when you're already tired, and you've spent all day picking up after the kids and cooking dinner..." Tasha went on, and Kim stared at her, nodding encouragement. "It isn't easy, especially when... well, you know most guys... I mean, some of them... the numbers on the clock don't even change by the time they're done, right?"
Kim let out a sigh of relief. She knew Nicki must have told this woman everything. "I just need time, you know? Like... some build up..."
Tasha nodded sympathetically. "Or... you need a ride on the Sybian." She started the video, and Kim sat, transfixed. They had tried all sorts of things, including watching porn together, to get her interested in sex again, and this was rather tame in comparison. But there was something about it... the look of sheer ecstasy on the woman's face! It made her feel weak and a little dizzy just watching.
"Does it feel as good as it looks?" Kim asked, feeling a tingle between her legs. 
Tasha smiled. "Better. Ready to try it?"
Kim was already toeing off her shoes and pulling her sweats and panties down over her hips, unmindful of stretch marks or her cesarean scar. Tasha didn't even raise an eyebrow when she stripped off her hoodie, too, unhooking her bra and letting her breasts, full and slightly pendulous from still nursing her six month old, swing free. She climbed up onto the machine completely nude, except for a pair of purple socks.
"Can I have that one?" Kim asked, pointing to the life-like penis. Her eyes were bright, and whatever nervousness she'd been experiencing had been replaced by anticipation. 
Tasha fitted the insert onto the machine and squirted a little clear lubricant down the shaft. "These are the controls, like you saw in the video. This one is vibration, this one is rotation."
Kim looked down at the box in her hand, suddenly doubtful that it could do any more than the hundred other sex toys they had tried over the years. Still, the look on the woman's face in the video kept coming back to her. What the hell? It's worth a shot. She positioned herself over the plastic cock, using the black box in front of the Sybian to steady herself as she slid down onto the slick length of it.
"Once you get the hang of the controls, I can go, if you want me to," Tasha said. 
Kim flicked the switch marked "vibration," smiling at the sensation between her thighs. "Mmm... nice."
Tasha sat down in the chair, smiling. "The good thing about the Sybian is that you don't really even need a lot of foreplay... it takes you right there."
The woman riding the machine closed her eyes, rocking her hips against the flesh-colored ridge pressing up between her pussy lips. The hair there was light brown and trimmed neatly. Tasha watched Kim's face, fascinated by what she saw there. It happened to all of them—that look of surprise that changed to awe and wonder, and eventually, carried them away. 
"Oh that's so good," Kim murmured, rocking and rolling with it. 
"Don't forget the rotation," Tasha reminded her. Kim opened her eyes, surprised out of her blissful state, and looked down at the box. "Trust me, you'll love it."
Doubtful, Kim flicked the switch. She had never had any luck finding that mysterious "G-Spot," and had serious doubts about the veracity of women's claims about having one. She was pretty sure it was all something women made up to get men off and make them feel like having a penis rubbing up inside the vagina actually felt good. For Kim, back when they were having sex and she was into it, even a little, it had always been about the clit. 
Frowning, Kim wiggled on the machine. There was pressure deep inside her as the plastic penis began to slowly rotate. The vibration was sending lovely waves of pleasure through her, and she turned that knob, making it hum faster. 
"It takes a few minutes for the rotation to start to feel good," Tasha explained. "But once it kicks in..."
Kim nodded, not really hearing her. The sensation was increasing, and her pussy responded to the buzz of the machine, clamping down on the cock between her legs. She couldn't believe it, but she was going to cum—so fast! No vibrator ever had made her cum so fast! Moaning, she gripped tightly to the machine, her thighs quivering as her orgasm began, her clit making circles over that slick, vibrating ridge.
Tasha watched, crossing her legs and feeling that dull ache between them. She wasn't wearing any panties, and she had just climbed off the machine not an hour before Kim had arrived. Her pussy was spasming, though, like the ghost of a memory, longing to feel it again. 
"That's good," Tasha whispered, wiggling in her seat, as she watched the woman cum. The dark points of her nipples were hard, and she noticed that tiny beads of milk were forming there as Kim moaned and rocked her climax to the brink and beyond. 
"Oh my god," Kim gasped, brushing the stray hair out of her eyes that had fallen from her ponytail. She looked at Tasha through half-closed eyes. "That's incredible!"
Tasha nodded, smiling. "Keep going, sweetie... turn it up."
Kim shivered, turning the knob on the rotation a little higher. She didn't think her clit could stand any more vibrating. The cock inside her turned faster, forcing her flesh to move and give with each pass. It made her feel a little like she had to pee, and she glanced down guiltily at the wetness between her legs, wondering if she had. 
"Keep riding the wave," Tasha urged, seeing the woman's eyes close again as the machine worked its magic. 
Kim's pussy had never felt so good. Her whole body felt as if it were on fire, and the pressure building between her legs was intense. She leaned into it, letting the cock inside her do the work, the rising shake and hum of the machine working once again on her clit. Her breath came faster and faster, and her moans filled the room.
"Ohhhh please!" Kim was begging, now, although there was no one to plead with. The machine was relentless. "Oh fuck, oh yes, oh what... what... is... that?"
Tasha smiled at the confused look on the woman's face, realizing what was coming—her first g-spot orgasm. Kim's body stiffened, her eyes flying open, and then they closed, her face twisting, almost as if she were in pain.
"Oh FUCK!" she cried, bucking her hips on the machine, her back arching, her ponytail completely gone now, her hair falling down her back. "Yes! Yes! Yes!" 
Kim's nipples weren't just beading milk, now, they were streaming thick white rivulets down her belly as she came, running down to join the pool of sticky wetness between her thighs. Nothing had ever felt as good as this, and although she never wanted it to end, the sensation was so intense that she almost couldn't stand it.
"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god," she whispered over and over, quickly turning the machine off and climbing down, as if she couldn't get away fast enough. "What is this thing?"
"Heaven," Tasha sighed, smiling at the woman as she leaned against the table, wiping hair off her sweaty brow. "Don't you think?"
Kim stared at the dark-haired woman, still too shocked to speak. She hadn't had an orgasm since before the baby was born, and she didn't ever remember cumming so hard, or like that, before. She wasn't sure, but she thought that the machine had actually found that fabled g-spot. 
Tasha was beginning to clean up the room, and she offered Kim a warm washcloth. 
"I want to do that again," Kim confessed, using the cloth to wipe the milk from her belly and breasts.
Smiling, Tasha handed her a card. "Well... you're in luck. We're starting a club."
-----
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It was Tasha's curiosity, really, that started it all. She was obsessed with Sybian porn. Her eyes would get all dreamy and half-closed every time they watched. And Max had to admit, the thought of watching her climb on and ride one of those things had him going. Besides, he never could say no to her. Still, Max was a business man, an investor. The cost of a Sybian of their very own was cost-prohibitive, to say the least. There were rentals available, but none in their area. That's when he got his brilliant idea, and that's how the Sybian Club began—a two thousand dollar investment, clearing out a private room in their basement, and a website. They started by offering free introductory sessions. Max felt a little bit like a heroin dealer... "The first one's free, man!" But Tasha's instincts had been right on. Once a woman had a ride on the Sybian, she wanted to ride it again. "If you build it, they will cum!" she said... and man, did they cum... and cum... and cum!
-----
Tasha was nervous. She paced the tiles of the bathroom floor, her four inch heels echoing in the small space, not even bothering to stop and check her hair and makeup in the mirror. On the other side of that door was a scenario that could either make or break their new business venture, and she wasn't sure she was up to the task. 
"Someone's in here!" she snapped at the door, and the knocker retreated. 
"I can do this," she whispered, pressing her forehead against the door, laying her palms flat there to cool them. "I can do this, I can do this."
So far, it had only been Tasha and a friend, or a friend of a friend, alone in their remodeled basement "Sybian Room." Now, it was an entire house full of clients and potential clients, drinking champagne or beer and nibbling on cheese and canapés and waiting for Tasha to start the show.
She took a deep breath, smoothing her skirt over her hips, and opened the door. The sound of women laughing and talking filled the living room and family room. Tasha grabbed a glass of champagne off the buffet and gulped it, taking a deep breath before she cleared her throat.
No one heard her of course. "Hello!" she called over the noise of the crowd. Still, nothing. She raised her voice as loud as she could. "Who wants to have the most total body, toe-curling orgasm of their life?"
The room went quickly silent, twenty pairs of blinking eyes on her, now. The women from the family room were crowding into the living room to listen.
Tasha grinned. "My name is Natasha Rivera and I'll be your host tonight. You can call me Tasha. Some of you already know me, and have even ridden the Sybian before..." she smiled over at Nicki, who gave her a wink. "Some of you are meeting me for the first time, and have never heard of a Sybian."
She had their attention now. "As you know from your invitation, you are going to be given a free opportunity to ride the Sybian. If you like your experience, you'll have the option of taking a full ride for a small fee at the end of the night. You can also join our Sybian Club, and I will give you more information about that, later."
Tasha covered the distance between the buffet and the television, picking up the remote. "The Sybian is the Rolls Royce of pleasure machines—it's the ultimate in female stimulation. And it's something so hard to describe, that you really have to experience it firsthand to understand what I mean when I say it's the most pleasurable thing a woman will probably ever feel."
A few of the women were nodding, that knowing look on their faces. Tasha looked around the room. Several of the women were fidgeting, looking embarrassed. Others appeared interested, their eyes a little too bright. 
"I'm going to show you a short introductory video, and then I'll answer any questions you have." 
Tasha turned on the television and pushed "play" on the remote. The room grew even more quiet as the video began, the woman on the screen talking about the Sybian, its attachments, and how it all worked. When she climbed onto the machine and began to ride, there was a little collective gasp, followed by a rapt kind of group attention that Tasha had rarely ever experienced. Every person there couldn't take her eyes of the screen. The sounds of the woman's pleasure filled the room.
When the video was over, Tasha turned off the television and asked, "Any questions?"
A young girl in the corner raised her hand. Tasha judged she couldn't be a day over eighteen—although she knew that she had to be, at least, eighteen. No invitations had been issued to minors. Tasha had double checked that fact when people called to confirm their reservations. 
"How long do we get to ride?" the young blonde asked. 
Tasha smiled. "Five minutes. I know it doesn't sound long, but trust me... it's long enough. And with as many people as we have here, we'd be here all night if we offered longer rides. But the good news is, if you decide to join the Sybian Club, you can ride for twenty minutes at a time whenever you want for a small fee. That's usually more than sufficient for most women."
The girl nodded, leaning over to whisper something to the older woman sitting next to her, who nodded, too. 
"Any other questions?" Tasha asked. 
A busty redhead sitting beside Nicki raised her hand. "Can we pick our own attachments?"
"Oh, right, attachments," Tasha nodded. "Because of the need for sterilization after use, you'll be riding tonight without attachments, at least for your free trial."
There was a collective sigh, the sound of disapproval, in the room. 
"But trust me, you'll still have a great ride." The room didn't look convinced. Tasha swallowed hard. "Plus, we are going to have a door prize! To enter, you just have to sign up for the Club and, at the end of the night, I'll draw the winner—who gets a full twenty minute ride, with the attachments of her choice!"
This time, the collective sound was one of approval and excitement. Tasha smiled. Who didn't love to win a prize? 
"Any other questions?"
"What about privacy?" It was the buxom redhead again. 
Tasha gave her a smile. "You'll be in a private room. I will be there to show you how to work the machine, but that's all. And as it said on the invitation, we encouraged you to wear a long, flowing dress or an extra long t-shirt. If you didn't wear one, and you're worried about your modesty, I have a few extra long t-shirts."
The redhead nodded, looking satisfied. 
The blonde raised her hand again, and said, "My boyfriend really, really wanted to come and watch..."
The roomful of women tittered and grinned. 
"Is that allowed?" the girl finished, giving the room a sheepish smile.
"Ahhh I know the menfolk would love to watch," Tasha winked. "But honestly, the poor guys get so excited that it just ends up being such a mess..."
The women laughed knowingly, giving each other sidelong glances. 
"However, if you join the Sybian Club, we do offer videotaping services," Tasha went on. The blonde brightened, but a few of the women looked like deer in the headlights. "Of course, if you're too shy for that, audio taping is available, instead. That alone is guaranteed to get his heart racing."
The room murmured agreement, and Tasha felt a tingle of excitement in her belly. She had them all interested, their eyes already starry with the prospect of sharing their experience with their lover or their husband. And they hadn't even mounted up yet. Just wait until they take a ride, she thought.
"Alright, if that's all for the questions, let's get started!" 
There were no more hands, just a low murmur and a shifting in their seats.
"It's totally random," Tasha went on, picking up the little fish bowl off the buffet. "I'll draw one card at a time out of the ones you filled out earlier. When I call your name, come with me."
The room hummed with anticipation as Tasha dug through the white folded cards. "Daisy Nash." 
"Me, that's me!" the redhead squealed and popped up. The whole room seemed to sigh, Tasha wasn't sure if it was disappointment or anticipation. The low murmur of voices started again as the redhead, Daisy, followed Tasha down the stairs.
"I'm nervous," Daisy admitted, flipping her long red hair over her shoulder. "My friend Karen said I had to try it, but I was a little... you know..."
"You won't regret it," Tasha assured her with a smile. "You should take off your bottoms, obviously, but you can leave your dress on."
Daisy nodded, putting her purse down on the chair and reaching under the hem of her long sundress to slip her panties off. 
"I'll help you up," Tasha said, offering her a hand. The redhead swung her long leg over the back of the machine. "Just kind of... settle yourself... right over that flesh-colored ridge."
Daisy adjusted her skirt around her, wiggling on top of the machine, her pale thighs spread wide. "Oh wow. Mm."
"Nice already, isn't it?" Tasha asked, holding up the controls. "This one is vibration, this is rotation. We're only concerned with vibration for this ride." 
Daisy nodded, eager. "Can I do it?"
"Sure." Tasha gave her the controls, setting the alarm on her watch and having a seat The redhead flipped the switch and turned the knob like a pro. 
"Oooohhhhh," Daisy moaned, her hips already rocking back and forth over the vibrating ridge. 
"Good, isn't it?" Tasha murmured, feeling a familiar tingle between her legs as she watched. It was going to be a long night, she thought, crossing one knee over the other. 
"Oh god yes," Daisy whispered, her hands reaching to steady herself on the front of the machine. The hum of the Sybian filled the room, but the redhead was soon drowning out the sound with her moans. Tasha glanced at her watch, counting down the time. It had been two minutes. Should she give her a warning, she wondered? Maybe when there was a minute left?
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" the redhead rocked and rolled her hips over and over the vibrating machine. "Oh that's sooooo good, oh my god!"
Daisy was cupping and rubbing her breasts through her yellow sundress, pinching her nipples through the material. Tasha could see them standing up even through the woman's bra. Her pale thighs were trembling as she moved back and forth, fucking the machine. 
"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" she moaned, her fingers digging into her bra for flesh, and Tasha glimpsed the pink shadow of her areola as she tugged at her nipples. "Oh my god, my fucking pussy!"
Her words made Tasha swallow hard, her own pussy gently throbbing in response. How many more women was she going to watch do this tonight? Twenty, twenty-five? The thought made her feel dizzy. She glanced at her watch. It had been four minutes.
Tasha gave her a warning. "One minute left." 
The redhead didn't seem to hear her. She was bucking on top of the machine like a wild woman, her moans nearly drowning out the buzz of the Sybian.
"Oh yessssssssssss!" she hissed, her large breasts bouncing completely free of her sundress and bra now as she shuddered on top of the machine. "Oh my pussy, my pussy, I'm gonna cum so fucking hard!"
And she did. Tasha watched, licking her lips, as the woman's whole body stiffened with her orgasm, and then began to shake, almost seizure-like, her hair flying around her freckled shoulders. She was screaming, baying at the ceiling, and Tasha knew they must be able to hear her upstairs.
Couldn't pay for advertising like this, Tasha thought with a grin, as she took the box and turned the switch off. 
"Oh... my... god." The redhead shuddered again, looking at Tasha through half-closed eyes. "I don't care what it costs," she gasped. "Where do I sign?"
Tasha smiled, offering her a hand to help her down. "Let's go upstairs and you can join the club."
-----
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It was Tasha's curiosity, really, that started it all. She was obsessed with Sybian porn. Her eyes would get all dreamy and half-closed every time they watched. And Max had to admit, the thought of watching her climb on and ride one of those things had him going. Besides, he never could say no to her. Still, Max was a business man, an investor. The cost of a Sybian of their very own was cost-prohibitive, to say the least. There were rentals available, but none in their area. That's when he got his brilliant idea, and that's how the Sybian Club began—a two thousand dollar investment, clearing out a private room in their basement, and a website. They started by offering free introductory sessions. Max felt a little bit like a heroin dealer... "The first one's free, man!" But Tasha's instincts had been right on. Once a woman had a ride on the Sybian, she wanted to ride it again. "If you build it, they will cum!" she said... and man, did they cum... and cum... and cum!
-----
Ashley sat and watched the video in silence, her eyes blank behind her thick-framed glasses. Tasha gave her sidelong looks, waiting for some response, some reaction. There was none. When the video was over, Tasha clicked the "stop" button and set the remote down. 
"Well, that's it," she said, standing. "Do you have any questions?"
The woman tucked a long strand of brown hair behind her ear, looking up at Tasha. She shook her head and gave her a shrug. "No."
"Okay," Tasha said brightly. "Well, let's just choose an accessory..."
Ashley followed readily enough, staring at the various dildo-shapes. She looked over at Tasha, shrugging helplessly. "I don't know. It doesn't matter."
Tasha frowned, her brow knitting. This woman had been referred by a Club member for a free session (the referral system was working out quite nicely for their business!) but she sure didn't seem very interested.
"How about this one?" Tasha offered, holding up the smallest, least offensive accessory, a ridged, flesh-colored one, only three and a half inches long. 
"Okay," Ashley agreed, her dark head nodding, her hair falling into her face. 
Tasha chewed on her lower lip as she attached it to the machine, lubricating it as always. The dark-haired woman stood in the corner, hugging her arms. 
"You know what to do?" Tasha asked, holding up the controls. "The directions were clear?"
Again, that nod. "I'll be fine."
Tasha nodded, grasping the doorknob and looking at her again. "I'll be right outside, if you need anything. Okay?"
Ashley nodded fast, her hair flying. 
When Tasha closed the door, she leaned against it, listening. There was no noise at all. Should I ask her if she's okay? She wondered. This was the weirdest session she had ever had, and that included the two leather-clad lesbians who had joined last week. She'd never seen anyone respond this way, and she thought she'd seen everything from nervous apprehension to eager anticipation. 
Then she heard a gentle buzzing from behind the door and relaxed. Ahhh, okay then. She was just... shy? Tasha took a seat outside the door, glancing at her watch. She would give her a warning at five minutes. The hum from behind the door grew a little louder and Tasha smiled. Good... she was getting into it... and yep, that was the sound of the rotation beginning. 
After the first introductory party was such a huge success, the next two had been even bigger. Word of mouth was spreading like wildfire, and Tasha was getting dozens of emails a day. She could barely keep up with it all and her day job, too. Max had told her just last week, if it kept up this way, she could kiss corporate life goodbye and do this full time if she wanted. She couldn't imagine anything better. 
"Oh... oh... god... what...!" Ashley's voice from behind the door. Tasha cocked her head, listening, waiting. There was a kind of humming that went along with the machine, and she could tell it was Ashley, "Mmmm... mmmmmm...mmmmmmm!" It was sort of a sweet sound, like a little kid eating ice cream and exclaiming its creamy goodness after every lick. Tasha smiled.
"Oooooo wooowwwww!" 
Wow? Tasha wondered? Or "Ow?" She listened carefully, the sound of the machine growing louder. 
"Ohwowohwowohwow!" The words were running together and Tasha still wasn't sure if it was the sound of pleasure or pain. Sometimes it was hard to tell the difference!
"Oh my god! Oh! Something's happening!" The woman sounded panicked and Tasha stood, putting her hand on the doorknob. 
"Are you okay?" she called, rapping gently on the door. "I'm here."
"Something's happening!" the woman said again, moaning loudly. "Oh nooo oh what's happening! Please! Help me!"
Tasha opened the door, peeking around to see Ashley sitting completely naked on top of the machine. Her breasts were full and bottom heavy, the areolas dark and enormous, her nipples as large as nickels in the center. They were swaying as she rocked, the dark, thick hair of her pussy glistening, a stark contrast against the flesh-colored strip resting on top of the Sybian. She was still wearing her glasses, Tasha noted with a smile, but her eyes were closed tight behind them.
"It's okay," Tasha crooned, closing the door behind her and coming to stand next to the woman. "It's probably just the first time you're going to have a g-spot orgasm..."
"No," Ashley gasped, reaching out for Tasha and clasping her hand. "I never have... never..."
"Never...?" Tasha let the woman squeeze her hand as she moaned and rocked up on the machine, her breath coming fast and hard. Suddenly, it occurred to her what Ashley was trying to say. "Never... had an orgasm? Ever?"
"Nooooo," Ashley half-moaned, half-lamented, squeezing Tasha's hand in rhythm now. "Never... ever... have... oh my god!" 
"It's okay," Tasha murmured, her heart racing as she watched the woman rolling her hips on the Sybian. "Just let it come... let it come..."
"Please!" Ashley moaned, her eyes opening in panic. "Oh, help me!" 
Tasha stood on the stool next to the table, bringing her height up, so she was face to face with the dark-haired woman. 
What happened next was just instinctive. Tasha cupped the woman's face in her hands, "Ashley, look at me."
Her eyes were beautiful, a deep, dark brown, and full of wonder and not a little fear. 
"Good..." Tasha murmured and leaned in to kiss her. It was a soft kiss, just a connection, something to ground her, and it worked. 
"Oooooooohhhhhh," Ashley moaned, relaxing against Tasha, wrapping her arms around her neck. "It feels so good... too good."
"Let it," Tasha whispered into her ear, stroking her hair, the hum of the machine vibrating them both as they embraced. "You're gonna cum, sweetie... let it come..."
"Ohhh please," she pleaded, and then her head flew up, her eyes widening and then closing again as she shuddered all over. Tasha held onto the woman as she collapsed against her shoulder again, crying out as her very first orgasm rocked her body again and again. The woman grabbed the controls, turning them way down, her thighs still trembling, a light sheen of sweat glistening on her skin. 
"Oh god," Ashley whispered. "I didn't know it would be like that..."
"It just gets better," Tasha assured her, brushing the hair out of her eyes. "Trust me."
The grateful look in the woman's eyes was something Tasha would never forget as long as she lived. Ashley inclined her head and kissed her again, and Tasha smiled. 
"Let me show you," Tasha said, turning the controls up again, making the woman moan in response. "A woman's body is an amazing thing... it's about time you got to know yours, don't you think?"
"Yesssssss!" Ashley moaned, her hands moving over her breasts, down her belly, pressing her palm against the dark hair of her pussy. "Ohhhh please, yessss, show me!"
Tasha glanced at her watch and saw that the woman's time was about up. No more appointments today, anyway, she remembered, slowly edging up the rotation, watching the woman's nipples harden. 
"Okay," Tasha agreed, running her hand over the same path that Ashley's had taken, down her breasts, her belly, pressing fully over her pussy. "I'll show you."
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The computer screen glowed a bright, vicious blue. It was a clunky, fat thing with a keyboard so sticky below that the letters were obscured with grime. That didn't matter to him. He sat typing away, chuckling gleefully with every stroke. His fingers flew over keyboard at a frightening pace, ignoring the way they occasionally stuck to the keys like sneakers on a movie theater floor. Spell check would take care of most of that, he knew, his fingers chewing up the distance between zero and the magical seven-hundred-and-fifty words with relative ease. 
Ahhh, yes! Finished—exactly seven-hundred-and-fifty words—another breviloquent masterpiece, ready to be submitted. He checked his totals. Three hundred and nine gloriously brief stories in under six months! And there were only a few hours left to go until midnight! Well, there was no doubting that the man had kept his word. No human being could possibly write this much in so short a time frame. 
Before his... investment... he had been able to do one, maybe two stories every few days, and they were long in comparison, a thousand words, two thousand, giving readers much too much character development and time to actually care about them. He had learned the error of his ways more quickly than he could have imagined possible, thanks to the machine.
His compulsion to sit and write, write, write had become overpowering the moment the strange man had made his visit, and he had spent his time doing little else. He wrote up a brief description, titled the story, made sure it was correctly categorized, and hit the "submit" button. It was time to write another—the ache between his legs had become overpowering. 
"I'm going, I'm going," he murmured, squirming in his seat and looking down at the contraption in his lap. He remembered the first time he saw it, the smooth silver surface shaped like a long bullet or... it had made him think of the vibrator his ex-wife used to own, only thicker, somehow more dense.
"You want me to put it where?" he'd asked the man in the suit who had come to the door, saying he had "just the thing" for him. 
"You want to win the contest," the man had said. His eyes were dark, but they gleamed, even in the dim light of the apartment. "You want your fifteen minutes of fame, your name in lights... you want that five hundred dollars. It should be yours. It will be yours."
The man's voice, so lenitive... there had been no reason to question or hesitate after that. Why would he? For a measly fifty dollars, he could have the key to unlocking his dreams, and in the end, his investment would pay for itself, tenfold! And then, when he slipped it over the thick, hardness of his cock the first time, he thought he had died and gone to heaven...
"A lovely specimen," the dark man had said, licking his lips and watching at the machine—it wasn't really a machine, it was flesh inside, like hungry velvet, attaching itself to the writer's engorged member. "Just sign here, and I'll be on my way."
It had been so simple, the writer remembered, leaning back in his chair and smiling. And so very well worth it... 
"Ow!" His chair nearly tipped backward as the normally soft, wet flesh inside the silver bullet grew tight around his hard shaft. The green sensor on top had turned yellow. It was somehow attached to the computer. It knew how many words he had typed, how long he had spent staring at a blank screen without moving. He had only experienced it turning red once, and the searing, biting pain—(Jesus, God, does this fucking thing have TEETH?!)—had kept him from ever hesitating too long again. 
"Okay, yes, I know, I'm going." His fingers flew over the keys again. The grip loosened and he groaned as the flesh-like insides massaged his cock, like a thousand tongues, the world's best pussy. He'd never felt anything so good. Funny, the damned thing would never let him cum, though. It seemed to sense his climax and would stop, bringing him to a delicious edge, again and again. He always had to finish himself off after detaching it for the day.
He typed quickly, eyes glazed, and he knew he had made that magical seven-hundred and fifty word mark when the grip on his cock grew unbearable. It was 11:58 pm. This was his final story, and made ten in every category. He hit submit, smiling with relief and pleasure as the yellow light on the bullet went to green again. Ahhhh. He had won! Both his fifteen minutes of fame, and his five hundred dollar prize. 
Suddenly, the sensor light turned red, and he felt that awful searing, almost a biting sensation, between his legs. Too shocked and panicked to scream, he attempted to pull it off, but the teeth (they are teeth!) were angled so that the more he pulled, the deeper they sank.
"Careful," a voice said behind him, slapping a piece of paper over his grimy keyboard. It was the paper the man had asked him to sign when he bought the contraption. His name was scrawled at the bottom, clear as day. "It's a fine specimen. I don't want it ruined."
The writer froze, the teeth letting up, just slightly, between his legs. "I don't understand," he choked.
"You have won your prize," the voice said. "Now I have come to collect mine."
He did scream, then. But it was too late.
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It was Tasha's curiosity, really, that started it all. She was obsessed with Sybian porn. Her eyes would get all dreamy and half-closed every time they watched. And Max had to admit, the thought of watching her climb on and ride one of those things had him going. Besides, he never could say no to her. Still, Max was a business man, an investor. The cost of a Sybian of their very own was cost-prohibitive, to say the least. There were rentals available, but none in their area. That's when he got his brilliant idea, and that's how the Sybian Club began—a two thousand dollar investment, clearing out a private room in their basement, and a website. They started by offering free introductory sessions. Max felt a little bit like a heroin dealer... "The first one's free, man!" But Tasha's instincts had been right on. Once a woman had a ride on the Sybian, she wanted to ride it again. "If you build it, they will cum!" she said... and man, did they cum... and cum... and cum!
-----
Ashley's body was trembling so much she could barely keep still. Tasha held onto her, standing on the stool next to the table where the dark haired woman was riding the Sybian. Tasha crooned and cradled her head against her shoulder. 
"I can't," Ashley whimpered, shivering all over like someone with a fever. Her body was hot, flushed, like a little heater. Tasha smiled, stroking her hair.
"Yes you can," Tasha murmured, fingering the controls. "Just hold onto me." She had turned them way down after Ashley's first—first ever!—orgasm, giving her time to catch her breath. Now she edged them up a notch. Just the vibration, not the rotation. 
"It's like a wave," Tasha murmured into her ear as Ashley squirmed on the vibrating machine and clutched at her. "You just need to learn to ride it..."
Ashley gasped, her hips rocking in spite of her protest. She twisted and rocked, moaning softly and shaking her head. Tasha knew the feeling. You weren't sure if you wanted to try to get away from the sensation or keep going. It was so intense it felt as if your whole body might burst into flame. 
"Stay with it," Tasha crooned, stepping back a little to let Ashley ride, but the woman grabbed her, pulling her in tight. "It's okay... I know it's intense."
Tasha started the rotation, just a slow turn, and Ashley's body stiffened in response. Her fingers dug into Tasha's shoulder blades, her breath hot against her neck.
"Please," Ashley begged, and Tasha stroked her cheek, dancing her fingers over her collarbone to find the woman's nipple. Dark and enormous, it was already hard, and Tasha thought it must be sensitive. She was right. The moment she had it between her thumb and forefinger, squeezing and rolling it, Ashley groaned and rocked faster on top of the Sybian. 
"Ohhhhh!" Ashley threw her head back, her arms out, arching. Smiling, Tasha fingered her other nipple, pinching the dark, oval areolas gently and pulling forward a little as she squeezed. This made Ashley sigh with pleasure, her eyes closed behind her dark-rimmed glasses. 
"Keep riding it... like a wave." Tasha upped both controls, looking down at where the Sybian met the woman's flesh. Her pussy was mashed against the machine, the thick dark hair beaded with wetness. Tasha reached her hand down and parted the woman's lips with her fingers. 
"Oh my god!" Ashley's eyes flew open wide, surprised. Her clit was as tiny as her nipples were large, barely a nub and covered with thick folds of pink. Tasha moved to the front of the machine, using her fingers to spread the woman further, pushing back the hood of her clitoris until she could see that little glistening pearl. She had an urge to kiss it.
"Keep riding that wave," Tasha encouraged, looking up at her, all that long dark hair falling into her face. Ashley was biting her lip, shaking her head, but there was no use resisting. Tasha had been there, too, not wanting it to go on, wanting it to go on forever. 
"Oh!" Ashley cried out in surprise as her clit touched the slick, humming surface of the Sybian. "Ohhhhhhhhh!" 
Tasha smiled. Ashley was lost. She was really rocking, now, her hips shifting back and forth, her pussy lips completely spread over the surface like the wet wings of a butterfly newly opened and drying in the sun. Tasha kept her fingers there, pulling back all the soft, pink folds of flesh, so her little clit could get the most exposure to the rising hum of the machine. 
"Oh that's so good!" Ashley cried, fingering her own nipples now. She mimicked Tasha's earlier motion, her hands cupping their heavy weight, squeezing the areola as she came forward to pinch the nipple. "More... more!"
Reaching for the controls with her other hand, Tasha turned the dials. Up, up, up they went, and Ashley's moan grew louder, her breath coming in fast gasps. 
"Again!" Ashley cried, just that one word as her second orgasm seemed to shoot through her like an arrow, driving her body into a tight arch, her toes curling upward as she quivered on top of the machine. Her body turned quickly to jelly again, trembling and nearly collapsing. 
Tasha stood quickly, her fingers never leaving the woman's wetness, and came to stand next to her on the stool. Ashley quavered against her, still moaning and twisting on the machine. 
"Stay with it," Tasha encouraged her, spreading the woman's lips as she squirmed on the Sybian. "There's more."
"Noooo!" Ashley cried. "I can't, no more!" 
Tasha lifted the woman's chin off her shoulder with her other hand, turning her face to hers. God, but her eyes were beautiful. Dark and questioning, searching for something. "Yes... you can."
"Please," Ashley begged, swallowing hard. "I don't think..."
Leaning in quickly, Tasha captured the woman's mouth. It was soft, like rose petals, and she tasted sweet. But this was no little kiss, no brief connection, like before. Tasha's tongue pressed past her teeth, forcing past her resistance. She didn't think, she just acted, her mouth slanting across Ashley's, taking the kiss as the hum of the Sybian rose all around them. Tasha could feel her give, she could actually feel it in the way Ashley softened against her, kissing her back, now, their tongues gently exploring. 
"Yes," Ashley murmured as the kiss broke, their eyes meeting. Tasha saw a trust in the woman's eyes that made her heart lurch in her chest. "More... more..."
Ashley's hand slipped behind Tasha's head, her fingers lost in the soft black wings of her short, dark hair as they kissed again. The jolt that went through Tasha was electric and she moaned, unable to help herself. She had spent hours listening to and watching clients ride her machine today, which always left her wet and ready for a ride herself. But now, this quiet, shy woman was kissing her so hungrily it was as if she had never been kissed or touched before, and Tasha couldn't take anymore. 
"More," Ashley insisted, breaking the kiss only to say the word before pressing her lips to Tasha's again. Ashley's fingers were moving over Tasha's blouse, her dark little nipples hard and noticeable, even through her bra. What she lacked in experience, Ashley made up in enthusiasm, giving up on the buttons and just pulling Tasha's blouse out of her skirt, shoving her bra up over the soft little mounds of her breasts. 
"Oh god," Tasha moaned when Ashley began to finger her nipples. 
"So tiny," Ashley murmured, moving back and forth between, as if she were testing them. 
Tasha tried to fight the ache between her legs, growing even greater as her nipples were tugged and gently twisted in the woman's fingers. The hum of the Sybian made her ache to climb up on it herself. Could two of them fit? she wondered. Tasha's eyes flew open. What was she thinking!?
"Oh my god," Tasha gasped, breaking the kiss, moving her hand away from the woman's pussy for the first time since she had first touched it. "We can't... I'm sorry... this is..."
Ashley looked her, quizzical, her eyes glazed. She was still rocking on the Sybian, the wetness spreading to her thighs.
"This is very unprofessional," Tasha said, swallowing hard. "I apologize."
The woman's lips curled into a smile. She reached her finger out and touched Tasha's hard nipple through her blouse. "I won't tell."
Ashley pulled her in for another kiss. Tasha tried to resist, and if her skirt had had a zipper that day instead of elastic, she might have been able to, but Ashley's hand had found its way underneath, seeking heat, and found it. There was no thinking anymore after Ashley's hand cupped her mound, rubbing there as they kissed. Resistance was futile. Tasha was lost, too.
"Oooooohhhh!" Ashley moaned against Tasha's mouth, her hand curling into a fist against Tasha's pussy. She was trembling, and Tasha knew she was close again.
"Keep going," Tasha gasped, feeling the woman's knuckles moving over her pussy lips, as if knocking for entrance. "Don't stop... remember, it's a wave..." 
"It's so... goooooood!" Ashley shuddered and Tasha's hand crept down again, spreading her lips and exposing her against the machine. "Ooooooooo yeah yeah!" 
Ashley came for a third time, wrapping her arms around Tasha and pulling her in hard. The climax seemed to go on and on as Ashley bucked on top of the machine, grabbing Tasha breathless with each shuddering wave. 
"Oh hell," Tasha whispered, kicking off her heels and reaching under her skirt, pulling her panties off in a flash. "Want to see if this thing can hold two of us?"
Ashley nodded, still gasping, holding her hands out for her. "Come on."
They tried it facing each other first, but the angle of their legs made it too difficult. The Sybian was going full blast and Ashley was quivering still as the dildo up inside her kept going and going. Tasha swore, climbing down, biting her lip and thinking.
"Ohhh yes," Ashley moaned, leaning forward a little, her hands gripping the front of the machine as she rode. The woman hadn't ever had even one orgasm before she walked through the door, and she was well on her way to her fourth! Tasha, on the other hand, would be happy with just one...
"Ah ha!" Tasha cried, wiggling out of her skirt and pulling her blouse over her head, not even bothering with the buttons. Her bra joined the rest of her clothes on the floor and she saw Ashley's eyes moving over her briefly, lingering at her completely shaved mound, before Tasha mounted up on the Sybian behind her. 
"Like a horse," Ashley murmured, reaching behind her for Tasha's arms and wrapping them around her. 
"Giddyup," Tasha agreed, cupping the woman's heavy breasts with a sigh. She'd been aching to do that since she first saw them, and the weight of them didn't disappoint her. Ashley shoved forward a little to give her space, although with the dildo up inside of her, there wasn't much wiggle room.
If Tasha hadn't been so narrow, they might not have fit, and she was thankful that Ashley had chosen an attachment that stretched all the way from the front of the machine to the back. She settled her wet, aching pussy over the machine with a happy sigh, fitting her hips against the soft, rounded seat of Ashley's behind. 
"You feel good," Ashley murmured as Tasha pressed her breasts into the woman's back and pushed her hair aside to kiss her neck. "Ohhh I like this...!"
"Me, too," Tasha whispered, her mouth moving over the woman's shoulder. They rocked together, their breath coming fast in the little room. Tasha knew it wouldn't take her long at all to cum, at least the first time. Her pussy was humming with pleasure, her belly quivering in anticipation. 
"Ohhhh god!" Ashley moaned, cupping her own hands over Tasha's, leaning her head back against the woman's shoulder. "I can't stand it!"
"Yes you can," Tasha insisted, rocking her with her hips, moving her forward and back on the machine as the dildo up inside Ashley's pussy whirled. "Ride with me, honey. You can do it."
"Something inside me..." Ashley whispered, and Tasha could feel the woman's fleshy thighs trembling against slim ones. "Is... is..."
"It's okay..." Tasha bit her lip, rubbing her own clit over the flesh-colored rise between her legs. "It will... feel different... but still really, really... oh god this feels so good!" 
"Mmmm!" Ashley turned her head for a kiss, and Tasha obliged. Tasha swore she could feel the electric pulse of their tongues touching down in her pussy, where the Sybian was roaring against her clit. 
"Ohhhhh fuck!" Tasha cried, breaking the kiss and gasping against Ashley's neck. "My pussy feels soooo fucking good!"
"Mine toooo!" Ashley's fingers were digging into Tasha's thighs as they rode together, hips locked and thighs spread over the back of the machine. "Oh something's... happening!"
Tasha knew Ashley was about to be carried away by her first g-spot orgasm but her own body was like a runaway train, and she couldn't stop to explain it or prepare her. All she could manage was, "Hold onto me, baby," as she wrapped her arms around the woman from behind, resting her cheek against her shoulder. 
"Ohhhhh yes yes yes!" Ashley moaned, wrapping her arms around Tasha's as she came, her head going back, her long hair spilling over them both. The jolt of Ashley's body against Tasha's, again and again, sent her rocking over the ridge of the machine, her pussy making wet noises as she shoved her hips into the woman in front of her. 
"Gonna cum," Tasha whimpered, bucking her hips against Ashley's as she did, her orgasm, so long-awaited, hitting like a thunderbolt, rocking them both forward and back in its wake. Ashley held tight, pulling Tasha's arms around her as she came, wiggling her behind against the woman's mound, both of them squirming in an attempt to stay on the machine.
Tasha kissed over Ashley's shoulder and neck again and again in the wake of her own orgasm, still moaning softly at the hum between her legs. She could ride again—she could ride all night, she knew, until she found that place where orgasms peaked over and over in her belly, like one, long continuous thing. 
But Max was due home in an hour, and she had to clean up. Groaning, Tasha slid down, reaching for her blouse and the controller at the same time. Ashley sighed when the dials were turned down and then off. She slumped over the machine, still panting. 

"Thank you," Ashley murmured, lifting her eyes. Tasha looked into them as she buttoned her blouse, feeling a slow heat rising in her face. My god... what kind of line had she just crossed? She just nodded, pulling her panties on and searching the floor for her skirt. 
Ashley slid the dildo out with a little cry, tumbling off and leaning back on the table on her elbows. Tasha glanced over and saw her pussy, the inner lips red and swollen, a thick, creamy buildup of her juices pooling at the entrance. It was the sexiest thing she had ever seen. 
"I'm really..." Tasha gave up looking for her skirt, coming over to stand by the table, her eyes meeting Ashley's. "I haven't ever done that with... a client... or... anyone..."
Ashley nodded, pushing a strand of dark hair out of her face, her eyes large behind the squarish frames of her glasses. "It's okay... I told you... I won't tell..."
Tasha gave her a small smile, her eyes moving down the woman's breasts and belly to rest between her thighs. "I didn't mean for it to happen... you just... you were so..." she shrugged, at a loss for words. 
"I liked it." Ashley shifted on the table, her hips moving slightly, and Tasha couldn't take her eyes off the woman's pussy. It was so swollen and pretty... "I'd like to do it again."
Lifting her eyes, Tasha remembered the reason she was here, saying, "Well... there's this club that I've started..."
"No," Ashley cut her off, reaching her fingers down to touch herself, and Tasha's eyes fell there again, like a magnet. Ashley spread it open, easing those thick folds of flesh back a bit at a time and Tasha found herself wondering what she tasted like. 
"No?" Tasha managed, the ache between her thighs nowhere near sated.
"I meant, with you," Ashley finished, biting her lip. 
Tasha met her eyes... god, those big, beautiful brown eyes. She imagined doing this again and the throb between her thighs thickened. Smiling, her hand covered Ashley's swollen mound and she murmured, "I think that could be arranged."
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I have to tell you... none of us are named "Tink" or "Sugerplum," and we're nothing like you see in the movies or on TV. Don't look so surprised. Yes, I know about all things human. We don't live in some fantastical magical forest, we don't glow in the dark, and there is no such thing as "pixie dust." We live in the real world, just like you do. We're around you all of the time. You just can't see us, because we don't appear in your light spectrum. You know how only dogs can hear dog whistles? Well, it's kind of like that.
Me? Oh, I'm Sam. And this is my job. You think I'm kidding? Look, fairies don't grant magical wishes or transform wooden puppets into real boys. That's for the fairy tales. (And how our names got attached to that lot, I'll never know!) What's my job? It's boring, really. You don't want to hear about... 
You do? Alright then... Fairies keep track of and fulfill what you humans call "fate." Ever looked it up in the dictionary? From the Latin, fatum, literally, "what has been spoken," from neuter of fatus, past participle of fari, "to speak." Fari... Fairy... you see what happened there? 
So, basically, I listen to The Voice and do its bidding. That's my job. I told you it was boring! Like today, I'm sitting on the arm of a recliner, next to Joe, here, who hasn't worked in two years. In fact, he's practically not left this recliner in two years. But today, Joe's got a job interview. How did that happen? Well, that was me. Joe used to work CAD in the auto industry. Today, he's got an interview with Boeing. He won't get the job. Of course, he doesn't know that. The important thing is, he needs to be late to his interview. 
His wife, Lynn... that's her, over there, wiping her hands on the dish towel. She's been waitressing and borrowing money from her family, trying to keep them afloat. She's thrilled that he's got an interview, and is probably happier with him today than she's been in years. I can use that. Watch.
Joe's easy. Men are, you know. The power of suggestion is huge with them. All I have to do is stand on his shoulder and whisper into his ear. It's not talking, really, in case you were gonna call foul on the whole you can't see or hear us thing. You can't, trust me. It's more like... breathing. I just kind of lean in and breathe into his ear. It might translate into something, in words, like, "Look at your wife," and check it out, Joe's turning his head! See what I mean? Easy peasy. 
"Are you ready, baby?" See how she comes to stand next to the recliner like that? That was me. Look at the way she's looking at him. So hopeful. Now she's staring at the Christmas tree in the corner and thinking about how they're going to afford presents, and hoping he'll get a paycheck again before then. God, this job sucks sometimes. I hate knowing what's going to happen next. It's like knowing the ending to every book. Why read, then, you know what I'm saying? 
"As I'll ever be!" See how he smiles up at her? The way his eyes move over the front of her t-shirt? Yep, me again. Ahh, there we go. Lynn isn't as easy, but for women, I don't even have to be close. It isn't breath with them, it's more like a "push." I guess you'd call it a thought, a suggestion. It isn't really, but whatever it takes for you to at least sort of understand... 
See how she's straddling him? Well... we know where this is going, now, right? If there's one thing I enjoy, it's watching humans interact this way. We fairies have no gender, you know. That whole masculine and feminine thing doesn't translate. So if you were wondering, if I was a girl fairy or a boy fairy—I'm just Sam, that's all. We don't have all those interesting, fleshy parts.
I mean, look how they fumble with each other, their mouths and tongues mashing together like that? This is the only time I wonder what it must be like, to be human. The look on their faces at that moment of joining... see? The way his eyes close and his mouth opens, the way her head goes back and she grips his shoulders and digs her nails in... there's something there. Something really... interesting. 
"Harder, baby!" There's that raspy gasp and clutch as she rocks on him, and you can actually hear their flesh coming together, like wet music that fills the room. Me, I just sit on the back of the recliner and enjoy the ride. All the thrusting and grunting and rocking is happening so fast, I have to hold on tight. Their whispers and moans grow louder, in spite of Lynn's words, "Shhhh, the kids are napping..."
"Ohhhh fuck, baby, I'm gonna cum!" Ahh, now this is the moment I love. How fleeting, how powerful... watching them arch and grab each other! The whole chair is shaking with the force of it, shuddering and rocking, and I'm holding on tight, that funny feeling kind of glowing in my middle as I watch. 
Now's the time. It's just late enough. Hopping back onto Joe's shoulder, I breathe into his ear, just a little reminder.
"Ohhhh god, Lynn!" There, he's looking at his watch. "I'm gonna be late!" 
Off she scrambles, and he's zipping up and grabbing his briefcase. That kiss and wave and the call of "Good luck!" she gives him out the door would break my heart if I had one. Damn, but he's cruising! I might have to slow him down again. That cell phone call he's making, telling them he's stuck in traffic—it isn't going to matter. 
Ah, here we are. Parking structure, down the elevator, out into the street. Two blocks to walk. He's hustling, but I give him a slow down, make him look into a store window. There's a toy display, a train running through the center that says, "Santa's Express." He's thinking about his son, Peter, who asked Santa for Thomas the Tank Engine this year. Good. Peter won't get his toy, but Joe's slowed just a little. Just enough.
Here we are. The intersection du jour. How many times have I done this, I wonder? Joe is in a hurry, and I give him that last push not to wait for the light. He does the right thing, looks left, right, then left again. Off he goes, puffing across the street, between a small gap in the busy traffic. 
"Whoa, little one, where are you going?" Joe grabs the child, toddling in a fat blue snowsuit, into the road. 
"David!" The child's mother screams, grabbing him from Joe and hugging him close. Her attention had been diverted just for a moment by the baby in the stroller on her left. "Oh my god, thank you! You saved his life!"
Yep. Joe mumbles something and takes off toward the interview for a job he isn't going to get. The mother—her name is Anna—is still rocking and admonishing little David. I move around them to follow Joe, but... damn, there's The Voice again. Looks like I'm gonna be with Anna for a while. This time of year is so damned busy!
At least this next one turns out a little better for everyone. Stick around and see. I tell you, a fairy's work is never done!
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In my job, timing is everything. Sometimes I spend hours waiting for just the right moment. Like I said, it can get pretty boring. Take Anna, for example, meandering around the mall, pushing the stroller with the baby in it, and David, the kid who nearly bought the farm trying to cross the street earlier, tagging after her. It will be another hour until I'm really needed, and if The Voice doesn't chime in with another call, it's just me following her around until it's time. Boring.
That's when I spot Alex over near the restrooms, sitting high up on one of those fake, lit-up tinsel candy-canes over the door. 
"Hey, Sam!" 
I've been spotted, too. I wave back, checking to make sure Anna is still in line for pictures with Santa, and flit over to say hi.
"Whatcha got?" I ask, taking a seat. "Anything good." 
Alex grins, pointing down to the restroom, where a woman pushes open the door. That's when I notice, it says, "Men." Ahhhh... a tryst! Whose fate, I wonder? Hers? His? Or some unknown third party? We only get to find out on a need-to-know basis. We get a whole hell of a lot bigger picture than most of the humans, but we still don't have the scope of, say The Voice. We're pretty sure there's someone even bigger than that, but who knows?
"Wanna watch?" Alex is already buzzing downward, and I follow, checking Anna's place in line one more time before slipping through the men's room door just before it swings shut. 
I love the sounds of sex. The unzipping, the fumbling, the moans and the gasps. Just watching makes my whole being vibrate. Alex notices as we perch on top of the stall, seeing the woman lift her skirt and bend over, offering the rounded flesh of her behind to the man. Look at the thing he's got to put in her! It's bigger than I am!
"Which would you rather have, do you think?" Alex asks, giving me a nudge. "The hard thing or the soft thing?"
"It's a penis," I correct him, watching the man slide it into the woman's smooth opening. I have to really lean in to get a good angle, but I manage. "Or a vagina... although they have lots of different names for them, you know... cock... pussy..." Just saying the words gives me a sort of heat. 
"I'd want a penis," Alex says. "Almost as good as a sword. Or a wand."
We never had wands, just so you know. Another one of the many misnomers about fairies. Alex watches too much Disney. 
"I think I'd want... a pussy." Our corporeal bodies are small and hairless, completely smooth and rounded. Between my legs, there is nothing but a little mound of flesh, no cleft. What would it be like, I wonder, watching the woman's face as she reaches between her legs and rubs herself there. The looks on their faces tell me almost everything I want to know. Almost.
"Hey, then I could do that to you!" Alex grins, giving me a nudge. 
"So what's your assignment?" I have to change the subject. The moans are growing louder, the sounds of slapping flesh echo in the tiled room. It's hard to concentrate on anything else. 
"He's outside." Alex stretches and flies straight upward, his wings buzzing noisily. Too high for human ears to hear, of course, although a few of them have felt the brush of a fairy's wings on occasion. "Come on."
I glance down to see the man pulling his cock out, the woman turning around and pumping it into her hand. Thick, white spurts of liquid surge onto her tongue, and I can't help but wonder what it might taste like before Alex is pulling me after him. 
"Wait here." Alex is off, and I sit on the candy cane perch and make sure Anna is still in line. She is, but they're getting close to the Santa Promised Land. 
A man is practically running for the bathroom, and I realize that Alex has made him ill. I try to be as kind as I can, doing what needs to be done. Some of us are just too vindictive. The man straight-arms the men's room door, and practically runs into his wife, still tucking her blouse into her skirt, and the man behind her, buckling his belt. 
"Karen? What are you doing here?" The man looks between his wife and her lover. This is that fateful moment. I'd know it anywhere. 
"That was mean," I whisper to Alex as I flit by. "Didn't he suffer enough?" I don't look back as I head off toward Anna and the kids. It's almost time. 
The kids get their pictures taken. The baby is great, but David screams in terror the whole time. Not that I blame him. The fat man in the red suit is enough to give anyone nightmares. Then it's off to home. Anna is a widow, doing the whole single-mom thing, now, and I don't envy her. I give the kids little pushes, helping them calm down and get settled in their car seats. Kids can see us, sometimes, but these two can't, thank goodness. 
I settle myself on the dash and get to work. 
"Ma'am?" Yeah, that guy in the pickup, rolling down his window and calling to Anna? That was me. "Your tire is going flat on this side."
"Oh! Thank you!" Anna gives him a wave. 
Now she's off to find the gas station. Checking the time, I realize it's just a little too soon, so the first one I nudge her towards has an air pump—but the coin slot has been jammed for months. That kills about ten minutes, because she didn't have quarters to begin with and, thanks to me, the station didn't have any either, so she had to drive down the street to the Subway to cash out a dollar for four of them. Of course, when she got back to the pump, that's when she realized it was jammed.
Okay, so I said I tried to be as kind as I could. Sometimes you just gotta do what you gotta do! Because the next gas station I nudge her towards doesn't have any air pump at all. It's just a vacuum she thought was a pump. By this time, she's practically in tears, and yeah, okay, I feel a little bad, but trust me, I know what I'm doing. 
I nudge her toward a third station, half a mile down the street. This one has an air pump, but it's out of order. Little white sign taped over the coin slot. Perfect. She's swearing, now, and little David in the backseat decides to mimic her. "Shit, shit, shit!" 
Ahhh, here we are! She pulls up behind a black Saturn and gets out to wait for the air pump. She's thinking about her husband, who was killed in Iraq, how he always used to take care of things like checking the oil and filling the tires. 
When the man in the Saturn goes to put the air hose back on the coil, and their eyes meet... see! Look, there it is! That's a fateful moment if I ever saw one! Sometimes my job is pretty good, for all the waiting around I do. See the smile she just gave him? She hasn't smiled like that at a man in years! 
I'm getting that funny feeling in my middle again, just watching them. I hope The Voice doesn't send a call any time soon. I'd like to see how this one turns out! 
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We don’t sleep, you know.  Fairies, I mean.  We don’t eat, either, in any traditional sense, although we do kind of rejuvenate ourselves at our spring revival, but that’s a whole other story.  Anyway, being up at four in the morning is nothing for us.  We’re up all the time.  Fateful moments don’t just happen during the day, you know.  In fact, quite a lot of them happen just after the bars close, if you know what I mean.  Busy time of “day” for us, between two and three in the morning, and during the holidays, it’s ten times worse.  
The good news is that I don’t have to avert any accidents for drunks or their possible victims tonight.  The Voice has sent me somewhere else.  I was loathe to leave Anna and her new Beau.  No, that’s not a euphemism, that’s his name.  Beau.  The way they were looking at each other, I thought for sure, if I just hung around a little longer, I’d get to see…  well, anyway, I didn’t.
It’s four in the morning, and Henry McCormick is snoring in his bed, and his wife, Irene, is sleeping soundly in her own bed across the hall.  They haven’t slept in the same bed in five years, since the last kid moved out to college.  I’ve pretty much done everything I can to amuse myself tonight, including freaking out the family dog, at least until he started barking so wildly he threatened to wake the whole house.  I tried the TV, but can you believe these people don’t have cable?  There’s absolutely nothing on regular TV at four a.m.
Henry’s alarm is due to go off at four-thirty, and I could just turn it off.  It would be that simple, except that Irene McCormick has an internal clock that wakes her up at five, and she’s bound to notice that her husband isn’t up and about.  That still wouldn’t kill enough time.  I check on Henry.  He’s snoring loudly, his arm thrown over his head.  The sheet he’s got pulled over him is tented in the groin area and I settle myself gently down on the tip of his cock, chin in hand, thinking.  It’s a little wet on the sheet where I’m sitting and I wiggle myself there, hearing him groan.  Can he feel me in his sleep?  I wonder.  The thought makes me shiver.  
I’m still sitting there, just thinking, when Henry shifts in his sleep, snorts, and reaches for his cock.  He nearly catches me, too, when he wraps his hand around the shaft, and I yelp, flying toward the ceiling just in time!  He starts moving his hand up and down under the sheet, his breath coming faster in the dark.  Fascinated, I float downward, giving him a little push to pull the sheet off so I can see.  
“Oh god, Irene,” he whispers.  “Suck it, yeah!”
That decides me.  It isn’t gonna be easy, but I’m determined.  It’s actually a little easier because Irene is still sleeping, curled up and clutching her pillow.  I concentrate hard, closing my eyes tight, my whole body vibrating with my effort to give her a “push.”  I can hear Henry pumping faster, groaning softly.  For a while, I’m sure I won’t be successful, and then I hear the toilet flush across the hall.  
The door snicks open, and there’s Irene in a white nightgown like a ghost in the doorway.  She’s hearing what I’m hearing, the sound of Henry masturbating and calling her name.  I perch myself on the headboard, watching her creep silently across the carpet in bare feet, stopping next to the bed. 
“Oh yeah, suck it, Irene!”  Henry is thrusting up into his own hand, and his eyes fly open in the dark when he feels his wife’s mouth sliding down over the head of his cock.  “Oh my god!  Irene!”
“Shhhhh…” She takes him all the way into her throat and he groans.  It isn’t long before he’s grabbing her hair and thrusting up hard with gasping little grunts.  
“Fuck!” His hand squeezes her breast, shoving her down onto his cock.  “I’m gonna cum!”
I lean forward on my perch, wanting to watch, but to my surprise, Irene is swallowing and swallowing, and I don’t get to see a thing until she’s licking her lips and looking up at him.  Damn!  That didn’t kill nearly enough time.  
I’m about to give her another little push, when she says, “I think it’s my turn, big guy.”  And Henry is on her like a shot, rolling her over on the bed and lifting her nightgown, sinking his face between her legs, forcing his tongue between that fuzzy, fleshy cleft.  
I didn’t have to worry about time.  The sun is coming up, and Henry is cumming again, this time buried up inside that pink cleft as Irene rocks on top of him, before either of them even think about the time.  I watch it all from my perch, and find that I have my hand pressed over the sexless mound between my legs when Irene gasps out that it’s after six!
“Shit, I’m late!”  Henry reaches for the phone, still panting, and dials work.  There’s no answer, of course.
“I’ll get your lunch ready,” Irene offers.  It’s something she hasn’t done in years.  She’s doing a lot of things today that she hasn’t done in years, and the thought makes her smile.  Wrapping herself in a robe, she sets off to the kitchen, turning on the little countertop TV and humming as she takes out the bread and lunchmeat.
“Henry!” Irene’s scream brings him out of the shower, still wrapped in a towel.  I am perched on top of the TV, but neither of them sees me, their stunned faces staring at the screen.  
“I would have been at work—” Henry states the obvious as they watch the factory, whose gates had opened for him every morning at six for the past fifteen years, blazing in the early morning light, thick black smoke wafting through the air above what’s left of the building after the explosion.
I give a satisfied sigh, thinking I might go back and check on Anna and Beau, when The Voice sends another call.  No rest for the unweary… off I go!  
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-----------
She likes adventure with security
And more than one man can provide…*
-----------
I'm supposed to tell you how old we were, how long we were married and all that stuff? You want to know how many kids we had, what we each did for a living, and just exactly how it all happened, down to the last rationalized detail, do I got that right? That's how these tales are spun?
Like it matters.
That kind of stuff was like the water all around, and I was just a fish in the bowl, bumping up against the glass. 
I sure wasn't thinking about any of that on my way home, an awful ache in my belly from eating at some damned new Mexican place down the street for lunch. I'd asked a buddy to punch me out and left an hour early just to get home to the minimal comfort of my own toilet, and I wasn't sure I was going to make it, even then. 
Molly's car was in the drive, and I smelled supper before I even opened the back door. Something experimental, I could tell already, thick and heavy with spice, and that made my bowels clench in agony as I passed the stove. The menu was on the refrigerator—she liked to print them out, for me, she said, so I'd know every day what we were having, no surprises, on thick white paper with funny dancing silverware on the top—but I didn't stop to read it.
I only had one thing on my mind. Two left turns, and I had my hand on the bathroom doorknob. I hadn't even stopped to wonder where she might be—the TV was off, but that wasn't unusual. Her laptop wasn't open on the kitchen table, either. No music was coming from the basement, where she had her elliptical and her rowing machine all set up. But I wasn't thinking about any of it—her routine, how she moved through her day without me there—it was like water, air, life. It just was.
And then, it wasn't. 
A man knows the sound of his wife's pleasure. He knows it like he knows the sounds of his house settling, the ticking of the furnace, the creak in the boards by the stove. After a time, it becomes a familiar sound, a comfortable sound, one that carries heat and light, like the lamp that goes on by the front door every night at six.
I understood that sound, and how to elicit it, as well as I understood how to turn on the switch to the light above our bed. My fingers knew their way in the dark, where to touch and grope, just the right pressure, how to ease that tension past the point of resistance. It was an easy movement, practiced, sure. No surprises.
Dusk was settling outside. It was almost that time of year when we set the clocks back, and dark came earlier every day it seemed, so they were just shadows rolling under the covers until I turned the lights on. She knew I was there, I think, even before I flipped the switch. Something about her shifted, the sound of her changed, and for a moment her soft moan sounded like a lament.
"Jim…" My name in her mouth, the same mouth I had kissed a thousand times, a mouth cherry-red from kissing another man—the man poised above her in our bed. 
My bowels turned to water in my belly. I turned out the light and bolted into the bathroom, barely making it to the bowl. 
-----------
She said, "You're not the man you used to be…" 
He said, "Neither is this guy…"
-----------
Not the fucking man I used to be. Right. Twenty pounds heavier, I was considerably balder and grayer, my hands calloused and work-worn. The man I used to be was younger, thinner, a little less rough around the edges, sure. At least on the outside. 
But the man I used to be drank a fifth every night. The man I used to be liked to fight, anyone or anything, it didn't matter. It was the making of a fist that felt good. The man I used to be had left them all once, on a Christmas Eve, of all nights. The man I used to be had spent that night in a motel, considering options, points out west and beyond. That man had come home in time to see the kids open presents.
No, I wasn't the man I used to be. Thank fucking god. And neither was the guy shoving the tail ends of his dress shirt into his suit pants, glancing furtively at me as he gathered his tie and suit coat and slipped on his expensive shoes. I was never this guy—soft hands, soft life. What did she see in him? I watched from the doorway as he turned to face me fully for the first time, his eyes only holding mine for a moment before dropping to the floor.
"I'll call you—" he murmured, glancing at my wife. 
"No, you won't." I stood fully, putting my hand across the door frame and blocking the exit. "What you will do is walk out of my house. And count yourself lucky for that. Walk out of my house, away from my wife, and if you ever…" I took a deep breath, swallowing hard, the hand by my side clenching into an involuntary fist. "If I ever see you… hear you… if I fucking SMELL you anywhere near me or my family again…"
I let the threat trail off and watched his eyes move from me to the space under my arm, and I knew he was thinking about running for it. I dropped my arm, stepping into the room, and waved him out. The urge I had to shove him through the wall was so strong I had to clasp my hands behind my back as he passed. 
When I heard the side door swing shut, I turned back to my wife. She was still nude and hadn't moved to cover herself. Her body and her eyes made no apologies. Instead, she just looked incredibly sad. I sighed, sitting on the edge of the bed, and put my head in my hands.
-----------
All these years…
Where have I been?
Well, I've been down the road to work and home again…*
-----------
She couldn't answer my question. It was simple, really. "Why?" 
Was it me? What had I missed? How had I failed her? Those thoughts occurred to me as I turned to her and asked that one, simple question. I saw the endless days, the routine that had become our life, stretching out behind us and disappearing into a vanishing point. 
But we'd made it so far, I thought, looking at the tremble of my wife's mouth, the fists her hands made on the sheets. The various life dramas had never derailed our train. Yeah, I felt the same ice water needling in my chest when she told me about the lump in her breast, and there was the low ache of those two miscarriages between Henry and Clara. 
And the worst, at least for me, was the time the baby ran out into the street and I couldn't catch her in time. It had been months afterwards, Molly sitting by her side in the hospital, and me, still back and forth to work every day, coming in exhausted at night to see the baby, little Sassy I always called her, so still and quiet and small. She recovered physically, but she never was quite right again. A lot of my paycheck still went to pay for the special school half a state away. 
Was that the point when it had broken? I wondered. Like some crazy cracked cup that we superglued together and used anyway, hoping it wouldn't leak? Something in me knew, though. It wasn't any of the big things, the storms, the hurricanes that had hit us over the years. It was that endless, gentle lapping of the waves against the shore, wearing away the sand. Erosion. That's what they called it.
I looked at my wife and I wanted to touch her. I didn't know if I wanted to hold her or hit her, but I wanted to feel her in my hands, her familiar flesh under my fingers. I fought the urge, gripping the edge of the mattress as I watched her face change—sadness, fear, regret, love. So much love. Still. After all these years.
"I just want to know why, Molly."
That's when the dam broke. The leak became a deluge and she spilled past the cracks that I hadn't even seen in the surface of our marriage. 
-----------
All these years…
What have I done?
I made your supper and your daughter and your son…*
-----------
"Do you remember last year, when my sister offered us her timeshare?"
I stared at Molly, knowing that she was going to make some impossible connection, and just nodded.
"What did you say, Jim? Do you remember?"
I shrugged. "What does that have to do with… anything?!"
Molly's lip trembled and she nodded. "You said, 'Why do we need to go somewhere for a vacation? What's wrong with staying home?'"
I blinked at her. "Are you telling me that you were fucking some suit in our bed because I didn't want to go to Disney World?"
Molly sighed, closing her eyes and then opening them to me again. "You always miss the point."
"I guess you got my fucking attention!" I snapped, gritting my teeth.
She sat up on her elbows, her eyes flashing. "Well, it's about time!"
My chest was too tight for me to speak. I curled my fingers around the mattress edge and took a deep breath. 
"Jim…" Her eyes dipped down and caught mine. They were the same bright blue, eyes that had caught mine a thousand times before this one, but today there was something new there. I didn't know what it was and I didn't know if I wanted to know. "Where have you been?"
I shook my head at her, trying to clear it. What did she want from me? "Work. Where I always am." I couldn't get the image of her beneath him out of my head. 
She sighed. "Yeah." Shifting onto her side, the sheet pulled over her hip, and her breasts dipped, too. I looked at the large, brown areolas, her nipples fat in the center, and wondered if he had found that sweet spot at the bottom edge. I closed my eyes, hating how beautiful she still was to me in that moment.
"But Jim…" she sighed. "Where have I been?"
"I don't know," I murmured. "You tell me."
I felt her hand moving over mine, soft and warm, her fingers as delicate as ever. "I don't know, either. Raising kids, making supper, the same thing, day after day… I don't know who I even am anymore…" I allowed it for a moment, just a moment's worth of pressured comfort, before shaking her loose. 
"Maybe you need some time to find out?" I saw that there were tears in her eyes and only the smallest part of me cared. "Is this your version of a mid-life crisis, Moll? The cooking lessons, the computer classes…" I stopped, something suddenly dawning on me. "That's where you met him, isn't it?"
"Yes," she agreed softly. "But it doesn't matter. He doesn't matter."
I snorted, swallowing past something stuck in my throat. "He looked like he mattered when he was fucking you in our bed."
I don't know if the pained look on her face matched mine or not. It felt awful, saying it, feeling it. I wanted to say more, and I wanted it to stop, to end it, to leave right now and never look back. Staying was the hardest thing I'd ever done. 
Just sitting there in the pain of it, the both of us, drowning in the flood.
-----------
I'm still here…
And so confused,
But I can finally see how much I stand to lose…*
-----------
I don't know how long it was before we spoke again. It grew dark outside, dark inside, in spite of the lamp light. My belly ached, my balls were drawn up like two rocks, and Molly shivered, but she still didn't cover herself. I thought I knew why. She just looked at me, like she was waiting for something. I was waiting, too. I didn't know for what, until it happened.
The timer in the kitchen sounded with three short, sharp blasts. Dinner was ready. Menu was on the fridge. It was time for me to walk through the door, home from work, ready for Molly's embrace and a quick kiss before I got changed and ready to eat whatever she'd concocted for the evening meal. I had taken to picking up two beef jerkys at the gas station and eating them on the way home, just in case. Of course, I didn't tell her that. Keeping the little things secret had never seemed to matter.
"I hate the crap you're cooking lately." I gave a quarter turn toward her on the bed. 
She nodded. Almost smiled. "I know."
"I could kill you with my bare hands."
"I know." Her mouth trembled again, but no tears fell. "I thought… I don't know what I thought. I wasn't… thinking…" Her voice was thick, trembling, too.
"I want…" I held my hands out in front of me, palms up, just looking at them. "Fuck, Molly… what are we going to do?"
She slipped her hand into one of mine, using my steadfast weight to pull her to sitting beside me, the sheet pooled in her lap. 
"I don't know." Her voice was hoarse. "Will you hold me?"
I shook my head, swallowing thickly, still seeing him, like a ghost, hovering over our bed. But I did. I pulled her familiar body into my arms and held on. She melted into me, like she always did, fitting perfectly in all the right places. 
"This doesn't mean—" I started, brushing her hair off my cheeks. "I don't know what this means."
She nodded, and I could feel the edges of her pain flowing into mine, somehow, as if they were one thing. Love didn't stop, like turning off a light switch, as much as I willed it to. 
"It doesn't matter…" she whispered. I could feel her tears wetting my shirt. "Nothing matters, except you… Jim… I'm so…"
"Don't say it," I choked, lowering my head to hers, holding her a little too tight. "Don't… just… don't…"
She didn't and I didn't and we didn't… we just sat, and rocked, and felt it, the love and the pain that ached like a raw wound between us. It was us. After all those years, there was no separating it anymore. 
-------------
*All These Years by Sawyer Brown
-------------
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Young, James DC#45896
c/o Folsom State Prison
300 Prison Road
Represa, CA 95671
April 16, 2005
Jimmy,
Every morning I check the calendar. Twenty-seven days, baby. I'm marking it with big red X's, one day at a time. I can feel you closer to me even now. When I close my eyes, I swear I can feel your heart beating with mine, and it whooshes a constant "soon-soon, soon-soon" in my ears. I can't help wanting you here—wanting you. God, wanting you so much. Now. Twenty-seven days feels like forever, even though we've already waited this long. So long.
I woke up this morning at 6:30, the sun coming into my window, listening to the first call of the birds, the morning air cool and a little damp. That sweet smell filled my head and I immediately knew that I was awake and alive and aware and didn't want to stay in bed another minute. I wake up that way every day since you told me you're getting out. It still doesn't feel real.
Soon you'll be with me—just lazing in bed. Imagine it, a morning like this one, with me in your arms. Can you? God, I can't wait. How can twenty-seven days feel like an entire lifetime? My stomach is in knots all the time now. I'm hardly eating and Clara keeps telling me I'm getting too thin, making me more pasta every time I go over there. It's like she thinks it will fix everything…
She and I were talking about you. Were your ears burning? She takes all the credit, you know. As if she knew, when she asked me to write to you when you were"having a hard time, and just needed a friend," that I was going to fall madly in love with you?! Okay… maybe she did know, somehow.
Maybe it was that obvious that I needed a friend… more than a friend. So much more. Everything about you is precious to me now. I still have everything you ever sent to me, tucked away in a box under my bed, did you know that? (Our bed—Jimmy, this will be our bed in less than a month… the thought makes my heart race…) You touch me in places so deep that it feels like a wound sometimes.
I know you said that you're afraid—of how it might be, awkward or strange between us, when we finally meet. It can't be, Jimmy. It just can't be. We've clicked since the very first time we set pen to paper and everything has poured out since. Think of all the things we know about each other, all of the things we've shared. My heart is open to you—remember what I told you about my father? I've never shared that with anyone.
We have so much together, just here on paper. To think it wouldn't expand into something even more wonderful than we have now? It's impossible. You've given me your heart, too, I know it. The letter I read over and over is the one where you told me about what happened—how the accident left her in a coma, how you ended up where you are. Sometimes you really have to hit bottom before you get sober. I know. There but for the grace of God go I…
But I read it over and over because you opened yourself up completely in that letter, and nothing has ever been so beautiful to me. I've never known another man who could make me feel that way, who could pour himself into me like water until I feel drunk with you. It's beyond me, truly it is.
Did they let you have the book? It seems harder to get books past the screeners than letters, doesn't it? (My students are really enjoying it, by the way, and I'm surprised that they really "get" a great deal of it. I can't imagine being eighteen and reading it for the first time. So much of what I read then was lost, drowned out in all those raging hormones, and there are things I pick up now that feel so different to me when I read them, then, even just back in college.
Not that raging hormones are a bad thing—and not that I don't still have them! Sometimes I feel eighteen again, with you. I've never been so impulsive, so wild and reckless with my feelings, as I have been since I met you. Two years, Jimmy. Two years. And now… just twenty-seven days!)
Anyway, there's a line from The Razor's Edge (I really hope they let you have it!) that goes like this:
"I was ravished with the beauty of the world. I'd never known such exaltation and such a transcendent joy. I had a strange sensation, a tingling that arose in my feet and traveled up to my head, and I felt as though I were suddenly released from my body and, as pure spirit, partook of a loveliness I had never conceived."
That's how you make me feel, every word, every letter. And now it's less than a month and we'll be together, face to face, touching each other, no longer just words and pictures. I can't help thinking about it, about you, what it will be like for us in those moments.
I wonder, too, if we'll be shy together, if it will be awkward and strange at first? But I really think it will be just as instant and magical as it has been from the beginning. Whatever connection we have, it's powerful, undeniable, and my heart beats with it. No one has ever known me, ever seen into me, like you have. I don't understand it, and I'm really learning to accept that I never will… and I don't need to.
I just feel it. That connection will carry us. It has to. I don't even imagine we'll make it to the bed, do you? I play it out in my head, a hundred different ways. I know you do, too. I can't even imagine what it's been like, five years without the sweet softness of a woman. Do you know what it does to me, just thinking about being the first woman you've touched in five years?
We couldn't stop it, you know. It's like a driving force between us now, can you imagine what it will be like when we come together? Come together… yes, come and come and come… I'm wet just imagining it.
I'll open the door, and there you'll be, your eyes dark with anticipation and lust, your bags in your hands. There might be a moment, a flicker of hesitation, your face a question, asking me, but you'll know, the minute I look into your eyes. How could you not? It's always been yes with you. My whole body is your "yes."
A skirt, that's what I'd wear for you. Short, yes, teacher-like, a button-down blouse so you could pop every one of them—just rip it down the front. Kick the door closed and come over here, baby, because I've got something warm and soft and wet for you to sink into. I'm so yours.
The hunger in your mouth on mine, your hands, pushing me, pulling me. There's a big armchair in the living room right here. You've got a picture of me sitting on the edge, wearing something similar, one knee crossed over the other. You asked me once if I was wearing panties in that photo—do you remember what I told you? I won't be wearing them when you show up at my door, either.
Wet and shaved smooth for you, just like you like it, and my dark hair pulled up and twisted around in the back. You love that teacher fantasy, don't you? I'll play anything you want me to, lover. Teacher, nurse, whore, you choose, but right now I'm just your Katie, trembling in your arms and aching to be taken and fucked.
And I know you want to and I know you will. Turn me around, Jimmy, bend me over the arm of that chair and shove my skirt up to my waist. The soft, round curve of my ass in your hands… can you feel it? We couldn't wait, I know it. I'd open my legs wide for you, reach around and grab my cheeks and spread them. Do you like what you see?
It's so pink inside, and it's been wet for hours because you're all I can think about, your cock buried in me to the hilt. I want it, and I'll show you where with my fingers, pressing deep into my cunt. Yes, my hot, wet cunt. That's what I am for you, and it's all yours—take it, baby. Fuck me until I can't breathe.
The sound of your belt buckle, the zip of your pants… god, what a sound! Can you hear the quivering moan of my anticipation, as I look over my shoulder at you? I can feel your fingers, rough and searching, finding the hole you want to fill, the one you've been aching for, dreaming about for years, the heaven you've come home to.
Is your cock hard for me, baby? Stroke it in your hand… rub it right against my pussy, up and down between those smooth, baby-soft lips. Can you feel the heat of it, the years of waiting, longing for just this moment, with me bent over and ready for you, wanting you like I've never wanted any other man? I've waited so long, and I know you've waited, too.
How long could we stay there, savoring the moment, before you plunged the steel heat of your cock into me? A minute? Two? It wouldn't be long before our appetites took over. Maybe I would moan and wiggle back, or beg you, "Please, Jimmy, don't tease me, baby. Put it in!" Or maybe it would be you, grabbing my hips and thrusting forward with a groan, saying my name as you sank into my flesh.
It doesn't matter who, or how, I just know that we couldn't wait, and we wouldn't stop until we were satisfied. It would be a wild, violent, frenzied fuck—you pounding into me, our flesh slapping together as I bent over the arm of the chair, feeling it move a little across the floor with each new thrust.
And I would beg you to fuck me. Harder, faster, deeper, more! I couldn't get enough, I can never have enough of you. There's no end to how much I want you, and the moment my pussy had you inside, I'd never want to let you go. The wet squeeze of my flesh around yours, can you feel it? Drawing you deeper, making you groan and grunt against me.
Do you see how my ass raises up in the air for you, me standing on my tiptoes, my body asking you for more? I can't help it. I'm helpless with lust, wanting you, feeling you fill me to my very depths. I'd grind back against you, rolling my hips, panting and gasping and moaning as you fucked me.
Fuck me, baby! God, please, don't ever stop.
But it couldn't go on that way, you know, burning so hot between us, for long—that delicious friction building, your cock swelling inside of me, my pussy clamping down on you with that velvet squeeze.
How long has it been since you've shot your cum inside of a woman? Since you've experienced that moment that every man lives for—burying yourself so deep inside of her that you can't tell where either of you begins or ends, that one ecstatic moment of bliss?
I want to be that woman—the one you take, fuck, and fill. Cum inside of me, baby. I want to feel you grip my hips so hard you leave bruises and shove your cock so far up into me I can almost taste your cum when you shoot it, waves of white-hot pleasure filling my cunt so full I can't contain it. Can you feel it seeping out around the edges, dripping down the weight of your balls?
So much cum in there for me… all for me. And I want every last drop. Promise me you'll save it for me, baby. Let me have it all.
Whew… I'm soaking wet now… my pussy is so swollen and I want you so much I can barely breathe. Twenty-seven days! Why does it feel like a lifetime? I can't stand another twenty-seven minutes, let alone twenty-seven days. One more red X on the calendar. One more day closer.
You make me crazy with wanting you. I say I can't wait, but I know I will. I have to. There's never been a man like you for me, and I don't think there ever will be again. Your journey home to me is almost over. And I'm waiting.
Love your,
Katie
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"You can't wear that!"
Lindsey glared at him, inwardly seething, her little fists clenched at her sides. I'll wear any damned thing I please, motherfucker! She gritted her teeth against the words, something in her daring them to come out.
"You want me to change, Daddy?," she asked sweetly, her voice dripping saccharine, her eyes veiled.
"If you ever want to leave this house, I suggest you put on something decent!" His gaze swept over the orange tube top and white satin shorts and she saw his eyes darken with something other than disapproval.
"Fine." Asshole! Who the fuck do you think you are? My father! Feh! Lindsey stormed back upstairs, grabbing her biggest purse, the floppy crocheted one with the flap on top. She wiggled her shorts off and shoved them in the bag, and after pulling the top over her head, she shoved that in, too. She found a pair of Capri pants and a t-shirt, yanking them quickly on and bounding back down the stairs again.
"Better, Daddy?" She made sure her voice remained high and light, but her eyes bored holes into his skull.
His eyes hesitated at her breasts, no bra to contain them, her nipples pointing skyward. Finally, he sighed, "Fine. What time should I tell your mother you'll be back?"
Whenever I want to be back, fuckhead.
"Midnight."
She slipped her sandals on and headed out the door, slinging her purse over her shoulder. In the garden behind the house, she stripped down to nothing in the beginning dusk, shoving her clothes into her purse. The white satin shorts and orange tube top were liberated from her oversized bag, and Lindsey wiggled them past her slim, naked hips, the shorts barely covering her bottom, the tube top simply accentuating the hardness of her nipples.
Mission completed, she saw their neighbor, old Mr. Finn, standing with a garden hose in his hand, his eyes wide, his mouth open. Lindsey gave him a wave as she passed the fence.
"Hey, Mr. Finn, how's it hangin'?"
He mumbled something and the hose jerked in his hand, sending water spewing skyward before he caught it again. She didn't stop to hear what he had to say. It was a half a mile walk, and she was already running late.
*****
Someone's dad built the treefort in one of the tall trees at the edge of the subdivision. It was secluded, down a well-worn path, fifteen feet off the ground with just a railing around the edge, the boards nailed to the side of the tree the only way up or down. Lindsey heard them before she saw them, someone's radio blasting not quite loud enough for the surrounding neighbors to call the cops.
"Coming up!" she called, putting her foot on the first board nailed into the trunk of the tree, and beginning to scale the side. There were three of them sitting up on a blanket spread over the platform, passing a bottle around. Brian, the one she'd met walking through the aisle at the grocery store earlier that day, gave her a wave and patted the platform next to him.
"Getting late," he said, draping his arm around her slight shoulders as she settled back against the railing. "Thought you might not show."
"My stepdad," she explained, her tone enough of an explanation. "I have to be home by midnight."
"Midnight?! What can you do by midnight?!" One of the other guys snorted—he was cute, too, although not as cute as Brian. His hair was curly and almost as dark as his eyes.
Lindsey took the bottle from him, meeting his eyes as she drank a swig, the alcohol making her eyes water before she passed it on to the third guy. He was smaller than the other two, his blonde hair almost as long as hers.
"Guess we just have to start earlier," Lindsey gasped, her throat still burning. The dark-haired guy gave her an appreciative look at her comeback, and they all laughed. That made her feel warmer than the alcohol.
They introduced themselves and passed the bottle again. The dark-haired guy was Ralph, a senior from Xavier. The quiet blonde said his name was Wayne. He looked older than the other two. Brian had already made his introductions earlier that day, when he'd invited her to this little party. She knew him by sight anyway, from the halls at school. He was a senior, like she was, at Chippewa.
"Hot enough for ya?" Ralph asked, peeling off his t-shirt and hanging it over the railing. "Christ, this summer is gonna be a bitch, and I have to spend it roofing with my uncle."
"Sun's going down," Wayne remarked and Lindsey glanced at him as he tipped the bottle toward her. "Should get a little cooler."
"Hey, dude, you were supposed to get me in on that gig." Brian's hand moved over her bare shoulder and Lindsey settled in closer, feeling a warm glow in the pit of her stomach. "It's gotta be better than stocking cans at the Sav-Way."
"Yeah." Ralph shrugged. He was across from Lindsey, leaning back and stretching both arms out to rest on the railing. "Still workin' on it."
There was a long silence that seemed to stretch into the coming night. Lindsey felt the coolness of the evening settling on her damp skin. They were all peeking glances at her—she felt Brian's eyes on her top, Wayne's moving over her legs, and Ralph's were focused between them. Her shorts were pressed between her pussy lips and she felt the seam riding there every time she moved.
"Oh I love this song!" She reached over Wayne to turn up the radio and felt him startle at the weight of her on him, her hand pressing into the meat of his thigh. Giving him a smile of apology, she eased her way off, and he smiled back.
"Gimme a hand," she said, turning to Brian. He did, and she used the leverage to pull herself to standing. The treefort seemed even higher when she could see the ground, so she closed her eyes, standing in the middle of the platform and swaying to the music.
She kicked off her sandals, dancing barefoot, letting the pulse of the music move her body, feeling them watching, even though she couldn't see them. She let herself go, undulating and swaying, her head back, her arms up, her long, blonde hair falling to her waist as she arched and rocked to the rhythm. All the while, she felt their eyes on her.
"Nice show..." Ralph remarked, his eyes following her as she collapsed, breathless, in the middle of the platform at the end of the song.
"I have to pee," Lindsey announced. "Where should I go?"
Brian waved his hand. "We just pee off the side."
"Oh." She looked around the circle and met each of their eyes, and then grinned. "I can give it a shot."
Standing up, Lindsey walked over to the railing, peering over the side at the fifteen foot drop below. The sun was really beginning to set now, spreading a pink hue over everything.
"I don't think I have the right equipment for this," she said with a little laugh, looking back at them over her shoulder. "Maybe I should just climb down..."
"We can help you," Ralph offered. He was standing next to her before she could say yes or no, his head jerking in Brian's direction, calling him over. "Here, let us hold you."
Lindsey looked up at him with wide eyes as he grasped her upper arm and Brian did the same on the other side. "Are you serious?"
"Sure." Ralph gave her a small smile. "Just pull your shorts down and go. We'll hold you."
They flanked her on either side as she slipped her shorts down over her hips, her eyes meeting Wayne's. He was still sitting in his spot, tipping up the bottle and watching.
"Don't drop me," she warned, grabbing onto them, her fingers hooking onto the waistband of their jeans. "You promise?"
"We got you," Brian assured her as she sank into a modified sitting position, her bare ass hanging over the railing, her thighs resting there, her feet not touching the platform. "Just go."
"I don't know if I can..." she laughed and then closed her eyes and bit her lip, concentrating hard. Ahhh, there! She let go in a gush, the sound of her release raining down on the underbrush below. The rush faded to a trickle and then stopped.
"Okay," she said, glancing between them. They were both looking down at her and she smiled. "Guess I have to drip dry."
The guys lifted her, pulling her easily back onto the platform. Her shorts puddled at her feet and she saw Wayne staring between her legs.
"Nice pussy," he remarked before tipping the bottle back again. Lindsey swallowed hard, seeing his eyes darken.
"You got a better view that we do," Ralph said with a short laugh, leaning forward to take a look. Lindsey flushed. "Oooo shaved... nice!"
"Yeah?" Brian leaned forward to look, too. "Oh man... yeah... nice..."
"Hey," she said, trying to reach for her shorts, but their grip on her arms restrained her. "Come on..."
"Bet it's nice and smooth," Ralph remarked, his breath hot against her cheek. "Can I feel?"
"Whoa, wait a minute..." she said, but his hand cupped her mound, rubbing his fingers roughly over her skin. "Guys... this..."
"Mmm nice and smooth," Ralph confirmed, making her gasp and struggle between them when he slid a finger between her lips. "Nice and wet, too..."
"Let me feel." Brian's hand replaced his friend's and Lindsey's eyes met Wayne's. He was watching them closely and now he had a hand cupped over a bulge in his jeans. "Oh baby, that's such a sweet little pussy... she's just begging to be fucked..."
Lindsey's heart was racing as she stood, caught between them, their fingers digging in tighter into her upper arms every time she moved.
"I've wanted to fuck you since I saw you coming down my aisle," Brian said into her ear, his finger sliding deeper up inside of her. "Those tight short shorts, and that skimpy little top..."
"Yeah, let's see what's under there," Wayne called, and Lindsey glanced at him long enough to see him unzipping his jeans and reaching a hand in. "I want to see her tits."
"Hey!" she cried when Ralph pulled the orange tube-top down to her waist, revealing the slight mounds of her breast with their pointed nipples.
"Just a handful," Wayne scoffed. She flushed at his words and when she looked at him, she saw his hand moving inside of his jeans. "Nice nips, though."
"Guys... wait, I think I should go..." she said, struggling to pull her top back up. Brian's fingers were still buried in her pussy, and both boys had a hand on her upper arm, gripping her between them, but Ralph's other hand was free, and he grabbed her wrist, keeping her from covering herself.
"I don't think so," Ralph said, shoving the tube top down even further, over her tiny waist. It caught at her hips, where Brian's hand worked slowly between her legs. "I think you need to stay right here a while. Don't you think so, guys?"
They all nodded and muttered their agreement, and Lindsey looked between them, eyes wide. All she could say was, "Please!" as Ralph pressed her to her knees on the blanket. Brian's fingers were gone from her pussy, but it didn't matter, because he bent her forward to her hands and knees and spread her lips to finger her again from behind. Her tube top was still caught around her waist, a bright band of color on her pale flesh in the fading light of the day.
"Oh god," she whimpered, pulling the blanket into her fists as she heard the sound of a zipper near her ear. Behind her, Brian's fingers slipped up and down her slit, opening it a little. The air felt cool between her legs, her bottom up, completely exposed to him. "Please, please, please..." she begged.
"Shhhhhhh." The words came from the other side, into her other ear, and she looked through the curtain of her hair to see Wayne stretching out beside her. His hand moved lightly over her shoulder and back, trailing his fingers over her skin. "It's okay..."
"Don't," she said, shaking her head, feeling Brian pressing something hard against her pussy. "Please!"
"Let's give that pretty mouth something else to do!" Ralph's hand moved in her hair, turning her head his way, and then his cock was in her mouth, pressing past the initial resistance of her lips, searching out the soft palate at the back of her throat with his heat.
"Oh fuck!" Brian groaned as he slid his cock between her smooth, wet lips, grabbing her slim hips in his hands and pulling, pushing himself in deeper. "Oh yeah, that's a hot little cunt!"
"Is she tight?" Wayne's voice came from Lindsey's other side, but she couldn't see him. She was too busy trying not to gag as Ralph thrust himself deeper into her mouth. There was a hand cupping and squeezing her breast, and she thought it must be Wayne, fingering her nipples, back and forth between the two as Brian began to fuck her.
"Oh yeahhhh," Brian groaned, pulling her back into the saddle of his hips. "Like a glove... god!"
Lindsey moaned around Ralph's cock, his hand going to the back of her head, shoving himself so deep she couldn't do anything but choke on his length. The fingers moved between her nipples, twisting and tugging, and she gasped for air when Ralph slid himself out of her mouth completely for a moment.
"Oh baby, yeah, that's it!" Brian shoved himself into her now, faster and harder, the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing around them through the trees. "Take that dick!"
Ralph slapped her cheeks with the wet length of him, making her gasp and squirm. He pumped it slowly from base to tip, teasing the head around her lips.
"That's good..." Wayne's voice was near her other ear, and she felt something against her thigh, a fast motion, the press of something spongy and wet, and knew he must he masturbating, rubbing himself against her leg as he watched her get fucked. "You like that cock, baby? I can't wait to shove mine into that wet little hole..."
"Me, first," Ralph insisted, grabbing her head and, using her hair to pull it back, shoving his cock back into her mouth. Lindsey groaned again, gagging as he thrust himself in deep. He held himself there, forcing the head into her throat until she could barely breathe.
"Ohhh baby, yeah," Brian moaned, his cock plunging hot and fast into her pussy. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Don't cum inside, man!" Ralph insisted. "I don't want no sloppy seconds."
"Make her swallow it," Wayne urged.
Brian groaned as he pulled out and there were hands on her, flipping her over on the blanket. Brian's jeans were in a pile behind her and he straddled her face, pressing his cock between her lips. He gave a few good thrusts and Lindsey's nails dug into his thighs, straining against him as she felt hands pressing her legs open and back.
"Ohhh yeah, swallow it, baby, swallow my cum!" he moaned, rocking into her throat, his cock exploding with his climax, sending hot, white jets streaming over her tongue. Lindsey whimpered but could do no more, feeling Ralph's cock sliding between her swollen pussy lips as she swallowed Brian's cum. He kept rocking in and out of her mouth, moaning softly, even after she had swallowed it all.
"Hey, gimme some of that." Wayne nudged Brian and she saw him looming above her, his cock in hand, outlined by the trees above in the fading sunlight.
With a sigh, Brian rolled off her and leaned back against the railing while Wayne straddled her face, pressing his cock to her lips. She felt her top bunched up around her ribs now and she caught only a brief sight of Ralph rutting between her legs, his eyes closed, head back. His cock, thick and swollen, moved deep inside of her.
Lindsey moaned and tried to turn her head when Wayne's cock met her lips, but his fingers gripped her jaw, turning her toward the meaty head and slipping it into her mouth. Lindsey couldn't do anything but take it. Luckily, Wayne was nowhere near as big as Ralph or Brian, and he could shove himself to the back of her throat without making her gag.
"Come on, man," Brian urged and she saw him out of the corner of her eye, slipping his pants on.
"She's so tight!" Ralph groaned and Lindsey felt him gripping her thighs, spreading them wider as he leaned his weight into her.
"Yeah, I know." Brian grinned as Wayne rocked in and out of Lindsey's mouth, groaning all the while.
Ralph's fingers dug into her flesh and he gave a deep thrust, shuddering against her. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Hey, no fair!" Brian cried. "Not inside!"
"Fuck!" Ralph groaned, pulling his cock out of her mid-stream, his cum christening her exposed clit. The next wave was strong and shot across her belly, leaving a thick rope of cum from navel to pussy. The next shot right against her pussy again, the hot pulse making Lindsey moan and squirm under Wayne's weight.
"My turn!" Wayne gasped, moving down and settling himself between her thighs as Ralph moved aside, still panting and looking dazed.
"Please," Lindsey gasped, trying to sit up as Wayne aimed his cock between her legs.
"Oh, no, you don't," Ralph said, hauling his pants up with one hand. "We all get a turn, that's only fair."
"Oh god!" Lindsey cried as he grabbed one of her arms and held it down while Brian grabbed the other.
"Hurry, Wayne," Brian urged, his eyes moving over Lindsey's face. She looked down and saw Wayne looking at her pussy, his fingers moving over her lips, Ralph's cum making her slick. "Come on, put it in, fuck her!"
"Okay, okay," Wayne murmured, biting his lip, his eyes closing the moment he slipped his cock head between her lips. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck!"
"Yeah," Brian grinned at Ralph over Lindsey's head. "I know."
Lindsey looked back and forth between them, pleading with her eyes. "Please, you guys... I..."
"Be a good girl," Ralph murmured, watching Wayne press her legs back and thrust his hips into her. "It'll be over soon."
Brian chuckled, seeing the look on Wayne's face. "Very soon."
"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" Wayne whispered, his breath coming hard and fast as he fucked her. She felt him swelling inside of her, as if he were going to burst. "Baby, that's so good... oh god..."
Lindsey squirmed against their hold, the motion of her hips rocking Wayne between her legs. He gasped, his eyes flying open, and grabbed her thighs, arching against her with a loud groan.
"Hey!" Brian cried, watching as Wayne shuddered between Lindsey's legs, filling her with his cum. She felt it beginning to leak out of her pussy, so much of it! It was running down the crack of her ass. "No fair!"
"Sorry!" Wayne gasped, panting and still gripping her thighs. "I couldn't help it!"
Lindsey rolled to her belly with a groan, seeing her shorts and grabbing them. She pulled her top quickly up and tugged her shorts on, which only accentuated the sticky mess between her legs. She didn't look at any of them, and they didn't say anything to her, either. She just picked up her bag and shoved her shoes in, swinging herself down and feeling for the ladder with her bare toes.
"See you in school on Monday!" Brian called down the ladder as she reached the bottom. She didn't reply, starting down the path toward home, but she heard him say something like, "What did I tell you about her?"
When Lindsey snuck behind the house, she noted that her mother's car was there beside her stepfather's. In the garden again, she stripped down to nothing, this time under cover of darkness. Her shorts were soaking wet with their cum and she lifted the silky material to her face, inhaling deeply. These were the shorts that got Brian's attention in the first place, she remembered, smiling. They hadn't ever failed her.
Her pussy was still dripping, swollen. She leaned her back against the cool side of the house, her bare feet spread wide, and touched herself, remembering. Pressing her shorts to her nose, she could smell them all as she rubbed at her throbbing clit with her thumb, her fingers moving in and out of her aching pussy. She could still feel their cocks, in her pussy, in her mouth.



"'That's a hot little cunt!'" she whispered, rubbing faster, the slippery sounds of her pussy filling the garden. "'Take that dick!'" She found the crotch of her shorts, the smell strong there, the material wet. She pressed it to her tongue, tasting cum and her own juices. "'Be a good girl... oh... oh yes... oh...'" Her climax was coming, and she worked for it, sucking at the material now, her words muffled. "'Swallow my cum!'" 
Her back arched and she quivered against the side of the house, burying her hand deep into her pussy as she came, her muscles spasming again and again. The image of them taking her, fucking her, wanting her, all those cocks... she trembled and leaned against the side of the house for support, the memory making her weak and breathless.
Lindsey inhaled the smell of them again before shoving the shorts into her purse and taking out the clothes she had worn for her stepfather's benefit. When she slipped through the side door, her feet dirty and bare, she heard them talking in the living room. Trying to sneak up the back stairs, she gasped when she heard her stepfather's voice behind her.
"You're home early."
"Yeah," Lindsey agreed with a shrug. "So?"
"You stay out of trouble?" he asked, frowning. His eyes were moving over her, like they always did. 
"Of course," she replied innocently, continuing up the stairs to her room. She dug into her purse and found her shorts. She fingered the material with a smile, remembering, knowing she would have to hand-wash them again, so her mother wouldn't discover, before next time.
-----
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"Why don't you stay in the car?" Her mother was asking, but the tone wasn't a question, it was a demand. "I'm just going to pick up your father's dry cleaning."
"He's not my father." Lindsey pulled at her tube top—this one was red, but she was wearing the shorts, white satin, no panties. Her stepfather was out of town for business and hadn't been around to put the kabash on her clothing choices. It was the outfit that she was sure her mother didn't want anyone to see. 
Her mother sighed. "I'll leave the keys, you can listen to the radio."
"Fine." Lindsey turned it up full blast, closing her eyes, leaning the seat back and putting her feet up on the dashboard. The air was on in the car, but the sun was still warm on her bare legs. The seam of her shorts was rubbing between her thighs and it felt good, making her squirm in her seat. She couldn't wait to get home from "running errands." She wanted to call Brian and see if he could meet at the tree fort, because she was so horny she could barely stand it.
She thought she might have dozed off. A different song was playing when she leaned up and peeked out the window to see if she could see her mother. 
"What the hell is she doing?" Lindsey muttered, grabbing the keys out of the ignition and her purse off the floor, storming barefoot across the parking lot. The bells over the door tinkled as she swept it open, finding her mother standing at the counter talking to the owner. 
"They've lost your father's blue blazer," her mother said with a frustrated sigh.
"No lose!" The man was clearly foreign, trying to explain something to her mother in two different languages. 
"Whatever!" Lindsey waved her mother's words away. "And he's not my father." She turned to the kid behind the counter. He was about her age, kinda cute, she noted, and most definitely staring at her bare midriff and long legs. "I have to pee. Do you have a bathroom?"
"In the back," the kid offered. Lindsey padded after him, leaving her mother and the owner to work things out. He pulled open a door that said: Employees Only.
"Gee, I must be special, huh?" Lindsey flashed him a smile as she turned on the light and tossed her purse on the floor.
"We don't usually let customers—" the kid's voice trailed off and he stood open-mouthed as he watched her pull her shorts down and sit on the toilet to pee. 
"What's the matter?" Lindsey asked, pulling toilet paper off the roll and wiping. "Never seen a girl pee before?"
He shook his head, eyes wide and staring between her legs as she pulled up her shorts and flushed the toilet. Lindsey washed her hands at the sink, glancing at him in the mirror. He was still standing in the doorway, transfixed. Plucking her purse from the floor, Lindsey shuffled through and found some lip gloss. She leaned way over the sink to the mirror, up on her tiptoes, rolling the tip of the tube over her lips. 
"Uh… I guess I should get back up front…" He cleared his throat, moving to shut the door. His eyes were still between her legs and Lindsey could feel the pull in the seam of her shorts and knew they were riding up between her pussy lips. It all felt too good to stop.
"Or…" Lindsey smacked her lips together, tossing the lip gloss into her purse and turning to face him with a smile. She slid up slowly onto the sink and swung her bare feet. "You could come in, shut the door, and fuck my brains out."
"I… uh…" His hesitation told her everything she needed to know. Lindsey hopped off the sink and came toward him, reaching past him to shut the door, forcing him fully into the room. His eyes were still glazed, stunned, and he licked his lips as he looked down at her. "I don't even know you."
"I'm Lindsey," she said, cupping the bulge she knew would be in his jeans. "Who are you?"
"Fred…" His eyes widened even more the moment her hand began to rub at his stiff cock.
"Now we know each other," Lindsey murmured, dropping to her knees and unzipping his pants. "Let's fuck." 
"Oh my god," he groaned when she freed his cock and put it into her mouth. She sucked him completely hard, until he was bouncing back up the moment she let him go, and then turned around and bent over the sink.
"You want to pull down my shorts?" she asked, looking back over her shoulder at him.
"Yeah," he said hoarsely, glancing toward the door with his cock in his hand. "Shit, I could get fired for this."
Lindsey grinned, meeting his eyes in the mirror. "And my mother's out there waiting for me. Aren't we just so bad?"
His hands moved over the silky material, rubbing it between her legs. Lindsey bit her lip and arched against his probing fingers.
"Come on," she urged, reaching between her legs and pulling her shorts aside to show him her shaved pussy. "Just put it in and fuck me."
He cocked his head to peer between her legs, his hand moving up and down his shaft. Lindsey sighed, reaching her hand back and spreading her lips with two fingers. 
"Here, Fred," she said with a whistle, sliding one of her fingers into her pussy. "Right here, boy."
The head of his cock touched her pussy, nudging her finger aside. Their eyes met in the mirror and he frowned, swallowing hard. 
"I…" he started, and then cleared his throat.
"Let me guess," she wiggled back against his cock head, feeling the tip easing its way between her lips. "You've never done this before?"
He shook his dark head, looking down to where his cock was disappearing into her flesh. "Got close, a couple times, with a few girls, but…"
"Well just think of the story you'll have to tell all your friends," Lindsey murmured, going up on her toes and arching back, feeling more of his shaft slip into her. "How for your very first time, you fucked some hot little slut in the bathroom at work…"
Fred gasped as Lindsey reached around for his thigh, pulling him completely into her pussy and squeezing him there. 
"Fuck me, Fred," she insisted, grabbing onto the edge of the sink, her eyes bright as they met his startled ones in the mirror. "Fuck me until you cum inside my tight little cunt—and you better hurry, before your boss or my mommy decide to come looking for us."
"Condoms," Fred squeaked, and Lindsey used her not inconsiderable pussy muscles to squeeze his cock hard, making him jerk inside her and eliciting a low groan from his lips. 
"To hell with condoms, Fred." She rolled her eyes, rocking her hips back against him, moving his cock in and out of her wetness. "I can't get pregnant…"
"But…" His hands went to her rolling hips, his eyes looking down between them, where his cock was spreading her wide. 
"Worried about diseases, Fred?" she sighed, slapping her ass back into him, making him gasp and clutch her ass. "Let's just live fucking dangerously, what do you say?"
"Oh hell," he murmured, his eyes closing as his hips began to move. 
"That's right," Lindsey murmured, pulling her top down and squeezing her nipples. "Fuck me good, baby… give me that hard cock."
His movements were jerky and unsure and Lindsey sighed again, working her hips back into his. Her pussy was swollen and soaking wet, but she knew it would be over far too soon for her to cum. He was already panting and gripping her ass so hard his knuckles were white. 
"When a girl tells you to fuck her…" Lindsey reached back for his thigh again, driving him deep inside. "She means it. Now, fuck me!"
He groaned and shoved her into the sink with his next thrust. 
"Yeah!" she cried, spreading wider. "Come on, Freddie, do it hard!" 
Finally, he gave her what she wanted, his hips bucking her against the sink, burying his cock in her to the hilt again and again. Wouldn't be long now, she knew, seeing his eyes in the mirror. He was watching her tits bounce through half-closed eyes as he fucked her, and she was glad she had pulled down her top.
"Oh god!' he moaned, leaning forward onto her as he came. She felt the surge and swell of him, a thick pulse inside her tight, wet hole. She bit her lip and squeezed him, slowly, rhythmically, making him gasp and squirm against her as she milked him for all she was worth. She wanted every last drop of his cum.
"That's a good Freddie," she murmured, tilting her hips forward and feeling him slip out of her. She turned and patted him lightly on his flushed cheek. He leaned back against the wall for support, gasping for breath, his eyes glazed. "Now you can say that you fucked a girl… how about that?"
Lindsey pulled up her top and grabbed her purse. Yanking the door open, she peeked around the corner. Her mother was still haggling with the owner! Adjusting her shorts, she strode back out front, past them both.
"I'll be in the car," she told her mother on the way by, straight-arming the door. 
When she got into the passenger's side, she scrunched down in her seat, keeping an eye on the dry cleaner's. The crotch of her shorts was soaked from her own juices and Fred's cum. She rubbed the material between her swollen lips, her fingers pressing them into the wetness. 
Putting her feet up on the dashboard, Lindsey pulled her shorts aside and plunged her fingers into her pussy. Fred's cum was thick and copious, leaking out of her hole. She scooped out as much of it as she could and licked it off her fingers first, moaning at the taste and smell of it and rubbing the seam of her shorts over her clit with her other hand as she did. 
"My first cherry," she murmured with a laugh, remembering, still delighted at how surprised he had been. She wanted to take her shorts off, to lick them clean, but didn't dare, with her mother about to come out of the store. Instead, she pulled them aside and fingered her sopping pussy, her thumb moving over her aching clit, taking herself closer and closer to the edge. 
"Oh yeah, fuck me hard, baby," she moaned softly, looking out the window, still watching for her mother with half-closed eyes. "Use that little cunt!" 
She was nearing climax when she saw him out of the corner of her eye. There was a man standing next to the passenger's side window, looking down at her as she played with herself. His eyes were wide and he was carrying a bucket of Kentucky Fried Chicken in his hands, clearly just returning to his car. 
Lindsey grinned up at him, grabbing her top and pulling it down, too, as she rubbed herself. 
"You want a show, baby?" she whispered, moving her hand aside so he could see her pussy completely as she circled her clit. The look on his face, something caught between shock and deep lust, sent her flying over the edge, and she came so hard she had to grit her teeth against it, squeezing her eyes shut as her body bucked and rolled on the seat. 
Breathing hard, she opened her eyes to see his hand cupping a bulge in his jeans. She grinned, wondering if there was time… but then she saw her mother hurrying across the parking lot in her business suit and heels, carrying dry cleaning bags over her shoulder.
Lindsey gave the man a wink, pulling her top back up and adjusting her shorts, putting her feet back on the floor. He was still staring at her as she licked her fingers clean.
"Hi, Mom," she said when the driver's side door opened. She heard her mother saying something to the man, but couldn't quite hear it. "What was that all about?"
"Didn't you see that man staring at you?" her mother frowned, holding her hand out for the keys. Lindsey dug through her purse for them, glancing out the window to see the man pulling quickly away. 
"No," Lindsey replied innocently, handing her mother the keys. "Was he?"
"You young girls," her mother sighed, starting the car. "So unaware…"
Lindsey hid her smile, closing her eyes and leaning her head back. She couldn't help wiggling a little against the seat, and knew there might even be a wet spot there on her stepfather's BMW upholstery. 
"Did they find his blazer?" Lindsey asked, not opening her eyes.
"Yes," her mother replied. "Finally! Thank goodness, because you know how your father gets. It was that young kid who finally found it. I gave him a little extra tip."
"You too?" Lindsey murmured, still smiling. 
She could feel her mother's silence and Lindsey quickly covered, opening her eyes and saying, "He's not my father. I wish you would quit saying that." 
"Oh Lindsey," her mother said with a sigh. "Why do you have to be so difficult?"
"Gee, Mom, I don't know…" Lindsey frowned, glaring out the window. "Maybe I was just born that way."
-----
>^,,^< 
-----
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She changed in the bathroom at school. She kept her blouse on, but she unbuttoned the top and bottom three buttons, leaving only the middle two fastened and tying the shirt tails up high around her ribs. Her denim shorts got shoved into her purse and the white satin ones went on over her bare bottom. She snapped the elastic band and turned to look at herself over her shoulder in the full length mirror with a satisfied grin. That should do it. When she bent forward, the shorts rode up between her thighs, exposing the swell of her behind quite nicely. That should do for at least a three-day vacation!
Her eyes bright, Lindsey put her hands on her knees, bit her lip, and looked back over her shoulder, whispering, "I've been a very bad girl!" to the mirror. Then she grinned and slapped her own ass hard enough to leave a red handprint there before grabbing her purse and heading to her first hour class. The halls were practically empty, since the first bell had already rung, and her clogs made a clatter on the tile floor as she hustled around the corner.
She had English first hour and had no doubt about the reaction she was going to get wearing her shorts and the lecture that would ensue about the school's dress code. Grinning in anticipation, Lindsey tugged her shorts up a little higher between her legs, feeling the hot pulse that was beating there already. The computer lab was just a few doors away from her first hour, a few of the screens still on, glowing blue in the darkened room and Lindsey slowed to peer inside.
Computers was the only class she had ever cared about or earned an "A" in. She knew Mr. Ryan had a prep period this hour, but she turned on the light and called his name anyway. No one answered. She stared at one of the screens for a moment, considering, and then shut the light off again, slipping into the room and closing the door.
She had quickly learned how to bypass the school's Internet security. It was a simple parental control device, easily diverted with a few backdoor tricks. Lindsey's fingers paused on the keyboard at the image search engine, and then typed: "hot fuck." Twenty full-color thumbnail images popped up, most of them depicting a wet cunt getting good and fucked with a nice, thick cock. She could feel her own pussy beginning to throb as she scanned through the photos.
Ohhhh, there's one—a wet, shaved pussy with a nice hard cock pressing against the round center of her ass. Lindsey squirmed in her seat, clicking the picture to enlarge it. God, that's a nice cock! She wiggled in her seat, feeling the heat between her thighs increasing as she clicked on the "video" search option. Pictures were nice, but live action? Oh, so much better...
"Yes!" she whispered, leaning forward to get a better view of the action. His cock was incredible—big and thick, with a fat, ridged head. She licked her lips, watching as the spongy head pressed against the tight ring of the girl's asshole. The blonde's hands were holding her cheeks open for him. Searching for the sound, Lindsey found the dial and turned it up, hearing the blonde moan, "Ohhhh god, wait! It's too big—I can't take it!"
"Yes you can..." Lindsey encouraged the girl on the screen, slipping her hand down under her shorts. Her pussy was already wet and swollen in anticipation, and she parted her lips, rubbing her little clit with one finger as she watched the blonde try to take more of the cock in her ass.
"Please, god, I can't!" The blonde on the screen moaned, but she lifted her ass in the air and spread wider as he thrust forward, the head of his cock slipping into her tight hole. Lindsey moaned, her finger moving faster, and then the clip ended.
"Damn!" Using her left hand, she pointed the mouse to the next "free clip" and clicked. She tickled her clit with her finger as she waited for it to download. Biting her lip, she slipped her hand under her blouse, tweaking her nipple with a shiver as the movie clip started to play. The blonde was really getting pounded in this one, moaning loudly into the bed.
"Oh yeah!" Lindsey rubbed faster, watching through half-closed eyed. "Fuck that ass..." She had a sudden urge to be filled, and slipped her fingers down, plunging them into her wetness. Nowhere near as good as a cock, but it still felt good. Fingering herself faster, she strummed her clit with her thumb, spreading her legs wide in the chair.
"Ooo yeah, come in my ass!" The blonde moaned and Lindsey moaned, too, feeling her own asshole twitch at the thought. She worked her pussy harder, her breath a fast pant. God, she wanted to come so bad...
"Lindsey!"
Mr. Ryan flipped on the light switch, standing wide-eyed in the doorway. She sighed, slipping her fingers out of her pussy. Mr. Ryan's mouth worked, but no sound was coming out. His face turned another shade of red when she slid her hand out of her shorts. With a small smile, she licked her fingers, waiting for him to say something.
"Lindsey..." He cleared his throat, running a hand through his dark hair. "I think you'd better go to the principal's office."
"I thought you'd never ask." She grabbed her backpack and followed him down the hall. The principal's office was nearly empty and Lindsey sat across from a dark-skinned black man who looked like he was on his way to a parade. His white uniform practically glowed next to the darkness of his skin.
"Wait here!" Mr. Ryan directed her with a frown, knocking on Mr. Miller's door.
"I'm not going anywhere." Lindsey shrugged, pulling her knees up to chest and resting her chin on them. She glanced over at the guy sitting across from her and noticed him looking at her. Smiling, she slid her legs back down, slipping down in the chair and letting her legs fall open a little. She saw his eyebrows go up, and he lifted his gaze to her face.
"You're a very pretty girl."
She shrugged. "Yeah? So?"
He adjusted his white hat, still meeting her eyes. "So you don't have to do that to get attention."
Lindsey frowned, snapping her legs together and sitting straight up. "Do what?"
"You know what."
"What are you all dressed up for—a parade or something?" Lindsey squinted at him and saw he was wearing a name tag: Lieutenant Zachary Davis.
"I'm a recruiter."
"For what?" Lindsey snorted, looking him up and down. Even the man's shoes were white! "The Pillsbury Dough Boy?!"
He raised an eyebrow in her direction. "The U.S. Navy."
"So you're... what... a sailor?"
"On a nuclear submarine, but yes." He cocked his head at her. "Do you have any interest in the Navy?"
She rolled her eyes. "Only if we're at war."
"We are."
"Yeah, well... not here we're not."
"So what are you interested in...Lindsey?"
He'd obviously been paying attention. She leaned forward, putting her elbows on her knees and her chin in her hands. "Sex... Zach."
"Is that all?"
"No..." She glanced over at the secretary, who was rifling through papers at her desk, but clearly listening to them. "I also like pina coladas and getting caught in the rain."
He laughed. "But are you into health food?"
"Are you kidding me?" Lindsey smiled back. "I live on Twinkies and Taco Bell."
"Kraft Macaroni and Cheese, here."
She grinned back at him. "I love that stuff."
"What else do you love?"
"Hm..." Lindsey fidgeted. "I love dogs... but I'm not allowed to have one."
"How come?"
"My parents." She sighed.
"Are you a senior?"
"Yes." Pulling a pack of gum out of her bag, she slid a stick out with her teeth.
"Eighteen?"
She offered him a piece. "Yep."
He shook his head. "So you'll be out on your own soon and can make up your own mind about whether or not you want a dog."
"I can't wait!" She crumpled the wrapper and slid the stick of gum between her teeth.
He sat forward a little. "So... what else do you love?"
"You're weird."
He shrugged. "Just a question."
The silence stretched for a moment, and then Lindsey said softly, "Snow."
"What else?"
"Argyle socks...and you know those little machines that sell those toys in grocery stores?" She snapped her gum. He nodded. "I love those. I still have to put a quarter in one every time I go."
He laughed. "What else?
"Twizzlers." She smiled. "And the blues."
He looked surprised for the first time. "Who's your favorite?"
"I like Stevie Ray Vaughan and Eric Clapton... old stuff."
He snorted. "Old, eh?"
"My favorite, lately, though, is Kenny Wayne Shepard."
"Really?"
"Really."
"Well that's a strange coincidence..." His grin grew wider. "I happen to have tickets to Kenny Wayne Shepard playing at the Palladium on Friday."
"You do not!"
"I actually do."
"Really?"
"Want to go?"
"Are you serious?"
"Would the Pillsbury Doughboy kid you?"
"Lindsey!" It was Mr. Ryan calling from the principal's office. She'd almost forgotten about him!
"Here's my number." Lindsey grabbed her crumpled gum wrapper and opened it, scribbling furiously. "Call me. I have to go get paddled."
"Excuse me?" Zach raised his eyebrows as she grabbed her backpack.
"Lindsey!" It was Mr. Miller this time, his face already red.
"I've been a bad girl." She smirked, nudging Zach's shoulder with her hip as she passed. She didn't look back, but she had the strong feeling that he was watching her ass wiggle in her shorts as she walked toward where Mr. Miller and Mr. Ryan were flanking the principal's office door.
"Lindsey—" Mr. Miller shook his head as he waved her in.
"I know, I know." She snapped her gum, throwing her backpack on the floor and flopping into the chair next to his desk. "Save the lecture, Dad."
Mr. Miller nodded to Mr. Ryan. "Thanks for bringing her down, Jim." Mr. Ryan sighed, pulling the door closed as he left.
"So what do I get today?" She grinned at him, turning sideways a little in the chair and throwing one leg over the side. "Please tell me it's a spanking along with my ticket to ride the ol' suspension train!"
"You're a very difficult girl, Lindsey." Mr. Miller cleared his throat as he sat in his chair, shaking his salt and pepper head and straightening his tie.
"I know." She fixed him with her gaze as her hand slid down between her legs, pulling her shorts aside. "That's why you like me so much."
"Hey..." His eyes focused between her legs as she spread her lips, showing him pink. She was still glistening wet from touching herself in the computer room and her pussy ached.
"Oh Mr. Miller..." She slid two fingers into her wetness, pulling them out and smearing them over her lips. "I've been so, so bad. I deserve everything you can give me..." Lindsey stood and leaned over to whisper into his ear. "And I mean...everything." Her still-sticky hand slipped over the crotch of his trousers, feeling his erection. He was hard, and had probably been that way since Mr. Ryan came into his office.
"Come on, Mr. Principal." Lindsey turned and bent over his desk, lifting her ass in the air. "You know I deserve it."
"Please!" Mr. Miller stood, glancing out the window and turning the blinds closed. He passed the door and pushed the button on it, locking it. She smiled, resting her cheek on his blotter with a happy sigh. "You really... need to stop. You are going to get in trouble with more than just me, one of these days."
"I can only hope." She felt his hand moving over the satiny softness of her shorts as he stepped in behind her. Closing her eyes, she spread her thighs a little wider, her pussy aching. She could barely wait for him to touch her—but it didn't take long. He yanked her shorts down to her knees, his hand coming down hard against her behind.
"What were you looking at while you were touching yourself, Lindsey?" His hand met her ass again and she whimpered and sighed.
"Nice big fat cocks." She arched, lifting her ass up for him.
"You're so bad." He smacked her again and she gasped, feeling his fingers probing her slit. "My god...you're soaking wet!"
"Can't help it." She tried to squeeze his fingers, pull them deeper inside of her. "I soooo want to be fucked."
"Do you?" His fingers slid in deeper and she moaned softly. "You want a big, fat cock shoved up here?"
"Yes." Lindsey shivered, her nipples hard against the desk. "But yours will have to do today."
"You little bitch!" His hand came down so hard on her ass that she yelped, tears stinging her eyes. She heard him unzipping, adjusting as he slipped the head of his cock between her swollen lips. He grabbed her hips, sinking himself deep into her pussy. Biting her lip, she tried not to smile in triumph and hid her face in her arms, whimpering instead.
"Mr. Miller!" Her pussy throbbed around his dick—god she wanted something bigger. She hadn't been kidding. He was average, and all right, but her pussy wanted so much more! What he lacked in size he was just going to have to make up in roughness.
"Let's see how you like that," he growled, thrusting hard into her—but nowhere near hard enough. Lindsey slid her hand between her legs, finding the aching button of her clit. One finger, back and forth, as he fucked her. That was good. Oh yes, that was very good. She shivered, her face flushing with pleasure.
"Is that all you got, Mr. Miller?" She taunted him as he rocked into her, grunting.
"You little slut," he whispered, his fingers gripping her slender hips.
"Am I?"
He drove forward hard, slamming her into the desk. "You nasty, dirty, fucking little whore!"
"Oooo yeah." Lindsey panted, squirming to keep her hand down between her thighs, rubbing her clit. "You tell me, Mr. Miller. You make that bad girl learn her lesson."
"Fuck!" He groaned, slamming into her harder, the slick slap of their flesh filling the room. Lindsey smiled dreamily, wondering if the secretary could hear them.
"That's right, Principal Miller." She closed her eyes, panting, her finger pushing her clit closer and closer toward climax. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Can you fuck me harder, old man?"
"Goddamnit!" He slammed into her, fucking her forward on the desk. His hand came down over her ass, slapping her hard. "Shut up you little whore!"
"Yeah!" Lindsey wiggled under the weight and thrust of him. "You tell that bad girl!"
"I said..." He smacked her ass again. "Keep..." SMACK "Your..." SMACK "Mouth..." SMACK "Shut!" SMACK
"Make me!" She gasped, grabbing the edge of his desk to keep from slipping as he pounded into her.
"I'll make you, all right." He grabbed her by the hair, pulling her back as he sat in his desk chair, keeping her seated right on his cock as he yanked her into his lap. He ground his hips up into her flesh, making her grip the sides of his chair. His fist tightened in her hair and he shoved her off his lap onto the floor. Tears sprung to her eyes as he jerked her head forward by her hair, forcing her lips to his cock. "Let's keep that nasty little mouth busy, what do you say?"
She didn't say anything—just tucked her gum to the side, took his cock between her lips, and sucked, slipping her fingers down to rub her clit while she did. He groaned, thrusting deep into her throat. He was nowhere too big to handle—the perfect suckable size, really—and she devoured him, her throat working, tears still leaking out of the corners of her bleary eyes.
"You're gonna swallow my cum, you fucking little slut!"
Her pussy throbbed at his words and she shoved her fingers up inside, fucking herself as she let him use her mouth. She was so close, and the feel of him swelling, the low grunting noises he made as he arched into her throat, pushed her closer and closer to the edge.
"Take it!" He gagged her with his cock, shooting cum so far back into her throat she had to struggle not to choke on it. Lindsey closed her eyes and swallowed, nudging her clit the last little bit toward her own climax. It shuddered through her as she licked the head of him, moaning and teasing the last bit of hot, white stuff from the tip.
She licked her lips, watching him struggle to pull up his pants. He stood to zip up, glancing down at her with a sigh. "You're going home, you know."
"Yep." She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and stood, hitching up her shorts and sitting in the chair next to his desk again. "What am I getting suspended for today?"
He sat at his desk, pulling out the yellow pre-printed pad that he wrote suspensions up on. Stopping with his pen poised above it, he cocked his head at her. "Fighting?"
"I can live with that." She snapped her gum. It tasted like his cum.
"Three days." He tore the slip off and handed it to her. "Please try to behave yourself when you come back."
She grinned, shoving the slip into her backpack. "I'll try." Out in the lobby, the secretary gave her a dirty look, but Lindsey didn't pay any attention. The recruiter—Zach—was gone. Her stomach gave a little disappointed lurch, but then she remembered that he had her number.
He'll call.
Of course he would. Who wouldn't?
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The look on her stepfather's face when Zach came to pick her up would have made the whole night worth it, even if the rest of it hadn't gone as well as it did. Lindsey wasn't quite ready, and he was early—something she hadn't planned for at all. The doorbell rang just as she was tucking the tail ends of her sheer black lace blouse into her blue jean miniskirt—ends that she would later tie up to expose her midriff, after she was out of the house, of course. When she heard her stepfather say, "I'll get it," Lindsey bolted for the stairs.
"That's okay, it's for me!" Her high heels clattered on the linoleum as she slid into the kitchen, grabbing her purse from the table and surprising her mother standing at the sink doing the dinner dishes. Lindsey knew she was going to be too late, and she was. Her stepfather was saying something about the Watchtower, and then she heard Zach say her name.
"I'll be home by curfew." Lindsey edged by her stepfather, smiling at Zach who stood tall in the porch light. No navy whites tonight—just jeans and a soft gray shirt.
"Lindsey? Is everything—" Her mother stopped at the doorway, the dish towel she was drying her hands with stopping as she saw Zach standing on the porch. "Oh. Hello."
"Hello Mrs. Anderson." Zach gave her what Lindsey would call a parent-placating smile. He'd obviously been taking notes when she talked to him on the phone earlier. "I'm taking Lindsey over to the Palladium to see Kenny Wayne Shepard. We'll be back no later than one."
Lindsey saw her parents exchange uneasy glances. She rolled her eyes, knowing they were entirely too politically correct to object, but that she would hear all about it later. "Yes, that's right, I'm going on a date with a nee-gro." She turned her face up to Zach, whose eyebrows raised slightly at her words. "This is the new millennium, okay? Just remember it could be worse—he could be from another planet or something."
"How do you know I'm not?" Zach was laughing. She could feel it when she pressed back against him, urging him down the steps with her body. Her stepfather's face was twisted between fear and rage, and she rather liked the look—not that she hadn't seen it before or anything. She grabbed Zach's hand, and noticed how it swallowed her own as she pulled him toward the car parked on the curb.
"Nice ride." She laughed out loud when he opened the passenger side of the black Camaro for her, glancing back and waving at her parents, still standing shell-shocked in the doorway. "You don't have to lay it on that thick! They're not going to like you, no matter what you do."
Lindsey tossed her purse in and followed it, flipping down the visor and putting on lip gloss as Zach went around to his side. The car smelled like oranges and sandalwood, and was absolutely spotless. He put the key in the ignition and started the car and cold air blew over her face. When he pulled his seatbelt over, he glanced at her.
"Strap in." He nodded toward her belt.
Lindsey made a face, rubbing her full, glossy lips together. "I live dangerously."
"Not with me, you don't." Zach reached over her for the seatbelt. His body was warm, and his breath sweet, she noticed, as he clicked her belt into place.
"I thought a Navy boy would be a little more adventurous!" she scoffed, flipping the visor up as he put the car into gear. Her parents were still standing in the doorway. She wondered for a moment what they were saying—but really, she already knew. It thrilled her.
"Gotta draw a line somewhere." Zach pulled slowly away from the house, glancing in his rearview mirror. "So, tell me—what percentage of you decided to go out with me tonight based on the fact that I'm black?"
Lindsey shook her head, giving him a sly smile as she fished a pack of gum out of her purse. "Don't flatter yourself. It was the Shepard tickets that hooked me from the start. The black thing was just a nice bonus."
"And here I thought it was my witty charm and incredibly good looks." He snorted, flashing a bright smile.
"They didn't hurt ya." She winked as she crumpled the stick of gum into her mouth, wadding the wrapper and putting it in the little bag hanging from the cigarette lighter.
He glanced over at her as she pulled her shirt out of her skirt. "Neither did yours."
"Gotta accentuate the positive." Lindsey unbuttoned the bottom buttons of her black lace shirt, tying the ends up tight under her little breasts, making them look fuller. Her bra was black under the sheer blouse and she considered taking it off and stowing it in her purse, but thought that might be too risqué, even for the Palladium. "So what do you think?"
Zach's eyes moved over her as she turned to him, holding out her arms as if to say, "taa-daa!" He shook his head, smiling. "Isn't that skirt a little long for you?"
She tugged at the hem, which didn't come to her slim mid-thigh. "Are you kidding?"
"Well, if those shorts you were wearing when I met you are any indication of your usual taste in clothes..."
She grinned. "Yeah, well... those are my 'come-fuck-me' shorts."
"Is that so?" Zach slowed the car to a stop at a red light, turning to look at her more fully. "So since you're not wearing them tonight...?"
"Oh, don't worry." Lindsey moved toward him in her seat. "You'll get compensated well for the tickets, I promise. This might not be as short, but it is easier access... see?" She put her knee up, flashing him a view of her sheer black panties.
"Is that why you think I asked you out?"
She smirked. "Why else? I'm not stupid."
"Do all your dates go quid pro quo?" Zach frowned as Lindsey swung her legs forward again.
"More like quim pro quo." She gave a short, sharp laugh, putting the pack of gum back in her purse. "Oh... did you want some?" He shook his head, his eyes on hers in the dimness. Behind them a car horn honked and Lindsey glanced up, noticing the light had turned green. "Um... I think you can... ya know, go?"
Zach sighed, pulling away from the light, his eyes back on the road. "I want you to know that I didn't ask you out to have sex with you."
The silence that filled the car made Lindsey feel like she couldn't breathe. She wanted to open the window and stick her head out. Instead, she snapped her gum and pressed her warm forehead to the cool glass, watching the buildings whiz by. He didn't say anything else, and she had the feeling she was supposed to respond, but she didn't know how.
"You really want to know why I asked you to come with me tonight?" His eyes flicked over to her—she felt his gaze but didn't turn. Instead, she fogged the glass further with her breath, drawing the outline of a face sticking its tongue out, and didn't answer him. "Because you still put money in those little machines when you go into the grocery store."
She laughed—she couldn't help it. "You're weird."
"We're here." Zach parked and pocketed his keys. "Still wanna go in?"
"Why wouldn't I?" She made a face, wrinkling her nose at him. "This is Kenny Wayne Shepard we're talking about!"
"Yeah, okay." He grinned. "Come on, let's go."
She took his hand as they worked their way through the crowd, and he smiled down at her, giving her fingers a squeeze. The bald guy who took their ticket stub raised a studded eyebrow at her skirt, or lack thereof, giving her a wink as she edged through the turnstile. Zach saw the exchange and stepped quickly through the gate, taking her hand again and leading her into the venue.
"You want anything?" He nodded toward the concessions and Lindsey shook her head, so they went down the stairs toward the stage.
"How close are we?" They just kept getting nearer and nearer to the stage and Lindsey glanced back, amazed at the amount of seats behind them.
Zach checked the tickets. "Front row, nearly center."
"You're kidding me!" Her jaw dropped and she gripped his hand in hers. "They must have cost you a fortune!"
He shrugged, showing the tickets to a security guard before steering her down the front row. "They were worth it."
Lindsey couldn't believe how close they were and she turned to Zach, feeling his warmth as they sat, their thighs brushing. She knew her intuition was right, even before she asked the question. "You didn't have these tickets when you asked me out, did you?"
"No." He grinned and winked. "But I do now."
"Last minute, front row center seats..." She gave a low whistle. Then she frowned up at him, her eyes narrowing. "And you're telling me you didn't ask me out for sex?"
"Yep." He squeezed her hand again, his eyes on hers. His gaze made her feel warm, and every time he looked at her like that, it felt like something broke open in her chest. "That's what I'm telling you."
"Why should I believe you?"
"Why shouldn't you?"
Lindsey's eyes rolled. "I can think of about a million reasons."
"Can you think of one reason to trust me?"
She thought of the way he looked at her, how he was with her parents, and what he said tonight in the car. "Maybe."
"Hang onto that one." He squeezed her hand again and smiled.
In spite of what past experience had taught her, that's just what she did.
* * *
Zach turned down the radio, talking over the whistle of the wind coming in through the t-tops that Lindsey had insisted he take off on the way home. Her hands were dancing in the breeze, her body still swaying to the music.
"Do you have I.D. on you?" He nudged her, getting her full attention.
"I'm not twenty-one," she reminded him and then grinned. "But I think I still have a fake I.D. in my wallet from last year that says I am."
He shook his head, smiling. "No—real I.D. Something that says you're eighteen?"
"Driver's license do?" She fished her purse off the floor.
"Yep." He took a sharp right turn, away from the direction of her house. She smiled, shaking her head. In spite of what he'd said, she was pretty sure they were headed somewhere private. During the concert, he had looked at her the way all guys do, with the heat of lust in his eyes when she ground her hips back against him as she danced. She had felt his response against her behind, in the way he gripped her hips, and she loved it.
But she thought she'd at least play along. "Why do you ask?"
"I want to show you something." He steered the car down a long, curving road. There were no houses and not even much foliage exposed by the low headlights sweeping around a turn.
"I bet you do." She couldn't help her smile, and felt a familiar warmth in her lower belly. She didn't mind that they were going somewhere—she'd been a little disappointed when he claimed he didn't want to have sex.
He smiled back, shaking his head. "It's not what you think."
"Uh-huh." She tossed her gum out the window and found her wallet in her little purse, taking out her I.D. "Is this what you wanted?"
"Thanks." He took her license and slid it above the visor, using one hand to steer while he dug into his back jean pocket for his wallet. Lindsey frowned, seeing a sign flash by on her right that she just missed reading. She didn't miss the next one though: Air National Guard Base.
"Uhhhh..." Her belly felt even tighter now, and she swallowed hard. "Where are we going?"
"You'll see." Zach stopped at a white, well-lit booth with a long crossbar in front, keeping cars from entering without stopping first.
Lindsey stared, wide-eyed, at the gun strapped to the man's hip as he leaned his uniformed head down to the window. "How can I help you tonight?"
Zach handed their I.D.s over. "Visiting a friend. Colonel Pullman."
The uniformed guard looked at their I.D.s one at a time, and then leaned in to take a look at Lindsey. She felt his eyes moving over her in the darkness, something she would usually relish, but tonight she found it disquieting.
"All right, lieutenant." The man handed their I.D.s back with a nod, writing something on a clipboard. "Have a good night."
"Thanks. You, too." Zach waited for the crossbar to go up, and then edged the car slowly forward.
"We're visiting a friend of yours?" Lindsey frowned, craning her neck back to look at the guard. She had goose bumps on her arms in spite of the warmth of the night.
"Not really." He shrugged, turning the car down a side road that ran next to a tall fence topped with high, barbed wire. "Just an excuse."
"Where are we?" Lindsey leaned forward, trying to see into the darkness past the reach of the headlights. There wasn't much to see, just a bunch of small, blue lights, close to the ground.
"You'll see." Zach smiled over at her, steering the car around a curve to the right. The ground sloped upward here, and he pulled off the road itself onto the grass, parking there. She smiled as he turned the key off, listening to the engine ticking as it cooled. It was so quiet she could hear crickets chirping somewhere in the darkness.
"Pretty." She breathed deep, stretching her hands up through the open top of the car, looking up at the stars. "Is this what you wanted to show me?"
"Almost."
She smiled, sliding as close to him as she could with the gearshift between them. "Am I getting warmer?"
"Actually, no." He grinned, his teeth gleaming. She slid her hand up his thigh, leaning into his shoulder. "But I am."
"Good." She kissed his neck, the soft spot right under his ear, licking in little circles. Her fingers danced over the zipper of his jeans, just lightly, feeling for a response, some sign of encouragement.
"Not warm enough in here for you already, huh?" Zach swallowed and she felt it against her lips as she kissed her way into the dark hollow of his throat.
"Nowhere near, to tell you the truth." Lindsey breathed, trying to move closer, but she couldn't because of the gear shift, so she settled for leaning over, one hand on each of his denim-clad thighs. Their eyes met briefly before she kissed him, moaning against the softness of his mouth, the tenderness of his lips on hers. His hand moved slowly through her hair, tilting her head sideways as he sought her tongue with his.
She had been kissed a hundred times, but this was different. Something thrummed through her, and she knew her own warning system well enough. That part of her wanted to bolt out of the car and never look back—but another part of her wanted even more of him. The latter won out, and she let the kiss deepen, twining her tongue with his, feeling the spread of his hand against her lower back as he tried to press her closer.
She felt a low rumble in her belly, as if the whole car were shaking, and she gasped into his mouth as he shifted her across the console, pulling her into his lap. She felt his response clearly enough now, throbbing against her behind. He moaned into her mouth when she wiggled there, wrapping her slender arms around his neck and giving herself over to his lust.
It was then that she realized the tremor running through her was real, the feeling growing to sound in her ears as they fumbled together in the little seat. She gasped, her eyes opening in surprise to meet his as the thunder grew, vibrating the gearshift against her thigh.
"Zach!" She clutched him, turning to look out the windshield, her eyes wide. "What is it?!"
"This is what I wanted to show you." He said the words against her hair, pulling her hips into him snugly. "Watch."
The sound crackled like a fire in the distance, something roaring in the night. It was too dark to see much, but a light grew brighter amidst the small blue ones on the flat ground a little ways below. The sound grew, too, the force and power of it making the whole car tremble. She clung to him, not even realizing it, her mouth dry and a heat growing in her middle.
It wasn't until the fire lit behind the F-16 that she realized what she was seeing. The plane barreled toward them like a rocket then, the sound making Lindsey cover her ears and cry out. It was coming right for them! She turned her face to hide it in Zach's shoulder and felt him shaking with silent laughter.
"It's okay, baby." The term of endearment softened her and she looked up at his bright eyes in the dimness. "I wouldn't let anything hurt you, I promise. Just watch."
Lindsey gasped, looking up through the t-tops as the plane passed high overhead, gaining altitude fast, the sound still so loud it shook her to the core, the afterburner a streak of fire behind the plane for a moment before fading to a low, orange glow. It made everything in her body vibrate and her breath catch in her throat. The low rumble moved through her with building excitement and she laughed out loud, reaching her hands up to the plane as if she could touch it.
"Another one's coming." He nodded toward what she knew now was a runway.
"Another?" She leapt off his lap and stood on her seat, poking her head up through the sun roof. Zach did the same, grinning over at her as the second F-16 came howling toward them. Lindsey stretched her arms to the sky as it began to take off, gaining altitude, burning fire behind. It was high above when it passed over them, and she screamed out loud in competition with the noise, her hands spread wide to the stars.
"Like it?" He smiled over at her, almost shyly.
She laughed, sliding up on the edge of the sunroof and swinging her legs over the side. "I love it! Are there more!?"
"Should be." He followed her out of the car as she went to stand in front of it, hugging her arms. "Three more."
"Hold onto me." Lindsey slipped her arms around his waist, pressing her cheek against his chest as the next one came growling toward them, the sound reverberating under her feet. His hands pressed her lower back, a little damp from dancing at the concert and now from the heat of the night, pulling her belly against his. She turned her face up to him, slipping her hand behind his neck and reaching up on tiptoe to find his mouth.
Their kiss grew hungry, and she squirmed in his arms, wanting more as the thunder of the plane grew closer, trembling her body against his. Her whole body burned, on fire, more alive that she had ever felt before. She grabbed his hand, the one pressed to her back, and urged it between her thighs, pulling it up under her skirt.
"Lindsey—" He broke their kiss, moving his hand away, but she insisted, guiding his fingers, pushing her panties aside. He groaned when he felt her smooth wetness, her lips swollen and parted in her excitement.
"Please." She gasped, her voice lost in the sound of the plane roaring overhead, but she knew he felt the urgency in her body as she pressed herself against him. The fire trailing behind the F-16 glowed for a moment like a beacon in the night, and she couldn't see anything else. His fingers moved between her legs, slowly exploring the soft folds, and he caught her mouth again, kissing her back toward the hood of the car.
"Yes, yes, yes!" She spread for him in excitement, letting him push her skirt up over her hips as she slid onto the hood of the car, pulling her own panties down. When she reached for the crotch of his jeans, aching to feel him, see him, taste him, he let her rub there for a moment. The outline of his cock straining against the denim was almost too much for her to bear, and she unsnapped his jeans, wanting to set him free.
"No."
She only heard the word he spoke because the next plane was still far off, a low rumble in the distance, a crackling fire, like the heat between her thighs. Then she couldn't hear anything but the wailing sound of the F-16 heading down the runway toward them as Zach spread her legs and sank to his knees before her.
His mouth covered her mound and he kissed her pussy like he had kissed her lips. He drank her, breathed her, and she couldn't hear the sounds he made, but they vibrated her flesh, sending delicious pulses of pleasure through her body. She threw her hands above her head, her own soft moans lost in the growing roar of the approaching plane.



When his fingers slipped into her, she bucked her hips up, meeting his hand, helping him bury first one, then two, then three into her flesh. She wanted even more and she rolled her pelvis, dancing against his mouth, her breath coming faster in the night. His tongue moved up and down in her wetness, teasing, making her arch and push against him.
His tongue finally found her clit, flicking back and forth there, and she groaned, the sound lost as the plane passed directly overhead. She watched the flaming bullet soar through the sky through half-closed eyes, the sweet ache between her thighs rising with it. Her fingers moved through his short, wiry hair, slipping her hand behind his neck and pressing him against her mound.
He opened his mouth wide over her, his tongue lapping, his fingers digging deeper. Her nails scratched over his scalp, the back of his neck, trying to press him harder, wanting more. Her body trembled on the hood of the car with her impending orgasm, and she fucked his hand faster, harder, her moans louder as she rocked against his tongue.
"Zach!" His name escaped her lips as she groped for something, anything, to hold onto. She found his other hand and squeezed it, hearing the sound of the last plane blazing toward them in the distance. "Oh god, Zach, don't stop!" He showed no signs of it, but she knew he couldn't possibly hear her anymore as the plane bellowed down the runway. She saw it mounting above her in the sky as her body sent her flying, too, twisting and shuddering with her climax.
She bucked under him, every muscle in her body taut as she spasmed again and again under his tongue, his fingers plunging deep into her swollen flesh. Her cries, nearly screams now, were lost in the deafening boom of the plane overhead, its fire burning hot and then fading as it found its niche and rode it.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god," she whispered to the sky, blinking at the stars left in the darkness, as if the plane itself had created them in its powerful wake.
Zach pulled her to sitting, and she laughed, dizzy, resting her cheek against his chest, still panting. He held her close and she felt his heart beating hard, and smelled herself on his breath. She tilted her face up to him in the night and kissed him, tasting the sweet musk of her own pussy on his tongue, sucking at it. When her hand slipped between his legs, feeling an incredible throb there, he groaned against her mouth, stepping back with a sigh.
"I told you, baby." He leaned over to pick up her panties off the ground. "I didn't take you out to have sex with you."
"Um, what do you call that, then?" Lindsey grinned. "Bill Clinton's version? Oral sex isn't sex?"
He grinned back, handing over the sheer black material of her panties. "Well... okay, so I slipped a little."
"Let's slip some more." She wrapped her legs around his waist, tossing her panties onto the hood of the car. "Slip and slide and..."
"Nuh-uh." He pulled her off the hood of the car and she stood, wobbly, letting him hold her and pull her close. "Come on. It's almost one... and I promised your father I'd have you home."
"He's not my father." She couldn't help smiling as she pulled her panties on. He let her hold his arm for balance. "Are you for real?"
"You tell me." He went around to the passenger side of the car and opened her door, waiting. She came to stand in front of him, still feeling shaky.
"I don't know." She sighed, swallowing and looking up at him.
"You will." He smiled, tilting her chin up, and kissed her softly. "Let's get you home."
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Lately all anyone can talk about is "The Secret." (If you haven't heard about "The Secret," yet, you've probably been really busy, huh?) But remember back in the 80's, when the big topic was the "Superwoman" syndrome? It seems like these "hot topics" come and go, in waves, doesn't it? It's almost a natural progression of our patriarchal culture, two steps forward, one step back...
But the more I think about it, nowadays, I feel men are getting the short end of the stick when it comes to the patriarchy. We all know women have been suppressed by living in a patriarchal society... but it isn't just women. Both genders are effected, and not always positively. Now that women have become more vocal about the "Superwoman" double bind of going to work and taking care of the house, who do we expect to pick up the slack? Our partners, of course. But what affect is that having on our relationships? Ah, that's where "The Secret" comes in...
I had a girlfriend of mine email me recently with this question (and yes, I have her permission to use it here):
"I don't get the kind of emotional support I want from my husband and it only seems to get worse as time goes on. I just do different things to distract myself from it most of the time. I just keep busy. Is it possible for a woman to ever be satisfied with the amount of emotional support from a man?"
What do we women really expect from our partners? Even the word "partner" connotes equality. Modern woman wants a man who is at least as good a provider as we are, who can split everything half and half—pick up the kids at daycare every other day, stop at the grocery store, help cook dinner, clean up, put them to bed, and then, when CSI is turned off for the night... what? Listen to our various trivialities of the day and then, if we're not too tired, be at least somewhat of a tiger in bed?
So I asked my friend, "What do you really want in a partner?" It's a question I had to ask myself, once upon a time. Fortunately, I now know what I want. I've been very clear on it for some time—since my divorce. (Funny how those young, starter marriages give you a good clue about what not to do in a relationship!) What is it that we have an intimate partner for in the first place? What role do they fill that no other person in our lives can? Is it as a friend? Someone who gives us emotional support?
Or is it a lover?
I know my answer. Only you can answer the question for yourself. There are a lot of relationships out there that work quite well just as equal partnerships. People are simply parents together, or the best of friends, and it works. It's a marriage of convenience, or based on mutual interest. They have sex, certainly, as a release, as a physical connection, and it's good. (What's bad sex, though, really? It's like bad chocolate...does it really exist?) If you want that kind of relationship and are happy in it, then you don't even have to bother reading on. You have what you want already. But if, like my friend, you want more, you're just not sure what's missing, then this little how-to might be able to help you out, or at least point you in a direction you hadn't considered.
The first law of personal growth is: I can't change someone else, I can only change myself. There is nothing you can do to change a partner who isn't doing what you think you'd like them to do, but there is a lot you can do to change you. The good news is, when we change ourselves, the world is forced to change around us. Changing yourself is, in effect, the only way to change anyone else or whatever situation you find yourself in.
So the first question is: Do you really want the change? It's a really hard question to answer, because of course we'll say, "YES"... but if that were so, wouldn't we have done something already? Most of the time we're afraid—afraid of what might happen, because we have no control over the outcome, only our response. It might help to sit with whatever fears you have and really decide if change is what you want.
The next question is: What lengths are you willing to go to? Because remember, this isn't about your partner, it's about you... so how deep are you willing to dig? And what are you willing to do and offer of yourself?
Once you get past those questions, now you need to examine what it is you really want. My friend said what she thought she wanted: "Emotional support." That's what she said she was longing for her from her partner. But it's funny, because that isn't what I really heard.
I heard, "I have a hole I want him to fill." What tipped me off? She said: "It only seems to get worse as time goes on. It seems like I just do different things to distract myself from it most of the time. I just keep busy." So keeping busy fills the hole... except that we all know, it really doesn't. It's just—as she says herself—a distraction.
So I asked her, and I ask you, to consider that you might be relying a lot on your partner to fill a role they weren't meant to fill. I will also concede that your partner has probably abdicated the role they were meant to fill in your life, as well. So how does something like this happen? How does it get so muddled and confused?
A lot of the time when we do personal growth work, we move into this space of being "balanced" in ourselves. Those two polar opposite parts of ourselves, the yin and yang, masculine and feminine, become balanced. When that happens, you find that you lose passion in relationship. Why? Think of a magnet... opposites attract. Someone has to be carrying the feminine energy, someone the masculine, or the magnets will just sit there and do nothing. When you have two balanced people, you have no polarity, and hence, no passion.
Now, in the case of relationships, it's a fairly common occurrence for most women (not all, but most) to make a connection between sex and emotion. It's very hard for the feminine to separate sex and feeling, because on a physical level, she is the receiver. She must open herself, make herself vulnerable, to be entered by the masculine. Men, on the other hand, don't have to open themselves in the same way. For the masculine, sex doesn't need to have any heart connection at all.
(And when I speak of masculine and feminine, I am talking about the archetypal energy, rather than gender. Men can have a primarily feminine energy, and woman can have a primarily masculine energy... and that can change, over time, or by choice. But for the sake of this piece, I'm just making the overarching statement that most men have a masculine core and most women have a feminine one... forgive me the small generalization for the sake of argument.)
So of course, the feminine will say, "I don't get the kind of emotional support I want from my husband." But is that what she really means? Honestly, I don't think so. But the feminine may never have even experienced what she's missing, may not recognize it or know how to vocalize it—although I would bet she's dreamed of it, fantasized about it, and would feel it resonate with her on a visceral level. Kind of like a twist on the Supreme Court Justice's definition of pornography... she would know it when she felt it.
Now, what my friend, and a lot of women, look to fill that hole with is making your partner into your best girlfriend—someone to listen to you, someone to talk to, someone to confide in... but is that really what you want? I know it isn't what I want in a man or my marriage. And granted, it took me a long time to realize what I wanted. For a while, I could only identify what I didn't want. That was the first step. After a lot of soul-searching and experimenting, I've finally come to know what I do what.
I want a man who will take me deeper than I can take myself. I want a man I trust, someone I can really surrender to, who will be the masculine center that my feminine can flow around. Listen, I have best girlfriends I can talk to about my day or exchange gossip with, and I have women's groups that I can talk to about my "issues..." but frankly, none of them can do for me what my husband does.
What's that, you ask?
Well, think about intimate partnerships. What does a marriage or intimate partnership offer you that no other relationship can?
Ok I'll spell it out... s-e-x. That's right. I'm not talking insert Tab A into slot B superficial gratification, which is really nothing more than masturbation with a partner. I'm talking about deep, open, heartfelt, soul-to-soul connection. It doesn't even have to involve orifices—just connection. That is so often what our feminine hearts are longing for, and we just don't know it. And if we do know it, we're afraid to ask for it. We're afraid it's too much, so what do we do? We settle. We decide to make our husbands into safe little girlfriends... which only confuses them and hurts us.
I would take five minutes of my husband's undivided full-on presence—just a simple moment of being pressed up against the wall and told how beautiful I am and how much he wants me, and how he is going to take me tonight—over 2 hours of movie watching and hand holding and chit chat about what we did all day. Believe me! Think about it for a minute. Which would you rather have?
For me, just the thought of that against-the-wall moment makes my knees weak and my heart beat faster. The thought of the movie and the chit chat? Hm. Not so much the same reaction. Sure, I get the warm fuzzies when I think about that part—but I can go to the movie with a friend.
Now, that's not to say you can't be friends, or even business partners, with your spouse or intimate partner. The problem comes when that's all you are, and you forget how to activate the passion in your relationship. It can happen, if you spend day after day, two magnets with no polarity, side by side. But if you're the kind of woman who wants to be pressed against the wall, who wants to feel his breath in your ear telling you how much he wants you, then read on...
How do we get what we want?
First, you have to create polarity again. The good news is, all it takes is creating the opposite pole in yourself. In our patriarchal society, most of us spend our time radiating masculine energy. We spend our days organizing, multitasking, focused and directed in our jobs. We come home and continue that pattern, directing children with homework, taking care of the daily tasks in a similar businesslike fashion. So, in most of our relationships, we have two masculine poles that actually often repel one another—a lot of confrontation and butting of heads.
If you're a feminine woman, and you want a masculine man as a lover... start radiating the feminine. I don't mean dressing up in lingerie and prancing around the house (although it wouldn't hurt!) but I mean finding that part of you that is SHE... Yes, the all-capital archetypal Feminine. How can you manifest Her, live Her, let Her flow through you? A woman in her feminine walks as if the world swings on her hips, and love flows from her fingertips. I would bet She has come through you, dancing around the house or singing while putting away the dishes. You'll recognize Her, because your body will relax... you'll suddenly remember you have a body.
The feminine is the world, the body—so breath and movement become paramount, and everything, simply everything you do can be an offering of love— from the laundry you fold, to the meal you set at the table, to the music you choose to put on the radio, to the clothes you wear, to the words you choose to say. The feminine is about pleasure—so relax, breathe, and really feel the pleasure of being alive in the moment. Experience and use the pleasure of touch, music, dance. Spend time in nature, Gaia, the ultimate feminine. Bring nature into the house in the form of flowers and seashells. Spend time in your own joy, in play, expanding your heart as big as it will get. And then, give that to your partner.
Now, I don't mean it always has to be happy-happy-joy-joy, and you can't get angry or feel what you really feel... in fact, giving your primary emotion in the moment is the most precious feminine gift you can possibly give. You are, in fact, the most attractive to the masculine when you are at your most open and vulnerable. Expressing your feelings is the cornerstone of intimacy, and blocking them, in turn, blocks intimacy. That means hurt feelings, too. Whatever they are. Express them. Your feelings are your heart connection, and that is the feminine's gift to the masculine. It gives him a way in to join with you that he doesn't always necessarily know how to do during intimate moments.
If you want polarity, you have to allow your masculine partner (of whatever gender!) to lead. It's like dancing. If you're going to take the masculine role, you will either have a confrontation and struggle, or he will simply give up and let you lead. So if you find yourself expressing a lot of masculine energy, try bringing it back to your feelings. Instead of saying, "Put more wood on the fire," simply hug your arms over your chest, shiver, and say, "I'm cold." Instead of saying, "I want to go home," just look at him and say, "I'm so tired." Go ahead and ask a man which would motivate him more... and which inspires him to be more masculine with you.
The other thing you can do is stop talking so much. Try communicating nonverbally with your partner for at least an hour every day. You can still talk about what the kids did, what you did, how your day was, but make sure it stops at a certain point. You can even make it a clear delineation—do something to get yourself into the feminine space. Go take a bubble bath while he meditates or reads for a half an hour. And then come back together, with no words, and really connect. Give him all of that feeling—just do it with your eyes, your hands, your mouth. You'll be amazed how quickly things turn from tepid to hot!
Polarity and attraction isn't a mystery—it's really just basic physics. Opposites do, indeed, attract. Equal partnership is a great thing, and we've come a long way, baby, when it comes to balancing our inner and outer masculine and feminine energies. So much so that, when we choose, we should be able to relax into one or the other, for the sake of our partner, ourselves... or just for love itself.
So if you're a woman who wants more from your partner, there are definitely things you can do to change the situation, and they all involve changing the only person you can change—yourself. I have four simple little "rules" I follow every day with my husband. He doesn't know about them and he doesn't need to know. This is about me, not him. But it has simply transformed our relationship and our life together.
1. Be respectful. Listen to him without criticizing, insulting or correcting him. Don't attempt to control him by telling him what to do, say or how to do it. For example, telling him how to fix something and when. If you need something done, tell him how you feel. If I need the lock on the door fixed, I don't say, "Fix the door," I say, "I'm worried about that lock. I don't feel safe."
2. Indulge in self-care by doing things that make you feel good. You can't give anything if your tank is empty. You need to recharge your own battery! I always feel like giving so much more when I've taken time to indulge in something pleasurable just for myself.
3. Be grateful. Accept his gifts in any package they come—even if it is not the gift you were expecting! Especially at first, thank him profusely for even the smallest things.
4. Be vulnerable. Admit when you are hurt and don't cover it up with anger. Instead of tell him to stop watching TV or working so late, I just say, "I miss you." And do this, preferably, at the time you are feeling it. Don't wait an hour, or two days. Do it now, in the moment, or it's not effective.
Now, of course, all of the above is a guideline for women who want to re-polarize their relationship, since I was prompted to respond to my girlfriend's question. But what if you're the one with a primarily masculine core, and you want to add spark back into your relationship? It's the same, really—only opposite. Go figure! You need to start emanating masculine energy.
What does that look like? First, know your purpose and follow it. I could write a whole essay on this one, but basically it comes down to aligning your life and heart with your mission and following that goal. Feminine energy wants to know that the masculine will be solid and trustable, enough to hold her flow. So like riverbanks for her rushing stream, as the masculine, you need to be solid in your life, your goals, your purpose, your mission. If the feminine can't trust you to know who you are and where you're going outside of the bedroom or outside of your relationship, how can she trust your masculine guidance and direction in the bedroom or in your relationship?
After that, it's about reclaiming your right to be masculine (which is often sadly squashed in our culture) and then cultivating your masculine energy. More easily said than done. So if the feminine is about relaxation, beauty and openness... the masculine is about linear, focused direction. If you want to cultivate masculine energy in your life, start using a planner. Schedule your day. Set goals for yourself and your family, and continually realign them with what your heart tells you to do. Guide your life from your highest sense of good, and do it with the most integrity you can muster. All of this will go a long way toward helping the feminine in your life trust that you're going to be able to stand in her storm.
Because that's all the feminine is, you know. It's weather. It's the natural flow of energy all around us. When it's manifesting itself in the female body, it's no different than the sunshine on your face, or the breathtaking beauty of a rainbow, or the power of a thunderstorm. The masculine stands in the storm and lets it flow around him. Can you feel the sexual metaphor in that? It's exactly what happens when two bodies join together in physical union, when one is radiating feminine energy and one is grounded in masculine energy. The masculine longs to join with the intimate, feminine force of the universe, and the feminine longs to be penetrated by the laser-like precision of masculine consciousness. (And if you don't see the sexual metaphor in that one...)
Just as the feminine often doesn't differentiate between sex and emotion, the masculine doesn't often differentiate between feminine beauty. The feminine is all beautiful to him, and he appreciates each flower in the garden. When men see a beautiful woman, they have a visceral, physical reaction. For the feminine, she usually has to be moved emotionally to also be moved sexually, but that's not so for the masculine. He is moved sexually by physical beauty—it's a totally natural masculine response. The thing about this is that it doesn't need to be literalized. A mature man can enjoy a beautiful, young female form in the same way he would enjoy a sunrise—let the energy wash over and through you. It doesn't mean the mature masculine needs or wants to have sex with every woman they see, no more than they want to climb every mountain or pick every flower.
The masculine brings some very unique aspects to relationship that are necessary for creating and maintaining polarity. If the feminine teaches the masculine about life—she reminds him of the world, the joy, the softness, the feeling of it—then the masculine teaches the feminine about perspective. The masculine sees a source to life that is far greater than the events or happenings in it and the little dramas we play. Here we are, essentially, these little ants, not more than specks of dust floating through the cosmos, and yet we think everything that happens in our little lives is oh-so-important. How absurd is that? So the masculine can gift that perspective to the feminine—in the form of humor.



The masculine can open a woman like a flower with just a little bit of humor. His brand of wit can slice right through the feminine's mood. Have you ever been with a woman and turned the tide of her sadness or anger with one silly remark? My husband does this to me all the time. I'll be pouting about something that seems so enormous to me, and he'll come in, tilt my chin up and kiss me and say something truly wacky, and I can't help but laugh. It lifts me immediately out of the moment. Okay, how important is it, really, that I forgot to tape American Idol? I have to ask myself. What a gift of perspective!
So what are the things that a man can do in a relationship to help bring the passion back? It's not bringing her flowers, it's not singing her love songs, and it's not romantic walks on the beach at sunset. Those are all feminized versions of romance—things the feminine draws the masculine into, but not something for the masculine to initiate, if that makes sense. If you're the one grounded in masculine energy, there are four simple things you can do to help her trust that she can let her feminine energy go, so she can be vulnerable and open herself up to you—and men know there's nothing more beautiful or desirable in the world than a woman who is opening herself up to you.
1. Tell her she's beautiful. Mean it. Find specific things about her to admire. And if there's something you don't approve of, or want her to change, praise her. So instead of saying, "Hon, I think you're putting on some weight," (*wince*) say, "Wow, baby, you're so sexy when you're doing yoga," or "Damn, your ass feels so much tighter since you've been working out." The feminine thrives on praise. Try this technique and see if she doesn't start working out like a fiend and have the tightest behind in the neighborhood in no time!
2. Let her flow—don't ask her to be rational and logical. If you wanted to be with another linear thinker, wouldn't you be with a man? Let the feminine be what it is... she's the weather. Let her do her thing, help open her with humor if you feel you can or should, and then simply stand in her storm or bask in her sunshine.
3. Say what you mean and do what you say. This includes the big things and the little things. This is important, because the masculine needs to be trustable for the feminine to feel she can open and be vulnerable. (Remember, she needs to feel safe to open herself sexually, too.) If she feels she can't trust you to do even the small things—for example, if you said, "I'll take the garbage out in the morning, honey," but it's still sitting there after you've gone to work—how can she trust you when it comes to the big things, like sharing her body and heart with you?
4. Don't obey. The feminine doesn't want you to do what she says. The feminine wants you to listen to her feeling, with your heart, and act from love. She wants you to do what's right. The feminine wants your guidance and direction, into a place deeper than she can take herself. Why else would she be with you otherwise? So take her feeling into account, but don't do what she says all the time, simply because she says it. The feminine loves to test the masculine this way, and she will, often. You'll get lots of practice, I promise.
So whether you're primarily masculine or feminine, there's a lot you can do to re-ignite the fire in your relationship—you just need to have the right tools. I know it's hard to rediscover the initial passion you once had together when your primary goal, as partners, is either to raise a family or build a nest egg for some far off retirement, but there is a way to get that feeling back. There's no need to look for it somewhere else (the grass is always greener syndrome) or to settle for not having it at all. It's simply a matter of knowing how to apply the law of physics—the law of attraction—to your relationship. It's really no "secret" after all.
-----
Please remember, this is an official entry into the 2007 Literotica How-To Contest. Please take a moment to vote. You have until May 29, 2007 to make your voice heard.
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"Sounds to me like you just want to have your cake and eat it, too." I listened for the sound of Beth waking up in the room next door as TJ cupped my mound over the sheet. The girl had some sort of extrasensory "Mommy and Daddy are having sex" antenna, and inevitably woke up for a glass of water or to go to the bathroom at the most inopportune times.
TJ's hand rocked the way he knew I loved, making me squirm. "Actually, I think it's eat your cake and have it, too." I rolled my eyes and snorted in the dark but shifted my hips toward him anyway. "Well, think about it. You can have your cake and eat it, but you can't eat your cake and still have it."
"Alright, enough with the metaphor." I reached for his cock and found it already hard, and that made me smile—although I wasn't sure, suddenly, if it was the feel of my warming pussy under his hand that had effected him, or the conversation we'd been having about adding other people to our relationship. The latter made me suddenly want to cry.
TJ sighed, pulling the sheet aside. "Variety... it's the spice of life."
"Great, my marriage is now being reduced to a cliché." I slid my mouth down his belly, breathing warmth over the head of his cock and nibbling a little at the head, making him jump.
"I'm not talking about reducing it..." He groaned when my tongue slipped through the already wet slit at the tip. "I'm talking about expanding it."
"To include another woman?" I went back to nibbling, my teeth raking down his shaft.
"Other people, yes." His hand lost itself in the dark mass of my hair, pulling me back a little.
I sighed. "I don't want to see other people."
"Come on, Ronnie..." His hand massaged my scalp, his eyes tender but questioning. "We've been married for almost seven years. You can't tell me you've never been attracted to anyone else?"
I blinked, trying not to think about the way Hector at work smiled and winked whenever I passed his classroom, how he often showed up in the tiny copy room the same time I did, brushing up against me from behind, his hand cupping the side of my hip, to get a ream of legal paper. So I felt a little twinge when he did, a warmth between my thighs, a tug in my belly. It didn't mean anything. It didn't mean— "Just because I'm attracted to someone doesn't mean I'm going to act on it."
TJ's eyes searched mine, lazily rubbing the head of his cock back and forth against my lower lip. "But why not?"
"Because we made a commitment." I raked my teeth lightly across the spongy tip and he jumped.
"Don't be so pedantic." He rolled me over, pressing his weight onto me, opening my legs. I acquiesced with a sigh, loving the feel of his hardness rubbing up and down between my slit, but hating his words. "Our commitment is what we say it is..." His lips murmured against the pulse in my throat and I let my fingers brush the fine hairs at the back of his neck, soft as a baby. "I'm not talking about not loving you. I'm talking about sex."
His words were supposed to reassure me, but I felt my throat constrict. "So basically, you're saying I'm not enough for you."
"No, baby." He rocked, slow and easy—god, he knew how I loved that, opening me, a slow split, a gentle friction, up and up. "You're more than enough..."
More reassuring words—but why didn't I feel reassured? His mouth covered mine, the kiss deep and searching, his tongue slowly drawing me in, drawing me out, teasing me as he rubbed and rubbed his stiff heat between my thighs. It throbbed there, insistent, making me squirm.
"God, you're so sweet..." His words were hot against my ear now, his teeth gently biting and tugging at the lobe. "I never want you to think you're not enough, you're so very much more than enough..."
His cock found me with a shift of his hips, seeking entrance, and I gasped as he slid forward until he felt resistance, about halfway there. His breath caught and he gave a low moan which went through me like shiver, and still, he didn't stop talking, telling me... "There's no other woman like you. I want you and I want to share you, baby. I want the whole world to know how good you are, how sweet, how fucking hot..." He pulled back and plunged forward, so deep I clutched his shoulders, digging my nails in. TJ's eyes sought mine, dark and full of hunger. "How fucking mine you are."
It was true. It had been true from the first time we were face to face like this, much sooner than I had ever planned or anticipated—the rain had soaked us to the skin, but we hardly noticed as we peeled each other's clothes off and ended up on his living room futon instead of the big, soft bed upstairs in his room. It wasn't the tender or gentle or sweet thing I'd imagined—although he was all those things at turns—instead it was mostly heat and friction between us, a desperate need for more, always more with him. I could never get enough.
"Baby, look at me." I didn't want to, but I couldn't refuse him. I met his eyes, feeling the aching throb of his cock somewhere deep inside. "I'm just asking you to think about it."
I nodded, hating myself for doing it but unable to stop. I clutched him to me, wrapping my legs around his waist, my arms around his neck. My words were whispered, close to his ear. "Do you have someone in mind?"
He chuckled, moving now, his hips making easy circles. "Actually, no."
For some reason, those words did reassure me and something in me let go, gave in, my body melting against his. "So this isn't about wanting to have an affair?"
"I love you, Ronnie." I felt that, in every movement, every moment, the way he slipped his arms under my shoulders, pulling me closer, wanting more. He did love me, he did want me—and I was so his. "I want to get old with you and raise our daughter with you... and maybe fill that sweet belly with some more babies." His words thrilled me, and I didn't want to think about whether or not he knew it, or how much. My belly trembled against his, slick already with our sweat. "I'm not going anywhere."
Still, I wasn't ready to give in completely. "You just want to be able to sleep with other people."
"Come here." He rolled onto his back, taking me with him, sitting me up. His eyes swept over me and I felt satisfied at the dark look in them as they moved over my breasts, my waist, down to where we were joined, rocking. I couldn't stop—it felt too good—my hips making faster and faster circles. "I just want us to experiment... shake things up..." He groaned when I squeezed him with my muscles, spreading my legs wide to take him all, belly and balls deep.
"So you're bored?" I teased, leaning over him and arching my back, showing him my breasts but keeping my nipples just out of reach of his mouth.
"Veronica Mayer!" He didn't let me tease him long—that was another thing about him I loved so much. He didn't let me get away with anything. He shoved me off him, making me gasp when he pressed me to the bed on my belly, grabbing my hips and pulling me up to my hands and knees. I was too wet to resist him now and his cock slid in, punishing me with its length, making me gasp and clutch the sheet. "You're impossible!"
"No, I'm just selfish." I whispered into the pillow, lifting my hips to feel him in me, deeper, more. "I want this all to myself..."
I was sure he wouldn't hear me, but TJ chuckled. "Don't you teach your kindergarteners to share well with others?"
I didn't respond—I couldn't. I was beyond the point of talking or even wanting to think. I slid my fingers through my swollen lips, searching past the dark, wet fur toward my clit. TJ sensed my urgency, his hips moving faster—short, hard strokes that matched the insistent rubbing at my clit, his thighs slapping into mine. I moaned when he grabbed me and pulled me deep into the saddle of his hips, sinking himself as far as he could go.
"God, you know what I love!" He made me want to scream and I buried my face in the pillow, moaning low and loud, hoping Beth wouldn't hear us.
"That's right, baby," he murmured, moving my hand out of the way with his, strumming my clit with his big fingers, back and forth, round and round. "I know everything you like." He pinched my clit gently between his thumb and forefinger, peeling the hood of skin back and squeezing, just the right amount of pressure, like a pulse, over and over and over...
"Oh fuck!" I could feel my orgasm hovering, teasing me, like a pregnant storm cloud waiting for just the right moment to let go with a torrent, a veritable flood. TJ didn't stop his tease, jerking my clit now as if it were a tiny little cock, his hips driving into me, pressing me forward on the bed. "Please, please, please!"
"Just imagine it, Ronnie..." He pressed me further, forcing my knees to buckle under his weight. "I could teach her to do all the things you love..."
I groaned into the pillow, shaking my head, trying not to imagine it but unable to stop the thoughts as his words flooded over me and his cock found some deep part of me, rubbing there again and again, as if my pussy were some magic lamp and he were searching for an elusive genie.
"Can't you feel her under you, baby?" Relentless, on and on. "Her tongue buried in your pussy, her cunt spread open for your mouth..."
The image was hot—more than hot, it made me burn with a deeper heat than I'd ever known with TJ alone. I wanted more, but I didn't want to say it. I didn't have to, though, because he didn't stop. He kept rubbing and talking and coaxing and crooning, telling me about her pussy and her tongue and her soft, hot body under mine, until I was aching for it, feeling it building low in my belly as I thrashed under him on the bed.
It had been years and years, but the memory came back like it was yesterday, the rich, lush feel of her body, the soft, smooth taste of her flesh. It was Mrs. Baumgartner I was imagining beneath me, with her smooth, tanned thighs, spreading them wide for my tongue. Oh my god, had we really—? I hadn't forgotten, not really, but I hadn't thought about it or spoken it of it since Gretchen and I had gone our separate ways.
"Oh Mrs. B," I whispered, lost in the fantasy, TJ's cock driving it home with every thrust. I could almost taste her, thick and pungent on my tongue, hear her moaning as I licked her to orgasm after orgasm after... "Oh god, yes, baby, that's my girl, cum for me, come on, do it, do it, cum in my mouth!"
TJ groaned at my words, his fingers digging deep into my hips. "Oh fuck, Ronnie, oh my god, yesss!"
I want to say it was the feel of him coming, that first, hot spurt of cum, that sent me over the edge—but it wasn't. It was remembering Mrs. B, the thick, hot lap of her tongue against my clit, and most of all, the feel and taste of her coming in my mouth, how she shuddered and dug her nails into my flesh and pressed her cunt against my face until I couldn't breathe, and I loved it, oh my god, I couldn't get enough of her...
"Oh, oh, yes, coming, oh please..." My voice turned small, young, and I lost myself in the memory and the sweet pulse of my orgasm, arching with it on the bed, again and again. Suddenly, I wasn't a twenty-nine year old kindergarten teacher, mother of a five year old, about to celebrate her seventh wedding anniversary—I was a young, naïve nineteen-year-old girl having her first experience with the wide open world of sexual pleasure.
I buried my face in pillow, panting and breathless, as TJ slipped out of me and slid off to the side. His belly was wet with sweat as he shifted his hips toward me.
"Wow." His lips found my hairline, my temple, my ear. "That was something else."
I didn't trust myself to answer, but I turned my face toward his. I was afraid of what he might see in my eyes, but I wanted the reassurance I was seeking in his. He gave it to me, too, nothing but love there as his fingers played through my hair.
I knew he was waiting for me to say something, so finally, I did. "I have to admit... thinking about it is kind of hot."
He grinned. "And if just thinking about it is hot, just imagine..."
I flushed, both with the thought and with the memory. I had never told TJ about what happened with the Baumgartners. Gretchen and I had been over for a year when I met him, and I had chalked it all up to some college experimentation thing. I wasn't a lesbian, I was sure of that. Yes, okay, I'd been attracted to women over the years, but—
"Ronnie?"
"Hm?" I turned onto my side and spooned up against him, pulling his arm across me, a protection, a barrier. I knew what he was going to ask, even before the words were out, and yet, somehow, they still surprised me.
"Who's Mrs. B?"
I froze, glad he couldn't see my face. Well, Lucy, looks like you've got some 'splainin' to do.
I cleared my throat, closed my eyes, my whole body on fire with the memories, and then I started to talk...
* * * * *
The headlights of my Intrepid reflected on the garage door and I turned them off, gathering up my purse and my bag with all my lesson plans. It was such a sweet moment of anticipation, the time between knowing I was home and going into the house where I knew TJ and Bethie would be waiting. Knowing the long holiday stretched out ahead of us made it even better, and if it weren't for the fact I'd stayed late to finish cleaning up the classroom and the fact I had a hamster in the backseat, it would be perfection.
I opened the side door and could smell TJ's spaghetti cooking. It just kept getting better and better! I swept in carrying the hamster cage, complete with hamster, and TJ stood up from the kitchen chair, his eyebrows raised as he moved instinctively to help. "Uh, what's this?"
I let him take the cage and he looked around for the best place to put it, deciding on the counter. He peered in at a little sleeping ball nearly the color of peach fuzz curled into one corner.
"Taffy, remember?" I began unslinging purses and bags from my shoulder, hanging them over a kitchen chair. "Classroom hamster. Jody Cornwell was supposed to take him home over Christmas break, but he has the chicken pox, and I couldn't get anyone else's parent's permission in time. Poor little guy had to wait in the car while I was visiting with Kathy after work—uh, and what's this?"
I stood staring at the glasses and the wine and looked up at him, pushing my hair out of my face and frowning. He uncorked the bottle and began to pour us each a glass.
"We're having a dinner guest." He offered me a glass of wine.
I smiled, my eyes questioning, and shook my head. "You know I don't like this stuff."
"Try it," he said, clinking his glass with mine.
"So do I have to guess who's coming to dinner?" I lifted the glass to my nose, wrinkling it at the smell. TJ waited, watching me sip it, surprised as I took my first taste. "It's good, isn't it? I'll give you a hint. It's not Sidney Poitier."
"Then who is it?" I took another sip. "This isn't bad. Fruitier than most of the wine you've made me drink." I winked at him. "But it still tastes like alcohol."
I sat at the kitchen table, kicking off my heels. As often as I complained about them, I still wore them. TJ liked them, and I liked TJ imagining me standing in front of a classroom of kindergartener's in those heels. I looked up at him, waiting.
TJ took a gulp of his wine. "Gretchen."
"Who?" I set my glass on the table and stared at him. I knew, of course I knew, after our conversation last week, what I'd told him about that week in Key West with the Baumgartners and the year that followed. Still, I acted surprised. I was surprised, really. How had he found her?
TJ began talking fast. "It wasn't hard at all, Ronnie. You could have kept in touch yourself if you wanted to. The Baumgartners still live in the same house, and Gretchen is still their nanny. Well, I imagine it's more like cook and housekeeper and stuff like that, now that the kids are teenagers. I just called the number in the phone book and asked for Gretchen. It was easy."
Easy. So the Baumgartners lived about twenty miles away from us, in the same house? I tried to imagine them, Doc and Mrs. B. And Janie and Henry, all grown up! My mind refused to wrap around the idea.
TJ took another gulp of wine. "Well, it's kind of funny how it all fell into place. Mrs. Baumgartner was thrilled to hear from me, and wanted to know all about how you were doing. Apparently, they're going on their annual trip to Key West over the holidays next week. I think that must be same the trip they took when—"
"You talked to Gretchen?" I asked, standing and taking my glass to the sink.
TJ continued as if he hadn't heard me. "—when you went with them, the one you told me about? Yeah, I talked to Gretchen. She insisted on seeing you, wanted to call you, talk to you, but I thought... well, I thought it would be better to meet face to face."
I poured the rest of my wine down the sink, rinsing the glass and setting it on the counter next to the hamster cage. "You thought I'd chicken out and not meet her at all, didn't you?'"
"Maybe." He poured himself another glass of wine.
I turned to him, crossing my arms over my chest. "So you just decided to invite her to dinner without talking to me?"
"Honey, she practically invited herself," he replied, avoiding my eyes and taking another gulp from his glass. "There wasn't a lot I could do to stop it."
"TJ..." I sighed. "What did you think? She'd come over and we'd have a threesome on the kitchen table?"
"No." He laughed, standing up and putting his arms around my waist. "I just thought it would be nice for you to see an old friend."
I rested my head on his chest, putting my arms around him. "I just wish you'd... consulted me?" I lifted my head, suddenly aware of the quiet. "Where's Beth?"
TJ looked sheepish. "At your mother's."
I rolled my eyes. "Oh come on! I haven't seen a setup this obvious since Sidney Poitier showed up for dinner with Katherine Hepburn and Spencer Tracey."
"I don't think they had a threesome... did they?"
I pinched his waist, making him yelp and jump. "You know what I mean."
"I'm not up to anything. I swear it." TJ hugged me, kissing the top of my head. "I just thought you two would like to be able to talk about... well, whatever came up. Without having to worry about Miss Big Ears hanging around."
"Still, you didn't have to hide it from me," I said with a sniff. "It feels... icky."
"I—" I could tell he was about to deny it and he stopped. "I'm sorry. I can call her and cancel. I will if you want me to."
I raised my eyes to meet his. He was up to something, even if he was pretending he wasn't. Still, the thought of seeing Gretchen again made my skin tingle and my face feel warm. Did I want to cancel? The truth was... I wanted to see her again. The truth was, now that he'd opened the door, I wanted to see all of them again—Doc, Mrs. B, Janie, Henry. It was like some irresistible Pandora's Box.
"Let's just... take things slow," I said, my voice and eyes soft. "See what happens—" I pressed my cheek against his chest again, shaking my head.
"Okay," he agreed, hugging my shoulders.
"So, when is she coming?" I pulled away from him and went to retrieve my purse from the chair. "How much time do I have to get ready?"
"Only about half an hour," he admitted, looking at his watch. "She's supposed to be here by six."
"Well, then, I better hustle!" I flashed him a smile as I passed, heading for the stairs, already wondering what I was going to change into.



"Ronnie," he called, pouring himself another glass of wine. I stopped, watching as he poured another, too, leaving it on the table. "There's one more thing."
"What?" I asked as he lifted his glass to the hamster cage. 
"Here's lookin' at you, Taffy," he said under his breath, drinking it down as if it were a shot of whiskey. Somehow I knew what he was going to say, although my breath caught anyway and my heart hammered at his words. "The Baumgartners have invited us to Key West with them over the holiday break." 
He tapped on the glass, trying to look nonchalant, and the hamster yawned, showing its long teeth before turning and snuggling back into the little nest it had made for itself in the cedar. I didn't say a word. I couldn't. I just turned around and went upstairs, wondering just what I was going to do now.
-----
>^,,^< 
-----
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There wasn't any preparing myself, even if I told myself there was as I stood in front of the mirror and double-checked my hair and make-up, smoothed the brown silk skirt and tucked in my blouse. I was glad I was upstairs when she rang the doorbell. Just hearing her voice made my hands tremble and I pressed them to my thighs to keep them still as I paused at the top of the stairs.
"So nice to meet you!" Gretchen's smile was for TJ, but her look was just for me, and I knew it. She took a step toward the stairs, meeting my gaze with hungry eyes. I couldn't help my smile, even though it felt goofy on my face as I came the rest of the way down.
"Gretchen!" Her name felt familiar in my mouth, even after all this time. "You cut your hair!" She laughed, snaking an arm around my neck and pressing her cheek to mine. "All of them—probably several hundred times since you last saw me, sweetie."
It was a very brief thing, that hug, but I could smell her hair, still white-blonde but cut into a short bob now, making her thin, pale face look fuller. She smelled fresh and sweet, like clover and oranges. How old was she now? I was doing the math in my head and came to the sum of thirty-four. Five years older than I was. There were the faintest lines around her eyes when she smiled, but she was still Gretchen.
"Come on in out of the cold." TJ shut the front door against the wind and snow, offering to take Gretchen's coat. Her dress was short, shimmering black in the lamp light as she shrugged her shoulders and let her coat slide off into TJ's hands. I knew she'd dressed for me, just like I'd dressed for her—and I think she knew it, too, the way her eyes moved over my blouse, unbuttoned into a suggestive V. She still had much more than I did in that department, the black fabric gathered between her breasts showing quite a bit of cleavage. I noticed TJ noticing as he poured wine and we sat around the kitchen table.
"Oh my god, Ronnie, you look so amazing." Gretchen smiled a thank you as TJ handed her a glass of wine. "I don't think you've changed at all."
"You haven't seen my stretch marks." I laughed, wrinkling my nose when TJ handed me a glass and setting it aside. "You look the same too—except all your hair is gone!"
"I got too old to get away with it anymore." She winked, taking a sip and turning appreciative eyes to TJ. "Mmm, this is good!"
"It's a petite syrah," TJ said with a nod.
Gretchen raised her eyebrows at him and lifted her little snub nose into the air in a delicate sniff. "And something smells fantastic." Her eyes were the same bright green, just as mischievous and not likely to miss a thing. Every time she looked my way, I felt it, like a familiar ache.
I took a long drink of wine and grimaced. "TJ's famous spaghetti—secret recipe, straight from his grandmother in Sicily."
"I'm so glad you called." Gretchen sat up and reached over to touch TJ's hand. It was brief, just a squeeze, but I noticed her long, manicured nails, painted bright red, an uncharacteristic color for her, and it reminded me sharply of Mrs. B. She turned her gaze to me again, and there it was, that feeling like someone had just reached their hand into my belly and twisted. "I've thought about you so often."
I held my empty glass out to TJ, who poured with a raised eyebrow. "I've thought about you, too." It wasn't a lie. When I'd first ended things with Gretchen, I thought about her all the time, and I knew it would drive me insane if it didn't stop, so I did what I needed to do. Vince, the guy I was dating at the time, was a personal trainer—gorgeous, ripped, he had a brilliantly rational mind but was more than a little OCD—and he taught me how to get rid of Gretchen for good. I'd put a rubber band around my wrist, and every time my thoughts turned to her, I snapped it—hard. Really, really hard. Sounds silly, but it worked. Between that and the incredibly huge eleven inch cock Vince presented me with to handle at every possible occasion—I've never had bigger, before or since—it was enough of a distraction to get me through. But the truth was, while it worked to keep me distracted, it didn't work all the time. No, not all the time.
Both of TJ's eyebrows were raised at me now and I tried to change the subject. "So, how are the Baumgartners? What's everyone up to?"
"Oh Ronnie, you wouldn't believe how big the kids are!" Gretchen smiled, shaking her head. I nodded, remembering them frozen in time: Janie as a gawky almost-twelve and Henry as a typical nine-year-old boy. Mrs. B had sent me a Christmas card that first year after Gretchen and I broke up, but then I moved, and the mail only got forwarded for so long. I still had that last photo tucked away in a box full of old diaries and journals marked: "Ronnie's Private: Keep Out." I remembered Janie's big front teeth and honey-colored ponytail, Henry's lopsided smile. Gretchen was still talking. "Janie's just gorgeous, she's got boys following her around like puppies. And Henry's huge, like his dad. You'll see—you're coming to Key West with us, aren't you? Carrie said she invited you..."
TJ and I both said "Probably," and "I don't know" simultaneously. Gretchen sipped her wine and looked between us, her eyes sharp.
I held my glass out for more wine. "I still can't think of her as Carrie. To me, she'll always be Mrs. B."
TJ poured me half a glass and then got up to check the sauce. I watched him stirring it, feeling warm and flushed and buzzed from way too much wine for me in too short a time. I noticed Gretchen watching him, too, and felt a twinge of something—jealousy?
"So how are Mr. and Mrs. B?" I asked Gretchen as TJ came to the table with a bowl full of spaghetti.
"Doc's practice is going gangbusters, as always." Gretchen held her plate out as TJ started to serve dinner. "With that bedside manner, though, go figure, right?" She winked at me and I smiled, remembering Doc's easygoing teasing, but mostly I remembered his eyes and the way they would follow me around a room wherever I went, as if he could see right through me. It suddenly occurred to me, as TJ sat down, that he and Doc shared a great deal in common when it came to looks and temperament. Funny how I'd never thought of it before.
"Carrie's real estate business hasn't done as well recently," Gretchen sighed. "The market is so bad right now. It's one of the reasons... well... things are changing for the Baumgartners. And me, too. Kids don't stay kids—can't be a nanny forever."
I nodded, feeling TJ's knees touch mine under the table as he sat and I gave him a smile. "Still, Gretch, you've been with them a long time."
"I couldn't turn down the money they offered, Ronnie." She shrugged, twirling noodles on her plate. "And, you know... all the fringe benefits."
That hung there, and I wondered if TJ understood as well as I did what she meant. It wasn't just the trips to Key West and Aspen and the New England Sound. There was so much more to working for Mr. and Mrs. B...
TJ cleared his throat, his eyes moving between us. "So why did you two break up?"
"TJ!" I nudged him under the table, my eyes wide. "I'm curious..." He shrugged. "Are we not supposed to talk about it?"
"I don't mind." Gretchen smiled, but her eyes were pained, and I looked down at my plate, spearing a mushroom. "Ronnie found a boyfriend."
"The guy I dated before I met you," I explained, wondering if Vince even remembered my name anymore.
"You know how we girls have a tendency to abandon our girlfriends when a guy shows up," Gretchen teased. I wanted to say something, but the wine made my head feel fuzzy, as if it were too full.
"What about you, Gretchen?" TJ asked. "Did you find a girlfriend?"
"Or a boyfriend?" I chimed in, feeling desperate.
"Oh several." Gretchen winked at TJ but the look she gave me was full of a meaning I didn't understand. "Nothing lasting, though. I could afford to be picky, living with the Baumgartners."
I tried to imagine what it might have been like, if Gretchen and I had never broken up. Would she have stayed their nanny, then, I wondered? Would we all have been one big, happy family? The thought filled me with a mixture of longing, regret, and a deeper feeling I didn't even recognize at first—anger.
"This is the best spaghetti I've ever tasted." Gretchen's compliment made TJ blush and I smiled.
"He's a much better cook than I am."
"Like Doc?" Gretchen winked.
"Better." I touched my knee to TJ's under the table and he looked up at me, his eyes tender. "Although I admit, Doc could make a hell of a sandwich."
"Mmm god yes." Gretchen's tone changed and she gave a low, throaty moan that reminded me immediately what it was like between us. Her eyes met mine and they said it all. "He still can."
The double entendre didn't escape any of us. I couldn't help but remember—not only the night Doc and I snuck downstairs to make sandwiches and, while Mrs. B slept upstairs, he fucked me on the kitchen counter, but also there was the clear memory of being sandwiched between Doc and Mrs. B in more positions than I had ever imagined.
Gretchen's hand found my knee under the table and squeezed. She leaned forward, eager, earnest. "You are coming aren't you?"
I shrugged, not looking up. "I don't know, Gretch..."
"Oh, Ronnie, you have to come," she pleaded with both voice and eyes. "This is the last summer we're all going together. Henry's graduating this year, and I'm... well... things are changing. It would be so good, like old times."
I glanced at TJ. "I've never really left our daughter for so long..."
"She loves staying with your mother." He shrugged, no help at all. I knew what he wanted, what he hoped.
"You could always bring her...?" Gretchen suggested.
"No. Out of the question." I shook my head, adamant, and they both looked at me, surprised. I shrugged. "And really, I think two weeks is a long time to be gone..."
"I could stay here with her for a week," TJ offered. "Let you go out there for a week, and then fly out to meet you for the second..."
Gretchen brightened. "What a great idea."
"TJ..." I gave him a warning look but he ignored it.
"Something to think about..." He shrugged, filling my wine glass. I looked at it, already feeling way too buzzed to make any real decisions.
"You only live once," Gretchen prodded. Her hand moved over my knee under the table still, edging along the silk edge of my skirt. "We've all missed you, Ronnie."
I stood up, carrying my plate to the sink, murmuring. "Let me think about it."
I didn't want to think about it. I didn't want to think about anything. The wine had made me sleepy and way too relaxed, and when Gretchen curled up on the couch beside me and put her head in my lap just like she used to, I didn't say a word. TJ sat in the chair across from us, watching, listening to us talk—reminisce, really. It was as if someone had hit "pause" on the tape and had now pushed "play." We just picked up where we left off, soft voices. low laughs, inside jokes, our fingers twined together.
When Gretchen yawned, stretched and sat up, saying she had to get back, it was very late, and I didn't want her to go. TJ helped her on with her coat and her kiss goodbye was a little longer and too lingering to be called just friendly. She gave TJ a hug and thanked him again for calling. I knew it was coming and had planned my even, measured response to it, but when she said the words, mine wouldn't come.
"We're flying out Monday." She squeezed my hands in hers, swinging them, and it made me feel like a little girl. "Doc says just give him the word and he'll book your tickets."
"I—" They weren't there, those words I'd planned, the polite refusal, the kind turn-down. It wasn't just that I couldn't say them—it was as if they didn't exist anymore. "I'll let you know."
"Please." She leaned in and kissed my cheek, her lips brushing the corner of my mouth, making me shiver. "Please come."
With that, she was gone.
TJ closed the door, calling for her to be careful on the snowy stairs and then turned to me. "What do you think?"
I plopped down on the couch, still warm from where Gretchen and I had been cuddled together. "I think I'm in over my head."
"Time to grow gills?" He sat beside me and took my hand.
"TJ..." I sighed, not looking at him.
"It's sort of a once in a lifetime thing, isn't it?"
"Well, in my case, apparently...twice?"
He grinned, leaning in to kiss my cheek. "Lucky you."
"Yeah." I sighed. "Lucky me..."
* * * *
I knew I was really going to go through with it when I decided to shave everything down there. Honestly, I think I knew the moment I saw Gretchen again, but shaving was a symbolic act, a physical representation of a so-far ethereal decision. Doc had paid for our tickets, plans had been made, but it didn't feel real until I put a towel up on the bathroom counter that morning and handed TJ a razor.
"Everything?" He was used to trimming me, shaving the sides into a neat little landing strip, but I hadn't gone completely bare since that summer in Key West.
"Everything," I agreed, spreading my legs and leaning back against the mirror, hoping he wouldn't see the way my thighs were trembling or how wet I was already in anticipation.
The razor moved slowly, carefully, up one side and then the other, stripping me of a clear remnant of womanhood. It felt like turning back the clock in some ways, going back to that time when I was so young, so unknowing, so eager to learn. Still, there were things I couldn't un-know, experiences that had changed me forever. My body had changed, my hips fuller, my breasts, too, after nursing Beth for two years. I had stretch marks on my lower belly, now, soft plaits the remnant of my pregnancy. I knew there was no going back, even as I let him strip me bare in hopes that there somehow was.
"So smooth." TJ's fingers rubbed over my vulva, his eyes eating me up, hungry, and I wanted more than just his gaze. I would be on a plane in less than five hours—I'd insisted on a separate flight, wanting them all to have a chance to settle in for a day before I showed up—reunited with three people who, for that one glorious week that summer, had been my lovers, my teachers, my mentors. I couldn't even begin to imagine what might happen, but my body was strung tight, like a bow pulled taut, waiting to shoot some fated arrow.
"I'm going to miss you." I ran my fingers through his hair as he knelt and wiped me down with a washcloth, smoothing away any stray hairs. I could see my own clit when I looked down, my lips swollen and parted. It peeked up, as if asking to be touched, and the air felt cool and intrusive, a sensory overload.
"It's only a week." He kissed my thigh, his eyes still focused between my legs. Exposed, my pussy felt ornamental now, a showpiece, something I couldn't hide. It excited me.
"Anything can happen in a week." I gasped when his tongue flicked against my clit, quick, snake-like, a tease.
"Anything you want." He looked up at me, his big hands pressing my thighs open, keeping them there.
"Anything?" I raised my eyebrows at his carte blanche. We'd talked about it over the weekend, all the endless possibilities. I'd changed my mind a hundred times about going at all. We talked about setting ground rules, dismissed it and decided to play it by ear, only to come back to the idea of rules again. Everything felt uncertain, precarious, and it was both exciting and scary. We were on the verge anyway, with everything—his job was taking him to New York this summer, and I had just found a position in a private school out there. I didn't know what I was going to do with Beth. We didn't know anyone out there. I didn't know what I was going to do, and this vacation seemed like a push off a cliff I was already teetering over...
"I want you to have a good time." His breath moved against my pussy, warming me, making me tremble. "I want that most of all."
"Oh Teej..." It was my pet name for him, as if you could shorten his name or initials any more, yet I had found a way. I wanted to say something, to make everything good and right and perfect, but I didn't know the words, so I just pressed him to me, kissing his mouth with my pussy. He groaned, burying his face there, pushing my legs back, trying to get more.
"Oh god." I whispered the words, just letting him take what he wanted, what I wanted, what we both wanted—my pleasure. Still, after all this time, there was no one who could take me like TJ did, and I whimpered under his tongue, groaning as his fingers slid into me, seeking heat. There was no barrier to his mouth now, my lips parted for him, my clit seeming to tilt toward him. He flicked it, lapped at it, split me with both fingers and tongue, both of them meeting in the middle and then trading places, his fingers circling my clit, his tongue slipping down into my hole.
"Ahhhhhh god!" I cried as he began to fuck me with his tongue, his finger making quick work of my clit, back and forth, so fast it felt constant. There was no resisting him. My body knew what it wanted and he took it, shoving his tongue deep into my pussy as he made me come with his fingers rubbing my clit. The muscles in my cunt squeezed at him, sucking his tongue deeper, like a hungry, eager kiss as I came, my whole body shaking, my nipples hardening in surprise at the sudden sensation.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," he murmured against my flesh, standing between my legs and rubbing his whole hand over my mound, making me let out a moan halfway between pleasure and pain. He was wearing boxers and his cock tented them nicely. There was a small wet spot around the head and I reached out to touch it with the tip of my finger.
"You want that, baby?"
I nodded, watching as he slid his shorts down, letting his cock spring free .It extended thickly against my thigh as he leaned in and kissed me. I could taste myself on his tongue and it reminded me of Gretchen and Mrs. B—the amazing, unmistakable, thick, pungent taste of pussy—and TJ seemed to know it.
"You like that?" He whispered the words as he slid his cock between my legs, nudging them further open. "The sweet taste of cunt in your mouth?"
I nodded against his shoulder, reaching down to grasp him, tugging hard. He gasped as I slipped the head of his cock up and down the now-smooth lips of my pussy, his eyes closing, his head going forward to my chest, clearly lost in the sensation. I tickled my clit with him for a moment before tilting my hips and sliding him into position.
"You like that sweet shaved little pussy?" I whispered as he shifted forward, sliding in. He groaned in response, arching, searching for more. I wrapped my legs around his waist, digging my heels into his behind and pulling him deeper. He shuddered, gripping my thighs and then shifting his hands up toward my pussy, sliding slowly out.
"God, that's beautiful." I could see him, too, thick and red, pulling back and back until just the head was inside of me. He massaged the smooth lips of my vulva with his thumbs, his eyes full of lust.
"Smooth as a baby," I murmured, wiggling against him. "Like some sweet young thing with the tightest little cunt you've ever been in." His eyes brightened at my words and I squeezed the head of his cock with my muscles, telling him I wanted more of him. He pressed forward, using his now-wet thumbs to rub my nipples, making me moan.
"God that's good." He rolled his hips into me again and again, watching his progress, in and out of my wetness. The sound of our bodies meeting, flesh against flesh, echoed against the wet tile and I leaned back on my elbows, fingering my own nipples as he fucked me, letting him do all the work. His thumbs eased my lips apart again, nudging my clit back and forth between them.
I looked up at his face, his eyes, the way he stared between my legs and my completely bald cunt.



"Would you like to see her fuck me like this?" I whispered, squeezing him between my thighs. He gasped, his eyes flying up to meet mine, and his reaction spurred me on. "See her strap on a dildo and get between my legs like this and fuck my bare little pussy?"
I knew he was imagining Gretchen—and god knows we'd played with enough toys between the two of us—but I had Mrs. B and her big black dildo in my head, her red nails digging into my thighs, raking over my hips. The image made me crazy with lust.
"She could fuck me while she sucked you off," I whispered urgently, squirming under him, getting into the fantasy. "Would you like that, baby?" 
"Nnnnnnnnngggg!" His fingers gripped my hips, just where I knew Mrs. B would hold onto me, guide me as she fucked me nice and hard with that thick dildo. TJ's words were just gone, his eyes and movements wild, driving hard into me, and I was getting lost, too.
"Fuck her mouth while she fucks my pussy, TJ!" I moaned, shoving my hips into his, closing my eyes. I could see her, all that honey-colored hair and those full, tanned breasts swaying as she fucked me, oh god, she was so beautiful on me, in me, all over me, I could smell her, taste her—I wanted her.
"Ohhhhhhh baby, I'm gonna—" I was coming, imagining TJ's cock was Mrs. B's dildo filling me, fucking me, taking me there as she slurped and sucked on him, making all those sweet Mrs. B noises that sounded like some little song, the sweet little blowjob hum she always did and I remembered so well. 
"Ohhhhh fuckkkkk!" TJ grabbed me by the hair, making me gasp as he pulled me down onto the bathroom floor to my knees and shoving his cock between my lips. I knew he'd been imagining it, too—although I'm sure it was Gretchen's mouth and throat he was fucking, her big green eyes wide as she tried to swallow his length, her short blonde hair he was holding as he began to come, thick, hot jets of it over her waiting little tongue.
"Take it, take it, take it, take it," he whispered over and over, and I took it all, like a good girl, swallowing and swallowing, looking up at his face twisted in pleasure as he shuddered and panted against me. I didn't realize until later that I'd been making that same little humming noise in my throat that I remembered Mrs. B always did. 
"Oh baby, come here," he murmured, gathering me up, sitting me on the counter again on the towel and pulling me close. My pussy felt juicy and swollen beneath me, exposed and vulnerable, and I remembered the feeling well from the very first time I'd shaved—when Mrs. B had shaved me and made me come that day with the shower massage, my body's betrayal. 
He pushed my hair out of my face and kissed my cheeks, my lips, cupping my face in his hands. "I love you, Veronica. No matter what happens, I love you, and I'm never, ever going to leave you." I held onto him and felt it for the first time. It was not just reassuring, but real. I knew it was true, and it was enough.
It would have to be.
-----------
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If I thought I'd been unprepared for seeing Gretchen again, nothing could have prepared me for walking back into the house I'd shared with the Baumgartners that week and seeing Mrs. B in her black bikini, smiling warmly and opening the door to my tentative knock.
I'd spent the whole flight remembering that week in December, as I watched the snow covered ground give way to the clouds and then eventually descend into sand. Of course, they must have planned it. I knew that now, although I hadn't consciously realized it then. They asked me to come under the pretense of babysitting the kids, but that isn't really why I'd been invited along. It had been planned from the beginning.
How young I had been—how naïve. Mrs. B's slow seduction had worked like a charm—sunbathing topless and encouraging me to do so, too; letting me borrow one of her micro-bikinis and offering to shave me down there so nothing would show. How had they known I would slowly acquiesce the way I did, unable to resist her softness, both of them keeping me curious and on-edge about Doc until just the right moment when he finally came in between us, as if it were meant to be?
It wasn't until after it was all over, of course, that I felt manipulated. It wasn't until after Gretchen and I had parted, looking back on that week in Key West, when I realized I'd been used. The reality was Doc wanted a young, nineteen-year-old piece of ass, and his wife planned the seduction. So why, then, was I sitting on a plane, flying out to Key West once again, to stay with the Baumgartners?
The thought went through my mind as I stood in front of their door, waiting for someone to answer. The truth was, I didn't want to believe it was true. I wanted to think the Baumgartners really cared about me and what happened was as sweetly exciting and spontaneous as it felt—we were all swept away in the passion of it. Some part of me must have still believed that, because there I stood, knocking on the Baumgartners' door, and when Mrs. B answered, squealing and putting her arms around me, I leaned into her and sighed, and almost felt like crying.
"Oh Veronica, it's so good to see you!" Mrs. B kissed my cheek, her lips full and soft, catching the corner of my mouth as she turned her head. "Doc! She's here!" Mrs. B hadn't changed at all—the same honey-colored hair falling over her tanned shoulders, the same lush curves. I swallowed hard when she turned, holding my hand and leading me down the hall, seeing that her bikini was a thong, as usual, and she was completely exposed from behind.
"Look at you." Doc grinned as he came down the stairs, shaking his head. Doc was a little grayer around the temples, his dark curls a little less thick, but his smile was infectious, and his eyes swept over me, just like they always did, making me tingle. "Come here, girl!"
He swept me into his arms and squeezed, reminding me how big he was. I felt tiny in his arms, in spite of the ten extra pounds I'd put on since I had Beth. He kissed the top of my head and smiled down at me, his eyes sweeping over my outfit. I was dressed for a Michigan winter—long, gray wool skirt and a light pink sweater with soft brown suede boots.
"Did you bring your own bikini, or are you going to have to borrow Carrie's?"
I smiled—I couldn't help it. "I've got my own suit, Doc."
"Well, then, let's see it!" He winked at his wife. "Everyone else is out swimming and we were just about to join them."
Everyone else. Doc pulled his shirt off and headed toward the door wall that opened up to the private beach in back. I couldn't help but notice his broad, tanned back, the thick muscles in his arms, and wondered how old he was now. My god, how old had he been back then? I heard Gretchen's voice the minute he pulled open the door.
"Janie, can I listen to your Ipod?"
Everyone else included Janie and Henry, all grown up. I couldn't even imagine what they would look like. Would they even remember me? I was suddenly scared to find out.
"Come." Mrs. B took my hand and started leading me toward the stairs. "Let's get you settled in your room so you can change." I followed her up the stairs and down the hallway, a strange sense of deja-vu washing over me. The doors to what had been Janie and Henry's rooms when I stayed with them last were closed, but the three doors at the end of the hall were open, and I remembered those rooms very well—the bathroom, Mr. and Mrs. B's room, and what had been my room. Mrs. B stopped outside the junction of the three doors, as if we were at some crossroads, and glanced back at me.
"Gretchen normally sleeps here." She nodded at the room I had once occupied. "But she insisted on sleeping on the sofa bed downstairs so you could have this room."
"No." I shook my head, hefting my bag up over my shoulder. From this angle I could see into all three rooms—the huge Jacuzzi tub in the bathroom; the vanity with the tall mirror where I had watched Mr. and Mrs. B have sex; the bed I had slept in, often tossing and turning as I listened to the sounds of their lovemaking—and it really did feel like some sort of crossroads now. I had a decision to make, and it was suddenly clear to me. "I'm sorry, Mrs. B, but I can't do that. This is Gretchen's room. I'll sleep on the sofa."
She frowned, showing the lines around her eyes and her mouth more clearly than I remembered. "Are you sure?"
"Positive." Our eyes met and I saw disappointment in them. "I'll change in the bathroom and meet you out on the beach, okay?"
She nodded, turning and starting down the hall. I didn't watch her, but I was aware of her curves, the soft sway of her hips as she went down the stairs. In the bathroom, I made sure to lock the door behind me before I began to undress. I was Michigan-winter pale, but I didn't have any ambitions of getting a tan this time. Now I was old enough to concern myself about things like skin cancer and wrinkles and instead of lathering myself with baby oil, I slathered SPF 15 all over my nude body before pulling my suit out of the bag.
In spite of what I'd said to Doc, I didn't wear a bikini anymore. It had a low back and the front was an X that tied up around my neck, but it was a rather sedate brown one-piece that thankfully covered any hint of my stretch marks. I pulled my long, dark hair back into a ponytail with a Scrunchie and took a long look at myself in the mirror. The woman standing in the mirror was ten years older and wiser than the young girl who had once stood here in Mrs. B's borrowed orange bikini.
"Here goes nothing," I said to no one at all, shoving my discarded clothes back into my bag and carrying it downstairs. I left it at the end of the sofa along with my purse, like an announcement. I stood at the door wall for a moment, knowing the sun glinting off the glass would shield me from their sight, allowing me to watch unnoticed until I could get up my nerve to go out there.
Gretchen, wearing headphones and sunglasses, was stretched out on her back on a big beach blanket. Mrs. B had undone the straps to her bikini top and stretched out on her stomach beside her. I saw Doc wading out into the surf in the distance, and there was a young couple laughing and splashing each other down at the other end of the beach. I shivered in the air conditioning, pressing my hand to the glass, which was warm to the touch, wondering if I was ever going to gather enough nerve to open the door.
I wondered where Janie and Henry were when the young couple stopped their play and began running down the beach toward Doc. The woman was blonde, her hair almost the color of Gretchen's, but with a little more warmth, like honey. The way she moved, her hips swaying, her body's gentle curves, reminded me so much of—
"Janie!" I whispered, pressing my forehead to the glass. And behind her, of course, was Henry, tall and dark and broad like his father, with those same disarming curls. It can't be—even as my mind denied it, I knew it was them—even before Janie threw her arms around her father's neck and he swung her around, tossing her into the waves. I could hear her squeal, even through the glass. Both Doc and Henry laughed as she came up sputtering and wet, eyes blazing at her father.
"Daddy!" It was her voice, still, but different, older. Both Gretchen and Mrs. B looked up as I opened the door and stepped out onto the hot sand. "I didn't want to go in yet!"
"Too late!" Henry grabbed his sister by the waist and wrestled her back into the surf as she howled in protest.
"There you are!" Gretchen stood and held a hand out as I advanced. I took it, letting her kiss me, but turning at the last moment, so that her lips landed on my cheek instead of my mouth. She raised her eyebrows and then glanced down at my suit. She was wearing a black thong and matching bikini top, very like Mrs. B's. "Ugh, what's with the granny suit? How are you going to get a tan?"
I shrugged. "It's serviceable."
Mrs. B shaded her eyes, looking up at us. "You look pretty, Veronica." Her words sounded hollow to me, though, and she closed her eyes again.
"Come on, let's go in." Gretchen led me over the hot sand toward Doc and the kids. The kids—ha. Except they weren't such kids anymore. Henry was almost nineteen, and Janie had to be drinking age now, although just barely. "Guess who's here!?" Gretchen's announcement was full of excitement, and I waited as they turned toward us, sure for a moment that neither of them would recognize me, or remember.
"Ronnie!" Henry exclaimed, his grin very like his father's. I smiled back at him, relieved.
When I turned to meet Janie's eyes, her mouth smiled, but her eyes didn't. She gave a little nod and just said, "Hi." It had to have been at least ninety out there on the beach, but I suddenly felt cold. Gretchen squeezed my hand and I looked at her, puzzled, but there was no time for any communication.
"Hop on babysitter!" Henry announced, lunging for me. I squealed and ran, going purely on instinct and habit, and just barely escaping the hand that grazed my arm. Unfortunately, he was taller and stronger than I was now, and caught up with me easily, wrestling me to the sand and pinning me under his big body.
"Good Lord, what have they been feeding you?" I gasped, barely able to breathe, but I was laughing, and so was he. The game was over much quicker than I anticipated as he rolled off me, sitting up and hanging his arms over his knees and smiling down at me. I saw Gretchen, back on the blanket with Mrs. B, and Janie and Doc in the water.
"How ya been?" Henry asked, nudging me with his toe. "How come you never called us or wrote or came to see us or anything?"
Breathless, I half sat, looking over at where Janie was wading further out into the water away from us. Because of Henry's characteristic bluntness, which he clearly hadn't grown out of, it dawned on me why Janie's reception had been less than enthusiastic. I felt a twinge of guilt, biting my lip as I watched her dive beneath the waves.
"I..." My words felt caught in my throat and when I looked over at him and saw the confusion and hurt on his face, my heart lurched in my chest. "Oh Henry, I'm so sorry. I meant to, but... well, my life has been kind of... complicated... and very busy... since you were little..."
"Yeah?" He picked up a stick and started drawing circles in the sand. It reminded me of when they were little and we'd spent hours making sand castles.
"I guess you're not so little anymore." I knew I was stating the obvious.
"Mom said you got married and had a kid?"
I nodded, thinking of TJ and Beth for the first time since the plane had landed and I'd called to let them know I was safe. "She's five now."
"I guess kids make your life pretty complicated?" It was half question, half statement, and I didn't know how to tell him the truth, how to even begin.
I just shrugged. "Sometimes..." We were quiet for a while, watching Doc and Janie swimming, listening to the sound of the waves. All the time I'd stayed away, it had never occurred to me what they would think, how they would feel... I'd been too concerned with how slighted I felt.
"I'm glad you're here." The pressure of Henry's hand on mine surprised me. His hand was big, his fingers long, like his father's.
I smiled back at him. "I am, too." Even as I said it, I knew it was true.
"Last one in's a rotten egg!" Henry was racing toward the water before I could even take another breath and I swore softly, stumbling to stand in the sand.
"No fair!" I called after him, but he was already halfway to the water's edge, laughing over his shoulder at me.
The water was so much warmer than I expected and I groaned as I rolled to my back and floated in the waves. If nothing else, it was nice to float along with nothing to do. It had been years since TJ and I had gone away somewhere together—since before Beth was born—and we never could have afforded something like this, a private beach on Key West.
"I miss that orange bikini..."
I opened my eyes to see Doc swimming toward me. I quickly stood, the water coming to my navel here.
"I'm too old to wear a bikini." I smoothed my hair back.
He gave a little laugh. "With a body like yours, sweetheart, you'll never be too old to wear a bikini."
The way he looked at me brought back the memory and the feeling of that week so long ago. I felt a slow heat spreading through my middle. Part of me wanted to be insulted by his comment, but another part of me was both flattered and excited by it.
"I guess I'm more self-conscious now than I was... then."
He raised his eyebrows, his eyes dark and knowing. "Well, we'll have to fix that then, won't we?"
"Hey, let's play a game!" Henry called over to us from where he was periodically splashing his sister just to annoy her. Janie had retrieved one of the floats and was sunbathing on it.
"I'm not it!" I called immediately, out of habit.
"Me, either!" Doc chimed in, winking at me.
Janie lifted her head, shading her eyes and looking toward me and her father. "I don't feel like playing." She rolled off the float and started wading toward shore, dragging it behind her.
Henry frowned as he watched her go, swimming over to us. "Maybe Mom and Gretchen want to play?"
I sighed, watching Janie open the door wall and go into the house. "Maybe tomorrow, Henry." My eyes met Doc's and I looked quickly away. I didn't like the look in them, the questions or the knowing. "I think I'm going to go take a shower—wash off the jetlag and the salt water."
I didn't look at either of them as I began to swim toward shore, although I felt their eyes on me and was glad that my suit was so unrevealing. Gretchen lifted her sunglasses as I passed her and Mrs. B shaded her eyes.
"Where are you going?" Gretchen asked, propping herself up on her elbows.
"Shower." I opened the door wall, glancing back at them. "I'm tired."
I stopped at the top of the stairs, hearing music coming from Janie's room. I thought about going in and talking to her, explaining... but what would I say? I knew I would have to address it at some point this week, probably soon, but I felt suddenly exhausted and overwhelmed.
I took a towel out of the linen closet and went into the bathroom. I intended to take a shower, but the big tub looked so inviting that I started to run the water in it, peeling off my wet suit and tossing it into the sink.
When the water was high enough, I turned on the jets and slid in, groaning as the water churned around me. I was tired, although less from the plane trip than from the anxiety and tension of the past few days. It had felt as if I were holding my breath, waiting for the moment when I saw the Baumgartners again, and now I felt deflated, like an empty balloon.
I floated in the warm water, closing my eyes and trying to block out my thoughts. But I was alone with them, and they were insistent. I couldn't help but wonder what might happen this week—or next, when TJ finally arrived. Mr. and Mrs. B's lifestyle clearly hadn't changed, and Gretchen... I remembered the way she looked at me, the comment she had made about Doc still "making a great sandwich." I knew all I had to do was ask—not even ask—just hinting or suggesting an interest would be enough to get the ball rolling.
I remembered the excitement in TJ's eyes when I talked about a threesome and I knew he wanted it. Maybe... I sighed, rolling my head around the back of the tub. I knew TJ loved me. I knew he wasn't going anywhere—he'd said so. What was I so afraid of? Opportunities like this one didn't present themselves every day. Maybe, I reasoned, we should just take advantage of it this once. Part of me believed that it might be enough to just... get it out of his system. Then we could go back to the way we were.
But could we?
The idea of opening my marriage scared the hell out of me, although I didn't want to admit it. Being part of a threesome, the way things had happened with Mr. and Mrs. B... it was different. I was young and single. I'd had nothing to lose then. Who was it going to hurt? But now...
I sat up in the tub, eyes wide. What about Mrs. B? Was she ever jealous? Did she worry that Doc was going to fall in love with the nineteen year old babysitter and leave her? The thought startled me, and had honestly never occurred to me. How had she reconciled it in their marriage? I wondered if I'd been the first girl they'd ever seduced. How many others had there been? They were obviously still together, and they still cared about each other.
Confused, I leaned back in the tub, closing my eyes again. I couldn't imagine how I would feel, seeing TJ with another woman. But how had Mrs. B felt, seeing me with her husband?
I jumped when a knock sounded at the door. "Veronica?" It was Mrs. B, her voice concerned. "Can I come in?"
I glanced down, seeing the water churning around my breasts, my rosy nipples floating in the water, and smiled to myself. It wasn't as if she hadn't seen it before.
"Sure," I called.
She was still wearing her bikini, her body slick with oil as she came in and leaned against the sink. "Are you okay?"
I shrugged and nodded. "I'm fine."
Frowning, she cocked her head, her brow knitted. "Are you sure?"
I nodded again, not looking into her eyes. "Yeah. Just tired from the plane ride, I guess."
Mrs. B shook her head, coming over to the tub. She threw a towel down on the floor and knelt, leaning against the edge. I still didn't look at her, but I felt her eyes on me, searching. She rested her chin on her folded arms with a sigh.
"I don't think you're okay." Her voice was insistent and I swallowed when she touched my hair, smoothing it back from my face. "I think you are most definitely not okay."
I shook my head, denying it, a lump growing in my throat so I couldn't say the words.
"Hey..." Her voice was soft and kind, as it always had been, just like I'd remembered it. "It's me... you can talk to me..."
I shook my head again, blinking back tears. "No... Mrs. B... I..."
"Oh for Christ's sake, can't you finally call me Carrie?"
Startled, I looked up at her, meeting her eyes. They were teasing, but serious, too. I laughed, I couldn't help it, and she laughed with me.
"I mean, come on..." She smiled, cocking her head again. "We're both big girls, now, right?"
"Right." I laughed again, shaking my head. "Okay... Carrie..." Her name felt odd in my mouth, but somehow it was right. "I'm fine. Really."
We looked at each other and both burst out laughing at once, knowing it was the biggest lie in the world. And before I knew it, I was crying instead of laughing, tears streaming down my face, and Mrs. B—Carrie—was leaning into the tub to hug me.
"Oh sweetheart, it's okay," she murmured, stroking my hair. "Whatever it is, it's going to be okay."



"No it's not!" I sobbed, clinging. Her skin was slick with oil and my hands slipped on her shoulders, but I grabbed onto the strings of her suit. She did her best to comfort me, but I was crying hard, now, all the fear and emotion I'd kept inside for weeks pouring out over poor Mrs. B's shoulders.
"Yes, it will, I promise," she whispered, letting me pull her closer, so she was leaning half over the tub. "It'll be okay."
"You don't understand!" I croaked. "TJ wants to have an open marriage and I don't know what to do!"
She pulled back and looked at me, her eyes soft with understanding. Cupping my face in her hands, she kissed my tear-stained cheek, shaking her head. "Oh sweetie... yes... yes, I do understand."
"No!" I cried, feeling the desperation crawling up my throat with the words. "Carrie, I feel so caught! I'm scared to death of losing him if I do it and I'm scared to death of losing him if I don't—I don't know what to do!"
"I know." She nodded, sliding the rest of the way into the big tub, suit and all, and putting her arms around me. "Oh sweetie, trust me, I do know. I know just what you're feeling."
I curled myself against her, the water churning around us, and she rocked me, stroked me, cuddled me against her breasts and let me cry until my breath was hitching in my throat like Beth's did whenever she had a long tantrum and couldn't stop. When it finally ebbed, she pressed her mouth to my ear and whispered, "Ask me anything you want."
I looked at her, startled. It had occurred to me earlier that Mrs. B—god, I was going to have a hard time calling her "Carrie"—was perhaps the one person in the world who might really have a solution to my problem. But the first question out of my mouth wasn't about TJ or my marriage. It was something I'd wanted to know, something that had haunted me for years.
"Did you plan it?"
"Yes." She knew what I was asking, and she answered honestly. I sighed, feeling something in me shrinking. "But not in the way you think."
Puzzled, I looked at her.
"We loved you, Ronnie." Her fingers pushed my hair behind my ears, her eyes soft as they looked at me. "We still love you." Her words made tears come again and they fell silently into the bath water. "You were like part of our family, you'd been with us for so long. And yes, both of us... we were attracted to you. I'm not going to deny that."
"But inviting me here..."
"Yes." She nodded, touching my cheek. "We hoped... but if it hadn't happened... Ronnie, that would have been okay, too. We would have still kept loving you anyway." She smiled and then bit her lip. "Just... differently."
I didn't know if it was the truth, or if she was just saying what I wanted to hear, but it was important for me to know, especially because what I was about to ask her would affect me and my marriage for the rest of my life.
"Did you have it all planned out?" I asked, feeling a lump in my throat. "Did you talk about how... how you were going to..."
"No!" Her eyes widened, her mouth dropping open. "God, no! Of course not! We just... we just let nature take its course. And, thankfully... it did."
My feelings were a little assuaged. "Was I the first?"
"The first woman we were ever with, together?" she asked. I nodded. "No. We'd been to a few parties... we had a few... professionals. But you were the first... real person. The first one we'd ever cared for... aside from the physical."
"Really?" I blinked at her, surprised. I'd been sure, somehow, that I was just one in a long line of seduced babysitters along the way.
"And now we have Gretchen." She smiled, her eyes warm. "Who we also love very much."
I sighed, resting my head under her chin. "It's hard not to love Gretchen."
She chuckled. "True."
"Who wanted it first?"
After a moment, she said, "He did."
"What did you do when he told you?" I was remembering TJ telling me, my shock, my fear. "What did you say?"
"I was hurt," she admitted with a sigh. Her hand massaged my shoulder. "Confused... but the thought was exciting. We'd fantasized about it a lot, having another woman in our bed."
I nodded, swallowing hard. "We have, too."
"But you're afraid the fantasy is going to be better than the reality?"
"Isn't it always?" I sighed.
"Was it with us?" I felt her lips brush the top of my head and smiled.
"No."
"I think it depends on the people involved." Her fingers moved through my hair, stroking, petting, and I felt my body melting against hers, finally relaxing. "I think it can be a big mess, or it can be an amazing experience."
"I don't want to clean up a mess."
She laughed. "I don't blame you."
"I'm scared," I admitted.
"I know." She kissed my temple. "It's okay to be scared. I'd worry if you weren't."
I shook my head, feeling tears stinging my eyes again as I choked out the words. "I love him so much."
"I know." She cupped my face in her hands, her eyes searching mine. "And that's what you need to trust."
"What do you mean?" I felt that desperation rising again.
"When it came right down to it, I had to trust that my love for Doc, and his love for me, was stronger than anything else." Her words were sweet, so sweet I could almost taste them.
"Was it?"
"Yes." She nodded. "It still is."
"Carrie..." I whispered her name and I knew my eyes were a question. Hers answered them, soft and bright.
Her voice was thick, like honey, like the color of her hair falling wet over her shoulders. "I like hearing you say my name..."
"Carrie..." I whispered again, leaning in to capture her mouth. She made a soft sound in her throat at the touch. "Carrie... Carrie... Carrie..." I whispered her name as I kissed my way down her throat, pressing myself between her thighs, feeling them open.
"Yes..." she whispered back, her hands moving down my sides, over my hips, pulling me between her legs. It was like coming home, and she welcomed me with open arms. I rubbed my face against the slickness of her breasts swelling over her bikini top. Her breasts were as bronze as the rest of her, and when I undid the straps and pulled them down, I found her dark-tipped nipples hard in spite of the warmth of the water.
"Oh god, Veronica," she moaned as I sucked one of them into my mouth. Her half-closed eyes watched my tongue trace a path around and around her areola, and she jumped and gasped whenever I flicked her nipple. Her breasts were incredibly full and lush and I used my hands to press them together, getting her nipples as close together as I could and licking back and forth between them.
Her hips bucked in response, her head going back and lolling on the edge of the tub as I worshipped her breasts. She was a goddess of flesh, and some part of me had always knelt at this altar, even in the years we'd been apart. My memories of her were nothing compared to the reality—wet, slick, luscious, moaning and arching against me, begging me for more. My whole body responded to her—not just my pussy, which was beginning to ache—as if it had come alive at her touch.
I hooked my fingers in the strings of her bikini, tugging them down the generous curve of her hips. She helped me, undoing the final strings on her top and tossing it aside, so we were both naked in the tub together. The feel of her body against mine was like slick velvet and my mouth sought hers as we slid together, limbs entwined, trying to get as close as we possibly could.
She tasted sweet, like oranges, liquid sunshine in my mouth as we kissed, our tongues playing together. Her thighs gripped my hips, strong and tight, pulling my pussy into hers, the heat of us together almost too much for me to bear. Panting, I broke the kiss, looking into her eyes. They were filled with lust, as deep and blue as the water we swam in, and I thought for a minute I was going to drown in them. There was no question what we wanted, what we were doing, and the excitement of the moment made my whole body hum with anticipation.
"I want you." Her words were soft but clear, her thighs tightening their grip. "I want you so much, Veronica... I haven't thought about anything else since you called."
"I know," I breathed, leaning in to kiss her again, tasting her sweetness. "Me, too."
Whatever darkness had been between us was gone, melted in the heat of our kiss. My body still felt so slight next to hers, all long limbs and arch, as if I could get lost in the plump softness of her flesh—and I tried, kissing her hard, pressing her to the far wall of the tub, rocking us in the heat of the swirling water. Her hands moved over my body, just accentuating our differences. My hips were fuller now than they had been then, my breasts, too, but they nowhere near matched her lush curves. My nipples were hard, pink, and pointed, and I moaned when she cupped my breasts, aiming them, rubbing our nipples together as we kissed.
"Oh, yes, Mrs.—" I stopped myself and felt her smile before she captured my mouth again, this time slipping a hand down between my thighs, cupping my mound.
"Oh sweetheart," she whispered, her finger probing between the smooth flesh of my lips. "You shaved..."
I smiled, searching between her thighs and finding her just as smooth, her lips fatter, fuller, filling my hand as I cupped her flesh. "Mmm, so did you."
She gasped when I slid a finger inside of her and moaned when I put in another, twisting them in her flesh. "Oh god, honey..."
"Stand up," I said, watching as the water slid off her body in sheets as she stood above me, her belly soft and tanned, her breasts heavy, her nipples hard. Water dripped between her thighs, down her legs, and I imagined it was her juices and longed to taste her. I knelt up in the tub, my hands kneading the curve of her hips, moving around to the swell of her ass.
Her clit liked to hide in the pink folds of her flesh, and I had to search it out with my tongue, making her squirm and moan. Her lips were swollen, completely smooth, and I kissed her pussy like a little mouth, sucking at her clit as if it were a tongue, flicking it, probing it. Her hands were in my hair at first, fisted in the wet length of it, pulling me to her, guiding me, but when she realized I wasn't going to stop, that my tongue was going to keep licking her, searching for her pleasure, she reached up to cup her own breasts, twisting and tugging at her nipples.
"Oh please," she whispered, her thighs trembling, her pussy clenching around my fingers. "Fuck me, baby. Finger my cunt!"
"You like that?" I murmured, sliding my fingers deeper inside of her, making her arch with pleasure.
"Yes, yes!" she panted, pushing her hips forward, wanting more. "Harder, oh, please, please!"
"Turn around," I said, using my hands to shift her, bend her over the edge of the tub. I spread her legs wider, looking at the smooth, swollen slit between them, the slightly creamy sign of her juices showing at the opening of her pussy. I put my fingers there, feeling her arch and press back onto them, sliding down past my knuckles, deep onto my hand as far as she could go.
"Ohhh yes," she moaned, fucking back on my hand. "Like that... fuck me, baby, yesss."
Still kneeling in the tub, I slid my tongue between her lips, slowly parting them, and then flattened it, using the tip to ease back and forth at the top of her crease while my fingers pumped in and out of her pussy.
"More!" she begged, her muscles tightening, releasing, squeezing my fingers. I slid another finger into her, feeling her shudder as she fucked back on me even harder, her breasts swaying beneath her, using her hands against the wall for more leverage. "Ohhhh god, fuck me hard, baby, hard, hard!"
I shoved my hand deeper, my tongue lapping between her legs, swallowing the wet sweetness of her cunt. She was making thick, guttural sounds with every thrust. I ran my other hand over the curve of her bronze, bucking ass, feeling the muscles there quivering with her effort. My pussy throbbed in response and I ached to touch it, but I slid my finger down the crack of her ass instead, finding the tight, puckered hole there.
"Ohhhhhh fuck!" she whispered when I probed her there, making encouraging noises in my throat as I licked her, three of my fingers plunged deep into her pussy. Her asshole tightened around my finger, but her skin was wet and there wasn't enough resistance to keep me out. I slid my finger in to the first knuckle, feeling her whole body beginning to quake.
"Oh baby, baby, baby!" She moaned, moving her ass in circles now, rotating my fingers in her pussy, the one in her ass, and using my tongue against her clit to take herself there. "Yeah, that's it, baby, get me off! Ohhhhh god nowwww!"
I swallowed as much of her as I could, her pussy gripping my hand, her asshole a tight ring around my finger. I kept my tongue rolled over her clit, like a cup to catch her juices as she came, her hips bucking back, fucking me, her muscles squeezing every last bit of her come from her body.
She moaned softly and sank to her knees, panting, when I withdrew my fingers. I smiled, sliding up behind her, putting my arms around her waist and resting my cheek against the damp honey of her hair. My nipples were hard against her back, my pussy throbbing, sopping wet now, after making her come, but I didn't care. I could have stopped right then and been satisfied, feeling her melt in my arms as she turned over, pulling me close to her.
"You always make me come so good," she murmured, brushing my hair out of my face and pulling my head to her breasts. She reached for the drain with her toes and pulled it, allowing the water to start to go down. I wasn't done with my bath, and knew she would want to wash the oil off her body, but I didn't say anything as we waited for the water to drain, the warmth giving way to chill everywhere my body wasn't touching hers.
When the water was just a few inches deep, she began to kiss me down onto my back in the big tub, her body soft between my thighs, her belly pressed against mine, our nipples touching as we kissed. Her tongue made hot trails over my neck and chest. I gasped when she found my nipple, sucking and licking first one and then the other.
"Touch yourself," she whispered as she settled herself between my thighs. "I want to watch you."
I bit my lip, but my pussy was on fire, aching to be touched, and I slid my hand down to part my lips, opening my slit and showing her pink. Her eyes were full of lust as I began to pet myself, rubbing the hood back and forth, easing the skin over the sensitive bud of my clit. I used just one finger, first back and forth, then around and around, moving faster as the sensation swelled.
"You like it so sweet," she murmured, kissing my thighs as she watched. She raised her head and cocked it, smiling down at me. "Do you want me to lick you?"
I whimpered, arching, and spread myself wide for her. "Please... yes, please..."
She lowered her whole mouth down into me, her tongue flat and sweeping over my pussy, up and down my slit at first, spreading my juices. I heard her swallowing them, making soft, hungry noises in her throat as she worked her way through my flesh. I moaned out loud when she found my clit, moving her tongue back and forth now through my lips.
"Ohhh yes!" I cried, my hand fisted in her hair. "Oh god, Carrie, yes!"
My body was wet, my nipples hard from the chill, but I didn't feel cold at all. In fact I felt flushed with heat, as if there were a furnace inside of me, something ignited deep in my belly. I looked down at her kneeling between my legs, her ass up in the air, her heavy breasts swaying as she fastened her mouth to my pussy and sucked. I thought I'd never seen anything so beautiful in my life, and I wanted her—I wanted more of her, all of her.
"Come here," I urged, holding my hands out for her, eager. She understood, easing her way up and then around, the tub more than big enough to accommodate us as she spread her legs over my head. I could smell her and the taste of her cum lingered still at the back of my throat as she pulled my legs back and buried her face between them again.
I knew I wouldn't be able to hold out long against the sweet, aching feel of her mouth, but I tried, concentrating on her pussy, spreading it wide with my fingers and teasing her clit with my tongue. Her clit was smaller—perhaps the only thing on her body less endowed than mine—and it liked to hide, especially right after she'd come once, or when she was very, very excited. I had to wrap my arms around her full hips and pull them into me, my mouth covering her pussy, my tongue probing deep between the soft, pink folds of her flesh. Her clit was tiny, a little bud of flesh hidden in the wetness, but I found it and I stayed fastened there, determined.
I knew I'd found the spot when she began to rock her hips, moaning against my pussy, her tongue losing its rhythm on my clit, giving me a little reprieve. I was dangling on the edge, so close to coming I felt as if I might burst, but I wanted her, too, I wanted to feel her come in my mouth, I wanted the sweet flood of her juices all over my face.
"Nnnn! Nnnn! Nnnn!" It was all she could say with her face buried between my legs, her tongue taking my clit past the edge now, the first quivering thrust driving my hips up against her mouth. I was coming, oh god, coming so hard I couldn't breathe, I couldn't think, my whole body bucking with sensation, like a hot, wet bubble bursting in my belly and flooding down between my thighs.
"Ohhhhh Carrie!" I moaned, lost in the feeling, forgetting all about her sweet, throbbing pussy, but she reminded me, using her own fingers to spread herself wide, making that same, "Nnn! Nnn! Nnn!" I fastened my mouth to her clit with a groan, licking her fast, the same lightning rhythm again and again, until she lost it, too, her mouth coming off of me as she whispered my name, followed by, "Come on, come on, come on," and then she was there, her whole body shuddering with the force of her orgasm. She thrashed and twisted on top of me as she came, rubbing her cheeks and face over my still-throbbing pussy, making me gasp. Finally, she was still, panting on top of me, her heavy breasts pressed into my belly, her cheek resting against my thigh.
"I missed you," I heard her whisper and I felt tears stinging my eyes.
I nodded, although I knew she couldn't see me. "I missed you, too." I felt it, in every part of me, how true it was.
She kissed me softly when she sat up, and then led me to the shower stall in the corner. We spent a slow, luxurious fifteen minutes soaping each other up and rinsing each other off.
She got out first, saying, "I've got to start dinner. We're having lasagna."
"Sounds heavenly!" I called through the steam, watching as she wrapped herself in a towel and went out of the bathroom.
I dried myself off, realizing then that I hadn't brought up any clothes—I just had my bathing suit to put back on. I opened the door, thinking to ask Mrs. B—Carrie, I smiled at the way I corrected myself, even in my head—to bring my bag upstairs. That's when I saw Janie standing at her door, her eyes fixed on me.
My heart lurched and I opened my mouth to say something, but all that came out was, "Oh. Hi."
Janie's eyes darkened as she glanced at her mother's bedroom door, and then back to me. I realized she must have seen her mother leave the bathroom and my chest tightened.
"Right." She blinked, and I wondered, for a moment, if she was blinking back tears. Then, she shut the door, and the radio went on—loud. Too loud.
"Fuck," I whispered, glancing at the Baumgartners' closed bedroom door, and then shutting the bathroom door. I leaned against it, feeling sick, closing my eyes. Janie's opinion of me was bad enough, I thought, without her seeing... what had she seen? I wondered. What had she heard?



"Ronnie!?" It was Gretchen's voice, calling up the stairs. I sighed, opening my eyes. I'd have Gretchen bring me up something to wear, I decided. And then... then... I looked at myself in the long, steamy mirror over the double sinks, not sure I even recognized myself. 
Then, I decided, I'd figure out what to do next. Whatever that might be. I'd cross that bridge when I came to it. 
-----
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"Oh my god!" I opened the package and stood staring at the contents, aghast.
We'd seen it today while we were out window shopping, but I never in a million years thought we could afford it. More lingerie than dress, it was something I'd long for but never buy myself, because I just couldn't justify it. Where would I wear it? And if I had somewhere to wear it once, well, did that make it worth the cost? I would spend hours talking myself out of it, all the while longing to try it on, and eventually walk away empty handed.
But Jack had bought it and had it delivered to the hotel. "Red," Jack instructed, holding the panties out to me. "No bra."
I didn't say anything as I took it all into the bathroom, taking off the robe I'd been wearing after our bath and slipping the dress over my head. It was a Valentino with a black silk top, spaghetti straps, but the bottom was sheer lace, form-fitting and long. The red panties would show right through it. Everything would show right through it... I groaned when I pulled the panties on. I'd forgotten they were a thong.
My hair was still slightly damp as I pulled it up and back, twisting it into place and securing it with a beaded wraparound and a long, curved stick. Auburn curls escaped at my temples, framing my face, and I tugged at the top of the dress, worried about the amount of cleavage I was showing with no bra on. Could I really go out dressed like this? Was it even legal?
"Jack?" I pulled open the door tentatively, seeing him shrugging on his dinner jacket. His eyes widened when he saw me, his mouth dropping open.
"Holy hell." He took one step toward me and stopped, transfixed, as I came into the room. I was still barefoot, and the black lace edge of the dress grazed the ground when I wasn't wearing heels. His eyes swept downward and lingered at the red beacon of the panties under the dress. I felt as if I were wearing a stop sign—or a neon sign.
"I don't know if I can go out like this." I stepped into my heels, bending over to buckle the straps. Jack's eyes brightened when I did and I flushed, knowing he could see me, completely exposed except for the thong, from behind. "Where are we going?"
"At the moment, I'm thinking... bed?" He grinned, grabbing me and turning me to him to kiss me. I slipped my arms around his neck, kissing him back, feeling more relaxed in his arms than I had in years.
"So, where are we really going?" I tilted my head so he could access my neck and he gave me shivery kisses down over my collarbone.
"Dinner." He kissed the tops of my breasts. Thankfully the dress had a little built in support, but my nipples were hard and poking into the material. "And I'm having you for dessert."
"No objections from me," I murmured, feeling the crotch of my panties starting to get wet already. I didn't know how I was going to manage to make it through dinner. Jack pocketed his wallet and the key card, opening the door to the hallway and leading me out. We passed an older couple in the corridor carrying luggage toward their room. They didn't appear to notice at first, but then I heard the woman gasp and that turned the man's head. His eyes widened as we passed and she smacked him on the arm, hissing, "Steven!"
"I think that was the dress," I whispered as Jack pushed the elevator button. I saw the man still staring as he fumbled for something in his pockets.
"No," Jack said, taking me by the elbow as we entered the elevator. "It was the woman in the dress."
I flushed as the doors whooshed closed, taking us down to the first floor. I thought Jack would lead us to the valet, so they could get our car, but I was surprised when he pulled me past the desk and around the corner. One of the guys working valet raised his eyebrows as we passed, and I blushed, turning my face toward Jack.
"They have a great restaurant here," Jack explained, giving the maître d' our name. I couldn't help but feel that everyone's eyes were on me, and I was relieved to see that it was relatively empty—only one couple was seated in a far corner. Of course, we were early for dinner. Thankfully, it was moderately dark inside, lit only by candles in the center of the tables. We were seated quite quickly, but I was disappointed there were no booths to hide in, just tables with chairs that had open backs.
"I feel so exposed," I whispered. Jack just smiled, perusing his menu. I decided quickly—something small, easy to eat fast, and nothing that would stain—a Chinese chicken salad. When the waiter came by, I was eager to give him my order and get back to our room.
"I'll have—Lloyd." The name escaped my lips in a near whisper and I felt an insidious blush rising from my chest to my cheeks.
The waiter started, his eyes sweeping over me in surprise and sudden recognition. "Hello again."
I nodded, fanning myself slowly with the menu and hoping I didn't look as red as I felt. "I'll have the Chinese chicken salad... and water. Lots of water."
He nodded, making a note of it, and turned to Jack, who I noticed was grinning from ear to ear. "Porterhouse, medium rare, baked potato, and the lady and I would like a bottle of wine. What would you recommend?"
"The wine menu is here, sir." Lloyd cleared his throat, leaning over and pulling a smaller menu off the table, handing it to Jack. I saw his eyes dip into my cleavage and wondered if he could see the color of my panties through the lace from that angle. I didn't want to look down and draw attention to it to check.
Jack raised his eyebrow. "No recommendations?"
Lloyd looked directly at me, pushing his glasses up. "I'd recommend a red, sir... a red is fuller, it has more body and spirit..." His eyes moved from my hair down to my waist... and lower... and I was sure he could see the color of my panties.
I cleared my throat. "Are you sure you're talking about wine?"
Jack chuckled. "It's true about redheads, too."
"That's what I hear..." Lloyd turned to Jack. "If they're real redheads."
"Oh, I am," I said quickly, used to defending the rich color of my hair.
Lloyd grinned. "Yes, may'm... I remember."
"Oh..." The memory of standing bent over near the bed with a glass butt plug stuck deep into my ass while he brought in our room service made me dizzy and faint and I fanned myself faster with the menu.
"We'll have a bottle of Dom Perignon," Jack said, putting down the wine menu. I stared at him, blinking fast.
"Will that be all, sir?"
Jack winked. "For now...thanks."
"Oh my god, I'm so embarrassed." I grabbed and covered my face with my wine menu as Lloyd walked away.
"You're beautiful." Jack took the menu from me, putting back on the table. I felt his hand on my knee under the table, rubbing the lace against my bare skin.
"Jack..."
He smiled, his eyes bright. "I want you to do something for me."
"What?" I cocked my head at him, suspicious, and I was right to be.
"Go into the bathroom and take off your panties."
I stared at him. "What!?"
"You heard me." He grinned and sat back as Lloyd came to the table with the bottle of wine. He used a corkscrew right there and I jumped when the cork popped, gasping.
"Here you go, may'm." Lloyd handed a full glass to me as he poured Jack's wine. "Did you know that the very first wine glass was molded from the breast of Helen of Troy?"
"I..." Looking at Jack, I smiled. "I had no idea."
"It's true." Lloyd re-corked the bottle and set it back on ice. "Although later, it's rumored that Marie Antoinette decided to make a new glass molded from her own breast, and the size of the wine glass was considerably increased."
Jack grinned. "Good thing they didn't use yours, honey. We'd have to throw the two-glass rule right out the window."
I flushed. "Jack!"
Lloyd winked at me. "I wouldn't mind drinking from such a lovely, overflowing cup."
I cleared my throat. "Thank you... Lloyd."
When I said his name, he smiled. "You're welcome."
Jack waited until Lloyd had excused himself and was out of earshot to lean in to me and whisper, "Now... go."
"But... Jack... this dress..." I pleaded with my eyes, biting my lip. I had hoped, in the midst of the breast and wine talk, he had forgotten his request.
"I know." His eyes were full of heat as he looked at me. "I want the whole world to know you're a real redhead."
"Jack!"
"Do it." He insisted, pulling something out of his pocket. It was a small white box, wrapped with a red ribbon around it. "And put this on."
Unable to resist finding out what was in the box, I stood, looking around for the bathroom. It was just a few tables away, through a doorway flanked with two tall, potted rubber tree plants. I slipped through the door marked "Ladies" and stood looking at myself in the full-length mirror for a moment, thinking how far from "ladylike" this dress made me look—or feel. It was incredibly revealing and sexy.
There was no one in the restroom and I pulled the ribbon on the box, opening it, excited. Frowning, I pulled out a little plastic red butterfly with several elastic bands attached, and then saw a note with Jack's handwriting at the bottom of the box. "For you to wear" it said, and had an illustration of just where to put it—and how. I stared at the picture, stunned, sure it couldn't be right, but it had a front and back view, and as technical instructions went, it was pretty darned clear.
I took it into the stall with me, lifting the lace skirt of the dress high up over my hips and slipping the red panties down, stepping out of them. The butterfly centered itself between my legs with a little fleshy nub touching my clit. It had a flexible plastic piece that stretched back with an anal probe attached. I slid that in first, gasping as it entered the tight muscle of my sphincter with no hint of lubrication. It didn't go in far—three or four inches at the most—and it was only as thick as a man's finger. The elastic straps were clear and attached to the butterfly, front and back, to keep it on.
I picked up the panties from the floor and went to the sink to wash my hands. Then I stood in the full length mirror, looking between my legs. The butterfly spread its wings over my pussy lips, leaving the bright red shock of my pubic hair showing above it. You could definitely see I was a real redhead alright, even through the black lace. The thought of going back out into the restaurant like this was both exciting and almost too humiliating to imagine.
I gasped when I opened the door, finding Lloyd standing outside of it. "I'm sorry!"
"Your husband..." Lloyd looked down between my legs, his eyes drawn there like a magnet. The red panties were gone, but my pubic hair showed through the lace, as did the little butterfly wings. "Asked me... to check..."
"I'm fine." I balled the red panties up tighter in my hand. "Thank you."
He nodded, stepping back and letting me pass.
"Perfect." Jack smiled when I walked back to the table, sitting carefully as the probe pushed deeper into my ass, the butterfly kissing my clit. "Like it?"
"It's... different." I took a gulp of wine, glancing around the table and then tossing the panties across the table to him. "Did you... did you send that waiter...?"
He smiled, slipping them into his jacket pocket. "I just wanted to make sure you were okay."
I raised my eyebrows at him. "I wasn't gone that long."
"Chinese chicken salad." Lloyd set the plate in front of me, and another in front of Jack. "Porterhouse... is there anything else I can get for you?"
I shook my head, picking up my fork and starting to eat. Jack was clearly enjoying himself, but I wanted to finish and get back to the room as quickly as we could. Playing sex games in the hotel room was one thing, but playing sex games in public? I was afraid we'd get kicked out—or arrested. The thought of trying to explain to my parents, who were watching the kids, why they had to bail Jack and I out of jail, was just too humiliating to contemplate.
"That will be all, thanks." Jack gave him a nod, picking up his wine glass.
"If you need anything, just ask for—"
I gasped out loud and nearly came off my seat when the butterfly between my legs began to vibrate. Both men looked at me, Lloyd's eyes wide with surprise, Jack's glinting mischievously.
"Are you all right?" Lloyd asked.
"Just... spicy..." I nodded, eyes widening as the vibration increased, and the soft buzz between my legs became clearly audible. I looked at Jack, panicked, but he just sat back and grinned, one hand still on his wine glass, the other in his coat pocket.
Lloyd looked doubtfully at my Chinese chicken salad—which wasn't spicy in the least. "Do you want me to take it back for you?"
"No, no." I shook my head, desperate to get rid of him, waving him away. "It's fine, really—it just... surprised me."
He nodded, still looking puzzled, his eyes dipping downward as I wiggled in my chair. I knew he could hear it—he had to be able to hear it. I could feel it buzzing noisily against my clit, the soft nub there rubbing back and forth when I moved. Lloyd's eyes moved slowly upwards, meeting mine, and I swallowed when I saw the dawning realization on his face.
"Well, if there's anything you need from me," he said with a small smile. "You just let me know."
"Will do." Jack grinned and winked at me, but I looked down at my plate, unable to ignore the feeling between my thighs anymore. My clit was responding to the growing hum, my nipples hardening against the silk fabric of the dress.
"Thanks," I whispered, leaning my hand against my forehead and looking desperately at Jack. Lloyd walked slowly away, glancing over his shoulder at us, and I waited until he'd gone into the kitchen before speaking.
"Turn it off!" I hissed as I watched Jack cut into his steak. Every time I shifted in my seat, the butterfly seemed to kiss my clit, sending shivers through me.
"Are you sure?" He lifted his fork to his mouth, his eyes on mine as he chewed. I bit my lip, glancing around as I moved my hips, back and forth, forcing that fleshy nub to rub against my clit. God, it felt good...
"Not here, Jack," I pleaded, in spite of the delightful sensation between my legs. It was just too humiliating to bear.
"Okay." He sighed, reaching into his pocket. Relieved, I held my breath, waiting for the buzzing to stop.
"Jack!" I nearly screamed his name, sitting up straight, eyes wide, when the probe in my ass began to rotate. Lloyd peeked his head out of the kitchen, blinking at us, and I bit my lip to keep from crying out.
"Did you need something?" Lloyd came over to the table and I groaned softly as the probe found some deep, secret place in me, pressing there again and again.
"No, no," I said, waving him away. The aching buzz between my legs was hard enough to ignore, but the insistent turning of the probe in my ass was impossible not to respond to. "Please... please go away... god... okay?" I pleaded, closing my eyes and squirming in my chair.
"Feel good, baby?" Jack whispered, and I knew Lloyd must be gone, but I didn't want to open my eyes to see.
"Yes," I whispered back, leaning my forehead on my palm again, thinking I could hide my pleasure somehow. It was too good to ignore and my hips began to rock all on their own, forcing the butterfly to kiss my clit and the probe deeper into my ass.
"That's it," Jack urged, and the probe began to rotate faster, making me moan softly and shake my head, trying to deny it. "God, you're beautiful."
"Ohh no," I breathed, arching my back and grazing my hard nipples against the edge of the table. I didn't want to do this, to come here in the middle of the restaurant, but there was nothing I could do. My body wasn't under my own control and my response was involuntary, my thighs beginning to quiver, my breath coming faster.
"He's watching you," Jack murmured and my eyes flew open to meet his. He jerked his head toward the bathrooms and I turned my head slowly, at first not seeing anything through the haze of my own pleasure. Then I glimpsed his dark head through the leaves of one of the rubber tree plants. My eyes dropped slowly, drawn by a motion behind the trunk. For a moment, I was too distracted by the steady pulse between my thighs and wasn't sure what I was seeing. A hot wave went through me when I realized that Lloyd's hand was cupping his crotch through his dark waiter's pants, rubbing himself there.
"Oh god," I whispered as the buzzing seemed to grow between my legs, the probe sinking deeper into my ass as I shifted my hips in the chair. Jack took his hand out of his jacket pocket and cut himself another piece of steak as he watched me. I looked up at him. "Please..."
"My cock is so hard right now." He said it casually, taking another sip of wine, but the thought made me groan out loud. Watching me giving into the rising sensation between my legs was arousing him, and that just served to intensify my pleasure. "I bet Lloyd's is, too..."
I glanced over toward the bathrooms, surprised to see Lloyd sliding the zipper down on his slacks. He was only partially hidden by the plant, and if anyone walked in or out of the bathroom, they would be sure to see him. I looked around the restaurant with half-closed eyes. The couple in the corner was in the middle of their dinner and hadn't seemed to notice anything. The maître d' was out in the alcove near the front of the restaurant—I couldn't see him at all. Apparently, we were alone, at least for the moment.
But that was the last time I was going to be able to assess whether or not it was safe to do what we were doing—because when I glanced over and saw Lloyd's hand moving up and down the considerable length of his exposed cock, I lost any more ability to think or reason or stop what was happening. Instead, I rested my head on my arms on the table, moaning softly as the butterfly buzzed hungrily against my clit, hoping I looked like I was just resting or was perhaps feeling a bit ill.
What I was feeling, however, was the opposite. I couldn't control how fast my breath was coming or the soft, whimpering noises my throat insisted on making as my body climbed higher and higher toward climax. I watched as Lloyd stroked himself, faster and faster as he watched me rocking as subtly as I could against my chair. I was starting to lose all sense of where I was, my pussy on fire, my ass clenching in response to the rotating probe.
"Jack," I whimpered, sitting up and grabbing onto the edges of my chair. "Oh honey, I—"
I could hear Jack's breath, too, coming fast as he watched me, his eyes full of lust. I could swear I heard Lloyd breathing heavy, too, just a few tables away, jerking himself off behind the rubber tree plant. I arched my back, biting my lip to keep from crying out as I came, shuddering on my chair as the relentless buzzing between my legs went on and on. My pussy clamped down in sweet, continuous waves, making my ass clench and pull the probe even deeper.
"Ohhh baby, my ass," I moaned out loud, rocking faster, unable to stop. Jack's eyes widened as I gripped the edge of the table, fucking against the sweet, turning probe in my ass that was making me shudder uncontrollably. "Ohhh Jack, I'm gonna come in my ass!"
I was apparently loud enough to make the couple in the back corner look around, but I didn't notice then—Jack told me about it later. I was too focused on riding it out, shoving my bottom down in the chair, wanting more, deeper, harder, god, I couldn't stand it, I was so close, almost there, and suddenly I was bucking and arching as I came, completely lost, giving myself over as my body shuddered in the chair. I moaned, I heard myself moaning and couldn't stop it, grabbing the edge of the table so hard it shook in my hands.
"Oh my god," I heard Jack whisper. I opened my eyes, my whole body flushed with heat and I watched, breathless, as Lloyd stiffened and came, too, his cock spraying the trunk of the rubber tree plant with the first blast. I gasped out loud, still quivering with my own climax, watching with rapt attention as the next few waves spurted hotly into the soil of the pot below.



"Jack, turn it off!" I hissed, glaring at him, flushed, still panting, but he just grinned. "You! God!" I stood, feeling so dizzy I had to grip the table to keep from falling. The butterfly continued to hum until I reached the ladies room door, pushing past Lloyd, who was still zipping himself up and straightening, looking very red in the face. 
Then, finally, it stopped. I took the contraption off in the bathroom stall, finding the box I'd tossed into the garbage, and putting it back in. When I got back to the table, at least a little more composed, although unable to keep the humiliating blush from my cheeks, Jack had our food wrapped and ready to go.
"Come on," he said, holding out his hand to me and grabbing the bottle of wine off the table. "Let's go do dessert." 
I groaned as he led me out and I saw Lloyd when I glanced furtively back over my shoulder, standing in the alcove with the maître d', his dark eyes hungry as he watched us depart. 
-----
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I got myself into a lot of trouble while I was babysitting. That's probably where the idea for Babysitting the Baumgartners came from in the first place. I actually had an affair with a married man while I was babysitting for his kids. He drove me home every weekend after I babysat for he and his wife's two kids. It was innocent and fun at first. Just simple flirting, his hand on my knee.

Was I attracted to him? Yes. Very. He made my stomach fill with butterflies. It grew, this feeling, this thing. We started parking down the block from my house and kissing. That progressed to touching. I ached every time I stopped him and we drove the rest of the way to my house so he could drop me off. I inevitably ended up in my bed those nights, rubbing my soaking wet pussy to a delicious, mind-blowing orgasm, imagining just what happened one night soon after in the front seat of his car.

It was the first time I'd ever had a cock in my mouth. I'd had plenty of them in my hand or rubbing up against me in the dark. But I'd never been brave enough and the boys I'd been with had never been bold enough, and so I'd never actually tasted the thick length of a cock before. Until that night. This man -- let's call him David -- parked the car down the block, like we'd been doing. We proceeded to kiss and touch and do all those things we'd been doing for the past few weeks.

I had his cock in my hand, stroking it fast and hard, making him moan as he shoved my skirt up and pulled my panties aside. I'd learned quickly to wear skirts instead of jeans, giving his probing fingers easy access to my aching pussy. He almost inevitably made me come within a few minutes, shuddering against him, squeezing his dick in my hand until pre-cum leaked from the tip.

That night, he didn't stop after that first one. He grabbed me, my hair in his hand, pulling my head back so he could kiss me -- hard -- his tongue probing deep into my mouth. His fingers kept pistoning in and out of my flesh, his thumb rubbing my throbbing little clit, and I twisted and arched against him, aching for that second come, working for it, rocking on his hand and begging, please please, please.

That's when he lowered my mouth slowly to his lap. I remember understanding what he wanted, but being afraid. Afraid I'd do it wrong, or not know how. It really didn't matter, though. He was good at guiding me, sliding my mouth down onto his cock. I remember gagging a little, feeling him back off, catching my breath. So this is how it was done. Up and down with my mouth, the same motion I'd been making with my hand.

It was sloppy and uncontrolled, but I don't think he cared. My ass was in the air, my panties pulled down around my knees, my skirt up, and if a passing car had gone by and looked in, they might have gotten quite a view. He distracted me with his hand, fingering me as I sucked him, my pussy already on fire from his earlier attention. It didn't take me long to catch back up and I ground my hips, sometimes forgetting about the throbbing cock in my mouth altogether.

The sound of his breath, his words, filled my ears. "Good girl, god yeah, such a good girl, suck it, baby, that's it, god that's so good..." My whole body filled with warmth and I sucked him harder, faster, making him buck and moan. I wanted something from him, I just didn't know what. I wanted something for myself, too. His fingers worked expertly in my pussy, finding my clit and rubbing, making me moan around his cock. I was so close to exploding I thought I would die.

I couldn't say anything -- my mouth was too full of him -- but I felt my climax coming and it made me suck him even harder. I was going crazy all over his cock, sucking and slurping, the noises obscene and thick in the front seat of the car, the windows fogging with our panting breath. I was coming with his cock buried in my throat, gagging on it at the same time as I rocked with my orgasm, fucking his hand, wanting more, more, more.

He cried out then... and it happened. I cried out, too, in surprise, as thick, hot jets of cum flooded my tongue. I didn't know what to do but swallow it, wincing as the acrid taste slid down my throat. It just kept coming, and he shuddered and grabbed my head, keeping me there, filling my mouth to overflowing again, so I had to swallow, and again, god, so much of it, hot, pulsing waves of it as he cried, "Oh fuck, oh god, oh yeahhhh baby yeah!"

He kissed me when it was over. Pulled my mouth to his and kissed me -- hard. He thanked me, too, and whispered into my ear what a good girl I was. I wanted to do it again. He was soft, now, cock and balls just a fleshy mass at the base of his zipper, and when I reached for him, he stopped me. Still, the longing in me didn't stop. I wanted more.

We had sessions after that -- and I learned a great deal about how to suck his cock, how to make him wait for it, how to tease him and take him to the edge. But I'll never forget that first time, the sweet surprise of it, and the longing to suck, and suck, and suck... for that sweet good girl reward.
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It’s no secret that I’ve been with women before. I was with girls long before I was with boys, actually. My first real sexual experiences were experimenting with girlfriends, “practicing” how to kiss, first on pillows, then using our tongues. My best friend, Shawn, was a year old than I was, and her mother was divorced and had some interesting things for us to explore in her bedroom. The first was a huge illustrated copy of the “Joy of Sex.” We read about how to touch ourselves, how to suck a cock. We lay on the bed together, flipping pages, our faces burning, our hearts racing, our sweet pussies aching.

After a few times of doing this, Shawn decided to show me what was in her mother’s top drawer. I hadn’t seen one yet, although I would later discover my mother’s, too. It was the standard issue white vibrator, circa 1970-something, the kind that took two D (or was it C?) batteries and got incredibly hot after it had been turned on a while. That first time, I just watched her. Shawn was absolutely shameless about her body and her desires. She pulled her shorts and panties down to her knees – it was the middle of summer – and spread her legs wide. The hair between her legs was dark and thick, and the inside of her pussy was shockingly pink as she spread her lips and began to rub her clit with the humming end of the vibrator.

She watched me watching her through half-closed eyes for a while, until her hips starting moving all by themselves, and her eyes finally closed, and I might as well have not even been there for all the attention she paid me. She was completely lost in the sensation, and I cupped my own pussy over the satin of my shorts, pressing hard against the ache as I watched her breasts rise and fall, her nipples harden under her t-shirt. It didn’t take her long to get off. She made these high, squeaky noises just before she was going to come, and then her whole body trembled with it, her back arching, her face flushing, her soft moans growing louder. We were both breathless when she was done, and then she handed the vibrator to me, still wet with her juices, and said, “Your turn.”

I felt shy, embarrassed, but my whole crotch was on fire, and the hum of the vibrator in my hands drove me on. I had to know if it felt as good as it looked like it did. So I slid my shorts down over my hips and spread my legs, closing my eyes so I wouldn’t see her watching me. The first touch of the vibrator to my clit made me cry out in surprise and my eyes opened wide. Shawn smiled and nodded. “I know. Keep going.” I did.

Oh, god, I did. The delicious buzz against my young, tender clit drove me wild and I rubbed and rubbed the tip against that sweet nub. It was still slick from Shawn’s pussy and growing wetter as I worked it through my wet slit.
“Oh god, Shawnie, oh my god it’s so good. I can’t stand it. I can’t…”

“Come on,” she whispered, and I saw her through half-closed eyed, rubbing herself again as she watched me, her t-shirt up over her breasts now, her nipples poking straight out. “That’s it, come on, come on.” I couldn’t hold out anymore, although I wanted it to last forever. My hips pressed up as I came, my legs spreading wide, wider. My climax shook me, the bed, Shawn, too, her fingers buried in the thick dark hair between her legs, working hard and fast as she rubbed herself as she watched me, both of us panting and crying out as we came.

Embarrassed now, I rolled to my belly and turned off the vibrator, pushing it away from me on the bed, as if it were possessed – or had it possessed me? Shawn collapsed next to me, breathing hard, her eyes closed, a small, satisfied smile on her face. We lay like that for a long time before we got up, got dressed, and went downstairs to get something to eat. We didn’t talk about it then. We didn’t even talk about it later, really. But we didn’t stop. It might have been the first time we used her mother’s vibrator together… but it was far from the last.
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My second college roommate was as exciting and adventurous as my first one was dull and introverted. I was actually glad my first roommate decided to ask for a room change halfway through my freshman year. She and I had never really gotten along. My new roommate, Carrie, was a petite blonde, and I knew the minute I walked into the room, seeing her laying with her head hanging backwards off the side of the bed watching Chuck Woolery hosting Scrabble, that we were going to be great friends. I was half right.

We were wonderful friends -- but we also became much more than that. It wasn't my first experimentation with another girl. I'd had plenty of sexual play time with other girls as a teenager. I think it's more common today than it was then, or at least, it's more talked about and accepted, now. I had a boyfriend back home -- 1,000 miles away. Carrie didn't have a steady boyfriend, but she dated -- a lot. And she talked about her dates. She liked to give me detailed accounts after we turned the lights out and snuggled under covers in our narrow twin beds.

She never failed to turn me on. Carrie had a knack for story-telling. Especially sexual story-telling. Her favorite thing in the world was cunnilingus. She called it by its technical name, as if she was saying something exotic and exciting. If a guy wouldn't go down on her, she cut him loose faster than Donald could bark, "You're fired!" She wasn't averse to returning the favor. She loved cock as much as I did.

But it was Carrie who really taught me all about pussy worship. And she had one of the most lovely, amazing pussies I've ever had the occasion to adore. Carrie was a tiny girl, only about five feet tall. She had high, perky breasts with dark, fat nipples, and the tinest, pinkest, sweetest pussy in the world. Her hair there was blonde -- this was in the days before shaving was in fashion. Blonde and curly. We liked to rub our pussies together, my dark red hair meshing with her light pubes, the wet slip and smack of our flesh filling the room as we played with each other's nipples.

But Carrie loved most to be licked. She taught me just how, just where. She taught me, also, to ask for what I wanted, to direct with a moan and a shift of my hips, to not be afraid to whisper, "Yes, there! Keep doing that, just like that!"

We spent hours -- literally hours -- licking each other at night in the dark, making each other come so hard our ears rang, our pussies and mouths smeared with juices. It wasn't every night, of course. We were usually drinking, and it almost always began with Carrie telling me a story about some dating escapade. I remember the first time, we just masturbated together.

"Are you as hot as I am?" she whispered.

"Yeah."

"Are you touching yourself?"

"Are you?"

"Yeah."

"Me, too."

"Feel good?"

"God, yeah."

"Do you want to come?"

"Yessss..."

"Come with me... come on... oh... god..."

We did that for a while. Then one night she decided to slip into my bed. We'd been drinking a lot. Even now, the details are fuzzy to me. We were kissing and touching each other in the dark, my heavy breasts rubbing against her little ones, her thigh sliding up between mine. We tumbled and rolled on the little bed, and before I knew it, she was on top of me, turning herself around and burying her face between my legs.

There was no way to say no to that sweet, lapping tongue, no way to ignore the heat of her pussy against my cheek, the way her hips rocked as she begged me, "Lick it, please. Lick it, lick it, lick it!" I licked. And licked, and licked. I licked her until my tongue ached and my face was smeared with her come. I licked her until my own hips rocked with my climax and she sucked on my clit like a tiny little cock as if milking it for all she was worth.

She always knew when I wanted her, because I'd whisper in the dark, "Carrie?... Tell me a story..." And we would begin. I hated for that year to end. I ended up leaving school and moving back to go to school closer to home -- closer to the boyfriend. Who I later married. He never knew about Carrie. Sometimes I wonder what would have happened if I'd stayed...
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I was separated from my first husband for about nine months in our fifth year of marriage. It's a long story, but suffice to say we were living in his parents' basement at the time, he was failing college classes left and right, and we had two small children to take care of. I graduated college that year and moved out. Took the kids with me and got a job. I was done waiting for him to grow up. I thought our marriage was over. We ended up back together for another three years... but I didn't know it was going to turn out that way at the time.

When I got married, other men ceased to exist. I can honestly say I didn't even think about sex with other men. When I fall in love, I fall pretty completely. After we were separated, though, the whole world of men suddenly opened up to me again. They were noticing me -- not that they'd ever really stopped, but more importantly, I was noticing them. For a while, I was staying with a friend, and I happened to notice her ex-fiancé, Rob.

He was in the service and heading back to Europe on Sunday and staying at her place because it was closer to the airport. I think there had always been a low-grade attraction between us, but I hadn't noticed because I was married and he was with my friend. Then they broke up, and I was separated, and he and I spent the evening in her living room while everyone else was asleep. Rob played guitar, and I'm a sucker for a guy with a guitar. I insisted he sing every song he knew how to play, and when he ran out of those, we just sang together into the night. Before we knew it, it was two in the morning, and things were happening.

He put his hands on my shoulders, and I didn't say anything. I leaned back between his legs, and he didn't say anything. He slid down onto the floor from the couch and put his arms around me. I tilted my head back and up and him, searching his eyes, and that was really the moment we both said yes. I hadn't said "yes" to another man in years. I was nervous, excited. I didn't know what to expect.

I felt like a teenager, fumbling with his clothes, mine, rolling around on the floor, our mouths hungry, our hands eager. In spite of the fact that my friend had told me about his incredible size (13 inches -- they measured) I was still surprised when I found his cock in my hand. I've never seen anything that big before or since. Funny, he seemed just as eager to get my top off to expose my sizeable breasts, much bigger than my friend's perky ones.

We reveled in the newness of each other for a while, and before I knew it, he was kneeling up over me, that monster of a cock pressing against my lips. I opened for him, tried to take him, gagged a few times -- my god, he was so big. My jeans were undone, my hand shoved down my pants as I sucked him, rubbing furiously at my clit, delirious with lust. Not only was I having sex with my friend's ex-fiancé -- I was still technically married, and my friend was sleeping in the bedroom right above us and could come down at any time. The sound of a toilet flushing upstairs surprised us both, and he completely lost it, coming in a flood in my mouth. We separated quickly, and I pulled my clothes together, going upstairs and finding the bathroom empty again. I took a quick shower, feeling horribly guilty -- but I couldn't help touching myself, shuddering against the tiles, remembering the feel of his cock in my mouth and wondering what it would feel like shoved up inside of me.

The next day, he and I flirted mercilessly, finding every opportunity to touch each other, rub up against each other, while my friend wasn't looking. I had planned to go back home that day while I knew my ex and his parents were out of town to get some more of my stuff. When I mentioned this, Rob offered to come with me as "protection" -- just in case my ex showed up. We both knew why he was really coming along, and I'd barely opened the door when we were on each other. There were no pretenses. We both knew exactly what we wanted, and could continue, uninterrupted -- and we did.

We ended up in the bedroom, our clothes coming off quickly, both of us in a hurry, even though we didn't have to be. The experience of being with another man after so long was dizzyingly exciting. His kisses were different, he touched me differently, and the newness of it all made me incredibly wet. When he hooked his arms around my legs, pushing them back so he could slide himself deep inside of me, I was more than ready. I begged him to fuck me -- hard. And he did, his mouth crushing mine, his cock like a steel rod rammed between my thighs, again and again. I couldn't get enough of him. I didn't know where all this crazy lust had come from, but I gasped and panted and begged him for more, more, please, more, give it to me harder, god, don't ever stop...

When he rolled onto his back, pulling me with him and impaling me on his enormous length, I thought I'd faint from pleasure for a moment. I rocked on that hard cock until I took us both right up to the edge, his mouth teasing first one of my nipples, then the other, his thumb rubbing my clit as I fucked him. He gave me a little warning, just a whispered, "Wait." But I couldn't stop. I was too close.

I ground my hips down against his, squeezing him with my muscles, leaning in to kiss him as I came, feeling him shudder under me, his body bucking, our bellies slick with sweat as we writhed together on the bed. I felt every pulse of his cock -- he was so big inside of me, shoved so deep, that his cum immediately began to overflow and pool between us. I haven't talked to him since that day. He gave me a kiss on the cheek and a sly wink before he left for the airport the next day, and that was it. I wasn't disappointed, though. I never told my friend. Or my husband -- even after we later got back together. It's just something that seemed better served being held secret. Until now.

-----
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When I was a teenager, we lived in a condominium complex with very, very thin walls. Not only could I hear my parents having sex (my girlfriends and I labeled my mother “Lassie” – think Kim Cattrell in Porky’s) but my room happened to be right next to the neighbors’ bedroom. My mother was loud, yes—but all she really did was moan. There were no real words, not even a “yes” or “oh god!” Just lots of feminine noise.

My neighbor, on the other hand…

The funny thing is, she was the most straight-laced, button-down, uptight woman on the face of the planet by day. She was my best friend, Sarah’s, mother, the woman who insisted we take our shoes off the moment we walked in the door, who required coasters under every glass, and who took down and washed her curtains twice a week. Tall, thin, with short, blonde hair and bright blue eyes behind sensitive-80’s-glasses, she wasn’t what anyone would really consider a sexual powerhouse.

At night, however, Mrs. L turned into an animal. This was the woman who taught me (at a rather young age, and of course, unbeknownst to her) how to talk dirty. Really, really dirty. The sound of the headboard against the wall usually woke me up, a rhythmic pounding. I knew exactly what the bed looked like, where it was placed. I could even imagine Mrs. L, naked and spread wide, Mr. L towering between her legs. I have to admit, the thought excited me. Mr. L always had a ready smile, he liked to tease us girls, and once, I’d been spending the night over there and had walked by their bedroom on the way to the bathroom and saw him snoring away, covers thrown off, his cock standing straight up, hard as a rock.

It wasn’t Mr. L I heard, though. It was Mrs. L, telling him what to do.

“Come on! Fuck me harder! That’s it! Ream that hot, wet little cunt!”

I told you it was dirty.

My face flushed in the darkness, but the ache grew between my legs as I listened. I couldn't believe it was Mr. and Mrs. L on the other side of that wall, rutting together on their bed in total abandon."Give me that big dick! Come on! Ahhhh god, that's so good!"The fire that spread through my body at those words was so hot I thought I'd explode. I couldn't help touching myself. My pussy begged for it, and I gave in, pulling my nightgown up, my panties aside. I was wet already, just from listening. My fingers slid easily between my slit, parting the soft, red pubic hair and searching in the darkness for my throbbing clit. It always thrilled me when I heard him, too. Mostly it was just her, but sometimes I heard him growl or grunt something low and oh, so hot: "Get on your knees, bitch! Suck it! Suck it!" Then I wouldn't hear anything for a while, but I didn't stop rubbing, the delicious sensation growing between my thighs as I tweaked my nipples through my nightgown. I strained to hear something, anything, trying to imagine Mrs. L on her knees like he told her, sucking his cock. I'd had a cock in my mouth before, I knew what it felt like, the insistent thrust, the tangy taste of precum. "Oh god, yes!" Her voice rose, grew closer somehow, and I arched toward the wall, my fingers buried in my wetness. "You like me bent over for you, baby? You like fucking me like a dog?"
The heat of her words made me want to hide my face in the pillow, but my fingers worked faster, harder under the covers.

"That's it, don't stop! Oh god, don't you fucking stop! You're gonna make me come all over that big, hard tool!"

Mrs. L was a slut. A naughty, dirty whore. She said so herself. "Fuck your little whore! Fuck her til she comes!"

I heard him groan, long and low, and that made me twist and buck on my little twin bed, hearing her finally lose her words, lost in her orgasm, just moaning with it now, over and over and over. My climax found theirs and I came, too, whimpering and shoving my hips up to meet the wet thrust of my own fingers, shuddering with pleasure as the sound of their coupling faded.

I always had a hard time looking them in the eye the day afterward. Of course, they didn't know I'd heard. And I never said anything. But they sure taught me a lot, late at night, after everyone else was asleep...
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It's been over ten years ago, now, that my ex and I were separated, and I flew to Chicago to meet a cyber lover. Dan was a former DJ, charming, arrogant, cocky, and a staunch Republican. We were like gasoline and a match-- the sparks flew. I was twenty-five, separated with two kids. He was thirty-something, a year out of a serious relationship with the "love of his life" and liked kids... the way some people like cats... "with a nice honey glaze sauce." (Those were his exact words.) I don't know what I was thinking. Okay, I know. I thought I was in love. I probably really was. But it was doomed from the start. Still, love doesn't pay attention to that, does it?

Perhaps my body knew, because I got my period the Friday I left. It started heavy and fast and I called him in tears, because of course, after all the cyber sex and phone sex, real sex was definitely on the menu. I had new lingerie and had planned not to wear any panties on the forty-five minute flight. My body had other ideas. He comforted me on the phone, said it was okay, we'd just spend the weekend together doing... other things.

And we did. We kissed the minute I got off the plane. We kissed a lot that weekend. We cuddled a lot. I certainly alleviated my oral fixation more than once with him. And Chicago was a fine town to play in. It really was a good time, and I remember it fondly. In fact, when Sunday rolled around, neither of us wanted to go home. We walked, hand in hand, through Union Station, where he was going to meet his train. It's very stately and beautiful, and we spent an hour or so on one of those benches. We didn't talk much - but we felt a lot.

Considering how things ended up, I'm glad I had an excuse not to have sex that weekend, but at the time, I was simply aching to be with him. I spent the whole time in a constant state of arousal. The anticipation for our meeting was incredible and I didn't know how I was going to make it through. But I did - the entire 48 or so hours - with no orgasm. He had a few, and giving him those made me so filled with lust I thought I was going to burst. But I just rode the waves, let them ebb and flow. The problem was, each time, the water got higher. And higher. And higher.

Until I put my head in his lap on that bench. He stroked my hair and told me how beautiful I was. I rested my cheek against his crotch and felt him beginning to harden. When I smiled up at him and asked, he admitted, yes... seeing me curled up on the bench was turning him on. It was winter, and I was wearing jeans and high suede boots and a little black sweater that my nipples poked right through - and not from the cold. When his hand brushed one on its way to my hip, it made me shiver.

"Are you turned on?" he whispered, glancing around at the people milling through the station.

I nodded. "Since the first time you kissed me..."

He smiled. "You once told me you could make yourself come without using your hands..."

It was true. I'd done it before, in certain situations, when I was extremely aroused and couldn't, for whatever reason, touch myself. I hadn't climaxed once all weekend, and my whole body was on fire with need. I glanced around, unsure, seeing the light in his eyes. There was no one sitting on our bench, but there was a man reading the paper across from us. New people were constantly coming in and out of the station, up and down the stairs. He wanted me to make myself come... in such a public place? Could I do it, without touching myself?

"Do it for me." His hand moved upward, cupping my breast. The movement of his thumb over my nipple was hidden, as I was curled up toward the back of the bench, my cheek resting against the line of his zipper. The sensation went straight to my clit, making my pussy come alive almost instantly, like a cat who had just been waiting for its prey to make a sudden move. My body pounced on the idea and I began to squeeze my thighs together, moving my hips in almost imperceptible circles.

He watched me, his eyes shining, his thumb moving faster over my nipple through the fabric of my sweater. I felt my clit rubbing against the seam of my jeans - a useful stimulant under the circumstances - and tried to control my movements. I wanted to writhe and buck and twist on that bench, to come so hard people on the incoming train could hear me. But I stayed quiet... my breath coming faster, growing shaky, my face flushing with the heat of my pleasure.

The shadow of someone passed over us and I slowed, biting my lip, but Dan encouraged me, tweaking my nipple, making me sigh and gasp. I wanted to tuck my hands between my legs, to rock against my palm, but I didn't dare. My clit was throbbing as I nudged myself, bit by agonizing bit, toward orgasm. My thighs were flexed so tightly that three days later, I would still feel the soreness in my muscles - but I didn't notice it then. His cock strained against his jeans - I could actually feel it pulsing through the denim - and that turned me on even more. I longed to take him into my mouth, to make him come, too...

But he was focused on me, whispering things I could barely hear, "That's it, good girl, do it for me, come on, baby, that's so good, you're so beautiful, don't stop, don't stop..." I couldn't have stopped if I wanted to. The delicious, winding spiral that had been stretching between he and I all weekend was pulled to its maximum, taut and trembling with such force that my thighs, my breath, my whole being shook with it. I knew it was going to snap back, and the sensation would send me into orbit.

"Oh god..." I whispered it. I think I whispered.

My hips moved faster now, my thighs squeezed together so tight they hurt, my little clit rubbing over the seam of my jeans again and again and again. Dan moved his hand surreptitiously to my other breast, shifting his weight, his thumb touching my nipple and that did it - the feeling reached its limit and my whole body stiffened with pleasure and I quivered in his lap, burying my face against the hard, heated length of his shaft as I came, feeling surge after surge shuddering through me.

We didn't talk afterward. He stroked my hair as my body began to relax and the flush in my cheeks began to fade. I didn't open my eyes for a long time, too afraid of what - or who - I might see around us. Later, Dan said he didn't think anyone had noticed, and considering how busy it was, he was probably right.

I didn't sit up until it was time to go to his train, and we walked, hands swinging, to where he would start his part of the journey home. He kissed me goodbye. It was the last time I'd ever see him, although I didn't know it at the time. Things didn't work out... relationships often don't.

But I'll never forget that weekend. Or the time we spent together on that bench in Union Station.

-----
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I'm rarely surprised by movies anymore. Most of the ones I count as good are still only mediocre and mildly entertaining. Rarely these days does a film really move me, take me out of myself, and leave me wanting to rewind it and watch it again. (And just as an aside: I miss hitting rewind on VCR tapes. Yet another thing to hate about DVDs, aside from all the scratches and skipping...)
Black Snake Moan was released in June 2007, and stars Samuel L. Jackson (what is it with this man and movies with "snake" in the title??) and Christina Ricci. Brilliant casting. Oh, except for Justin Timberlake. I'm sorry, this boy can't act. He just can't. I'd say he should stick with singing... but I've heard him sing. Male model maybe? Just, please, for the love of God, please stop casting him in movies, okay?
Justin aside (and I'm thankful he doesn't take up too much celluloid in this one) I haven't had an experience like Blake Snake Moan in ages. The music alone is a ride worth taking! This whole movie plays like the downest, dirtiest, grittiest, saddest, most redemptive blues track you ever heard. Blues music inevitably makes me want to take my clothes off, and I'm fully willing to admit I was naked by the end of this film. (Another advantage to Netflix... watching movies at home in bed with the hubby!) This movie is HOT. Musically, visually, in every way humanly possible, it burns going down and it hurts so good!
There's a genre of fiction called "magical realism," which I happen to love because of its mythic, surreal qualities. Characters are strange, often with archetypal overtones and very un-human like, bigger-than-life motivations. I've written some of these types of stories, and have had reviewers not "get it" and say, "No human being would act this way!" Well, no. Duh. These are walking symbols, archetypes, delicious fairy-tale figures plopped right down into a modern setting. That's what Black Snake Moan made me think of, and I want to give a shout out (yeah, like he's reading, right?) to writer/director Brewer to say, "I get it, man! I get it!" 
Not only did I get it, baby. I dug it. 
I dug it deep!
Now, I hate giving synopses, mostly because I get annoyed when people try to tell me what a movie's about and end up giving it all away. I'd rather be surprised. But with this movie... I can't give it away. I could tell you every single detail from beginning to end, and you'd still have to plop yourself in front of the screen for two hours to really experience this fearless, sultry, poignant fable.
(And yes, there is a moral to this story. I got that, too, and so will you.)
So I can tell you that Ricci plays Rae (I want to know what that's short for?) a trashy, wounded, sex-fiend whose anxiety-ridden boyfriend (the sadly untalented Justin Timberlake) is about to take a tour of Iraq with the National Guard. When Mr. Panic Attack--Justin (what's his name in the film again? Truly, he's just so altogether forgettable) leaves his coughing, feverish girlfriend prostrate and distraught, crying for him to come back and comforting herself with a little self-pleasure trip right there on the front lawn, we realize this girl's got some... issues. Yeah, that's the understatement of the century. 
Her boyfriend's not gone a day before little Rae's being nailed over a sink by a very big, very black drug dealer by the name of Tehronne. She follows that with a foray to some sort of local fair with a bunch of girlfriends where she buys enough drugs to get "very fucked up," plays a touch football game during which she's bumping uglies again with some unknown guy, and ends up getting a ride home with her boyfriend's best friend, who beats her and leaves her for dead at the side of the road on the doorstep of none other than Lazurus, her savior du jour, played by Samuel L. Jackson.
Lazarus is nursing his own set of wounds. A farmer and former blues musician whose wife has just left him for his own little brother, he panics when he finds Rae on his doorstep and you get the feeling he's thinking, "Aw man, I don't need this shit!" Looks like he brings her inside more so no one will see the half-naked white woman down the road a piece from his place and think he "did something "to her than anything else. Rae is still high, feverish, has a serious cough, and is consequently pretty delusional. In the process of nursing her back to health, Lazarus takes the liberty of chaining her to the radiator to keep her from running away during one of her "fever-fits." 
Of course, when Rae wakes up, she's all: "I'm woke now. You can unchain me!" 
Ha. Would YOU unchain a half-naked Christina Ricci?
Lazarus, who's talked to some people in town about her while she's been recuperating (and who in town doesn't know about her??) and now knows what her problem is and means cure it, says, "I don't think so. You ain't right yet." 
Thus begins the "bondage cure" for nymphomania. Soon to be adopted by psychiatrists everywhere in lieu of Prozac. Okay, maybe not. Might be a fun change, though. 
Seriously, Lazarus isn't interested in getting into Rae's decidedly cute little white cotton panties. He spurns all her advances, buys her sundresses, and tells her to "watch her mouth." Rae forgets about trying to get away, starts to listen to Lazarus' voice and his guitar, and if your heart doesn't break when the girl sings her version of "This Little Light of Mine," you're... a Republican! This is love and redemption, folks, one of the finest, heartfelt portrayals I've ever watched, and the end--I won't give it away, but it's perfect. Which is rare nowadays.
The truth is, this movie is brilliant, the writing incredible, the actors (Justin aside) completely fearless in their portrayals, and it works. I really works. It shouldn't, given the premise. It's so silly and strange, it shouldn't work at all. And yet that's the reason it does work, because it's so big, so surreal, so original and out of the ordinary. 
I've heard people complaining about the "stereotypes" in this movie--the older black man and the young white girl.
But there is a point when "stereotype" becomes "archetype" and Black Snake Moan crosses clearly and very explicitly into that territory. The criticism I've heard about the film, namely that it's misogynistic and exploitive, has clearly missed the point. I had no problem with suspending my disbelief or understanding the characters' motivations. This movie truly plays like the best of the blues, and every lick of the guitar brings Rae and Lazarus toward redemption. I was along for the ride with them every step of the way.
-----
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Congress held hearings about hip-hop and rap lyrics a few months ago. Right. Like this is supposed to do anyone any good? Is this supposed to stop the N word from being bandied around and prevent "Beeotch" from ending up in the dictionary some time down the line? Somehow I doubt it. I have a 14-year-old son who listens to rap, and it's not pretty. Some of the things they say make me blush--and that's hard to do! 
But did anyone else flash back to Tipper Gore's PMRC campaign in the 80's and how horribly ineffective that was? 
Uh huh. 
The PMRC was the Parent's Music Resource Center. They were at the center of putting labels on music. Of course, it was all voluntary. The record companies agreed to do it. They still do. Every time something gets a label, it's like a kid magnet. My kid HAD to have the Usher CD--the one with the big red circle and a line through it!? So of course my ex bought it for him. *sigh* When I heard some of the lyrics, I nearly coughed up blood!
And Tipper thought all those horrible 80's lyrics were ruining our children forever and must be stopped!? Of course, that was before Al Gore took up his championing for the environment. After that, Tipper said, "I'm not a raunchy, inflexible prude."
Um…what!? What does that even mean? Raunchy and prude shouldn't even be used in the same sentence that way, I don't think. Mrs. Gore had clearly been consulting with her misspoken "I invented the Internet" husband recently when she made that statement.
The thing is, I can't even understand half of what they're saying on these hip-hop and rap albums. It's truly like some other language. My son has to explain it to me. And when he does? Hoh-boy! 
My son didn't even blush when I asked, "WHAT did he say?" and he repeated, "Let the anal way find, and the woofers blow. Throw some ass in my lap and I'm good to go …" 
Oh.
Not that 80's songs didn't have their moments. Prince was the one who had Tipper all in a tizzy with his Darling Nikki masturbating in some five and dime with a magazine. If Tipper's not a prude, and she thought THAT was bad? Good thing she doesn't have kids listening to Usher and Eminem nowadays…
I will say this: rap is very up front and in your face about it. There's very little "innuendo" anymore. They come right out and talk about pussies, cunts, cocks, niggers, ho's, bitches, you name it. Carlin's seven no long applies, it seems. 
And my son knows exactly what they're talking about. There's no beating around the bush… so to speak. If one of the younger kids accidentally overhears something on my older one's radio (and they know they're not allowed to play it around the little ones, but sometimes mistakes happen) I can't even make stuff up and pretend they're talking about something they're not.
At least, if I was Tipper back in the 80's, I could have sworn that Culture Club's Miss Me Blind was about lost love - that it was most certainly not about masturbation and hot, sweaty man-lovin'. *ahem* That's my story and I'm sticking to it!
And maybe I was naive, but the thing is, I was totally oblivious to most of the sexual innuendo even back then. In the 80's, I just thought the music was fun. Most of the lyrics I took at face value. The obvious ones I got, of course. 
Prince's Darling Nikki, for example. I mean, come on, he said the word masturbation. But there were lots of songs that totally went over my head if they weren't so… explicit. Cyndi Lauper's She-Bop? I thought it was just a fun little song about dancing. So was Billy Idol's "Dancing With Myself." I mean, dancing is right in the title… Right? 
What do you mean it was all a euphemism for "dating Miss Michigan?" (think geography...) 
I swear to God, I didn't even get that Boy George was gay until he officially "came out."  And George Michael? He was just a beautiful hunk of man flesh. I had no idea the man would rather frequent rest stops than strip clubs until he was arrested. (Although perhaps that was a bit of wishful thinking!) And who knew that "Wake me up before you go (go), Cuz I'm not plannin' on goin' solo" was also about "draining the lizard?" Not me. I just thought he wanted his girlfriend to wake him up before she went dancing. Apparently, I not only had the wrong social activity, but the incorrect gender as well. 
I didn't find out until 2002 that the fun little ditty, "Turning Japanese, I think I'm turning Japanese, I really think so!" wasn't just a strange racial slur, it was also another euphemism for touching the penis. Apparently, your eyes get all "squinty" if you do it too much? The two that really shocked me, though, when I found out what they were actually about were Frankie Goes to Hollywood's "Relax" and Toni Basil's "Oh Mickey." In fact, I had to have someone spell it out for me in the lyrics before I would believe that either of them were about anal sex!
Relax don't do it
When you want to go to it
Relax don't do it
When you want to come*
Now, okay, it could be about anything sexual, I guess. But considering who's singing the song? It's pretty clear. Anal sex requires a great deal of… relaxation!
Now "Mickey" on the other hand… I hadn't really fully listened to the lyrics so closely before. But when I did, I finally heard the tale of woe: a really horny girl trying to convince a "pretty" boy who clearly pitches for the other team that she can "take it like a man."  
Oh, Mickey what a pity you don't understand
You take me by the heart, when you take me by the hand
Oh, Mickey you're so pretty, can't you understand
It's guys like you, Mickey
Oh, what'cha do Mickey, do Mickey,
Don't break my heart Mickey…
and the very telling:
So, come on and give it to me any way you can
Any way you wanna do it I'll take it like a man
Oh, please baby please
Don't leave me in a jam Mickey…**
Poor girl. A rather hopeless pursuit. 
Think she was singing about George Michael?
-----
* Relax by Frankie Goes to Hollywood
** Mickey by Toni Basil
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What is it about the beginning of a relationship that makes us so euphoric?
I'm sure there's some biochemical explanation. And a psychological one, too. I remember, soon after meeting my husband, riding next to him in the car on the way home from a date, the window open, the wind in my face, his hand on my leg, and I thought, at the time, I'd never been as happy and didn't know if I ever would be again. That memory lives in me like a heartbeat, even now. Every aspect of that moment has been preserved, because I reminded myself at the time to remember it. 
Remember this. Remember this, years from now, when you've been married seven years and things aren't so easy anymore.
And I do. You see, I'd been married before. I knew how fast the bloom falls off the rose. And I knew, too, sometimes you just can't put all the pieces back together, no matter how hard you try. So I never expected to feel that high, euphoric, totally in-love feeling forever. We've been together for ten years and married for seven, now, and life has had plenty of ups and downs in that time period. It's also fallen into its routines, and we've had plenty of time to find each other's faults.
Plenty. And we've found lots of them. We've hurt each other a lot. We've forgiven each other a lot, too. We've held each other open when we wanted to curl inward and close. We've pressed each other's buttons in ways no one else ever could. And I wouldn't trade what we have now for that beginning euphoria if someone offered me a million dollars. I truly wouldn't.
Our love has grown as much as we have. It's matured, as we have. I'm softer, more open, less afraid, and more accepting now in loving him. I think he is with me, too. As much as I remember that incredible, floaty lovesick feeling at the beginning, I don't crave it or think I'm missing anything. I would never give up what I have now for the promise of that feeling (and a whole new set of problems, I might add.) 
And when it comes to sex...
A single friend recently asked me, "But... isn't married sex kind of... boring... after a while?" I just blinked at her. "You know, I mean, I like pizza, but if I had to eat pizza every single night I'd get... bored."
First of all... bored with pizza? Perish the thought!
Secondly... no. Married sex isn't boring. 
In fact, I wouldn't trade my married sex life for a single one if someone gave me the choice. I can't imagine going through all that... stuff... again. You know, that self-conscious first undressing, learning all the buttons to push - or not. Those particulars vary so much from person to person. When you've been with someone a long time, you get comfortable. Not in a take-for-granted sort of way, but in a relaxed, open way. I can let myself go with him in ways I can't imagine doing with someone else. Because I love him, because I trust him, because we've spent the time, in bed and out. 
I don't honestly even miss that first time sexual excitement, because for me, so much of it was nervousness and anxiety. The fear of rejection out there in the single world looms pretty large, real or imaginary. We talk about what it was like at the beginning sometimes, and while it was fun and sweet and exciting... I really have no desire to go back.
Just this morning, he called and told me how much he wanted to roll me over this morning and lick me through my new pink striped panties. New panties are always a cause for sexual celebration in our bedroom, and while I don't usually wear panties to bed, last night I fell asleep before taking them off. So my husband was faced with not only a new situation - me in panties - but new ones at that. 
"Too bad you woke up late," I teased.
"Remember the first time I licked you?" It was the first day I met him. How could I forget? "Remember all your half-hearted attempts at protest: 'No... wait... I... ohhhh...'"
"Shut up, you!" I blushed just remembering. 
He went on anyway, imitating me, "'Oh god, your tongue, oh please, that's so good...'"
"I remember. I remember!"
He chuckled. "You were so shy and sweet. You made me want to eat you right up."
"But you did."
He lowered his voice. "Are you still wearing those panties?" 
"No... I'm not wearing any panties..."
"Oh god..."
"Wanna eat me up?" I teased.
"Does a cat meow?"
"Meoooowwwww..."
No, for us, married sex just doesn't get old. 
But I don't get sick of pizza, either. 
-----
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Pole dancing for fitness is the "new" thing. It was bellydancing there for a while, and that alone was controversial enough for some communities. Women writhing seductively, rolling their hips, moving their pelvises like Elvis on fast-forward? *gasp* What's next!?
Apparently... pole dancing. Not just pole dancing, though. No. Pole dancing - for kids.  The mother-daughter version. You, too, soccer mom, can bring your child, as young as eleven, along with you to learn how to hang upside from a silver pole and gyrate her hips like a top. Once she's learned this amazing skill, I'm sure it will come in handy. Maybe when she's out there trying to get a job. Under "hobbies" she can list: pole dancing. I'm sure that will get her foot in the door at lots of Fortune 500 companies.
All kidding aside, though, I read an interesting question on a blog posed about the topic of pole dancing as a form of exercise: "What if it was called 'fitness with a vertical bar?'"
Good question! But can you imagine? Maybe 'pole dancing' will actually morph into our next gymnastics/Olympic event? They added that one event where they dance with ribbons or something, right? Why not pole dancing? Er, I mean, "fitness with a vertical bar?"
I doubt it's going to happen, though, especially in my life time. Honestly, I don't think there's anything intrinsically wrong with that kind of dancing, per se. The classes aren't about taking your clothes off - they're about the dance moves. But there are probably just too many negative connotations with the type of dance it is for us to really accept it into the mainstream. Still, a part of me wishes girls were being encouraged to dance more. Any kind of dance.
When my kids started reading, my sisters had a fit that I let them read Goosebumps and Harry Potter. My contention: they're reading. That's all that mattered. I think dance is one of those things that has been taken away from the feminine in our culture, and it's sad and maddening to me. Not women dancing for men - that's clearly still alive and well - but women dancing for the expression of the core of their feminine selves. 
There's an incredible book called Sacred Woman, Sacred Dance by Iris Stewart about how dance is an innate part of a woman's psyche. The "body" and its expression falls into the archetypal realm of the feminine. (And when I say feminine and masculine here, I don't necessarily mean gender, i.e. male and female. Men have a feminine side and women have a masculine side.) So when we talk about women's bodies, we are in many ways talking about a temple, a vessel. 
Stewart says: "A woman's psyche resides in her body, and her wisdom grows out of an instinctual and acquired knowledge of what to do with her body... Her dance comes out of the womb of her experience when she has had to go deep within and labor to bring forth her own power. A woman gives herself over to the dance because of her need for the creative process that wants to be given form through her. Potential takes shape in the dark and becomes active in the light. Like a birthing, it comes out of her, yet has a life of its own." 
Oh, that women could reclaim this body-sense! 
In our culture, bodies - especially feminine ones - are seen as awkward, embarrassing, messy, and generally a problem. So many young girls abhor their moon cycles (periods) and would rather stop menstruating altogether. Anorexia and bulemia are rampant and afford girls a way to attempt to "get rid of" the problem of the body. We've lost our connection to the body as a source of our natural wisdom. I honestly believe that dance, especially withing a community of women, could help to bring that back to the feminine.
However... as much as I want that for my daughters, and their daughters... I don't know if this type of dancing is appropriate, given the cultural connotations. I might forego the mother-daughter pole dancing, at least until your daighter was old enough not to say something like, "I take pole dancing! Look what I can do!" in front of company... and then proceed to show them on the kitchen table leg.
If you do want to connect your child with that energy, though (and she's a feminine being from birth... that denial drives me mad, too!) I'd say, try bellydancing. Unfortunately, "pole dancing" in our culture has too much of a stigma... at least, until they change the name to: "Fitness with a vertical bar."
-----
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I'm a psychologist by trade, but I'm far from your mainstream therapist, and I'm certainly not a Freudian—although to be fair, in spite of the faults we can find today in a lot of his theories about the psyche, the guy did open the door to self-reflection, and that can't ever be a bad thing. He thankfully paved the way for (and helped mentor, at least for a while) Carl Jung. Now there's a guy I can get behind. Although, Freud was also followed by Skinner and his ilk, and I could definitely have gone without the behaviorists' influence over the field... *sigh*
But I digress...
Anyway, when I was in graduate school, we budding therapists used to read the DSM-IV and find ourselves in practically every diagnosis. We were all neurotic, depressed, obsessive-compulsive, dissociative anorexics (or compulsive overeaters). Just thinking about it was enough to give you a severe anxiety disorder – and living through the process of learning to label diagnose others with various mental conditions could give anyone post-traumatic stress disorder!
I think ol' Freud did, however, get one thing right about human behavior, at least about mine: oral fixation. According to Wikipedia... (and yes, I know that you can love the Wiki, but you can't trust it completely - or you need to trust it as you would a lover with a history of infidelity, for the Wiki will fuck you! But it's not my only source, it's just easy to access and quote, and on top of my oral fixation, I'm pathologically lazy... and those damned psychology books on my shelves are just too heavy and unwieldy!)
Anyhoo, Wiki says, "Oral fixations are considered to contribute to over-eating, being overly talkative, smoking addictions, overindulging in sugar, chewing on straws, and even alcoholism (known as 'oral dependent' qualities). Other symptoms include a sarcastic or 'biting' personality (known as 'oral sadistic' qualities)."
They forgot to add addicted to blowjobs to that list. 
Otherwise, I fit the bill almost perfectly – it explains the eating disorder, my sweet tooth, the fact that my straws and pen caps and nails are twisted and ragged. Granted, I'm not into the alcohol or the smoking, but I've definitely got the sarcasm thing perfected. 
And the blowjobs. Definitely have those down. 
Seriously, listen to Wiki's definition of the "Oral Receptive" personality:
"The oral receptive personality is preoccupied with eating/drinking and reduces tension through oral activity such as eating, drinking, smoking, biting nails. They are generally passive, needy and sensitive to rejection. They will easily 'swallow' other people's ideas."
Okay, that's totally me. If I didn't have something in my mouth at all times – whether it's gum (I love gum, I'm addicted to gum, especially that hot cinnamon stuff!) or sugarfree candy (I eat more lollipops than Kojak) or chocolate or pen caps or my nails or his cock – I always want something in my mouth, especially when I'm stressed. 
I'm incredibly orally sensitive and I admit, I give rather selfish blowjobs. For me, it's all about the feel, the velvety rub of his spongy mushroom cock head against the roof of my mouth, the deliciously peppery taste of his pre-cum coating my tongue. His pleasure is often secondary, because I'm so focused on how good his cock feels in my own mouth. 
Most of the time, I don't pay much attention to particular techniques. When I slide my tongue down to cradle his balls in my mouth it's because I want to feel their weight and smell his pungent, acrid, distinctly male odor. When I open my throat entirely to take the full length of him it's because I want to experience that throbbing fullness, the tickle of his pubic hairs against my nose. 
He doesn't seem to mind – in fact, he encourages my fixation, often to the point of a teasing cruelty. He knows how susceptible I am to the sight of his hard cock in his hand, and he hasn't been beneath taking full advantage of the fact. When he knows I'm particularly stressed – if I'm biting my nails, or I've been sucking on Crème Savers all night (oh my god, I love those, too!) – he'll unzip his jeans, slide them down his hips, and start to lazily stroke himself.
Like I could resist?
I can't. Resistance is futile. My regression to a particular psychosexual state of development makes it impossible for me to keep from crawling over to the sweet relief for the ache in my mouth, the longing to suck, to be filled, to take and give pleasure, both all at once. He loves his cock in my mouth, but sometimes I think he loves how much I love it even more, the happy sounds I make in my throat, the adoration in my eyes when I look up at him. 
And really, who could blame him?
-----
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For one week in October, the government declares pornography awareness week. 
Oh, wait, wait, I take that back. The Bush Administration renamed it "Protection Against Pornography Week" a few years ago. I know, puts a whole new spin on it, doesn't it? Because when I first saw, "Pornography Awareness Week," I thought, hey, cool! We're gonna have open debates about condoms in porn, AIDS and STDs, childrens' safety and exposure and pornography addiction, right? What a good idea!
Erm... no? 
Apparently not.
Instead, groups like WRAP (White Ribbons Against Pornography--that's right, they've even appropriated a ribbon color for this one, folks. It was pink for breast cancer and yellow for the troops, and now it's white and pure as the driven snow for the anti-porn movement) and Girls against Porn (GAP) have taken up arms against all things sexually explicit. 
(What, you didn't know? That's right, informing young girls about sex and birth control simply encourages them to have it, so you should definitely tell them to "Just Say No"--but you should encourage them to take up the fight against porn. Uhhh...nevermind the question, "What's porn, Mom?" If you must supply an answer, just say: "Um, it's pictures and movies of people doing that thing we don't talk about and you're not allowed to do until you're married." Right. Silly me. What was I thinking? And if these "girls" are trying to market their message to WOMEN... I suggest they take off their Bratz Girlz Brigade logo and the Charlie's Angels Theme playing in the background...)
So during this whole week, right-wing conservatives and evangelical Christians will don their white ribbons of purity and campaign against the "degradation of Western culture" and for "safety and decency and the American way." 
*choke*
The American Way? 
Hold on. Last time I checked, this country was formed by those who were being religiously persecuted and who argued that no one should have the right to define how someone else lived their life. (Well, except for those indigenous peoples with those weird polytheistic views... those we had to slaughter... and then there were those colored folks we found on another continent... they had strange ways, too, so we had to "reform" them... oh, and enslave them...) 
Hm. Gee, maybe they're right. They are fighting for "The American Way," aren't they?
At least, the one we put into practice, rather than the one that's written down on paper. That's rather unfortunate, because the original wasn't a bad idea. That free speech thing? Kinda cool. 
But the religious extremists (who are getting more and more extreme, and growing in number, it seems) are now even going so far as to argue (get this!) that pornography itself causes terrorism. 
woppitywoppitywoppity (<—the sound of my head shaking in disbelief)
That's right. Morality in the Media's (MIM) Robert Peters said that toughening obscenity laws and banning pornography "will...improve our national image in the war against religiously based terrorism."
Religiously based terrorism? Um... wait a minute here. Beep Beep Beep. Back the truck up a minute.
Let's look at the Principles of Terrorism, shall we?
1) No matter how horrific the act, it is justifiable to the terrorists as a means to achieve their goals.  (like, oh, I don't know, bombing abortion clinics?)
2) Common concepts of law, ethics, morality, logic or religion do not apply to terrorists. (Yep, we want to be able to impose our views upon an entire nation and curb your right to personal freedom, which, ya know, yeah, was kinda that freedom we came over here to fight for and base our country on and all... because it's for your own good, we said so, and we're just... right!) 
3) The creation of terror, mass hysteria and to demonstrate the powerlessness of government are all designed to force submission to the terrorist goals. (Porn is evil! Anyone who watches porn becomes immediately addicted! Everyone who works in the sex industry does it for the money and is being exploited! All pornographers are pedophiles! Children everywhere are being victimized! Mass hysteria anyone?) 
4) Terrorists do not view themselves as terrorists. (We're working for the good of the people, for safety and common decency, and who can argue with that?!) 
5) If the terrorist does not have to have the ability to carry out the act they only need to convince you that they have the ability (hoax). (We're going to wear white ribbons and write long diatribes on the Internet without any statistical backup or proof about the evils of porn, we're going to lobby our government and get that pesky Bill of Rights rescinded!) 
6) May result in backlash against the terrorist group if the attack is too horrific. (Say... bombing abortion clinics?)
7) Sometimes by forcing the government to take protective measures the terrorist can gain publicity and effect the public without actually launching an attack. (Like lobbying for the government sponsored CP80 Initiative to "protect" people from unintentional exposure to pornography?)
8 ) Terrorists seek recognition and acceptance for their cause. (Making Internet websites with Bratz Girls images and Charlie's Angels Themes?)
9) The objective is concession with or without negotiations. (Wasting resources by pursuing the evils of consenting adults involved in the production and viewing pornography with other consenting adults instead of other, more important, issues?)
10) Most terrorist organizations have a legal / public branch for negotiations and public support. (MIM , GAP, WRAP? Or perhaps other terrorists group fronts like Operation Rescue?)
Now... who's the religious terrorist organization again?
Don't MIM and GAP and WRAP (and other rhyming acronyms just like them) look like they're wearing the same shoes they're trying to put on those "religiously based terrorists" out there? And if the shoe fits...
Yet, they accuse the pornography industry of being "the most powerful network of cultural terrorists in the world?!"
"Um, Kettle, hi there, it's Pot. I was wondering if you hadn't noticed, perhaps, your own particular dark hue?"
It's not that I don't think there shouldn't be awareness. I'm all for awareness, where we talk openly about the sex industry, what's involved, the problems, the issues. I'm there for that one! But protection from pornography? No thanks. If you want protection from it, protect yourself. If you want to protect your children from it, then feel free. There's lots of ways to do so that don't involve government involvement or control.
The problem isn't sexual freedom at all. It's sexual repression. The more religious groups like this campaign for the abolition of sexually explicit material, the more it's going to show up. Remember Prohibition? Yeah, that didn't work either. Anything can be addictive. Even religious ideals, if zealots are any indication.
MIM's mouthpiece, Dr. Victor Cline, says: "In my experience as a sexual therapist, any individual who regularly masturbates to pornography is at risk of becoming, in time, a sexual addict, as well as conditioning himself into having a sexual deviancy and/or disturbing a bonded relationship with a spouse or girlfriend. A frequent side effect is that it also dramatically reduces their capacity to love. Their sexual side becomes, in a sense, dehumanized. Many of them develop an "alien ego state" (or dark side), whose core is antisocial lust devoid of most values."
Well, in my experience as a psychologist (hey, I can say that!) the risks of become a sex addict from masturbating to porn aren't all that great. For either gender. And banning pornography is analogous to banning Snickers because some people are food addicts. The problem isn't the substance... it's the addiction and addictive behavior.
Also, in my experience as a psychologist, I can tell you that it's actually the repression of the very sexual freedoms and inhibitions they're trying to prohibit that causes that "alien alter ego" and "dark side" to show up.
Think I'm wrong?
HBO did a documentary called Friends of God: A Road Trip in 2006, where Reverend Ted Haggard was quoted as saying: "Surveys show that evangelicals have the best sex life of anyone in the world."
Hm. Really? Perhaps he meant "the most deviant sex lives of anyone in the world?" That's where the dark side comes in... 
Soon after the documentary finished filming, Pastor Ted was accused of and admitted to purchasing methamphetamine from a male prostitute. He later admitted to having sex with the prostitute.
If you're not going to be open about your sexuality, it's going to sneak up and bite you in the ass one way or another. Banning porn isn't going to stop that. Talking about it? Bringing awareness to sexuality, including the pornography and the sex industry?
Gee, that just might. We should give that a try some time.
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My oldest son is circumcised. He was nine months old before the surgery could be done (they had questions about his kidney function and tests to do before they could approve it) and although my ex insisted, I was hesitant. It meant general anesthesia. It meant a much greater risk to our baby. In fact, he did have a reaction to the anesthetic - and could have died. All for a piece of skin on the penis.
My youngest son is uncircumcised. And if I have another boy, I won't have him circumcised either. There's a lot of research out there about it - you have to do a lot of reading and thinking for yourself to come to your own conclusions. But the American Pediatrics Association changed their stance on circumcision in 1999, stating there wasn't significant enough evidence to prove circumcision was a health benefit. And almost ten years later, we're still talking about it.
Should boys be cut? 
Well, the evidence is clear - there's no proof that it's necessary for any medical reason. Culturally, there are other considerations to be made, of course. But for the majority of the U.S. population, the most prestigious and well-respected voice in children's' medicine has taken the stance that circumcision isn't necessary, and in fact, in itself, causes pain and a risk of infection in newborns who have immature immune systems. The U.S. tends to follow doctors like they were gods in white coats... so why is this still an issue? Why are we still debating?
Because, like breast enlargement, vulva enhancement, anal bleaching and hymen repair, the medical community is now billing circumcision as a "cosmetic" procedure. Yes, there are cases when it becomes a medically necessary procedure (unlike the above), when the benefits outweigh the risks, even in adult men. But those cases are actually rare. For most, it is an unnecessary, cosmetic procedure to conform to perceived social norms. (The new African AIDS studies notwithstanding... still, no official position has been taken based on those... yet.)
The thing is, nature is pretty good at weeding out the things we don't need when it comes to our body. Darwin wasn't wrong on that point. If men didn't need their foreskin, they'd be born without one. Over time, the foreskin would simply disappear. It clearly still serves some function - and we can guess as to what that is all we want - from sexual pleasure to simple protection. But ultimately, in terms of evolution and science, it makes sense that the foreskin serves some purpose. 
Many men lament the possibility that they, being cut, might have lost some sensation or sexual pleasure due to their circumcision. And I don't blame them. I know I'd be annoyed if someone told me I might be missing out on some sort of sexual pleasure, and it wasn't a decision that I either made for myself, nor one I could take back. 
As for whether circumcision leaves a man less sensitive and less able to experience full sexual pleasure... Certainly, it's a possibility. It's all relative. But considering what could have happened during a circumcision, the possible loss of a small percentage of sexual pleasure is the least of a man's worries when it comes to this procedure. Look at what happened to David Reimer. 
In case you haven't heard his story, David Reimer was born, along with his twin brother, in Canada in 1965. When he was eight months old, a doctor using an electric cauterizing device (instead of a scalpel) slipped during his routine circumcision and burned most of little David's penis off. His parents consulted a doctor at John's Hopkins, who wanted to use David as research material, and consequently they agreed to raise him as a girl, instead of a boy. That lasted until puberty, when David discovered what really happened. He later committed suicide in 2004.
Live David Reimer's short, sad life, and then tell me that a circumcision is "worth the risk."
It's still an operation. People with knives near your genitals? The brain boggles at the thought that any man or woman would say, "Oh... okay, sign my baby up!" What right do you have to make that choice about someone else's body? Your child may be of you, but they are not you. Until that child is old enough to say, "Circumcise me!" I think it should be a moot issue. 
That's one of the reasons I won't circumcise any of my sons anymore. I won't make a choice for them about their bodies that they can't take back. The same goes with my daughters (things like piercings, etc.) Unless it comes down to life or death, I won't make that choice.
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I read an article recently that had a lot to say, in a very clearly opinionated way, about why women shouldn't shave their nether regions. Apparently, there are serious consequences to shaving "down there"–like red bumps and friction-burn and even decreased sex appeal. 
Ummm... okay.
Clearly this article was written by someone who appreciates the hirsute, which is all well and good. But to come out and say: "We have hair there for a reason, and it should stay there!"  We have fingernails, too. Should we never cut those, either?
I'll come right out and say that I'm biased. I'm completely shaved. Bald as a baby. I started shaving ten years ago, and haven't stopped since. I enjoy shaving. (Well, I enjoy being bare!) I don't mind nor am I saying that "au naturale" is a bad thing. Not at all. I love females in all shapes, sizes, and textures. Equal opportunity lover, that's me. Women are beautiful, however they come... (every pun intended there!)
But what is this "Real women don't shave!" nonsense all about? The moral judgment there is enormous and completely unnecessary. Last time I checked, not every man had facial hair. They choose to shave–or not–depending on their personal tastes. I didn't see any articles out there on "Real Men Don't Shave!" — at least, not outside of the Amish or Orthodox communities, and I don't think I'll be seeing their views on the Internet any time soon. 
So men can wear goatees or full beards or shave twice a day - and no one talks about the "shoulds." It's all about "want." Men do what they want, according to their preference. The topic of women's pubic hair, though, that's apparently up for debate. Discussions rage all over the Internet whether a woman should or shouldn't have the option of a landing strip, a full triangle, or shaving bare. Holy double standard, Batman!
Not only that, but men have actually started trimming or shaving (or waxing, or using depilatory cream on) their nether regions, too. But I don't hear the same debate going on about men shaving that I do about women. Who gets to say if I go hairless or hairy? Frankly, I do. No one else – not my husband, not my culture, and certainly not some judgmental Internet article. 
I shave because I love the feeling of being shaved – I love the increased sensation, the baby soft feel of my vulva, the extra friction created, the extra wetness. Hair down there irritates me, in more ways than one. I want to shave, so I shave. It has nothing to do with cultural fashion mandates. It has to do with what I want, what my preference and desires are. 
An older friend of mine expressed surprise when she found out I shaved "down there." (We were at the gym at the time.) She informed me, rather wryly, "Just wait until you're my age. The hair down there just starts falling out on its own!" Funny, that our cultural judgment is that shaving bald makes a woman look "pre-pubescent," when, in fact, we could equally judge that it makes her look "old" instead!
I think we need to have a little more acceptance and a whole lot less judgment when it comes to the women's bodies. And what we need more of, a bunch more of, is love when it comes to the feminine form, whether we're talking about weight or breast size or the care and feeding of the kitty. We need a lot less "shoulds" and a lot more "wants." Desire itself should be the only thing driving the decision to go hairless or hirsute or something in between. 
So, if a woman wants to give herself a Sinead O'Connor cut, I say, yes!
If a woman wants to let her pubic hair grow like Cousin It, I say, yes!
In fact, I think that's the root (ha, pun intended) of the whole debate. There really shouldn't be a debate at all–and that's the only "should" we should be throwing around. I may be fashionably bare, but I don't do it because I want to be fashionable. I also don't defiantly not shave because I want to make a fashion statement. That's just playing the game. 
I do what I want to do. If more people would, fashion would have a lot less influence over our perceptions. So say "yes" to what you want, when it comes to your body. Let's all say "yes!" a whole lot more... to ourselves, and to each other.
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There are a lot of good how-to's out there about the technique of deep throat - a very worthy and noble pursuit. I mean, do you know any man that doesn't love sliding his cock alllll the way into a warm, wet mouth, burying himself balls-deep and feeling a burst of hot breath through flared nostrils brush over his pubic hair while being looked up at with wide, adoring eyes?
Yeah, me neither. 
Which is why it's certainly a skill worth cultivating. And I have, over the years. Over and over and over. I can take a lot of dick - I learned to relax my throat, to fight the gag reflex, to tip my head back to make more room. I learned to do it because I loved to see the surprised look on a man's face and the delighted sound of his pleasure when he realized I was going to take it all. And I can definitely do it with relish and even without gagging - not once (she says proudly!)
The thing is, choking while giving a blowjob isn't very appealing -- for a few reasons. It's not a very sexy blowjob if a girl is choking and coughing and her eyes are watering and she's apologizing the whole while for her inadequacies. Also, a man will often become self-conscious and his pleasure will immediately be diminished if he thinks the woman he's with is uncomfortable in any way or doesn't really like what she's doing. So a woman who can take a man's full length with nary a whimper and a great deal of enthusiasm is definitely arousing.
However... while taking him deep without choking is an end goal definitely worth pursuing, there is also an art to gagging on a cock. I know it sounds like a paradox. How could gagging on a cock be sexy if I've already said it really isn't?
Well, there's a subtle difference. The cough and sputter of a woman unable to handle what's being presented to her is decidedly different from a woman who, one moment, can take him fully into her throat, and the next is gagging and gasping and pulling his cock out of her mouth to whisper, "God, it's so big!" 
Because what man doesn't love the knowledge that he's filling his lover completely, that she can't quite handle all of him, although she's oh so willing to try -- again and again and again? There's something appealing about a woman who is willing to gag on her lover's cock -- and willing is the optimum word there. 
If it's clear that she's uncomfortable, that she's inexperienced and truly not having any fun, it will turn most men off. But if her enthusiasm is so great, her hunger and greed for cock so compelling she can't control herself, that she takes even more of him than she thought she could handle and gags a little bit -- that's a turn-on.
But you really do have to be careful when intentionally gagging on a cock, especially if you've never mastered the art of deep throat. The best way to control the length of him going into your mouth is by wrapping your fist around the base of his cock. That way, unless he's extremely large, you'll have a manageable length to work with, and you'll be able to direct both the angle and the depth. 
It's important not to start out gagging -- you need to show him that you really can handle what he's giving you, that you like it and want more. Using the rhythm of his breath is usually a good guide to how fast you should be going. Once he's beginning to pant a little bit and shift his hips, trying to press more of himself into your mouth -- let him. Take him deeper -- take him as deep as you can. If you're used to deep throating, don't worry about fighting your gag reflex -- go ahead and gag, then pull back and gasp. 
He will probably be thinking he gave you too much at this point, so this is where it's important to reassure him, "God I love it in my throat like that! Fuck my throat, baby!" and take him into your mouth again, encourage him to move his hips, to shove his cock into your mouth. If you don't mind him grabbing your head (some women hate it -- I happen to love it) let him grab a fistful of hair and shove himself into your mouth. You may be surprised by the sounds he makes -- the growls and grunts and groans -- as he really gets into fucking your mouth, as he realizes that you really do like it and want more. 
If you're not used to deep-throating, just keep your hand wrapped around the base of him. If you're brave or very experienced, you can move your hand and try to take all of him and let him fuck your throat that way. My lover likes it when I actually put my hands behind my back and let him take my mouth, surrendering to the thrust his cock completely. You will inevitably gag on him much more like this, because you'll have less control, and it can get very messy with all the saliva and precum. 
And, of course, if you're going to finish him off this way, you'll have to make your own decision whether or not to spit or swallow. 
Gagging isn't for everyone, of course. If you don't like it, don't do it. But I can tell you from experience that after taking his cock this way, I'm so wet I could float away and I often can't even wait and have to start touching myself while I'm sucking him. 
So even if it's just an occasional "Oh god it's so big!" struggle or you come to like a full-out "Please take my mouth!" throat-fuck, gagging, if done right, can definitely be a major turn-on for both of you. 
-----
>^,,^<
-----
If you enjoyed this, remember to leave some feedback and don't forget to vote!
Thanks for reading,
~*~*Selena*~*~
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For a while there, I was going to be an English teacher. I even did a semester of student teaching. And I got an A. Although I still wonder sometimes if that was because I earned it grading high school essays about "Why Ms. Kitt is My Favorite Teacher Ever" written by students who thought I was "cool" -- or if it was because I was fucking their "real" teacher.

Or, more aptly, he was fucking me. I didn't start it. At least, I didn't make the first move. Does that count? Would it hold up in court? We were both adults -- aside from the ethics of the thing, there wasn't really anything wrong with what we were doing. But it felt wrong. It felt so very wrong, and maybe that's why it felt so incredibly good.

Mr. Kennedy -- his name was actually John, believe it or not -- was a hot young teacher, and all the girls had crushes on him. I couldn't blame them. He was just thirty-something, with dark hair that curled around his ears and the nape of his neck and even darker eyes that radiated heat whenever he looked at me. He was charming and cocky and loved to crack goofy jokes with the kids that pushed the limits of propriety -- almost. He hovered on the edge of dangerous all the time, and I liked to sneak up behind him to see if I could convince him to go over.

And one day -- he did. We were both staying late, completing progress reports, which involved a dizzying amount of sharpening number two pencils so we could fill in the correct circles on computerized forms. We talked about the kids, we talked about our lives -- he wasn't married and was in between girlfriends. There had been plenty of flirting and innuendo between us, and I think we both knew what we wanted. The question was -- did we dare?

It was just a subtle shift. I uncrossed and crossed my legs in the soft, respectable-length gray skirt I was wearing, hanging one heel off the edge of my bare foot and rolling my neck.

"Tired?" he asked, putting down his pencil.

I nodded, yawning and stretching, feeling my blouse pull out of the waistband of my skirt a little. "But it could be worse. Most teachers make their student-teachers do all the drudge work like this. At least you help with that part... and you let me do the fun stuff, too."

He smiled -- god that smile! -- and stretched, too. "The fun stuff is the best part. I wouldn't exclude you from that."

"I appreciate it." I said exactly what I meant. I think he knew it. Without saying anything, he came and stood behind me, sliding his big hands over my shoulders and squeezing. I groaned and rolled my neck back, unable to resist. "God, that feels good!"

"Does it?" He said it like a question, but it wasn't one. He knew. His fingers kneaded my muscles and I relaxed back against him, feeling the hard muscles of his belly, the bite of his belt buckle. I think I knew what was going to happen, and my body was tingling with anticipation. I moaned softly, and the room sounded like sex long before I was actually bent over the progress reports in front of us.

When his hand slid down to unbutton the top button of my blouse, I didn't protest. In fact, I made a point of arching my back, showing him just how eager I was. And god, I was. His hands moved under my bra, kneading my breasts the same way they'd massaged my shoulders, making me squirm in the chair. I tilted my head back to look up at him, and that's when he leaned in to kiss me, his mouth hungry on mine, sucking my tongue immediately in.

"Oh god," I whispered against his mouth when one of his hands slid down, cupping my pussy through my skirt. He rubbed me like that for a while as we kissed, fingering my nipple, making me writhe against him. At first, I worried about getting caught -- a custodian coming in maybe. But as things progressed, I forgot all about anything but the sensation, the feel of him against me, and my desire for more.

He pulled me out of the chair and we were locked together for a moment, our clothes a nuisance as we rubbed our bodies against one another, each of us looking for a way in. He pulled my skirt up, cupping my ass in both hands as I fumbled with his belt, too distracted by the way he was spreading my cheeks to make any progress.

"Let me," he said.

And I did. He turned me around and bent me over the desk, shoving my skirt up over my hips and pulling down my panties. I wasn't wearing stockings at all -- although I was supposed to be -- and when his fingers slid inside of me, I thought I was going to pass out from pleasure. He groaned as my muscles clenched over his pumping fingers and leaned in to kiss my pussy like that, sitting in the chair behind me and shoving his face between my legs.

"Oh!" That was all I could say, over and over and over. "Oh! Oh! Oh!" I rocked back against his tongue as it lashed between my wet, naked slit. He found my clit and stayed there, eating me with such a greedy hunger my body trembled with the force of it. It didn't take me long to come in his mouth. I warned him softly, still aware that what we were doing could get us both in very big trouble, "John, you're gonna make me come...."

He just made a soft, eager noise in his throat, licking me faster, pressing me toward climax, and I gave him just what he wanted, shuddering on the desk as I came, spreading my legs wide and shoving my pussy against his face as my orgasm shook through me. I was still recovering when he stood up behind me and unbuckled his belt. Just the sound made me pant and quiver with lust and I turned to look at him over my shoulder, to see what I might expect, and was happily surprised at the thick length of him as he shuttled his hand up and down his stiff cock before positioning himself behind me.

He didn't ask, but he didn't have to. I reached back with both hands to spread myself for him as an offering, making him gasp as he let the head of his cock disappear between my pussy lips. He grabbed onto my hips to pull me in, driving himself deep, and I took every bit of him, going up even further on my toes in my heels. I glanced at the door, giving a fleeting thought again to the danger of the moment, but then he pulled back and began to really fuck me and all thought fled.

"Oh fuck!" I gasped, giving in to the thick slide of his cock, my pussy still fluttering a little from my climax. I was wet and ready for him and I grabbed back and hung onto his wrists as he began to drive me forward onto the desk, feeling his fingers clenching, digging into the flesh of my hips and ass. "Oh god, John, that's so fucking good!"

"You like that?" he asked, moving faster now, shoving deeper. I gasped in response, feeling my pussy contract around his length. "Come on, baby, rub your pussy for me."

I did what he asked, needing little encouragement to slide my hands underneath me, opening my slit and using my finger to nudge my clit toward a delicious release. I gave into all of it as he fucked me, seeing one of our student's papers through half-closed eyes -- Brad Haley, whose conduct was satisfactory and whose grade was in the B range. I rested my cheek on Brad's progress report and wondered what he'd think if he knew his student-teacher was being fucked on the very desk she taught from every day, her breasts swinging free of unbuttoned blouse and pulled-down bra, her ass up in the air as she begged for more.

"Oh yes! Yes! Fuck me harder, baby! Harder! Give me that big cock! Give it to me!"

"Oh god your pussy feels so good..." John leaned into me, splaying me on the desk, and I squirmed beneath him as our motion sent number two pencils rolling and progress reports sailing off the edge to flutter to the floor. His cock seemed to be swelling inside of me, filling me deeper as he fucked me even harder. He grabbed one of my legs behind the knee, shoving it up onto the desk so I was spread even wider for him.

"Oh that's good!" I cried, feeling the angle change, his cock getting even more of me now. I rubbed my clit faster as he fucked me, using two fingers on either side of it as I arched back to take him, wanting more, more. I was so close to climax, my thigh muscles taut and trembling, my pussy on fire with the heat of our fuck.

He grabbed my ass in both hands and I begged him to come, feeling my own orgasm begin with a shuddering surge. The rapid squeezing of my fluttering pussy around his cock must have sent him over, because I felt him tremble and grip me hard as he buried himself into me. I moaned and squirmed on the desk, whispering things I don't even remember as he filled me with his cum.

Most of the progress reports were salvageable, if a bit wrinkled from our foray onto the desk. We didn't finish them that day. Instead we shoved them into John's briefcase and went back to his place to do it all over again, this time bent over a chair in his living room, and later in the softness of his bed, and then in the heat of the shower...

We never took a chance at the school again, like we had that night -- instead we found other places to meet to indulge in our pleasurable little secret. Eventually, the job ended, and so did our affair. But it was hot -- incredibly hot --while it lasted.

-----

>^,,^<

-----

If you enjoyed this, remember to leave some feedback and don't forget to vote!

Thanks for reading,

~*~*Selena*~*~
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The art of oral pleasure goes far beyond the three T's: tips, tricks and techniques. They can be useful, sure, and definitely fun to learn and try. But tips and tricks are just that – and employing them without any true emotion leaves a woman feeling like a whore (and not in a good way) or a drone/robot, and a man feeling empty - literally and figuratively, if you've brought the blowjob to its usual conclusion. So the first rule of blowjobs is never do anything you don't really want to do. The second rule of blowjobs is... never do anything you don't want to do. The third and only other rule of blowjobs? It's all about the pleasure – his and yours. Everything else is frosting on the cake. So here comes the frosting...
She Likes It, She Really Likes It!
This is the single most important part of the blowjob. The pleasure you take in giving it. When a man is in this position, he is at his most vulnerable. He is open and exposed to you. (Remember, your vagina doesn't have teeth!) For me, this amount of trust is breathtaking and beyond arousing. I always take it as the profound and delightful gift it is. 
Cleanliness is Next to...
Many women hesitate to perform fellatio because of the smell or taste. Personally, I love that particularly masculine scent, but if it turns you off, don't worry, warm water and a washcloth are a great way to start a blowjob, and the rough cloth and some gentle rubbing and squeezing will go a long way toward getting him hard. Don't make a big deal out of it. Just make it part of foreplay.
Slow and Steady Wins the Race
Tease. Spend time. Don't just start out like a Hoover on overdrive. Tickle his thighs with your fingernails. Kiss his chest and belly. Lick the inside of his thighs. Nibble and suck on his balls. (Careful! Some guys are too sensitive here for this.) Avoid the cock for a while. Then play with the shaft (which is much less sensitive than the head) before moving on to the top. 
Breast Obsessed
You've got them – don't forget to use them! Their size and shape don't matter – rub them over his chest and belly on your way down to the promised land. Drag them over his cock. Press his cock between them for a moment and try to reach it with your tongue. Slap your nipples with the head. Rub pre-cum over them. (You can rub the final cum over them, too, but we'll talk about that later!) 
Pant Rant
Follow his breath, not your own. I admit, sucking cock turns me on. Sometimes it gets me more aroused than even he is at the moment! (Hey, I'm an excitable girl, what can I say?) So a good rule of thumb is to follow his breath. Match your rhythm, whether mouth or hand, with how fast he's breathing, speeding up as he does, and you'll pretty much be on target. 
Equipment Tips
The cock is basic: head, shaft, testicles. The shaft has the least amount of nerve endings amongst the three. The balls are very sensitive, but in a different way from the head. Think of the cock head as your clit. If he's uncircumcised, it's really quite similar, because his foreskin serves to protect the deliciously sensitive nub underneath. If he's circumcised, the most sensitive part of the cock is usually what's called the frenulum—that arrow-shaped V on the underside at the tip. 
But just like us girls, guys really like the build up, so remember to tease, follow his breath, and make him wait for it. Use his foreskin (if he still has it) to caress the cock head, up and down. Even if he's cut, there's usually still enough loose skin left on the shaft to bring it up and tease the head of the cock. Guys like that. It's what stroking is all about. 
Sleek Technique
This is really the least important part of the blowjob. Tips and techniques are secondary, and they vary so much, depending on the man involved. I've known men who have balls so sensitive they can't have to stand them touched, let alone sucked and licked. On the other end of the spectrum, I've known men who get off on having them scratched, pulled and twisted. There are men who love blowjobs with no hands – they want all mouth. There are those who get off on the hand and mouth coordination. Some love to be sucked hard as a Hoover. Others like it light and slow, even at the end. And there's every part of the spectrum in between. The variations are endless. Truly, just endless.
That said, here are some techniques you can try. It's all one grand, messy, delightful experiment, so get in there and enjoy!
Lube Tube
That's right, they do sell edible lube. Want to give him a real treat? Squirt some into your mouth before you take him in. But if you're not into lube, then you'll have to do it naturally. The good news is, once you have something in your mouth, your body associates it with food and you will start salivating. A lot. Just let it happen and use your spit. Some men like you to actually spit on their cock. Find out if he likes this. Do it. It can be really hot. 
The Ice Cream Man
Yep, just what it sounds like. He's the delicious cone that's come to you on a hot, muggy day, and you're going to lick him until he's all gone spent! Pretend he's an ice cream cone and you're smoothing your tongue around the head, catching the drips down the cone shaft. Do this for a while and see what the reaction is. When he can't stand it anymore, move onto something else. 
It's OK
Put your thumb and forefinger in that "OK" position, then use it to circle the base of his cock. This is your base position, from which all hand strokes come. You can close all your fingers around him at some point and give him the full squeeze, but always remember to go back to "OK." 
Giving him the shaft
Just because it has the fewest nerve endings doesn't mean it should be ignored. Think of your inner and outer vaginal lips... they're nowhere near as sensitive as your clit, but it does feel good to have them licked and sucked. The same goes for the shaft. Spend some time there, licking, squeezing, rubbing. I like to press the head against his belly and rub the underside of the shaft with my palm – or my breasts. Use your imagination!
Chipmunk Cheeks
Turn your head a little when you're sucking him. This gives him a different sensation (the smooth wall of your cheek) and it also gives him the wonderful illusion that his cock is just too big for your mouth! 
Humming
Just what it sounds like. Take him into your mouth and hummmmmmm. The sensation is incredible. Just remember to use one basic tone. Don't start humming Yankee Doodle Dandy, or it's bound to break the mood. 
The Eyes Have It
I've rarely heard this one disputed. Men are visual. They want to see your adoring eyes looking up at them while their cock is buried in your mouth. They want to see the smile, the hunger, the greed in your eyes at every moment. It's a big turn-on and a reassurance that you are, in fact, connected and really enjoying what you're doing. 
Dirty Flirty
If you have a problem talking dirty, practice. No, I'm not kidding. Do it when you're alone. Practice in the shower. Whisper if you think someone might hear you. But practice. Try out the words. Cock. Pussy. Feel them in your mouth. Say them often enough that they sound good to you. Say them often enough that they turn you on. Work up to the big ones like "cunt." (Some women never get there – but I'm all in favor of freeing the much maligned "cunt" from its verbal prison!) Then try the phrases. "Oh, god, I love your cock!" and "It's so big and beautiful, it makes my mouth water..." (might sound silly, but in the heat of the moment, trust me... it's a winner.) "I'm gonna suck you so hard, baby... do you want my mouth?" and slowly work up to the "That's right, I'm your greedy little cockwhore, baby, yes, fuck my mouth with that big cock!"  Once you've got it down in the shower, try it out on him. The feedback will be quite rewarding... and will spur you on and overcome your inhibitions. 
Don't Put Yourself on the Shelf
Your pleasure is important, too. Let him squeeze your breasts and nipples. Moan when he does. (Cuz you know you want to anyway!) Reach between your legs and tell him, "Sucking you makes me so hot, I have to play with my pussy!" Let him hear how wet you are. Let him taste how wet you are. Let him suck your fingers while you suck his cock. Rub your juices all over the head of his cock and lick it off. (Never tasted yourself? Try it! You're quite yummy!)
Extreme Sucking
Like extreme sports, this one isn't for everyone. But some guys simply love to be sucked as hard and long as you can. Think vacuum cleaner on overdrive. Hollow your cheeks and go for it! (But remember to ask him if he wants to try this, first, and stop when he tells you to!) 
Ice Is Nice, Heat is Neat
Temperature change during a blowjob can be a lot of fun to play with. Slip an ice cube into your mouth while you're sucking him as a fun surprise. Or take a sip of hot tea before sucking him. Change it up between the two. The sensations are worth the time and effort!
Discuss the Perineum & the Anus
Some men love to have these areas touched. (Even licked... but that's a whole other article!) Talk about it beforehand, though, because some men are also reticent about this. Ask if you can try it, and do, if you're both open to it. The anus and perineum have lots of yummy nerve endings that can increase the intensity of orgasm, and men have a prostate gland to massage, as well. If you want to know more about this area, check out this article.
Deep-Throat: It's not Just for Politics Anymore
There are hundreds (literally) of articles on how to deep throat. If you want to try this technique, find one and practice. You can use a dildo. A carrot. A cucumber. Work on fighting your gag reflex. Sometimes it helps to practice before you take on an actual cock. But don't be scared, either. You don't have to do this if you don't want to (remember the first rule of blow jobs.) It's not the be-all and end-all of blowjob techniques. Remember that the most sensitive part of the cock is the head, not the shaft. Yes, it can feel good to have the head of the cock rubbing against the back of the throat and a thrill to watch it disappear into a mouth... but it isn't a necessity.
Gaggle of Gaggers
I wrote a whole essay on the art of gagging alone. Gagging and throat-fucking isn't for everyone. But if you want to try it, take a look at the how's and why's and experiment!
Variety is the Spice of Sex
Remember to change it up. One motion, over and over, is boring and repetitive and... boring. Did I say boring?  And while that's true, and you should change it up, it's also best to introduce each of these techniques like you do recipes to your repertoire (that is to say: one at a time, slowly, and only re-introduce the "keepers" so they become part of your regular diet!) 
There is only one exception to this rule: when his breath is coming fast, his hips are thrusting up, he's got his hands in your hair, and he's just about to come. (He may even groan and tell you – "Oh god, I'm gonna come!" - men often get into the habit of giving us a warning!) At this point, don't change what you're doing. Keep going and don't stop until you've got struck white gold. 
Cum Yum
You have two choices: spit or swallow. There's lots of debate about this one, and articles all over the Internet (and elsewhere) about it. If he is intent on you swallowing, and you're afraid – try it. You can make it quick and relatively painless, even if you don't like the taste. Just block off your nose (you can do this at the back of your throat – without holding your nose - practice and see what I mean) and swallow. There will only be a slight aftertaste. But if he doesn't really care either way, and you really don't like the taste, spitting can be sexy, too. You don't have to make it about running to the bathroom and spitting it in the sink like you've got acid in your throat. Let him come in your mouth, then tip your head back and let it dribble out everywhere. Or spit it back out onto his belly and rub it all over your mouth and chin and breasts. If you really can't even stand to have his come in your mouth, then let him come on your breasts. I've stood up right at the last minute and aimed him between my legs and used those last few tugs to make him shoot all over my pussy. 
-----
That's it. Well, that's not really it. I'm sure there are a million things I missed. But it doesn't really matter. Because remember, the first rule of blowjobs is never do anything you don't really want to do. The second rule of blowjobs is... never do anything you don't want to do. The third and only other rule of blowjobs? It's all about the pleasure – his and yours. So what are you still doing here reading? Go! Enjoy the fruits of my labor. 
So many cocks, so little time... 
-----
>^,,^<
-----
If you enjoyed this, remember to leave some feedback and don't forget to vote!
Thanks for reading,
~*~*Selena*~*~ 
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I got an interesting bit of feedback from a reader the other day: 
"Great story, but you can't call it a blowjob if she uses her hands. If the hands are involved, it's called a handjob - that's cheating! Blowjobs are all mouth and nothing but the mouth..." 
Huh! Really? 
Who knew? 
And how come no one ever told me about this rule? 
I certainly didn't know about it the first time I took a cock into my mouth—I remember using my hand to keep a little control, to prevent myself from gagging on the length. It's rather scary to have a rigid press of flesh in your mouth for the first time that way, slowly turning a man you thought you knew into someone all low growl and furious drive. 
Of course, over time, a girl gets used to sucking cock. Some of us grow to like it... love it... even crave it. Perhaps "need" wouldn't be too strong a word, here... for some of us, anyway. Once you're used to the throb and thrust of a cock, once you've learned how it behaves in your mouth, you don't necessarily need that barrier of a hand wrapped around the base anymore. But it can still be fun...
After its initial safety use, does the hand lose its utility? I mean, without the hand (and more specifically opposable thumbs) we wouldn't have much of an advantage over the animal kingdom, right? Those opposable thumbs allowed us to make tools - so why not utilize that skill to work, well... his tool? Doesn't that make sense? 
In fact, from what I understand, changing things up, at least near the beginning of a blowjob, is a plus. Guys seem to like the different sensations of a warm, wet mouth, the flick of a tongue, the squeeze and tug and even twist of a hand, the slap against a cheek or a breast... it's all good, right? Granted, when he gets closer to the finish line, a consistent motion serves to take him quicker to the finale, but don't guys enjoy the tease for a while before this point? 
Well, according to at least one reader... not so much. (Okay, yes, I'm going from a database of one, here, but if you take statistics into account--isn't there a law that says if one person sends you feedback, there are at least 100 others out there who feel the same... or something like that?) 
But why? What is it about a woman not using her hands during a blowjob that's so appealing to some men, then, I wonder? 
I can understand that the mouth feels good—better, even, than a hand. Having been on the receiving end of both in the realm of my own (albeit differently formed!) genitals, I can say that I do prefer the press of a tongue to the rub of fingers. However, I don't object to fingers, not in the least. In fact, I enjoy both of them working together down there, rubbing and licking, licking and rubbing... it's a deliciously wonderful combination. 
So why the objection to a hand in the realm of the cock? Isn't there a saying—two hands are better than one? So two hands and a mouth should be... nirvana! No? I admit, when I got this feedback, I was initially bewildered... befuddled... bemused... 
Why the rejection of the hand? The fascination with just the mouth? 
And then it occurred to me! (Coincidentally—or maybe not so—I had a cock in my mouth at the time, lathering it with all sorts of cock-loving attention, when the light bulb went off over my head...) 
Perhaps it's just that men are so used to women not liking or wanting to perform oral sex, that when they do finally get a blowjob, they want the whole mouth and nothing but the mouth. A woman using her hand seems like cheating because... well, a handjob is really little more than masturbation with someone else's hand. 
Am I onto something? I think I might be. 
As a fellatio enthusiast myself, I can't imagine not wanting to use my mouth during a blowjob, or in fact, using my hand to minimize the amount of time a cock spends in that particular orifice. I love the taste, the feel, the hard thrust and final white-hot culmination—I love it all. But what would it be like, I wondered, for a woman who didn't appreciate what I do about the cock? 
I tried to put myself in her place... it wasn't easy, but I managed... and suddenly, it all made sense. I could now understand how a woman who really didn't like having a cock in her mouth might use the hand to keep the beast at bay—how she might just keep up that consistent handjob motion to bring him off a little faster while she occasionally licked and sucked at the head. And, of course, she'd be able to avoid the coming-in-the-mouth issue altogether if she wasn't balls-deep when the moment arrived... 
Then I looked at it from another perspective. On the receiving end of oral, I definitely wouldn't appreciate a whole lot of rubbing and just an occasional lick. I could definitely see how that would feel "unfair" or like "cheating." Fortunately for me, most of the men I've been with have been oral sex enthusiasts and wouldn't think about not primarily using the tongue. 
Statistically, though, I think there are more men who truly enjoy cunnilingus than women who feel reciprocally the same about fellatio. Which is a shame, really. And while now I totally "get" the feedback that was sent to me about a woman "cheating" when she uses her hand -- I would like to point out that this "rule," across the board, doesn't always apply. 
Don't forget, some women really love sucking cock, and for those of us who do, using our hands allows us to play with our favorite toy with much more vigor and enthusiasm. Would you give a girl an ice cream cone and then tie her hands behind her back? 
Well, maybe that's not the best example... because that image is rather hot! But you understand what I mean, right? A woman who hates ice cream (I can't fathom that any more than I can fathom a woman not loving cock, but whatever!) will bolt that thing down as fast as possible. (And probably go throw it up later! Ugh.)
But a woman who loves cock ice cream? She's going to use all her senses to enjoy the experience. Hands aren't bad, not when they're used with the best of intentions. In fact, they can be a great asset for those of us who truly enjoy orally worshipping at the Altar of Cock Ice Cream. 
So if you're lucky enough to find a woman who enthusiastically loves cock, let her use her hands, her mouth, her breasts, her feet, her... whatever! Because for that woman, using her hands isn't "cheating" - it's a bonus! And if you happen to be with a woman who you suspect doesn't really enjoy her time down there with the cock... then maybe you should find another woman consider asking her for something a little more reciprocal in the oral sex department?
I don't blame you for feeling cheated by a woman who is more interested in getting a blowjob over with than appreciating it, who uses her hand more than her mouth to keep the experience at arms length... but please, don't punish those of us who are cock-lovers with some blanket "Look Ma, No Hands!" rule because of the slights of those out there who aren't... 
-----
>^,,^<
-----
If you enjoyed this, remember to leave some feedback and don't forget to vote!
Also, if you want to get more of me faster when you come to Lit (*grin*) don't forget to add me to your favorites!
Thanks for reading,
XOXO
~*~*Selena*~*~ 
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I love pearls. I have a jewelry box devoted entirely to pearls. The bottom is lined with thick, black velvet boxes that contain the really good sets - the ones handed down from my grandmother, or the ones given to me by a lover. Those I reserve for special occasions. But on top of that is a tangled mass of strands, all different colors, white, black, pale pink, silver, gold, all waiting to be taken out and played with because yes - these are my "play" pearls. I don't know what it is about a strand of pearls hanging low between my breasts, but whatever it is, I definitely like the reaction I get when I put them on. And I don't know a woman who doesn't feel just a little bit more feminine and sexy with pearls sliding over her skin. 
I saw an article recently about pleasuring your lover with pearls and because I'm a pearl girl, I had to check it out. There were some fantastic ideas listed, including tying your lover up with pearls (of course, it has to be more "pretend" than "real" bondage, unless you both want to end up tripping on pearlescent beads like a couple of Warner Brothers cartoons!) She even talked about penetrating a woman with pearls, which was a rather sexy thought, but then the article ended and I thought, "Hey! Wait a minute! You forgot something!" Or more to the point - someone. This bi-girl had focused on the female, but the masculine had been completely overlooked!
And you know me... we just can't have that! 
What happened to the combination of pearls and cock? Because that, folks, is a marriage made in pleasure heaven, and my husband can attest to it firsthand! Well, he could, if he were here... but I guess since he's not, you'll have to hear it secondhand, from the perspective of the giver rather than the receiver. 
In order to really give you the real how-to about cock and pearls, I thought I'd better do a little bit more research and practice, just to be sure I had the techniques down so I could relay them to all of you.
"You don't mind, do you?" I asked my husband, standing naked in front of the mirror and slinging strands of pearls around my neck, all different colors and lengths.
"Anything in the name of science." Mr. Kitt leaned back naked on the bed, his cock straightening toward full mast with every new pearly addition at my throat.
I knelt between his thighs, biting my lip and admiring the gentle throb of the member I was assessing, wondering just exactly how to proceed. I had an idea, but ideas don't always work in practice, which is why I was venturing on this experiment - he and I were going to be guinea pigs - without all the fur and squeaking. Mostly.
"Hand me the K-Y." I always call lube "K-Y" even when it's not... just like I call tissues "Kleenex." 
There is always a trusty (and sometimes crusty) tube of lube in each of our bedside drawers - well, except for the one time we went looking for it and couldn't find it on either side, and later found that our three-year-old had mistaken it for Purell and was "washing" her babies' faces with it. Thankfully, I was the one who found it, and not the babysitter... or Grandma! We've since invested in the edible kind - I love the cherry! - but we remember to "hide" it better in the drawers...
"Oh god..." His voice brought me back to the present as I warmed the lube in my hands and began to stroke, not in any hurry, still contemplative. His eyes closed as I rolled my hand around the length, thumbing the head, slicking him up. He looked at me when I leaned over him, teasing his cock with the strands of pearls and my breasts as I kissed my way over his belly.
"Ready?" 
He just nodded, watching as I squeezed more lube into my hand and began to lube up a long, white strand of pearls hanging around my neck. When I leaned in and began to wrap it around his cock, however, we ran into a snag.
"Ack!"
"What?" He jumped and made me choke again.
"Too short!" I quickly started unwrapping, divesting myself of all the other strands of pearls, tossing them onto the bed. I kept two - a shorter black one, for looks, and a very long white one, which hung down almost to my navel. I used the lube to liberally coat the longer strand, wiping the excess off on his cock, and started again, wrapping the pearls around and around, from base almost to the tip.
"Is that too tight?" 
He shook his head, watching me with interest. I could tell curiousity was outweighing pleasure at this point, but that was okay... we'd get there. Then we ran into yet another snag. I found, once wrapped, while it didn't feel too tight, it was too tight to provide much movement and hence - friction. In true Goldilocks fashion, it took me a third try to get it just right, loose enough to let me stroke him but tight enough to keep them from just slipping off altogether. 
But once that was figured out, we were pretty much good to go. His eyes were bright as he watched me, at first using one hand, then taking the strand off altogether so I could use both, squeezing gently as I stroked him faster... a little faster, the lube creating a sweet, frothy friction. The pearls tickled the head of his cock with every pass, and it wasn't long before he was thrusting into my hands, his eyes half closed, his breath coming faster.
"Good?" I asked, the smell of the cherry lube making me salivate. 
"Mr. Wizard would approve." He groaned when I slid the pearls all the way down and took him into my mouth. I could barely stretch around the pearls, too, so I just sucked the tip as my hands continued to squeeze and tug, getting used to the rhythm, following his breath. The taste of his pre-cum mixed with the cherry-flavor and I sucked harder, hand and mouth working together for that final release.
Mr. Kitt is good about warning me he's going to come. Not because I don't like to swallow, I don't mind, but he knows I love to watch, and he's always been very accommodating in that regard.
"Ahhh baby!" I knew the tone. I kicked it up a notch, a little more pressure and a tickle of my tongue along the frenulum at every pass. "I'm gonna--"
Yes. Oh. God. Yes. I tasted the first wave, a bright, hot flood in my mouth, and swallowed that, but the next spilled over my contracting hands, the pearls slipping easily now, like a nubbed little sheath, urging his cum from his balls in incredible, quivering waves. He gave them each to me with a growl and a thrust, and I watched, delighted, my pussy wet with lust, as his cum slid down the now-sticky pearlescent beads. I worked it in with my hands, making him buck and shudder with pre-orgasmic bliss.
Needless to say, the experiment was quite the success, so I thought I'd share my tips with you!
1. Use edible, flavored lube - but definitely DO use it, and a lot of it!
2. Use very, very long strands of pearls (the kind that go down to the navel) if you want to keep wearing them during the session. 
3. Don't use expensive pearls - but make sure they are well made, and preferably individually attached to the strand (so if they break, they don't all come off at once!)
4. Don't squeeze too hard, and make sure you aren't pinching any skin with the pearls.
5. Wrap the pearls in firm circles - this is sort of a Goldilocks comment, but not to tight and not too loose. Too tight and they won't move. Too loose and there's not enough friction. You'll just have to experiment to get it "just right," Goldiegirl! 
6. If you want it to be a pearl blowjob, and not just foreplay or a handjob, use the pearls to tease the head at the beginning, but as he gets closer to the finish line, push the pearls lower, use your hand to move them up and down (again, tension is important here!) and your mouth over the head.(This is where edible lube is important!) 
7. When he's ready to come, it's really hot to watch it slide down his shaft all over the pearls... but if he likes you to swallow and you don't mind, that's okay too!
That's it! Now you, too, can have some pearlicious fun! 
-----
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If you enjoyed this, remember to leave some feedback and don't forget to vote!
Also, if you want to get more of me faster when you come to Lit (*grin*) don't forget to add me to your favorites!
Thanks for reading,
XOXO
~*~*Selena*~*~
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--------
PART ONE
--------
They told her it was a huge old house, standing at the very apex of two dead end roads which met in a "v" at the front door, and that's where she found herself, pulling at a dulled oversize brass knocker after looking for but finding no doorbell. The agency had given her all the specifics, but it was the other girls, the ones who'd refused this assignment, who told her the rest.
Staring up at the house now, she decided there was nothing remarkable about it, except for its size. This much house, this many rooms, and he wants only one girl!? She frowned at the door.
"Hello, I'm Lydia." She held out her hand and smiled at the man who appeared, the rheumy blue of his eyes sunk deep into his skull, making dark shadows underneath.
"Good." It came out "goot," and she recognized the accent immediately. Hugo Kauffman was German, a neighbor to her native Austria, and she warmed to him immediately, in spite of the fact he ignored her outstretched hand as he waved her in.
"You are the fourth girl they have sent over in as many months." His voice continued to surprise her with its strong, resonant tone as he led her through the house. She was already estimating how much time it would take to clean and she strained her neck to peer into each open door as they passed.
"This is a very large house," she remarked as his gnarled hand gripped the banister and he started up a wide spiral staircase. He moved swiftly for a man of his age, showing little hesitation in his gait.
"I have a small staff of servants." He didn't look back at her as they climbed. "A woman who cooks my meals and cleans the living areas, bathrooms and such. I have a driver and a small crew who comes in once a month to do a deeper cleaning."
Lydia's expression twisted, puzzled, as they neared the top of the stairs, where Mr. Kauffman stopped and turned toward her. He waited for her to make the last step up, so they were standing face to face. His eyes moved over her, taking in the navy pants and a pink shirt with the company logo embroidered over her right breast.
"I am a bit old-fashioned," he warned, his eyes lingering on her tennis shoes. "I would require you wear a uniform. There are several in the servants' quarters. I'm sure you could find something to fit you."
She shrugged. "That's fine." It didn't matter to her what she wore to clean, as long as she got paid. "But I'm confused...if you already have someone to clean—?"
"Yes." He nodded, turning to the right. "This way."
She gasped as the door swung open, revealing an enormous room whose floor to ceiling windows glowed golden in the early morning light. The heavy rose-colored curtains were drawn aside, the sun streaming brightly on the blush-colored settee, the cherry wood writing desk, and the candelabra wall sconces on either side of a fireplace as high as she stood tall. The chandelier swinging from the ceiling threw prisms over the walls, and she noticed the wallpaper looked as shiny as satin and had a longing to touch it.
"This is the room you will need to clean." He moved forward and made a sweeping motion with his hand. She turned to her right and saw the tall four poster bed and for the first time realized this was a bedroom. "Once a day, dusting all the surfaces and vacuuming; changing the linens once a week; the heavy work, curtains and windows, once a month."
She nodded, listening, as she moved into the room, trying to take it all in at once. The portrait over the mantle was of a nude woman, her hair curling in honey-colored tendrils over her full breasts. Lydia glanced at the settee and realized it was the very same one.
"But your staff—?" She looked toward the bed again, its four posters draped with material.
"They will not come in here." He watched her move past the bed, her fingers touching the wood, heading for the tall pedestal in the corner.
Lydia's eyes were drawn to the dark cherry wood box on top. There was nothing unusual or ornate about it—in fact, it was so plain it seemed out of place amidst the lavish decoration of the room. It was just a large rectangular box, the wood shined up so brightly she could see her reflection in the top as she peered over to inspect it.
"You must not open it." His voice startled her and she whirled to see him standing directly behind her. "In any case, it is locked. But I do require it be polished. Daily."
"I can see that," she breathed, her heart still pounding. She frowned at the smooth surface of the box, not seeing a keyhole or latch—she couldn't even see the seam where it opened.
"Whose room is this?" she asked, unable to help herself. The woman in the portrait watched them both as he led her away from the box on the pedestal.
"It is the boudoir," he said simply, waving her toward the door. "Do you believe you can fulfill the duties I've outlined, Lydia?"
"Yes," she agreed, watching as he closed the door behind them. "I'm sure I can."
His eyes did another sweep of her outfit and he gave her a brief nod. "Very well. Let's find Mrs. Bauer and get you out of those clothes."
* * * *
"This one has lasted longer than the others, at any rate." Ana Bauer went about polishing silver with military precision. She admired her reversed reflection in a spoon before adding it back to the box.
"Not bad to look at, either." Jonas took another bite of his apple and tipped back further in his chair.
Mrs. Bauer sighed, working the edge of a butter knife. "I suppose. He seems to really like this one."
"Don't blame him." Jonas rocked precariously close to the china cabinet.
"Don't you have a car to wash or something?" she snapped, flipping the silver box closed with a thud and frowning at her ample reflection in the cabinet glass as she passed him.
He grinned. "Raining."
"I don't know what he pays you for," she huffed, nudging him on a back-tip with her not-insubstantial hip, forcing him to catch himself. The look of surprise on his face was reward enough and she smiled as she tucked the silver box back into the drawer.
"Don't be like that, Ana." Jonas slid a hand across the soft cotton material stretched over her roomy behind, giving her a quick squeeze. She flushed, waving his hand away, but looked pleased until she turned to see the young girl standing in the doorway.
"Have you finished?" the older woman asked, frowning at the way the blonde's curls escaped her cap, at how what should have been the shapeless black maid's dress seemed to mold to the girl's slender frame, her pristine apron accentuating the curve of her tiny waist.
Lydia nodded, holding up her tub of cleaning supplies. "I did the windows today."
"They needed it," Mrs. Bauer remarked. "Put your things away, then."
The girl moved around them towards the kitchen and paused at the swinging door, glancing over her shoulder. She saw the driver's eyes on her, the way he looked at the hem of her skirt at the slender calves below.
"I was wondering..." Lydia cleared her throat. She knew better than to ask Mrs. Bauer questions, but her curiosity compelled her. "The room...the one off the boudoir. The door is locked. Should I clean in there as well?"
"No." Hugo Kauffman's voice was unmistakable. Since she had been working for him, it seemed no matter where he was in the house, she could hear him when he spoke. This time, he was standing in the door of the dining room, resting his weight on the head of a carved, wooden cane.
"That is Mr. Kauffman's private room," Mrs. Bauer said, her spine straightening.
"Sir." Jonas' chair legs had repositioned themselves against the floor not a moment too soon, and he stood, the apple going behind his back as he clasped his hands there.
"Lydia, would you like a ride home?" Mr. Kauffman offered, giving a nod in Jonas' direction. "It is raining cats and dogs, as my old mutter used to say."
"No, thank you." She glanced toward the tall dining room window where they could see the rain coming down through the sheer white curtains and then over to Jonas, who smiled and inclined his head towards her. "I brought my umbrella. I'm fine to walk."
Mr. Kauffman raised a craggy eyebrow in her direction and then looked back at Jonas. "I have this man in my employ, my dear. You may as well use his services."
"No, really." She edged toward the door, her eyes shifting to Mrs. Bauer, whose frown had never left her face. "I like the rain."
"She likes the rain." Kauffman pursed his lips and narrowed his eyes for a moment as he looked back and forth between his driver and his maid. "Who can argue with that?"
"Thank you, though," Lydia said with a small smile. "It was kind of you to offer."
The girl turned and pushed the door to the kitchen open, eager to be rid of her cleaning supplies and out of the "uniform" required for the job. It usually only took her an hour to do a thorough cleaning of the room, but today, with the windows, it had been two, and she wanted to get home to her books. It was only another month before her citizenship exam.
"Lydia?" Mr. Kauffman's voice stopped her. "Would you mind giving me your opinion on something?"
She suppressed a sigh, turning to look at him. "Yes?"
"Downstairs, in my work room," he said. "It will only take a moment."
"Yes," she agreed, not sure how to say no. "Let me put this away."
With her cleaning supplies stowed in the cabinet until Monday, she pressed her hands nervously down her apron, smoothing the stiff material before she swung the kitchen door open again. Only Mr. Kauffman was standing there now. Mrs. Bauer and the driver had disappeared into one of the vast corners of the house, she imagined.
"Thank you, my dear." He turned, clearly expecting her to follow. She did, walking slightly behind him, down the hallway and to the door that opened underneath the wide staircase. "You are doing me a great service."
"I've never been downstairs," she murmured, holding the hand rail as they descended. The darkness of the stairwell gave way to an open space filled with boxes and various odds and ends making a pathway down the center.
"I am a bit of a pack rat, I'm afraid," he explained with a sheepish smile, reaching into his trouser pocket and pulling out a key. "This is a master key. This is the only one. It opens every room in the house."
Lydia watched, curious, as he unlocked a door to their left and swung it wide. The heat wave hit her first and she gasped, blinking and taking a step back.
"Yes, I apologize," he said, waving her in. "I am used to the temperature, I suppose."
Inside the room was a large brick construction that looked to Lydia like a chimney with a small fire burning inside at its base. The room was large, the cinderblock walls giving it an unfinished look, and everywhere she turned there were tall, strange metal machines.
"What is this place?" she asked, her eyes drawn to a table along the wall. "Are those...diamonds?"
"Yes," he agreed, picking a small bag off the table and using something that looked like a spatula to sweep them in with one expert motion. "This is what I do. I make jewelry."
"By hand?" Lydia moved toward the table, unable to help her curiosity. There was a diamond necklace spread out on the surface, the work clearly both intricate and delicate. "I've never seen so many diamonds in one place!"
"Yes," he affirmed, picking up the necklace and tenting it over his fingers. "These have a weight of 21.63 carats."
"It's beautiful." She swallowed, her eyes following the necklace's sparkle in the light of the forge fire. "How...how much would something like this cost?"
"Without the final gem here." He pointed to the large empty pronged setting at the bottom of the necklace. "It is already over a hundred thousand dollars."
Lydia gasped, her hand going to her throat. "What goes here, then?"
"That, my dear, is what I would like your opinion on..." He put the necklace back and spilled the contents of another small gem bag onto the table. "I have a beauty, here, another diamond I could put as the centerpiece, or perhaps either the ruby or the sapphire..."
"The sapphire," Lydia said immediately, her eyes wide as she stared at the display on the table.
"Yes?" He frowned, using thin tongs to pick up the sapphire and put it into place, gently bending the prongs to hold it there. "Perhaps."
"I've never seen anything so beautiful," she said, transfixed on the necklace.
"Would you mind trying it on?" He held it up, his eyes on hers, and saw her swallow.
Her mouth opened with a slight tremble. "I couldn't..."
"Yes, you can," he assured her. "Turn around."
Lydia presented her back to him and he lifted the necklace over her head, his fingers brushing the fine hairs on the back of her neck as he fastened the clasp. The weight of it shocked her, and she couldn't help fingering the sapphire dangling low between her breasts over the black cotton uniform.
"Here." He guided her by the elbow toward the table where a mirror was mounted on the wall. "What do you think?"
"I think it's magnificent," she whispered, her fingers moving over the cool surface of the necklace.
"It matches your eyes," he murmured, meeting them in the mirror. "The sapphire is perfect."
Lydia reached back and unclasped it, laying it gently on the surface of the table. "Thank you for letting me try it on."
"Your opinion is worth more than the necklace," he told her with a nod.
Smiling, she smoothed her apron, shaking her head. "You just wanted an excuse to keep me here until the rain stopped."
He laughed, the sound loud in the basement room, echoing off the walls. "You are magnificent, Lydia."
"No," she said, shaking her head again. "So this is what you do down here all day, then?"
"Puttering now, really." He swept the gems back into the bag as she watched. "Finding ways to spend the time."
"An expensive hobby?"
"Perhaps," he agreed. "I am too old for skiing and too pompous for stamp collecting."
She laughed. "Skiing here in America? There are no berge! Only hügel, all so klein! The skiing in Austria—"
"Yes." He waved her out of the room and locked it behind them. The key went into his trouser pocket. "I skied the Alps when I was young."
"I miss it," she admitted with a sigh.
"Why did you come here to America?"
She smiled, her eyes sad. "Why does anyone come to America? Land of the free, home of the brave..."
"Are you alone here?"
"My mother insisted we come, after my father died," she explained. "But then she got sick..."
"I'm sorry..."
Lydia's eyes fell to the floor. "Now she is gone..."
"Ah...so you are alone."
"Yes."
"Still..." he went on, climbing the steep stairs. "A pretty young girl like you must have a suitor or two?"
She flushed, glad for the darkness of the stairwell. "No. I have been too busy with work and school, and now studying for my citizenship exam."
"Tut!" He turned at the top of the stairs, holding out a hand as she came up the last few. "A young girl like yourself should be thinking of little else but love..."
"So do you sell this jewelry of yours?" she asked, changing the subject.
"Rarely," he admitted, shrugging. "I like to keep things. I like to look at them."
"It would be nice to have...nice things," she said softly, looking at the fine gold chain around his neck. "You always wear that...?"
He nodded. "A keepsake."
"Mr. Kauffman?" They both looked up as Ana Bauer bustled by. "A package came for you. I put it in your office."
"Thank you, Ana," he said with a nod.
Lydia moved past Mrs. Bauer toward the hall closet to retrieve her coat and umbrella, ignoring the dark look on the woman's face.
"Oh, Lydia," he said, as if he were speaking an afterthought. "The jewelry box in the boudoir needs to be polished."
Mrs. Bauer turned up her nose and sniffed, giving Lydia a smug smile as Mr. Kauffman made his way down the hall toward his office, leaning heavily on his cane.
"I'll do it in on Monday," Lydia promised, but she was sure that neither of them heard her.
She passed his office on the way out, the door open just a crack, and his voice drifted out. "You won't need your umbrella. It's stopped raining."
"Yes." She smiled at the door. "Thank you."
"Don't forget the jewelry box," he reminded as she slipped her coat on.
"I won't," she promised, pulling open the heavy front door, already thinking about the studying she had to do at home and where she was going to throw together for dinner.
* * * *
After months of cleaning the boudoir, Lydia had established a routine. She had been cleaning homes since her mother's death, and it had always been a kind of meditation for her. There was nothing exciting or new about dusting or vacuuming, just a mindless precision, letting her mind float free.
She entered the same semi-trance every day as she made her way methodically around the room, shining the vases and the face of the antique clock on the fireplace, beating and fluffing the pillows on the settee and Edwardian chairs. The chandelier was due to be hand-cleaned soon, but she wouldn't do that today.
She arranged fresh flowers in two vases on the cherry wood tables at the beginning of every week, and while she had to clean the writing desk, the blotter with the stationary laid out on the top were not to be moved—they sat as if someone were coming soon to write a letter with the old-fashioned quill.
Mrs. Bauer and the rest of the staff still refused to go near it and Lydia didn't understand. It was a beautiful room, and although she wouldn't have admitted it, she often liked to pretend it was hers. She had never felt that way about any other place before, including the little room she let. Nothing had ever felt like home here, not like this. She had even once dared to climb into the four poster bed, drawing the sheer curtains around her like a dream.
She didn't ask questions anymore. No one would tell her who the woman in the portrait was, or why the staff refused to enter the room, but Mr. Kauffman paid well, and she'd never experienced anything strange or untoward. Not until she started losing time.
The first time it happened, she was polishing the jewelry box. Lydia had a habit of humming while she worked, songs her mother had sung to her as a child, mostly, and she was admiring her reflection in the dark shine of the wood when she heard the echo.
Frowning, she stopped her humming to listen, but it was gone. She went on, her voice soft, her mouth forming German words, and then she heard it again. It was the same tune, sung as if it were on a slight time-delay, just a little behind her own.
Glancing around the room, she was certain there was no one there, and anyway, the sound seemed to be coming from in front of her—from the jewelry box. She rubbed the dark surface with her cloth, round and round, seeing her own frown reflected back at her. Then she heard it again, only this time, Lydia wasn't singing at all. The soft, gentle hum mirrored her own, and she stood entranced.
It was Mrs. Bauer who found her. She would only knock and call for her, and Lydia liked that the older woman wouldn't enter the room, no matter how long it took her to answer. When Lydia glanced at her watch, she saw it had been an hour since she began cleaning the jewelry box, and she ran for the door, flushed and panting and making excuses to the housekeeper.
She thought she must have dozed off, or just zoned out in her cleaning semi-trance state. She reasoned with herself, reassured herself it was nothing. Until the next time it happened. And the next. She was losing time every day now it seemed, spending longer and longer standing in front of the jewelry box.
In all the time she had spent polishing it, she had never seen how it might open—no seam appeared on the smooth surface—until one day, it did. Lydia rubbed the cloth around the sharp corners, sliding over the slick front from edge to edge, and for the first time, she saw a line in the wood where a seam was meant to be.



Peering closer, she realized the craftsmanship must be superb, to hide such a seam. Glancing behind her, she grasped the edges of the box, unmindful of her fingerprints on the shiny surface, and gently lifted. She was sure it would stick shut, that it was locked in some hidden way, but the lid swung open unhinged toward the back wall and seemed to float there, revealing a large mirror on the inside surface.
Close it, her mind screamed. Close it now!
Remembering the weight of the exquisite necklace at her throat, the one Mr. Kauffman had made her try on, she peered inside, wondering what amazing piece of jewelry must rest there. The box was lined with black velvet, and at first, she saw nothing, no sparkle, no shine. She couldn't believe it was empty!
Frowning, she reached for the lid to close it back up, when she heard that soft hum again. Her breath caught and she looked back in, seeing nothing. She reached inside, then, her fingers trailing along the velvet edges until they touched something metal at the bottom. She grasped it, but it felt like nothing, like air in her hands, and it wasn't until she had it in the light that she realized why.
It was a velvet choker, a cameo nestled in its center with two crescents on either side. The woman's profile was beautiful, distinct, and even in this rough fashion, seemed familiar. Lydia turned and brought it further into the light, her eyes lifting to the painting hanging over the mantle. She was sure, almost sure—was it? The very same woman?
There were silk ties at each end, and she considered putting in on, like she had with the heavy diamond necklace in Kauffman's workroom. But she had been invited then. Now she was trespassing, and she knew from the fast hammering of her heart that just holding it in her hands could get her fired. Would it be worth it?
The choker was nothing compared to the impressive weight of the diamonds she had modeled for the master of the house. It was easy, no clasps even, just a simple tie. Turning to glance into the mirror, she held the necklace up to her bare throat, a black, linear sash cutting a sudden, shocking path across her neck. She hadn't noticed the rope-like designs that radiated out and around from the centerpiece, black beads separating them, and one sole bead dangling from the center. She delighted in the way it sparkled and moved as she turned her head from side to side. It was truly lovely.
"Try it on."
Lydia screamed and the necklace fell to her feet in a soft, wispy flutter, both of her hands going to her neck, as if she were protecting it. Kauffman stood in the doorway leaning heavily on his cane, his gaze sweeping upward from the dropped trinket to meet her eyes.
"I'm sorry!" she apologized, her cheeks flushed with shame and embarrassment. "I know I wasn't supposed to...I didn't mean...I just..."
"Hush." He came to her so quickly it shocked her, not using his cane at all, swooping the choker up and balling it in his palm. The black ends dangled out of his closed fist like dark tentacles and she backed away when he took a step in her direction, opening his hand to show her.
"It's lovely work, isn't it?"
Lydia nodded, wide-eyed, her breathing harsh in her own ears. "Sir, please, I'm sorry—"
"Try it on."
She shook her head, feeling her knees trembling as they touched the back of the bed—he had backed her up that far. "No." Her whisper was hoarse, thick. "No, I don't want to."
"But you did want to." He waggled a finger at her, his rheumy eyes gleaming. "Just a moment ago, it was right here at your delicate throat. You were moments away from tying up these loose ends, weren't you, my dear?"
"No," she lied, swallowing and shaking her head as if that could cement her denial. "I was putting it back. I shouldn't have—"
"No." His voice turned angry as he held the choker up, pulling it taut in front of her eyes. "You shouldn't have. But you did. You did."
Lydia fought tears, blinking hard, trying to keep her composure. She was ashamed at being caught, embarrased that he'd seen her modeling the necklace in the mirror, showing off, and she had a real dread of being fired for her transgression—but the fear beating in her chest had nothing to do with any of that. The feeling clawing its way up from her stomach to her throat, choking her words, was of Kauffman himself, the way his eyes moved from her to the necklace. He looked hungry for something she didn't understand.
"Mr. Kauffman," she started, trying to keep her voice from shaking, and almost succeeding. "I know what I did was wrong. Please forgive me. It won't happen again."
"No?" He rubbed the velvet between his fingers, his eyes narrowing. "Somehow I doubt that."
She blinked in surprise, offended by his accusation, although moments before she'd had the forbidden object at her throat. "I won't do it again—I promise you, I won't! It's obviously something very special to you...something that belonged...to her?"
Lydia glanced at the painting and the nude woman's eyes pleaded. They seemed to say, Save me. Save them. Save who? Lydia wondered. There's no one to save, except myself and there are no secrets I want to know. As curious as she had been about what was inside the box, who the woman in the portrait was, she decided then and there that she wasn't going to put her job in jeopardy because of it. No matter how tempting it seemed.
"It is my best work." Kauffman sighed, and there was both a pride and a longing in it. "And yes, she was the last to wear it."
Both of their eyes moved to the painting, the woman there still, lifeless, and yet shining in the bright sunshine all the same, her eyes telling tales Lydia could only imagine of nights in this boudoir with a lover—perhaps a young Kauffman himself? Shaking her head to clear it, Lydia grounded herself by squeezing her hands into fists, making her nails dig hard, hard into her palms. The pain was good. It brought her to her senses—and she was nothing if not a sensible girl.
"Please, just give me another chance." She turned her gaze to the old man, eyes pleading with him. "Don't fire me for this. Please don't."
"Then..." His thin lips spread into a little smile as he held up the choker, an offering. "Put it on."
"No..." She backed away, suddenly horrified by the prospect. Modeling the forbidden piece alone, secretly, was different, but putting it on in front of him? It was too humiliating to bear. "Please, no..."
"If you want to stay, you will put it on!" He held the ribbon above her head as he maneuvered behind her, pushing her away from the bed and toward the mirror. "I want to see it on you."
"No..." She shook her head as he lowered the necklace. He was moving slowly, and she felt caught in a trance as she watched the ribbon descend. She would have let him put in on her right then. She'd even begun to lift her hair out of the way so he could tie the ends into a neat bow, when she clearly heard the words, "Save them."
Neither of them moved or spoke, but she knew he'd heard it too. She caught a glimpse of surprise in his eyes as the necklace stopped in mid-air. Lydia didn't think, she just reacted, slipping past him and running toward the door.
"Lydia!" The booming sound of his voice stopped her as she passed the threshold and she hesitated, one foot in the room, one foot out. "Lydia, the jewelry box needs polishing." His voice had moved back to smoothness almost instantly. "You will be back tomorrow."
It wasn't a question. The foot outside of the door itched, aching to go. But part of her remained, and she whispered, "Yes," just loud enough for him to hear, before disappearing down the hall.
* * * *
Lydia hadn't returned for a week. She called in sick to all of her cleaning jobs, not just the Kauffman place. She wasn't really sick, not at first, but she stayed in bed, the curtains drawn, tucked under the covers as if she were. Admitting what she was really feeling would have been too impossible to entertain, the fear dug in her belly like a hook, but the longer she stayed away, the more she really did begin to feel sick.
She wasn't feverish, but she felt chilled as if she were. Her body hurt, her bones ached as if longing for something, and she wondered for a day or so if she had self-fulfilled her own prophecy of illness and caught the flu—but there was no congestion, no headache, no sore throat or stomachache, none of the tell-tale signs. Just an overall, dull body ache for...something.
At first, she expected the phone to ring with a call, either from Kauffman himself (or most likely from Mrs. Bauer) or perhaps the company for which she worked, making it an even cleaner break, telling her she was fired. When that didn't happen, she just continued to pick up the phone every morning to call and say, "I'm sorry, I can't come in, I'm still sick," before collapsing, shivering, into her bed again. It wasn't until the dream she had in the early morning hours of the new week that she finally knew what she needed to do.
"Save them..."
The whispered words drew Lydia into the boudoir. They seemed to come from two places at once, from the portrait hanging on the wall and the seamless box in the corner, and she looked between them, waiting to hear the voice again.
"Save them..."
The box had the stronger pull, and even in the dream, she ached, something contricting in her throat like the closing of the aperture of a camera as she approached the shiny, mahogany object, her trembling hand outstretched. Barely breathing, she opened the box, and like dream imitating life imitating dream, she removed the black choker from inside and stood in front of the mirror with it held against her neck.
She looked terrible. There were deep hollows beneath her eyes, her hair lank with a week's build-up of grease, her cheeks splotched with the few bits of food she'd managed to get down during the week—tomato soup, a grilled cheese sandwich. Sick food. She felt ill, even now in her own dream, in a dream world where things should shift, her self-perception steadied on the memory of itself. Instead, she saw herself as she was, forehead slick with sweat, eyes dull, mouth slack, the black ribbon of necklace cutting a swath across her thin, pale throat.
Slowly, she brought the ends of the choker together at the back of her neck, encircling the delicate expanse, not tying it, just admiring the stunning contrast between her pale skin and the dark fabric. For a long time, she was transfixed on the necklace itself, the way the cameo in the center glinted in the light, and she gasped when she looked up into the mirror again, seeing herself transformed.
It was still her face, her eyes open wide in astonishment, but her hair was washed and styled, piled up on top of her head in fat, blonde curls, her cheeks flushed with blood, her eyes bright with light. And while she had been clothed in an old, stained t-shirt when she first entered the room, now she was nude, the smell of her skin rising like dozens of roses all around her.
What's happening to me? She wanted to ask someone, even her own reflection in the mirror, but the words wouldn't form. She tried again, her lips making the correct pattern, her tongue moving, but no sound came from her throat.
I'm beautiful, she said, or rather, didn't say but mouthed to her mirror dream self, a stunning realization that held a great deal of power in her mind. Not only beautiful, she thought, lifting her chin to admire the choker at her throat, but well. That all-over ache she had felt even in her dream had completely disappeared.
The necklace, she realized, reaching to tie the ends behind her throat. She needed the...
The phone jarred her out of sleep hard enough to jerk her out of bed and onto the floor as she reached for it. Work, inquiring about her cleaning jobs. Would she need someone to fill in for her, perhaps on a more permanent basis? Her supervisor this time, not one of the girls, and she knew it was now or never. Lydia swallowed, touching her throat, sure that no words would come out when she spoke.
"I'm better," she croaked, her voice hoarse from misuse but intact. "I'm coming in." The words, I'm better, weren't entirely true, she thought, still caught in that liminal space between waking and dream as she put the phone down and shakily got up off the floor to take her first shower in a week—but they would be. Soon.
* * * *
"Hey, there she is!"
Lydia nearly dropped her caddy full of supplies as she whirled around in the supply closet to face the man in the doorway. He filled it completely, his eyes roaming over her uniform as they always did, lingering on her hemline.
"We thought you musta died or something." Jonas dropped a wink at her that she knew he must think was charming, leaning his shoulder against the door frame and blocking the way out completely. "What happened?"
"I was...sick." She shifted the caddy from one hand to the other.
"Better now, though?"
She nodded, taking what she hoped was an invisible deep breath, and headed toward the door, saying brightly, "Back to work I go!"
"Aw, what's the hurry?" he asked, not moving from the exit. "There's no fire, and that damned creepy room sitting up there can wait, don't you think?"
At one time, Lydia would have laughed and agreed with him. She might have casually even suggested a cup of coffee in the kitchen and probed him further about what he knew about the "creepy room" upstairs, flattering him enough to keep him at bay. But not today. Today she didn't just have to clean the boudoir, she needed to be in it, to enter the space no one else dared to go, to touch those things which had become so familiar. She needed it like she needed air to breathe.
"Please," she murmured, looking up at him with pleading eyes. "I need to go."
Her tone was her downfall, she knew it instantly, but there was no time to change her tact, and she didn't even know if she could anymore. She had always been wary of him, but her self-assurance had made it clear to him—and all men, really—that she wasn't going to be messed with. Something had happened to her, though, and now she felt like giving up, and her pleading tone gave him all the permission he needed.
"No, baby, I'm pretty sure I got just what you need." Jonas grabbed her around the waist, quickly shutting and locking the door behind him as he used his body to turn her, pressing her toward the wall. His kiss was hard, the weight of him crushing the air out of her lungs as he groped her through her uniform. She struggled, but he was strong, and she was incredibly thin and weak.
His hand slipped down the V of her uniform blouse and into her bra, fondling her breast. He slid another hand up her skirt, impatient with her panties—she wore stockings, not hose—shoving them aside to roughly probe through the nest of blonde hair between her legs, searching for heat. He groaned against her mouth when he found what he was looking for, shoving his fingers up inside as he began to grind his erection against her thigh.
She sought to catch her breath as he took a break from kissing her mouth to pull her top open and bra down, popping the first two buttons on her blouse and letting her breasts spill free so he could suckle them while he worked the zipper on his pants. He must have heard her draw breath, because a big hand covered her mouth the moment she opened it, muffling the scream she issued.
"Don't," he warned, grabbing her by the hair and shoving her to the floor. It was cold tile, and Mrs. Bauer kept it as clean and shiny and slick as the dining room table. The wind was immediately knocked out of her as she landed, and then he was on her, crushing the air from her lungs again, hand over her mouth once more as she twisted and bucked underneath him. He struggled between her legs with one hand, with her panties, his hard cock, and she didn't care in that moment that this man was going to take her virginity in some stranger's cleaning closet, she really didn't care, she just wanted it to be over so she could go...
The desperate need to be somewhere else, anywhere else (no, not anywhere...you know where you need to go) rose up in her like a fire and she bit his hand hard as he attempted to aim his hard cock between her thighs. And she screamed then, she managed to find her breath and scream.
"Help me! Please! Someone! Anyone! Rape! Rape!" The last word was strangled with his hands—both of them now—at her throat.
"Shut up!" he hissed, squeezing, the light above his head making his face just a shadow as he choked her.
She groaned as he slammed her head against the tile, but her heart rose as she heard Mrs. Bauer's voice outside the door.
"Who's in there?"
"Help!" Lydia squeaked as her airway constricted, seeing bright stars in a sudden darkness, although her eyes were still wide open.
"What's going on here?" Mr. Kauffman, now, the sound of a key in the lock, and Jonas was up, quickly straightening and zipping as the door opened.
Lydia gasped, trying to sit, her breasts still exposed, her skirt pulled up, her panties askew, trying to focus on the two figures standing in the doorway, the old man and the housekeeper. The latter glared at her exposed on the tile floor, and the former's eyes were both concerned and full of—Lydia wouldn't recognize the look until later—lust.
"Just a little slap and tickle," Jonas said with a grin as he tucked his shirt into his pants. He shrugged at the glaring Mrs. Bauer. "What can I say? I couldn't keep her off me!"
"Out!" Kauffman's voice thundered and Lydia cringed on the floor, moving quickly to cover herself. The thought of being fired wasn't so bad, not anymore. She'd been terrified at the idea of having to look for another job, but now it was just the thought of being separated from this house, from the boudoir, from the necklace...even now, it was all she could think about.
"Jonas, you're fired." The old man lifted his cane and poked the younger one in the gut. "Get out of my sight."
Jonas looked like he wanted to fight, but he didn't. Instead, he strode silently out into the kitchen and they all heard the door close behind him.
"Please," Lydia pleaded, crying now, scrambling to stand and pick up her cleaning caddy. "I just want to go clean the boudoir. I just want to do my job. Please."
"Ah, Lydia, perhaps we need to call—" Kauffman started.
"No!" She straightened, her jaw set. "I'm going to the boudoir and that's final!"
Kauffman gave a stiff nod and stepped aside as she passed. Lydia didn't turn as she neared Mrs. Bauer, who had moved out of the closet doorway and further into the kitchen. The woman hissed at her, too low for Kauffman to hear, "Tramp!"
She didn't care. She didn't care about anything. She just needed to get to the boudoir—to the necklace—and she knew, she just knew, that everything would be fine again.
Just standing in front of the jewelry box made her feel better—the tightness in her chest relaxed, the ache in her bones disappeared. Even the sharp new pain of her throat where Jonas had throttled her, and the throbbing lump on the back of her head from where he'd smashed it against the floor slowly disappated as she polished the wood with her cloth, shining it so brightly the sun gleamed off its surface and hurt her newly light-sensitive eyes.
She heard the sound of him coming up the stairs—the cane coupled with each footstep was unmistakable—but it didn't stop her. Reaching into the box, she lifted the choker, turning to look at herself in the mirror over the dresser. Just like her dream, she looked terrible, the dark circles showing under her eyes, her hair pulled back into a severe ponytail, showing the already forming bruises at her throat.



If she just put it on...
"Put it on." His encouragement startled her, but she didn't turn from her reflection, transfixed, just as she had been in her dream. The ties felt warm, almost alive in her fingers, as if they wanted to be joined, and today she had no objection. Her head swam, and she wasn't sure it was from the lack of oxygen she'd experienced during the assault or the intoxication she felt with the necklace in her hands. She didn't understand it, she just knew she wanted it. She wanted it more than she'd ever wanted anything.
"It's beautiful. You're beautiful." Kauffman was beside her, but she barely noticed. She felt his breath against her neck as he lifted her ponytail, his wrinkled old fingers moving over her bruised throat, her collarbone, tracing the dark line of the choker. "It was meant for you, Lydia. It's been waiting. Do you feel it?"
She did. The soft fabric encircled her slender throat, looking as if it belonged there, but more than that, it felt right. She hadn't felt anything was right in the world since her mother had died, but for the first time there was no more pain, emotional or otherwise, and she knew it was the necklace. It made no sense, no logical sense whatsoever, but her body overrode her brain, whispering the truth with every nerve impulse, every sizzling snap of a synapse.
"All you need to do is choose." The old man's voice was a hoarse whisper in her ear, one hand squeezing her shoulder, the other still holding her hair out of the way. "Put it on."
Did she have a choice? It truly felt as if the ends of the ribbon were tying themselves as her fingers moved, crossing them, knotting them once...
"Oh yes." Kauffman's eyes moved over her reflection in the mirror, and she saw with wonder that she was already being transformed—the dark circles beneath her eyes beginning to fade, the bruises at her throat as well. "So perfect, so precious."
Her fingers automatically made a fat loop, crossing the other ribbon over, pressing it through to make a second loop. When she pulled it taut, glancing into the mirror, the transformation was complete. She was as she had been in her dream, and when she looked down to see herself nude, she was neither surprised or ashamed.
"You will be my treasure." His hand touched the blonde curls on her head, the other moving to the ones between her thighs, forcing her to spread them with stiff, arthritic fingers.
Lydia, so transfixed by the change in herself, absorbed in the absence of painful emotion, hardly noticed his touch, and she certainly didn't pay attention to how tight the band around her neck was growing. Not at first.
"Forever," Kauffman's fingers moved inside her, pressing deep. "I'll keep you forever."
She gasped as the velvet grip on her throat constricted, but no sound came out, no sound at all. Panicked, she reached behind for the ties to yank herself free, and found nothing at all but the smooth, velvet surface of the choker at the base of her neck. There were no ties. Her wide eyes met Kauffman's and his thin lips stretched into a knowing smile, moving in front of her, lifting the softness of her breast in his other hand as he continued the motion between her legs.
Shaking her head, she began to struggle, using her nails and raking at her throat, looking for the velvet edge so she could tear the necklace off, but there was nothing, no seam at all. It was as if it had become part of her, had melted or melded into her skin somehow, and now it was so tight she could barely breathe.
The pain was sudden, searing and blinding. She would have collapsed if the old man hadn't caught and held her, and she didn't have time to think about his strength as she fought the binding around her neck, trying to escape the pain. The world went from black to white to black again, and she thought she would surely faint.
Please! The sound didn't come out of her mouth, it was just her lips forming the word. Help me! Nothing. There was nothing but the pain, the darkness, and the taste of blood, bitter copper on her tongue. She tried to scream, she bucked and shook, but there was no escaping the horrible agony of the moment.
And then, just as suddenly as it had come, it was gone. Kauffman shushed her as she regained her strength, her footing, trembling in his arms, but it didn't matter. She couldn't make a sound. And when she looked over the old man's shoulder at her reflection in the mirror, she saw several trickles of blood, like scarlet tears, running down her throat to pool at its hollow.
"Beautiful, beautiful," Kauffman whispered as he pressed her toward the big centerpiece bed, the one she'd dreamed of sleeping in, and as he laid her there, licking his lips at the sight of her, Lydia shuddered, remembering the words she'd once heard him say:
I like to keep things. I like to look at them.
When he entered her, she didn't scream or cry or thrash. She turned her head and looked at the woman in the portrait, at her bright eyes, at the dark line at her throat, like steel velvet, and she finally understood.
I like to keep things. I like to look at them.
Then her eyes closed and she lost herself in the taste of her own blood.
--------
PART TWO
--------
He figured it had to be a hoax. Five thousand dollars to paint a nude portrait? Who the hell advertised for something like that on Craig's List? Ian sat there in his boxer briefs, chewing on a slice of leftover pizza and contemplating the phone number in the ad.
He was still convinced it was some sort of joke when he pulled his Dodge Shadow up to the address the man had given him on the phone. He double-checked the Mapquest directions just to be sure it wasn't 1313 Mockingbird Lane before he knocked on the door. He couldn't find a doorbell.
He fully expected Lurch to answer—instead, he got Uncle Fester.
"Hi, I'm here about the painting," Ian said when Fester just stood in the doorway and stared. He wanted to shade his eyes, because the sun was actually glaring off the bald man's head. "I mean...I'm here to do the painting. We talked...on the phone?"
The old man gave a stiff nod, stepping aside to let him in and Ian followed, blinking around at the spacious foyer, the spiral staircase. Every surface shined, and he understood immediately that the ad wasn't a joke, and unless this guy was into some weird sex stuff or something—in which case he was pretty sure he could out run an old man who walked with a cane—he was actually going to get paid five-thousand dollars to paint. The thought excited him.
"Upstairs."
The guy was about as talkative as Lurch, Ian thought wryly as he climbed the stairs behind him, unable to shake the surreal feeling that he'd walked into the pages of some gothic novel. The old man's gnarled, arthritic hand turned the knob on a door at the top of the stairs, swinging it wide. Ian's eyes widened at the sight of the room, resplendant, the light from the windows warm and perfect for painting.
"Beautiful," Ian murmured, stepping into the room, and although he was talking about the light, his eyes fell onto the most beautiful sight he'd ever seen in his life. He had to blink several times to make sure he wasn't seeing things as he took in the figure of a woman, half-reclining and fully nude on a settee. Her face was expectant, her eyes bright, as she watched them enter the room, and Ian noticed a book spread open on the seat beside her.
"My wife." Kauffman made the gruff introduction. "You will paint her there, on that settee."
Ian blinked, glancing between the old man and the obviously young woman. She couldn't have been any older than he was, barely out of college, and although he had drawn, sculpted and painted countless nudes without a thought of sex, there was no doubt that she aroused him. Perhaps it was the shock of it—had she been waiting for him to arrive this way, remaining nude, waiting for the artist?
"Well, that's fine." Ian filled the sudden silence, clearing his throat. "Nice to meet you, Mrs...?"
The women opened her mouth, but put her hand to her throat, and it was the first time Ian noticed the black choker there, her only adornment.
"Kauffman," the old man said with a nod. "I'm Kauffman. And she can't speak."
"Oh." Ian blinked again, wondering if the surprises would ever end. "Well, just so you know, Mrs. Kauffman...you can wear something when I'm not painting. A robe or—"
"No." Kauffman held up his hand. "This is how she remains."
"I can even work from photos," Ian went on, his puzzled glance moving between the unlikely pair.
Kauffman shook his head again. "I've done my homework, Mr. Baker. When you answered my ad, I looked extensively into your background. Only child, parents dead in a boating accident, graduated sum cum laude. You've done freelance work and had a few favorable showings since graduation, but you haven't really 'made it' in the art world, have you? What I am most interested in is your portraits, especially the Nora by the River series."
Ian nodded, feeling the air go out of his lungs. Anyone could be Googled, of course, but the thought of this man digging into his past made his skin prickle with some sort of dark heat.
"I can paint from life, of course," he agreed. He wasn't going to say no to five thousand dollars, no matter what the eccentric request. He'd paint standing on one foot if he had to.
"Goot." Kauffman's accent was clear on that word, strong and crisp, and he moved silently across the room, approaching his wife. "I will leave you two alone, then, to get started. I want a masterpiece to hang over the mantle."
Ian watched the man's bent index finger trace the black line of the necklace at the woman's slim throat, and he couldn't discern the hot look in the woman's eyes. Was it passion? Fear? Anger?
"I want something I can keep for generations," Kauffman explained, turning to face the young painter again. He pointed to the blank wall above the tall, wide fireplace, a wall which looked freshly painted. "Hung right there."
Ian took in the size of the space, swallowing before he said, "I don't think I brought a canvas that big." Kauffman frowned, his eyebrows knitting, and Ian quickly responded. "But I'll start sketching today, just to get a feel for the subject, and I'll bring a larger canvas on my next visit."
"One month."
For the second time that day, Ian's breath left his body. A month? The painting being commissioned had to be six feet tall and even wider, and the style requested -- his paintings of Nora had taken him years, years to complete -- was impossible to rush. She would have to sit for him eight hours a day, five days a week. He would be living and breathing it. He did, with his work, but to have it done in such a short time? A month!? It was impossible!
And all for five thousand dollars. He didn't even want to start the hourly wage math in his head.
The old man turned to go and Ian struggled to find his voice. "Mr. Kauffman, I don't think—"
"One month." Kauffman's voice was firm. "I am not an unreasonable man, Mr. Baker, but that is the deadline. If you require anything to make it happen thusly, I trust you will let me know."
Ian frowned. He hated talking money. He hated feeling like he was pimping himself out for it, but damn. Five thousand dollars for a job this big, so much work, so much time and effort...?
"What was your gross income last year, Mr. Baker?" Kauffman asked, seeming to read the young man's mind, his eyes glinting as he leaned forward on his cane.
Ian flushed, glancing at the nude woman on the sofa. She was watching them, listening, and for some reason, her presence flustered him.
"Thirty-two thousand dollars," he finally managed, his lips barely moving. He felt numb.
"I will double it." The old man moved toward the door, hesitating at the entry way to remind them. "One month."
When he was gone, the woman turned her eyes to Ian and he swallowed as he met them. They were brightly blue, but they were watchful, expressive, even as her face remained motionless. He wanted to say something, perhaps make some joke about the strangeness of it all, make her laugh. Then he remembered—she couldn't speak.
"I have to go get my things," he explained, motioning toward the door. "They're in the car. I'll be right back."
She didn't acknowledge his words except to continue to look at him, although he thought he could feel her gaze even when he turned to leave the room. He didn't bring all of his stuff, instead just his bag with his pencils, charcoals and a sketch pad. He liked to make a few initial sketches, just to get a feel for his subject. He shut the trunk, thinking of the "subject"—the beautiful, silent woman with the piercing eyes up there in that ostentatious room, married to a man who was probably old enough to be her grandfather.
There's a story there, for sure, he thought, slinging his bag over his shoulder. Too bad I'm a painter and not a writer. He knew his painting would tell a story, they always did, but probably no one but Kauffman would ever see it, hanging like a prize over the fireplace mantle. And what would it mean to the old man? Already, it seemed to him that the woman in the room upstairs was nothing more than a keepsake, something beautiful to be admired, like a diamond set in black velvet on a jeweler's tray.
Ian looked up, startled to see the woman standing in the window watching him. She was still nude and there was no shame in her stance, her breasts thrust upward, her chin jutting, but her eyes...even this far away, he could feel the longing in them.
Twice his yearly salary in a month, he reminded himself, giving a slight wave to acknowledge her as he headed toward the front door. Even if he never found out the story behind the strange woman he was about to paint, he would ultimately have one hell of a story to tell about the month he spent doing it, he was sure.
* * * *
Professional models were always so easy to paint. They understood what an artist wanted, how to assume a pose and keep it. He didn't know how they kept their minds occupied—did they recite baseball statistics, the times tables, fantastize about the future, meditate?—but for whatever kept them silent and still, he was grateful.
He had been dreading doing another painting from life. If he couldn't get professional models, he preferred to do his work from photos or sketches, because his experience with real people who modeled was they loved to talk. They talked about their gardens, their stock portfolios, their children. They fidgeted, shifted, got up twice an hour to use the bathroom, and by the end of the session, were asking, "Are we done yet?" like a five year old on a car ride.
But Lydia wasn't like that. She was a dream subject, obviously quiet, but also unnaturally calm and still, resting in the same position day after day, hour after hour.The semi-reclining pose Kauffman had chosen was convenient, of course, but she never fell asleep, as some subjects in those poses did. Sometimes he would get so lost in his work, he'd forget she was real—until he met her eyes.
God, her eyes. He didn't have any idea how he was going to capture that expression, her face, the way her eyes followed him, asked him questions, conveyed some distant longing she couldn't express. And he had almost reached that point. It was easy, those first weeks, to work on the background, the room itself. She had insisted on staying in position, anyway, even though he told her she didn't have to. He'd encouraged her to get dressed, take a break, but she wouldn't.
Instead she watched him from her repose on the settee, and he found himself wondering—just who was the subject here? Now it was time for him to focus on her, to trace the now-familiar curves of her body with his gaze and his brush. He'd been avoiding it, he knew, afraid of what he might uncover, not in the painting, but in himself. Three weeks with a silent ghost of a woman and he thought he might be falling in love.
"Lydia, I need a break." Ian stood and stretched, seeing her eyes follow his movements. Sometimes, she looked so hungry, as if she were starving for something. "Isn't about time for the old bat to bring us lunch?"
Lydia smirked, her eyes dancing as she sat, too, following his stretch with her own, her soft, long limbs flexing with the motion. Reaching under the settee, she brought out a pad and pen he had given her, their means of communication. She refused to use it at first, shaking her head vehemently, her eyes wide with fear, when he explained what it was for, but she had become more comfortable, although she still hid it carefully from sight.
You look tired.
He nodded, looking down at her girlish handwriting as she showed him the yellow pad. "I couldn't sleep last night."
A frown knitted her brow and she cocked her head at him before she wrote, Bad dreams?
Ian shook his head, watching her as she stood, how perfect she was, her hair like spun gold in the sunlight. "No, not bad dreams. Incredibly good ones." He sighed as she touched his cheek, her eyes worried, and he took her hand, holding it there and turning so his lips pressed a kiss against her palm.
Lydia jumped, pulling away as if burned.
"Lunch time, princess."
They both startled at the sound of Mrs. Bauer's voice outside the door. She rolled a trolly tray through, but Ian noted she would never come in herself. They had a girl who came to clean the room, a petite blonde who stared at them with big, wide blue eyes as she worked, but aside from her, no one but Kauffman ever visited.
"Think she poisoned the soup?" Ian joked, lifting silver lids to see what that day's fare was.
She wouldn't dare.
He shrugged at her written words, pushing the tray over to his chair and pulling another chair over for her. He marveled at how she looked so comfortable doing everything in the nude, even sipping soup and eating sandwiches. He had tried, a few times, to ask about the nudity, but all she would say was: He wants me that way.
And Ian had learned quickly, what Kauffman wanted, Kauffman got.
He wolfed his lunch down, not discovering how incredibly hungry he was until the first bite, and then ate the rest of Lydia's as well. She watched him, an amused smile on her face, and a warm look in her eyes that made him flush.
"Artists are pigs," he declared, burping loudly. "It's a well-kept secret, but it's true."
Lydia shook her head, still smiling as she stood and walked to the other side of the canvas. Ian stiffened, watching. She was there, on the sofa, not finished, of course, just a ghost of a woman now, needing real flesh. Crossing her arms in front of her breasts—a gesture Ian strangely hadn't ever seen from her—she frowned at the canvas for a while, so long Ian cleared his throat to get her attention.
"What, do you hate it?"
She shook her head, still frowning, her hand going to her throat to touch the cameo on the velvet choker she always wore. Striding back toward him, she picked up the pad and wrote furiously, turning so he could read it.
I need to show you something.
Ian grinned. "Are you finally gonna show me where he buries the bodies, then?"
Lydia didn't smile. Instead, she took his hand, pulling him toward the bed, and for a moment, just a brief moment, he entertained the thought she was going to offer herself to him, just like that. The thought excited him beyond reason, and he knew he'd have to be completely crazy to take her up on such an offer. But she led him past the bed, stopping in front of the dresser.
"It's the closet, isn't it?" Ian joked. He knew it was locked—the first day, he'd looked for a place to put the portrait, and Lydia had insisted the closet was off limits. It's his. What wasn't, around here, Ian thought at the time, although he didn't know how accurate the thought really was. Kauffman owned everything—and everyone—who came through the front door of his lair. "That's where he does his secret experiments, right?"



She gave him a withering look, reaching behind the enormous mirrored dresser and pulling on something with both hands. He leaned over to see what she was struggling with and saw immediately that it was a painting. He gently nudged her aside, ignoring as best he could the soft press of her bare breast against his arm as he slowly pulled the dresser forward so he could slide the painting out from behind it.
"My god, is that you?" Ian asked, but knew the moment the words left his mouth that it wasn't. It was a different woman, certainly, her face rounder, her body a little more plump, but the resemblence was uncanny. The painting had been slashed several times with something sharp, and he had to hold pieces of the canvas up to see the whole thing. It was the exact portrait he had been commissioned to paint, the same room, same furniture, just a different woman on the settee.
"What's going on here?" Ian frowned, meeting her eyes. Lydia's eyes darted from him to the painting to the door, and just shrugged.
"Mrs. Bauer!"
The sound of Kauffman's voice got them both moving, putting the painting and dresser back quickly. They both heard his steps on the stairs, accompanied by the unmistakable thump of his cane. By the time Ian picked up his brush, Lydia was reclining once again on the settee, the only signs of her transgression the pink flush on her cheeks.
"Mrs. Bauer!" Kauffman poked his head in, although he must have know his housekeeper wouldn't be there.
"She brought us lunch." Ian nodded toward the tray. "Haven't seen her since."
The old man gave a nod, his eyes not on Ian, but the painting. "It's coming along. Another week."
"Yes," Ian agreed. Another week of eight hour sessions, spending time in the old house until the light faded while Lydia slept in the big bed across the room. He still went home and crashed at his place every night, although Kauffman had offered one of their many rooms for his use, but he didn't trust himself. Not at night, not after the light was gone, and Lydia was curled under the covers. Somehow, seeing her there like that, one thigh exposed, the soft curve of her arm, tempted him more than having her in front of him all day fully nude.
"Goot."
The both breathed a sigh of relief when he was gone, and Lydia carefully slid her pad and pen back under the settee. Ian had been there all day every day for three weeks, and there was so much he still didn't understand about this woman and her life, but he wanted to scoop her up and take her away from it, that much he knew. And that feeling was dangerous. He fought it every moment of the day.
He sighed, starting to paint, focusing on lines, textures, trying not to think about the flesh of the woman he was bringing to life on the canvas, trying not to wonder why she married such a cold, hard man, or to be curious about the other woman in the painting behind the dresser. One more week, and this job would be done, and his life could go on the way it was.
Except he knew—looking over and meeting her eyes, the way she softened when she looked at him like that—he knew somehow things were never going to be the same for him ever again.
* * * *
It's the last day.
"You don't have to tell me," Ian growled. He was never going to finish in time. The light was already fading, a rosy glow radiating through the room, turning everything a fiery orange. It was her eyes. He couldn't get her eyes right.
You can work through the night.
Ian shook his head, frowning, concentrating, barely looking at her words. He couldn't get it right, and he hated when the image eluded him, hiding somewhere in the canvas, lurking just beyond his reach.
It wasn't until Lydia was beside him, pressing against his side, resting her cheek on his arm, that he really paid attention.
He's gone.
Those were the words she was trying to show him.
"Who? Kauffman?" Ian shrugged, putting his brush down with a sigh. "So?"
For the night. He's gone out of town until tomorrow. Mrs. Bauer said it was a family emergency.
"He's still got family?"
Lydia shrugged, but her eyes were bright as she tugged on his sleeve, leading him. He understood immediately, but he froze in place, taking her hands in his, shaking his head.
"I can't." The disappointment in her eyes was a heartbreak. "You're married, and I'm..." He let his sentence trail off, the hurt in her eyes like a knife in his belly. He expected her to argue, to turn to her pad and scribble her pain. Instead, she dropped his hands, her face a sudden mask as she turned away and walked toward the window.
"I'm sorry," he whispered, swallowing hard as she hugged her arms, not looking at him as she made her way toward the big bed. It was early yet, but she slid between the covers anyway. He stood there for a long while, fighting with himself and trying not to imagine her silently wetting her pillow with tears.
"Just get it over with, Baker," he said to himself in the fading light. He meant the painting, of course.
Of course he did.
He picked up his brush and began to paint again.
* * * *
The moon was high when he finished.
He stood at the window and watched it riding black clouds for a long time, listening to her breathing behind him. It was her eyes, watching him, all the time, her gaze burning through every defense, every excuse, every rationalization. There was no arguing with her, no easy words to cover emotion. She was just raw feeling, trembling and naked and vulnerable before him in every moment.
That was what he had captured in her eyes. Finally. Finally.
"Lydia?" He whispered her name as he approached the bed, drawing aside the filmy curtain. She slept curled up like a child, one hand tucked beneath her chin, her mouth a rosy pout. The sheet covered the top of her breasts and he watched it rise and fall with her breath. The cameo in the choker she wore glinted in the low lamplight, the black velvet band her only adornment, and his eyes followed the curve of the sheet downward as it hugged her curves, tugged tight between her thighs. She was ripe, delectable, beyond words or form, and nothing could capture her. He had done his best, but it didn't come close to the experience of being next to the woman sleeping before him.
He startled when she touched his hand and he glanced up to see her eyes were open, watching him, questioning. He raised her palm and kissed it, admiring the long, delicate curve of her fingers.
"I finished it," he whispered, sitting beside her, brushing a soft blonde curl from her cheek. She nodded, smiling, but the smile never reached her eyes. Instead, there was sadness there. He wished she could speak, to reveal the mystery of herself to him. He longed to unravel her, unwrap her, find her true center.
"Do you want to see?"
Again she nodded, sitting up in bed, the sheet pooling in her lap. He'd seen her nude for a month, all day, every day, and still, the sight of her left him breathless and aching for her.
When she swung her legs over the side of the bed, he grabbed her wrist, shaking his head. "Wait." Puzzled, she stopped, cocking her head at him. He swallowed, glancing through the sheer gauze of her bed curtains at the canvas on the other side of the room. "I'm afraid."
He didn't have to hear the question. It was in her eyes. Afraid? Of what?
"I'm afraid..." It wasn't a fear of her liking or not liking it. He could care less if his art was reviewed favorably, especially by the subject. In that way, his subjects were always objects, always distant from his purpose. He slid his hand down into hers, squeezing. "I'm afraid I'm never going to see you again."
He bowed his head at the truth, his heart hammering in his chest, a weight there like anvil. It was finished, and he was leaving, and there would be no more lunches; no more furious scribbling at him and the feel of her poking his arm with her finger, look, look what I have to say; no more feeling her gaze following him everywhere, everywhere he went.
When she slid behind him, wrapping her arms around his chest, pressing her cheek to his back, he gave a shuddering sigh at the heat, the weight of her. She kissed his shoulderblades through his shirt, her hands moving over his chest, his belly, her breath hot as she moved her mouth to the back of his neck, feathering kisses there, too. Soon the back of his shirt was wet with her tears, but she didn't stop raining kisses over his shoulders, through his hair, pressing herself against him from behind.
"Lydia, please." He shook his head, turning to look at her, to tell her how crazy this was, how crazy his life had become in the last month and that she was the center of his insanity, and the moment he did, her mouth found his, drowning them both with her passion. He tasted the salt of her tears as she cupped his face in her hands, and he tried to resist the soft press of her tongue, the swell of her breasts against the side of his arm. It was only when she moved into his lap, straddling him as they kissed, that he knew he was really lost.
Every moment of resistance, every ounce of energy he'd spent holding his breath this past month, keeping himself in check, erupted in that moment. He grabbed her with both hands, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips, tongue snaking deep into her mouth. She didn't recoil for a moment—in fact, she pressed further, grinding her hips in his hands, her crotch moving against his.
He moved to undo his pants, needing to feel her bare skin against his, but her insistent hands stopped him, pressing him back onto the bed as she straddled him. He saw the delight in her eyes as she unbuttoned his shirt, lighting raking her fingernails through the hair on his chest, tweaking his nipples hard enough to make him jump. She spread his shirt open, leaning in to kiss him again, her breasts pressing against his chest like soft, ripe melons. Then she was working on his belt, his zipper, reaching in as if looking for a prize and her eyes lit up when she found just what she wanted.
His cock wept from wanting her, had been aching for weeks for some sort of soft, feminine relief, and here she was, her small, delicate hand wrapped around the shaft, her tongue reaching to taste him. He lost his hand in her hair, guiding her mouth, that sweet red rosebud of a mouth he'd spent hours trying to capture, down around the length of his cock.
The sensation was total and he closed his eyes with a groan, her tongue moving in delicate circles around the tip as she came up, and sliding along the shaft as she went down again, burying him into her throat so far he felt her breath against his pubic hair. He let her go on far too long, bringing him much closer to orgasm than he wanted to be already, but her mouth, god her mouth...
"Lydia," he whispered, gently pulling her up toward him. She came easily, wrapping her long limbs around his and kissing him, hungry, her hand reaching again for his cock, as if she couldn't get enough. She worked him with her fingers, her palm, stroking him toward some delicious madness and he groaned, wondering how much longer he could hold out, or if he might simply shoot into her pumping hand like some overexcited teenager before he ever even got a chance to be inside of her.
But she seemed to know, and she rolled beneath him, her hand guiding, aiming his cock between her legs as she clasped him to her. Ian moved his hips forward, following her lead, and gasped as her flesh parted, slowly engulfing the length of him in an impossibly wet heat. When he looked down, he saw her eyes half-closed, her lips parted as her hips began to press up toward his, and he knew he'd never see anything as beautiful as this again in his life.
He gave in when she pulled him even closer, her breath hot and fast in his ear as they rocked together. He whispered her name over and over as he thrust deep into her willing flesh, "Oh god, Lydia, oh god..." and she clung harder to him, her nails digging into his back, her teeth sinking into his shoulder as he felt her shudder beneath him.
The pleasure of her orgasm, the soft, fast pulse of her pussy around his shaft, was too much for him to bear, and he shoved himself hard into her moist heat in one last attempt to give her everything those strange, beautiful eyes had ever begged him for. He poured it all into her, every moment, every longing, every gift, and when he could finally draw a quivering breath, he whispered, "I love you. I've always loved you," into her hair as he collapsed in her arms.
She kissed the top of his head over and over, holding him close when he tried to move away, to ease the weight of him on her. Instead, she wanted more, pulling the sheet up over their sweat-slick bodies and snuggling in tighter. He rested his head against her chest, listening to the soft, steady beat of her heart, and it was that delicious sound that finally lulled him into an exhausted sleep.
* * * *
She was spooned against his chest when he awoke, and he knew it was late—too late. There was a soft early light coming into the high windows. Morning. They'd slept all night. There was a moment of fear, the thought of being caught by Kauffman, or even old Mrs. Bauer, but when he looked down at Lydia's sleeping form, listened to the soft sound of her breath, he knew it didn't matter.
He'd spent a month doing a painting he would never get paid for. But he would take something away from this house more valuable than anything in the world, more precious to him than he ever could have imagined. They would walk away from here with nothing, and begin a new life together outside of these strange walls.
Ian traced the sea shell curve of her ear with his gaze and watched the way her pulse beat steadily at the side of her neck. He wanted to take away all the pain and sadness he'd seen in her eyes whenever he mentioned her husband, to let her leave the past completely behind her.
His fingers idly played over her shoulder, her neck, interrupted by the feel of the velvet choker there. Kauffman made her wear it like she was some dog wearing his collar, and the pain and indignity of it heated his chest. He fingered the ties at the back of the choker, frowning. He didn't remember it fastening that way. In fact, he didn't remember there being any fastener at all. It seemed instead to be part of her, and while she had explained that her husband was an extraordinary jewelry maker, it had always seemed odd to him.
He made his decision quickly, pulling one end of the string and untying the bow. It came undone easily, and he pulled gently at the necklace, feeling it slip from around Lydia's neck as she slept.
He held it up for a moment in disdain and then let it flutter to the bed.
"Nooooooooo!" The sound of her voice—she could speak!—was all he could fully comprehend as she sat and faced him, her hands encircling her throat. He saw now a razor thin line of blood forming where the choker had been, bleeding through her fingers. Her eyes were wide with fear as she reached for him, her bloody hands grasping, and Ian held them, aghast, and could do nothing but watch in horror as his lover's head tipped backward—I'm dreaming, I must be dreaming—leaving him holding hands with a beheaded corpse.
Her body collapsed immediately, soaking the pillows in blood, and her head rolled, dear God, it rolled, and hit the closet door with a sickening thud before coming to a stop.
"Save them." The whispered hiss seemed to come from both places at once, from the throat of the body pooled in blood on the bed, and the disembodied head resting against the wall, and he thought he would go insane at that realization.
Save them.
This time the words didn't come to him from Lydia—she was gone, her beautiful eyes dull, lifeless, staring into nothing—but from the painting behind him on the canvas.
He acted quickly, as if he knew just what to do, although his hands trembled and he blinked back tears as he knelt beside her head and tried to pick the lock on the closet door. She had bobby pins all over her dresser she used to put her hair up, and he grabbed one, shoving it into the hole and twisting, but it was no use.
With a strangled cry, he shoved his shoulder against the door, feeling the frame shake. He did it again, again, again, until the wood splintered and the door gave way, swinging inward and leaving him stumbling to catch his footing.
He stood for a moment, transfixed, the dawning light showing him more than he wanted to see, and then he gagged, covering his eyes with his arm, turning away from the sight of them, lined up like science experiments, heads preserved in glass jars, every single one of them staring with eyes wide open in horror.
"Lydia," he whispered, collapsing to the floor, cradling her bloody head in his hands. "What have I done? What have I done?"
Lost in his grief, he didn't hear the soft click of the chain encircling his neck until it was too late. The world had already faded to a blissful black.
* * * *
"Where am I?"
His voice wasn't his own. Ian looked down at his hands, duct taped to a chair, and they weren't his either. Old, arthritic, they were the hands of a very old man. His head swam, his stomach lurched.
"Not to worry."
That's me, Ian thought, feeling the world slipping sideways at the sound of his own voice coming from behind him. He was in the boudoir, his painting gorgeous in the early morning light, and the sight of Lydia's gaze on him from the portrait made him dizzy with anger.
"What have you done!?" Ian croaked, his old man's voice thick with Kauffman's accent.
"Well, you've gone and spoiled my treasure." A hand rested on Ian's shoulder, and he heard his own heavy sigh just behind him, the sound impossibly unmistakable. "But at least I have your painting to preserve my memory. I do so like to keep things."
"What did you do to her?"
"I didn't do anything, friend. You did." The hand moved from his shoulder and Ian struggled to see the man behind him. He didn't have to wait long. When the body attached to his own voice stepped out in front of his chair, he felt the world go black for a moment, his whole body clenching in a cold sweat. That's me! I'm him! Oh god, this can't be happening...
"Let me go." Ian's voice was gruff with anger, but he still didn't recognize it as his own.
The young man laughed. "I'm afraid I can't do that. You're Mr. Kauffman now—at least, until Mr. Kauffman the art patron dies suddenly and leaves everything to his young artist friend."
"I'm not!" Ian struggled weakly in his bonds.
"Well, you have his face, his voice, his undeniable fingerprints. I just happen to be wearing the jewelry he never takes off." The young artist winked and showed the old man in the chair the thin gold chain Lydia had informed Ian that Kauffman had always worn since she knew him.
Ian groaned, closing his eyes, hanging his head, but he clenched his fists in defiance. "What makes you think I'm going to do anything you want me to do?"
"Because you're going to be wearing another piece of jewelry," the younger man explained. "I've been working on this one for a month."
It was too late to stop him, and there was nothing he could have done anyway. Pain followed the dull click like a razor, and he felt a warm wetness pooling at the hollow of his throat as he gasped for air.
The younger man held up a hand mirror, grinning. "Like it?"
Gun metal gray and thin as a wire, it encircled the old man's neck with no end.
"Unfortunately, this one's ruined." The young man sighed as he held up the bloody velvet choker, the one Lydia had so recently worn.
Ian tried to speak, tried to cry out her name, but no sound come out of his throat.
"I'm sure I'll make another, once I find a new treasure." The younger man let go of the necklace, watching it flutter to the floor in front of the portrait of the last woman who had worn it. "I do so like to keep things."
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Callie stood on the sidewalk staring up at the mile-high glass office building, trying to swallow the pounding of her heart in her throat. People weaved around and jostled her small form, a few of them swearing, most of them just giving her a quick, annoyed glance before hurrying on. So this is New York, and I'm officially insane.
The verdict was in—might as well carry on with the sentence. She clutched a red folder to her chest as she followed a woman in a gray pinstriped suit through the revolving glass door. Her fingers were stained pink from biting her nails and folding the edge of the folder back and forth, over and over, on the subway. She had missed her stop—twice—and was already forty-five minutes late for this appointment.
She felt extremely underdressed, even in her plain black skirt and white blouse, as she stood in the lobby and dug out the business card tucked into the front pocket of the red folder:
Jason Adams
Voiceover Division
Adams Agency
1006 Ninth Avenue,
25th Floor
New York, NY
Twenty-fifth floor. She slipped between bodies onto the elevator, pressed further and further toward the back as more people piled on. She tried to see around the shoulder of a navy blue suit, straining to see if the number 25 was lit up. She felt too timid to open her mouth and ask—but surely someone in this crowd had to get off on the twenty-fifth floor?
But when the doors finally opened at floor twenty-five, she found herself stuck, rooted to the floor. She rode the elevator up, hugging her folder and chewing on a cuticle, until it started back down again, stopping once more at twenty-five. This time she managed to get off, excusing herself through bodies until she was standing in front of a receptionist's desk, breathing in the unfamiliar but unmistakable smell of the New York office, like clean reams of paper or new carpet.
"Hi, there." The blonde behind the counter was beautiful, her eyes smiling at Callie. "How can I help you?"
"Jason Adams." Callie cleared her throat, taking a step toward the desk. "I had an appointment at nine, but..."
"He's waiting for you." The blonde picked up the phone, still smiling, and dialed. "Jason? Your nine o'clock is here. Do you want—?" She paused, listening. "Okay." Putting the phone back in the cradle, she stood, smoothing the lines of her skirt. "He's in the middle of taking some specs, but he says he'll be out in five. Do you want some coffee while you wait?"
Callie shook her head, spotting chairs over against the wall. "I'll just..." She edged her way over and tried to make herself as small as possible in the chair, trying hard not to fidget as she watched the office activity. She thought about asking for a bathroom to check her appearance in a mirror, but instead just smoothed her long, red hair with her fingers, catching a glimpse of her reflection in the glass next to an office door. She adjusted the straps on her black heels and crossed one knee over the other, pressing the curling edge of the folder flat with her fingers, trying to smooth that, too.
"Callie?" His voice was golden, like liquid fire, the kind of voice that could talk a woman into anything. She recognized it immediately from their phone conversations.
"Jason?" She stood, taking his extended hand, blinking at his grip, warm and firm, his hand swallowing hers. This was a man used to shaking hands. She noticed the gray-green of his eyes and the way they crinkled at the corners when he smiled at her.
"That's me," he confirmed with a wink, rubbing the reddish goatee on his chin. "Running late, huh?"
"I got lost." She shrugged sheepishly. "But still, you'd think I could find a building this big! Especially being right across from the Empire State Building..."
"Right?" He chuckled. "Are you ready to give it a go?"
She glanced up at him—way up, he was quite tall and lean—blinking fast. "I guess so."
"Come on, then."
She followed him down a long hallway and into a small booth. He shut the door behind them and nodded toward the chairs. She sat in one, watching him as he set up a microphone in front of her. Just the sight of it made her feel dizzy.
"You nervous?" He smiled, sitting beside her.
She nodded. "Is it that obvious?"
"I'd tell you to just picture me naked, but considering what you're here to record..."
Callie laughed, crossing her legs and leaning back in her chair. "What if I already am?"
He raised an eyebrow at her and grinned. "I wouldn't object."
"You're so bad." She picked up her red folder, opening it, amazed at how easily it had resumed, their phone conversations turned into face-to-face contact without hardly missing a beat. "I brought two... which one do you think I should try?"
He took two short stories from her, separated by a staple, glancing at the titles on the covers and flipping through them thoughtfully. She knew he had read them both—he'd read all of her writing—but he was in business mode now, considering the options.
"This one." He put Folsom Prison Blues down in front of her. It was a short piece, written as a letter, first person—a woman writing to her lover in prison. It was definitely the more graphic of the two. Callie glanced at it, flushing when she remembered how many times she'd used the word "cunt" in it.
"You're really sweet to offer to do this, Jason." She picked up the story, flipping past the title page. "In a million years, I never thought I'd be sitting in an agent's office in New York about to record one of my own erotic stories..."
"Honestly, it's my pleasure." His smile lightened his whole face. "You're an amazing writer, and bringing your work to audio only enhances it."
"You really are a sweet talker, aren't you?" She smirked, shaking her head. "No wonder you're an agent."
"That's my job." He grinned. Then he leaned over and touched her knee. It was a brief thing, almost casual—except that it wasn't, and they both knew it. Her breath caught as she met his eyes. "But with you, I really mean it."
She slapped the story on the table. "Okay, let's do this thing, before I lose my nerve."
"Ready?" He flipped a switch, putting the microphone in front of her. "Just go ahead and read."
She cleared her throat, letting the swimming words on the paper come into focus. It was hard to do with him watching her. "Every morning I check the calendar. Twenty-seven days, baby. I'm marking it with big red X's, one day at a time..." Jason leaned back in his chair, his arms crossed over his chest. His expression was thoughtful, discerning. She could read the criticism in his eyes, could almost see his thoughts.
"What?" She stopped, frowning.
"You're really nervous." He leaned over and turned off the mic.
She sighed, looking down at the curled edge of the red folder, her still-dyed-pink fingers. "I know."
He leaned forward in his chair, tenting his fingers under his chin. "Close your eyes." She blinked at him, swallowing hard. "Go on, do it." She hesitated, but did as he asked, almost immediately feeling a relief when she couldn't see him looking at her. "Now... imagine you're Katie..."
"But..."
"No 'buts,' Cal." His voice was firm, commanding. "Do it."
"Okay, okay."
"The thing that's so amazing about your stories is that they come alive in the reader's imagination..." His voice felt closer and she took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart. "Now you get to really live them... let them live through you." His words moved her, in spite of herself, and she felt her body softening, relaxing into the chair. "So become Katie... let her breathe..."
He startled her, touching her belly as she leaned back in the chair. His hand was large and very warm as it pressed her navel through her blouse. "Breathe, Cal..." He rubbed, gently, making her shiver. "Breathe..." She took a deep, shaky breath. "Good... now, say something Katie would say."
Callie didn't think, she just spoke, feeling Katie's longing, her deep, tender ache. "Oh god, baby, I miss you..."
"Yes!" Jason encouraged. "More!"
"I can't..." She felt the press of Jason's hand, a reminder, and relaxed. "I can't wait to feel you inside of me..."
"Yes," he breathed, his hand moving, his fingers slipping just barely between the buttons of her blouse, touching skin.
She moaned softly, her head going back. "I want your big, hard cock in me..." His fingers slid further, the heat of them touching the softness of her belly. "Fucking me..." His hand pressed harder and she heard his sharp intake of breath. "Fucking my hot, wet, little cunt..."
"Oh god." He groaned.
"Yes?" She opened her eyes to him, seeing the hungry look on his face.
He nodded, swallowing. "Oh yes."
"I'm ready." She sat up, grabbing the paper off the table.
"Me, too." He sighed, leaning over and turning on the mic. "Go."
She started again, her voice softer, lower, filled with secret and promise, a thousand times richer and more complex than it had been when she first spoke into the microphone. He nodded his approval, leaning back in his chair, resting an ankle on the opposite knee. His eyes on her didn't make her nervous now, she noticed. In fact, the further she got into the story, the more she liked him looking at her, seeing the changing expression on his face.
"That's how you make me feel, every word, every letter. And now it's less than a month and we'll be together, face to face, touching each other, no longer just words and pictures. I can't help thinking about it, about you, what it will be like for us in those moments..."
She glanced up at him, seeing the startled look in his eyes, and her next words stumbled. "Oh, I messed that up..."
He shook his head, making a rolling motion with his hand. "Just keep going. Take it from that sentence."
She nodded, turning back to the words.
"We couldn't stop it, you know. It's like a driving force between us now, can you imagine what it will be like when we come together? Come together... yes, come and come and come... I'm wet just imagining it..."
Callie crossed and uncrossed her legs, feeling that familiar ache she always got when reading or writing erotica, but it wasn't just that. Jason's eyes were dark, hungry, and she knew he was thinking the same thing. She glanced at his hands in his lap and wondered, for a moment, if her reading was making him hard. As hard as she was wet... the thing was, she was wet, just imagining it. And she wasn't pretending to be Katie, anymore...
"I'll open the door, and there you'll be, your eyes dark with anticipation and lust, your bags in your hands. There might be a moment, a flicker of hesitation, your face a question, asking me, but you'll know, the minute I look into your eyes. How could you not? It's always been yes with you. My whole body is your 'yes...'"
"Cal..." His interruption surprised her and she looked up, seeing him swallow, as if his mouth were dry.
"Hm?" She couldn't help the yes in her eyes, and he took it for what it was, both of them carried by the story, by her voice speaking the words, by months of talking about doing this, by the possibility. His mouth caught hers, dipping down to capture it and lift her face up to meet his kiss. She followed his lead, gripping the paper in her fist as his mouth grew more insistent, his tongue slipping between her lips.
The heat in her belly spread, her whole body flushing as they came together, Jason standing and pulling her with him, kicking his chair back out of the way. He was too tall for her and she had to stretch on tiptoes to keep their mouths connected. She was afraid to break that connection, and he was desperate for it, too, his hands slipping down and cupping her behind, lifting her up to him.
Her skirt was pulled up high when he turned and set her on the table, his cock like iron between her legs. She hooked her heels around him, tugging at the place where his shirt tucked into his belt, seeking the heat of his skin and finding it under her hands. His back was lean and smooth under her fingers, and he broke their kiss, gasping into her hair, her ear.
"Oh god, Cal..."
She knew what he was going to say, could feel it in the subtle stiffening of his body, the tremor in his voice, and she shook her head, turning her eyes up to his.
"No." She didn't want to think about any reason either of them might have not to do this, and saw the same look on his face, twisted there, caught. Her one hand slipped between them to cup the heat of his erection while the other brought her forgotten story up so she could see the words. "I'm not Cal... I'm Katie..."
She tightened her grip, making him moan, as she read deliberately, throatily: "A skirt, that's what I'd wear for you. Short, yes, teacher-like, a button-down blouse so you could pop every one of them—just rip it down the front. Kick the door closed and come over here, baby, because I've got something warm and soft and wet for you to sink into. I'm so yours..."
"Oh fuck!" He groaned and kissed her again, kissed her quiet, their mouths no longer cautious or exploring, but wild with their lust. She sucked at his tongue, moaning into his mouth as his hand cupped her breast through her blouse, thumbing her hard nipple. It stood up against the material, growing harder under his attention, and she didn't know which was harder, her nipple straining against her blouse or his cock throbbing through his trousers.
She fumbled with his belt as he worked the buttons on her blouse, their tongues making soft, probing circles together. He groaned and broke their kiss when she slipped her hand into his boxers, seeking his length. She freed him quickly, and he glanced down past the half-moon globes of her breasts swelling above the top of her bra, watching her hand tugging at him. His expression was caught between wonder and denial, and she squeezed the tip between her fingers, rubbing the head with her thumb.
Leaning back a little, she spread her thighs, showing him the dark flash of her panties between the gentle swell of her thighs. She rubbed the tip of his cock there over her swollen lips, teasing the head of his cock with the silk of her panties. His eyes fell there, focused, his breath coming faster as she rubbed him up and down her slit.
She glanced over at the paper, still clutched in her hand, and read the first words her eyes found to him: "Wet and shaved smooth for you, just like you like it..."
"Ah, god!" His hands ran down her sides, her hips, pulling her forward as she slipped her panties aside to show him just how soft and smooth she really was. The instant his cock brushed through her wetness, she was lost. She knew she'd do anything to have him, now. She read with a breathy tremble, a throaty lust:
"It's so pink inside, and it's been wet for hours because you're all I can think about, your cock buried in me to the hilt. I want it, and I'll show you where with my fingers, pressing deep into my cunt. Yes, my hot, wet cunt. That's what I am for you, and it's all yours—take it, baby. Fuck me until I can't breathe."
"Oh, goddamnit, Cal..." His fingers nudged her plunging ones aside, spreading her lips and looking at the soft folds of her flesh, his cock throbbing up against her thigh.
"No." She pressed her fingers to his lips, still wet with her juices. "Katie, remember?"
He shook his head, his eyes dark as he grabbed her hips, pulling her off the table and cupping her ass. "No... you're Callie, and I'm Jason, and we're going to do this thing, baby, you and me."
She groaned as he sucked the juices off her fingers and then kissed her again, a hard, almost violent thing, before turning and bending her over the table, shoving her skirt up to her waist. He filled his hands with the soft, round curve of her ass before pulling her panties down to her knees. She glanced over her shoulder at him, trembling, feeling his fingers, rough and searching, finding the hole he wanted to fill, the one she knew he'd been dreaming about for months.
"Jason?" She whispered his name as he hesitated, his fingers moving in her wetness, teasing her hole, her clit, up and down, over and over. She didn't want him to stop—she didn't want to stop. She wanted this, wanted him, and nothing else mattered in that moment.
"Say it again." His fingers twisted and plunged into her, a prelude, and she gasped, arching her back.
"Jason!" She moaned, spreading her legs as far as the panties caught at her knees would allow.
"Yes." His wet finger slid out to rub her clit to aching and she felt his cock resting, throbbing with a gentle heat against the crack of her ass. "Tell me what you want."
"Oh... god!" His touch was firm and practiced, his fingers moving in confident circles, making her tremble. "Put it in, Jason...please! Fuck me!"
"Yes." He groaned the word, his fingers never moving from their torment as he slipped his cock down the wet crevice of her ass, seeking the soft heat of her pussy. His cock head found it all on its own, as if it already knew the way, spreading her lips, pressing into her core, seeking her deepest heat, her softest spot.
His hands moved to grip her ass, pulling her in harder, deeper, and she buried her face in her arms, biting her lip hard. The feel of him filling her to bursting made her hands curl into fists and her pussy clenched around him, gripping his length. His cock was as long and lean as he was, probing so far into her that it was almost painful and she shifted on the table, trying to accommodate him.
"You okay?" His hand pressed her lower back, her blouse pulled up out of her skirt and twisted to the side, her skin exposed to him.
She nodded, gasping, glancing back over her shoulder at him. "Never better."
He chuckled, sliding the length slowly out and pressing back in, wetly easier this time. She moaned when he sank in again and they began, his strokes long and smooth, easing her open a little at a time. Her fingers sought the prominent bud of her clit, wet already and sensitive to her touch as she started to rub it back and forth.
"Harder," she whispered, her cheek pressed against the table as they rocked. "Oh baby, please..." He obliged, grabbing her hips and giving her shorter, harder strokes, his hands squeezing her hips and pulling them in, using her body as leverage. She teased her clit faster, her breath coming harder as he fucked her. The anticipation of today, of this moment, had built to a frenzy long before she even walked through his door today and she couldn't hold onto it anymore.
"Oh Jason, make me come!" She shivered and arched against him, her whole body trembling with her orgasm, her eyes fluttering closed in pleasure. The rhythmic squeeze of her cunt made him slow, groaning softly as she came around his cock, her hand reaching back for something to hold onto, as if she might float away on the sensation. She grasped his wrist, pulling, twisting her body as she shuddered against him, her breath coming in fast, harsh gasps.
"Oh jeez, girl..." His hands moved in her hair, using it to pull her up to standing and kiss her, his cock sliding out of her, throbbing and slick. "You come so good."
"Your fault," she panted, licking her lips and looking back at him through dazed, half-closed eyes.
"I'll take full responsibility." His grin twisted to a grimace as she reached back and squeezed his wet cock in her hand, turning and sinking to her knees in front of him. She slid her mouth around the head, leaning a little to capture his left-leaning angle with her tongue and pull him straight down into her throat. He was too tall for her to get as much of him as she wanted and she pressed him back into a chair with eager hands. His body collapsed into it and she used her hands on his thighs to steady herself as she sucked him, her eager impatience eventually backing the rolling chair against the far wall.



Jason stretched his long legs out on either side of her, his head lolling back as she worked his cock. She paid no attention to his response—it was a thoroughly selfish suck as she fed her own oral fixation, teasing her tongue with the fat ridge of the tip, making herself gag on his length as she tested to see how much of him she could take. She had spent too much time dreaming about what it might be like to have him in her mouth to not completely absorb herself in the task now. Her fingers slipped down between her thighs, rubbing her aching clit again as she sucked him—she couldn't help it. 
"Hey, hey!" Jason pulled her gently off with a groan. "Easy, or you're gonna have to swallow..."
"Oh, darn." She grinned up at him, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. 
"Besides, I want to return the favor..." He lifted her wet fingers to his mouth and sucked hard, making her moan. His eyes were dark with lust and she smiled, standing up and stepping out of her panties.
"That's right..." She lifted her skirt. "You've never had a shaved one, have you?" He shook his head, his eyes following her fingers as she parted the smooth softness of her swollen lips. She glanced toward the door, frowning. "I don't want to get you fired."
"Oh now you think about that?" He laughed, his eyes bright as he grabbed her hips and pulled her close, kissing her exposed navel "The door's locked—we've got the booth for an hour."
"In that case..." Callie twisted out of his grip and walked over to the table, turning and sliding up on the edge to spread her thighs. "Come and get it..."
He knelt before her, his long fingers pressing her legs open even wider, his eyes devouring the sight of her. She ran a hand through his hair, almost as red as her own but close cut, soft under her fingers, not enough of it to even grab onto as he kissed his way up her thighs. 
She leaned back onto her elbows, nudging the microphone out of the way and briefly wondering if it was still turned on when his tongue eased its way between her lips. They both groaned and she slipped her legs up over his shoulders, wiggling closer to his mouth. It wasn't the best angle, and she groaned in frustration, shifting her hips as she rocked up against his tongue.
"Wait." Sitting, she pushed him aside as knelt up on the table. "Stand up for me."
He raised an eyebrow, but complied, and she smiled when she saw his cock, still hard as a rock, clasped in his fist. She used his shoulder to steady herself as she stood on the table, her heels bringing her to the perfect height as she positioned herself in front of him.
"Oh god." He looked up at her as she unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the table and stepping out of it. Her fingers worked the front hook of her bra, letting her breasts spill from the black lace, and he groaned again, stepping forward and grasping her hips in his hands. 
"Ohhhh now that's good," she whispered as he buried his face between her thighs, sinking his tongue into the soft, pink folds of flesh. She was sopping wet and she could hear him swallowing her, making soft noises as he licked through her slit. She smiled, knowing his goatee would smell like her cunt for the rest of the day. 
She gasped when his long fingers slipped between her lips, probing up inside of her and curling gently as his tongue eased back and forth over her clit. Spreading her legs a little wider, she put her hands on his shoulders, closing her eyes and letting her head fall back with a soft moan. His mouth worked her pussy with a slowly building relentlessness, his fingers probing, finding the sweet spot buried in her cunt that made her want to burst whenever it was rubbed. 
"Oh yes!" She moaned, rolling her hips in circles against his tongue, her belly fluttering in response. Her knees felt weak and she slipped her knee up over his shoulder, giving him deeper access to her pussy. His fingers moved faster, plunging deeper, and she gasped, grabbing his head and shoving it against her cunt. "Oh god, baby, please! Don't stop!"
He shook his head, but his words were muffled against her aching pussy as she shuddered and thrust her hips forward with a soft cry. His hands lifted her, pulling her fully onto his face, taking her weight in his hands and leaning back against the wall as he sucked her clit to a quivering climax. She rested her palms against the wall, rocking against his tongue, still dizzy with her orgasm as she slid her down his chest. 
"Damn, baby." He turned and pressed her back against the wall as she slid down his body and wrapped her shaking legs around his waist. He cupped her ass in his hands and she smiled and licked his goatee when he kissed her, tasting her juices. 
"Tell me about it." She sighed happily.
"Cal..." His cock pressed up against her, a hot demand against her thigh. 
She slid down to the floor, their bellies slick together. Kissing his chest, she backed him up toward the chair pressed to the wall. He sat in it, smiling as she climbed into his lap, positioning herself over him. They were both slippery wet, as she wiggled down onto his curved length with a sigh, rocking her hips.
"Ohhh now that's a nice curve," she smiled and bit her lip, feeling him rubbing that same spot inside of her that he had been paying attention to with his long fingers. 
"So are these." His hands went to her breasts, cupping them and thumbing her nipples. She began to ride him, working her hips in easy circles, dancing around on his cock. It was a slow grind and Jason buried his face against her breasts, sucking greedily at her nipples, back and forth. His hands went to her hips, guiding her, pulling her into him as he began to thrust up to meet her. She looked down at his face, seeing the mask of pleasure there, and squeezed his length hard as she came up, making him groan. 
She knew he couldn't hold out much longer and didn't think she could possibly get worked up enough again to meet him, but he drove that deliciously curved cock up into her at an incredible angle, edging her appetite from just hungry to ravenous within moments. The feel of him pistoning up to meet her, the chair rocking against the wall with each thrust, made her desperate for him. 
"Oh god, baby, please..." She didn't know if he heard her—his eyes were closed, his pelvis working hard, his breath coming just as fast as hers. The distance between wanting it now and wanting it to go on forever seemed both infinite and just one sweet push away at the same time. He used his long legs to press his hips up hard, giving her short, deep thrusts that made her gasp and clutch at him. She hung on tight, their hips grinding together, the wet slap of their bodies filling the room. 
He gasped suddenly and grabbed her hips, his eyes opening to meet hers. There was a moment when everything stopped, trembling on that edge, their bodies joined, eyes locked, a sweet pause they both savored before the inevitable came crashing in like a tidal wave. Callie wrapped her arms around his neck as he took her with him one last time, shaking with the fierce intensity of it. Jason growled, biting his lip as he propelled them both upward with such force that she had to hang onto him to keep from falling, her own orgasm milking his, white hot waves filling her belly again and again.
"Now, that's what I call a good session," he murmured against her neck and she felt his smile. 
"You never turned off the mic, did you?" She glanced behind them at the table, the microphone light still on, her stories strewn, wrinkled, and slightly stained. The red folder was on the floor.
He grinned. "Nope." 
"Well, I think I finally managed to let the story live through me." 
He kissed her, soft and lingering. "I think you did better than that."
"So what do you say, Mr. Adams?" She smiled and pressed her forehead to his. "Do I get the job? Do you wanna be my agent?" 
He winked. "As long as you're not expecting some Jerry Maguire mission statement from me."
"Should I tell you that you had me at hello?" 
"Ahhh Cal..." His eyes were sad as they met hers, and she knew he was thinking about all the reasons she shouldn't be sitting naked in his lap. "I don't know." 
"Don't worry about it." She nuzzled his cheek, the corner of his mouth, her lips soft and warm against the fuzziness of his beard. "You just gotta represent, baby."
"That I can do."
She smiled, leaning in to kiss him. "So I noticed."
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"Lose weight."
Beth snorted and pinched the side of Tina's trim thigh. "If you lose weight, you'll disappear, Tinkerbelle." Tina wiggled away from Beth's wandering fingers with a grin. "Think of something else."
"Stop smoking."
Beth laughed out loud at that. Tina hadn't ever smoked in her life. "Listen, princess, if you're not going to take this seriously, I'm going to have to tickle you again."
Tina squealed, grabbing for the covers and pulling them over her tousled blonde head. "No more tickling!" 
"Then tell me honestly..." Beth's hand sneaked under the covers, seeking heat. "What's your New Year's Resolution gonna be?"
Tina's eyes were bright as she peeked over the top of the comforter. "Okay, okay... you really want to know?"
Beth's hand had found the sweet spot she was searching for. The way Tina bit her lip when Beth slipped her fingers up and down in the wetness was both hot and endearing, and she felt her own body respond. 
"I wouldn't have asked, if I didn't want to know, sweetness..." Beth flipped the comforter off in an instant, making Tina squeal again at the shock and pedal back toward the headboard. Beth's hands gripped the blonde woman's thighs and pulled her downward with no effort at all. Tina was tiny, a lightweight, and she could toss her around like a little ragdoll when she wanted to. It was one of the many things Beth loved.
"Ohhhh god," Tina wiggled and spread as Beth's probing fingers and tongue found their way past her soft, smooth lips and into the pink folds inside. "I can't think when you're doing that, baby."
Beth fastened her mouth over the tender, swollen bud of Tina's clit. Her flesh was incredibly responsive, and Beth knew that in just a few moments time, she could bring the little blonde to a hard, quick orgasm. Tina's hips were already beginning to move against her tongue. Instead, Beth pulled back and grinned. "Well, in that case, I'll just stop until—"
"Nooooo!" Tina wailed, grabbing Beth's dark head and pressing her between her thighs. "Please, please..."
"Then tell me." Beth's tongue flicked back and forth, barely touching the woman's clit. "What's your New Year's Resolution gonna be? I told you mine, it's only fair..."
Tina groaned, reaching down and spreading her lips with her fingers, rubbing her own clit. "I can't... tell... you..." She was making fast circles, her breath coming in short, hard pants. 
"Ha!" Beth snatched the blonde's hand away from her pussy, wiggling herself between Tina's thighs and pressing her full, round breasts against Tina's mound. "You better tell... I swear, I'll tickle you again until you can't breathe!" Beth's fingers inched their way up Tina's sides and she squirmed, begging.
"No, no, no tickling!" Tina gasped and wiggled and Beth shivered as her nipples brushed through the slick wetness between Tina's thighs. "Okay, I'll tell you..."
With a satisfied smile, Beth kissed her way down Tina's smooth, flat belly, her eyes moving over the blonde's face, those sweet, delicate features twisted in pleasure as Beth began licking again. Tina moaned, rocking her hips up and down, her fingers twisting and tugging at her own little nipples, the pink flesh turning red with her attention.
"Oh yes!" Tina spread wide when Beth's fingers found her, slipping deep inside. "You know I love that..."
Beth did. Her fingers curled inside, seeking that sweet, sensitive spot and rubbing there, again and again. She loved watching Tina wiggle and squirm and moan under her mouth and fingers. There couldn't be anything better in the world. 
"My new year's resolution..." Tina gasped, her thighs trembling as she pulled them back to give Beth more room, deeper access. "Oh fuck, baby... please..."
Beth tried not to grin, but she couldn't help it as she flicked her tongue back and forth over that sensitive little clit. Tina's nails were digging into the soft flesh on the sides of her knees, making crescent shapes there as she rocked against Beth's mouth.
"Tell me," Beth urged, taking only a moment to say the words and then focusing again on the woman's clit, her fingers working hard inside, against the smooth walls of the little blonde's pussy. 
"Oooooo baby!" Tina's whole body was quivering. "Make me come first, and then I'll tell you! Please!" 
"You promise?" Beth's tongue pressed faster, harder, looking up into Tina's flushed face.
"Oh I promise!" she gasped, trembling with her longing. "Yes, yes, I promise, please! Make me come, oh baby, make me—"
There was no stopping it now. Tina quivered with her climax, one hand pressing Beth's dark head between her legs, the other rubbing hot, delicious friction over her nipple as she shuddered and bucked on the bed. Beth drank her in, swallowing the hot flood of her juices, thicker and more copious as she came and came into her waiting mouth. 
"Oh god." Tina's knees fell open, like spreading angel's wings, and she threw an arm over her eyes. "You're so good to me, I can't stand it."
"You promised," Beth reminded, her fingers walking up the sensitive, ticklish expanse of Tina's ribs, making the blonde whimper.
"Okay, okay!" Tina peeked out from under her arm and bit her lip. "I'll tell you."
Beth waited, her fingertips drumming over Tina's ribcage, making her jump. 
"My new year's resolution..." Tina took a deep breath and said it quickly, as if she were trying to get it out as fast as possible. "Is to buy a strap-on and fuck you with it." 
Beth's eyes widened and her heart lurched in her chest. "What?!"
Rolling to her belly, Tina hid her flushed cheeks against the cool surface of the pillow. "I told you I couldn't tell you! I knew you'd be mad!"
Beth's fingers moved over the soft flesh of Tina's behind, kneading there. She smiled and pressed her lips there. "I'm not mad."
Glancing hesitantly over her shoulder, Tina's eyes narrowed. "You're not?"
"No." Beth grinned as she eased past the shock of it, feeling her own pussy quivering at the thought. "In fact... I think we should go shopping."
Tina's eyes widened then, a hint of a smile on her lips. "We should?"
Beth stood and stretched, reaching for her t-shirt. "Get up and get dressed. We're going to the toy store."
The blonde's eyes were stunned, her jaw open, but not working. 
"Hurry up." Beth grinned. "Before I tickle you again."
That got Tina moving, and they both quickly dressed, the silence between them full of tingling anticipation.
* * * *
Beth shuddered as Tina held up a life-like dildo modeled after some male porn star. "You're not getting that thing anywhere near my cooch, girlie."
Tina giggled, waving it back and forth. "Come on... it's even got realistic balls!"
"Good, then I can kick them." Beth grimaced. "Put it back."
Tina put it back with the rest of the toy display with a sigh. "We're never going to find anything at this rate."
"Hey!" Beth edged over to the next aisle where several leather harnesses hung from hooks. "Now we're talking..."
Tina followed her, eyeing the thick straps. "Yeah. I can see myself strapping on one of these."
Beth's eyes gleamed. "So can I... damn, you'd look hot in this..." She lifted a leather harness and held it out in front of Tina's slim hips. 
"You can try it on, if you want."
Both women jumped and whirled to face the guy who had moved in behind them. He was an older man with a salt and pepper beard, and he was wearing a name tag that said: "Ron" below the "Sexy Stuff" logo. 
Beth blushed and blinked at him, quickly putting the harness back. "Oh, no. Thanks anyway."
Tina grinned. "Actually, do you have something that's fun for both the strap-on and the, uh, strap-ee?"
Ron smiled. "I sure do. Come this way." 
Beth snapped the elastic of Tina's skirt as she passed, making a face at her, but Tina stuck her tongue out, following Ron around the corner. Beth sighed, reluctantly following. Walking into a sex toy shop took enough courage for her, but talking about toys in front of someone—a man, no less! That was too much. 
"This one is nice, because it has a vibrating egg inside that's designed to stimulate the external genital area of the female wearer." Ron held up a black strap on with a large black dildo attached. Beth hid behind Tina, wincing as the blonde took the strap-on from the man and inspected it. "You can try it on if you like. We have a dressing room in back. For toys, we ask that you wear a pair of disposable panties that we provide, of course, and please, no penetration."
Beth could feel her face burning. She was all about being the dominant one in the bedroom, but as far as she was concerned, sex was private, and should be kept that way. They'd always argued about getting a strap-on, because while Beth wanted to order one via the Internet, Tina insisted that they had to see and feel the merchandise. Now Beth had finally relented, and she was face-to-face with a man talking to them about the "external genital area of the female!"
"I want to try it on." Tina grinned over her shoulder at Beth. "Lead on, Ron... where's that dressing room?"
Inwardly, Beth groaned, but she followed them both toward the back of the store. Ron took a key off his belt and unlocked a dressing room door. 
"There are disposable panties there, in those dispensers." He nodded toward the container on the wall. "Just let me know when you're through, or if you'd like to try something else. I can always get it for you."
Tina thanked him, pulling Beth into the cubicle and shutting the door behind them. Beth sank onto the bench, covering her eyes with her hands as Tina pulled a pair of panties out of the dispenser. They were wrapped in plastic, and she tore the wrapper eagerly with her teeth. 
"This is so embarrassing." Beth whispered, glancing toward the door, as if she were sure Ron was just on the other side, listening. 
Tina grinned, kicking off her shoes. "You're cute when your cheeks are all red like that."
"Brat." Beth's hand came down on Tina's behind as the blonde pulled her skirt and panties off. "We're alone now, you know."
"I know." Tina put her foot up on the bench beside Beth and spread her smooth pussy lips, showing her girlfriend pink. Beth's eyes brightened and she leaned in to kiss Tina's exposed clit, making her squirm and sigh. "Gotta get these panties on."
"Very fashionable," Beth remarked, licking her lips, loving the taste of pussy in her mouth and throat as she swallowed. Tina pulled the thin, stretchable mesh panties on. "I assume those are one-size-fits-all or something?"
"Probably." Tina stretched the material way out in front of her taut, flat belly. "These would fit a pregnant woman!" 
Beth fingered the leather straps of the strap-on and murmured, "This is sexy as hell." 
Tina's eyes brightened. "I know. Put it on me." 
Beth helped her with the straps, snapping and buckling them in place and pulling them taut. Tina stood in front of the mirror and wrapped her hand around the big, black cock, stroking it up and down the shaft. Beth bit her lip, watching, feeling her pussy responding to the sight of her girlfriend with leather straps across her hips and a huge dildo between her legs. 
"Like it?" Tina's voice was husky as she met Beth's eyes in the mirror. Beth just nodded, swallowing hard as Tina pulled her t-shirt off, so that she was completely naked except for the strap-on and mesh panties. "How about now?"
"Fuck, baby!" Beth breathed, her hand pressing between her legs over the crotch of her jeans. 
"Yeah." Tina's hips swayed as she came forward, pressing the black cock to Beth's lips. "I am... I'm gonna fuck you so good and hard..." Beth groaned, licking and sucking the head of the dildo, her eyes on her girlfriend's face. Tina smiled. "Play with yourself, baby. I want to watch." 
Beth unsnapped and unzipped, wiggling her jeans and panties down her hips to her knees. Her pussy—just as smooth as soft as Tina's, they shaved each other every other day—was soaking wet and her fingers sank easily into her flesh. 
"Think this thing has batteries?" Tina mused, searching for and finding the "on" switch. The vibrating egg between her legs began to hum and she gasped, her eyes half-closing in pleasure. "Ohhh yes... batteries included... thank god!"
Beth groaned around the shaft of the dildo as Tina's hips rocked, pressing the head of the cock deeper into her throat. Her clit was throbbing and she rubbed it in fast circles as Tina fucked her mouth. 
"That feels so gooooood, baby," Tina moaned, rolling her hips as she pressed forward. Beth knew that the vibrating egg was rubbing right against the blonde's clit through the disposable panties, and that the harder she pressed, the better it felt. "God, I can't wait to fuck you with this big cock..."
Beth groaned, rubbing faster, her pussy on fire. She moved the cock around and around in her mouth, pressing back hard, making Tina gasp and squirm. The rocking motion was rubbing the little egg over and over Tina's sensitive clit, and she tugged hard at her nipples.
"Oh god, oh god," Tina whispered. "I'm gonna come, baby!" Beth couldn't respond with the cock in her mouth, and she couldn't have, anyway, because she was coming, too, her mouth clamping down hard around the cock in her throat, her pussy rhythmically squeezing her own plunging fingers. Tina shuddered and arched, her hands on her hips, thrusting the big, black cock she was wearing deep into her girlfriend's mouth as she came, as if with every thrust, she was filling her with something.
When the knock came at the door, both women jumped and scrambled for their clothes, blushing furiously. "Ladies? Can I get you anything?"
"Thanks, Ron!" Tina called, tossing the disposable panties in the trash and pulling her clothes on. Beth snapped and zipped her jeans, her face flushed.  Tina quickly wiped the saliva off the dildo and she opened the door a crack to see the man smiling knowingly through the opening. "You know what... we'll take it!"
* * * *
"I didn't realize it was so damned big!" Beth gasped, wincing as Tina edged the huge black cock between her slick pussy lips. 
"Hold still!" Tina insisted, giving Beth's ass a slap and making her yelp.
"Hey!" Beth snorted, glancing over her shoulder at her girlfriend. "Who died and made you boss?"
"Seems to me, the boss is the wearer of the strap-on." Tina grinned, pressing her hips forward. Beth gasped as the dildo stretched her wide, sinking deep into her flesh. 
"You brat!" Beth squirmed, gripping the sheet in both fits. "God damn, that thing is fucking huge!"
"I know." Tina pulled back and out, slapping the dildo against her girlfriend's ass. "I like have a nice big cock to fuck you with."
"I'm starting to regret this New Year's Resolution business," Beth grumbled as Tina slid the cock head through her slit again, up and down. 
"Awww, don't be like that." Tina wiggled the tip against Beth's clit, back and forth. "Give it a chance. I think you're going to like it."
"You keep saying that..." Beth murmured, arching back as Tina rubbed her pussy with the hard cock. It tickled her sensitive clit, back and forth, round and round, making her squirm for more. 
"I promise..." Tina turned on the vibrating egg and the dildo vibrated a little too, making Beth moan softly and spread wider. "You're gonna like it, baby." 
"I do like that," Beth gasped as Tina rocked the cock back and forth through her slit. "We could do that all day..."
"Rub your clit for me," Tina urged, easing back. Beth's fingers searched out her throbbing clit and made little circles there. "Does that feel good?"
"Mmmm..." Beth wiggled and arched, rubbing faster. 
"Don't stop." Tina aimed the cock, attached around her hips with leather straps, and thrust. Beth groaned, but she didn't stop touching herself. The thick black cock eased her open inch by inch and Tina pressed forward until she felt resistance. 
Beth felt the vibration of the egg all the way through the shaft of the dildo as Tina began to rock, fucking her slowly. Tina's thumbs kneaded the flesh of her ass, opening her up further with the motion. Beth's fingers rubbed faster and faster, her clit aching. 
"How's that, baby?" Tina gasped, thrusting in and out, a little faster now. "Is that good?"
Biting her lip, Beth pressed her cheek to the sheet, which arched her back even further, pushing the cock deeper. Tina's silky thighs brushed hers with every thrust. She didn't want to admit it, but it felt incredible! The dildo opened her wide, sinking deep into her flesh with every pass. 
"Oh god!" Tina moaned. "Your pussy is so gorgeous... you should see this cock fucking your hot little hole..."
Beth moaned, too, her clit like a thick pulse under her fingers. She was so close to coming that her whole body was trembling with it. Tina thrust faster, her hips rocking and her breath coming in short pants. Her thumbs rubbed Beth's ass, working inward until she was massaging around her tight little asshole. 
"What are you doing?" Beth wiggled and squirmed, moaning. 
"Feel good?" Tina's finger pressed the little rosebud hole, massaging around and around. "It's so tight. Maybe I'll fuck you there, next."
Beth startled at the thought, but her pussy throbbed in response. "Oh god..." her voice was a low growl, her back arching. "Ohhh fuck, baby, make me come all over that big, fat dick!" 
That did it for both of them. Tina made a low noise in her throat as she bucked up against Beth's shuddering ass. They came together, Tina's finger slipping into Beth's ass and wiggling there, sending extra waves of pleasure through them both. Beth eased forward, the cock slipping out of her pussy, and she rolled over to smile at her girlfriend. 
"Here." Tina eased herself over Beth, straddling her chest. "Lick it."
Beth did, sucking and licking her own juices off the thick end. 
Tina watched, her eyes bright, easing the cock a little further into Beth's mouth. "That was so fucking hot."
"Especially when you put your finger in my ass," Beth murmured, licking up the shaft. 
Her eyes brightened and Tina smiled. "You liked that, huh?"
Beth nodded, reaching under the dildo to press her hand to Tina's mound, making her shiver. "Yeah... a lot."
"Well then... maybe next time, I'll put that big black cock in your ass." Tina grinned.
Beth pressed the vibrating egg hard against Tina's pussy and grinned back. "Promises, promises."
"Not a promise... a resolution."
Beth leaned in to kiss her. "I love your resolve."
-------
>^,,^<
Now, on to other things... You know, kitties love being petted, so don't hesitate to leave feedback! If you enjoyed this story, please take a moment to vote and check out my other stories, here and elsewhere, if this one appealed to you. Thanks for reading!
*~Selena~* 
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When I was born, I was supposed to be a boy. My father was counting on it, so I could carry on the family name. Plus, he was sure he wouldn't know the first thing to do with a girl, and his younger brother had three. He wanted to be the one to produce the family "heir," so to speak.
I, however, was not born with a penis.
This is not something I've ever regretted, though. I love being a woman, and everything that comes with it. I certainly wouldn't choose anything different. I have, however, wondered what it might be like to have a cock.
There's something so "out there" about a cock. It's insistent, demanding. It makes its presence known -- sometimes, according to the men I've known, at the most inopportune times. Still, I've wondered. Not wished, not wanted, not in the Freudian sense of envying a man his appendage, no... But I have wondered.
I recently had a dream that went a long way toward easing that curiosity...
I was making out with Cordelia. You Buffy fans will know who I'm talking about immediately. For those of you who aren't, Cordelia's real name is Charisma Carpenter. She's incredibly, stunningly beautiful. (Google is your friend!)
We were on a train, I think, something that rocked back and forth as we kissed on a mattress on the floor. At first, I was licking her through her panties (did you know Cordy's smooth? It was a wonderful discovery...) but she kept begging me to fuck her.
I thought she meant with my fingers, so I shoved her panties aside and began to finger her as I tongued her pussy. She moaned and thrust back, but she continued to beg, "God, please! Fuck me! I need your cock!"
Cock?
Me?
I actually looked down in my dream to check... and to my surprise, I had one! It wasn't real (at least, not at first.) It was a black dildo in a leather harness. Who was I to say no to Cordy?
She sat up to tug her panties off, and she hungrily grabbed hold of my cock. (My cock?! It still felt strange to me...) I've never understood the point of watching a woman suck on a dildo. I imagine for men, it's the power of suggestion, but as a woman, it just does nothing for me.
This, however, was different. Watching her tongue the head, seeing it disappearing between her stretched lips, her eyes big and hungry as she looked up at me... oh. my. God. Suddenly, I understood on a visceral level what men love about blowjobs. And my "cock" didn't even have any nerve endings!
I felt like a God... as if she was worshipping at some altar, and I was her God. It turned me hungry, animal. I wanted her. I wanted to take her. This was a new feeling altogether, and it was overwhelming. All-consuming. She lapped at the cock between my legs, almost purring, like a cat, and I could barely contain the visions I was having of fucking her until she screamed.
"Fuck me!" She wasn't demanding, she was asking, begging, pleading. She turned around and turned her ass up to me, and that was all it took. The sight of her pussy, swollen and pink, was like some magnet drawing at the throbbing cock between my legs. And it was throbbing. I felt it, actually felt it sliding inside her.
I've asked men before, "What does that moment feel like?" Some have attempted to describe it. All of them have failed. Most of them say, "It's indescribable." And they're right. There are no words for that first moment of sliding inside, of being taken in, of taking. There are no words.
And there were none, between the fucking and the climax. Just low, guttural noises denoting pure, raw, animal pleasure. She came twice. I remember her coming twice, warning me, shuddering as I pounded her with the thick cock between my thighs, the flutter and twitch of her around me a delightful surprise.
There's only one other moment you just can't describe with words, and that's the moment of orgasm. Physiologically, we've been told it's a similar experience for men and women, and while this is true, if my dream is any indication, it's similar and yet... different. There was a great deal of force behind my climax, and Cordy wasn't going to waste a moment of it.
She turned around and grabbed for my cock, slick with her juiced, and swallowed my length with her mouth. Oh my god, the difference in sensation, the way her hand jerked and tugged, as if she could pull my orgasm out of me, and that's just what she did, urging me to come in her mouth.
I exploded -- I saw stars, everything went black for a moment as I pumped my hips and emptied my cock into her throat. Such a good girl, she swallowed every last drop and went looking for more along the ridge with her hot, pink tongue, making me shudder with pleasure.
"My turn," she said, kneeling up to kiss me -- I realized I could taste semen in her mouth, and understood it had to be from me. Stunning thought. I didn't understand, until she reached around the side of the harness and began to unstrap it, what she meant by "her turn," but I did now.
Unfortunately, that's when the alarm went off!
Don't you ever wish you could pause dreams and go back to them later? *sigh*
Well, clearly my psyche wanted to satisfy my curiosity about having a cock.
I think it did a pretty good job.
Don't you?
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Ohhh no, not another essay to stir the debate about whether or not you should spit or swallow his cum after a blowjob!
Actually, no.
I want too talk about spit, as in saliva--and spitting.
You see, during a blowjob, saliva is your best friend.
This clear, amazing, renewable liquid is your major source of lubrication while you're sucking cock. It's a good thing our mouths just keep making more when there's something in it, isn't there? Heat, wetness and friction are what cocks love, and most men will find it hard to discern which they like better, the slick sheath of a pussy or the hot suck of a mouth.
Saliva helps your mouth mimic the wet warmth of your pussy, but there are lots of fun things you can do with saliva to make things more interesting in the bedroom -- or wherever it is you happen to be sucking cock. *wink*
Are you ready?
Sexy string
No, I'm not talking about the thong -- or butt floss, as it were. I'm talking about saliva. There's something incredibly sexy about that long, unbroken string of saliva from the head of his cock to your mouth. Let him see it streeeetch out... break... and then dribble down your chin. Trust me, it's not gross. Even if it feels that way. In the heat of the moment, with your eyes looking up at him, that one deliberate act is going to be so hot he'll have to do everything he can not to come right there on the spot.
Drool
It's not just for babies and invalids anymore! Your mouth is going to make a lot of saliva during a blowjob - a lot. Let some of it slide down and wet your chin...even your chest and breasts. Rub his cock over your cheeks so they shine and glisten with your saliva and his precum. His eyes will light up like a little kid on Christmas morning opening the last Wii Toys R Us had in stock.
Spitting
Okay, some people find this just too gross for words, I know. But spitting during sex isn't the same as spitting out your car window. Just like real estate, it's location location location! With the right person, in the right context, at the right moment... spitting can be really, incredibly hot.
Now, I'm not talking about hawking a loogie here (that really is gross! And incidentally, that's a fly by night spelling because, sadly, loogie is not officially in the dictionary... but I digress!) I'm talking about using that magical mouth lubricant to your advantage and making a bold, daring move. There's something about that taboo act, something we normally think of as "nasty" or "dirty" which transforms in the midst of the sex act to something of an outrageous turn-on.
Think I'm kidding? Watch some "throat job" porn. Or, hell, just try it yourself on your guy, and watch his reaction. Granted, there are a few guys out there who don't like it -- who will give you the impression that you, someone of the feminine persuasion, should be much too ladylike to make such a gesture.
Of course, these are usually the guys who list, "walking on the beach at sunset" as one of their hobbies on Facebook, because they think it's what women really want to hear. But what are the odds he's being honest? Perhaps if men weren't always wondering what it is we women want or like, they'd be able to fill their "hobbies" section with the truth and "Watching NFL Monday night football and women spitting on my cock during a blowjob" just might make the list!
But if you've got a guy who likes it when you talk like a dirty sailor or enjoys it immensely when you call him Daddy once in a while during sex, I imagine the cock-spitting maneuver is one can you add to your repertoire without too much risk of some sort of negative reaction.
And while it might sound gross, you won't know until you try, right?
So gather your courage... and some of your saliva in your mouth... and spit it onto the head of his cock, working it in with your hand. And then do it again. If you're brave enough to try it, you might be surprised by his groan of appreciation and a tell-tale thickening of his cock in your mouth!
So the bottom line is this: don't be afraid of the spit! It's not time to be ladylike. It's time to let go and get wild and messy. You and your saliva should be BFF when you're giving your man oral pleasure-so don't forget to use and be thankful for those salivary glands!
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This is my Winter Holiday Contest Entry for 2008. Enjoy! --Selena
-----
Twenty-six degrees below zero, almost total darkness and white-out conditions, but Mary didn't notice any of it as Finn trudged up behind her, the thick cloud of his breath misting over her shoulder as he watched her work.
"What's your depth?" He had to yell to be heard over both the drill and the generator running it, but Mary didn't acknowledge his question, too engrossed, determined. Another ten feet. And then another. She'd pulled two cores on her own already—they were bagged and tagged on the sled she'd dragged along behind her on the snowmobile to the site. Both her shoulders and her head ached, but she didn't care.
He moved to help her as the mechanical swirl of the drill began to rise to the top, like a dark barber's pole or a terrible, twisted candy cane. It was heavy without an ice core in its center, but twice that now with its frigid contents. Mary stepped aside, letting him lift it out of her hands, pulling it free and turning it sideways, carrying it over to the makeshift work station. She'd set that up, too, in only the glow from one generator-powered work light. It was December twenty-second, the eve of the winter solstice, and they had officially moved into twenty-four hour darkness at the North Pole.
"We're at almost four thousand meters." The steam of her breath joined his as they bent over the thick length of ice, together sweeping chips from its surface with small brushes. The tubular metal cradle it rested in measured the core down to the millimeter.
Finn sat back on his haunches and gave a low whistle. "Christ, Mare. That's deeper than anyone's ever gone. Ever. And this is firn."
The excitement in her belly burned almost as hot as her cheeks and she nodded, noting the measurement in a notebook she pulled from her pocket. The pens they had were the same ones astronauts used in space. Regular ink froze quickly out here. She'd finally grown used to handling pens and other small instruments with thick gloves on instead of the thin latex she was used to.
Glancing over at Finn, watching him work as he wrote out a label and pressed it onto the surface of the polyethylene bag, she thought that only he would be crazy enough to suggest running off to the North Pole in the dead of winter. But she'd been wrong. There were plenty of others on the team at first, with the goal of providing the deepest and most comprehensive Arctic ice core data ever collected in the hopes of helping boost the research on climate change. She had jumped at the chance to work with firn—snow so cold all the time it never melted from year to year—and, too, with Finn.
Without Finn, she never would have known about this opportunity, let alone taken it, leaping with a blind faith the girl her father had once called "Miss Microscope" would never have considered without the solidity of her best friend, Finn, beside her. As one of the world's most renowned paleoclimatologists, he'd been on hundreds of Arctic expeditions, but she'd been naively excited beyond words when they started this project, at the thought of being a part of history, and too, of spending time away from the world with Finn. And now that the rest of the crew had left, going home just in time for the holidays and leaving them to finish up the last of their project, they were truly alone.
Mary rubbed her gloved finger over the surface of the core—ice frozen for seven-hundred and fifty thousand years and pulled from a depth of almost two and a half miles. No human being had ever touched anything so deep before. If the bitter cold didn't do it, the incredible rush of that realization should have been more than enough to give her goose bumps under her parka, but that wasn't what caused the shiver that ran up her spine, nor was it the heat from Finn's body next to hers.
She had discovered something even more bottomless, more infinite. And she was hungry for more, determined to prove to Finn that what she'd found wasn't some statistical anomaly.
"I'm going deeper." She stood, turning toward the drill, leaving him to bag and tag the latest core, but Finn caught her arm, shaking his head.
"It's enough." He nodded toward the sled. "Let's pack up and get back to base. It's freezing, it's midnight and you're sick."
"I'm not sick." Looking longingly at the drill, she sighed and let him lead her to the snowmobile. He sat her on the seat, pulling her parka hood around her face as if she were a child. "Finn! A ninety-nine degree fever doesn't qualify as sick!" She brushed his coat-tightening hands away. "Would you quit?"
"I'll pack us up." He gave her a long, steady look. "Okay?"
She relented, sitting back down to wait. It didn't take him long to break it all down and pack it onto the sled. Her head did ache, and her face burned, but she was sure it was more from the bone-numbing chill than from her little fever. It was just a cold, but he acted like she was at death's door. The thought of examining the cores she'd pulled that night perked her up as Finn climbed onto his snowmobile, starting it and motioning her to follow.
They had a thick dark rope running from their drill site to the base half a mile away so they wouldn't get stuck out in the snow in white-out conditions and could always find their way back. Their camp, now empty of the rest of the crew, consisted of an insulated trailer with a huge satellite dwarfing its dark surface mounted outside. That was where they slept and ate, but the lab was built mostly underground, and that's where they parked to unload.
"You stay here!" Finn cradled one of the cores in two hands, turning sideways to take it down into the lab.
She'd never met a man so good at giving orders. He would have made a great drill sergeant—if he wasn't such a brilliant scientist. Mary slid off the Arctic Cat, killing the engine before hefting a second core from the sled and heading down after him. He gave her a sour look as he passed, heading back out for the third one and the rest of the equipment. What was he going to do—fire her? It didn't matter out here in the middle of nowhere. She'd directly defied him and returned to the site to drill tonight, and she had no intention of following any more orders, except perhaps the insistent ones in her own head. It had always been her motivation—her curiosity, that sense of discovery. She had to know.
The lab had been built months before the crew arrived. It was a wonder of modern engineering, a simple, elegant self-supporting steel arch which could take the great load of snow without even one internal support. Their grant had paid for everything, even the heavy airlocked door that opened up to what was paradise compared to the work environment outside. Ambient air temperature remained at a constant seventeen degrees Fahrenheit underground, quite balmy compared to the negative temperatures above. Drifting snow—the kind they had now, white-out moving toward blizzard conditions—were only a factor because they had to maintain access to the portal.
She turned on the light and the arctic fluorescents, resistant to cold, flickered and came alive. To Mary, it was heaven, and she flipped her hood back, her lungs aching with the change in temperature, sucking air not quite as sharp and bitter as before. She'd never been so aware of her own body as she had become on this trip. The extremes of the environment had forced her to acknowledge her own corporeal nature, something the safety of a job in her lab at home back in Massachusetts had never compelled her to do. Sure, they had winter there, a change of seasons...but nothing like this, the deep, constant incomprehensible cold.
"Come on, Mare." Finn had the third core, kicking the door shut behind him. "Let's go to bed."
She looked up from where she was sliding the first core she'd drilled out of its bag. He didn't mean together, dummy. But her heart felt as if it were beating somewhere in her throat and she was glad her cheeks were still red from the cold to cover their flush. Instead of answering him, she finished sliding the bag free and set the core into the cradle of the scale, recording the weight in another section of her notebook.
"You are so stubborn." Finn watched as she traded her thick gloves for latex, inspecting the length of ice for a crack-free sample and, using a fine saw, separating it out.
"And you are so bossy," she countered, cutting off a few millimeters of the sample, weighing the largest section on another scale and recording the reading. Five-hundred-and-two grams. Perfect. Selecting a smaller polyethylene bag, she placed the sample inside and then set it into their flash cooler. It would take the sample down to negative eighty degrees Celsius.
"You're really going to do this tonight?" He sighed as she began sawing at another length of the core. This one she would put into the plasma mass spectrometer.
"Go to bed, Finn." She waved him away as she inspected the sample, her trained eyes looking for cracks or imperfections.
He pulled his own heavy gloves off and reached for a sterile latex pair. "I'm not going without you."
She smiled, holding up her sample like a trophy. "Then fire up Old Bessie, because I need to see this reading or I'm never going to be able to sleep."
They worked well together—they always had—their timing in sync, anticipating one another's next motion with a deft precision that came from years of moving together in the same space. Finn took the sample from her hand and carried it over to "Old Bessie"—their plasma mass spectrometer. Compact and light, it was the size of a small television and attached to a laptop for reading output.
Mary used an instrument they jokingly called "the tweezers" to extract the frigid sample from the freezing unit and lift it carefully out of the bag. It was a perfect record of history, an effective time capsule, storing a snapshot of the earth's atmosphere seven-hundred-and-fifty thousand years ago. The tests would tell them the age of the ice within a few years here or there. It would also tell them all the common meteorological data from that time period—precipitation amount, solar activity, air temperature, atmospheric composition.
But she wasn't interested in any of that. The millions of tiny air bubbles in the ice had revealed something to her even more amazing than greenhouse gases or evidence of climate change.
"Into the cheese grater with you." Mary placed the sample into a round, stainless steel extraction flask, closing the door and turning on the machine. It would grind the ice into fine chips in a vacuum, release the air and trap the gasses without any contamination to taint the sample. This, too, was attached to a laptop, and the results would be analyzed by computer.
She couldn't resist coming to watch for the results of the spectrometer over Finn's shoulder. The laptop just showed a slow-moving bar that read, "Analyzing - Please Wait" beneath. His hood was thrown back, and she noted the way his jaw clenched and unclenched, the way he pointedly didn't turn to look over his shoulder at her.
She also noticed the way his dark hair curled at the nape of his neck—long, too long. He needed a cut, but of course there was nowhere to get one out there. She wondered if he would let her do it, and just imagining running her fingers through the black raven's wings of his hair made her feel breathless.
"Well, there it is." Finn sounded annoyed as he pointed to the screen and she almost laughed.
"I told you the last one wasn't a contaminated sample." She fought the smug urge to stick her tongue out at his back.
He rolled his eyes, pulling his latex gloves off and reaching for his warmer ones. "Two samples don't make it conclusive."
"Did you run it through the gas chromatograph?"
"Does Old Bessie moo?"
Mary touched the laptop screen, pointing to one of the longer spikes. "So this one here..."
"Unidentifiable."
"Finn! Look!" She grabbed a three-ring-binder from the table, flipping it open and holding it up next to the screen. "It's exactly the same as the last one. Look at the graph."
"I'm looking." He was looking, but he wasn't happy about it.
"And this..." She turned the other laptop on the counter, finished analyzing its own data, so he could see the reading from the other machine. "See here? It's the same. Unidentified."
Finn shrugged. "It doesn't necessarily mean anything."
"What are you afraid of?" She couldn't believe his nonchalance, his lack of curiosity about this new discovery.
He quickly turned off the power to the laptop, not even shutting it down the way he should have. "I'm afraid you're feverish and I'm going to have to radio us out of here before you start hallucinating."
Hurt, she felt her chest tightening and confronted him, her hands on her hips. "I'm not hallucinating lab results, Finn."
"Okay, so you got the results you were looking for," he snapped, reaching over and stabbing the power button on the other laptop. "Can we go to bed now?"
Her face and body felt frozen, colder than she'd ever been out in the arctic chill. "I bet you every single one of these deeper cores will show us the same thing. It's getting stronger, you know, more concentrated, the deeper we go."
He shrugged again, turning toward the door, a dismissal.
"There's something down there!" She wanted to throw something at his head and her hands clenched into fists. "Something no one has ever discovered before!"
"Well, if it's down there, it will still be there in the morning, won't it?" he asked over his shoulder, opening the door and letting in a blast of frigid air. "Are you coming?"
She'd butted heads with him before—they'd had playful, week-long disagreements back and forth sometimes. But she had never experienced him like this—cold, dismissive, obdurate.
Her righteous elation dampened by his reaction, Mary snapped her own gloves off and reached for her warm ones, the action an assent, and he watched her put them on before he went out the door. She knew he expected her to follow him, and she did, feeling dizzy with her discovery and his trivialization of it. Leaving everything, she just turned out the light and shut the door behind her.
Her cheeks felt as if they were on fire as she trudged after him in the powder, and the cold hit her like a wall, actually stopping her breathless in the dark. Finn's retreating back, heading toward the trailer, was just visible through the blowing snow. Her heart hammered hard in her chest, her legs like lead, and she managed to call out to him once before she went down to her knees.
"Finn!"
For a minute she thought he wasn't going to stop, that he was going to childishly storm off and leave her. And she didn't think she could get back up. Her legs felt too weak, trembling, and she let her body go, collapsing on the snow and rolling to her back, giving up. It didn't matter. He didn't believe her, he didn't care. None of it mattered. The stars were bright jewels in a velvet sky, so close she felt she could reach out and touch them, and she actually stretched a hand out into the darkness.
Then he was kneeling over her, wedging his arms beneath, lifting.
"I think I'm sick," she murmured.
"Ya think?" His gruff comment was the last thing she remembered before the stars blinked out.
* * * *
She woke up shivering in a cold sweat to find him beside her. She sensed more than saw him—it was completely dark, their rooms were small, his knees pressed right up against the edge of her cot as he shifted in the chair.
"Finn?"
"I'm here." His voice was soft, and there was no anger in it.
She rolled toward him, clutching his knee, sure now. She didn't know if it had been the fever that had given her the sudden flash of realization, or if was just something that had bubbled up from below her consciousness, a deeper intuition. "I know what it is."
His answer couldn't have surprised her more. "So do I." His hand pressed against her forehead but she was cool now, almost clammy, and he stated the obvious, "Your fever broke."
"No, I mean...what we found." She swallowed, sitting up cross-legged, her back against the wall, her bare knees pressed to his denim-clad ones. He'd undressed her down to her flannel shirt before putting her to bed, and the thought might have embarrassed her if she hadn't been so eager to tell him what she knew. "I know what it is!"
"So do I," he said again, reaching for the light on the small table, turning it on. She was too aware now of her state of undress, the way her dark, tousled hair fell around her face. She ran a hand through its length, smoothing, looking at him watching her, his face unreadable, his gaze moving quickly up from the "v" of her flannel to meet her eyes. He picked up a stoppered test tube off the table and held it up. "I've been in the lab for hours tonight, testing samples."
"What time is it?" she croaked.
"Near morning, I guess." He shrugged. Morning didn't mean much out here without the sun. They were living blind, groping around for answers in the darkness, and the metaphor didn't escape her as Finn offered her the test tube. "This is what you found."
She took it, peering in at the crystallized substance in the bottom. "It's a solid?"
"Yeah." He snorted. "And a gas. And a liquid. I've run every test we have, and the computer's analyzed the data in every possible configuration imaginable, and it all comes up the same."
"Unidentifiable," she murmured, staring at it, amazed.
"And atomic structure? This...it's got to be a new element."
Her breathless wonder was broken by Finn revealing another piece of even more unlikely information. "It has no atomic weight, Mare."
"That's not possible." She just stared at him.
"I know." He shook his head, half-smiling, and shrugged. "It has volume, it has mass, it takes up space. But you can't measure it. It has no atomic weight."
"But..."
Just when she was coming to terms with that impossible fact, he dropped another, equally as implausible, into her lap. "It also has no half-life."
"What?" She held the sample up to the light, frowning. "Are you sure you tested it right? Maybe there's something wrong with the computer..."
"Please." Rolling his eyes, he sat back in the chair with a sigh. "I've been calculating atomic weight and half-life since I was in high school. Everything decomposes and gives off some sort of radiation, right? But this doesn't. The graph won't move—it's a solid flatline. This stuff is...it's infinite. It's some sort of infinite energy source..."
"I know." Mary couldn't begin to explain her feeling, the certainty of her strangely drawn conclusion. She had no logical basis for it, although Finn's research was going a long way toward convincing the Miss Microscope part of her that her intuition was correct. Taking a deep breath, she closed her eyes, and just said it, "It's God."
When Finn didn't respond—she'd expected laughter, at the very at least, coupled with a sarcastic comment—she opened her eyes to look at him. He was thoughtful, staring at the test tube in her closed fist. She went on, "You feel it just as much as I do. I know you do. What we've discovered...all the laws and rules of physics, of the entire universe, just turned upside down. This proves—"
"This doesn't prove anything." He did laugh then, shaking his head. "You might as well say we just proved the existence of Santa Claus. It would hold about as much weight in the scientific community. Hell, why not? We're at the North Pole, aren't we? Let's just call the new element Santa Clausium!"
"I think..." She took a deep breath, ignoring his sarcasm, and pushed forward. "I think it's here for a reason."
"Well, in that sense, I guess everything's here for a reason."



"No, I mean here." She waved her hand around. "Up here. In the Arctic. Frozen at that particular depth."
"What do you mean?" He frowned. 
"I think it wanted to be frozen."
It took a moment for him to respond. "Are you saying...this substance... is sentient?"
She ignored his disbelief. "I also think it wanted to be found."
He laughed. "I think maybe your fever's back."
"It's everything and nothing all at once." She reached out, opened his fist, and put the test tube in it. He looked down at their hands, and then back at her, his eyes searching. "It's an infinite source. What else, Finn? What else could it be?"
He opened his mouth to deny it, she knew him well enough to know, but she pressed her fingertips to his lips, shaking her head. "Don't think. Just feel. Hold it in your hand and feel it."
It was an incredibly unscientific request, but he swallowed and did as she asked. Shaking his head, looking pained, she knew he was struggling with the part of him that required facts, proof. He had them now in his very hand, and still his mind wanted to deny it. She searched his face as he opened his eyes and knew which part of him had won.
"It's everything. It's nothing." His voice actually trembled and she nodded, silently agreeing. "It's limitless power. For good or evil, that's what this means."
The idea was thrilling, beyond words, and she naively mused aloud for a moment. "In the right hands..."
Finn shook his head, his eyes flashing. "In the wrong ones..."
The endless possibility of that thought hung there between them. Mary closed her eyes with the weight of it, leaning her head back against the wall. She felt like crying, laughing, screaming. It was in her, everything at once, almost too much to bear. 
"Are you okay?" His hand was warm on her forehead and she wanted to turn her face to it, encourage him to touch her, to bridge the gap. "Fever?"
"No." She opened her eyes, watching his hand fall to his lap. "Just...it's..." She shrugged, unable to say, but he nodded.
"I know." 
This time it was her voice that trembled when she asked, "What are we going to do?"
Finn closed his eyes again, pursed his lips, that pained look briefly crossing his face for a moment before he looked at her and said, "The right thing."
The right thing. 
Mary reached for the test tube, meaning to take it from him, set it aside, but he caught her hand, turning it over. She thought he was going to place the substance there, but instead he lifted her palm and kissed it, his breath hot against the sensitive inside of her wrist, his lips impossibly soft.
She stared at him in wonder, daring to ask, "So, just what is the right thing, Finn?"
"Right now?" His eyes searched hers, looking for an answer that had always been there. "Right now, it's this."
There was no resistance in her. She let him lean in and capture her mouth, press her back and then down onto the cot, welcoming the weight of him. She heard the faint "tink" of the test tube hitting the floor and then rolling as they came together on the small confines of her little bed, mouths slanting, tongues seeking heat. 
Never had she wanted him more. If she could have cracked herself open to the core, absorbed him completed into her, she would have. Instead, she wound herself around him by degrees, her fingers in his hair, her legs twined with his, her arms snaking around his neck, her tongue circling the hot recesses of his mouth. Finn didn't object, his hands roaming up under her flannel, exploring the soft valley of her waist, the indent of her navel, and—oh, god, finally—the sloping curve of her breast, the rise of her hardening nipple.
Her room was never warm. She went to bed every night nearly fully dressed, but now she was suddenly hot, more than feverish, her body on fire with a heat that could melt ice. Eager, she tugged his dark turtleneck out from the waistband of his jeans, her hands roaming the hard arch of his back, the wings of his shoulder blades, his muscles tight and thick but melting under her touch. Finn helped her pull his shirt off, and she took a brief, breathless moment to admire the broad, masculine emerging shadow of him above her before her trembling fingers found the buttons on her own shirt, working her way down while he worked up from the bottom, their hands meeting in the middle.
He looked at her and groaned when she revealed herself, shrugging out of the shirt, wearing nothing then but the thin barrier of her panties rubbing against the hard press of denim between her thighs. He caught one of her dark-tipped nipples between his lips, his tongue bathing it with the heat of his mouth, a shocking juxtaposition to the cool air. Her body arched all on its own, her hand moving between them, seeking the softness of her mound and the hard press of his cock as they rocked together.
Finn gasped when she cupped her hand over the denim bulge and then pressed his hips forward hard, trapping her hand, his mouth covering hers, tongue plunging deep. His excitement made her bold and she quickly unbuttoned and unzipped him, maneuvering to slide her hand in and pull the length of him out. 
"Oh god," he murmured against her throat, nuzzling there, making her nipples stand up as she stroked him against the inside of her thigh. 
Yes, God, she thought, feeling it, something, coursing through her as they moved closer toward coupling, her mind flashing momentarily on the impossible, unknown crystallized substance resting in a test tube underneath them somewhere. She wanted to tell Finn, how incredible it was, how perfectly divine, but when she looked into his eyes, she thought he already knew. 
"Off," she insisted, shoving his jeans and boxers down his hips, and he obliged, both of them naked now except for the brush of her panties, which were gone in a whisper as he reached down there to touch her. 
She wanted him inside of her, now, forever—she couldn't wait. He was as hard as bedrock in her hand, and she rubbed the tip of him up and down her slit, displacing his probing fingers and making him shudder in response, his hips already moving. 
"Please," he begged, looking down at her with half-closed eyes. "Oh, god, Mary, I need you..."
"Yes." 
She opened to him completely then, and he took her, his cock aimed to perfection, drilling deep, making her gasp with his precision. She didn't let him go, grinding her hips upward, wrapping her legs around his, seeing him grit his teeth, that pained look crossing his face for a moment, and she knew he was holding back.
"No," she whispered, rolling her hips, meeting his beginning thrusts. "Don't hold back, Finn. Please. I want you. All of you." 
He took a quivering breath, shaking his head, his eyes wild, hungry. "If you knew..."
"I do know." She touched his cheek, traced his lips, feeling the pulse of him buried in the hot recesses of her body, every muscle taut, waiting for him to let go. It was beyond pleasure, beyond sensation itself, just out of reach, as if waiting for them to catch up. "I feel it. Don't you feel it?"
"Yes." The look of bewildered longing in his eyes made her slip her hand behind his head, pulling his mouth to hers and kissing him hard as he began to move in her. They rocked together, the heat of their bodies, their breath, filling the little room. 
There was no holding back now, their soft cries melting together as they moved toward some blissful destination shimmering on the horizon, and she watched it recede with every motion forward, an aching mirage. Desperate, greedy, she clung to him as if he could take her there, the thick pound of his cock driving her hard against the cot as she begged him for more.
"Harder," she gasped into his ear, her teeth raking his neck, his shoulder. "Oh Finn, please, I'm..." 
"Coming," he groaned, thrusting deep and she felt it burst, the energy trapped between them released in a bright, white hot explosion. 
"There," she whispered, her eyes closing, her body giving in to the sensation, expanding, contracting, filled with everything and nothing all at once. Eternity had never been so close. 
There wasn't room for them both on the little cot, but Finn made himself her bed, rolling beneath her, finding the edge of her sleeping bag and pulling it over them for warmth. There weren't words, and Mary didn't miss them. Instead, she pressed her cheek against his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart, and felt nothing but awe as they drifted off together toward some even deeper destination.
* * * *
"You said we were going to do the right thing."
"This is the right thing, Mare." Finn was heading out the door, and she followed, like she always did, feeling small. "We're scientists. We can't possibly let this discovery go unreported. This is bigger than relativity!" 
"And we know how well that turned out," she grumbled, pulling her parka hood closer as they headed toward the snowmobiles. He had loaded the ice cores she'd pulled onto the sled, and now meant to take them to the drop-off point. The helicopter he'd radioed would be there in less than an hour.
"We need bigger equipment to test this with," he insisted, reaching back and grabbing her hand, pulling her with him. "An accelerator, for one. We have to be sure we've found what we think we've found."
Mary stopped, pulling him up short, and he turned to look at her. "You're not sure?"
"I don't know." Finn shrugged. "That's what I want, though. I want to be sure."
"I'm sure."
"Good for you." He looked defiant, and it reminded her of the Finn she'd experienced the night before, in the lab. 
"I know what we found." She caught both of his gloved hands in hers, squeezing so he could feel her. "I know what I felt. I know what I feel."
"What does that have to do with anything?" He frowned, but his eyes softened when he looked at her face. 
"It has everything to do with everything." She smiled, wanting to kiss the frown line creasing his forehead. "Finn, I love you. I've loved you for as long as I can remember."
"Aw, Mare..." He swallowed, looking away, down at the snow.
She took a deep breath. "Don't do this."
"I have to." His jaw tightened and he left her standing there, trudging toward the snowmobile. It was running, the headlight a beacon in the darkness. She turned, making her decision, knowing she couldn't go with him and turn their discovery over to the rest of the world. 
"Hey!" His voice, calling her, made her turn back. "Mary! Quick!" 
She couldn't see well enough in the darkness, but his voice was panicked, and she broke into a run. The snow under her feet was lightly packed, but it had stopped falling at least, giving her a clear path to him. 
"What's the matter?" she gasped, and then turned to where he was pointing, his eyes dark with anger.
"Did you do that?" His voice was angry, and she winced.
The bags on the back of the sled were empty. She knelt beside them, running her gloved hands over the surface. The ice cores were gone. They hadn't melted—there was no water or residue inside—and they hadn't evaporated, either, because the bags were completely flat, as if nothing had ever been in them in the first place.
Mary looked up and met Finn's accusing eyes. "I didn't. Finn, I've been with you the whole time!" It was true, and he knew it.
His shoulders slumped, his face falling. "Then what...how in the hell?"
She took his offered hand, letting him help her up. "I don't think we're supposed to understand."
"Oh fuck that." He threw up his hands, reaching over and turning off the snowmobile. "What the hell are we here for, if not to understand?"
"We can't see it...touch it...taste it..." She turned her face up to the sky, completely clear now, the stars even brighter than before. "We can just feel it." 
"I don't feel anything," Finn growled, kicking at the sled. 
"I think you do." She reached out and squeezed his gloved hand, feeling him give, just a little.
"Fuck," he muttered, but he slipped his arm around her waist, pulling her in closer.
"Look." She pointing to the horizon where a slow, lazy rainbow of colors danced in the sky—the aurora borealis, a rare event this time of year. 
"Goddamnit, Mary." Finn's voice was choked as he pressed his lips to her forehead. "I love you. You know I do."
She smiled, her eyes filled with the ever-changing, infinite light of the universe, and spoke the truth with a certainty she'd never understood until that moment. 
"I know."
-----
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Now, on to other things...
You know, kitties love being petted, so don't hesitate to leave feedback! If you enjoyed this story, please take a moment to vote and check out my other stories on Lit and elsewhere if this one appealed to you. Thanks for reading! 
 *~Selena~* 
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I have extremely temperature-sensitive nipples. A slight breeze blows by and the girls stand up like doggies begging for bacon treats. Which invariably makes Mr. Kitt's eyes light up. Every single time. I could have been shivering on the deck of the Titanic and he would have noticed my nipples getting hard in the cold. Seriously.
My inner comedy stage sports a bewildered Seinfeld: "What is up with that?!"
Look, I know there's some association between hard nipples and arousal and all... and yes, my nipples get hard when they're played with and sucked. But in public? You guys... if I'm out in public, my nipples get hard from temperature change, not arousal. If they're not being directly stimulated by, say, rubbing against my shirt or bra for some reason, there's just no nipple action going on. I don't think my nipples have ever perked up because I was turned on by some guy checking me out. But why is it I get the feeling the guy in the other booth just wouldn't believe that?
To quote Mandy Patinkin from Princess Bride, "I do not think it means what you think it means!"
As a woman, I'm much more subtle about my arousal than men. I don't have to worry about a hard penis popping up to say hello when I see something that makes me feel a little randy (or just because I bite into a peach or something...) And when my nipples get hard in public, it's usually a physical response that has little to do with arousal. (Really, guys. I swear.) If I get a little wet, no one's going to notice except me.
Arousal, though, is something men seem to want to be able to gauge concretely in women. They like to see the hard nipples - physical proof! Loud moaning (or even screaming) orgasmic bliss is welcome - she really likes it! And the ultimate proof, of course, is the squirt. There are thousands of web sites devoted to the subject. Except... I hate to break it to you... most of those cases (at least, on screen) are as fake as Sally moaning and slapping the table across from Harry in that infamous diner where everyone wanted what "she was having."
Not that women don't squirt. They do. But the important thing is to be able to differentiate between real arousal and wishful thinking. The reality is that hard nipples don't always mean we want sex. And if I were you, I'd double check that scream she let out during sex - was it actually in response to the pummeling of your cock or because she got a charley horse or was it just that you were leaning on her hair?
And the squirting thing? Women do not have gallons of water in their vaginas waiting to be released. Do some women actually "squirt" during sex? Yes. Is it the bucketfuls portrayed in most porn nowadays? No.
So if you're looking for a "sure sign" of arousal from a woman... you're not going to find it. I'm sorry, guys, but that mythical Holy Grail just doesn't exist. Every woman is different, and every "sign" that she's aroused is going to be different. You can't tell by looking -- women aren't puppies who can be picked up, turned over, and easily identified. Men are, of course, more obvious in their physical response to arousal, and while sometimes I think you guys would love it if we women "were more like guys" in that way -- but honestly, I think you like us just the way we are.
I'm going to tell you the secret to knowing if a woman is aroused -- the secret is, you can't tell. Not unless she wants you to know. That's the beauty of the feminine. She's fickle that way. It might be the nipples getting hard, or the hidden dampness of her panties, or even the light in her eyes when you whisper something naughty in her ear. But then again, it might not. And there's a reason for this -- women want you to pay attention. They don't want it to be the same every time.
Women's genitals are tucked away, like a sweet secret waiting to be uncovered. As a woman I was made to be discovered, explored, and unveiled, one layer at a time. I want you to pay attention, to really listen, to feel into me, through me, and then respond. Women aren't mathematical equations to be solved or figured out. We're mysteries. I like being a mystery. I'm a mystery, sometimes, even to myself... so rest assured, the "sure signs" you may be looking for may not mean what you think they mean.
Except when they do...
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It's easy to put yourself down, to sarcastically use yourself as an object of humorous self-denigration for others. But have you ever considered how hard it is to love yourself? And what the world might be like, if more people truly appreciated their own beauty? The following is an exercise, not an egotistical one, but a self-appreciating one. I'd encourage you to try it for yourself -- it's a wonderful thing to be able to stand outside and look in and see what the rest of a kinder and gentler world might see, as well...
* * * *
Dazzling, Delectable, Delightful Woman,
You are the sunrise of my heart, all beautiful, glorious woman. When you open yourself to the world, I am blinded by your shine...
You lush curves and softness draw me into you, and my heart opens wide every time you smile or laugh, it simply radiates out over everything and everyone around you. You have an easy grace about you, mostly when you are unaware of it, humming to yourself doing dishes or brushing your hair. It is so unassuming, a quiet ease. I love the way your face softens when you see the children sleeping, and the way your eyes light up when you find something delightful, or when someone gives you a heartfelt gift. I love it when you hide, your eyes sparkling, knowing, mischievous or wild, and then appear, blooming open, bit by bit.
I see that soft, tender heart and your generous nature, it feels like your desire to give to the world is matched only by the world's desire to receive your gifts. Watching you with birthing women leaves me speechless and in awe. Your offering and service is beautiful and valuable. Your soft hands, encouraging words, gentle holding, creating that space and letting love flow and ebb like the tide as new life makes its way into the world and a woman becomes a mother. The mother of us all.
I see that power and grace and beauty in you. You have a deep strength, an incredible capacity to hold, to contain and to breathe into life. There are times when I can see love radiating from you, like waves, when you are soft and open and vulnerable, even when you are in pain. I can feel how full and there you are in those moments and you make me glad to be alive. That gift moves out into the world to everyone around you, and when you let yourself go, give yourself room to be, the world moves with you, too.
Your sense of humor, your quirky and quick wit, your sarcasm, even, make me laugh and delight in the world around me. Your sense of beauty and aesthetics, this thing placed just so, cloth napkins, Italian parsley, pink nail polish and bunny slippers, they are all parts of you that draw me back in. The way you curl up on the couch under a blanket with a book, your soft hands, your willingness to stay even when it hurts, the divine light I see reflected in your eyes in quiet moments, remind me why you are so valuable and valued, how much your beauty is reflected in the world you create around you. They remind me why I love you.
And I do love you. More than I could ever say or express here, in two words or two thousand. I can't help but love you. You inspire me, you move me, you bring tears to my eyes with your beauty and your softness. I am often left speechless and breathless and simply basking in your glow. There is no one who values you more, who is more moved or touched by you, who understands your pain, your joy, the gifts you have and bring to the world, more than I do. I have been given the precious offering of your heart, your mind, your soul, your body, and I hold it dear and keep it close...but I will never hide it.
You, I offer to the world. It wouldn't be anywhere near as bright without you, and I couldn't selfishly keep the gift of you all to myself. The sweetness and light you bring, the gravity and compassion, the understanding and kindness, your passion for life and love and justice in the world, are things the world needs to see reflected in your eyes.
There will never again be another day that goes by when I won't tell you, won't give you the love you deserve. I promise you this. You have all of me, I am your heart and you are mine. I will remind you of your beauty and your grace and your power, I will hold your hand, I will dry your tears, I will treat you tenderly, with kindness and give you all of this great big love in my heart. You are my life, my love, my divine inspiration, and I will give you everything I have to offer, always, without regard or reserve.
Loving you is easy, sweetness.
Thank you for being you.
Love, Me.



        

  
    A Checklist for a Good Editor
  
  A Checklist for a Good Editor

        Advice on proper editing.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-checklist-for-a-good-editor

Title: A Checklist for a Good Editor

Author: Selena_Kitt

Category: How To

Description: Advice on proper editing.

Tags: writing, editing




As an editor, establishing a good editing relationship with the author is of primary concern. Without trust between you, editing is going to be a disaster. The author needs to know you're interested only in making their work shine, not changing their voice, style or story. When an author knows this, they will be much more likely to accept suggestions and changes. So work hard at making your author(s) understand this and give them plenty of reason to trust you with their "babies."
1. Grammar, spelling and punctuation are paramount. If you're not sure, check it out. So if you have problems with lay and lie, its and it's, affect and effect, make sure you look it up. There are plenty of online dictionaries and places to check punctuation and spelling. Bookmark your favorites and keep them handy while you're editing. And when you change something, remember to educate your author as to why you're making the change. If you make an author aware of the difference between you're and your, they will be less likely to make the mistake again, and you (or another fellow editor) will have less to correct in their work in the future.
2. Watch for awkward phrases and unclear ideas. If it doesn't make sense to you, it's not going to make sense to the reader. Have the author clarify or rephrase.
3. "God" does not have to be capitalized if it does not refer to the actual deity. So "Oh my god that feels good!" would be acceptable. However, it would be, "I prayed to God that he would get better."
4. Purge the words "just" and "that" as much as possible. They are often unneeded. For example, in the previous sentence, the word "that" is unnecessary. It should read, "I prayed to God he would get better." However, the "that" in the former sentence, "Oh my god that feels good!" is necessary. Smoothness/readability is the most important guide here.
5. Here's a short list of words you should probably purge as much as possible from most works: a bit, about, a little, actually, almost, already, appears, approximately, basically, close to, even, exactly, fairly, finally, just, kind of, mostly, nearly, now, pretty, quite, rather, really, seemed, seems, simply, slightly, somehow, somewhat, sort of, suddenly, truly, utterly, very
6. Minimize the use of "And" and "But" to start sentences, unless it has a dramatic use in the scene.
7. A scene break should not occur if the action is still contained within the same time frame and location -- unless it's being used to indicate a point-of-view switch.
8. Highlight repeated words and have your authors choose alternates if you find them often repeating the same word throughout the mss. Also, avoid repeating words within sentences, paragraphs, or even succeeding paragraphs. Please be consistent in your highlighting, however, and explain your system clearly to your authors. (For example, one of our editors uses green highlights for repetitions and redundancies, yellow highlights for important changes, blue highlights for drawing attention to something that should be changed, etc.)
9. Correct passive voice, especially past progressive voice, as much as possible. "She was sleeping peacefully" should be "She slept peacefully". Active voice gives a reader a more immediate sense of what's happening. This isn't a hard and fast rule, but a general one, and I admit, a trendy one in the current market. Passive voice can be effective. Use your best judgment.
10. Measurements and numbers should be spelled out—pounds for lbs, ounces for oz, two for 2, etc. The exceptions to this are years: 1970 is better than nineteen seventy, and time indicators should be a.m. and p.m. (not capitalized) with a space between the time and the indicator: 2:00 p.m. This should, however, be a last resort. Try to rephrase to make it "two in the afternoon" or something like that.
11. Stephen King said the road to hell is paved with adverbs. Eliminate those --ly words as much as possible: beautifully, sexily, whinily. Ugh. Verbs and actions are always better to convey meaning. Adverbs are an emphasis technique and can easily be abused. A few adverbs here and there are fine, but if your author is an adverbaholic, it's time for a little AA -- Adverbs Anonymous. Highlight all the adverbs in the mss to give your author an indication of how many they're using and ask them to rephrase.
12. "Show don't tell" has become the mantra for fiction writers everywhere, and it's generally a good rule, but like most rules, it can be broken by a good writer. For the most part, though, showing is better than telling. It moves the story along, gives the reader a sense of the characters, and also allows them the feeling of being "in" the story. If you find an author doing too much "telling," ask them to rewrite to describe the action of the characters, use dialogue, etc. But remember, telling is sometimes appropriate, especially in instances where time is of the essence.
13. Dialogue should be punctuated like this, "I don't have it," she said. Double quotes, with a comma before the last quote if a speaker tag is used. A period is used only if an action tag is used instead. "I don't have it." She hid her hands behind her back, averting her eyes. In fact, using the generic, indescriptive verb "said" should be minimized. Action tags are usually preferred over speaker tags, and adverbs should be avoided as much as possible in speaker tags, i.e. "she said angrily."
14. Avoid repetition of punctuation, even if it's being used for dramatic effect. So, "Oh my god!!!!!!!" should be just "Oh my god!" and "What was she thinking!?!?" should be "What was she thinking?" Also avoid all-caps, bold or underline. Use italics for thoughts or emphasis. And if you use ellipses (which should be used sparingly) there should be no spaces before or after. So, "Please...don't!" would be correct.
15. The em dash has mostly replaced the colon and semi-colon in modern fiction—seen here. Like ellipses, dashes have no space on either side if they are inside a sentence. Also, em dashes are used for interruptions of speech or thought, not ellipses (which are only used for dramatic pauses and unfinished thoughts).
16. As an editor, keep an eye out for everything that doesn't relate to the advancement of the plot. In most cases, suggest removing the extraneous sections, or at least, reworking them to enhance the story rather than distract from it.
17. It's acceptable to have multiple points-of-view (POV) within a book or story, but eliminate all instances of switching POV's (head-hopping) within the same scene. It's too confusing to have characters going back and forth every other paragraph. Each scene should be from one character's point of view.
18. Watch out for illogical/missing story flows, incomplete world building, inconsistency of facts and details, lack of character development, holes in character motives, forced endings, etc.
19. Check accuracy of facts, libelous materials, plagiarism of published works (even if it's the author's own previous work), watch for anachronisms (i.e. pay telephone in WWII), and check the internal clock of the manuscript (chronological events and the time on which the novel is running). Also, especially in sex scenes, please make sure characters don't defy the laws of physics!
20. Contractions shouldn't be avoided. In dialogue especially, they're preferred. Unless the style is purposely formal, the use of common contractions will make the prose flow more easily.
21. If an author uses a word you don't know -- look it up. Make sure it's used correctly. But there's no need to change it.
22. The word "come," in erotic fiction, is used as a verb, as in, "Oh, I'm coming!" and the word "cum" should be used as a noun, as in, "She swallowed his cum."
23. The word is all right, not alright.
The best course of action when editing is to suggest changes and allow the writer the leeway to make them or not. Aside from the grammar, spelling and punctuation, which should be set in stone (unless the author is using European spellings in a European-based story -- then it's just set in a different stone!) the author should have final say in what they will or will not change.
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What is it about something you can't have that makes you want it even more?
When we were in college, my future husband donated plasma every week. He did it primarily for the money (like most college kids, we were strapped for cash) but he really had a truly altruistic nature. He donated blood every six weeks, and that didn't pay a thing. When we found out about a sperm donation program in our area, he jumped at the chance. The pay was fantastic (I think it was like $50 a pop... ha, literally) and he liked the idea of helping someone have a child who couldn't.
The process wasn't as easy as donating plasma, though. He had to go through lots of screening, questionnaires and blood tests before he could even think about going into the back room with the plethora of porn and a little cup. Finally, all the details were taken care of and he was ready to donate. He'd left his instructions from the lab on the kitchen table and I stood there in my bare feet, shorts and a bra (it was hot that summer and we had no air conditioning) eating an apple and reading them.
They were pretty standard -- where to go, what to expect, etc. But the thing that stood out to me in big, red flashing letters was: DO NOT EJACULATE FOR 24 HOURS BEFORE YOUR APPOINTMENT. It was dinner time (hence the apple -- I was starving and we didn't have much to eat in the house) and his appointment was early the next morning, before his first class. He was in the shower at the time -- he took two showers a day when it was hot. Sometimes three.
When he came out, I was masturbating on the bed, my shorts down to my knees and my bra pulled up just over my nipples so every movement made the material brush them and send delicious twinges of sensation down to my aching clit. He stood there for a moment, watching and dripping water onto the carpet. I smiled when I saw the towel wrapped around his waist start to rise in front. I knew how hard it made him to watch me touch myself.
I know, I know... I'm such a bad girl! All I needed to see were the words "DO NOT" and I immediately rebelled. Reverse psychology works on me every time! His towel dropped to the floor as he came near the bed, his eyes between my legs as I spread my lips to show him pink. He knelt between my thighs, his cock rising like an exclamation point. I reached for it, squeezing, pulling him toward my pussy.
He groaned as he looked down at me, spread wide for him. "You can't make me come."
"Bet me." I grinned, stroking him, pulling him closer.
"No, I mean, for my appointment in the morning." He seemed transfixed with the motion of my hands, one up and down his cock, the other rubbing my clit in little circles. "They said I wasn't allowed to come."
"Not allowed?" I pouted, rubbing the tip of his cock up and down my slit. I loved the head against my clit.
His eyes brightened. "But I can make you come."
"Can you fuck me?" I teased my hole with the head of him, lifting my hips, getting the tip wet with my juices.
He groaned and grabbed for my hips. I couldn't tell if it was because he wanted to slide into me or keep me from moving on him. "As long as I don't come."
"Can I suck you?" I sat up quickly, grabbing his hips so my mouth was on level with his cock, still wet from me.
He nodded. "As long as I don't come."
I slid my tongue around the tip, licking the taste of me off him. When I looked up into his eyes, half-closed as he watched me slowly suck the head, I knew he was a goner. "How long do you think you can hold out?"
"Oh fuck..." His hand went to my hair as I eased him into my mouth, all the way back, so deep I could see water droplets still glistening in his pubic hair and smell the clean scent of his soap.
"Let's find out..." I circled the base of him with my hand, squeezing on the uptake, easing the loose skin just to the tip and back down again, my tongue swirling around and around the head. It was a motion I knew he loved, one that made his nipples harden and his ass clench.
"Baby!" He was pleading, begging me, but the taste of his precum and the feel of him throbbing against my tongue, coupled with the thought that we shouldn't, we weren't supposed to, made it too hard for me to resist.
"Just an experiment," I whispered over the head as my hand went down to his balls. He loved it when I rubbed them with my thumb, cupping their weight in my hand. "We'll see how hard I can make you without letting you come."
"Oh fuck!" He shook his head, trying to say no, but his body wouldn't let him. His cock swelled against my tongue, the peppery taste of his precum filling my mouth.
"You've got so much precum already!" I murmured in surprise, rubbing the reddened head against my lips and cheeks and chin. I slapped him against my tongue a few times and then sucked the head, making him shiver, repeating the process until his thighs were trembling.
"God! Please!" He really was begging now, and it made my pussy swell and throb with pride. "Baby, don't... no more... I—"
"How long has it been?" I interrupted his pleas, gently nibbling down the shaft, no hands now, just watching his cock move in time with his steadily increasing pulse.
Breathless, his head thrown back, he murmured, "They said it would be better... to wait... as long as possible..."
"So how long has it been?" I asked again, my tongue finding its way to his balls, fresh and clean and shaved, they slipped into my mouth like ripe fruit. I sucked gently, first one and then the other, trying to decide which I liked best.
"Four days." His voice was hoarse as he looked down past the thick length of his cock to where my tongue carefully put his balls through the paces, left, right and center.
"So..." I bit my lip, nosing his length like a cat or dog seeking attention. "That means you could pretty much come in a matter of minutes."
"Yeah," he admitted, sounding both resigned and hopeful.
"Just one hard little suck..." I wrapped my hand around the base and squeezed, all serious intent now as I eased my mouth over the reddened tip of his cock, using my tongue around that sweetly raised ridge, paying close attention to the frenulum, giving him long, hard kitty licks there before sucking him deep into my mouth.
"Hey!" His mouth protested, but his body betrayed him. He thrust his hips forward, burying himself in my throat, making me gag -- but not making me stop. Instead. I reached around and grabbed his ass, squeezing and kneading and pulling him in even deeper. He fisted my hair in his hands and used my mouth for a moment, so lost in the pleasure he forgot about me entirely.
"No!" He tried to pull me off him, but I was stuck fast, sucking hard. "God! Stop!"
Panting, the thick mixture of my saliva and his precum coating my chin, I gasped, "You really want me to stop?"
"You have to..." His cock rested, a thick, throbbing mass, against my cheek. "Oh fuck! Please..."
I rubbed him over my lips, teasing. "Please what?"
"Please..." Half-closed, his eyes were full of lust as he looked down at me, and his hands found my breasts, thumbing my nipples, a nice distraction.
"Please stop?" I asked, taking my hands and mouth away for a moment as he played with my nipples. My pussy was begging for attention and I gave it to her, rubbing fast and hard at my clit, seeing his eyes darken as he watched me finger myself. "Or... please don't stop?" I surprised him with my mouth, all mouth now, sucking him in deep and hard as I play with my pussy.
He lost his words then, the sound in his throat just a faint, frustrated growl, and he twisted my nipples, making me moan as I arched against him, looking for more. He slapped at my breasts, spanking me like the naughty girl I was, and it just drove me to suck him faster, more eager than ever for his cum.
"Goddamnit!" He grabbed his cock from my mouth, squeezing the head hard, and I watched in fascinated lust as a thick, slow stream of precum leaked from the tip and slid down over his fingers. Trying to catch his breath, his chest heaving, he pressed me back onto the bed, laying me down.
I knew he was going to try to distract me from my purpose - and while my pussy ached to be tongued, too, I knew what I wanted and I reached for it. Reluctantly, he let me have it, unable to resist the softness of my hands moving over his cock and balls, pulling him up between my legs.
"Maybe you should reschedule," I whispered as I stroked him against my belly.
"Oh..." His eyes were closed, his face pained. "Maybe..."
I tugged him faster, maneuvering myself so I could slide under him, his cock positioned over my tits now. I rubbed the head over my nipples, hard and cherry-red from his attention. "It would feel so good to fill my mouth instead of that little plastic cup, wouldn't it?" I sucked him slow, just the head, to emphasize the point.
"You are so bad." He moved up a little, giving me more of his cock.
"I know." I alternated licking the head and down the shaft, using my hand to keep up a slow, steady, maddening stroke. "I don't know what's better... the thought of making you come like a naughty girl right now... or fingering myself tomorrow while you're at your appointment and imagining you jerking off..."
"You're so fucking irresistible." He sighed, shaking his head and running a hand through my hair.
"You say the sweetest things." I tugged gently at his cock, rubbing the wet tip against my cheek. "Will you be thinking about me when you get yourself off tomorrow?"
"Yes." His voice was low, his eyes heavy lidded as he watched me stroke him toward my lips.
"Liar." I let my hands go to his hips and aimed him, opening my mouth for the thrust of his cock. I welcomed the length of him, not doing my except opening my throat, his body doing the rest, unable to stop thrusting into the warm, wet cocoon of my mouth.
"Ohhh fuck... believe me..." His hands went to my hair, his eyes closing, using my mouth now. It was so hot I couldn't help but slide a hand between my legs, my clit swollen and demanding attention. "I'll be thinking about this very moment... and how much I wanted to shoot into your little mouth..."
I moaned around the length of him, unable to do anything now but take his cock and rub myself off. I had no control. He was fucking my mouth, slow and easy, restrained, keeping himself on some impossible edge. Watching it made me tremble with lust.
"I can't come, baby," he whispered, looking down and seeing himself disappear between my lips. I shook my head, murmured, his cock moving against my cheeks with the motion, making him gasp and hiss. "Oh fuck... your mouth..."
My hips were moving now, too, grinding against my hand as I fingered myself, my thumb focused on my clit. His cock felt swollen to gigantic proportions in my mouth, the precum taste in my throat strong, an acrid sting. His balls slapped against my chin as he began to drive in a little deeper, faster, his breath a steady indication of his desire to fill my mouth with the cum he was supposed to keep simmering in his balls all night.
"I can't..." He begged, his fingers buried in my hair, his thighs spreading wider as he used my mouth and tongue like a pussy, the fuck growing more intense with every thrust. "Oh fuck, I can't... I can't... I..."
I knew what I had to do. My whole body writhed beneath him, my fingers bringing me to the sweet edge of climax. I knew if I sailed over that delicious cliff, I would take him, too. He was trying so hard not to come, his face twisted. His restraint brought my orgasm to the surface, pushing it up and over with a wicked, forceful drive. I moaned and bucked under him as I started to come, my body shuddering with the sensation.
"Ahhh! No, no, no!" His voice was pained and he tried, at the last minute, to pull himself out of the sweet clamp of my mouth and tongue, an involuntary squeeze mimicking the spasms of my pussy. It was too late. His cum flooded over my tongue, spraying in hot bursts again my lips and chin as he tried, in vain, to pull back. There was no stopping it now and I sucked him back in, eager to feel his finish. I swallowed the last few waves as he shot them, hot and thick, into my mouth, finally giving in, his hips bucking as he filled my mouth with that precious, saved seed.
"You..." he panted, rolling off me and throwing an arm over his eyes. "... are evil!"
I grinned, sliding my thigh over his as I turned toward him. "Guess you'll have to reschedule."
He sighed, but it wasn't an unhappy sigh. "I guess so."
I decided right then and there that I was going to attempt to sabotage his efforts every month. It felt so good to be so bad! As it turned out, though, his sperm, quite lively while hot and fresh, didn't survive the freezing process so well. Unfortunately, donating wasn't going to be an option. I think we were both disappointed. He never got to see the infamous porn room, and me - I never got to tempt him in the same way again.
Not that I didn't try. When he called to reschedule that appointment, I was at a class, and when I asked about it, he refused tell me when he was going in!
He was afraid to tell me, he said.
"Why?" I pouted.
He shook his head and rolled his eyes. "Because I know you! You'll jump me the night before!"
Now I ask you... how can you except a girl to resist such a temptation?
It's probably a good thing he never went back!
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Was reading someone's sex blog the other day and something struck me as kind of strange. A gentleman had emailed this woman and asked "Why do so many women today shave their genitalia?"
It's an interesting question... but... uhhhh...
Wait a minute! Did I miss the part where sex bloggers became the next designated Dear Abby?
It made me wonder how many emails like this she gets - and perhaps others like her, as well, who have established sex blogs. Do people really believe that having a sex blog makes you an expert sexual advice giver? Some magical keeper of sexual knowledge?
But people seem to assume that, too, when you write erotic fiction. I have received countless requests for relationship and sex advice -- but just what in the world makes them think I'm qualified to give it is beyond me!
One of my "I need advice" emails was from a nineteen year old girl. My first reaction was, "Oh my god, are nineteen year olds really reading this stuff?" EEK! Then I read her plea for help, and was sincerely moved by her plight. I remember being that awkward, unsure girl.
Am I doing this right? Does he like this? Do I like this? Do I even want to be doing this? Do I look fat? Does he think I look fat? What is he doing? Ouch! Should I tell him that hurts? Ohhhh, but that feels good. Wait, I'm forgetting about him! Was that noise he made a good noise? Does he like it squeezed hard like that, or did I hurt him? God, this is so fucking complicated!
Remember that?
This is a paraphrase of her letter:
I've read your stories and have a lot of respect for you and would value your advice. I just recently began seeing someone and everything is going well... but I have no confidence in the bedroom and can't seem to initiate. I'm afraid to say things - like telling him I'm on my period. And if I want to do something, like give him a blowjob, I feel like an idiot just doing it. I have no confidence in my technique. I think I'm afraid because he's 23 and I'm 19, and even though he's not a player, he's had girls. I know I'm less experienced. Any response would be appreciated. -S
*~*~*~*~*~*
How could I not respond to that?
So what if I'm not an "expert?" What makes someone an expert? I mean, who is Dear Abby, except some woman who thought she knew more than someone else about etiquette (and perhaps, basic common sense?)
If you have sex, and you write about sex, and you have a basic interest in it, and someone asks you for advice, believing you to be an expert - who are you to say you're not?
The basics of giving any good advice are twofold: make sure you have your facts straight and speak from your heart. Those are the only two things really required.
So if someone asks you, and you feel moved to respond, just keep those two things in mind and go for it! I did.
Here's how it all came out:
*~*~*~*~*~*
Dear S-
I'm no "Dear Abby" but I'll do my best. Here goes: Be honest.
Be yourself.
Love yourself.
It might sound corny, but it's the best advice I can give you.
You see, sexy is as sexy does... so all you have to do is FEEL sexy, and he will find you sexy. Enjoy what you're doing. And don't do anything you wouldn't enjoy! Honestly, you don't have to worry about your technique - if you like what you're doing, he will, too. If you want to give him a blowjob, then take your own pleasure in the feel of him in your mouth - make lots of yummy noises so he knows you like it.
For the feminine, initiating isn't about being aggressive -- it's about experiencing pleasure. The more you show him your own pleasure, the more he'll respond. Trust me on this one. So stop the running commentary in your head about Am I doing this right? Am I okay? Is he okay? Just take a deep breath, close your eyes, and let your body do what it wants, experience the moment, right there, as it is.
As for telling him about your period? Just be honest. Guys know we have periods. If you still want to be intimate, you can. Oral sex (for him) is an alternative. If he starts to put his hand between your legs, just say, "You might not want to go there - I've got my period." You can even still have intercourse if you feel up to it. The shower is the perfect place this time of the month. If you're still going out with him over a period (ha, pun intended) of time, you can develop a sort of code for this time of the month. I tell my husband, "Sorry, baby, the water's not safe for swimming." And I love it when I can say, "Yep, the water's safe for drinking again!" :)
The best thing you can do is relax and be who you really are with him. If you're afraid, or don't want to do something, say so. If you want something, ask. Don't pretend, don't try to be something you're not, don't fake anything. There's no need. You're beautiful, sexy, and built for pleasure, both giving and receiving. Believe it. If you do, he will, too.
And I really do hope that helped... a little, at least.
*~*~*~*~*~*
Maybe I should start my own advice column? Dear Selena...
Hmm... okay, maybe not. :)
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I love to watch a man masturbate. It's a little fetish of mine, and I think it started because my ex-husband claimed he never masturbated. I couldn't imagine -- I know I did, all the time, and according to the statistics, men supposedly did it much more than women. It took him over a year before he was willing to let me give him a handjob -- and it was even longer than that before he would masturbate in front of me. And that was after I caught him. Or, really...he caught me watching.

I'd been watching for a while. I was a bad influence on him -- I introduced him to porn. He discovered he loved watching two girls together, and I'd purchased several tapes of girl on girl porn just for him. He couldn't resist. Which is what I was hoping. At night, after he thought I was asleep, he'd sneak into the living room and put on some girlie porn. Me, I'd wait to hear the low moans of the girls on the television before sneaking out myself, watching from the doorway.

The angle was a good one -- I could see his profile, leaning back into the couch, his cock standing straight up in his pumping fist. I could also see the television screen, the girls there humping a double dildo between them, riding a pink jellied cock and moaning loudly. It was hard to decide which to watch, the movement of his hand up and down the length of his cock, or the sweet sight of two wet pussies, one blonde, one dark, impaled on a slick dildo. Just standing there, my panties were getting wet.

When the girls on screen started moaning louder, fucking faster, pressing their pussies as close as they could, his hand moved faster. When the blonde reached out to squeeze the dark-haired girl's nipple, I heard a sharp intake of his breath, and his hand moved a little faster still.

"Oh, god, baby, I'm coming, I'm coming!" The dark-haired girl moaned, her belly quivering, her whole body stiff, and I saw his hand squeezing the tip of his cock -- hard -- a bit of precum gathered at the tip. The sight made me breathless with lust, and I ached to go lick it off, but I didn't want him to know I was there.

I finally gave into the ache between my legs, sliding my hand down to touch myself. I was afraid to interrupt him, thinking he'd be too embarrassed being caught that he'd stop. I didn't want him to stop. I wanted to see him come. The dark-haired girl had moved position, so she was licking the blonde, using the dildo to fuck her at the same time, the end in her hand, the cock had been inside her pussy, still shiny and slick.

"Oh yeah," I heard him whisper as the blonde played with her nipples, pinching, squeezing, moaning, begging the other girl to lick her faster.

"Oh, baby, yes, that's soooo good!" the blonde moaned, reaching her fingers down to spread her pussy lips wider. "Eat that wet cunt! Oh god! Lick it 'til I come all over your face!"

He was jerking himself fast now -- so fast! -- his breath filling the room. His hand shuttled up and down his thick length, finally focusing right at the head, his eyes half-closed as he watched the screen. My eyes went from him to the TV and back again, my fingers wet, rubbing my clit while I watched. My pussy ached, my nipples hard under my t-shirt, as he pumped faster, harder, his breath coming in panting gasps, his hips bucking up, his toes curling. He was close. So was I.

"That's it!" The blonde arched, spread, came, the dark haired girl pumping that slick cock furiously into her cunt, her tongue a blur over her clit. "Ohhhh I'm coming! I'm coming!"

He groaned as he came, his cock spurting hot, white jets of it over his hand, landing thickly on his belly. Just the sight of his cum made me come, too, shuddering against the doorway, pressing myself there, feeling like I was going to collapse.

I moaned, unable to help myself -- I couldn't keep quiet - and that's when he saw me. Our eyes locked, and I saw a myriad of emotions cross his face -- from embarrassment to excitement. Finally, the latter won out, and I went over to the couch to join him. From then on, he masturbated in front of me when I asked him to.

But sometimes I still liked to sneak out and watch when he didn't know I was watching.
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A quickie isn't a bad thing. A fast-pounding breathless fuck that finishes with his shuddering, jerky growly come quite satisfies me. What I don't like is the pressure for me to have an orgasm during a quickie. It just isn't going to happen. Like most women, my body needs time to rev up--but I was made to fly long distances, once I get going. So my logic is, why spend the time and effort to start the engine, when I know we're only going to be making a quick jaunt?

There are two things I can count on almost every morning. 1) he inevitably wakes up with an erection in desperate need of attention and 2) it's almost always a few minutes before the alarm goes off, leaving us very little time to play. It doesn't bother me. I love sucking him off, handjobs have recently become one of my favorite things to do, and getting up on top of him has never been a chore for me--watching his face twist and change as I work my pussy around on his cock, squeezing, milking him until he can't stand it and has to shoot up inside of me--what's not to love? There are lots of solutions to ease the ache of that insistent early morning hard-on, all of which are incredibly satisfying... at least, to me.

I know, that sounds strange. He's the one achieving an orgasm, but I'm the one satisfied? The thing is--he loves it when I come. He especially loves making me come. Which I get, considering how much I love making him come. It's quite reciprocal. So when he gets to come, and I don't... that leaves him wanting more. Me, though, I'm okay with it. By the time the snooze goes off, I've usually gotten him there and my engine hasn't even done much more than begun to purr. It gives me a warm, fuzzy feeling, but I'm not left with an overwhelming need.

It drives him crazy.

"Let me lick you." He's still breathless from his climax, his cock slowly waning.

"Nuh-uh." I pull the covers up, looking at the clock. I can taste his cum at the back of my throat when I swallow. "We've only got five minutes."

"So I'll be late."

"Then the kids will be late for school and they'll miss breakfast... not fair."

"I wish you'd let me make you come in the morning."

"We've talked about this." We have. Believe me, we have. "What's the point in even starting?"

"We're just wasting time talking." He rolls over onto me, pulling down the covers.

Sighing, I acquiesce. "You know, you can't force someone to have an orgasm."

"Ha." He slides a finger into me, drawing out my juices and rubbing them against my clit. Sucking him always makes me wet--sometimes I forget how excited I get just from having his cock in my mouth. "You make me all the time."

"Well..." I smile in the dark, my hips moving slowly in response to his touch. It's true, I love making him come, bringing him to the point of no return and pushing him over the edge. "You can't force a woman."

"Let's find out." His mouth is soft, liquid heat against my flesh, fingers spreading me wide, tongue lashing. I can hear the kids playing in their rooms, awake already, and a glance at the clock tells me how late we're all going to be.

"Please," I whisper, nudging him with my thigh, but my body has shifted gears while I wasn't looking. The engine is rumbling now, low and steady, a heat spreading in my lower belly as he buries his face between my legs. "God, baby, please..."

Now I'm not even sure anymore what I'm asking for. Stop? Don't stop? I don't know. I'm hovering, indecisive, between wanting to fly and wanting to stay grounded, and he's pushing me, revving my engine with the thrust and suck of his hot, wet mouth. When his hands cover my breasts, it creates an instant spark between nipples and cunt and I suddenly can't tell the difference, the sensation filling me completely, sending me soaring.

"Oh god," I whimper and I know he feels my takeoff, steadying me with his hands, his tongue never stopping it's delicious friction over my clit, focusing there now, fueling the fire, propelling me further into orbit. I can tell he's caught on to my sudden ignition, his mouth moving with even more enthusiasm, lashing against my clit again and again.

I'm not paying attention to anything now but the feeling, the rising hum of my body as I coast higher, higher. There's no more ticking clock, no kids calling to each other from their rooms. I'm leaving it all far behind, down there on the ground, everything else growing smaller and unimportant compared to the ascending urgency taking me over.

There's a moment of pulling back in my mind, a fear of heights, perhaps, but he senses my hesitation and intensifies his devotion, his tongue bathing me, the hungry, greedy sounds of him filling my head, the gentle pinch and twist of my nipples sending steady sparks down to my aching pussy. I couldn't resist anymore, even if I tried. He's managed to work me into a frenzy, my hips thrusting, my body twisting against the torturous pleasure, wanting to go higher, higher, almost there, god, almost...

I don't know how he knows, but he knows. He has to move his hands to hold my bucking hips, and I lift my own breasts, resuming his work there, rolling, tugging, as if I could pull my orgasm right out of my nipples.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, baby, I can't--" I don't even know what I'm saying, but he knows I can, because he's not stopping, never stopping, sending me further over, over, until I can't hold on at all and there's a momentary sense of falling, and then I am, freefall, out into nothing and everything all at once.

"Oh god I'm--" But he knows, eagerly devouring every inch of me, taking me there and keeping me there, shuddering in his arms, my cunt spasming again and again with my climax against the wet lap of his hungry tongue. There's no time, no space, no breath, I am simply feeling, flying, completely lost in that moment.

"What were you saying about not coming?" He chuckles, kissing my thighs as I shiver my way down to earth.

"Shut up." I squeeze his head gently with my thighs, flexing them, sticking out my tongue.

"You know, it's not about forcing you..." He kisses his way up my belly. "Or making you..."

"No?" He kisses my breasts, too sensitive now, making me gasp.

"It's about surrender."

I stop trying to look over his shoulder at the clock and meet his eyes in the early morning light. The dawning isn't just there, outside, over the horizon. "Well... learn something new every day."

"Every day?" He grins and kisses me. "Promises, promises."

The alarm goes off, the final snooze, and the day officially begins...
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"Thirty seconds." Trevor pushed the elevator button. "Less if I'm not doing myself."
Kelly snorted. "I don't know if you should be bragging about this, Trev..."
"Why not?"
"I'm just sayin'..." She shrugged, checking her purse for their press passes. She wasn't surprised by the turn in conversation. The sexual tension had stretched taut all night between the twin beds in the room they shared.
Business, Kelly reminded herself, all night long. They were co-workers, nothing more. Never mind that Trevor had flirted and teased her mercilessly for years. Never mind that she'd wanted to take him up on his myriad of offer to take her out, and might have, except for the fact that he was out with a new girl every other week.
Business, we're here on business.
Trevor grinned. "Hey, I wonder if there's a world record..."
"You want to make Guinness as the world's fastest ejaculator?" Kelly arched one blonde, finely plucked eyebrow and stabbed at the elevator button again. If they didn't hurry, they were going to be really late.
"Why not?" He winked. "Everyone has to have their fifteen minutes of fame."
"Thirty seconds of fame." She snorted. Then she smiled, a slow, sly spread of lips and teeth.
"Thirty seconds, huh?" she mused, pressing the elevator button one more time, as if it would appear by magic. "Really?"
"Less if I'm not doing myself."
She gave him a steady look. "It seems...awfully fast."
"It is." He nodded, and then shrugged. "But what's wrong with a quickie?"
"Nothing...if both of you get something out of it."
"Hey, I don't neglect my duties in that department." Trevor straightened his tie, checking his reflection in the elevator doors. God, he was vain. Not that he didn't have a right to be. Even in his suit, she could tell how firmly muscled he was.
"Oh, come on!" Kelly exclaimed as the doors opened and several people got out. "There's no way these women are coming in thirty seconds!"
"Shh!" Trevor hustled her into the elevator, pressing the button for the ground floor. Kelly let him hang onto her elbow, smiling at the way his hand brushed against the side of her breast, as if she might not notice. She didn't know how much more she could take. If they were going to be together like this all day long...
"They are, too!" Trevor insisted.
"They are not," she scoffed. "They're faking it."
He rolled his eyes. "I know the difference."
"You do not."
"Yes, I do!"
"Okay." Kelly turned to face him, her eyes bright with daring. "Let's see if you can tell the difference."
Trevor swallowed. "What?"
"Come on." She pressed the emergency stop button and the elevator came to a jerking halt, the alarm buzzing. "We've got two minutes."
"Are you serious?" His eyes widened.
"You know you want to..." She turned, hiking her navy skirt up, revealing black panties and thigh highs.
His eyes dipped between her legs. "Well...yeah...but..."
"Two minutes is more than enough time, right?" Her fingers nudged her panties aside to reveal smooth, shaved lips. "That's what you said..."
Trevor groaned softly. "Damn, Kelly..."
"See if you can make me come in thirty seconds." She winked over her shoulder at him as her slippery fingers opened herself to him. Trevor unzipped his trousers.
"Can I—?" His cock nudged her fingers. "Really?"
She reached back, guiding him in. "Is this what you want?"
"Oh fuck..." He pressed forward, grabbing her hips. "God, you feel good."
She arched, grasping the rail. "So do you." Her hips danced, round and round. His fingers searched out her clit, rubbing fast.
"Fifteen seconds..." Kelly murmured, glancing at her watch.
Trevor thrust slower, groaning. "I knew I should have jerked off this morning..."
"Close?" She squeezed his cock, teasing.
"You?" He gasped, fingers circling her clit.
"Getting there...rub faster."
"Are you really?" he panted. "Or are you just saying that?"
"Oh fuck...Trev...don't stop," she begged, biting her lip.
"Damnit, Kelly, don't fuck with me!"
"No, don't stop fucking me!" She rocked back.
He shoved in deep, shuddering. "Gonna come!"
"Thirty seconds!" she moaned, her pussy fluttering. "Damn...you weren't kidding..."
"Did you come?" he asked, tucking and zipping.
She grinned. "Couldn't you tell?"
"Um..."
"See, I told you." Kelly turned the emergency stop off.
"Okay, so tell me." He watched her pull panties up, skirt down. "The truth."
She winked at him, straightening one stocking. "I guess you'll have to do it again to be sure."
Trevor's eyes brightened as the elevator doors slid open. "Maybe I just will."
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Remember that line Susan Sarandon says to Gina Davis in Thelma and Louise, when Gina is complaining about her husband?
"You get what you settle for."
Well, Lori Gottlieb made a case recently in The Atlantic in the same vein: women should settle for "Mr. Good Enough" before it's too late. Apparently, Ms. Gottlieb has grown tired of the single mother scene. She's discovered that doing the child-thing all by yourself isn't as easy as she thought it was going to be and is now looking forlornly at all her friends who "settled" for less-than-perfect in their husbands and married anyway. Now she sits back and watches, green with envy, as Daddy throws a ball with Timmy in the park and Mommy actually gets to have a sandwich.
Look, I know being a single mother is hard. My mother was one for lots of years. I was one for a while, too. It isn't easy to be the only one in the house who can answer a plaintive call in the middle of the night, to clean up vomit while you're also throwing up every half an hour, or to deal with a migraine and a toddler at the same time. But no one ever said it was easy, and no one ever said life was fair. I think Ms. Gottlieb missed the memo that went around about promises and rose gardens. And that other one, about making beds and laying in them.
We all make choices, right? I chose to have children very young. I missed the whole getting drunk at frat parties and pulling my top up during Spring Break thing. I also missed, for the most part, the climb up the corporate ladder. I could have taken that route, but I chose something different. When we make a choice, we immediately close the door on something else. There is just no such thing as "having it all." Ms. Gottlieb chose to have a child without involving the father—a perfectly valid choice.
So why all the sour grapes now? Does the grass really look so much greener over here in marriageville?
Honestly, if you read the article, you'll see that Ms. G doesn't really want a husband. In fact, all the complaints her friends throw around about their husbands just reaffirms her idea that they have "settled" for something less than they deserve. But that doesn't mean she doesn't want a husband, she protests. Vehemently, she claims she does. In fact, she makes herself sound desperate enough to jump the bald guy with plumber's butt who came to fix her toilet last week and told her she had a nice ass.
Except she isn't. What she's doing is still holding onto the ideal of marriage, just like she idealized having a child. Both of those things inevitably fail to live up to our expectations. That's called life. Marriage isn't perfect because people aren't perfect. Having children isn't perfect, because again, human beings have faults. Having children is rarely ever what we fantasized while we were pregnant. Our spouses never live up to the image we had of them walking down the aisle.
Gottlieb's logical, practical (and rather self-absorbed) approach gets her that far... but that's where she stops. Her own narcissism keeps her from going any further. She assumes, based on her current yearning for connection (or her longing for someone she doesn't have to see all that much who'll share the financial burden, childcare and housework - it's hard to tell which she wants more...) that she should have "settled" for someone inferior because then, at least, she'd have a partner with whom she could run the boring, tedious and tiresome "business" of family - and, hey, she wouldn't even have to put on lipstick get a little nookie once in a while!
Is this chick for real!? Unfortunately, I think she is. She's bitter and angry with herself for not settling sooner, for idealizing marriage and relationship. Yet she's done nothing to change her selfish and limiting perspective. From her inflated vision, every marriage is considered "settling." (Except those people who were lucky enough to have romantic notions and wonderful beginnings - they just end up disappointed and bitter when the facade falls away.)
What Gottlieb doesn't seem to grasp is that it is within all of those horrible human imperfections, we find our most precious gifts. When our expectations are dashed, it opens our lives up to the fullness of possibility. What Ms. G doesn't see from her superior high horse is that settling isn't about lowering your standards - settling is about embracing what is.
Our flaws are what make us beautiful, individual, human and loveable. The Zen potter puts an intentional flaw into every piece. Amish quilters include a faulty square in every quilt. These deliberate flaws add to the unique beauty of each piece, and some traditions believe that it is through these flaws (or in humans, our wounds, our "issues") that gifts and beauty flow.
Perfection is too cold. The pursuit of perfection is pure torture. Imperfection, on the other hand, is not only warm and inviting - it keeps you warm at night.
Settling is simply the flipped opposite of pursuing perfection. It is giving up on the ideal. However, embracing what is - that ultimately gives us far more than our expectations would ever allow. If we stop trying to make things the way we want them, to control everything, to fit them into a box, we find the beauty in the people and things right in front of us. If we get out of the way of ourselves, we get the joy of connecting to another person, who is an amazing miracle, flaws and all.
If you think of it as some sort of business transaction, or "settling," you're going to live a miserable life. If you truly see the beauty in the flaws, in the imperfection, you're going to find much more peace.
And that's how you embrace what is. You not only accept or tolerate it - you love it. It's not as hard as it sounds. All it requires just turning around and looking into a mirror. Are you perfect? Are you without flaws? Neither is anyone else. But you can still love yourself - and you can love those parts of someone else as well, and together, you might just find a way to heal what's broken inside you both.
That's what Ms. Gottlieb is missing. She's missing it still.
Instead, she encourages woman to settle: "...do it young, when settling involves constructing a family environment with a perfectly acceptable man who may not trip your romantic trigger—as opposed to doing it older, when settling involves selling your very soul in exchange for damaged goods."
Good grief! Men magically turn into damaged goods after the age of 30? Do they all just go downhill? Or do they get picked over, like the best fruit at the farmer's market, so only the bruised and rotted ones are left? Perhaps it's not the crop, but discernment of the person choosing that's out of whack here...
It's sad to see a woman so afraid to let go she's backed herself into a self-constructed catch-22, someone so caught in their own condescending vision of the world, they can't open their eyes and see what's right in front of them. But it's obvious that she isn't ready to let go of her high expectations, in spite of her lip service to the contrary. Maybe she never will be.
But until she is, she's not gonna find Mr. Good Enough... let alone Mr. Right... or even Mr. Right Now. At the moment, she doesn't really want a husband. She wants to complain.
I do have one suggestion for her though...
Okay, two...
1. Get over yourself.
2. Hire a damned nanny.
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There's a sort of parenting tactic called "Love & Logic" that we try to practice as much as we can with our children. It's all about natural consequences. This is what it says on their website:
Children learn the best lessons when they're given a task and allowed to make their own choices (and fail) when the cost of failure is still small. Children's failures must be coupled with love and empathy from their parents.
I like this particular approach because I'm never the bad guy. I don't spank, I don't impose many parent-initiated consequences that cause resentment. The kids learn personal responsibility and independence. And I get to be empathetic instead of mad. It works out pretty well.
And it even works with husbands.
I adore Mr. Kitt - I think he's the cat's meow. He's brilliant, insightful, kind, generous... I am a very blessed woman, and I know it. :) But he is, of course, human... and not without his faults. One of them is organization and resource management. The good news is, I'm fantastic at those things. I can balance a budget on the tip of one finger. I'm telling you, I'd give Hillary a run for her money!
But that also means Mr. Kitt has, over the years, come to depend on me to do those things. Which, after a while, becomes tedious. And frankly, I think a forty year old man should be able to keep track of a check register, don't you? So, two years ago, I gave up the finances. I handed them over and feigned frustration. I can't do this anymore, I said. You handle it.
Then, I applied love and logic. Because frankly, Mr. Kitt's parents never did. They are very generous with their money - to a fault. All Mr. Kitt has to do is hold out his hand, and things are put into it. And I don't mean $20 here or there. I mean things like cars, college educations. You name it. Well, he names it - they provide it. Which gave Mr. Kitt a sense that the world will always provide, money is always available, an unlimited resource. Consequently, he burns money like George W. Bush burns fossil fuels.
All of this I knew when I handed over the finances. I understood I'd have some issues to deal with. The major difference between love and logic with a child and love and logic with an adult is the consequences. They are much bigger when you're dealing with an adult. Which is why it makes sense to teach this sort of thing to children long before they have major consequences to face. But sometimes adults get to this point, and they haven't learned this lesson in some areas of their lives. (I know I'm lacking in a few myself...) You see this issue a lot with addicts, and it's part of where the "tough love" idea came from. You stop enabling someone, and then you let them pay the consequences.
Of course, if you live with that someone, you end up paying them, too.
I knew what I was in for - things like bounced check fees, late mortgage payments, bad credit. But if I ended up with a husband who understood the value of money and could balance a checkbook, to me, it was worth it.
So I said.
So I kept saying.
Hundreds of dollars in fees later... (gritting teeth) So many late mortgage payments I finally pulled the plug and we moved closer to his work and attempted to sell the house in a short sale. (wince) Bankruptcy. (Complicated by a health-issue that landed him in the hospital three days before insurance kicked in, but still... ouch!)
I even ended up in jail.
I sat there in a little cell next to a drunk woman with puke drying on the front of her t-shirt and wondered, what in the hell was I doing? Was this really worth it?
You see, Mr. Kitt had forgotten to pay a speeding ticket. I got one for going five over on a side street near home. It was a stupid ticket, all the way around. It's always annoying to have to pay $75 for something stupid, and I think Mr. Kitt was annoyed at the whole concept. So he didn't pay it. Eventually, my license was suspended. Only, I didn't know it. Because he hid the notice, meaning to pay the ticket. Except he forgot. Again. And I got pulled over one night on the way to a birth. And arrested for driving on a suspended license.
I was booked, Danno. Printed. Mug shot. The whole deal.
You can imagine the scenario when Mr. Kitt posted my bail and picked me up from the police station, can't you? At this point, I was ready to shove a Love and Logic book up his ass to see if he could absorb it through osmosis. But I didn't. I also didn't scream, yell or berate. I cried. And believe me, I felt like crying. I felt like burying my head and weeping for days. I said I didn't know how much longer I could live like this. And I meant it.
Mr. Kitt was sorry - truly sorry. Of course he didn't mean to get me arrested. And I think, perhaps, this particular consequence was the one that really hit home, even though it happened to me instead of him. Maybe because it happened to me instead of him. Hurting someone else can often impact us more than hurting ourselves.
It took him a long time... (Mr. Kitt moves in what I call "glacier time." He does move... you just can't see it happen!) But he's finally got it down. He pays the bills on time, without incurring extra fees to pay them late. He keeps a check register and knows the bank balance at all times. He worries about money now in a way he never did before.
Just last night, he brought home some over-the-counter medicine I asked him to pick up for one of the sick kids and as he handed it to me, he said, "Use it sparingly, that stuff might as well be liquid gold for what it cost!" I actually did a double take. In the past, he wouldn't have thought twice about picking up a seven dollar bottle of anything. He wouldn't have even considered it, he just would have done it and assumed the money was there to make the purchase.
Not anymore.
Last week, he made an honest mistake. We recently changed banks, and he paid a bill out of our old account by accident. It was an online payment, and he just chose the wrong account in the dropdown box. It was an accident. Trust me, I've had them myself. Once, I paid our mortgage twice in one month due to an online error on my part. Ouch. To say money was tight that month is like saying Karen Carpenter was a little too thin.
And of course, now we have the usual fees to pay for bounced checks (because nothing was in the other account to cover it, of course, all our money was transferred to the new account) but I could empathize with Mr. Kitt. I did and do.
Little honest mistakes I can handle, they happen to everyone. But I have a feeling the big ones, the totally unconscious ones, those are gone for good. That Love and Logic thing really does work, if you're willing to watch someone else suffer the natural consequences of their actions... and yeah, sometimes you have to suffer them right along with them. *sigh* I think I've done my time - literally - in the service of natural consequences. At least, I hope so.
(p.s. By the way, yes I did make it to the birth after I was pulled over and arrested... and the baby was beautiful!)
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1.Chocolate – milk or dark, melted or solid, like a sweet, luscious orgasm exploding in my mouth...
2.The fantasy of him hiring a prostitute and bringing her home – watching them have sex while I hide in the closet – and then later come out to join them.
3.Piercings – so sexy – in the tongue, the eyebrow, the nose... even more sexy in the nipples... or the labia... or the clit... or the foreskin...
4.Introducing a young virgin to sex – teaching him how to pleasure a woman, how to touch her, kiss her, lick her, fuck her...
5.Having makeup sex – coming together after the heat of an argument, the fire still burning between us, feeling the energy surge as our bodies melt together.
6.Role playing the rich lady and the chauffeur - Jeeves, stop the car. Yes Ma'am. Good. Now come back here for a moment. Yes, Ma'am. I told you about leaving these here, didn't I? Yes Ma'am. Come take your punishment. Yes Ma'am ...
7.Blindfolding him, tying his arms to the bedposts, and doing whatever I want.
8.The thought of giving head to a guy with a cock piercing – in my fantasies, he's always big, bald and heavily tattooed...
9.When he finds my g-spot with his fingers while he's licking my clit, alternately rubbing... and licking... and rubbing... and licking...
10.Meeting him at the door wearing just one of his white button down dress shirts and nothing else.
11.When he lays back and makes me do all the work and just enjoys the ride
12.When he's taking me from behind and he spreads my ass with his hands, and I know he's watching himself fuck me, the way my asshole opens a little for him, the wet slide of his cock into my pussy...
13.The thought of going to a strip club with him and getting a lap dance for the both of us. We might not be able to touch her – but we can touch each other!
14.Four poster beds – with solid posts I can be tied up to. Just the sight of one makes my knees weak and my pussy wet.
15.Role playing prostitute and client – Hey baby, looking for a good time? Sure, you want a ride? Oh boy, do I. Have anything yummy for me to ride on? Sure, baby, hop on in and I'll show you...
16.The thought of seducing another woman to our bed and surprising him with her one afternoon. Hi honey, welcome home... this is Cindy... doesn't she have the prettiest pussy you've ever seen? It's sweet as can be... come here and have some...
17.Fantasy of hiding under his desk and giving him a blowjob while he's working, him trying to keep a straight face with a client across the way as I quietly lick and suck his cock...
18.Fantasy of being "played for" in a pool game – winner gets me on the pool table
19.When he pulls his jeans down and I can see the perfect outline of his cock through his briefs, hard and straining against the material. Makes my mouth water.
20.When I'm just about to come, seconds from orgasm, and he starts flicking his tongue fast along the length of my clitoris, back and forth. Drives me wild!
21.When he makes me undress for him... real slow... and caresses every inch of me with his eyes once I'm standing naked in front of him. Then he takes his fingertips and holds them ... just... above my skin... almost touching... but not... quite... god, that makes me so hot
22.The incredible heat radiating from between a woman's legs when you rest your cheek against her bare thigh and look at the open, waiting wetness of her pussy...
23.Role playing doctor and patient – when I'm the doctor and he's the patient. "I think we need to alleviate some of this pressure Mr. Jones... if I use my hand like this... just up and down like this... we might be able to help you out with this little problem you have here..."
24.I love playing the no-hands game during sex... we can explore each other using anything else, tongue, lips, nose, hair, knees, toes, anything but our hands... it gets awfully... creative!
25.I love when he talks to me while he's licking my pussy – when he stops to tell me what a hot little kitty I have... how hard it makes him to taste me... and the vibrations from his voice make me crazy!
26.Covering every inch of myself in baby oil, then climbing on top of him and giving him a massage – no hands. Just my slick, oiled up body rubbing against his over and over.
27.When I'm standing in front of him, and he slides his fingers inside of me... and then draws me slowly toward him... so he can lightly nibble on and bite my nipples while fingering my pussy.
28.Wearing a loooong string of pearls – and nothing else – to bed... and then lubing them up and wrapping them around his cock, stroking them up and down... it drives him crazy!
29.Roleplaying jailer and prisoner. You don't understand, Warden, I need to make a phone call. I'll do anything. And I mean anything...
30.Putting my legs up over his shoulders when he's on top. I can feel him s much more that way - so much thicker and harder as he drives into my pussy...
31.When he's going along, fucking me good and hard, and then he stops... just stops... and starts again realllllllllllly slowwwww again for a few minutes, making me beg and beg for more... god, please, baby, don't tease me, give me that hard cock...
32.When I'm breastfeeding and my breasts are full of milk – he loves sucking and licking them, and especially loves it when I'm on top riding him and start to come – my nipples leak milk all over my belly...
33.Sitting on top of him and pressing his cock against his belly so I can sliiiiide up and down the shaft – not letting him inside me – just rubbing my wet pussy and especially my hard little clit over his cock again... and again... and again... I come so hard that way... and sometimes, so does he!
34.Going down on him while he's still soft – I love the thought that I can make him hard with just a few flicks and twists of my hot, wet little tongue. I LOVE making him hard in my mouth.
35.Driving him wild by pressing my breasts into his back when we're out at a crowded bar. Then I whisper in his ear, 'God, I want you.' No surprise...we're home in minutes!
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I hate the Zero Tolerance policy in schools.
My son, who's just six, is getting the message that it is okay for others to push, hit, kick and bully him as long as they don't get caught, that he is not allowed to use force to defend himself, that he must tell a teacher or other authority figure at the school, and that when he does so, the message he receives is, "If I didn't see it happen, I can't do anything about it."
This is Zero Tolerance?
My son has reported on several occasions that "older boys" have pushed him down, shoved his face in the snow repeatedly, and hit and kicked him repeatedly, and that the issue was not addressed when he told a teacher or other school authority. Now, he's not a consistent target or victim of physical threats, aggression or bullying, but he has said on more than one occasion, "I don't want to get in trouble for fighting because my teacher told me I have to get hit ten times before I can fight back, but I don't like being hit by the bigger kids."
Of course, I know schools don't think it's ok for one child to initiate hurting another child, yet a Zero Tolerance policy effectively castrates everyone - children, educators, parents - by not allowing our children to learn in school that force is a last resort, but if necessary, needs to be employed wisely and effectively. I teach my kids to work towards compromise, that force is a last resort and that it can and should be avoided through verbal conflict resolution. I further teach my children that if they have to use force they should do so only to escape and prevent the perpetration of further aggression and violence on him/her and/or others.
But I don't think it's okay for my children believe it is all right for anyone to incidentally, continually, consistently and/or persistently threaten their safety or invade their physical boundaries. In spite of the "Zero Tolerance" policy schools have adopted, I continue to teach them and give them the message (after reinforcing the difference between aggression and accidents that happen during physical play) that they should: 1st, walk away from the aggression and tell a teacher or other school authority; 2nd, if the aggression continues, they should attempt to compromise and work it out with the aggressor; 3rd, if the aggression pattern continues further they should verbally assert their physical boundaries by yelling "STOP" or "NO"; 4th, if the aggression pattern continues, they should fight back as hard as they can using physical force if they are being physically hurt and threatened, and then remove themselves from the situation and get help from a trusted adult as quickly as possible.
Honestly, my child's sense of self-esteem and safety are worth far more than the risk of suspension or expulsion from school, although it's so clearly wrong that such a choice is forced on parents.
If martial arts were mandated as part of our national curriculum our children would be taught non-violent conflict resolution skills, violence and aggression as a last resort, wise and efficient use of force, and the importance and practice of physical and mental discipline, fitness and health. Hey, I can dream!
Zero Tolerance negates the learning of effective assertiveness while creating an atmosphere and environment in which aggression and violence are not appropriately addressed and The Law of the Jungle becomes the covert but primary message. The evidence shows that aggression and violence in schools have escalated despite Zero Tolerance policies. As we all learn in the kitchen and in cutting our lawns, a dull and neglected blade is far more dangerous and ineffective than a sharp and properly maintained blade.
Not only is a Zero Tolerance policy an ineffective way to establish and maintain a safe and realistically ordered learning environment, it is also counter to my personal, parental, and family beliefs and values and sets up an unnecessary and counterproductive conflict between many parents and the school—between most parents and most schools—and can leave my son, and other children, in a state of uncertainty, distrust and confusion about their worth and safety.
It's not right that my son should not fear punishment for using force to clearly set his boundaries with other children or people when they are threatening or physically invading his boundaries, and he should not have to deal with mixed messages between his parents and school authorities while at school.
It is interesting that our national position on school aggression, violence and bullying is so blatantly incongruent with our national position on how far out of the way we can send our military to kill others who have successfully killed some of in a vain attempt to prevent those others from killing any more of us, while at the same time we practice not physically defending defenseless people who are being killed at the genocidal level in places that don't have anything coveted by us. It is also interesting that both extremes, our tyrannical national position and our Zero Tolerance educational position, lead uselessly to even more ineffective and unnecessary violence and aggression.
Aggression and violence are part of life, and they will always be so, and it is a great disservice to our children to give them the message that they are incapable of being responsible for their own safety and the safety of others. It is a great disservice to effectively castrate our children and force them into victim mentality and behaviors.
Actually, my son handles these mixed messages very well. He's a very caring, kind and earnest boy. He's concerned with doing what's good and helpful. He asks me about these inconsistencies because he sees that they don't make sense and because he feels he's being told something different than what he knows is best. He has a good sense of self-worth and he knows the underlying, if perhaps unintentional or misguided, message of the school is that rules and authority are more important than his safety, that he's incapable of judging when to use force, and that, if he does use force to stop someone from hurting him or someone else, the reason for his use of force was irrelevant and he is no different than those initiating aggression and violence. He knows, in his own six-year-old way, that he is being put in an inappropriate and unacceptable position.
This relatively minor, but important concern we have about my son, is simply a reflection of the cultural message we are giving our children through our educational institutions, particularly to our boys, about their natural, good and valuable instinct for, and love of, survival, competition, and the importance and value of fighting for what's good and right individually and collectively.
We are raising generations full of more and more dull, neglected blades that are dangerous to themselves, our culture and the world. If we don't teach our boys how to temper their aggression into the capacity for assertiveness, physical and otherwise, in the service of what is good and life-affirming for themselves and the rest of us, they will continue to feel shame about their innate and valuable survival and competition instinct, conceal their weapons and go off half-cocked, trigger-happy and feeling powerless and castrated into a world that they see primarily as threatening and opposing to them.
Culturally, we act shocked at the violence of our male youth, yet we are responsible for giving them little other choice. One definition of insanity doing the same thing over and over again while expecting a different outcome.
We can see the results of this all around us in child and adolescent behavior: gangs, substance abuse, risky and abusive sex, teenage pregnancy, and the list goes on... And we can see what happens in our country (and world) when we allow adult males who see the world as an unsupervised playground through immature adolescent glasses that is either to be dominated or feared to lead us. The instinct that is expressed as destruction, aggression and violence in the world is the same instinct that protects and serves life.
I see the results in of this cultural and Zero Tolerance school problem in most, if not all, of the boys and male adolescents referred from schools or from the legal system into my services as a psychologist. I see the underlying identity and self-esteem wounds that our cultural messages cause boys. I see the pain, violence, defiance, anger, resentment, depression and destructiveness to self and others that is a result of the messages we give our boys. These messages should not be tolerated in our schools, yet we continue to perpetrate the very violence on our boys that we attempt to force out of them with our Zero Tolerance practices.
If the cultural points I make seem out of proportion to the concerns I have for my child in one elementary school then it's important to remember that, after the home, the schools are where our children spend the most time, and where they receive their earliest societal and cultural messages, and the schools are a reflection of our best cultural thinking and values on many levels besides education.
That should frighten us all.
I happen to be a member of a growing group of parents who can no longer, in good conscience, allow our educational system and institutions to be the primary educators of our children. We have chosen to use school as a supplement to home education and we know that we do not have to depend on schools to educate our children. We also know that the institution and system are not necessarily a reflection on or of the talented and dedicated educators attempting to work within it.
It seems to me that schools are losing the war through attrition and friendly fire.
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What's your life like?
Selena: Well, when I'm not pawing away at my keyboard, I worship my devoted husband, corral four kids (with another on the way) and almost a dozen chickens, all while growing an organic garden on about six acres of land. I also enjoy bellydancing, photography and taking long, lazy cat naps in the middle of the afternoon.
At what age did you discover writing and when were you first published? Tell us about your "call to writing" story... 
Selena: I was first published by the now defunct Stardust Press. I had no real interest in e-publishing at the time, but someone sent me a contest they were running, and being the competitive type (I think they call it "A" :) I entered. I didn't win the cash, which is what I was hoping for. Instead I won a publishing contract... and so I was plunged into the seedy world of e-publishing, tell-all memoir soon to follow. Okay, I'm kidding. Except about the contest and getting publishing part. 
As for my "call story." Interesting term! And quite apropo, I suppose. Writers always say they've been writing since they could hold a pencil—or a crayon. Me, too. *shrug* You'd think, as writers, we'd make up some great story about how we discovered our art, right? Because that's what we do. We tell stories. We make stuff up. So I should tell you I was backpacking in the Himilayas on a break from my college courses when I visited a Tibetan monestary and had an epiphanic spiritual awakening wherein I was charged by the divine to go back to the States and write porn... ha. But that would make me more James Frey than...than...oh, hell. Somebody the opposite of James Frey. So I'll just be boring and tell you I'm just like all the other writers out there. I write because I have to, because I'm called to. Indeed.
How do you describe your writing in three words? 
Selena:  Poignant. Intelligent. Hot. (I bet everyone says hot! :)
How do you approach your writing? Do you plot or go with the flow? 
Selena:  To quote Vivienne in Pretty Woman: "I'm actually no, I'm not a planner. I wouldn't say I'm a planner. I would say I'm a kinda fly by the seat of my pants gal. You know moment to moment, yeah that's me, that's...yeah..."
Do you have a favorite character or one that you identify most with? 
Selena: No. Can I skip this question? Oops, just did...
If there was one place in the world you could visit where would it be and why? 
Selena:Alaska. I'd actually love to live there one day. I had a good friend who lived there (he was a wildlife photographer) and he loved it.
Would you or have you based a book on this place? 
Selena: I've considered it. Alaska men are... yum! Plus, who could forget Chris from Northern Exposure? Oh my. It would be fun to write an Alaska romance. Love on the tundra!
What gives you inspiration when you write? 
Selena: I can't ever force a story. That never works out well. Inspiration comes when it comes. There's something to that idea of a "muse." Mine is a tattooed, pierced hunk with a shaved head who comes to visit and brings ideas with him! Ha, just kidding. I wish! To a great extent, writing is a mystery to me, and so is inspiration. I know I need to write something when it stays with me. I don't keep a "writer's notebook" by my bed to write down ideas. I know that if I need to write it, it will keep coming back until I do!
Where do your ideas come from? 
Selena: The planet Neptune. Don't yours? Just kidding! My ideas come from a million different places, like any writers. Life experiences, situations, snippets of conversations, dreams. I never know where an idea is going to come from, but I always know when it's one I need to follow if it keeps recurring. If it disappears, it wasn't a "good" idea, for me. But if it keeps coming back, I know I have to write it. I don't keep a notebook of ideas, like a lot of writers, for that reason. I know that if I need to write about it, it's going to come back to me eventually, and I'll end up putting it down on the page. 
How many readers/fans contact you? 
Selena: I have over 1200 readers subscribed to my Yahoo group and I get fan mail daily. I thoroughly enjoy hearing from readers and other aspiring writers and always (at least so far!) try to respond to every email personally. 
Do your fans' comments and letters influence you in any way? 
Selena: Of course they do! Readers have their fingers on the pulse of my writing, and they are the ones who give me the best feedback... Did it work? Did it elicit the response I wanted? Did it move them, touch them, give them chills, made them cry or laugh out loud? It's all great information, and I take it all in stride. 
Do you have a favorite comment or question from a reader? 
Selena: This one came anonymously about my story, Connections, that was nominated for the 2006 Rauxa Prize (I was one of three runners-up, out of over 1,000 nominations!) I really cherish this comment: "This story is touching and compelling, regardless of the erotic component. This is literature that happens to have an eroticism. A truly excellent story."
How much of your personality and life experiences are in your writing? 
Selena: There's a part of me in every character I write (even the villains!) but none of them are completely autobiographical, and I'm sure that's the case for most writers. You can't help putting something of yourself into your characters, but only the people closest to me would really be able to pick out the true pieces of "me" in every character I write about. 
Do you find sex scenes difficult to write? 
Selena: For me, the sex scenes are the easiest to write! The passion and connection that builds between two characters and culminates in a love scene is the very best part of writing erotic romances. It never gets boring or mundane for me, because every character is unique, and their reactions are never the same. I find it fascinating to explore the different facets of sexuality and human response with the characters that happen to grace me with their presence through my work. 
What kind of research do you do? 
Selena: I have a confession to make... I hate research. I'll do it if I have to, but in those cases, Wikipedia is my best friend! I have a lot of general base knowledge, which is helpful, and don't have to do a lot of research for most of what I write. It's one of the reasons I like reading historical fiction, but I don't like writing it—all the danged research! 
Can you tell me about your publishing company? What makes it different from other publishers? Why did you set it up? 
Selena: eXcessica is a publisher... but we're not a traditional publisher, who collects money from an author's work to cover costs and make a profit (generally called a "royalty,") nor are we a "self/vanity" publisher who collects money from the author him/herself to publish their work. Instead, we're a partnership of authors who have come together to work in symbiosis to benefit everyone within the cooperative. 
eXcessica was my little brainchild, just an idea I had to bring authors together who might not have a chance at publishing with the other houses—not because their writing wasn't good enough, but because their subject matter was too "taboo" for companies who relied on reputation and a bottom line in order to make money. 
With eXcessica, I wanted to create a publishing cooperative, rather than a company that was out to make a profit. I didn't want to make money on other authors' work—just my own! And as an editor, I've always had an interest in furthering the works of other talent. It just seemed like the natural progression, to allow each author to become his/her own publisher within the protection and to the advantage of a larger whole. At eXcessica, working together as a group benefits everyone. 
And because eXcessica is a partnership, each member reaps all the benefits—the name, the marketing and production—without all the strings attached. Peer editing, cover art, production, it's all done within the partnership, each person volunteering to do something at which they are skilled. 
I've heard comments like, "I don't get it. Why would they publish something if they're not making money off of it?" I suppose that's the typical capitalist view, and we're a rather socialist experiment in that regard. We'll see if it pays off. So far, it's been more lucrative for myself and many of eXcessica's authors than, I think, any of us could have imagined. 
What does your significant other think of your writing? 
Selena: My husband is the most supportive man in the world and my biggest fan. He thinks I'm the best thing that happened to writing since sliced bread, which is wonderful for my ego, I admit. 
Do you ever ask him for advice? 
Selena: He's not only my biggest fan—he's also my best critic. I've rarely met a person so able to pinpoint the very thing missing or wrong or just slightly "off" in a story. He gets personal readings, daily, of what I write. We both enjoy that part of our day! 
Who, if anyone, has influenced your writing? 
Selena: Strangely—Stephen King. There's a description in Stephen King's book, On Writing, is the closest I've ever come to describing the way that I write. He says that he doesn't so much write a story as uncover it. That's always been my experience as well. I'm not a planner or an outliner. I don't create stories—I unearth them. Most of the time, when I write, I feel as if I'm an archeologist, clearing away the debris to discover the treasure underneath. I find out where the story is going in the same way my readers do, by following my characters to the end. 
If you weren't writing, what would you be doing? 
Selena: Delivering babies as a midwife. I may still do it, some day. Right now, my children are too young for me to live a life "on-call." I can write in my own time, on my own schedule, and that works well for me right now. 
Are there any words of encouragement for unpublished writers? 
Selena: Write. Keep writing. Pay attention to feedback, the good and the bad. Especially the bad. Don't stop writing. Even when you feel like what you're writing sucks, don't stop writing. It's like practicing any instrument, you need to keep doing it to get better. Read other writers that you admire. Imitation is the sincerest form of flattery, and if you need to write like your "favorite writer" until you find your own style, that's okay, too. Your own voice will eventually emerge. Just keep writing. The poet, William Stafford, once said in an interview that he wrote a poem every single day of his life. "But how do you manage to do that? I could never write a poem a day!" the interviewer said in awe. Stafford looked at him and replied, "Lower your standards." You don't have to write perfectly... you just have to keep writing. Perfecting your writing happens during the editing process. The actual writing process is more like dancing or singing or painting or playing the guitar... you just keep doing it until it becomes effortless, like second nature to you. Then you won't have to think about it anymore, you'll just do it, and you'll want to keep doing it. That's when you'll know you're really "a writer." 
Fill in the blank favorites: 
Dessert:  Elias Brother's Hot Fudge Ice Cream Cake—ah, childhood memories!
City:  I hate cities... too dirty and crowded. I'd rather be in the middle of nowhere than in the city...
Season:  Autumn... cool weather, the changing fall colors, cider and donuts and hayrides...
Type of hero:  Alpha males... love a man with a dominant streak...
Type of heroine:  Feisty, but with a desire to surrender underneath that attitude... 
What has been the highlight of your career to this point? 
Selena:  Well, the yellow ones are just so un-original... I do like the pink and neon green ones, though. Okay, okay... seriously? Let's see...oh, I know! I was recently listed #5 on the Fictionwise Bestselling Author list. Not just in erotica, but on the entire site. I was actually sandwiched between Nora Roberts and Stephen King there for a minute (a stranger threesome you'll never see!) That was kinda neat. NYT Bestseller List, here I come? *snerk*
What's next for you? 
Selena:  Well, I've got about five loads of laundry to fold, and I'm probably going to turn on Pride and Prejudice for the 100th time while I do it...because who can ever get enough of that Mr. Darcy? Ohhhh you mean, like, writing-wise? ;) I've got lots to finish (just see the coming soon section on eXcessica!) And when all that's done... who knows? 
What question would you love to answer that I didn't ask? 
Selena: I don't know... but the answer is "a chicken, two crayons, a Slim-Jim and fifteen light bulbs," whatever it was! 
>^,,^<
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All sexually active characters in this story are eighteen years of age or older.
-----------
She knew exactly the effect she had on men. 
Holly's power didn't come from a lipstick tube or a lingerie store—it amused and saddened her by turns when she realized most women thought so. It went much deeper than that.
"How old are you, Brian?" 
He was incredibly young. Doe-eyes—big, brown and beautiful—blinked at her as if she were the brightest thing in the room. Looking around the dimly lit bar, older patrons intent on their drinks, the glow from the television just a ghostly shadow in the corner—she thought, perhaps, she was.
"Old enough to be here." Brian shifted in his chair, and she noticed, the way she noticed everything, how his eyes moved over the cream-colored silk of her blouse, down to the respectable-but-intentionally-revealing V of her cleavage. 
Holly smiled, reached across the table, and took his hand. "Now, why don't I believe you?"
His palm was wet—actually wet—and his fingers trembled, but the brave face he put on made her want to weep with compassion and even a little delight. 
"My friend, he told me you could teach me...stuff..."
She sipped her water through a tiny straw, not answering, her eyes focused on him until his gaze dropped to the table. Holly was very careful, even fastidious. Her referrals came only through sources she trusted.
"This is the address." Her business card was like the cream-colored silk of her blouse, soft and clean and bright, and she slid it across the table toward him. "Tomorrow, seven p.m."
"How do I—"
She stood, shrugging on her long, black wool coat, pulling a thick length of curly, honey-colored hair from beneath the collar. "You'll receive a text message tonight with further instructions."
"I feel like double-oh-seven." His grin was both nervous and goofy, but there was a cockiness in it that allowed her to glimpse the man he would become, and it thrilled her. 
"Maybe not today." Holly smiled as she pulled on her gloves. "But after tomorrow night?" She leaned over and brushed her lips against his ear, feeling him shiver as she whispered, "Your life will never be the same."
There was no arrogance in her words and she left him there with them, his eyes glazed with anticipation. 
And yet, she knew...he had no idea.
* * * *
"Breathe."
Her whispered words seemed to force the air from his lungs in a long, trembling exhale. 
They were both completely nude—she started virgins that way, with no pretenses or defense—and although his cock was like a steel rod nestled against the crevice of her behind as she straddled him, she ignored it completely, focusing her eyes on his, both of her hands resting in the middle of his chest. She was balancing herself, but doing much more than that. 
"Do you want to touch me?" She knew the answer, but waited.
"God, yes." One hand, held rigidly at his side, started to move, but stopped when she gave a slight shake of her head.
"How does it make you feel, that wanting?" She brought her face down closer to his, her eyes searching, her hair falling across his chest and shoulders. He give a small gasp, just a short intake of breath, his eyes half-closing in anticipation.
"Crazy," he murmured, swallowing, licking his lips. "Like...like I would do anything. Anything for you. To you. I feel...I feel like a wild man. I want to..." 
"Go on," she encouraged, rocking her hips back slightly, feeling his cock jerk. "Don't censor it. Tell me."
"I want to... oh god." He gasped again when one of her hands snuck behind her back, pressing his cock, which had made a wet precum trail along the groove of her ass. "Oh my god, that's good. I want to fuck you, Holly, I want to be inside you."
"Mmm." She rubbed him a little faster, her expert thumb caressing the sensitive frenulum. "Good. More."
"I have to." His hips pressed her upward, and she delighted in his strength, how in-check it was in the moment, its potential for unleashing. "Oh please, I want you, I want to fuck you, take you..." He let out a low growl when she wrapped her hand completely around his cock. "I could devour you."
"Yes!" She squeezed, released. Again. Again. "Tell me. Tell me, Brian."
"Ahhhhh god I want to crawl inside you!" His hands went to her hips and she didn't stop him, rocking back against his cock, still tight in her fist, her pussy spreading wetness over his lower belly. "I could tear you apart just to get inside you, ahhh god, I want you, every fucking inch of you."
"Look at me—into my eyes." Her word were breathless—it excited her to see him, to hear him, like this. His eyes were open, barely, but he focused on her face. "Do you feel it between us?"
He nodded, gulped.
"This is everything, right here, you and me." She knelt above him, now, still straddling, one hand pressed against his chest, the other encircling his cock. "This is what moves the world. This is life. This is love."
His eyes were wide now. She saw surprise, a glimpse of fear, realization. That last thrilled her as she positioned herself over him, guided him.
"Do you really feel it?" she whispered, his cock poised, ready.
His hands moved over her belly—soft, flat, quivering—cradling her hips in wonder, as if he held all of creation between his hands. And he did. 
"Do you feel it here?" Holly squeezed his cock, eliciting a low moan.
"Yes."
"Do you feel it here?" She rubbed her hand over his chest, his heart, looking deep into his eyes.
He swallowed, nodded. "Yes. Yes."
"Remember," she whispered, shifting her hips and letting him inside of her. 
He was young, inexperienced, and had never felt the first blissful moment of entry. She didn't expect him to last past that moment, and was surprised when his eyes stayed focused on hers instead of closing in climax, his hands steady on her hips.
"You're so beautiful." His words were so genuine they made her flush with pleasure, and she showed him her gratitude, moving her hips in slow, easy circles. 
His eyes did flutter closed then, but she pressed him, "look at me," and he did. "Don't try to escape from the feeling. Come into it. With me." She leaned in to capture his mouth, their kiss soft but full of feeling. "With me."
He moved naturally, his hips rocking. "Oh my god."
"Yes, exactly." She smiled against his cheek, pressing her breasts to his chest. "This is how we make love, our flesh, in and out..." The sound of their wet coupling filled the room. "But we're all making love, all of us, all the time."
She felt him listening—his whole body was listening—and she took advantage of the teaching moment. "My breath. Your breath. In and out. That's how we make love to the divine. It's no different."
Her lips trailed across his jaw, leaving soft, warm kisses toward his ear. "Spirit is everywhere. It isn't up there or out there. It's in here. In me. In you. Our flesh, joined. One."
His hands tightened on her behind, pressing in deep, making her gasp and moan. At the sound of her pleasure, his cock swelled inside of her. 
Holly hid her smile against his neck. "But we don't have to talk about it. We can just feel it." She used the tight, velvet muscles of her pussy to squeeze him, making his head rock, side to side, his eyes closing in blissful agony.
"And it doesn't always look like this," she murmured, urging him over with her, pulling him on top of her. He looked surprised but pleased by the change, propping himself above her. "Sometimes it's raw. Animal. You know that feeling? That wild man feeling you told me about?"
He nodded, his eyes so hungry they filled her with heat. "I feel that, too. And I want to feel that from you."
"You do?" he asked, cautious.
She arched, bit her lip, grabbed his upper arms and squeezed. "God, yes!"
"Oh Holly," he groaned, his cock throbbing, literally throbbing, between her legs. She rarely felt such urgency anymore, and it made her melt.
"Show me!" she urged, pulling him closer, her teeth lightly raking his shoulder. "Don't tell me this time—show me how you feel, how much you want—"
He growled and bucked on top of her, the force of his hips driving her into the bed, and she gasped at his need, taking everything he gave her and begging for more.
"Yes, Brian, yes yes!" she moaned, wrapping her long legs around his hips, using her heels to press him deeper. "Fuck me, baby! Harder!"
Her words spurred him on, and she knew he had to be close—that constantly observant part of her marveled that he'd made it this far already—but he was holding back, and she understood when his eyes met hers in the dimness.
"Do you want to make me come?" 
He nodded, biting his lip.
"Then fuck me here, too." She pressed a hand between her breasts, and he groaned, pressing his face against her neck, hiding from everything that had been and was being revealed, moment by moment. She thought it was over, that he would give up, but he surprised her.
"Holly, Holly," he whispered into her hair, his thighs forcing hers wider, hips grinding. "Beautiful, amazing, wonderful, glorious woman..."
She flushed—her whole body flushed—as she met his thrusts.
"Goddess," he murmured, biting at her nipple, making her pussy spasm in response. "Fucking goddess...witch...siren...whore..."
"Oh god," she whispered when he found the perfect rhythm, his tongue bathing her nipple, sending electric sparks to her groin. "Don't stop. Please don't."
He groaned, moving faster, hips pumping deep, deeper still, and Holly writhed beneath him, letting him take her there. She'd never faked an orgasm—and never would. What Holly gave, she gave completely, and she gave it to him now, a shuddering, gasping release, the pleasure rolling through her body again and again. 
"Ahhhhh fuck!" He cried, his mouth crushing hers as he came, as if he could pour it all out, empty himself completely into her, body, breath, everything. She welcomed him with long limbs, whispered, heated words, coaxing every last drop out in long, quivering waves until he collapsed against her, breathless.
"Stay with me," she whispered, touching his cheek, his jaw, until his dark eyes lifted to meet hers.
"I'm here."
"With me," she said, the emphasis clear, feeling her heart beating hard in her chest, how it expanded to include this boy/man, every man, everything, from the inside out. "This, Brian... this is what we're alive for."
"You were right." He lifted his head, his eyes no longer searching. "I'll never be the same."
She pulled him close and held on. "I know."
-----------
>^,,^<
If you enjoyed this story, please check out my other work, here on Lit and elsewhere. Check my profile if you want to know more about me. And thanks for reading!
Selena
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There's a lot of argument out there about how to differentiate and separate "erotica" from "porn." But the reality is - we all write porn. Yes, I said it. I'll admit it. Even all the "romance" novels out there that don't have a bit of actual sex in them? Porn.
All romance (even the "sweet" stuff) is just women's porn. When women read (or write - or even watch!) romance or erotic romance, they are looking for Aphrodite. They want to incarnate her in their lives in that moment. 
Her incarnation is Aphrodite Porne (Πόρνη) - the prostitute - Goddess of Lust. We all worship in her temple. That's the community in which we live. She is the goddess we who write or read romance/erotic romance/erotica and bow down to. 
Me, I'm willing to admit it. Most romance readers and writers though, seem to want to deny it. And to me, that denial is a great big, waving red flag pointing to the Land of Shadow.
I'm not ashamed of what I write. But I'm also not blind to the progression of romance as a genre, as many in the romance-writing community seem to be. My mother read romance novels by the truck full. She had under-the-bed boxes she filled and emptied, filled and emptied, over and over again. I read them, too, after a fashion. What girl doesn't love a good romance? 
But it's interesting, as a metaphor at least... because my father also had an under-the-bed collection. He had Playboys, Penthouse, Hustler... So there we have it in symbolic form -- Aphrodite's great gender divide. Is there any difference between the offering to Porne that my father kept and the one my mother did? Do you really think so?
Romance has often been called "porn for women" (and television soap operas have also been included in this category). It's not anything new. And there's a bit of truth in it, especially as the genre evolves from it's tamer roots (using purple prose and euphemisms like "manhood" and "sheath" to represent genitals) to it's current romantica trend, which has recently expanded to include something as taboo as incest.
I remember reading someone defending the romance genre by saying that romance is about relationships and porn is about mechanics, so that books aimed at a primarily female audience were dismissed as "women's porn" if they contained sex, while books aimed at a more male audience (sci-fi, fantasy etc.) could have sex and no one said "boo." But you see... it isn't just about the sex. 
Aphrodite doesn't just want the mechanics. She also doesn't just want the romance/relationship aspects. She is the goddess of both love and lust for a reason. Porne, in its pure, most sacred form, honors both. At their worst, both genders' version of "porn" idealize bodies, sex, and create unattainable standards. At their best, they educate, inform, titillate, and remind us that we long for human connection and intimacy. 
Romance implies sex - whether it is the sweet, chaste-kissing sort or it's down and dirty, hot monkey-butt-lovin' -- and if a woman wants to write or read it, well why not? There's a lot of blurring the lines lately between porn and romance (there's even hardcore romance!) and I find the blending and blurring, the stretching of the continuum, both liberating and exciting. 
I consider the "romance is women's porn" comment to be freeing, not offensive. But a great many do, indeed, find it offensive. Especially those writing and reading in the genre. Which is why, when I talked earlier about that great big red flag, I wondered if it wasn't just blindness we were dealing with here, per se, but rather denial and a great big shadow -- an entire genre's shadow. Interesting idea, isn't it?
Here's a quote from a well known romance author (she who shall not be named!) who took offense to my thoughts on romance-as-porn:
"When you equate all Romance as porn, you're every bit as judgmental and dismissive as those who equate it with fluff, unworthy, trash. With those who sweep it all up in the same box. Write porn all you want. I've got no problem with that, either. But don't describe my work that way, or the entire Romance genre."
Hmmm... can you say shadow? (Ever been to a twelve-step meeting? "You spot it, you got it!") Listen, it's okay if you don't believe in the shadow... it believes in you! 
Everyone has a shadow. In fact, as a culture, we have collective shadows, too. And because our shadow aspects are too painful or repulsive for us to own, we project them... we put our shadow out onto other people. All the things we disown or deny about ourselves, we will find in someone else. In fact, most of us go well out of our way to furiously deny whatever quality we're pointing out in that other person (or persons). It's always "them" -- not "me/us!" When you think you're above something? That's shadow. When you think you're better than something or someone? Hello, shadow! 
I'm smelling a great, big stinking shadow here...
Not to go all Jungian on you or anything but (okay maybe just for a few paragraphs, so sue me!) separating out these aspects of Aphrodite Porne, cutting her into pieces and dealing her out piecemeal, is painful and unproductive, and is actually a big part of the problem. 
Instead of judging and eschewing Porne, why not liberate her from her prison? But no. As the above writer implies: "We don't write no stinkin' porn!" So Aphrodite Porne gets relegated to serving as the romance genre's shadow. Romance writers everywhere look into the shadow-mirror in disgust. We don't write porn! That isn't us! That goes against all my ideals and principles! That's repulsive! They squirm like worms on a hook at the thought of being equated with something so repugnant. 
See, here's the amazing thing about psyche. It's always working to help bring the unconscious to light. (Whether you want it to or not!) The shadow exists so we can see and liberate those aspects of ourselves - individually and as a culture. Aphrodite Porne is waiting to be set free. But instead of being able to see that, the romance genre denies her, pushes her away, insists they don't want to have anything to do with her. 
It's pretty damned telling when an entire genre gets together to cry foul, point fingers, and vehemently deny, "I'm not that way -- YOU are!" I have to wonder at the depth and breadth of the shadow being projected. Because while they spurn and rebuff the aspect of Aphrodite that manifests as "porn" -- they secretly worship her in their bathtubs and bedrooms and in class and on the subway when they open a romance novel and begin to get lost in Aphrodite's pull. 
Look, I'm no angel here. I happen to fall into the "fluffy bunny" category of romance thought. (i.e. the belief that romance, as a genre, is all fluff and no substance...) That's no better. That's also shadow. Because Aphrodite is all-inclusive -- greedy whore, isn't she? She wants the sweet romance, she wants the hot butt-sex, she wants men loving women and men loving men and women loving women... most of all, she wants us to acknowledge her instead of denying her. To open ourselves up to her message -- which boils neatly down into one pot: intimate communion. 
Aphrodite wants and promotes intimacy and communion. That's what the feminine is looking for in romance, erotic romance, erotica. That's what "porn" is really about, for men or women. It is Porne. It's that longing for connection. We all feel it. We just happen to like different flavors of it. 
And perhaps we are like addicts, looking for love in all the wrong places. Who knows? Have we made the sacred profane in our culture? I have no doubt. Maybe we're all circumventing real intimate communion with what we do - writing and reading about it instead of doing it. Or maybe... maybe, at its very best, we're putting out reflections of how to get there, how to worship that particular goddess in our own lives. I'd like to think it's the latter. I'm sure it isn't, always. 
So why can't we honor Aphrodite Porne in all her written forms within the genre? Let her be free, to be fully what she is, whether that's sweet romance, Romantica, or twincest? Instead we have to compartmentalize her, push away those aspects we see as unsavory, distasteful, or just downright nasty.
But no. Instead of recognizing and owning that shadow, we disapprove, reproach, judge, and distance ourselves. 
Aphrodite transcends class. She doesn't judge. In her purest form, she inspires us all to be... women who have offered their bodies as sacred courtesans, women who write about the connection between sex and the spirit, women who attempt to create open communities for women to be open about their sexuality. They are all contained within of the spectrum of her light. 
---------
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If you enjoyed this, please look for my other work here and elsewhere. If you want to know more about me, check my profile. And thanks for reading!
-Selena
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1. The blues. Something about that hot, steady rhythm just makes me want to take my clothes off… 
2. Goth girls. Streaked purple and black hair, tattoos, a sexy little tramp stamp on the lower back, navel rings, tongue studs… nipple rings… ripped fishnets and high heels, dark clothes and dark moods. Makes me want to peel it all off and find the soft spots underneath, the sweetness at the center… mmmm.
3. Feeling a hard cock pressing against me from behind, that insistent, early morning hardon, asking for more. It always makes me want to give him exactly what he wants.
4. Wearing something low-cut and just slightly see-through and watching mens' eyes light up when they dip into my cleavage. Seeing their excitement and knowing they're trying to hide it is such a turn on. 
5. The sound of a motorcycle coming for me, swinging my leg over the side and wrapping my arms around him as we take off, feeling the hot rumble of it between my thighs as we ride. 
6. Writing a really hot story and knowing there are hundreds of men out there getting off on it, imagining hundreds of hard cocks in pumping hands, reading my words and ready to come… 
7. Long, hot showers. It doesn't matter if I'm alone or not, although it's always fun with someone else. Hot water like hands all over me, not to mention the fun I can have with a shower massage. 
8. Men wearing just jeans. Seeing that dark line of hair, that delicious treasure trail running down from his navel and disappearing beneath the waistband… oh my god… makes me want to follow it ever so slowly with my tongue… 
9. Wearing sexy lingerie. Just for him. Telling him about it. And then slipping into the bathroom to take off my panties so I can put them into his pocket at dinner.
10. The feel of a man's hands on the small of my back, pulling me toward him, or pressing me into the bed, his fingers digging into my flesh, kneading and insistent. 
11. Whisper soft kisses on my neck, right under my ear. It makes my nipples immediately hard. I could melt into a little puddle right there. 
12. Fast cars, fast motorcycles, fast airplanes, fast horses, and a slightly dangerous man riding them. Yes, it's true, I'm a sucker for the cliché. 
13. The feel of velvet. I love velvet dresses, velvet curtains, velvet corsets. One of these days, I want to give him a handjob wearing gloves and watch him shoot all that white, hot cum all over black velvet.  
14. The smell of sweat on his skin after he comes in from chopping wood, his cheeks red, his hands cold. He loves to warm them up by sliding them under my shirt, which makes my nipples instantly hard… yum!
15. Long, hot tongue kisses—the kind that grow more and more passionate and simulate sex itself, tongues plunging, breath coming faster, bodies writhing together. 
16. Watching him shave or tie a tie. Those utterly masculine acts make me crazy with lust. 
17. The sweet, juicy taste of fruit… especially something that's fleshy and ripe and drips down my chin… mangoes, oranges, peaches… mmm!
18. Listening to or watching other people having sex. I'm such a huge voyeur, and I'd almost rather watch than actually do it—almost.
19. Long, slow massages with lots of slick oil. Flesh on flesh, the press of hands, and the aching promise of more.
20. Knowing he's watching me. I love putting on a show for him, rubbing my hands over my body, touching myself, showing him, inch by inch, a slow tease. 
21. Someone speaking a foreign language. I'm like Jamie Lee Curtis in A Fish Called Wanda, I absolutely melt into a puddle when I hear a foreign language being spoken. 
22. Baby oil. I love the smell of baby oil, the feel of it against my skin, pooling it in my hands and spreading it over his smooth expanse of flesh. I especially love a baby oil and cock combination – the slick tug in my hand. 
23. Playing with anything orally and letting him watch. I love watching his eyes when I lick the tip of and then suck a whole popsicle into my mouth. Turning a lollipop around and around on my tongue makes him positively wolfish. 
24. The feel of a hard cock… any time, anywhere, especially, though, when it's naughty and I shouldn't be feeling it. Like at Thanksgiving dinner, while I'm bent over basting a turkey and he's pressing against me from behind. 
25. Slow dancing – the kind where I can rub myself up against him, feel his thigh between mine, his hands groping my behind, searching under my skirt. 
26. The smell of chewing gum. It reminds me of when I was young and my girlfriends and I would take our gum out to practice French kissing. 
27. Bellydancing. Watching it or doing it. The sensual sway of the hips, the jingle of the coins on a hip scarf, it all makes me melt with lust. 
28. Being blindfolded. Deprive me of sight and then use my other senses to drive me crazy – feathers tickling my tummy, a crop slapping against my ass, ice over my nipples, the hard, wet end of a cock against my lips… yesss!
29. Sex with the light on. I love looking into his eyes, seeing them roam over my body, watching the flex of his muscles as he fucks me, harder, baby, harder… 
30. My hard nipples rubbing against my shirt when I don't wear a bra. I love seeing his eyes light up when he notices them. I love watching others mens' eyes light up, too, and wondering if they're getting hard looking at my nipples poking through my shirt.
31. The smell of alcohol on his breath. He doesn't drink very often, and I know we're going to have sex that night, the boundaries blurred and relaxed… 
32. Getting a long, slow foot massage. It's the eye contact that does it, the press of fingers into tender flesh, the heat of hand on foot, ankle, sliding up to calf and thigh… 
33. When he bites me – from little nibbles to a hard bite against my shoulder or my thigh in the heat of the moment. I love looking at the bite marks later, touching them, and remembering. 
34. Watching good porn and masturbating together. Not even having sex, just touching ourselves while we watch, talking to each other the whole time. "Look at her hot little pussy, baby. Wouldn't you love to fuck that?" and "God, look at his cock. Would you like him to fuck your ass while I fuck your pussy?" Fantasizing together is sooo hot.
35. Hearing what turns him on. I love hearing his fantasies, about two women, three women, about tying me up and fucking me until I beg him to stop – and then fucking me some more. There's nothing better than hearing a man's real desires – nothing else can make me weak at the knees like that. 
36. A man who wears a watch. He knows his direction, he's on time, he's going somewhere. I love looking at the dark, curling hairs on his wrist around it. And I love when he takes it off and takes me to bed. 
37. The treasure trail. That thick, dark line of hair down from his navel to his cock, like an arrow pointing the way. I love following it with my finger, and then my tongue… 
38. Well groomed facial hair. Not the fuzzy Grizzly Adams type, but a well trimmed goatee fills me with lust. The feel of a soft beard over my thighs? Oh heaven!
39. The taste of my pussy on my fingers. Whether it's after sex, or after I play with myself, I love to lick the taste of me off my fingers. I also love the taste of my pussy in his mouth after he licks me – kissing him, sucking on his tongue, trying to get every last drop… 
40. The smell of sex. There are nights we have sex for hours, and if I go out to get a drink of water or to pee and come back, the hot, wet smell of our sex hits me the minute I open the bedroom door. It makes me immediately want more!
41. Watching a thick cock slide between my oiled up tits, trying to catch the wet tip with my tongue, and I soooo love watching him come that way, shooting his cum between my cleavage. 
42. I love it when he sucks my nipples – when he spends a crazy amount of time on my breasts, playing, kneading, licking, sucking. He can make me come that way, just sucking my nipples, if he spends long enough. 
43. Gagging on a cock. I truly love to feel a cock shoving to the back of my throat until I can't take it anymore. I think a girl should be willing to gag on her man's cock once in a while. 
44. Being on my hands and knees. It inevitably reminds me of sex, no matter what I'm doing – washing the floor or looking for something under the couch. I always want to arch and raise my hips up, anticipating the thick plunge of a cock… 
45. His finger playing with my asshole during sex – just stroking it at first, teasing, then slipping slowly, an inch at a time, deeper, deeper, more… until I'm begging for his cock there. 
46. Turning him on when he's at work. I love calling and leaving him dirty messages, whispering what I'm going to do to his hard cock when he gets home. My pussy is so wet right now… I want your cock so bad I can taste it… Don't you wish I was under your desk right now, my mouth wrapped around you, playing with my wet little cunt as I suck you?
47. Those muscles in a woman's thighs flexing while you're licking her. I love putting my hands there and feeling her muscles flutter, her hips shifting as my tongue flicks at her little clit… 
48. Navel rings. I love a sweet, sexy belly ring on a taut, flat tummy. I especially love flicking it with my tongue!
49. I love being fingered – hard – especially from behind when I've got his cock in my mouth! 
50. I love phone sex. Listening to a man get aroused as I touch myself, hearing his breath coming faster. I love it when he tells me what to do, and listening to him come! Mmm!
51. High heels. I love the way they make me feel, how long they make my legs look, and I especially love wearing them while he's fucking me. 
52. The way breasts sway when a woman is on her hands and knees being fucked from behind. 
53. A completely bald pussy, smooth and shaved bare for my eager tongue. 
54. The lightest of touches over my skin with his fingertips, almost on the verge of tickling, the kind that gives me goosebumps and makes my nipples hard… 
55. The wrinkled skin of his balls on my tongue. I love sucking them into my mouth, feeling the skin give, the fat pop as I mouth first one, then the other, stroking him all the while…
56. Sitting on Santa's lap. I know it makes me sound like such a naughty, naughty girl, but the fantasy of giving him a nice big hardon is such a twisted turn on!
57. Naughty religious sex. I know, it's so dirty, so sacrilegious… that's why it's so hot! I love the thought of nuns sucking cock, or priests getting off in the confessional. Mmmm!
58. Tiny, perky barely there titties with hard, sensitive nipples. 
59. His tongue licking my hole and slipping down to my ass...
60. The wet sound of our bodies slapping together when I grind down onto his cock and he grabs my hips, making me fuck him harder, faster… 
61. Giving him a little peek under my skirt when we're out to dinner, seeing his eyes light up when he realizes I'm not wearing any panties. 
62. Being spanked – when I deserve it – and especially when I don't. I love it when he takes me over his knee and yanks up my skirt,  smack – oh god – smack – uh! – smack - 
63. Long train rides, the kind where the car rocks gently back and forth and you can feel the buzz of the wheels on the rails deep in your pelvis, rocking, rocking, rocking… it reminds me of fucking… 
64. When he restrains my wrists in public and other people aren't even aware of what's happening. Or maybe they are? He'll press against me during a slow dance and put both of my hands behind my back, encircling my wrists with his hands and holding them tight. 
65. Sliding my finger into his ass when I've got his cock buried to the hilt in my mouth and sinking it deep… just before he's going to come. Yeah, baby, come in my mouth, I want to taste your hot cum!
66. Sex in the summer with the windows open, imagining the neighbors listening. Are they getting off on it? Are they shocked? Oh yeah baby, fuck me hard! Give me that big cock! Oh yessss make me come!
67. When he leaves me dirty messages on my phone and I happen to be getting them in front of someone, listening to him tell me how he's going to bend me over and lick my pussy from behind, and finger me until I come, and then fuck me so hard I can't breathe… while my sister is watching my face turn red and my heart is racing and my pussy is aching as I listen to him… 
68. Undressing for him, slowly, teasing him with glimpses of skin, saving the good parts until last, until he's so hot for me, so hard he can't keep his hands off himself and I'm dying to climb onto that hard cock.  
69. The delightful feel of his whiskers tickling the inside of my thighs while he's licking my sweet little pussy until I come all over his face. 
70. Slipping my wet panties into his pocket before we go to dinner, seeing the look on his face when he realizes what they are – and that means I'm not wearing them. 
71. That flash of skin on a woman's belly between her jeans and shirt when she's reaching for something. Makes me want to feather it with kisses… 
72. When he teases me and makes me wait… and wait… and wait to come… oh baby, please… I can't stand it… god, please… I want it… oh I want it… make me come… make me come… oh please, god make me come!
73. His hand on the small of my back during conversation, sliding down and squeezing my ass. Oooh! 
74. Slow, long, hot, wet thrusting… tongue kisses.
75. Putting a video in and masturbating just before he comes home so he'll "accidentally" catch me playing with my wet little pussy. 
76. Hot tub jets. I love straddling and riding them, that hot wet pulse between my legs competing with my own, driving me on, 
77. Sliding off my high heel and giving his cock a nice long rub under the table at dinner with my bare foot, feeling him get harder, and harder, and harder… 
78. Telling Daddy I've been naughty and need a spanking while sitting on his lap and feeling him get hard.
79. When I'm riding him and he reaches up and presses my breasts together...
80. When he rubs the tip of his cock alllllll the way up and down my slit, again and again, such a wet, delicious tease
81. When he sucks my earlobe in public and whispers that he wishes it was my little clit he was sucking on
82. Playing with my pussy in front of him while he stands over me jerking off and watching and the sweet wet sound me fingering my hot little pussy fills the room.
83. Watching him get close to coming when he's inside me, seeing him slow way down, and then watching the agonized look on his face when I squeeze his cock with my pussy. 
84. Fingering myself in a public restroom, not washing my hands, and letting him lick them when I get back to the table 
85. The feel of a woman's breasts rubbing against mine, the softness of our skin together as we kiss and touch each other
86. The thought of being fucked by two men at once, one of them fucking my pussy, the other shoving his cock into my mouth, oh god, yes make me take both of those cocks at once
87. Wearing a tank top, no bra, and short shorts in the middle of winter when I'm cleaning and knowing he's watching
88. When he rolls me over in the middle of the night, spreads my legs and just takes me. I love being still half asleep and feeling a hard cock sliding into my pussy, letting my body awaken to the sensation and be carried away by his fucking me...
89. When he tells me to take his cock, swallow it, gag on it, and feeds it to me again and again until he floods my mouth with his cum.
90. Playing with anything sticky – rubbing it all over my mouth and my fingers… sweet honey, melted chocolate, or his sticky, hot cum… 
91. Dirty dancing – the music pounding, our bodies writhing together, hips bumping, crotches rubbing, the hot exhilaration – like having sex with our clothes on.
92. The feel of another woman's pussy rubbing against mine, our soft wetness meshing together, as we try to make our little clits kiss… 
93. The thought of being surrounded by cocks - in my mouth, my pussy, my hand, my ass… being filled and fucked and taken by cocks.
94. Watching him work out, seeing him sweat, his muscles strain and bulge, god it reminds me how much I love sex!
95. When we videotape ourselves having sex and then play it back later, so we can watch our own personal porn movie.
96. Role playing the secretary and the boss. Bend over and take your punishment Ms. Kitt. Oh, Mr. Smith, please, I won't do it again – oh! The typos weren't my fault I – oh! I'm sorry I mis-filed the monthly report but – oh! Mr. Smith, is that… what are you doing? Oh god that feels so gooooood!
97. Sitting on the bus or the subway and making eye contact with an attractive man across the aisle. Openly staring and imagining having sex with him and wondering if he can tell what I'm thinking.
98. Playing kitty-girl for him. Meow… purrrrr… rub rub… batting at his hard cock like it was a kitty toy… meow… licking at it with my wet kitty tongue… 
99. Men who take risks – who jump out of airplanes, who surf with sharks, who tell the truth and give themselves completely to following their purpose. 
-----------
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If you enjoyed this, please check out my other work here on Lit and elsewhere. If you want to know more about me, check out my profile. And thanks for reading!
-Selena 



        

  
    Online Safety - The Basics
  
  Online Safety - The Basics

        A guide to protecting yourself online.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/online-safety-the-basics

Title: Online Safety - The Basics

Author: Selena_Kitt

Category: How To

Description: A guide to protecting yourself online.

Tags: cyber, relationships, online, self-help




I've been doing the "online thing" for so many years it's hard to remember a time when I didn't. Chat rooms, bulletin boards, you name it. I thought I knew all the ins and outs, and frankly, I'd never had a problem with anyone I met in all that time. All these claims about "strangers" online seemed silly to me. This was a community, no different from my own "real life" neighbors. In fact, I was even more familiar with some of my online pals than with my own neighbors!
Most people are good people, I reasoned. And for the most part, that's true. But there are a small percentage that prove that theory wrong, and the problem is, you just never know when you might run into one of them. You know all those news programs where they show the Jeffrey-Dahmer's-neighbor-type who says, "I never knew...!" Well, it applies in the cyber world, too. Most cyber-stalkers appear just as normal as our neighbors. If you lock your doors at night, and are careful to shred all your personal documents before putting them in the trash, shouldn't you take the same analogous precautions in your cyber communities, too?
I once met a man online. We clicked immediately, and it went from online to phone chat rather fast. I was amazed how quickly things seemed to fall into place, how simpatico we were. We discovered another coincidence. We only lived a few miles from each other! It seemed meant to be...
Not long after, we decided to hook up—so I drove to meet him at his apartment...
Can you imagine the way this story ends?
Does your mind fill in the blanks?
What's wrong with this picture?
I'll tell you now...this story does have a happily ever after. He was actually everything he claimed to be. Thankfully, he wasn't a serial killer or a rapist. We've been married for years and have two beautiful children. It seemed to prove my theory—most people are good people.
But that's simply because I was lucky. I cringe when I think about what could have happened, given my impulsive actions.
Unfortunately, my teenage daughter inherited my impulsive nature, and in spite of our warnings and precautions, ended up in a very precarious situation with a man who turned out to be a "cyber-stalker." In the end, we were able to protect her, and ourselves, from this predator, but it could have turned out very differently. I know now just how dangerous the online world can be, and there are ways you can protect yourself and your family you might not be aware of.
Meeting someone online used to raise eyebrows, but nowadays, it's old hat. Still, just because it's common doesn't mean it's always safe. Would you give your phone number to someone you met at the supermarket? Would you tell a waitress where you live? Would you tell your last name to someone you met in the locker room at the gym?
But that's what many of us are doing online. In fact, we're not just giving it out, we're broadcasting it, in great big neon letters above our heads—and most of the time we don't even realize it.
Most chat, bulletin board and Internet Service Providers ask you to fill out a profile about yourself. What many people don't know is this information is often available to anyone who might want to see it. If you fill a profile out with details about yourself, your family, and where you live, you're making yourself instantly vulnerable.
Also, if you're just casually chatting with someone, and answer that a/s/l question (age, sex, location for those of you who are chatting newbies) the only other question you'd have to answer is "What's your last name?" for someone to start searching the Internet for you. And the likelihood is, they'd find you.
There are plenty of search sites to locate people out there. In fact, several directories now have reverse look-ups, meaning I can type in your email address, or your phone number, or your address, and find your name. In some states, I can pull up your driver's license onscreen. Scary? It's not that hard. You don't have to be some computer whiz kid or private eye to do it, either.
It can be as simple as going to Google and typing your name in quotation marks. Think I'm kidding? Try it. Go type your name into a search engine: "John Doe" and see what comes up. Did you find yourself? If you didn't, try adding your location afterward: "John Doe" Idaho, and see what comes up. What you find might be eye-opening, and even scary. All someone needs to know is your last name and location, and there's all sorts of things they can find out about you.
Remember: if you can find you, so can they!
So the first thing to do is stop putting your personal information out there. The next thing is to Google yourself and find out where that information is and remove it. Take careful note of the Internet privacy policies of any company you deal with online. Most of us skip over this part, but it's actually very important. If you're filling out ANY form online, check to see what the site's privacy policy is. Who will see this information? Will it be sold? If anyone else is going to get your information, do not fill out the form.
Another issue develops when you have a personal web site or blog. Many people are very open, sharing information about friends and family, but this can backfire if you get into a cyber-stalking situation. It's safest just not to do it from the start. It's obvious to say don't post your personal information: full name, address, phone number. Duh! Right?
But I would go further. Don't use your real name and don't use your children's real names. There are lots of family blogs out there that have gone to using pet names or nicknames or initials when talking about family members ("Baby Boo" or BB) instead of using real names. This is preferable. And if you post pictures on your blog or website, be careful to exclude any with identifiable location features—sweatshirts with school names, recognizable landmarks, etc.
The other thing about websites to be aware of is the WHOIS lookup. Did you know that anyone can look up who a web site is registered to? And what comes up will include all of your personal information: name, address and phone number. Make sure, if you have a web site, you go through a company that will allow your WHOIS information to be anonymous!
Your email address is also an issue, especially if you have a local Internet Service Provider (ISP). The safest thing to do is use a website-based email service for anything you do online. Hotmail, Yahoo, Google—they all have email services that are free and allow you to send and receive email without revealing any personal information. (Just be careful not to fill out too much in your profile!) If you use the email that your local Internet Service Provider gives you, your email headers will reveal way too much information you didn't realize you were sharing, including your location, your ISP, and sometimes even your real name! If you want, you can even sign up for a free, anonymous email service (gmail offers it) that will provide forwarding of email messages to your ISP email address.
Be careful if you or your family are using an Instant Messenger service. Some versions of IMs will expose your Internet Protocol (IP) Address. Remember—privacy information is your friend! Check your IM service and read the privacy information available. Read up on how to protect your IP address, your private email address and any other information that may be displayed to someone sending you an IM with that IM service. The best thing is not to send or reply to messages from people you don't know. Use parental controls for minors and set it up so IMs from "strangers" are immediately refused.
Be careful, too, to use a unique user name for different services and places you join. Yes, this can be a pain, but you shouldn't use the same nickname twice. Why? Because if someone decides to start cyber-stalking you, you can move on and change your name without them being able to find you. But if you've used the same "nick" all over the web, they're going to be able to find you again (and again, and again) without too much of a problem.
You can chat and email and surf safely, you just have to be careful and aware. You can actually use free services like Anonymizer, which cloak you completely. Any website you've visited won't be able to trace your Internet Service Provider.
If you have minor children or older teens using the computer, make sure they are doing so in a main-traffic household area so you can keep an eye on them. Make good use of parental controls and invest in a computer "nanny" service. If you really don't want your children using the computer when you're gone, take the power cord (or keyboard) with you when you leave. Be sure you know their "friends" online. It's safest to only allow them to talk to people they already know in real life.
If you are single and dating on the Internet, just remember to use much more sound judgment than I did! Granted, my story turned out well—but it could have turned out very differently. Don't assume that everyone is trustworthy, even if most people turn out to be. If you do finally decide to meet someone from online, make sure you do so in a public place, take a cell phone, and tell a friend where you're going and with whom. You can even have a "back-up" call planned. Have your friend call you twenty-minutes into the "date," and ask, "Are you okay?" That can be your signal—if you feel unsafe, you can use the call as an excuse to end the date.
But what do you do if you or someone in your family becomes the victim of a cyber-stalker?
You should email the service and report them. Include as many details as you can (copies of emails and messages, their user name, whatever information you have.) If you're lucky and the harassment has only occurred online, close your account where the harassment has taken place. Get a new account and email address from your main Internet Service Provider, or change your ISP. Cancel or close any web-based email services and IM services you've used to contact this person or that they've used to contact you through. If the harassment has been offline, too, contact your local authorities and make a complaint. You can also change your phone number(s) and pay to make sure they remain unlisted.
Most people are good people. I still believe that. But after my daughter's incident with a cyber-stalker, I know much better how to protect myself and my family from the small percentage of those online who aren't good people at all. Because while I will always believe that most people are good people, I also now know it's always better safe than sorry.
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Jake had made a decision—his wife's luscious, pale, creamy flesh deserved more than just an occasional brush with satin and lace. He knew it was just their hectic schedules. Her drawers reflected the chaos of their life. Literally. She had her "period" panties and her regular panties—and there were only a few pairs of nice panties, worn on "special occasions," those ones tucked in the way back.
He lifted the criss-cross fishnet bodystocking out of the box on the bed—all sexy black trim with the tag still dangling from the edge. He gently pulled off the plastic tab and smiled, knowing it was just her size. Tucking the tag into his pants pocket, he traced the seam where the legs of the fine, black material met.
Crotchless.
The thought made him hard.
He put it back into the box with the rest of her surprises, jumping when he heard the door slam downstairs. "Dad?"
"Don't come up! I'll be right down!"
His daughter's defiant tread pounded up the stairs, taking them two at a time as she always did, as if something special waited for her at the top.
Note to self: tell the seventeen year old the opposite of whatever you want her to do.
Jake edged out of the bedroom, shutting the door and meeting Brynn at the top of the stairs. She blew a long wisp of bright red hair out of her eyes as she smiled up at him.
"Can I sleep over at Tina's tonight?" She gave him a one-armed hug as she slipped by.
"Sure." He started, surprised at how well that had worked out, although he shouldn't have been. It was the weekend, after all, and she seemed to spend every waking moment attached at the hip to her best friend. "Your mother and I planned a night alone."
"Ewwwwww." Brynn wrinkled her freckled nose, and Jake smiled. She looked exactly like her mother when she did that.
"Hurry up!" he called back over his shoulder as he turned the corner toward the kitchen. Jake leaned against the counter, wondering how Rachel was going to react. Just the thought of her opening the box he'd left on the bed made his pants feel too tight again. He shifted, getting the bottle of wine from the counter.
He set up two glasses and sat down at the table, willing his heart to stop beating so fast. The headlights of Rachel's Intrepid appeared on the garage door, and he smiled, imagining her gathering up her purse, her bag with all her lesson plans. It was such a sweet moment of anticipation, the time between knowing she was home and waiting for her to appear.
The side door opened and she swept in, unslinging purses and bags from her shoulder and hanging them over a kitchen chair. "You won't believe the stuff I have to do this weekend. I hate this new policy. Homework for kindergartners is—uh, what's this?"
Rachel stood staring at the glasses and the wine and looked up at him. Jake had used the corkscrew when he got home, careful to avoid some unmasculine display, just in case. He uncorked the bottle and began to pour them each a glass.
"It's a special occasion." He offered her a glass of wine.
"It is?" She lifted the glass to her nose.
He waiting, watching her sip it, her eyes surprised as she took her first taste. "It's good, isn't it?"
"Yes... but what's the occasion?" Rachel sat at the kitchen table, toeing off her heels. As often as she complained about them, she still wore them, and Jake liked imagining her standing in front of a classroom of kindergarteners in those heels.
Brynn bounded down the stairs, interrupting the moment, swinging a bag over her shoulder as she kissed Jake's cheek and then her mother's. "I'll be at Tina's -- bye!" Like a whirlwind she was gone and they were alone again.
Rachel raised her eyebrows at him. "Special occasion?"
Jake took a gulp of his wine. "Go look upstairs."
"What did you do?" Rachel stood and set her glass on the counter.
"Let's just say it's...naughty..." He stood, too, and put his arms around her waist, kissing the creamy part in the middle of her auburn hair. She raised her eyes to meet his and Jake felt an urge kiss her full, perfect mouth in a way he never had before—he wanted to smear her pale pink lipgloss over her face and grind his hips into hers until she gasped.
She was so naturally beautiful, her eyes like green glass, her cheeks already slightly pink at the mention of what she termed "naughty stuff." It was an endearing term, and she was dear to him, her lush curves still as breathtaking as they'd been the day he married her.
"Go look!"
She relented, grabbing her shoes and flashing him a bewildered smile as she passed. He thought of her sifting through the delicate material, discovering each like a veiled secret, layers of thin, airy material he anticipated showing her deliciously rich shape to full advantage. His pants were enormously tight, now, the anticipation almost too much, and he drained another glass of wine in one shot.
"Jake..." Rachel called to him, her voice different, throaty. He straightened, putting his glass down on the counter and heading through the kitchen door. He stopped when he turned the corner and looked up the stairs, seeing her wearing nothing but the body stocking and a pair of heels -- the very same ones she stood and taught kindergarten in every day.
"Oh my god..." Jake didn't have any more words. Her pale, creamy flesh showing through the fine mesh had all of his attention.
"Like it?" She cocked her head, her hair spilling like fire over her exposed, generous breasts, and smiled. "I sure do..."
Jake didn't answer. He bounded eagerly up the stairs. This time he, too, took them two at a time, knowing there was most definitely something special waiting for him at the top.
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My son asked me this week, "Mom, is sex a bad word?" Apparently, he was trying to tell someone at school how the baby got into mommy's tummy, and the teacher didn't appreciate the impromptu sex education lesson from my seven-year-old! I tried to explain why the teacher had told him "Not to say that in school," that often people get embarrassed when you talk about sex, and think that younger kids shouldn't know anything about it. ("But why?" Dang... that's the hardest question kids ever ask!) We talked about where it is and isn't appropriate to talk about certain things. Then, ironically, as my 1st grader is relaying this story over a cheese and crackers snack, my 5th grader chimes in and says, "We're learning about sex this year in school." So what's the difference? When is it ok for a child to know about reproduction? When they're old enough to know better than to talk about it in public?
I've been open with my kids about sex since they were very young. I taught them the correct anatomical names for their body parts (no "noodles" or "hoo-hoo's" here! I even taught my daughter the difference between her vagina and her vulva, so that she could differentiate just in case, god forbid, anything sexual ever did happen to her) and explained in terms I hoped they would understand (along with illustrated pictures from various age-appropriate texts) how babies are made. We're now having discussions about *when* babies can and should be made (i.e. after college, when you're married and financially and emotionally ready to be responsible for a baby!) since my daughter is entering those pre-teen years. Sex is a natural part of life, as far as I'm concerned, just as natural as the often resulting pregnancies and births, and sharing that with my children has been a joy rather than an embarrassment to me.
So what is the big deal about a seven-year-old knowing about sex? Is this just a generational thing? It seems to me that many of the members of older generations not only don't want children to know about it, they don't want to talk about or know anything about it themselves. My husband and I bought a video called Choices in Childbirth by Suzanne Arms so that his mother could see a natural home birth without medical intervention that might alleviate some of her anxiety about our home birth choice. We gave it to her over two months ago, but she still refuses to watch it. She won't even tell us anything about the births of her two children except that "They asked me if I wanted my husband in the delivery room and I said, "No! I don't think so!'" She turns red every time we talk about the birth in an open way.
Shame still seems to be an integral part of the process in our culture, from sex to pregnancy to birth. Even my sisters, who are about ten years older than I am, will shush my children if they talk too openly about it. (This might be a religious issue... they are both strict Baptists, but that is another topic for another day!) My parents are a little more open, although they still get embarrassed as well. I've heard other children talking with mine, telling them they have their facts wrong, that babies get into mommies' tummies through their belly buttons, or that babies are made from kissing! Why breed this kind of misinformation because we're ashamed of our bodies and our desires? It seems a natural process to me, something I'm willing to share with my children through open discussion, and they know they can always come to me with questions. I'd rather have them come to me than get wrong information from their friends who were told things by well-meaning adults who were too ashamed to tell them the truth.
For me this whole process, from getting pregnant to being pregnant, and ultimately giving birth and raising children, is one of life's profound joys. I can't imagine a more worthwhile pursuit at the moment, and I'm not going to be ashamed or embarrassed of any of it. I truly think there is an inherent beauty in the process, from beginning to end, and I want my children to be aware of it and to be able to recognize and acknowledge the power of it. The best I can do is to set an example myself, and live my own life as openly, honestly, and soulfully as I can, and give my children as much information as possible so that they can make intelligent choices and sound decisions for themselves later on.
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Ralph logged on nearly every night now when Dee went to bed. She got up earlier than he did and would often fall asleep on the couch during the ten o'clock news. On these occasions, he'd nudge her awake and hustle her off to bed with an, "I'll be there soon." She was usually asleep again before her head fit the pillow, and he would sit in the living room with his laptop on a TV tray, his hand wrapped around the thick, pulsing length of his cock and the newscasters' reports of doom and gloom muted while he communed with a goddess.
Her name was Julianne. Of course, it wasn't really, but they pretended it was real—they pretended it was all real—and it was good enough for him. He'd never have believed a virtual connection could feel so genuine, but it did. Sometimes he thought he could feel her skin, and her eyes always, always seemed to be looking straight into him. Nothing could have prepared him for the experience, and nothing could have kept him from it, now.
He logged in quickly, typing, "Hey Jules," into the rectangular chat box. She sent him a smiley face in response, a quick :) that somehow made his heart beat faster, his cock harden more. He rubbed it absently through his boxers as he typed one-handed—he'd become an expert one-handed typer in the past month—"Can we go private?"
Timing was everything. Some nights he had to wait, twenty minutes, half an hour. He hated the thought of her communicating with anyone else. He told himself she had a job to do and that was part of it, but he convinced himself she felt differently about him than she did about the others. She had even told him so, in their virtual post-coital chats, so it must be true.
He thrilled at her one-word typed response, "Yes."
The clock in the corner of his computer told him it was ten fifty-two. The site had his credit card information already, and he simply had to click a button on the screen—the button to heaven—and there she was, in all her glory, wearing black panties and a black push-up bra tonight, her golden hair a cloud of curls around her perfectly angelic face. Everything stayed covered for the non-private chats, but when they were off in a room of their own, where only he could see her, she took it all off. Usually just when he told her to, and in whatever order he wished.
Ralph plugged in his headphones and turned up his sound. He loved being able to hear her voice, the sweet sound of her laugh, the low moans that came later. He longed to talk to her as well, but the company she worked for didn't allow it. Instead, he was stuck with typing, just words on a screen.
"I have a new toy." She absolutely purred, stretching out her long, tawny limbs and reaching for something off view of the webcam. It was a pink dildo, curved at the end, with a white wire attached. "Guess what we can do with this?"
"I can't wait to hear." His typed words were true enough. His cock throbbed at the sight of it, almost as pink as he knew her pussy was. The thought of seeing it slide inside her made the tip of his cock wet.
Julie leaned the other way off screen, doing something there he couldn't see, but he loved the way her panties rode up the crack of her ass when she did. She leaned back into a sea of pillows then, sliding her panties down and then spreading her long legs for him. It was a surprise—she usually waited to hear what he wanted first.
"I sent you instructions," she murmured, using the toy to part her pussy lips—they glistened in the light, already wet for him, and he groaned as he checked his "In" box on the site. Sure enough, there was a list of instructions there for the very toy she was playing with, instructions that were impossibly exciting. Just by using a few strokes of his keys, he could control the vibrator's intensity.
"Do you want me to play?" Her eyes were bright, teasing. She knew he wanted her to, and he saw her glance at her laptop screen, waiting for his response.
"On your clit." His typed words instructed, watching her comply, her lip caught between her teeth as she rubbed the pink head of the toy over the sensitive bud.
He pressed a key on his keyboard and heard the vibrator buzz to life, making her moan. Her nipples were hard under her bra and he wanted to see her gorgeous tits.
"Pull your bra down."
She yanked at the cups, letting her pink-tipped breasts free. God he wanted to suck those hard little nipples. The hand on his cock seemed to move on its own, stroking faster as he watched her writhe on the bed.
"Play with your nipples."
One hand cupped her breast, squeezing the pink bud as she rubbed her little clit faster with the toy. Ralph upped the ante, pressing another key, hearing the vibrator's buzz change, intensify.
"Ohhhhh!" Julie spread wider and he could see the faint gape of her hole, exactly the place where he wanted to put his cock. Instead, he told her to put the toy there, and he groaned out loud when he watched the pink surface of the vibrator disappearing into her pink flesh, the curved end pointed up, plunging deep.
"Fuck yourself."
He watched, eyes glazed, hand pumping, breath coming fast, as she thrust the dildo deep, gasping as he turned up the force of the vibration with the stroke of a key. The in and out of her the toy was almost enough to push him over, her breasts swaying gently with the motion, her eyes half closed, but still watching the screen for his instructions.
"Feel good?" He managed to type.
"Oh fuck, baby, it's so good in my pussy!" Her hips lifted as she fucked herself. "Gimme more! Please! Please!"
He bit his lip, squeezed his cock hard, and did as she asked, turning it up, up, hearing it buzz in his ears as it took her closer to orgasm.
"Uh! Uh! Uh!" She rocked, eyes closing, gone to him now, but it didn't matter. His cock jerked in his hand as he watched her come, her face and breasts flushed with it, the toy buzzing mightily in her cunt as her pussy gripped its slick, pink surface again and again. His cum splashed hot, white heat against his bare belly and he imagined aiming his cock against her throbbing clit, covering her with his cum.
The sweet sounds of her coming back down filled his ears, and his cock jerked to life again for a moment when she pulled the toy from her pussy and sucked off her juices. My god, she was perfect. Absolutely perfect.
"God, I missed you Ralph. Where were you last night?" she asked, leaning up on an elbow and looking right at him. Last night. Right. Last night he and Dee had argued well into the wee morning hours about their upside-down mortgage and how they were going to consolidate their credit card debt.
He didn't tell Julie any of that. Instead, he typed, "I missed you, too."
"Oh damn." She tossed the wet toy aside, frowning at her laptop screen. "I've got someone else who wants to go private. I'm sorry, sweetie."
His heart sank, but he typed, "I understand."
"See you tomorrow night?"
"Of course. G'nite, baby."
She blew him a kiss, and that was it. The screen was dark. The clock on his computer told him it was eleven-oh-three. Too short. There was never enough time to spend with her. And at $5.99 a minute, he knew Dee would have something to say about how much time he was spending when this month's credit card statement finally came.
He sighed, slipping his boxers off and using them to wipe himself off before closing his laptop for the night. Some part of him knew there would be consequences to pay in the end, that his time with Julianne was a sort of escape, but another part of him didn't care.
It was worth it, he told himself. She was worth it. And she thought he was, too. She told him she missed him. She looked forward to being with him. She made him feel...hell, she just made him feel. That was enough. More than enough.
Who wouldn't pay $5.99 a minute for that?
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"I want everything you can find on former child stars." Nelson slapped a long list on Chloe's desk. "I want to know who's in rehab, who got fat, who went bald, who's gay, who's dead... I want pictures, but definitely interviews... I'll take anything."
Chloe stopped chewing on her pen cap long enough to look away from her computer screen at her boss. "You want interviews with the dead guys, too?"
Nelson raised his eyebrow and smirked. "If you can get that, I'll run it front page."
"If I can get that, I'll take it to the Enquirer—they pay more," Chloe snapped back, giving him a lopsided smile.
"Ooooo, you bitch!" Nelson picked up the paper and waved it at her. "Careful, or The Star won't be paying you at all. Now, research, missy... I wanna know what happened to that little freckled kid from Lost in Space and, more importantly, so do our readers."
Chloe snatched the paper from his hand. "Our readers also want to know who last saw Elvis and where the last alien abduction probe took place."
He grinned. "See... be thankful I didn't give you those."
"Riiiight." She rolled her eyes. "Thanks, boss."
"You're welcome," he winked, heading toward his office.
"Billy Mumy," Chloe called after him. "He did that weird song, 'Fish Heads.'"
Nelson stopped, turning to face her. "What?"
"The kid from Lost in Space," Chloe replied. "He did that song, you know, 'Fish heads, fish heads, roly poly fish heads...'"
"Really?" Nelson cocked his head at her. "See, I picked the right girl, didn't I?"
Chloe sighed. Probably, she agreed silently, picking up and scanning the list. Willie Aames—wasn't he the kid from Eight is Enough? Not the little one... one of the older brothers, the blonde one, the cute one... what was his name...? Tommy! She had such a crush on him as a kid, she remembered. She'd had crushes on half the people on the list, she realized with a smile.
She typed Danny Bonaduce into her search engine, pulling up a picture of the little smartass redhead from the Partridge Family. What the hell happened to him? she wondered. It wasn't long before she found out.
* * * *
Chloe would do pretty much anything for her job. That, apparently, included fucking Danny Bonaduce, former geeky redhead on The Partridge Family. Funny, she thought it was going to be some sort of sacrifice, a pity fuck, but he turned out to be a pretty good lover, considering how much they'd both had to drink that night.
Of course, the whole situation came with the usual first-time one-night-stand tension—does he like that...oh, that's good, but ouch, ouch, elbow on the hair... oh no, not the plunging tongue kiss! But that tension also proved to make it hotter, that newness in the moment, coupled with the fact that, while he might be a "washed up" child star, at one time this guy had women following him around like bitches in heat.
He was strong, well-muscled, and had a cocky sort of confidence in bed she associated with men who were unsure and a little soft underneath. She realized, as he slid inside her for the second time that night—condom firmly secured, that much she wasn't willing to risk—that this man would tell her anything she wanted to know when it was all said and done.
The second time took longer, thankfully, and she led him over to his back so she could finish herself, his hands cupping the full weight of her breasts, his cock busy up inside her, but it was her fingers rubbing her clit that would bring it all home, and that's where she focused, eyes closed, wondering for one brief, dizzy moment before she came what Danny Bonaduce would think if he knew she was fantasizing about some other, bigger star.
It didn't surprise her that he called out his wife's name when he came, grabbing her hips and pulling her pelvis in tight—it both amused and saddened her to know they'd both been thinking of someone else—but it opened the door and let out a flood as she slithered onto the bed beside him, resting her head on the other pillow.
She didn't have to ask him a thing. He talked about it all—the alcohol, the drug use, the prostitutes, the fighting—and underneath was the pain, pulsing like some festering, unhealable sore. The perpetual reporter in her thrilled at every detail. His devoted wife was finally divorcing him. His life was falling apart. He couldn't stop using, couldn't stop looking, believing that maybe the next thing would be the magic elixir, the pill that would fix it all.
Chloe propped herself on an elbow, tracing a finger through the center of the tight, red curls on his chest. "Do you hate David Cassidy?"
"Are you kidding me?" Danny barked a laugh and shook his head. "David Cassidy was the reason I got laid every night. I was the one who consoled the poor girls who didn't make it into his dressing room on the first try."
"So you think they weren't there for you?"
"I know they weren't." He shrugged. "And you aren't either."
"No?" She managed a tight smile.
"I know what I am." He said it with a certainty that surprised her. "I'm a sideshow attraction. A freak. But you gotta work with what God gives you, right?"
She couldn't help herself or her next question. "So why do you think I'm here?"
Danny reached over her and pulled open the motel night table drawer. Chloe didn't have time to react as he lifted the running microcassette player from its resting place on, of all things, the King James Bible.
"Because you're P.T. Barnum, baby." He dropped the recorder next to her on the bed with a smile. "And there's a sucker born every minute."
Chloe watched him as he dressed, feeling something thick and tight filling her chest as he pulled on his boots, tucked in his shirt. She dressed, too, more slowly, finding her panties hooked over the doorknob, a high heel tucked under the bed.
"So which rag are you from?" Danny finally asked as he pulled on his jacket, picking up the electronic key card. "No hard feelings, babe. I just want to know where my face is going to end up tomorrow, that's all."
She sighed, reaching across the bed for the recorder, half-hidden by the brightly bleachable but inevitably still stained motel sheets. "It doesn't matter."
His eyebrow went up when she pulled the cassette from the recorder, twisting the long strands of tape around her finger and pulling, breaking it off before dropping it into the empty blue plastic trash bin.
"You know, P.T. Barnum never said 'There's a sucker born every minute.'" Chloe slipped her jacket on, ignoring the sudden intensity of his gaze. "It was some rival of his who credited him with that particular phrase, trying to disgrace him."
"Yeah, I know." Danny held the door for her as they walked out into the cool night air. "But Barnum never denied saying it."
She frowned. "I wonder why?"
Danny laughed, taking her hand as they walked. "Because he knew the truth. Free publicity is gold."
Chloe glanced up at him, and something caught her attention, something she rarely saw anywhere near L.A.—the twinkle of a faint star in the sky. She let Danny Bonaduce, former child star, lead her toward his waiting car, and wondered which one of them, exactly, had played the role of the sucker that night.
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"I need the map." I shook her shoulder as gently as I could. Susie opened one eye and stuck out her tongue, turning toward the passenger door. "Can you get it? It's in my bag."
"Do I smell chicken?" Both eyes were open now and she sat up, blinking at the brightness.
"Yeah." I nodded at the bucket on the floor. "I need to know which exit."
"Did I really sleep through you stopping for chicken?" She yawned, leaning carefully over the seat and fishing through her bag.
"You slept through half of New Mexico, doll." I admired the swell of her behind as she stretched over the seat, pulling the map out of my bag and putting it down between us.
Susie settled herself in the front seat again, digging through the red and white bag on the floor and pulling out a tub of coleslaw. "Oh, evil temptation!"
I steered around something in the road. "What exit does it say to take off this?"
Susie looked at the hand-drawn map and carefully printed directions. "Sixty-three."
She put her bare feet up on the dashboard, pulling a white spoon/fork combination out of its plastic and studying the eating utensil. "I bet the guy who invented the spork is going to be a millionaire." I noticed her toes, painted a deep, blood red. "Hey, are you still hungry?"
"Nah. I had a couple wings." I nodded to the greasy red and white bucket on the floor, leaning over and squeezing her slim leg through her sun dress. "Although...I could go for a thigh."
"Bad!" She poked my knuckles with her spork.
"Watch it!" I put my hand back on the steering wheel, smiling.
"Oh right, like I could take you with a spork?"
"You just like saying spork."
"Where are we, Mark?" Susie tapped the spoon against the dash to some invisible beat. "There's nothing to see out here but sand and more sand."
"Not true—look, there's a cactus!" I pointed, using the diversion to grab the utensil out of her hand. Susie rolled her eyes but rewarded me with a small smile. I held out the modified spoon. "Wanna spork?"
"Bad!" She groaned, but took it back. "I'm so tired of being lost. How did we end up heading to a town we couldn't even find on the map?" I glanced over to see her pulling the lid off the bucket of chicken and peering inside.
I shrugged. "Maps don't know everything."
"If it isn't on the map, it doesn't exist." She gave me a Susie-look, the one that said, 'I know everything, even if you think I don't.'
"Well, let's hope you're wrong." I watched her use the rubber band around her wrist to pull her long, dark hair back into a ponytail and sighed.
"Never happens." She flipped on the radio with a delicate flick of her small wrist.
I smiled, slipping a hand behind her neck, massaging. "You're so smug."
She slid all the way across the Malibu's bench seat—even with the air on, her long legs stuck to the vinyl—and snuggled up beside me. "Mmm. I think I found something better than chicken."
"Susie..." Her fingers did the walking up my leg, dancing across my crotch. "I'm driving."
"So drive."
There was no stopping a determined Susie, and she was determined now, unzipping my fly, her small hand finding my already-hardening cock through the gap in my boxers.
"Oh Christ." Her mouth was warm and wet, licking me into a swelling state of hardness as I leaned back in the seat, giving her more room to work. The soft, hungry noises she made from my lap were maddening, and the road seemed to melt, a fading mirage in the orange glow of the setting sun, as my eyes half-closed in pleasure.
"Mmmmm," she murmured around the length, her lips coming up red on the tip. "Now this is what I call a tasty meal."
I tried to control myself—my breathing, the pressure of my foot on the gas pedal, the play of the steering wheel in my hand—but my hips moved all by themselves, thrusting my cock into her willing mouth. She made a fist around the shaft and stroked me fast as her tongue circled the head. I knew she could taste my precum, just mere pennies compared to the payoff her hard work was going to give her in, I gauged, probably less than a minute.
"Oh, sweet Jesus," I whispered, grabbing onto her ponytail—the perfect handle—using it to pump myself into her mouth, feeling it building, a deep well, a fountain ready to burst. The speedometer read a steady fifty-five, and that was good. Don McLean was crooning a goodbye to Miss American Pie, and that was good, too. The road was straight and even, the yellow lines stretching upward as we began to crest the top of a hill, and I was riding high toward my own summit, Susie's mouth working its magic between my legs.
"Oh yeah, oh yeah, it's coming!" I moaned, the shove of my hips forcing my cock deep into her mouth as she swallowed—I heard her throat working, trying to take the full load of my cum—and it was in that moment of unimaginable heaven I saw the flash of lowbeams converging with the blacktop as we came to the very top of the hill.
I had time to think that it was early for lights—mine were still off—as the sun was just setting somewhere deep in the desert. I had time to feel Susie's blissfully unaware sigh as she licked the last bit of my cum from the tip of my cock. I think I even had time to hear the last bit of the song on the radio:
Bye-bye, Miss American Pie
Drove my Chevy to the levy
But the levy was dry
And them good old boys were drinking whiskey and rye
Singing this'll be the day that I die...*
At least, I think I heard it, maybe I just remembered it that way, the DJ saying, "Number three on the charts this week, that was..."
I realized the car was in our lane, no mirage coming over the hill in the fading heat-haze of a blood-red sun, but a hulking, flying mass of metal that would knock us fully into darkness.
So I closed my eyes. There was nothing else to do but close my eyes and wait for it, and when my breath turned to glass in my throat, when the impact didn't come, when the Malibu continued on its way under my power down the ever-darkening ribbon of highway, I opened them again in a panic.
Seeing the truth made me want to retch. Seeing only half of Susie's head resting in my lap, the blood soaked end of her pony-tail slick in my hand. Seeing the front end of the Malibu—brand spanking new and cherry red in 1972—crumpled like an accordion in front of me, its body rusted, the paint faded almost to pink.
There were no lights, there was no road, no smell of chicken, no radio playing. Some time during its lingering stay on the side of the road in the middle of the desert for the past thirty-some years, the Malibu had become a convertible, it's roof completely gone, leaving us completely exposed to the elements.
Not that it mattered. We were the elements now.
"Susie." I blinked, whispered her name, and she sat up, still licking her lips. There was no more blood, no more nightmare gore. She was just Susie again, her eyes bright in the orange glow of sunset. There was no car coming toward us, and the Malibu seemed to know its own way down the desert highway.
"Susie, did you...?" I wanted to ask her if she had seen, if she knew what I had, in that awful, liminal moment between worlds, realized. When she pressed her fingers to my lips, and then kissed me—god, I could taste my cum on her mouth, how could that be?—I understood that she knew, too, had known all along.
She snuggled up next to me and turned up the radio. It was that song again, that same song, singing this will be the day that I die...
"Just keep driving," she murmured, and I did, steering us ever toward our destiny, on a darkening road to nowhere.
*American Pie by Don MacLean
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She actually had to fight the urge to call him Mr. Edwards, even now. His house wasn't anything like she had expected—his wife must have done all the decorating—everything matched, seemed to have its own place, and had a subtle but unmistakable Asian design influence. The Mr. Edwards she had known—hell, Cassie, call him Rick already, would you?—was scattered, forgot papers he'd already graded at home, and rarely wore matching socks. Granted, the mismatch was subtle and hard to see unless you were in direct light—a dark brown and a navy blue, maybe—but it was just a part of the whole picture that made up her junior year English teacher's persona. 
Standing in his kitchen, leaning against the counter and drinking wine out of a glass just like a grown-up—twenty-eight was grown-up enough, she insisted to herself—she watched him fixing a shrimp stir-fry for the two of them, and noticed with amusement that he was barefoot. That solved the mismatched sock problem entirely, didn't it?
"You're sure about your...I mean, that we have the house to ourselves?" Cassie asked for probably the tenth time in a week. Was she nervous about his wife coming home and discovering them? Did 11th grade girls get crushes on their cute English teachers? Which was to say—hell yes. 
"I told you," he said, turning off the flame on the gas stove and tipping the Wok toward the plates he'd already mounded with wild rice. "We have an arrangement."
She couldn't imagine any woman leaving for the weekend so her husband could have an affair with a former student—although she was pretty sure Mrs. Edwards had no idea about the latter, even if she was aware of the former. But she wasn't in her mid-fifties and hadn't been married for twenty years either. In fact, she'd never been married—although that one romance out of college had been a close call.
"It smells delicious." She moved toward him, breathing deep. He'd always bragged about his cooking—of course, he'd bragged about a lot, she remembered—but apparently in the cooking arena, there had been more truth than bluster to it. They'd always gone out somewhere to eat, but tonight, their first real "overnight" together, he'd insisted on cooking. Her stomach felt tight, but she knew it wasn't just hunger. His hand slipped behind her as he pulled her closer, putting the pan down on the stove before his mouth captured hers.
I'm kissing my high school English teacher. It was the thought that still came first, even after they'd been doing this, what, a month or more now? His mouth was soft, open, a little too eager. She pressed both her hands to his chest—he was incredibly tall, but she was just a little over five foot. He'd told her he liked small girls. She'd seen his wife—a pretty, Asian woman, even shorter than Cassie—and she believed him. 
"I'm hungry," she murmured as his hands groped their way down to the seat of her jeans, lifting her toward his mouth again.
"So am I." His tongue probed this time, sending shivers through her, making her nipples hard under her blouse. When he got a good grip on the back of her thighs, he pulled her up, wrapping her legs around his waist, putting them on more even playing field, so to speak. But now, she was at his whim, and she had a feeling she knew where this was heading.
"God, I want you," he murmured against her neck, nibbling there, sucking. She'd have hickeys all over in the morning, but there would be no one to hide them from, so she didn't care. "I want to be inside you. I've been thinking about it all day."
So had she. As much as they had done, so far, had been quick fumblings in one car or another, but they'd never had enough time or been in a private enough place to do enough to truly satisfy themselves. Truly, she was surprised he'd gone on with the pretense of dinner at all, and hadn't just met her at the door naked with his cock in his hand. The thought made her smile.
"What's more pressing?" Cassie tipped her head back as his mouth moved down the V of her blouse. "Dinner, or...?"
"You tell me." He shifted her weight—he could throw her around like a rag doll if he wanted to—and pressed her crotch into his. She felt the length of him, hard and ready. Christ, he was big! That was promising...
"Well, you do have a microwave." She rolled her hips, grinding her pelvis into his, and he groaned. 
"To hell with dinner." 
He carried her as far as the couch, which wasn't really a couch at all, but more of a futon, with ornately carved wooden arms and a rather hard red cushioned top. There was barely enough room on it for her, let alone him, but neither of them seemed to care. He already had his jeans unzipped, his shirt off, and was kneeling between her legs, working the buttons on her blouse. 
His hands shook, so she helped him, opening it and her bra—front hook—seeing his eyes light up at the sight of her breasts. Small, but firm, her nipples were pink and prominent, her skin fair. She had the faint remains of a sunburn that followed the same V-pattern of her blouse—blondes like her burned so easily. 
"God, you're beautiful," he moaned, taking a nipple into his mouth, sucking hard. Cassie groaned and arched, fumbling with the snap and zipper of her jeans. Should have worn a skirt, she chided herself as she tried to work them down her hips, her clit throbbing. Her pussy had been wet for hours, just thinking about this moment. 
"Let me help." He did, yanking the denim down her hips, her panties coming halfway down with them, exposing her shaved pubes, the blonde tuft at the top proving she didn't dye the hair on her head. Of course, he knew that—he'd known her since before she could drive. 
"Oh Jesus." The sight of her pussy must have been too much. Her pants weren't even all the way off yet, but his tongue was plunging into her slit, and he made eager, hungry noises between her legs. Cassie managed to get her jeans all the way off, leaning back into the futon's cushion as he sucked on her sensitive clit, moaning softly when he worked his long fingers into her. 
From this angle, she could see the place where he was losing his dark hair. It hadn't been noticeable when she had him as a teacher. Of course, she'd never seen him like this, either. His hands roamed over her thighs, smooth and firm—she'd waxed for him—over her belly, taut and flat, up to her breasts, her nipples responding immediately to his touch. 
"You taste so good," he murmured, kissing over her thighs, up her belly. She whimpered when she felt his cock pressed between her legs and he kissed her. She tasted herself on his tongue, sucking it into her mouth, her hips moving against the length of his cock resting against her pussy.
"Please," she begged, reaching down to grasp him, making him moan. "Fuck me."
He gave a low growl, kneeling up to pull her to sitting. His big hands moved her, manipulating, turning her over onto her belly and leaning her over the edge of the couch. Cassie gasped when she felt the tip of his cock sliding through the crack of her ass, down toward her wet, waiting pussy, but nothing could have prepared her for the feel of him sliding inside of her.
"Oh!" she moaned, feeling his hand pressing her back, pushing her down onto the cushion as he thrust. "Goddamn, Mr. Edwards, you're so fucking big!"
He was—all the girls' locker room talk about Mr. Edwards hadn't ever ventured into the realm of cock size. They'd talked about how cute he was, how funny, how smart, how flirty. She was sure none of them had ever imagined this moment, being bent over Mr. Edward's couch—the Asian style sofa his wife had surely chosen—and being fucked by his enormous dick.
She heard him chuckle. "I think you can call me Rick, now, Cassie."
Right. Rick. It rhymed with dick. She should be able to remember it—except with him inside her, pumping in and out at a pace quicker than most bunnies, she couldn't think of anything at all. She gasped as he spread her thighs further with his, using his cock like a battering ram.
"God you're so tight!" he groaned, his hands gripping her ass, shoving in deep. "Oh baby, I can't stop. I'm gonna come!" 
He was as good as his word—two, three, four hard thrusts, accompanied by several grunts of satisfaction, and it was over. He stood, buttoning his jeans, pulling his shirt back on. Cassie was slower, still dazed, finding her panties, her jeans. He was already in the kitchen microwaving their plates by the time she was buttoning her blouse. 
"I'm starving!" he exclaimed, peeking his head around the corner. "Are you coming?"
Uhhhh, no, she thought wryly. Not exactly. She opened her mouth to speak, shut it again, and got up from the futon as a response. Mr. Edwards, the Mr. Edwards, the teacher all the girls had wanted, the gorgeous man who had them transfixed during class and moony in between...she'd slept with him. Ten years after the fact, of course, but still...it was something she could brag about, if she so chose.
Cassie sighed, heading toward the kitchen. Well, she reasoned, smelling the shrimp stir-fry again, she hoped he was a better cook than he was a lover. 
-------------
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Author's Note: All characters are eighteen years of age or older.
-------------
I was in boarding school, and things were different back then. I think they still have corporal punishment in some states, like Texas, but in most places it's been phased out. But we were good Catholics, or we were supposed to be, and if you spared the rod, you'd spoil the child. Hell, that was what my parents put me there for in the first place. My father couldn't stand to say no, and my mother couldn't say anything but, and they decided, between them, that someone else should raise their daughter.
So the nuns and the priests attempted to curb my voracious appetites for four years. They failed miserably. By the time I was a senior, my birthday just passed in a haze of alcohol and sex—the drinking age hadn't yet been changed from eighteen—I'd been disciplined more times than I could count, suspended from classes, and nearly expelled, twice. I was always scraping by, just barely, but it was enough for me. 
Father Hamilton had the task of disciplining me for my latest transgressions. The nuns had pretty much given up and handed me over to the priests, which was fine, as far as I was concerned. The priests were more direct. They liked to use the paddle—a thick piece of wood that Father Lowery, who taught physics, had drilled several holes through for less air resistance—and while it stung, it was over pretty quick. And the good thing about Father Hamilton was that he hated to give sermons. It was always straight to the punishment.
"Over the desk, Amy." 
I knew the drill. I bent over his wide desk and lifted my skirt—they weren't supposed to touch us except with objects—exposing the seat of my white cotton panties. It was a typical school uniform, navy skirt, white blouse, white knee socks, Mary Janes. We looked like drones running up and down the halls on our way to class. 
"For every blow, you must say an act of contrition."
"Yes, Father." 
I waited, my heart hammering in my chest. I wasn't afraid of it anymore, but there was a sick sort of anticipated dread anyway in the moments before.
SMACK!
I winced, beginning:
"Oh my God, I am heartily sorry for having offended Thee, and I detest all my sins because I fear the loss of heaven and the pains of hell..."
The second SMACK! came long before I could finish, and I began again with a gasp, "Oh my God, I am heartily sorry for..."
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
"Father!" I whimpered, my whole ass on fire with pain. It hadn't been like this before. "Please!"
"That's right," he murmured. "Beg."
SMACK!
"Oh!" I buried my face in my arms, trying to hide from the pain. "Oh please, I'm sorry, please..."
"You've been in my office fourteen times this year, Amy." SMACK! "And you've said an act of contrition for each blow." SMACK! "And yet you're still running around like the whore of Babylon aren't you?" 
I would have screamed when he grabbed my hair, pulling my head back as he growled this last, but my voice was gone. I thought the Father had gone crazy. 
"What will it take to get through to you, girl?" He shook my head, back and forth, and I looked at him with wild eyes. His whole body pressed me against the desk, the weight of him incredible, and I gasped for breath. "This thing is useless with you!"
He threw the paddle and it clattered on the marble floor. "Your sins are of the flesh. Perhaps you need a lesson in that."
He let me go and I collapsed on the desk, feeling tears stinging my eyes, rolling down my cheeks, although I fought them. 
"Perhaps..." His voice had turned thoughtful, and I chanced a puzzled glance back over my shoulder just in time to see his hand coming down toward my ass.
SMACK! The solid sound of flesh on flesh filled the room, and he did it again. SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! I cried out, trying to wiggle away, but he grabbed my hips, pulling my panties down to my knees, and kept going, a steady rhythm, over and over. SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
"Please Father!" I sobbed. I'd forgotten all about hiding my pain, my fear—and I was afraid now. He was crazed, mad, and I didn't have any idea what he might do. "Please, I'm sorry! I've sinned, I've sinned, I'm sorry... sorry for having... offended... Thee... owwwww!" 
His hands spread my legs wide, pressing my thighs open and my eyes widened in panic and a dawning horror. "Sins of the flesh," he muttered, and I felt his body pressing, his robes lifting, parting like a black sea, and the heat of his crotch against the stinging, reddened globes of my ass. 
"Father, please!" He grabbed my hair again, and I sobbed when he shoved his cock into me, the final humiliation. 
"You need a good lesson," he grunted, thrusting deep. I whimpered, unable to believe this was happening, that a priest had just impaled me across his desk and was now beginning to fuck me. I'd been fucked before—I loved it—but this? This was a horror, an abomination, a...
"A good...hard... lesson!" Each word was punctuated by a thrust, and his hands found his way underneath me to grab my breasts through my blouse, shoving it aside and tearing off a button to reach under my bra and squeeze my flesh.
"The paddle doesn't work." He gasped when he felt my nipples hardening. "Maybe you need a lesson from the holy staff!" 
"Oh god," I moaned as he pounded me harder, his fingers squeezing both of my nipples, sending hot shocks down to my pussy. I was wet—God help me, I was wet, and his cock was pumping fast, his thighs spreading mine wide, driving me toward the deepest sin I'd ever known. 
He'd gone crazy, and I was going crazy right along with him. My cunt was on fire, my nipples burned, and I knew we were both going to hell, but I didn't care. Father Hamilton groaned when I squeezed my pussy around his cock, arching, fucking him back. 
"You're a bad girl!" He smacked my ass, hard, and I jumped, the sensation vibrating through me. "Bad!" SMACK! "Bad!" SMACK!
"Fuck!" I cried, spreading wider, wanting more. "Yes!" 
"Ahhhhhhhh, God, forgive us all!" He groaned, grinding his hips into mine, and I trembled beneath, feeling my climax coming and unable to stop it. I was beaten, broken, humiliated, and completely at his mercy as I writhed in my own pleasure on the desk while he fucked me senseless. I didn't have time to think or breathe or speak when he grabbed me again by the hair and shoved me down to my knees on the floor.
"You will be penitent!" He insisted, shoving his cock deep into my throat with a low groan. I gagged, but I took it, hearing him whisper, "I am your bread and wine," just before throwing his head back and letting go. My mouth flooded with cum and I choked, swallowing, tears streaming down my face as I took it all, every last bit, looking up wide-eyes at this priest, this man I didn't know anymore, wearing black robes and a white collar.
He moved away from me then, leaving me gasping on my dirty knees, mascara streaked down my cheeks, blouse torn open, pussy dripping. His robes fell back into place and he leaned against the desk, breathing hard, composing himself. 
Finally, he waved his hand toward the door, not looking at me. "Go."
I stood on shaky legs, wobbling toward the door, when I heard him say, "You will return tomorrow for further punishment. We aren't done yet."
No. No we weren't done, I discovered. Not by a long shot. Father Hamilton's punishment went on and on, until I thought I would die from the pleasure and the pain, and my only fear was that it might end. But it didn't. Thank you God, it didn't.
He continued to punish me, not sparing the rod, every single day for the rest of the year.
-----------
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You'd think graduate students would be better behaved, right? I mean, we're adults, we've done the college partying thing. We're there to get our degrees, basically, and that's about it. At least, that's the theory. And while, for the most part, my experience doing graduate work was like that, there was one particular incident that veered so far off the path of "appropriate" it probably would have gotten all three of us kicked out if we'd been caught.
We were taking Human Sexuality that semester, almost our last—one more semester and we'd all have a Masters in Psychology. There were three of us who missed one of the "audio-visual" days in the class. I happened to have jury duty. I don't know what Matt and Laurie's excuses were, but I had a feeling they were probably together doing something they shouldn't have been. They were both married—to other people—but we all knew what was going on between them. 
Our professor was a typical California crunchy-granola type, very soft-spoken and sweet. I think we all found it a little disconcerting to be talking about vaginas and penises and erectile dysfunction with a woman who could barely speak above a whisper. I remember her always fighting with her long, frizzy brown hair, pushing it behind her ears, pulling it back into ponytails that hung halfway down her back. She fidgeted. She made me nervous, even if the topic really didn't. 
I think that was the reason she insisted on the videos. She was in love with the videos as a teaching tool, or really, replacement was more like it. Matt and Laurie had passed notes through the erectile dysfunction video two weeks before, and I'd worked on the paper I had due for Marriage and Family. 
Not that parts of the video weren't interesting. The last one had been intriguing. But it was shocking to sit in a classroom with fifty other people and watch couples practice techniques to prolong erection on the flat screen up front. They were real couples—real men, with real penises. Rather hard ones. And their partners were real women, learning how to squeeze the base of the penis just before ejaculation. Which meant watching these men get stroked off a lot, getting thisclose to coming. Over and over. 
I admit, I was soaking wet after that one. I knew it was supposed to be clinical and a learning experience, but damn... The body responds, sometimes, involuntarily. I crossed and uncrossed my legs a lot during that class. Did a lot of wiggling in my seat. Wondered if anyone else was having the same reaction I was? I mean, how could they not? I know Matt and Laurie left together pretty quickly after class, and I saw his hand slip low on her behind, squeezing, as they went out the door. 
The video the three of us had missed was about masturbation. "Normalizing Masturbation" was the title, she told us as she slipped the tape into the VCR. Laurie and Matt exchanged a look. I tried not to watch them and focused on the screen, thinking about the paper I had due in Ethics and wondering if I was going to have time to work on it if the prof left the room.
I didn't have to wonder long—she told us we could go after the tape was finished, that she'd be in her office in the next building if we needed her. I actually considered leaving. I think Laurie and Matt did too. We exchanged a raised eyebrow sort look when she left, contemplating, and I probably would have gone. I think they would have, too.
But then the tape started.
And it started with a nude woman, lying on her back, hooked up to electrodes as if she were a science experiment. It was clearly a late seventies or early eighties video—she had short, dark feathered hair, and I don't think she'd ever even thought about any sort of depilatory process between her thighs, as was the current fashion. I was shaved completely smooth down there except for a small curly-red landing strip. I wondered briefly if Laurie was shaved, something that had never occurred to me before. She was stunning, impeccably dressed, always in short skirts showing off her long, smooth, tanned legs
But that we were watching a nude woman on a table hooked up to all sorts of machines wasn't the shocking part. That came next, when the narrator told us she was going to masturbate, and they would be measuring her physical response—hence all the wires. Laurie leaned over to Matt and whispered something to him, her long dark hair hiding her face as she did. He gave a low laugh, his eyes skipping from the screen over to me.
It was a surreptitious look, something I could tell he didn't want Laurie to see, and that, coupled with the fact that the woman on the screen was now spreading her pussy open for all of us to see, made my pulse increase. It was a good thing I wasn't hooked up to any wires, I decided. Matt and Laurie were talking, their voices too low for me to hear, his shaved head bent toward hers. I found intentionally bald men incredibly sexy. They really made a handsome couple.
I took out the notes I'd made already for my paper, trying to concentrate, but on the screen the woman was using two fingers to rub her clit. The narrator was explaining that the clitoris was the female equivalent of the male penis, hidden behind a "hood" of flesh similar to the male's foreskin. The clitoris was extremely sensitive and felt good when touched, the narrator went on.
Well, duh. I crossed my legs, squeezing them together, feeling my own clit throbbing. The woman on screen was breathing faster. Hell, so was I. The words on the paper in front of me blurred as I listened to her masturbate, her fingers moving faster and faster between her legs. I glanced at the screen—my face was almost as flushed as hers. High color dotted her cheeks, and her lip-glossed mouth opened with a soft sigh, a low moan. Christ, this was like watching porn—except in a classroom, where I wasn't supposed to be turned on by it!
Just a few desks away, Matt and Laurie were responding, too. Laurie slid down in her seat, her skirt riding up, and although her back was to me, I saw Matt leaning in toward her, and I wondered where his hand was. The thought made my heart race and I tried not to look like I was watching, but I was—I was watching hard. Then Laurie's bare foot—she'd kicked off her heels—found its way to Matt's crotch, rubbing there. His hips pressed forward to give him better access and I stared at the bulge there. 
When Laurie's head went back against the desk seat, I couldn't help but see the similarities between her flushed face and the woman on the screen. They were both breathing hard, breasts rising and falling, mouths open in soft "o's" as they got closer to climax. I couldn't believe what I was seeing—either on screen or off. Matt and Laurie were paying no attention to me. I glanced at the door, wondering if someone might come in, my pussy aching between my legs. God, I wanted him to touch me like that. I could tell he was touching her—I couldn't see his hand up under her skirt, but I saw the muscles high on his arm moving, flexing with the motion. 
"Almost," I heard Laurie whisper and my clit throbbed. I couldn't stop staring. The woman on the screen was nothing compared to the show going on right in front of me. The sight was irresistible, and so was the blissful agony between my legs. I had to touch myself. I had to. I wasn't wearing a skirt—I rarely wore them at all—but I pressed the seam of my jeans against my clit, moving it back and forth as Laurie pushed her hips forward, back. She was fucking his hand under her skirt, and I wanted to see. God, I wanted to see. 
I lifted my eyes to the screen for a moment. The woman there was just as close as Laurie, her thighs shaking, her nipples hard. The narrator told us the obvious—the woman was about to have an orgasm. When I turned my gaze back to the room, my eyes met Matt's and I froze. He was watching me, his arm and hand still working under Laurie's skirt. His gaze dropped deliberately between my legs, where my hand pressed against that ache. 
"Take them off," he mouthed. Laurie's eyes were closed. She couldn't see me, wasn't aware of anything but her own pleasure. I flushed, shaking my head, moving my hand away. There was no way I could do anything so...
"Do it." His eyes were dark, demanding, again the words just mouthed, no sound. But his insistence was clear enough. His other hand moved between his legs, unzipping his own jeans. I gaped, wide-eyed, as his cock appeared above his zipper, standing straight up and hard. I had to swallow the sudden burst of saliva in my mouth. He made me very hungry.
"You." He mouthed it again, pointing in my direction, and I found myself standing in a daze, unbuttoning my jeans, sliding them down my hips. I had to toe off my shoes to get them off and Matt nodded encouragement as Laurie moaned softly, shuddering in her seat. I stood there in my blouse and panties—just plain white cotton—feeling shy and afraid of getting caught, but unable to help myself. 
Then he crooked a finger at me, and I went. On the screen, there was yet another woman hooked up to more wires. The last one had climaxed already. The narrator explained that this time, they would show a woman who could have multiple orgasms. Christ, I would kill for just one, I thought, as I approached my classmates. Laurie's eyes were open now, and she looked around, seeing me standing beside the desk in my panties, arms crossed as if I were cold, or ashamed. Maybe a little of both. 
"Fran!" she gasped my name, eyes widening, taking in my state of undress. I opened my mouth to explain, but no words came out.
"She looked lonely over there," Matt explained with a grin. 
Laurie sat up in her seat, and my body responded when Matt took a glistening hand out from under her skirt and licked his fingers. She looked me up and down and then smiled.
"I bet you've got a gorgeous pussy." She tugged on the elastic of my panties, pulling me toward her and peeking in all at once. "I always wondered...oh god, she is a redhead all over. And shaved. Oh... Matt... look."
"I'm looking." His hand stayed wrapped around his cock. "Pull them off."
Laurie did as she was told, and I let her, gasping when her fingers parted my already swollen pussy lips, probing inside. She pressed me back against the desk behind her, making me sit. I glanced over my shoulder at the door, still afraid someone might come in, but that thought quickly left my head when she used her hands to spread my thighs, leaning in and kissing my clit.
"Oh my god," I whispered, leaning back on the desk, using my hands to prop myself up. Matt was standing now, coming toward us. He undid my blouse, my bra, groaning at the sight of my cherry-tipped nipples, already hard when he sucked them into his mouth. His hand moved slowly up and down the length of his cock, and I wanted to touch it, but didn't know if I should. I was in the middle of this, Laurie's tongue making heavenly circles around my clit, matching Matt's motion over my nipple, and I was still holding back, unsure.
I didn't get a chance, though. He moved behind Laurie, lifting her skirt. She was standing, leaning over to lick me, and she arched her back when he entered her, moaning against my pussy, making me writhe. Her face was wet with my juices, her tongue working fast, lightning fast against my clit.
"Oh Laurie, I'm..." I was going to tell her. The sight of Matt fucking her from behind, his hungry eyes on me, the velvet feel of her tongue, and the sound of the woman moaning as she masturbated on the flat screen in the front of the classroom were all too much. I was coming—but I couldn't speak. My breath was gone, my voice, and I made no sound at all as I lifted my hips to her eager mouth, my whole body quivering with my climax.
"Fuck, that's beautiful," Matt murmured, pumping his cock into Laurie even faster. 
The narrator's voice said, "There are some women who can have more than one orgasm during the same session. Watch as our subject continues to touch herself after the first climax experience. Her arousal state is still heightened..."
I whimpered when Laurie's mouth moved to kiss my thigh. "More?" Even to my own ears, my words sounded like a plea. 
"Sounds like someone else can have multiple orgasms," Matt said with a grin.
 I nodded, eager, my fingers moving to my clit, rubbing. 
"Ahhh damn... Laurie, I want to fuck her, too."
"So do it." Laurie stood, moving out of the way, her eyes bright. "Fuck that sweet little shaved puss." 
I looked between them as he moved forward, his cock slick with Laurie's come. I grabbed it before he reached his goal, sliding my hand up and down the length, feeling it pulse. God I loved the feel of a cock in my hand. Matt bit his lip as I aimed him, wiggling into position, and he grabbed my hips before plunging in deep.
"Oh yeahhhh." He stayed there a moment, savoring, and so was I, loving how much he filled my aching hole. Laurie's hand moved over my breasts, my belly, as Matt began to move inside me. Her other hand was under her skirt, and I realized I still hadn't seen her, and had a sudden longing to taste her. I hadn't been with a woman since college—undergrad, anyway—but I was so turned on I could barely stand it. 
"Come here," I murmured, reaching for Laurie and laying back completely on the desk, long ways. There was just enough room for my torso, my head hanging off the back, Matt working his cock between my thighs at the other end. Laurie lifted her skirt for me—no panties, and her pussy was shaved, too, leaving a dark triangle above—and I grabbed her hips, pulling her to me and fastening onto her with a desperate hunger. 
"Lift your skirt higher," Matt ordered, pumping his cock faster into my pussy. "Oh fuck, that's gorgeous. Lick her, Frannie. That's so good. God you're so tight and wet, I can't..."
Laurie was up on her tiptoes, working her hips in circles, pressing her cunt against my mouth, and my whole face was soon covered with her juices. Her clit was hard under my tongue and I focused there, my hand sneaking down to rub my own clit as Matt pounding into me, his hands gripping my hips hard. 
"Oh god, oh god," Laurie moaned, and I felt hands on my breasts—they were soft and small, hers—pinching my nipples, making me suck her clit harder. "Fran, I'm gonna come all over your face!" 
I made a low noise in my throat, wrapping my arms around her hips, diving in deep and moaning when I felt Matt's fingers take over on my clit where mine had left off. Laurie's whole body tensed as she came, little shivers moving through her again and again, and her juices were so copious now they pooled at the hollow of my throat. 
"Ahhhhh god!" Matt was going to come, and I was almost there. Laurie, still gasping, moved toward him, her hands on my thighs, pulling my legs back. I moved up to my elbows, still swallowing the taste of Laurie's pussy, and the sight of Matt's cock sliding into my smooth, wet slit sent a quick rush of pleasure through me. 
Then I couldn't see anything, because Laurie's mouth was on my clit, her tongue lashing over and over. I groaned at the loss when Matt slid out of me, but a moment later he flooded my clit with his come, hot pulsing waves of it spurting against my flesh, and the sensation took me over the edge. I arched and shuddered on the desk as Laurie kept working between my legs, licking up the flooding river of Matt's cum from my throbbing clit as fast as he could shoot it. 
On the screen, the narrator continued, "Masturbation is a natural part of human sexuality, and nothing to be ashamed of..."
Maybe so, but I flushed with embarrassment now in the aftermath. I found my panties under the desk, pulled my jeans on as quickly as I could, while Matt and Laurie zipped and straightened. I kept glancing at the door, but it never opened. 
When I was fully dressed again, I shouldered my backpack, still tasting Laurie in my mouth, and turned to face them. 
"Wanna go out to lunch?" Laurie suggested, holding her hand out to me. 
I hesitated for a moment, glancing at the credits on the screen. "I guess... it's over."
"The video? Feh!" Matt grinned as we fell into a formation as we walked, me between the two of them. "Too bad someone wasn't taping us."
"Thank god they weren't!" I gasped.
"Oh come on, Frannie. You know it was good." Laurie laughed at my shocked expression. "Now that's what I call Human Sexuality 101!" 
---------
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All he could think about was her ass. She was a beautiful woman, inside and out, and her pussy had provided him more pleasure than most men could only dream about in a lifetime. But he couldn't stop thinking about her asshole, that sweetly puckered opening, so tightly closed, so vulnerable. What was wrong with him? 
Christ, Kelly even put out at least three or four times a week, still, after fifteen years of marriage. Robert didn't have much to complain about, and he certainly didn't have a right to demand much more. Did he?
He'd tried to assuage his curiosity with porn. Kelly didn't care if he watched porn—see, yet another amazing thing about his wife!—and he indulged on occasion. He'd visited all the ass-sites he could find—Ass Traffic, Anal Hell, Ass Stabbin', you name it—thinking, hoping, it would ease his hunger to experience it all first hand. Instead, watching women spreading open their cheeks, taking a lubed up finger and then a well-oiled cock up that tight hole—seemed to have increased his need. 
Not good. 
They had sex pretty much whenever he wanted to—she was very compliant, but never in a bored sort of way. She was always eager to please, and had indulged a great many of his fetishes over the years, including a foray into bdsm and another into a rape sort of fantasy. The woman was amenable to almost anything—except anal, apparently. But still, he couldn't stop fantasizing about it, and it was always worse during sex.
"Please, Kel?" He murmured, having already wetted his finger, his cock a steel rod in her pussy from just looking down at the tight rosebud of her asshole. He loved her on her hands and knees like that. "It's just my finger."
She sighed, her shoulders slumping on the bed. But still, he pressed onward, sliding his wet finger over her fluted flesh, teasing the hole. The wrong hole, she would say. Christ, that was hot. He loved watching it tighten whenever his finger got near. Somehow her refusal made it even more sexy. God, what was wrong with him?
"Rob, come on." She glanced over her shoulder, pulling her dark hair away from her face. He knew the look—but he couldn't help himself. "We've talked about it."
"It's so hot, baby." He probed a little, making her gasp. "It turns me on like you wouldn't believe." 
"Well, it doesn't turn me on." She pouted—she was incredibly beautiful and sexy when she pouted, and he almost gave up—but his fingertip was almost inside, her asshole contracting, as if it were trying to push him out, and that made his cock swell to monstrous proportions. It made him want to come. God, if he could just slide the tip of his cock inside of her... just the tip...
"Just give it a chance," he begged. He knew he was begging. He didn't care. Her pussy squeezed him every time she tried to press his finger out of her ass, and the sensation was incredible. 
"No!" Her tone changed and he winced. "It hurts!"
He sighed, slowly withdrawing his finger and muttered, "It can't hurt that much." 
"Goddamnit, Rob!" Her eyes flashed, and she turned on him in an instant, pushing him down onto the bed, spread-eagle. Shocked, he watched her shove his thighs open with her palms, her finger probing—Christ, what in the hell was she doing!?—between his ass cheeks. "You want to know what it feels like? Huh?"
"Kel—" Any words disappeared when she plunged a finger into his ass—no warning, no buildup, just a straight shot in. He gasped, eyes wide, his cock spasming at the sensation. It was foreign—wrong...all kinds of wrong. He wanted her to stop, but she wasn't hearing him. 
"'Please Kel,'" she mimicked him, her finger working faster. She pressed another one in, making him wince and then moan. "'Let me put my finger in your ass. Let me put my cock in your ass. Let me fuck your ass. What's wrong with my pussy, huh?'"
"Nothing... I... oh fuck, Kelly!" 
She was breathing hard with the effort, her fingers working in and out of his asshole. "How do you like it, then? How does that feel?"
Rob groaned, feeling something welling up inside of him as she massaged him deep, her fierce fingers plunging hard, his cock so stiff and swollen he thought he might burst. He grabbed it to keep that very thing from happening, but he couldn't stop it. He was going to come. 
"Huh?" Kelly growled. "How do you like it, Mister?"
"Ahhhh fuck, I love it!" he cried, his cock exploding in his fist, the first hot spurt of his cum hitting her surprised cheek, the next landing on his balls and sliding wetly down toward her pumping fingers. He shuddered uncontrollably, the pressure of her fingers buried in his ass forcing more cum than he thought humanly possible from the tip of his cock, across his belly, over his thighs. 
Kelly stopped, her face frozen in shock. Then she laughed. "Well goddamnit..."
He groaned when she moved her fingers, sliding them slowly out. "God, that was so fucking good. Oh hell." He took a shaky breath, looking down at her bewildered face. "Want to do that again?"
"So much for teaching you a lesson," she snorted, shaking her head in disbelief.
"I guess." He chuckled. "But apparently you can teach old dogs new tricks..."
-----------
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A fading red sun had just been setting over the horizon when Holly curled herself into her seat by the window. Lulled by the constant journey of the bus wheels and the soft conversation of the other passengers, she drifted, dreaming of sunshine and warmth, but the sun had long disappeared when she opened her eyes to find the bus had stopped to pick up more passengers.
She watched them file on, already travel-weary, transferring from another line. When he sat next to her, the bus was nearly full, and he apologized as he stowed a camouflage bag under the seat. She noticed, the way she noticed everything, his crew cut, the ragged nails bitten to the quick, the dark hallows under the eyes before he closed them in what was clearly an involuntary act. He was exhausted. 
"It's okay, I don't take up much room," Holly murmured, curling up again on her window side, knowing he hadn't heard her. He was asleep already. 
When she awoke again, the moon was too high to be seen, but high enough to give the highway a white glow, like a photo negative. The interior of the bus was dark and quiet. Everyone was asleep, it seemed—there wasn't even the dim shine of a single reading light. Holly found her head resting on the chest of the man beside her. His arm had found its way to her waist, pulling her in close, and although she wondered at it, she wasn't surprised. 
She seemed to have an inner magnet that drew her to men—especially those who needed her. And she had been sure, even in her sleepy state on their first meeting, that this one needed her. He slept, but not peacefully. His eyes moved rapidly beneath the lids. His right hand, the one in his lap, twitched. She could actually hear him grinding his teeth in his sleep, his jaw working over and over. 
As she watched, he made a soft, grunting noise, his body shuddering involuntarily, and he was immediately awake, the right hand, which had been twitching, was at her throat, and he pressed her back against the seat with what couldn't be described as anything else but a deep, guttural growl. 
She didn't scream or panic. Instead, she went limp, waiting while sanity slowly returned to the man's eyes and face, and with it, a dawning horror. 
"Oh my god," he whispered, lips trembling, eyes wide. "Oh my god, I'm so sorry. So sorry!" He pulled his hand back as if touching her burned him. She was essentially pinned against the seat until he moved quickly to his own side, shaking, resting his head in his hands, elbows on his knees.
She didn't have to ask—she knew. But she did anyway, her hand moving to touch the soft fuzz at the nape of his neck, stroking gently. "Iraq?"
He gave a short nod, not lifting his head, clearly ashamed of what he'd done, what he'd been about to do. 
"I.Am.So.Sorry." Each word was punctuated, as if he could make them more clear and meaningful by doing so, but the words were whispered—they were both aware of the sleeping people around them. "I was dreaming. I was...I thought you..."
"It's okay." Holly's hand moved over his shoulder as he sat back in the seat. His eyes met hers, and she saw the pain there, the horror. 
"Please." He took her hand, pushed her gently away, his expression beyond pain. "I can't. You touching me. I just can't." 
"Ahhh, weary warrior," she murmured, ignoring his plea. Both hands now, stroking down the front of his fatigues, over his chest and belly, long, slow movements. She watched his face slowly relax, his eyes soften as he looked at her. 
"What are you—?" His words stopped when she pressed her fingers over them, and then followed her fingers with her mouth, kissing him gently, the soft press of her lips on his a tender panacea. She climbed between his legs, nuzzling his neck, his shoulder, smelling the essence of the masculine, breathing it in as she pressed her whole body to him, rubbing in that same, steady, downward motion.
"Oh...god..." His eyes closed, the tension in his body, held coiled and tight somewhere in his belly, she knew, began to unwind. She knelt before him on the floor of the bus, squeezed in, not a lot of room to work, but she didn't need much. 
"It's okay," Holly whispered, her cheek resting against his thigh as she worked his zipper down, reaching her hand through the gap to find what she was looking for. "It's going to be okay." 
She felt his hand in her hair, gentle now, the power in it when he had her pinned to the seat restrained as she rubbed her cheek against his crotch. He was soft, pliable in her hand, but she had never met a man alive who could resist her touch, and this one was no exception. It took him time, but she had time. The world was asleep, and they were just two travelers journeying together in the darkness, sharing a moment of feeling.
When he was hard enough in her hand, she used her mouth, making him gasp and clench his hand into a fist in her honey-colored hair. She made a soft noise of approval in her throat, her mouth too full of his cock to do much more, and his hips shifted, giving her more of him. 
Her hands moved over his chest, down his belly, again and again as she sucked him, the same steady downward motion. She worked as if she could draw it out of him—the pain, the horror, the rage—bring it down and out and through his body with this one solitary act of love, on her knees before him in gratitude for everything he had sacrificed. 
Holly felt tears stinging her eyes as she worshipped the length of his cock, tower of heat and strength filling her mouth, filling her completely. The soldier's eyes met hers in the darkness, the moonlight through the window giving them just enough to see each other's shadows by, and he cupped her cheeks in his big hands, his cock slowly thrusting into her wet, waiting mouth.
It was a moment she would never forget, when the world slipped back into place and gave them both just what they needed during that brief flash of connection. His whole body quivered at the moment of climax, and her soft hands pressed his bare belly beneath his shirt, feeling what had been coiled there spring, release, let go. He flooded her mouth then, and she thought it would never stop, endless waves of heat, and she swallowed it all, as if doing so might erase any sign of his agony.
They didn't speak. The soldier zipped up as Holly worked her way back to the seat, and this time when she pressed herself against his side, she was awake, conscious of the act, and he welcomed her warmth, his breathing easy now. She watched him sleep for a while, a peaceful thing, and it pleased her beyond words as she drifted toward a dreamless darkness.
It was morning when they woke, stiff and sore, stretching the night off as the bus pulled into another stop. It was his—her destination was further down the road. 
"What's your name, soldier?" she asked as he pulled his camouflage duffel from under the seat and shouldered it. 
He gave her a small smile, and she thought he spoke the next words with a pride he hadn't felt in a long, long time. "David Michael Jordan, Lance Corporal, United States Marine Corp."
She nodded, her eyes on his, and felt those tears threatening again.
He was blocking the aisle for other passengers, and while they both noticed, neither cared. He touched her cheek, rubbing gently with one finger. "What's your name, angel?"
"Holly."
Smiling—he had a bright, beautiful smile—he said, "I think you must be an angel, Holly."
"No." She smiled back, and said the next without any hint of shame. "I'm a prostitute."
"Jesus." His jaw dropped. "Really?" 
She nodded as he lifted her chin, looked into her eyes, his face puzzled. "Do I...I mean...do I owe you—"
"I owe you." She turned her face toward his hand, cradled it and kissed his palm. "We all do. It was my gift."
"Yes." He leaned down and kissed her, briefly, the passengers behind him shuffling. "You are." 
She watched him get off the bus, feeling more full and whole than she had in a long time. He stood there until they pulled out a few minutes later, duffel at his feet. He gave her a short salute when she waved. His eyes met hers for a brief, tender moment before the bus accelerated, moving her forward on her journey, one of constant, unexpected pleasure and human connection.
---------
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Middy was waiting. She'd spent her life waiting—waiting to be old enough, to earn enough, to get enough, to get out. She sat like a perpetually hopeful Linus in the Great Pumpkin Patch, waiting for something that would never come, hoping for the arrival of someone who would never appear, leaving her always, just...waiting.
The field was dark, the air warm over her bare arms and legs. She was dressed for work—short skirt, halter top—although she'd carried her four inch heels when she left the pavement and walked barefoot through the grass to this spot. There were no lights out here, no street lights, no city lights. She could only see one faint square glow of a house window and it seemed miles away. 
She lifted her face to the sky, scanning the stars, millions of them out there in the darkness, the patterns unfamiliar and undecipherable to her, except for the big dipper and the belt of the one called Orion. She only knew that one because her mother had pointed it out to her once. "Look, Chlamydia, there's the belt of Orion—almost close enough you could reach out and hang onto it, isn't it? I bet he could take you anywhere."
Her mother had been a prostitute, too, always waiting and looking for a way out. She usually, mistakenly, chose a man as a failed escape route, ending up broken and beaten and crawling back on her knees in the end. Women like her... like me, Middy thought... we spend our lives on our knees in front of men.
There had never been anything better for her mother. Why would she think there would be anything better for her? Middy sighed, pulling a blade of grass and splitting it up the middle with a long, red fingernail. Using her mouth, she whistled a tone through her grass harp, as if she could call something new, something different, something other than an endless parade of cocks and cum and cash.
So when the light appeared above her, as suddenly as a spotlight turned on a startled doe, she froze in surprise and fear, but there was an element of expectation, too. Where have you been? I've been waiting so long!  There was no time to run, to scream, or even to grab her shoes discarded next to her in the long grass. One moment she was staring up, wide-eyed, into the light, and the next, she was strapped, each limb restrained, to a cold metal table.
"Haven't you ever heard of sheets?" Middy shivered, her nipples so hard they hurt. Maybe that was the reason they kept it so cold, she mused, feeling goosebumps rising on her exposed flesh. Her clothes, such as they had been, were gone, and the hooded figures moved around her, not touching, but she knew they were looking, curious, at her body.
"Nice masks," she murmured, blinking at the brightness. More lights above her, so bright they left spots behind her eyelids when she closed them. "You guys do Halloween?"
She felt as if she were floating. Drugged, she decided. Is that why I feel so calm? She should be panicked, struggling, begging. Instead, she was her usual sarcastic self. Although it occurred to her that her smart mouth might get her more than a smack across it up here. Up here. She shivered again, this time not from the cold, and wondered where they were, exactly. Home wasn't necessarily where her heart was...but at least it was familiar. 
"Whoa, hey there, big fella, what—?" She saw one of the larger figures standing at the end of the table, by her feet, as something cold parted her exposed labia. She hoped to god it was a probe and not that alien's...cock—or something worse. 
They were all hooded, masked, but it wasn't cloth. She wasn't sure what it was—something dark and almost fluid, covering something that might have been human-like. If you squinted. From a great distance. The one between her legs was too close for comfort, and the only identifying mark she could make out was something like liquid silver that looked like a belt around its...waist? 
"Yo, Orion." Her eyes searched for a face, found none. Just a blankness, a blackness, darker than the space between stars. "Whatcha planning to do to me?"
But that was obvious. There was something inside her, and it wasn't human. It also wasn't exactly inanimate either. It was swelling...pulsing...like a heartbeat, something alive. It wasn't cold anymore, seemingly warmed by the heat of her body. She couldn't see, even if she had stretched her neck as far as she could, looking down over the swell of her breasts, to see what might be between her legs. 
But she could feel it, moving, slowly in and out, no longer cold metal but a soft, pliable thing, as if it had turned flesh. It was bigger than a cock, but not much, and it had...extra parts. Something pressed against her vulva, her clit, massaging as whatever was inside her began to turn, to rotate. Oh my god, what was it doing?
"Hey, listen, I have a client in half an hour..." Middy's attempt to explain, perhaps to distract, was lost as the thing between her legs vibrated with an intensity she didn't know was possible. There was no warm-up, no slow build. It went from zero to sixty in an instant, and she bucked on the table, her hips thrusting up against her restraints, her eyes closing involuntarily as her body climaxed, the pleasure almost pain it was so sudden, so overwhelming.
"Jesus!" she gasped as the figure between her legs removed the...probe? Christ, if that was a probe, she didn't want to know what an actual alien cock might be like. Or...maybe she did? Middy shuddered, not sure if it was from pleasure or fear or even anticipation. "I wasn't expecting that!"
The figure—Orion, the one with the belt—made a low sound, and she understood immediately that it was a laugh. Or some sort of equivalent. 
"So, is it your turn now?" she asked, but the figure didn't answer. Instead, Orion touched something at her wrists, her ankles, and she was free. Sitting up on the table, she held her hand out, and her clothes were placed in them. 
"That's it then?" Middy slid off the table as she zipped up her skirt. 
Orion inclined his...its...head? She shook hers, holding her hand out again. "All right, it's your dime. Or, fifty bucks, as it were."
A crisp fifty dollar bill appeared in her palm and she tucked it into her halter top. 
"Easiest job in the world, I swear it." She smiled when she heard that low sound from Orion again—a laugh. Then she sighed, adjusting her halter and moving toward the door. She knew her way around the alien ship well enough by now.
Glancing back at Orion, she saw the figure watching her—they were all watching her, and she knew they all got off on it, doing that to her, as if they were all connected. 
"Sheesh, one of you fucks me, but you all get off on it?" Middy snorted. "I think that should be fifty bucks each!" 
This time, the laughter sound seemed to come from all around her and, not for the first time, she found herself grateful for not only their attention and their payment and the brief respite from her life, but the fact that she never crawled away from this on her knees. In fact, she flew.
"Hey, can you guys drop me off closer to home this time?" 
---------
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I never gave much thought to Miya until she was on her knees. Is that awful? I guess it is. But she was a very unobtrusive sort of woman, expedient, efficient, compliant in every way. She made the perfect legal secretary and I was certainly beyond grateful for her services. She'd managed to pull off miracles the night before client meetings I thought saints couldn't perform, and would stay late to do them, too. But she did it all with a sort of easy grace that left you feeling as if she were invisible, and I guess in some ways she was.
Until I found myself standing in front of her, pulling another huge law tome out of my stacks, and looked down to see her kneeling on the floor beside me. Miya was incredibly petite, probably no more than five feet tall if she was an inch—even in heels, and she wore those every day—her long, dark hair sleek and pulled back from her rounded face. I knew some guys had a "thing" for Asian girls, but I never really had a type. I was an equal opportunity lover that way—if a woman interested me, it was about the woman, not her type.
Still, in that moment, something shifted in my perception of my secretary. On her knees, her skirt riding up from her foray on the floor, her blouse open to a generous V, at least from my angle, she was stunning, and when she lifted her eyes to mine—Christ! I think my cock grew three sizes at least. I'd never looked at her that way before. I know men say that, and most of them are lying, but for me, it was really true. 
"I think I need to sit down." I did. My knees felt like jelly, but besides that, my cock was straining to be released, and I couldn't hide it very well in trousers. 
"Are you okay?" She spoke with a slight Asian accent—I had no idea which one. She was American as far as I knew. I had not inquired about her heritage beyond that. 
"I guess." I settled into my big chair—Miya called it that. I'd heard her joking with my colleagues on the phone when I was too busy to take calls, "No, Mr. Rick is sitting in the big chair, he can't be bothered right now." 
My cock ached. And it didn't help that she came forward and pressed a small hand against my forehead, easing it around to the back of my neck. Her breasts were eye-level, the silk of her blouse touching my cheek when she leaned over to reach a water bottle on my desk.
"Drink." She insisted, and I did, grateful for something to do, and my mouth, I discovered, had become suddenly, incredibly dry. "Maybe you're coming down with something?"
"Just dehydrated," I said in between swallows. 
"Are you sure?" That hand again, rubbing the back of my neck. I groaned, an involuntary thing, rolling my head to the side. She smiled, her eyes softening, as she slipped behind my chair. "Ahh, that's it then."
Her hands moved over my shoulders, beginning what would be the best massage of my life. Her movements were sure, confident, finding all the right points to make me gasp and moan out loud. This seemed to please her. 
"If I'd known you could do this, I would have paid you more," I joked.
"Let's call it a bonus," she murmured, working her thumbs under my shoulder blades, her breath warm against my ear. My cock was still raging—there was nothing I could do about it. 
"God, that's good." I groaned as she squeezed my shoulders, the strength in her hands amazing compared to their size. 
"I love giving you pleasure." It was a spontaneous statement, something I don't think she expected to say, just a low murmur, but it got my attention. I looked back at her and saw color flooding, high on her cheeks. "I mean, pleasing you. Doing the research, finding the books you need, making sure everything is..."
"You do please me," I insisted, our eyes locked. The heat in my groin increased from smolder to fire. "In fact, I don't think I've ever been disappointed in the five years you've been here."
I was trying to keep it professional. I really was. She didn't make it easy.
In fact, I'd swear she was trying to make it hard—in more ways than one. She came around the chair to stand in front of me, running her hand through my hair in a very un-secretary-like way. "Would you like me to please you now?"
I stared, stunned. I couldn't believe the risk she was taking. She could lose her job. Of course, she knew that. But her eyes said she knew different. She'd seen the shift in me, too, I think. Sensed or knew it somehow. I don't know how women know that stuff. 
I hadn't had the time to answer when she sank to her knees, and I was lost. Miya on her knees had been what set me off in the first place, and now seeing her eyes turned up to me from between my thighs was more than enough to push me over any edge of uncertainty I'd been teetering on. 
"I'd love it if you would," I told her, my voice not my own, lower and pained. She smiled, her expert hands moving over my thighs, working on my zipper. My cock practically sprang out of my pants, and her eyes lit up, delighted. There was no question in my mind then, that this was something we both wanted. 
If I'd thought it couldn't get any better than my secretary kneeling before me, well, then I hadn't had my cock in her hot little mouth yet. It got exponentially better. I groaned, pushing my hips forward as she sucked me, my hand moving to the back of her head, where her hair was gathered and tucked into some sort of bun. 
"Can I?" I was already pulling out the fastenings, and she shook it all down in one motion, her hair like a cloud of soft satin framing her face. She looked totally different, Miya but not Miya, and that was good. I sighed as the silky strands brushed over my thighs with her movements. 
But my cock wasn't going to take much more of her attention without putting an end to things, and I didn't want that yet. 
"Come here," I said, pulling her to me. "It's about time I pleased you for once."
"You please me all the time," she murmured, but she let me move her onto my desk—she weighed practically nothing, it was like lifting a child—and I was delighted to find a wet spot on the dark material of her panties when I pushed up her skirt, and the fact that she wore stockings, thigh highs with lace at the top, was just a lovely bonus.
She helped me with her panties, hooking her thumbs in and pulling them down. They went off over the heels—she didn't remove those, and I found that incredibly hot as I leaned in to explore the wetness between my secretary's legs. Her pussy was as tiny as she was, but her lips were plump, the hair there dark and curly. 
Her clit was a tender surprise, like a large jewel in a tiny box, and I sucked it into my mouth, eager to taste her. Miya sighed deeply when I did, her hand in my hair, her hips moving forward to give me more room. I thought about doing one of those movie-scene motions and sweeping everything off my desk, but there were client files and other important papers...it would have created more work than it was worth. 
So instead, I pressed her down onto the desk in the space between, so she was lying across my blotter on all the notes I jotted down on my calendar and, sitting in my chair, I spread her thighs wide and licked her. She was the sweetest thing I'd ever tasted, before or since, and the soft moans she made, the way her thighs quivered just before she came, made my cock weep with pleasure.
When I came up for air, kissing my way across her belly, skipping the waistband of her skirt—she'd undone her blouse, and bra, and they were open, her hands cupping the gentle swell of her tiny breasts. Her nipples were a delight, dark in the center, the areolas puffy and protruding, just begging to be sucked. She gasped when I licked at them, and she wiggled between my thighs. 
My cock, no longer straining, free of its prison, was now trapped between our bodies as we rocked together on the desk. I kissed her deeply, and she breathed me in, her body melting against mine, her tiny hips rolling, grinding. Just when I thought I couldn't take it anymore, she reached down between us, grabbing my cock and aiming me. 
"Please," she said. 
That was all, but it was more than enough. I slid in deep, the sensation the most decadent I'd ever known. She was wet from my tongue, but still tight, gripping my cock with a muscle strength that surprised me. Miya put her ankles up on my shoulders, and that made things even tighter. My cock jumped in happy surprise as I began to fuck her.
"Oh god that's good," I groaned, grabbing her hips, leaning over her jackknifed body to watch as her breasts moved with each thrust, her nipples hardening, her eyes half closing in pleasure. 
I knew I couldn't hold out long. She was too good, too tight, too much velvet heat and silk wrapped around me. Her hands grasped mine, squeezing, her nails digging into my wrists. Her hair spread out around her like a black river over my desk, and she bit her lip, her expression pained, as she was about to come. 
"Oh Miya, I can't hold back," I gasped as her pussy squeezed my cock, again and again. 
"Yes!" she cried, her hips moving, urging me on. "Fill me. Oh, please, yes, fill me with your cum!"
She didn't have to ask me twice. With a final groan and a hard thrust, I shoved into her, pushing the desk forward a good foot in the bargain, and gave her everything I had. My cock exploded in hot, white bursts, over and over, and I thought I would die when I looked down to see my cum seeping out of her pink flesh in rivulets, as if she was too small to contain it. 
I saw the uncertainty on her face, then, as we moved from passion toward composure, and I sought to reassure her. Pulling her against me—she was so slight, I could easily gather her into my arms, and I did, sitting her in my lap as I settled in the "big chair." 
"Did I—?"
"You pleased me." I anticipated her question, covering her damp throat with kisses. "Beyond pleased. Believe me."
She seemed satisfied and settled herself in my lap with a happy sigh, one that absolutely thrilled me. I glanced over at the spot we'd been standing, the book still pulled out on the shelf, the desk where our work was piled up, the things we'd shoved aside so we could have a space between to come together. I took it all in, smiling, and I knew, work to do or not, we were going to be in for a long night
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"You've been a bad girl, Jennifer."
My heart sank when he shut the bedroom door and locked it behind him. I couldn't remember anything I'd done, but I was wont to run amuck, as he often said, and I did forget. Too spontaneous. Impulsive. That was me, and I couldn't seem to help myself. 
"I'm sorry," I said immediately, even if I couldn't remember what I'd done. It was always the best way to start. "I won't do it again." 
"Down."
That was all he had to say, and I was on my knees, hands resting on my bare thighs, shoulders back but eyes down, no longer ashamed of my complete nudity. He had taught me this. He had taught me everything.
The leash snapped onto my collar with a deafening click, one that my body instantly reacted to. My nipples hardened, my pussy throbbed. I was going to be punished, and although I knew I wasn't supposed to like it, I couldn't help the way I responded to him and the things he did to me. I tried, but I couldn't help myself. 
"You like my new toy, don't you?" 
Oh crap. Now I knew. He'd bought a large sex toy, one that had a saddle he made me get up on, with attachments that did all sorts of things when they slid inside of me. We'd used it once, and it had felt so good, that I couldn't help trying it out myself. I thought I'd been careful. How had he known?
"I can smell your cunt." He yanked the leash, lifting my face to his as he leaned in toward me, his breath hot. "Even when you wash it off, baby, I can smell you."
I groaned softly as he pulled me along, and I crawled after him toward the machine, still sitting on the floor. I noticed he'd put a different attachment on it—something fit for double penetration. I winced, but didn't object when he lubed up the dildos and told me to climb on. 
They were cold at first, and it was hard to maneuver just the right position to get them both to slide in, but I managed. There was a foot pedal controller, and he used it now, starting the motor purring, and I began to purr right along with it. The dildo in my pussy whirred softly, vibrating and turning at the same time. The one in my ass just vibrated, deep, making me moan. 
"Suck." 
I knew what to do. I quickly released his cock from his trousers—he was semi-hard already—and worked him into my mouth. The machine buzzed between my legs and I whimpered, rocking, rubbing my clit along the surface. 
"Dirty whore," he murmured, thrusting deeper into my mouth. "You love having all those holes filled, don't you?"
I flushed, but nodded, admitting my humiliation. I did love it. I did. 
"Let's try these on for size." 
I didn't stop sucking as he pulled something from his shirt pocket, but I did gasp around the length when he attached a nipple clamp to first one, then the other. They stung, almost burning, and I writhed on the machine. 
"Keep sucking." 
The surprise and pain had distracted me, and I went back to work, using just my mouth, the way he'd taught me, taking him deep, letting him fuck my throat when he wanted to, following his lead. I saw his foot move on the pedal and the machine between my legs kicked it up a notch, making my whole body buzz alive with pleasure.
This was punishment? I didn't think so.
"You're not allowed to come until I say," he murmured, running his hand through my long, dark hair. I nodded, gulping down his length. I knew that. It was always the rule. "No matter what I do."
I groaned, understanding his mad method of tortured punishment now. My pussy was already on fire, and still, he pressed the foot pedal, taking me higher, higher. My nipples ached, every pulse sending waves of sensation down between my legs. I didn't know how long I could stand it. 
But he was the epitome of control, even with my hot, wet mouth working over his cock. He watched my face, every reaction, and adjusted the settings accordingly, pushing me forward, back, forward, back, until I thought I would go mad with longing. 
"Master!" I moaned, pressing my cheek to his belly. I only called him that when we were here, like this, after he had ordered me down. "Oh please, please..." I begged him, needing that release just out of my reach, the one he held out for me like some dangling carrot. 
"Not yet," he mused, toying with the chain between the nipple clamps, tugging gently, making my hips buck. I groaned, gave in, submitted to his will and continued to fight the rising tide between my thighs. My whole body shook with the effort. 
"Stroke me." 
I did, my hand moving fast, the tip of him wet, making it an easier slide. He gave a soft sigh, moving a little closer, aiming his cock toward my breasts.
"Are you ready, Jen?"
"Oh god yes please," I begged, arching my back, eyes pleading. He tugged a little harder on the chain, giving it a steady tension, pulling. I gasped, feeling it right in my clit somehow, as the nipple clamps slid off, leaving my chest burning in their absence.
"Now," he commanded, and I surrendered, my body wracked with my climax, shuddering and moaning with the final, blissful release. He thrust into my hand with a deep, determined grunt, splashing my aching breasts with his cum, burning my nipples with the heat. I cried out in pleasure and pain, completely his in that moment.
He turned off the machine and I whimpered, leaning forward on it, still shivering. Then he undid my collar and told me, "Up." 
I went to him, whispering his name, "David, David," over and over as he cuddled me in the crook of his arm and led me to the bed. We rested there a while, quiet, the room filled with the musky smell of our sex. God, I loved the smell of us together.
"So you like my new toy?" he inquired. 
Flushing, I nodded, "I'll say." 
"Perhaps you'd like to ask for permission to use it when I'm gone?"
Smiling, I nodded. "Yes. Please. May I?"
"Of course." He kissed the top of my head, breathing in my scent. "All you had to do was ask."
I bent my head, resting it against his heart, and submitted to his will. It was what I was made for, what I was born for. I loved it, and I loved him, beyond sex or words or even life. He was my life, and I knew neither of us would ever have been satisfied having it any other way.
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"I can't believe she's even old enough to have a boyfriend." I leaned in to whisper my words to Gretchen as we cuddled together on the couch. Gretchen's head was tucked under my chin as we shared both a spoon and a pint of Haagan-Daas—just like old times.
"Time didn't stop when you left, you know." Janie tossed the length of her honey-colored hair over her shoulder and gave me a long look before turning her attention back to both the movie and her boyfriend.
"Ouch," I winced, blinking back tears when Henry gave me a sad, sympathetic look from where he was stretched out on the floor near his sister. Of course I hadn't meant for Janie to overhear me, but it seemed as if the girl had superhuman powers when it came to listening, especially to anything I said.
"Teenage hormones," Gretchen whispered, spooning a big bite of cool chocolatey goodness into my mouth. "She can't help it."
"Shut up, Gretchen."
"Come over here and make me," Gretchen retorted, matching Janie's snotty tone.
"Hey, come on, it's a good part." Janie's boyfriend glanced at us, frowning. Brian was a good-looking kid, no doubt about it, tall and tanned and dark-haired. He reminded me of Doc in a lot of ways, especially the sharp, mischievous look in his eyes. He didn't miss much, that one, and I'd felt his eyes on me more than once during the course of the evening.
"Then pay attention to the movie instead of feeling up my sister," Henry snapped, nudging Janie from behind with his foot. She stuck her tongue out at him over her shoulder and snuggled closer to Brian. Something was going on under the blanket the two lovebirds were covered with, I was sure, but in the absence of the girl's parents—Mr. and Mrs. B. had gone to bed early—I had been pointedly ignoring it.
"You still want me to make some popcorn?" Brian nuzzled Janie's neck, leaving feather light kisses there and over her chest. She was wearing a halter top that left the tops of her breasts exposed above the blanket.
"Please?" Janie smiled up at him, and I felt a tightness in her chest. It was the same look Janie used to give me as a little girl when she wanted something, the sweet puppy-dog eyes and slight pout. Except she wasn't such a little girl anymore, was she?
Brian leaned in to kiss her and I swallowed hard as I saw their tongues touch, Janie's body arching into his, her arms twining around his neck. The boy had to be hard as a rock, laying so close to Janie like that under the blankets—and who knew what was going on underneath them? The thought made me flush, and it wasn't from embarrassment, even if I tried to convince myself it was.
"Anything for you, baby," Brian murmured into Janie's hair.
"Not the microwave kind!" Janie insisted, wrinkling her nose at him as Brian got up. I couldn't help but see the bulge in his shorts, even though they were denim and enveloped him in quite nicely. "Real popcorn. With real butter."
"I can make it, if you want to stay and watch the movie," I offered to Brian from the couch.
"No, thank you." Janie's head snapped toward me and her eyes narrowed. "I don't want your popcorn."
"Real popcorn with real butter, coming up." Brian turned and headed toward the kitchen while Janie snuggled back under the covers, curling her arm around so she could rest her head on it.
"Here." Gretchen plied me with more ice cream and I attempted a smile as I took the creamy bite. "It's almost gone. We're such pigs."
"Oink," I agreed, watching as Henry lifted the edge of Janie's blanket and slid underneath it.
"What are you doing?" Janie sighed as Henry slipped an arm around her waist.
"I'm cold." Henry settled in behind her and Janie sighed again, but accepted him spooning her, snuggling her back against his chest and twining her fingers with his.
"You'll have to move when Brian comes back."
"I know." Henry shrugged, glancing toward the doorway where Brian had disappeared. I could hear the whir of the air popper. "You smell like coconut."
"My shampoo, I think," Janie murmured, her eyes on the screen where Tom Cruise was playing, of all things, a Nazi.
"It's nice," Henry breathed, dipping his face a little closer to Janie's head.
"Last bite," Gretchen said, scraping the spoon across the bottom of the ice cream carton. "Want it?"
I shook my head, frowning as I watched my former charges snuggling together on the living room floor. I had noted and tolerated Brian's advances—Janie was old enough, and he was her boyfriend, after all. But this? Henry and Janie were brother and sister, but they were lying together like... like... I glanced at Gretchen, who appeared unaffected by their closeness. Obviously this happened all the time. But for siblings, it seemed like they were too familiar, too...intimate. Much more than I was comfortable with.
"Quit being so mean to Ronnie." Henry's whispered words weren't meant for my ears, and I knew it, but I heard him anyway. Janie didn't answer him, her eyes on the television screen, but I saw the way her jaw tightened. "She loves you, ya know?"
"Funny way she has of showing it," Janie breathed, tossing the blanket aside as she stood.
"She's so impossible." Henry sighed as his sister stalked out of the room, joining her boyfriend in the kitchen.
"She hates me." I was surprised at how steady my voice was.
"She doesn't hate you," Gretchen countered, leaning over to put the ice cream container on the coffee table. "She's just mad. She'll get over it."
"Does anyone else want popcorn?" Brian poked his head through the doorway to inquire and I smiled at him.
"No, thanks."
"I do!" Gretchen waved her spoon at him. "Me! Me!"
"You're going to get fat." I laughed, pinching at Gretchen's nonexistent stomach.
"Gretchen can out-eat me and Brian put together," Henry scoffed, shaking his head. He stood and announced, "I'm gonna get a Coke," before heading toward the kitchen.
"I don't know where you put it." I watched Gretchen as she stretched, cat-like, her top pulling up out of her shorts to reveal a tanned expanse of belly.
"I have a hollow leg." Gretchen smiled as she slid back against the couch cushions, the blanket pulling down to reveal the length of her tanned legs.
I raised an eyebrow. "I don't remember that."
"What do you remember?" Gretchen cocked her knee and traced a line with her finger down her inner thigh toward the hem of her shorts.
"Quit," I hissed, glancing toward the kitchen. Gretchen wrinkled her nose at the warning and ignored it, using her finger to slide her shorts aside a little, revealing the fact that she wasn't wearing any panties. Her pussy lips were shaved smooth, and I glimpsed the familiar pink. "You're bad."
"I know." Gretchen moved back under the blanket, her hand sliding up my bare thigh, her words whispered close to my ear. "You make me wanna be really, really bad."
I groaned softly when Gretchen's fingers pressed the seam of my jean shorts, rubbing there.
"Popcorn!" Brian announced, coming back into the room with two full bowls, followed by both Janie and Henry. Gretchen eagerly reached out to take one and settled happily next to me, already munching.
Brian flopped on the floor beside Janie, who sat on the floor stirring popcorn around in the buttery bowl.
"Did we miss anything good?" Janie asked, licking butter off her fingers.
"It's a Tom Cruise movie," I snorted. "There couldn't have been anything good to miss."
Janie turned to look at me, making a face. "Don't be mean to my Tommy."
"Who are you now, Rosie O'Donnell?" Henry scoffed.
"Do I look like Rosie O'Donnell?" Janie glanced over her shoulder at him, her blonde hair a cascade down her bare back. She was still wearing the bikini she'd swam in earlier in the day and Henry's eyes swept over her, darkening.
"No, sweetie, far from it." I frowned when I saw Henry's very unbrotherly look. "Besides, I think Tom Cruise is too old for you."
"Ha. He married Katie Holmes, didn't he?" Janie tossed a kernel of popcorn into the air and caught it quite delicately on the pink tip of her outstretched tongue.
"She was a child bride," Henry grumbled, popping the top on his can of Coke and taking a long, loud sip.
"Well, I'm not a child," Janie countered, but she was looking not at her brother, but at me.
"I know," I murmured, but Janie had turned her attention back to the popcorn, the movie, and her boyfriend.
Brian hushed us with, "I can't hear the movie!" and I refrained from further comment about Tom Cruise's acting ability when Gretchen's fingers slipped under the edge of my cutoffs.
Being under the blanket made me feel entirely too warm, but I didn't dare throw it off, and Gretchen's teasing made me even hotter. I thought the end of a movie, Tom Cruise or otherwise, had never come soon enough.
* * * *
"Want to go up to my room?" Gretchen whispered as she slipped under the covers and spooned me from behind. I murmured something indefinitive in my sleep, snuggling back against her nakedness in spite of myself. The house was quiet and dark, and I didn't know how long I'd been sleeping on the pull-out sofa in the living room. Henry had fallen asleep before the movie's end, and when Janie and Brian decided to go out after it was over, Gretchen had woken him and sent him off to bed.
When it was just the two of us, Gretchen helped me pull out the couch bed, and we'd said goodnight. But when she bent her head to my ear to whisper, "I'll come down later," as Janie and Brian got ready to go—I didn't say no. I already knew what was going to happen. Whatever resistance I'd managed to hold onto had disappeared.
"What time is it?" I murmured, blinking in the darkness. Gretchen slid her hand up under my t-shirt, stroking the soft skin of my stomach.
"A little after two." Her lips found the sensitive spot behind my ear, the one she knew made me melt, and I did just that as her tongue made fat lazy circles there.
"We shouldn't be doing this," I whispered, tilting my head anyway, to give her better access. "Did Janie and Brian come back yet?"
"I don't know." Her hand moved up to cup my breast, and I gasped when she thumbed my nipple. "And I don't care. I can't wait any longer. I've been thinking about you all night."
"They don't let him stay overnight here, do they?" I asked, turning in Gretchen's arms, trying to distract her.
"No." She sighed, recognizing my tactic, but she grabbed my hip and pulled me toward her, twining her long legs with mine. "Not that Janie hasn't asked, but the Baumgartners wouldn't let him. His parents are staying at the Marriott."
"He seems like a nice kid." I tried to ignore the way her hand moved over my hip, stroking lightly, her finger edging at the elastic of my panties.
"He is."
I closed my eyes as she began to feather kisses over my cheeks, pressing my lips briefly with her soft ones before kissing a trail down my throat. I couldn't concentrate, although I kept trying.
"Gretchen, can I ask you something?"
"Mmm?" She didn't really answer me as she licked the length of my collarbone, making me shiver.
"Do you think...have you ever wondered if something's going on between Janie and Henry? Something that...shouldn't be going on?" I voiced my concern hesitantly and waited.
"What kind of..." Gretchen's head came up and she frowned at me in the darkness and then laughed. "No! Of course not."
I swallowed and shrugged. "They seem...awfully close."
"They are close," Gretchen agreed, tugging at my shirt, leaving it pushed up that way just under my breasts as she shifted and began kissing my ribcage. "But, Ronnie, come on, they're brother and sister!"
"I know that, but..." I sighed softly as she made a fast circle around my navel with her tongue. "You know... Mr. and Mrs. B are so free... sexually, I mean... ohhh!" Her fingers had found my nipples beneath my shirt, rubbing back and forth over the material the way she knew I loved. I couldn't believe she'd remembered. "I just wondered if maybe..."
Gretchen squeezed both my nipples in her fingers. "I've never seen or heard anything."
I gasped and bit my lip as she nibbled her way along the edge of my panties. "What about tonight, the way they were laying together on the floor?"
"They do that all the time." Her fingers were rolling my nipples now, teasing, her breath hot on my mound as she settled herself between my thighs. "It's just the way they are."
"I guess..." I breathed, trying to remember my concern, trying to remember what or why I was even questioning things. "Maybe... oh Gretchen..."
Oh god, her mouth! My body remembered her mouth like it was yesterday, and she wasn't playing anymore as she pressed her tongue against the wet crotch of my panties. "Oh god... oh... maybe... maybe...I'm just being a prude."
"I know." I could hear the smile in her voice. "We're going to have to fix that."
"You're doing a pretty good job."
"I can do better."
"I know you can."
The memories rushed in almost as quickly as my pussy flooded with juice as Gretchen nuzzled my panties aside and probed me with her quick, pink tongue. Everything was so familiar, the press of her hands spreading my thighs, the soft noises she made as she delved deeper into my flesh with her mouth.
We'd spent the better part of a year as roommates and lovers and even if I'd tried to block it out—and I admit now, I had tried—it all came back in a warm, wet deluge as we writhed together on the little pull-out couch-bed.
"Lick me, too," she begged, shoving her panties down her hips and positioning herself above me. "Oh please, I want your tongue, I love your tongue on me." Her mouth was already buried in my pussy again, my panties gone now and my legs spread shamelessly wide, my hips rocking up.
It was dark, but not dark enough that I couldn't see the wet spread of her smooth, shaved lips, the glistening heat of her flesh drawing me in, warming my cheek as she rolled her hips around and around. I explored her with my fingers first, rubbing the thick hood of flesh covering her clit, making her moan against my pussy.
Oh god, she was so good. She knew just what to do with her mouth, and I gasped when her fingers slid into my wetness, first one, then two, her tongue never leaving the sweet spot at the top of my cleft. Her scent was making me dizzy with lust, and I wondered if the soft spread of her thighs ended at the apex of heaven...or hell.
"Please, Ronnie," she moaned, spreading wider, lowering her pussy toward my mouth. "Oh, god, I've missed you so much, baby, please, please..."
Her pleading voice, her body so soft but insistent on mine, were more than enough to convince me. Still, I was tentative, licking through the wet folds of her flesh first, getting used to her taste, then savoring it. Her tongue lashed against my clit again and again, sending me to dizzying heights, toward a place I couldn't breathe, couldn't think, and didn't care.
"Oh yesss!" She shuddered with the first touch of my tongue to the sweet button of her clit and I began to lick her, slowly at first, moving the nub of flesh back and forth, then faster as she began to rock and moan. I could feel her breasts pressed against my belly, her nipples hard, and I squeezed my own, sending shockwaves down to my aching clit.
"Gretchen," I managed to whisper in the darkness, the flutter of her tongue about to send me over, and she knew the sound and feel of me about to come, she knew, because she quickly focused her efforts, her mouth covering my mound and sucking hard on my clit. "Ohhh fuck! Ohhhh!"
I remembered where we were and tried to be quiet, burying my face in the musky taste and smell of her pussy to muffle the sounds of my orgasm as I bucked underneath her. I shuddered with the sensation, my pussy throbbing, but she didn't let up, her mouth fastened tight, sucking every last bit of my climax from me.
"Stop, stop," I begged, pushing my hips up, trying to free myself, the feeling too much now. She turned quickly, not letting me transition from floating, distant pleasure to more immediate thoughts, straddling first my thigh, and then shifting so her pussy rubbed teasingly against my own still pulsing one.
"Remember this?" she whispered in the dark, and I broke, then, nodding, reaching for her. I couldn't deny it anymore. I remembered... everything. The taste, the smell, the feel, the sound of her, and there was nothing that could keep me from her now.
"I missed you so much," I confessed, pulling her close, kissing her deeply. She made a soft noise in her throat as our tongues touched, her hips moving in slow, distracting circles.
"I'm sorry," I gasped when we broke for air and she sat up on me again, rocking. "I was so stupid... just young and stupid..."
Gretchen pressed her fingers to my lips. "Shh. You're here now. It doesn't matter."
I didn't quite think that was the truth, but I didn't argue as she pulled my hands up to her breasts and rubbed her pussy against mine, back and forth, the wet, aching sound of our flesh filling the room. Her nipples were hard and I rolled and pulled at them, making her rock faster between my legs.
"Make me come," she whispered, as if I were doing anything—she was doing all the work, riding faster, harder, her breath coming in shallow gasps. "Oh please, oh baby, now, now, now..."
I squeezed her nipples hard and she arched, quivering as her climax began, her pussy trapping the heat of it between us, her body bucking, giving it to me, as if she could force her orgasm into or through me somehow. I held her as she came, when she collapsed onto me, breathless and still trembling, her body covered with a fine sheen of sweat.
"Oh my god," she murmured, cuddling into me, pulling the covers up over us both. "I forgot..." She kissed my cheek, my chin. "So good..."
"Mmm," I agreed, closing my eyes and trying not to feel the wave of guilt that washed over me suddenly, trying not think about TJ, trying to remember that he'd given me permission to be doing this, reconnecting in just this way with an old friend...and lover.
"I don't want to lose you again." Gretchen's voice was small and my eyes opened at the sound. I didn't know what to say to her. I had no idea where any of this was going...and maybe I didn't want to know. But I was filled with regret for hurting her so long ago, and wanted, somehow, to make it up to her.
"I'm sorry," I whispered, hugging her shoulder, pulling her close so I could kiss the top of her head. "I'm just so sorry."
The silence stretched and I stroked her hair, wondering what she was thinking. I didn't know how she couldn't hate me for finding some guy and taking off on her like she'd been some bad dream I didn't want to remember. I hated myself for it, I realized, glad for the darkness covering the red heat of my cheeks.
"I'm going back to school starting in January," she declared, sounding proud.
"You are?" I smiled. "What for?"
"Photography."
I nodded, smiling now, too, remember the amazing pictures she took. The Baumgartners' Christmas card was always one of Gretchen's photos.
"Wow. Good for you, Gretchen."
She shrugged. "Can't be a nanny forever."
"I guess not," I agreed.
"I'll be in California for two years," she confessed, snuggling closer. "But I don't want to lose touch again, like we did..."
I sighed, shaking my head. "It was my fault..."
"I don't care," she insisted, kissing the top of my breast and sliding a leg over mine. "I just don't want to lose touch. Promise me."
"I promise," I whispered. "I'm so sorry."
"Stop." She lifted her head to look at me. I saw the glint of her eyes and wondered if she had tears in them, like I did. "I love you, Ronnie. I always have."
"Yeah," I choked, kissing her and feeling one of her tears—or was it mine?—slip between our lips. "I always loved you, too."



Satisfied, she snuggled back down under the covers, still holding me close. We stayed that way a while and I wondered if I should send her to her own bed, thinking about what the Baumgartners might say if they woke to find us like this... But it was silly, of course, to worry. They'd known about me and Gretchen...they'd known all along, and encouraged it. 
"Goodnight, baby," Gretchen whispered sleepily, and the soft sound of her deep breathing that followed decided me. I didn't care who saw us, who knew. So we'd been lovers, were lovers now, still. Where was the shame in it? 
"Goodnight," I whispered back, although I knew she was already sleeping.
I must have drifted off, because the next thing I remembered was Janie standing next to the couch bed, the stairway light on, giving the room a half-lit glow. 
"Janie?" I asked groggily, shading my eyes against the light, seeing she was still wearing the same clothes she'd had on when she left with Brian. "Are you just getting in?" I wondered what time it was. 
"Well, you two look cozy," she snapped, curling her lip. "Goodnight." 
"Janie!" I stage-whispered, trying not to wake Gretchen, but Janie was gone, stomping up the stairs and slamming her door, in spite of the late—or early—hour.
I spent a long time staring up at the ceiling in the darkness and wondering what to do about Janie. It wasn't until I had given up racking my brain for some sort of solution that I realized Janie's eyes had been red from crying as she stood there. But why? I didn't know. I didn't know anything anymore, except that it seemed like a long time until morning. 
-----------
>^,,^<
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"Hello?" I whispered, flipping my cell phone open and hanging half over the side of the couch bed. I'd found my ringing phone in my purse on the floor and managed to answer it just before it went to message.
"Hey baby, you awake?"
TJ. I smiled at his sleepy tone and knew he was still in bed. "I am now," I whispered, sliding the rest of the way off the couch bed, where Gretchen was still sleeping. The girl could sleep through anything. Of course, I'd finally been sleeping just as hard, having spent most of the night tossing and turning, thinking about Janie and Gretchen and the Baumgartners and just what in the world I was doing here in Key West in the first place.
"In your own bed?"
My stomach clenched, even hearing the teasing tone in his voice.
"Of course," I admonished, giving a guilty glance over my shoulder at Gretchen's sleeping face, my eyes traveling over the slope of back, down to where the sheet met the curve of her hip. Damn, she was sexy.
"Alone?"
I bit my lip, grabbing my shorts from their resting place under the couch bed and yanking them on, juggling the phone.
"Not answering that one, huh?" TJ chuckled as I stood and tiptoed to the door wall, opening it to reveal the early morning rise of the sun. It was a gorgeous morning, the breeze already warm on my face as I shut the door behind me. The sky was streaked with fiery oranges and reds and I stood there for a moment, breathless at the sight.
"Come on, you can tell me," TJ urged, his voice lowering even more. "Did you spend the night with the Baumgartners?"
"You're hard as a rock just thinking about it, aren't you?" I teased, walking down two short steps and across the patio to sink my feet into the softness of the beach sand.
"You know I am." His voice was slightly hoarse. "I miss you."
"I miss you, too," I confessed, and I did. I could almost imagine myself in his arms, my fingers walking that sweet, dark line down his belly toward his cock. God, I missed that, too, the feel of him filling me. "I spent the night with Gretchen."
He actually gasped. "Really?"
"Yeah." I kicked at the sand as I began walking toward the water. "Really."
"...And?"
I smiled. "And it was...good."
"Good? Just good?" TJ snorted. "You can do better than that!"
"Well..." I bit my lip, bringing up the fresh memory of the night before, the soft feel of Gretchen's skin, the sweet, pungent taste of her pussy. I could still taste her in my throat. "She came to my bed in the middle of the night..."
"Uh-huh."
"You really want to hear this?"
TJ groaned. "Hell yes! Tell me."
"Tell me first," I murmured, feeling the gentle throb of my pussy, already responding. I hadn't managed to find my panties and the seam of my shorts rode up between my pussy lips as I walked. "Are you hard?"
"Uh-huh," TJ murmured.
"Are you stroking it for me, baby?" I closed my eyes and pictured him, cock in hand. The thought made me dizzy with lust.
"God, yeah," he groaned. "I woke up hard for you, and now I can't stop thinking about you with Gretchen..."
I smiled, walking toward the water. "Thinking about us kissing..."
"Mmmm..."
"Undressing each other..." The waves were cool over my bare feet as I hit the water's edge.
"Mmm-hmmm..."
"She's got gorgeous breasts," I admitted, remembering the weight of them in my hands. "Firm...full...hard pink nipples..."
"Oh god..."
I could hear his breath coming faster. I imagined I could hear his hand shuttling up and down the length of his cock and ached to lick off the pre-cum I knew was accumulating at the tip.
"And they're very sensitive," I told him, his groan of pleasure spurring me on. "She loves to have them sucked—hard."
"You're killing me," he whispered. "God, I'm so fucking hard."
"Her pussy is totally shaved," I said, walking along the wet sand at the water's edge. "You'd love it. All wet and pink. Her little clit likes to hide, and she loves being licked."
"I bet she does." He growled softly into the phone and I knew, I just knew he was squeezing his cock hard in his hand, prolonging things. "Did you lick her good for me, baby?"
"She was on top of me at first," I confessed. "Licking my pussy..."
"Mmmm I miss your sweet little pussy." His words made me shiver. "Did you like it?"
"Oh god, yes..." I curved around a large expanse of tall rushes and shoregrass on my walk, letting the dew at the edges wet my outstretched fingers as I passed. "Her tongue is so good, TJ. I forgot how sweet it was to be with a woman."
"Better than me?"
I made a face he couldn't see. "Don't ask me that."
He chuckled. "Go on... did you return the favor?"
"I did." I smiled. "Her pussy tastes so good... I forgot how warm and wet and sweet..."
"Mmm... more..."
"She makes these little noises when she's about to come," I told him, glancing behind me toward the house. It was out of site now—I'd walked a ways down the beach and the vegetation obscured my view. I wondered if I was still on the Baumgartner's private beach at all. There was nothing but sand and vegetation behind me. The next house was barely visible in the distance. "She always asks me to make her come, almost every time, 'Make me come, Ronnie, make me come...'"
"Oh that's hot," he moaned. "Did you?"
"Not with my tongue."
"No?"
I grinned, anticipating his reaction. "She wanted to rub our pussies together."
"Oh my god." He growled into the phone again, a deep, sudden sound, and I knew he was holding back his climax. "Are you touching yourself, baby? Rub your little clit for me..."
I glanced around, up and down the beach. Did I dare?
"Go on," he urged. "I'm so fucking hard for you. Tell me more."
I sat on the sand, away from the water line, close to the edge of the expanse of shoregrass, and unzipped and unsnapped my shorts. My pussy was aching to be touched.
"I love it when she rubs her pussy with mine," I murmured, laying back in the sand and sliding my hand down into the V of my shorts. "Her little clit kissing mine like that..."
"Mmmm...yeah... more..." TJ's breath came faster through the phone, in short, hard bursts.
"I watched her ride me like that," I went on, my fingers finding the already wet, aching bud of my clit and rubbing it. "Her breasts in my hands, her nipples so hard... her breath coming faster..."
"Faster..." He urged, groaning softly.
"Yes..." My fingers rubbed faster, my hips moving with the motion, as I remembered Gretchen's wetness against mine. "Her pussy rubbing there...soooo wet...soooo good...all that pink, hot flesh... again...and again..."
"Oh fuck, Ronnie!" TJ gasped and I knew he was close. Just the sound of his voice sent me straight to the edge and my nipples hardened and tingled under my t-shirt.
"That's how she came for me," I whispered, slipping my fingers deeper into my pussy. "Just like that."
"Ohhh god, yeah, make her come."
"Riding my pussy with hers, fucking me..." I fucked myself faster, deeper, harder, whispering my words to him as the waves crashed against the shore and the sun spread its light across the sky. "Giving me all her juices – I could feel them running down my thighs..."
"Oh baby! I'm coming! Ohhhh!"
I made a soft noise in my throat as I listened to him, the growl of him making me shiver even in the dawning heat of the morning.
"Yes," I whispered, closing my eyes, seeing him pumping his cock in his fist, him cum spilling over in hot waves. What a waste, I thought with a groan. I wanted his cum, I wanted to play in it, lick him clean, swallow him whole.
My orgasm was a sudden, sweet surprise, and I bucked my hips toward the sky as I came, not bothering to muffle my moans as my fingers probed deep into my flesh, my quivering pussy aching for the hot, full pulse of TJ's cock.
"God I love you," I murmured as I cupped the heat of my mound with my whole hand.
"I love you, too." I could hear the lazy, post-coital smile in his voice. "Did that really happen?"
"Yeah, pretty much." Of course, I hadn't told him that I'd also had a bathroom encounter with Mrs. B... "Are you jealous?"
"A little," he confessed. "But only because I couldn't be there to watch."
"Just watch?" I teased, zipping my shorts back up. My fingers were wet, and instead of wiping them off, I licked them clean, recalling Gretchen's pungent taste.
He chuckled. "Well, I wouldn't say no to an invitation to join you."
"You're really okay with all of this?" I sat up and shook out my hair—full of sand.
"More than okay," he agreed.
"You're okay with me and Gretchen..." I mused, looking across the water at the rising sun. It was brighter now, truly almost morning. "What about me and... say... Mrs. B— er, Carrie?"
"Yep."
I bit my lip and pushed my luck. "Me and Doc?"
"Sure. Why not?" His response surprised me. We'd talked about a threesome with another woman... but he was okay if I slept with another man while he wasn't even around to supervise? "Sweetie, this is your freedom vacation. I told you that before you left. Anyone you want, you can have."
"Our freedom vacation," I reminded him, standing and brushing the sand from my shorts. "You're still coming aren't you?"
"Yep, my bag's already packed."
"How's Beth?" I asked, debating which way to walk. I was probably off the Baumgartner's beach, but I continued on anyway, not quite wanting to go back and face everyone in the house quite yet.
"She's good. She misses you."
"I miss her, too."
"But she's looking forward to a week at grandma's." There was a short pause and then he laughed. "Speak of the devil, I hear her now. I better go before she tries to get her own Frosted Flakes again."
I smiled, remembering how much trouble little Miss Independent could get herself into in a very short amount of time. "I'll let you go. Call me later?"
"Count on it. Love you, babe."
"Love you more." I smiled.
"I love you more, too," he said, saying what he always said when I told him I loved him more. "Bye."
He'd hung up before he could hear my goodbye, although I said it.
I slipped my cell phone into my pocket and was about to turn back to walk toward the house when something caught my attention out of the corner of my eye. There were three old cabanas spaced evenly on the sand on the other side of the cover of the tall rushes and shoregrass.
The vegetation was almost thick and tall enough to hide me completely, even if I was standing, and it might have been tall enough to hide Henry, too, if he hadn't turned his head to the side just at that moment. The motion caught my attention and I moved toward him, frowning, wondering what in the world he was doing out here at this hour of the morning.
Early morning swim? I surmised, as I followed another curve in the vegetation. The field was clearly a natural boundary between the Baumgartner's timeshare and the one across the way. I wondered who the cabanas belonged to. I neared the edge of the field and stopped, my eyes widening and my stomach clenching.
Henry was leaning with his shoulder against one of the cabanas, peering around the side. His face hidden from me, but I could clearly see his swim shorts pulled down, and his hand moving between his legs.
Flushing, I began to back away, not wanting him to see me or even sense that I was there, fearing it was already too late. His head turned slightly back in my direction, and I instinctively ducked down and into the rushes. The ground there was moist and soft and I sank a little, giving me even more cover.
Now what? I didn't move for a moment, my heart beating fast, not daring to even breathe. Had he seen me? What in the world would I say if he had? In all of the sexual scenarios I'd imagined since I knew I was coming back to see the Baumgartners, I had to admit that finding Henry masturbating on the beach had never even crossed my mind.
Finally, I dared to poke my head up above the top of the grasses. He was still there, probably twenty feet away, and he was still...well, it was pretty clear what he was doing. His hand was still moving fast between his thighs—I could tell by the way his shoulder flexed—with his cheek resting against the side of the cabana. I was almost directly behind him now, instead of at an angle, and thankfully couldn't really see much anymore.
I stood there, indecisive, trying to figure out how to sneak away unnoticed, and it wasn't until he leaned a little further around the cabana that I wondered what it was he was looking at, what he was doing here in the first place, out here jerking off behind the old cabanas?
Too curious for my own good, I moved further into the rushes and shoregrass, pushing my way through slowly, trying not to make any noise. Henry was clearly too focused on what he was doing to hear me, I decided, as I found a better angle. My line of sight gave me a good view now of Henry from the side, his face twisted in pleasure, his hand gripping his cock—good god, he was big, like his father, the thick rise of his cock red and swollen, the head almost purple and clenched in his fist.
My pussy twitched at the sight of him, and I swallowed hard, telling myself I needed to get out of there—I needed to get out of there now. This was all kinds of wrong, and I didn't want to have any part of it. Maybe there was some woman he knew who sunbathed nude on the beach or something and he came down here to watch. Boys his age—what was he now, nineteen?—seemed to have no off switch when it came to arousal.
I told myself to go, to make my way through the grass to the beach and run as fast as I could back the house. That's what I told myself, but when I saw the scene he was actually watching, I stood transfixed, disbelieving, paralyzed.
Brian was spread-eagle on a towel in the sand, Janie straddling him, both of them completely naked. He wasn't inside her of her—not yet. Her back was mostly to me, but I knew it was her, from the spill of her honey-colored hair over her shoulders to the Celtic tattoo in the small of her back that she'd shown off to Gretchen yesterday in the kitchen during dinner.
Brian's cock was in her hand and she stroked it between her ass cheeks as she rocked, obviously getting ready to fuck him. Staring, I moved further into the weeds, parting them so I could see better. Now I could see them almost from the side, Janie rubbing Brian's cock between her legs. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, his eyes half-closed. They were only about ten feet from the cabana where Henry was hiding watching...and about twenty feet, now, from where I was hiding...watching...
"Oh yeah!" I heard Brian's groan clearly as Janie slid him inside of her. I even heard her soft cry of surprise and pleasure, the sound carrying toward us downwind. Glancing at Henry, I saw his gaze on them, his cock hard in his hand as he watched his sister being fucked.
Had he followed them down here? Just stumbled across them? For a moment, I found myself angry that Brian and Janie were given so much freedom, that they were down here doing whatever they felt like on the beach in the first place—but I had to remind myself that they were grown-ups. Janie was drinking age now, for god's sake. Henry, too, was an adult. Mr. and Mrs. B. probably wouldn't care if their daughter had brought her boyfriend down to the beach for a little rendezvous... but what about their son's activities as he watched his sister getting fucked?
"Ohhhh yes, yes, Brian, harder!" Janie's voice carried again as she threw her head back, her breasts pointing skyward as she rocked on him. Brian had taken over most of the motion, though, his hips bucking her up and up, again and again. Christ, she was beautiful, her body pure perfection, a long, lean, tawny treasure, not a tan line in sight.
I found myself wondering if Janie was shaved, like her mother, and the thought made me flush. I told myself it was from shame, but my pussy throbbed and I cupped my mound through my jeans to quell the ache a little.
I couldn't decide where to look—knowing I shouldn't be looking at any of it. Henry was stroking his cock faster now, biting his lip as he peered around the cabana, watching as his sister rode her boyfriend like he was some bucking bronco, Brian's hands cupping her breasts, kneading them in his hands. Janie leaned over him and pressed her breasts into Brian's face, giving both Henry and I a full view of her pussy taking the full length of her boyfriend's cock.
I suppressed a gasp and found myself wanting to get closer—god help me, I wanted to see. My hand rubbed unthinkingly between my legs, shoving the seam of my jean shorts up between my pussy lips, seeking the hard, aching button of my clit, looking for some sort of relief.
Then Brian was turning her over and Janie complied, getting up on her knees and arching her back, her bottom rising into the air like a cat that wants petting. He positioned himself behind her, his cock nice and slick and hard as he stroked it against her ass. Oh god, that was gorgeous. Simply stunning.
The little squeak that Janie let out when he entered her made my nipples tingle with longing, and I found myself slowly unzipping my shorts and sliding my hand inside for the second time that morning. I couldn't help it, apparently, any more than Henry could have.
That's what I told myself as my fingers found my clit and began to rub it—that he'd stumbled across them and, like me, had been so surprised at first he couldn't move... and then... well... nature does take its course, and sometimes urges are so strong...
Henry's fist encircled his cock, pumping faster as he watched his sister now taking her boyfriend's cock doggie-style, and I wondered how he could stay so quiet. His face clearly showed both his pleasure and his restraint—he didn't want them to know he was there, but he loved watching, was just as turned on as I was.
And oh god, I was.
One hand crept up under my t-shirt, tweaking my nipple as I watched Janie getting fucked, her blond hair hanging down over her face, her breasts swaying beneath her in the sand. The towel they'd been lying on had been forgotten in the heat of the moment as Brian pounded her hard from behind.
"Oh god, oh Janie, oh god baby I'm gonna—" Brian's warning brought an instant reaction from Janie, who shifted her hips quickly forward.
"Not inside!" She gasped, grabbing his cock and turning to start stroking and sucking him.
"Oh Janie, oh fuck." Henry's whisper made me shiver and I saw the first hot spurt of his cum erupt from the fat, purple head of his cock and explode like some twisted Rorschach against the back of the cabana wall. It was followed by another and another, his hips thrusting forward as he came, his head thrown back in a silent expression of pleasure.
The couple on the beach were too involved in what they were doing to hear him—or, thankfully, me, for that matter. Janie was fingering her pussy as she sucked Brian off, and his hands were buried in her hair, shoving his cock deep into her throat. She'd clearly done that before. She could take almost his whole length, and watching it disappear into her mouth was beyond hot.
"Come on!" she urged, her voice thick as she took him out of her mouth to stroke him against her cheek. "Come all over me! Come on! Do it! Do it!"
"Ahhhhh god!" Brian's hips shifted forward and he did just as she asked, his cock jerking in her hand as he began to come, thick ropes of the stuff hitting her cheek and chin and breasts. I couldn't stand the tension for another minute, and my pussy spasmed with my own hot, shameful climax, my cheeks flushed and sweaty, my nipples hard and straining under my shirt.
Breathless, I sank to my knees in the soft ground, hidden in the rushes and glad for the cover. I couldn't believe what I'd just witnessed, what I'd just done.



Was this me? Who was I? 
I thought I knew, but kneeling on the ground, my whole body still trembling from an incredible orgasm brought on by... good god, had I really just watched Janie and her boyfriend having sex...and had I really gone so far as to masturbate while I watched? Had I really just seen Henry watching his sister getting fucked, watched him jerk himself off...and found myself aching to put his cock in my mouth, feel it in my pussy? 
Oh god.
When I finally caught my breath and dared to stand up and face the day—the sun had officially risen across the water—all of them were gone from the beach, as if it had never happened. 
Maybe I dreamed it, I told myself as I pushed my way out to the sand again and started walking slowly back down the beach toward the house. I wanted to believe it wasn't real, hadn't happened... of course I wanted to believe that. Because if it had happened... 
Who did that make me? What did that make me? 
I wasn't this girl... this woman. 
I wasn't. Was I?
I just didn't know anymore.
---------
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"Come dance with me!" Gretchen grabbed me and pulled hard, making me yelp. My strawberry margarita sloshed over onto my hand and I licked at it as I stood.
"Where's Janie and Mrs...uhm, Carrie?" I was getting better at calling Mrs. B "Carrie" when she was around, but whenever I referred to her, my mouth still wanted to say "Mrs. B."
Gretchen pointed to the bar where the mother and daughter pair were ordering their own margaritas. We had agreed to this being a "girls night out," but Janie had stubbornly insisted on bringing Brian at the last minute, and Henry had tagged along, although he was too young to drink. I had no idea where Brian had disappeared to, but Henry sat across from me, arms crossed and frowning as he watched his sister at the bar.
"Want to dance, Henry?" I asked, reaching out my hand as Gretchen began to pull me toward the dance floor. He glanced up at me, his expression one of genuine interest for a moment, but then his attention shifted back to Janie and Mrs. B as they made their way toward the table.
"You go ahead!" He waved us on, and I didn't have much choice but to follow Gretchen—she was practically pulling my arm out of the socket. The music was live and totally Key West. The band was currently doing a cover of Jimmy Buffet's Margaritaville.
"Searching for my lost shaker of salt!" Gretchen's voice joined with the rest of the crowd as she pulled me close, sliding an arm around my waist and rocking me with her hips. It wasn't a fast or a slow song, really, hard to dance to, but Gretchen managed, and my body couldn't help but respond to hers as we swayed together. It seemed less about the dancing and music and more about the interaction between the audience and the band.
"Some people say that there's a woman to blame..." We sang together loudly, grinning as we changed the lyrics together, on cue. "But you know, it's your own damned fault!"
We laughed and Gretchen leaned in to whisper, "You look so hot in that..." as she slid a thigh between mine, pushing the black leather micro-mini she'd loaned me up to impossibly shameless heights. "Makes me want to take you into the little girls' room."
"You're bad," I said, but I was smiling as I turned, wrapping her arms around my waist and rubbing my behind against her front as we belted out another verse of Margaritaville.
"You two are already having too much fun." Carrie nuzzled up to both of us at once, kissing first Gretchen and then me on the cheek. "How are my girls?"
"I can't believe she's old enough to drink," I said, nodding toward the table where Janie was sitting beside her brother and sipping on a Margarita.
Carrie glanced over her shoulder at her daughter. "I know. She makes me feel old!"
"You're far from old." Gretchen's gaze swept over Carrie's outfit—unlike Gretchen, or me for that matter, her skirt wasn't outrageously short, but it was white leather, and it showed off the long, tanned expanse of her strong, shapely legs. Her blouse wasn't the midriff kind that Gretchen wore or the strapless kind that Gretchen had loaned me—just a short-sleeved navy silk, unbuttoned to a point that was just a little shy of inappropriate. She was dressed perfectly, as always—sexy, inviting, but not too slutty.
"Old enough to know better," Carrie said with a wink, sliding her hand down to the small of my back. "But still—"
"Too young to care." Gretchen and I both finished the sentence with her, and we all laughed.
"Mom, I want another one!" Janie sidled up behind us, holding her empty Margarita glass. "And Henry doesn't have any money."
"Take it easy, lightweight," I said, raising an eyebrow at her. "You do know there's tequila in those Margaritas, right?"
Janie rolled her eyes, but didn't answer me. "Mom?"
"Tell them to put it on my tab." Carrie nodded toward the bar. "Captain Tony knows me."
"Is that Captain Tony?" I asked.
"The one and only," Carried agreed.
I watced the bartender, wearing a goofy looking sailor's cap, draw a draught of beer. "Looks like a character."
Carrie laughed. "This is Key West—everyone's a character."
Janie was already talking to him and Captain Tony gave a nod in our direction before pulling another margarita glass out from under the bar.
"Has anyone seen Brian?" Carrie frowned, glancing around the bar. If the crowd dancing and milling around didn't make it impossible, the dimness made it truly too difficult to locate anyone.
"Bathroom?" Gretchen shrugged.
"Speaking of which..." I spotted the ladies' room in the far corner.
Gretchen smiled. "Want some company?"
"Not this time."
I left the two of them together, weaving my way through. I gave Janie a smile on my way by, but she pretended she hadn't seen me. The bathroom was small, and had clearly been converted from a one-person lavatory at some point— the outside door still locked, and there were two locking stalls painted pink inside, one handicapped, one not. I glanced in the full length mirror—the only mirror in the bathroom—noting again how short my skirt really was. Janie had made some nasty remark before we left about it, and it still stung, although the alcohol was making me feel a little more comfortable with its length.
Tonight I was determined to get Janie to come around, I decided, heading toward the small bathroom stall. That was my mission. I was hoping tonight's alcohol consumption was going to help me with that, too. I hurried, lifting my skirt and pulling down my panties before I'd even locked the stall door behind me. I was wiping and just about to flush when the outer door opened.
"We can't do it in here!" A hushed whisper and giggling.
"The door locks." A masculine voice this time—oh no. I heard the lock click and knew immediately what was about to happen. What was I supposed to do? Go out and excuse myself? Wait and sneak out after it was all over?
I decided to do the former, pulling up my panties and yanking down my skirt before reaching for the handle to flush, knowing the noise would announce my presence.
"Come here." The guy's voice again. "You know I always get what I want...and I want you."
Oh brother. I pushed the toilet handle, but to my surprise, nothing happened.
"Brian, you're so bad." The girl's voice was low and teasing.
And the minute I heard the name 'Brian' I was alert, glad the toilet hadn't flushed. The last thing I needed tonight was Janie freaking out about me being in the bathroom she'd decided to fool around with her boyfriend in. I had to make peace with her somehow, and I was sure discovering her in a compromising position wouldn't help.
Of course, it wasn't like I hadn't seen them already, I thought, blushing at the memory. Not that they knew that... Okay, so I was stuck. I'd just wait it out, I decided, backing toward the corner of the stall.
"I can't believe I ran into you tonight!"
My brain registered the words, but the doubt had already surfaced. I knew Janie's voice, and that wasn't it. My mind had clearly wanted to believe it was—but the girl out there wasn't Janie. And if that was Brian...
Common name, I told myself. Could be it's not Janie's Brian. Right? Right.
There was only one way to find out...
"We've only got a few minutes," Brian said.
It sounded like him. A lot like him. But I'd only really talked to him a few times, I told myself, craning my neck and trying to see them through the crack in the door. How could I be expected to know his voice? "Oh yeah, come on, gimme some of that..."
"Ohhh god, Brian, yes!"
They'd already started, the sound of their flesh slapping together loud in the closed space, the acoustics amplifying the noise. I leaned in closer to the crack in the stall door, determined to see if it was Janie's Brian, but even though I could see them both now, their were backs to me—he had her bent over a sink—and I couldn't determine for sure that it was him. Same hair color, sure. But there were lots of guys named Brian out there with dark hair... There was no mirror over the sink, so I couldn't see their faces. Had he been wearing a black t-shirt and jeans? I couldn't remember.
"Ohh god your pussy is sooo good!"
The girl moaned, gripping the sink. "Harder!"
It isn't Brian, I told myself, biting my lip and willing them to change positions so I could see for sure. I told myself I only wanted to see his face, but the sound of their sex was intoxicating, I didn't want to admit I longed to see more. Her skirt was pushed up around her waist, her panties pulled down to her knees, but I could only see the smooth curve of her hip and the hard clench of his bare ass as he shoved himself inside of her.
Please don't be Janie's Brian, I thought, watching as his jeans slipped further down his thighs, giving me an even better view of the muscles flexing in his ass. God, that was good. I imagined being bent over the sink like that, being fucked from behind, hard and fast, feeling him filling me. Oh god, that was really, really wrong. Especially if that was Janie's Brian out there. It isn't, my mind insisted. It just can't be.
The last thing I wanted to have to do was tell Janie I'd seen her boyfriend fucking some girl in the bathroom. How exactly was I supposed to bring that up? I winced at the thought, shaking my head and praying it wasn't him. I didn't even want to acknowledge my reaction to it, how my pussy throbbed under the short cover of my skirt and my nipples hardened as I watched them fucking, harder, faster, more and more determined to reach their final, sweet destination.
"Ohh fuck, you're gonna make me come!" He moaned and I shrank backward again, sitting down on the seat to wait for the finale, telling myself I didn't want to see, I didn't want to know, but oh god, my pussy was so achingly wet...
"Yes! Yes!" The redhead's voice was high and breathless, urging him on.
The whole room reverberated with the fast pounding of their flesh and I heard him moan loudly, the unmistakable sound of orgasm. I closed my eyes, biting my lip, trying not to hear the cries of pleasure or imagine that it was me spreading and arching and begging for that hot release of cum...
I tried hard to control my own breathing as I listened to the soft panting and fumbling of their post-coital readjustment.
"Will I see you back at the hotel tonight?" the redhead asked. Someone turned the sink on and I was relieved for the distraction, taking a few deep, steadying breaths.
"I'm here with that girl I told you about..." Now that his voice was back to "normal," I had a sinking feeling it really was Janie's Brian, but I still didn't want to believe it. He wouldn't do that to her... would he?
The girl sighed loudly. "Your parents still making you take her out?"
"Her parents are friends of my dad," Brian explained. "I can't say no."
They were going to leave, and I could just go back out there and pretend nothing had happened, I realized. I had no confirmation the guy out there was Brian. I tried peering through the crack in the door again, but his back was still to me.
"What about when you get back?" The redhead—I could see her face now, pouty and imploring—slid her arms around his waist.
"I'll give you a call when I get back to the hotel tonight." They kissed and I waited, wondering what to do. Janie should know, I told myself. If it's him, she should know. But did I really want to be the one to tell her?
"You promise?" the girl asked.
"Sure." He kissed her again. "Let's go."
It was my last chance. Did I want to know? Were they going to disappear into the crowd without any confirmation? Wouldn't that be a blessing after all?
Then I remembered—Brian's tennis shoes!
Ducking my head just enough, I looked under the stall door and saw them—a pair of black Karhu M1 running shoes with orange laces and stripes. Unmistakable. And I never would have noticed them at all if Doc hadn't cracked some joke about Brian's hundred-and-fifty-dollar Halloween shoes before we left!
Great. It really was Janie's Brian slipping out with some redhead he'd just bent over the bathroom sink. Some redhead he'd obviously been with before—back at the hotel. And I had to go tell her. Just great.
I slipped out of the stall and washed my hands at the sink, taking a long time in front of the dryer, not looking forward to what I had to do. I tried every way of approaching it I could possibly think of in my head as I stood there, and none of them seemed right.
I found Janie and Henry sitting at the table. Gretchen and Carrie were still dancing, and there was no sign of Brian. I decided to start with that.
"Have you seen Brian?" I asked, sitting next to Janie, addressing the question to her. I had to talk pretty loud to be heard over the music, and that concerned me. Maybe I should wait until we got back to the house?
She shrugged one shoulder, sipping her margarita, but didn't answer me.
"I thought..." I took a deep breath. "I mean...I saw him. By the bathroom. In the bathroom."
"Yeah, where is Brian?" Henry gave me a puzzled look and then glanced toward the bar but Janie pretended she hadn't heard his words at all.
"I don't know why you're so concerned about where he is," Janie snapped, finally turning to look at me. Her eyes, even in the dimness, flashed angrily. "I mean, what? Are you going down some list? My mom, Gretchen, probably even little Henry over here... do you want to fuck Brian, too?"
I actually sat back, gasping as if she'd punched me in the stomach, and it felt as if she had. I couldn't see anything as I got up from the table and pushed my way blindly toward escape. I heard Henry calling after me, but I didn't stop.
There were always cabs on the street in Key West—the cabbies made a fortune taking home people who'd had way too much to drink. And, judging from the kindly rastafarian's response, I'm sure it wasn't the first time some crying woman had jumped into his cab either.
I gave him the address of the Baumgartner's timeshare and sat back as he pulled away, ignoring Henry calling my name as he burst out of the front door of Captain Tony's. I couldn't help my tears and just let them fall onto my bare thighs, staring out at the world passing by in a blur. I was going home to pack, call TJ, and go home, because Janie was right.
A week of experimentation when I was nineteen was different than a woman almost-thirty doing what I was doing. I couldn't go back—I wasn't that innocent, naïve girl anymore. I was turning into some wanton slut whose only motivation was, apparently, pure pleasure. Was that who I was?
No. Even if it meant losing TJ—my breath went away at the thought and it made me cry harder—this little reunion had to end before anyone got seriously hurt. I, for one, had been hurt more than enough.
I paid the cabbie when he pulled up at the house and just gave him a brief nod when he said, "Hope your night gets better," as I got out.
If I'd had my own room to run to, I think the whole thing would have ended then and there. I'm sure I would have locked the door, packed, and called TJ on my way to the airport before anyone even knew I'd gone.
But when I got into the house, Doc was sitting on the couch, drinking a beer and watching a movie. I stood in the doorway, hyper-aware of how awful I must look, and he frowned when he looked up and saw me. I couldn't help but think of the last time I'd come back to the house, a million years ago when I was just a kid, and found Doc alone. I couldn't help but remember, and I think he did, too.
He was holding me before I could speak, crossing the expanse of the room and pulling me into the circle of arms, whispering softness and kindness into my ears. "Ronnie, Ronnie, sweet Ronnie, it's okay, whatever it is, it's okay."
I didn't believe him, not really, but I wanted to, and instead of doing what I should have done, instead of pushing him away and running as far and fast as I could back to my life, my family, my husband, I wrapped my arms around his waist and sobbed against his shirt.
"I don't know what to do," I choked as he led me back toward the couch and pulled me into his lap. If I hadn't already felt transported back in time to the young, helpless girl I'd been, that would have done it. I rested my head on his shoulder as he rocked me and I cried.
"What is it?" he asked, pulling the tail of his shirt out to wipe at my tears. "Tell me. You can tell me."
"I feel like I'm doing everything wrong, "I sniffed. "Everyone seems to want something different from me, and I can't please everyone. I can't please anyone!"
He nodded, wiping my tears again—they wouldn't stop falling—and kissing my forehead. "Is this about you and TJ?"
I looked at him, frowning. "Carrie told you?"
"You're married, you know what it's like." He smiled softly. "Did you really expect her not to tell her husband?"
"I guess not." I shrugged, looking away, embarrassed now, wondering just how much he knew.
"He's not asking for more because you're not enough." His words made my breath stop. I shook my head. "That makes no sense."
"If it was just sex, he'd go find it somewhere else, you know." Doc's eyes were dark as he looked at me and I remembered how I used to melt whenever he looked at me. "He wouldn't consult you at all."
I thought of Brian and the redhead in the bar. He was just a kid, of course—but cheating was cheating, right? Doc was right about that. If TJ wanted to... I frowned at the thought, shaking my head, trying to make sense of it.
"Sometimes we have so much love to give...it feels like we'll explode if we don't share it." Doc's words were soft and simple. He spoke as if he were explaining something to a child, and I felt like one.
"But...isn't it wrong?"
He smiled softly. "Do you think it's wrong?"
"It feels wrong." I sounded petulant and felt that way, too.
"Does it? Why?"
I shrugged. "Because I feel... guilty. Like I'm betraying my marriage."
"You can't betray your marriage if both of you agree that what you're doing isn't a betrayal," he replied simply.
I shook my head, swallowing hard around the lump in my throat. "Why does he want this? I don't understand..." I looked into his eyes, searching for answers there. "Why did you want me?"
"Because I loved you," he replied softly. "I wanted you because you were young and beautiful and I loved you."
"Well...I believe the first part, I guess... although I'm not young and beautiful anymore..." I frowned, remembering.
"Oh yes you are...both." He chuckled. "And I still love you."
"You love me?" I sighed. "Like, what? A daughter? A sister? A wife?"
"Like a lover." His thumb rubbed over my chin, making me shiver. "You loved me, too, you know."
Of course I had. I'd loved them both, and Gretchen too. I couldn't help it. But I was a kid then, and I was a grown-up now. Grown ups made choices. Grown ups narrowed their lives with choices—that was part of being a grown-up.
Doc spoke, almost as if he could read my thoughts. "When you have kids...you only have the one daughter, right?" I nodded. "Sometimes when you have another, you wonder if you're going to be able to love that child as much as the first. I loved Janie to pieces and thought I couldn't love another human being like that. It felt impossible. And then Henry came along, and he was just as amazing, but different, you know? You love them differently, because they're so unique, but it's still love. You find you have more than enough room in your heart for another. Your heart has an infinite capacity to love."
I understood the concept, but there was just one thing wrong with the theory. "But spouses aren't children."
"No," he agreed. "But the concept is the same, as long as you both agree that it's something you want. It's like anything in a marriage, you learn to negotiate and compromise. Are you telling me you don't want what he does?"



"I don't know." I squirmed in his lap, uncomfortable with the question, looking away.
He nudged my chin, turning my head back to him. "I think you do."
"Why do you think that?" I countered.
"Because your body wants it." His grip at my waist tightened and he slid his hand over my hip, pulling me closer. I felt, for the first time, how hard he was, and I flushed, my nipples tingling in response. "It's smarter than you are."
"Your body doesn't judge, Ronnie." His other hand moved in my hair, tilting my head back, feathering soft kisses at my throat. "Your head does that."
"Doc..." I swallowed, closing my eyes, feeling his hand moving down my hip, over my thigh. "I don't..."
"You're afraid, Ronnie." He pushed me from his lap and I gasped as he stood, towering over me. "You're afraid of losing him, but it's more than that. You're afraid of letting go, of losing control."
I stared at him, unable to speak.
"Come with me." He held out his hand.
I frowned. "Where?"
"Trust me."
That was the first step. Trembling, I took his hand and followed. 
-----------
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If you enjoyed this story, please explore my other work, here on Lit and elsewhere. If you want to know more about me, check out my profile. And thanks for reading!
-Selena



        

  
    Baumgartner Generations: Janie
  
  Baumgartner Generations: Janie

        The Baumgartner saga continues, following Janie to NY.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/baumgartner-generations-janie

Title: Baumgartner Generations: Janie

Author: Selena_Kitt

Category: Group Sex

Description: The Baumgartner saga continues, following Janie to NY.

Tags: 

Series: Baumgartner Generations



****Prologue
****
I think I was two, maybe almost three years old when my brother Henry came along. I admit, I don't remember looking forward to having a sibling. I was pretty mad about the whole thing. My mother still tells people about the time I used an entire bottle of Elmer's glue to try and seal the baby's room door shut—and he hadn't even arrived yet. Besides, he was getting my old room, the one with the fun window you could crank open on hot days, and what good was that going to be for a baby, anyway?
It didn't matter that I had brand new wallpaper in my new room with ladybugs that were as soft as velvet to the touch—the room that used to be Daddy's office with the big oak desk—or that my mother had taken me shopping to find the perfect ladybug bedspread to match. It didn't matter that I had a new big-girl bed with a tall canopy and wispy white curtains that billowed in the breeze from the open window like sails.
It didn't matter, because I was sure, once that baby came, no one would love me anymore.
It was after the Elmer's glue incident, after my Daddy had threatened to paddle me within an inch of my life—he never did, he never touched either of us in anger that way, but he would say it sometimes and it was the one time I really believed he might actually do it—I finally crawled into my mother's lap and laid my soul bare.
She didn't rush to reassure me or change my already-made-up little mind. She just rocked me gently and let me cry about it for a while.
Finally, she asked, "You love me, don't you, Janie?"
I nodded against her breast, easily giving her the reassurance I was looking for myself.
"And you love your daddy, don't you, precious?" She stroked my hair, long and blonde like hers, only a few shades lighter.
"Yes," I agreed, squirming in her lap, already sensing somehow what was coming.
"But how can you love us both?"
Her question stopped me and I stared up at her, my mouth gaping, the realization slowly dawning. She whispered, "Our hearts are so big, Janie, that we can always love. No matter what. We always have room to love someone else." Then she laughed and cuddled me close. "Besides, we're Baumgartners. We can love the whole world if we want to."
And it was true. They loved me and they loved my brother, and we both loved them. We were a family—we were the Baumgartners, and we Baumgartners could love the whole world.
At the time, my mother was just reassuring a jealous sibling, saying something to comfort me when my world was about to expand beyond my usual, comfortable boundaries
Years later, though, pressed between two warm bodies under the sheets, I would remember her words, and they would take on a whole new meaning.
I was resistant to the idea at first, sure that I wouldn't get enough love, enough attention, that my world would come crashing down if I included anyone else, but I was proven wrong then, and I was proven wrong later. Experience proved me wrong again and again, opening my heart wider with every new encounter.
I was a Baumgartner. I was made to love—often and well. My mother was right. She always is.
Sometimes I think I really could love the whole world, if the world gave me a chance.

* * * *Chapter One
* * * *
I usually didn't spend the night in their bed.
Mostly it was to keep up appearances—Beth was in second grade and smart as a whip, and none of us wanted her asking questions we couldn't answer. But it was something else, too. Ronnie and TJ's bed was...well, it was their bed. They loved me and I loved them, and sometimes I shared their bed, but it was still...theirs. It was an unsaid sort of thing, but they wanted it like that, and really, so did I. It was better that way.
We were always careful—the door was firmly shut and locked at night—but once in a while, usually on a weekend when no one had to set an alarm for the morning rush, I'd wake up pressed firmly between their flesh, TJ's thigh tucked between mine from behind, my cheek resting against Ronnie's breast, my breath making her nipple hard even in her sleep. I liked those mornings, in spite of myself. It was a delicious way to wake up, feeling TJ's hand moving over my hip, watching as he reached across me to tweak his wife's nipple, encouraging her awake.
Our nights were long and wild and crazy, but our mornings, when we had them, were invariably slow and sweet and lazy. Ronnie was a deep sleeper, the slowest to respond to TJ's early morning urges, but I was all too aware of him with the swollen length of his cock rubbing me from behind. I couldn't help wiggling back against him, spreading my legs to make room for him to slip between, not entering me, just using the flesh of my thighs to press him snugly as he rocked against me.
He liked it when I reached down to touch myself, spreading my smooth pussy lips, letting my wet slit become a slick crevasse for him to plow through, still not entering me, teasing my clit with the head of his cock with every pass. Even our gentle rocking and my soft moans as TJ cupped the fullness of my breast in his hand, rolling my nipple between thumb and finger, didn't wake Ronnie. She slept, her hair spread out on the pillow, my own mixed with hers like flecks of gold in the darkness, while her husband probed between my legs with his fingers now instead of his cock, following my wetness to its sweltering source.
I couldn't help but turn, lifting my bottom in the air as he fingered me. "Faster!" I whispered. "Harder!"
"More?" he asked, not waiting for my response before slipping a third finger in, stretching me, making me moan against the mattress. When he moved behind me, his motion shifting the bed, Ronnie stirred, sighing softly in her sleep and curling her hand up under her chin. I watched her chest rise and fall, her pink nipples puckered and hard, and I wondered if she was dreaming about this very thing as TJ teased me from behind, his cock sliding up and down between my pussy lips.
"Please," I whispered, looking back at him, his eyes dark with lust in the early morning light. "Fuck me, TJ."
I used my muscles to squeeze the head of his cock as he pressed it against my hole and he gasped, grabbing my hips and shifting forward. I bit my lip, trying to be quiet, enjoying having him to myself for the moment, focused solely on me as he reached around to cup the sway of my breasts in his hands.
"God you're so fucking tight," he whispered, and I whimpered as he pulled back, only halfway in me, to thrust again. This time he made it all the way in and stayed there for a moment, his cock throbbing so thickly I could feel his pulse. "I love your little cunt, Janie..."
I squirmed under his praise, pressing my cheek against the mattress, my eyes roaming over Ronnie's curves as she slept beside us. She shifted in her sleep as TJ began to fuck me. He was in no hurry, using my juices to slowly wet his way, his fingers alternately tweaking my nipples and strumming my clit, keeping me guessing.
"Lick her," TJ urged, his hand in my hair, guiding me. "I want to watch."
I didn't need to be asked twice. I leaned over to kiss the rise and fall of Ronnie's belly, down to the hairless cleft of her pussy. I loved smelling her, tasting her, using my tongue to part her lips so I could focus on the sweet bud of her clit. She came awake a bit at a time, her hips beginning to move in rhythm with my tongue, her eyelids fluttering, her breath coming faster, faster. She was just half-awake, her nipples standing straight up, her pussy swelling under the attention of my mouth.
When she finally opened her eyes and moaned out loud, fisting her hands into my hair, I moved fully between her open thighs, eager to please her now. TJ groaned, his cock slowing as he watched his wife's body twisting, arching, one hand on my head, the other palming her breast, fingering her nipple and I knew—he must be close to coming. He always did that when he wanted to wait, slowed to almost stopping, making that little growly noise in his throat.
I loved that sound.
"Janie, baby," Ronnie whispered, stroking my hair, my cheek, her thighs trembling. "Oh sweetie, please... please don't stop..."
Not a chance. I whimpered, pressing my tongue flat in the way she loved, wiggling it back and forth against the sensitive kernel of her clit, my fingers finding the wet give of her pussy and sliding in deep. She moaned, ushering her hips upward to meet me, and I saw her looking over my head, past me, watching her husband fuck me from behind.
"TJ," she murmured, her eyes half-closed with pleasure. "She's gonna make me come so hard..."
"Yes, baby," he urged, grabbing my hips, squeezing, his cock pulsing deep inside of me. "Come all over her face. Do it. Come on!"
Ronnie reached a hand out and he grabbed it, their palms flat against one another, their fingers twining. I buried my face in her cunt, sucking and licking, greedy for her climax, and she gave it to me with sudden, shuddering thrusts, actually covering her mouth with her other hand to keep from crying out too loudly.
"Jesus, Ronnie," TJ whispered, pulling slowly out of me, still rock hard, making me whimper at the loss. "I have to fuck you."
I moved aside, stretching out beside his wife. She cradled me in her arms, kissing the sweet taste of her own pussy from my lips, holding me tight, belly to belly. We lost ourselves in softness, our breasts pressed together as TJ straddled Ronnie's thigh, lifting her other leg so he could slide his cock into her wetness. She cried out against my mouth when he began to fuck her and I had to break away to watch.
TJ had a gorgeous cock and it was just accentuated by the sight of Ronnie's fat pussy lips spreading for him with every thrust. I reached down to find her clit, rubbing it with my fingers, back and forth at first, then in circles, making her moan and squirm.
"You, too, precious," she whispered, her hand cupping my tender, throbbing mound. I shivered, leaning in to kiss her again, our tongues touching as she slipped two fingers down around my clit, cradling it in the V made by her index and middle finger, rocking her hand up and down. God, I loved that sweet, indirect stimulation, that constant rubbing. It reminded me of when I was young and used to masturbate by riding against a pillow
Oh fuck," TJ cried, thrusting harder, deep. "Ronnie! Oh!"
She broke our kiss to gasp, "Yes! Give me your come, baby! I want Janie to lick it all up!"
That did it. He threw his head back, his body jerking and twitching with his climax, his belly, hard and flat from his morning workouts, contracting rhythmically as he emptied himself into her. He groaned when I reached down to grab him, squeezing his softening length as he slid himself slowly out of Ronnie's moist heat, and the sound that came from his throat was sibilate, almost a hiss, as I moved down to lick the head of his dick clean.
"Oh! God!" I cried out in surprise as Ronnie shoved my hips to the bed and buried her face between my thighs. I accepted her weight as TJ moved away, swinging her thigh over my head so she could position herself over my face. I could smell them together, TJ and Ronnie, his cum and hers, and I wrapped my arms around her hips so I could press my face fully between her legs.
"Jesus," TJ murmured as he stretched out beside us, watching. "You're both so beautiful."
Neither of us acknowledged his compliment—we both had our mouths full. The feel of Ronnie's tongue sweeping over my clit made me flushed with heat and I moaned against her pussy, working hard to concentrate on her clit, too, trying to focus as her mouth drove me to distraction.
"Taste good?" TJ asked and I gave him a muffled assent, sucking at Ronnie's clit, feeling her body quaver. I couldn't even begin to tell him how good she tasted—how good they tasted together. I could have spent all day worshipping the soft, pungent spread of her flesh against my tongue.
TJ rested on his elbow, but his face was up by his wife's head as he studied her licking my cunt, spreading me open to give him a better view. But I could see the hardening length of his cock, still slick from the fucking and the sucking he'd received, and the sight of his hand shuttling up and down made me want to come right then and there.
"Oh god," Ronnie gasped as my tongue dashed furiously back and forth over her clit, my hands cradling the full swell of her breasts, tweaking her nipples. "That's so fucking good!"
"Are you close?" TJ 's hand moved faster between his legs. "You want to come, baby?"
She moaned, rubbing her whole face against my pussy now, her cheeks, her chin. I gasped, rising up to meet her.
"Janie!" she cried, her thighs trembling, her nipples like pebbles under my fingers. "Oh fuck! Janie! Janie!"
I would have said yes or fuck yes or come for me but I couldn't say a word as she cried out and came in my mouth, her whole pussy spasming, her clit throbbing against the full rush of my tongue. I continued to lick and lick and lick her, my tongue sliding between the soft folds of her flesh, lapping over the puffy outer lips of her cunt.
"Little Janie wants to come, too," TJ murmured and I moaned when Ronnie turned her full attention back between my thighs, using both her fingers and tongue this time.
My whole body sang with pleasure and still I wanted more. My attention shifted to TJ's cock, fat and firm again in his fist, and I reached over as far as I could, scratching his balls with my fingernails. He groaned, shifting further down on the bed to give me more access, letting me grasp him firmly in my hand, tugging.
"Greedy girl," TJ gasped. "You want that cock?"
I nodded, eager. "Let me suck you."
He nudged Ronnie and she moved off me, settling herself down fully between my thighs, her dark eyes bright as she looked up at me over my mound, her mouth once again anchored deliciously right there.
"Suck it, then," TJ agreed, kneeling and feeding me his cock. I moaned as he pushed the head between my lips, accepting the thrust of it, the way he reached around and cupped my neck, giving him leverage. "Oh baby, yeah. God your mouth..."
I just sucked him, trying not to come, trying so hard with Ronnie's fingers fucking me deep, her tongue rubbing, rubbing. I wanted it to go on and on. TJ growled and grabbed my breast, squeezing, twisting, and I gasped around the thick length of him buried deep in my throat, my hips thrusting upward.
"That's my girl," TJ growled, shoving his cock into my mouth, making me choke on it because he knew I loved it. "Take that fucking cock. I want you to swallow my cum, you hear me?"
I nodded, moaning, taking him again, again, working for it, wanting it.
"Oh fuck!" He squeezed my nipple, pulling, and I would have screamed with my own climax at that moment, but he was already coming, flooding my mouth with a fountain of hot white stuff. I strained upward, my whole body thundering on the bed with my own orgasm as I dutifully swallowed him, wanting more, it was never enough, never. I sucked him until he began to wilt and begged me to stop and even then, I licked the taste of him from my lips and chin.
"Our greedy girl." TJ chuckled as he collapsed beside his wife, pulling me between them.
"Mmm, she is." Ronnie kissed me, her lips impossibly soft. smoothing my hair away from my face. "I love it."
"I love you." I snuggled closer, my cheek against her breast.
"And we love you." TJ kissed the top of my head, putting his arm across both of us.
"One big happy family." I laughed, knowing how very strange and yet how very true it was.
I must have dozed off again—it was still very early, the sun just coming up, and it was Saturday, after all. Ronnie slept too, her cheek resting against the top of my head, but TJ had already showered and was standing in front of the full-length mirror on the back of their walk-in closet door, tying his tie, when I opened my eyes again.
"Did I sleep through the weekend?" I rubbed my eyes and yawned, stretching under the covers.
"Shhh." TJ glanced at Ronnie, who was smiling in her sleep. "It's just for a few hours."
"I heard that." Her eyes didn't open and her words were barely intelligible but TJ sighed, understanding her perfectly.
"Sorry, babe," he apologized, shrugging on his suit coat. "Honest, I won't be long."
"You always say that." Ronnie opened her eyes to look at him and then at me. She frowned, her hand moving in my hair, petting absently. "I thought we were all going to make a day of it. We promised we'd take Beth to the Met. They've got Picasso on exhibit."
"We are. We will." TJ made a face, undoing his tie and starting again. "Besides, she's six... she's got plenty of time to see Picasso. She'd probably have more fun at the McDonald's playland."
"I would," I mouthed, rolling my eyes, but I knew Ronnie couldn't see me with my head tucked under her chin. TJ did though and he smirked.
"TJ, she has to know this stuff if we want to get her into Trinity—"
Oh god, not this again. Yes,Trinity was the most prestigious school in New York—and just happened to be where Beth was teaching, so it would make life much easier, I knew, in terms of scheduling—but was it really the end of the world if the kid didn't get in? Did anyone need that much pressure in second grade?
"You know what, Ronnie?" I found way to change the subject as I cuddled up, my cheek more fully on her chest.
"Hm?" She glanced at me, momentarily distracted. That was good.
"If I didn't know any better, I'd swear your breasts were bigger." I cupped one of them in my hands, teasing her nipple.
"Stop," she snapped, pushing my hand away and reaching for the covers. I sat up on my elbow, blinking at her in surprise as she pulled the coverlet practically up to her chin.
"What?" I looked between her and TJ, not understanding the sudden temperature change in the room. "I just—"
"You're pregnant." TJ's face paled, the dimple in his chin growing more prominent as his pallor changed, his eyes widening as he stared at his wife. I gaped at him, looking back at Ronnie and seeing the truth in her eyes. TJ saw it, too, staggering to the bed and sitting on the edge. He looked back at her with a dazed expression. "I thought you had that thing, that IUI thing..."
"IUD," she corrected, hugging the covers around herself. "I do. I did."
"Did?" His eyebrows went up.
"I had them take it out," she explained softly. "After I got pregnant. It happens sometimes, even though it's ninety-nine-something-percent effective. And sometimes, when they take it out, you lose the baby..."
"But..." He took a deep, shaky breath. "They took it out, and you're still pregnant?"
She nodded and I saw her lower lip trembling. I wanted to hug her but I couldn't move. I knew I shouldn't be there, but there I was, and I had no idea what to do now.
TJ sighed, putting his head in his hands. "After what we went through with Beth, we said... we agreed..."
The tears Ronnie had been holding back spilled down her cheeks. "I didn't do it on purpose."
TJ wasn't looking, didn't see. "How far along?"
"A little over three months."
I touched her bare arm, rubbing lightly, gently. She glanced at me and tried to smile but didn't quite make it.
"And you didn't tell me?" He turned toward her, his eyes blazing.
"I was going to," she managed, tears pooling at the hollow of her throat.
TJ saw them now and his face softened. Then he looked at me. "Janie, can you go check on Beth?"
I nodded, knowing it was just a excuse to get me out of the room, and I took it, grabbing my t-shirt off the floor and pulling it on before slipping out the door. I did check on Beth, but she was still sleeping, her thumb tucked firmly into her mouth, a habit Ronnie was trying in vain to break her of. She was definitely going to end up with braces at this rate.



Instead of going back to my room on the first floor, I went straight for the shower, still warm and steamy from TJ's time there. There was a shower downstairs, too, but it didn't have double showerhead jets and I want to stand under the pound of water hot and hard enough to turn my skin bright red. 
A baby.
It was both exciting and scary. What did that mean for them? For us? For everything? I loved being Beth's nanny. She was a great kid, easy-going, very quick—and she had the goofiest sense of humor. But what would it mean, being a nanny to a baby? Diapers, bottles, strollers, crying in the middle of the night... And what about our nights? What would happen to the three of us? Would there even be room for me in their lives as their lover anymore?
Because we all knew I didn't want to be a nanny forever. What kept me, the reason I really stayed, was because I loved Ronnie and TJ and my life with them. Being "the nanny" was just convenient, for all of us. I could write while Beth was in school, then pick her up and make her a snack, supervise homework and get dinner started, all before Ronnie got home from teaching. TJ was always the last home, but he made it most nights for dinner. 
And then, after Beth was asleep, we'd all huddle under a blanket on the couch and watch a movie, or sometimes we'd play games or read our books or do something on our laptops, and usually two or three nights a week, I'd end up in their bed, at least for a while. 
It was a good routine, one we'd fallen easily into over the past couple years. Was that all going to change now?
"Knock-knock." 
I startled at the sound of the little voice piping up behind the shower curtain and then heard the unmistakable sound of Beth peeing. 
"Who's there?" I gave her the perfunctory response.
"Interrupting cow."
Oh boy. This one again. The kid had a thing for knock-knock jokes lately. 
"Inter—"
"MOO!" She poked her head around the curtain, grinning, her hair a dark, cloudy mess around her face. 
"Moo right back atcha." I flicked water at her. She made a face and quickly closed the curtain.
"I want waffles!" 
"Did you flush and wash?" I reminded her, grabbing the shampoo. 
"And bacon. And sausages. And Pop-Tarts. Strawberry ones. With pink sprinkles."
"Are you sure it wasn't interrupting pig at the door?" I lathered my hair, wincing as the water turned colder when she flushed and turned on the sink. 
"OINK!" she agreed, peeking around the shower curtain again. "Can I have waffles?"
"Eggos?" I asked hopefully. 
"Not homemade?" 
I turned off the shower and opened the curtain. She had such a pretty pout—which was probably why she usually got just what she wanted.
"I don't think we have time for homemade." I grabbed the towel I'd left on the counter and wrapped it around myself. 
"But it's Saturday!" she protested. 
Tell me about it, I thought. "I know. But your mom's taking us to see paintings today."
Beth slid up onto the counter and watched me wrap another towel around my hair. "Do they have cows in them?"
I laughed. "Some of them do." 
"Well then I guess we can go. If I can have waffles first."
"Eggos." I insisted on the compromise. "Go get dressed and get them out of the freezer, okay?"
"Okay." She hopped down and opened the door, headed toward her room.
I hesitated, watching her go, and then looked the other way at the closed door of her parents' room. There was no sound from inside. I stood there, wondering if I should knock? 
My decision was made for me when the door flew open and Ronnie came out, pulling her robe around her. 
"You scared me!" 
"Sorry," she apologized. Her eyes were red and I knew she'd been crying. "Is Beth up?"
I nodded. "Did TJ go to work?"
"For a little while." She sighed. "I'm going to take a shower. Can you get her ready? We're going to meet TJ at the Met at noon."
"Sure." I stood there, wanting to say something but not knowing what to say. Congratulations? Are you okay? What? Beth saved me from saying anything, bursting out of her room wearing jeans and an iCarly t-shirt. 
"Time for Eggos!" she exclaimed. "Mommy! Knock-knock!"
Ronnie groaned, shaking her head. "Oh no, it is way too early for knock-knock jokes. Ask Janie." 
"Moo!" I said, sticking out my tongue and steering Beth toward the stairs. "Let's go rustle up some syrup and butter."
When I looked back, Ronnie had gone into the bathroom and shut the door behind her.
* * * *
R U COMING 2NITE?
I glanced at my cell, reading Lil's message, and quickly texted her back.
Y.10?TTYL
"Your boyfriend?" TJ teased, sitting down next to me at the Met cafeteria table with his tray of food. 
"Just Lily." I rolled my eyes. He teased me all the time about not dating, and it was true, I didn't—at least, I never brought anyone home. "Beth, sweetie, all those vegetables you're pulling off your sandwich are the best part." 
"Nuh-uh." She stuck out her overly-red tongue—she'd been drinking a cherry Icee—and opened her sandwich again to show me the myriad of lunchmeat on it. "The cow is the best part!"
"And the pig," I reminded her, eating another baby carrot. "There's pig in there."
"Yum!" She took a big bite, her grin doughy and huge, and I could see her lunch through one missing front tooth.
"Just hurry up and eat it." Ronnie snapped the brochure she was holding closed. "The crowds are crazy today and the Picasso exhibit is going to be mobbed."
"Good salads," TJ remarked, shoveling in another huge bite of his Cobb salad. 
"They should be, for the price." Ronnie took a much more delicate bite of her Chinese chicken salad. "We should have eaten before we left."
I swallowed a sigh and looked between the two of them, sitting across the table from one another, silently chewing lettuce. I knew it was going to be like this. I'd tried to talk to Ronnie before we left, but she kept changing the subject, and she brought her Kindle and read on the subway while Beth and I played I-Spy, so there was no opportunity there, either. I felt totally shut out. This wasn't like her at all, and I hated to admit, even to myself, how much it hurt my feelings.
"Daddy, Janie said there are cow pictures." Beth sucked hard at her straw to get the last of her Icee, making loud slurping sounds.
"You like cows?" TJ asked, looking amused. 
"Knock-knock!" Beth grinned. Even her teeth were red!
"Who's there?" He indulged her current love for knock-knock jokes much more than Ronnie or I did.
"Cows go." Beth licked mustard off her upper lip.
TJ smirked. He knew this one. So did I. "Cows go who?"
"No, cows go MOO!" Her voice rose to a yell on the last word and several people around us looked over from their tables.
"Beth, shh!" Ronnie said, but she was laughing. She obviously hadn't heard that one yet. 
"God I love your laugh." TJ's expression softened when he looked at his wife and she smiled back at him. It happened just like that. Whatever had been stretched between them had snapped and recoiled and the distance between them was now much shorter.
My cell vibrated again in my pocket and I pulled it out, reading the text under the table. 
WAN2 TRY 1OAK?
I contemplated the screen. 1 Oak was an exclusive club. We'd been turned away a couple of times, although if Lil and I dressed to the nines, we usually managed to finagle our way past the bouncers. 
CAN WE GET IN?
Going out clubbing was the best part of New York. I'd met Lil when I was finishing my creative writing degree at NYU and she'd been the one who introduced me to the clubbing scene and I couldn't get enough. 
HOW SHORT IS YR SKIRT?
I snorted, texting her back.
INVISIBLE
"You and Lil going out?" TJ slurped the last of his Diet Coke and I glanced up, seeing him watching me. 
"1 Oak." I looked down to see Lil's last message: CW2CU! I couldn't wait, either. I suddenly had a lot of restless energy I needed to get rid of. 
"Expensive, isn't it?" Ronnie raised her eyebrows, finishing the last of her salad. 
I smiled broadly. "We hardly ever pay for drinks."
"I bet that's true." TJ gave me a knowing look and I blushed. 
"Just be careful." Ronnie stood, gathering up garbage to toss out.
I stood, too, helping her. "Yes, Mother." 
She stopped and looked at me and then smiled. "Have fun." 
"I always do." I smiled back and felt it in that moment—things were okay again.
"Can we go see the cows?" Beth helped us carry our garbage to the trash bin and toss it in.
"Actually, they're bulls, I think." TJ tossed his empty soda container in.
"Yes, very twisted bulls." Ronnie snorted as TJ slipped his arms around her from behind. He nuzzled her ear and I saw more than heard him whisper, "I love you."
She turned in his arms, kissing him lightly. "I love you, too."
"Are you ready to go see some crazy cows?" I asked Beth, watching her watch her parents. Her eyes were as glued to them as mine were.
"Bullcows," she corrected me, taking my hand and swinging it as we walked. "Let's go!" 
-----------
>^,,^<
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The secret to getting into a club was acting as if you couldn't care less, no matter what. You couldn't beg or plead or make up some story about knowing someone inside—the guys at the door had built-in bullshit radar. You just had to stand there and expect to get in.
"Sorry, we're closed for a private party." The bouncer at the door was a big guy—they were always big guys who stood there with their arms crossed, making their pecs and biceps stand out even more. Of course, they weren't really closed for a private party. That was just what they said when they didn't want to let someone in. We'd heard it before.
"Who's this, Sailor Moon and her lesbian lover?"
I looked over at Lil and almost laughed—he was right on. She looked just like a dark-haired Sailor Moon with the short navy pleated skirt and white blouse and red bows. I told her with my eyes, don't say anything. She raised an eyebrow but she kept her mouth shut.
We both just stood there, not even looking at the bouncer. I took my phone out to glance at it. It wasn't ringing and I didn't have a text—I just wanted to look like I had something to do. Lil took a stick of gum out of her purse and put it into her mouth.
"Go on," he said, waving us through. I saw him look at my legs first, though, and I was glad I was wearing heels that made me a good four inches taller. Lil snuck a triumphant squeeze to my hand as we walked past him.
"Damn, you weren't kidding when you said your skirt was invisible!" She had to yell to be heard, and this was the first chance we'd had to talk. She came from West Chelsea, and TJ and Ronnie's house was all the way out in Douglaston, a place that always had Ronnie saying, "There's nothing wrong with living in Queens!" Of course, you couldn't tell that to the Upper West Siders.
"Like it?" I yelled back, flipping the hem. I couldn't flip it much—it was one of my shortest, cream-colored, a halter dress, if you could call so little material a dress, with a plunging neckline, completely backless. I wore a silver armband with it and my hair was up—it was too hot to dance with my hair down.
Lil gave me two thumbs up and then grabbed my hand. We checked our wraps before heading toward the dance floor. We'd dance until we got thirsty—and by that time, we could take advantage of some guy trying to pick one of us up and offering to buy us drinks. Even a gin and tonic was eighteen bucks!
The music was so loud I could barely think—it was fantastic. We waded to the center of the sea of writhing bodies, our hips already moving, driven by the beat. For me, dancing was almost as good as sex—hell, it was sex—hips grinding, bodies swaying, adrenaline pumping. It was like an all-night orgasm, a constant throb. I lost myself dancing, and in that, Lil and I were just alike.
Of course, it was all dependent on the music. The DJ was important, and when we got one that was into the rap and hip-hop thing, or someone who was just crazy bi-polar, picking one good song followed by a dud, we usually called it a night early, because we were all about the dancing. Unless one of us—usually Lil—found someone to go home with. That was a given.
I'd only done it twice, myself. Once it was some male model—and oh my god he was beautiful, but the sex was boring as hell. He loved being worshipped but didn't want to do any of the work. Another was a woman, Catherine. She said she had an "arrangement" with her husband, an open marriage. Well, I knew all about that, didn't I? The sex that night had been incredible. I saw her here sometimes, still, and she made it pretty clear I could go home with her again anytime I wanted.
"Look!" Lil was pointing and I followed her finger toward the upper deck.
"Is that—?" I squinted, shading my eyes against the strobe, but I was sure. "Jim Carrey?"
Lil grinned, bobbing her head and bumping me with her hip. I didn't get as star struck as I used to, when I first came to New York, but it still stunned me when I ran into one. I'd even seen Kate Hudson jogging in Central Park—of course, I only knew her because TMZ was following and snapping pictures. Otherwise, she just would have been another blond woman running in sweats and a baseball cap.
"I gotta pee!" I pointed to my bladder and then toward the bathrooms downstairs. Lil nodded, following me. We didn't like to get split up.
"Hey! Lil!" The voice came from behind us and Lil turned. Inwardly, I groaned, knowing the night was pretty much over. He was gorgeous, I'd give her that—but aside from the perfect hair, perfect teeth and perfect body, I didn't understand what she saw in him.
"Alek!" Her whole face lit up. I bit the inside of my cheek and tried not to roll my eyes. "What are you doing here?"
He nodded toward the bar. "Buy you a drink?"
She looked back at me and I waved her away. "Go on! I'll meet you!"
"I'll be right here!" she yelled, grabbing a stool. Alek was already ordering their drinks.
I nodded, weaving through the crowd and deciding to take a detour upstairs first. Jim Carrey was one of my little brother, Henry's, absolute favorites. It was worth a shot, right? He was still standing there near the railing, talking to someone I didn't recognize—a short, balding guy in a suit.
I dug a receipt out of my purse and climbed the stairs, hoping he wouldn't disappear before I got to the top.
"Mr. Carrey?" God, this was embarrassing. Was I really doing this? It's for Henry, I reminded myself, imagining his shock and awe when I gave it to him and told him the story—embellished, of course.
He glanced at me and then did a double-take, his eyes moving first to the plunge in my neckline and then to the hem of my skirt.
"I'm sorry to interrupt," I said, holding out the receipt and a pen. It was one of TJ's—it had his name, followed by his title, 'financial consultant,' along with his business phone number. That was when I noticed my hands were actually shaking! "But could you sign this?"
He blinked at me for a moment, as if he was considering, and then he smiled brightly, that same smile you see on screen, too big and wide and a little bit fake. "What's your name, sweetie?"
"It's for my brother," I explained as he took the pen and paper, looking around for a hard surface to write on. "His name is Henry."
"Turn around," he told his friend, and the balding guy hesitated for a moment, looking at me—he was staring, really. Then he sighed and turned, leaning over the railing slightly.
"Agents." Jim grinned at me and it was real this time. "They'll do anything."
"Thanks a lot!" the guy mumbled, glancing over his shoulder as Carrey used his back to put the receipt on. "Just because I'll bend over a railing for you..."
"Ha! It's usually the other way around, pal." Carrey scribbled his name with a flourish and then looked at me. "Let me tell you something—agents smell money like sharks smell blood." Carrey winked as he handed me both the receipt and the pen. "Nice dress. What's your name?"
"Jane." I felt more flushed now than I had on the dance floor.
"Oh no, not you!" He was just as smooth and dramatic in person as he was on screen. "You give plain Janes a bad name, sweetheart."
"Thank you." I tucked the autograph and pen away in my little purse. "And thank you again, for this."
"My pleasure." He grabbed my hand and actually bowed, leaning it to kiss it. People around us were watching and he waggled his eyebrows at me. "And a very nice view, I might add."
Now I was sure I was bright red.
"Jim." The agent saved me, clearing his throat.
"Right. Back to business." Carrey straightened and tipped me a dismissing wave. "Nice meeting you, Jane."
"You, too." I didn't even hear my name being called until I got to the stairs. If I hadn't detoured on my way to the bathroom that night to get Jim Carrey's autograph for my little brother, things would have gone very differently later, but Catherine found me again because I had, grabbing my arm and pulling me into a hug.
"It's so good to see you!" she exclaimed. I returned her affection, still flushed from dancing and my encounter with a real celebrity. I hadn't had the guts to actually go up to any of the stars I'd seen in New York since I'd been there, and probably wouldn't have this time, if it weren't for Henry. He'd seen Bruce Almighty fifteen times!
"You look gorgeous," she gushed in my ear, still holding me close. Catherine was a leggy redhead with a temperament as fiery as her hair. Even in my heels I felt short and dumpy next to her. The night she'd taken me home from 1 Oak, I felt like I was going home with a goddess.
"So do you." My returned compliment was genuine. She looked fantastic in a black mini-dress—her legs went on forever!
"You alone?" Her smile was suggestive as we parted, still standing close and practically blocking the stairway. People squeezed by us, both coming up and going down.
I shook my head. "I'm here with my friend Lil."
She looked disappointed and, for a minute, I was, too. I wondered if she was remembering the night we spent in her posh Manhattan apartment. I'd been pretty drunk—Lil's Alec had bought drinks for us all night long in hopes that she would go home with him and I had taken full advantage of his generosity. He'd taken advantage of Lil later, she said, so I guess it was a win-win for everyone that night. I couldn't help remembering what it felt like to kiss Catherine, how full and sweet her lips were, and thinking about kissing her reminded me of the taste of her pussy, completely shaved below with a fine landing strip of red hair at the top to prove, she said, that she was a real redhead.
"Listen, I have to pee." I smiled apologetically, remembering Lil waiting for me at the bar.
"I'll go with you."
And that's how we ended up downstairs in the bathroom, which looked like the Starship Enterprise and made me feel like I was peeing in outer space. It was crowded, as usual, as we pushed our way to the sinks to wash our hands. Catherine touched up her make-up, blinking fast to dry her mascara. Her eyes were big and blue, gorgeous, probably contacts—they were too bright not to be. But she was stunning.
"If you keep looking at me like that, I'm going to be forced to take you home with me again." She didn't look away from the mirror as she said the words, but her smile was slow and mischievous.
"Don't throw me in the briar patch," I quipped, adjusting the top of my dress—it really was too low-cut for someone with my cup size. I felt like I was falling out of it constantly, but at least it had gotten us through the door.
"Don't tempt me." She did look at me then, her eyes darkening, her smile fading, and I gasped when she grabbed my shoulders, pressing me against the bathroom wall between two hand-dryers and kissing me. She tasted like sweet alcohol and cherries and I didn't even care that women were moving around us to dry their hands, probably watching Catherine's long, silky tanned thigh sliding between mine, her hand reaching under the front of my dress to caress the bare flesh of my breast and thumb my nipple.
"Cat," I gasped when we parted, my thighs squeezing hers. I couldn't help myself. My pussy was pounding, sodden. "What are you doing?"
"Tempting myself." She stepped back, letting me go. I caught the eye of the woman next to me at the hand dryer. She was watching us, expressionless. Things like this happened in the 1 Oak bathroom a lot, though. I'd heard couples fucking in the stalls before, while a line of women waited to go.
"Let's dance." Catherine grabbed my hand, pulling me along. Saying 'no' to her was next to impossible.
I didn't even think of Lil until we got back upstairs and I looked for her at the bar. She'd promised to wait, but she wasn't there.
"Come on!" Catherine led me and I followed, letting her rub up against me as we danced. She turned me around, pulling my behind into the saddle of her hips as if she were a guy getting ready to fuck me. I felt the press of her breasts against my bare back, the silky material of her dress brushing against me.
"I love your tattoo." Her thumbs were there, at the small of my back. "I forgot how sexy it was."
When her fingers began tracing the Celtic design, I shivered, telling myself I had to find Lil, that I wasn't, under any circumstances, going to give in and go home with Catherine tonight. Both TJ and Ronnie had admonished me not to be too late, and I knew, just from the way they'd said it, they both wanted me in their bed. After Ronnie's morning confession, the mood between them had gone from tense to loving as the day wore on, and by the time I was getting ready to go out, they were lazing together on the sofa, watching The Marriage Ref and laughing.
"I have to find my friend." I said the words into Catherine's ear as she turned me around. The music was like an aphrodisiac. My body moved all on its own, creating delicious friction between us.
"You'll never find her in this crowd." Catherine shook her head. "Text her!"
Brilliant. Why didn't I think of that? Probably because Catherine's hands were petting my behind.
I unzipped my purse and found my phone, quickly typing in a text message to Lil.
WHERE R U?
Catherine didn't let me alone, her long limbs twining with mine, moving me to the music. God, she was something else, so hungry. It was very hard to refuse her, which was probably why I never had. The other times I'd seen her here, I'd avoided her for just this reason. I admit, I felt guilty going home with her, knowing Ronnie and TJ were waiting for me. It didn't make any sense, I knew. Technically, I was a single girl, and they were fine with me dating, encouraged me, in fact—but something in me still felt as if it were a betrayal. I didn't understand it.
DOWNSTAIRS. WITH ALEK.
Well. I knew what that meant. I texted her back.
RU GOING HOME W HIM?
I gasped when Catherine began kissing the back of my neck, my bare shoulder, instantly hardening my nipples. I glanced around. Most people weren't paying any attention to us, but a few were watching. It was quite a display of dirty dancing, the tall redhead and the little blond making out on the dance floor. And I couldn't pretend we weren't making out as she turned me around and kissed me fully on the mouth, her tongue softly touching mine, exploring. I moaned when she slipped a hand down to fondle my ass and clasp me tightly against her.
My phone, still in one of the hands wrapped around Cat's neck, vibrated, and I broke the kiss, checking the text message over her shoulder.
IWANT2
"I want you." Catherine's didn't have to say it. I knew—everyone on the dance floor knew. But she extended the invitation anyway. "Come home with me."
Lil was going home with Alek. Ronnie and TJ were home and had each other. As much as I liked to think of myself as part of them, as part of the family, they were really a separate unit, a family of their own—and a growing one. Who did I have, really?
"Do you have a car?" Last time, we'd gone to her place in a limo, a luxury that both shocked and thrilled me.
Her smile widened. "Driver's waiting outside."
Over her shoulder, I saw Jim Carrey, still standing at the railing talking to his agent, but I could swear he was looking at us. Then, when he turned to look fully at me, his eyes met mine and I knew he'd been watching. He grinned, winked and gave me a thumbs up. I almost laughed out loud.
"Okay." I acquiesced, and her eyes brightened as she took my hand, leading me through the throng of people.
I took the time to text Lil one-handed.
GO4IT!
And I told myself, as I swept through the club on Catherine's arm, that I was just taking my own advice.

* * * *We stopped for a courage-drink at the bar before we left—two shots of tequila each. The bar in the limo was stocked, too, and she kept pouring, champagne this time, petting me the whole way. But I was nowhere near as drunk as I'd been the last time we showed up at her penthouse apartment, and I'd forgotten how intimidating her wealth was. I hadn't even seen the view from her balcony before.
That night, we'd made it first to the immaculate white leather sofa, and then to her four-poster bed, where I'd woken up early and tried to sneak out. When she woke, looking as hung over as I felt but still gorgeous, her hair hanging in red waves over the side of the bed, asking where I was going, I told her, "I'll take the subway home," and took off.
"This place is...breathtaking." I looked out across the terrace to the lights of the city, flickering like fireflies in the night. The whole place was alive and moving below us.
"Nowhere near as breathtaking as you are." Catherine pulled the tie behind my neck, moving her hands over my shoulders, sweeping the material away. It puddled in a creamy, silky heap at my feet and I stood there in my panties and heels, letting her massage my breasts, standing in front of the window for all of New York to see if they wanted to.
"So sexy." She slid a hand down my belly, under the elastic edge of my cream-colored panties, her fingers parting my flesh. "Oh god, so wet...!"
I was. I knew she must be too, between the music and the dancing and the drinking and the anticipation. I wanted to turn around and kiss her, to show her how much I wanted her, how good it felt to be there, but her finger found my clit, rubbing in circles, and I was lost.
"Oh, yes..." I leaned back against her, my nipples hardening. I saw our reflection in the glass, my blond head arched back against her shoulder, her red one bent to brush kisses over my neck.
I should have felt awkward or ashamed of myself, going home with a woman I hardly knew, practically a stranger. Okay, so I'd done it once already... but I'd never called her, she'd never called me. It was just a one-night stand, a little bit of very drunk fun for both of us. I hadn't planned to ever repeat it, with her or anyone else.
But here I was again.
"Let's go to bed." I didn't want to see myself doing this, even just in reflection.
"Mmmm...not yet..." She grabbed my hips, swinging me around and pressing me against the door wall. I gasped as the cold glass met my back, but the heat of her breath warmed me when she sank to her knees, pulling my panties aside to probe my slit with her tongue.
"Cat..." I moaned in spite of myself when she sucked at my clit. "Come on. Not here."
"Right here," she insisted, pulling my panties down to my knees, her eyes meeting mine. "Right now."
I was buzzed, but I wasn't drunk. I definitely wasn't too drunk to care that we were standing in front of a window, that anyone might see us. But the more her tongue and fingers delved, the more exciting the thought became. What if someone was watching us? What if some voyeuristic guy across the way had a pair of binoculars and was standing there, cock in hand, watching Catherine lick my cunt?
"I wanted to do this to you right there in the bathroom." Her voice was husky, her fingers sliding in deep. Oh god, what if she had? The thought made me burn. "Right there on the dance floor."
Jesus. While the entire club watched?
"Oh god." I stroked the thick mass of her hair as she tongued my clit. "That's so good. I don't think... oh! I don't think I can stand up much longer..."
It was true—my knees were actually weak.
"Come here." She directed me, sitting me on the edge of the coffee table and spreading my thighs. "Don't move."
I watched as she stood, slipping out of her dress, too, and then kneeling in front of me, both of us now in panties and heels, black and white. She slipped her heels off, but mine were the strappy kind and I didn't want to take the time to struggle with the straps.
"I'm going to lick you until you come all over my face." She parted labia with her fingers, admiring my cunt. "Then I'm going to take you to my room and fuck you with a strap-on until you can't breathe or think or do anything but come and come and come for me..."



Oh my god. My whole body prickled with excitement, but she was right, I didn't have time to think. The world could have been watching and I wouldn't have cared. She worked at my pussy with her tongue, her fingers, moaning against my clit as she ate me, all the while rubbing her own cunt. I leaned back on the coffee table, pulling my knees back and spreading wide for her. I wanted her to devour me, to make me forget everything, and for a while, she did.
"So close," I managed, grabbing her hair and driving my hips upward, my nipples hardening almost to the point of pain as I climaxed, using her tongue to get myself off. She didn't complain about my roughness. In fact, she took it in stride, burying her face between my thighs, planting her mouth over my mound and staying there, smearing my juices over her mouth and chin until I was begging her to stop. 
"Ready for more?" She rained kisses over my still-quivering cunt.
I groaned, half-laughing as I sat, not sure if the dizziness was the effect of the alcohol or my orgasm. She gave me that same mischievous grin, her hair a red mass of silk over her shoulders, her breasts perfection, round and firm, her nipples pink and hard. I didn't know if they were real—I suspected not, especially in Manhattan—but didn't really care. 
"I think we gave New York enough of a show." I nodded toward the balcony, the blinds still open wide. "Let's go have a little private time." 
She led me to the bedroom I assumed she shared with her husband. I didn't ask where he was—she'd told me the last time we were here that they had an arrangement, that he knew she went out clubbing and picked up women and he was fine with it. Maybe she only did it when he was out of town, I thought, unbuckling my heels and tossing them aside. My panties and dress, I realized, were still in the living room, along with my purse and phone. 
Her bed was huge and high. I literally had to climb up onto it. There was a balcony in there, too, but she pulled the blinds before coming to join me in bed, shutting the world out. 
"You could have had your pick of any woman there tonight. Why me?" I wondered out loud as she captured my nipple in her mouth. 
"I like you," she said simply, pressing my breasts together, trying to capture both my nipples at once. My breasts were large, but not quite that large, and she had to bridge the difference with the wet lash of her tongue. "You're so young and sweet, beautiful..." 
"So are you." I looked back as she rolled me over, moving down to kiss and nibble my behind. 
Catherine laughed, her fingernails grazing the globes of my cheeks, my ass clenching in response. "How old are you? Twenty-one?"
"Twenty-three." I sounded defensive. I probably was. 
"Talk to me when you're thirty-three and you've been to a plastic surgeon twice, and you've had more Botox in your body than should be legal."
"You'd be beautiful anyway." I let her spread my thighs, her fingers searching for my clit, still so sensitive from my orgasm. "I'm sure your husband thinks you're the most beautiful woman in the world."
"I don't know." Her hand stopped moving between my legs, her lips still on my behind. 
For some reason I thought of TJ and Ronnie then, the way he looked at her when she didn't know he was watching, the way his eyes followed her around a room. Every woman should have that, I thought—one man who couldn't keep his eyes off her. 
Catherine moved to stretch out beside me and I looked over at her in the lamp light. She looked sad and I wanted to hug her.
"I didn't mean to pry," I apologized.
"No, it's okay." She shook her head. "He's a good guy. I love him and I know he loves me..."
"But?"
She slowly traced the lines of my tattoo. "This was my idea, you know."
"This?" 
"Seeing other people." She rubbed my lower back. "He didn't want to have anything to do with it."
Again, I was thinking of TJ and Ronnie. Whose idea had it been, I wondered? His or hers?
"I guess I just wanted...something more." 
Now I was curious. "Do you bring home men, too?"
"No." She kissed my shoulder, her lips soft.
"Does he see other women?" 
"Well...he could." Her breasts pressed against my side as she moved closer. "If he wanted to."
"But has he?" 
"No. Not that I know of."
I rolled to look at her, up on my elbow. "Do you think you'd be okay with it, if he did?"
"I...I think so." Her gaze fell. 
"And he's okay with...this?" I reached over and touched my index finger to her nipple. 
"I think so." She bit her lip as I cupped her breast, feeling the weight of it in my hand. "He says he is."
"You know what?" I leaned in to embrace her, my body warming hers.
"What?" she asked as I began to kiss the tops of her breasts, squeezing them both and thumbing her nipples until they grew hard.
"I think you need to not think for a while." 
Her belly was soft but flat, her skin like cream. I let my tongue dip into her navel, a preview.
"I think that's a good idea..." she whispered, her hands in my hair, pressing my head down, down...
I followed her direction as she spread her pussy lips with her fingers, her French-manicured nails showing me the way. I could smell her musky scent, her mound radiating heat. I played in the novelty of her pubic hair, just a strip at the top of her cleft, pulling and tugging gently, taking my time. I was anticipating the taste of her, the feel of her flesh against my tongue, the same and yet so different. Ronnie and I were incredibly familiar with each other. She knew what I loved; I knew how to please her. Being with Catherine was an experiment, an exploration into entirely new territory. It was blackly exciting. 
I explored her with my fingers, my tongue, letting my body remember her. I'd been really drunk last time and so had she, but tonight I was more aware and breathing her in. The mattress we were on could have been floating on a cloud, I was so lost in her.  
"Mmmmm so wet." I slid two fingers easily inside of her, pumping gently, feeling her begin to fuck me back. 
"Your tongue," she begged, arching toward my mouth. I indulged her, flicking the tip of it back and forth over her clit, teasing as I fingered her, wanting to keep her on the edge, panting. Her flesh gave in slowly as I thrust my fingers deeper, the wet sound filling the room. One thing I did remember was she liked to be fucked—and hard. 
"Come on," she urged, lifting her hips completely off the bed. "Gimme more that than, baby!"
I already had three fingers pumping but I slipped another in, twisting so all four would fit, stretching her wide. She drew her breath in sharply tugged at her own nipples, grinding her hips against my hand. 
"Deeper!" she panted, thrashing, rolling her pelvis. Her pussy was sloppy-wet, bathing me down to my wrist with her juices. "Ohhhh fuck! Yes! Janie, do it! Put your whole fucking hand in me!" 
She got just what she wanted as her body surged, her hips lunging—my entire hand disappeared into her hole, swallowing me up in sweltering heat. It was like plunging into the center of volcano. I had small hands, but still—I stared, agape, as she began to fuck me all the way to the wrist, my hand curling into a fist inside of her. 
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" She moaned with every stroke, and I let her guide things, afraid I might hurt her, but she kept on, asking for more, more. "Give it to me! Yes! Fuck me deeper! Harder!" 
"Oh my god." I panted, working hard, fucking her as deep as I dared, her cunt like a furnace, watching in awe as her lips spread for every thrust, feeling the soft give of her pussy against my fist. "This is so hot."
Her eyes were only partially open as she looked at me, her gaze full of lust. I knew she must be close. She grabbed my hair, pulling, and I gasped, following her direction as she shoved my face against her cunt. 
"Make me come," she insisted, impaling herself on my fist. "Oh yes, yes, make me come!"
I covered her mound with my mouth, sucking her clit and pumping my fist deep into her cunt. Her whole body tensed, her toes curling, and she screamed with her orgasm. I felt every contraction around the slick fist I had buried in her pussy. I could barely breathe as I watched her climax, her muscles constricting again and again, scalding my wrist and arm with her juices. 
"Ohhh wait, wait," she pleaded as I began to slide my hand slowly out. "Easy... ohhh god..." I tried to go slow, feeling the subtle spasms of her lingering orgasm against my knuckles as I straightened my fingers, easing them out of her cunt. My whole hand and arm was shiny with her and I smiled when she grabbed my hand, pulling me closer and lifting it to her mouth to lick my fingers. 
"I never did that before." I was still breathless. My whole body was on fire for her. I'd never seen anything so sexy in my life as her fucking me like that—my whole damned hand buried inside her!
"It's really good." She reached down to cup my mound. I was dripping. "Want me to do it to you?"
"No way." My eyes widened but I moaned as she cradled my cunt and rocked her hand against me.
"You'd love it." She used the heel of her hand, riding me hard. "I won't hurt you."
I shook my head, straddling the velvet expanse of her thigh. "Let me show you what I like."
"All right." Her eyes brightened as I inched my way up the long length of her silky thigh, my pussy closing in on hers. When my mound reached hers I began to rock, the softness of our lips rubbing together, back and forth. 
"When I was young, I used to do this," I admitted, arching when she rolled a little sideways, lifting her leg to give me a better angle. 
"With girls?" 
I flushed. "No. By myself. With anything I could find... pillows, stuffed animals...fence railings..."
She grabbed my hips, situating me closer. "That's fucking hot."
"Doesn't it feel good?" 
"Yes." She reached down to spread her lips. Oh god, that was really good—our pussies rubbed together, spreading liquid honey. It made me ride her faster. "But I meant...it's hot thinking about you doing this by yourself."
I closed my eyes, rolling my hips in circles, focusing on my clit and swabbing it back and forth against hers. It was like they were kissing, the soft folds of our flesh fat and oily as we rocked together. 
"Did you do it a lot?" Catherine squeezed my hips, her breath rapid. 
I nodded, not opening my eyes—I was concentrating too hard. "I had one stuffed dog I liked best." I bit my lip when one of her hands massaged my breast, flicking my taut nipple with her thumb. "Oh god! Yes! I can feel that right in my clit!" 
"Good." She tugged, twisting, and I burrowed in deep against her cunt. "Why did you like the stuffed dog best?"
"He had a hard nose." I felt my face turn scarlet with embarrassment at my confession, opening my eyes to look at her. "And I used to rub against that part like this." I let my clit linger over hers, worrying my hips around, fast, faster, holding onto her other thigh for leverage. Her skin was like silk. "My mom couldn't figure out how he got so dirty."
Catherine gave a low laugh. "Dirty girl." 
I was ashamed by my admission, but too turned-on to stop. The feel of my pussy searing over hers was euphoric, and I knew I could ride over the edge into paradise at any minute. 
"Do you like being called a dirty girl?" She hefted both breasts now, delightfully torturing my nipples. The sensation roiled through my belly and went straight to my clit in delicious, lightning-fast pulses. "A naughty little slut?" My breath rushed out in a gust when Catherine slapped my tits, opening my eyes wide. "Such a bad girl." Slap. Slap. My nipples stung and my skin reddened as she continued to smack my breasts. I twisted and rolled, pushed and pulled, my breath rapid, my heart racing. "Rub yourself off, baby. That's it!" She fucked me back, catching a rhythm sure to send me over. "Rub that hot little clit all over my cunt. Get yourself off, Janie! Do it!"
"Oh! Now! Now!" I spread wide, leaning in and splaying my pussy against hers as I came. She grabbed my tits and mashed them together in her hands, quivering underneath me, and I knew she was coming, too, wrangling me like a bucking calf as I gave her every last bit of my orgasm. 
"Oh my god!" I collapsed, my limbs going limp, letting her fold me into her arms. "Oh. My. God."
She brushed the hair away from my heated face, kissing my sweaty forehead. Our bodies were polished with sweat—we'd worked hard for that one. Exhaling, I hid my face against her breasts and she petted me—my hair, my back, my arms. 
"Damn, I didn't even get my strap-on," she murmured against the top of my head. 
"Well, we've got all night." 
She laughed, kissing me down onto the mattress as we fell into oblivion, losing ourselves in each other once again.
-----------
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I woke up hung over and I had no idea where in the hell I was. My first clue was a pair of black panties I had wrapped around my wrist. I vaguely remembered having them stuffed into my mouth at one point, and then—had they been used to tie me to the bed post?
I rolled to my back from my belly with a groan. Oh my god, I was sore! My pussy was sore, my arms were sore, my thighs actually trembled when I tried to move...
What in the hell was I doing last night?
Then Catherine sighed and shifted in her sleep, pulling the covers up, and it all came back. Well, most of it anyway. I looked at the smooth curve of her spine, her hair spilling over her shoulders like a river of fire, and felt faint. I didn't even want to think about what I'd done or said the night before. I had to get my stuff and get the hell out of there. TJ and Ronnie were going to be worried sick. They'd probably called a million times already. Where was my phone?
I found my panties and shoes on the floor and remembered my dress was in the living room. I slipped my panties on and carried my shoes, easing open the bedroom door as quietly as I could. Behind me, Catherine sighed and rolled again, but then she was quiet. The door clicked shut behind me and I crept down the hall, past half a dozen closed doors—how many rooms do they have in this apartment?—past the private penthouse elevator, looking for the living room.
The blinds were still open wide and I blinked at the brightness of the morning, my head throbbing. I'd obviously had way more to drink the night before than I'd realized. Shading my eyes and groping my way around the couch, I returned to the scene of the crime, hunting around the coffee table and in front of the door wall for my things. Problem was, they were nowhere to be found.
I stood there for a moment, lost in foggy thought, trying to recall. Had I gotten up in the middle of the night to get my clothes? I didn't think so, but I was pretty hung over. I couldn't be sure. Maybe—
"Are you looking for these?"
I probably would have screamed if my throat and mouth hadn't already been so filled with cotton.
"Who are you?" I squeaked, my arms snapping quickly closed to cover my breasts, my shoes still in hand, but I knew it was too late. And I knew, in an instant, who he was. Of course. It was Catherine's husband. If nothing else, I would have recognized him by the vanity wedding photo over the fireplace—the dark, curly hair and smiling eyes were a giveaway, although he was a few years older in person. And there he was, standing there looking scruffy and disheveled like he'd just woken up, too, wearing a navy colored robe belted at the waist and holding my clothes out in one hand like a waiter.
"I'm Josh." He took two steps forward, putting my folded dress and my purse on the coffee table and taking a step back to turn around. "Go ahead. I won't look."
"Thanks," I croaked. It was a little late for the whole not-looking thing, but I grabbed my dress and pulled it quickly over my head, wishing now that it was made of more material.
"I think you have some messages." He turned slightly to say this over his shoulder, still keeping his eyes averted. "Your phone's been beeping."
I unzipped my purse and checked. Twelve messages—ten texts and two voice mails. Of course, the voice mails were Ronnie and TJ, respectively, the first asking where I was, the second asking if I was okay. The texts were all Lil. I flipped my phone closed—I'd read them later.
"Thanks," I said again, clearing my throat. "I'm dressed now. You can turn around."
He did, giving my outfit a once-over. "It looks much better on. So what's your name?"
I smoothed my hair. "I'm sorry. I'm Jane. Janie."
"Well, Jane-Janie... it's nice to meet you." He held out his hand. I took a few barefoot steps toward him to shake it. What else could I do?
Never mind that it happened to be the hand which had been buried up to the wrist in his wife's cunt the night before... Thinking about that made me want to pass out.
"It just Janie."
"Want some coffee, Just-Janie?" He nodded behind him toward the kitchen. So that's where he'd been when I thought I was sneaking by, I realized. "It's fresh."
I shook my head. "No, I should...I need to get home."
"I'll get you a car." He walked over to the wall, reaching for a button on the intercom.
"No!" I caught up with him just in time, covering his hand with mine. He looked at me in surprise, eyebrows raised. I moved my hand as if I'd been burned. "I mean...I can take the subway."
"In that?" He blinked at me. "I couldn't live myself knowing I let you out of here to ride the subway wearing that."
"I wore it last night," I protested.
Oh crap. I'd also worn a wrap I'd checked at the door and had forgotten to retrieve when Catherine and I left 1 Oak in such a hurry the night before.
"Which is, I'm sure, one of the myriad of reasons Catherine decided to bring you home." He smiled as he began to unbelt his robe. I took a wary step back, my eyes widening, and he shook his head, shrugging the robe off his shoulders. He was wearing blue and gray striped pajama pants underneath. "Here. Put this on. Let's get you some coffee to help your head and I'll call you a car to take you home, okay?"
I reluctantly accepted the robe as he slipped it over my shoulders—it was still warm from his body—and hesitated a moment before following him and the tempting smell of coffee toward the kitchen. All the floors were hardwood, even in here, and my feet were cold. I sat on one of the bar stools, pulling the robe tight around me as I watched him take down two mugs—both matching blue, like the black and blue accents in the marble backsplash in the kitchen—and pour two cups of coffee.
"Sugar? Cream?"
I shook my head, taking the mug as he held it out and closing my eyes, sipping slowly. It was fantastically rich and good, probably fresh-ground. Even in my hung over state, I could tell that much. When I opened my eyes, I saw him watching me over his own mug.
"1 Oak?" he asked casually, leaning against the counter. It felt safer to talk to him from over here, on the other side of the bar that looked into the spacious, wide-open kitchen. The place had ceilings that went up forever.
"Yes," I confirmed, taking another gulp of coffee, my eyes watering at the heat. I studied the stainless steel refrigerator devoid of any personal affects—not even a magnet or a picture—like it was the most interesting thing in the world. "Um...can I get that ride?"
"Oh, right." There was an intercom in the kitchen, too, and he pushed a button on it. I assumed it was the doorman who responded and said he'd buzz when the car was ready. "So, Just-Janie...are you a student? An actress maybe?"
"You don't have to babysit me." I put the coffee cup down on the bar and looked at him. He really was good-looking with all that dark curly hair and olive skin, probably somewhere in his early-thirties, like Catherine. He worked out and took care of himself—his shoulders and arms were nicely defined, I'd noticed when he took off his robe—and clearly he made a good living. He also happened to have a wife who was bisexual and liked to pick up women. What more could a guy ask for in life?
"I mean... I don't know if this is weird for you..." I studied the sink this time. It was stainless, too, and immaculately clean—not even a drop of water in it.
"Well, I've met some of the women Cat's brought home." He put his coffee down on the counter. "But I admit, you're the first one I've seen naked."
I reddened. "Sorry about that."
"I'm not." He grinned. "You're a beautiful girl."
"Thanks." What else could I say? "So...and feel free to tell me to shut up, okay? But I'm curious...you never...together?" I jerked my thumb back toward the bedroom, where Catherine was still asleep. "I mean...you'd think, you know, if you can't beat 'em, join 'em?"
He shook his head. "It's her thing, not mine."
"But you're okay with it?" I took another gulp of coffee and waited for his response. My head was getting slightly clearer. Besides, the coffee was fantastic. Josh was looking past me, and he was quiet so long I almost turned around, thinking there was someone or something there, but then he shook his head as if to clear it and turned to me.
"I love Catherine." He smiled, looking apologetic. "And Catherine loves women."
Which wasn't, I thought, exactly the same thing as being okay with it. It made me sad. And it made me think of Ronnie and TJ, who had always made me feel like it was all okay, that they both wanted and loved me. It never felt strange or awkward or wrong with us.
"I'm a nanny," I said, picking up on his earlier question and trying hard to change the subject. His smile said he knew it, and I think he was even a little grateful. "I live-in. Beth is seven. She's in second grade. And I guess there's another one on the way now..."
My voice trailed off. I'd almost forgotten—Ronnie was going to have a baby. It still wasn't real to me.
"Do you like it?" He reached over and grabbed the pot of coffee to top off his cup.
"Sure." I held my mug out for more, too. "I mean, I don't want to do it forever, but..." I shrugged.
"So what do you want to do?" He poured more aromatic, deep, rich coffee goodness into my cup, and I licked my lips in anticipation.
"I'm a writer."
"Ah." He replaced the coffee pot, nodding. "Of course."
"What does that mean?" I eyed him over my mug, breathing in the scent. It was nirvana.
He shrugged. "Well you know, it's New York. Everyone's a writer or an actor..."
I took a sip, even though it was too hot and burned my tongue a little. "What do you do?"
"I'm an agent."
"Aha!" I wagged my finger at him. "So not everyone's a writer or an actor."
"Well, someone has to represent all the talent." He straightened and went to the fridge, opening it and pulling out a white box. "Are you hungry?"
I groaned when he put the box on the counter and opened it. Inside were the most delicate, delicious-looking pastries I'd ever seen, some of them decadently drizzled in chocolate, others with raspberry or strawberry or lemon.
"I don't want to puke." I reached across the bar anyway and snagged a puffy chocolate-covered thing.
"I don't blame you." He picked something with lemon on top and popped it into his mouth. "So, what do you write?"
"Little bit of everything." My mouth was full of pastry as I said it—oh my god, it so rich and buttery and scrumptious! I already wanted another one. "But lately...I mean, what I really like to write..."
I hesitated, taking a big gulp of coffee, overdosing on richness.
"Go on, you can tell me." He winked and offered the box once more. I indulged again, moaning softly as thick, sweet raspberry ooze flooded over my tongue. "I'm just some guy you'll never see again."
"Erotica." I licked the filling off my lips, catching a drip on my chin with my finger. His eyes never left me as I waited for his response. I'd never really told anyone before, excerpt for Ronnie and TJ, who occasionally enjoyed private readings.
"I see." Josh plucked another pastry from the box, something that looked almost like a chocolate-dipped cannoli. "And were you doing research last night?"
I laughed, popping the last of the raspberry-yum into my mouth. "Mystery writers don't have to kill people to write crime books, do they?"
"True enough." He took half the chocolate thing in one bite as I watched, impressed.
"So who do you represent?" I snuck my hand across to snatch one of those chocolate things. He slid the box so I could reach.
"Are you looking?" His mouth was full and he sounded decidedly Scooby-Doo-like when he asked. It made me laugh.
"Jim Carrey informed me last night that all agents are evil." Oh my god, it was actually a chocolate dipped cannoli! I bit the chocolate coating off the end and sucked at the cream, making little happy noises until I noticed Josh staring at me.
"What?" I licked my lips.
He cleared his throat and took a sip of his coffee. "You met Jim Carrey at 1 Oak last night?"
"I got his autograph for my brother." I patted my purse. "His biggest fan and all that."
"You know, if you're serious about being a writer, you're going to need an agent." He closed the box and I looked at it longingly as it disappeared back into the refrigerator. "We may be evil, but we are, I'm afraid, a necessary one."
I shrugged, licking cream off my fingers. "Lots of people have made it without agents."
"That's a myth." He leaned against the counter, watching me slip my fingers into the soft shell of the cannoli, looking for more cream.
"Of course you'd say that." I sucked my fingers enthusiastically. "You're an agent."
Josh shrugged, standing up and holding his coffee mug, sipping slowly, still watching me. I stared thoughtfully at my dessert-for-breakfast, contemplative.
"What can an agent do for me I can't do for myself?"
I'd tried pretty hard in the couple years, since moving in with Ronnie and TJ, to get published. I had a stack of rejection letters shamefully shoved under my desk blotter to prove it. I'd almost decided give up and start writing porn instead of erotica—there was always a paying market for that stuff in Hustler or Forum. Either that, or I was going to have to start writing about vampires—very handsome, sparkly ones with Victorian-era names and lots of teenage angst.
TJ knew people and had put me in touch with a few agents, but I thought Jim Carrey was right. Agents followed the money and I hadn't made any. None of the ones I'd talked to thought I really had the potential to make enough for them, was my guess. Erotica was a niche market, and I wasn't going to make any real money there. Everyone said so. None of the agents TJ put me in touch with would even look at my writing after I said the word "erotica."
"First of all, an agent keeps you out of the slush pile." Josh interrupted my thoughts and winced at the words. Every aspiring writer dreaded the slush pile—that huge slushy pile of unsolicited manuscripts sent in by unknown authors looking to be published. "And to tell you the truth, a lot of the big houses stopped doing slush after 9/11 and the anthrax scare. The playing field has narrowed. Considerably."
"But it still happens..." I put my chocolate cannoli down, suddenly feeling queasy.
"People still win the lottery, too." Josh laughed, but it wasn't funny. He reached over and put his hand on my arm, meeting my eyes. "Look, an agent will get you in the door. An agent will get you a fair and fast read, which is all an author can really ask for, and if your book is accepted, an agent will get you a better money deal, hands down. That's what an agent can do for you."
I frowned. "Are you a good agent?"
He smiled, raising an eyebrow. "Are you a good writer?"
"I'm very good." I looked down at his hand on my arm and back up at him.
He nodded. "So am I."
The intercom buzzed and we both jumped.
"Car's ready," Josh said, as if I hadn't heard the doorman say so. "Do you have everything?"
I shrugged. I hadn't come with much. I stood, opening his robe and taking it off. "Here. Thanks."
"Don't mention it." He slung it over his arm, looking across the bar at me. "Tell you what, let me give you my card."
"I don't know if that's a good idea."
He was already opening a kitchen drawer, taking out a white card and a pen and sliding it across to me. "Go ahead and write down your phone number and email on the back."
I hesitated, frowning, pen in hand. "I don't know..."
"What have you got to lose?" He opened the drawer, taking out another card. "I mean, I've already seen you naked."
I blushed and laughed, writing both my cell and email on the card and sliding it back to him.
"Here, take this one." He scribbled something on the back. "That's my personal email."
"Thanks." I zipped it up inside my purse. "I guess I better go."
"I'll walk you to the elevator."
It was just around the corner and down the hall, and I didn't bother with my shoes, carrying them in one hand.
"That really is a great dress," Josh remarked as he pushed the button. The doors opened immediately and he held them for me. "I can see why Catherine brought you home."
"Tell her I said..." Yikes. What should I say? I cringed, feeling awkward. "Tell her I said goodbye."
He nodded. "Goodbye to you, too, Just-Janie. Nice meeting you."
"Bye, Josh." I gave him a little wave as the doors closed before leaning against the back wall of the elevator and letting out a huge pent-up breath.
I quickly dug out my phone, flipping it open to scroll through messages, seeing Lil's last one first:
OMG THE NITE I HAD! W8 TIL U HEAR!
You're not the only one, I thought, smiling and thinking of my unexpected night with Catherine—and my even more surprising morning encounter with her husband.
What were the odds of a writer meeting her future agent after spending the night having sex with his wife? I wondered. Those were long odds, I figured. Crazy-odds. The kind of odds Vegas wouldn't even let you bet on.
Those were lottery-winning odds. And strangely, that's just what it felt like, seeing Josh's card tucked away in my purse—like I'd won the lottery. I just wasn't quite sure yet exactly what my prize might be.
* * * *
I tried to sneak in as quietly as I could. It was still early and I was hoping, since it was a Sunday, everyone, including Beth, would still be sleeping.
I went in the front door because the side door that went through the kitchen had a squeaky screen. I leaned there for a moment as I gently closed the front door behind me. What a night! I still felt a little hungover, although I'd had worse mornings. I was mostly just exhausted. Catherine and I hadn't slept much last night. I warmed at the memory and wondered what to tell Ronnie and TJ, because I knew they were going to ask where I'd been, what I'd been doing, and more importantly, why I hadn't called.
Maybe I could go to bed for a few hours and pretend I'd been there most of the night? I started toward my room but stopped when I heard voices from the kitchen. Ronnie and TJ were awake, and I had to pass the kitchen door to get to my bedroom. Damnit. I inched forward, holding my breath, listening.
"It's not that." TJ sighed deeply. "But I told you before, I just don't know if I can go through that again."
Ronnie spoke up, sounding angry. "I went through it, too, you know."
"I know you did." He sighed again. "Come here."
"I just want you to be happy." Ronnie's voice sounded muffled, not angry now, and I knew he was probably holding her.
"I am happy!" TJ sounded sincere. "I'm just...scared. I almost lost you. We almost lost Beth. I don't want that to happen again."
"I know." Ronnie sighed and I stood there, wondering what had happened. Had Beth's birth been so difficult? I knew she'd had a c-section—she still had the scar, low and faded at her bikini line. But lots of women had those. I hadn't really given it much thought past kissing it as I made my way south or north on her body.
"I mean, look at me," he laughed ruefully. "I couldn't sleep all night, worried about our other girl."
I startled, knowing he was talking about me, feeling even more guilty.
"I wish she'd call or something. I just want to know she's safe," he said.
"I'm sure she's okay," Ronnie reassured him. "She probably went home with someone."
He snorted. "I don't like that idea either."
"Can't have your cake and eat it, too..." Ronnie laughed.
"I sure can..." he disagreed, and I knew that low tone in his voice, the one that told me he was turning wolfish, on the prowl.
Feeling guilty, I decided to make my presence known.



"Morning, guys..." I stepped into the kitchen, seeing them both standing by the sink, Ronnie wrapped in TJ's arms. She was in her robe and he was wearing pajama bottoms. "Sorry I didn't call..."
"Janie!" Ronnie smiled and held her hand out. "Where were you, you naughty girl?"
"Yeah, I...uh...slept over." I went to them at her invitation, and warmth enveloped me on both sides.
Ronnie grinned. "How was he?"
"She, actually..." I confessed, biting my lip. 
"Really?" Ronnie looked up at TJ. "See, I should be the one who's jealous."
"Neither of you have any reason to be jealous." I tucked my head against TJ's shoulder and squeezed Ronnie's hand, which had found its way into mine. "I should have just come home."
"That bad?" TJ wrapped an arm around me and caressed my hip.
"Not bad, just..." I didn't know how to tell them what it felt like being outside of the circle of their arms, their love. "I don't know, meaningless sex feels good at the time, but it doesn't feel so good afterwards..." 
TJ's hand moved over my dress, pulling it up in back and sliding under the elastic of my panties to massage my ass. "Well, how about some meaningful morning sex to make up for it?"
"But I'm so sore." I groaned, turning my face up to be kissed anyway. He tasted like coffee. I probably did, too.
"Just what were you doing?" Ronnie inquired, raising an eyebrow. 
"Well..." I squirmed, feeling sheepish. "Let's just say...those toy cocks are way more dangerous than real ones."
"That is so not a good thing to tell a man." TJ laughed. "Good thing I'm so secure in my masculinity and all."
"Where's Beth?" I asked, suddenly realizing we were standing in the middle of the kitchen all mashed together. 
"She slept over Isabelle's last night, remember?" Ronnie tucked a piece of stray hair behind my ear. "We were hoping you'd come home and join us last night..."
"Oh, right. Isabelle." I moved away, stretching and yawning and ignoring her comment. I noticed TJ looking at me hungrily in my dress but I just couldn't muster the energy. "Then maybe I'll go back to bed for a while."
"Sleep tight." Ronnie rested her head against TJ's chest as I turned toward the door, glad they weren't really mad. 
"Don't let the bedbugs bite," TJ added, making me smile. 
"Oh, one good thing..." I stopped at the door and looked back, seeing TJ's arms wrapped tightly around his wife again. "I might have an agent."
"You met an agent at 1 Oak?" Ronnie sounded dubious.
"I actually met Jim Carrey at 1 Oak last night." I patted my purse. "I got his autograph for Henry. But the agent, well...I met him at Catherine's."
"Catherine?" TJ inquired.
"The woman I went home with last night." I blushed. I couldn't help it. 
"He went home with you?" TJ frowned.
"No...he was already there. I mean..." I took a deep breath. "He's her husband."
TJ blinked. "You spent the night with both of them?"
"No..." I was quick to dispel that. "Just Catherine. I met him in morning."
Ronnie and TJ exchanged looks. 
"So what's this guy's name?" TJ asked. 
"Josh..." I stopped, actually having to search my memory for Catherine's last name. "Josh Wickham."
TJ blinked longer this time, looking not just surprised, but actually shocked.. 
"Do you know him?"
"I know of him." 
"Is that a good thing?" I asked. 
"He represents some pretty big names."
"Oh?" Now I was really curious. "Like who?"
"Stieg Larsson. Maya Angelou. Oh, and JK. Rowling."
"You're kidding me." I knew my mouth was gaping and tried to close it. "Why would he give me his card?" 
Ronnie snorted. "Because he wants to get into your pants?" 
I waved that idea away. "He already saw me out of them... well, most of the way out of them."
"Oh really?" TJ perked up at that. 
"Long story." I laughed, shaking my head. "Will you wake me up when Beth gets home?"
"I'll send her in to wake you up," Ronnie agreed, grinning. 
I groaned. "Gee, thanks."
I went to my room, leaving them there to talk—and I was sure they were talking about me. At least I'd changed the subject from the baby, I thought, peeling off my dress and panties, contemplating a shower. Tired won, though, and I collapsed naked on my bed, pulling the covers up. 
Then I remembered the text messages from Lil. I sighed, searching blindly on the floor for my purse and finding it. I located my phone, flipping it open and scrolling through. She had Alek had gone back to his place. Well, that was new. Usually it was her place. And he'd stayed all night, apparently. That was new, too. And they were going out to breakfast. Wow. Alek was one of those "I have to sleep in my own bed" types who left at four in the morning. 
I got to the end of the texts and realized I also had a voice message. TJ or Ronnie again, I figured, clicking 'dial' and waiting for the phone to connect to my voice mail. 
"Hi Just-Janie, it's Josh." 
I stared at my cell, blinking. He'd called? Already? When? I realized then that I'd turned my phone to 'silent' when I checked my messages at Catherine's. 
"I was wondering if you wanted to go to dinner tonight. How's Masa? I can pick you up at seven."
Tonight? Dinner? Masa? Was he serious? It was the most expensive restaurant in New York—like, $1000 for a romantic dinner for two expensive. And reservations were booked in advance for months. How in the world had he managed it?
"But I have to be honest...this is purely personal. Not business. I want to see you. Again. Probably wearing more clothes this time, if that's your preference. Although I really did like the dress..."
His voice trailed off and he cleared his throat. "Anyway, yeah, so I'd like to take you out on a date. And my wife's totally okay with the whole seeing other people thing, as you know, and since you were here after spending the night with her, well, I figured you must be okay with it, too... so I thought I'd give it a shot. What do you say, Just-Janie? Would you like to go out on a date with me?"
Did I want to go out on a date with Josh? No business, purely personal?
"You've got my numbers. Give me a call. Or text me. Or whatever."
I wasn't going to get an agent out of this, I realized. I was going to get another complicate triangulated relationship. And could I really afford that? I looked at the phone, frowning. Catherine was a goddess...but I wasn't in love with her and didn't think I ever could be. But Josh? I remembered talking with him, sharing coffee and canollis, and my whole body felt like a pot just coming to boil.
"Bye for now, Just-Janie."
I can't, I told myself. This is a really bad idea. Getting involved with Josh after going to bed—twice—with Catherine? While I was already sandwiched firmly between TJ and Ronnie? No. It was a very, very bad idea.
2NITE. 7. I HAVE HOTTER DRESSES. --JJ
I texted him anyway, signing it "JJ" for "Just Janie." The name made me smile. I put my phone back into my purse, leaving the ringer on "silent." 
Whatever the response, I'd find out when I woke up.
When I drifted off, I found I wasn't thinking about my incredible night with Catherine, even though every movement I made served to remind me. Instead, I was thinking about the way her husband looked at me over a cup of coffee, his dark eyes smiling but hungry, as if he could eat me up in a moment if he got the chance.
Had I just given him the chance? 
I secretly hoped I had. 
-----------
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The guy had the most beautiful cock she had ever seen.
Not that she'd really seen that many. Carrie had seen her father's and her brother's, of course, but neither in a sexual way. There had been four boys, though, two in high school and two during her freshman year in college. All of them had rather average penises, although the last one, Mike, had been very proficient in using his. But this guy...
He was exquisite. The sight of him made her ass clench and her belly thrum with excitement. And that just wasn't okay.
Because she'd sworn off men during her freshman year, had even thought about switching teams—she loved women, and was attracted to them almost as equally as men. At least, that's what she'd told herself after Mike, and for three years, she'd believed it—until she saw the guy with the gorgeous cock stroking it in the dorm bathroom.
And it was all her own damned fault.
They had co-ed dorms, each gender separated by floors. She was on the second, in a room on the end, and the bathroom was all the way at the other end of the long tiled hallway. At three in the morning, snuggled under the covers with an aching bladder full of beer and an already-throbbing head, Carrie would fight her body, listening to her roommate, Maureen, snoring softly in the darkness, until she couldn't stand it for another minute.
By that time, the distance down the hall to the left seemed like miles. It was much faster to sprint down the short flight of stairs to her right where, just inside the door at the bottom, the first floor bathroom sat empty and oh-so-accessible. If it just happened to be the boys' bathroom, well, she could always feign intoxication, apologize profusely and skedaddle—she had, on one occasion, interrupted a guy at a urinal, whose surprise had nearly caused a horrible zipper accident.
But most of the time, she simply slipped in, quickly relieved herself, and was back in her own bed before anyone spotted her. Besides, it was summer now, and only a fraction of the school's student body was even on campus. The odds of her getting caught went down considerably during summer term.
She probably would have slipped in and out unnoticed that night, too, except she heard his low, soft moan. She sat, her bladder throbbing blissfully in relief, and listened, her breath still in her throat. At first, she assumed it was some drunk guy moaning to the porcelain god, about to toss his cookies. Then he moaned again, and she distinctly heard him whisper hoarsely, "Yeah, baby, fuck me!"
The words made her flush with heat, and when she wiped herself, her pussy was moist with more than just urine. She sat frozen, barely breathing, her whole body attuned to the sound. She couldn't quite tell where it was coming from. It wasn't any of the six bathroom stalls—like most men's rooms, none of them had doors, and she was in the very last. So where was he?
Carrie stood and, instead of flushing, crept out of the stall in pink stockinged feet, pulling her robe more tightly around her. The stalls were behind a wall—at least it gave them some modicum of privacy—and the sinks were on the other side of that. She'd peeked in before heading toward a stall and hadn't seen anyone.
"Oh god, yeah! Gimme that hot little pussy!"
Carrie stopped and blinked, her own little pussy suddenly quite hot, looking at the row of sinks, which all stood empty, the mirror above the first one reflecting her smeared mascara and a disheveled blond mass of hair. Then she glanced at the row of shower stalls across from the sinks with a dawning realization.
"Oh that's so good! Fuck me hard!" The guy made a low growl in his throat that sent shivers through her as she crept closer to the showers. The bathrooms in the building were all the same, and the showers down here were no different than they were upstairs, six stalls across with dark brown curtains you could draw for privacy. Only one of them was pulled closed, and that's where she was sure the voice was coming from. It was the biggest shower stall, the handicapped-accessible one.
The one with the bench.
That's when she knew she had to see him. Just the image of him stretched out on that tiled slab, cock in hand, had her breathless with lust. She could hear his breath now, fast and harsh. The shower wasn't on and the tile under her feet was dry as she neared the curtain, listening to him moan and grunt behind it.
"Don't stop," he whispered—a true whisper this time, but she could hear it. He was just on the other side of the fabric barrier. Did she dare? "You like that cock? You like it up inside you like that?"
She actually had to bite her lip to keep from moaning her agreement, and without another thought, her hand slipped between the slit in her robe to cup her mound through the cotton stretch of her panties as she used just one finger of her other hand to inch the edge of the curtain aside. That was all she needed.
It took all of her willpower not to gasp at the sight of him, like some bronzed Greek god. The bench was long enough for him to stretch out, and he was completely nude, a pair of boxers beside him on the floor, a dark-colored material—a robe—spread out beneath him over the tile's surface. His eyes were closed—thank god—the hair on his head dark and curly, his mouth slightly open as he pumped his fist between his legs.
She took in all of this in an instant, the overhead fluorescents, which stayed on throughout the night, giving her a clear view of the lewd scene, and while she noted and appreciated the defined muscles in his arms, chest and stomach and the dark line of hair that extended from his navel downward, her focus centered solely on his cock, thick and hard and fucking the fist wrapped around it.
She recognized him, of course—he was in her Comparative Religion class, and had been in her Psychology class two years before. She'd seen him coming and going, they'd even nodded "hi" to each other in passing. Her roommate Maureen had talked about him a few times—he was on the soccer team with Maureen's boyfriend, James. What was his name again? Steve...something...Brumbaugh? She couldn't remember.
Leaning against the wall, she watched, unable to ignore the insistent pulse between her own legs. Her fingers slipped under the elastic leg of her panties, noting the wet cotton crotch, before parting the dark blonde tangle of curls that barred the way to her core. The heat of her pussy was incredible, and she slipped her fingers inside as she watched him thrust into his own fist.
She usually didn't use any sort of penetration when she masturbated, preferring just to circle her clit to completion, but his cock made her weak with longing. He was imagining some girl fucking him, she knew, and she found herself wanting to be that girl, aching to climb on top of him and go for a long, wet ride on that magnificent thing. She rocked her hand, back and forth, fingering herself, catching his rhythm, her thumb teasing her clit, and it took everything she had not to whimper in pleasure.
"Ohhh fuck! Don't make me come yet!" He moaned, his head going back, his hips rocking up, his hand still now, squeezing so hard the tip of his cock practically turned purple. Carrie watched, trying to control her breath, as he slowly released his death grip and a thick trickle of pre-cum slid down the glorious length of his dick.
"That was close," he whispered and she nodded in agreement, swallowing hard and leaning her hot forehead against the cool tile. He shook his cock a little from side to side and then slapped it gently against the hard muscles of his belly. Seeing him do that was both sexy and embarrassing—he thought he was completely alone, having a private fantasy, and she damned well knew she should get back to her room as fast as she could. Not only was she in danger of him seeing her, there was the added threat that anyone could walk into the bathroom at any minute.
"I want your mouth."
Carrie groaned inwardly, her salivary glands already working overtime. If there was one thing she loved, truly loved, it was giving head. She may have made it through high school a virgin, but none of her boyfriends could complain they weren't satisfied. All of them had praised her oral skills, even the very first one, and she'd only gotten better with time.
"Suck me off, baby, while I lick your sweet little cunt."
Oh yes. That was her other favorite thing. It was no wonder she'd decided batting for the other team wasn't such a bad idea, given how much oral sex she'd shared with girlfriends in high school and college. She loved the taste of pussy almost as much as she loved sucking cock. Maybe more. God, it was so hard to choose.
"That's it, alllll around the tip," he urged, and her eyes widened as he licked his hand and made a circle with his thumb and forefinger, easing it over the already slick head of his cock. He began to stroke it that way, no fist this time, just the circle of his finger and thumb moving over the head.
Right where I want my mouth, she thought, her fingers busy again, this time back at her clit instead of inside. She'd stopped worrying about him seeing her—he was too focused on what he was doing to notice or probably care—and hell, so was she.
"Oh god, I love the taste of your pussy," he murmured, and Carrie flushed as she quickly tasted herself, musky and pungent, before slipping her fingers back into her panties. They were soaked now, and she didn't dare rub herself too hard, or he would hear the wet sound of her pussy. "Yeah, baby, come all over my face!"
Oh god. She rocked her hips, biting her lip hard as she did as she was told, imagining his tongue, his hands gripping her hips. Her clit throbbed with her climax, her pussy clamping down hard, and she wished, for the first time in a long time, that she had a cock inside of her as she came—his cock.
"Ahhhhhh god, I'm gonna come in your mouth!" he growled, bucking up, his fist taking over, pumping so fast it was all a blur. "Take it! Swallow it!"
Carrie did, lifting her wet fingers to her mouth again and sucking deep, watching a hot geyser of cum spill over his knuckles. His belly clenched and rolled as he moaned with pleasure, his cum frothing over the head of his dick as he thrust hard into his hand.
"Oh fuck," he murmured, his other arm thrown over his eyes. He was panting now, catching his breath, and she was glad, because so was she, and she didn't want him to hear her. When he sat up quickly, she nearly ran, but then he was standing, tossing his boxers onto the bench, his back to her as he quickly washed off in the shower.
She dared to linger, knowing she shouldn't, appreciating this new view, his ass cheeks clenching as he lathered his cum-covered cock with the soap from the dispenser on the wall. I could use a shower, she thought, watching the water bead on his tanned skin. The sight of him was mesmerizing, and she blamed her slow response on her fixation when he quickly twisted the knob to turn off the water, turning to grab his robe.
The sudden motion startled her, and it would have been fine if the tile beneath her feet hadn't been wet and soapy from his quick shower, the second drain behind her designed to capture the runoff. She didn't just step back, she leapt back, and slipped, going down hard on the tile—so hard her teeth rattled.
"What the hell?"
The curtain flew open and he stood there in his robe, his boxers in hand, gaping down at her.
"I'm sorry," she apologized meekly from the floor, her whole body flushed with embarrassment. It was horribly awkward, but she scrambled to her feet, making a bee-line to the exit.
"Hey!" he called after her, but she straight-armed the door, tearing up the stairs and into her room.
She stood there, panting harshly in the darkness, waiting for Maureen to wake up and ask what in the hell was going on. When she didn't, Carrie slid out of her robe and stripped off her wet socks, shoving them shamefully under the bed before climbing into it and hiding under the covers, hoping morning would never come.
* * * *
Carrie hated working in the cafeteria. Nothing screamed "I'm poor!" more than serving her classmates food every day. But she was poor. And they all had wealthy parents. Hell, they all had parents. That was more than she had.
"Where's Juliana?" Carrie poked her head out of the kitchen to see her staff sitting at a table together eating Frosted Flakes and scrambled eggs. She'd been the student manager since her freshman year.
"Sick," was the reply someone mumbled through a mouthful of granola, and Carrie rolled her eyes and sighed. Sick, translated in college-speak, meant hungover. Great. She was going to have to work the register.
It wasn't that it was a hard job—it was actually the easiest job description in the world. You just had to sit there and run cards through the machine. Still, she hated it. She hated the way they looked at her. Maybe she imagined the looks of pity, but it was the glassy not-there looks that bothered her the most. She was invisible, other, not a part of them.
At least it was mindless. She opened the doors when her staff had cleared their dishes and moved off to their stations. There was a power in that, seeing her hungry classmates lined up outside the locked glass doors, waiting to be let in. Still, it felt hollow, and it was.
Carrie sat and ran the first glut of cards as quickly as she could, the line backing up behind her, the chatter inane. And still, she envied them. She wanted to stand in line, too, oblivious to the concerns of the service worker sliding her I.D. through the card reader as she talked with her friends and worried about her finals.
Well, she was worried about her finals—but she was always worried about her grades. She'd lose her scholarship if she didn't, and in spite of Maureen's urging, she often turned down invitations to go out with the gang on a Friday or Saturday night because she had to study.
Two more weeks, she told herself, running another card through the reader and handing it back without even looking. At least the summer semester was slower than most. There would be a two week break between the end of the summer and the beginning of fall term, and she usually dreaded that brief break, with nowhere to go, no home to go to, but this year Maureen had talked her into coming with her to Key West. She'd been saving all year for the trip. And it was just one more year of school after that and she'd be free.
She reached for the next card—the line had thinned out now, and students were coming in sporadically—but it stuck fast in the hand holding it. Carrie looked up in surprise and felt her stomach drop when she saw was whose card it was. Her eyes moved up to meet his. He was smiling.
"Hi, Carrie."
Stephen J. Baumgartner. That's what it said on his card, she could see it printed next to the picture his thumb was half-covering.
"Uh, hi," Her cheeks felt like they were on fire. Last night was a dream. That's what she told herself when she'd turned off her alarm this morning and Maureen had pulled a pillow over her head as Carrie started getting ready to work the breakfast shift. It was all a fuzzy dream through the haze of Friday night drinking—she hadn't really slipped into the men's bathroom downstairs and watched a guy jerking off in the shower.
Except here he was, and just seeing him standing next to her, wearing the unofficial campus uniform—jeans, a preppy Polo shirt and loafers—brought it all back in a rush. She'd seen him out of those clothes, and the image of him sprawled on the shower bench, his cock in hand, was burned into her memory like a brand.
"So..." He let the word dangle and she flushed, willing someone to come in the door behind him. He'd finally let his card go and she ran it through the machine, handing it back when the indicator light went from red to green. The picture on it was a good one—he was photogenic, apparently, his dark hair a curly mop, a mischievous, lop-sided grin on his tanned face. Who took a good school I.D. picture, for pete's sake? No one! She had her eyes half-closed in hers, her honey-colored hair pulled back into a severe ponytail.
"There's gonna be a frat party tonight." He took his card back, slipping it into his wallet.
So they were going to pretend nothing had happened. Okay, she could do that. It was a relief to at least have a direction. But why was he telling her about it?
"Yeah, I'm sure Maureen will be there." That was all she could figure—he was interested in her roommate. Maureen never missed a frat party, finals be damned. Of course, she didn't have to worry about her grades, either. Her parents hadn't sent her to a small, prestigious New England school to get good grades—they'd sent her to find a suitable husband.
"What about you?" His smile was infectious and she had to fight the urge to smile back.
Instead, she shook her head. "Finals coming up."
"So you're gonna be all alone in your room studying all night?"
"I guess." She shrugged.
"Want some company?" Damn that smile. She thought he couldn't get any better-looking and then he went and smiled.
"I study better alone." It was usually enough of a rebuff for most guys.
He leaned toward her, palms flat on the table she was sitting at, his gaze fixed on hers. "Could be more fun with a partner."
Were they still talking about studying? She took a deep breath and looked away, behind him, where someone was coming in for breakfast. Thank god.
"I don't need a study-buddy, but thanks for the offer," she said, waving her hand dismissively as she reached past him to take an outstretched card.
"Ouch." The guy who gave her the card—she didn't know his name but recognized him by the bright red shock of hair on his head and a matching beard—slapped Stephen on the back and grinned. He must have overheard. She gave him his card back as he steered Stephen past her table, toward the cafeteria. "Come on, Doc, they don't call her the Ice Queen for nothing!"
Carrie sat there, all the air sucked from her lungs. Ice Queen? Did they really call her that? It was so far from the truth it was almost funny, but she wasn't laughing. In fact, she found herself on the verge of tears.
She heard laughter as the two of them got into line. Her face burned and her eyes stung. She just sat there, motionless, her breath stuck somewhere in her chest.
Ice Queen, am I? she thought, her eyes narrowing, her mouth drawing into a tight bow. We'll see about that.
* * * *
Carrie was still wet from her shower—she always took a long, hot shower after a shift at work, even a breakfast one—wrapped in a towel and just sitting on the edge of her bed, when Maureen came back from her morning class.
"Hey Mo?" Carrie asked, using Maureen's nickname and looking up at her friend as she tossed her books on her bed and headed straight for their little refrigerator to grab a soda.
"Hmm?" Maureen pulled the tab on the soda and tossed it into the garbage, already gulping.
"Do you think I'm frigid?"
A sugary spray of Pepsi came out of Maureen's mouth and she gasped, blinking her watery eyes and wiping her face with the back of her hand. "What?"
Carrie frowned, trying to make the quiver in her lower lip disappear. "Do they all really call me the Ice Queen?"
"Oh sweetie..." Maureen put her Pepsi on the dresser and came over to sit next to Carrie on the edge of the bed. "It's just something they say to make themselves feel better...I mean, you're kind of cool with the guys, you know?" She slipped an arm around her friend's waist, resting her dark head against Carrie's shoulder. "They just don't know you like I do."



"But they're right. "Carrie sighed. "I am an Ice Queen."
Maureen made a small denying noise in her throat, pushing her roommate back onto her little twin bed. The towel came undone easily and Carrie didn't move to cover herself as Maureen stretched out beside her.
"They're blind." Maureen's mouth covered Carrie's nipple, sucking hard. Oh god, that was good. They'd been very drunk and horny and had been up practically all night talking about sex the first time they'd done anything like this together their freshman year, but it was something they fell into easily now, without even thinking.
"Look how hard your nipples get." Maureen tugged gently at the other one between thumb and forefinger. "And I bet you're already wet."
Carrie sighed softly, her hips shifting. She was wet, had been wet all night and all morning, just remembering Steve and his exquisite cock. Running into him had only made it worse.
"Maybe I just forgot how to be with men." Carrie welcomed Maureen to her breasts, her hands moving through her dark spiral curls as Maureen's tongue lashed against the pink ache of her nipples, one after the other.
"Maybe you should give it another shot," Maureen murmured her bare thigh wedged nicely between Carrie's legs, the button of her jean shorts biting into the soft press of her friend's belly.
"Something happened last night..." Carrie confessed, wiggling in anticipation as Maureen's hot mouth made a trail from her breasts down to her navel.
"What?" Maureen's fingers were deft, practiced, sure. She knew just what her lover wanted, parting the glistening blonde curls and circling Carrie's clit with her thumb. "Tell me."
Carrie did, hesitantly at first, embarrassed, but her words and her breath came faster the more she remembered—and the more urgently Maureen's fingers worked between her thighs.
"Did it turn you on?" Maureen's mouth had found her center, her tongue teasing the little ridge of Carrie's clit. "Did you want his cock?"
"Yes." Carrie flushed, closing her eyes and imagining it—his fingers, his mouth, his cock. She couldn't help herself, even with Maureen's tongue making delicious circles just where she liked it, her long delicate well-manicured fingers spreading Carrie's pussy lips wide.
"Do you want it more than you want my pussy?" Maureen teased, moving quickly to stand next to the bed and wiggle out of her shorts, leaving her pussy exposed near Carrie's eye-level. She had a beautiful cunt, her dark pubic hair sparse, her outer lips swollen, but the inner ones were pink and puffy and always peeked out a little. Her clit hid at the top, the button of her pleasure center that Carrie loved to control with her fingers, her mouth, her tongue.
"Come here." Carrie reached her arms out and Maureen assumed their favorite position, straddling her friend's face while burying her own between Carrie's already open thighs. They settled in together that way, making little noises in their throats, both of them enjoying the giving and receiving at once.
Maureen's tongue moved back and forth over that sweet, sensitive spot, and Carrie rubbed her palms over her own nipples, sending pleasure waves down through her belly toward her hips. Everything was centered where Maureen's mouth was licking and sucking, soft, wet friction that made her wiggle, wanting more.
Carrie loved to taste her—it made her even more excited, feeling flesh against her tongue, tasting her sweet juices as they ran down her chin. Carrie grabbed Maureen's hips, pulling her against her mouth, licking and sucking, wild and unrestrained. Maureen's tongue was flicking faster and faster and Carrie made small noises in her throat, urging her on as she licked her little, swollen spot, too, back and forth, again and again.
Maureen was making noise now, too, and Carrie loved her noises and how her thighs tightened and her hips rocked, using her tongue for Maureen's pleasure. Carrie found herself fast approaching orgasm. It wasn't a sweet, slow spiral upward anymore, now she was flying, racing headlong toward that exquisite release. Maureen's tongue and mouth were a soft, wet, glorious push. Carrie moaned and twisted underneath her, wrapping her arms around her hips and feeling Maureen mash herself against Carrie's face, tongue buried in the folds of her flesh until she could barely breathe, but she didn't care.
It started like a small earthquake, rumbling through Carrie's pelvis and shuddering her hips as she bucked and arched. Maureen was making little noises, knowing the sound and feel of Carrie at her pinnacle, licking faster than ever. Carrie gasped and moaned and forgot about her friend spread over her face for a moment, lost completely in her own pleasure.
"Oh, god, Mo," Carrie whispered, Maureen's fingers moving there, still, sending jolts through her, and she put her whole mouth over Maureen's pussy, rolling with her until she was on her back. Maureen gasped and wiggled, her breath fast and her hips rolling as Carrie licked and licked and licked. Maureen's hands gripped her bottom, her nails digging into flesh, but Carried didn't care. She could hear Maureen making that "ah, ahh" noise that she made when she was close.
"Oh yes, yes!" Maureen cried, gripping Carrie's hips and arching her back. She was quivering, her belly convulsing, undulating, the little bud of flesh under Carrie's tongue pulsing with pleasure. Carrie didn't stop, still teasing her more with her tongue.
Maureen was quick to orgasm again, her nails digging into Carrie's sleek, tanned thighs, but she was also quick to recover, insatiable, always wanting more. Carrie moved slower, her journey toward another climax building and then receding, the world tilting in sway at the moment she reached her pinnacle, her hips bucking and thrashing so hard that Maureen had to grab them to hold her still, her mouth fastened tightly over Carrie's quivering pussy.
It was like a dance, the two of them moving together, back and forth, their bodies becoming slick with sweat and each other's juices and saliva, neither of them paying any attention to the sound of girls running up and down hall, the music coming from the dorm room next door. They were lost in each other, tongues and mouths and fingers and breath, dizzying pleasure cresting again and again, until finally, they were both breathless, cheeks pressed to thighs, faces wet and eyes closed, like two naughty nursing kittens finally sated.
They'd been doing this together for three years, and no one suspected. Not even Maureen's overly-protective boyfriend, James, the one-day minister. Of course, it helped that he went to another school several miles away and wasn't on their campus all the time. It made this easier. It made a lot of things easier for Maureen—including things like going to frat parties.
"Mo?" Carrie's fingernails gently stroked her friend's long legs, making her shiver.
"Hmm?" Maureen's reply was small, dreamy, faraway.
"I'm coming with you to the frat party tonight."
Maureen's head shot up."But finals—"
"Fuck finals." Carrie grinned as her friend sat up, turning quickly around to face her.
"Who are you and what have you done with my roommate?" Maureen grinned, too, her eyes bright.
"The Ice Queen?" Carrie shrugged, trying hard to look nonchalant. "She's dead."
* * * *
The Ice Queen might be dead, but I'm freezing, Carrie thought, looking at the five completely mismatched cards in her hand. She glanced over at Maureen, who was still wearing everything but her damned socks, while Carrie shivered next to her in just her bra and panties.
"Okay, pony up. Whatcha got?" Mark—the red-headed guy from the breakfast line that morning—grinned at her from across the table. Steve Baumgartner—"Call me Doc, everybody does"—was next to him, a lazy half-smile on his face. He had played almost as poorly as she had and was down to a pair of boxers and his socks.
"Two pair," Maureen declared, slapping her hand down.
Mark raised his eyebrows and his beer, taking a long swig. "Funny, I only see one pair."
"Oh, I see two," Steve countered, glancing across at Carrie, her cleavage prominent even in a plain white cotton bra. She felt very exposed, just between the four of them at the table, but there were people all around them, talking, drinking, dancing, making out in corners or draped over couches, and she knew some of them were watching, too.
"Ha!" Mark splayed his hand dramatically. "Three-of-a-kind! Read 'em and weep!"
"What about you?" Steve looked at Carrie and she sighed, putting down her cards.
"Nothing." That's what she'd been dealt all night. A whole lot of nothing. And it was getting her further and further into trouble. Strip Truth or Dare was proving to be a dangerous game. Steve put his cards on the table slowly and Mark groaned when he looked over at them. "Flush -- in spades."
Damnit. Carrie squirmed in her seat, taking a full swig of beer. She hated the taste of the stuff, but she needed the liquid courage, because she knew what happened next.
"Okay, everybody strip something." Mark came up with a sock. Maureen reached up and pulled out her ponytail.
"No fair! "Carrie protested as she reached awkwardly behind her own back to unclasp her bra. "Mo, will you help?"
"Yeah, Mo, give the girl a hand," Steve encouraged, his eyes lighting up as he watched the dark-haired girl undo her friend's bra.
"I can't do this," Carrie murmured so only Maureen could hear. Her friend leaned in and whispered two galvanizing words, "Ice Queen."
That brought Carrie up to her feet like a shot and she slid her bra straps down her arms, letting her breasts fall free, a heavy shift. Mark hooted but Steve just smiled. When his gaze moved up from her chest to meet her eyes she flushed with heat, but she thought she might burst into flame when the whole crowd all hooted and catcalled at her newly undressed state. She quickly sat, crossing her arms to cover herself.
Steve leveled his gaze at her, his eyes moving down to her cleavage, even more pronounced now that she was pressing her breasts together. "Truth or Dare?"
"Who?" Maureen asked, smirking. It was a stupid question. Every question he'd asked that night had been leveled at Carrie.
"Carrie?" Steve's eyes were bright with excitement.
She sighed. "Truth, I guess."
"What were you doing in the men's bathroom last night?"
She gasped, her eyes widening, and then yelped, "Dare! I mean Dare!'
"All right." He chuckled. "Kiss Maureen."
Carrie visible relaxed, turning to her friend. Maureen smiled, leaning in to whisper, "Make it a show. I think he really likes it."
That thought, for some reason, made Carrie squirm in her chair.
Maureen's fingers played in her hair and she moved in slow, her lips barely brushing at first, then her tongue moved in lightly licking, seeking entrance. Carrie moaned softly, forgetting herself, her arms slipping around Maureen's neck, leaving her breasts fully exposed. The women pressed against each other, their tongues and limbs entangled, and Carrie gasped when Maureen's hands moved to cup her breasts.
"Jesus." Mark whispered the word but Carrie barely registered it as Maureen's thumbs moved achingly slowly against her nipples, sending bright flashes of pleasure down to her pussy.
"There," Maureen murmured, breaking the kiss and turning back to the table suddenly. Carrie gulped, her eyes still half-closed, her breath coming too fast.
"Deal, man," Steve said as Carrie remembered where she was, crossing her arms over her chest again. "Just deal."
Somehow they'd drawn even more of a crowd. There was a ring of spectators surrounding them now, mostly guys, and Carrie noticed at least one of them absently rubbing at his crotch, as if he had an itch there. Well, she supposed he did.
Please, let me get a good hand, she thought, holding her cards in close, still trying to cover herself at the same time. It didn't do any good, though—she had everyone's gaze glued on her mostly-naked flesh.
She had a pair—it was a good start, the best she'd had all night. She gave back three cards, and turned over the new three with high hopes.
"Oh man, that's it, that's all she wrote!" Mark hooted and laid down a royal flush, pulling off his other sock and slapping it on the table, too. "Take them off, sweetheart! Let's see that bush!"
"Hey, man," Steve shook his head, nudging Mark. "You don't have to," he said, his eyes meeting Carrie's desperate gaze. "Really."
"Come on!" a voice called from the back. "The Ice Queen thaws! I gotta see this!"
"You really want to see, boys?" Carrie stood, hooking her thumbs in the elastic edge of her panties to a growing crowd of hoots and howls. But that wasn't good enough—if she was going to do it, she might as well go all the way. Shoving her chair forward, she used it to step up onto the table.
She heard the sounds of the crowd and was aware that they were mostly guys, but her gaze fell onto Steve—Doc—as he stared up at her, almost hypnotized. She was topless, nearly nude except for the last wisp of material between her legs. She turned around, her backside to Steve, slowly letting her panties roll down her ass. They stuck slightly between her thighs and she tugged gently, bent almost in half, knowing he could see her pussy now from behind as she stepped out of them.
She stood up quickly, flipping her hair over her shoulder and swinging her panties around a finger. The crowd had moved in, making a close circle, the howls and whoops growing even more excited now that she was completely unveiled.
"Is that what you wanted?" Carrie turned and dropped her panties in Steve's lap, seeing the unmistakable look of lust in his eyes—it was the same with all of them, surrounding her.
"Come on down," Maureen urged, standing to help her, and Carrie stepped onto her chair, then to the floor.
"Who's the ice queen now?" Carrie turned to her friend and kissed her without provocation, bodies pressed together, tongues entwined. The crowd literally cheered.
"Okay, enough."
Carrie barely heard the words, but she felt big, strong hands on her shoulders, and then Steve was separating the two women, pulling his t-shirt over her head.
"What are you doing?" Carrie tried to twist away from him but he caught her up against him tightly.
"This is going to get out of control," he growled into her ear. "You're drunk and have no idea what you're doing."
"What in the hell is going on here?" The voice that truly broke things up was James'—Maureen's boyfriend. "You said you weren't going out tonight."
Uh-oh.
"James, I—" Maureen moved to cover herself, as if she were the one who was nude, while in reality she was almost fully dressed, except for her divested socks.
"We're getting out of here." James grabbed her arm and pulled her through the crowd—they were hissing and booing now at the interruption in the show. Carrie called after her friend, but Steve was pulling her in the opposite direction, leaving Mark, their last Strip Truth or Dare player, sitting alone at the card table surrounded by a drunk and pissed off crowd.
"Where are we going?" Carrie tried again to yank out of his grip, but he was too strong, dragging her down a hallway and up a flight of stairs. She thought she heard voices following them, but the noise of the party was too loud for her to be sure.
"In here." He unlocked a dorm room with a key he dug from his jean pockets—he was still just wearing his boxers, but he'd grabbed his jeans, and it looked like he'd managed to snag most of their other clothes as well.
"Hey, baby, where did you go?" Carrie heard voices in the stairwell. "Come back and dance for us!"
Steve pushed her into the room and shut the door behind them, locking it and flipping a light switch.
"Where'd she go, man?" They were in the hallway now, pounding on doors.
"Fuck if I know, but I want some of that!" More pounding.
"What—?" Carrie started, but Steve's hand over her mouth stopped her as the crowd passed, pounding loudly on the door and then moving to the next. It was only when the voices had moved to the end of the hallway that he let her go, gasping. "What in the hell do you think you're doing?"
"Probably saving you from a gangbang." He tossed their clothes onto one of the twin beds in the room and sat on the other one. "That got totally out of hand."
Carrie felt her face flush, and wasn't sure if it was embarrassment or the effect of the alcohol she'd consumed all night. He was right—she was more than a little drunk, and remembering the show she'd just put on made her wince.
"I can handle myself." She crossed her arms over her chest and sat on the other twin bed. The voices had faded, but she could hear them still, downstairs now, calling. She was still wearing just his t-shirt and she pulled that down over her bare knees. He looked at her, amused.
"I guess we're even now," she said, peering around his dorm room. It was redolent with masculinity, the smell of aftershave and sweat. Her eyes met his questioning gaze for just a moment before skipping away. "Now you've seen me naked."
"Not exactly even." He grinned, leaning back on the bed and lacing his hands behind his head. "I haven't seen you masturbating."
Her spine straightened, her eyes darkening. "Do you want to? I'm not frigid, you know."
"I never said you were." A smile still played over his lips. "If you were a prude, you never would have stayed to watch me."
She blinked at him and then flushed. "I'm sorry."
"I'm not." His gaze held hers, bold.
"Where's your roommate?" The more she looked around the room, the more she took in—the medical books lining a bookshelf in one corner; huge, oversize art books lining another. There was an easel on this side of the room, and a desk with drawing pads and pencils. The other desk was messy, full of papers and open texts.
"He's out with his boyfriend."
"Boy...friend?" She nodded then, understanding.
"He's uh...well, I think he's kind of got a crush on me." Steve looked a little embarrassed at the admission.
"Which is why you were down in the showers that night instead of here in your room?"
"Something like that." He shrugged, looking at the ceiling. "So tell me something...what were you doing in the men's room?"
"It's closer," she confessed. "I hate going all the way down the hall..."
He laughed. "Naughty girl."
"Sometimes." She hoped the dim light hid some of the heat rising in her cheeks.
"And you found me jerking off and decided to watch?"
The heat was spreading from her cheeks, down her chest. "Something like that."
"Did it turn you on?" That look in his eyes was familiar. It was the same look he had on his face when he was watching her take off her panties.
"Yes," she confessed.
"Did it make you wet?"
She didn't have breath to speak now. She just nodded.
"Did it make you want to touch yourself?"
"I did." The confessions just kept on coming. She couldn't seem to help herself.
"You did?" He raised his eyebrows, looking even more interested.
She nodded, finding it hard to catch her breath, as if the air in the room had grown suddenly thin.
"Show me."
She was remembering, the sound of him, the way he moaned and bucked and fisted himself into a frenzy. The way she'd rubbed her little clit raw while she watched. Naughty girl. Yes, she was.
"Just like this." Carrie stood, her breathing shallow already, and lifted the end of his t-shirt up over her thighs, revealing the soft mound beneath. Her fingers slipped between her oh-so-very swollen pussy lips, looking at his face as she made circles against her clit.
At first he just watched, his eyes glazed, mouth slightly open. Then his hand moved slowly down to touch himself through his boxers, rubbing there. She could see the outline of his cock and it made her rub herself even faster.



When he slipped his hand under the elastic band of his boxers to grab himself, she moaned, biting her lower lip. "Please..." she whispered. "Can I see?"
He smiled and nodded. "Come closer."
She did as she was told, moving so her thighs touched the edge of the bed, her gaze falling between his legs as he slid his boxers down. "Oh god." His cock was just as incredible as she'd remembered. "It's so beautiful."
He chuckled and that made her blush, but she was too far gone now to care.
"Can I touch you?" She was already reaching her hand out and he let her, groaning softly as she wrapped her small hand around the shaft.
"Can I?" He nudged her wet, rubbing fingers aside, replacing them with his own. She gasped at the sensation, his hand probing between her legs. She sighed softly when his thumb strummed against her clit, his fingers pressing deep up inside of her.
Her hand moved on him, squeezing at first, then tugging, rubbing his pre-cum onto the tip of his cock with her thumb. Her breathing matched his, her hips rocking, eyes half-closed.
"I want to see you." His fingers curled inside of her, as if drawing her closer. "All of you."
She pulled his t-shirt off her head with one hand, letting him have what he wanted. His cock swelled in her fist as he looked at her, chest heaving, breasts swaying as she stroked him faster, faster, hips rolling against the plunge of his hand between her legs.
"Oh god, girl," he moaned, his eyes rolling back, his hips thrusting up hard. "Wait...wait..."
She couldn't. Not even if she tried. His fingers buried inside of her were bringing her closer, faster, than she'd ever been. Her pussy clamped down on his hand, her clit throbbing under his thumb, and her orgasm rolled through her like a seismic event, shaking them both.
"Ohhhh fuck!" he groaned, his hip thundering up to meet her strokes, spilling heat and wetness over the friction of her fist. She felt her knees wanting to buckle but held on, her breath coming too fast, her hand squeezing the length of his cock as she aimed him and he spattered his belly with even more cum.
His eyes opened and he half-smiled, gasping out, "You are definitely no Ice Queen."
Carrie stood fully then, ears still ringing and body flushed from orgasm, grabbing blindly for her clothes.
"Hey," he said, half-sitting as she pulled on her shorts, her shirt, grabbing her bra—her panties were nowhere to be found. "Where are you going? What—"
But she didn't give him a chance to say anything else, pulling open the door and fleeing down the hallway.
* * * *
"A man that beautiful has to be gay," Maureen slurred, watching the admittedly bodacious bartender drawing a draught of beer at the other end of the bar.
"We're in Key West." Carrie sipped at her fruity girl-drink and winced as she watched her friend tip back another shot of tequila, straight up, no chaser. "Half the island is gay."
"Goddamnit!" Maureen slapped the bar, her voice rising even above the jukebox in the corner playing Jimmy Buffet that was competing with the band playing their last set on stage. "I told you we should have gone to Cancun!"
Carrie inwardly cringed again and looked over at the bartender who had caught her friend's interest, wondering if she looked as helpless as she felt. "At least we can drink the water in Key West."
"That's not what I'm drinking," Maureen muttered, holding up and studying her empty glass, her mouth drawn tight. Her words came out more like "Thas nawot I drinkin," the liquor anesthetizing her speech much better than the emotions she was attempting to drown.
"Come on, Mo," Carrie urged gently, putting her drink down and slinging her purse over her shoulder in an effort to sway her friend. "Let's go back to the hotel."
"Night's not over." Maureen's dark eyes were red-rimmed and watery. "Tell that choice hunk of beef down there I want some more."
Carrie sighed, sitting back on the stool, calling him over in spite of her better judgment. "Bartender!"
He made his way down slowly, stopping to wipe down the counter and fill the order of a busty blonde in Daisy Duke shorts and a crop top. Carrie noticed her plump feet were bare when she turned to take two beers back to a table in the corner near the jukebox where a guy in a leather jacket was waiting. Hot for leather, she thought, but then again, it was Key West. It was always hot—and there was a plethora of leather pretty much everywhere.
"What can I get you?" The bartender's gaze flicked over to Maureen who had pulled out a compact to thickly paint on cherry lip gloss.
"Hey girls!" The familiar voice startled Carrie, making her forget the bartender altogether. It was Steve Baumgartner, his smile bright and easy, creating the sweetest dimples.
"Uh, hi..." Carrie blinked, surprised in spite of the fact that she'd known he was part of the group going to Key West. She hadn't really expected to run into him—had, in fact, avoided seeing him altogether as much as possible since that awful night of the frat party.
The bartender cleared his throat impatiently and she remembered the reason she'd called him in the first place. "I...uh...can we get another shot? Tequila, straight up."
"Two!" Maureen drew the word out loudly, "Tooooo!" and snapped her compact closed, smiling at the bartender and batting her eyelashes. Jesus, she really did bat her damned eyelashes at him. "Bring me two, stud!" Of course, it came out, "Brimmetwo, stuhhhhd!"
The bartender sighed and shook his head. Steve took one look at Maureen and leaned into Carrie, close enough she could smell cinnamon and Polo—gum and aftershave, respectively. He smelled as delicious as he looked. And she didn't want to look. "Don't you think maybe she's had enough?"
Carrie looked over at Maureen, who had her compact back out again and was trying, not too successfully, to apply eyeliner under her lower lashes, the effect more raccoon than not. Still, she was a beautiful girl, even drunk and pissed and looking for trouble.
"We can walk to our hotel." Carrie sounded apologetic, and she was, finding herself trying to explain. She leaned closer, whispering into the shell of Steve's ear, "Her boyfriend broke up with her tonight."
But the bartender agreed with Steve. "Are you sure she can walk?"
Carrie shrugged. "She might need a little help..." Steve glanced at his watch. "They're closing up shop here in half an hour."
She gave the bartender what felt like a sheepish smile, avoiding his eyes, and said, "One last call for alcohol?"
Steve crossed his arms over his chest—his t-shirt was black and it did nothing but accentuate the meaty flex of his biceps. Carrie didn't look at his face. She didn't even want to look at her own watch. Her body told her it was beyond-late. James and Maureen's fight had been loud and public at two in the morning somewhere between the last bar and this one.
"No driving?" The bartender looked genuinely concerned, but it was probably just his job. "You promise?"
"Scouts honor." Carrie held up two fingers by her forehead.
"That's the boy scout salute." Steve laughed and the sound made her spine straighten, her ass clench.
"I had a little brother and a case of boy scout envy," she confessed as the bartender began to pour the shots.
"That's silly," Steven insisted "You would look fantastic in a girl scout uniform."
She couldn't resist. "Hey Mister, do you want to buy some cookies?" Steve grinned and was about to reply when the bartender interrupted them.
"Uh-oh, looks like your friend is about to toss some..."
Maureen was up and stumbling in the direction of the bathroom. "I think I'm gonna ralph!"
"Oh crap." Carrie guided her quickly into the women's room, barely getting her into a stall before Maureen did, indeed, toss her cookies. Carrie held her hair back until she was done and then helped her wash her face. Mascara and eyeliner smeared everywhere.
"He's never going to marry me now." Maureen groaned banged her head gently back against the tiles. "I'm so stupid. Why am I so stupid?"
"Are you sure he's what you want?" Carrie tried to clean up Maureen's smeared make-up with a wet paper towel. "I mean, he's got some pretty strict standards." This wasn't the first time they'd had a conversation about James and his moral values.
"I'm not fit to wipe his boots." Maureen sniffed, pushing Carrie away. "I need to straighten up and fly right. That's what I need to do."
"Maybe you should start with sobering up." Carrie took her friend's hand. "Come on, let's go back to the hotel."
"I'm going to accept Jesus Christ as my personal Lord and Savior," Maureen insisted as Carrie led her out of the bathroom. "Right here and now!"
"Can't it wait until we get back to the hotel?" Carrie muttered, seeing Steve waiting outside the door.
He grabbed Maureen's other side as she was about to go down. "Whoopsie daisy," he said, getting a shoulder under her arm. "Need some help?"
"Jesus loves me, this I know..." Maureen sang over the jukebox, practically over the band. "For the bible tells me so..."
Steve looked at her, surprised, and Carrie almost laughed. "Crisis of faith."
"Perfect place for one," he agreed, bending low and getting Maureen up over both of his shoulders in a fireman's carry. "Show me the way and we'll see if we can lead this little lamb back home to Jesus."
"I'm going to be a minister's wife!" Maureen called out to the bartender, waving at him, upside down. "Tell me the truth—are you gay?" The bartender just shook his head, waving them out, and Steve followed Carrie down the street toward their hotel.
"Are you guys at The Reach?" Steve asked, wincing when Maureen belched loudly in the middle of her second verse of "Onward Christian Soldiers."
"Yeah. It's right around the corner."
"Yeah, I know," he said, adjusting Maureen's flailing body over his shoulder. "Hold on there, girl, we're almost to the Promise Land."
"We'll take her to my room." Carrie used her key card to open the outside door. "It's closer." It was also significantly smaller than Maureen's room, but at least this way she didn't have to dig for Maureen's key card.
"You didn't room together?" Steve leaned against the wall as Carrie used her key card once again to open the room.
She shrugged. "Mo likes a little more luxury than I can afford." Plus there were appearances to keep up-but she didn't go into that.
Carrie pulled the covers back on the one queen-sized bed and Steve put Maureen in it.
"Where's James?" Maureen asked as Carrie took off her shoes. She left on the mini-skirt and blouse because Steve was still there.
"You'll see him later," Carrie soothed, smoothing Maureen's hair away from her forehead. "Go to sleep now." She leaned in to kiss her friend's forehead and Maureen sighed, rolling over and pulling the covers with her.
"Thanks for your help." Carrie turned to Steve with a tired smile and caught a glimpse of the clock. It was four in the morning.
"Anything for you," he said, going to the door wall and peering out of the curtains. She was on the first floor, no balcony, no ocean view. She flushed, trying not to remember the last time they'd been together and not succeeding very well. "Why did you run away?"
She sank into one of the chairs with a sigh, not answering him.
"What are you afraid of?" He turned from the window and came over to stand near her chair.
"I don't know," she admitted, closing her eyes and leaning her head back. "Everything."
His hand moving over the bare skin of her thigh made her look at him. She was wearing a mini-skirt as well and it didn't cover much. He was sitting in front of her chair now.
"Look at her." Carrie nodded to where Maureen slept, moaning softly in her sleep. "She's so in love, she's going to give up everything she is for him."
"So you're afraid of love?"
"No." Carrie shook her head, reaching out and tentatively touching one of his curls. His hair was as soft and silky as she'd imagined it would be. "I'm afraid of loss."
"What have you lost?" He rested his cheek against her thigh.
She shook her head. "I don't want to talk about it."
"I'm sorry."
"No, I'm sorry." She moved to get up but his hand pressed her thighs, keeping her in the chair. "You should probably go."
"What if I told you I don't want to go," he murmured, kneeling up so he could look into her eyes.
"It's late..." She tried to avoid his gaze. "I need sleep."
"So sleep." He stood, holding out his hand and helping her stand. "Come on, let me tuck you in."
He put her to bed in the same way she had put Maureen to bed, slipping off her shoes and pulling the covers up. He even leaned in and softly kissed her forehead, breathing in her scent and murmuring, "Goodnight, Carrie," before standing to go.
But she couldn't let him. Instead, she grabbed his hand, tugging gently. "Wait. Stay."
He looked doubtfully at the queen sized bed. "Is there room?"
She slid over, her back against Maureen's. "I'll make room."
He turned out the light and got into the bed. When he wrapped his arms around her, she rested her cheek against the rise and fall of his chest, and they stayed that way, fully dressed, not talking, just breathing together until sleep came to them both.
* * * *
"Open up, Carrie!" The pounding on the door jolted the three of them awake far too soon after they'd all drifted off. "I know she's in there! Maureen! Open this door!"
"James," Maureen mumbled, rolling out of bed to the floor with a low groan.
"You better get it before someone calls the front desk." Steve nudged Carrie, who was already rubbing her eyes and fumbling her way out of the morass of covers.
"Maureen, do you want to see him?" Carrie's voice was hoarse and tired as she looked at her friend, now crawling her way toward the bathroom.
"Five minutes," Maureen croaked. "Tell him I'll be out in five minutes."
Carrie unlocked the deadbolt, but left the chain on. "What can I do for you, James?"
"Get her," was all he said, his mouth barely moving with the words.
"She'll be out in five minutes." Carrie shut the door, leaning against it and waiting for him to pound on it again, but he didn't. She could hear a flurry of activity in the bathroom, accompanied by an occasional soft moan of pain. She had no doubt Maureen was at least severely hungover, if not still actually somewhat drunk.
"You okay?" Carrie knocked softly on the bathroom door.
"Fine!" Maureen called, loud and overly cheerful. She opened the bathroom door, upright this time, and looked fairly good for rolling out of bed just a few moments before, although the Jovan Musk she'd sprayed only served to cover the smell of tequila underneath.
"Are you sure you want to go?" Carrie searched her friend's eyes and tried to hug her, but Maureen shrugged her off.
"I have to." She found her shoes next to the bed, slipping them on. "I'll call you later, okay?"
Carrie nodded, sitting on the edge of the bed where Steve was half-up on his elbow, just watching. She didn't think Maureen had even noticed he was there.
"Maureen!" James' voice vibrated through the door.
"Gotta go!" Maureen whispered, leaning over and kissing Carrie on the cheek, giving her a quick squeeze. "Love you!"
"Love you, too," Carrie murmured as she watched her friend sail out the door.
"Hey now..." Steve moved behind Carrie as her shoulders sagged. She was fighting tears—but she didn't want to cry in front of him. In front of anyone. "Are you okay?"
"I'm going to lose her." Her voice came out strangled, choked with the emotion she was trying to hold back.
He slipped his arms around her waist. "She's not much of a friend if she lets some guy come between you."
"She's..." Carrie sighed, letting herself lean back against him. "She's not just a friend."
"Yeah, I gathered that." He gently kissed her neck. "And James is obviously not okay with your...relationship."
She looked over her shoulder at him and smiled wryly. "He doesn't share well with others."
"Come on." Steve stood, holding out his hand. "I know something that will cheer you up."
"I doubt it."
"Trust me." He caught her hand, pulling her up. "What do you have to lose?"
Everything, she thought, but she followed him anyway.
* * * *
They'd only managed a few hours of sleep, so the sun was just coming up over the horizon in a burst of molten orange, a brass and copper symphony playing out in reflection on the water. Steve's hand clasped Carrie's as they walked barefoot along the edge of the beach. She had changed into a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, her sandals swinging from her other hand as the lacy edge of the water chased their footsteps down the shoreline. Steve was still wearing last night's clothes—they both needed a shower and a good night's sleep, but neither of them cared.
"Well, you were right." Carrie snuck a glance up at him, smiling at the tousled mess of his hair.
Steven laughed. "Wow, I think that's the first time I've ever heard a woman say those words out loud."
She stuck her tongue out at him. "This did cheer me up."
"Oh, I'm not done cheering you up yet," he said, stopping and putting his arms around her waist.
"No?"
"You can't see it, but..." He touched his finger to her lips."Your mouth is still turned down a little at the corners."
"Is it?"
He nodded seriously. "That means my job isn't done yet."
"Well I guess you'd better get to work..." She felt her mouth curling up into a smile.
"Agreed." He leaned in so close she could feel his breath, her eyes closing in anticipation. "I think I'd better start here."
His mouth captured hers, a sweet, gentle kiss, nothing demanding or insistent, but it still made her knees weak.
"That's a good place to start," she breathed as they parted.
"But not the best place to finish." He grinned. "Come on."
"Where are we going?" She had no choice but to follow him down the beach as he led the way around a patch of sea grass and up toward a house. "What is this place?"
"It's my parent's place." He dug into his jeans and plucked out a key. "A time share."
"Nice." It was cool inside, the air conditioning on—even the dew-wet mornings in Key West were warm and humid. It was large and spacious and utterly quiet.
He led the way still, up a flight of stairs, opening a door to a bathroom. "Would you like a shower? Or maybe a bath?"
The tub was a huge black marble affair and Carrie's eyes lit up when she saw it.
"A bath," she said immediately.
Steve took some towels out from the linen closet and put them on the counter. "I'll get us some breakfast."
She ran a hot bath and added the bubbles sitting at the side of the tub as well, melting into the water. I'm dreaming, she thought, floating lazily, eyes closed, her thoughts filled with Steve. She should have been worried about Maureen—and she was, a little. But the man downstairs cooking them both breakfast had somehow stepped into her life and obliterated everything else.
This is crazy, she decided, washing her hair and rinsing it, then running a soft, fragrant bar of soap over her curves. She was imagining him, his hands on her, touching her like that. This night—morning, now—wasn't going to end without sex. They both knew it, but the anticipation was exhilarating.
She found a large, fluffy white robe hanging on the back of the door and wrapped herself in it after she'd dried off, making her way downstairs. Steve was in the kitchen, the radio on—a blues station—flipping pancakes in one pan and worrying eggs in another.
"It smells fantastic." She curled herself into one of the kitchen chairs, plucking a banana from a bunch on the table and peeling it. "Can I help?"
"You sit." He slid pancakes onto their plates and then scrambled eggs. "I'll serve."



"That's a switch." She smiled as he put a plate in front of her. His dark curls were wet—he'd obviously taken the time to take a shower and he was still wearing boxers, but they were a different pair.
"I hope it's okay." He nodded at her food, already halfway through his eggs.
"Yummy," she agreed, pouring syrup and licking some off her fingers. His gaze was on her, although his fork didn't stop moving from plate to mouth.
"So why do they call you 'Doc?'"
"Pre-med." He swallowed and then grinned. "And I used to, uh...be the guy you could get stuff from."
She raised her eyebrows. "Used to?"
"Yeah well..." He grabbed a bottle of ketchup and squirted more onto his eggs. "Once you start med school you really get an education about what better living through chemistry can do to you in the long run."
She nodded, making a happy noise when she took a bite of pancakes. "Chocolate chips!"
He smiled. "So what about you? I know you work in the cafeteria. I know you're graduating next year. What's your major?"
"Business administration." She took a sip of orange juice and made a face. Too sour after the sugary sweetness of pancakes.
"Really?" His eyebrows went up. "I didn't figure you for a business major. I thought you'd be into something more creative...art major or something..."
"If I had a choice, I'd be a creative writing major," she admitted, sopping up syrup with the last of her pancakes.
"Don't you?" He frowned. "Have a choice, I mean?" "Not if I want to get a job when I graduate."
He nodded. "Family pressure?"
The silence stretched for a moment and then she said quietly, "I don't have one."
"You don't have a family?"
"My parents and little brother were killed in a car accident when I was sixteen," she explained. She didn't talk about it often, mostly because she hated the sympathy. She hated anyone feeling sorry for her, and of course she knew he was going to say it...
"I'm sorry."
She nodded. "Thanks." She was already used to the awkward pause that followed.
Steve cleared his throat and said, "So tell me about you and Maureen."
"We're roommates." She wiped her mouth on a napkin—linen. "Best friends since freshman year..."
"And lovers," he added.
"Yes," she admitted, flushing.
"But you're not just into women..." He looked at her quizzically. "I mean, unless I'm crazy, I get a pretty strong vibe that you like men, too. At least, some of us..."
She smiled. "I'm an equal opportunity lover." Glancing up at him, she asked, "Does that bother you?"
"Hell no." He gave a short bark of a laugh. "The truth? It's a major turn-on."
She stopped short of rolling her eyes. "Ah, the whole lesbian fantasy thing."
Grinning, Steve leaned back in his chair. "Well come on...I don't know a straight guy who doesn't get off on that."
Carrie wiped her finger around the edge of her plate, capturing the very last of sweetness. "Talk to James."
Steve rolled his eyes. "Well, I meant outside of the puritanical future ministers of the world." "I've never been with a man and a woman at the same time," she murmured speculatively.
He tipped his chair back down, leaning his elbows on the table. "Does the thought turn you on?"
"Yeah." She smiled. "You?"
"Being with two women?" he scoffed. "Like I said, might as well die and go to heaven now."
Carrie frowned. "Don't you think one woman is enough?"
"She could be..." He laced his hands behind his head and looked at her. "If she was the right one."
They were playing a game now, cat and mouse. "How would you know?"
"I'd know."
She crossed her arms over her chest. "So you haven't met her yet...?"
"I didn't say that." He laughed. "Come here." He held a hand out and she took it, letting him pull her toward him. He situated her, standing, between his knees. "Carrie, I have to tell you something."
"Hm?" She was distracted by the way his hands cupped her hips, even through the thickness of the robe.
"But I don't want to scare you away again," he admitted, looking up at her.
"You won't." Her fingers tangled themselves in his hair. Standing so close to him, feeling the flex of his thighs against hers, was making her crazy.
"I can't stop thinking about you." He reached out, playing with the tie on her robe, tugging gently. "And it's taking every ounce of my self-control not to just take you right here, right now."
She swallowed, looking down at the tie in his hand. It was undone, but the robe was still closed. "You don't need to stop."
"Are you sure?" He pressed his index finger to her chest, at the V the close of the robe made, and began to trace down the opening.
"Yes." She shifted, letting the robe fall open for him, seeing his eyes darken with lust. "Please. Don't stop."
He groaned, giving in, and she did, too, drawing his head to her breasts, arching her back. His tongue made fat circles against her nipples, sending sweet pulses through her, straight to her sex.
"God you're gorgeous," he moaned, cupping her breasts and pressing them together, his tongue trying to span the distance between her nipples as quickly as possible, back and forth, making Carrie dizzy with wanting him.
"So wet," she murmured, taking his hand and pressing it between her thighs. He kissed he way down her belly, his fingers moving, parting her swollen pussy lips and exploring.
"Yes you are," he agreed, slipping his fingers from her cleft and sucking them. She grabbed his hand and lifted it to her own mouth, making him moan as she licked her own juices from his fingers. "Oh, god, I'm so fucking hard for you."
"Let's see." She smiled, sinking to her knees before his chair. His boxers were nicely tented and she tugged them down, grasping his length in her hand. Gorgeous, thick and hard—very hard. She leaned in and licked the head of his cock, slowly exploring him with her tongue. His hand moved in her hair, eyes half-closed, watching her take him into her mouth.
"Easy, girl," he murmured as she began to pick up the pace, greedy for him, sucking hungrily. "I want to fuck you."
She moaned at the thought of his cock inside of her, sliding her tongue down his shaft to circle the tightening sac of his balls. His hands moved down to cup her breasts, fingering her nipples, making her wiggle between his thighs.
"Upstairs," he instructed, helping her stand, kissing her deeply before turning and marching her up the stairs.
The bed was a cloud oasis and they both stripped down to nothing before crawling in together, kissing and rolling and groping each other in the early morning light.
She found herself on top of him and turned around to grasp his cock, longing to feel it in her mouth again. He throbbed against her tongue, swollen and thickening in her throat as she began to suck him again. He groaned and his hips moved in time with her motions, his hands moving over her ass, drawing her down to his mouth.
"Mmmm!" was all she could manage when his tongue parted her pussy lips, lapping gently through her wetness. Her hips rolled, giving him better access, a new direction. His tongue found her clit and she gasped, grasping his cock and squeezing it, stroking instead of sucking as he focused his energy on her hot, swollen nub.
"There," she urged, moaning louder as his fingers parted her flesh, plunging inside. She was thinking about his cock, already wishing he was inside of her, but his mouth worked magic against her pussy, drawing every last bit of pleasure from her possible. "Oh my god, yes, yes, please, don't stop!"
He made a noise in his throat, licking her faster, fingering her harder, giving her just what she wanted.
"Oh baby, make me come! I'm gonna come!" She cried out as she hit the point of no return, grinding her hips, mashing her pussy against his face. He grabbed her hips and drank her in, moaning and thrusting up into her fist. She'd almost forgotten about his cock, she was so lost in her own pleasure, shuddering and gasping on top of him.
"Fuck," he murmured, kissing her wet, trembling thighs. "That was incredible."
"Mmm," she murmured, turning around and kissing him, sucking at his tongue, tasting herself. His hands moved down over her curves, rocking her hips, sliding the slit of her pussy up and down against the hard length of his cock. She wanted him inside of her—she had to have him.
"Fuck me," she murmured, reaching for him, guiding him, aiming him. He let her, moaning softly as she slid down the length of his dick, burying him inside of her. "Oh. God." Her eyes flew wide when he was fully into her, pressed as deep as he could go.
"Okay?" His hands gripped her waist, watching her face.
"Oh yes," she whispered, eyes closing again. "Definitely okay."
She began to rock on him, back and forth, round and round, finding an easy rhythm, working her way upward again. He let her lead for a while, biting his lip, but when she got too exuberant, he grabbed her hips, slowing the pace.
"Let me," he said finally, rolling her to her back, his cock working between her thighs, his hips thrusting. She gave herself over, curling herself around him, arms and legs wrapped tight. The feel of him, so thick and hard and pounding into her like that, was more than enough to take her over the edge.
"Ohhh now," she managed to whisper, her pussy clamping down around him, making him gasp and thrust deep, grinding her to another orgasm. Her nails raked down his back and over his shoulders, her teeth raking over his neck, and still he didn't stop, taking her further, deeper, harder.
"Wait," she gasped, using both hands to push him far enough away so she could see his face. "Please...oh god..."
"I have to fuck you." He kissed her mouth, her cheek, her chin. "Please let me..."
"Wait." She moaned softly, reaching down and sliding him out of her. He sighed, but she turned around for him, looking back over her shoulder. "Like this."
"Oh Christ." Steve's eyes moved over her ass and thighs before grabbing her hips and sliding his cock back into her. "You feel so good."
"Yes," she whispered, arching back for him, meeting him. "Fuck me. Oh yes, yes, fuck me hard!"
He grunted, driving in deeper, his thighs spreading hers. There was no stopping him now and she didn't want him to. Her fingers found her clit, rubbing in fast circles as he pounded into her.
"Don't stop," she begged, her cheek pressed against the sheets, eyes closing, feeling the insistent pull of another climax in her lower belly. "Oh please, fuck me until I come all over your cock!"
He groaned and gave in, his swollen length throbbing as he came deep inside of her, still thrusting, grinding, giving her more. Carrie met his final onslaught, shuddering beneath him as his weight collapsed her onto the bed, her pussy spasming around his thick length.
"Holy god," he groaned as he rolled off of her, pulling her into his arms.
"You can say that again," she gasped, sliding a wet thigh up over his.
"Yeah, but can we do it again?" He grinned, tweaking her nipple, making her squeal.
"Give me five minutes," she laughed.
"Ten," he countered, closing his eyes, still smiling.
"Okay," she conceded, letting herself drift to the rise and fall of his breath.
She thought he was sleeping, when he squeezed her close and whispered, "So who's your favorite writer of all time?"
"Hemingway," she said without hesitation.
He snorted. "Hemingway was a giant misogynist."
"I know," she agreed dreamily. "But he could write his ass off."
"Can't argue with that," he replied, smiling and pulling the covers over them both.
* * * *
It was almost dinner time when Carrie's cell rang, waking them both.
"Want me to get it for you?" Steve asked when she gave no indication of moving out of his arms. "Let them leave a message." She knew it was probably Maureen, and when she finally untangled her limbs from Steve's, she discovered her assumption had been correct. "Mo wants me to meet her at Captain Tony's in..." She glanced at the digital clock on the night stand. "An hour."
"Did she say anything else?"
Carrie shook her head.
"Well let's go then. Besides, there's something I want to show you."
Steve insisted on making the something to eat—sandwiches—before they left, and she hadn't brought any extra clothes, so she insisted they stop by her hotel so she could change. Steve flipped through the TV while she fussed in the bathroom, and he gave a low whistle when she came out wearing a white sun dress and sandals.
"Nice." He sat up, admiring her, first with his eyes, and then with his hands, running them up the backs of her bare thighs.
"Let's go before we end up staying..." she murmured as his hands cupped her behind.
"I wouldn't mind..." He tilted his head up and she leaned down to kiss him, briefly, then grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the door.
The bar wasn't too crowded yet. Steve ordered them some "pirate's punch" which proved to be fantastically good and had Carrie relaxed in minutes. They sat at the bar and talked for a while, but every time Steve touched her arm or her hip, she would remember the morning they'd spent together and her whole body felt lit up.
"So, I told you I wanted to show you something." Steve helped her off the bar stool and led her through the bar. There was a tree—a live tree—growing up through the floor. They passed it, coming to a roped-off out of the way corner. "Guess what that is?"
"A bar stool?" She stated the obvious.
"Not just any bar stool." He grinned. "Guess who sat on that bar stool."
"Ernest Hemingway." The deep, booming voice came from behind them and Carrie turned to see a big, gray-bearded man wearing a Hawaiian shirt and khaki shorts. "Every day for twelve years. Three o'clock on the nose."
"Hey Cap'n!" Steve exclaimed, clapping the old man on the back. "I was hoping I'd run into you."
"Where's your mom and dad?" the old man inquired.
Steve shook his head. "Just me this time—came with a bunch of friends for summer break."
"And who's this?" The gray-bearded man turned his attention to Carrie.
"I'm Carrie," she replied, holding her hand out.
Steve made introductions. "Carrie, this is Captain Tony."
"The Captain Tony?"
"Yes ma'am." He tipped his white sailor's hat at her as he shook her hand. "Meetcha."
"I can't believe Hemingway actually sat here." Carrie turned her attention back to the vinyl-covered barstool.
"Would you like to sit on it?" Captain Tony asked.
Her eyes lit up. "Could I?"
"Well, you have to make an offering," Steve said, grinning.
She gave him a sideways look, already suspicious. "What kind of offering?"
Captain Tony cleared his throat and pointed at the ceiling. She hadn't noticed before—although how she'd missed it was beyond her—but the entire ceiling was full of bras of all shapes and sizes.
"You're kidding me." She stared at them both, then up at the ceiling, then back to Hemingway's barstool.
"Okay...okay, fine." She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra through her sundress, pulling one strap off, and then the other, slipping the entire thing out through one of the arm holes.
"Here." She held it up, not realizing until that moment that they were being watched. The whole bar cheered and the bartender snapped a Polaroid of her holding up her underthings. Then he hopped over the bar holding a staple gun.
"I'll take that." He stepped up onto one of the stools and stapled her white cotton bra to the ceiling overlapping a leopard print bra and another made of red satin lace.
Captain Tony opened the red velvet rope and waved her through. "Have a seat!"
Carrie wasn't going to give up her prize, and she made sure Steve got the Polaroid camera from behind the bar to take a picture of her on Hemingway's barstool.
"Worth it?" he asked, still grinning.
Carrie glanced up at her bra, up there for all to see. "Totally."
Steve ordered more pirate's punch for them both and then asked, "Shouldn't she be here?"
Carrie sipped her drink and nodded. "She's notoriously late."
"High maintenance sort of girl?"
"I love her, but she's..." Carrie shrugged one shoulder.
"Spoiled?"
She smiled, but she couldn't help but think of her friend fondly anyway. "You could say that."
"But you're not."
"I don't know." Carrie looked thoughtful. "I probably would have been if..." She let the rest of her thought trail off, but Steve filled in the blanks.
"The accident?"
"Foster families don't really spoil their kids," she said. "Especially when they're very...religious. Very fundamentally religious."
"Don't look at me." Steve held his hands up in a warding off gesture when she looked over at him. "My parents are both lapsed Methodists. No fire and brimstone here."
She smiled. "That's good."
"Hey you." Maureen breezed in, all cleaned up, wearing a respectable navy blue sun dress and a matching hat with a little white daisy on the front. "Sorry I'm late."
"That's okay," Carrie waved her apology away as Steve slipped off the barstool beside her.
"I'll be back," he said, excusing himself, and Carrie knew he was just giving them time.
"Guess what, Care-Bear?" Maureen's eyes were over bright, even in the dim bar. Carrie knew, somehow she just knew, but she played dumb.
"What, Mo?"
"He asked me to marry him!" Maureen squealed, holding out her left hand and showing off the biggest diamond Carrie had ever seen.
"I'm so happy for you." Carrie hugged her friend, swallowing hard. What else could she do? "If you're happy...are you happy?"
"Of course I'm happy!" Maureen exclaimed, waving her left hand around again. "He's going to seminary next year, and we'll live in married housing."
"Good thing he's not Catholic," Carrie joked, sipping her pirate's punch. "So I guess we won't be roommates next year."
Maureen's eyes softened and she leaned in, touching her forehead to Carrie's. "Well, we knew that would have to end some time."
"Right." Carrie managed to smile. "Well, I'm happy for you. Really, I am." Who was she trying convince?
"He's waiting for me outside." Maureen waved the bartender—the same one she'd been ogling the night before—away when he asked what she wanted to drink. "I'm leaving with him today. Tonight. We're going to Vegas."
"But your ticket..."
"It's transferable." She shrugged.
"Your parents are going to have a heart attack." Carrie tried to imagine Mrs. Holmes—Maureen's immaculately dressed and coiffed mother—when she discovered her daughter had eloped to Vegas. "And I won't get to be your maid of honor..."
Maureen laughed, putting her arms around Carrie's neck and kissing her cheek. She smelled just of Jovan Musk now—no more tequila. "We'll have a big wedding next year. I just want to seal the deal now. If I don't do it now..." Her voice trailed off and Carrie's thoughts completed the sentence in her head, You'll never do it at all.
Part of her wanted to beg Maureen to reconsider, to stay in Key West, hell, to spend the night with her and Steve for that matter. It felt as if her friend was heading down a road she couldn't travel...and vice versa.
"I promise, you will get to wear a god awful bridesmaid dress." Maureen giggled into Carrie's ear. She pressed her lips there, just behind Carrie's ear, making her shiver.
"Come on, Maureen." It was James, standing tall behind them. "I'm double parked out there."
Maureen slipped off the bar stool, leaning in to whisper, "I love you Care-Bear...I gotta run."
"Love you, too, Mo..." Carrie's words never reached her friend's ears. Maureen was already halfway to the door by the time she got them out.
Then Steve was there, putting his arms around her, holding her up. "Are you okay?"
"She's marrying him. Tonight. They're going to Vegas." The words were a shock, said out loud that way.



"I heard." So he hadn't been far. "I'm sorry."
Carrie swallowed, looking toward the door where Maureen had disappeared. "She's got to live her own life." 
"We all do," Steve murmured against her ear. 
She nodded, resting her head on his chest. "I just kind of hoped we might be going the same direction..."
"Well, maybe you'll find someone else who's going your way," he whispered, his arms tightening around her.
She smiled, hugging him back. "Maybe I already have."
-----------
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If you enjoyed this, please check out my other work here on Lit and elsewhere. If you want to know more about me, check out my profile. And thanks for reading!
-Selena 
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"How do you write such hot sex scenes?"
This is the erotic writer's equivalent to the question, "Where do you get your ideas?"
My response? "Hell if I know!"
I'm an intuitive writer. I sit down and I write. I'm not entirely sure how I do what I do, and when someone asks me to try to break it down, I'm often at a loss. For me, it's like telling someone how to breathe. You just...do it.
But if I'm forced to try to explain how it is I get from point A to point B (I'm having scary ninth grade "show your work" math flashbacks now) I can do it. Eventually. So this is how I do it. It may not be how you do it, or how anyone else should do it. It's just how I do it, and maybe that will help you, or someone else, get there too.
---------------------------
THEY'RE ALIVE!
Your characters are alive and they are not the sum of their parts. They aren't measurements or hair color or penis size. I've done sex scenes without mentioning any of the above. Don't ask, "What would my character do in this situation?" Let them act. Let them decide. Let them speak. Let them feel. Especially let them feel.
GET TURNED ON
If you're bored writing a sex scene, your readers will be bored. If you're turned on, your reader will be turned on. The emotion you are feeling will be conveyed on paper. It's a natural law of the writer universe. (This applies to any scene, not just sex ones, by the way. If it moves you to tears, it will move the reader as well).
DON'T STOP
If you're turned on during a sex scene, really getting into it, your fingers flying over the keyboard, unless the house is on fire or we're under nuclear attack, DON'T STOP. Never, ever stop in the middle of a sex scene. (This rule also applies well to actual sex). You will lose your momentum, and it won't be the same when you come back to it. Your mood will have shifted, and the reader will feel it.
LUST
Human beings want. Our entire culture and economy is based on desire. We lust after the things we want. We dream about them. We fantasize about them. We want. And we want. And we want some more. Our bodies and our brains are hardwired for desire. We don't just eat once and then we're done. We don't just have one orgasm and then it's all over. We continue to crave what we want. Our emotions rule us, especially when it comes to sex. They're naturally going to rule your sex scene, too. We don't insert tab A into slot B because we're following a blueprint manual. There's a reason behind our physical responses, and that reason is always, always tied to emotion. Remember that. Use it.
Desire is what makes the sex hot. Make your readers wait for it. Foreplay begins with seduction, not with sex acts. It begins with eye contact. Flirting. Innuendo. It progresses, but slowly. Tease your readers. Tease yourself. Draw it out. Make it a long, slow burn. The best orgasms are the ones we wait a long time for. It's no different when writing sex than it is doing it, really.
DON'T BE AFRAID
Don't be afraid of the sex. Don't be afraid of the fluids, the flesh, the human expression of our bodies. It is what it is. Some writers will tell you not to ever speak of bodily fluids. They're above all that messy stuff. Thankfully, erotica and erotic romance have come a long way, baby. We can use the words cock and pussy now, and I would encourage you to do so. I wouldn't suggest using the medical terms, however (i.e. penis and vagina) or euphemisms like "member" or "sheath." Cock and Pussy are good. Think of them like peas and carrots. They go together. A few (and I mean a FEW) other words can work for a little variety. Prick or dick for example. Or cunt. No, don't be afraid of the words we use during sex. It's okay to talk dirty. "Please," or "Now," or "Suck me," or "Lick me," or "Harder. There. More." These are words we've all spoken (I hope!) They naturally arouse. That's a good thing. I'm not afraid of cum -- I'm not even afraid of spelling it "wrong." You shouldn't be either.
THE GRAND FINALE
Once you reach the point of no return, you've built up to the sex, you've teased your readers (and your poor characters) enough, now it's time to give them what they want. This is not the time to skimp. You can't gloss over the orgasm. (Or orgasmS). We all (hopefully!) know what an orgasm feels like. Description doesn't have to be technical here. There are spasms and contractions, there is throbbing and trembling, gasps, moans—the combinations are endless. You can and should include those, but don't be afraid to move into the realm of metaphor. Sex can be like flying. It can be like falling. It can be like dying. This is the culmination of everything, the point you've been waiting for, working toward. Let your imagination go as wild as you would during an actual orgasm. Let yourself free.
DEFYING THE LAWS OF PHYSICS AND OTHER MISHAPS
On a practical note -- your characters shouldn't defy the laws of physics. Women cannot take twelve inches of hot man meat down their throats. An average vagina is only four inches deep. 44DD breasts cannot defy gravity. And if you're using any of the above descriptions in your sex scenes, you need a basic writing course, not a primer on sex scenes. Also, don't let your character's clothes go missing. She can't be wearing pantyhose one second and be taking it from behind the next. The clothes have to come off and be accounted for somehow. Trust me, your readers will notice if they aren't.
---------------------------
So that's it. It's not rocket science (or ninth grade math). That's how I get from point A to point B—from a blank page to hot, sweaty sex scenes. Really, it's no different from any other type of writing. I don't write sex scenes any differently than I do scary ones or sad ones or violent ones. It comes from a place within me that is beyond me, beyond all of us, and I think as writers, we all know when we have tapped into that place. It feels a little like flying. Like falling. Like sex. Trust yourself. Breathe. And write. If your characters are alive, if you live and feel the sex scenes in the story yourself, I promise you that they will also come to life for your readers.
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PrologueI don't know if I would go so far as to say that every man should at some point in his young life be under the tutelage of an older woman, but I do know that if I could go back in time, I wouldn't even consider changing what happened during my freshman year in college.
What did Mrs. Toni Franklin teach me that was so valuable? It wasn't what you might think—it wasn't the tips or tricks or techniques she taught me to use with a woman in bed, although I have to admit, those were undeniably helpful. It wasn't really the sex at all, to tell you the truth.
Toni was a goddess, and she knew it. She taught me to worship her the way all women should be worshipped—not from afar, put on a pedestal like some untouchable, but in the flesh, as the sleek, voluptuous creature of the earth she was.
Women are amazing, amorphous, changeably delightful creatures, and I know most men spend their whole lives trying to figure them out. Toni made me realize that most men too often hit the tree, but miss the target. The lovely mystery of woman was meant to be experienced and enjoyed, not measured and controlled.
Toni taught me that women are the weather.
If you want to know what the weather is like, open the window. Can you predict the weather? Sometimes you can feel a storm rolling in, or see a gorgeous blue sky and know rain isn't anywhere in the near future. But how much energy have we wasted trying to control or manipulate it, living in fear of storms? Men have created all sorts of instruments in an attempt to predict the path of the weather, and while we have advanced to some degree, there are always rainbows that go missed, tsunamis that could never have been foreseen.
It is an impossible and futile task, when a man makes a woman a problem or puzzle to be solved. They are and always will be unpredictable. I'd rather spend my time basking in the sunshine and walking in the rain than fiddling with instruments and planning a siege against the next onslaught. If you're not living in the present, you're not living at all.
I was nineteen when I met Toni. I would never deny or discount how much I learned, the invaluable gifts she gave as my tutor—and not just in the lessons of love and women. Toni opened my life, unlocking parts of me I hid from everyone, even myself. And when she discovered my deepest secret, she still didn't falter.
Instead, she just taught me how to read.

Chapter OneHenry hated libraries. He couldn't think of a place he felt more uncomfortable than standing in the shadows of thousands of books. He was in the basement of the UGLi—the University of Michigan Undergraduate Library—and he couldn't have come up with a more apt name for the place than the one his fellow students had coined, the stacks looming, the florescent lights casting a dull, eerie glow.
"Four seventy-five." His whisper was barely an exhale but it felt loud in the silence as he ran his finger along the spines of books, their plastic covers crinkling. He repeated his excuse for checking this particular book out in his head. It's for my nephew. He's in kindergarten.
Of course, he didn't have a nephew. His older sister, as far as he knew, was far from hooked-up, let alone ready to get married and have a baby. But what were the odds he would run into anyone who knew his family here on campus? It's for my little cousin. He changed his head-story, just to be safe. He's having trouble.
Trouble. Yeah. He was in big trouble all right.
"Can I help you find something?"
Henry gave a strangled, smothered cry, taking a step back when a pretty redhead popped her head around the corner of the stacks.
"It's okay, I work here." The redhead stepped around to his side of the shelves, smiling, and he felt his heart pounding again, but for a different reason this time. "You sounded a little lost."
"I need a book."
Smooth, Henry.
He held out the paper scrap he'd copied the call number on to avoid any further talking and possible embarrassment.
She took it from him, studying it, and he studied her—gray skirt and black sweater, making her long red hair, straight and almost to the middle of her back, seem even more like fire, even in the dim light. She had to be a student, he thought, as she turned to the stacks, running her fingernail over spines the same way he had. She was young, about his age. He watched her fingers caressing the books, long and delicate compared to his big old paws, the nails neatly manicured.
"You're in the right place," she murmured, moving her finger up to the next shelf. "Would you get me that stool?"
He went to the end of the aisle where she pointed, dragging the rolling stool over toward her in response, not daring any more words. They'd just get him in trouble.
"Thanks." She gave him a grateful smile, stepping up onto the stool and reaching for the top shelf. Her legs were long, too, her skin pale and creamy. He realized, watching her stretch, one of her feet slipping loose of her heels, that she wasn't wearing any nylons. Seeing the intimate pink flesh of her instep as she went up onto her toes made his breath catch and he swallowed his immediate response, trying to look anywhere else.
She glanced down at him, still smiling. "Would you hold me?"
He gaped up at her, dumbfounded. Hold her? That wasn't exactly what he wanted to do to her—but hell, it was a start.
"Hold...you?" He faltered.
"I don't want to fall," she explained. "Just hold me. Here." She reached for his hand, guiding, placing his palm flat against the curve of her hip. He matched the gesture on her other side, squeezing gently, feeling her skirt shift over her skin underneath as she stretched up again. He steadied her, his eyes level with her back, her hair tickling his nose. Not that he was complaining.
"Ah, got it!" she announced, triumphant, turning around on the stool so quickly it startled him and he grabbed her waist, finding himself eye-level now with the tiny buds of her breasts in her black v-neck sweater. He realized, too late, that he should have offered to retrieve the book, but he was too distracted by his current view to lament his lack of chivalry too much. "Oh. Wow. This is the book you wanted?"
He flushed, glad for the dark shadows now, his story all ready in his head. "It's for my little cousin. He's having trouble in kindergarten."
He waited for the anticipated response. Hell, it might even earn him some points.
Oh how sweet you are to help him. You must like little kids.
The redhead was silent. She stepped off the stool, out of Henry's arms, and held the book out to him. Glancing down at the cover, his eyes widened, mouth dropping. If he'd been red before, he was positively purple now.
"That's—" He couldn't get the words out, staring at the picture of the completely nude, entwined couple on the front. The Complete Idiot's Guide to the Kama Sutra. "That's not—"
"Not what?" She blinked at him, trying not to smile. "Not appropriate for kindergarteners?"
"No," he croaked, desperate to correct the mistake. "That's not the book I was looking for."
"You sure?" She smirked. "It's the number you wrote down." She showed him the slip of paper, and sure enough, the Dewey decimal matched perfectly—375.4 W.
"But I looked it up on the computer!" He pointed desperately to the end of the aisle.
She hesitated, not sure she was ready to believe him.
"Come look!" He stalked down to the end of the stacks and around the corner. There was a row of computers near the elevators and he went straight to the one he'd used to look up the book. He turned to find her behind him, curious, and he pointed to the screen. No one had touched it since and it was still up there, plain as day. "See!"
She leaned in, glancing from the title to the slip of paper she held. "Well, I found your problem." Sitting down at the computer, she began to type. Another title came up on the screen, the one Henry still had in his hand. He dropped it on a chair face down when he realized, glad it was out of sight. Not that he hadn't appreciated the subject—or the picture on the front, for that matter. If he'd been alone, he probably would have flipped through it, just out of curiosity. But with the redhead there, it was all too embarrassing to be contemplated.
"The call number for the Kama Sutra book is 375.4 W." She pointed to the scrap of paper. "That's what you wrote down." She hit the back button on the screen to the book Henry had originally looked up. "The call number for the book you wanted is 372.4 W. You transposed the five and the two."
"Brilliant, Henry," he muttered.
She used one of the stubby pencils to correct the number on the scrap of paper, trying to hide a smile. "Well, the good news is this book should be on the same shelf. And it's much more age-appropriate."
"Pretty diverse subject matter to be on the same damned shelf," he growled as he followed her. She had picked up the other book to re-shelve it.
"They're both guides," she explained, getting back up on the stool. Henry reached out to hold her hips again without thinking and she smiled a thanks down at him. "You know, those Idiot Guides and the books For Dummies, they're all shelved in the same place, by last name. Just so happens both are written by an author with a last name starting with W."
"Oh damn." Her shoulders slumped. "Teaching Kids to Read for Dummies isn't here."
"Is it checked out?"
"I don't think so." She slipped through his hands on the way down to the floor and the feel of her lithe little body gave him a jolt. "It would have said so on the computer. I bet someone's stolen it."
"That's pretty low, stealing from a library."
"Happens all the time. I can't wait until books go all-digital. No more stealing, no more late fees, no more re-shelving!" She regarded him, cocking her head to one side, and he didn't point out the obvious 'no more librarians' conclusion implied in her train of thought. "Do you have an e-reader?"
"You mean, like one of those Kindle things?" He shook his head. "I've got a laptop, though."
"You can check it out digitally if you want." She sounded excited as he followed her down the row and back through the aisles of books. Pausing at the row of computers, she frowned. "But I don't know if it would work so well for your little cousin, reading it on the computer."
"Oh that's okay." He waved her concern away. "I'm just reading it so I can help him. The 'Dummy' in the title is me, not him." That he believed the statement to be more true than he wanted to admit, even to himself, was another point he wasn't going to bring up.
"That's so sweet." The look she gave him made him want to melt. There was the reaction he'd been expecting in the first place.
He hoped his blush appeared properly humble. "Thanks."
"Let's see if we have a digital copy." She sat back down in front of the terminal, typing away again, and this time Henry sat beside her. He was big for the little chairs, but she fit perfectly, crossing her slender, shapely legs and leaning toward the screen.
"So are you a librarian?" He didn't believe it for a minute.
"I'm just a student assistant," she explained, frowning as used the mouse to scroll down the screen. "I started working here last year and love it so much I changed my major to library science."
"So you're a sophomore?"
"Mmm-hmm."
At least she's not a senior, he told himself, not volunteering the fact that he was just a lowly freshman. She could probably tell anyway, the way he'd been stumbling around the stacks, looking lost. His roommate, Dean, said freshmen were like baby pigs, he'd said, lost and rooting around looking for something to get into. Of course, Dean didn't really consider himself a freshman, even though he was. His parents were both alumni, his brother had graduated the year before, and his sister the year before that. He was like a celebrity on campus, a first string wide-receiver on the U of M football team.
"I'm sorry." She pointed to the screen. "It's not available as an ebook."
"Ah well." He shrugged. "We tried, right?"
Her eyes were a bright, shocking blue, and that, combined with the red hair and the smattering of freckles across her nose, and the way her lips pursed and her brow furrowed— he thought he'd never seen anything cuter in his life.
He'd seen lots of girls in his five weeks on campus since school started—blondes, brunettes and redheads alike. Dean had introduced him to most of them. Some of them had been real knock-outs, the sort you couldn't even approach without stammering and going cross-eyed, the kind you knew had to spend hours getting ready to go out every night.
But this girl...she was so naturally pretty it was hard to even wrap your head around it. She was the kind of girl that would grow old gracefully, who would spend her whole life looking beautiful not because she tried to be, just because that's who she was, at her very center. It radiated out of her like light and he gravitated to it like a moth, feeling like he was bumping his head against glass the whole time.
"How about this one?"
He just observed her as she spoke, trance-like. "Huh?"
"We've got Phonics for Dummies." She tapped the screen with her fingernail. "And most beginning reading problems usually stem from a phonics issue anyway."
He stared at her, not really understanding a word she was saying, just sort of basking in her light. Now he didn't feel like a moth—he felt more like a lizard on a rock, lazy and slow to respond, with no other thought in his head but his own basic need, which was growing more apparent by the moment.
"Um, okay," he agreed. She could have said, "I think you should set your hair on fire and jump out the window," and he probably would have agreed. Good thing they were in the basement.
"How exciting!" She stood, smoothing her skirt, and he remembered the texture of the material, wooly and soft, under his hands. He couldn't have agreed more about the exciting part. "Let's go upstairs. The ebook system is brand new, and this will be my first digital checkout!"
"So I can say I was your first?" Henry grinned as he followed her to the elevator.
"Dubious honor." She pushed the button, giving him a sly, slanted look as she reached down to pick up the book he'd left in the chair. "But I suppose you can say you broke my digital-checkout cherry."
He laughed. "Not quite as fun as the other one."
"Print books, you mean?" She winked as the elevator doors closed behind them.
"Right." He nodded. "That's what I meant."
Of course, now he was thinking things he shouldn't and silently cursing the guy who got to hit that for the first time, if he was being totally honest. Which he wasn't about to be, at least out loud, with the girl standing next to him.
"Have you ever read the Kama Sutra?" She leaned in close, as if there was someone else who could hear her, leafing through the book she'd picked up on their way into the elevator.
He eyed her, surprised, brain devoid of any snappy comeback. "No."
"Look at that." She paused at one of the pages. The book didn't just have drawings of people, no—it was fully, pictorially illustrated. Christ. Henry swallowed, studying what was essentially porn open in the girl's hands."Do you think that's even possible?"
"Ouch," he agreed, noting the position, the guy standing, the woman's legs bent at an awkward angle. How was he even holding her up?
"Oh, but this one's nice," she said, stopping on another page. The couple was kind of spooning.
"Nuh-nice." Henry stammered.
"Sure you didn't want to check this book out?" She winked and he noticed that even her eyelashes were red. A natural redhead. That meant that wherever else she had hair on her body, it was most likely red, too. She interrupted his straying thoughts. "No law saying you can't. Thank god."
"Yeah, censorship sucks," he agreed, boldly reaching over and flipping a page. Then another. He could smell her, a light, clean scent, soap or shampoo maybe.
She stopped him, a small noise escaping her throat. "That one."
The guy's face was buried between the woman's thighs, her legs up over his shoulders. You couldn't really see anything, but you knew just what was going on.
"One of my all-time favorites." Henry's arm brushed hers as he reached out to turn the page again.
"Mine, too," she breathed, making another noise at the position on the next page. "That's a fun one. Ride 'em, cowgirl."
"Is it just me or is it hot in here?" He shifted from foot to foot, peeking at the lights on the elevator. They were passing the ground floor now. Checkout was on the second floor.
"Got kind of intimate all of a sudden, didn't it?" She was so close he could count her freckles. "Elevators do that to me anyway." Her voice was low and sexy. The tone made his mouth water. He saw a smile playing around the corners of her mouth. "Closed spaces."
"You're obviously not claustrophobic."
First floor. Almost there.
She laughed as the elevator doors opened, stepping out and walking toward the checkout. Henry followed, giving up his student ID, which doubled as his library card, watching her as she typed and swiped and did whatever she needed to do.
There was another woman watching them—probably the real librarian he guessed, a pudgy woman with short black hair and thickly painted on red lipstick that was bleeding into the faint outline of her mustache. She was a far cry from his wet dream archetypal image of a librarian, but her demeanor was similar, the serious frown, the watchful eyes. She looked like she was about to say, "Shhh!" at any moment.
The flirty, suggestive girl from the elevator had disappeared—the redhead turned into all-business when the librarian was around.
"Okay, I think I did this right." She handed back his card. "You'll get an email with a link. Just click it and download the ebook file. It will expire in two weeks."
"Two weeks?" Henry gulped. How in the hell was he going to learn to read in two weeks?
"You can check it out again, as long as it hasn't been requested by someone else," she explained. There was a line behind him now, and the red-lipstick librarian was watching them with raised eyebrows.
"Okay you're all set...Henry," the redhead said loudly, squinting at his card as she handed it back to him.
"Thanks." He leaned forward onto the counter, his voice dropping to a whisper. "You know, they say you never forget your first."
She smiled. "But you don't even know my name."
"I'm such a dog." He pulled out his wallet so he could put his card back—just an excuse to talk to her longer. "With a long string of ebook checkout firsts all through the state..."
"Olivia." She leaned forward to tell him, so close he felt her breath on his cheek. "Libby."
He heard the girl behind him grumble loudly as he slipped his ID into his wallet.
"Maybe I'll see you around, Libby." Henry put his wallet into his back pocket, stepping away from the counter.
Libby winked. "I'll be here."
* * * *
The dragon-lady, a name passed on year after year to incoming freshman by her former students, was a formidable figure in front of the classroom. She towered over them, her heels clicking up and down the aisles, hips swaying. She reminded Henry of both a dragon and a cat at times. It was the way she moved, the way her eyes narrowed, and if she had a tail, it would swish constantly.
She was also drop-dead gorgeous. It wasn't just her curves—and the woman had those in spades, and in all the right places—she had a kind of cool beauty that made your breath catch in her presence. Unlike most women her age, she hadn't followed the trend and cut her hair short. Instead it hung long and free, so black it was almost blue under the fluorescents. She wore it up on occasion, or braided into a long, thick plait down her back, but mostly she didn't and it was a terrible distraction.



It was her eyes, though, that mostly got to Henry. They were dark eyes, framed by thick lashes, and they watched him. It seemed as if she watched him constantly. Whenever he looked up, her gaze was on him, as if she knew him, or knew something about him. It was unnerving. But it also intrigued him.
"Mr. Baumgartner." Professor Franklin sighed loudly as he fumbled with his microcassette recorder. He never took notes. Instead, he'd used his recorder all through high school and it was proving to be invaluable in college as well.
"Uh...yeah?" Henry glanced up, turning the cassette over and pushing the red button. Not that he wanted to record this exchange for posterity. For some reason, she liked to focus on him, single him out.
"Must you do that?" She had her paperback version of The Great Gatsby open, had been in the middle of reading them a passage, when his tape had run out.
"Do what?"
She pointed. "Use that...thing?"
"It's..." Necessary was the word that came to mind. Instead he said, "Easier."
"Easier than what? Taking notes?" She waved her hand around the room. Everyone else had a notebook open.
"Yeah, for me." He sounded more defensive than he wanted to. "It is."
"Easy isn't always best." She considered his recorder, the tape turning again. "Can I go on now?"
He felt his face burning. "Sure."
She began to read again from the book, "He had intended, probably, to take what he could and go—but now he found that he had committed himself to the following of a grail. He knew that Daisy was extraordinary, but he didn't realize just how extraordinary a 'nice' girl could be. She vanished into her rich house, into her rich, full life, leaving Gatsby—nothing. He felt married to her, that was all."
She stopped, inspecting around the room. "Why do you think he felt that way?"
Henry blurted out, "She was his soulmate."
"That's very romantic, Henry." It was the closest he'd ever seen her to smiling.
He shrugged. "Isn't it a romance?"
"Gatsby?" She blinked at him. "Austen, maybe...that's romance. Pride and Prejudice. Sense and Sensibility. Matches and marriages are made. Happy endings are implied. But Gatsby? Have you read to the end of the book?"
"Yeah." Well, that was partially true. Thanks to audio books and his iPod, he'd managed.
She raised her eyebrows. "Then you know how it all ends?"
"Just because people die, doesn't mean it's not a romance," Henry said, defending his position. "I mean, they love each other, right? Just because Romeo and Juliet end up dead doesn't mean they didn't love each other."
Professor Franklin folded the book in front of her, keeping her place with her finger. "But Romeo and Juliet was a tragedy."
"Not in the beginning," Henry countered. "I mean, sometimes it works out, and sometimes it doesn't. But love is love. Isn't it?"
"Yes, that's true." She gave him a nod of acknowledgment, turning back to the book. Then she paused, focusing once again on him. "Henry, will you keep reading for me, please?"
It was the first time she'd called him by his first name. It was the first time he'd heard her call any student by their first name. But he couldn't read out loud. It was hard enough slogging through it by himself. One page could take him an hour.
Henry considered his predicament, trying to find a way out of it. "I've got a cold. My throat kind of hurts."
She didn't drop her gaze. "Just the next paragraph."
"Just one paragraph?" He picked up his book, glancing at the clock. It was almost time to go. Maybe he could stall... "What page are we on again?"
"Two-nineteen."
He started flipping through the pages, feeling his face begin to burn. This always happened, every time he got put on the spot. And if he had trouble with words to begin with, it was even worse under pressure. It became impossible to think, let alone read.
Henry found the page, glancing back up at her. "Two-nineteen?"
"Fourth paragraph," she indicated. "Go ahead."
He used his finger to count down the indents. One, two, three, four...
One word at a time, he told himself. But it was a futile reassurance. He was about to humiliate himself in front of the entire class.
"Wh—" Henry stopped. The words were literally swimming in front of his eyes. "What..."
"When," Professor Franklin prodded, her voice gentle. "The paragraph starts with when. Go on."
"When...they meet..."
"Met," she corrected. He felt her moving toward him, but didn't look up from page. He also felt thirty eyes turned in his direction.
"When they met...across..."
"Again." He glanced up at her this time, confused. She was standing right next to his desk.
"The word is again, not across."
He cleared his throat. "When they met again, two days after..."
"Later," she corrected. "Two days later."
"Hey, you know what, I have to..." Henry closed the book, starting to stand. "Go." He observed the time. Thank god. Saved by the bell. "I have hockey practice."
Professor Franklin glanced behind her at the clock. The class was already gathering books, packing backpacks, putting on jackets. "Don't forget to read through the end of the book by next week!" she called over the rustling noise and conversation. "I'm afraid it doesn't end all happily ever after."
Henry clicked stop on the tape recorder and shoved it into the front of his backpack, along with his paperback. He was getting up before he realized Professor Franklin was still standing next to his desk, watching him.
"Henry, may I speak to you, please?"
Henry again. Twice in the same day. Why had she singled him out? He followed her silently to her desk and stood there, waiting, as she began to pack her things as well. The class had dispersed by the time she pulled a blue essay book out of her bag. The sight of it made his stomach drop to his knees.
"You recognize this?" she inquired, putting it down on the desk.
He just nodded. She had given them a "pop quiz" last week, just a short essay about the symbolism in Gatsby. Freshmen professors had to send out five-week progress reports. It was a new thing this year, she'd explained, so she wanted something to base a grade on. He hadn't expected it and hadn't prepared for it.
"It's insightful." She tapped her long, red fingernail on the essay's front page. Then she opened it up and Henry saw the "F" circled in red marker inside the cover. He felt like throwing up. "But it's nearly impossible to read. Your spelling is atrocious. It's almost as if..."
"Spell check is my best friend." He gave her a sheepish smile, shrugging helplessly.
"No one should rely on spell check for the basics." She pressed her lips into a thin line. "I couldn't pass you based on this. I'm sorry."
"Can I...would you let me take it and re-do it?" This was something he'd gotten away with before. Maybe...
"I'm afraid not." She handed the paper across the desk to him. "Henry, I also wanted you to know...I had to send your progress report for this term to your coach."
He swallowed. "My coach?"
"You have a hockey scholarship, right?"
He nodded. Not hockey. Anything else, but he couldn't lose that.
"It's part of the new freshmen requirements." She sounded apologetic.
Henry steeled himself against her words. There was no way they'd bench him. He was leading the league in points. And even if his coach brought it up, he'd find a way to talk his way out of it. He always did. "Listen, I'm actually gonna be late for practice, if I don't go..."
"I just wanted you to know, before you saw your coach."
Henry turned and headed toward the door, escaping as quickly as he could.
* * * *
He couldn't stop thinking about the redhead.
He'd intended to brave the library again just to tell Libby that she'd done everything perfectly. The download worked and the ebook was readable right there on his laptop.
The only problem was the original print version of the book came with a CD that said all the phonics sounds for you, while the digital download didn't come with those particular bells and whistles. Unfortunately, in his case, the CD was a pretty necessary thing, because trying to decipher all the pronunciation code was even more confusing than trying to figure out the words themselves.
Not that he was going to tell Libby that.
But then Dean insisted he pledge Alpha Pi Alpha with him and his mid-term progress report went out and he had to have "the phone call" with his parents and his coach threatened him with losing ice time if his grades didn't come up—and he lost track of a week before he knew it. He'd told Dean about Libby, of course. He told Dean everything.
"The hot redhead in the library? You mean Olivia Stowe?" And of course Dean knew her. As big as the place was, it seemed like he knew everybody. "She was voted 'the girl you're most likely to jack-off to' at Alpha Pi Alpha! There's no way, freshman. She dated some senior guy for a while last year and then he graduated. She hasn't dated anyone since."
"We'll see about that." Henry shrugged, flipping through his history text, as if he were actually reading.
Dean snorted. "Is that a challenge, dude?"
"Maybe." Henry grinned.
He'd never expected Dean to take him up on it. Or to win.
So when Dean invited him to the football game—wanted him to meet his date, maybe keep her company on the sidelines—Henry didn't think twice.
He walked into his dorm room in a pretty good mood, on his way back from hockey practice, tired, but in a good way—at least he got to skate at practice—freshly showered, his face still red from the October wind and the long walk across campus, ready to meet Dean's girl and head off to the game. He had to admit, he idolized Dean. But who didn't? And being his roommate gave him all sorts of advantages he didn't even know existed.
Now if he could just tell the dragon-lady to pass me in English, Henry lamented, opening his dorm room door, whistling some tune he'd heard piped into the locker room overhead just half an hour before, and finding Dean sitting on his bed with a girl in his lap.
This wasn't an unusual sight. He'd seen Dean with a lot of girls over the past five weeks, had even had to go next door to sleep in Bel's room one Saturday night because the black sock was tied around the door handle. It wasn't seeing him with a girl on his bed that was the problem.
The problem was—the girl was Libby. There was no mistaking her long red hair, that peaches and cream skin, the delicate, long-fingered hand that was playfully slapping Dean's roving hands away. Dean was with Libby.
Henry stood in the doorway, frozen, staring at the two of them with an expression he was sure gave his feelings away. He was too surprised not to reveal himself. He felt as if the entire foundation of the world he walked around on had just crumbled away in an instant and he was falling toward the fiery hell of its center.
"Dude!" Dean turned his head toward Henry, smiling, not getting up, not pushing Libby off. In fact, he pulled her in closer with one arm, wedging her more firmly in his lap, and she was struggling at his fierce attention. "Libs, you know Henry."
"Hi, Henry." That was all she said, but he thought he saw a moment of surprise cross her features.
"Hi." He managed that much.
Dean frowned. "You okay? You don't look so good."
Was he really so obtuse? Or was he just playing head games?
Henry shut the door and tried not to stumble as he made his way over to his bed. He wanted to crawl under it. Or at the very least, throw himself down on it. Maybe punch the pillow. Or the wall. Until his hands bled. That would be good. Instead, he just sat facing the two of them, wondering just how much worse his life could really get.
"Yeah, well, coach gave me some bad news." Henry tried not to look at Libby's face. Anywhere but there. He didn't want to see whatever feeling was in her eyes—especially if there was no emotion there at all. "He's not playing me until my grades come up."
"Fucker." Dean rolled his eyes. Libby had managed to slide off his lap, but Dean still had his arm around her. Henry tried to ignore his friend's hand, the one that wasn't wrapped around Libby's hip. That one was resting on her jean-clad thigh, massaging gently. That's the hand he wanted to tear off. "Want me to have my dad call him?"
Henry actually considered it. Could he really do something, or have something done? Dean's family carried a lot of clout at the university. His dad was on the Board of Regents. Maybe...
"Nah." Henry stiffened, deciding that if Dean's influence came with the kind of attitude he was now seeing in his roommate, he didn't want to take anything from him. Henry kicked off his shoes and leaned back on his bed, hands behind his head, to stare up at the ceiling. "It's just my English class. I'll pull my grade up."
"He's got Franklin," Dean explained to Libby.
"Ohhhh, not the dragon-lady." The soft sound of her voice made Henry's whole body respond. He'd been thinking about nothing but her since they'd met—her voice, her touch, her smile. Now to have her here in his dorm room, just a few feet away and untouchable, was the worst torture he could imagine. "I hear she eats freshman for breakfast."
"I transferred out first week." Dean snorted and shook his head. "See if you can get into Parker's class with me. She's a pushover. Total cake-walk."
"Too late. Tried that." Henry sighed. "They won't let me transfer this late."
"Franklin's tough, but she's fair," Libby countered. "And you know what, we have a great tutoring program. You can sign up at the library."
He didn't turn toward her, but he mumbled a, "Maybe," in her general direction.
"Well, dude, I'm sorry." Dean stood, stretching, and headed to their bathroom. "It sucks you aren't gonna get any ice time just because Franklin's a bitch."
"She's a pain in my ass," Henry muttered. Just thinking about his English teacher made him borderline homicidal.
Libby giggled and Henry rolled onto his side to gaze at her, realizing Dean had just left him and Libby alone, even if just for a moment. She was cross-legged on Dean's bed, leaning her elbows on her knees and studying at him, her hair falling over her arms and thighs like a river of lava.
"So do you do tutoring?" Henry asked, hopeful. That would be a great excuse to see her, he thought, watching as she stood, wandering around the room.
"Professor Franklin runs the Literacy Tutor Foundation. I volunteered through them last year." Libby was exploring the surface of Dean's desk. "Oh my god, are these real?" She held up a pair of handcuffs.
"Ask Dean." Henry snorted. "He's got a whole story about a cop and a prostitute he could tell you."
"Nice." She rolled her eyes, dropping them on the desk as if they were on fire. "Anyway, yeah, I could tutor you. If you want."
He considered her offer. He really, really considered it.
It wouldn't be the first time he'd had a tutor. His particular handicap had forced him to become very resourceful over the years. He couldn't count the number of tests he'd cheated on, the girls and friends who had written the essays and papers he'd turned in, and the tutors he had manipulated into doing most of his work. But for some reason, he didn't want to lie to Libby.
Of course, he didn't want her to know the truth, either. That would be awful.
"Nah, it's okay. I'll manage." He always had. By high school, it was really athletics—hockey specifically—that had saved him. He'd found something he was incredibly good at, something that wasn't just valuable to him, but something other people valued, too. His high school hockey coach had taken him under his wing, making exceptions for him and talking to all of his teachers. He went from skating by, barely passing, to getting A's and playing great hockey. He'd even gotten a scholarship to U of M—something he was now in danger of losing.
"Well, the offer's open." Libby sat on the bed again as Dean came back into the room, still zipping up his jeans.
"I gotta get going," Dean informed them, grabbing his jacket and regarding Henry. "You'll keep Libby company during the game?"
Henry stood, walking toward the door and opening it. "Can I talk to you? In the hallway?"
Dean followed him.
Henry shut the door. His hands were shaking. "What the fuck is going on?"
"You mean Libby?" Dean took a step back when he saw Henry's face. "Hey! Hey! It's not serious or anything. I asked her if she wanted to go to the game and she said yes. I was as surprised as you! Besides, I thought it would give you time to get to know her, since I'll be playing football the whole while."
Henry frowned, hesitated. His hand was already clenched into a tight fist, cocked and ready to go. But part of him wanted to believe. Was Dean really just trying to help him? "It looked pretty serious to me."
Dean grinned sheepishly. "Well, I wasn't gonna turn the girl down. Would you?"
"So what is this now, a competition?"
"May the best man win?" Dean took another step back, holding up his hands and laughing. "Dude, I don't wanna fight. We both got an equal shot. If she likes you, she'll end up with you. If she likes me, well..." He shrugged, still smiling.
What else could he do? "Fine."
"Still friends?"
Henry ignored Dean's outstretched hand. How in the hell was he supposed to compete with Dean Mosher? The dorm room they lived in was named after his great-great-something or other, for god's sake! The guy had everything and he walked around like he knew it.
"Hey, will you bring Libby back here after the game? I've got to head over to the frat house for some setup afterward. Next week's Greek Week, buddy!" Dean waggled his eyebrows, grinning with perfectly straight teeth, and Henry relented.
"Okay, but if the sock's on the door, you're sleeping on Bel's floor—and I saw him eating baked beans at lunch today." Henry gave him the finger as Dean laughed and walked away.
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Chapter Two"I hate football." Libby was shivering, even in her oversized matching gold and blue scarf and knit hat and mittens, all with the U of M logo on them. She seemed so small sitting next to him.
"You're cold." Henry started taking off his jacket for her, but she stopped him, shaking her head and sliding her body closer, as close as she could, the armrest in the way.
"Just put your arm around me," she urged, teeth chattering. The wind was wicked and Henry happily did as she asked.
"Better?" He smiled when she tucked her head under his chin. He could feel her body already beginning to relax.
"Much." Her voice was muffled in his jacket. Down below, the band looked like little toy soldiers marching across the field. It was all a big show, the first game of the season.
"So if you hate football..." Henry's arm tightened around her as they both tried to make themselves as small as possible while a man and his son squeezed by."Why did you come?"
Libby didn't say anything for a minute and he wondered if she was going to answer at all when she finally changed the subject and asked, "So, you play hockey?"
"Uh-huh." In his pocket, Henry's phone went off for the third time. He'd put it on vibrate, but it still startled them. He ignored it anyway.
She lifted her head and he liked how close she was, how her breath smelled like the cinnamon Trident gum she had been chewing on their walk to the stadium. "Think I could come watch a practice?"
"You like hockey?" She hated football and liked hockey. It had to be a sign.
"Oh I love hockey," she agreed, snuggling closer again. "I just wish I could afford season tickets."
"I get two free tickets for every home game." Henry offered, "You can have them if you want. Unless my parents are coming or something. Mostly they can't make the games. It's too far."
"I'd like that." He thought he heard a smile in her voice. The stadium was on its feet now, ready to welcome the home team, but they both stayed put. "So what's your major, Henry?"
He snorted. "Hockey."
"Are you good enough to play pro?"
"I don't know." He shrugged, trying to sound nonchalant. The dream of becoming a professional hockey player was so enormous for him, it was unspeakable. "Maybe." Now he was desperate to change the subject. "So you didn't always want to be a librarian?"
"No, I wanted to be an investigative journalist." Libby clapped her mittened hands as the team burst out onto the field, but Henry didn't take his arm from around her to do the same.
"What happened to that plan?" He was far more interested in their conversation than the upcoming game. Damn, there went his phone again. He jammed his hand into his pocket to silence the vibration.
She shrugged, leaning forward in her seat now to see, and he didn't like it when she moved too far away. "Well, for one thing, newspapers are disappearing."
"There's always TV."
She mock-shuddered. "I couldn't do TV news."
"Why not? You're gorgeous. You'd make a great news anchor." It was true. Of course, she could have made a great anything in that regard—model, actress, whatever. Although Henry thought it would be a waste of her real talents, he also believed someone should bask in her beauty. He selfishly thought it should be him.
"Well thanks for the compliment, but I get tongue tied." Libby pulled out her cell phone and clicked the camera on, taking a picture of the field. "There, now we can show Dean proof we were here."
"I bet you could overcome it," Henry encouraged.
She made a goofy face at him, sticking out her tongue and crossing her eyes. It made him laugh. "You haven't seen me. I freeze up. I stutter. It isn't pretty."
"Well, librarians are cool." He thought whatever she did would be cool.
"So are hockey players." She turned her attention fully to him, pressing close, her thigh brushing against his. He insanely wished, even though it was only forty-something degrees outside, that they were wearing shorts so he could feel her skin. His phone buzzed again and he swore, taking it out of his pocket.
"Who keeps calling you? Is it your girlfriend?"
"I don't have a girlfriend." Henry made sure to say that first. "It's my mother."
"Shouldn't you answer it?"
He clicked silence all with one hand and slipped it back into his jacket pocket. "She just wants to yell at me about my grades."
"Oh, you have those kinds of parents too." She had a sad sort of knowing expression in her eyes.
"Actually no." Henry couldn't help being fair to his mom. She hardly ever yelled at him about anything, except maybe the time when he was seven and he'd taken his dad's spray paint from the garage so he could paint the entire lawn blue. He just wanted to play "shark," he'd told her—and it didn't look enough like an ocean. Mostly, she was kind and sympathetic and understanding. It drove him crazy. "She's just worried. She wants to help."
"Are you going to let her help?" Libby gave him a sly glance.
He shrugged. "She wants to get me a tutor."
"Hey, that was my suggestion."
"I know."
"So what do you have against tutors?" She nudged him in the ribs and he grunted. "Is it a pride thing?"
"I guess." He pretended to be interested in what was going on down on the field.
"Everybody needs help sometimes." Libby leaned in to say this, almost whispering. "It doesn't mean you're stupid or anything."
"Gee thanks." The wind had picked up and he hoped it explained away the redness in his cheeks.
"I'm freezing." She was shivering again and he pulled her closer, wishing the armrest between them would disappear. The band had started again, the fight song this time, and people were on their feet. At least it blocked the wind.
"Hey, do you think Dean would know if we went back to your room?"
Her words made him stiffen. In more ways than one.
"Probably not." He tried to sound casual. "He wanted me to take you back there afterwards anyway. He's got some frat stuff to do first."
Libby rolled her eyes. "Ugh. Alpha Pi Alpha?"
"That's the one."
She made a face. "The worst of them all."
"What's that supposed to mean?" He didn't mean to sound so defensive, but Dean had convinced him it was a great group of guys, that if he pledged, he would have friends for life. "Brothers," Dean said. That was what convinced Henry. He had an older sister, but he'd always wanted brothers.
"You're not pledging, are you?" Libby gave him a funny look, frowning.
He loved the way her brow crinkled. Those lines would probably develop into something permanent when she was older. She'd probably hate them and curse them and want to get Botox injections or something. And he thought, if he were lucky enough to still be alive and around when Libby hated those lines, he would love them just as much then as he did right now.
Henry deflected the question. "Why?"
"I did a story for The Michigan Daily about hazing last year," she told him. "They do some awful stuff to their pledges."
"Ah hah!" Henry exclaimed, still deflecting. "So you were a reporter!"
"Were is the optimum word there." Libby stood and Henry lamented this, scanning her pretty, round face. She held a gold and blue mittened hand out to him and he couldn't resist, would have said yes to anything she asked. "Come on, let's go get warm."
Libby kept close the whole walk back to the dorm, her arm linked through Henry's—and he was pretty sure it wasn't just because she was cold. Bel's door was open as they went by and he waved from his bed, the TV loud. The game was on, and the cheers of the crowd sounded both on the television and far in the distance, an echo.
"This is better than shivering in the stands!" Libby pulled off her mittens, hat and scarf, shaking her hair out as she left her coat on his bed, already wandering around the room. He threw his coat next to hers, shoving them both over to sit cross-legged on the bed, watching her touch things, pick them up, put them down again.
She explored Henry's desk this time, marveling at the volume of mini cassette tapes he had there. "Why so many?"
"I record all my lectures." He grabbed his iPod out of habit, flipping through for something to listen to.
"Whatcha got?" Libby crawled onto the bed and he welcomed her warm weight as she settled herself beside him. "Anything good?"
Without a word, he reached over and opened his desk drawer, pulling out two pairs of headphones. He had a splitter that allowed them both to listen at the same time, and he handed her a pair. She slipped them on just as he hit play.
"The Runaways?" Libby listened, a smile curling the corners of her mouth.
He found it hard to not lean over and kiss her, both because she was so irresistible and because she'd instantly recognized the band. He held his breath as she situated herself with her head in his lap, her long legs stretched out, settling her yellow-and-blue stockinged feet halfway up his wall.
"Awesome," she murmured, her eyes tilting back to him, and he noticed they were a shade of blue so incredible he was sure the color couldn't have occurred anywhere in nature. "Spin me some tunes, Mr. DJ."
He did, and although he had his own set of headphones on, he wasn't sure he really heard any of the music he played for her. His senses were otherwise engaged, feeling the silky brush of her hair against his arm, her neck arched over the swell of his thigh, her pulse beating time at the hollow of her soft, pale throat.
He stared at her like a starving man in a prison cell watching a buffet parade by. The way her sweater pulled up when she stretched gave him an astonishing and intoxicating glimpse at the dip of her navel. To Henry, she smelled like rain and sweet corn and fields of poppies, like every good thing he could imagine, and he wanted to lose himself in the experience of her completely.
And that's just what happened. He forgot everything but Libby. They'd been listening to music and talking for hours when Dean showed up. Libby had her own iPod with her, and they went through each other's song lists, him poking fun of her Dave Matthews collection and Libby teasing him about owning anything by John Mayer. They'd been so engaged, Henry had almost forgotten he had a roommate.
"Did you see that touchdown?" Dean burst through the door, tossing his jacket at his desk chair. Libby was now sitting next to Henry on his bed, both of them wearing headphones, and they viewed each other guiltily. Neither of them had thought to check the football scores.
"We creamed them! Twenty-eight to nine! Boo-yah!" Dean pumped his fist in the air. "I had four guys on me, and I'm running like this..." Dean squatted low and ran in place, head down. "And this jackhole comes around this side like he's superman or something, ready to tackle me." Dean weaved, first left, then right. "And I'm like, I don't think so!" Dean slammed an invisible football down onto the floor. "Touchdown!"
"Good game." Henry flipped through his iPod, hitting play.
Libby covered her mouth, stifling a giggle. The song was Carly Simon's "You're So Vain."
"You guys saw it, right?"
"Sure," Libby agreed, sliding her headphones down around her neck. "Great job."
"Thanks." Dean flopped down on his bed. Henry saw his eyes narrow when he realized how close the two of them were sitting on the bed. "So uh...you two look cozy."
"We've just been listening to music, waiting for you." Libby took her headphones off, handing them to Henry.
"Everything go okay at the frat?" Henry turned his iPod off, tossing it aside.
"All set." Dean's grin widened. "Pledge week is gonna be a blast."
"For everyone but the pledges," Libby muttered, picking invisible fuzz off her sweater.
"Well, I'm glad you like the roommate." Dean leaned back against the wall, real
casual, but Henry heard the edge in his voice. "It's always good when everyone gets along."
"Speaking of roommates." Libby swung her legs off the edge of the bed. "What do you guys say we double with mine? She's really sweet, very pretty, and she just broke up with her boyfriend."
"Uh-oh." Dean rolled his eyes. "On the rebound?"
"I think she just needs to go out and have some fun, you know?"
"There's a new horror flick playing at the Goodrich," Henry offered. "Let Me In. A vampire movie. A real one."
"As long as they don't sparkle, I'm there," Libby insisted, just when Henry thought his estimation of the girl couldn't have improved.
"Cool! So what's this girl's name?" Dean asked. "My man Henry wants to know
who he's going out with, am I right?"
"Um..." Libby froze, her gaze shifting between the two of them. She felt as trapped as he did, Henry realized. What were they supposed to do now? Libby's mouth turned down in resignation as she gave Dean what he wanted. "Elaine."
"Oh that's right." Dean leaned forward, fingers tented between his knees. "You room with Elaine Litman, don't you?" He looked at his roommate. "She's hot, dude. Seriously. She's got great—" He stopped when Libby gave him a sharp look. "A great personality," he finished.
"Well, listen, it's late..." Libby stood stiffly, reaching over Henry for her coat and he froze when the soft swell of her sweatered breast brushed his arm.
"You're not going?" Dean frowned, standing too.
"I've got to get up early tomorrow." Libby smiled a thank-you when Henry handed over her mittens, scarf and hat. "Great game, Dean."
"Thanks." He reached for his coat. "I'll just walk you back to your dorm."
"No, that's okay." Libby pulled on her hat and mittens. "I have to stop by the library to pick up something anyway. I'll take the bus. I'll be fine."
"When do you want to go to the movies?" Henry asked, still sitting on his bed, too aware of the cooling space next to him where her warm body had been. He figured he might as well take advantage of every chance he could get to see her, even if he was playing second fiddle to his roommate.
She visibly brightened, wrapping her scarf around her neck. "How about next Friday?"
"I'll call you." Dean opened the door for her and Henry couldn't help smiling when Libby took the opportunity to pull her scarf up to cover her mouth when Dean leaned in to try and kiss her goodbye.
* * * *
"All my clothes?" Henry frowned over at Dean, who was already nearly stripped down to his skivvies.
There were maybe thirty of the pledges left now at the end of Greek Week. Those were the only ones who had managed to stick it out to the end, and while Henry was proud he was one of them, he also knew it was mostly because Dean was his roommate. He never would have made it through some of the stuff they'd been forced to do that week without him. He certainly would never have received an invitation otherwise.
"Trust me."
How many times had Dean said that to him this week? But still, he went along. It was hard to say "no" to Dean Tosher, and not only was it difficult, but you got the feeling it just wasn't a good idea.
Henry pulled his t-shirt off, shivering. The room was cold. Did they even have the heat on? The other guys were stripping too. They'd gotten used to taking orders this week, he supposed. They'd pretty much done everything that was asked of them, from the simplest things, like learning the history and traditions of the organization and then passing tests (oral exams, mostly, rousted out of bed at two in the morning and answering questions while blindfolded and tied to chairs) to the campus-wide scavenger hunt, where they had to find everything from a fifth of Jack Daniels to used condoms.
It hadn't been as bad as Henry thought it would be, actually, but that probably had something to do with being Dean's roommate. He wasn't one of the pledges who'd had to go to class wearing pink hair bows or diapers. The scariest thing he'd done all week, so far anyway, had been placing a mandatory hundred-dollar bet on an NFL game they had watched together as a group. Thankfully, he'd picked the right team and won. Dean hadn't been so lucky.
"All right, brothers." The door behind them opened and Henry slipped his boxers quickly off, wanting to be in compliance before the older members saw him.
The pledges all took an involuntarily step back when the door swung open, whether out of respect or fear, it was hard to tell. The older fraternity members were intimidating, but as far as Henry knew, even in spite of Libby's warnings, no one had been hurt during Greek Week. They hadn't even done any forced drinking games, which Henry had fully expected—Dean said they weren't allowed to anymore. Henry had remembered Libby's article and wondered if there was a connection between the two.
"Let's go, gentlemen!" Marcus was the head of the fraternity and another football player—defensive tackle, built like the Titanic. Henry fell in line behind Dean as they all filed out of the room naked, following the enormous back and completely shaved head of their fearless leader. He had an earring in each ear, and Dean secretly called him "Mr. Clean."
The room they had been in was small, but this one was even smaller. There were two rows of chairs, facing one another, and a TV and a DVD player on a tall cart at the end. Behind each chair was one of their older soon-to-be fraternity brothers. Henry hesitated, seeing the setup over Dean's shoulder, but there really wasn't much of a choice as they were directed into the room.
Dean was pushed to the left and Henry to the right, so they ended up in chairs directly across from one another. The folding chairs were plastic, not metal, but they were still incredibly cold and Henry's balls felt like they were shriveled grapes. At least they were spaced far enough apart that he wasn't brushing up against the next to him.
"You've made it through Hell Week," Marcus announced.
"Almost," Henry heard the fraternity brother behind him murmur and then chuckle.
"After Hell Week, you all deserve a reward, don't you think?"
A murmur went up among the pledges in agreement. Henry glanced over at Dean, eyebrow raised. Were they kidding?
"The kind of brotherhood you are about to enter can't be explained. It can only be experienced." Marcus picked up the remote control and pointed it at the television. Henry watched it come to life, but there was no picture on it yet, just a blue screen. He couldn't imagine what they were going to show them—some video about the history of the frat? Why in the hell did they have to be naked for that?
Marcus was still talking, but it wasn't anything he hadn't heard already this week. "You should always be able to trust your frat brother. You should be able to do anything for each other."
"Or next to each other." The guy behind him again. Henry felt a hand on his bare shoulder. What in the hell did they have planned? Henry's sense of foreboding grew as the guy next to him passed him a bowl and whispered, "Take one." They were full of condoms.
No fucking way, he thought, taking one anyway and passing on the message and the bowl to the pledge next to him. Dean had a condom in his hand and he was trying to suppress a smile, but the other guys looked just as scared as Henry felt. Trust me. That's what Dean had said. But did Henry really trust his roommate? He'd been making a bee-line for the girl Henry liked, and had been close-mouthed all week about the fraternity rituals, although admittedly, Henry had gotten off pretty easy because of Dean. At least so far. Dean kept telling him he was a pledge, too—which was true. But he also obviously had inside information he wasn't willing to share.
"You're gonna want to buckle up for safety, boys." Marcus turned on the DVD and Henry stared as two women appeared—two very naked, very sexy, very lesbian women. They were crawling all over each other, kissing and touching. The blonde wasn't his type—too busty and fake for his tastes. But the redhead? Oh Jesus, she looked like Libby with all that hair! Her breasts were perfect, a pert handful of flesh, her nipples puffy and pink. And her pussy?



His dick was getting hard. Henry covered his crotch, condom still in hand, trying to keep his boy down, but the girl was so much like Libby, and when the blonde knelt between the redhead's legs, parting her pussy lips covered in curly red fuzz, the camera zooming in for a close-up, it was a lost cause. Even though he was sitting naked in the middle of a group of guys, his cock wouldn't obey his "down" command.
"We're all going to play a game."
Henry looked reluctantly away from the screen to see that most of his pledge brothers were having the same problem with their dicks. Dean wasn't even hiding his—and Henry was surprised to find his cock was rather small in stature, maybe six inches—but instead had his hand wrapped around it, stroking idly as he peered up at the screen where the women were rubbing their tits together now and moaning loudly.
Marcus picked up a black bag off the floor, taking out a bottle of KY gel. No way, Henry thought again. Was this going to be some sort of circle jerk? He could only hope—because he didn't have any sexual inclination toward guys, and there was no way he was going to consent to anything that involved one of his pledge brothers touching his cock. Or doing anything else to him, for that matter.
"Here we go." Marcus handed a bottle of KY to the first two pledges and they stared across the aisle at each other, eyes wide. He knew both of them, had hung out in Dean's room with Uri, a big, swarthy Russian guy with a thick accent, and Bel was the skinny geek from the dorm room right next door to them. In spite of the moaning and soft cries of pleasure coming from the television, Henry had found that his cock had finally obeyed his "down" command. Everyone was too anxious to have a hard-on now. Well, almost everyone. Dean was still hard, cock firmly in hand.
"Fasten your seatbelts." Marcus's teeth flashed brightly white. "Buckle up, buttercups." He reached back into the bag. Both guys sat frozen, a condom in one hand, KY in the other. Henry didn't understand until Marcus pulled two more objects out of the bag. Flashlights? Huh? Were they going to have a masturbation contest in the dark?
"Just in case you thought this was gonna be easy." Marcus took the end off of the flashlight, but where there should have been a light was...
"What the hell?" The guy on Henry's right—he couldn't remember his name. Peter or Phil or...?
"It's a Fleshlight," the guy on Henry's left said. Henry knew his name—Cody. They'd been sitting next to each other during the game Henry and the rest of the pledges had been forced to bet on. Unfortunately Cody, like Dean, had chosen the other team.
"A what?" Henry whispered, thinking he'd mispronounced the word flashlight, but what Marcus was holding in his hand didn't look like any flashlight he'd ever seen, and then one of the older frat brothers answered the question for all of them because he'd taken out the DVD of the two lesbian women and put in another, more informative one.
"Holy fuck." That was Phil or Pete or...Pat. His name was Pat, Henry remembered as they all stared at the screen. There was a nearly-nude brunette up there, reclining, legs spread, and she holding the flashlight-looking thing in her hand. With her other hand, she touched the pink flesh-like material, her fingers rubbing oil into the surface, and Henry finally understood, as the scene changed and the woman was on her knees in front of a very well-hung guy, licking his balls and sliding the flashlight—er, Fleshlight—down onto his cock.
"Ohhhhh," the guy on-screen moaned. "It feels just like the real thing!"
Henry's dick jumped to life again as he watched the guy decide to compare his new toy with the real thing, putting the brunette on the bed and the Fleshlight just above her pussy. Now it was like he had two cunts to fuck, one real, one synthetic. Henry stared, fascinated, watching the flesh part, wondering what it would feel like, as the brunette fingered first her own pussy and then the fake one.
A collective gasp went up when the guy stuck his cock into the brunette, beginning to fuck her. Then he switched, sliding his dick into the sex toy, fucking it just as hard. Back and forth it went. The whole room gave a sound of disappointment when Marcus turned off the DVD.
"Get the idea?"
They all got it. There were thirty-two cocks straight up and at-attention in the room. And those, Henry figured, were just the ones they could see. The older frat brothers, standing behind their chairs, were sure to be hard, too. He was just glad this wasn't going to be some sort of homoerotic test. Not that there was anything wrong with being gay. He just wasn't, that's all.
"You two first." Marcus gestured to the guys in chairs closest to the television. The DVD was being changed again, back to the lesbians. On the screen, the redhead was on the bed, her pussy spread for the blonde's eager tongue. And Henry thought his cock couldn't get any harder. Great. At this rate, he'd last about two seconds in that pussy-sleeve before it was all humiliatingly over. But according to the way this game worked, wouldn't that make him the winner?
Well, at least, he understood the condoms now.
The first pair up—so to speak, Henry thought, concealing a smile—was Uri the Russian and Bel. Henry watched his geeky dorm mate struggle to open the condom, tearing it with his teeth, using trembling hands in an attempt to roll it on. Uri was in Henry's row so it was harder to see him, but he looked down the line to find the Russian already had his condom in place, the KY open and dripping down onto his fat dick. He was more than ready to go.
"The first one to come wins," Marcus explained. "The brother behind you will be the one to make the call. The first guy to pull his cock out and show us the used condom wins that round."
"You'll be going head to head," Marcus went on. So to speak, Henry thought again, fighting the urge to snicker. He could hear guys whispering back and forth to each other, some of them laughing, nervous, anxious. Excited. "And once we've eliminated half of you in the first round, we'll line up for a second."
The group collectively murmured in protest. They were expected to go again, so soon after they'd climaxed once? Henry was beginning to understand how this "competition" was going to work.
"There are thirty-two of you." Marcus handed over one of the Fleshlights to Bel, the other to Uri. "After the first round, we'll have sixteen. Then eight. Then two."
"The winner will get that entire box of porn." Marcus pointed to a cardboard box lined with DVD cases. There had to be hundreds of DVDs in it! "And a Fleshlight."
The pledges actually cheered.
Then Marcus announced, "The second runner-up will get the other Fleshlight."
Henry focused on Dean. He was grinning, the head of his cock practically purple as he squeezed it. No wonder he'd been stroking himself this whole time, Henry realized. They were going to go head-to-head, and Dean had a huge competitive streak.
"On your mark." Marcus gestured to the first pair of guys. "Get set." Oh, they were set all right. "Go!"
Henry had a feeling Bel was going to win this one. This first round would be easy. It was the second, third and—gulp—fourth rounds that were gonna be tough.
Uri groaned as he shoved the sex toy down on his cock. He acted with practiced ease, eyes half-closed, watching the women on the television screen. They were in a sixty-nine position now, the camera focused on the redhead's lapping pink tongue, the blonde's pussy juices smeared all over her cheeks. Henry hoped this DVD was still on when it got to be his turn. All he had to do was see the redhead once with his cock inside that thing and he'd come.
Hell, I might come before I even get into it, he thought, flushing.
"Oh fuck!" Bel cried out as he slid his condom-covered dick into the sleeve, his hand wrapped tight around the Fleshlight's handle. "Oh my fucking god, it's sooo tight!"
Across from him, Uri grunted and thrust, but it was already over for Bel. He pulled his lubed-up cock out, the condom end full of his cum, his face twisted in pleasure, legs splayed, his dick still pulsing with his orgasm.
Everyone whooped and crowed, and Uri let out a groan as he came, too, his
thigh muscles straining with the effort. He had his condom off and tied and held up in a flash, but it was too late. Bel had already peeled his off.
"The winner!" The fraternity brother behind Bel slapped him on the shoulder.
"Gimme that thing!" The guy next to Bel already had his condom rolled on. Henry didn't know that guy well at all—he was a scrawny-looking kid with frizzy red hair, his cock jutting up and to the left.
It was on to the next pair. They were going to have to do this how many times? Henry's cock and balls were aching for release already, and next to him, Pat's breath was coming fast as he jerked himself off, his eyes moving from the frat guys playing with the sex toy to the women licking each other on the screen.
May not even make it through the first round, Henry mused, and then Pat's cock exploded. He wasn't wearing his condom yet and cum spurted like a geyser over his pumping fist as he groaned softly and bucked up in his chair.
"Whoops!" The frat brother standing behind Pat's chair laughed. "We've got a disqualification!"
"Sorry, dude, you're out!" Marcus announced.
Henry gulped as Pat stood, grinning sheepishly, cum still dripping down his thigh as he wobbled toward the door, following Uri. Henry's balls felt tight, no longer cold against the surface of the chair, but contracted and practically boiling. Still, he didn't want to go off too soon. He really wanted to try that thing. The next pair was already at it, the redhead across the way pumping his freckled fist, his hand and the toy a blur, but in Henry's row it was clearly already over from the sound of the moaning and groaning at the end of the line.
He'd only had the pleasure of experiencing the inside of a real pussy once, last summer. It was just a brief thing, but it had been beyond description. His hand, even a girl's mouth, was nothing in comparison. He was probably no more obsessed than any other guy out there, he supposed, but although he hadn't had the opportunity before or since, he couldn't get the memory out of his mind of the slick, velvet feel of her pussy wrapped around his cock no matter what he did.
Not that he tried very hard to forget. In fact, mostly he spent his time fantasizing, trying to remember the hot hug of her cunt, the sweet taste of her mouth and the feel of her breath against his face as she came, the grip of her thighs, the sway of her breasts.
Henry squeezed his aching cock, seeing pre-cum leaking from the tip, and took a long, deep, shuddering breath. Hold on, Henry. Hold on. He wanted to fuck a pussy again, even if it was a fake one. Maybe if I just close my eyes, he thought, block out one of my senses. He heard another cheer go up. Another round down. He heard the other pledges, some of them breathing hard, some of them chanting, "Go go go!" He could also hear the soft moans of the women in the porn movie. Just the sound of the two of them was maddening! And thinking about the redhead on the DVD made him think of Libby, and the thought of Libby was more than enough to push him to the edge.
He couldn't count how many times he'd jerked off the past two weeks thinking about her. Although that was probably a good thing. Maybe it would give him an advantage in tonight's competition! He'd always been surprisingly good at getting hard again soon after an orgasm.
Henry heard a huge groan from his row and knew another round was over. He opened his eyes and saw another pledge disqualifying himself, his cock twitching, his balls tight and red as tomatoes as he came all over his naked belly. Henry and Dean were second to last. Fuck, he was never going to make it. Henry closed his eyes again, trying to think of anything but pussy. Baseball averages. Crap, he didn't know any. States? He could name all fifty states in alphabetical order.
Alaska, Alabama, Arkansas... oh wait, Alaska came after Alabama. Was there anything before Alabama? His cock ached so bad it almost hurt. He didn't dare touch it. It throbbed against the chair, the tip hanging over the edge, literally dripping pre-cum onto the tile. Probably picked this room because it didn't have carpet, he realized. Just in case. To his right, someone else went off, someone not even holding the toy yet. They were popping like balloons too close to a light bulb now, excited into bursting, one after the other.
Alabama, Arkansas, Alaska... there was another "A" state. He was sure of it. He strangely had a fantastic memory. Only two chairs away now. He could actually hear the sound of it, the wet sucking noise it made when it went down on the guy's dick. Next in line beside him, last in line, was Cody. He panted, holding onto his cock for dear life. Henry clenched his ass muscles tight, daring a peep over to his right. Pat was gone, so he had a clear view of the guy who had the toy, the strained muscles in his forearm, a tribal tattoo flexing with his motion, as he manipulated the Fleshlight up and down on his dick. His hips began to thrust and Henry heard him whisper, "Ahhh that tight fucking hole!"
Oh no. Henry grabbed his cock, squeezing hard as the guy beside him grunted and thrust, his eyes rolling back as he came. Across from him, like a mirror image, another guy had a Fleshlight flying up and down his cock, riding it hard. He was close, but not close enough. Alas...Alab...wha... Henry couldn't think. He couldn't breathe. He wanted to come and come and come.
"Winner!"
The guy next to him held up his full condom triumphantly, turning to hand Henry the Fleshlight. "Careful, this thing is fucking lethal!"
Arizona! Ari-fucking-zona! That was it! Henry tore open his condom, rolling it down over the mushroom head of his dick, shivering at the sensation. Across from him, Dean was doing the same thing, sheathing his cock and positioning the toy just above it.
I can do this, Henry told himself, seeing the toy for the first time up close. Its resemblance to a real pussy was remarkable. It even had a tiny clit!
"On your mark..." Marcus was already starting them off and Henry was practically finished. He gazed over at Dean and saw that expression, that "I'm going to wipe the floor with you" look on his face. His roommate was ultra-competitive. Henry steeled himself, slowly rubbing the toy's slit back and forth over the head of his dick. Thank god for the condom or that alone would have done it. He didn't need any of the KY. The thing was plenty slick already.
"Get set..." The excitement in the room was palpable. Some of the guys who had gone once were clearly ready to go again. How long had it been? He'd lost track of time, of space, of anything. He was pure sensation, pure animal drive and instinct. If it had been a real woman in front of him and not a sex toy, he would have grabbed her and fucked her senseless.
"Go!"
Henry gasped when he slid the sleeve down, his cock aiming like an arrow, burying itself deep. Just like a pussy—oh god, the memory, the sensation, it enveloped him completely.
Around him the voices started chanting. It had changed from "go go go!" to "come come come!" and he was seconds, milliseconds, from that point.
Libby, he thought, turning his head and seeing that the lesbians were still thankfully at it on the DVD, moaning and sucking at each other's clits, but a man had joined them now, and he was fucking the redhead, giving it to her from behind so hard she cried out with every thrust.
Oh god, Libby. He wished it was her, her pussy, her little clit rubbing against his pubic bone, grinding into him—the sensation was just perfect if he closed his eyes. He was fucking her, letting her ride his cock, her hair falling around him like a fiery curtain, and he was going to come.
"Oh fuck! Fuck!" He heard Dean, the catch in his throat, and he knew the sound already, had heard it in the middle of the night, the shuttling of Dean's hand up and down his shaft, trying to be quiet while he jerked off, but that catch in his breath meant he was close. Very close. He was going to come, too.
Henry groaned, closed his eyes and grabbed the toy in both hands, thrusting up and fucking Libby's sweet little cunt. He was going to come up inside of her, fill her wet pussy with every bit of his cum, but it wasn't his fantasy image of her breasts bouncing or her sweet wet cunt that did it for him—it was her navel, the soft dip of her belly button, the memory of that swath of skin exposed when she stretched.
"Now!" Henry announced, slamming the toy down against his crotch, feeling the first blast of his cum filling the end of the condom in a hot, wet flood. The crowd howled in satisfaction, but across from him, Dean was groaning and thrusting, coming—damnit, he was coming, too! Henry hadn't had nearly long enough with this toy, and now that he'd experienced it, he didn't just want more of it, he wanted to own it.
Mine. It was a primal thought, and he did the opposite of what was instinctive. Instead of thrusting, thrusting, thrusting—emptying himself into the wet sleeve wrapped around his cock—he withdrew, still coming, his cock smacking wetly against the chair, the condom still filling with the aftermath of his orgasm. If he hadn't done that, Dean would have won for sure.
He tossed the toy onto the chair beside him, grabbed the end of the condom,
slipped a finger under an edge to break the suction, and pulled.
"Winner!" He heard it, they all did, two words spoken at the exact same time, the frat guy standing behind Dean and the guy behind Henry.
"We have a tie!" Marcus announced.
Henry panted, the world still swimming, his ears ringing as he tied the condom and tossed it into the garbage pail being passed to him. Then he reached over and handed the Fleshlight to Cody, who wasn't even going to get a chance to use it in this round because the guy across from him had already disqualified himself. So many guys had gotten off without even getting a chance to try out the sex toy that there were only eight of them in the second round instead of sixteen.
Henry took a long swig from the water bottle offered to him by one of the older frat guys, feeling like Rocky between rounds. He got up as they rearranged the chairs down to eight—just four guys on each side. The rest of the pledges and frat guys surrounded them in a semi-circle, though they all left a clear view to the porn. Now the question was...could any of them get it up again?
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Chapter ThreeThey say men hit their sexual peak at eighteen, Henry thought, watching his fellow pledges, seeing their dicks slowly getting hard again, while at the same time trying to seem as if he wasn't paying attention. I hope I haven't hit mine yet.
Someone had turned up the sound on the television and the two women were on their knees in front of the guy now, giving him a hell of a blowjob. The blonde's mouth was lipstick-red, but the redhead's was pink and open, soft and natural, her tongue licking at the cock on the screen like she was trying to catch all the drips on a melting ice cream cone.
Henry's dick began to jerk to life again, even without any aid. Condoms were passed out once more, and Marcus stood at the end of the shortened aisle of chairs holding a Fleshlight in each hand like a bizarre double-fisted Statue of Liberty. For a moment, Henry couldn't believe he was doing this. He had just masturbated naked in a room full of other guys—and was about to do it again.
But he wanted to win.
Maybe it was just the peer pressure. Or maybe it was Dean sitting across from him—again, directly across from him! He'd even seen his roommate move his chair so it would work out that way, like he wanted to be in direct competition. Well fine. If that's what he wanted, that's what he was going to get, Henry decided, wrapping his hand around the expanding length of his cock and squeezing.
He gazed up at the television screen for inspiration. Damn, but that redhead looked like Libby. He wondered briefly if Dean had planned this, even down to the porn choice—but how much influence could he have? He was a pledge, too, after all. Had he known about this, though? Somehow Henry just had a feeling...
The first two guys were condomed up and ready to go, although he didn't know if they were going to last very long. Neither had gotten a chance to fuck the sex toy in the first round, because the guy they'd been paired up with had been disqualified. Marcus handed each of them a Fleshlight and they all watched, the eight in chairs and the crowd of guys surrounding them, as the two pledges poised their dicks right at the entrance of each toy.
Just like a pussy, Henry thought again. The feeling had been so real, so different from a hand or a mouth, it was staggering. It triggered something primal in his brain, something deep and uncontrollable, seeing something so realistic, watching a hard cock parting the flesh-like wetness, ready to enter. He knew it wasn't real, but oh, it looked and felt so real, he could almost believe it.
It seemed to provoke something primitive in all of them as Marcus counted down the beginning of the round with a "Mark, set, go!" and they were off. Not just the two holding the toy, but all the guys, even the ones standing out of this round. Many of them had their hands between their legs, pumping their cocks as they watched, and even the older frat guys were rubbing at their clothed crotches.
Henry had been right—the first two guys didn't take long at all. He couldn't see the guy in his own row very well, but he could hear the Fleshlight's natural suction and see it flying up and down his cock. The first guy across from him, though, an Asian guy with long dark hair that didn't quite cover the way he was biting his lip, his face twisted in pleasure as he rocked his hips up against the toy in his hands.
The chant was building again: "Come! Come! Come!" Both pledges did their best to comply, but it was the Asian kid who made it there first, his hips thrusting up so far into the air when he climaxed, his ass came right off the chair. The other guy, probably prompted by the sound of his fraternity brother's orgasm, erupted immediately after him, but it was too late. Looking embarrassed but proud, the Asian guy stood and pulled off his condom and held it up, his cock still dripping cum down between his feet.
"Goddamn!" Marcus slapped the pledge on the back. "We've got our first round-two winner!"
Which meant Henry had two more of those to get through before it was his turn. His cock was so hard in his fist he felt like he could have mined diamonds with it. He knew his body well enough to know he could come twice pretty quickly. In fact, if he had enough stimulation, he could come just minutes after the first. He'd just done it early this morning, the light faint through the blinds, biting his lip to keep quiet and not wake Dean as he imagined coming first all over the soft, pale skin of Libby's belly and then into her sweet, pouty mouth.
The problem for Henry wasn't whether or not he could get hard and come twice so quickly. The problem was going to be holding back until he could get his hands on the Fleshlight again. He didn't, however, know if he could do it a third time. And a fourth? Impossible.
Henry had already put his condom on, hoping the tight end near the base might help him hold back. The next two guys, he knew, would take longer, because they'd both gotten off in round one.
"On your mark...get set...go!"
Henry watched his dorm mate, Bel, slide the Fleshlight slowly down, letting it envelop his shaft. Not gonna win that way, he thought, but then it occurred to him that Bel was likely a virgin and had probably never been inside a woman before. No wonder he was savoring the sensation.
Bel had gone off like a rocket the first time, but he was clearly determined not to go so fast this round. He moved it slow and easy, eyes closed, taking it all the way up so the silicone pussy lips rubbed the head of his cock and then sliding it all the way back down again, grinding his hips, as if he could push in any deeper.
Across from him, the guy with the tribal tattoo on his forearm was pumping his fist, his breath coming hard and fast. That's how I have to do it a second time, too, Henry thought, watching the pistoning action out of the corner of his eye, too fascinated by Bel's restraint to stop watching him.
Bel's mouth was open, eyes closed, head back, his cock just gone, buried into the deep recesses of the simulated pussy shoved against his pelvis, hips rocking, and Henry tried to imagine how it must feel, all those lubricated ridges in there nuzzling the sensitive head of his dick.
I have to own that thing.
A low moan started in Bel's throat and, across from him, the tribal tattoo guy's muscles were tight, his eyes closed too, his body literally shaking with his impending orgasm. They were close. They were both close—one fucking himself like a rabbit, the other going at a turtle's pace—and yet they were going to arrive at the same destination any minute now.
"Come! Come! Come!"
They were coming, all around.
As the chant began, Henry heard a loud groan behind him as another pledge lost it, jerking his cock to a shuddering completion. Like firecrackers going off, it began to happen across from him, cum running in rivers down their thighs or splashed onto the backs of chairs. His cock throbbed. It ached. It begged to be touched.
"Oh! Oh!" It was Bel—what was he doing? He slid out of the chair to kneel on the floor, both hands on the Fleshlight as he shoved his hips up and forward, making low grunting sounds with every movement. The crowd roared their approval but Bel didn't even hear them.
"Ahhhhhh!" Tattoo guy was close. Really close. This was a hell of a tight race. Henry would have laughed at his own pun if his cock hadn't felt swollen to ten times its normal size between his legs. He didn't dare touch it now.
"Fuck that little pussy," Bel murmured, totally lost in whatever fantasy was playing in his head. It would have been funny if it wasn't so strangely arousing. Here he was watching his dorm mate get himself off, his skinny arms straining with the effort, the white expanse of his belly practically concave, and Henry's own cock was as hard as it had ever been. What was wrong with this picture?
"Oh god I'm gonna come inside that hot... ahhhh... fucking... ahhhh.... hole... ohhhhHHH!"
Bel's gonna win, Henry realized, glancing over at the tattoo guy, his face red, his cock and balls, too, the wet suction sound of the toy loud and fast. The turtle's gonna win the race!
"Fucking pussy!" Bel cried, arching his back and thrusting deep. "Oh that fucking tight cunt!" He growled like an animal, his whole body convulsing as he came, and Henry couldn't help but wonder what girl he might be imagining, just whose pussy he was filling as he gritted his teeth and gave it everything he had.
More guys were going off around them, jerking their dicks fast and furious. Henry swallowed as, down his row, the tattoo guy finally got off, hips jerking, twisting the sex toy around on his dick again and again as he shot his load into it. There's something a real pussy can't do, Henry thought, as the tattooed guy twisted the toy right off to reveal his thick cock, the condom on it wet and filled with cum.
"Winner!" The frat brother behind Bel announced. Bel had finally given up the toy, reluctantly slipping it off the end of his cock and peeling down the condom. Bel threw himself happily back into his chair, still panting, the guys all cheering and pumping their fists—the ones not wrapped around their dicks anyway.
Well, actually, they were pumping those, too...
"Next pair up!" Marcus took the Fleshlights, stepping down the line.
Henry glanced next to him at the guy with the frizzy red hair, the one that made him think that if Carrot Top and Danny Bonaduce ever had a kid together, he would be it. Cody was across from him, sitting next to Dean. Henry avoided his roommate's gaze, but he could see Dean had started already, fisting his cock and jerking it as he watched the next two pledges each take a Fleshlight and poise them above their condom-covered dicks.
By the time Marcus said, "Go!" Cody was already moaning, his eyes wide at first when he slipped into the wet recesses of the sex toy, and then closing in pure delight. He hadn't had the chance to fuck it yet and Henry stared, fascinated, as Cody caught a quick rhythm, the low groan in his voice building to a growl. It was hardly fair, considering Carrot Top had come once already, but it was over almost before it began.
"Oh fuck! Oh my fucking god! That's too good!"
The whole room laughed and brayed in agreement as Cody grunted and thrust deep, shuddering as he came. The redheaded kid was jerking himself with the toy as fast as he could, but it was no use. Cody's condom was off already, his cock wilting as he was declared the winner.
But the redheaded kid wasn't giving up. He was inside the thing now, and he wanted to finish. Not that Henry could blame him.
"Come! Come! Come!" The chant started again and behind him, Henry heard another groan as someone else obeyed.
"Goddamn!" Carrot Top turned his head toward the television screen for incentive. The blonde was sitting on the guy's face, rubbing her pussy all over his tongue, while the redhead sat up on his dick, riding him. The camera moved in for a close-up on the blonde's shaved pussy and Henry couldn't help but make the comparison between toy and cunt. Pink and wet and open and waiting...
Fuck.
Henry had to turn his head when the camera moved in on the other girl, the redhead who resembled Libby. Her pussy was stretched with the guy's cock, her fingers down there rubbing her little clit, nipples hard, the skin around them puckered. He could barely stand to listen to her soft cries of pleasure over the roomful of whistles and shouts, guys urging Carrot Top on.
"Yeah!" Carrot Top stood, facing the television, blocking Henry's view, and he was glad. He could barely catch his breath as it was, his own cock pulsing in time with his rapid heartbeat. "Take that, bitch! Take that up your hot little snatch!"
Henry gulped as everyone around him exploded in approval. This was getting really out of hand. Henry, quit with the puns, he told himself, closing his eyes and trying to breathe normally. It wasn't easy.
"Last two!"
Henry barely heard him, but he took the Fleshlight, eyes still closed. He knew Dean was getting ready right across the aisle, but he didn't focus there. He did it all by feel, sliding his fingers through the toy's little slit, finding the hole. Oh, yes. Those wet open lips, that tight sleeve. That's just where his cock wanted to go.
"Ready." Yeah. Fuck yeah.
"Set." Right there. Oh that sweet pussy is mine. All mine.
"Go!"
It was seconds, just seconds. Maybe thirty, even with the slight loss of sensation because of the condom. He pumped his fist fiercely, his cock swollen to bursting, and silently mouthed her name. And then he was coming, not inside of her, not on her, not with her, but for her, everything for her, his toes curling, pelvis thrust up like an offering.
"Winner!"
His ears were ringing too much for him to really hear, but he tied his condom up with shaking hands and tossed it into the trashcan making its way down the line. He didn't see Dean glaring at him until they got up to rearrange the chairs again. He didn't look happy. In fact, he seemed really pissed off.
But when Dean noticed Henry looking, he saluted. Henry shrugged back.
"Now it gets tough." Marcus passed out more condoms.
Henry studied his poor, withered, wet cock. He couldn't get the condom on now if he tried. Way too soft.
"But we have incentive for the four guys who've made it this far!" Marcus signaled toward the door and one of the frat brothers opened it and peeked out.
Henry's jaw dropped when a woman, a real, live woman, walked into the room. She was dressed up like a goth girl, her hair streaked half black, half red, her lips and fingernails painted dark. She wore a black corset and fishnet stockings with garters that were mostly covered by patent leather boots that went far up on her thighs. But she wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts were big, heavy, the nipples fat and a dark, dark brown. And she wasn't wearing panties either. Her pubic hair was shaved into a dark landing strip just above her bare mound.
She strutted past them, snapping her gum, and then turned and paced back toward the place where she'd come in, the door closed now. Back and forth, like a panther, and they were all struck silent by her presence. They had become predators and she the prey. Even Henry felt himself leaning forward, his pupils dilating in excitement. To hell with plastic pussy. This was the real thing!
Then she stopped in the middle of the row of chairs, turning toward Henry's side. Her face was pretty, her eyes dark and round. She half-smiled at him as she bent forward, her breasts swaying, reaching behind and smacking her ass, first with one hand, then with the other. Henry heard the guys on the other side gasp.
Then she was turning again, the other way this time, and he saw her own handprints on the white globes of her behind as she bent, showing his row what she had just shown them. He gaped as she did it again, one hand, then the other, using them to spread her pussy and ass open for them to see.
"Holy fuck." Cody gulped beside him. Henry was up against the Asian kid this time. Cody got Carrot Top again. "You have got to be kidding me."
Henry couldn't have agreed more. He'd been to strip clubs before. They'd gone during his senior year in high school, even though he'd had to procure fake I.D. for the venture. He'd been in the company of strippers. He knew how it worked, he knew all the rules. This woman...this girl...she wasn't a stripper. Strippers didn't...
"Want to touch it?" Her voice was low, husky, and it sent a shiver through him as she looked back over her shoulder at his row. "You can touch it if you want."
She took a step toward them in those incredible fucking boots and Henry's jaw dropped when she straddled his thigh, putting her arms around his neck and rubbing her pussy against his leg. Jesus, it was so hot—her cunt was on fire!
"You want to feel a real pussy?" she whispered, grabbing his hand and guiding it between her legs. "Touch it."
Henry did as he was told, groaning as his fingers moved over her lips, parting them and finding wetness. He whimpered when she stood, swinging her leg over Cody's and letting him feel. His eyes were glazed. Henry knew just how he felt. When she stepped over to the other side of the aisle, he noticed how the entire group watched her, how much they all wanted her.
She's a hen in a fox house, he thought as the Asian guy got his feel, grabbing her breast in his hand as well. Why didn't I think of doing that?
"Okay, boys, that's it." She turned to face the room. "No more touching. Got it?"
Like she could stop us? Henry felt that energy emanating from every guy in the room. It was crazy. Even guys who had come twice already were hard again. Henry was too, his cock responding without any thought at all. His body wanted what it wanted. And it wanted it now.
"No more touching during this round." Marcus took a step toward her, putting an arm around her waist. She smiled up at him, her eyes softening, and Henry understood. She was with Marcus. That much was clear. But Henry couldn't help thinking, this round? Did that mean they could touch her during the next one?
Oh please, God, let it be so.
He had to make it to the next round. He just had to.
"Val is going to give you all a little show for the next round."
An air mattress got pulled in from the hallway and put on the floor between the chairs. Henry watched, they all did, as Val unzipped her boots, taking her time, her legs finally revealed, the fishnets torn and held together in places by safety pins. Then she crawled onto the mattress, turning herself over and spreading her legs.
"Ready?" Marcus handed the Fleshlights to the first two pledges—Cody and Carrot Top. Thank god I don't have to go first, Henry thought, although his hand was already moving on his cock. It was getting harder by the minute as he watched Val's hands running over her body, cupping her breasts, tweaking her nipples.
"Set..."
Cody and Carrot Top were already hard enough to roll on their condoms. The porno was still running on the television—the scene had changed from the redhead and the blonde to something else—but no one was paying attention. It was amazing how focused an entire room full of men could be on one woman.
"Go!"
That was an understatement. The whole room was going. It was vibrating with excitement. The place had a thick smell now. It was the masculine smell of sweat and sex and cum. But there was a new scent in the mix, something more delicate, a uniquely feminine smell that made his nostrils flare and his heart pound.
Val moaned softly as she rubbed her nipples, her legs wide open. He could see her pussy, the lips totally shaved, the pink inside showing. Cody and Carrot Top were fucking themselves with the Fleshlights, and now Henry knew just what they were fantasizing about. She had every gaze in the room on her as she began to finger her pussy.
"That's a girl." Marcus smiled and Henry wondered at his generosity. If it had been his girl, he didn't think he would have allowed such a thing.
"Ohhh, yes, that's so good." Val was like a cat purring as she parted her pussy for all of them to see, her fingers delving deeper. "I wish I had a nice, big cock inside of me."
Her words made Henry's balls ache and his mouth water. The girl wasn't just flirting with danger, she was jumping on it. Okay, so her boyfriend was a giant, but he was only one guy. What if this whole room of men just decided to...pounce? Because he knew that's what he wanted to do. And it had to be what every guy here wanted, too.



"Oh baby, right there," she moaned, her fingers moving faster. "Fuck me good and hard!"
Cody was watching her through half-closed eyes, fist pumping. He was cupping his balls with his other hand, as if he could force his cum out by squeezing them. He had an even better view of Val's pussy than Henry did, and that's just where his gaze was focused. Not that the rest of them weren't all doing the same thing. Even the clothed guys had unzipped their pants and taken out their cocks. There wasn't a man there who wasn't out and stroking it, aside from Marcus, and Henry marveled at his self-control.
"That's it, just like that." Val's breasts moved as she rocked on the mattress, fucking her own hand. "I want that big cock in my pussy. I want it in my mouth. I want it in my ass."
Henry rubbed the head of his cock with his thumb, shivering at the sensation. There was something about her. Maybe it was just being in the midst of a group of hungry wolves, but he didn't just want this girl. He didn't just want to fuck her. He wanted to take her. Make her his. He wanted to own her. It scared and excited him at the same time.
"I love all those beautiful cocks." She opened her eyes and studied him. Looked right at him, then at the cock in his hand. "Look how big and hard they are. Jerk yourself off, baby, yeah, just like that." Her gaze shifted, moving all around the room. It was a huge circle jerk now, all of them stroking for her, wanting her.
"You wanna come for me?" Val lifted her fingers to her mouth, her soaking wet fingers, and Henry heard a guy behind him groan. "Where do you want to come? All over my face?" She rubbed her juices there. "My tits?" She lifted them, squeezed, hard, let them fall. "My cunt?" And her fingers were back there, rubbing, spreading, showing them. "You want to come inside this hot little pussy?"
"Yeah!" Cody stood, moving toward her. Marcus took a step forward but Cody stopped, his attention focused on her as he fucked the Fleshlight. He was imagining it, Henry just knew it, seeing her spread open like that, he was fucking Val, shoving himself in as hard and as deep as he could. "Oh baby, I'm gonna come inside you!"
And then he did, his body arching, the toy slammed all the way down to his pubic bone. Val moaned, her eyes bright, watching him come. Not to be outdone, Carrot Top jumped up, too, growling as he looked down at her spread open pussy. She bit her lip, focusing on Carrot Top as Cody was declared the winner.
"That's right," she murmured, watching him fuck himself. "Slam my pussy. Do it hard. Come up inside me. Fill me!"
He groaned, thrusting, as Val pulled her legs back, showing him just where, and he came, too, shuddering and collapsing to his knees.
Henry was ready. He couldn't believe it, but he was ready to come a third time. His balls were swollen as he tugged the condom on, taking the Fleshlight from Marcus and considering his opponent. It was the Asian kid this time, and it appeared that he was ready, too.
"Come on, boys," Val murmured, turning onto her belly. Henry watched as she arched her back, reaching underneath to spread herself for them. "Stick it in and fuck me. I want all of you."
Behind him, someone else let out a frustrated groan, but he was too focused on the task at hand. He had to get to the next round. Maybe they were allowed to touch her in the next round. Or maybe she was allowed to touch them. All he had to do was come. He just hoped he had some of the stuff left to deposit in the condom!
"Ooooo that's a good boy." Val watched the Asian kid as he stood over her, stroking fast. The Fleshlight was a blur on his cock. "Does it feel just like a real pussy?"
He grunted, giving a brief nod and going even faster.
"Think it feels as good as mine?" Val turned her face to Henry now, still fingering herself. He was sure it wasn't quite as good, but it was good. Really fucking good. Did he want to crawl behind her, toss off the toy, and plunge into her cunt? Hell yes. But if he couldn't do that, this was the next best thing. And it was sure as hell better than jerking off with his hand.
Henry knelt, frustrated that his body wouldn't cooperate. He felt so close, so very close, and yet he couldn't quite push himself over. He watched Val's face, her eyes closing as she touched herself, her mouth open in a delightful "O."
"I want you to come." Henry leaned in to tell her, not touching, but close.
"For real?" Her eyes widened in surprise and felt his cock swelling just at the thought.
"Do it," he said. "For real."
He could tell she was getting off on this. She really liked it, being surrounded by all these guys watching her, all jerking off. He wanted to see her get off for real.
Val's hips dropped and she began to touch herself. Henry couldn't see—her pussy was at the wrong angle—but he didn't care. It was her face he wanted to watch. Her tongue moved out to lick her lower lip and her cheeks began to flush as she rubbed herself faster and faster. The motion increased, her body swaying, rocking.
"That's it." Henry twisted the toy around his cock, moaning. Fuck, that was incredible! Every ridge inside the sleeve massaged him as he turned it again, making him quiver. "Make yourself come. Do it for me."
"Oh yes." Her eyes were closed, mouth open, breath coming faster, faster. He'd never seen anything so beautiful. "Oh, it's so close."
Yes, it was. Henry's balls drew up tight. So very close. Across from him, he heard the Asian kid groan. Fuck!
"I'm gonna commmmme!" Val moaned, her hips rocking, biting her lip, her brow crinkling. He could see the pleasure on her face, could read it clearly, more clearly than he'd ever read anything, including words. This was a language he understood completely.
"Me, too," he whispered, never taking his gaze from her face as he came, the spasms rocking his body. When Val opened her eyes, they'd already declared Henry the winner and she was smiling at him.
"I give up." The Asian guy pulled the toy and the condom off. He hadn't made it to orgasm number three.
Then there were two.
Marcus had them move the mattress and put two chairs across from each other. The excitement in the room was palpable. This was the last round, and Henry knew he'd won at least one of the Fleshlights. He didn't care about the porn collection. He didn't really even care about the Fleshlight that much anymore. He just wanted to find out what this round might entail.
"This round is different." Marcus picked up the black bag and dropped both Fleshlights in. "Whoever gets hard first wins...and gets to fuck Val."
Henry stared at him, sure he'd misheard. Then he looked over at Cody, whose eyes were lit up like stars. Oh no. Cody had only come twice. Henry had just finished a third time. How in the hell was he going to manage?
The guys around them went crazy at the thought, shoving and nudging the two of them in their chairs, saying things like "Lucky bastard!" and "Save some for me!" but Henry wasn't paying attention to any of it really. There was no way. He would have to stand on his head to get his dick hard again.
And then Marcus surprised them. "Of course, you'll have help."
Val walked over, kneeling between the two chairs. Seeing her down there like that, her knees parted, her breasts shoved up by the corset, gave Henry some hope. His cock actually twitched. It didn't do much more, but at least it was something.
"No way," someone behind Henry murmured, but it was already happening. Val had Cody's cock in one hand and Henry's in the other. They were both soft. It wasn't going to be easy. Of course, she was surrounded by plenty of guys with hard cocks who hadn't come yet, who would be perfectly willing to take their places. That bolstered Henry.
"You like that?" Val's hand was like velvet as she squeezed him, rubbing her thumb expertly over the head of his cock, hitting all the sensitive spots. He let out a whimper when she raked her fingernails lightly over his balls. Her other hand was busy in Cody's lap, doing the same thing to him.
"I know you want my pussy." She coaxed him, pulling on his cock like it was taffy, drawing him out. "I saw you looking at me."
She was talking to both of them, turning her head back and forth, trying to pay equal attention, but he could have sworn she was talking just to him.
"That fake pussy doesn't feel as good as mine, I bet." Val let go of them both, sliding her hands between her legs and getting her fingers wet. Then she rubbed her juices over their cocks. Henry noticed how it made the head of his dick glisten.
"I want your cock," she murmured, pulling, tugging. "I want it so bad. I have to feel you inside me." Oh holy hell. He was starting to really feel something. Just the pleading sound of her voice was getting him hard again. He glanced over at Cody, but he was still just as soft as when she started. Henry figured he was about halfway there.
The crowd of guys noticed. They started chanting. "Hen-ry! Hen-ry! Hen-ry!"
"That's it!" Val's hand squeezed him, stroked him. She was excited to see him respond, and that made him even more aroused. She was still working on Cody, too, but it just wasn't happening, and Henry made a mental note to thank his genes or God or something for his ability to get hard again so fast.
"I want to come all over your hard dick, baby," Val urged, her eyes bright, and Henry moaned, beginning to thrust up into her hand. The whole crowd cheered and Val smiled, turning away from Cody and focusing her attention all on Henry. He gaped when she took her gum out and stuck it deliberately under his chair before taking his cock into her mouth.
"Oh man. No fair!" Henry recognized Dean's voice and glanced up, seeing his roommate standing in the circle, watching.
But he didn't have much more time to think about anything. Val sucked him until
he was completely hard again, and they didn't even get the mattress down on the floor. Instead, she climbed up into his lap, her breasts in his face, her pussy rubbing against his dick. She was very wet. She really came for me, he realized, and the thought made him crazy with lust. The crowd closed in on them, whooping, hollering, practically slobbering, but he couldn't concentrate on anything but the girl in his lap.
"You've got a gorgeous cock." Val whispered this in his ear. "I want to come all over it."
Henry couldn't think of anything he wanted more. He leaned back, letting her lead. When she reached down to grab him, rolling yet another condom on, he took a deep breath, feeling her flesh give as she rubbed him up and down her slit. He'd won the sex toy, but he'd completely forgotten about everything but Val's body, her eyes, the soft feel of her ass in his hands as he guided her down onto his cock.
And her pussy. Oh my god. There was nothing better. She rode him nice and slow at first and he could feel her breath, hear her soft moans and sighs. Then she really got into it, hips rolling, tongue slipping into his ear, teeth biting at his neck. He could barely hold onto her.
"Fuck me," she insisted, climbing off his lap and turning around to bend over a chair. He was dazed, clearly too slow to respond, because hands moved him, nudged him out of his seat, and then he was standing behind her, thrusting deep into her cunt. "Oh yeah, baby, fuck me hard! Come on! Do it!"
He could barely breathe. She looked back at him, eyes half-closed, and he felt her hand between her legs, rubbing at her clit. Every time he thrust into her, his balls touched her there, a rhythmic sway. Henry observed his cock sliding into her, her hot pink center stretched open to take all of him, and was lost. He gripped her hips, thrusting deep, and heard her moan loudly.
"Make me come!" she begged, panting, fucking him back. Oh god, this was it. He was going to die. "Make me come, please, please, make me come!"
He couldn't hold back, not for a second. He growled and thrust and came and felt her whole pussy clamping down on his cock like a vice. Plastic pussies don't do that, he thought, grunting with pleasure as he emptied himself completely, sure that there wasn't an ounce of fluid left in his body to give.
When it was over, when she turned and kissed him, long and soft and oh, so slow, that's when he thought he would wake up. He would find himself sitting upright in his dorm room bed, sweaty and hot and hard as a rock from this crazy-ass dream and then go back to sleep only to wake and tell Dean all about it in the morning.
But he wasn't asleep. And Dean was standing across from him, grinning with so many teeth he resembled a shark, and from the look on his roommate's face, Henry just had a sudden, sinking feeling that maybe it would have been better if maybe he had been dreaming after all.
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"Are you wet?"
I flushed. I was always embarrassed by the copious amount of fluid produced whenever I was aroused. "Feel."
His hand moved up under my skirt, finding the damp crotch of my panties, but that wasn't enough. He shoved those roughly aside, seeking my inner heat, and I thrilled at the sharp intake of his breath in my ear when he discovered just how wet I really was. 
"Christ," he murmured. "That's a hot, wet little waterslide, isn't it?"
"Mmm-hmm," I agreed, working his zipper one handed--the other was twisted behind my back, secured in his fist. "Wanna go for a ride?"
He groaned when I slipped my hand into his trousers, his cock tenting his boxers. I pressed it flat up against his belly, feeling his pulse against my palm, my own just as fast. 
"You're going to get me fired," he growled, turning me around and shoving me against the copier, lifting my skirt high. I never wore pantyhose anymore, just old-fashion stockings and garters, so he could have easy access whenever he liked. 
"Ryan! No!" I protested when his finger probed my ass instead of my pussy, using all my abundant wetness to shine that puckered hole. "Don't you dare!"
"Oh but I do." His cock slid into my pussy and I sighed in relief, letting him twist my arms tight behind my back, tying me up like a neat little package, both of my wrists wrapped in one of his fists. I loved it when he took me like this, fast and hard. Even when I didn't get off, it didn't matter. I'd replay the scene in my head later and make myself come and come--in my bed that night, or maybe in the bathroom if I couldn't wait, or even once, extra daring, at my cubicle because I really couldn't wait.
"Hungry little whore," he groaned as I squeezed my pussy tight, the sound of him fucking me filling the little copy room. There were three copiers on this floor and this one was old and temperamental--no one liked to use it. But it was a busy office and sometimes you just had to have a copy right now. Anyone could walk in on us, and if they did...
"Ryan!" I hissed his name as I felt his finger probing my ass again, twisting, trying to loosen his hold on me, but it was no use. His cock was so good, swollen and pounding, jarring my hips into the edge of the copier. I never wanted it to end. 
"What's the matter, Missy?" His finger slipped into my asshole and I clenched, but that was no use either. I was too wet. He could do anything, have anything 