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Road Trip
Chapter 1
New England
I stood in the shower, the warm water cascading around me. The water felt wonderful. I had just shampooed my hair, and still had suds streaming down my face when I sensed someone else in the bathroom. I called out, "Karen?"
I heard her unmistakable giggle. I guessed what was coming, but could do nothing about it. A second later, the shower curtain got yanked back slightly, and then a large glass of ice-cold water splashed across my back and buttocks. I shrieked at the shock to my system.
Karen laughed gaily on the other side of the curtain.
I quickly washed the suds from my head and eyes in seconds, turned off the taps, and leapt from the shower, just catching a glimpse of my departing wife's rear end. She gave off a laugh of glee as she ran from our bedroom.
I chased Karen through the apartment, a living space with a room arrangement that allowed a fleeing spouse to evade someone intent on revenge for a full two minutes before I cornered her in our dining nook. I captured her, threw her lithe body over my shoulder as she shrieked in mock offense and pounded with her fists on my back, and then carried her to our bedroom and unceremoniously dumped her on her back in the middle of the bed amid her shrieks and laughter. Her whole body bounced on the bed as it had repeatedly before when she'd pulled the same stunt.
I straddled her body before she knew what was happening. I undid her blouse, button by button, as she twisted and resisted beneath me, trying with minimal effort to fight me off. Karen wore no bra, not unexpected in the circumstances. Her breasts were excited, betraying the real purpose of her treachery. I reached behind me and yanked her exercise shorts down her legs, only to find she'd also gone commando – no underwear, maybe in anticipation of this moment. I dragged a finger through her slit to verify my assumption. Karen was wet and ready for sex.
As I stripped her, Karen warned me of all the dire things that might happen to me if I persisted. Her threats were hollow, and we both knew it. I felt myself harden and the ardor of our lovemaking became evident in my groin.
Karen resisted less and less. I backed down her body so I could kneel between the gorgeous legs I'd just pried apart, and I buried my passion inside her.
Karen's eyes rolled up in her head, and she moaned. "Oh, God, Jim. I love you so," she whispered to me just before we kissed with renewed passion. She pulled me to her and we started to make love.

* * * * *I felt pain – deep physical pain. I hadn't had an accident. I hadn't been shot. No one had assaulted me in any way. I had felt pain from events like those during my life, and this felt worse – much worse. I'd just had one of those brief glimpses of a crazy moment I shared with my wife Karen – my darling wife Karen.
The pain came from the inside and brought indescribable mental anguish with it. It stemmed from what one's mind does to the body when a situation so terrible occurs that you want to run and hide away from life in any form, but the pain draws you back to the physical and all too real world that you can't escape from. There is no reprieve, no salvation, and no amount of prayers, words, or promises you can make to stop it.
I stood in the garage and cried another river of tears and felt such deep sadness and despair. I had recollections like this several times an hour, every hour of the day and night. Several days, I'd even contemplated suicide. My clothing remained damp from absorbing the many salty tears that had poured from me. My pillow remained wet in places, yet I barely slept.
I wanted to rage, but I had no idea at whom or why I felt such anger and hatred for some unknown and malevolent force in the universe that would allow such an unjust death. My wife – my beautiful and loving Karen – the love of my life – the prettiest woman in the world – had died at only age thirty-two; a peaceful withering death after a month-long illness, the victim of an autoimmune disease that baffled a small army of Boston doctors as she slowly faded from being my vivacious wife to a box of ashes sitting on the mantle inside the house.
I wiped the tears on my shirtsleeve, and went back to cleaning the accumulated trash and junk out the garage. I had hoped that the clean up of my parents' old house would be therapeutic. It wasn't.

* * * * *The motorcycle had been my dad's and after his death had remained hidden for over fifteen years beneath a grimy blue tarp. The bike had fallen on its side years earlier. Decaying cardboard boxes full of junk no one now wanted had been tossed atop the tarp. I'd dug through the trash to the bike, and studied the carcass. As a boy and young man I had lusted after the motorcycle – even begged my dad to allow me to use it. Of course, he'd refused, saying the machine was too dangerous for his only son. Now, I wouldn't take the kind of risks I might have taken back then. The machine could be mine if I wanted it – a 1988 Harley Davidson Heritage Softail.
Once it had been a beautiful motorcycle; now, however, rust, corrosion, and rot had overtaken the machine. Both tires were flat and decomposing; where there had been chrome, a heavy layer of rust now sat; rodents had gnawed at the tires, leather seats and saddlebags; and oil had leaked from the various casings seeping over what once had been an immaculate engine.
My dad had taken meticulous care of his possessions, and I could remember the pride he had in the always-pristine look of this machine. No one had cared for the motorcycle since he died. I'd been away in college and the Army at the time, but I had always been the logical family member to take over responsibility for the large bike; however, until that instant, I'd not thought about repairing or restoring the decrepit machine.
The day before, Anna, my sister – younger by a year, had taken one look at the decrepit bike after we uncovered it, and suggested I sell it for scrap.

* * * * *My parent's home had been a pretty little New England mill house in the center of Dillon, Massachusetts – a village that had once been a mill town, and now, thanks to Interstate 93, had become a bedroom community for the thousands who commuted daily to Route 128, Boston, and Cambridge to work.
Our parents had lived in the house forty years, and then our mother lived there alone another five years after Dad died before she passed. After her funeral, Anna and I had opted to keep the house in anticipation that one of us might move back into the place we'd been raised. Now, five years later, Anna had committed to stay in San Diego because of her work and the proximity to her ex-husband who shared custody of their two children. With Karen's passing, I also could see no future in the place.
Around the edge of Karen's death and memorial service, Anna and I had decided to sell the property. Neither of us wanted our parent's possessions; generally, our parents had lived simple and even austere lives. When our parent's estate had closed and the last tax returns were filed, my sister and I had been pleasantly surprised at the value of investments and real estate we never knew about. We weren't suddenly rich, but our inheritances took the edge off financial worry.
Anna, stunning in her own right, came out of side door of the house; she carried a roller suitcase down to the driveway surface and set it down before pulling it to her rental car. She turned and looked nostalgically at the house after she put her bag in the rear seat. She stood tall and beautiful beside the car, the glistening track of a tear on her cheek. I went to hold her and hug her goodbye, mindful of my dusty clothing.
Anna turned to me and stroked my cheek in a loving way, "Jim, will you be all right? I mean, I can stay ... or you could come out to San Diego and be with me for a while. You shouldn't be by yourself, you know. You need friends around you – people that love you."
"Anna, I'll be fine. I just need to recover my wits. I would have been lost without you these two weeks ... the memorial service, notifications, and all; but sometime I do need to learn how to live alone." We hugged. "Who knows, I just might come visit you. Let me get the house cleaned out and on the market, and settle up things, then I'll see where I'm at."
Anna nodded and squeezed me to her with both arms despite my dusty clothes. "What will you do? I mean, you quit your job. They'd probably take you back if you wanted, given the circumstances."
I replied, "As I've worked on the house this week, I've been thinking. I'm going to fold up and vacate the apartment in Cambridge that Karen and I shared. I've got to get out of there and here – too many crazy memories that make me sad. I may even move out of the area. Karen made me promise not to sit around and mope about her death. Spring is coming; I might go on an extended camping trip – maybe even travel and see some old friends."
"Will you call? I don't want to lose touch with you like the last five years – or that stint while you disappeared to Lord knows where while you were in the Army."
I pulled her away from me with a weak grin, "Hey, you were the one that moved to the west coast years ago."
Anna grimaced, "And, what a bust that turned out to be. Short romance, short marriage! I learned the hard way. In any case, your nephew and niece are there, plus I do have a great job. The sperm donor is a good guy especially for doing childcare these past two weeks, even going out of his way to get the kids to school on time." She paused and reinforced her invitation, "Look, please come out and stay with us a while. I'd love having you around. I love being with you, and so would the kids; they're so big; you'd barely recognize them. I want you to remember that you have a home – even a permanent home – wherever I am."
I didn't know what I'd do. Anna's invitation sounded sincere, and we both knew we could always count on the other. I felt her love and appreciated her willingness to include me in her family. "I promise I'll keep in touch ... and don't worry about me. You're the only family I have now. I never became close to Karen's parents; they live too far away and seldom came down this way. Karen's sister Lauren is a little closer to me, but ... And, I did promise Karen that I'd see them, especially her sister."
I shook my head in disbelief; I'd been doing that a lot the past month. Every time I mentioned Karen's name my body felt as though someone drove a knife through my heart.
Anna pulled away, but continued to hold onto me as she looked up at me. She was almost my height in heels. She studied me and weighed something in her head. Suddenly, she held my head in both her hands and kissed me solidly – a most un-sister-like kiss on the lips. "Jim, I love you dearly. I really love you. Seeing you these weeks has meant so much to me; it rekindled all the feelings I've had for you since ... forever. You've allowed me to be so close to you, and I am so grateful for your openness – I adore you. I don't want to lose this again. Please be a presence in my life." She pecked at my lips again.
Slightly stunned by her passion, I wondered if she meant to kiss me that way or whether it had been some accident of the moment. I more than liked the kiss, and didn't want it to stop, but I felt the conflicts I guessed siblings were expected to display in such a situation, yet some inner part of me wondered if there might be space in our hearts for each other romantically.
I allowed Anna to pull away from our embrace and kiss. I followed her to her rental car. With the car door open, Anna turned again and pulled me tightly to her. She whispered, "Jim, kiss me ... please." She put her lips to mine in a loving and tender kiss that I would remember forever; this kiss lasted longer than the other. Afterwards, she looked at me with questions and intent in her eyes, maybe hoping that I got some message; and then she ran her hand down my cheek.
Anna sighed, turned, and got into the car. She looked up at me from the driver's seat and gave a forced laugh just before pulling the door shut. She said with a chortle, "If I stayed, I'd only get us in trouble ... but I'm sure we'd both like that a lot." After a pause, she reiterated, "Come and visit. I love you so dearly ... in so many ways; I hope some day you'll know how much."
Anna studied me again through the car window, almost as though she was taking a mental photograph. She started the engine and backed away from where I stood frozen in place by our unexpected goodbye. Did she really mean what I think she meant? Was there some other interpretation of her few words?
Growing up, Anna had played mind games with me; but I knew this time – those kisses and her words – were anything but a game. Anna's visit had been routine, with little touching or kissing between us except at the memorial service where everyone was kissing and hugging everyone else. Yet, as we lived and moved around the hospital and then the house, we felt so close.
I shook my head with puzzlement after Anna's car disappeared, turned, and walked back to the cluttered garage. While I regretted seeing Anna go, I also relished the first solitude I'd had since Karen died ten days earlier. Friends, neighbors, well wishers had come, extended condolences, and left us with a well-stocked refrigerator and full kitchen counter that would allow me to dine like a king for a few weeks.
I pulled an old oak chair from the pile of goods that had been atop the motorcycle. Still sturdy, I brushed a layer of dirt from the seat and sat my weary frame into it. I rested before I began the chore of carrying further odds and ends to the curb for rubbish pickup.
Karen's death made everything so heavy and hard to contemplate. My inner engine felt as though someone had poured some vile sludge into it. After my initial shock of her dying, I sank into a depression. I had hoped that cleaning the house and garage would divert my thoughts, but so far it hadn't. Thoughts of what my life had been like and would have been like with Karen kept sweeping through my mind, usually bringing me to tears. I had loved Karen more than life itself.

* * * * *As I sat there in the garage, I gave some thought about Anna's kisses. Two incidents of our teen years flooded back into my head, maybe the two most important adventures we shared together and surely the most memorable ones from that era.
One day after school, Anna and I experimented. I'll never forget, although it was just one day. We were in middle school, about to advance into high school; Anna was a year behind me. She came up to me just after we got home from school, looked me in the eye and pleaded, "Jim, will you kiss me? Have you kissed other girls?"
At that point in my life, I had not kissed other girls ... well except our mother, but that didn't count. I admitted my naiveté to Anna, and she made me feel good by allowing how few boys my age had gotten that advanced.
Anna could be persuasive, and a couple of minutes later the two of us started to experiment with various kinds of kisses. Anna knew a lot more about the subject than I did, maybe because of the romance novels she read and kept hidden in her room. As our kisses progressed, we ended up French kissing, and admitted to each other feeling a strong desire for one another that we'd never felt before. We both didn't want to stop, but we heard the front door open, so Anna ran from my room, yelling down the stairway, "Hi Mom!" We never kissed like that again ... until Anna's goodbye in our driveway ... and I felt all that desire return, armed now with the experience and knowledge of adulthood and what those feelings meant and where they could lead.
The second event happened the summer after my high school graduation. I lived at home, had a summer job as a mechanic's assistant, and got assigned odd hours at the auto repair shop. I'd come home from work smelly, dirty, and grimy as I usual, so I took some strong soap, a brush, and showered.
As I left the bathroom with only a towel around my waist, Anna stood there apparently waiting her turn in the shower. All she wore was a towel. Instead of rushing past each other as we usually did, Anna put out a hand and stopped me. She only spoke my name, "Jim." Her tone of voice made me pause and look at her, maybe as I never had before.
Anna dropped her towel. This was the first nude female body I'd seen. I gawked.
Anna gestured that I should unhitch my towel. I did, letting it slide down my legs to the floor in the upstairs hallway. In my mind, I recall thinking that reciprocating this way was fair play. We both stood there gazing at each other and taking in every nuance of our bodies. My penis rapidly inflated seeing her nakedness, until it stood rigid in front of my body. Anna took a step closer and grasped my dick, bending to take a closer look at my shaft.
She looked up at me and asked, "Do you masturbate? I think everyone does."
I just nodded almost numb with what was happening.
Anna stood erect, and admitted, "I do too. I think of you sometimes – often." She took one of my hands. She brought it to her breast, and with a touch urged me to feel her.
I did, feeling her nipple harden beneath my palm.
After a minute, Anna guided my hand down to her crotch. She separated a finger from the hand, and used it to stroke back and forth through the female wetness saturating her slit. She had more of an idea of what she was doing than I did, plus I remained frozen in place, no doubt with that deer in the headlight look on my face.
Anna whispered, "Jimmy, I love you ... I always will. Never forget that." As she stroked herself with my finger, she leaned across the short distance between us and planted a kiss on my lips that would boil the ocean. I briefly felt one of her erect nipples touch my chest, an event that sent a jolt of electricity through every pore of my body.
Anna backed away and whispered, "Now, we know. Just this one time – maybe." She dropped my hand, even pushed it back to the side of my body. She stooped and picked up our two towels, handing me mine, before she walked around me into the bathroom and shut the door.
For over a minute, I remained unmoving, fearing that a step in any direction would make me forget what had just happened in those fleeting two minutes. I went to my room, closed the door, and masturbated to the images burned on retinas of Anna's body and to the feeling of love between us.
Anna, what were you trying to tell me in those driveway kisses?

* * * * *Over the following week, I emptied the Cambridge apartment that Karen and I had lived in, and turned in my keys to our landlord and agent. Every day I fought back the depression and despair. An occasional day would come when I wouldn't get out of bed. I lay there in the cot at my Dillon home staring at the ceiling and thinking of Karen – trying to will her back to life, as though I could clear a bad nightmare away by force of thought. My tears slowed, and the real grief set in – grief that filled the corners of my mind with darkness and pain. Sorrow filled each minute of each day.



One morning, about a week after Anna left, I stood in front of a tall mirror and studied my nude body after a shower. I desperately needed a haircut. My eyes and face were gaunt; I had circles under my eyes. My body was pudgy and fleshy, and not a muscle showed when I flexed my arms or shoulders.
Since I'd left the military, I'd had only desk jobs in front of a computer, the kind of jobs that make you flabby and soft. A week before Karen had died, I'd quit my work. I didn't know what I'd do, but I knew I couldn't stay there.
Each evening when we'd come home from our jobs, Karen and I would compare notes about how our day went. She knew enough about software development and websites to be more than appreciative about what I was doing at work; she'd even give me great ideas to try on the company's clients. I'd been a nerd – a behind the scenes, inconsequential geek.
Looking in that mirror, I felt another burst of pain, only this time about how I had allowed myself to deteriorate. During the eight years in Army Special Forces, I'd had a hard and muscular body. I resolved to get back in shape, partly because I knew it would improve my outlook on life and help me get through some of the grief.
I developed a routine. I'd wake up just after dawn and run. I made some makeshift weights; an exercise bench, exercise bars, and installed a sparing bag in the garage. I'd workout there for another hour when I got back from my run. At first, I could barely run around the block, and ten pounds seemed like a strain to lift three-times-fifteen. I willed myself to improve every day. By the end of the first month, I could run two miles without stopping, and by the end of the third month I could knock off seven or eight or more miles nonstop, and I'd started pressing a hundred-and-forty-pounds, and doing two hundred sit ups with a twenty-pound medicine ball. My weight plummeted and revealed biceps, pecs, lats, and other muscles that had been hidden by my bad habits. I cut my own hair, keeping it short, neat, and manageable instead of the unruly mop it had become.
After my exercise regime in the morning, I'd work on the motorcycle. The Harley became the project in which I bestowed my sanity and salvation from the grief over Karen's death. I felt driven, not by haste, but by careful thoroughness to restore the bike to its pristine condition. I believed that if I could rebuild the motorcycle, I could rebuild my life.
All day, every day, I worked on the motorcycle in the garage. I created a near sterile work area in one bay of the garage where I lovingly disassembled the entire bike, carefully laid all the parts out, and assessed how I could rebuild.
A few parts cleaned up well, but many were beyond repair and needed to be replaced. I scoured eBay and Craigslist for parts, and I also discovered a market for used Harley parts in the area. I spent over $5,000 at a mechanic's shop that specialized in re-chroming. Other money went for a new seat, sissy bar, luggage rack, new struts and shocks, and new chrome rims and tires.
After disassembly and restocking parts, I started the reassembly process. I suspended the bike frame for rebuilding with a home-crafted sling from the garage rafters. I rebuilt the engine, replacing every ring, gasket, filter, and slightly worn part. On a test stand, the engine ran better than new when I finished. Day by day, a new motorcycle emerged from the mass of parts carefully laid out on the floor and workbench. The frame, fenders, and gas tank received new high gloss paint and pin striping. A new instrument cluster, light bars, handlebar, and roll bar took their place amid the chrome front of the bike. I added safety lights and a strong luggage carrier to the back. Last, I added new chrome exhaust pipes, and then rich leather replacements for the destroyed saddlebags.
I considered it a monumental day near the end of April when I carefully lowered the bike to the garage floor and declared the project complete. With high expectations, I got on the bike, put the key in the ignition, and cranked the engine. The motor caught on the second crank as the new gas finally reached the carburetor, and the Harley rumbled into life after its fifteen-year repose. I rode up and down the street a few times, testing the gears and brakes for any signs of malfunction. Everything worked perfectly. I might have smiled for the first time in months.

* * * * *Throughout my work on the Harley, I'd brooded about Karen. As I disassembled some part of the bike or polished a hidden cog or spoke, I retraced every step I could remember about our meeting at a party, our on and off again dating, the first time we made love, becoming engaged, and marrying. We'd lived together for seven of the eight years we knew each other, and learned the rigors and joys of patience, forgiveness, gratitude, and our love of being together. We were married for six of those eight years. We'd used the term 'Soul Mate' to refer to each other.
I recalled some of the arguments we had with each other, starting with the one about my leaving my smelly socks around the bedroom. None of our arguments were relationship threatening. We tried to never go to bed mad at each other, but there were exceptions when one or the other of us would stomp around and decide to sleep on the sofa.
Six months before she died, Karen got sick for a couple of weeks, a malaise and weakness that made her miss work. We tried various treatments including prayer and meditation, but suddenly the symptoms went away. Six months later they came back with a vengeance. Karen awoke one morning and went to get out of bed. She felt weak, couldn't stand, and fell back on the bed with a confused look on her face. One hour later after an ambulance ride, the doctors at Mass General were examining her; four days later the doctors put her in the ICU; and then she never left that room until the hospital nurses moved her body one last time so the men from the funeral home could take and prepare her for cremation.
At first, I couldn't believe she would die. She was only thirty-two, and no one died at that age. You live forever. But then, halfway into her hospital stay a doctor near my own age pulled me aside and had an earth-shattering talk with me. He started, "We're out of options and treatments. All we can do now is palliative care. Lacking a miracle that we don't expect, your wife has about three to seven days left to live." He seemed genuinely apologetic and sympathetic. I was speechless. This couldn't be happening to Karen.
I quit work that afternoon. I went into shock and determined on my own that he must be wrong. I raged at the hospital and doctors. In a fit of anger I insisted on other opinions, yet all they did were validate the inevitable – she wouldn't last past mid-February. I could do nothing to help her. I prayed and used every device and promise I could think of. Nothing worked; Karen got progressively worse.
Karen's parents and Lauren came down from northern Vermont; they stayed nearby in our apartment while I stayed every possible moment at the hospital holding Karen's hand. Towards the end, Lauren joined me in being with her sister around the clock. We learned a lot about each other during those trying days. Lauren taught nursing in northern Vermont at a teaching hospital, and knew things that made Karen's life easier. I felt so grateful that Lauren had come.
Karen and I took a few moments alone one night to say goodbye; the doctors had warned that her time to leave this life neared. She'd been scared for a while when she knew she'd not recover, but then seemed resigned to her fate. We had a teary goodbye, and she had me make some promises – how I should remember her, how I should keep in touch with her parents and especially her sister whom she said had a special place in their heart for me, and how I should meet and see other people; and even find another soul mate, remarry, and create a family.
I wondered if another soul mate existed on the planet; I didn't think so; weren't soul mates unique and one of a kind? You didn't find 'another' soul mate. Remarrying was such a foreign thought; I dismissed it out of hand without disagreeing with Karen.
Karen and I had wanted a family. We'd decided on two children, a home in the suburbs with a lawn to mow – maybe even refurbishing the Dillon house. Karen had stopped taking her birth control pills about a year earlier, and we were starting to think about doing a more thorough medical investigation about her lack of a pregnancy when she got sick.
The day after we said goodbye, Karen slipped into a coma. Karen's parents, Lauren, Anna, and I were at the hospital at the end. We cried a lot. Lauren and I never left Karen's side until after the life monitoring systems in her room signaled her passing with alarm signals that brought the doctors and nurses running to Karen's room, but to no avail. Lauren was with me, and we clutched each other like lifeboats in a stormy sea. Karen had insisted on a DNR notice to the medical staff – Do Not Resuscitate.

* * * * *The motorcycle and the deep thinking I did as I worked on it were my therapy. I called Anna twice a week, and she'd listen with seemingly great interest about my progress on the bike, but paid more attention to my mental state and my recollections about Karen and me. She always expressed her love for me, and encouraged me. Anna told me, "You're doing what you should be doing – grieving and working on something lasting simultaneously."
Anna gave me the 'Big Idea' during one of our calls about a month after she'd returned to her home. "Why don't you ride the motorcycle out here to San Diego? It'd take you, what, a week or two? You've always wanted to see the country, and I know that even Karen would have wanted to tour with you. It won't be the same without her, but you could see lots of interesting things, meet some interesting people, and who knows – maybe even have a fling or two along the way." She laughed gaily as she always did when she gave me advice about my love life.
I liked the idea of the road trip. It gave the Motorcycle Project an end goal.
I went to AAA and got a map of the United States. I tacked it up on a wall in the garage where I could look at it every day and ponder what a road trip across the U.S. would be like. I drew a straight line from Dillon to San Diego where Anna lived; if I could follow the straight line I'd go through thirteen states and travel over 2,600 miles.
A week after I drew the straight line another idea popped into my head: why not visit all the intervening forty-eight states. I spent military time in Alaska and Hawaii, but outside New England and a little of the east coast I had seen little of the country. I'd had a yen to go camping since leaving the Green Berets, I had friends from college and the Army scattered across the country I wanted to touch base with again, and after I told Anna she really became a big advocate for the road trip. "There's no rush to get out here, but whenever you get here, know that I want you to stay forever." She added with a touch of poignancy, "You can even pretend I am your soul mate."
Growing up, Anna and I had discovered the term soul mate. About the same time, we learned about the concept of reincarnation and multiple lives. We sat and discussed whether we were soul mates, and whether we'd had other lives together. She could make me laugh; pointing out that for sure I'd been her subservient wife while she'd been my dominant master. She'd then jam her fingers into my ribs to tickle me and run like hell screaming that she'd set the beast loose. I did love my sister, and we did have many great memories together.
A few evenings with a ruler and maps on my laptop computer, and I'd plotted out a tentative course, one that wove north and south in a rough sinusoid across the country and touched each state and took me to places I wanted to see without too much backtracking. My first cut at the distance put the trip at around 12,500 miles. With stops to visit friends, I'd be on the road a few months.
I decided that my first serious trip on the motorcycle would be a loop from Dillon northeast along the coast through New Hampshire into Maine, and then inland and across northern New Hampshire to Vermont to where Karen's parents and sister lived. I'd visit with them, come back to Dillon, and assess how the trip had gone – how the bike had behaved, add or omit a few things to my camping and travel kit based on my experiences, and then start off the main journey to the other forty-four states. Always be prepared.

* * * * *After preparing to start my trip, I thought about the disposal of Karen's ashes. Anna's words – that'Karen would have wanted to tour with you' – stuck in my head. So, I prepared forty-seven small envelopes, each containing a small amount of her ashes. I planned to scatter her ashes in each state I passed through, starting by putting the bulk of the ashes in the ocean off Plum Island beach near home in Massachusetts. Karen and I had walked that beach often, even in the winter. We'd favored the area known as The Refuge instead of the honky-tonk part of the island where the summer homes were packed so closely together.
While the ceremony might have seemed maudlin, I planned to say goodbye to her this way – my own private way on my own terms: no minister, no mumbo-jumbo religious words that neither of us had put much stock in, and, maybe, no more tears. I'd promised Karen I'd do something nice with 'her;' the thought seemed to make Karen happy as she lay dying.
I hit the road at dawn in early May, initially starting on Interstate 495. I hadn't gone ten miles before I realized what I should have figured out earlier; the Interstates provide miles of safe but boring and repetitious scenery. Armed with my newfound wisdom, I moved over to U.S. 1 and 1A, and found considerable eye candy and sights of interest that more than compensated for the slower speeds and stoplights.
At Plum Island, I shed my boots and walked barefoot along the path to the beach. I carried the box with the remaining ashes down to the water where I waded into the Atlantic facing the rising sun. A light offshore breeze helped me consign Karen's remains to the swirls of the morning tide. Sandpipers and seagulls were the only witnesses to the release.
The whole scene was surreal and beautiful, just the way Karen would have liked. She loved to get up early and sense the day in her unique way. I did say a few words aloud as the wind and the water drifted what was left of my wife away from me. I talked to Karen and cried as I talked in a choked up voice. I felt that I had to do something – to say something – besides just dumping the contents of the box into the water.
As I walked back to the motorcycle, I thought I'd feel different. I thought there might be closure of some kind. Isn't that why people did something like scatter ashes? I felt as bad as I had before.
I rode along side the Atlantic through New Hampshire to the downtown area of Portsmouth. I dispensed the small envelopes of ashes I'd designated for that state in the middle of the pretty square of Strawberry Banke. Karen and I had come up Portsmouth over and over again, because it was such a quaint little city. We'd tried many restaurants in the town, walked around, and had many souvenirs from our day trips there. Karen had liked tacky souvenirs.
I wove along the Maine seacoast, trying to stay near the ocean as much as possible because of the views. I camped for the night near the Owls Head lighthouse. I thought of all the symbolism that the lighthouse might have for me; for instance, lifting me with light from the darkness and depression following Karen's passing.
The next morning after my exercises, I took a very quick swim in a near freezing ocean. I'd never seriously meditated, but I suddenly decided to make it part of my daily routine. At first, it was awkward and my brain was all over the place. I roamed around a few picturesque towns taking photographs. After lunch, clouds rolled in so I headed north to my planned stopover near the Maine-New Hampshire-Canadian borders – a state park outside Rangeley that turned out to be deserted, as I predicted.
In thirty minutes at the lakeside park, I realized that I would need several gallons of insect repellent if I were to survive the night. A ride into the nearby town yielded an early dinner, and a stop at a camping and fishing store enabled me to deal with the black flies and mosquitoes. I finished tightly sealed inside my tent, sleeping but only after assuring myself that no visitors of the insect kind had flown in with me.
Despite a drenching rain that developed during the night, I arose at dawn, ran about seven miles along dirt roads and then exercised in a nearby covered picnic shelter where I could do sit-ups, push-ups, pull-ups, swat black flies and mosquitoes, and do the rest of my exercise regimen. A sign in the picnic area indicated that Rangeley Lake had experienced 'ice out' only two weeks earlier, so my swim to clean up after my workout was short and exceptionally bracing. I tried to remember what I'd learned about hypothermia, wondering whether ninety seconds in the lake with a bar of soap was sufficient to induce that condition. I opened the Maine envelope and spread some of the ashes I'd brought into beautiful Rangeley Lake with a silent prayer and expression of love.
I prepared my breakfast in the shelter instead of the cramped quarters of my tent, making coffee over a coke can stove and cooking some dried scrambled eggs with bacon chips. The smoke from the fire seemed to discourage at least some of the insects. I meditated in the tent for fifteen minutes, eventually becoming oblivious to the pouring rain and insects.
The rain and wet roads made me decide to stay another night in Rangeley instead of trying to travel a long distance on roads that still might hide winter sand that could spill a two-wheeled rider. I used my small laptop computer for the first time and started to record some entries in a journal. I'd thought about Karen a lot over the past two days; in our courtship we'd made many trips up the coast of Maine, sometimes going into Eastern Canada on several excursions. We'd talked about dozens of places around the world we wanted to see and explore together, and I tried to remember what they were. I wrote my feelings and memories into my electronic journal. Maybe the dreary weather influenced my thinking; when I reread what I'd written I became aware of the melancholy mood I'd been in for months.
Instead of moping around the campsite all day, I resolved to adopt a joyful and grateful attitude per Karen's instructions to me. I walked through the woods gathering some dry scrap wood for a fire later. I put them under my tarp. As I did, I talked to myself, affirming thanks and joy for Anna, my parents, the motorcycle, my college, and Army experiences, and most of all the eight years I'd known Karen and the many salient events in our relationship and marriage that were now so dear to me. I forced myself to smile and laugh at some of the humorous events in our marriage. The activity of acting 'as-if' I was joyful did improve my mood.
I put on a smile and my rain gear, and rode the short distance into town for lunch and to find a place that had Wi-Fi and a place to charge my computer and cell phone. The public library had a free Internet connection and available electrical outlets. I sent Anna an email updating her on my activities and travels, and for the first time since the funeral service months earlier, I sent an email to Karen's sister, Lauren, explaining about the road trip and my intention to stop at her and her parent's homes the next day to see whether any of the family was around. I could have telephoned; however, for some reason, I wanted the impersonal nature of the email communication.



Lauren had just turned thirty-four, nearly my age. A shapely and beautiful longhaired dishwater blond with bright blue eyes; she'd been married for five years in her twenties before going through the pangs of separation and divorce. We'd had an easy rapport when Karen first introduced me to her sister, and then on each of her many visits to the Boston area when she had stayed with us. We always seemed to pickup where we left off from her last visit.
Although they'd been born a couple of years apart, Lauren and Karen had been near look-alikes, a point that would probably make my stopover hard for me. Not only had they looked alike, they had identical bubbly personalities, used almost identical gestures, and talked and sounded the same. The two shared wardrobes back and forth, so Lauren often appeared in some dress or top I had seen Karen in only a few hours earlier, forcing me to do a double-take to be sure which sister had just walked in a room. When we'd gone to the beach, one couldn't miss that the two had been equally blessed with fabulous, shapely, and nearly identical bodies. Bodies that made men slow down and gawk as they walked by us ... and they were both with me!

* * * * *Friday, the weather had improved. I ran, exercised, and meditated before making an uneventful trip to Burlington, Vermont. I stayed off the Interstate though part of the route ran parallel to one. For my troubles, I got to see a thousand antique shops and the kind of scenes that make New England a picture calendar favorite.
In Vermont, I stopped at a beautiful covered bridge over a wide stream. I let some more of Karen's ashes fly on the wind from the middle of the historic bridge, this time with a blessing of freedom. I thought of how Karen had been like a beautiful butterfly that had flown into my life for a short time and then disappeared.
Lauren lived ten miles from her parents just north of Shelburne. My route took me to her home first, although because of her job I couldn't be sure she'd be home. My heart skipped a beat as I rounded a curve on her street and saw her car in the driveway.
As I stopped and parked the Harley, I examined my feelings. Why had I felt that flutter in my stomach when I discovered her car? No doubt, I felt something special for Lauren. She had always been more than just a distant sister-in-law; and through Karen's last weeks she became a friend who had been constantly close and supportive through the pain and sorrow of her sister's long goodbye.
The Harley is not a quiet machine. No one could ever accuse a rider of sneaking up on him. Lauren came out the front door of her small house at a run as the bike shut down. She threw herself into my arms, and we hugged and kissed briefly.
She pulled away and looked me up and down, "Hey, who stole the Jim Mellon I used to know." She poked my abs, now hardened by thousands of sit-up and crunches. There was little 'give' there. "What did you do, just stop eating? You look great. What a physique too." She squeezed my biceps.
I mumbled something about diet and exercise.
"I'm so glad you're here – and on a Harley too, what a great surprise." Her mood changed suddenly, and her voice slowed, "I've missed you; because of what happened ... I feared you'd stay away forever. You're email yesterday was such a relief and a happy surprise." As she spoke, her sad eyes looked intently into mine. In that small instant, I could tell Lauren remained as wounded by Karen's death as I was. Then, her mood changed again and her sparkling personality returned.
I gathered some of my belongings from the stack of travel gear on the bike. I asked whether she minded that I used her washing machine and dryer. As I unpacked some wet things, she fawned over the motorcycle with appropriate praise for my restoration job. Her bubbly personality and questions carried me through that awkward phase I had feared with her: how would we start talking, what would our emotions be like when we saw each other, could I stand seeing someone that looked so much like Karen?
I did glance at Lauren often, refreshing my mind about the similarities of the sisters. I studied her, amazed at how the synapses in my brain registered a strange static of confusion between my memories of my late wife and now her sister talking and acting the same. Lauren caught me staring at her more than once, and I guessed she knew what was running through my head.
As we talked, Lauren often took my hand and then my arm, pushing against me as though she had been deprived of significant physical contact. "Mom and Dad want to see you too; I told them you were coming. They're coming by here any minute. You're going to stay here; as you know they don't have room in their small house. We want to take you to dinner." My protests and offer to host dinner were largely ignored.
We walked across the yard with our arms around each other. She still hugged me tightly, and clearly didn't want to let me out of her sight. I felt very welcome by this beauty.
When I accepted her offer of a glass of wine, she chided me as not being a beer drinker. She said, "Aren't all Harley men beer men ... you're breaking my stereotype of the typical motorcycle rider. You must be an exception." She threw her head back and laughed at her taunt just the way her sister would have done. My heart pinged at the remembrance.
Her laughter and mood were contagious, and I soon found myself telling small stories about things I'd seen or done since we'd last been together. She made me feel not only better, but also upbeat, and ... happy – genuinely happy about being with an attractive female for the first time in months. I told her so.
"Well," she said amid a blush, "you make me happy too." She looked at me again, "I mean you are one hunky guy now. Look at you: sandy hair, square jaw, dark eyes, and a body out of a GQ magazine underwear ad. You are one fabulous looking guy. I bet you're really proud of what you've done with yourself, plus I know you have the nicest personality of any man I've ever known." Lauren blushed again at her admission.
After a long pause while she studied me, she got serious for a couple of minutes and zoomed in on the gorilla in the room. Tears came to her eyes for an instant. "Jim, I've tried to find meaning in Karen's death – spiritual meaning. Maybe she came into our lives for her short life to teach us about love or the value of life, or came to earth to make you and me happy, ... or maybe even to be sure you and I met. I'm not too subtle about this I guess, but I'm glad you're here, that we're both single, and that we know each other as well as we do." She gave a little sob and whispered through her tears, "Oh, God, Jim, I miss her so." Lauren moved around her kitchen counter to me, and put her arms around me in an intense hug. I hugged back, and we both choked back some more tears. Gradually, we got ahold of ourselves.
I found myself surprised at her feelings for me, and wanted to expand our discussion; however, we were interrupted by a couple of toots from a car horn in the driveway. Lauren cheered instantly but had to wipe her eyes, "Mom and Dad are here." She turned from our hug with excitement in her voice although she probably saw them everyday.

* * * * *We both went outside, Lauren leading the way pulling on my arm as the older couple got out of their car. As we got close, she let go and kissed her parents, and then turned them to me. We hugged amid their genuine curiosity and questions about my new 'thin and muscular' appearance, the motorcycle, and my roundabout trip up to see them. We stood in the driveway and talked until Lauren herded us into her living room for more talk, wine, and hors d'oeuvres.
I surprised myself at how easily I handled the mention of Karen's name, and the tacit acknowledgement of her death. I thought Lauren's presence and look-alike presence had something to do with that. I felt Karen's sister, and parents had accepted what had happened to my wife much better than I had. I again caught myself studying their reaction whenever her name came up in the discussion, particularly as I described my dispersing her ashes in the ocean and my plan to do so across forty-eight states – an act they approved of with nodding heads and encouragement. Maybe they loved me, and saw the positive effect it would have on me over time.
Eventually, I took a few minutes to freshen up and put on my only clean dry shirt before we went out to dinner. Over dinner, I regaled the trio with my reconstruction of the motorcycle as well as my intent on my grand road trip to the west coast. Lauren's father, Hal, got all misty eyed about wishing he'd done something like this in his youth. Martha reminded him that she would travel anytime he would and by any means, a point that sort of ended that part of the discussion temporarily; she'd called his bluff. He looked surprised, and I could see an inner glow of imagination take over for a few seconds. After dinner, Hal and Martha dropped Lauren and me back at Lauren's house. I'd see them tomorrow evening, having now committed to staying another night.
Lauren and I took her dog Max for a walk as dusk spread over the area, and the chilly night air reappeared. We walked with our arms tightly around each other, sometimes talking and sometimes comfortable in our silence. Max knew the route so ran ahead with great excitement, going from smell to smell as we trailed behind holding on to each other in a loving way.
As we got back to Lauren's house, she maneuvered herself to a step above me on her front steps. Slightly above me, she turned back into me, put her arms around my neck, and gave me a kiss so hot that it could melt steel. I kissed back, my mind a sudden jumble of thoughts about Karen, Lauren, timing, wondering what people might think, guilt, lust, love, and a hundred other emotions. Even the kisses like this that Anna had given me flitted through my head.
I think we stood on her steps for at least ten minutes as our mouths and tongues explored each other. No words were spoken. We moaned little sounds of encouragement too, and as we did some of the confusion I felt seemed to die away. This seemed so right.
I felt as though neither of us wanted to really say anything lest we break the mood and situation we'd both found ourselves in. The wrong word – any word – could have shattered the moment for us. I didn't want what I felt to end.
Eventually, Lauren pulled me to her front door. She had 'that' look in her eye. My test of our mutual sanity rested in her answer to one question; I asked, "What we're doing ... are you sure?"
Lauren turned to me and bit her lip with the sweetest expression on her face. She said, "Oh, Jim, yes, yes." She kissed me hard again but briefly, and stated, "I'vealways been sure about you; most definitely yes. Let me love you. Come and make love to me."

* * * * *Standing in Lauren's living room, we could easily have been on display to anyone driving by had the lights been on. In the near darkness, we continued to kiss as we slowly undressed each other right in front of the large plate glass window looking out at the main street. Cars on the busy road continued by her house, oblivious to what we were doing.
I hoped Lauren felt the same way I did, but thinking that, I realized how confused and conflicted I felt. Lauren and Karen had often teased me, and once had joined me in bed one morning while Lauren visited. I'd been asleep, and the two of them had nestled in on either side of me and dozed for over an hour. The both wore a long t-shirt and undies. When I awoke, they attacked. Karen had teased me for months afterwards about 'having sisters' or a ménage-a-trois, although nothing of a sexual nature had transpired only wrestling and tickling.
The removal of each piece of clothing took time and had to be carefully choreographed to heighten the arousal Lauren and I already felt for each other. We continued to coo words of encouragement to one another. We treated the exposure of Lauren's taut breasts as an event to be celebrated with considerable touching with hands, mouth, lips, and tongue.
Minutes later, she returned the favor as she removed and discarded my briefs. I stood in disbelief at the talent she rendered on my erect cock. I found myself standing before her kneeling form, slightly pumping my hips, as she created sensations in me I'd never felt. I stroked her hair as she worked on me.
Karen had rarely practiced fellatio. She explained she didn't want to waste any of what I had by swallowing it, when there was a 'perfectly good pussy' only a very short distance away that really wanted my man juice. I had figured out she really didn't like the concept, and so I'd stopped asking her to go down on me.
I whispered to Lauren, "Please stop. I love what you're doing, but your mouth is not where I want to ... finish, at least right now."
I had another thought I started to share. "Lauren, I'm not prepared; I haven't ... made love for months. I've just taken care of myself. I may not ..."
Lauren pulled away from me, stood, and put a finger over my lips. She never lost eye contact as she smiled up at me with a sly grin. She said with a smirk, "I'm on the pill. You'll be fabulous. I feel the same way ... now act like a dominant male and fuck me." She squirmed away from me and led me down the corridor to her bedroom by pulling me along by my hard erection. After briefly kissing at the foot of her bed, we fell together never losing touch with the other as we joined and then made love.
We extended the aura of tenderness and caring we'd started in the living room. Slowly that is, until an urgency to complete swept over the two of us as we writhed our bodies into each other savoring the skin-to-skin contact and my deep penetration of her body. Our new movements were rapid and driven to our mutual climaxes that came only a couple of minutes later. We moaned into each other's mouths as our orgasms swept over us. My pleasure erupted so great it nearly blinded me like the light of a thousand suns. I had missed this feeling for many months.
We remained connected, me still hard and deep inside her, and we rolled on our sides. Kisses still rained from each of us, as our hands stroked the other's face and skin. Lauren's nipples were so erect they were like nuggets of gold, but filled with excitement and passion.
"Wow!" Lauren exclaimed.
"Wow!" I replied.
I cradled her head on my arm as we panted in sync with one another. I felt amazed by what had just happened: I'd just made love to someone other than my wife for the first time in over eight years, and she happened to be her sister. I also had rarely remained coupled after sex with Karen; when we were done, we were done. Laying with each other – touching and still embedded inside her – gave me a feeling I'd never had before, a feeling of love and spiritual connection.
Lauren stroked my chest lovingly with one hand. After a couple of minutes she asked softly, "Did you think of Karen? It's all right if you did. I did. I even tried to be her for you for a few minutes."
I hesitated a moment before answering, "Yes, but ... I know whom I'm with, and ... you know how much you two were alike." I felt a pang of guilt sweep over me – guilt about thinking of one woman while I made love to another, and guilt that the two women were sisters. I added in a whisper, "It's hard not to think of her and you at the same time." After a minute, I admitted, "I feel guilty too ... incestuous and unfaithful."
Lauren spoke softly, "No, you shouldn't feel that way. You know when she knew she was dying she made me promise to love you ... to make love to you ... like this. She wanted us to be together making love. Karen didn't say whether she meant forever, but she wanted exactly this to happen. She wanted me to love and comfort you. Anything beyond this is just wait and see." She kissed my nose.
I looked surprised and looked into Lauren's eyes. "Is this a duty ... something you had to do for her?"
"Oh, God no. I wanted you ... I've wanted you since you first showed up on our doorstep to date Karen. I felt gypped that she met you first and staked her claim. Remember all those triple dates when I tagged along; well, I carefully orchestrated those events so I could be with the two of you – with you. Karen and I talked about it on and off over the years, sometimes wishing that society didn't have the restrictions that made this wrong when she was alive. If it wouldn't have produced a scandal and repercussions in the family Karen and I would have shared you – intimacy, love, sex, living together, and everything. If we started over today, I know we would have shared you – if you'd been willing. We explicitly talked about it."
It took a minute to digest that point; I postponed commenting on the hypothetical situation of the three of us living together, or what that might have been like. The very thought made me harden inside Lauren. This was the 'male with two loving women' fantasy made more real for me.
I spoke about what Karen had told me too; "She told me I had to move on, to find other people in my life, and to even remarry and have a family life. She didn't want me grieving her loss, even for a minute. I had to make promises too. You're the first ... since she died ... I mean ... She only made me promise to come here and visit so that we could have some closure on her death. Now, I understand better some of the things she said, even before she got ill."

* * * * *Lauren leaned in and kissed me, carefully keeping my cock inside her slippery pussy. She slid her erect nipples across my chest in a highly erotic way. My groin twitched at the stimulation, and so did she, in response.
I asked softly, "Can I make love to you again ... now?"
Lauren nodded, and her hand went to where my shaft still penetrated her body. She rubbed her clit and the edge of my cock simultaneously, clearly urging me to start pumping in and out of her pussy. Without allowing me to leave her body, she rolled us over so she was on top of me, and moaned in happiness over this new position. We lasted much longer this time, and we talked to each other as our hips moved into and away from each other's bodies. Sometimes we talked dirty and enticingly, and sometimes we spoke in more seductive ways.
Lauren used phrases like, "I like your cock deep in my cunt. Pump into me – faster, harder! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. I'm your cum slut. Fill me with your juice. Make me drip. I liked having your big cock in my mouth and throat. I'll blow you anytime and anywhere. Do you know I love the taste of your cum? I'll fuck you like this anytime and anywhere. Oh, God."
I returned the favor, watching her reaction to some of my phrases to be sure I didn't overstep any boundaries. Whenever I used a pejorative about her, she just responded with even dirtier words thereby encouraging me to be more daring with my words. "You are my slut ... my cum bucket. I like my cock in your mouth ... and even better in your warm, dripping cunt. I like that you have some hair around your cunt; it helped when I used my tongue to find your sodden pussy. I like pulling your clit into my mouth like you do with my cock. You love cocks ... this cock. Fuck me."
In a more serious and tender moment after we'd French kissed for several minutes Lauren said, "I love making love with you ... a lot. I want you to know you have a permanent home here with me and here in me." She laughed to soften her words and gestured to her full pussy as she spoke. "This weekend it's all right for you to think of Karen as often and as much as you like around me. I understand ... I may even understand better than you because she and I thought so much alike. If I'd died, I knew that she'd make love to my husband or boyfriend or lover, if they were willing; she'd know that's what I wanted. This time though, she told me explicitly. She had no doubts ... and I don't either; I wanted this ... for a long time. You've been my fantasy." Lauren jammed her cunt down against my groin with extra force as she finished those words.



I acknowledged the pleasure of the situation and wondered whether we could ever have a future together. Lauren clenched her sheath around my thrusting organ, alternating loose and tight. I could tell she was playing at sex. She produced an inevitable result. I again splashed a quart of my seed into her writhing body. Lauren arched over me, her mouth agape, her breathing stopped, as her orgasm swept through her. She fell into my welcoming arms, and we kissed wildly and passionately again.
After our climaxes, she curled up on top of me with my shaft remaining inside her. We studied each other in the dim light we'd kept so that we could see each other and enjoy each other's visual stimulation. I knew I was a voyeur at heart, an admission I'd never made to anyone. Now, I also knew that I liked to remain coupled instead of making a run for the bathroom.
I finally found the words that reflected what I felt.
"Lauren, I care deeply for you, and I always have ... as my sister-in-law, just not romantically or sexually ... and it's too soon for me to make any kind of commitment to you or anyone about the future. When you kissed me on the doorstep, and ever since, my brain has scrambled between focusing on you and a whole mishmash of other emotions that involve you and me and Karen. I feel it'd be so wrong for me to try to be a boyfriend or partner or something significant with you until my mind is one hundred percent focused on you. I hope you understand. I don't want you – or anyone – to be a rebound of some kind."
Lauren studied my face in the dim light and kissed me again very tenderly again. She jostled her breasts across my chest in a highly erotic gesture as she looked in my eyes. I took her sexual moves to mean she understood what I said.
I continued with some difficulty because of the sensuous nature of the moment and the sensitive nature of our conversation. I didn't want to hurt her in any way. "When I'm ready for another relationship you'll be one of the first if not the first to know." I paused, "I didn't know you felt so deeply about me. It just not time ... if I'm a disappointment, because of this, ... I can leave tomorrow. I can sleep on the sofa too. I'm sorry, but I need to be ... ready ...to be in a different frame of mind ... a different place ... to go beyond just this."
I couldn't believe I was turning down a significant relationship with one of the nicest and prettiest women in the universe. I knew from gossip Karen shared with me that Lauren constantly turned away men who didn't measure up to her standards. She'd even had a dozen proposals of marriage she'd said 'No' to since her divorce. Yet, I'd passed her 'admission' tests; I could be in her inner circle; and maybe I could be 'The One'.
Lauren held my face in her hands and said, "No sofa, don't leave, and no one's asking you to commit to anything. I chose my words carefully earlier when I said that 'this weekend' you could interchange Karen and me in your thinking and imagination. You can do it other times too, BUT if we have a serious relationship I want you to know it's me here ... with your cock thrust up inside her and your cum dripping down from my pussy. I want you to know that it's Lauren loving you, and not Karen. I'm selfish that way. Neither of us will ever forget her, but if we get more serious, and I don't necessarily mean marriage, I want it to be withme and not a fantasy or memory ofher We both will always love Karen, but anything from here on out has to be between you and me."
She kissed from my chest up to my forehead and then down my nose to my mouth – little love kisses, both erotic and loving in the same action. She looked me in the eye, and I saw tears in her eyes, "I'm here for you ... and if it's just fantasy and memories about my sister, that's all right; I can be happy with just sex with you ... not sex and the deep love as I feel now for you, that I hope you'll feel for me some day. You can choose. Take months, or years to decide if you want; there's no rush. Grieving takes time, and given the circumstances, probably a long time. You don't even have to come back, say anything after you leave, or email or anything; if I hear nothing I'll know what you've decided. You know what I'll be feeling, but I'm fine with either approach. I'm not being a doormat; I'm being realistic, and I hope you know that."
I kissed her, "Lauren, there's middle ground in there somewhere. I don't know what it is just yet. My intent is to stay in touch with you, to be in your life, to have you in mine, to love you, and to spend sexy and romantic times with you. I do love you, but I can't commit to a 'relationship.' I just can't envision what life will be like while I'm on my road trip, or after I land somewhere. However, I couldnever walk away from you, especially now that I know how you feel about me."
She nodded and gave me a hug. I think I'd reassured her in some way. We felt relief and found some peace in each other's arms and our frankness with one another. At one point, we both acknowledged that our union – our time together over the weekend – would help to heal some of the scars we felt from Karen's death.

* * * * *The next two days, Saturday and Sunday (yes, I stayed an extra day), we spent a good part of each day in bed satisfying each other when we weren't recovering. We had more tender moments, and bonded even tighter than we'd admitted that first night together. We slept wrapped or spooned together. I'm sure Hal and Martha guessed that their daughter and I were intimate, but the only signals I got were ones of acceptance and approval. We did a cookout with her parents at their home that second evening, and Lauren openly demonstrated her affection for me; Sunday evening when the four of us ate at Lauren's she practically fucked me in the kitchen while her parents were in the other room, going so far as to push my fingers into her quim as she whispered how much she wanted my cock inside her. I had to return to the dining room with a hard-on of epic proportions hoping that no one would notice.
Sunday night, we both knew that in the morning Lauren had to go to work and that I'd leave without any promises or vision about what the future would hold for us ... or for me. I didn't know what the coming months would be like nor did I have any goals beyond finishing the road trip in San Diego. I felt as though I stood at the bottom of an infinitely high stairway and needed to make my way to the top to gain perspective about where I really belonged in life ... and probably who belonged there with me.
As we lay together in the afterglow of making love, Lauren made me promise to see other women along my journey and to have lots of 'flings' as she called them. According to her, I needed to fuck my brains out before I realized where I should hang my hat. She laughed at the thoughts she put in my head.
She said, "More than that, just go and have fun, and, if you're willing, I'd like to know what you're doing ... and I mean the nitty-gritty details of whom you've shacked up with and the rest of your experiences. Heck, send pictures. I want lurid, dirty, sex-filled details." She thought a minute and added for emphasis, "No, I insist that you tell me about your trip, particularly the juicy parts. I want you to consider it a duty to communicate with me every few days, and to turn me on so I can masturbate to what you're doing."
I gave her a surprised look, and we both laughed. I couldn't be sure she was serious.
She laughed at my uncertainty and went on, "Karen thought like this too, although I don't think she showed you this side of her too often, if at all. We were both very horny females. Did you know that she masturbated almost every day? We both masturbated a lot, sometimes even talking to each other on the phone. Do you know that when she and I talked that she'd get me cranked up with the details of your lovemaking? I've cum many times thinking about having your cock driving into my little soft pussy."
Somewhat in shock over the revelation, I shook my head and continued to look very dubious. This was not the Karen I had known.
"Well, she did. So my knowing that you are fucking your way across the country will turn me on immeasurably, particularly when I can play with my little battery toy as you talk to me or I read your emails. I'm serious; will you? I've never tried phone sex, but I've heard about it; we could try that too. I really want to hear about whom you fucked, how you met, what happened, how it felt – everything. Details!"
I thought about Lauren's crazy idea and found it easy to agree to her request. I expected my cross-country trip to be a monastic journey while I got my head back together – a 'symbiotic journey of man and motorcycle' my sister had called it in our last telephone call. I wanted to stay in touch with Lauren, at least for now, but I seriously doubted there'd be any sexual adventures to share. Thus, I agreed to call, write, or email off and on during my travels. Lauren jumped for joy.
I warned her about how sexless I expected the trip to be, but Lauren just shook her head in disbelief. She said, "Every time you stop, you're going to get laid, re-laid, and parlayed. You are a big, handsome, hunky man that every female will want to be with. You are so wrong about your celibacy on your trip. I wish I were going with you; I'd love to fuck my way across America with you – this weekend has ended a long dry spell for me." She laughed at herself.
Lauren then made me laugh with vivid descriptions of what sex in a few states of the union would be like. She tried to describe the type of women I'd meet in those states – Southern belles, cowgirls, rodeo champions, farmers' daughters, Native Americans, and valley girls – changing her accent and gestures over my body to match her playful stereotypes. Eventually, her erotic descriptions got to me, and we made love again, laughing as she tried to act out some of the fantasies she thought I'd experience state by state. Lauren got very creative.
I did get her message to loosen up, have some fun, sow some wild oats, and then, if I felt like it, come back to her ... come back to seeing her not as Karen's look-alike, but as Lauren, a woman I loved and wanted in my life forever. I didn't feel like my life was too much fun right then, and sowing wild oats seemed to require more energy that I had.
I left the next morning and headed southeast to Dillon. I had a few things to do before I started on the rest of my road trip through the States.
As I rode, I pondered what I'd be like as a person with the experiences and miles under my belt when I got to San Diego. How would I change? What would I think of doing after this trip? Would I find love? Would I want to go further with Anna? With Lauren? With someone I hadn't even met yet?



Chapter 2
Pennsylvania
I finished up readying the house for sale, shipped a few things I wanted to keep to Anna, repacked my motorcycle gear and turned the key to the house over to our real estate broker. The next morning I left Dillon to head south into Rhode Island. I wanted to see the famous Newport Mansions, and by eight that morning I rode slowly past the historic summer homes of the ultra-rich built over a hundred years earlier. At one mansion, a pretty docent gave me a private tour as well as her telephone number, urging me to call her. She was attractive, and brought to mind Lauren's prediction of a lust-fulfilling trip across country. I chuckled to myself about what a remote possibility that was.
At another mansion, I walked to the waterfront and scattered an envelope of Karen's ashes. The act of leaving part of her behind in the ocean pulled me into a melancholy mood. I had to jar my thinking to a happier time with Karen. I chose to recall when we'd taken a weekend trip to Cape Cod. We'd rented a summer home for four days; all we could afford. We had ideal weather with an offshore breeze the entire time. In my most vivid memory from that trip, Karen ran with glee along the beach screaming in joy like a child a third her age flying a kite she'd bought. In those moments, on that beach, I wondered if she'd ever been happier. I closed my eyes for a few minutes and pictured the scene again. I'd never forget her or that day. I cried.
From Newport, I meandered to Mystic Seaport in Connecticut. The restored town catered to tourists; however, I found it quaint and memorable, so another envelope of Karen's ashes got surreptitiously scattered to the wind in the seafaring village of another state. This time as I let the ashes fly, maybe because of the docent's overt innuendoes, I thought of a time Karen and I had been in bed; she'd been trying to get me to think about various sexual fantasies but I'd had trouble coming with any. If I had a fantasy today, what would it be – plundering the attractive docent on one of the antique beds?
Based on what Lauren had told me, Karen and she had strong inclinations to erotica and the bawdy side of life. I wondered what Karen had thought about when she was – according to Lauren – masturbating on an almost daily basis. I never knew she felt that way, maybe the same way I did. I also wondered if I had been too staid for Karen – too vanilla, and then reflected that thoughts like those were moot now that she was gone and would just depress me despite any answer I could conceive.
I had been surprised at Lauren's revelations about Karen's masturbatory frequency, and that she shared details about our lovemaking with her sister. I guess you never really and completely know someone, not even your spouse and partner of eight years.
After lunch, I happily crossed to the other corner of Connecticut and crossed into New York State. I found a pretty pond to camp beside, and an hour later, I'd eaten dinner, scattered more of Karen's ashes by the pretty pond, and set up camp in a corner of the abandoned picnic area.
I knew I'd return to my sexual memories of Karen when I went to bed, so that became my thought as the wind carried her dust into the air and into the scenic pond.
I went to bed at dusk. Before I slept, I allowed myself to think back to a sexual evening Karen and I had and allowed all my senses to savor every aspect of the memory. I could smell the sex we exuded; taste her kisses and the juices I'd brought up on my finger from her pussy; feel her breasts and body – as she felt mine; see in my mind's eye her sexy form as she writhed beside me, over me, and under me – enticing with every move; and hear our lusty talk – recounting almost word for word a fantasy she had about me fucking her sister and her. I wondered if Karen had shared with her sister Lauren our erotic adventures that night. The memory and the added thought about Lauren, whose body I could also remember with my five senses from only a few nights before, made my cock very hard and welcome to the stimulation I willingly gave it. I masturbated, and then allowed sleep and dreams to bring me even closed to Karen – and to Lauren.
The follow morning, I took long, hard run shortly after sunrise since I hadn't run the day before. I did some exercises near my tent, and then went down to the pond for a quick bath before I suited up for the next leg of my trip. Although the air temperature promised a warm day, the pond water chilled me to the bone, so my cleansing dunk was short and efficient. I bathed in the nude, only wrapping a towel around me to head back to camp carrying my jogging clothes. As I dressed in the open air, I reflected back on the attractive docent at the Newport Mansion. She wanted me – sent me signals that she wanted to connect, even have sex. And then, there was Lauren, with whom I'd only expected a short platonic visit – a visit that turned loving and passionate and sexual almost from the moment I arrived. Maybe this wouldn't be such a chaste journey after all.

* * * * *My college fraternity 'big brother,' Bob Knight, lived in a town northwest of Philadelphia called Camp Forge. We stayed in touch over the near twenty years since we graduated, losing touch more the past few years as our lives got busier. Bob was about four years older than I; as my 'big brother' he had sponsored me as a lowly pledge into the fraternity he belonged to. I'd emailed Bob before I left Dillon on this longer trip asking to visit. His reply enthused about my arrival – 'come and stay as long as you can whenever you can!' I timed my arrival for late afternoon.
On the way to Camp Forge, I stopped at a scenic overlook at the Delaware Water Gap Recreational Area in New Jersey. I consigned another envelope of Karen's ashes to fly into the wind. This time I thought about how free her spirit had become in her passing – free from earthly dimensions, free from the limits of time, free from worries, and free from the savage illness that ravaged her body. I knew her soul was now in a good place.
I crossed into Pennsylvania. I reflected on Karen's death again, often shaking my head in disbelief that someone so beautiful and so young could actually fall prey to her terrible autoimmune disease. What a terrible waste her death was. God, when would these thoughts of remorse stop!
I also thought about how easily I fell into bed with Lauren. Was I so easily seduced because she resembled Karen, or did I feel some real and lasting chemistry with Lauren? Would I ... could I become a life partner with her? Lauren revealed a side of her personality to me – and a hidden side of my wife I'd barely known: a horny, oversexed, lusty, amorous woman who could become turned on at the slightest provocation. Sure, Karen and I had our moments, but everyday? All the time? This was not the woman I knew. Why did she hide that fact about herself from me? Was I not worthy of sharing that side of her? Or had I just missed all the cues she had sent me and eventually she gave up trying to share with me?
Somewhere as the miles rolled by, I thought about my eight-year career in the Army Special Forces. Going into the service, I believed I'd make a dent in the growing unrest in the Middle East and the growing threat of terrorism. In hindsight, that had been a naïve belief. I'd been a gung-ho ROTC cadet, a newly minted second lieutenant, and then I got selected to take the coveted 'Q Course' that qualified me for extended training as a Green Beret – Special Operations. My military career ended just shy of eight years when I blew out my knee in a rough and tumble basketball game between guys in my unit. I ended up on crutches for nine months and then in physical therapy for over a year. Fortunately, the Army paid for the knee surgeries, the PT, and gave me a graceful exit from the service.
My thinking about the role of government and the military changed in that transition. I came to see the military as mired down in many situations where they were deployed because of all the 'handcuffs' put on them by the politicos. The mire, the mess, the mistakes, the waste, and the huge and inefficient expense bothered me. I could see where small surgical strikes like my unit was capable of could solve many problems before they even made the news.
After I left the military and got into civilian life, I started to appreciate the power that ethical business endeavors could have on world peace and prosperity. I watched as Gates, Walmart, HP, P&G, and dozens of other companies developed and funded projects in third world countries that turned the tide and made a difference where government aid didn't. The bases for those programs were kindness, compassion, and a strong sense of responsibility, as well as a desire for vital business endeavors my cynical side added.



About fifty miles from Camp Forge and Bob Knight's home, the motorcycle started to run rough. I started to analyze the situation, revisiting the process in which I'd rebuilt the engine, fitted it back to the transmission, and tested and retested it for torque and efficient operation. Rather than stop, I continued on figuring I could use Bob's home as a base to diagnose and fix the engine.

* * * * *Bob had done quite well in his career. He'd become a sought after management consultant who specialized in using information technology to turn businesses around or make them more competitive. About three years earlier, he'd left the Boston firm he'd been with since graduation to teach, write a book, and do freelance work more of his own choosing. He'd also moved to Camp Forge to be near a circle of friends.
As I pulled up in front of the pretty home about five o'clock. Bob heard me coming and was waiting for me on the front stoop of the house. He hefted a two-year old boy onto his shoulders, and the two of them came down the front steps of the house to greet me full of smiles and laughter.
Bob cheerfully greeted me with a man hug, and a string of welcoming comments: "Jim, you're finally here! Hurray! Welcome. You haven't changed a bit. How long has it been? Come and meet everyone."
I too greeted my friend, and then looked at the young boy on his shoulders. Bob said, "This fine young chap on my shoulders is part of my family – Benjamin meet Jim Mellon." The boy tentatively put out his hand to me. I reached up and shook the tiny hand of the tot. Too much time had passed since the last time we'd seen each other; had Bob started a second-generation family since we'd last really talked?
Bob took a serious tone for a moment as Benjamin silently watched me; "Jim, we were all so sorry to hear about Karen – so young and so beautiful. If there's anything any of us can do ..." his voice trailed off.
I said with some force, "What's done is done. The family and I are trying to move on. Karen made us all promise not to grieve over her passing, but right now that's still hard to do. I am still in shock; such a love, and yet she's gone." I thought for a moment and added, "And, thank you and your family and friends for the flowers and the cards, and the donation to Karen's favorite charity. I appreciated your thoughtfulness."
The front door opened and an attractive, leggy, young blond woman came out with the most gorgeous smile. Bob introduced us as she walked up to us; "Jim, this is June; June, Jim." He omitted giving me any hint of his relationship to June; had he assumed I already knew more than I did? I acknowledged the pretty woman with a smile. Much to my surprise, June came and put her arms around me, and planted a generous kiss on my lips – and then followed it up with another. She looked me in the eyes and hugged me close. I automatically put my arms around her as she pressed her body against me. This welcome wouldn't be forgotten anytime soon.
As we parted, I apologized for my ruddy and unshaven appearance. I hadn't been near hot water for two days, so my shaving seemed to fall by the wayside. June laughed it off, telling me I looked and felt 'manly.' She took a happy Benjamin from Bob's shoulders, and gave Bob a sizzling kiss as she did. The two adults smiled happily and romantically at each other. I knew Bob had been and I assumed was still married to Trish, so what the heck was going on here? My head was spinning with questions.
From little Benjamin's behavior with her, I discerned that she was Benjamin's mother. I studied the tot and Bob to see whether I could discern any family resemblance but could find none. June put Benjamin down, held his small hand, and started to walk the toddler up the driveway up to a breezeway between Bob's house and one next door.
I looked puzzled and gestured to the walkway. Bob volunteered, "We have an intentional family and use the two houses as one; one had been Jan's – whom you'll meet momentarily since she just got home from work. The other home came on the market at just the right time for us. Connecting the two houses with a covered breezeway seemed the thing to do given how severe the winters can be around here, and we're back and forth all the time."
The door of the house next door opened again, and an attractive and sharply dressed woman near Bob's and my age came out. We got warm smiles as she walked up to us.
Bob spoke again as she neared us, "Jim, this is Jan. She's a new vice-president for Alperion." She came up to Bob, and gave him a sultry kiss on the lips that even gave me a twinge in my groin. She quickly moved to face me, and then as June did, gave me a couple of kisses of welcome that I'm sure were against the law in at least half the states. I could feel them all the way to my toes, especially as they gave me an even more significant twinge to that part of my anatomy halfway down my body.
I looked at her with a grin as we pulled apart. I asked, "Wow, do all the women in your intentional family welcome long lost fraternity brothers with such enthusiasm?"
Bob laughed and said, "I'll explain that a little later. For now, bring your gear – let me help – and come on inside. I'm about to have some wine. What could I get you?"
We sat around enjoying some cocktails – June and Jan joined us, and eventually another man named Jim also came home from his job at Alperion. He also got significant welcome hugs and kisses from both women. To reduce confusion, I volunteered to become 'James' for my visit. Eventually, Bob fired up a grill and barbequed some chicken and steaks for our dinner. Benjamin sat happy watching TV on a sofa where everyone could keep an eye on him.
I explained to Bob that I wanted to work the next day on my motorcycle because of its rough running at certain speeds. He accommodated my needs by leaving his car out of one bay of the garage and helping me move my bike under cover. He marveled at the renovation job on the motorcycle, and expressed his own desire to go 'two wheels.'
Over the course of our evening talk, I learned that Bob's wife Trish still worked in Boston and 'super commuted' up there most weeks for three or four nights away at a time. He expected Trish home the following afternoon. I knew his wife Trish; Bob and I had been groomsmen at each other's weddings from years earlier, and while I'd seen Bob on some of my travels over the past decade or so, I hadn't seen Trish since their wedding.
After dinner, I tried to figure out who matched up with whom regarding all the family members. Bob was still married to Trish, but June nearly sat in Bob's lap rubbing his thigh and probably more when I looked elsewhere. Jim sat with his arm comfortably around Jan, who'd changed into casual clothes, with his hand seductively rubbing her shoulder and back.
I'd figured out that June was definitely Benjamin's mother, so I politely asked the question of Bob in an aside as June listened, "Are you Benjamin's father?"
Bob and June laughed, and pointed to Jim, "No, he is." Bob volunteered, "You know Trish and I had our kids young: David is still in college, and can you believe Julie just started law school in Chicago."
I tried to hide my confusion, by asking more questions about Benjamin, "He's two years old, but is it normal that he chatters so much at that age?" I directed our part of the conversation into a few questions about child development much to the delight of the four other adults who all seemed to own a piece of Benjamin.
The relationships in their circle baffled me, and I wondered how much Trish knew about the hanky-panky that appeared to be going on when she wasn't home. I hoped I hadn't stumbled into some awkward, and newly unfolding 'family situation.' It'd be just my luck to be around when some family explosion took place. My bewilderment deepened when Jan announce that she planned to head off to bed because she had a breakfast meeting.
Jan stood and came up behind Jim; she leaned in and kissed him quite passionately. I couldn't quite hear what she said, but from Jim's look back at her with a smile, it had been a seductive invitation from her. She moved a bit and kissed June on the lips in more than just a friendly kiss. I'd seen women kiss before, and this was no casual goodnight kiss. Lastly, Jan kissed Bob, and then gave me a peck on the lips with a teasing wink.
Jim had looked on with a smile, and then he leaned over and kissed June. He announced, "I think I'll join her. I've got a long day coming up too, but I'll be home at the normal time tomorrow night."
Jan held out her hand, and Jim held it as they strolled into the larger of the two connected homes.
If they weren't going to have sex, I'd be a monkey's uncle. I pondered the craziness of what had just transpired. I looked from Bob to June, but neither displayed any concern or dismay.
To further divert the conversation, I asked, "By the way, which sofa am I sleeping on?"
June said almost as though I'd insulted her, "Oh, you're in a good bed in a guest room upstairs." She pointed to the smaller home. It's even got its own in suite bath.
I mumbled something about needing to turn in early, as I got up early to exercise. Bob and June talked briefly and agreed it was time to turn in.

* * * * *At our agreed time, Bob and June joined me outside for our morning run. Before we pushed off, June gave me an amazing Good Morning kiss that I felt from head to toe, and that I thought might have melted the soles of my running shoes. There was no further explanation or words, just a fabulous kiss to start the day. The kiss made me feel so good all over.
No one else in the two houses was up when we left, but when we returned forty minutes later, Jim was feeding Benjamin as he sat at the table in a high chair with Cheerios spread across a wide swath in front of him. Jan had already left for work. June willingly took over from Jim, gave him a loving kiss, and he immediately headed out the door to work too after bidding us all goodbye with smile.
After breakfast, I tried to entertain Benjamin while Bob and June obviously showered together. June came down in casual summer shorts and took Benjamin to drop him off at a playgroup for most of the day. Bob excused himself to do some 'real work' for one of his consulting clients, and to work on an article he wanted to submit to the Harvard Business Review. His office door soon clicked shut with a clear signal of 'Do Not Disturb.'
I found a peaceful place in the backyard for meditation. I'd started to use this practice everyday, finding that I got more and more out of it, and finding myself more at peace with what had happened. After that, I went into the garage and started to diagnose the sputtering problem with the motorcycle.
The Harley ran rough and unevenly at unpredictable intervals. I checked a few obvious things: oil and air filters, ignition spark, and so on. These all seemed in order. I took the bike out to a nearby Interstate and opened it up to see whether the problem still existing after having sat overnight, but the bike nearly stalled.
I got back to the house about the time June returned with a few groceries that I helped her carry into the kitchen. I went back to work, and June soon brought me a cup of coffee. She walked into the garage barefoot, and dressed in her Daisy Mae shorts with a man's shirt knotted just under her full breasts. A vision of loveliness, she could have walked off a movie set. I wondered whether pretty women like June were aware of the effect they had on men.
She pulled up a stool so we could talk as I worked on the motorcycle. She sat close to me, inside my personal space; at first I felt surprised, but then I realized I welcomed her close and very feminine presence. June had bubbly and upbeat personality, so I took pains to keep up my end of the conversation so she wouldn't get bored and leave. I ended revealing many of my feelings about the past six months, mostly since Karen started to get sick. June was sensitive and sympathetic.
Often, I'd catch a glimpse of most of a breast, or the wonderful darkness between her legs. Once, I caught her watching my eyes, as she seemed to purposely move her legs in a provocative gesture. Could she be flirting with me? I convinced myself she was just being natural and unaware of her revelations.
As our conversation continued, and seemed to become a little more personal, I worked up my courage to pry a little. "June, err, this is a little awkward, but does Trish know ... you know, about you guys swapping while she's away? I don't want to spill any beans when she comes back tonight by saying something stupid by accident."
June's eyes got as big as saucers. "Oh, ... wait, I thought Bob had explained our relationship to you."
"I know nothing except the swap I saw between the four of you yesterday and this morning; that plus knowing that Trish is in Boston."
June smiled, "Well, the short answer is 'Yes – full disclosure.' There's more though, that you should know. The five of us – our 'Circle' as we call ourselves – don't consider any of this 'swapping.' We believe that's a term reserved for swingers or people that use sex for recreational purposes without any love attached to it. I hope the love we show for each other shows? And, to your question, Trish is as involved in this as the rest of us."
"Oh, the love you have ... it does show. It does. I'm sorry, ... I didn't mean to imply ..."
"No, that's all right. I expect some of our neighbors think we're swingers too. We don't hide our interplay with each other. If people ask, we tell them we're in a 'Polyamorous Relationship:' Poly meaning many, and Amory meaning love; so being in a polyamorous relationship means being one of many people who love each other. About three percent of the Nation's households live this way, and up to fifteen percent of the population have lived this way at some time in their lives."
I allowed as how that was a dream or fantasy for many people too. June smiled and said, "So I guess we're living our dream. We've been this way for almost four years, and we're all thriving in it."
Our conversation went in other directions for a while, mostly while I processed the idea of a family union of five people. Bob had used the term 'intentional family,' and now it started to make a little more sense. June fixed me lunch, and continued to hang out with me. I felt flattered; I knew she could be doing other things, but she chose to be with me. Our conversation ranged all over the place: losing Karen, widowhood, my sister, her family, her part-time work, my old job, riding the bike across the country and seeing each state, and what I might do when my trip ended. June was easy to talk to, and I thought we both really liked each other.
June proudly talked about her sister Kim who had a pilot's license and ran a large hi-tech energy company in North Carolina. She told me about how she'd orchestrated Kim and her older boyfriend Ron's reunion after a breakup. "Kim and Ron come by and stay with us from time to time; they are such nice people, and we love them. We consider them part of our 'Circle' too; they share our philosophy about relationships."
I said, "Philosophy?"
June replied, "Well, basically, that you can love more than one person at a time – in all ways."
Just as I started to think how insightful June's last comment was, June lit up like a Christmas tree. "Jim, you've got to stop and see Kim, and Ron if he's there, on your way south. You'll go right by them, and they'd love to meet you. You're fascinating, and so are they. I can set it all up. Kim, Ron, and you would get along so well. He's a pilot too, and knows a lot about engines." She gestured to my dissembled carburetor with her last comment.
June told me more about Kim and her husband Ron, including some background on her booming solar technology company. She talked about their homes in Chapel Hill and Florida, and how I'd love that side of the 'family.' She spoke with such enthusiasm that I reluctantly agreed to stop in, if it wouldn't be an inconvenience. One purpose of my trip was to meet interesting people. June assured me it wouldn't be an inconvenience, but at my insistence she would check with her sister to be sure she could cope with an unexpected guest stopping by in a few days.
As our conversation became more and more revealing about each other, I asked June about the bisexuality of the relationships in the house.
She said, "First, the guys aren't bisexual, so you can uncross your legs." She laughed at her own humor, and went on, "If you'd told me four years ago that I had bisexual tendencies, I would have laughed you off the planet. But, then I met Jan about the same time she met Bob. Bob and Jan's relationship had just moved from professional to romantic ... and sexual. He'd gone back to Boston for some meetings at the consulting company he worked for, and Jan needed some relief. I worked for her. We had a romantic dinner, one thing led to another, and we made love and over a relatively short time fell in love. I learned that I could love another woman if she loved me the way Jan did."
I asked, "And then Trish?"
"Well, initially our circle consisted of Bob and Jan and me. Next, Bob brought Jim down from Boston to work on another project at Alperion too; he'd worked in the same consulting company Bob did. Soon after, Jim became one of our lovers – I really took a shine to him and so did Jan, so Bob orchestrated Jim becoming part of the relationship. A few weeks later, Bob brought Trish down from Boston and our fivesome got started over a long holiday weekend. She'd known about our triad and then foursome from the very start. Trish is a high-powered advertising exec in Boston, but with accounts all over the country. I worried about what adding another woman to our mix would be, but everything just got better because of her being with us."
With a smile, I reminded her that I knew Trish and had been in Bob's wedding to her many years earlier. Bob was about four years older than me because he did a stint in the Army before he started college.
June emoted at her forgetfulness about my past relationship with Bob and Trish. As she swung her arms around the shirttails of her blouse tied across her chest came undone as she threw her head back in laughter. Her breasts didn't show however; from neck to navel I could see her smooth skin with the obvious slopes to her mounds clearly evident. My eyes must have widened.
June looked down, realized what had happened, smiled, and said nonchalantly, "I'm used to being pretty casual about everyone's nakedness and sexuality around here. We're a lusty and loving bunch. If the way I'm dressed bothers you, I can leave or put on more conservative clothing."
I expressed my joy and happiness with her style of dress and her relaxed view about displaying her wares. To that end, June flashed me her breasts, laughed, and then re-tied the knot in her shirttails. I stuck my lower lip out as the eye candy disappeared. She had beautiful breasts. June liked that she had flashed me.
As we continued to talk, I tinkered with the motorcycle. June said something about Kim and Ron being part of the 'circle.'
I pushed for more details, "Your sister too?"
"Yes that happened before Benjamin started when I took Kim's boyfriend Ron down to North Carolina to patch things up with Kim. They hit a rough patch before they barely got started. The rest of us could see the light, so I intervened. We ... well, things just took a natural course and besides Kim and Ron getting back together, the three of us got involved with each other, and that led to their coming up here to be with all of us more often. They're very open about their relationships too, yet so in love with each other, it's sometimes sickening." She made a face and laughed hard again; her shirt opened up again. I felt my pants tighten as the edge of her areolas briefly flashed.



June completed the thought, "We don't see Kim and Ron nearly enough. They're always welcome and always loved when they're here. You will love the two of them."

* * * * *June disappeared in mid-afternoon to retrieve Benjamin from his playgroup with some other two-year olds. After they returned the sun came out. June got me to take a walk with Benjamin and her for a couple of blocks to a playground where the tot played on swings, slides, and teeter-totters aimed at his age group. He basked in the attention and readily accepted me as another one of his daddies.
As we walked and watched Benjamin running around, I asked June about how she thought Benjamin would think about the circle, as he got older.
She responded, "Well, he's the most loved kid of any I know. We're all his loving parents – by choice. He'll have a sibling soon, although nothing's underway right now. The five of us talked about it. What one of us does affects all of us, so we're extra considerate of major steps like adding to the local population. We have family 'pow-wows' every now and then to talk about stuff like that."
When we got back from the playground, I tested the motorcycle again after all my work; however, the engine's roughness persisted, and seemed as bad as when it had first appeared. The carburetor and filters could not be the problem. I'd also checked the cams and timing, and all were right on specification. I even re-ran a couple of other checks.
I stood staring at the bike, wondering what to tackle next, when Bob appeared and declared a start to the cocktail hour. Glad to halt my frustration with the bike, I followed him into the doubly large back yard. Bob said that Jan, Jim, and Trish were all on their way to the house, and true to his word, three cars soon pulled into the driveway each about ten minutes apart, Jan and Jim from different Alperion offices and Trish from the Philadelphia airport.
While I'd seen Bob a few times over the past decade, I'd not seen Trish since their wedding. She gave me a twenty-four carat smile, and followed it up with a crackling kiss that curled my toes. By now, I'd figured out that was the family greeting for good friends.
Bob made sure everyone had refreshments, and that Benjamin had proper attention in a backyard sandbox. I watched his interaction with Benjamin, noting how he doted on the child just as a proud father would. Bob and Trish had married when Bob was halfway through his military stint; they started their family right away and had two children by the time Bob left the military and started college. Their two children were already out of the nest. I made a mental note to ask what their grown kids thought about the circle.
Soon, we were all seated at a large picnic table having dinner. Since I'd had little to do with preparation, I insisted on being on the cleanup crew. That request improved my status in the group.
Each person in their circle talked about what their day had been like. I noticed the emphasis on how they felt about what had happened, instead of just giving a status report. Feelings meant a lot to these people, and they wanted each other to feel good about life and each other. Much to my surprise, I had to report on my day, when I could express my frustration at not solving the motorcycle engine problem and express my gratitude for the attention and love that I felt with them, particularly from June that day as she visited with me for hours as I worked.
June looked exceptionally pleased that I singled out her keeping me company during the day. Everyone else also looked pleased that I'd gotten in the spirit of the circle. People went off in different directions to their projects after we ate. I helped Jim do the dishes and pans, and then I got to read four children's books to Benjamin as he sat on my lap in his PJs. June hovered nearby ready to put the toddler to bed.
Tears came to my eyes at one point; I had to blink them away. The situation in Benjamin's room with June, Benjamin, and me was so 'Family,' and it took me back to the plans that Karen and I had to be this way too. I had to pause a few seconds in my reading to blink away tears. June had caught my momentary mood and looked at me with compassion.
I got a goodnight hug from Benjamin, and helped June tuck-in the toddler.
As we came out of his room, June pulled me into a hug. She said, "I saw you tear up in there. Was that about Karen?"
I just nodded and allowed her to cushion my head into her shoulder.
She held me tightly until I felt better. I'd let a few tears flow down my cheeks, but they soon stopped. We parted, June kissed me tenderly, and then we went downstairs. Just that small interaction with June made me feel so loved by this group ... by June.
I logged on to the Internet with my small laptop. I had short 'How are you?' messages from both Anna and Lauren. I answered both emails with a travelogue on my trip. In the one to Anna, I omitted my sexual experiences with Lauren, figuring that might be TMI – too much information – to share with my sister. In my email to Lauren, I told her I recalled fondly all the 'time' we had spent together. I knew she wanted details about some sordid sexual encounter; however, I told her about my chaste journey since I'd left her.
I heard a 'goodnight' or two from various combinations of people in the circle, so I headed off to my assigned guest room too. I remember chuckling to myself that Lauren would be disappointed that no one had jumped my bones during the week or so we'd been apart.

* * * * *After a morning run with Bob and June, a meditation period, breakfast, and a play session with Benjamin before June took him to his playgroup, I sat in the garage studying the motorcycle. I made a mental list of the few things I could think of to try to stop the rough running engine.
Soon, I had the various wiring harnesses pulled off the bike. I put a meter to each wire, tested for loose connections, and replaced everything. Things did checkout, but in a short test drive the roughness remained.
About that time, June appeared with a glass of ice water for me. The morning temperature was rising rapidly. She held out the glass to me, and I stared at it with a look of awe.
Eureka!
I danced around the garage saying, "You solved it. You solved it. You fixed the bike."
June continued to hold the glass and wondered what she'd just done that made me react so wildly. I hugged her and planted a big kiss on her cheek, as I expressed my thanks for her remarkable insight.
I just knew I had bad gas in the tank, probably with some water in it. I guessed that as I rode, and the gas jostled around, some of the water would get into the gas line and give me the intermittent hesitation and rough running. June found me a five-gallon pail that I cleaned, and then drained the bike's gas into. When I studied the gas at the bottom of the bucket, I could see large bubbles of water. I'd gotten a dose of bad gas at my last stop. Now, why hadn't I thought of that?
I ran the bike dry to clear the fuel lines completely, siphoned off about a gallon of 'good' gas from the bucket, and put that back into the bike. I poured off most of the rest into a gas can Bob and Jim used for lawn mowers and such, and then dumped the small part with the water in it in a harmless location. I'd get more gas later. The bike ran smoothly again – finally!
I grabbed June as the bike sat outside the garage smoothly idling; I did a little dance of glee and happiness with her, and she laughed at my further antics with her. We both learned something about engines that morning.
June and I sat and talked over a leisurely lunch. Bob appeared, wolfed down some food, and then disappeared to his home office again. After lunch, I excused myself to find a legitimate gas station, buy some gas, and get some dry gas or other suitable fuel additive to further cleanse the gas lines and filters. Using June's directions, I found a gas station about three miles away where I put in some dry gas and topped off the gas tank.
With the lovely weather, I decided to run the bike on the back roads to test the bike and its new gasoline. I'd gone about five miles when a police car passed me with the siren and lights, going about ninety miles an hour. Soon, two fire trucks rushed past. Two miles further up the rural road, I caught a glimpse of the blinking emergency vehicle lights outside a house and barn across a field on my right. A heavy swirl of dark smoke rose from a top doorway on the barn. Without a thought, I headed straight for the house and barn.
The policemen and four firemen appeared torn with indecision when I ran up to them from where I'd parked the motorcycle. I asked, "What can I do to help? I'm trained in fire rescue." Some days, I think my Special Ops training covered everything in the universe.
They shrugged, except for one fireman who said, "This is old man Shubert's barn. He keeps his guns and ammo in the barn. Any minute some of that stuff will start going off."
I asked, "What else is in there?"
The cop said, "A bunch of horses, some sheep, and who knows what else?"
"Where's Shubert?"
"Probably drunk in the house or at O'Leary's Tavern," one of the firemen speculated.
My next question seemed to stop them cold; "Could he be in the barn?"
They all looked at each other and shrugged. I gathered that 'Old Man Shubert' did not rank high on their popularity list.
One of the firemen attached a hose and nozzle to a pumper truck so they could start to hose down the barn from a distance. They were skittish of the ammunition in the barn.
As they stood there watching the smoke billowing from the upper windows and doors on their side of the barn, I briskly walked around to the other side of the barn in a wide arc. The entire barn appeared wooden with few windows. Consistent with this part of the country, it had been painted red many years earlier.
Another set of doors in the rear opened to a paddock. I ran up to the doors and pulled them open. Inside, I could see several pens of animals. Two horses were rearing and carrying on as the smoke-filled air panicked them. I opened each stall, and shooed each animal out of the barn to the large paddock. A half dozen sheep were next, and then some goats.
I heard a shot above me. "Crap," I thought. The heat had fired off at least one round of ammunition this farmer kept up there. The thought had just passed through my mind, when two more rounds went off.
I ran through the barn holding my breath. I could barely see, but I discerned there were no more animals on the ground level. As I ran back to the doors I'd entered, I saw a ladder going up to a loft. Something told me I had to have a look up there, even at the risk of some stray bullet hitting me as things heated up.
I took a great gulp of clean air outside the barn, ran back into the smoky inferno, and raced up the ladder. At the top, I had to breathe again, but I kept near the floor and got a good breath. I looked around.
An elderly man in jean overalls lay unconscious on the floor. Ten feet away further away from him flames had started to consume several bales of hay; beyond them the entire upper floor raged in flames.
Coughing now, I got the heavy man over my shoulder and headed back to the ladder. I got us down, not helped as two of the rungs broke under the weight of the farmer and me. I held on, and we didn't fall. Still coughing, I ran out the back door of the barn and into the paddock carrying the man over my shoulder. As I burst out of the door, several animals that had remained close to the barn scattered further away.
I gave a yell for help, as I carefully lowered the man onto a safe patch of ground. I yelled again with more force, and then started CPR on the farmer. I recalled some more of my Special Ops training: we each had to take a basic course as a field medic, and I'd used those skills more than once.
The farmer had a weak pulse, but good skin color. After a couple of minutes, a policeman and an EMS tech raced up to us with a respirator. As I backed away and sat on my haunches, I let the EMS crew take over. A two-man television news crew had arrived and started to video the scene. The reporter came up to me as I left the paddock and as the cameraman continued to film; he asked my name, my background, how I happened to be there, and other details about the rescue I'd just made.
As we spoke, the entire barn became a huge inferno inside and out. More and more pops of ammunition indicated we remained in a dangerous area. At the urging of another fireman, the news crew and I moved behind the nearby house for some protection from the heat and ammo. The fire crew was now in full force and doing their thing to knock down the fire and minimize damage.
I watched as the ambulance crew loaded the barely conscious man I'd rescued into it, and then speed away. Another policeman thanked me, and told me I'd probably saved the man's life – Old Man Shubert. I shrugged and for five more minutes continued to watch the fire consume the barn from behind one of the fire trucks.
After watching for a while, I realized I couldn't help any further, so I got on my motorcycle and rode away. The motorcycle continued to run smoothly, a point that made me exceptionally happy after poking at the problem for a day and a half. I headed back to Bob's home.
June yelled at me as I started to come inside the house; "NO! You smell like a bonfire. Go out! Go out! Take those clothes off, put them in this plastic bag, and I'll wash them. Here, you can put this towel around you; go shower. Ugh, you stink! Where did you go? What have you been doing?"
I explained in one brief sentence that I'd helped at the scene of a barn fire, as I stripped my clothing away. June left the garage and reappeared just as I wrapped the towel around myself.
I scrubbed and scrubbed in the shower until I got the smoky odor off my body. Because I traveled light, I had to sit around with a towel around me while my jeans and other clothes went through the washer and dryer. June also declared my shoes had to remain outside the rest of my visit; she found me a pair of Bob's clogs I could wear meanwhile. I tried to wash my shoes outside in the backyard with a strong solution of detergent; the odor abated but didn't disappear. I guess they'd be 'outside shoes' for a while. It took two cycles through the washing machine with lots of detergent and softener before June declared my clothes to be odor-free.

* * * * *While the wash had been going through, June and I had sat outside and chatted some more. We both seemed to successfully ignore the fact that I sat naked except for a bath towel tucked around my waist.
I remained fascinated with the idea of the Circle, so asked whether June could tell me more about it.
June thought for a minute, "Well, we're deeply attached to each other. As you know, Bob and Trish have two grown children, so Bob and Trish opted not to have any more children. Jan's the 'old lady' of this circle; she's seven years older than Bob, but so young in how she acts and thinks. Jim and I wanted children, and all of us love having them around, so Benjamin came along as a joyful addition to our Circle. Now, he has five parents. I told you yesterday; we planned on having another."
"Do Bob and Trish's children know about your arrangement?"
"Oh, yes. Bob and Trish were very open with them about our life style. They didn't blink an eye, and just accepted it as if everyone lived this way."
I briefly thought about the adaptability of youth.
June continued, "Oh, you'll find this interesting: until Jan met Bob four years ago, she was a virgin." Now, that comment made my mind hiccup and realize how candid she was being with me. I hoped Jan wouldn't mind the intimate sharing of her love life – or lack thereof.
June went on, "Jan had been driven by her career so never married or had children, and barely had any boyfriends – certainly none that passed the intimate sex test. She told us she had a difficult childhood and had come to think of herself as unlovable. She made all kinds of decisions on that basis: no openness to love, no boyfriend or husband, and no kids. And then, Bob came along and everything changed. He showed her what love was all about and helped her become a more rounded person. As she let go of the tension she'd held about getting ahead at Alperion, she got promoted to vice-president. She had to let go of that big goal in order to get it. She's really happy now – career, love life, family, kids around."
I asked, "What about Jim and you?"
June almost giggled, "I couldn't be happier. I have ... well, two wonderful husbands and two intimate girlfriends and even more when Kim and Ron are here; all of whom I love with all my heart. I have family; I have Benjamin who is so precious. I have an interesting part time job and work with a great group of people."
"Do the people at your work – or Jan or Jim's work – know about your life style?"
June thought a moment, "Not really ... one or two might have figured it out. For instance, both Jim and Bob have come with me to social events – like a Christmas party or barbeque at work – and each has acted spouse-like. No one said anything; they are great partners at a party event. If someone asked, I'd tell them, but I really don't think anyone cares. Probably they're too wrapped up in their own lives."
I reminded her, "People do like to gossip."
June shrugged. I felt she didn't care if people knew about the Circle. She'd deal with that when and if it became controversial.
"But four of you are married?"
June responded, "Yes, but marriage doesn't mean ownership or the right of possession. I guess many people think it does, but to us that's unhealthy. Commitment shouldn't mean ownership, it means helping your partner or partners grow and evolve, to be more of a whole person in every dimension, to help each other become more loving, compassionate, tolerant, kind, and joyful."
I shook my head; "You blow me away with this stuff." I thought a moment and asked, "But sex changes the whole dynamic of a relationship and commitment."
"Sure, but you have the choice to decide what you want the relationship to be like afterwards; you always have and always will."
"So what about jealousy?" I asked, "Don't you get jealous of each other? I would think Trish would wonder what was going on when she's up in Boston and the four of you are down here in Pennsylvania."
June said, "We're particularly on guard for that green monster. We test for it frequently, and never let even the suggestion of it remain unaddressed around our circle. A couple of times, we tried to expand the circle with others; however, they weren't ready to be so open about this one issue. If some one of us gets possessive, it's not a good thing around here."
June continued, "Jealousy is a learned emotion, and it reflects your spiritual view of the world. If you believe in that life is a zero-sum game and you have to fight for what you get, then you'll probably think that there's a limited supply of love and you've got to be suspicious, untrusting, domineering, and combative to get your share. If I get something, that means you don't get it; or from a jealous point of view, if you are getting love from someone then my opportunity to get the same thing is reduced. However, if you think life is kind and loving, you seek opportunities to give away the love you have knowing that it'll come back to you a hundred fold. Some people call this the Law of Circulation or 'what goes around, comes around,' or karma. So, when we feel ourselves getting green – or we see one of the others getting that way – we call a sort of truce, and get things out on the table, in the open, and talk about it. The rest of us give our love away, so to speak. So far, we haven't had a bad experience although from time to time one of us needs to have a 'talk session' with everyone else to keep things in balance."



June added as an afterthought, "So we like to give our love away to everyone willing to receive it. When you adopt that viewpoint, you look for ways to do it and people to do it for – that's partly why I greeted you the way we did when you arrived – and Jan and Trish did too. We want everything we do to say 'I love you.' We know it'll come back to us."
The dryer gave a loud buzz we could hear through the window of the laundry room to indicate the completion of the dry cycle on what had been my smoky clothes. June went inside and came out a minute later and presented me with a nicely folded pile of my limited wardrobe.
When I went inside and got dressed again, Bob and Trish had come back from some afternoon errands and started the cocktail hour. They'd picked up Benjamin from his playgroup, and coddled the toddler as they brought him behind the house to his sandbox and swing set.

* * * * *No sooner had Bob, Trish, June, and I sat down in the back yard to watch Benjamin with our glasses of wine, than Jan and Jim raced around the side of the house. Jan came right up to me and looked me in the eye without much warning. In a near confrontational tone, she asked, "James, what's your last name? Is it Mellon? Are you James Mellon – Jim Mellon?"
I looked surprised at her excitement, and said, "Yes, that's me. Why?"
She turned to the others in the circle, "Come. All of you; follow me; and hurry. There's something about to start on TV. Jim and I each heard it on the radio on the way home. Hurry, the news is about to start." On the way into the house, Jan scooped up Benjamin, gave the tot a kiss, and led the Circle into the family room. Jim already had turned on the television and dialed in the local news channel.
I guessed what would come next; it must have something to do with the fire – my fifteen minutes of fame. I hadn't said anything except to apologize to June for the odor and briefly explain that I'd been near a barn fire. I'd said nothing about any rescue.
The evening news started with several commercials and a news item about the Middle East. The commentator then said, "Now, shifting to a local calamity, this afternoon police and fire equipment were summoned to Deer Park Road in Camp Forge, where a fire broke out in the upper level of Justin Shubert's barn. Smoke from the blaze could be seen over twenty miles away."
The screen showed a view of the barn with smoke billowing into the sky from the upper level, and then suddenly through a fiery hole as part of the roof collapsed in a shower of sparks. The pops of random bullets ignited by the heat could be heard over the reporter's voice; "Mr. Shubert had apparently passed out on the barn's upper story, probably from smoke while trying to fight what might have started as a small fire. In the lower part of the barn were several horses and other farm animals."
The TV video then shifted to a man – me! – bent over Shubert's body frantically giving artificial respiration. My circle of friends looked at me in disbelief then jerked their eyes back to the TV.
The reporter continued, "This man, James Mellon of Dillon, Massachusetts, just happened to be riding his motorcycle by the scene when he saw the fire. Arriving about the same time as the fire crew, he raced into the rear of the barn, freed all the farm animals, and then mounted a ladder to the barn's loft where he found the owner, Justin Shubert, passed out in heavy smoke and advancing fire. Ammunition that Shubert kept in the barn had already started to detonate about that time, creating a huge risk to Mellon as well as the fire crew working outside on the blaze."
The video being shown then shifted to me being interviewed by the reporter, although the sound had been cut in favor of the voice over in the studio. "This ex-Green Beret carried Shubert to safety, and administered CPR until the ambulance crew arrived. Shubert regained consciousness at the site of the fire thanks to Mellon's efforts; Shubert will remain overnight at County Hospital for observation, and he should be released tomorrow. Without doubt, Mellon saved Shubert's life. Local police and fire officials said that Mellon surely deserves a commendation for his bravery in saving Shubert's life in extremely dangerous circumstances."
The video again shifted to show the entire barn engulfed in flame. The video showed an enlarged fire crew pouring water on the remnants of the barn from behind the protective shield of two fire trucks. In a cut, they showed me standing beside the fire engine watching the scene, and then they showed me slowly riding away on my Harley.
Jan muted the television as the next news item came on. All five heads turned and looked at me in awe without a word being spoken.
I just shrugged and said, "You would have done the same thing ... I just happened along at the right time. I was really safe the whole time ... well, except for the exploding bullets and shot gun shells. I've faced lots worse ... I mean ... when I was in the service." I stopped realizing the futility of my protests and modesty. A long quiet filled the room.
Bob stood and looked at me, as did the others; he raised his glass and made a sincere toast, "To our hero. We are blessed to have him in our presence, and I henceforth declare him to be a most welcome member of our intentional family – our Circle." Everyone drank. I blushed and wondered what privileges I might be entitled to as an honorary Circle member.
Back at the picnic table, Jan made me retell every detail of my afternoon at the barn fire for everyone to hear firsthand, and she peppered me with questions as I responded to her urgings. Some of her questions got me talking about the training I'd gone through in Army Special Ops. I explained that my military background represented another time and a much different me, and that my view of the world and the universe had dramatically changed. My circle of friends saw things much the way I did, yet they also understood why I could run into a burning building with live ammunition going off around me to do what needed to be done.
Everyone fawned over me that evening, bringing me drinks and then dessert and coffee. I got excused from KP duty after dinner even when I tried to help. Embarrassment best described how I felt over the events of the afternoon. I appreciated that I'd had been able to rescue Shubert – that I had the skills to help someone whom I didn't even know. This had been one of my goals for this trip, and now I'd had a chance to start working towards it.

* * * * *Everyone turned in about ten o'clock. I went to sleep immediately ... and I rapidly woke up a few moments later as June's nude body slipped into my bed ... next to my naked body. I felt her wiry pubic hair on my leg; it felt sexy as all hell. She took one of my arms and wrapped it around her, and put my palm squarely on her left breast. This seduction was not subtle.
My brain did a dozen flip-flops and reboots as June stroked my cheek and tenderly kissed me. She said in a husky voice, "I've wanted to do this for two days – ever since you arrived." She kissed me again. "James, you had me at 'Hello' and I haven't felt so turned on or romantic since I met my husband. Now kiss me and never stop."
Worried about how her presence in my bed fit with everything else in their family circle, I stammered out a few words as I came out of the fog of sleep: "June, you don't have to ... should you really be here ... I really like you – a whole lot ... but you're married to Jim ... and there's Bob too ... and the other women, and ... "
June put her finger on my lips to stop my blathering, and then kissed me rather hard this time as she threw leg over mine and seductively slid her body on top of mine. Her tongue slipped into my mouth in a passionate kiss that I took to mean that all the points I'd briefly mentioned had no bearing on this moment or those to follow. I kissed back, my initial reticence quickly forgotten.
June could give graduate-level courses in how to kiss, and I'd sign up for every class. All that, plus she tasted and smelled divine – with a hint of jasmine. As we kissed, I stroked her back and her long hair just for the tactile sensation and to signal my willingness to continue.
My willingness didn't keep my brain from exploding with random thoughts about what June was doing and how it fit into their whole family setting. Was this what polyamory was like? I liked June – a lot; I even had felt guilt for allowing myself a few moments of arousal at her skimpy outfits when she was around me. I'd had to hide my arousal after she flashed her tits at me when her blouse came undone; I hardened instantly. I had to squat and work on some irrelevant part on the motorcycle waiting to deflate before I could stand without a huge lump showing in my pants. Her presence in my bed, as a sudden romantic interest, had given me a shot of adrenalin and excitement – sexual excitement – romantic excitement.
My cock quickly swelled in appreciation of June's gorgeous naked body pressing against my own, and her passionate kisses. I felt her hand reach between us, grasp and massage me, and further excite. With little foreplay, June sank slowly down on my cock until I felt the moist warmth and love of her body envelop me. We both moaned in pleasure.
June leaned forward and used her erect nipples to crisscross my chest before kissing me passionately again. "I love you," she told me in a husky whisper. "Make love to me – now and all night, and all day tomorrow, and the next and the next. I want you. You've won my heart." June ducked down and drove her tongue into my mouth almost to my tonsils.
I tongued and kissed her lips, then ran my tongue down her neck to her breasts, trying to induce pleasure to her erect nips. As we played 'up top' with our hands and tongues, our bodies independently surged together and apart at our hips, with my shaft plunging deep into her pussy and then pulling out until only the smallest sliver of our genitals touched. At this point, June would slowly lower her body again onto every inch of my shaft until our pubes pushed hard against each other. A lot of moaning and groaning went on to signal the huge satisfaction we were each receiving from the encounter.
I knew that June was aroused beyond belief because her cunt oozed sweet juices and enticing aromas from our union. The more we fucked, the hot kisses she'd started with became even hotter and more arousing. I came to believe I had never embraced or kissed anyone hotter, more aroused, and more sexually excited than June, not even Karen, Lauren, or the women I'd dated before marriage. June writhed and twisted her body on top of me as she journeyed through some landscape of ultimate bliss. She used every muscle in her body to make love to me, and I tried to return the favor.
I felt such passion and raw emotion rising up inside me. I felt unlimited warmth and caring for June – for everyone in this circle of friends. They'd welcomed me as a family member, and then as a hero, and now with June as a lover. I couldn't believe my good fortune to find a lover like June in my arms. I whispered to her, "I feel the same about you – love, want, need. I'm so glad you're here, in my arms ... with me inside you. Do you like that?"
June nodded her head, "Yes. Oh, God yes. I love having you inside me. Why didn't we just start doing this on the front steps when you arrived? Do you think the neighbors would have objected?" She ground herself into my lower body with extra force to reinforce her desire.
June came first. As we kissed, she panted wildly, and then I felt her inhale one immense breath. For many seconds, she held her breath at the peak of her orgasm – a look of bliss on her face in the dim light of the bedroom. The muscles of her vagina clenched my cock in rapid spasms as her orgasm swept over her. I slowed but didn't stop my erotic pistoning into her body. She rejoined our fuck with even more enthusiasm after her orgasm had finished, and then I felt my own orgasm arriving and exploding in a shower of pleasure from deep within. I hung for almost a minute suspended in warm feelings of love and wonder.
My eyes remained closed as June kissed me with renewed passion again, until I realized that the kisses came from another woman beside June and me on the bed. My eyes snapped open and in the dim light I discovered that Jan had joined us. She rose up and kissed June, even seducing her into a French kiss. The two whispered words of love and pleasure to each other, and said the same pleasing things to me, and then words about the sex we'd just shared. Jan came back and kissed me some more, her nakedness pressing against me as she lay down and pulled my arm around her.
Jan rubbed her body against mine; however, she made no overt move to displace June who had remained on top of me. The presence of two nude women made me harden again, but I was reticent to start making love to either one in the presence of the other, especially since June had just been so satisfying and loving – and my cock still happened to reside in her warm sheath.
June pulled her hips up, and uncoupled us, not at all concerned about our leaking fluids. She cuddled in beside me, kissed my lips and neck, and rested her head. She still panted from our lovemaking. The feel of her long blond hair on my shoulder gave me a different kind of arousal; it triggered my responses to be loving and tender. Jan's brunette tresses fell against my other shoulder as she snuggled into my arm, with a hand gently on my chest. I didn't pursue my arousal, and the urge to merge again passed. We kissed, cuddled in the shadows from a yard light on the front lawn, and then we drifted off to sleep. I felt so loved.
In the middle of the night, I felt Jan sneak from my bed; I figured she had to go to the bathroom or back to Jim, but a few minutes later her warm body snuggled back against mine. We went right back to sleep.
When I started to awaken from the haze of sleep, I found myself spooned behind a nude body I took to be June's. My arm was draped over her side, and she'd put my palm over a luscious breast. My eyes flickered open to see June staring lovingly into them – as she stood naked about five feet from the bed about to pull a t-shirt over her head. She paused, obviously so I could take in the sight of her gorgeous body before she covered it. I felt myself start to swell.
I remembered Jan joining us just before we went to sleep, but the warm body next to me was not Jan; the hair color was wrong – it was Trish. June watched my eyes grow to the size of saucers, and she laughed.
Trish rolled over, gave a huge wake up stretch of her nude body next to mine, and then kissed me on the lips in a most passionate manner. She mumbled, "Excuse the morning breath." She reached over to the bedside table and picked up two mints she'd apparently brought; she popped one into her mouth and pushed the other into mine – an easy task because my mouth remained agape from the change of partners.
Trish ground her hips into mine, and we shared a couple of minutes of passionate kisses. Trish pushed her pubes against my swelling cock, blinked her pretty green eyes at me, ran a finger from my lips all the way down my body to the tip of my cock, and then rolled out of bed with a coy smile. Tease! The women left me to my morning rituals.
I stayed three more days in Camp Forge before I reluctantly left to continue my trip. I felt so welcome and so loved in their Circle; I wanted to stay there forever. There was such acceptance, and such sympathy about my ragged emotions around Karen.
As Jan put it during a torrid lovemaking session, I'd become a 'full-fledged member of the Circle' 'with all rights thereto appertaining.' My last night there, as I lay exhausted with June back in my arms, I reflected on how wrong my assumption had been that this would be a chaste trip involving no sex or involvement with pretty women. Soon, I would have to email Lauren about the 'details' of my visit, and how I found three lovely partners in my bed.
June had again insisted that I visit her sister Kim at her home in North Carolina. June's persistence came after an email interchange between the two sisters that involved some photographs June took of me with her iPhone. To seal the deal, June had Kim talk to me on the phone. I could tell I'd be welcomed at her home, and Kim seemed tolerant that I couldn't commit to a specific arrival time.
The next morning I left at dawn after three scantily clad women kissed me goodbye, and two of the nicest guys in the world shook my hand.

Chapter 3
North Carolina
Two hours from Camp Forge, I wandered through the small town of Newark, Delaware – home to the University of Delaware. With fond memories of my time with June, Jan, and Trish, as well as Bob and Jim, I scattered a small envelope of Karen's ashes from the top step of the ivy-covered college library on the beautiful campus. I thought of Karen as the ashes floated away in the tree-lined quad. I wondered how she would have reacted to the Circle in Camp Forge. Would she have wanted to be a part of it, or would she have been horrified and run the other way?
Before my visit with Lauren, I would have guessed that Karen would have run the other way, but Lauren had revealed part of my wife I never knew. Maybe she would have stayed and joined in.
The library had Wi-Fi. I retrieved my laptop computer from a saddlebag and sent a vivid description of my past week to Lauren. The email rambled a bit, but positively met her requirement that my emails to her had to be detailed, erotic, sexy, stimulating, and raw. I'd heard of 'phone sex,' but not 'email sex.' I held nothing back. I posed the same questions to her that I'd wondered about Karen and the polyamorous circle. I wanted to see how Lauren would respond – to my descriptive email about the events I'd enjoyed during my stay in Camp Forge, and to the question about participating in such a circle. Lastly, I asked her how she thought Karen would have felt about something like the circle.
From Delaware, I headed west into Maryland on old two-lane roads. I stopped midway across a bridge over the Susquehanna River and scattered another small envelope of Karen's ashes. I stood and talked into the breeze, rambling about the past week as I shared my Camp Forge experience with Karen's spirit as though she wanted to hear every detail. I wished she could have stood there with me and shared her thoughts with me.
Back on the road, I made a planned trip back into Pennsylvania to see the magnificent home Frank Lloyd Wright designed and built there for the Kaufman family – Fallingwater. I sprang for the complete tour of the home and roamed the grounds taking pictures. As I'd planned, I took my envelope of Karen's ashes for Pennsylvania and spread them in the steam that flows under the home and then cascades downstream in a series of small waterfalls. I settled for this peaceful place being her Pennsylvania home. I wished I could have shared seeing it with Karen, and then tears came to my eyes because the thought swept over me that there was so much I had wanted to share with Karen. I sobbed, and my tears fell into the cascade.
I ended the day camping beside a small waterfall off a side road in West Virginia. At twilight, I scattered another envelope of Karen's ashes into the pretty falls. I waded into the rapidly moving stream just below the falls to cool down and share the pretty setting with Karen. That night, I prayed to Karen's spirit, almost the way one would pray to a totem – seeking guidance, insight, and awareness. Just before I fell asleep I felt kissed by her spirit.



Wednesday morning, I ran on the dirt roads and trails near my campsite and then did my exercises. Exercise had become so important to me early in my Army training; I came to see it as a vital activity that would save me in tough situations. Now, I knew those tough situations could be both physical and dangerous, such as what I'd experienced with that farmer at his burning barn, as well as mental, such as how my hard runs were helping me heal from losing Karen. As that thought ran through my brain, I could also hear Nurse Lauren lecturing me about how my exercise generated a runner's high – the release of natural endorphins that in turn gave me an elated feeling the same way a small dose of morphine would. I chuckled.
I bathed in the stream after my exercises, donned shorts and a t-shirt, meditated in a shady spot, lathered up with suntan lotion, had breakfast, and got back on some secondary roads that meandered along side of and through the Appalachian or Blue Ridge Mountains and foothills. I crossed over into Virginia, skirted Roanoke, and decided to camp early instead of pushing ahead to North Carolina. My earlier visits to Virginia had all been much further east – the Virginia around Washington or Fredericksburg – the Interstate 95 corridor that I now avoided so diligently. This part of the state felt so serene and refreshing.
A brisk warm breeze rolled through the trees surrounding my campsite. I allowed this state's trace of Karen's ashes to be carried by the stiff breeze into the forest on the late afternoon wind. Karen had loved nature so. Karen and my definition of spirituality had a strong component of 'Nature' – with a capital 'N' – in it. She told me often that feeling the earth and rain, catching a rainbow after a thunderstorm, smelling a forest or the ocean, and things like seeing animals in the wild, brought her closer to what she called 'Source Energy.' Those conversations had helped convert me from being a brash soldier to a more thoughtful civilian and man who had become more open and aware of his spiritual journey. I equated my trip across America to my spiritual journey, hoping I'd find a way to feel the Oneness with the Universe as I traveled.
Thursday, I repeated my exercise and meditation regimen, this time adding in some wind sprints to tax my body. I spent additional time doing my morning meditation, wondering what the equivalent of wind sprints were in seeking spiritual enlightenment. Could I do 'mind sprints'?
I took an easy ride down to Chapel Hill, getting into the college town for a late lunch. I rode around the campus and surrounding commercial area before settling on lunch in a salad and tofu luncheonette. I walked around campus, taking in The Well and a few other campus cornerstones. In the middle of the picturesque, I deposited another small envelope of Karen's ashes, knowing how she would have found this place so interesting; she loved college campuses, and had often made us detour so we could walk around one near whatever route we were on.
After that moment, I mounted up and used my iPhone's GPS capability to find the home of June's sister, Kim, and her husband Ron.

* * * * *At Kim and Ron's large home I found a scribbled note for me on the front door: "Jim – key under doormat. Make yourself at home and enjoy the pool. See you about six. Hugs and kisses, Kim." Instead of the dot over the letter 'i' there was a little heart.
I let myself into one of the finest and best-decorated homes I'd ever been in. In my grubby shorts and sleeveless t-shirt, I felt out of place. I'd left my boots outside, remembering June's concern about odor. Yet, with June's introduction and my telephone chat with Kim, I knew her to be a friendly and approachable person. June had showed me a picture of this pretty powerhouse.
I brought a few things in from my motorcycle packs. I found a washer-dryer off the kitchen and took immediate advantage of them to clean up my soiled clothes and towel from the past couple of days. I found a cache of soft drinks in the kitchen refrigerator, so helped myself. I stripped to my running shorts that doubled as swim trunks and took advantage of the pool and the solitude of the surrounding forest.
I fell asleep on one of the pool loungers. A splash of someone diving into the pool woke me up. I snapped to attention just in time to watch Kim surface near me at the pool's edge. "Hello, Sleepy Head!" she said with a grin. The photo June had shown me didn't do her justice.
I replied as I sat up, "Nice to meet you face to face. Your home is beautiful. Per your note I made myself at home – pool, kitchen, and a load of clothes in your dryer. I hope that was OK. What time is it?"
"It's just after six, and I wanted you to get comfortable. I want you to stay through the weekend at least – longer if you can." She paused and added in a candid tone, "You're more handsome than what I milked from my sister and the fuzzy photo she sent me. I can see why she didn't want to share." She laughed as she pulled herself out of the pool.
I'm sure my jaw dropped as I gapped at Kim's lithe figure in her tiny wet bikini that clung to her curves. I could think of nothing I would have changed about her body or her beautiful face, even as she shook her wet light brunette hair out of her face.
Kim looked pleased that I had noticed her figure. She gave me a coy look. "I'm going to get a glass of wine. Can I get you one."
I jumped up with my offer to help. I found Kim as attractive going away from me as in front of me. I felt she'd put a little extra wiggle in her walk as she led me across the patio to the kitchen door.
I found Kim easy to talk with; she put me at ease instantly – well, except for how little clothing she had on. I found it difficult to look her in the eye, when I wanted to lap at her full breasts, touch the curve of her hips, and explore the flat stomach and sexy small pendant in her navel. Ever the gentleman, I somehow managed to keep my eyes above her neck, at least when she looked in my direction.
Kim made me repeat the story of my motorcycle journey, the details of my rescuing a farmer from a barn near where her sister lived, and the sights I'd already seen. She also wanted to know where I planned to go next. I explained that I'd head down the east coast to Florida, and then swing up to Alabama. I told of the end of my trip at my sister's home in San Diego before Christmas – many months away.
Kim got the same look Karen used to get when she hatched a plan but didn't want to share it just yet. I figured I'd hear about it soon enough if it involved me.
She explained that Ron had a consulting assignment in Washington where he had a pied-á-terre at the Watergate. She didn't expect him home for the weekend but would talk to him by telephone in the evenings. He had an all-day workshop on Saturday and Monday meetings, so wouldn't be home over the weekend. Kim declared me her 'weekend husband;' a term I quickly decided was fraught with possibility and danger.
To deflect some of the 'danger' in her statement, I pointedly asked, "Would Ron want to relinquish the title of 'husband' to some guy on a motorcycle just passing through town?" I chuckled a little to take any sarcasm out of my remark, if she interpreted it that way.
Kim said, "Ron isn't at all concerned. I told him you were coming to visit ... and he said for me – for us – to enjoy ourselves." She smiled and added, "No limits unless we place them there for ourselves."
Now, I suddenly felt that a spotlight had just flashed on me. Did she expect me to make love to her? Just what had June told her about my days and nights in Camp Forge? For the time being, I tried to put those unanswerable questions out of my mind and just roll with what happened moment by moment.
We sat on the outdoor patio as the sun set. We shared wine and some cheese and crackers. Kim suggested we go to a restaurant she liked for dinner and then visit The Cat's Cradle, a local club, for some music. She explained in an apologetic tone, "My husband Ron is much older, so he doesn't care for my brand of music most of the time. Maybe you won't either, but there's a band there tonight I want to hear, plus I hope you like to dance." I nodded acceptance of her offer.
Kim insisted on taking the motorcycle, explaining how we'd be able to park right by the door of the places we were going. Wistfully, she said she hadn't been on a bike in a long time and wanted to experience the thrill of the ride. She threw on a light summer dress and proudly declared herself ready to go as she twirled around before me. On the bike, I tried to overlook the fact that she snuggled up tight against me and showed a lot of thigh as she rode on the back of the cycle.
We ate light at a small downtown bistro with dim lights and a romantic atmosphere. Over dinner, Kim acknowledged she knew about Karen's death. She got me talking about Karen – things like how we met, how long we were married, what her illness had been like, and what made our relationship tick. Kim exuded empathy and sympathy for Karen's loss and for my widowhood. In hindsight, I found the conversation therapeutic and noted that I didn't choke up as I often had when talking about my dead wife.
After dinner, we went to the club she liked and sat through one set of the live band. We danced a little, and with her encouragement I felt my dancing got better and looser as the evening wore on. When the band took a break, Kim nudged me and said, "I want to take a longer ride, and then go home." We rode out of town and at her direction she took me past the impressive building that housed her solar technology company. Back at her house, she had me park in an open bay in the garage.
Once in the house, Kim said, "Let's take a midnight swim."
I agreed and without thinking followed her outside to the pool. Standing beside a lounge chair, Kim meticulously slid off her summer dress. Underneath, she wore no bra and only a small thong. She shimmied out of the thong in one of the sexiest dance steps I think I'd ever seen. Her spike heels remained on temporarily, adding accent to her legs.
I'd become frozen in place about ten feet from her, no doubt with my mouth hanging open – again. She came up to me, put her arms around my neck, and pushed her naked body against mine. The kiss came next and melted my belt buckle and the coins in my pocket. I kissed back.
Kim pulled away slowly and unbuttoned my shirt. She talked to me in a low whisper, telling me about how she liked my sex appeal, how June had told her 'all' about my time in Camp Forge, and how riding on the motorcycle had really turned her on. My shirt dropped to the deck. I kicked off my loafers. She undid my belt buckle, the zipper, and then helped remove my pants ... and lastly my briefs. She told me how she thought men who wore briefs were much sexier than men in boxers. She ran her hands up my thighs stopping just shy of my manhood.
By now, both of us had noticeable erections of key parts of our anatomy: Kim's nipples could have cut glass, and for that matter so could my erection. She moved in, and we kissed again, this time in a long, drawn-out kiss involving lots of tongue, panting, and roaming hands. Kim pulled me to the pool's edge, and together we fell into the pool where we enjoyed more petting and kisses as the cool and refreshing water swirled around us.
Kim controlled those moments between us. After teasing each other and swimming to and away from each other, we emerged from the pool. Towels materialized from a cabinet against the house.
After partially drying myself, my mouth found her breasts. I maneuvered her to a padded lounger and started to kiss her. Kim whispered to me, "Please, go down on me. I love oral sex."
I knelt before her outstretched legs, and then dove face first onto her trimmed mons. My tongue encircled the area, dropping deeper into her cleft. I excited her. She excited me.
Karen hadn't liked oral sex all that much. Once in a great while, she'd get really turned on and push me down to the beautiful 'V' between her legs, but more often than not, she just wanted me to finger her and rub the area with my palm.
Kim's request was a delight for me. I loved the taste and aroma of a woman – this woman enticingly laid out before me in the gentle light coming from inside her home. I sated myself on her pussy, feeling as though I had turned this woman into a blithering mass of orgasming flesh. I felt so powerful making Kim cum over and over, and she just kept encouraging me. I wondered how long I'd been in that heaven because time had seemed to stop.
We made love on the lounger, Kim welcoming my every kiss, move, and penetration. As hot as we were, we both lasted an inordinately long time – over an hour, before my orgasm finally pushed us into a new place and into new dimensions in the cosmos.
We lay on the lounger cooling down, at least until Kim moved off me from our last sexual position. She pulled me up to my feet, and with a giggle gently pushed me into the pool. She followed me with a smooth dive that knifed through the surface of the water with barely a splash.
We again found our way into each other's arms as the cool water reinvigorated us.
Suddenly, the 'dangerous' part of being a weekend husband flashed through my thoughts. I worried that I had in some way endangered Kim's relationship with her husband Ron. I asked, "Are you all right with what just happened? I mean ...your husband ...your sister ... I mean, I just want to be sure that I didn't ..."
Before I could stammer our any further incomplete sentences, Kim kissed me again. She whispered in a husky voice into my ear, "Everything that happened – and will happen – between us is just fine with me, Ron, June, and anybody else that needs to know. Relax and enjoy us – now. I liked the way you made love to me. Come do it again."
Kim had me sit on the edge of the pool as she fellated me back to hardness. We made love again on the lounger, again, much to my surprise, taking over a half hour before my orgasm ended our coitus. This time Kim had us changing positions, varying the pace, touching each other erotically in every conceivable place while we remained coupled, and kissing with a wide range of emotions behind our act from giggling humor to serious passion. Kim seemed to enjoy a half-dozen orgasms before my own arrived.

* * * * *After we'd finished our second round of sex and lay there panting next to each other, I asked in a near whisper, "How'd you do that? How'd you make me last so long? How'd you get so many orgasms in ... before you allowed me to cum?" I had felt Kim had been completely in control through both of our sessions.
Kim hummed in happiness and responded, "It's my own variation on Tantric sex. Neither of us could do what we did unless we connected with each other at a deep level beyond just being physical and sexual with each other. We connected at a spiritual level. I knew we connected at this special level within thirty seconds of meeting you. I knew we would make love this way because of what June told me. She and I think alike and resonate the same way to the same people."
She went on, "This evening – my being with you at dinner, dancing, and our making love – was more than each of us just getting our rocks off ... or even wanting to please the other. We connected with each other through something even greater. Our stroking, kissing, licking, penetration, pace, and variations in position helped us explore each other in new ways beyond the physical. We honored each other and honored the creative Universe that exists in all of us – in all things. I often think when I have a really hard orgasm that I have truly become One with that Force."
I said, "Well, that aims me in the direction, but I still wonder 'How you did what you did?"
Kim chuckled; "You did what you did. I helped point the way. When we made love, I simply showed you how to use all your senses to move beyond sensation to a different mental level that both embraced and transcended the physical senses. You felt it; I could tell; you followed my lead and were willing to explore and not rush things. Making love isn't rushed. We merged our beings with each other because we both wanted that deeper feeling; I even suggested it to you with words. We wanted to prolong the pleasure for each other and for ourselves, and so we did."
We were silent for a moment, and Kim added, "You should know I have never connected with someone so quickly, so fast – and on so many levels – multiple dimensions of mind, body, and spirit. When we met face to face, I knew. I could have made love to you with the same results and feelings within a minute after we met; we'd have made the same connection. Our dinner and the club were foreplay to our real purpose tonight. Thank you." We kissed very tenderly, our bodies rubbing together to heighten the sensations we felt for each other.
I said, "You've given me some things to think about – I mean making love on multiple levels simultaneously. When I've done it before, it just was what it was. You were directing me to connect on all these levels. I feel so energized, and so at peace now. Was that deliberate?"
Kim nodded, "Yes. I'll tell you more along those lines tomorrow."
Kim snuggled into me, one of her breasts within easy reach of the hand that wrapped around her. I stroked her nipple casually. Kim purred. As we both started to nod off to sleep, Kim pulled me up and led me upstairs to her large bed. I instantly went to sleep cradling this beautiful woman in my arms.
I awoke to a sunbeam in my face, surprised at how rested I felt. Beside me, the sexy form of Kim lay sleeping on her stomach. I leaned over and kissed her shoulder, and then slipped out of bed. Downstairs, I found my briefs, went to the pool, and started doing laps; I lost count somewhere around two hundred before I stopped. Kim found me doing Tai Chi next to the pool; she joined me for the last part of my meditative exercise. She was nude, a point that distracted me so much I finally gave into my lust and just watched her.
Kim finally spoke as the routine finished, "You're up early. Everything all right?"
"The best," I assured her. "Making love with you rejuvenated me. I'm very happy. You?" I suddenly worried that she'd had second thoughts about our lovemaking.
She came up and kissed me on the lips, making her nudity and the kiss have a message of love and connection. She spoke, "I watched you swim. You have a ferocious intensity to your exercise. I can see now why you have a hard body."
After she pulled away, I continued our conversation by shrugging, and saying, "No pain, no gain. I push myself ... more so recently."
Kim asked softly, "Because of Karen?"
I hadn't associated my intense activity with my grief, but Kim's question jarred my thinking. After a brief self-analysis, I slowly responded, "Yes, I guess – partly. It's a positive way to take care of my anger."
"Anger at whom?"
I said after thinking for a moment more; "I guess everyone ... and no one ... anger at some virus or bug or physiological deficiency that no one knew about until a month before she died." I added, "But not you ... or June ... or the others who have helped me start to heal." I thought a minute and added, "I'm probably mad at myself because I couldn't do anything to prevent her death. I trained to be a protector and defender, and then I couldn't do anything to save her."
My eyes had started to tear up. I'd never vocalized those words, that I had felt responsible in some way for Karen's death; responsible because I couldn't protect or heal her.



Kim wrapped her arms round me again. She whispered, "Jim, you couldn't have done anything, that was the doctors' job. She had one of those unfortunate things no one walks away from. You don't have to 'own' her passing. You did your best to protect her and get her care, but that's all you had to do – nothing else. Her death shouldn't be on your shoulders, or in your head as something your responsible for. Don't play mind games with yourself."
Kim was quiet for a moment; "I think of death as a wonderful rejoining with the One – with the Universe; that we came here to do or learn something, and then we pass on from this experience. Our personality or ego dies, but our soul continues, and remembers." She looked expectantly at me, waiting for my comments on death, or maybe my disagreement with her premise.
I asked, "Have you ever heard of a soul group – a group of souls? They decide to come back to this existence together to experience something together or for each other. It seems that we're destined to meet some people and then interact with them in some way. Maybe that's why we met – and June – and Karen – and who knows who else; we were all destined to interact in some way." I tried to blink my tears away.
Kim nodded in understanding and then stood on tiptoe and kissed me. She said, "Big philosophical discussion going on here suddenly – too deep for this early in the morning. Come on inside and I'll fix us breakfast."
Inside, Kim whipped on a t-shirt to remove the distraction of her nakedness. Over breakfast, Kim asked, "Have you ever traveled with a passenger on the back of the motorcycle? I mean a long distance?"
I told her, "I've never had anyone go with me until you last night. As you might guess, with all my gear, there's not too much room anyway."
"Ah, but I'm small – stacked but small." She laughed as she thrust her tits out in my direction. She then continued in a more serious tone, "How about you take me down to Florida with you – unless you really want to be alone? You can drop me off there. I have some work to do down there. Ron will come fetch me in his plane after he finishes his briefing on Monday."
My mouth dropped open at her request. "I'd love to have you travel with me. I'd cherish your company. It's a long way down there – the rest of the Carolinas and Georgia. Where in Florida?"
"Do you know where Amelia Island is? East of Jacksonville, so it's not too far over the state line. Ron and I have a house there overlooking the beach. You'll love it ... and I'll love traveling with you – for me this will be a dream come true. I've never taken a long motorcycle trip."
"How would you want to go? I've been meandering – avoiding Interstates and staying on back roads. I've been camping and using a small tent, but we could stay in motels."
Kim came up to me and put her arms around my neck, "I just want to be with you silly. I don't care where we go, how we go, or where we stay. I want an adventure with 'You'!" She gave me a very passionate kiss; I would have agreed to anything she asked.
"Leave today?" I asked, thinking of how long it would take us to get there.
"Let's eat, and then give me about thirty minutes, and I'll be ready to go. Can you handle another knapsack strapped on your bike somewhere?" I nodded.
My brain started to do somersaults; I would get to travel with this extraordinary woman, and we really liked each other – love? My heart kept skipping beats with joy.

* * * * *We stopped at a motorcycle shop outside Chapel Hill, and I bought Kim a helmet. Kim wrapped her arms around me and hugged me and often laid her head against my back a good part of the trip. She had on running shoes, and I wore my boots – the ones that still carried the acrid odor of the fire in Camp Forge. We both wore shorts and tank tops. Kim's tank top engendered more excitement as she'd omitted bringing a bra. When I commented on my observation, she said with a large grin, "Well, you told me to travel light! Is something wrong?"
We stopped every hour to walk around and be sure that sitting in one position for so long didn't hobble us when we didn't know it. We aimed for Wilmington, North Carolina, a place Kim assured me that I would like and where we could find a nice place to camp. The trip took all day on back roads, although it included lunch at a romantic small inn.
We ate Mexican food for dinner at a restaurant in Carolina Beach, south of Wilmington. Kim briefly complained of 'helmet crush' of her hair as we sat, and she brushed at it continuously for five minutes. I assured her she looked beautiful and kissed her again. We camped near Cape Fear, made love twice surrounded by nature, and slept naked together in my small tent. Amazingly, the bugs left the lovers alone.
Saturday morning, Kim followed me on my morning run through the trails near our camp. We covered about five miles and then took a swim in the nearby bay. After a camp breakfast, we were underway about eight that morning. When we took our breaks and stopped, Kim and I conversed so easily and on so many topics; I felt as though we'd known each other all our lives. If I hadn't fallen in love with her that first night in North Carolina, I certainly was now.
After the past two weeks with Lauren, June, Jan, Trish, and Kim, I had to admit that I fell in love easily. I could envision a romantic life with any one or all of them. I wondered if these feelings resulted from the 'rebound effect' after losing Karen; would any woman I met make me feel this way? I chuckled aloud to myself at one point thinking that I had yet another email to share with Lauren. That said, I still didn't see this kind of thing – sex and romance – happening all across the country.
We headed southwest down the coast aiming for lunch in Georgetown. Over lunch at a charming inn beside the main road, I explained to Kim about my ritual of finding a nice place and spreading a smidgen of Karen's ashes. She understood fully, and I found her comments encouraging. We talked about how over the coming weeks that my healing would change how I felt when I released Karen's ashes. Kim speculated that with each envelope I'd feel better and better about myself hopefully come to grips with losing Karen, and I'd realize she was in a better place than struggling with some terrible illness or disability the rest of her life. I found it so easy to talk about sensitive subjects like this with Kim. I could also feel my heart open in her direction.
After lunch we continued to Charleston, stopping along a country road by a pretty inlet. Kim watched silently as I consigned the small amount of ash to the bay, holding the open envelope with her ashes high as an offshore breeze carried them down to the water. I had gratitude in my mind as the ashes floated away: gratitude for the years I'd had with Karen and how she'd taught me so much about love and self trust, and how she'd helped me transition from my military years into a tolerant and caring civilian.
My mind shifted to being grateful for friends like Kim whose generosity was helping me mend and heal from losing Karen. Kim didn't ask for exclusivity about her in my thoughts, nor, I realized, would have Karen. I'd learned something more from each of them that afternoon.
Kim nudged me suddenly, jarring me from my reverie: "Listen! Someone's yelling for help – over in that direction." She pointed further along the shore of the bay.
We ran in the direction Kim thought she'd heard someone holler. We rounded a thicket of brush to see an elderly black couple standing on the shore calling out to two children in a small dingy that drifted farther and farther away from the shore with each second. As we came up, they were already a hundred yards away and obviously in a tidal current.
I asked quickly, "What's wrong? How can we help?"
The man, stooped over by osteoporosis turned to me; "My grandchildren." He pointed to the boat and continued, "We had the boat tied in the shallows where they were playing as the missus and I fished. Next thing we know the boat is way out there – no oars either. No other boats in sight 'round here today. Neither of us can swim. I don't think the kids can swim either. No ones taught 'em yet."
We could hear the children screaming for help from the boat now, the small boy leaning dangerously over the side towards the four of us on the shore.
I yanked off my boots. I yelled for Kim to call '911' on her cell as I ran barefoot down the embankment and plunged into the swirling waters. I swam towards the dilapidated rowboat as it bobbed further and further away from shore. The children quieted as they saw the potential for help coming near.
My swim to the boat took about ten minutes because the boat kept moving farther away from the shore. As I neared the boat, I started to think about how to get the boat to safety. I doubted I could push the boat back to the area where their grandparents and Kim stood because of the strong tidal currents and offshore wind. The far shore of the small bay appeared miles away.
I talked calmly to the two children as I neared the boat, urging them to sit quietly and not to lean over the gunnels any more. The boy, around seven, and girl, about six, obediently sat, but both pleaded with me to get them back to safety. They admitted they'd untied the rope that had held the boat in the shallow water 'just to see what would happen.'
We started talking about how I needed to swim behind the boat and propel them back to shore. As I turned the boat to shore, further to the north, I saw a police car pull off the highway near where Kim and the grandparents stood – now hundreds of yards away. One officer emerged from the vehicle and talked to the others as they all looked out at us and gestured wildly.
I hooked both hands over the back of the boat and adopted a rapid kick to push us to shore. I wished I'd had on the flippers I'd worn during a night raid on a Kuwaiti beach years earlier – I could have made more progress in the currents. Slowly, the boat inched to shore, probably a half mile north of where the kids started their trip. I think they got more of a thrill than they expected.
When I could occasionally see the shore around the transom of the dingy, I noted that two police cars were now located about where they thought I'd beach the boat. One cop slid down the embankment so he could be on the small beach when we landed. The grandparents and Kim stood up by the other police car yelling support to the kids and me. About a dozen other people had also stopped to watch the rescue. There were lots of blinking lights. A fire truck roared onto the scene pulling a small-motorized boat, but by that time I was already near the shore.
One of the firemen waded into the bay up to his waist to meet us and to help pull the boat and children in the rest of the way to shore. My trip from the shore to the boat had taken about ten minutes. Then, after reaching the small craft, it took me about forty minutes to push the boat back to shore. I was spent from my efforts.
Amid a round of applause and cheers from the small crowd, plus congratulatory and grateful remarks from the police and grandparents, I staggered into Kim's arms as she helped me sit on a large piece of driftwood. My legs felt leaden from the effort – mostly kicking; I guess I was more out of shape than I realized. The children had run to their grandparents and hugged them.
Kim said with pride, "You, my love, are the hero of the day." She leaned closer and whispered in my ear, "I promise you'll get a big reward tonight in bed ... or maybe I'll get the big reward. Whatever! Just hold that thought the rest of the day." We both snickered at the sexual innuendo of her comments, and I collected several kisses from Kim.
A half-hour later, Kim and I were back on the bike heading down the South Carolina coast. I hadn't changed clothing, just allowing myself to air dry on the warm day. When we stopped, Kim talked about my rescue of the children the rest of the day, praising me for acting so fast.
I turned away some of her praise, citing that the two children hadn't really been in real danger; the boat was sound, and someone with a boat, such as the firemen, could have just as easily rescued them.
Kim pointed out, that I had done the rescue, and the kids were panicked and leaning way out over the side of the boat, and that neither of them could swim, and that, for sure, I'd been a hero – again. She reminded me that I'd also saved the life of a farmer in Camp Forge.
I just shrugged, and hoped that would end the onslaught of praise she wanted to aim in my direction.
That night Kim made good on her promises and innuendos about a heroes reward.

* * * * *Kim and I reached Amelia Island, a.k.a. Fernandina Beach, on Monday afternoon. Because of weather and route, we'd stayed overnight and had eaten breakfast in a waterfront motel in Charleston, before crossing into Georgia early in the morning. I scattered a few of Karen's ashes along the banks of the Savannah River. My prayer for Karen involved her being in some peaceful eternity. I had a strong desire to reconnect with her in some way – in any way.
The two of us sat under an overpass during an impressive thunderstorm that probably deposited two inches of rain in about twenty minutes on southern Georgia. We sat and talked about Kim's company, how she'd started it as a graduate student – an engineering undergrad working on her MBA – with an entrepreneurial idea about solar technology.
Kim and her husband Ron had taken her company through an IPO two years earlier, a move that popped the company from a modest size venture into a well-known alternative energy enterprise that now employed over a thousand people in two locations: Chapel Hill and Jacksonville. She told me about following in her father's footsteps and becoming a pilot, and now using her skills to commute around the country on behalf of her business and on behalf of the alternate energy industry. She'd shifted her role to chairman in her company from day to day management to a more strategic role; thus, she could take off as she had with me with greater freedom.
'Spectacular' best described the house on Amelia Island: a beachfront home with windows from sand to sky, and a modern motif, the house sat with others in a way that molded into the scenery without being an affront to the trees, dunes, and beach nature had put there. As we walked through the house, Kim explained how the home had been hurricane proofed – a constant worry in this locale, and proudly how she had made it almost energy independent.
We pulled my bike into a bay of the garage, and while I did some unpacking and checking of the bike, Kim excused herself to get on the phone for a plethora of business telephone calls. Eventually, I found her sitting at the eat-in island in the kitchen; I gestured to her that I wanted to see the beach and she nodded and pointed to a trail through the dunes leading to the Atlantic Ocean and beach.
I ran on the beach for an hour – a half hour to the south, where I found the end of the spit of land making up the island, and a half-hour back. Kim had just started to walk to the beach when we saw each other. We met up with a huge hug and kiss; although a scattering of other people were walking the beach. Kim wore a bikini of infinitesimal proportions, and she'd kept me horny enough on our travels so that I hardened instantly as she ground her hips into mine during our kiss.
"Ugh," she said after our hug, "you're all drippy and smelly from running. Come on – it's into the ocean for you." She pushed me towards the rolling waves that crashed on the beach. I jerked off my running shoes, and we ran into the water, and floated around in the undulations just outside where the large waves broke onto the beach.
After swimming, we walked up to the house arm in arm, stopping at an outdoor shower to rinse the salt and sand from our bodies. Much to my surprise Kim seductively stripped the small bikini from her body while we showered. She also stole my nylon running-swim trunks from my body. I glanced along the beach; however, no one there seemed to be paying any attention to us if they could even see us in our shaded location next to the house.
Kim produced two towels and after drying off, she attacked me in the living room. Attacked isn't the right word, more as though she seduced me further until we had an absolutely wonderful series of orgasms that left us breathless.
Instead of panting ourselves back to normal in the living room, Kim pushed me back outside and into her pool. She and I cuddled in the water at the shallow end as the sky reddened, and the sun disappeared behind some thunderheads over the middle of Florida.
Kim told me, "I had a text from Ron. He can't get down here tonight. There's a squall line blocking a good part of the route all the way from Missouri, through the Carolinas, and out into the Atlantic. He's going to try to get away first thing tomorrow morning."
"Are you sure you want me to hang around? Won't it be awkward?" I felt elation that I'd have Kim to myself for another night, but I didn't want to face a problematic meeting with her husband that could turn in a bad direction.
Kim responded enthusiastically, "Oh, you have to meet him. I told him all about you and me – even did a little phone sex; he said to have fun. He approves totally that we made love. I'm eagerly awaiting his arrival; imagine, two men I love in the same house – how wonderful." She faked a little swoon, and then got serious; "It won't be awkward for more than a few seconds for you, and not at all for Ron. We share each other with the Circle in Camp Forge, and June told me you'd become a full-fledged member – so don't sweat anything about being here – or about Ron. You'll like him; he's open and approachable on all counts. I hope you'll stay all week. Besides, I'd like to show you my Jacksonville plant we just opened last year; I'm proud of it and what it means for the company and solar tech industry."
I stayed, and our last night alone together was memorable.
In the morning, I took the Karen envelope for Florida down to the peaceful beach at dawn and spilled the teaspoon of ashes into the Atlantic just as the sun broke through a low cloud layer offshore. At Kim's insistence and since I wasn't on a schedule, I had agreed to stay on the Island for a few more days. She could be convincing; besides, I wanted to see first hand the open relationship Kim and Ron appeared to have. Karen and I had described our relationship as 'open,' yet neither one of us ever pushed the boundaries so far as to involve other people. What would she have thought about my trip so far? If she'd been with me, how much would she have participated in the Circle or a ménage-a-trois with Kim?
I walked back to the house when I heard Kim give me a shout – a call to breakfast. She wanted to run into the plant for the day, promising me a tour the following day. Ron might arrive around noontime, weather permitting. She aimed me at her exercise room, the beach, and a resort and spa a mile or so away. I also wanted to get on my computer and email for a few hours, so I knew I'd have a full day. We kissed, and she drove away in her Prius.
I ran the beach for an hour, and then availed myself for another hour of Kim and Ron's exercise equipment that included weights and exercise bars. I swam in the pool to cool down, showered, and then got online with my laptop.
I had emails from both Anna and Lauren. A few days earlier, I'd posed questions to Lauren about Karen's and her views on polyamorous relationships when I vividly described what my experiences had been in the Camp Forge circle. Now, by way of an email, I had some answers ... answers about Karen that set me back on my heels.




Chapter 4
Florida
To:JBM38@kenseltelcom.net
From:Lauren9935@vermonttel.net
Subject: Your Questions About Karen's and My Sexual Preferences ;-)
Jim – Your last email describing your sexual trysts with your new friends in Camp Forge is something I shall remember forever. I have never been so turned on in all my life by a letter or email – why didn't you take me with you???? I applaud the graphic sexual details in your email – just what I asked you to send me. Hurray! You remembered. See, I told you that you wouldn't have a sexless trip! Now, send more about your next encounters! I know there'll be more.
You asked about what Karen would have thought about the Circle in Camp Forge. Now, here's a shocker for you (I hope not too much): Karen lived for almost three years in a similar group starting halfway through college and ending a year after she graduated. After she met you, she swore me to secrecy, but I think that promise is now null and void with her passing. She shared a house with five other people – and the six of them openly shared themselves with each other in a polyamorous home. I thought her living arrangements for those years were enviable – and I often went out of my way to visit, and even join in some of the sexual sharing that went on.
When Karen met you, she thought you were not only a really nice guy and "The One," but also a straight arrow that wouldn't think well of her because of that life style. She told me she knew the living arrangement was ending soon, and she needed to wean herself from the group sex so she could be a more 'prim and proper' partner for you; that's why your relationship was on and off again when you started dating. It was also why when you first knew her, she always wanted to go back to your apartment instead of have you see her living arrangements – two other women and three guys living intimately together. You may recall a story about her roommate getting mad and eventually moving out; it had been fabricated for your benefit to explain her behavior as she left the group to move in with you. I'm sorry if this is a jolt to what you knew about her. She always felt bad about having to hide the truth from you.
Another shocker for you: Karen had experimented with women. First, and I should have told you when you were here – I sort of hinted at it, Karen and I experimented and felt comfortable pleasing each other sexually, and did on rare occasions – even after you were married. In her group living, she also interacted sexually with the two other women (and conversely), and very selectively with a couple of others. I would not have called her bisexual or a lesbian. If the women were loving and resonated with her, Karen was open to possibilities that convention would normally block. At the risk of revealing too much, our passion for each other brought us closer together – something I will always treasure, although it might fly in the face of some people's propriety (not you, I hope). Karen and I started this kind of relationship in high school.
Now, to your other question, in case you haven't guessed by now,; Karen's and my views on love and sexual relationships were identical. I tipped you off to my view in the first paragraph –' why didn't you take me with you?' If the people in a group love and are in resonance with each other, support each other in mind, body, and spirit, then I think an extended family such as your friend created is wonderful – let me in! Karen already proved she liked such an arrangement. In the end, it's all about chemistry; the things I just mentioned make up some of that mystery.
Karen loved you dearly. The last several years you two were married, she kept looking for an opportunity to tell you about these aspects of her past life, and I know that time was very near before she got sick. She kicked herself for not having told you at the start of your relationship. She told me you were becoming more tolerant of unconventional relationships and living arrangements during your marriage, so she knew there'd be a definite time you'd be open and forgiving of what had been. I know some of the fantasies she shared with you were more than that – they either described a past experience, or something she wished to do with you.
I take a big risk in telling you all this, particularly not face to face – the risk that you may be hurt by Karen's actions and mad at me for breaking your illusions about your wife. I don't want that. I love you, and want you in my life in every way possible. I believe in being open and truthful with someone I love – and, as I told you, I love you. So please don't disappear. Please be willing to expand your horizons to accept and appreciate what I've shared with you. If you want to talk, I'm here. Oh, please ... just call me after reading this.
Loving you always - XOXOX
Lauren

* * * * *I sat in Kim's kitchen stunned by the long email message on my laptop. I reread the message a dozen times. I thought I knew Karen so well, but I guess there were secrets she'd saved to tell me later in our marriage – if at all. I recalled some of the fantasies Karen and I had shared with each other and cringed at some of the details that I recalled. I thought back to the discussions we'd had together about her past – lies? Now that I knew what to look for, I started to remember little signs and hints that Karen had dropped for me the last couple of years she was alive.
My mind became a jumble of thoughts about Karen and our time together: our dating, discussions, travels, interests, fantasies, her history, and our lovemaking. I walked back to the beach and started walking aimlessly north to the commercial district. Part way there, I turned around. With every step, I tried to understand what Karen actually thought about me and why she'd hidden these key facets of her life from me.
Along my walk, I also felt guilty again: guilt for becoming intimate with Lauren, and even falling in love with her; guilt for my participation in the open and loving style of the Circle at Bob's in Camp Forge; and guilt for my time with Kim and how she too could make my heart beat faster. I felt guilt that I couldn't have been more opened minded with Karen so she could share her early life with me.
Lauren was right though. I would not have thought well of Karen and her living arrangement when we started dating. That alone would have been sufficient to terminate our burgeoning relationship right when it had probably started to blossom. The other thing that came to mind, and now I was starting to understand myself better, I'd been a very 'plain vanilla' lover all those years, and now I'd begun to think that Karen had been too. I wondered if she'd 'dumbed down' for me because I was so staid.
Sure we had sex, but 'we' weren't very adventurous, or maybe it was just 'me.' I had some things I would have liked that I didn't pursue with her – fellatio, cunnilingus, getting a little wilder, exhibitionism, and voyeurism, and I don't know what else. Instead, we made love twice a week, did little foreplay or after-play, never had sex more than once at a single session, and always kept body fluids to a minimum. I bet that most of the time we were in the missionary position too.
I thought, 'God, how plain vanilla can you get?' I kicked myself around mentally for not being more of a leader about this stuff in our relationship. I did remember Karen turning down some of these kinks, but did that mean forever? Had she gotten all that out of her system and never wanted to do that stuff again?
My irrational brain wanted to wallow in these feelings; my rational mind asserted that I had become a bachelor and had to account to no one for my behavior or emotions. I did resolve to be more open-minded, a point that came back to me over and over again the rest of the journey on across the country.
Eventually, I found myself at the Amelia Island Plantation – the resort and spa Kim had mentioned. I strolled up to the buildings and looked around. At the spa, I decided to go in and get a massage. The few I'd had in my life reduced stress and helped me clarify my mind around one issue or another. I asked the attendant if they had an opening, explaining my visit up the beach.
"You must be Jim Mellon, Kim's friend?" the exuberant attendant asked with some degree of certainty.
"Why, yes, I am. How do you know?"
"Kim's a regular here. She called us this morning and described you for us: tall, ruggedly handsome, dark hair, brown eyes that can see right through you, a tattoo on your left arm, and you're in better shape than all our trainers put together." She giggled at my helpless look and added, "She said you were a perfect gentleman, and, yes, we can take you immediately. No charge."
Kim had beaten me to the punch by setting this up, just in case I decided to stop by. I'd find some way to repay her.
The massage and sauna proved heavenly; the attractive young woman knew the male body well. She found muscles, tendons, and sinew I'd long forgotten, practically pulling them from my body and replacing them with care after they'd been kneaded and rubbed to perfection – at least it felt that way. After I came out of the sauna, the masseuse had me lie on my stomach, assured I was aligned around my axis, and then she placed hot rocks along my spine – at the location of key charkas and meridians, she told me. She left me for a while, and then returned and smudged my body with white sage to purify me and to remove all the problems, pain, and worries I carried. I left a very large tip.
I left the spa relaxed and in a different place mentally than when I'd walked into the spa from the beach. I decided Karen had good reasons for not telling me about her group experience and her bisexual tendencies. 'I' was the big reason; she'd known how I'd disapprove. I knew she loved me unconditionally, so much so that I could imagine her protecting me from knowledge that might have hurt me or fractured our relationship in some way. She always told me how important our relationship was to her. Besides, her love and warmth, Karen had a protective side to her. Overtime, I'd probably learn more about her that I hadn't known; Lauren probably would be a key element in my discovery process.
I suddenly recalled the angst Lauren must have experienced after sending me such a revealing email. I loved Lauren in many special ways that no one else could ever replace because she was my wife's older sister and because she'd weathered the same grief I felt about losing Karen. I resolved to call her when I got to the house, although I was still working to fully accept what she'd revealed to me.
I walked up the beach back to the house, the surf lapping at my feet and ankles. I retrieved my cell phone and called Lauren. She didn't answer, but I left a simple message for her: "Got your long email. Wow. A lot to think about. Not to worry. I'll call next week ... and I still love you. Oh, I have another little experience of the sexual variety to share with you – a beautiful experience with June's sister. Take care darling. Bye." I also sent her an email that told her I'd left a voice message on her phone. I felt sure all that the words would allow her to relax until we could talk.

* * * * *My first sighting of Ron Hume happened about one o'clock when a Cessna Cardinal circled over the house. I waved. The aircraft's wings waggled a little and then the plane disappeared to the north on the final stages of landing at the small airport on the island. I went and moved my motorcycle out of the garage, borrowing a tarp to cover the bike after parking it under a palm tree.
Ron appeared at ground level a half-hour later. I'd just finished having a sandwich on the pool patio and heard the garage door go up. I walked around the side of the house just in time to see him pull a vintage Porsche 944 into the garage.
As he got out, I complimented him on the car: "Nice Porsche. What year is it?" I also took in Ron's physical appearance: trim, about six feet tall, salt and pepper hair, square jaw, and penetrating eyes. He did look all his sixty years, yet had an air of friendliness around him.
"Hi. You must be Jim. It's a 1984. Not too old, but not too unique either. There are many these around." He paused and put his hand out, "Nice to meet you. Kim has raved about you. I'm guessing that since she hasn't appeared that she's left you on your own while she went to work."
"Yes, although she did set me up at the resort down the road for a lovely massage and sauna that I will long remember."
Ron glanced over at my motorcycle and the tarp; "Is that your Harley? She told me about her ride down with you; she loved it. Will you show me? Kim said you'd restored the entire machine."
"Of course," I said proudly. We walked over the bike, and I pulled the tarp off. I prattled on about how the bike had been my father's and how I'd rebuilt the bike and its sordid history. Ron seemed interested and asked intelligent questions, both of us feeling increasingly at ease with each other. I had the feeling that as we talked about the motorcycle, we were communicating at yet another level. I got strong 'I like you' messages from him, that I also hoped extended to include 'Don't worry about your sleeping with my wife' messages.
Eventually, I re-covered the bike to keep tree droppings off it, and we walked back to the garage. Ron popped the rear hatchback on the vehicle, and I saw several briefcases and a suitcase. "Can I help you with anything?"
"Yes, thanks. Take these two. I have an office off the living room." I followed Ron into the house. He shut the garage door as we came into the main house.
I offered, "I just had a sandwich. Have you eaten? Can I fix you something ... in your own house?"
Ron waved me away with a smile: "I'll get something for myself in a minute. I want to put on some shorts and a t-shirt; I'll meet you on the pool patio in five." He went up the stairs to the second floor, taking two steps at a time.
I waited in the kitchen. Ron appeared a few minutes later in ultra casual clothes – just right for Florida. He went to the refrigerator, opened the door, and said, "Beer? Wine? Soda? I'm having a Corona."
"Beer, please. I ran your beach earlier, plus the massage. I probably need some more fluids."
Ron said, "And I won't be flying again for a few days, so I don't need to worry about the 'eight-hours-from-bottle-to-throttle' rule." He popped off the bottle caps and presented the bottle to me. He also prepared a quick sandwich for himself. We walked out to the seats on the patio.
"Kim tells me you're on a fantastic road trip around the states ... and that you've run into two situations where you've distinguished yourself as a bona fide hero. Tell me about them." He started to eat.
I gave brief summaries of my rescue of the farmer and animals in Camp Forge, and of the children adrift in the dingy a few days earlier. I felt embarrassed by the events, and I guess it showed in my voice. At Ron's encouragement, I also described my plans to visit all the forty-eight states before I got to my sister's home in San Diego, and to have had some interesting experiences along the way.
Ron laughed and said, "And, I also hear that you had a wonderful time in Camp Forge – at the Circle." He smiled knowingly.
I blushed at the implications of his statement.
He continued, "Kim and I don't get up there enough, but when we do we are always welcomed by their love and warmth." In response to my blush, he said, "Oh, don't worry about the sex and all that, we take that as a given ... and, just to take the edge off any awkwardness, I know that you and Kim have been intimate and loving with each other. She's mad about you – and in my book, that's good – very good. She very rarely feels that way about others. Matter of fact, I don't think I've ever heard her be so over-the-moon about someone as she is about you." He smiled warmly as he said it.
I stammered, "Errrr ... I don't ... Well, I'm new to situations like this ... like the Circle ... like Kim and you. It's seemed so natural, but by conventional standards I guess it's not. I'm certainly not trying to steal her away from you; that's the furthest thing from my mind."
Ron said, "I am very comfortable about what she's doing. You are a nice addition to our small circle of intimate friends – mostly the Circle. I trust in the depth of our relationship. She will think of you as an 'and' not an 'or' to her relationship with me. I've heard others use that 'and-or' phrase."
I nodded.
Ron laughed and continued, "Groups like the Circle happen more often than you'd expect. By one estimate, there are a half-million to a million living units like the Circle in the country. Unmarried households – about 51 million of them – are now the majority in this country for the first time ever, but some of the polyamorous groups involve married people – like the Circle – so it's hard to understand the statistics. People keep their options open, and increasingly look to build something larger than what the institution of marriage offers. I do too, and that's why I love the Circle, plus when we have the opportunity to share ourselves with someone like you."
I didn't quite get that, so I gently probed: "And you don't care if Kim sleeps with me ... or someone?" I thought if I didn't like the answer or if fists started to fly, I might out run Hume and be on my bike in seconds.
Ron smiled, "Oh, I care a lot. I want her to be very selective. For me – for us – but the answer to your questions starts earlier – with unselfish and unconditional love; with trust, dignity, honesty, and respect; and with boundaries we've talked about beforehand. In our relationship, unconditional love means I love you and I support your quest to develop and grow in every dimension of your life – mind, body, emotionally, and spiritually, even when that quest takes you to other places with other people, and that may even include falling in love – and having sex. I sometimes use the term 'unselfish love' too; by that I mean I don't withhold my love if you do something I don't approve of or if you don't follow my rules, even if there are others involved. I'm not possessive."
Ron checked to make sure I had followed his logic and words before continuing; "Sleeping around doesn't do much for someone's happiness. You get a sexual need satisfied in the short-term, but then for most people regrets take away any happiness you think you found. Also, if you have to sneak around to have an affair I expect that it wouldn't take too long before you wouldn't respect yourself. You would label yourself a 'cheater' or worse. If you build a relationship in the daylight, so to speak, then you can feel proud to be supportive and loving to this other person, even sharing them with your partner or conversely as you all grow together. I know this sounds radical, but when you consider the alternatives, such as breakups of perfectly good relationships or hateful divorces, and how much pain and sorrow most of them bring, I wonder why so few other people think this way. We do have the capability to love more than one person at a time, yet a huge majority of the population deny that experience."
"Now, more to the point, Kim and I have an open relationship – and I had one with my first wife before she died a few years ago. Such relationships are not for the faint of heart, especially if one gets jealous easily. I don't. Kim doesn't either, nor did my late wife." Ron paused and added, "I've talked too much maybe. Does this make any sense to you?"



I answered, "Oh, yes it does. In Pennsylvania, Bob used some of the same terms, and you've made it clearer now. Thank you."
The urge to confess my feelings for Kim more explicitly swept over me. I loved her. As I formed that thought, I realized I felt similar giddy and loving feelings for Lauren, June, Jan, and Trish with varying intensities. What about Karen? I was in the midst of grieving the loss of the most important person in my life – the woman I had loved, my wife. Had our love gotten that stale that at the first opportunity I fell in love with someone else? I believed I felt a lifetime affection, closeness, and commitment to Karen; now, I'd started to feel that way about the other women I'd just been with. I sat with Kim's husband, my heart beating doubly fast and my mind consumed with thoughts about Kim, wanting that intense level of love, closeness, and commitment.
With those thoughts, I took a risk with my next comment to Ron: "Kim is so smart and beautiful. To be honest with you, I've fallen in love with her, although I know she's married to you. I guess that's my cross to bear."
Ron chuckled and said, "I know Kim has also fallen for you. At this stage, you can both experience the elation and palpations characteristic of the honeymoon stage in your relationship. People call it 'New Relationship Energy' – and it's fun and wonderful and exciting to feel it. You want to share it and have the whole world feel the way you do. It does pass; you must have felt that way about your wife at one time, and then things level out and become a little more rational. Kim and I managed to get to the other side of this stage in about six months and then moved into something more mature and lasting – not to say that your affection for each other won't also last the way ours has. That will depend on the two of you, and if she's pining for you I may just have her fly somewhere to see you. I love her that much – that I'd want her to savor those feelings again with you."
I said, "Thank you for that. I guess I should also thank you for being so ... liberal ... so understanding ... of Kim and of how I feel about her. Thank you.
"No thanks are necessary. Just realize that love carries a lot of responsibility with it. Don't treat that lightly."
I nodded my head in agreement. I couldn't agree more.

* * * * *Our discussion wandered around a bit at that point, Ron talking about aviation and his flying, including the corporate jet for Kim's company – TransSolarium Inc. or TSI. He'd kept the smaller prop plane he'd had for years despite qualifying and often piloting the larger jet that cost twenty times as much to fly on a per hour basis. I learned some of the details about Kim also being a pilot, and a few other analytical skills she had been too modest to mention.
Ron said at one point, referring to our earlier discussion, "Jim, I'm over sixty and some of the zip has left the corral – on some days much of it. I mention this because Kim is peaking sexually as I'm sinking. Little blue pills help, but I'm still not the way I used to be, and positively not the way I want to be – if I ever was. Now, she tells me that the age difference, frequency, libido, and energy are not issues, and I don't want them to be, but I'm glad she found you ... someone she really likes that's near her own age and that can keep up with her desires and needs. I know you'll ride away, but your presence, even for a few days will remind her that she's young and vital. Sometimes, I think she acts old beyond her years just because she's around me."
Kim had mentioned Ron's hypersensitivity to his age relative to hers – a twenty-year difference. However, Ron looked fit. I said, "Well you look fit for anything. I wouldn't want to try to out macho you for anything. I agree with Kim; age and that other stuff doesn't matter unless you let it."
After a few more zigs and zags to our conversation, Ron asked, "Kim said you were a recent widow. You have my sympathy. I know what it's like to lose someone dear; my first wife Mindy died of cancer a few years before I met Kim."
When Ron had mentioned he was a widow, I wanted to come back to that point. Ron looked as though he had made the 'grief to grace' transition. I volunteered information about my marriage with Karen, her sudden illness, and the anguish of watching her fade away over a month. I told him of my own pain, even choking back tears as we talked.
I felt conflicted again, although my grief for Karen stood juxtaposed with my intense loving feelings for Kim. Could I hold both feelings at the same time? Was I compartmentalizing things or was I rapidly forgetting Karen? I didn't want to do that.
Ron reached over and in a fatherly way, put his hand on my shoulder. He talked to me about his own journey and pain, and somehow that made me feel better. "Jim, I can remember how painful the whole experience was, even six or twelve months afterwards. You will get through it. The pain does fade, and you're left with beautiful memories."
Ron made some suggestions. A few, I'd tried, but he gave me a few more – start a gratitude journal and diary; don't bottle it up – talk to others, almost the opposite of what I'd been doing; and help others. These were three of his suggestions I resonated with.
Ron got us another couple of beers. We shifted seats so we remained in the shade the house offered on part of the patio.
My comfort level with Ron had risen immeasurably, so much so that I thought I could broach other sensitive subjects with him. I started, "Ron, I need your thoughts on something I learned about my late wife this morning from her sister."
Ron nodded for me to continue. I went on, "After my experience with the Circle in Camp Forge, I casually asked Karen's sister Lauren what my wife would have thought about that experience. She told me two things today that have given me a jolt: first, before we got serious my wife lived and loved for three years in an 'open relationship' setting with five other people, two other women and three guys, and they were all sexually active with each other, and with a few others; and second that my wife was more or less bi-sexual with some women and even with her sister. Karen had never told me any of this, and even conjured up a story or two to brush over her past living arrangements. My question is this: if you were me, what would you think if you suddenly discovered these facts about your late wife?"
As Ron cogitated, I also filled him in on my recent relationship with Lauren, and asked whether I'd made a big mistake by becoming intimate with her.
This time Ron laughed. "Hell, no! You have a loving history with your sister-in-law – you love and have loved her for a long time and conversely; now you just added a beautiful dimension to that love. With the death of someone you both loved, the normal social barriers were removed. Of course, you did the right thing. The fact that she'd like a longer and more solid relationship with you speaks to her good taste." I bowed my head to acknowledge Ron's flattery.
As Ron went on, I had the feeling of being a student at the feet of a master; "Your wife had a loving relationship with five other people, etcetera, and with her sister ... so what? Sounds as if she put love before convention. She picked you in the end as the key relationship she wanted in her life, and that should count for more than anything else. That she hid these experiences from you may speak more to your own past reactions to other things than to what Karen held back."
Ron's last comment hit home, and I winced. I acknowledged that I'd been raised in a conservative family where sex was not an open topic, and where love had been meted out by austere parents. I'd broadened my thinking in college and the Army, but was still pretty conservative when Karen and I dated and married. I held back mention of my sister; I still had to think that situation through.
Ron asked, "Were there things you didn't tell Karen?"
I admitted there were: experiences I'd had in the Army that might have shocked an innocent, or a few details about an old girlfriend. Overall, though, I'd been Mr. Plain Vanilla.
"Why did you hold back?" Ron posed.
I thought before answering; "At least three or four reasons I can think of: some of the Army stuff was gruesome – even hard for me to think about now, so I held it back to protect her from some of the stark realities half a world away. If Karen had known my role in some of my Army missions, she would have thought less of me as a man; she wouldn't have seen me as the more loving person I am – that she made me – and a gentleman. I guess as far as some of the old girlfriend experiences, I feared she'd be embarrassed, or worried about my sanity, or feel she had to compete with some experience that happened years earlier. We knew we weren't virgins when we started dating; now, I'm beginning to think I'd been one in spirit but not in fact. I was pretty naïve. I guess overall I was either protecting her or protecting my reputation. I wanted her to respect me."
"And you don't think Karen had a right to do the same thing?"
My silence spoke volumes about what Ron had just taught me. I nodded my understanding of his lesson.
Ron said, "Another thing, about your late wife's openness to other women; it sounds like the people you said she'd had sexual experiences with were all loved by her in some way and they apparently loved her. How wonderful that she felt she could 'let go' in expressing her love with all her faculties. I recently read that about fifteen percent of women have had a sapphic experience, and that five to ten percent are more regularly bisexual or lesbian. There's more of a stigma if men are that way. Anyway, I wouldn't waste time worrying the whole issue – either issue."
"Lastly," Ron said, "I think you're worried that you've fallen in love with your sister-in-law, and that she has the same predilections as your wife had for group sex and women. I think you should have a very open discussion with Lauren about these issues and how you think about them ... but sort out how you really feel about them first. Feel where your boundaries are, although from what I heard about your time in Camp Forge, I gather your boundaries are rapidly shifting. You may want to give them a chance to settle down, and just go with the flow for a while." He laughed aloud at his last observation. I now understood that June kissed and told.
I had to admit that he was right. My boundaries were shifting. The Circle had stretched my thinking and feelings in many ways revolving around the sexual openness of that extended family that now counted me among their members. I'd gone there to see one old friend and left with four more, three of them lovers – June, Jan, and Trish. My God, I'd made love to all three of them, not all at once, but my last day each of them came and made love with me, even Bob's wife Trish.
And then, I'd gone to North Carolina and met Kim – June's sister – and fallen for her ... and had a sexual relationship with her right on the heels of having been with the other women. Did I fall in love and have to make love with every female I met? Was I just promiscuous? Had I been using some outdated double standard for men and women? My mind was a swirl with these questions.

* * * * *Kim arrived home shortly after six o'clock full of smiles and chatter. Although it felt strange to me, she gave passionate kisses to both Ron and me as the two of us continued to sit beside the pool. She then disappeared only to reappear five minutes later in the very small fluorescent red bikini that left little to the imagination. Ron and I both shot glances at each other to see how we each were handling the revealing of such a hot body. The result was we both laughed at the other's look of lust.
Kim got a glass of wine and then sat with us on the patio. She rattled off several things to Ron about TSI – her company. From my perspective, they sounded important and they involved a lot of money. The two of them talked about needing to be in Washington late Thursday morning. Ron spoke of taking the jet for an early morning departure that day.
Kim turned to me said, "Jim, we hate to leave you alone – and we hope you'll stay longer – but Thursday morning the two of us need to make an important trip to the Department of Energy to see one of the assistant secretaries regarding pending legislation that strongly affects our company. We'll probably return that evening."
Ron added for Kim's benefit, "And to see our congressional reps if we can." Kim nodded her assent to that idea.
I thought for a minute and reluctantly said, "I have a lot more miles to travel. I'd like a rain check for some future date, but I think I'll leave bright and early on Thursday when you do. I'm heading along the Gulf Coast for a few days and then heading north again on the rest of my journey through the forty eight."
Kim and Ron looked disappointed. She reminded me, "I still want to give you the plant tour tomorrow... and spend a little more time with you – intimate time." There could be no mistaking the implication of her last comment. I looked at Ron to see how he'd taken her comment, but his face revealed no discontent. I allowed myself to be pleased as I smiled at her.
Kim orchestrated a swim in the pool before organizing us to go to the resort for dinner. I mentioned I had no fine-dining clothes with me. Ron immediately volunteered to outfit me with slacks, a sport shirt, and dinner jacket. I accepted.
Before Ron had arrived home, I had moved my few belongings from the master bedroom from when I'd first arrived with Kim to their guest room behind the kitchen and off the pool. I changed clothes in there, and arrived in the living room, as the two of them appeared ready to go. Ron and I looked dapper, and Kim looked radiant, and stunning in a short white dress with red spike heels that accented her legs and screamed 'Sex Appeal.' I hung back to show others that she was clearly with Ron; however, she insisted that I walk into the club beside her as well. "I'm with both of you tonight," she firmly announced.
Dinner was romantic and engaging. Kim made love with both of us over the dinner table with her touches and intimate looks. Anyone paying attention would have had trouble telling whom she was with, unless they realized the obvious, that she was with both of us in intimate ways.
Back at the house, Kim announced she wanted us to take a swim in the Atlantic Ocean. It was dark; however, enough moonlight illuminated the beach that we could even see the waves from the house. Kim put on her bikini again while we dressed for the beach, and then led us to the edge of the surf.
We ran into the surf together, shouting our happiness to be alive in this moment. No one else was around.
Kim took turns swimming between Ron and me, hugging and kissing each of us. On one of her trips to be with me, she stuffed the bra to her bikini down the front of my exercise-swim trunks. I rubbed and pinched her breasts; she panted into my mouth on one of our French kisses as the saltwater ran down our faces. Soon, she indulged Ron's fondness for her breasts; I watched happily as he sucked and bit on each one.
The three of us walked back to the house after our frolic in the surf, Kim nearly naked in only her monokini as we walked. We all dipped in the pool to wash the salt off. More pawing and petting with Kim took place as we swam around the oversize pool.
Kim asked me quietly during one of our smooch sessions, "Are you up for a threesome with us?"
I shook my head. I whispered that I loved being with her, but I didn't want to be with her and another man. I guess I had just discovered a boundary there; I might be able to be with two or three women making love, but with another man present ... well that just felt uncomfortable.
Kim understood and kissed me. She said, "Stay out here by the pool and wait for me. Take your bathing suit off too. I need to be with Ron for a while, and I'll be back ... and I won't be wearing anything." She licked my cheek in a very sexy way and followed it with a light kiss. I nodded, and she slithered off to Ron, pulling him from the pool area and to the house. My God, she looked sexy, and the fact that she was about to have sex with him just heightened my arousal.
I floated around in the pool for a little while longer, and then got out, tossed my suit on a nearby chair, and lay back on one of the loungers looking up at the night sky, or what I could see of it given the light pollution from the pool and patio lights – dim as they were.

* * * * *I guess I fell asleep, but I awoke with a jolt when I felt Kim's tongue running along the underside of my dick. I moaned in pleasure, yet all that did was signal her to inhale my entire rod into her mouth and add suction. She took me to heaven and back in thirty seconds.
"If you keep that up all I'm going to do is spray my cum all over you," I warned.
Kim said gleefully, "Now that is delicious idea we'll have to try someday." She licked up my body, flipped around, and then straddled me in a sixty-nine position. My mind almost freaked out at the erotic position we'd adopted; I could count on one hand the number of times Karen had done something like this with me. I quickly pushed that thought away.
Kim dropped her pussy onto my mouth and continued her blowjob, albeit with attention to not allowing me to cum. I put my tongue to her slit, running up, down, and into the moist opening. She was extra moist and obviously turned on more than I'd seen her any time previous.
I commented, "You are really wet, and you taste divine. Mmmmmm, you smell good too."
Kim broke lock with my cock, "Well, I just got fucked and I really enjoyed that. Now, I want to get fucked again by my other lover – you." She paused and added, "By the way, Ron is probably watching us from the bedroom window. I hope that's all right."
I pulled my tongue away from Kim's slippery pussy slightly so I could look at the second story windows of their house. Sure enough, I could see the backlit shadow of Ron standing by one of the windows massaging his dick as he watched us.
I asked once again, "Are you totally sure he is all right with us making love?" I asked with concern. "This may be erotic for us, but if this would screw up your relationship or put him in foul mood, we should stop." Even as I spoke, I wondered how I would perform knowing Ron watched our lovemaking.
"Oh, no," Kim asserted, as she rotated her body to be parallel to mine. "He told me he might get off again watching me fuck you – make love to you. I hope you don't mind. He likes this. We're going to really make this one last too; I'll show you how. We can be together a good part of tomorrow, and then I guess I'm not going to see you for a while. I am going to miss you." She twisted around over my body so she could feed her breasts into my mouth. "Ron didn't pay enough attention to my girls tonight; can you help a damsel in distress?"
As I latched onto each nipple, Kim ground her cunt against my cock, finally got my cockhead in just the right position without the use of her hands so she could sink her body onto my shaft. She told me, "Some day, I am going to tit fuck all the cum out of you, but ... the combination of your mouth on my tits ... and my cunt on your cock is going to put me right into orbit ... right about ... now!" Kim's body arched above me as she came, her breasts thrust outward into the night. I could feel her vaginal muscles making grasping motions on my cock; if we hadn't just started, I would probably have cum.



Another thought suddenly struck me. I said with a touch of horror, "Did Ron cum inside you? I mean did I just lap and suck on your pussy with his cum in it? What did I just taste?"
Kim giggled, "Ooops. I'm sorry, I forgot."
Now, I really did look horrified.
Kim got a little more serious for a moment, but still had a smile on her face, "Look, a minute or two ago you told me I was wet, tasted good, and smelled good. Well, guess what? That was after a loving fuck with my husband ... and at the time you liked it. Let me ask you a question, has a girl ever let you cum in her mouth?"
I nodded, still speechless from what had happened.
Kim said, "So, it's all right for you to jerk off in someone's mouth, maybe after having been inside their pussy, but the reverse is not OK?"
I retorted, "I sort of see your point, but that wasn't my cum in there, at least not yet."
Kim asked, "Have you ever seen a girl clean a guy's cum from someone else's pussy?"
"Errr, just a couple of days ago. June came in after Jan, and I had made love. She cleaned my cum out of Jan. She even shared it with Trish who happened to come into my bedroom about then."
"Did it gross you out?"
"Actually, it turned me on, but ..."
Kim interrupted, "Ask me whether you eating my pussy with Ron's cum in there turned me on."
"Did it?"
"You know it did, Lover! Big Time! Just thinking about it turns me on in a huge way." Kim pulled me into her arms again, "Your fluids, my fluids, anyone's love fluids are OK to taste. The first time I tried oysters I thought they were gross, but now I've gotten so I savor the taste and the texture. I admit I did with cum too, but, as I said, now I savor the taste and it's a turn-on." She paused, and said, "Now, forget about this for now and fuck me the rest of the night. Show me you love me."
Ten minutes later, as Kim floated down from her third orgasm with me, I picked her up and stood without our bodies disconnecting. As I held her in front of me, I bounced her up and down so that my shaft drove into her pussy on each gravity-aided down stroke. Kim hadn't expected this act, and in no time at all she came again – pulling my head to her face so she could plunge her tongue deep into my mouth.
This time I turned and lay Kim on her back on the lounger. As I did, I put a pillow under my knees so I could comfortably kneel on the concrete deck, yet remain coupled to her and keep pumping my piston into her tunnel. Kim moaned and groaned with pleasure. I positioned the two of us on the lounger so that Ron would have a good view of his wife getting ploughed from his window above us. I remember thinking, if I had to perform, I would do a good job at it and put on a show. I could see the blur of Ron's hand as he masturbated watching the two of us.
We changed positions several times, each time cognizant of the show we were putting on for Kim's husband. She had a couple of more orgasms, and then not too many minutes later, Kim said, "I want you to cum in me when you want. I'm ready. I'm going to explode when you do – I can feel it."
I grunted my reply as I flipped her onto her back, and knelt on the cushion again so I could grind into her cunt with my cock. I remained erect so that my body didn't block the view of our joining. I sped up until I didn't believe I could move any faster in this act of passion and love.
I could feel my orgasm start deep within my body. Briefly, I thought if I stopped her I could prolong this, and then only seconds later, I knew we'd passed the point of no return and that my seed had started to surge through my body on the way into Kim's. Somehow I stated, "Kim, I'm cumming ... Oh, God!" I felt Kim's muscles grasp at me just as my cock erupted with a gallon of my hot flow of man lava into her body. I flooded her, and then I realized that she had flooded the two of us with her own emissions.
Our bodies spasmed, the autonomic response of our lovemaking. I felt my soul soar heavenward. As our paroxysms of joy passed, I fell forward onto Kim, and she hugged me to her sweating body as we kissed and drove our tongues in passion deep into each other's mouths.
Kim said, "You just took me to nirvana. Oh, Jim, you're a divine lover."
I gasped out, "Well, you get what you give. You gave me love, transcendence, lust, passion, and sexual desire, and I gave it back to you – with my own little extras here and there." We smiled at each other and continued panting.
I glanced up at the window just as Ron pulled away; I assumed he had reached climax about the same time that we did. I said to Kim, "I hope Ron found some satisfaction in our lovemaking."
Kim assured me that he did, and that she'd make sure when she returned to their marital bed. She did tell me she wasn't quite ready to retire just yet. So, we took a dip in the pool, and then adjourned to my guest suite where we made love again, more tenderly, and with attention to stroking and touching each other in all the places where touch sensations trigger the erotic and push one's body to a sexual peak without cumming. Kim kept popping off orgasms, but she held me at bay for almost an hour before I shot another bucket load of cum into her gorgeous pussy. After we allowed our orgasms and after a myriad of kisses and touches, Kim covered me with a sheet and disappeared upstairs to her husband.

* * * * *The next day, Kim took me on a tour of her solar technology plant and then to a chic eatery for an early lunch. She told me over lunch, "Ron praised our lovemaking show last night; he brought himself to a peak about the time we too had cum together. Sometimes he prefers doing it that way to being in my body or in my physical presence. We learned that a few years ago at the Circle in Pennsylvania. Last night he got both, so he was very pleased with himself." She smiled at her own skill.
After lunch, Kim and I went back to her house. Ron worked away in a well-outfitted home office and waved to us when we stuck our heads in to tell him we were back from the morning. He had a telephone in one ear, and was plugged into a dual-screen computer system.
As we closed the office door, Kim said, "He'll be in there until we pull him out at cocktail time. He has about two-dozen projects underway, any one of which could take all his attention." She paused, looked proud of herself, and announced, "Me? I'm going to take the afternoon off for the first time in months, and you're going to make love to me ... and if you're willing, I'm going to teach you some things that will change your life."
As Kim strolled through the living room, she started to peel off her clothing, right down to ... nothing. She made a neat pile of her clothing on the back of one sofa, and led me into my guest room where she'd left her bikini the night before. She suited up, and I followed her lead, and soon we were floating in the pool.
I asked, "What did you mean you'd teach me some things that would change my life?"
Kim floated into my arms and kissed me, "Remember, I mentioned 'my own brand of Tantric sex,' well, you are going to love what I'm about to show you. How would you like to do any of the following: give your partner more orgasms than she'll know what to do with, so many that she might just plead with you to stop; make love indefinitely – you don't come until you really want to; come multiple times without worrying about recovery time; and make every lovemaking session a peak and memorable experience?"
I held her at arm's length and in a fake western accent said, "Why, pretty lady, I'd say you were sellin' snake oil, and I'd get the sheriff of this here town on to ya! You're a might suspicious!"
Kim swam away from me to the pool stairs. "I'm serious. Class is about to start in your bedroom ... on your bed ... with me naked and willing." She looked around the empty pool deck and acted as though a hundred other men were there, "Any takers? Any one want to get laid?"
I raised my hand.
Kim started us off in the outdoor shower, stripping our swimwear away, and talking to me about erogenous zones and foreplay. Kim led me on a guided tour of her tan and magnificent body, and continued her tour moments later lying naked next to me in bed. She helped me discover something new about every square inch of a woman's skin, and then we started on the dark and mysterious interior portions of her body. Kim had me using hands, feet, toes, fingers, lips, tongue, and even my hair as she taught me how to minister to her sexual body. In the process of her tutorial, I think Kim came a half-dozen times, each crest an obvious peak experience for her.
To my surprise, Kim repeated the process on my own body, revealing tracts of skin that raised my sexual temperature to a level where I might melt the sun. Kim then taught me about Mind Control of my body, testing my resolve at different times as she'd bring me to the brink of orgasm and talk me down before I ejaculated. During the process, she taught me how to embrace the feeling of elation and peaking without cumming. To my surprise and amazement, Kim brought me to several orgasms in a fifteen-minute period, and I still hadn't spermed her body. Every one of those climaxes took me to a time and space I'd never known before.
As Kim patiently and lovingly took me step by step, I realized how little I'd ever known about making love. I had remained a novice from the time I got to first base with some sweet thing in junior high school to the moment I met Kim decades later when Kim began my 'lessons.' What I had thought I'd mastered turned out to leave so much on the table – so much for my partner, and so much for me.
Kim taught me how to play during love making, how to bring tears to my partner's eyes because we were so loving and tender, and how to continue to touch all over her body and inside her in ways I never knew, even while I had my cock buried to the hilt inside her.
Kim had me penetrate her ass, showing me how to turn what might sound like a raw and rough experience for a woman into an erotic and orgasmic tour de force. She taught me how to integrate some elements of massage into our lovemaking, at that point bringing our oil covered bodies together in ways I never imagined or even dreamed about.
For a while, Kim showed me how to use pornographic videos and pictures to entice and further seduce my partners. She talked about the kind of visual images that turned on a woman, and how to capitalize on that shred of knowledge when we were making love.
I learned how to tell my partner erotic stories, in this case sharing with Kim some of my sexual adventures with June, Jan, and Trish. She moved me from those 'real' experiences, to developing and sharing fantasies. Kim shared some of her own experiences and fantasies with me, situations that blew my mind and blew away boundary after boundary that I'd erected without thinking.
Kim brought me back to our discussion about body fluids from the night before, teaching me about how to think about them, and how to use cum and saliva in creative and sexy ways. In the process, Kim talked about some of the things she didn't like to do and that probably turned off large segments of the female population.
Kim remembered my comment about feeling uncomfortable with another man in the bedroom. I told her I might rethink that after putting on the show for Ron, but Kim took our discussion much further, talking about how many women would love to have two, three, or more men making love to her simultaneously. She talked about spit roasting and double-penetration, and how satisfying that could be. She got me to see that even touching genitals with another male during lovemaking to a woman could be turn on. Kim shared how she'd given Bob and Jim simultaneous blowjobs one time, and how turned on she got with two cocks in her mouth at once. She had me fantasizing, in detail, about a threesome, and foursome, including my role, what would be happening around me and to me. I ended up in a different place.
As we slowly fucked and time passed, Kim talked to me about bondage, domination and submission, and sadism and masochism. She taught me how to spank and slap various parts of her body in ways that might excite – ass, breasts, cheeks, and pussy – taking care to explain force and situation. She talked me through many fetishes frequent to women: situations involving force and fantasy rape, sex with another woman, group sex with a love partner involved, and sex in exotic and romantic settings. We talked about exhibitionism and voyeurism, as well as geography and setting.
Kim left me for a moment and pranced back into my bedroom with a box full of sex toys, and we talked about some of them, and how I might introduce them into our sex play. She demonstrated the power of visual stimulation by masturbating in front of me, and then having me do the same for her to just shy of ejaculation. We talked about the power of words and feelings during sex.
After our last orgasms of the afternoon, Kim talked about pulling all these things together and selectively using them time and time again. She talked about how to 'read' a woman, how to listen to what she tells you – even without using words – about how she wants to be loved.
Best of all; however, throughout all my lessons and her 'show and tell,' we made love all afternoon. Kim assured me that she had never cum so frequently or often in a single session, and I knew for certain I hadn't. Usually, I was 'Mr. Once and Done,' but not that day. When we stopped at six-thirty, I'd cum about ten times, four of them with ejaculations. Some days, I amaze myself. There really was something to this Tantric system Kim had tutored me on.
As we lay on the bed recuperating from our most recent bout of lovemaking, I asked Kim how she had learned all this, and who had taught her.
Kim chortled, "I've had a series of 'teachers,' if you want to use that term, plus I've done a lot of reading. In college, I dated a young man from India; he introduced me to Tantric sex and his adaptations of it – he sometimes called it 'Sacred Sexuality.' I often say it's the union of two lover's minds, bodies, emotions, and spirits. Some of the other ideas I picked up in reading or occasionally watching porn with Ron. I keep trying to expand what I know in this area, probably because it's so important to me. I don't do everything I learn, but I want to know about it."

* * * * *Ron thrust a glass of Chardonnay into my hands topped off with ice – my drink of choice. He smiled, "I'm guessing you had a busy afternoon?" His voice had a touch of humor and mirth in it.
I nodded. "I was in one of the most intense and interesting classroom sessions I hope to ever find in my life, with one of the most talented and beautiful instructors. If I remember a fraction of what she told me, I will be a better person."
Kim blushed, "Oh, you'll remember. I watched you being a sponge all day, but mostly this afternoon. You're what I call a motivated student."
Ron chuckled, "Remember the old adage: when the student is ready, the teacher will appear."
The three of us went to a little bistro for dinner just on the other side of the bridge to the Mainland. To entice the two of us, Kim dressed on the 'slutty' side as she called it: a high-thigh skirt, spike heels, and a revealing blouse with a plunging neckline. Over dinner, she battered her eyes at Ron and me, and announced that she'd decided not to wear any underwear to dinner. That declaration made my body forget the exertions and sexual excesses I'd enjoyed in the afternoon; I decided a whole new game had just begun. I suggested to Kim that she prove her point since she sat next to me; Kim pulled away from the table and in full view of a couple of guys at another table, raised her micro-skirt so I could see her pussy. She won. We all laughed at the looks on the other guys' faces. Kim teased Ron and me by suggesting a gang bang.
Back at the house, the three of us duplicated the recreation of the evening before. We went for a swim in the Atlantic with Kim shedding her top before we even got to the water. Kim went back and forth between the two of us with kisses and other sexual gestures guaranteed to excite, and then the three of us dipped into the pool, with the three of us discarding our swimwear.
Ron and Kim exited the pool and disappeared into the house. I presumed that she'd be about an hour, so got out, rinsed off, and lay on one of the chaises on the patio.
Kim surprised me seconds later. "Jim, come and be with us. Try it; try being in the same room with a couple making love. Watch us, even join in if you feel like it. Masturbate as you watch us. Do whatever you want, but please come with me. I'd love it if you did."
She blew away my reticence by straddling my body, raking her erect nipples across my chest, and then planting a couple of volcanic kisses on my lips. Any reluctance I had vanished completely when Kim centered her pussy over my cock and slowly sank her body the entire length of my erection. Kim then pulled off, and looked seductively at me.
I followed Kim into the house and into the master suite. I hardened further just watching her nude body sway in front of me.
I sat in a high back chair about ten feet from the bed. Kim slithered on to the bed next to Ron's naked form, and proceeded to work on his erection with hands and mouth. At first, I felt embarrassed, but after a few minutes, I realized that neither of them cared that I was even in the room they were so wrapped up in each other. I started to stroke myself just for the tactile pleasure and not with any goal in sight.
Ron demonstrated his love for Kim with methodical, practiced, and tender lovemaking that Kim obviously found so pleasurable she purred and vocalized her joy. Occasionally, there would be hushed words between them I couldn't hear, but that was fine with me. I didn't want to intrude on their privacy more than they had already invited.
About fifteen minutes into their session, the pair went to reposition themselves. Kim rose from the bed and came to me, knelt in front of me, and inhaled my cock into her mouth. She bobbed up and down a few times and then invited, "Come and let me suck on you while Ron fucks me. I like doing this, and I think you will too. You'll be closer to the action."
She pulled me up, and I followed her to the bed. Kim lay back in the middle of the large bed with Ron between her legs. Kim gestured she wanted me to be beside her head. I glanced at Ron, and he nodded encouragingly to me.
Kim took my cock in her hand and brought it to her mouth. She began a hard suck on my rigid shaft. I looked down her nude form just as Ron sank his erection back into his wife, and their hips started to pump with determination. Ron's eyes switched between where his cock moved into Kim's cunt, and where her mouth kept wrapping around me, allowing her to mouth fuck me at a slow pace.
I had to admit that for all my anxiety, my shyness, and hesitation in front of another man, this experience was a peak for me – one I would always remember. I'd never been in a threesome. After a brief analysis, I decided I had been missing this in my life; I liked this. The experience was erotic and fulfilling.
I remembered to focus on Kim, so I leaned forward and started to massage her shoulders and palm her breasts, pushing the nipples into her chest with my palm the way she'd showed me earlier. Kim moaned and looked at me with lust in her eyes seeking relief of some kind. I rolled both nipples in my fingers, pinching almost to the point of pain. Kim's whole body flexed. I swatted one breast, and then pinched again. Kim moaned, her back came up on the bed, and her orgasm started.



Ron couldn't resist whatever Kim's body had started to do to his shaft. He whispered, "Oh, God, I'm cumming hard." He slammed into Kim's cunt four or five times with great force and then froze in position, as he came deep in her body with his eyes fixated on where her mouth surrounded my cock. As I felt their climaxes end, I backed away, allowing Ron to fall into Kim's arms so they could kiss in renewed passion of their love.
I returned to the chair as the pair enjoyed their afterglow, not sure if I should even remain in the room.
I heard a few more hushed words, and then Kim rose from the bed. She tucked Ron into bed with a light sheet, and came to me, pulling me up into a full body hug and kiss. Kim whispered, "Ron's tired. Come on, let's go to your room, we have all night together. I'm yours until morning." My heart leapt in joy.
Kim and I made love again long into the night. She rewarded my stretching my comfort zone to be in the same room with them and then in the same bed with them by creating a night for me that transcended any other night I'd ever spent making love.
Later, with only a few hours sleep, we awoke and made love one last time. We were explicit in telling each other we loved one another. I used the 'I love you' expression for the first time since Karen, and it felt so right. Kim and I parted, almost in tears, and prepared to go our separate ways. After a quick breakfast at dawn, I followed Ron's Porsche to the nearby small airport on the north end of the island. I had a tender, loving, and tearful goodbye with Kim and a strong handshake and manly hug with Ron, followed by an invitation to come back.
I watched Kim and Ron board her corporate jet, and then the spool up of the engines, taxi, race down the runway, and the magnificence as the jet soared off into the sunrise. Kim had given me a lot to think about on top of the list I already carried in my head: my discussions with the Circle and Ron, the experiences I carried from Vermont and Camp Forge, my deep affection and love for Kim, the things she'd taught me the prior afternoon and evening; and particularly what I had learned in Lauren's email about Karen. I had thought the list of things I needed to mull over and brood about would get shorter as my trip unfolded. Instead, the list seemed to lengthen with every stop I made.
One thing I pondered with guilt and puzzlement early in the day's ride was how I felt about Karen. I'd been consumed by grief in Vermont and most of the time in Camp Forge, but the experience with Kim and the intense feelings she evoked about my current life had allowed me to push away temporarily much that grief during my visit. Could I be that fickle that another pretty face, and obviously someone loving and caring, could turn my head away from someone I'd loved so deeply and dedicated to for eight years?
Kim versus Karen? This wasn't a contest. These were two different people with completely different styles, life goals, and ways of living out their love and sexuality. Karen had taken me from where we'd started to a different place, and now, in just a few short days, Kim had done the same, possibly with more impact than Karen. Could that be possible?



Chapter 5
Alabama
After traversing Northern Florida, I hugged the Gulf Coast, stopping overnight at campgrounds, before I rode north into Alabama. Travel was slow because of the touristy nature of the route along the beach, but I enjoyed the travel and even took a few swims in the Gulf or tributaries to cool off.
I wanted to see the famous bridge in Selma where in 1965 Martin Luther King had led a small group of civil rights marchers before troopers attacked the unarmed crowd. The Edmund Pettus Bridge became famous that day, and the adverse publicity helped break the back of those against extending voting rights to blacks. Selma was also known for several civil war battles that ravaged the countryside in the area near the end of that war. Selma at noontime in May barely stirred in the stifling heat and humidity – nothing like the struggles there in the 1960s or 1860s.
Karen's ashes drifted downward into the noonday breeze from the middle of the Edmund Pettus Bridge. I took my pictures and walked around near the bridge, reading some of the historic plaques that dotted the downtown area and feeling the history of the Deep South.
As I rode out of Selma to the west, I saw a Harley dealership. I decided to stop, and shortly found myself showing off my bike and talking about my travels – past and future. Several groupies at the shop urged me to follow them to the town of Forkland for the Memorial Day weekend. They enthused about a motorcycle rally, and the 'biggest party in the state' to be held there, complete with events, live bands, free beer, hot showers, and a 24/7 biker bar. Although I'd never been to such an event, I opted to take an hour's ride west on U.S. 80 with the others and checkout the rally.
The rally did not impress at first. A large field off a dirt road sported a few tents, some food stands, and a dozen portable toilets. A group of men were sectioning off parts of the field, and others were setting up a large stage. We'd gotten there too early. My friends all rode through the area and then circled back a couple of hundred yards to a biker bar on the main road next to where the dirt road branched. Everyone stopped and parked.
One yelled over to me in a friendly way, "This is where we pay to attend; they'll give you a ticket and check you in if you want to race or enter any of the contests. Come on in, my treat for the first one." We introduced ourselves; it turned out he was a civil engineer from Tallahassee.
I parked and followed the four other Harley men into the bar. Quite a crowd had gathered inside in the air-conditioned comfort, and beer was flowing at a prodigious rate. I got introduced to several dozen other bikers, all of whom seemed to sport acres of tattoos and had nicknames like Shark, Blade, Spike, Rat, and Sinker.
I saw four distinct groups attending the rally. First, there was a class of older guys, many Viet Nam vets. I guessed that some of them were retired. Each wore a headscarf, salt and pepper hair, an impressive moustache, blue jeans, boots, and a cutoff denim shirt. Most also wore a well-worn Harley Davidson leather vest, some with the name of a local biker club somewhere in the southeast. This group stuck together and seemed passive in their participation at the rally other than to watch.
Another group was closer to my own age – late thirties and earlier forties or even later. These were workingmen who'd taken the day off being a bank teller, high school teacher, a CPA, or other middle-class job. They dressed similar to the older guys, with me being an obvious exception. Most of them wanted to recapture some element of their youth by participating in the various events.
The third group of rally attendees consisted of the young turks – men in their twenties and early thirties that had something to prove to themselves and to the world. They strutted around like the newest rooster in the barnyard, and in their swagger forced others to move out of their way or to wait on them. As with so many others, they also wore the boots and jeans; however, many of these men wore only the leather vest with no shirt. Several had grown long beards. This group made most of the noise in the bar with a lot of yelling at each other, cheering, and other macho acts designed to prove their manhood.
The followers of the first three groups made up a group by themselves, all women – biker babes. The older ones dressed similar to their husband or boyfriend. The younger ones wore less clothing on top and often cutoffs; however, as a group they seemed to stick together and converse by themselves separate from the men. I watched some of the older women take some of the younger ones under their wings. Some had that 'well used, and put away wet' look.
The crowd was alive, the beer tasted good, my friends congenial, and later the food not half-bad. I stayed on the promise that the next day, Saturday, the rally would really come alive. The live music would start in the morning and continue until very late. I left the bar about ten o'clock, mindful that most would stay for hours more. I found a quiet corner of the parking lot field to camp in, near some RVs, the showers, and restrooms.
In the morning, I ran and limbered up before hitting the showers. I walked about a mile to a diner to have breakfast. When I got back to the rally field, the temperature had topped ninety degrees and the afternoon would bring more heat. I didn't care what anyone else wore; I put on shorts and my hacked off t-shirt.
As advertised, country music started mid-morning and a steady stream of motorcycles started to arrive. Also by then, several booths hawking biker gear and t-shirts had opened for business with various food stands selling everything from barbequed ribs to snow cones. By noon at least a thousand people had filed into the field. I watched several contests of motorcycle precision driving and acrobatics, and wandered around checking out the increasing number of bikes being parked from new arrivals at the rally.

* * * * *The wet t-shirt contest started at eight o'clock that evening with raucous shouting and cheering. I stood to the back of the crowd clustered around the stage as chilly water got poured down the front of each buxom contestant. Even from my position I could see the sexy details of each well-endowed young lady. Most wore stiletto heels, a thong, and a top that started as see-through evenbefore it got wet. Many had tattoos of some variety scattered around their body.
The judging of the winner involved an applause meter supplied by a local radio station. In the end, wisely, the disk jockey emceeing the contest declared all the women 'winners,' and gave each a fine prize. I watched the girls step off the stage into the crowd, and not surprisingly saw them groped and pinched as they walked around. Everyone seemed to be laughing, especially the contestants.
Entertainment had been going all day, mostly unknown country bands that believed kilowatts of amplification would make them sound better. It didn't. The evening's entertainment consisted of three well-known country bands. By now, I estimated the crowd at five thousand, but not all were bikers for the evening show; many had come in regular cars or pickup trucks. I found a patch of ground on a slope looking down on the stage, and enjoyed the spectacle of the crowd as much as the music.
In the middle of the third band's gig I got up and walked around, finding my way to the portable toilets. After relieving myself, I decided to walk back and check on my bike and camping gear, cutting through part of the field dedicated to parked cars. The music and yelling were still loud.
As I rounded the last car in one row, I saw four 'young turk' bikers mauling a pretty blond. The lighting wasn't the best, but I went on alert, stopping to watch what was going on. The woman struggled hard to get free from two men that held her – a guy in baseball cap and another with a ponytail. Baseball hat grabbed her t-shirt and ripped the fabric off her body, exposing her generous breasts to the night air. She screamed, "No, no, leave me alone. Let me go, right now! LET ME GO!"
I heard one of the other toughs say in a loud voice slurred with alcohol, "Honey, we are going to fuck you every which way tonight ... so you better shut up and enjoy it."
The petite blond continued to twist and to try to pull away from two other thugs that held her. She kept screaming, "Leave me alone. I don't want to fuck, you meatheads. Let me go!"
Her screams sounded sincere, as did the various names and threats the four men made to her. She got one hand free and mauled the face of the ponytail man, drawing blood. I watched as he pulled back and slapped her so hard, her head jerked to the side. She started to sink to the ground from the blow, but the two men who had been holding her pushed her dazed body on the hood of the nearest car. The third man, who I took as wingman to the young turk leading the four, yanked her jean cutoffs down and off her body, throwing them aside.
I moved in toward the group, shouting, "Hey, guys, it sounds as though the lady doesn't want to be molested. Why don't you leave her alone?"
The lead turk yelled at me, "Fuck you. We're just havin' some fun with this little slut." As an afterthought he added, "You can fuck her too if you want."
I could clearly see the girl now. She'd been one of the wet t-shirt contestants. She recovered from the hard slap across her face and started yelling again. "Help me. Help me. I'm being raped. Get these guys off me. HELP!" Her voice was on the edge of hysteria.
Again, I persisted in my authoritative military voice, "Gentlemen, leave the woman alone. If you don't, you will come to harm."
The lead turk turned and faced me. He took a couple of steps towards me and said, "And who's gonna stop us, you?" He turned slightly to his companions and laughed, clearly indicating that it'd be a four to one fight if I wanted to go further. He played the role of a motorcycle tough guy to the limit, even his swagger.
I smiled at him and said, "Yep, little old me. Now, leave the lady alone." The blond continued to struggle against the two men holding her, revived somewhat by my offer of help. She tried to kick each man."
The turk came at me, pulling back his right fist to hurl a blow to my head. As he swung, I dodged to one side, and augmented his forward momentum with a turn and push of my body; he went sprawling flat on the ground face first: no damage, just embarrassment. The move had taken him completely by surprise.
The guy I'd taken as the first's wingman stepped closer, cocked a fist, and fired the hand in my direction. I grabbed his fist in midair in one of my hands, my reflexes being much sharper than his, no doubt because of excess alcohol in his system. He tried to hit me with his other hand, but I kneed him in the groin, and pushed his aching body away from me in the same direction as the turk. He toppled over the first guy just as he tried to get up. Both went down again.
I moved closer to the man with the baseball hat as he continued to hold the woman – he'd been the one that had ripped off her shirt. He dropped his grip on her arm, and swung wildly in the air at me. She twisted away from the ponytail man, and ran off to the side of our fight area.
Without waiting for a threatening move from him, I popped a sharp punch to his jaw. I guess he had what in boxing vocabulary is a 'glass jaw,' because his eyes immediately rolled up in his head, and he crumpled into an unconscious pile of blubber as his overweight body fell backwards against the car and slid to the ground.
I glanced quickly at the two behind me, and the fourth man just starting to come at me – he had to be next. Before number four could act, I stepped forward to him and sank a fist into his beer gut with all my strength. He doubled over, and I heard the air rush out of him. He sank to the ground, and vomited up beer.
I turned to face the first two I'd dispatched. The turk stood about ten feet away, steadied himself, and pulled a ten-inch Bowie knife from his boot. The guy behind him rose and backed away. He wouldn't be a factor for at least a moment.
Turk made a couple of feints with the knife, slicing through the air between us in a menacing manner. "I'm gonna cut you into little pieces, Asshole – teach you not to butt in where you're not wanted." He made more slices through the air.
This fight had just gone from bad to worse. I turned to the blond, caught her eye, and said, "Run. Run for your life, babe! Get help!" I watched long enough to see her start to run to the concert area. At least, I figured she'd be safe there.
Turk advanced slowly at me, still slicing the air around me. He'd been drinking, and I hoped that his reaction time might be a little slow. Given the situation, I had to stake my life on it.
I got into a slight crouch, and started to dance around as though his slices through the air were coming close to me. At that moment, they were still about five feet away. I'd jerk back with each slice he made through the air; he'd laugh maniacally. I'd had a rule drilled into my head in the military about knife fights, and that is to avoid them at all costs because most likely you'll lose even if you win. There didn't seem to be a way to avoid this one. The other rule that went with the first was to fight as though your life depended on it, because it probably does.
The one factor working in my favor was eight years in Army Special Ops with continuous training. I did admit to myself that those years ended a decade earlier; however, I believed I might remember some of the things drilled into us.
As the turk swung his knife hard to his left, he left an opening for a second as he recovered to make the next parry through the air at me. I lunged at him, almost in flight, and kicked hard at the side of his leg, right at his kneecap – the patella. I put every bit of energy I could muster into that kick with my hobnail boots. I connected as the turk reached the end of his swing. I could feel his leg resist, and then heard something snap deep inside – probably his fibula or tibia breaking from my kick.
Turk couldn't recover his swing, and he rolled onto his left side, as I hit the ground and rapidly rolled away from him. He screamed in pain, and swung the knife back at me. The knife hit my shoe and didn't do damage. I rolled away faster.
I came back on my feet in a scramble, still between the wingman and the ponytail man who had recovered from my gut punch. I looked rapidly between the two of them, and then saw the really bad news in this fight – a gun.
Wingman had pulled a pistol and waved that around in my general direction. He stood about thirty feet away. I started dancing away from side to side, making it difficult for him to take aim. I tried talking to him. I assured him that he didn't want to use the gun on anyone or else he'd be spending a long time in some prison. I doubt my words penetrated, but he seemed to slow down to focus on what I said. By this time, I also noticed in the background several other people had gathered to watch our fight. They'd quickly moved behind a car when the gun came out.
Wingman fired a shot, and I felt a stinging pain in my left side and spun in that direction from the impact and sudden pain. I'd been hit, and I knew what would happen next – I'd had it happen twice before with bullets and once with shrapnel. I had to move quickly before incapacity got to me. Wingman waved the gun around some more, obviously happy that he'd made a hit.
I briefly wondered if I would die ... if I would join Karen in some distant heaven so we could be together again. I couldn't savor that thought given the immediate threat.
I sensed the ponytail man move behind me over my left shoulder. I turned to him; he was close. I rapidly swung my right hand across my body and into his face with two fingers rigid and extended. In that flash of a second, I connected with his eyes. He screamed in pain, and instantly raised his hands to protect his already damaged face. I grabbed his body and swung him around to face the wingman ... just as wingman fired again. The bullet hit his friend in the sternum, penetrating to the heart. The man in my arms died instantly, and became dead weight a fraction of time later.
I heard wingman say, "Oh, shit!" He continued to wave the gun around. I pushed ponytail's body to the moaning form of the turk, and I backed away from the pair. Wingman's attention momentarily went to the man he'd just shot, apparently to see whether his friend would recover from an obviously fatal shot. He lurched to the dead man.



In that instant his eyes went off me; I sprang at wingman's body, particularly his right arm, and the hand with the gun. I had to neutralize that weapon before he could shoot me again.
In a run, I grabbed wingman's right shoulder in my left hand and his wrist just above the gun with my right, and brought my knee up as I pulled down hard with both hands. Wingman's body bent to my upcoming knee, and my knee slammed into the elbow of his right arm. A loud snap erupted from the union of knee and elbow, and the forearm broke back across my knee in a very unnatural shape. As I'd been trained many years earlier to do, I turned and twisted, ripping the ulna and radius bones from the humerus socket, and tearing ligaments and muscles before the two arm bones broke in half across my knee in a second upward thrust of my knee. I pulled wingman past my left side, as I regained my own balance. He moaned in pain as his body hit the ground. He held his right arm in his left. The gun had dropped to the ground; I kicked it to the side away from any of the men.
None of the four men seemed threatening now: one dead, one still unconscious, one with severe injuries to his leg – unable to walk or thrust his knife at me any longer, and one rolling on the ground in pain from a mutilated and broken arm that would probably never completely heal.
I briefly wondered what to do now; however, that question rapidly got answered when two cops with drawn weapons came on the scene. I raised my hands with palms out, but then my world went fuzzy, and I fell to my knees. The first symptoms of the bullet shot were getting into my system. Behind the police I saw the blond, now wearing a leather vest over her bouncing boobs, but still in her thong. She kept pointing at me and yelling to the officers, "He's the good guy – he's the one that saved me. Let him go. He's all right."
One cop gestured, and I did the split in a kneeling position leaning against the nearest car as the other cop frisked me. I called attention to the loaded pistol and knife on the ground, telling them the gun was evidence of a murder and urging them not to touch it if they wanted fingerprints.
The blond kept insisting on my innocence. Since she was the obvious victim, the police soon listened to her. Several other people started to gather around now, despite the urging of one officer to 'move along.' Several stated they'd seen most of the fight, and would be witnesses. I explained that I would stay around and explain what had happened. They accepted that assurance, and let me sit on the ground nearby on my own recognizance. The blond came and knelt by me. I noted she'd retrieved her cutoffs and slipped them on again.
She held onto my arm tightly, "Thank you. Thank you so much for rescuing me. I'm Betty Sue Meyers." She looked up at me with the prettiest round eyes I'd ever seen.
"And I'm Jim Mellon ... and this altercation went way beyond anything I expected – at least you're safe." I was having trouble focusing on Betty Sue as a wave of nausea swept past me. My body was starting to exhibit shock symptoms.
We watched as one officer talked into a lapel microphone, hearing but a word or two of the interchange with some headquarters above the loud music. Shortly, three more officers arrived on scene, obviously running from their posts at the concert, and then we heard in the distance several sirens heading our way.
About then, the blond noticed I had a large blot of blood on my left side. I'd been holding my shirttail on the wound on my front to stem the flow of blood. Fortunately, the shot came from a small caliber gun, although the bullet had done damage going in and out of my body. Betty Sue held a wadded up part of my shirt against my rear exit wound. Paramedics arrived at the scene a couple of minutes later, and I got preferential treatment at theaggressive insistence of Betty Sue. When I lay down, I blacked out for a few moments as the EMT men worked on me; I could tell they were both ex-military. I hurt badly.
At the peak of the aftermath at the scene, there were eight local cops, a detective, two ambulances with paramedics, one hearse with two men from the coroner's office, and four Alabama state troopers. My guess is that about two hundred people crowded outside the yellow 'crime scene' tape someone had encircled the area with. The abundance of blinking red and blue lights called attention to the scene.
The police had handcuffed the two injured men to the ambulance while paramedics put temporary splints on the leg and arm I'd shattered. The man with the glass jaw sat in the back of a police cruiser watching the scene probably feeling he was the luckiest of the bunch. Ponytail man had been covered with a blue tarp.
I told the story about what had happened at least a dozen times. The cops had taken Betty Sue about fifty feet away, and the police officers and state troopers each took turns interviewing her too. Fortunately, three of the eyewitnesses to the fight also talked to the police, telling what they had seen.
A crime scene photographer showed up too and took dozens of pictures of each suspect, the weapons where they lay, and the body from every conceivable point of view. When the police finished with Betty Sue, she came and asked the EMT men whether I could go with her to a hospital in Tuscaloosa for treatment of my gunshot. I was feeling a little woozy from the shot and resulting shock, but the EMTs agreed. The police also decided that they would not hold me, but they did want me to come by the local police station in the morning and sign a statement. I promised I would. One cop offered to drive me to the nearby hospital, but Betty Sue insisted she drive me to the Tuscaloosa hospital emergency room. I learned the police don't argue with an insistent and mad southern woman.

* * * * *We didn't get to the DHC Hospital emergency room in Tuscaloosa until midnight. Betty Sue drove me to the hospital, and then stayed with me, alert and insistent about my care until my every need had been met. Saturday night in Tuscaloosa produced a busy emergency room, including a few others associated with the motorcycle rally, so without her stomping around the emergency room making a scene and demanding attention there was no telling when my gunshot wound would have been attended to.
I spent about five hours under the knife in an operating room while three ER doctors probed around my insides checking for damage from the bullet, and then sewing me back together. One surgeon checked in on me about eight in the morning after the shooting, and well after I'd regained consciousness from the anesthesia; after checking my vitals chart, he said, "Mr. Mellon, you are one lucky dude. You got shot with a small caliber, full metal jacket bullet. I don't know if you know what that means, but basically it didn't do much damage, and it passed right through you rather than spend its kinetic energy shredding your organs, bones, or major blood vessels into unrepairable shit – that's a very specific medical term. Most bullets spread out inside a body once they make contact, that's how they do so much damage; yours didn't. You had a body shot – bad, but if there was one pathway through you that would do the least damage, that bullet found it - good.
I asked in a hopeful tone, "So I can go?"
He shook his head, "Not yet. We want you here today. The bullet nicked your pelvic bone, and we removed that fragment, but it also perforated your intestine. We sewed you back up, and I think we did a really tight job of it, but you need to be on a heavy dose of antibiotics for a couple of weeks, plus painkillers as you feel you need them – and you will. Overall, I think you'll recover in nothing flat and just have two more bullets holes to explain to your girlfriends, along with the other two or three you already have. I'm guessing you were in the military?"
I nodded, "Yeah, Special Forces about nine to seventeen years ago. I got into a couple of nasty scrapes."
The doctor nodded. He said, "There's a rather scantily clad young blond who's been jumping up and down about your health and well-being since you got here. She's a pain in the neck, but if I had to have someone on my side, I'd sure want it to be her. You got into that operating room hours before someone in your condition would have based on her doings. I assume it would be all right to let her in to see you? If your vitals don't change, I might release you tonight after I change your dressings. I'd like you back in here every twelve hours for the next couple of days, and then daily for another week. Can you do that? Oh, and you need bed rest, no exertion, for at least a week."
I nodded my understanding, but already plotted my escape from Alabama, providing no one had stolen my motorcycle.
A hyperactive Betty Sue burst into the recovery room two minutes after the doctor left, and yes, she remained scantily clad from the night before and the wet t-shirt contest. At least, she still had the Daisy Duke shorts, leather vest, and the glossy high heels. After she could sit with me and hold my hand, she seemed to calm down. She and I talked – me rather groggily due to the painkillers I had been given and my lack of sleep the night before. We traded life stories and aspirations, such as mine were at that moment. I fell asleep on her a couple of times.
She didn't leave my side except for a minute here and there to get me liquids or painkillers. Late that afternoon, I got released with the promise of various return visits. Betty Sue had me in her bed in her apartment about ten minutes from the hospital with a pile of pillows. I'd argued for my tent and sleeping pad, but she insisted otherwise, and I didn't put up much of a fight. I did express my concern about my motorcycle and camping gear.
I fell asleep almost as soon as I put my head down, no doubt because of the painkillers the doctors had pumped into me while they worked on me. I woke up once long enough to stumble to the bathroom and then back to bed.
I had this funny dream about Karen and all the women I'd met in the past few weeks. We were all dancing in a sunny field to some strange piece of music, and then someone started shooting at everybody, and one by one we were all dying. I felt such pain and loss, as one by one the people I loved and who had loved me all floated away to heaven to be together in that space ... and to leave me behind. I kept crying, "No," until finally the shooting stopped, and I was alone in this big open field standing in the rain.
I awoke slowly still feeling groggy from the whole fight-hospital-painkiller experience. I had two immediate sensations: first, I had searing pain on my lower left front and back from the two wounds. Second, I felt a naked and robust pair of natural breasts pressed against my arm and side, and a female leg draped carelessly over one of mine. I realized I wore only my briefs. I cranked one eye open and there was Betty Sue sleeping peacefully next to me – completely naked. I liked this naked sleeping arrangement; I'd never gotten into it with my wife. I'd been raised to wear pajamas and did until I went into the military where we all wore boxers or briefs. Coming out of the service, I went back to PJs – until I started this trip; I declared them excess luggage, and now I thought I'd never go back to them.
I stroked Betty Sue's arm lightly, and then the slope of one breast, rounding up her curve to the beautiful, dark brown nipple. She smiled in her sleep and made little mewling sounds of happiness. After a couple of minutes, I watched her pretty blue eyes flutter open. She looked up at me, and then leaned in and kissed my chest.
She said softly, "I just had the nicest dream, thanks to you. When you stroked my arm and breast, you fit right into my little sex dream." She blushed and paused for a moment and asked in a more serious tone, "Hey, how're you feeling? How's your wound?"
"Sore," I replied with a wince as I turned. "It feels as though someone shot me."
She smiled at my gallows humor. She told me, "In the emergency room, before they took you to the OR, I watched a doctor run a long metal shaft all the way through the wound from front to back; I nearly fainted. I know they did some repair work inside you. You were lucky; no vital organs got hit. I have your pain pills in my purse."
"I think I'd like one or two of them right away, if you don't mind."
I started to get up, and then got a jolt of pain from my left side. I winced. Betty Sue hopped up and ran naked out the bedroom door – and a very fine naked it was. She came back in a minute with a glass of water and a brown plastic vial full of pills. I took two.
"Can I ask you a question?" she said.
I nodded.
"The doctor said you'd been shot twice, maybe three times, before. Is this a habit – your rescuing women in distress?"
I laughed and then winced visibly. "No, I was in the military. Special Ops. I saw some serious action. My getting shot those two times turned out to be the least of our worries. I had to spend three weeks in hospital in Germany on one – it was deeper and nicked a few important things on the way in. The other wound, I made it back to the states with just a field dressing before I got treatment; sort of like this one, I could move around but it hurt a lot. The third wound isn't from a bullet; it's from shrapnel from a bomb I'd planted that went off before I got far enough away."
Betty Sue sat cross-legged on the bed next to me, showing no modesty and giving me the start of an embarrassing hard-on. In the temporary silence following her question, I studied her: young and in her late twenties, beautiful face, blue eyes, blond hair that had a natural sheen to it, and a body that belonged in a Playboy centerfold. Her breasts were gorgeous and original equipment – no scars, suture marks, or artificial enhancements – probably 38-specials with large areolas; they were balanced by a bubble butt and long slim legs. She stood about five-foot three. Of course, in my humble opinion her pussy looked damned near perfect too; the type of cleft you'd just want to dive into any time of the day or night. If I'd been judging that wet t-shirt contest, she would have won hands down.
Betty Sue said slowly, "You probably saved my life last night. You positively saved me getting raped and gangbanged. You are really my hero." She thought for another moment and added, "I guess I sort of asked for it ... entering the t-shirt contest and practically going naked in front of a bunch of bikers. I've never done anything like that before."
"Why'd you do it then?" I asked out of curiosity.
"My girlfriends are always telling me to let loose – break out – not be so up tight. Two of them were in the crowd when the contest went on – they screamed their heads off at me to 'show it all.' It was all a big lark." She chuckled. "My mistake, I guess, was hanging around to hear the music after the contest. I'd decided to come home, but then I ran into those bikers in the parking lot ... and they wouldn't take no for an answer."
"Do you always sit around naked? I appreciate your style of dress; however, you aren't obligated to do this because I rescued you. I'm just glad to be of service, ma'am." I gave Betty Sue a goofy grin.
She looked down at her body and smiled coyly. "I kind of hoped you'd make love to me when you're feeling better. I know you're not at all like those four guys ... and I like you ... a lot. I've been with you for a day and a half now, and well, I really like who you are as a person." As an afterthought she added, "I can make love to you so you don't pull your stitches and all." She thought further and said, "I guess I should offer you breakfast first. You know, the way to a man's heart and all." She grinned at me and shimmied her boobs in a most suggestive manner.
I shook my head and said, "Breakfast first, but according to the doctor's instructions about my food intake. My stomach is growling. What time is it?"
"Ten in the morning. You slept a long time. I got up, but then got back in bed with you. You're nice to cuddle up to, even with all the bandages."
Betty Sue put her spike heels back on plus a little red apron that didn't cover much of the important stuff. The combination was sexy in every sense of the word. She went off to the kitchen to fix a breakfast for me. I lay there in bed thinking about how once again I had found a beautiful sexy woman who was eager to have sex with me. Was this going to happen in every state? I was beginning to think that it just might. I smiled to myself and thought that I could really get used to this way of life.
When Betty Sue returned with my breakfast, she was eager to talk while I ate. She told me that a couple of years ago, she had been engaged to a guy who she found was a total jerk. He was verbally abusive and cheated on her. After she sent him packing, she wanted nothing to do with men and focused on her job at an insurance agency. That was why her girlfriends had been on her to loosen up and to be daring. Suddenly Betty Sue smiled widely and said that her girl friends would be amazed to see her now with a gorgeous male in her bed.
Then Betty Sue began to ask me questions about my life. I had trouble concentrating due to the painkillers in my system and the naked woman perched on my bed, but did manage to hold up my end of the conversation. I talked about my job as a computer geek until I'd quit a few months before when Karen had died. I told her that I was on a road trip through the forty-eight states, and Betty Sue sighed and said with longing that my trip sounded w-o-n-d-e-r-f-u-l to her.
The recollection about the road trip gave me pause for thought about whether my bike and camp equipment made it through the rally unmolested and in tact. I also recalled that I had told the detective and a sergeant that I'd come into their headquarters today and make a formal statement about what had happened.
Betty Sue said, "Well, all your camping gear and all the stuff strapped on your motorcycle are locked up in my car. I went out there after you zonked out from the painkillers last night and collected everything. Your motorcycle is still there, and so are some nice folks in a couple of RVs; they promised to keep an eye on it until we can reclaim it. They'd heard about the shooting, and were sympathetic."
"Wow. Thanks."
Betty Sue had also called the county police and explained that I'd been laid up because of my wound, but would come in soon to do what I'd promised. She was a take-charge person who knew how to get what she wanted. She told me the detective she talked to understood and wished me a speedy recovery.
I knew Betty Sue wanted me to make love to her, and I was in state of perpetual arousal around this beautiful nymph. We stood in the kitchen and kissed over and over again, raising our body temps. I explored her luscious breasts bringing us both great pleasure. However, even with my painkillers I decided it best to wait a day before going further. In the meantime, there were lots we could do to enjoy ourselves and pass the time while I was recovering. By the time I had recovered sufficiently, I knew I would be one horny guy.
I made my late morning visit to the hospital to get checked out by one of the ER doctors. I got excused from needing a second ER visit that day. He changed my dressing and gave me another shot of antibiotics. After that, we went back to Betty Sue's house, and she went out to get some things for dinner. I passed out again, aided by another painkiller tablet and a very comfortable bed. I slept for a few hours.



When I awoke it was dark outside, and Betty Sue quietly sat beside me in the bed – very naked – reading a romance paperback. I blinked awake and got the nicest smile from her, and then a kiss on my forehead. We just stared into each other's eyes for a couple of minutes while she stroked my face and we kissed. I was sure this was great therapy, and wondered why the Army nurses hadn't provided this service for my prior wounds.
Apparently, I'd slept through dinner. Betty Sue prepared some homemade chicken soup for me, and I downed two cups of the broth. I took two more painkillers and fell asleep in her arms.
In the morning, after my visit to the ER to change my dressings, Betty Sue drove me about forty miles back to Forkland where the rally and concert had been. She pulled into the parking area, and then headed to where I'd parked and set up camp near a big RV. My Harley had been untouched. After thanking the folks in the RV who had kept an eye on my bike, I followed her back to Tuscaloosa carefully avoiding potholes and bumps in the road.
We had a late lunch, I did a healing meditation, and then I napped. I'd been cleared by the ER doctors for 'soft foods,' so for dinner Betty Sue made a simple cheese omelet, and fixed me some oatmeal to go with it. We slept naked together, comfortable except for the two clumps of bandages over my wounds. I woke up listening to Betty Sue calling into work and telling them she wouldn't be coming in 'today or tomorrow.'
As she hung up the phone, she turned back to me and said in her cute southern drawl, "Jim Mellon, if you are well enough, you are so gonna fuck the livin' daylights out of me this morning, and then we're gonna go to the hospital again and then go to see the nice detective and do our statements, and then we are coming back here and fuck some more."
And that's exactly what we did.
Given my infirmity, I used all my tricks I could to make our lovemaking last – things Kim had taught me only few days earlier. Betty Sue relished the extended fuck, savoring orgasm after orgasm as her body writhed and squirmed above me. Finally, I allowed myself to release deep into her body as she carefully lowered herself into my arms.
Lying on my good side in our afterglow, Betty Sue allowed as how bringing me home was probably the best thing she'd ever done. I allowed as how making love to a beautiful Alabama woman was a peak experience for me too.
Betty Sue and I spent a good part of the next week in her apartment making love while I tried to heal. We got amazingly creative about how avoid stretching or agitating my wounds too, yet found no end of positions that were exciting and worthy of remembering for someone in my delicate condition. Moreover, we surprised ourselves with how many locations in or near a one-bedroom apartment there were to fuck besides her bed: the balcony off her living room, a bus stop shelter, her apartment's roof, an outside stairway, and on my motorcycle while it sat in her carport.
We were insatiable and inspired each other to new sexual fantasies and highs. I found myself particularly pleased when I could invoke much of Kim's self control over my sexual function, delivering many orgasms, enjoying many of my own, yet recovering in rapid time to do it all again and again. Between our couplings, we sat around and told each other fantasies and things we'd like to try ... and some of them we'd go out and try, like fucking on a park bench in the middle of the town park at two in the morning.

* * * * *Detective Lieutenant Howard Burr set up an audio recorder, but also sat at a laptop computer touch typing as I described the fight and shooting on Saturday night: discovering four men about to rape a young woman, challenging them, being accosted by one, and then another, flattening a third one before he could be a problem, and then fighting a fourth man with a knife. How I'd told Betty Sue, whom I didn't know at that point, to run for help. I told how I identified them as I'd thought of them that evening: the turk, the wingman, baseball hat, and ponytail. I described sucker punching baseball hat, and then breaking the leg of the turk to avoid being knifed, only to find that wingman had a gun. I described being shot, poking fingers into ponytail's eyes, and told how I'd grappled with ponytail swinging him around just as wingman fired into his chest, and then how I'd broken wingman's arm. I added details about distances, and time intervals as best I could recall. The whole incident had only taken about ninety seconds.
Detective Burr had me describe my background, nodding in validation of his own assumption, that I had special training – as a Green Beret. Burr showed me a gallery of about thirty mug shots on his computer and asked for me to identify anyone I knew. Without hesitation or equivocation, I identified the four bikers in the fight, linking them to the funny names I'd used. He asked a few clarifying questions, printed out my statement, had me sign it, and then asked for me to wait in an anteroom while he interviewed Betty Sue – who had been waiting outside as we talked.
When she was through, Burr came out with her and talked to the two of us. The four bikers had a long list of assault and battery charges, as well as a few felonies scattered here and there. All had been in jail or prison. The three survivors had been treated for their injuries and were now locked up in the County Jail. All had been arraigned that morning, and pleaded not guilty. Betty Sue had no qualms about testifying about their rape attempt and the fight. Burr mentioned that several of the other witnesses had already given statements and were ready to testify if needed.
Burr said the problem with the not guilty pleas is that they are guilty. We have statements from you two and five others that saw part or all the fight, particularly when you got shot and when the fourth man got shot. Ultimately, these guys will do a plea deal with the prosecuting attorney. Wingman, as you called him, will get manslaughter and attempted rape convictions. Turk will do a term for attempted murder and rape. The third man will do time for attempted rape.
Burr got contact information from the two of us, just in case they wanted us to testify. He reaffirmed, however, that mostly likely our part in this sordid chapter was over unless the men decided they wanted a jury trial. We thanked each other, and left.

* * * * *After a week with Betty Sue on a soft food diet, I was ready to eat a buffalo. Finally, one of the ER docs I'd been seeing gave me the green light to go back to normal meals with only a few restrictions. Thus, on a recommendation from Detective Burr, I took Betty Sue to the Epiphany Café in Tuscaloosa, a romantic little restaurant with superb service, cuisine, and ambiance. We were having our first real date. We cooed and pawed over each other, made racy comments to each other, and took turns telling each other sexy stories from our lives. We also shared more about ourselves.
Despite being a decade younger, Betty Sue proved unusually insightful about my grief over Karen's death a few months earlier. She carefully asked whether I wanted to talk about anything 'there.' I finally told her about the discovery that Karen had lived in a group setting for a couple of years, and that she'd experimented with women – both points she'd kept a secret from me. Betty Sue carefully rationalized Karen's choices, trying to make me feel more comfortable with Karen's decisions when she made them, as well as her decision to keep them secret from me.
Despite her own innocence, Betty Sue could see that I'd carried simplicity and moral purity into our marriage. She carefully explained that the world really didn't operate on that level, even though many people wanted it to be that way. She said, "We all want things to be black and white, with clear and easy decisions to make, but things just aren't like that – like the ad agencies would like us to think. Like your late wife, she fell in love with a bunch of other people instead of just one, and she let that play out. She also discovered she felt romantic attachment with some other women – even her sister – and she went with those feelings. I think she was wonderful to see she could do those things. I wouldn't worry that she couldn't share them with you at the time; you just weren't on her wavelength at all back then. Maybe you are now ... maybe you're not. Does it really matter?"
Just those simple words from her gave me more to think about. Her last words made me think about how my boundaries and values were changing now ... right now. I again tried to act out in my head how I would react if Karen were alive and she came home and told me those revelations about herself. I even conjured up some other things that might be tough decisions based around some of the fantasy things (if they were), that Kim and I had talked about my last afternoon with her in Florida.
I asked Betty Sue, "Would you have lived in a group setting and loved multiple people?"
She gave me a smile, "Maybe. I'm wound pretty tight due to the jerk who I was engaged to. I lost trust in men and in myself. So I'd have to loosen up and regain my trust before I could be adventuresome in living arrangements. My friends always chide me about my rigidity, but I'm doing a lot better especially after being with you this week! What I have loved most this week isn't the sex – although it has been great, it's the sharing and loving that I have felt with you this week. So I imagine I could even get into something with a group and even another girl under the right circumstances.
We chatted some more over dinner, but one thing seemed to hang over us: my inevitable departure on the rest of my road trip. Without preamble, she asked, "Do you think we'll ever see each other again after you leave?"
"To be honest, I don't know. However, someday I might come back and see you again. It won't be for a while." I spoke quietly too, hoping the tone of my voice would signal the caring I felt for her. I also needed to be entirely honest with her; there were no hidden agendas here.
Betty Sue got up from her chair, and came and knelt beside me. I stroked Betty Sue's hair as she lay against me. I could tell she was sad, and I didn't know what I could say to change that.
Suddenly, she popped up and said in an upbeat tone, "You know, I accomplished what I set out to do last weekend."
"How's that?" I asked, now curious about her change of direction.
"Remember, I told you my girlfriends were telling me to loosen up?" she said.
I nodded.
"So, I got up enough courage – at first, aided by a little beer – to enter that wet t-shirt contest. You were there. I shimmied and shook my boobs at everyone. My thong got wet too – it was as transparent as my t-shirt. The audience could see EVERYTHING! And then, I almost got raped, but some really nice knight came along on his white horse and rescued me, but not without doing some damage to himself. And then, I spent the next week shacked up with this knight broadening my sexual horizons every which way." She paused, "I have topped anything any of my friends have EVER done. I've got more stories about being free, loose, and carefree from this week than any of them all put together have ever imagined."
Betty Sue giggled. She whispered, "I bet you I've had more sex this week than all my girlfriends put together have had in the past year too. How'd you ever learn how to get a girl to cum so many times; you are truly a girl's dream come true." After a long pause, she said softly and in a sexy voice, "So don't feel guilty because you're leaving. My God, I'm the happiest person in Alabama right now." After another long pause, she said, "And ... well, this wasn't a competition. I really like you. I knew instantly when I saw you. I will treasure these few days the rest of my life, even if we never meet again."
When we left the restaurant, Betty Sue asked, "Would you do me a favor? Would you come and visit two of my friends with me ... just for a couple of minutes?"
"Sure."
Betty Sue made a cell phone call, and then we drove about ten minutes to another town house development. She led me to one of the units, and amid shrieks of joy and the careful appraisals by two young women, I let her do her 'Show 'n Tell' with me to two of her friends that roomed together – Laurel and Katie.
I tried to look my 'hunkiest,' yet remain a perfect gentleman, and one especially attentive to Betty Sue – something easy to do. I was my conversational best. I dismissed my gunshot wounds as a small price to pay for finding someone as charming at Betty Sue, a point that made both women swoon and roll their eyes at their friend. We left after half an hour.

* * * * *The next morning, I awoke with Betty Sue nestled into my body. My side hurt; I resolved to take one of painkillers when I got out of bed. I studied the pretty blond as I rested my head on my hand. A few minutes later, her clock radio started to play a gentle little tune from her iPod that had been plugged into the top slot. She stretched next to me, smiled, and kissed me on the chest.
Betty Sue said in a happy but a groggy voice, thick with sleep, "I could stay here all year ... but you have to find your way into Mississippi and the rest of the country, and I have to go back to work."
I nodded.
She sat and swung her legs out of bed, her pendulous breasts swaying as she moved. I captured that image to remember forever. She stood and stretched, also creating a marvelous sight picture to remember her by. She turned to me with a coy glance obviously aware of the effect her nude body might have on my libido. "Want to join me for a shower? I'll tape up your wound so the bandages won't get wet."
I agreed, and a few minutes later thanks to a plastic trash bag and some duct tape; I joined her in the shower. We took turns cleansing all the little nooks and crannies on our bodies, with Betty Sue taking special precautions with my wounds.
Remarkably, we didn't make love. I commented, and she agreed, that the previous night was the best possible send off and departure we could make for each other. After coming home from that romantic dinner and a short visit to her friends, we'd made love several times – tender, sweeping love that took us to other dimensions of the soul and spirit.
I packed up my things and loaded them onto my motorcycle with my morass of bungee cords. Betty Sue did the things a pretty woman does in the morning to impress the world with her beauty. We hugged and kissed tenderly in the parking lot, saying all the right words about staying in touch, remembering each other forever, and thanking each other for coming into the other's life.
I mounted the motorcycle, and she kissed me goodbye again, ending by holding her finger against my lips. I watched two tears slowly run down each cheek and felt the heart pain of departure from someone dear.
I rode out of the apartment parking lot, looking back briefly to see her waving – a gorgeous woman I was proud to know. I wondered what awaited me next as I accelerated onto the main road – soon heading west on U.S. 82 to Mississippi. This trip had turned out nothing like I expected it to be when I left New England.



Chapter 6
Louisiana
"Here's yar dinner."
I responded, "Do you have some wine, maybe a 1995 Chardonnay? Two glasses, if you can join me."
"Wise ass. Keep up that kinda stuff asshole and the judge tomorrow won't ever let you get out of here."
I sat in the corner bunk in a jail cell in Alexandria, Louisiana. The room was hot, fetid, and smelled of urine. I reflected back that only two hours earlier I had been sitting astride my motorcycle minding my own business near the town square, and working my iPhone to get directions to the home of an Army buddy – another Green Beret – named Andy Jefferson.
Then in a blink of an eye, I'd been accosted by three police officers, frisked and handcuffed while under the cover of drawn weapons, accused of armed robbery, and dumped in a jail cell. Supposedly, I knocked over a 7-11 convenience store around one o'clock in the afternoon, as well as one the previous evening. I'd been told an eyewitness nailed the description of the motorcycle and me, so there had been no doubt I was the felon the arresting officers sought. I'd been allowed one phone call, so I called the only person I knew in the area – Andy.
Dinner – without the Chardonnay – consisted of a helping of cold spaghetti with ketchup over the top instead of marinara sauce, cold mashed potatoes, turnips, a very small wedge of limp three-week-old lettuce, and a metal mug of water. I found myself hungry enough to sample the first two items on the tray, yet I wondered if I would contract some dread disease from the food. After eating, I settled back in the bunk to contemplate my future in this two-bit town.
About eight o'clock at night as I lay dozing in the lumpy bunk in the cell, the deputy on duty came and slammed his nightstick against my cell bars: "Hey, Mr. Motorcycle Man, wake up. You have a visitor." He turned and walked away, leaving behind him an absolutely stunning older woman in business attire and carrying a briefcase.
She spoke brusquely, "You James Mellon?"
I nodded as she approached the cell. She looked me over, and then pulled over a rickety chair from the corner of the hallway that gave access to the six cells in the local jail. I was the only tenant. She sat on the other side of the bars, opened her briefcase in a most businesslike manner, pulled out a pad of yellow paper and looked at me. "Talk. Tell me the story about why you're in here. I'll see whether I can get you off."
"You are?" I asked politely as I sat upright and moved to be closer to her on my cot.
"I am Attorney Lacie Landers and your only hope of a short sentence in the kangaroo court that presides over this town. Judge Entwhistle is ruthless. Now talk."
"And you got here because?"
"Because you called your Army buddy – Andy Jefferson, and he called me because I am the best. Now talk, I've got better things to do on a Monday night than baby sit you all night."
I thought for a moment and decided to give her a compressed version of the past six months.
I started with some sarcasm, "I'll talk fast so you can get back to your astounding social life that I have pulled you from. First off, Andy and I were in the Green Berets together. I haven't seen him yet; that was the purpose of my visit to Alexandria. It's been over nine years since I saw him."
Attorney Lacie Landers started to scribble wildly on a yellow pad of paper with a scratchy ballpoint pen.
I went on, "Six months ago, I wouldn't have taken this trip, but Karen, my wife died at age thirty-two. Her death hit me hard so I decided to take a long ride to clear my head and put her wrenching illness and death behind me. I found a derelict motorcycle that had been my Dad's and worked for two months restoring the bike. I'm meandering my way through the forty-eight lower states ultimately aiming at my sister's home in San Diego. I've come down the east coast mostly, and then up to Alabama from the Florida Gulf Coast, across through Mississippi, and then into Louisiana to here."
Attorney Landers looked at me over the top of her readers, "And your little encounter with the 7-11 store about one o'clock this afternoon and last evening?"
I shrugged, "Sorry, but the last time I was in a 7-11 store was probably in Maine, two months ago – to pay for gas I put in my motorcycle."
"So you didn't go to two different stores, pull a gun and hold it on two cashiers, and then rip each of them off for a couple of hundred dollars each?"



"Nope. Since I left the Army I haven't held a gun, although I have encountered one, as recently as ten days ago." I pulled up my shirt and pointed to the bandages on my left side: "I got shot – the bullet went through without too much damage. Still healing. Reminds me, I need my meds – antibiotics I'm supposed to be taking twice a day. They're in the right-side saddle bag of my motorcycle in a little brown plastic bottle."
Landers studied me a moment: "You were shot. What were you doing?"
"Well, ma'am, I was preventing the rape of a young woman by four men who took serious issue with me stopping their fun. As a result, one of them died, two went to hospital with badly broken limbs, and the fourth didn't remember anything because he'd been out cold after I punched him once."
Attorney Landers said, "Tell me the details of that encounter too – when, where, police involvement, and so on." I laid it all out for her, referring her to the business card in my confiscated wallet that Lieutenant Burr had given me so we could stay in touch. She continued wildly on her yellow pad, and then asked, "Where were you about two o'clock this afternoon?"
I thought for a moment then responded, "I was just leaving Tensas River Wildlife Preserve up north of here. I wanted to get a campsite near Alexandria before dark, and then announce my presence in town to my buddy. Instead, as you probably figured out, my friend Andy Jefferson became my one call from jail. I knew he'd know the best attorney in town. Thank you for coming on such short notice."
Attorney Lacie Landers again wrote rapidly on her page. For all I knew, she could have been writing a chapter to some erotic story to post on the Internet. Eventually, she paused in her scribbling and said, "And last night – where were you about ten o'clock? The clerk from one store liked your mug shot and the picture of your motorcycle." She gestured towards the booking desk outside the cell area with a toss of her head.
I smiled at her question and recalled the sexual romp I'd been in the middle of about ten o'clock the previous evening with Betty Sue Meyers in Tuscaloosa. Without the sexual details, I explained this to Attorney Lacie Landers. She took frantic notes.
"Can you give me the full names and numbers of any witnesses that can give you an alibi?"
I rattled off Betty Sue's full name, address, and phone number from memory, and also referred her to Detective Burr in Tuscaloosa. I also explained that I'd had an interesting discussion with a receptionist-guide at the Wildlife Preserve that afternoon and that we'd even noted the time since I wanted to leave to get to Alexandria to see Andy. I did not recall the receptionist's name, but I described the girl and told Lacie I had a small brochure from the Preserve in my papers on my motorcycle. The Attorney's pen flew across the yellow pad, pages turning rapidly as she filled one page and went on to the next.
Finally, Attorney Lacie Landers stopped and studied me. I studied her as well. Around fifty, all business, well to do – dressed in expensive clothes and jewelry, trim but stacked, and fit – probably used a gym four days a week, unmarried – or didn't wear rings, and on afterthought probably hid from a good part of the life around her by being a workaholic and pushing herself to do fourteen-hour days.
Attorney Lacie Landers stood abruptly. In an apologetic tone, she added, "You'll have to spend the night. Sorry. With your permission, I'll ask for your arraignment to be postponed to Wednesday morning; then I can verify your alibis and even share that information with Alexandria's finest. When they see they've got the wrong person, maybe they'll let you go with no formal arrest being recorded. I'll be on this right away." She packed up her briefcase with her pad and pens as she talked. "I'll check back here with you first thing in the morning – you need anything?"
I nodded and said I needed a decent sandwich, my meds from my bike's saddlebags, and some water to wash them down. Abruptly, she turned and left the small cell area.
A few minutes later the deputy came into the hallway carrying my antibiotics and another metal mug of water. I took my dose and handed the mug and pills back to him. He remained silent throughout the entire exchange. I thought, well, two out of three isn't bad.
After the deputy had left, I lay down on the bunk and tried to get a full night's sleep. Although the cell was smelly and the bed uncomfortable, I'd slept in worse places – lots worse - during my stint as a Green Beret.

* * * * *I didn't sleep well in the jail cell, not because of any angst due to my arrest, and not because the cot was uncomfortable. Instead, my mind raced with thoughts of Karen and the women I'd met on my trip.
I ruminated about Betty Sue. She'd been young, bubbly, and very sexy, plus she was comfortable to be around, caring and loving. I laughed aloud imagining the details of my visit that she was no doubt sharing with her girlfriends that very evening, proving once and for all that she was not 'up tight.' I left a piece of my heart with her. I had been lucky to have her by my side (and other places) as I recuperated from my gunshot.
A bigger piece of my heart remained with Kim Hume. I resolved to send her an email about the rape and shooting when I got out of jail. I wanted to see her again, not to displace her from her husband, but to just be with her again in whatever setting and geography time would allow.
I thought about the differences between Kim and Betty Sue, and what they had given me. Kim molded the world in front of her the way she wanted it to be, and more importantly, she helped lift me up from my depression about Karen's death to a better place. She'd also helped me to be a better person, particularly in my romantic skills. Kim and I had chemistry.
Alternatively Betty Sue had abruptly given in to her friends' nagging to let loose and open herself to adventure. When circumstances unexpectedly brought me into her life, she welcomed me into her home and her heart. Talking to her and hearing her insights about polyamorous relationships, helped me think through how Karen might have thought about such things when she was in her twenties.
I had to admit to my ineptitude around women before this road trip. I'd learned enough to make it though eight years with Karen, but she'd been so tolerant of my moods, and I guess my plain vanilla lovemaking skills. I guess she knew that she would have seriously wounded my ego to call attention to either, and now I realize how more experienced she was in life – in sex.
My serial interactions with Lauren, June, Jan, and Trish had been interesting dalliances. Lauren and I both knew something serious could develop between us, but I wasn't ready. I wondered if I could ever adapt to her being a Karen-lookalike, even with all the love we obviously had for each other. I wished I could revisit the four of them armed with the techniques and mindset that Kim had imbued me with.

* * * * *Attorney Lacie Landers appeared about eleven thirty the next morning. Leading her into the cellblock were two men, both detectives I guessed since they were in civilian clothes. Attorney Landers briefly introduced them: Detectives Roux and Fournier.
The taller and older man spoke first as they walked up to my cell: "Mr. Mellon, Attorney Landers here has proven to us that you have what we call iron clad alibis for the times of the two robberies we're investigating. Can you confirm what she told us?"
I stood as he talked. I responded in a friendly way, "Yes, I believe so. I explained to her yesterday that I'd been miles away up north of here yesterday when your 7-11 store was robbed, and the night before I'd been with a friend in Tuscaloosa. I gave Attorney Landers all the contact information I could remember. Fortunately for me, I'd talked to people in both locales that should remember me being there around the times of your robberies."
Attorney Landers spoke in an authoritative voice to the detectives: "Let me reiterate what I told you earlier, yesterday afternoon at two-fifty, the time of the robbery on King Street, Mr. Mellon stood talking to Margaret Pilon, a guide at the visitor center of the Tensas River National Wildlife Refuge about three hours ride north of here. The evening before he was in the company of a Miss Betty Sue Meyers, a woman he met in Alabama when he prevented her rape. Near the time of the robbery, he also met two of Miss Meyers' friends in Tuscaloosa. Mr. Mellon could have been no where near Alexandria at the time of the evening robbery that you arrested him for." She crossed her arms across her chest as though she dared the men to disagree with her.
The shorter detective, Roux, with long shaggy hair turned to me and said, "Do you want to add anything Mr. Mellon? We've talked to the people she mentioned, and they confirm your story."
I spoke, "Only that I'm on your side. If you need a character reference talk to Detective Lieutenant Howard Burr of the Tuscaloosa, Alabama Police. We spent some time together a week ago and I think he can also vouch for me – and my motives. And, now, when can I get out of here?"
The taller detective, Fournier, spoke first, "Yes, very soon. We have to get a release from the district attorney, but that's already in process, and should be here any minute."
The detectives nodded to each other and filed out leaving Attorney Landers and me standing a few feet apart, separated by the rather sturdy metal bars of my cell door. When they were out of earshot she said, "You'll be out of here very soon. They're not in the practice of annoying Judge Entwhistle with defendants who have iron clad alibis."
I told her, "I'm most grateful to you – for your work getting me out of this stew. I gather you did quite a bit of homework and then dumped it on their desk to verify. I know you'll bill me for your time, but I'd also like to do something nice for you – after I'm out of here. Can I take you to dinner or buy you a drink?"
Attorney Lacie Landers cocked her head to one side and studied me for a full minute in silence; then she smiled and spoke in a husky voice that she hadn't used before: "You are my client up until you walk out that door a free man. After that, I'd be delighted to talk with you under better conditions and in better quarters. At that time, I'm Lacie – not Attorney Landers." She looked around the otherwise empty cellblock to be sure no one else had heard her acceptance, and flashed me a disarming smile.
We chatted a little longer, until Detective Roux opened the door to the cellblock and came in carrying a key. He said, "Everything's been signed off, so we're releasing you. Just know that somewhere out there," he gestured over his shoulder to the outside world, "there's a guy who looks like you, riding a carbon copy of your motorcycle, and committing felonies." He unlocked the cell door and let it swing with a loud squeak back on its hinges.
The detective pulled two grainy photos taken by security cameras from his pocket and handed them to me. In the first, a man about my age stood holding a gun on the clerk behind the counter of a 7-11 store; he looked a lot like me in build, hair color, and even facial features – we could have been brothers. In the second, an outdoor shot from another camera, the same man had just mounted a Harley Softail motorcycle the same color as mine with a lot of chrome, but not identical to the sharp eye; he traveled light, for unlike me he carried no luggage or bedroll. Now, I understood why when the cops saw me, they immediately arrested me. They must thought that they had lucked out to find their villain so quickly.
The detective offered another piece of advice, "If I were you, I'd leave the area before we have you back in here again. This person is around here somewhere and will probably pull something else off." He chuckled, "Make sure you have good alibis for a while."
I asked a few other questions, collected the pile of things that had been on my motorcycle from a uniformed officer in the booking room, and went outside with Lacie to reclaim my motorcycle.
I explained, "I need to see my friend Andy for a few hours this afternoon, and then I'll be ready for dinner – you'll need to recommend a place and tell me how to connect with you. Also, what's the best motel around here?"
Lacie responded in a friendly way to my questions, suggesting we meet at a restaurant and aiming me at Susan's Cottages just west of the town – she gave the place a strong recommendation that later proved to be accurate. The cottages were super clean, neat, and just the thing after the night in the jail cell. After a few other formalities, Lacie and I parted ways for a while

* * * * *Andy Jefferson still had that hard exterior ingrained in us during our Special Ops training: mine had softened, his hadn't. He and I had been in the same Ops training together, and then in the same unit. We trusted each other with our lives; we worked hard; and we played even harder.
Our initial conversation as he pulled me into his house with a grand hug of welcome dealt with my brief incarceration and the whole situation of mistaken identity. I explained about my alibis and how it had just taken the police a while to verify I'd not been near the scenes of their robberies.
We sat on Andy's front porch with beers talking about what it was like to be a civilian – and eventually how I was doing after Karen's death. Andy told his story in a slow modulated tone with a deep bass you'd expect from someone as tall, and as broad as he was, "I mustered out when my third tour was up; I was thirty-two and all these kids were joining Special Ops; they could do what I'd been doing faster, better, and all while texting messages to each other." Somewhere along the line he'd picked up a beautiful wife I'd only seen in snapshots and now he had two children – a boy in kindergarten and a girl in third grade.
Andy found a new talent in writing about sports for regional newspapers and magazines. On the road a lot, he had been noticed by ABC and hoped to jump into covering sports events that rated national coverage. I'd caught him at home between the weekends when he usually jumped around the Deep South covering nearly any newsworthy sport with that label on it.
Eventually, Andy laughed and said, "I forgot to ask you, what'd you think of Lacie Landers – she's the best defense attorney in this state if you ask my opinion."
I praised her efforts as my attorney and getting me sprung so quickly. I noted her attractive looks in a side comment and explained I had a dinner date with her to thank her for acting so promptly on my behalf.
Andy said with a raise of eyebrows, "You going to try to tap that tonight? That's some fine southern ass there – aged to perfection, I'd say. However, I have to warn you. She has the reputation as impossible to get. There's no one in town whose name has been linked with her. Oh, sure, there have been guys who tried to thaw her out but none have succeeded as far as I know."
I smiled like a Cheshire cat and said, "I'm one to let nature take its course. Anyway, she's older ... probably not that inclined to hop in bed with someone that was just her client and is ten years younger."
"You gotta get back in the saddle my friend," Andy chided. We'd already talked about Karen's passing and my grief. I'd explained about how the motorcycle trip had become symbolic of putting the pain from her death behind me while I kept the great memories.
I responded with another grin, "And what made you think I'm not 'back in the saddle'?"
Andy looked surprised, and gestured for me to start talking. "Come on, share. No secrets, remember?" Years earlier, there was nothing we didn't know about each other.
I recounted my travels to date, telling Andy in a circumspect way about Lauren, the Circle in Pennsylvania, Kim and our trip from North Carolina to Florida – and even being exhibitionists for her husband, and finally my adventure in rescuing Betty Sue in Alabama.
Andy looked at me with total amazement, trying to gage whether I'd been fabricating my encounters. In the end, he just reached over and shook my hand to illustrate his high regard for me.
As an afterthought he added, "Yes, tonight Attorney Lacie Landers will get screwed ... that'll be a laugh, the lawyer getting screwed for a change."

* * * * *A few minutes after seven that evening I met Lacie Landers at the Diamond Grill in downtown Alexandria – an upscale restaurant now residing in the space that had once been the area's most exclusive jewelry store. Even with my dressiest slacks, shirt, and windbreaker, I felt underdressed for the upscale restaurant – living off a motorcycle has its limitations. She assured me I was fine, and I put my appearance worries behind me. Dinner was a superb blend of tastes emphasizing Creole cooking.
I found Lacie easy to talk to. She'd left the hard exterior of the criminal lawyer at home. I figured that out before she'd said a word when I found her alone in the restaurant's bar: she wore a short leather skirt and spike heels that showed off a really beautiful pair of legs that her slacks had hidden in our earlier meetings. A white silk blouse completed the ensemble – a blouse that showed cleavage provided a tanned backdrop for the multiple necklaces she wore.
Lacie drew me out, getting my entire life story in more detail than she'd done when I sat in the nearby jail cell only twenty-four hours earlier. She commiserated with me over losing Karen, and when she heard about my little ritual of putting some of Karen's ashes to the wind in pretty locales, she expressed a wish to show me a special place that I might like to use for Louisiana.
I learned much about Lacie's life too: born in New Orleans, schooled at Tulane, and a law degree from Penn, she'd come back to Louisiana, passed the bar, and opened up a practice that covered about anything that came in the door. Her more interesting cases in her opinion were the criminal cases, so that became her focus. Over time, she had built up a reputation as a winning defense attorney despite how difficult the cases were. Now, she was sought after throughout the southeast, and increasingly found herself limiting her engagements to those closer to home. I realized how well known she was by how often she nodded or got acknowledged by some of the other patrons in the restaurant.
She had created a 'machine' as she called it, with an office only a couple of blocks from the restaurant. The 'machine' comprised another couple of younger lawyers, some paralegals, and a bevy of clerks and secretaries, all belonging to 'Landers and Associates, Esq.' She told me she was about to annex in a local private investigating company as well.
As we left the restaurant, I expected we'd part company but instead Lacie said, "Come with me, but first get the little envelope of ashes you might want to spread at a pretty place in Louisiana." She was reverent and polite, so I followed her lead, digging in one of my saddlebags for the small pack of envelopes.
Lacie drove a silver Porsche Boxster. The restaurant valet brought the car whose top was down to the curbside in front of the Diamond Grill. I turned down her offer to drive and got into the passenger seat.
In seconds, we were on Interstate 49 heading west out of the downtown area at a very high rate of speed. Lacie drove fast – very fast. We covered about four or five miles in two minutes, and then she turned off the highway and wove along some dirt roads into an open field situated on a promontory by the Red River – a tributary to the Mississippi.



Lacie explained, "I got this land as payment for case I handled a few years ago. Mostly, kids with dirt bikes use it during the day. I love to come out here at night or when no one's around – to one particular spot that I hope to have as my backyard some day soon. With the moon up the way it is, you'll be able to see what I mean."
Indeed, she parked and led me by the bright light of a full moon down to the edge of the Red River. The path was worn and obvious, even in the moonlight. At the bottom of a small dip sat a log, carefully placed as a seat for two overlooking the wide river.
Lacie was right that this was a beautiful place. I walked alone down to the water's edge, scattered some of Karen's ashes into the water, and allowed myself a long moment of solitary reflection.
I shut my eyes and thought of Karen. She'd loved to travel, and would have loved the trip I'd been taking on the motorcycle. What would this trip have been like with my wife along? Would I have loosened up sexually as much as I had or remained a tight ass prude?
Lacie stood about fifty feet behind me as I stood gazing at the rippling water of the river. A cold wind suddenly rushed by me, and I shuddered, but I was left with the thought that everything would be all right, and that I should continue to do what I'd been doing. The experience lasted only tens seconds, and in retrospect it scared me a little.
I looked back at Lacie over my shoulder. The moon and a few stars backlit her silhouette. I took a mental snapshot of the beautiful scene ... and the beautiful woman.
I held out one arm to her, a welcoming gesture. She walked down the path somehow, her high heels seeming not to make a difference in how she walked on the rough path.
Lacie flowed into my arms, and into our first kiss; neither of us had any doubts, hesitation, or reservation about the kiss nor where it would take us. This seemed so natural.
In half an hour we'd recovered my motorcycle at the restaurant, I'd followed Lacie to her home, and we were nude in her bed crushed together by mutual agreement. Amid a thousand kisses, we explored each other's bodies by the light of several candles lit in her bedroom.
Lacie proved to be an energetic lover, putting her body into our love act as much as I did – even more so some of the time. She proved agile, especially when I had her legs over my shoulders, and she still found the muscles to thrust her body against mine. She wanted to make the sex last as long as I did, thus, we alternated the pace from rapid and driving to an orgasm at full speed to freezing in position, unmoving against each other with every muscle taut with expectation.
She found favor in my spiritual and Tantric control and told me so. I found favor with her luscious full breasts, even burying my face deep in her cleavage between sucking on her erect nipples. I found favor in the crop of pubic hair surrounding her nether region that I liked to stroke and comb with my fingers. I also found favor in the taste and aroma of her sexual juices as I sucked and tongued her to an orgasm. I told her all these things and got more kisses and sex in return.
She wanted to get close to an orgasm and hold the tension as I worked up to my own. We tried once, but in my enthusiasm I tripped her over the edge.
"Oooooooooooh God!" Lacie moaned into my shoulder and her fingers raking my back. I paused not quite ready for my own release. She wanted to try again.
The second time she nodded to me and our eyes held each other as I pistoned deeply in and out of her body. I warned her, and all she did was nod that she'd heard me. "Cum deep inside me. I want your juice," she gasped out.
We exploded together this time, both of us arching our backs in an animal way to ensure deep delivery of seed to egg. Lacie's arch lifted most of her body from the bed and up into my body.
We collapsed beside each other, remaining coupled as we cooed to each other about the wonderment of the sex act and how well we'd each pleased the other.
Lacie cuddled into my body, and we fell asleep.

* * * * *Sensual sexual pleasure slowly awoke me, and I relished it with my eyes closed. It was still nighttime, and the moonlight was still shining in the window of Lacie's candle lit bedroom. I figured we had only slept for a short while, maybe a half-hour. Lacie had my flaccid cock in her mouth, using a hand to fondle my sac as her tongue worked wonders on my turgid shaft. I moved my head slightly so I could suck on one of Lacie's large nipples, feeling the little bumps on the wide areola that surrounded her erect nibs.
Then, it hit me. WAIT! How could Lacie be in two places simultaneously?
I sat bolt upright in bed.
Beside me, Lacie reclined holding a breast up for me to suck on. She smiled at me, obviously wide-awake.
I discovered at my midsection, a head bobbing excitedly around my shaft – a second naked woman with brilliant black hair.
"Oh, my God," I exclaimed. I used my feet to propel myself about a foot up the bed to the headboard.
Lacie said in a calm and quieting voice, "Jim, I'd like you to meet my daughter Lyndsey – everyone calls her Lindy. She works with me – in so many ways."
Lindy looked up at me without breaking lip lock with my cock, having followed my hasty retreat when I realized a third person was in the room. She smiled at me with the corners of her mouth and her pretty eyes. She was even more beautiful than her mother as far as I could tell. I could feel her breasts rubbing sensually against my legs.
An awkward silence prevailed for a few moments as Lacie and I watched Lindy bringing me to full attention.
Lindy then broke away from me, lapped her lips, and moved her body over mine. In an instant, she'd impaled herself on my steel shaft that she'd worked so hard to revive. Her head dropped to mine, and she tried to drive her tongue into my mouth and down to my toes.
I automatically kissed back, but my mind became a jumble. The closest I'd been to having simultaneous experiences with two women was in Pennsylvania. Jan came into the room just after June, and I had made love; they both stayed the night, although there was no sex play. Trish had come in too, but again, it was fun – even teasing – to have three naked women in the room with me, but there was no sex play except one-at-a-time with each of them.
This was different. Lacie and I had just had a beautiful fuck – romantic even, after a pleasant dinner and time at her waterfront acreage. But now, her daughter – her DAUGHTER – was giving me a vigorous fuck while Lacie looked on!
I realized that my brain was fried ... or at least on a fast sizzle. I had barely met Lindy, yet here she was fucking me – or having me fuck her – or ... whatever. Hell, she started on my blowjob before we'd even been introduced. On top of that, her MOTHER lay beside me. I thought, 'Oh, my God, I've in the middle of an incestuous lesbian relationship,' AND I'm having sex with two women at the same time. Is this moral ... legal ... ethical ... decent? Do I want this to be happening?
Because of the divine stimulation Lindy's pussy was giving to my lower anatomy, I couldn't even begin to answer those questions. My head dropped back on the pillow in the thick fog of sex. Make a decision? Heck, I barely knew my name.
Now, I saw Lindy's young body: full ripe breasts, large areola, erect nipples – all like her mother's; a trim figure; a couple of discrete tattoos on her upper body; and a tight pussy with a cute heart of pubic hair in a strategic location.
I mumbled after a minute of intense throbbing deep inside her, "Lindy, I'm impressed with you so far, and it is indeed a pleasure to meet you – particularly under these pleasant circumstances. Lacie hadn't mentioned she had a daughter." I turned to Lacie who had a wide grin; she stroked my chest. "Might I ask what inspired you to skip all the preliminaries and just jump my bones?"
Lindy and Lacie laughed. Lindy said, "I made some of the calls to confirm your alibis." She gave me a wolfish grin and wiggled her pussy as she pushed down on me with all her weight until I had not another millimeter to offer her. "I am a very thorough interviewer so I had a long and inspiring talk with your close, intimate, and sexy friend Betty Sue Meyers in Tuscaloosa. She spoke in glowing terms about your sexual prowess; in quite explicit detail I might add. By the time I got off the phone with her, I had to jill off I was so horny. I ... well, I decided I needed a piece of you."
"And that's all it took? I will have to send something special to her soon."
Lacie said, "Lindy told me this morning about every detail of the long call she had with Betty Sue. We were both so horny we decided to share you tonight. We don't normally do this."
Catching the nuance in her statement, I said, "Ah ha! You've done this before!"
Lindy laughed; "Yes, with some of the boyfriends I brought home from college, but that was ... well, eight years ago. We've missed this kind of intimacy with each other, and with a willing male." She paused and asked, "You are willing, aren't you?"
"Oh, most definitely." However, despite my definitive answer, most likely coming from my sexually pleased ego, I felt like an unraveling sweater – ragged around the edges, and not certain when the end would come.
Lindy continued bouncing wildly up and down on my cock, and making little squeaks of delight with each bounce. Sometimes, she described some wonderful sensation that swept through her to her mother and me. I knew I would have difficulty maintaining control unless I took the lead in how much stimulation I accepted.
I sat up, sucked briefly on Lindy's left tit, shifted to the edge of the bed, and then stood holding her still attached to my cock with her legs now wrapped around my lower body and her arms around my neck. We kissed, and I thrust a few times up into her body.
Lindy said, "Oh, my. This is fun ... Whew! ... You're hitting part of me – inside – that no one's ever found before. Oh God, this feels ... so good."
I mumbled into one of her breasts, "Your G-spot. You're about to cum really hard."
Practically before I got those words out, Lindy started to cum. With her head held back, she moaned her pleasure, "Oooooooh fuck – fuck me! How'd you do that so fast!" I sustained her orgasm by continuing my gentle thrusts up into her body as we stood, and I bounced her up and down on my cock, holding her ass as I pushed into her and she hung on for the ride. Lacie looked on with great interest as she fondled her breasts.
As Lindy floated down from her climax, I lay her back on the bed. Now, I was in complete control. I stood and drove my prick into her at alternating fast and slow rates as I had with her mother an hour or so earlier. Lindy moaned.
She started to talk dirty to me: "Drive that big beautiful cock into my cunt. Can you smell my girl juices – they're all over your dick. Here smell." She dipped her finger between us and wiped some of the juice from my rod and brought it to my mouth. She had a pleasing sexual aroma. I lapped at her finger.
I replied with some dirty talk of my own, inviting Lacie into our sex act. I wasn't sure what a 'threesome' was all about, but I didn't think one person 'sat it out' while the other two had sex; if that was the case, I couldn't understand all the hoop-rah. I suggested, "Come beside her Lacie, I want to finger your pretty cunt as I fuck your beautiful daughter. Her cunt is as juicy and warm as yours. Have you tasted her recently?" Lacie shook her head; I wetted my finger in Lindy's pussy between strokes and offered it to her and she sniffed and licked at it.
Lacie moaned, "Oh, Jim, you are so sexy – Betty Sue was right; you are one good fuck – maybe the best we've ever had. I'm glad we took her advice and decided to screw around with you. She may come and visit us some weekend – you'll have to come back from your travels and please us all." I fingered Lacie's slit as I pumped into Lindy.
I drove extra hard into Lindy. I said, "A lawyer's clients always get screwed, don't they? I used to think that was awful. Well, this evening didn't play out as I thought, but what a pleasant surprise. Tonight I've changed my whole opinion of lawyers ... well, maybe female lawyers."
Without announcing any change in agenda, I backed out of Lindy and moved to my right where Lacie lay. I drove my pole into her moist cunt. She moaned and looked up at me adoringly. I pumped inside her for about a minute as Lindy watched the two of us, focusing on where our bodies joined.
The little voice inside my head reacted, "Whoa there, buddy! Do you know you are having sex with two women simultaneously, and yes, finger fucking counts as sex? And, what do you think of having sex with mother and daughter simultaneously. A memorable experience, huh?" Now, besides the feel-good experience, aren't you feeling guilty? Immoral?" My body told me to shut up and enjoy the sensations I felt.
After a minute I pulled out of Lacie and moved back to Lindy, again driving my bone into her snatch. I described the act to the two women in vivid terms. Lindy pushed upwards into my body as she came again. I stopped for a moment, until she slumped back on the bed. Then, I changed back to her mother.
Back and forth, switching. We changed positions several times. At my suggestion, Lacie brought her tongue into play, lapping not only at my cock but also at Lindy's clit. Lindy came again.
I reversed the roles of the women so Lindy could lap at her mother as I fucked her from behind. They gave me a five-star rating for ingenuity in our sexual romp. Eventually, Lindy wanted my jizz and insisted that I stop messing around with them and cum. Only a moment later my seed shot into her prone form in a dozen spasms.
I thought we were done, but a minute later the two women shifted into a sixty-nine posture with Lindy on top. They both fingered and lapped at each other's pussies, trying to lap at the cum I'd deposited in each of them. I lay back, amazed at the sex show.
We fell asleep with smiles. Well, actually, Lacie and Lindy fell asleep on either side of me. I lay awake as my mind grappled with what had happened that evening, despite the point that a 'FFM' threesome is most guys' wildest fantasy. Kim had talked about such a threesome with me, but that had more of less been a theoretical discussion, at least up to the point where she begged to have me in the same as Ron had made love to his wife- sort of a 'MMF' encounter. That night scrambled my brain too.
I thought how Karen must have had nights like this before we met, where she and one of her female housemates had fucked the living daylights out of one of the male members of their clan. I suddenly wondered whether she and Lauren had ever double-teamed some guy; I'd have to ask her.
Suddenly, the thought crossed my mind: 'Had Karen been faithful?' My brain hopped around. If I were such a lousy lover ... and she had all this sexual experience ... and maybe sexual drive she maybe didn't want me to know about, did she do stuff with people other than her sister while we were married? I thought of signals I should have sensed; however, nothing seemed to click as any indication of her infidelity.

* * * * *Lacie and Lindy revived me in the morning, and we repeated some of the antics they'd each liked the night before.
As the three of us lay exhausted for a second time (or was it the third time), I asked, "Don't you have to go to work this morning?"
Lacie got a sheepish grin on her face – and so did Lindy. She said, "Well, in anticipation of our screwing the client, we told our staff we wouldn't be in this morning."
I laughed. This cougar and her cub had set their sights on me and succeeded – fortunately. I felt sexually sated once again.
I commented on having to go back to Susan's Cottages to get my stuff. Lindy said in an excited voice, "Oh no you don't. It's downstairs in the living room. I took great care of it, and I checked you out while you were fucking my mother the first time."
"How'd you know to do that?" I posited.
"Text message I got from Mom," Lindy said with a laugh; "one word – 'Fucking.'" We all chuckled, and I tried to think of when Lacie could have possibly sent that message.
We got dressed in a minimum of clothing, and I got served a very sexy breakfast by these two minks. As we ate, they told me in more detail about how they'd moved from the traditional mother-daughter relationship to the broader bisexual relationship they enjoyed. They also told me that some of the other women in their office participated from time to time in their play times. I marveled at what they were telling me. From what my buddy Andy had said, the women were very discrete because no word had gotten out about their larks.
They wheedled out of me some of my recent sexual adventures along my route – besides what they already had been told by Betty Sue. They professed amazement when I talked of the polyamorous groups in Pennsylvania. I could tell I opened some new lines of thinking in the two of them.
After breakfast, we had another romp in Lacie's king-size bed. After we finished, we showered, and I got Lindy to help apply new bandages to my gun shot wounds. She was tender and kissed near each area before she applied the oversize Band-Aids, balm, and dressing. I noted how pleasant it is to have a nude nurse nearby.
Dressed only in short robes that left little to the imagination, the two women helped me load my gear on the Harley which had been snugly parked overnight in Lacie's garage. Each asked intelligent questions about the bike; something I never got tired of talking about.
After promises to not only stay in touch, but also to come back and visit again – for a longer stay, Lindy and Lacie took turns pushing their lithe bodies against me and kissing me goodbye. Lindy insisted that I finger each of them with different hands so I could recall each of them for at least the afternoon. They made me promise not to wash my hands. That little sex act culminated my visit with the two of them.

* * * * *I left Alexandria and headed north on US 167. I studied the map and figured I'd head for Little Rock and then from there go to Memphis and Nashville so I could pick up those two states, and at least get a feel for that part of the Nation's geography.
As I rode I thought about the increasing number of attractive women I'd come in contact with along my route: Lauren, the Circle women in Pennsylvania, Kim, Betty Sue, and now Lacie and Lindy Landers. I counted, eight women, and they were all so fine.
Each encounter had a spiritual component to it; sure lust had its place, yet I had loving and tender feelings for each woman that transcended pure lust. I felt something in each dimension with them: mind, body, emotions, and soul. They had each touched those places, and added something new to my life. I briefly wondered how many women I could love at one time. Do we have a limited or an unlimited capacity to love? Until this road trip, I believed love would only happen between two people – soul mates, but I'd started to see that as a limiting belief. A person could love more than one person at the same time.
I acknowledged my own incestuous thoughts about Anna after touching on Lacie and Lindy in my mind. I again thought of Anna's goodbye kisses. The Lacie-Lindy connection was another experience I had that smacked of incest. On several occasions as a teen, I'd gone into Anna's room when she'd been out with friends; I'd rummaged in her hamper to find a pair of her panties – ones that carried her female aroma. I held them to my nose as I masturbated. I did that a dozen times, before the depravity of the situation overwhelmed me, and I stopped.



Would Anna have ever imagined the loving and sexual situations I'd already found myself in? Lauren had been sure I'd have sexual encounters along my route, why not Anna? What would she think of me if she knew?
I decided to stop somewhere on this leg of the trip and send Lauren an email describing my wild romp with the mother-daughter pair in Louisiana. I also needed to mention the erotic week I'd had in Alabama with Betty Sue and tell her how well my gunshot wounds were healing. I knew she'd be worried.
The more I drove, the longer my mental 'To Do' list became as I thought of other people I'd also promised to keep in touch with and a few things I wanted to pick up in a store for when I camped out that night. I sure didn't expect any sexually arousing situations to develop for a good long while. I thought of the past month as highly unusual and far from the norm for a mid-thirties guy riding a motorcycle around the countryside.
I decided to stop in northern Louisiana in a town named Ruston – a beautiful little place with almost as many churches as people. I wondered how they all survived. The town also had a French influence, indicated by some of the names written on mailboxes. I bought a diet coke and found a public library where I could establish a Wi-Fi connection. Instead of going inside, I parked my motorcycle under a shady tree against the building and sat on a bench outside. I didn't want an eager librarian looking over my shoulder as I wrote about my recent escapades.
Before I did anything, however, I found a website that would deliver flowers anywhere in the country. I sent a huge bouquet to Betty Sue. In the card, I said, 'Missing you. You're unforgettable. Love, Jim.' I had them sent to her at her office where she and one of her friends worked. I knew this would set her apart from the others in a special way. I sure hoped to see her again. I'd send flowers to Lacie and Lindy in a few days time.
I wrote Anna an email updating her on my health, my travels, and my plans as far as I'd planned ahead. My email to Lauren contained enough 'hot' material to melt the cables carrying the Internet. In writing her, I found myself aroused rethinking my night with Lindy and Lacie. Lauren had confessed to me earlier about some sapphic episodes with my wife when she was alive – sister and sister. I found that thought arousing too. I tried to imagine how Lauren would react to a mother-daughter act. I took great care describing both Lacie and Lindy, both highly attractive and desirable women. In doing that, I remembered to send Lacie an email asking her to let me know her legal fees for getting me out of jail. Despite our tryst, I intended to pay her in full for her legal services.
I emailed Andy Jefferson too, my friend in Alexandria, telling him he was 'more than right' about Attorney Lacie Landers. Being the almost perfect gentleman, I left out mention of Lindy and any details. Let him wonder what being 'more than right' actually meant.
About the time I finished my coke, I looked up from my shaded seat as a motorcycle rumbled by. Harley Davidson motorcycles have a unique and patented exhaust sound, particularly at low speeds. Many argue that the unique sound alerts other motorists and prevents accidents. Here, it alerted me that another Harley was passing by and that's why I looked.
I looked. I gaped. I could barely believe what I saw.
Not only was it a Harley – it was a motorcycle that looked nearly identical to mine in color and trim. Further, the man riding it was about my age, size, weight, hair color, and facial features. Wearing a headband and similar sunglasses, it would be hard to tell us apart.
I wondered if the rider could have been the man who knocked over the 7-11 stores in Alexandria. I had a sudden urge for vengeance; I wanted some compensation for the highly uncomfortable afternoon, night, and morning I'd spent in the Alexandria jail.
I briefly thought about how a criminal mind might think if they needed some money: travel well outside my usual turf – a hundred miles or more would be perfect, knock over a couple of convenience stores, and then come home. The fact that some 'innocent' got arrested because they looked like me would be fortuitous. I tried to push all those thoughts out of my head. I knew I could make up great stories based on no facts. All I'd seen was a similar motorcycle and a person riding it that sort of looked like me – any other conclusions were specious.
As the bike and rider passed out of sight from my shady bench, I leaped up and ran to the curbside so I could see where they went. The motorcycle continued north on Route 167. I was close enough to Interstate 20 to see that he didn't turn on either the eastbound or westbound ramps; he kept heading north, and then he was out of sight.



Chapter 7
Arkansas
I went back to my bench in the shade and looked up the phone number for the Alexandria, Louisiana Police Department. I called in on the non-emergency number from my cell phone and asked for either Detective Roux or Fournier – the two men that I'd talked to during my arrest and the two that had ultimately released me after they'd checked out my alibis.
"Roux here!"
"Detective Roux, this is Jim Mellon. I ... well, you arrested me two days ago and then ..."
"Yes, yes, I know who you are? What's up?"
"This may sound silly, but I'm north of you in Ruston ... and, well, I just saw my clone – a guy who looks a lot like me on a nearly identical motorcycle. I wanted you to know."
"Hummm. Where is he now?"
I felt stupid, but replied anyway: "Last I saw him, he was riding north through Ruston on U.S. 167. I ... lost sight of him."
"Well, Ruston's a little outside our jurisdiction, but if you see the guy again ... and can safely tie down where he lives or works, I'd appreciate you letting us know. Please don't get involved; let the police handle this."
I acknowledged his suggestion and ended the call. Hopefully, I'd put the seed of an idea out in the Universe to grow and fester in Roux's head. Something might come of it.
When the call ended, my pulse had returned to normal. I collected my laptop and notebook, and walked back to my motorcycle that had been hidden in the shade. After I stowed my gear, I headed north on the highway again.
As I came into El Dorado, Arkansas, I started looking for the motorcycle shop I'd looked up on the Internet. I wanted a seat cover for the Harley that wouldn't heat up to boiling sitting in the sun the way my leather seat did.
A short distance after I turned west on Main Street I saw the cycle store. More surprising, parked in front of it, almost as if it were on display, was the near duplicate of my machine – the one I'd seen earlier.
I made a split-second decision and turned away from the Cycle Shop. A diner sat across the street, so I turned into their parking lot and put my motorcycle in the far back of the lot under a shade tree so it couldn't be seen from the street.
So I could watch, I went into the diner and ordered a diet coke from a pretty waitress, the only worker in the diner. I had a perfect view of the shop across the street. A few minutes later the man who looked like me came out of the store. He had a rag and a can of polish; he wiped down the motorcycle, shined up the chrome, and removed specs of dirt here and there on the machine. He rolled the motorcycle over and parked it with some others that were for sale. Could it be that he worked there?
When the waitress passed by, I flagged her down, smiled, and asked her about the shop across the street: how long had it been there, did she know anyone who worked there, were their prices any good, did they carry parts?
She answered with a sneer, "I don't know about some of that, but two brothers own the place; you'd think they own the whole town the way they carry on. They come in here and bother the other customers. They're bullies."
I noticed how cute the petite waitress was as she talked. She stood by the table wearing a plain gingham dress with a white apron, and her blond hair up in a hairnet. Her face had a scowl on it as she talked about the brothers.
I asked, "They pick on you particularly?"
"Yep," She responded with a toss of her pretty head. "But I spilled hot coffee in Darren's lap one time; I put really hot pepper in John's burger to put him in his place too. Now, they go elsewhere most of the time – thank goodness." She looked smug.
Just then my doppelganger again came out in front of the store to attend to one of the other parked bikes. I gestured at the guy and asked her: "Which one's that? Do you think we look alike?"
She did a double take between the two of us and said, "That's Darren, and you do look similar. John's much older by way. You're not related, are you?"
"No, no," I assured her. "I was just curious. I saw him riding by earlier and wondered."
She accepted my assurances, and then went to wait on one of the other customers.
Since the diner had Wi-Fi, I brought in my computer, ordered a late lunch, and began my stakeout of Darren. I even managed to take a couple of photographs of my double with my iPhone as he paced around the parking lot in front of his shop.
By three o'clock, I was the only patron at the diner. The pretty waitress came by and said playfully, "You should start working here, you've spent almost as much time here today as I have. We do need help, you know."
I gave her a big grin, she inspired that kind of response, "I don't know; so how about you tell me about it." I thought about hanging around town to see if I could catch my lookalike in a criminal act. It was dangerous I knew, but I was really pissed at the guy for making me spend a night in jail.
She got serious for a minute; "We need a counterman – someone who can cook and serve as well. The guy we had quit two weeks ago, and I've been trying to do it all. Daddy used to do it – he still owns this place, but he's the mayor now and doesn't even think about this place except to come by and mooch a free cup of coffee occasionally."
"I can help you out for a few days until you find a permanent person. I worked in a deli just after I graduated high school so I know a little about what you need, but that was a long time ago. In the long term though, I'm just passing through on a road trip."
She asked eagerly, "Can you start right now?"
"Sure, why not?"
We introduced ourselves more formally to each other: Jim and Pat. She gave me the nickel tour of the place, showed me where various food items were kept, explained about the register, and talked about my hours and pay. She talked a mile a minute and covered all these things in about two minutes.
Next I knew, I had on a golf shirt that said 'El Dorado Diner' on the pocket, a white apron, and my own Boston Red Sox baseball cap. I was 'official.' Customers started to come in for the Early Bird Specials or to get a bite to eat before going on the next shift at the timber mill down the road. I served everyone as fast as I could, treating him or her the way I'd want to be treated if I were a customer.
Pat would stop now and then and make a suggestion, or nudge me to a customer that needed something. By eight o'clock, when the diner closed, I was tired. I hadn't worked for almost six months. At least I'd kept up with the dirty dishes part of the time, so the pile wasn't too daunting when I went to clean up.
"What time do you open?" I asked.
Pat said, "Six a.m. I open, close, and work all day – fourteen hours. This is my life right now – Monday to Saturday midday."
I thought of a million things I could have said about that, but I bit my tongue and just nodded. Instead I said, "If I can camp out behind here, in that small clearing behind this place, I can be at work on time."
Pat gave me a funny look. She asked, "You mean you want to sleep out in the back and help me open up – at six in the morning? None of our countermen ever helped open up." I nodded. She said, "OK with me. I'll leave the back door unlocked so you can use the bathroom or if you want a midnight snack." She laughed at her last remark.
"You're trusting. You barely know me."
"I think I'm a good judge of character," She said with a laugh and toss of her head. "Don't disappoint me now, you hear?"

* * * * *I not only was at work on time, I had the place open and running when Pat came in the door at five minutes of six. She looked surprised but didn't say anything; I had six customers at the counter, and bacon, sausage, and eggs on the grill. Later, she took great delight in teaching a northern boy how to cook grits.
One new thing I learned as I frequently looked across the street at Darren's Cycle Shop was that Darren used the Harley that looked like mine to get around, although it was for sale along with several other bikes.
About ten o'clock in the morning, I took a break, and called Detective Roux again. Now, I could tell him where 'my' suspect worked – and by a check of his street address in telephone book, where he lived. I also told Roux that I'd taken a part-time job across the street from the Cycle Shop. Roux admonished me for staying involved, but nonetheless sounded relieved that he'd gotten some sort of break in the case. He asked that I call him back in mid-afternoon; he wanted to think about what I'd told him and talk to some colleagues. As agreed, I emailed him one of the snapshots I'd taken of Darren too.
After the lunch crowd thinned, I re-called Roux. He told me to expect a small package at the diner by FedEx first thing the next morning. He also gave me some detailed instructions, and we talked about how to conduct a small 'Special Ops' task that would help the police. Just thinking about taking action that would compensate for my night in jail gave me a jolt of energy.
Pat noticed my overt curiosity with the cycle shop too.
Pat and I started a little repartee as we worked – tossing comments, compliments, sarcastic remarks, and quips at each other as we passed by. Most of our comments were out of earshot of the customers. There were little things said like: "That's a darling hairnet you're wearing; where do you get these cute little white aprons; didn't the Red Sox 'not' win anything significant for almost a hundred years?"
Towards late afternoon, Pat surprised me by upping the ante – things got subtly physical. Behind the counter, there suddenly wasn't enough room for her to pass by me without sliding her butt against mine; or when I'd done a good job on something, along with the compliment I also got a pat on my fanny – and later, when no one was around, a quick kiss on my cheek. I accused her of being an outrageous flirt, a point she didn't argue.
We also had a more serious conversation that lasted all day between the other banter. We learned a lot about each other, but questions and answers, and parts of answers, were often separated by many minutes as we waited on customers or worked on some culinary delight in the kitchen. We worked well together. I could tell I made it fun for Pat to be at work: yesterday I had sensed drudgery; today I sensed enthusiasm for life and work. She smiled more.
I kept up with the dishes better on my second day, so by closing time there was little for either of us to do. After closing up, Pat came out and saw my camping arrangement. She asked what I did when it rained; I explained about my tarp. She also asked about my showers, a polite way to inquire about my cleanliness I presumed. I explained I'd spent considerable time in the diner's washroom before opening. I also told her I thought I would put myself through the dishwashing machine after she went home – a remark that earned me a playful punch in the arm.
Just before Pat turned to go home for the night, she gave me a serious kiss on the lips – a kiss more significant than the earlier peck on the cheek for a job well done. And then, she turned to her car and left.
I yelled after her, "FLIRT!"
I caught up with my journal that night, sitting in my makeshift tent and madly typing away for an hour. I thought about Karen, my late wife. Somehow, with the internal excitement about this guy Darren and my fascination with Pat, it didn't seem like anywhere near El Dorado would be a good place to spread some of her ashes or even meditate. My brain was a jumble on too many other things.
My internal dialogue about my sexuality continued to rage in my head: how I hadn't been 'open' to hearing about a significant part of Karen's sexuality, the affection of her sister for me, the serial loving of the three women in Pennsylvania, all that Kim had taught me – and the implications of that body of knowledge in terms what I hadn't learned up to that point, the assignation with Betty Sue, and then the playful session with Lacie and Lindy – the mother-daughter combo! I thought of Lauren's prediction about having a sex-filled trip too; how had she known?
In the diner that first full day, whenever someone wanted pie a la mode with vanilla ice cream, I'd reach into the vanilla carton in the freezer and think about my sex life: Mr. Plain Vanilla. Ugh! How could I have remained so naïve until my fucking mid-thirties? I bet Karen knew more about sex and making love when she was fifteen than I did until I met Kim and she took me under her wing ... and into her bed for her class sessions.

* * * * *At eight o'clock the next morning the FedEx deliveryman came into the diner and had me sign for an express package from the Alexandria Police Department. I opened it immediately and inside found two electronic devices – one large and one small. Detective Roux had sent me a miniature global positioning system or GPS data recorder on a magnetic mount, and a slightly larger device with a small directional antenna that could wirelessly interrogate and download the data from the GPS recorder provided you were within one hundred feet of the smaller device. My 'Special Ops' job today that I'd talked to Roux about involved secretly placing the GPS gadget on Darren's motorcycle without being detected or having the device found later by him.
Things slowed down at the diner after nine o'clock, and by ten thirty I felt I could take a break. I asked Pat to cover for me while I ran an errand. She agreed, yet I could tell curiosity nearly overwhelmed her.
I went out the back entrance of the diner, cut behind some of the stores next door to the diner, and walked down the street away from the Cycle Shop. When I got nearly out of sight, I crossed the street, and walked back to Darren's motorcycle dealership. I palmed the device and as I approached the store. I made a beeline for Darren's motorcycle – the one that looked like mine. In two seconds, I'd attached the tracking device to the inside of one of the rear struts. The clearance to the tire and chain was only about a quarter of an inch; I worried that the tracker would fall off if the cycle hit a hard bump; however, it was out of sight unless one did a careful search.
I continued to fawn over the motorcycle, only now standing back and admiring the machine from a distance to reduce suspicion that I'd done anything to the bike in case Darren had been looking outside. About a minute later, Darren came out of the store with a smile and a handshake. "Hi there. Great morning for a motorcycle ride, isn't it? You interested in this baby?" Darren patted the handgrip on the bike nearest him.
I shifted my interest to the next motorcycle in line, and replied from my position about ten feet away from the bike, "Nah, I was just passing by and saw this beauty – had to take a look. What are you asking for it?"



"We're hoping to get $15,000, but we can put you on this bike for something like eight dollars a day. How does that sound?"
I replied, "It does sound interesting and enticing. Let me think about it. I'll be passing by here more frequently for a while. You keep this one around, and I'll keep looking at it." I smiled and gave a wave as I turned and kept walking. Darren went back inside the Cycle Shop.
On the way back to work, I hummed some country song to myself. I used to love music and listen all the time; I liked to sing along to some of the songs I knew, particularly if I knew no one was listening. I could even strum a few chords on a guitar. Since Karen died, my music hobby had fallen by the wayside. I got in the alley that ran behind the diner so I remained hidden from the Cycle Shop. I paused behind the diner and called the Alexandria Police Department and left a message for Detective Roux – "GPS device installed. Tell me when you want its data. Regards, Jim."

* * * * *That afternoon I had to wait on a really cantankerous stereotypical southern gentleman at the counter. Everything I did to please him seemed to lead to a complaint or gripe of some kind. I was too slow, too fast, inaccurate, used stale bread (it wasn't), not cooked right – over cooked or under cooked, or I wasn't polite enough, needed to show some spine, and on and on.
I rolled my eyes at Pat when I'd turned away from him at one point. She seemed to have a special sparkle in her eyes as I mimed my difficulty, so much so, that I began to think something was afoot. Consequently, I redoubled my efforts to please the older gent, this time bringing him a complimentary cup of coffee.
As I put the cup down in front of him and told him it was 'on me,' he pulled back and studied me. He was sizing me up.
He finally spoke again, this time in a more genteel way – his southern drawl more pronounced than ever, "Boy, do you know who I am?"
No one had called me 'Boy' in over twenty-five years. I replied, "No sir, I don't. You seem important; however. I'm must apologize for the shortcomings of the food and service today. I'm new, so please don't think my mistakes apply to the entire establishment." I smiled apologetically at him.
He laughed – and behind me I heard Pat laughing too. Pat came up and took my left arm; "Jim, let me introduce you to my father and the mayor of El Dorado, Otis Peyton."
Otis put his hand out and grabbed mine and shook it really hard. "You did just fine, son; and you can call me Otis. I was trying to rattle you – had to see what kind of man we have working here with my daughter. You're welcome to stay here as long as you want. Patricia said you were sleeping out back?"
"Yes, sir, and thank you for the compliment. I travel light and camp out a lot. I'm making a tour of the forty-eight states; this just seemed a good place to stop for a few days since Pat told me she needed help, and ... well, here I am."
Otis slapped a single key down on the counter. He turned to Pat and said, "Patricia, have this fellow use the house in the back – no charge. We've got a storm coming up tonight, plus that place has better plumbing than what he's apparently used to." He laughed again, stood, slapped a twenty-dollar bill on the counter for a eight-dollar lunch, turned and walked out the door with a wave over his shoulder.
Pat gave me a love pat on my butt again. I went and waited on a couple of other customers, but not before I jested with her a moment about setting me up with her father. Later, I asked her about the house Otis had referred to; it turned out to be about three hundred feet behind the diner through thick foliage and up a dirt path that connected the rear of the diner to the house. I hadn't noticed the cut through in my comings and goings.
Pat continued to brush against me and flirt all day. The longer we were together, the more liberties she took. I watched carefully, and there wasn't one other customer that she paid the least attention to in the way she had started to hit on me.
One time after she had slid by me rubbing her butt against mine, I jokingly asked her, "Hey, pretty lady, what have I done to invite your attentions this way?" I glanced down at her pretty rear end.
Pat laughed, ran her hands down her hips, and said, "You've got pheromones – nice ones. You know what those are?"
I responded with a grin, "Aren't they some special kind of odor or smell I give off – it's supposed to make me even more attractive to females?" I grinned and puffed out my chest.
Pat looked around the nearly full diner at all the patrons engrossed in eating; no one needed service that instant. She then pulled me into the doorway to the kitchen and in response to my answer to her question said, "Right and right." With that, she stood on her tiptoes, pulled my head down to hers in a bold gesture, and gave me a solid kiss on the lips. After a few seconds, she pulled away and looked at me.
I patted my chest and fanned my face as though I felt faint and needed to catch my breath because of the kiss. I said, "Well, I guess they're still working." As Pat turned to go back to the counter area, I reached down and playfully pinched her shapely and petite bottom. She loudly squealed and jumped out of the doorway into the restaurant causing the customers to turn and look at her. She turned scarlet with embarrassment. They could all hear my laughter from back in the kitchen.

* * * * *During a lull in the afternoon, Pat had me fold up my makeshift tent and my camping gear behind the diner and take it to a little white house just out of sight of the diner. The trail through the trees was wide enough that I could ride the motorcycle though from diner to house, and so I did, parking the bike in the empty carport attached to the house.
The little white house sat on a slab, had two small bedrooms, a bathroom, a living room with an old TV, and a kitchen, and small eating area. There were a few worn but useable furnishings in each room. The whole place couldn't have been more than six hundred square feet. I checked that the beds were clean and freshly made and the bathroom spotless. Pat later confirmed that she kept this place up for her father to use for special visitors to the town, although they were few and far between.
The afternoon lull continued after I got back to work. Pat and I talked, and she started to ask me increasingly personal questions. So, I shared with her my reasons for my cross-country trip. I told her about my marriage, Karen's death in February, rebuilding the motorcycle, my sister Anna's suggestion I ride cross-country to visit her, and then my expansion of that idea to include a visit to part of each of the lower forty-eight states. I even explained about my ceremony of spreading some of her ashes in each state.
As we got busy, I started to hum and even sing in a very low voice. The words to a couple of country songs kept running through my head. I took my return to music and singing as a signal that I'd passed some hurdle in my healing from Karen's tragic death. I did feel happy. Maybe I should have considered going back to work.
Pat and I worked through the dinner crowd, and again I kept ahead of the dirty dishes whenever I had a spare moment. Shortly after we closed, Pat declared us finished and able to go home.
At Pat's request, I turned off the lights in the diner and shut off the outside signs. We parked our aprons on a couple of hooks behind the kitchen doorway. When I turned to go to the back door, Pat was right there in the dim light from the street. She put both arms up around my neck and pulled my head to hers for another serious kiss – a very serious kiss.
This time I eagerly entered the kiss – and the ones we shared after that.
As our kisses got increasingly physical, our bodies started to grind together. Pat unbuttoned a couple of buttons on her dress, took my hand, and pulled it inside her dress to her breasts.
After fumbling around with my hand at an awkward angle, I kissed her and used both hands to unbutton all the buttons from the top of her dress down to her mid-section. When I'd finished, I gently reached around her tiny frame and undid the clasps that held her bra. The weight of her breasts pushed the lacy brassiere forward. I used both hands to slide the dress and bra down her arms; I tossed the frilly brassiere onto the lunch counter.
After a French kiss, I used my tongue to trace down her neck and upper chest, circling first one taut breast and then the other. My hands gently stroked each mound. I could feel her nipples harden as I got closer and closer to the tip of each tit. I could also hear Pat's breathing getting deeper and faster as I ministered to her. When I finally got to her areolas, I allowed my tongue to graze her nipples – erect nubs of flesh protruding from the peak of each breast about a half inch. Pat had become one sexually excited woman.
Pat's hands tried to rub the front of my pants, right where my hardening cock lay trapped inside. I knew my rod would come into use tonight. Now, I realized that all the funny banter and jesting had been foreplay.
Pat spoke in a throaty voice just past a whisper: "You darling man. I want you to take me. I want you to take me here – on this counter, in that booth, on a stool, everywhere. I've had a fantasy for years of making love here, and now you've come to rescue me from everlasting boredom and make my fantasies come true."
I pushed Pat's dress over her hips to the floor. She still wore the white sneakers that were her daily work shoes. I laughed to myself at the incongruity they posed, as she stood there nearly nude.
Beneath her dress, Pat wore little lace panties. I knelt and blew hot air into the gusset of her pants, allowing the heat to penetrate deep into her body right about where her clit and vagina were. She moaned some more until I couldn't stand it, and I pulled the feminine panties down her legs.
Pat kicked off her shoes and stood nude before me, now fumbling with the buttons on my shirt and my belt simultaneously. She couldn't undress me fast enough. She panted in anticipation as she removed each article of clothing I wore.
When we stood naked we both pulled apart and studied each other for the first time, the only light in the diner came from a couple of neon signs outside, a street light, and the reflections from passing headlights. Pat was beautiful: about five feet tall, trim, shapely legs, gorgeous full breasts with silver dollar sized areolas, a bubble ass, and a face most models lusted after.
I whispered my desire to her, and she flowed into my arms, intentionally trapping my cock against her belly as I bent down to kiss her. I picked up her small frame and set her on the diner's counter only a few feet down from the cash register. The move put her pussy exactly at the height of my cock. Pat opened her legs and pulled me to her as she started to wrap both legs around my body. I used one hand to position my hard shaft against her pussy, rubbing some of the rapidly flowing female juices on my rod.
And then, I was inside her. Pat had her heels on the edge of the counter and her cunt pushed forward into me. The way she used her arms to push into me also pushed her breasts forward into my chest. My cock sank deeply into the warmth of her nest as I leaned forward to kiss her. As I bottomed out in her, Pat's eyes had grown to the size of saucers. She whispered to me, "My God, you're huge. You feel sooooo good." Her panting continued, now more audible and apparent. She could thrust back and forth a little with that leverage, and she did as I started to pump slowly into her. Slowly was a must according to Kim; it stretched out the lovemaking and heightened the intensity of the orgasms. In my limited experience, she was right. Prior to that, I had two speeds: on or off.
Thanks to Kim, sex had become a spiritual experience for me, an act not limited by the close-in boundaries of lust. As I'd learned about Tantric sex a little over a month earlier, I'd come to see making love as a way of joining two beautiful physical bodies together to form a spiritual whole. I found new energy in the physical union: the power to lift me not just to an orgasm where I 'pop my rocks off' in some cunt, but an energy that carries me upward to some higher space – to where I really feel connection with a greater Universe of wonder, awe, and delight.
I whispered my thoughts to Pat, and with each sentence she thrust harder and harder against me, finally enjoying not just one orgasm, but also a series of climaxes that started to blend as we actively joined. I felt certain that the diner had never heard such moans or sounds of sexual excitement.
I lifted Pat from the counter while my cock remained deeply buried in her body. I carried her over to booth number three. She lay back on the table and put her legs up over my shoulders. I pounded my shaft into her tunnel in this new position – something obviously exciting to her as she stored up memories of our sex acts around the diner to reflect on later – maybe tomorrow when the place was full of customers. The window overlooking the street was only a few feet from her head. I watched Pat's breasts oscillate in time to the moves our lower bodies made into each other. I felt the spirit of Eros fill my body and hers as we fucked – we honored the Greek God of sexual love and beauty.
We were in resonance with each other. I moved her to another booth, and another, and had her kneel on the bench seat as I entered her from the rear. She moaned loudly as the tip of my cock started to stroke against her G-spot. She started another series of orgasms, or it might have been one orgasm that just lasted and lasted. In another booth, she came over me and bounced up and down, repeatedly rising and dropping down my shaft as fast and as hard as she could.
I had her sit on one of the high counter stools and put one leg over my shoulder as I penetrated her depths and looked into her blue eyes. She climaxed immediately, and looked at me with huge doe eyes – pleading with me to stop while simultaneously imploring me to never cease our mating. Her panting revealed a new level of excitement inside her; I'd tapped into a part of her I hadn't seen before: that part where lust and love and all the worldly emotions come together in perfect harmony and balance.
I moved her back to our starting point near the cash register. We were both damp with sweat from our lovemaking. There was nothing about Pat I didn't love, and nothing about me she didn't adore. We were in harmony. Pat came again and again.
I warned of my impending orgasm. She just writhed and twisted beneath me with more fervor, and I instantly knew that she wanted me to be where I was when I came: deep inside her.
I did explode. Pat did too, giving into 'the really big one' as she later called it. I did something I seldom did; I moaned out my passion and pleasure as the jets of my cum left my body and shot into hers. Pat was vocal too, expressing some words about this being the absolute best ever fuck by far that she'd ever had in her life. We pleased each other.
As we came down from our highs, we kissed and cuddled there with her sitting nude on the diner's serving counter, and my cock buried within her pussy. The counter was just the right height. In our afterglow, we made some speculations about what it might be like to do this tomorrow in the middle of the lunch crowd. I hypothesized how much money we could make charging for the live sex show.
We dressed, Pat produced a flashlight, and we ran back to the little house through a light rain. Once inside, we made love again – and again, before we slept.

* * * * *The next day was Saturday, and we were both at work on time: six a.m. Pat explained that Saturday had a different clientele from weekdays: a few more teenagers, and a smaller lunch crowd. She reminded me that they closed early on Saturday, since few people wanted dinner there that day of the week. Thus about two or three o'clock, if things were slow, she locked up. The diner was closed on Sunday.
We spent Saturday afternoon, night, and all day Sunday making love, except for a few moments spent in recovery and rest for our next interlude. I took her to dinner at Mel's Seafood – a name I found humorous since we were about two or three hundred miles from the Gulf of Mexico. We laughed, and acted like a couple of horny happy teenagers all weekend.
Monday, things returned to normal. We both admitted that our bodies needed the rest found in a full day of work instead of a full day of fucking. We laughed at that concept too. The banter and love pats continued.
After the lunch crowd had thinned, my cell phone rang.
"Jim Mellon, this is Detective Laurence Roux from the Alexandria, Louisiana Police department."
"Yes, hello. I got the GPS tracker planted last Friday morning, if that's why you're calling. I left you a message last week."
Roux said, "Oh, I expected you'd get it on there all right. With your training and demeanor, I could expect nothing less." He snorted with laughter. "Why I'm calling, is that I need you to download the information our little device has collected since Friday. We had three armed robberies over the weekend – convenience stores, and we want to see whether it's the guy you think it is ... and, by the way, I let the El Dorado Police know that you were helping us. If you look down at the end of the lunch counter, you'll see a sandy haired guy wearing a yellow shirt; you might want to introduce yourself to him."
I agreed to do the download and email him the file. We spoke another sentence or two and hung up. I looked down the counter and sure enough there was a lanky middle-age guy in a yellow shirt looking at me with a smile. I walked down the counter and spoke with him, "I think we might have a mutual friend in Alexandria – Laurence Roux?"
The man smiled and put his hand out, "I'm Frank Withers, here to serve and protect – and one of two detectives on our robust El Dorado P.D." He laughed at his sarcasm, aimed more at himself than to anyone else. He went on, "I gather you've had an interesting couple of weeks ... even got yourself shot rescuing some maiden in distress in Alabama. You doin' all right?"
I rubbed my left side and commented, "Yep, the wounds are healing nicely. I think the stitches have started to dissolve too ... and, yes, an interesting couple of weeks." I thought about the sex, besides the episodes with the police, fire departments, hospital, doctors, detectives, and jail, going back to the start of my road trip. I smiled.
Withers slipped me his business card, and I put it in my pocket. He said, "You need anything, anything at all, just give me a call. Laurence Roux brought me up to speed on what had happened to you, and what you think you might have found up here. I know that man – Darren Parker; he's been in trouble with the law on and off his whole life – he always thinks he's got an angle. Just keep me up to speed, and don't do anything foolish. You were a Green Beret I hear; that should mean you have some smarts about staying out of trouble." I nodded. Withers stood and put a ten-dollar bill down to cover his late lunch and tip. I thanked him as he walked away.
About three o'clock that afternoon, during a lull at the diner, I went back to the house and got my laptop computer and the interrogating device Roux had sent. I brought them back to the diner, and set up both of them in the empty end booth that looked out at the Cycle Shop. Pat seemed curious about what I was doing, but didn't say anything. She did grin, point to table number three, and make a lewd gesture to be sure I remembered our foray on that table a few nights earlier.



Five minutes later, I had wirelessly downloaded the data from the GPS device attached to the underside of Darren's motorcycle and transferred the data to my laptop. I logged onto the diner's Wi-Fi and emailed the downloaded file to Detective Roux. I'd have to wait to hear from him to see whether the file told him anything significant.
My cell phone rang an hour later; it was Roux. "Nice work, Mellon. Just so you know, our boy there – Darren Parker – was at the scene of all three robberies this weekend at exactly the same time that a couple of security cameras recorded images of him doing the act. I just hung up with Frank Withers. If you watch across the street in the very near future, you'll probably see some justice being served." I thanked him and told him we'd stay in touch.
I started to make myself more evident towards the front of the diner so I could keep a lookout across the street. Pat gave me a questioning gaze several times; I whispered to her that I'd explain later.
About four-thirty, I saw a police car cruise by and turn into a driveway a few doors down so it could survey the alley running behind the Cycle Shop. The back door was covered.
Two minutes later, two patrol cars approached the Cycle Shop from opposite directions. Both turned into the small parking area at the front of the Shop and three uniformed officers jumped out with weapons drawn. Frank Withers was the fourth man into the shop's front door. I could imagine the chaos inside about now – hands up, against the wall, feet back, and so on. I walked out the front of the diner to see whether I could hear anything, but all was quiet. Pat came out and stood slightly behind me; she rubbed my back in an affectionate manner as we watched the police activity across Main Street.
Pat said in a low voice, "You had something to do with that, didn't you?"
I nodded.
She said, "Are they arresting him?"
I nodded again, and said, "Felony robbery – multiple counts."
She put both arms around me from the back and gave me her mightiest hug. She said, "My hero."
Two minutes later, we watched Withers come out of the Cycle Shop pushing Darren Parker ahead of him. Darren was in handcuffs and leg irons, so he had to shuffle along in an unnatural way to get to the police car. Withers put him in the backseat and shut the door; so that Darren couldn't see, he then looked across the street at me and gave me a thumbs up. I gave a small wave of acknowledgement back.

* * * * *Detective Lieutenant Frank Withers came by the diner about seven-thirty that night. The place had only one couple in the far booth so we had time to talk; Withers sat at the counter.
I raised an eyebrow, posing the unspoken question about what had happened.
Withers said in a low voice, "Your boy confessed to ten robberies in Louisiana and Arkansas, including the two that you got arrested for in Alexandria. None of them were closer than fifty miles from El Dorado, so he traveled some distance to do his nasty work. Thanks to you, we got him cold on the three felonies he pulled on Saturday night. He's singing now, and says he'll plead guilty; he's hoping for a little leniency from the sentencing judge for cooperating with us. It won't matter much; he'll disappear for at least a decade since he was armed when he did the dirty."
"What happened to the motorcycle ... and to the GPS device I planted?" Pat had come up beside me as we talked.
Withers said, "We impounded the bike and took many pictures of it, including where you hid the GPS tracking device. Tomorrow, if you can spare an hour, I'd like you come in and do a short deposition about why you thought he was a suspect, and where and how you planted the tracker. We may not need it unless he changes his plea; he'll be arraigned tomorrow, and then Alexandria wants to arraign him for several crimes down there including the two you were detained on, but we haven't sorted out the jurisdiction stuff yet."
I agreed to come in, and passed along to him the small interrogation device that had downloaded the data from Darren's motorcycle earlier in the day. Withers said he'd make sure it got back to Alexandria. I also praised him for the fast action once they had the information. At that, Withers left following out the last of our customers for the day.
Pat closed up early that night, and then made me tell her all about what had been going on. She kept clapping her hands together, and saying things like "Go on, tell me more, keep going, and details please." I saw no reason not to hold back.
We made mad, passionate love that night. After the weekend practicing, we'd actually become quite adept at pleasuring each other with orgasms and other erotic stimulation. Moreover, as my wounds from the gunshot had healed, I had greater flexibility in moving around so I could better please my partner. We shortchanged our sleep that night getting only six hours in order to have a third round of lovemaking back in the diner to cement in Pat's fantasies of fucking all over the place.
The next day two things happened that changed the rest of my stay in Arkansas. First, Pat's father, Otis Peyton – the mayor of El Dorado, came into the diner in the morning with a group of town fathers, and made a small presentation of a ribboned medal to me for helping to catch an armed felon that needed to be taken off the streets. I accepted and deflected much of the praise to Frank Withers and the other members of the police that had done the harder and more dangerous work. Otis assured me they too would get recognition. In his presentation before a few of our regular patrons, Otis reminded Pat and those standing around that I was a transient, just passing through and helping out at the diner – but that I'd done my civic duty far beyond the call of duty. His words jarred my thinking, and led to the second action that changed the length of my stay.
I talked to Pat that afternoon about getting a permanent person to replace me. We talked about where and how to advertise. I helped her draft an ad, and we phoned it into the local paper. I also put a posting up on Craigslist for her, although I wasn't sure whether the applicants we needed logged into the site often.
The next morning, I heard Pat on the telephone explaining the job to someone and talking about the diner, our menu, and the type of patrons we had. When she hung up, she gave me a forlorn look, and I saw a tear roll down her cheek. She ran out the back door of the diner holding her apron up to her face wiping away her tears. She didn't come back for an hour, and when she did, her eyes were red.
Dennis Radcliffe came in that afternoon to interview for the job as counter man. Pat interviewed him, and so did I. He was clean cut, a little nervous, but claimed to have good references doing identical work as a cook and counterman for a couple of places in Kansas City. I wrote down the names he gave me, plus some of the personal information about him and how to contact him. He moved back to El Dorado to be near his parents and sister, and now needed a job.
I called the two places in Kansas City he'd given as references. I talked to both managers, and each said he was an honest worker who knew his stuff around the kitchen and customers; he had also been a nice guy to work with. At Pat's request, I called Dennis that night and told him he had the job. He was happy. Pat was unhappy.
Pat just wanted to cuddle that night when we got home from work. She didn't sob wildly or carry on, but I knew why she moped: I'd be leaving soon. We sat for a long time, and I just held her as she burrowed into my chest and held me. That night she slept tightly against me in her nakedness after we'd made very tender love.
Dennis started the next day, working the lunch and evening segments that were the busiest. I worked too so I could help Pat get him started. He did know his stuff and looked as though he would be a steady and enthusiastic employee. Pat cheered up a little, or at least hid her feelings.
Thursday night, after work, we went back to the little house. We took a long shower together, and then I proceeded to make love to her in every room of the house, and on most pieces of furniture and major appliances. We also went out to the carport, and I pleasured her for a while as she sat astride the motorcycle. Neither of us cared if anyone saw us.
We ended our lovemaking with our simultaneous orgasms when we were back in the bed we'd been sleeping in together for the past week.
As we hugged in our afterglow, Pat said in a tiny voice, "Jim, I really love you."
I told her, "And I care about you too ... but I can't stay – you know that. My life right now involves traveling and getting past some hard stuff in my life. I'm a 'nothing permanent' kind of guy right now."
"Might you ever come back?"
"Maybe, but as I told you last week, I can't make promises. I don't know what the future will bring for me ... or for you, for that matter." We were quiet and didn't talk for a spell, and then I spoke, "What I can tell you with certainty – absolute positive certainty – is that you are an adorable, lovable, and talented woman, that I am honored to know and to have made love to. You invite fun, intimacy, and love into your life and the lives of those around you; I have no doubt that after I'm gone you will find a man that's not on his own mission, but instead he's willing to make you his life mission."
Pat sniffled a little. I toyed with one of her nipples; something she had told me she really liked.
I went on, "We created and released a lot of sexual energy to the Universe this week. We learned from each other. I had fun, and I know you did."
Pat nodded against my chest, but her cheeks were wet.
"It doesn't have to stop for you because I leave. Have you heard of the Law of Attraction?"
Pat shook her head negatively.
"Simply stated, the Law emphasizes that 'like attracts like.' You get what you want. So clear you mind and visualize your happy life with the lover of your dreams – whatever you choose; but there's a big 'but' – you can't wish for what you don't have, because the Universe will give you plenty of that too – it doesn't understand negatives. You can't imply you have a lack of something, because you get more lack! You can't think 'I lack a lover' and expect one to appear; you'll just get more of 'no one being around.'"
Pat said in a hushed tone, "That makes sense."
We were quiet again, and then Pat asked, "Are you going to leave tomorrow?"
"I've been thinking that's the right thing to do ... particularly, so you can get on with your 'new' life."
Pat pulled away and smiled at me. She said, "Then according to my Law of Attraction I'd better get busy right now loving you, so we'll always have fond memories of each other." She had a devilish look in her eyes, and I could tell that Playful Pat had returned.
She slithered down my body, using her tongue in interesting places until she inhaled my tumescent cock. In only a few seconds, I rose to the occasion, but Pat continued with increasing eagerness. I tried to push her off, but she hummed something like "No way" to me as her mouth was stuffed with my meat.
Much to my surprise she kept trying to get me deeper and deeper into her mouth and throat. Of course, the more she tried, the harder I became, and the closer to my inevitable orgasm. I came hard. She pulled away on my third ejaculation, allowing my remaining cum to splatter over her neck and tits. She grinned up at me, and rubbed the fluid over her chest. Wet sex is good sex.
I wanted to repay her in kind, so after a few minutes of kissing I slithered down her body, until my tongue found her trim triangle of pubic hair, and below that, the opening to her pussy and her clit. I showed no mercy; I attacked the area with a lust unparalleled to anything we'd tried earlier. Pat started her little orgasms – one right after the other, and those became medium size climaxes, and then I built her up to the really big one. I was using all the tricks Kim had shown me; I wanted this to be the most memorable night in Pat's life.
Just before I thought she'd come, I rose over her prone form and slammed my now new erection into her socket. Pat climaxed ... really climaxed hard. I could feel her muscles flexing and spasming around my shaft, and she moaned in the pleasure that coursed through her body. I pumped harder and more rapidly into her, and she kept cumming ... and cumming. This was not a time I wanted to extend what we were doing for hours; no, I wanted to cum in her as rapidly as I could to satisfy my own desires ... and to satisfy her most of all.
I exploded into her only seconds later, my cum again pulsing from my body into hers as I arched above her with my arms locked in the paroxysm of my own orgasm. I was pleased that I had managed such a rapid cum so quickly after my earlier explosion. Mind control works.
Still connected with my shaft in her cunt, I rapidly rolled us over so Pat lay upon my chest, her breasts pushing against my pecs. She could barely breathe; she gasped for air as the nearly continuous orgasm space she'd lived in for a few minutes started to fade into a glorious afterglow. We kissed and panted and pawed at each other.
After we'd recovered, Pat announced, "Diner, again, please." We threw on a few pieces of clothing and went back to the diner. This time we went for over an hour. There was barely a nook or cranny in the place where we hadn't fucked: everywhere in the kitchen, every stool, every inch of counter space – even with lying prone the length of it as we mated, and every doorway and bench seat. Pat was the most orgasmic I'd ever seen her, a few times nearly passing out from excessive pleasure. I had been pretty close to that state too. After I'd filled her tight pussy again, we ran back to the house with Pat dripping my cum from her bare cleft the entire way as she laughed gaily. We showered, cuddled together in the bed, and then drifted to sleep amid the various wet spots we'd made earlier on the sheets.
Friday morning when the alarm went off, Pat pushed me back in bed with a gentle hand. She said, "Please. You stay here until I'm gone, then you can leave." She proved playful as she paraded around the bedroom nude for as long as she could before she had to get dressed and leave to open the diner. After she'd dressed, she flashed me to show she intended to head to work without any underwear on.
Just before she went out the door, she came back to the bedroom for a minute. I'd sat up in bed awaiting our final chance to bid adieu to each other.
Pat came and kissed me very tenderly one last time. She said with a smile, "I will remember you forever. I will never forget. Thank you for being you and for sharing yourself with me this week. You are so special, and you made me feel the most special I have ever felt in my life."
I started to say something, but she put her finger on my lips to stop me. She took her finger away, kissed me one more time, and then was gone.
Tears rolled down my cheeks for a few minutes. Why was I the one now leaving people like Pat behind? I met all these wonderful women, and I could create a life with any of them – or with all of them, yet I felt that I had to do this road trip ... a trip I had to complete to get to the other side of so many barriers and burdens and blockages I'd lived with for so long.
A half-hour later, I rode out of El Dorado heading northeast.
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Chapter 8Tennessee
In another few months, all hell would break loose in the Arkansas wildlife refuge I camped at overnight: the various hunting seasons would begin. Rabbits, squirrel, ducks, geese, deer, and even chipmunks beware! The hunters are coming! The hunters are coming!
In absolute stillness, I stood with a small empty envelope in my hand, alone on the banks of the White River in Arkansas, as I watched my late wife's ashes drift slowly away from me on the surface of the water carried by hidden eddies. I thought of the symbolism: ashes instead of life, drifting away instead of increasing intimacy; eddies representing the unpredictable events in our lives that change us forever, and the river personifying our continuing existence and flow through life.
I shook my head, still in disbelief that Karen had departed this life. I believed that her spirit carried on, and could even become part of another being who returned to this realm to continue their spiritual evolution and growth, maybe even to interact with me in some way. Maybe we were still soul mates. I completed my small ceremony and walked back to the Harley. I'd packed up most of my campsite, so I only needed a few more minutes before getting back on the road.
I'd ridden my motorcycle to this campsite the day before from El Dorado, Arkansas, leaving behind a beautiful woman named Pat that I easily could have spent more time with, but instead I chose to continue my meandering path through my grief and self examination, and through the remainder of the lower forty-eight states. I wondered if I were maudlin or ghoulish by continuing to dwell on Karen's death and by spreading her ashes in every state I visited. I wondered if I'd finish my healing by the end of my trip – so young, so beautiful, so loving, so exciting, and so dead – and even now, mysterious, as I continued to discover things about her from her sister Lauren – things she chose to hide from me.
I crossed over an impressive and aging metal bridge that spanned the Mississippi River and by ten o'clock I'd started rolling through the southern suburbs of Memphis.
Memphis was another exception on my journey. I had chosen to side step most of the large cities along my route. I was of a mind that if you'd seen one large city, you'd seen them all; further, I'd had to travel heavily the past ten years in my technology work, and I had seen so many of them they all started to look alike. Thus, I'd skipped such interesting places as New York, Washington, Philadelphia, Atlanta, and even New Orleans. I'd also chosen to avoid the Interstate highways when I could; I wanted to see the America away from the heavily traveled paths, see what had happened to small town life, and open myself to new adventures that I believed lay off high speed routes. Somehow, I knew my destiny lay on these back roads, and not on some Interstate.
As I got near Memphis, I cut east until I found Elvis Presley Boulevard. A short ride north and I found Graceland – home of the King of Rock and Roll for two decades starting in the mid-1950s. Sometimes a sucker for 'schmaltz,' I stopped to tour the attractions at Elvis' house and the surrounding buildings. I walked through the small mansion staying behind the velvet cordons, enjoying views of the white living room, the green carpeted and famous Jungle Room, and even the King's grave. I got a look within his custom jet named after his daughter Lisa Marie, the large collection of his clothing, awards and memorabilia, and some of his cars –the famous pink Cadillac and even his Harley Davidson motorcycles. I had a late lunch at the Rock and Roll Café, and later concluded that everything within at least three miles of Graceland was named 'Elvis Presley" something.
I had always been a fan of Elvis. I admired how he transformed music, almost single handedly launching the rock and roll craze, as well as the era that persists today where the lead singer has to be at least slightly outrageous. My love of music brought me to Memphis and would take me to Nashville; it also reminded me of how much I'd missed in the past few months as I grieved. I missed the music; I missed the happiness the music brought me. I resolved to get both back soon.
It started to rain about an hour out of Memphis. I changed my plans and ended the day at the Natchez Trace State Park an hour later. I set up the tarp and tent in the rain, not a pleasant task. As I did, I had a transistor radio playing through my headset; the weatherman assuring his listeners that the weather front would be gone by morning.
After I got under the cover of the tent and tarp, I unpacked my laptop computer and spent the rest of the afternoon composing emails to my sister Anna, my sister-in-law Lauren, Kim, and a couple of other friends. I told Anna and Lauren about my week in El Dorado as a counterman in a diner, and how I'd helped the police apprehend the man that looked like me and rode a similar bike – the similarities that had resulted in my spending a night in jail before I could prove my innocence.
Somewhat cavalierly, I told Anna and Lauren about my assignation with Pat, the daughter of the owner of the diner and mayor of El Dorado. I made brief mention of my civic medal in connection with apprehending the man doing the chain of robberies. This was the first time I'd sent Anna an email containing mention of my 'love life,' although I omitted the lurid details that I did share with Lauren – how Pat and I made love our first night together all over the diner: on counters, tables, kitchen work surfaces, stools, and the bar; and how we flirted outrageously at work. Lauren, my kinky sister-in-law, would chastise me if I didn't send her an explicit email – something that would titillate her fantasies and provide her masturbatory material. When I got near a Wi-Fi connection the next day, I'd send the emails.
I also wrote in my journal, pasting into the document file both of the emails, and then adding more details about what I thought about Pat, my mother-daughter experience in Louisiana, the current state of my rapidly healing wounds from the Alabama shooting, and my most recent thoughts about Karen and her passing. I could tell by how I wrote and my selection of words that I'd started my transformation back to being a whole person – someone not constantly saddled by loss and grief.
I managed to start a small fire, even in the rain, and fixed dinner from my small collection of nearly-ready-to-serve meals. I read while there was still light, and when I found myself squinting to see the words on the page, I put things away so they'd stay dry and went to sleep.

* * * * *The weatherman was partially correct. I awoke not to rain, but to deep penetrating fog that wafted through the forest and gave everything an almost eerie appearance. I did some exercises for the first time since the shooting, taking care not to stress my lower left side. I did enough to work up a sweat that necessitated a swim in the river. I packed up the wet tent, tarp, clothes, and camp gear; got everything stowed in place on the motorcycle; and left the campsite. I took time on my way out of the preserve to walk part of the trace or trail, feeling in the ghostly fog the presence of the thousands of famous explorers, settlers, and Native Americans that had used the trail since the beginning of time.
Might I be on a similar exploration as my forefathers that walked the trail? Was my road trip the equivalent journey? They had no idea where they would end up, or even if they would survive. Did I feel the same? I thought so.
The Trace felt so significant to me after those thoughts; I left another spread of Karen's ashes in a pretty place beside the main path. I thought of how I'd parsed some of Karen's remains into the small envelopes originally meant for saving rare coins. I thought back to the various places I'd left a piece of Karen – and a piece of me. Could we ever reclaim the parts of us we leave behind? I also thought about myself and worried about my self-centeredness.
As I started my slow ride east, I realized how I'd compartmentalized my life since Karen died. There were my memories of Karen and our life together for eight years. I had been trying to separate those from the reality of my current life – to put those memories behind me because her death had made each memory painful and bittersweet. In another compartment were my travels on this road trip, including the people I'd met and loved since Karen's death. In still another, my sister Anna and Lauren, and my questions about what my future might be with them.
I'd left my career behind, closing off that compartment – my 'Geek Years,' Karen had called them. Since she died I'd gone into a 'brain-dead' time period when I didn't want to think – or remember – or work. I wasn't motivated to do anything except renovate the motorcycle. I still wasn't ready to contemplate what I would do after my road trip. I had learned that life could be unexpectedly short so I wanted to be sure that my next job would be something that I really enjoyed doing. What that would be, I had no idea. Hopefully by the end of my trip, I would have figured something out.
During the trip I had opened up a long closed compartment of my Army years. I had sought out some of my old buddies and had a few more of them to visit in the days ahead. It was good to connect with the guys who were my life and death companions. It was also good to be physically fit once again after years of my neglect. My gunshot wound had temporarily stopped my morning runs and heavy exercise, but I had replaced them with lots of sexual exercise – the best kind, I thought as a smile crept across my face..
I gave myself some points in the Life Compartment I named Spiritual Growth because of my gratitude, thoughtfulness, communion with Nature when camping, and my service to others – rescuing a farmer, saving some kids floating out to sea, stopping a rape, helping out at the diner, and helping to catch a felon, plus how I felt about the people I met. I'd found loving and willing sexual partners along my travels; they had stimulated my creativity in lovemaking, and Kim had taught me how to add a spiritual component to my lovemaking. However, I felt something was still missing, and I was just skimming the surface in a superficial way.
Each of these areas of my life was a compartment, disconnected from the others, and sometimes, not scoring very high in terms of my performance. I didn't feel whole. I didn't feel integrated. I knew that I needed to become a cohesive whole if I were to ever feel truly happy. It all seemed a daunting task because I was still in healing mode. However, I was glad that I now had a way to look at my life and see what I needed to work on.
I treated myself to breakfast at the Waffle House in Dickson, sent the emails I'd composed the night before over their Wi-Fi, and plotted a route to Nashville. I wanted to make an exception for this medium size city and visit because I loved music, especially country music. So much of country music dealt with lost love in some way; I could remind myself about Karen but sure didn't need help to do that. Since her death I'd avoided listening to country music, but now I felt I could back into it. I'd see how I felt after Nashville. The Country Music Hall of Fame and Museum was on my list, along with attending a couple of matinees and evening performances by some country singers. Since Graceland had been so interesting to me, I thought I'd take the four-hour 'Nashville Homes of the Stars' tour too.
I figured I'd establish a campsite near Nashville and use that as a base of operations, so I spent some extra time using the restaurant's Wi-Fi 'hot spot' while I could. The first two camping places I researched were a not-my-kind-of-place or didn't allow overnight camping. A few more were far on the other side of the city. I decided to camp at Radnor Lake, a nature preserve that also didn't allow overnight camping, but I figured I could use the motorcycle to go 'off trail' and away from the parking and patrol areas, find a place, store my camping gear, and then go into the city for the entertainment. When I came back, I wouldn't build any fires, and I'd keep a low profile until well after the park had opened each morning.
I left Dickson and took one of the few roads that would lead me directly to Radnor Lake. I'd crossed under Interstate 40 on an old, unkempt, and untraveled two lane macadam road, when in the middle of nowhere I came upon a large expensive looking Prevost bus – the kind that are about forty-five feet long, beige, and cost about a million bucks because they have been so extensively outfitted. The engine compartment of the bus was open, and steam was pouring out of the opening – not a good sign. A half-dozen people stood near the uniformed driver looking at the engine. I slowed to a crawl, intending to stop and offer assistance. There was no other traffic on the road and probably hadn't been for days.

* * * * *Standing by the bus as I came along side was a sexy young woman in her late twenties in daisy duke shorts, a red checked shirt, a ratty looking cowboy hat, big sunglasses, and a pair of western boots. She waved wildly for me to stop – and I did, right next to her; I shut off the engine. I noticed that everyone else watched her, so I figured she was the Queen Bee of the bus.
She jumped up and down with glee when I stopped; "Hi – no one stops for someone in trouble any more – if they even drive on this road; I'm so grateful that you stopped. We shouldn't have come this way, and now we're broken down – as you can tell – and there's no cell phone coverage out here. We've been here almost an hour, and no one has come by."
As several others walked up to me on the motorcycle, I smiled broadly at her; "I'd be glad to help anyway I can. Do you want me to send someone, or give one of you a lift to civilization? I can drive them back here too."
The pert young woman said eagerly, "I'm hoping you can give me a ride into Nashville; I'm late for a recording session, and I'd be ever so grateful. You can even come and watch if you want; many people think they're fun to attend.
Just then, one of the men standing in the group politely but sternly intervened: "Miss Lee, you shouldn't go riding off with a stranger. You don't know who he is or anything else about this man." I ignored the slight figuring I'd tell any female friend of mine the same thing before she rode off with some stranger on a motorcycle.
She turned back to me and said, "Let me introduce myself; my name's Crystal Lee, but I guess you already know that?" She had a vivacious style about her.
I took her cue and responded, "And, I'm Jim – Jim Mellon. I'm from Massachusetts taking the long way to San Diego, and I'd be delighted to give you a ride into Nashville – maybe you can aim me at a good place to camp out along the way." We shook hands; I also offered to shake hands with the heavyset guy that had admonished her not to go with me; he ignored my hand.
I made one further statement that amused everyone standing around. I told Crystal Lee, "Sorry, and I hate to admit it to you, Crystal, but I don't recognize your name. I've been out of touch for a while – a long story. You must be in music if you're late for a recording session."
Crystal smiled and said, "Yes, I'm in country music." Proudly and in a way that showed she was surprised at her own accomplishment, she went on, "I have the number one country music hit in the country right now – 'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl' ... and if I don't get some new tracks laid down real soon I may become the shortest one hit wonder in decades." I thought I'd heard her song on the radio a few times without paying attention to the artist.
Crystal went on, "There's a band, backup singers, a whole recording studio, and my agent waiting. We're all returning from a public appearance south of here, and the band left in their bus before we did. These folks are part of my entourage – my helpers and groupies, and I love them all." She attempted some introductions, but the names went by quickly.
Crystal said, "Let me get my purse; I'll be right back." She turned and ran back into the tour bus. I'd started to realize that this was a country music star of some kind on her way to some important business.
The heavyset man spoke with me as soon as she was gone in a voice that was both polite and intimidating, "I'm responsible for Miss Lee's security, so humor me. May I please see your driver's license?" I pulled my wallet out and flipped it open to my Massachusetts photo license. He studied it and me – comparing the photo to my face. He pulled a paper from his pocket and wrote down some salient information from the license along with my motorcycle registration number. As he wrote, I gave a thumbnail description of my trip and why I happened to be traveling by on the road. He conceded that not another vehicle had appeared the whole time they'd been broken down. I conceded that he was paid to be suspicious of anyone interacting with his charge.
He said to me, "Miss Lee is headstrong, and trusts too easily. I hope you realize the burden you assume by transporting her – on a motorcycle too." I nodded at his assertion.
The bus driver came up and joined the bodyguard and me. He thrust a business card in my hand and asked that I call the phone number on the card as soon as I could, and explain about the breakdown and where they were. I promised I would send help back soon.
Crystal came up to us with her oversize purse over her shoulder. Brad, her bodyguard, again tried to discourage her from going with me. She refused his advice, and I could see he couldn't do anything other than counsel her.
She turned to me and said, "Jim, let's go. I'm really late, and I hate to be late." The others from the bus had gathered around to watch her departure.
I explained to Crystal that she had to wear a helmet and not the cowboy hat; I put that in the side compartment as she tucked her long brunette hair beneath the helmet I'd bought weeks earlier for Kim and buckled the chinstrap as though she knew what she was doing.
I got Crystal situated on the seat, apologizing that she'd have to hug me because of all the camping gear on the back of the bike. As I mounted in front of her, I thought to ask, "Do you know where we're going?" She nodded; I started the bike and off we went to Nashville.
Crystal would yell in my ear when we got near a turn. As she directed, I got on Interstate 40. A few miles closer to Nashville we stopped at a rest area, and I telephoned the bus company. They promised to send a van for the remaining passengers and a repair truck.
Before we started off again, Crystal asked me, "Did you ever see the movie 'The Princess Diaries?'"
I allowed as how I hadn't, however, I had a hazy idea of the plot.
Crystal told me as she remounted the motorcycle, "Well, that's me. I was this 'Plain Jane,' and then one day about nine months ago I found myself in the spotlight ... with groupies, a bodyguard, an agent, all sorts of others around me, public appearances, and people always wanting a piece of me." She paused and added, "Jim, you are a breath of fresh air, particularly for not fawning all over the place when you learned about me. You're like the guy in the story that rescues the princess and shows her the real world."
I didn't know how to respond to all that so I just shrugged and gave my silly grin. We got back on Interstate 40 east, and then took Interstate 65 north a few exits.

* * * * *A few more turns off the Interstate exit brought us to a two-lane road where after a mile she had me turn off between two ornate gates into a long straight driveway.



At the end of the drive were several buildings and about twenty cars. From the largest structure, I could hear the muffled sounds of a country band playing. A couple of photographers stood near the parked cars. They showed unusual interest in us as we rode up. As I stopped and parked the bike, each of them started taking pictures of the two of us. At Crystal's whispered suggestion, neither of us said a word or responded to the dozen or so questions hurled at us by the two reporters.
Inside, Crystal said, "I'll explain later about the paparazzi, but for now just come with me. I think you'll enjoy yourself. Of course, if you get bored you can leave; I'll find a ride home from one of the band or my agent."
I followed her down a short hallway, and we entered a room with the largest mixing board I'd ever seen. In front of it sat two men in casual dress, nudging various slide controls to manage the audio they'd already recorded. In front of them, on the other side of glass wall, nine musicians stood listening to the playback in a large recording studio. Two backup singers – a man and a woman – also sat on tall stools in the studio listening to the playback. Each instrument and singer had their own microphone, and there was space for several more singers or instruments.
Everyone in the control room greeted Crystal with smiles and hugs. Her tardiness was not mentioned. Crystal introduced me to Terry Ross – her agent, Dan – her publicist; Ben and Wayne, the control panel gurus; Dave – her producer; and Eric, the agent from the music company she'd signed with. She waved enthusiastically to the band and singers on the other side of the plate glass, and they all waved back with smiles. I could tell Crystal was well liked.
Dave and Crystal went into a huddle right next to me. He explained about the songs he wanted to 'lay down,' and how far along the band had gotten with the music tracks. I listened to a whole new vocabulary about music and recording that I'd never been privy to before. I found it fascinating, yet I had a lot of questions about what was going on.
After a few minutes, Crystal picked up some sheet music and went into the studio. The band members filed out for what I assumed was a cigarette break. Ben announced he was starting the instrumental track for 'Country Playgirl,' and I figured out from his comments that they'd worked on the song a few days before.
Crystal laid out the sheet music on a stand in front of her, and put on a large, oversize pair of headphones. Ben hit a button on the panel, and we could all hear the music of the song without the lead singer over speakers in the control room. Crystal mouthed the words throughout the song and did some dance steps here and there. She had a serious and intent look on her face. I could tell that she was a professional about her singing and took this work seriously.
At the end of the song, Crystal's voice came over the speakers: "OK, I think I'm ready to try this again when you are."
Ben said, "We are ... and we're starting the music in five, four, three, two, and ..." He made a gesture to the studio with his hand to indicate the recording had started.
The music started playing and four bars in Crystal's clear voice came through the speakers. I stood in awe at the quality of her voice and how well she sang the song. I never heard a missed word or a skipped beat throughout the rendition. Her voice had a slight edge to it that separated her from the 'wanna-be' country singers; this girl had 'it.' She had as distinctive a voice as Reba McEntire or Dolly Parton, a characteristic that would serve her well and ensure a long career. As far as I could tell, the song was perfect too.
I guess the others around me also thought her singing got an A+, because about ten seconds after she ended the track, everyone applauded. Ben's voice broke through the applause, "Wow, darling that was perfect. You nailed that. Does anybody think we need a retake?" The silence in response to his question proved the answer.
Crystal came back in the control room with the sheet music. Dave congratulated her on a job well done and handed her another song; she studied the notes and words on the pages. I could see the name of the song on top of the first page: 'Texas Dawn.' As they looked over the music line by line, she'd ask him a question about what mood he wanted, or the edginess, tempo, slurs, timbre, color, crispness of a word, where accents belonged, reverb, and so on – new vocabulary. Dave had all the answers; he seemed to be the 'go to' guy for this session.
I listened in, soaking up the recording scene; this was an intimate look at Nashville I hadn't expected, and I was enjoying every second like a kid in a candy store with a fifty-dollar bill. To my surprise, everyone accepted my presence without question; they were so friendly and inclusive. Sometimes, one of the professionals even asked for my opinion about the music in some way.
Crystal listened to the instrumental part of the new song when she was back in the studio. As she did, a few of the band members filtered back into the control room to watch her recording. Don introduced me to the band. Terry took snapshots with a high-end camera using only the ambient light. I even got included in some.
After the playback Crystal said, "Let's make a run at this one, OK?" She sat up on a tall stool and adjusted the microphone to her height. I thought she looked so sexy, and wondered how she could fend off all these males around her, yet everyone acted professional.
Ben nodded and counted down again. I listened, and this time I could hear some slurred words, a hiccup when her tempo fell behind the instrumental track, and flatness in her voice. At the end of the song, she said, "Let's do it again, but only the first verse and coda."
Ben counted, music started, she sang – this time with more animation and zeal. I liked it, but still something was missing. They tried it a couple of more times until Dave called a break.
Just as the break started, some of the people who had been on the stranded bus arrived – three women and two men, including Brad the Bodyguard. I nodded to him, and he looked pleased that I hadn't kidnapped his ward.
Crystal came into the control room and stood beside me as she talked to Dave, "I can't put my finger on it, but something is keeping me from making this song come alive."
I said in a low voice, "I know. I figured it out after your last try."
Dave, Crystal, Ben, Wayne, Terry, and everyone else in the control room looked at me. I said, "This song should be a duet – oh, it should emphasize Crystal, it's her song – but you need a male voice at the start of each stanza, and for the last line of the song – maybe for a few others. This is an unbalanced duet."
There was silence in the room. I felt like a teenager who had loudly farted in church.
After the silence felt too heavy, Dave said excitedly, "That's it. That's it." He looked around the room, "Crystal, whom do you want to do the duet with you? " Crystal gave it some thought, and I could see her considering her backup singers or the members of the band as she looked around the studio. After a few seconds, she turned to me and said with a saucy smile, "Will you give it a try? It's your idea. You can sing, can't you?"
My face must have reflected my shock and horror at the request because everyone around us laughed. I bumbled out that I'd never sung professionally, and while I felt I did reasonably well singing along with music on the radio or in the shower, I wasn't sure my voice would help the song at all. Everyone ignored my protestations and urged me to give it a try. Crystal led me into the studio, and as we walked, she told me I'd be fine and that half the country singers couldn't carry a tune anyway. She said sarcastically, "Think of Bob Dylan or Willie Nelson – they can't sing for shit, but they're big stars." She made me laugh, and I relaxed a little.
We stood at the mic and rehearsed the words of the song in low voices. Crystal coached me here and there, and I pointed out the parts where I thought I should lead or join in. I took a colored pencil to the sheet music and marked where I'd come in and exit. We tried a few lines here and there throughout the song. As we did, I found my voice limbering up and my ability to carry the melody improving. Crystal was supportive and lavish in her praise when I got something right. She was so easy to work with.
We had the instrumental played and mouthed the words in time to the music; Crystal used one finger like a conductor with a baton to get me in sync with both the music and her. Next, Wayne came in and set up another microphone next to Crystal's mic, but in a way so we could both see the same pages of sheet music and see each other.
Dave said he wanted to try it, 'just for kicks.' Ben counted down from the control booth, the instrumental started, and I took my cue to sing. In my husky, twangy, country music voice that I usually used when working around the house, I sang the opening line of the poem that had been turned into the song: "Texas dawns comes early when you've been awake all night." Crystal joined in with her lines, her crisp and distinctive voice carrying the song forward, we shared a line or two, and then she took off with the main part of the song. I'd join in on the refrains, and then the two of us sang the ending together: "So Darlin' let me wake with you for all your Texas dawns; I promise that I'll love you ... forever." The love song actually had some teeth to it, as well as tenderness. I thought it did have potential as a hit – as a duet, but that was only my humble opinion. I wondered who they'd get to really sing with her, someone famous no doubt.
After the ten seconds of silence, the sound from the control room got piped into the studio: applause – everyone in the control room applauded. Crystal and I gave each other high five, and then she hugged me and told me how proud she was of my singing: "Jim, you're a natural. You can sing on my recordings anytime." I was stunned and considered her words a high compliment.
Dave was jumping around the control room with joy, and so was Terry. They had us do the song or parts of it about two-dozen more times that afternoon, varying all sorts of things for each recording. I thought it got better and better with each tweak any of us made.
During the many variations of the song, my voice adjusted to singing aloud, and I got used to being recorded. Everyone lauded praise on me for joining in with Crystal, and for making the song a real hit. We tried two other songs 'just for kicks' after Dave and Eric said they were satisfied with at least today's rendition of 'Texas Dawn;' those also went well. Crystal and I were having fun singing together.
When we broke, Terry pulled Dave, Eric, and Crystal aside, and I could see they were having a serious talk. Next I knew; Terry gestured for me to join them. "Jim, if you're willing I'd like to sign you up – officially – not only for this song, but for a couple of others on the album Crystal is making. She wants you in on this too. We think you're a real addition to the music we're making." Crystal nodded enthusiastically as he talked. She grabbed ahold of my arm and hugged me to her to encourage me to accept the offer.
I was still in a daze and didn't really believe that this was happening. A few hours ago I had just been an ordinary guy about to tour Nashville. Now, I was being offered a record contract? Then my thoughts went back to what I had been thinking as I rode out of Memphis – I had concluded that I needed to focus on being more creative and more social, and even on the look out for a job that I could enjoy. Could it all have been waiting for me just around the corner by the bus? Should I take a chance and see where this leads me? I quickly decided to accept Terry's offer with the caveat that he realized this was a totally new venture for me, and I'd probably stumble around a lot trying to get used to singing and recording. I explained that I'd need a lot of practice and someone to aim me in the right direction. I wanted to be sure I was a help and not a hindrance to their productivity.
Crystal kissed my cheek and told me how happy she was that I'd signed on. She promised to be my guide until I learned the ropes. The two of us also talked about 'synchronicity' – my coming along that road at just the right time, and then turning out to have the perfect voice to complement her singing.
As people started to pack up and leave for the evening, Crystal cued me in about the paparazzi – the few photographers that we'd find outside, and how to respond or not respond to their questions. "Because you're with me, there'll be some buzz about our relationship. They try to build mountains out of mole hills." She laughed and went on, "You can say anything you like – the more outrageous the better. It'll help me sell records and keep my name out there, and that's part of this whole game – name recognition." She thought for a moment and added, "Hey, it'll get your name out there too – that'll be good for the album we're making together."
As Ben and Wayne started to work editing some of the tracks we'd done to try to create a 'perfect' version of 'Texas Dawn,' Terry took me aside and we arranged to get together the next day to work out the details of my contract. I wanted to let Terry know that I still had my road trip to finish before I committed myself to many more recordings. Then Terry and some of the band members left, followed by Crystal and me.
Sure enough, as soon as I came out of the building behind Crystal, I experienced momentary blindness from the flashes of a dozen different cameras. Crystal pulled up next to me, and we put our arms around each other and posed in a natural way; more pictures were taken. She then turned to me and said, "Let's kiss." I was willing, and so we smooched for the photographers; a million flashes went off as photos were taken.
Next, a dozen questions came at us simultaneously – many to me alone. "What's your name? What's your relationship with Crystal? Are you in music? Where are you from? Do you always ride that motorcycle? The bike has Massachusetts plates on it; is that your home?" On and on, the questions came without allowing us to answer.
Crystal nudged me to talk. I held up one hand; "The motorcycle is a 1988 Harley Davidson Heritage Softail, and I rebuilt it about three months ago – from the ground up. Yes, originally I am from Mass – I grew up there, in Dillon."
Crystal chimed in, "This is Jim Mellon – M-e-l-l-o-n – and he is a great country singer you're going to be hearing a lot about soon. We're working together on my next album that'll be titled 'Texas Dawn' – we were working on the title song and a couple of others today. The album may not come out for a few months – you'll have to ask Eric Bennett about that; I do know that we'll start using some of the songs in our concerts soon."
One of the paparazzi yelled, "Are you two an item?"
As I handed Crystal the motorcycle helmet, she grinned and whispered to me in a low voice, "You answer that one."
I turned to the reporter and said with a high degree of flippancy, "Of course, we're an item. Why do you think she invited me to be on her album? I love 'everything' about her – and I mean everything!" With that, I gave a broad wave to the dozen reporters, and mounted the bike in front of Crystal. Crystal hugged me tightly to the photographers' delight. The Harley roared into life when I hit the ignition switch, more camera shots were taken, and we rolled down the driveway amid more flash photos being taken.

* * * * *After we got back on the main road, I yelled over my shoulder, "I don't know where I'm going." Crystal started giving me directions to the Grasslands part of Nashville – a very pleasant upscale part of the city with some huge houses. Eventually, she had me turn into the driveway of a mansion. She punched in a code on a box beside the gate, and two large iron gates slowly opened to allow us access to the property. The house stood hidden from the street by lush landscaping. I drove up and around the circular driveway and parked the bike in front of the house.
Despite the encouraging words at the recording session, I expected this was the end of my relation with Crystal. She hopped off and handed me the helmet, and I rummaged in a saddlebag for her hat.
She said, "Well, come on, come in. You won't disappear on me now, will you?" She laughed and said, "After all, we're an 'item,' and you love 'everything' about me. That was perfect, by the way – what you told the press. They'll chew on that for weeks. You're a huge mystery to all of them, so they will speculate and prevaricate. I think it's all a game. I can't wait to see what the tabloids come up with this weekend."
Crystal led me into her home, explaining that she'd just bought the place. In the living room, a pleasant older woman met us. Crystal introduced her as Emma, and I discerned that she was the housekeeper. Crystal suggested that she bring us some wine by the pool after my house tour. Emma recommended some beef stroganoff that she'd prepared, and we both accepted her dinner offer. I realized singing and the hour had made me very hungry.
Sitting by the pool a few minutes later, Emma brought a bottle of wine and two glasses. An older gentleman, whom I learned was Walter, Emma's husband and a caretaker for the property, brought a tray, and laid out our dinners for us on a patio table. A large swimming pool dazzled the foreground of the backyard.
Crystal and I sat and ate, and started to learn about each other. She told me briefly about her life – that she'd begun singing when she was ten years old, even doing some demo tapes and trying to break into the industry as she got into her teens. She had been singing at weddings and in bars to make money, just barely getting by, when she tried her hand at writing a few songs. One of the songs was 'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl,' and someone in the music industry heard it when she was singing at a county fair. She described the month after that as leaping headfirst into a blender going a thousand miles an hour.
She said, "That was only nine months ago. Terry became my agent, and he connected me with Dave, the producer for the record company. We cranked out an album in record time to go with 'Flirty Cowgirl.' When that came out the song slowly inched its way into the top spot on the country charts – the album too. And, presto, I became star!"
I asked whether she had a boyfriend.
Crystal laughed and shook her head. "I got married at seventeen and divorced at twenty – three years I wouldn't wish on anyone. I've been skittish of a serious relationship ever since, although now almost nine years has passed since we separated. I haven't seen him for the past seven; I don't even know whether he still lives in the state."
In a serious mood, Crystal said, "I used to have friends I'd just hang out with. We were all in the same boat, trying to squeak by. When I 'made it,' they all became scared of me in some way – distant, obsequious. I see them, but it's not the same. Being famous is lonely in some ways; I'm surrounded with an entourage, but have few real friends. It's very hard to make real friends from where I am now: how do I know when I meet someone if they're not just cuddling up to me because I'm a star making a lot of money or because I have contacts that could help them become a star?"
While I would have been happy to have her dominate the conversation and tell me more about her rise to fame, she seemed to want to know about me. I only know how to be candid and open, so I told her about growing up, my Army years, Karen and her death, rebuilding the motorcycle, and my trip across the states. For some reason, I also mentioned that I'd been shot in Alabama stopping a rape; Crystal thought all that was exciting, particularly when I pulled my shirt up and showed her the bandages over my bullet holes.



Probing further, Crystal got me to talk about catching the felon in Arkansas, rescuing the farmer in Pennsylvania and the two kids in South Carolina. The more she probed; the more interesting I seemed to sound to her.
Walter and Emma came and cleared the table. Crystal dismissed them for the night. After they'd left, she explained that the couple had an apartment at the front of the house over the garage.
The evening dusk turned to darkness as we'd sat eating and sharing the wine. I realized for the first time, how much darkness produces a new intimacy between couples; I could tell Crystal felt it too. We had a couple of candles on the table, and that only added some mystique to the scene.
Crystal asked me, "Would you like to swim. I love this pool. There's a spa too – over there."
Ten minutes later I'd retrieved my running shorts that doubled as swim trunks from my bike, and changed into them in a guest bathroom. I knew I'd have to change my dressings later, but a swim might do me good. Crystal met me at the door to the patio wearing a bikini that would be banned in most states. I apparently gawked at her apparently, because she laughed and said, "I'd been hoping to get that reaction from you. Do you think it's sexy?"
I told her quite bluntly but sincerely, "Crystal Lee, I think everything about you is sexy. You are desirable in every way anyone could think of." I paused and added in a teasing manner, "And, that's another reason why I'm glad we're an 'item' and that I love 'everything' about you."
She smiled at me as she came up to me to kiss. I expected a peck on the cheek, but instead she gave me a deep, soul-touching, romantic, mind-blowing kiss. As she pulled away, I said with a touch of humor and sarcasm, "Wow! You really are a heavenly dream – an angel, because no human could possible kiss the way an angel does." As I intended, we both laughed over my schmaltzy compliment. Crystal pulled me to the edge of the pool, and we jumped in together.
Meanwhile, my brain had shifted into high gear trying to figure out why this beautiful Nashville star had kissed me that way.
We swam around for a short time. Crystal said to me, "Jim, would you do me a favor?" I nodded. "Would you be sure to always treat me like a normal girl, and not as some piece of porcelain that you put on shelf and only look at?" She drew close to me. "I like you. I'm attracted to you – a lot, and in many ways. The last thing I want is to be put on a pedestal and left untouched."
She kissed me again, and I took her at her word and kissed back with everything I had. We French kissed, and Crystal exploded into a passionate woman who wanted to be loved. Her words and the way she erupted showed me that she had a huge pile of unfulfilled needs, and I guessed she saw I could help her with some of them. I hoped I could before I moved on down the road.
After many kisses, and as we looked in each other's eyes, I carefully reached for the tie behind her neck that held her bikini bra up. I paused so she knew exactly what I was thinking. I studied her face for permission or rejection.
Crystal nodded her head and smiled invitingly.
I pulled the string, and the fabric fell down her body exposing two perfect breasts – each a hand full with a little left over. I reached around to her back and pulled the other tie; the brassiere floated away from between us. I tossed it up on the patio.
As we kissed, we crushed into each other; her breasts flattened against me. I could feel her erect nipples against my chest, and it raised my temperature past that of the sun. Our hips ground together. This relationship had turned a corner – it had become a runaway train with a single destination.
I toyed with her breasts, until, with her full awareness, I reached to one of Crystal's hips and pulled the tie holding the small and colorful bottom part of the bikini to her body. I did the same on the other side, and then pulled the flimsy piece of material through her legs and away from her. I tossed it to the patio as well.
Crystal pushed my nylon shorts off my hips. So she didn't have to duck under water again, I kicked them off, retrieved them, and tossed them away too. We came together again, this time she moaned in pleasure as my inflating shaft rubbed against her; she caught it between her legs and held me tight against her labia. We both groaned into another passionate kiss.
I made love to Crystal's breasts as we stood there. I used everything I had ever learned about how to love a woman's nipples, areolas, and honey mounds. I stroked her neck, blew warm air into her ears in a passionate way, and kissed my way to each breast with my tongue oscillating wildly to please her. Everything I did escalated the sexual desire in each of us.
In the back of my mind, I could see Kim smiling at me, urging me forward and reminding me of my partner's pleasure.
I picked up Crystal, and she put her arms around my neck. I walked up the stairs out of the pool and placed her gently on a poolside chaise. I tossed a pillow down, knelt on it, adjusted her position, and allowed my mouth – my tongue – to dive into her pussy. I reveled in her taste. She responded, and soon we were awash in her lubricating fluids that I lapped up as fast as she could generate them.
Crystal came, grinding her cunt into my face as she held me tightly to her groin. She said, "Let's go inside. I want you to make love to me ... all night long."
I answered firmly: "No! Here. Now."
Crystal nodded assent. I rose over her on my arms and buried my cock in her pussy. As I slid in, I felt that wonderful rush of happiness and joy, and knew she did too. This act of joining carried us each to a new level. Purrs and moans confirmed our happiness with what we were doing. Crystal became my single point of focus in the universe; I wanted to bring her happiness.
I didn't prolong our union the way I could have. We came. I timed my climax to hers. Our orgasms ripped through our bodies like lightning bolts from a towering thunderhead. We were as one; each of us felt every sensation the other felt in addition to our own. We crested in an explosion of light that started deep within each of us, and raced out through every pore of our bodies. As the climaxes subsided, I lay down next to Crystal. She rolled to me so we could kiss and be face to face. She had tears on her cheeks. We kissed tenderly. She was speechless, but I could tell she was trying to form words and sentences.
Eventually, she spoke as I cradled her in my arms: "Jim, these moments ... I don't know how to say it ... Thank you ... I'll never forget this. You are amazing. You made 'us' amazing."
I kissed the tip of her nose. Crystal said in a serious tone, "I hate to admit it, and I've had sex with more than a few men – I don't think I'm promiscuous or a slut or anything like that, but I have enjoyed the act often." She sighed and took a deep breath, before going on; "And, I have never ... never even come close to anything like what we just did – what you did to me." She choked up a little as her last words came out.
I said softly, "We did it to each other. We were both open to not only the lust, but also to the spiritual act of joining two people together in love. We just allowed our energies to merge in an open and exceptional way." As she apparently did, I too found my feelings for her had moved beyond a quick fuck.
"Oh, God, I think I really want to be with you forever," Crystal crooned as she hugged me with all her might. "Come inside and let's do this again."
We did.

* * * * *The ringing telephone awoke Crystal and me about nine o'clock in the morning. She answered it, sitting in her nudity next to me, a crumpled sheet around her legs. She mostly listened with a smile on her face. She kept saying "OK" or "Wow!" until she hung up. She turned to me and said with an excited tone to her voice, "That was my publicist. We're on the entertainment news, and we're an 'item' – just as you said." She flipped on the television, and then nestled into me. I allowed the hand of the enfolding arm to land squarely on her breast. As we watched, I kneaded and coaxed her nipple to erectness and beyond until Crystal moaned and held my hand still against her. To tease her, I brought my other hand into play on her other breast.
Sure enough, when NEN – the Nashville Entertainment Network – segued out of the weather and into the entertainment news, Crystal and I were at the top of news."Crystal Lee, Nashville's new darling, finally has a boyfriend. He's Jim Mellon from Dillon, Massachusetts. Mellon, who's in his mid-thirties, is also a country singer and has teamed up with Crystal on her next album that should be available in fewer than three months – 'Texas Dawn.' Jim and Crystal can be seen around Nashville riding his hopped up Harley – a bike he rebuilt as a hobby. Jim confessed he's madly in love with Crystal, and she confirmed that she feels the same way thanks to the nod and coy smile to your NEN reporter while Jim told us how he felt about her. Does this mean that one of Nashville's most beautiful divas is off the eligible market? Is there a new and hunky male singer that all you young ladies should all be pining after? Stay tuned."
On the screen as the announcer talked the station ran a grainy picture of the two of us arriving at the recording studio yesterday, probably taken on a cell phone; Crystal's brief kiss as we were leaving; a still photo of the two of us; and then video of our riding away down the studio's long driveway. Several cropped close-up shots of me also added to the broadcast; I had to admit, with the PhotoShop work that had been done, I did look pretty 'hunky.'
Crystal rolled out from under my enfolding arm and flipped around to face me. I found her as sexually stimulating and attractive in the morning as in the past evening. She pleaded, "Are you really madly in love with me?"
I grinned and said, "Yes, but you should know two things about me: I'm a horn dog, according some women that love me – like my sister and sister-in-law, and I may fall in love too easily." After a pause I reminded her, "Oh, and I do want to finish my road trip through the lower forty-eight states." We'd talked about my trip over dinner.
"Well then, Mr. Horn Dog, you'd better get busy and make love to me again. I've got a lot to store up before you go." She jumped over me so she could straddle my midsection and my rising interest in her nudity. I got a whiff of the delightful and residual sexual odors we'd created the night before. The sensory combination turned me on more than ever.
As an afterthought she added, "And we're supposed to be back at the recording studio at one o'clock; that leaves time for two lovemaking sessions, with breakfast between." I thought I'd be embarrassed when we came downstairs for breakfast; Emma waited on us, but the whole situation seemed natural and expected. Walter was not to be seen.

* * * * *This time when we arrived at the recording studio, cars lined the driveway. About twenty-five reporters, including two I recognized from the nationally syndicated entertainment shows, had been assembled in a cluster behind three saw horses to one side of the front walk to the building. To one side, Brad, Crystal's bodyguard, was riding herd on them. I could hear the whirr of video cameras and the staccato of a thousand camera shutter snaps and synchronized flashes after I shut down the Harley's engine. Crystal gave me a special hug I doubted anyone could discern.
I helped Crystal off the bike, and we both waved at the cameras as we walked to the entrance. Several reporters said almost in unison, "Is it true that you're both in love?"
This time, as I smiled coyly at the reporters, Crystal gave a huge smile and said rhetorically, "More today than yesterday, but not as much as tomorrow!" She gave them another Crystal smile, and we went in the door to peace and quiet. Just inside the door, she threw herself into my arms and we kissed. I was sure some of the paparazzi caught the impulsive kiss on film.
We spent the following five days recording duets. We redid 'Texas Dawn' a few times, and I think we sounded better than the first day we tried it. Terry next had us do a cover of the Whitney Houston hit, 'I Will Always Love You' from the movie 'The Bodyguard.' We did a few others too, including: 'To Get Me to You,' 'How Do I Live Without You,' 'Whiskey Lullaby,' 'This Kiss,' 'One Boy, One Girl,' and some others I'd never heard before but knew by the end of each evening.
The rest of the week we worked from ten in the morning until eight at night. Our diet consisted of pizza, Chinese takeout, and deli sandwiches, eaten any time of day. When we were through, Crystal and I had laid down twenty tracks that Terry and the others judged hit quality. She was ecstatic at our progress, and thanked me repeatedly for being her muse, even in the songs I didn't participate in.
In the midst of our recording, Terry talked to me about a contract, and I signed with him after reading all the fine print. He was fair, and I really liked him. I could work as much or as little as I wanted, and he'd represent me. He asked for ten percent of the 'action,' as he called it; I told him I wanted him to take fifteen percent and be willing to tolerate my inaction for long periods of time, particularly while I finished my cross-country ride. He agreed. In many ways, he reminded me of Jerry Maguire from the movie with the same name. I even played the line on him, 'Show me the money,' and got a good laugh out of him. So far, we hadn't made a cent.
Crystal explained how it used to take six months to a year or more to bring a record to market. CDs had cut that time in half. Now, because of online music services such as iTunes, a recording could be brought to market in only a few weeks and probably days. Terry explained how the digital age had hammered the music industry, first with Napster, and then iTunes. He said, "The industry is still in flux, and we don't have a new business model that works well yet. Some big labels have gone out of business, and at the retail end too – like Tower Records – they're gone, and they used to employ 3,000 people."
The realities of the industry didn't seem to faze Crystal. She loved to sing, and right now the industry gave her the opportunity to do what she liked to do best. And, like her, I found the singing to be a lot of fun, as well as a creative outlet.
As we talked Terry also mentioned something about concerts and public appearances. Crystal was standing behind him making a lewd gesture that indicated she wanted to fuck again. My attention wandered in the direction any horn dog would go. So I didn't take in that Terry was expecting me to perform at upcoming concerts. If I had, I would have been scared down to my boots.
A couple of mornings, Crystal showed me around Nashville. On a long lunch hour, after we promised to work late, the two of us even found time to take the tour that went by some of the homes of the 'stars,' including 'the magnificent home of Crystal Lee' who sat on the bus with me wearing her large sunglasses and snapping photos of her own house with a small camera. Like many homes, lush foliage shielded the main buildings from the public's prying eyes.
Each day, the tabloid television shows speculated about our relationship and its permanence. I heard things I never knew about myself – things that were outright lies. I heard that I'd had love affairs or illicit relationships with Reba McEntire, Dolly Parton, Faith Hill, and Sara Evans. In my ignorance, I had to ask Crystal who Sara Evans was, and whether she was worth having an illicit relationship with. She was.
Other speculations were that Crystal and I had eloped to Mexico, Guatemala, Las Vegas, or the Seychelles Islands. Another set of rumors had us on the verge of a break up because of (a) my philandering, or (b) her philandering – take your pick, depending on the tabloid. There were often lists of the substances and fluids that we abused: drugs and alcohol, when, in fact, neither of us indulged in more than a glass of wine or two around dinner, or maybe a can of beer at lunch.
Thursday, much to our great surprise, Crystal and I appeared on the cover of People magazine with headline 'Newest Country Wonders. Romance in the Wind.' Terry and Dave had intentionally 'leaked' an advance audio of the song 'Texas Dawn' to a friend he had atPeople. Terry sent some of his candid shots from the recording sessions too. I was touted as the 'hottest' country commodity since Crystal, and it was only natural that the two of us paired up to do the 'Texas Dawn' album, and further that we fell in love.
I called Anna and explained about my sudden fame. I told her that it would be rather fleeting, since I intended to move on with more of my trip pretty soon, and then I'd be forgotten. Meanwhile, she should be ready for an onslaught of paparazzi at her doorstep once they figured out our relationship. Anna seemed ecstatic about my fame, and urged me to stick with the music for a while. I think she liked the fact that I'd found something to divert my thinking from Karen's death.
I also telephoned Lauren to set her expectations. Of course, during the telephone conversation I had to talk her through two orgasms as she jilled off. I shared many of the antics that Crystal and I were into. Lauren liked that kind of stuff, and so did I. I think she thought I was telling her a made up story, because later I got an email from her in which she confessed initial disbelief at what I'd told her until she had seen thePeople magazine issue.
At Crystal's house at night, we were insatiable sex maniacs. I labeled her a nymphomaniac and she called me a sexual pervert of the best kind. I described the phone call with Lauren, and talked about how she could also share the nymphomaniac label. Crystal and I fucked everywhere – in every room, on my motorcycle, in the yard, beside the pool, and mostly in bed. We were cautious enough not to embarrass either ourselves or Walter and Emma with our antics.
Over dinner one night, Crystal went back to her conclusion that my coming along the road to her broken down bus as I did and our getting together had not been an accident. Someone could say it was a coincidence, but another interpretation was that our spiritual beings set the physical beings on tracks to intersect. Our falling in love was a result, as well as the recordings that might bring joy to so many people. I liked her thinking.
Since I'd had strong feelings for a list of women I'd met on the trip, I tested my feelings about Crystal on an hourly basis. I did feel in love with her. She had an incredible energy and love of life, and I felt genuine warmth for me. She blended so well with me in each little thing we did together. She was obviously affectionate, and I had a feeling pretty liberal in her thinking. We shared many of the same values and priorities. I found it hard to think of her in an abusive marriage or scraping by to earn a living. She obviously was now in her happy and soul-fulfilling grove. She was a delight to be around and made me laugh as I hadn't laughed since Karen's death. How could I not love this wonderful woman?
Over dinner one night, I bravely told Crystal about my trip so far, telling her about my intimate relations with each of the women I'd met from my sister-in-law to Pat Peyton in Arkansas, a couple of days before I met Crystal. I wasn't certain how she would react, but these adventures were part of me so I wanted to share them with her.
Much to my surprise, instead of displaying signs of jealousy or anger, Crystal displayed joy and happiness that I'd had such great experiences and met such wonderful women, particularly after the tragic situation of the winter with Karen. Crystal wanted to also be on my 'explicit email' list along with Lauren. I still wasn't sure about sending anything really sexual to my sister.




* * * * *Mid-week, I explained to Crystal that I was restless about getting on the road for my cross-country journey. Crystal was thoughtful, but not sad about my departure. We'd been up front with each other about our mutual affection for each other, as well as not creating any permanent relationship right now. She knew I wanted to travel – needed to travel, and I knew she wanted to devote herself to her music and adoring public. We admitted we were falling in love – having very tender and emotional feelings about each other – and our love felt like the kind that would last.
The next day as Crystal and I were taking a break and planning the next songs to record, Terry came into the meeting room and talked to Crystal about the two concerts she was giving over the weekend: one outside Louisville, Kentucky, and the other near Indianapolis, Indiana. I was going over some sheet music and not paying attention. Suddenly, she shouted, "THAT'S GREAT!" She looked at me proudly, as though she'd just solved a major problem.
I didn't get the connection, so I looked puzzled and said, "Huh?"
Crystal said with joy, "I'm giving concerts in these two places tomorrow and Sunday nights." She paused to see my reaction; I continued to look puzzled. She went on, "You haven't been to these states yet, and they're nearby. We can be together for a couple of nights more before you continue on your trip. My tour bus – now fixed by the way – will travel there ahead of us, so we have a place to sleep. I might even have a surprise or two for you along the way." So Terry couldn't see, she turned her back and gave me an evil grin that insinuated something sexual would take place.
"What would I do while I'm there – besides listen to you sing, something I always enjoy I might add?"
She bopped me in the middle of my forehead. "DUH! I want you to sing on stage with me, at least some of the numbers. We've done them in the studio – it's just like that only there are a few thousand people listening."
I spewed my drink across the room: "A few thousand!" I exclaimed as I sat up straight continuing to choke on my drink.
Crystal ignored the near death experience I was having, "Think about it. You can pretend it's just like singing to the studio control booth. And, yes, I know I had the luxury of starting with very small audiences and building up to the big ones as my career grew ... and that you'll be jumping in with both feet, but I know you can do it." Terry agreed I should give it a try, and then went to one of the offices down the hall to make some telephone calls, leaving us alone in the rehearsal room we'd been using.
I rolled my tongue around in my mouth for a bit as I thought about the offer she made. I told her I wanted to be with her, but I wasn't too sure about the concert 'thingy.' Crystal came over and massaged my neck ... and blew in my ear ... and whispered to me that I could fuck the daylights out of her when she wasn't on stage ... and promised me a sexual surprise that few men in the western world could even conceive of ... and maybe even one beyond that!
In the process, she pulled up her t-shirt – she wasn't wearing a bra. The next thing I knew, I felt her generous tits brushing against the back of my neck and across my shoulders. I could tell the nipples were erect.
Consequently, I promised I'd appear on stage with her – telling her she might have to stop my knees from knocking together, and push me off stage after I'd frozen in position with stage fright. She looked vindicated in her approach. She said, "See, sex sells. I'll have to remember that about you." She laughed and then went down the hall to tell Terry that I'd go on stage with her; when she came back, she told me he was a happy guy too. They both might be happy, but I was terrified at the thought of going on stage. I decided that I could always back out at the last moment and hop on my bike for a quick escape.
Saturday morning, we loaded up my motorcycle with my travel gear and a small bag for her. I used extra bungee cords so I could put more luggage on the front of the bike – in front of the handlebars. Crystal traveled light since she'd connect with her wardrobe at the bus in Louisville. I wondered what I'd wear if I ever got up the courage to even go on stage.
I got her on the bike. She wore her western boots, cutoff shorts, and her bikini bra, and the red helmet; she looked sexy as hell. I almost jumped her in the driveway. The weather was hot and humid; a true July day.
Crystal Lee wrapped her arms around me, and we rode down her driveway. About thirty paparazzi were waiting to take our picture or film us as we rode by on my Harley motorcycle. We both waved and gave them big smiles, then I cranked the accelerator and we sped away.

Chapter 9Road Trip – Kentucky
Our motorcycle trip Saturday morning took us to the Kentucky State Fair Grounds in Louisville, Kentucky. Terry had booked Crystal there as the headliner for the evening's show. We stayed on back roads on the way to Louisville and all the way to the fair grounds. At one of our pit stops along the route, Crystal showed me a text message on her phone from Terry: the concert was a sell out – 18,000 people would be attending. Crystal had the celebrity power to draw a sell-out crowd.
Fear pulsed through me, and I felt my body go cold. I would have to stand on stage – to sing on stage – in front of 18,000 people! Most people fear public presentations more than mad dogs, heights, deep water, flying, and even death. I knew what they felt like. I must have turned pale, because Crystal pushed her lithe body against me and gave me a kiss. She bit my ear and whispered, "Jim, you'll do great. I'll be there with you, and I wouldn't put you through anything bad – I love you!"
I felt better – temporarily. I studied Crystal as we got back on the bike to continue our trip: late-twenties, perfect figure and model quality face, full breasts, cowboy boots, long lanky legs, cutoffs, flat tummy, bikini bra that barely did the cover-up job, and long light brunette hair. About thirty magazines and other media had rated her the most talented country singer of the year, and she had the number one hit still riding the charts after being there weeks and weeks: 'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl.'
ThePeople magazine article had a lot of information about me that neither Crystal nor I told the paparazzi. The article talked about the 'tragic death of Jim's wife in February from an autoimmune disease,' how I'd rebuilt the Harley Davidson motorcycle that had been my father's as self-imposed therapy, how I'd set out from Dillon, Massachusetts, on a cross-country ride through the forty-eight contiguous states to Anna's home in San Diego, California. The article even talked about my history as a Green Beret, my job as a computer 'executive' – an inflated statement for what I actually did, and how I'd done several heroic deeds along my trip so far: rescuing a farmer from a burning barn in Pennsylvania, saving two children floating out to sea in South Carolina, stopping a rape and getting shot for my troubles in Alabama, and helping police apprehend a dangerous felon in Arkansas. The amazing thing about the article was its thoroughness – I hadn't told anyone in Tennessee the details in the story that had been unearthed about me except Crystal, and I knew she hadn't told anybody because she'd been with me constantly, plus when I'd told her it was the night beforePeople hit the newsstands.
I chuckled at some of the inaccuracies the story contained: that I held a black belt in several exotic martial arts disciplines, spoke six languages, and had made millions off the Internet before the crash of 2001. I don't know where these 'facts' came from, and I wished they were true. Such glaring lies reminded me to never believe what I read in the tabloid press.
Crystal and I stopped near a small community college for ice cream, and sat outside. I thought about Crystal, and I thought about Karen. I'd told Crystal about my ceremony of leaving a trace of Karen's ashes at some picturesque spot along my route. This small town felt 'right' to me, and so I let a small envelope of Karen's ashes fly in the summer breeze in a park across the street from the ice cream place. I stood and said a small prayer of connection. Without saying anything, Crystal came up and quietly and lovingly hugged me from the back, until I was ready to move along to Louisville. I appreciated her compassion and felt such love from her.
After we were underway, I wondered what Karen would have thought about my singing and doing concerts in front of thousands of people. I could almost hear her laughter at my nervousness and angst over the whole change of scenery. I know she liked to do or say things that would rattle my cage a little, and put me off my game. I briefly wondered about the supernatural powers of the dead; could they orchestrate something like the dramatic changes in my life? Was all this Karen playing with me? I pushed the thoughts and questions away.
I was amazed at how many horse farms we passed on the way into Louisville. I wondered if some founding father had drawn a circle on the map around the area and reserved the area only for horse lovers.
We found the fairgrounds and after asking directions found Crystal's tour bus in a guarded and secure parking area behind the arena. The driver was just locking up, and he looked glad to see us. He told us he'd return first thing in the morning to drive the forty-five-foot tour bus to Indiana for the next night's concert. He verified that Crystal knew how to get into the bus when he wasn't there; a keypad sat behind a panel by the main door. We told him we'd ride the motorcycle to Indiana if the weather held. I noticed the band's bus and truck about a hundred feet away.
The inside of Crystal's bus could only be described as posh. We went in and locked up behind us to keep the curious at bay. The tinted windows allowed us to see out, but no one could see in – at least in the daytime.
Crystal immediately turned to me and pulled off her bikini bra and pushed her chest at me. "Feel me," she commanded with a naughty smile. "I've waited four hours to jump your bones. That motorcycle made my tight little pussy all tingly and needy, and only you can fix it." She started to pull off her cutoffs.
I fixed it. Crystal was happy. She still had on her cowboy boots while we fucked. I thought that was kinky and liked it. I was happy.
I had to sing in front of 18,000 people. I was unhappy.

* * * * *After we cleaned up and donned our clothes again, Crystal and I roamed the fairgrounds for an hour or so, but only after trying to not look like the two singers on the cover ofPeople. We both had sunglasses, hats, and were a bit grungy looking. We ate a highly unbalanced meal as we walked, although I had the jitters and didn't eat much. As we walked and much to my surprise, a dozen different people still asked for our autographs –several on our picture on the cover of People magazine. We both signed but Crystal told me that if I didn't want to do autographs, I could just to just turn them down and shake their hand or allow a quick photo. I'd never had anyone ever ask for my autograph.
About two o'clock, we went to Freedom Hall where we were going to perform that night and gained admittance after explaining to a guard who we were. I think he wanted to frisk Crystal. I already had.
The place was enormous. The stage had a huge banner above it proclaiming Crystal's fame. There were posters advancing the coming album I would join her on: 'Texas Dawn.' Much to my surprise, my name and photo even appeared on a few of the 'Texas Dawn' banners announcing the future album, and that decision was only less than a week old.
At least forty men were setting up equipment, moving speakers around, and testing electrical connections. Crystal's band was there setting up their gear, and we greeted each other. They verified a seven o'clock concert start, and told us a little about the opening band –The Hobo Palace – that would get the audience cranked up before we came on for two hours shortly after seven-thirty. Billy, the bandleader, said we should try to meet their lead singer, Cindy Wonder, before things started.
We went over the order of the songs Crystal would do, talked about how we'd do multiple choruses of each one to lengthen the songs from the three or four minute recording we'd done in the studio to a live entertainment number of up to ten minutes. The 'song order' information would be written in clear large letters on poster board that would sit behind one of the speakers where we could see it, but the audience couldn't. A teleprompter sat to one side of the stage.
Terry arrived with an entourage of five aides around him. I explained to him my worries about forgetting the words and things. He told me he'd fix that problem and not to worry. Why did everyone think I'd do so well at this, and I felt as though I would be sucked up into an alien spacecraft and whisked away to another planet to be dissected?
Ellen, one of the young aides, came up and got very close to me – inside my personal space; she smelled like lavender – really nice. She touched my arm and flirted with me a little as she explained, "We've got your costume for tonight," and pointed to six large shopping bags and some boxes piled near the stage. I hadn't thought much beyond wearing some of the stuff I normally carried on the motorcycle – blue jeans, a t-shirt, and my motorcycle boots. In the boxes, she had three pairs of western boots with all sorts of silver studs on them. The bags contained designer blue jeans – the expensive kind, several western hats of various sizes, and a variety of western shirts to choose from.
Ellen said, "I guessed at the sizes. I only saw you once when you stopped to rescue us at the stalled bus, but you seemed about the same size as one of my old boyfriends. I bracketed what he wore. There's still time for me to replace any of the items that don't fit or you don't like." She looked eager, and so I thanked her effusively for her help. She beamed at my attention and thanks.
Ellen led me to a dressing room off the side of the stage, and I tried on some of the outfits and found a successful ensemble. I wore it out of the men's dressing room for Crystal, Terry, Ellen, and the others to see. Terry spoke first, "Now, that's what I call an entertainer! You're great. You'll do fine tonight. They'll love you."
Terry paused and added, "By the way, I arranged for a teleprompter off to the right of the stage as you look out at the audience. Ellen is putting all the words to the songs you'll be singing up on it – just remember to sing and not read them." Well that solved one of my major angst problems. I liked Terry and the way he thought. Now, I had only 18,000 others.
Crystal liked my outfit too. While I'd been changing, she'd also changed into her onstage clothes she brought in from the bus: really fancy boots that hugged her lower calves and accentuated her curvy legs, a tight skirt that came to mid-thigh and revealed lots of leg, her favorite hat that kept getting crushed in my motorcycle saddlebag, and a tailored top that proved she wore a push-up bra and had significant cleavage to boot. I stared at her; she came up with her evil grin and whispered to me, "If you look at me like that on stage, we'll end up putting on the longest and best sex show Louisville has ever seen on stage ... and, yes, I am wearing underwear – although you tempt me not to." I felt a really strong twinge in my lower regions.
Billy, the keyboard player and bandleader, Crystal, and I went into a side room where he'd set up a portable keyboard: rehearsal time had arrived. Ellen followed us with a laptop computer and a pile of sheet music. Crystal and Ellen exchanged some significant looks, but I had no idea why. I was too nervous to give much thought to anything except surviving my personal appearance on stage. We'd agreed that Crystal would do eight songs before I joined her onstage. Crystal quickly ran through her eight songs, sometimes only mouthing the words to save her voice. They'd talk here and there too, about how to segue between parts of the songs or blend from one part to another. Pretty soon, I caught onto some of the differences between the recording sessions we'd done, and what would happen onstage at the concerts.
When the time to practice our duets came, I joined in. My voice cracked and squeaked throughout the session so much, I asked Crystal if she were sure she wanted me onstage with her. She affirmed that she did, and assured me that this was nerves and I'd be fine once I got in front of the audience. Not likely, I thought.
Ellen disappeared for a while, and reappeared with two small steak dinners. She explained, "This will give you some protein and carbs and keep your tummy from squawking onstage where everyone could hear it." She watched me pick at it, and commanded me to eat. Ellen sat close to me, again inside my personal space and even putting an arm around me to rub my back, talking in a friendly way and trying to get me to relax. Crystal seemed to have a nice connection with Ellen, and didn't seem jealous in the least that she'd sidled up to me.
After the light dinner, we rehearsed a couple of more songs, particularly one song where I had a long solo verse. My voice was doing slightly better. Steak is my 'go-to' comfort food.
I hadn't been that aware of the passage of time until I heard the muffled voice of an announcer and then the opening band start playing. Suddenly, I became aware of the roar of the crowd in the auditorium.
Crystal grabbed me by the hand and led me down a long corridor, out a side door, and into the parking lot where her tour bus was parked. She punched in the access code to the door, opened it, pushed me inside, shut the door, and then yanked down the zipper on my pants.
With a smile she announced, "You are going to get a 'first-class Crystal Lee guaranteed to please' blowjob, mister."
And the next I knew she was on her knees in front of me with her head bobbing back and forth. I took a minute to get past my nervousness into the sex act, but when I did I resolved this would be a short one. Consequently, three minutes later I warned her of my impending climax.
Crystal pulled off me long enough to say, "In here, stud." She pointed at her mouth.
I blasted several shots of man juice into her mouth. When I'd finished, Crystal made a show of opening her mouth to show me my jizz and then swallowing the milky fluid. She then licked me clean, pushed my now-deflating cock back into the new blue jeans, helped me buckle up and zip up, and checked me to be sure I looked normal.
The simple sex act had not only caught me off-guard; it had reduced my tension and anxiety tremendously. I told Crystal, and then kissed her, swirling my tongue into her mouth in a French kiss. She looked pleased and nodded her head knowingly.
She did have another idea; she said, "One more thing before we leave the bus. I want you to finger my pussy right now. If you get nervous onstage, I want you to scratch your nose with that finger, smell my aroma, and remember how much fun we'll have fucking and loving each other after the show – and remember, whatever happens, you're all right, I'll still love you, and I'm still planning on jumping your bones."
She hoisted up her short skirt and pulled her black panties aside to show she was serious. I dipped the middle finger of my right hand deep into her vagina. She was not just moist, she was wet – so wet I worried it'd saturate her panties and run down her leg. She closed her eyes as I penetrated her. I sniffed my finger to be sure it smelled of Crystal. It did. Looking into my eyes, she said longingly, "Oh, if we only had another ten more minutes."



Crystal adjusted her under garment, skirt, checked herself in a full-length mirror, and led me back to the green room. Terry gave us both an 'I-know-what-you-were-doing' glance. We all sat in near silence listening to an increasingly raucous band and crowd. I started to feel some of the crowd's energy. The band was good, and Cindy Wonder had a sound sort of like a country Stevie Nicks ofFleetwood Mac.
After what seemed like a long time, Ellen came into the ready room and gave us a five-minute warning. She handed Crystal and me earpieces so we could hear ourselves sing over the sound of the band and the noise of the crowd. The band members stood up and did some brief limbering exercises. Crystal closed her eyes; I could tell she'd entered a short meditation. That seemed like a good idea, and so I started to meditate as well – gradually, sliding away from the tension and stress I'd been feeling, and clearing my mind of everything but the hum of one of the air conditioning units.
Next we knew, Ellen opened the door again and said in a loud voice, "NOW!" She led all of us to the side stage as the opening band finished their last number. Amid a round of applause for the first band, the lights dimmed and went dark. The ten band members walked onto the stage to their opening positions, some carrying their musical instruments. The pallets with the other band's drums and electronics were rolled off the other side of the stage from where we stood, as some of our electronics and instruments from our band rolled in from the back of the stage. The whole transition of bands took about two minutes.

* * * * *Crystal stood where I could hold her hand, and waited for some invisible cue to tell her when to go onstage. She gave my hand a squeeze and said, "See you in a few minutes, handsome." She kissed me, and I kissed back.
Ellen handed her a wireless mic, and Crystal strode onto the stage as the lights came up and the band loudly launched into the opening bars of 'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl.' The audience jumped to their feet and went wild in delight that she opened with her big hit.
Ellen stood beside me as we watched the performance from the side of the stage. I detected a pride in her in being on Crystal's team that seemed special in some way. As the seventh song started, one that was supposed to take five minutes, she leaned over to me and said in a straight voice, "Crystal said to check whether you needed another blow job before you went on stage. I'm ready when you are."
My mouth dropped open, and I looked at her in shock. Ellen doubled over with laughter, and said, "I'm kidding. I'm kidding." The moment of comic relief did relax me, and even forced me to smile. She said, "Keep smiling when you're out there; you look more handsome when you do." She handed me a wireless mic and told me to keep it within six inches of my mouth when singing. She showed me the off/on switch too. I probably nodded; numbness had started to set in. She whispered some other encouraging words to me as Crystal went into her eighth song of the night. I certainly felt that everyone was on my side, now all I had to do was not screw up.
At that point, Ellen stood on her toes and gave me a lovely kiss on my cheek. She whispered words of encouragement one more time. Wow! Where had that kiss come from? It seemed special in so many ways. She gave me a really loving look too.
The song ended, and Crystal started to introduce the first song that we were going to sing together: 'I Will Always Love You.' She told the audience she needed a hunky male to help her sing this romantic song, and she knew just the guy – Jim Mellon. She laid on a few more accolades, mentioned that I was a proven hero in many ways, alluded to thePeoplemagazine article, and gestured to where I stood; Ellen gave me a push.
I walked out into the spotlight and waved deferentially to the politely applauding crowd as the band started playing the lead in, and the lights dimmed. I had an opening solo for the song, and ... I nailed it. Much to my surprise, my voice didn't crack or creak; it had just the tone, timbre, and color that I'd had in rehearsal only I could hear the reverberation around the huge hall on some notes. I actually sounded good.
Crystal and I looked endearingly at one another, also as we'd rehearsed. She flashed me a smile to tell me she knew I was 'on.' I caught her wink reminding me of our recent time on the bus. As we got into the song, the audience started to also sing more loudly and started to do the slow wave in the darkness with their cell phones and lighters. Crystal and I faced each other more, looking deep into each other's eyes. We were beautifully in sync. At one point, I became aware that several TV cameras were being used to project our image on a huge screen over our heads – everyone could see every little detail. Momentarily, I thought, "Oh shit!" When I looked again, I realized how in love we looked, particularly singing this song.
When we finished the first duet the crowd roared in delight, the lights came up on the stage, and the band immediately segued into a lively version of 'See the Embers, Feel the Flame' – a song the group Alabama had made a hit thirty years earlier. Crystal and I launched into that upbeat song with zeal. At this point, I actually snuck a look at the audience – 18,000 people. I felt my knees knock a couple of times, and I went inside my head and said to myself, "Oh, no, you don't."
We hit a spot in the song where the band would do a couple of instrumental solos – lead guitar and bass. I turned to Crystal and said, "Dance?" She gave me a big smile, and we started a two-step around our part of the stage. Many people in the audience applauded although my dancing wasn't very good. We did a couple of more short songs, and with Crystal's lead I started to get more animated and move around the stage more, even moving over and singing part of a solo I had with the backup singers.
We sang another long song, and I realized how important the teleprompter was. I forgot the words to the second verse at one point and there, twenty feet away, they sat in space – clearly illuminated so those of us onstage could see them, but invisible to the audience except for a box on a post. I didn't embarrass myself. Thank you, Ellen.
We took a planned ten-minute intermission that really took twenty minutes. Crystal jumped into my arms as we came off stage. She jumped up and shouted; "You did it. You did it. You were great!" Terry and some of the band members verified her remarks with his slaps on my back, as did Ellen – with another kiss. I congratulated them too on the great job they were doing.
After the initial congratulations, I caucused with Crystal, Terry, Ellen, Billy, and Hank – the violinist. I made a suggestion about the encore at the end. Crystal had told me she had been using a reprise of 'Flirty Cowgirl' for an encore, and I suggested that she do that, but that we also add another song – something the audience could participate in. Ellen nodded excitedly at my suggestion, and said, "I can do that; I can put all the words on the teleprompter."
We opened the second half with our version of 'Gone Country.' I got bold with my lines and started to get the audience to sing along – something they clearly liked to do to the songs they knew. At one point, I made my way to the front of the stage and walked along as I sang shaking the hands of the mostly female crowd clustered there. I got a few imitation 'swoons' and cheers along the way. Was I really a heartthrob to this crowd – to these women I'd never seen before?
The longer I was on stage the more relaxed I got; Crystal could see it too. She encouraged me too with an aside between songs. I felt as though there were two of me: one carefully and slowly observing the other, making corrections ahead of time and planning things the audience and Crystal would like, for instance, in one of our love songs I put my arms around her – it made the song more romantic and looked great on the large screens above us.
I faded to the side for a couple of numbers Crystal did alone, and then we did some more duets. Between some of the songs we did a little conversational banter; Crystal started it with me tentatively, not sure how I'd react, and then we got deeper into it. She even had me talking about my motorcycle and my cross-country trip at one point. The last song before we let the audience coax us back on stage was 'Texas Dawn.' Crystal introduced it, and I even chimed in on how much I liked the beautiful the poem that made up this love song. We made the song ten minutes long, clearly our crescendo.
The lights went dark, and we made as though we'd left the stage for good. The audience cheered and shouted, "More! More!" The band members mulled around on stage acting as if they were packing up. After two minutes of acclamation, the lights rose, the band members took their positions again, and Crystal and I walked back on stage, took another bow, and then conversed about what to sing. She turned to Billy, and the band started 'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl.' The crowd cheered. I faded to the side of the stage.
At the end of the song, another huge round of applause and cheering exploded from the audience – and with 18,000 people, that's a lot of noise.
Crystal gestured me forward. She yelled to me over the din, "You introduce this one. It's your idea." She gave me an encouraging smile and nod.
As the applause died down, I spoke into my wireless microphone, "Ladies and gentlemen, I love your state. Kentucky truly is one of the most beautiful parts of this great country." Lots of applause rippled through the audience. I went on, my voice reverberating around the auditorium, "So, I hope you'll all stand and join us in a tribute to Kentucky that Stephen Foster wrote over a hundred and fifty years ago; I'm sure you all know the words."
There was a rustling din as 18,000 people rose to their feet. The band started playing, and I gave the opening lines to 'My Old Kentucky Home'as Crystal joined in, her distinctive voice resonating across the huge arena along with mine. We held hands up on the stage and started swaying – so did the whole audience. Only a few words in, the rest of the audience sang as well. Cellphones, flashlights, and lighters were immediately raised on high as the audience swayed to and fro. The background singers joined us too, and then Cindy Wonder and several members of the opening band that had been enjoying the concert backstage came out to sing too. The moment brought tears to many eyes; there's something about so many people singing a tribute to their homeland. However, I confess, I had to sneak a look at the teleprompter a couple of times.
At the end of the song, we bowed to thunderous applause, and ran off stage and back to the green room. The acclaim continued long after we'd disappeared, and the sound carried all the way outside the arena to the soundproof rehearsal rooms behind the building. Terry raced up just after Crystal and I had finished hugging and kissing off the edge of the stage. He shouted over the noise, "Whoa! Hey, you guys were magnificent ... stupendous ... I mean ... let me tell you, I went to a Garth Brooks concert a couple of years back, and I thought that'd be hard to top. You guys did it. You really did it – both of you were magnificent." He started to dance around in his glee. Others filtered into the green room. Ellen came in and gave Crystal and me hugs and a kiss. A few of the band members came too; we all had happy but tired expressions on our faces. For the first time in my life I appreciated the tension and stress that concert performers and bands go through.
Someone produced some champagne, and we all toasted each other – Crystal, the great band, and even me – the newbie. We were all tired, and contrary to what many people believe we did not stay up all night drinking and smoking dope. The band worked another hour or so, helping the roadies pack up their gear and getting it on the truck that would drive to Indianapolis overnight so it could be set up and ready by ten o'clock the next morning. After that, they went to their motel and went to bed. Some of the guys had their wives with them.
Terry and our publicist went off to talk about publicity and how to capitalize on the evening's success. So, Crystal and I bid everyone goodnight, and slipped out to the secure area and into the tour bus to play and sleep.

* * * * *Crystal's tour bus had four major areas inside it. Up front was the 'cockpit' where the driver sat, and where a couple of others could be nearby. A 'pop out' living room comprised the next area; each side of the bus could pop out about three feet making a larger room. The third area comprised a kitchen, plus a bathroom that could be closed off from the rest of the bus so it became an en suite addition to the fourth area, a windowless master bedroom with a king-size bed.
Crystal and I initially flopped down in the living room. I got us both some wine; I remained cranked up to 'full volume' mentally – I wondered if I'd ever come down from the high of participating in the concert with Crystal Lee. The wine helped me slowly unwind. I told her about my wishes for a new career and to embrace music again in my life in some way. We both laughed at how modest those goals had been when compared with what actually happened over the past couple of weeks. All this happened so fast; I still felt like some great power had tossed me into a wonderful maelstrom of country music.
I held Crystal, and we started to neck. She suggested we move to part of the bus where we couldn't be seen if someone put his head right up to the glass. We turned out the lights up front and went back to the master bedroom.
Crystal's body was a joy to see as I slowly unwrapped it from her concert outfit, her shirt, and short skirt falling in a pile beside the bed. Her bra and the black panties joined them too. As far as I could see her body was flawless. I leaned over her and inhaled the nipple area of one breast into my mouth and sucked hard. Crystal's head went back, and she pulled me to her body with a deliberate move that told me this was what she wanted. As I sucked, her hips started gyrated slowly into my groin. She pushed her pussy against my leg and started to hump in pace with my moves.
As I toyed with her pussy with my right hand, fingering her lips and clitoris, Crystal worked at undressing me. She told me, "No fair that I'm the only one naked here; get out of this stuff." She seemed impatient, yet soon I was as nude as she was.
I penetrated her with a couple of fingers. I found a sensitive place because she moaned, so I put some focus there as I sucked on her other breast. As I did I reminded her that she'd had me finger her before the concert; "Crystal, at least once every song we did out there, I had to smell my finger – your aroma is an aphrodisiac to me."
"Come over me," Crystal whispered. "Do me. Make love to me again."
I repositioned between her legs, holding my very erect penis in my hand as I lowered my body into hers. I rubbed some of her juices from her folds onto my cock and then let her reach down and take over. She positioned me at her opening and thrust up into me as I pushed down into her.
I sank deep into her on the first stroke; she was sopping wet. She gasped. "Oh, wow. Oh wow. Ohhhhhhh. God, I have wanted to fuck you since I had you finger me. I almost jumped you onstage a couple of times."
We stroked in unison, and I went deeper yet. On the third stroke our pubic bones pressed against one another; I think the end of my cock was up against her cervix near her A-spot. We were both in ecstasy.
We were responsive lovers to one another. Her ups complemented my downs as we banged into each other slowly at first and then with an increased urgency to complete. Other than our moans, hums of encouragement, and gasps of pleasure, we went many minutes without saying a word; the only sound was the unmistakable sound of our bodies pulsing into one another.
My lover Kim in North Carolina had taught me the basics of Tantric sex, including the indefinite extension of lovemaking, and coming to an orgasm without ejaculating. I'd done well on the first lesson, and still needed to work on the second. For me, sex had always been a great relaxer; as keyed up as I was, I knew this would allow me a peaceful sleep when we were through. At that instant; however, I did not want to do anything other than prolong the experience and bring infinite pleasure to the two of us.
We played at sex for a long time – the longest Crystal and I had taken since we met. I had one dry orgasm, and brought her to many, some lasting several minutes as she crested and didn't come down. We toyed with many different positions, some making generous use of the many pillows that had been on the bed before we stripped it back to the fitted sheet. Eventually, I warned her of my intent to have a wet climax; I said, "In thirty seconds something really great will happen for me. Where are you?"
"I'm about where you are," Crystal gasped.
I ratcheted up our speed, thrusting deep into her body. She wrapped her legs further and more tightly around my back and yanked me into her depths with more force. A wave of pleasure washed over me as my climax arrived. My back arched as I made the last several thrusts into Crystal's heavenly body. She arched off the bed too – shoulders and buttocks in solid contact with the bed, and her chest thrust up into me.
Crystal moaned, "Oh God, Oh fuck, Oh shit, Oh wow, Oh, Oh, Ohhhh," gasping for air and then repeating the chant as orgasm after orgasm rifled through her body.
I ejected my love present for her just as she let loose a surprise jet of her own ejaculate along with a long moan of ecstasy. We clung to one another and collapsed, rolling to our sides so we could lavish more kisses on each other through our panting as well as smooth each other's bodies. We were both slightly sweaty from our exertions, and I felt as though I'd migrated to some planet where exquisite pleasure was the norm.
Although our bodies returned to some semblance of normal breathing, we remained joined, my cock locked in Crystal's warmth by our desire to remain together and be as close together forever as we could get.
I kissed her eyelids and ran my tongue around her neck. She was equally oral, French kissing me as often as our lips came near each other and sensually tonguing my ears and neck. Slowly, we parachuted down from the sexual high we had just given each other. Our ardor temporarily cooled. We shut our eyes and drifted into a transcendental state between consciousness and sleep.

* * * * *In my metaphysical state of sexual bliss, I became aware of another person crawling onto the bed. I felt no threat so I checked my response. A warm and naked female body molded to mine, full breasts and erect nipples touching my shoulder blades, and wiry pubic hair in contact with my butt. A trim leg wrapped over mine in a sexy gesture.
Crystal reached past me and stroked an arm of our new lover as she embraced me, clearly welcoming her to our love nest. Crystal kissed me, and then nudged me to roll slightly so I could embrace and kiss The Other.
The Other was Ellen. I registered surprise, but I suspect the only parts of me that displayed the emotion were my wide eyes. Ellen leaned in and kissed me very passionately, her taut breasts rubbing against my muscular arm. We ran our tongues together while Crystal stroked my back in a sensuous manner. I got one arm around Ellen and started to toy with a nipple.
Ellen said softly, "I've been here a while – watching."



Crystal said softly, "Jim, Ellen is my younger sister. I ... well, we ..."
I interrupted and said in a hushed voice, "I should have guessed." I kissed Ellen and then Crystal, and then changed the kisses for each woman to French kisses – deep soul kisses that stirred the spirit and the hormones for all three of us. Thinking back, I realized I'd made many assumptions and leaps of faith about what each woman would tolerate about a threesome; none of my presumptions were wrong.
While the sudden appearance of another woman in a love tryst might have startled me a month earlier, several situations had softened me to accept this situation. There had been Lacie and Lindy – mother and daughter lovers; then there were June and Kim – sisters, although several states apart; and further in the past even Lauren and Karen – sisters playing together, even while Karen and I had been married, but without my knowledge. I smiled at the thought, 'What would Karen do?' Now, I knew enough about my late wife to know she would have probably been a willing participant in this ménage-a-trois.
Suddenly, I felt a jolt as my own incestuous feelings for Anna resurfaced in this close and loving atmosphere. The question I posed in my mind changed, 'What would Anna do?' How would I react if Anna slipped into my bed to be loved – to share a passionate and sex-filled night with? Oh, God, I wanted her; I knew without doubt that I did, but ... she was my sister. I pushed these thoughts aside, knowing I'd come back to them again and again before I decided, and before I saw her again.
After kissing Crystal and Ellen, I said with a touch of humor, "I take it I passed some 'Sister Test'?"
Ellen said in a dreamy voice, "I watched the two of you make love for a long time. I've never known a man to last so long. I want to see what it's like too. I masturbated as I watched, but it's not the same ... you know." Crystal and I nodded, and then Crystal nudged me to Ellen's pussy.
I maneuvered between Ellen's legs, and she scrambled to welcome me with a look of excitement and lust on her face. As I lowered my tongue to Ellen's quim, I started using my fingers to carefully explore Crystal again, not concerned that I could feel our combined juices leaking from inside her. Ellen tasted as good as her sister – different and delightful. I buried my head in her pussy, licking, and sucking the folds of skin surrounding her opening. Ellen's body immediately started to jerk and writhe around my tongue and fingers.
I thought how wonderful the taste sensations that emanated from a woman's nether region were. A musky and highly scented taste that invited – no, demanded – the follow through to the sex act. I'd read somewhere years earlier about how some researchers believed that a human male could sense the female pussy's scent from yards away. This aroma alone could induce the start of a relationship where male and female copulated. In that instant, I realized the master bedroom in the large tour bus wreaked of sexual odors – Crystal's, Ellen's, and mine. We filled the entire bus with the aura of sex.
Ellen bucked, groaned, moaned, and twisted as I ministered to her. Crystal turned part way to the two of us and raised one leg to ensure availability to my explorations of her nether region.
I added some fingers from my other hand to my oral assault on Ellen's pussy. That was all it took to bring her to climax. Ellen announced her arrival at heaven's doorstep with a long feminine groan and a plea to never stop. She then slowly arched her back as I continued thrusting my fingers and tongue into her body at a rapid rate, attacking her clitoris whenever it was near, and trying to grind the orgasm from her by rapid siege on her internal G-spot. Ellen gave a long shudder and high-pitched squeal of delight from her; she collapsed and pulled her legs up to her chest. I backed off so she could enjoy the afterglow of her orgasm. Eventually, Ellen whispered, "Do Crystal again," she implored. "I want to watch – close up."
I looked up and noticed that Crystal had been kissing her sister, and rubbing and sucking on Ellen's breasts to add to the stimulation I'd been delivering to her pussy. I felt an electric charge surge through my groin at the sight of the two sisters interacting with such passion and lust. The sapphic act triggered memory of Kim's description of erotic play that I should consider adding to my repertoire of acceptance. Now, here it was right in front of me, and I loved it and found their behavior hyper stimulating.
I pushed Crystal back and put her legs over my shoulders. My tongue went right to her clitoris; she jerked so much at that touch that she almost threw us off the bed. I inserted fingers and searched for her G-spot, tongued her clit, and with my other hand joined Ellen in massaging and tweaking Crystal's breasts and nipples. I watched as Ellen leaned in, and French kissed her sister.
Crystal started groaning almost immediately. She moaned out, "I don't think I've come down from earlier tonight. Oh God, I'm so sensitive to your touch. Oh God, I'm going to cum."
And cum she did less than a minute after Ellen and I started to sexually assail her sexual senses. I continued to tongue and thrust into Crystal with my hand, riding out her orgasm with her. A gush of girl juice flooded the area adding to the taste and the mingling scents in the room. Crystal shrieked, arched and fell back with a huge shudder and gasp. "Oh wow ... you've got to stop ... no ... never stop ... I could have orgasms like that forever. That was more exciting than this morning. You just keep getting better and better." She was panting.

* * * * *As I was figuring out what to do next, I felt Ellen inhale my sodden rod into her mouth. She gave a few very wet sucks then deep throated me: I about shot through the roof of the RV. She pulled off me, and Crystal maneuvered so she could repeat the wonderful and lewd act.
Ellen said in a low melodic voice, "You taste so nice – the combination of your cum and my sister's juices, but it's missing a touch of me; I love it though."
They alternated a few times in their dual blowjob, and then I stopped them. "I want to be inside someone when I cum."
"Do Ellen," Crystal whispered; "I want her to experience you the way I have." Crystal kissed the end of my cock. "I really want to watch – to see what we look like."
I moved up over Ellen who lay back and spread herself wide to welcome me to her depths. I toyed with my initial entrance to her just the way I had with Crystal when we first met, sinking in a fraction of an inch and then withdrawing, then sinking a little deeper and withdrawing, then doing it again and again. For well over a minute, I worked up to full penetration of her pussy. By then she had her legs wrapped around me and was a full participant in our thrusts into each other, trying to maximize the depth of our union.
I had to moderate my thrusts into her lest I cum immediately and lose my opportunity for a full-fledged and long-lasting session. I'd cycle several times then pause and lavish attention by sucking on her breasts and kissing her neck and face. We created some new ways to French kiss that involved all three of us too.
Crystal laid along side us with her hands and mouth busy adding to the erotic sensations we were creating for Ellen. Unquestionably, the sisters had been intimate before. I found the thought exciting and erotic. After experimenting with several positions, I sensed that I could hold off no longer. "Ellen, I'm going to cum in a few seconds," I announced.
"Cum deep in me ... fill me you wonderful man."
We picked up the pace and in less than a minute that sensational feeling swept through my body – starting in my groin and radiating outward to my toes, my heart, my head; then came the surging of my liquid juice through my body and finally up and out my cock and deep into Ellen as the paroxysm of my own orgasm overtook my complete body with the spasms of pleasure.
I filled Ellen. We were arched into each other pressing our loins with maximum pressure. Her legs pulled me tightly into her. There was no doubt about her desire to couple – to accept all I could give her. The eroticism of loving a second woman in concert with Crystal proved a colossal turn on; I came in buckets.
We collapsed. I reached out and pulled Crystal into our combined embrace. We both kissed Ellen and made love to her as she floated down from her high. As our afterglows waned, I said, "I have a lot of questions."
"Ask away," they both said almost in unison.
"Are you 'bi' or lesbians or what?"
"We're bisexual, I guess," Crystal answered, "But only with each other. We've always wanted a man in our lives – either apart or like this; however, we never found someone we both liked enough to share like this ... until you. We did Crystal's husband a couple of times, and he was awful; but since then no one measured up the way you have."
I expressed my thanks for their thoughts with true modesty.
I asked, "Have you done this with other women?"
Ellen said, "No. Just you. I guess we're open to that idea, but again, the circumstances just haven't been right. Who knows, maybe sometime soon – real soon?" She grinned at me.
"How did you both know that I was the guy to do this with?"
Crystal responded, "Well, every now and then, as you know, I'd talk to Ellen on my cell. I told her all about you – no detail too small to leave out." She grinned at me; I was gently stroking her breast and nipple with the arm I had around her.
Ellen added, "Just based on how caring and sharing you were and how naturally friendly with everyone, I could tell you were different from the other guys we've known or dated. You don't have a big ego that has to prove something. You're a horn dog, but also a gentleman."
Ellen paused, "We know you're worried about getting real involved because of your trip, the loss of your wife, and the worry about rebounding. Don't worry; we know you have things to do that won't involve us ... and 'miles to go before you sleep.' Anyway, I asked Crystal if I could join you here, like this, and we'd see how things went. I'd told her I wanted to go for it. I like you – lots – and so does Crystal." Ellen leaned in gave me one of those toe-curling kisses.
Crystal asked in a serious tone, "Are you OK making love to the two of us tonight? Would you be more comfortable loving each of us individually? Together?"
I chuckled, "It's a little late to ask, isn't it?" I added more thoughtfully, "Oh, loving two beautiful women together is no problem. You are both beautiful in looks, spirit, and your thinking. I could stay here with you both forever. My concern right now is about jealousy between the two of you. I don't want to be reason for any rift between the two of you."
Ellen responded seriously, "We worry about that too. We've tested our thinking about jealousy a lot. I don't think we're jealous of each other. We got past that when we were teenagers and started having sex together. Although we're both independent, we care about each other's needs and wants. Sharing you this evening was a good test of how we feel; I didn't feel anything other than a real desire to share and participate. Did you Crystal?"
Crystal said, "No, I just wanted you to have your turn with Jim – with this wonderful man." She ogled my flaccid cock with a lecherous grin. She added, "I've been filled by that repeatedly over the past week, and I love it ... I love him ... and because I also love my sister I wanted to share this with her ... share you with her. I'll have him later tonight too, if he's willing and able." I was nodding eagerly.
Crystal paused, "It's not just about the sex – although that's fabulous. It's the man you are – that's what I really wanted her to feel ... the same sense of love I have for you." Crystal leaned to me with a romantic kiss.
"This will be a big experiment," I said. "We need to agree that we will each be very open in our communications about how we're feeling, and what our needs are. If things aren't working, we should talk about it and figure out how to change things. I talk about this three-way relationship as though I know what I was talking about; I don't, but let's try it."
The girls both chortled. Crystal moved around and sucked my cock into her mouth again. She raised her head and added, "I love the taste of you and my sister and me all on one stick. Wonderful. Like a popsicle only it's a sexsicle." She went back to sucking me to life.
When I inflated sufficiently for intercourse, Crystal pushed me on my back and Ellen came over me and slowly sank down on my body as we stared into each other's eyes. The two women kissed and put on a bit of a show for me pawing at each other. The more they performed, the harder I became, and the harder I thrust into Ellen.
Crystal started twiddling Ellen's clitoris too and then sucked on her breasts and nipples. Then, she started talking dirty to the two of us, telling us how much she liked my cock in her pussy and the sight my cock sinking to her sister, and the feel of her sister's lips on her pussy, and how her sister's pussy tasted.
Ellen and I both came together. I didn't try to prolong anything. We were learning each other's messages and signals around lovemaking. My climax was as wonderful as it had been earlier with each woman. Ellen and I remained joined for a while. Crystal set the alarm clock and then snuggled up with us. We said goodnight. In a languorous tone, Ellen reminded us that we needed to be in Indianapolis by noon later in the day. The three of us then drifted off to sleep with smiles on our faces, and our arms wrapped around each other.
I had a brief dream shortly after I went to sleep. Karen had been the third woman in the loving sexual romp I'd just shared with Crystal and Ellen. We'd all made love to her, and she had been a full and active partner in loving each of us – even Crystal and Ellen. There was no jealousy, and Karen appeared so happy with all the things we did to and for each other. And then the dream dissolved, and I fell into a deeper dreamless sleep.

Chapter 10Indiana
Ellen opted to ride the bus to Indianapolis since she had a couple of dozen telephone calls to make to be sure arrangements were ready for the concert Crystal and I were going to give that night. Her primary work for her sister was to coordinate with Terry, Dave, and Dan, and to be sure the public appearances and concerts went smoothly. The more I watched what she did; the more I saw how valuable she was to Crystal ... and now me.
As Crystal and I got ready to ride the motorcycle up to Indianapolis, I said to her, "So, Ellen was your surprise for me this weekend?" I presumed the answer was 'yes,' since it's not every day that your lover orchestrates a threesome involving her sister.
Crystal smiled coyly at me and said, "We'll see; maybe there are still more surprises to come." She laughed at her secretiveness, and pulled the motorcycle helmet over her gorgeous light brunette locks, this time allowing much of it to stick out the back in a makeshift ponytail.
I wondered what other surprises she might have in store; I knew there were no more sisters in the Lee family.
I'd also discovered that she liked to create surprise moments for everyone around her, even if it took money. Recently, I learned Crystal had paid for the daughter of one of the backup singers to get orthodontic braces, a significant expense and one that was out of reach for the singer without Crystal's help. She'd also paid off a major medical bill for one of the regular band members. Her generosity felt good, and made me love her that much more.
We followed my ethos of avoiding the Interstate highways to get up to Indianapolis. Just after we crossed into Indiana, I did my ritual of leaving some of Karen's ashes in a significant place, in the Ohio River. The site was not serene, even on Sunday morning. People and boats were all about on the river, everyone having gales of fun. Crystal came and hugged me after I'd let Karen's ashes float away atop the water and finished my short meditation. Karen had been fun loving too.
We pulled into the Indianapolis Fair Grounds at noon. The bus had just arrived, and we connected with Ellen, Terry, and the rest of the entourage. We all had lunch together at one of the concessions.
Eric, our guy from our record label with 'connections,' asked me, "Jim, how would you feel if we released the single of 'Texas Dawn' early, before the rest of the album is ready to come out?"
I put the ball back in his court, "I think that's your decision. You're in business and know how to optimize profits with or without an early release. Personally, and just having jumped into this business with both feet; I'd love it – it'd be more like instant gratification. I think it would give Crystal's current album a boost, generate two boosts to the single – now and when the album is issued, and lastly it'd pave the way and create some hype for the new album. We're using the song in these two concerts anyway; at least a few people have heard the song now – it seemed very well received in Louisville."
Eric nodded. In his eyes, I could see he'd been evaluating my business acumen and that I'd passed some test he'd put out there for me. He smiled and walked away.
A few minutes later, Terry put some pressure on me, "Jim, you wouldn't consider a break in your travels to do some more concerts? Crystal has some more bookings coming up – Oklahoma and Texas."
I shook my head; "I need to do this trip I'm on for all sorts of reasons. There are things I have to get through, some things I need to learn about myself and even prove to myself. If I don't do this now, I'll never do it, and I'll never become the whole and integrated person I'm striving for. I'll work with you then, if you still want me."
Terry shrugged; he could tell from my emphasis that it'd be a hard sell to get me to change my mind. Neither Crystal nor I were motivated by money. Crystal had watched me and listened to my answer intently over Terry's shoulder. When I finished, she winked her approval at me. I thought how supportive she was.
I thought a moment and then held the door open slightly, "Terry, if one of your concerts is close to where I am, I'll be glad to do it."
We connected with Billy, the bandleader, after lunch, and with a couple of other band members spent a few hours finalizing the details of the evening's concert and rehearsing. I was amazed at how relaxed I felt relative to how I felt at last night's concert. We added a couple of 'Indiana' songs for color, including 'Indiana Wants Me.' We listened to several versions of the song on iTunes and YouTube, and then rehearsed it a couple of times in our own style, breaking up the song so Crystal and I had individual parts to sing. Ellen promised the words would be on the teleprompter.
We finished about five, and had two hours before the concert started with 'The Hobo Palace' band to get the crowd hyped up before we appeared. Crystal, Ellen, and I all looked at each other with knowing glances. I whispered to Crystal in a lascivious tone, "Aren't you going to do something about my pre-concert anxiety?" She burst out laughing.
The three of us drifted back to Crystal's tour bus by different paths, and locked ourselves inside. We allotted thirty minutes for 'wild sexual activity' before we had to get serious about the concert. We cavorted around the bedroom, and I used my steely shaft to plug one hole after another. By the end of the half-hour, we'd each had at least one orgasm and a real mellow mood settled on the three of us.

* * * * *Ellen dressed and scurried away to attend to concert details and the teleprompter. After cleaning up, Crystal and I dressed in our onstage western country outfits that Terry and the studio guys wanted us to wear. As she'd done in Louisville, Crystal had me finger her cunt 'So I had something to remember her by' if I got nervous during the performance. When we connected with Terry, he proudly announced that the gate had sold about 16,000 tickets to our concert. Unlike the Louisville concert, this would be outdoors, again with large projection screens to show details and close-ups of us onstage to the more distant people in the crowd.



Crystal and I ate a light dinner that Ellen delivered to us. Over dinner Crystal talked about how she was less nervous before a large crowd, because there was no intimacy with the individuals there. "When I'd sing in a club or bar as I was getting started, I was more nervous; the people were right in front of you in an intimate way, and you could see their expressions of like or dislike as you sang. That's pressure!"
After we'd returned to the green room to wait for things to start, Crystal said in a whisper only I could hear, "I'm am really eagerly awaiting tonight. This'll be exciting and open some new doorways for you and me." She gave me a lascivious grin. I looked at her expecting clarification, but all I got was a silly grin. "You'll see," she promised. "Not too much longer."
The opening few minutes of the concert went pretty much as it had the night before in Louisville. The opening band got the audience rocking and in a good mood, and then Crystal opened with 'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl' to everyone's great delight. I definitely felt more confident and relaxed about tonight. I stood at the edge of the stage watching Crystal perform, awaiting my introduction and cue to come on stage seven songs later.
Crystal sang a couple of more songs, and I marveled at how at ease she was, and how she read the crowd. Again, I found myself drawn to her distinctive voice, and I confirmed to myself that she would go far in country music for years to come.
I watched from the side of the stage wondering again what Karen would have thought about all this: my singing, performing in front of thousands of people, Crystal, Ellen, and everything else that had happened on my road trip. Would she have approved, or would it have been beyond anything she could comprehend? Heck, it was almost beyond anything I could believe.
Suddenly, I heard Crystal start introducing me. From my pocket, I double-checked the agenda of songs we'd agreed; had I just spaced out thinking about Karen and missed a few songs? I'd expected four more songs before I got introduced and appeared on stage. My heart jumped in my throat, and I wondered what I'd do – what was wrong? I quickly checked, and sure enough, the teleprompter was up and running on the right as I'd look out at the audience. That device was comforting, if it had the right song set up on it.
Ellen appeared beside me out of breath, and on a cue from Crystal after the last words of my introduction, Ellen pushed me out on stage. I sauntered out beside Crystal as though all was normal and gave my welcoming wave to the audience. I turned to Crystal with a big question mark on my face; I gave a slight shrug. The audience applauded and cheered my arrival despite my having yet to do anything to entertain them. The level of support amazed me.
Crystal jerked her head at me and then had to lead me to the edge of center stage – right by some of the fans in the VIP section. I didn't understand and checked again to be sure I'd read her signals correctly. She wanted me beside the center VIP section – a sea of mostly young women cheering loudly. Over Crystal's shoulder, I could see the puzzled look on my face on one of the large screen LED displays. Crystal again nodded to me and even gestured with one hand; so I scanned the crowd of people clustered along the front edge of the stage in more detail. While all this was going on the crowd kept applauding and chanting, "Jim! Jim! Jim!" Crystal was laughing.
My eyes scanned the crowd along the stage. For a few brief seconds, I really thought I'd started hallucinating. Karen was stage side, looking up at me with a look of love and excitement on her face. My heart throbbed with love and all my protective juices hit my blood stream in an instant. One thought screamed inside my head, 'I'll save you,' but immediately I knew I couldn't – that Karen was gone. My face must have scrunched up in pain. I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to regain some semblance of reality – to move beyond the fantasy or dream state I'd been catapulted into by this woman – this woman that looked just like Karen ... just like her sister.
"LAUREN!" I screamed. I couldn't believe what I was seeing.
For a second, I remained stunned and amazed to see my sister-in-law – shouldn't she be in Vermont? She locked eyes with me and had a big and very happy smile on her face. Now, I knew the rest of Crystal's surprise; she'd brought Lauren here for the concert. Tears welled up in my eyes.
I jumped over the edge of the stage into the VIP section and gave Lauren a big hug and kiss on the lips, followed by another hug. She kissed back with the urgency and passion we'd shared about ten weeks earlier as I began my journey. The crowd was going wild, and I could see the close-up of the two of us projected up on one of the huge screens that everyone at the concert could see.
Lauren had to yell to get me to hear her over the crowd's cheers, "I love you. Go sing for us – sing for me. I'll see you later."
The crowd had cheered even more loudly as I kissed Lauren again. The spotlights were on the two of us. Of course, no one knew her; only that one of their new idols had paid attention to someone important to him in the audience. Lots of flash pictures of the two of us were taken.
I hopped back on the stage, moved sideways from Lauren, touched a few of the outstretched hands of screaming fans. Several women yelled, "Kiss me, too!" I couldn't believe the kind of reception I was getting. I blew kisses to a few more women.
When I went back to Crystal, I gave her a kiss on her cheek and mouthed the words 'Thank you.' We hugged, and the crowd cheered again. She said in a voice I could barely hear over the crowd noise, "Change of order – we're doing 'How Do I Live Without You?'" I looked at the band, and Billy nodded. I guess he was in on my surprise. I gave him an 'OK' sign, as the band launched into the first notes of the song. I had the opening couple of lines of the song before Crystal repeated the words, and then we sang together.
I started singing to Crystal, and got that lovely smile from her that lights up my life. She flicked her eyes to Lauren before I got to the end of the first sentence. I moved to the edge of the stage, sang to a couple of teenage girls, and then shifted so I sang the important lyrics to Lauren. Everyone swooned, and Lauren held her hands to her chest and made a gesture as though her heart was palpitating. When I turned back to Crystal, I caught a glimpse of the large screen above the stage, and there was Lauren in full view of the crowd patting her chest and feigning a swoon with the happiest look on her face.
As Crystal started to sing her lines, I again mouthed 'Thank you' to her. She winked and smiled broadly. I looked off stage for a second; Ellen stood there, a smile from ear to ear, looking very proud of herself. She'd been in on this too, and probably arranged the whole thing. Here was Crystal doing something special for someone close to her again; this time it was for me.
After the love song, we jazzed up the whole concert with a long version of 'Life Is A Highway.' This gave the band a chance to join in both as singers and with solos on their various instruments. This is one of most up-tempo songs in country music, and the audience loved it – roaring their approval all through the song. Many people sang along. After that we did a few more numbers.
At intermission, I had one of the security guys pull Lauren out of the VIP pit and bring her to us backstage. Ellen and Crystal hung around as Lauren and I hugged and kissed again. As I hugged Lauren, I turned to the two of them; "How'd you do this?"
Crystal spoke with glee in her voice, "You mentioned her more than a couple of times, and I could tell there was something really special about your relationship besides her just being a sister-in-law. One time you mentioned her last name, and, Ellen tracked her down outside Burlington, Vermont. They talked quite a bit over the past few days about getting her here ... and about a few other things, as it turned out."
I shot a glance at Lauren. She gave me a lecherous grin. I knew that grin; something sexual was involved. For the present, I ignored all the possibilities. Instead, we talked about how she had arrived at the airport only minutes before the concert started, and that she had to leave the next day on a noon flight so she could get right back to work at her hospital. Ellen had picked her up at the airport and rushed her to the concert, making sure she was at center stage when I came out. Lauren was prolific in her praise for Crystal and her financial help to make the flight – first-class; and for Ellen's help with logistics ... and her 'revelations.' I wondered just how far those revelations had gone.
We opened the second set of songs with 'Runaway Train,' by John Stewart. We'd turned it into a duet, and the song really sounded great as it floated across the crowd into the night sky. Far in the distance I saw some cloud-to-cloud lightning, nothing to worry about, but the phenomena were beautiful and caught my attention. Lauren and Ellen watched from beside the stage, visible to some of the crowd. Equally beautiful were the women in my life that night: Crystal, Lauren, and Ellen. I said a silent prayer of gratitude to the Universe for my blessings.
We'd saved 'Texas Dawn' until the end of the second set. Crystal announced the song and talked about how it had become a duet with me doing the lead in. I moved up next to her as the band played the opening refrain, and then started to sing, "Texas dawns comes early when you've been awake all night." I expected Crystal to join in, but she didn't. She nudged me to continue, and so without breaking stride I moved on through the love poem. Finally, when we got to the chorus, her voice joined mine. She circled back, and we repeated the start with both of us singing. We'd locked eyes, and I let her lead me in her rendition of the song.
We ended to fabulous applause and cheers. Our encore went very well too; she did 'Flirty Cowgirl' and we both repeated part of 'Texas Dawn' again.
Terry found us all in the green room starting to kick back. Again, he was jubilant and complimented each of us. He led us in a short post-mortem on the songs, commenting on how we could have made each one better. Crystal liked the suggestions, and after a few minutes she found paper and pencil and took notes so she'd remember.
Terry said that Nashville Records was rushing 'Texas Dawn' onto the Internet as fast as they could. They wanted to build some buzz about the song and the album building on our two concerts and the excellent press we'd gotten in Louisville. Eventually, he disappeared to find the coordinator for the state fair to see whether they'd sign us up for the coming year. He also started to babble about concerts in Oklahoma and Texas again; I reminded him I'd be 'on the road.' He looked disappointed.

* * * * *Ellen led Lauren, Crystal, and me back to the secure area where the tour bus had parked. As we locked ourselves in the bus, she told us, "The driver won't come until eleven tomorrow morning; and that's when I've got to take Lauren back to the airport. So, until then, ladies and gentleman ... anything goes. Tah Daaaaah." We all had lascivious grins at her suggestion.
With that pronouncement, Ellen walked over to Lauren and the two women kissed in a way that made me wonder why the metal roof of the bus didn't melt. I turned to Crystal and kissed her with the same fervor. I whispered to her, "Thank you for Lauren. This is a great surprise."
Crystal nudged me to Lauren, and said with a hint of humor, "You don't mind if we watch, do you? I do have strong voyeurism and exhibitionism tendencies, but you might have already figured that out. And, Ellen and I will be waiting our turns." I got another sexy grin from her. She sucked her middle finger in a lewd gesture.
"You fox," I said with élan. "You can't watch, but you can join in ... the more the merrier." I ran my fingers across her flat stomach, and then across her breasts, pausing at the deep cleavage her costume provided. I suggested, "Why don't you slip out of these things?"
When I turned back to Lauren, Ellen had already unbuttoned her top and pushed if off her shoulders. Lauren hadn't worn a bra, so was naked from the waist up, her large breasts showed excitement at the promise of what the evening held. Ellen used one hand to massage one breast and pinch the nipple to erection. With the other hand, she unbelted Lauren's jeans and pushed them down her legs.
Crystal said, "Before we go further, let's go back to the bedroom. Even with the one-way glass and in this dim light someone might see something from outside. We don't need that kind of tabloid press." She led us the twenty feet to the bedroom at the rear of the tour bus.
I pulled Lauren to me as we got to the bedroom, "I've missed you, big time. I have a lot of love stored up for you." We kissed, and our tongues went wild on each other, and then mine slowly slid down her chest to her areolas and nipples. I bit and sucked each one with the joy of rediscovering an intimate friend. Lauren moaned.
Then, I heard those magic words that every guy can't resist: "Fuck me." They came from Lauren – and then Crystal – and then Ellen. When Lauren and I turned to see what the two of them were doing, we discovered both of them nude and in an intimate embrace. I love sisters.
The four of us got onto the king-size bed. Crystal and I made love to Lauren's pussy as Ellen made love to her breasts. Lauren just writhed and moaned on the bed, promising to get even when we were done. I know she hatched several orgasms. After one, she pulled Ellen around so her cunt was over her mouth; Lauren went to town, her tongue lashing upwards into Ellen's quim.
Crystal slid down my body and inhaled my rapidly hardening cock, bringing it to 'full ready' status. She used her right hand to guide my dick to Lauren's gaping pussy. I slowly slid inside my sister-in-law and started the back and forth motion that is so characteristic of a great fuck. As I loved Lauren, Crystal lay beside her and invited me to finger her cunt while she toyed with Lauren's other erogenous zones.
Ellen popped off an orgasm, smashing her cunt down on Lauren's face. I leaned in and kissed Ellen, supporting part of her weight as I did. In another few seconds, Ellen lay where Crystal had, my fingers in her cunt as Crystal slid in the classic sixty-nine position with her sister. Both tongues came into play.
I shifted all my focus to Lauren while the sisters played together. I pulled her legs over my shoulder and drove into her just the way I remembered she had asked for me to do over and over again the weekend we seldom left her bed in the first part of my road trip. Lauren moaned words of sex and love to me; I returned the favor. As Kim, my friend from North Carolina had taught me; I held off my own orgasm as I brought Lauren to a steady stream of heavenly sensations. I stroked into her body from various positions. Lauren started to look at me in awe.
Beside me on the bed, I heard each sister also bring satisfying results to the other. Crystal had produced two large electric dildos with the vibrating rabbits from the bedside cabinet. Each sister had one of these running at high speed, and alternating between buried completely in the other's cunt or held carefully in just the right position to maximize stimulation to the other's clit. I heard some foul and sexy language from the two of them.
Lauren panted to me at one point, "How come you haven't cum yet? I expected you to shoot me full of your juice way before this. Is this one of those tricks you've learned along your travels?"
I panted back at her, "Sort of. Kim taught me the techniques – Tantric Sex. We'll eventually try them all, maybe not on this short trip of yours. I'm starting to improvise too. I can last a long time, give you lots of orgasms, even enjoy a few myself, and then cum."
Lauren said, "I sure hope I get to meet all the women you've fucked along this trip; it's becoming quite a list. Knowing you, they all fell in love with you."
I was pumping into Lauren in the doggie position, when Crystal slid beneath us. I felt her tongue lash out at my cock when I pulled almost all the way out of Lauren; I'd then slide back into her cunt. Finally, Crystal grabbed my cock, lapped the fluids from it, and then slid most of my shaft into her mouth and throat. A few seconds later, she'd put me back in Lauren.
Crystal exclaimed from below Lauren, "That is really good tasting pussy and cock. What a great mix you guys put together." She was silent for a minute except for a huge sigh, and I realized Ellen was pumping a vibrator in and out of Crystal's cunt.
Ellen eventually said, "Are you guys willing to try something kinda strange?"
We all nodded.
Ellen said, "I saw this in a porn flick not too long ago – it's a way for all of us to fuck simultaneously ... using Jim's cock as our centerpiece."
Some discussion about the need for agility occurred, as we broke apart.
I lay back against the headboard of the bed. Crystal and Ellen maneuvered across me face up from each side until they captured my cock between their pussies. I made a few thrusts, and each of us got good stimulation from our three-way fuck.
Ellen then coached Lauren how she should come over the three of us, squat, and lower her pussy onto my cock while the two of them pushed into my cock from either side and I helped support their upper bodies. Lauren straddled me, and then squatted, allowing Crystal to position her body so she could sink a few inches of my cock into her pussy. This was not going to be a graceful execution, but it looked like fun to try. We started laughing.
I pumped gently so as to not knock anyone off the bed or disrupt the careful positions they were holding. On my upstroke, I'd slide between Crystal and Ellen's pussy lips, stimulating their clits, and the head of my prick would slide into Lauren's cunt. The way we were positioned, we could each see the action around my cock. While the whole scene might have been the acme of sex, we also got the giggles as we squirmed around trying to hold our various positions and still fuck. Lauren's legs started to quiver. I remember Kim telling me that sex should be fun too.
I found the idea of fucking three women simultaneously too stimulating. After a couple of minutes, I started to cum. My jets shot into Lauren; however, because I wasn't very deep, on my down strokes during my orgasm my jism either leaked out of Lauren or just blasted her exterior lips; in either case it oozed down the side of my cock. As the juice seeped downwards, it connected with and lubricated the friction Ellen, Crystal, and I were creating with one another as they pushed their cunts against my cock from the sides. I came a lot. The eye stimulation far exceeded anything I'd ever fantasized about. I'd just fucked three pussies at once.
I kept pumping, and one by one each woman had another orgasm. Lauren went first because Crystal had found a way to diddle her clit; Lauren fell away from us. Ellen came next, and she pulled away rapidly rubbing her clit to prolong the event. Crystal moved over me, and buried my erection deep in her vagina; after only a few thrusts I felt the muscles on her interior walls clench and release rapidly as her peak arrived. Crystal also fell away to lie beside me; three fingers buried deep in her pussy to prolong the pleasure. All of us were panting from our efforts and muscular strain, as well as the sweeping orgasms.
Lauren came back and inhaled my moist rod. She hummed in happiness as she cleaned up the mess. I knew she savored the individual odors and tastes from all four of us. As she finished with my rod, she shifted slightly until her mouth and tongue could work on Crystal. She eagerly lapped and licked the residuals from her nest, and then turned to Ellen and repeated the process. Crystal and I shared Lauren's pussy at that point. We were all sated with sex – at least temporarily.




* * * * *Crystal and Ellen fell asleep, the latter spooned against her sister's naked body. They both asked to be awoken 'later' to play some more.
Lauren and I went into the living area to talk and cuddle. We left the lights off, and just to be sure we couldn't be seen I slipped on my pants and went outside the tour bus and tried to peer in several windows, even getting right next to them. I couldn't see anything, and that was just as well, since when I got back inside the bus, Lauren sucked my dick back to life, and then straddled me in the cowgirl position as we stretched out on the couch. We fucked slowly, just enough to keep each of us in a high state of stimulation.
I spoke softly, "I'm blown away by your coming here tonight – to come all this way just to hear me sing ... to sing with Crystal. Thank you so much. It means a lot to me that you came."
Lauren twisted her pussy around my prick; "I wouldn't have missed it for the world; besides I was horny for your brand of cock. I would have joined you in Louisville, but I couldn't find a substitute on such short notice." After a pause, she gestured to the bedroom and said, "Those two women love you, you know. Not the deep kind of 'known you forever' kind of love, but nevertheless they set their star by how you look at them, and by how you make love to them. I'm sure it'll develop into something really significant for both of them ... for you ... for all of us."
"Crystal?" I said in wonder.
"Especially, Crystal," Lauren assured. "I'm glad the two of you found each other. I heard the story from Ellen. You really are a star." She laughed and added, "But I fucked you when you were just a normal guy ... and now, look at you – the biggest sensation in country music since Crystal ... and that bigness is buried right here." Lauren pointed to her pussy. We both laughed at the outrageous nature of her comment.
I spoke next, "You were right about my trip. I thought I'd have this sexless trip across country, except for masturbating to thoughts of you at night. Instead, I'm making a lot of new friends along the way."
Lauren chuckled again as she added, "And fucking the daylights out of each one or two or three of them as you go. This won't be the last either, particularly now that you're a star."
"I don't want to trade on that."
Lauren went on as we slowly screwed, "Did you know your wife did something similar occasionally? I mean besides living in that commune setting in Boston. She'd get really horny, and so would I for that matter. We'd get together and sometimes do outrageous things. One time, we went down to Providence to go bar hopping. We picked up a couple of guys, and Karen led us to a nearby motel; we had an orgy all night long. Karen fucked each guy at least once; I didn't do too badly myself. She would have kept going all weekend, but we wore the guys out by dawn, and they left."
I felt my insides jump and twist in a bad way to hear that about my wife. Had my wife been that promiscuous? Lauren doing it didn't bother me; Karen doing it did. I knew from an earlier conversation with Lauren that her sister had been hornier than she let on to me over the years I knew her.
I asked, "Why didn't she say anything to me ... try to coax me along so she could have done it again? I know I was a 'prissy' husband, but I might have come around. Karen never even alluded that she might have wanted to do something like that. She could have passed it off as a fantasy to see how I'd react."
Lauren ground her cunt into my groin. I penetrated deep inside her. She said, "Karen thought she wanted to change ... to become a good and staid wife. She bought into the stereotype of the earlier generation although she hadn't lived that way before she married. She planned to have two-point-one kids, a happy husband, a house in the burbs, go to PTA meetings, and the whole nine yards. To do that, she suppressed her wild sexual side the day she started going with you. There were a couple of exceptions, but overall she became the wife she envisioned."
I asked with some trepidation, "Was Karen a slut, and I didn't know it?"
Lauren giggled; "All women are sluts sometime. If they don't physically do it, they at least fantasize about it; I'm not sure it makes a difference – being slutty is a mindset. Karen was physical about it, about once a month – even when she lived in the commune. She'd go bar hopping, pick up a guy, bang his brains out – even in the parking lot if he wouldn't take her to a motel."
"What'd you think of that? Did you two ever do that after Karen and I were married?" I asked her bluntly.
First Lauren said, "Don't worry. Karen stopped doing her bar hopping when you two started dating. However, she did tell me after one time that she missed the excitement of it." Lauren then laughed. "Hell, I was horny too, just a little more circumspect in my choice of men – at least I thought so. I'd at least do it in the backseat of a car instead of in plain view on the hood like she did a couple of times. I talked to her a few times about cooling it down a little. I worried about her safety or her health, but she'd have none of it. In case you didn't notice, your wife could be headstrong."
My first thoughts were of relief. I wasn't yet ready to envision my wife picking up strangers at a bar and fucking their brains out – all without telling me. I didn't want to think of Karen hiding anything from me, even long after the fact. I knew Karen had a stubborn streak. If she made up her mind that she wanted something, there was no turning her. My experience with that side of her had been around domestic issues and getting our relationship off the ground. Now, I knew there had been more, and a further side of her I didn't know about.
Lauren added, "I'm not sure what makes for promiscuous or slutty behavior these days. Part of the answer depends on social class or circumstances. It's easy to define at the extreme, but what if it's only occasionally as it was for Karen? We both thought that those terms had a lot to do with the frequency you did something. If I did something like she did a couple of times a week, I would qualify as a slut; otherwise, I just 'occasionally cut loose.'" We thought there was a difference."
I nodded, but my insides were churning at Lauren's latest revelation.
Lauren went on with a teasing tone in her voice, "You, my lover, have been a promiscuous slut throughout your road trip, right? A man slut. I mean since you left Dillon, after you and I hooked up, it has been rare that you haven't had your cock in some pussy at least once a day ... and in Pennsylvania you screwed three women back to back according to your email. Now that sounded like fun, I wish I'd been in line." She ground her cunt down on my cock again, forcing deep penetration of her pussy. Before I could reply, she added, "Yes, you are a slut ... and I love it. I love that you and I can connect like this. I love fucking you. I love being fucked by you. I love that we connect on so many levels; what did you say one time – mind, body, and spirit."
About then, I decided no answer was required. I'd stew over Lauren's comments about her sister later.
We ground around some more. I flipped her over so I could drive into her. I kept a careful pace so that we didn't cum, but we stayed right on the ragged edge. I think Lauren occasionally had small climaxes – events that made her pull me to her and kiss me with greatly renewed passion.
Lauren and I continued our romantic little fuck as she shared more details of my deceased wife's dirty habits of picking up strange men, even telling me some specific stories. Lauren also told me about a few of her sexual predilections. She again had me promise to keep emailing her the detailed descriptions of my sexual 'conquests' – a term she liked, but I thought sounded too macho. She wanted me to telephone more too, so that we could have phone sex. She told me she'd bought some new sex toys and wanted to use them when I called. About that time, she shifted the conversation to some of the details of my sexual exploits; she seemed to like the stories about the mother-daughter episode I'd had in Louisiana, and the sister-sister sharing in North Carolina and most recently in Tennessee with Crystal and Ellen.
As we started to build up to a couple of major orgasms, Lauren said, "I've got one or two more 'little things' to tell you about Karen, but I'll save them for another day. You've got to have something to look forward to." She gave me a sly grin over her shoulder as I plowed into her from the back and she held onto the kitchen counter.
I knew I'd never pry further details about my late wife's exploits from her, so I let the matter slide without even trying. The revelations would have to go pretty far to surpass the shocking news she'd already revealed to me.
I turned her around, and lowered her to the built in couch that was part of one side's pop-out. I worked on Lauren's clit and breasts, bringing her closer and closer to a peak. I reached around and inserted a digit in her ass; she returned the favor despite the awkward angle it put us in. Anyhow, the extra stimulation pushed us over the top, and we enjoyed a couple of mind-blowing climaxes together.

* * * * *Lauren and I dozed on the plush sofa after I'd made a feeble attempt with some damp paper towels to clean up our emissions from the furniture. In the middle of the night, Crystal came and knelt by my head and kissed me awake. "Come and make love to me – to us. I know you'll be leaving soon, and I want all of you I can store up until I see you again." Lauren was breathing heavily and showed no signs of hearing my call to duty.
I extracted myself from Lauren and followed Crystal back to the dimly lit bedroom. Ellen lay sprawled out on the bed in a sexy pose that fully exposed her pussy. I pointed to her moist hole, and said to Crystal, "That's hard to resist."
"Don't resist on my account," she urged with a smile.
I knelt beside the bed and slowly pulled Ellen's legs around so I had access to her twat. She moaned a little but moved as I wanted. I launched my tongue and two fingers into her cunt simultaneously. I heard her start and then groan in a way that could only come from sexual pleasure. Crystal started to suck on her breasts while she made eye contact with me. She whispered at one point, "Fuck her hard. Surprise her ... and then do me, please."
The act of cunnilingus had aroused me. Ellen tasted of the two of us. I relished the fact that I'd eaten three different pussies in the past few hours, savoring the sexual aromas and tastes of each. I stroked myself a few times to restore some hardness, and then drove my cock into Ellen again. She groaned, "Oh, God, this is wonderful. Jim, you can fuck me forever. I love you."
I decided to just drive her as rapidly as I could to an orgasm, so I accelerated my thrusts into her lithe body as she writhed beneath me. Her eyes popped open as I shifted into high gear. She told me how much she liked having me do this to her, how she hoped we'd do it often, and how I should know my cock always had a home in her cunt.
In her relaxed state, she had an orgasm two minutes later. I didn't hold back, I just pumped right up until her back arched and she squealed delight at the heavenly feeling that swept over her.
I pulled out of her so rapidly there was a small popping sound. Ellen jerked in sexual pleasure at my sudden extraction, and I could tell another orgasmic peak rapidly followed the one I'd just given her. I told her, "Now, I'm going to fuck your sister right next to you."
Crystal rolled onto her back and spread her legs. I sank into her instantly, and repeated the process of rapid fucking. She locked her legs around me in her own effort to control our pace and to ensure maximum contact. In a husky, total-aroused voice, she said, "You and I just fit together – in so many ways. I'll add my invitation to Ellen's; you can park your cock in my tight little pussy anytime you want. You're satisfying, and I love ... making love with you. I love you." We kissed a lot, and I felt we'd moved to a new plateau as we did.
Crystal and I came together, a rewarding experience that left the two of us again drenched in her girl juice and a huge wet spot on the bed next to the spot I'd just made with Ellen. The bed needed a complete makeover and a serious airing out. The whole room did. I held Crystal and kissed her until her breathing got heavy. Ellen had already drifted back into dreamland, her legs again askew in a sexy and revealing way. I went back to Lauren and spooned my nude body behind hers; she awoke just enough to take one of my hands and place it over a breast.

* * * * *The shadows of the building postponed the sun's rays reaching the bus until after eight o'clock. Lauren woke first, followed by the sisters, and then me. I knew I hadn't gotten a lot of sleep, but I had gotten a lot of sex, and I figured the two cancelled each other out.
Most buses or RVs I've seen have bathrooms slightly larger than a postage stamp. This bus was different; a woman had a strong hand in its design and layout. The shower could accommodate two people easily, and had multiple showerheads. The vanity allowed two people to do makeup or shave side by side without interfering with each other.
As Ellen came out of the bedroom, she embraced Lauren and the two nude women kissed and fondled each other's breasts in a desultory way. Ellen asked her, "Want to take a shower with me?" I detected a sexual motive to her request. Lauren winked at me, and went to Ellen with an excited look in her eye.
When they were gone, Crystal came to me. She put both arms around my neck and carefully dragged her erect nipples back and forth across my chest. She looked me in the eye, "Last night ... I meant everything I said. I loved it. I love you. Anytime, anywhere, anyway – just let me know."
I fondled one breast, but I must have reacted to the 'I love you' words. We'd only known each other a week or so. Crystal smiled and said, "I'm not trying to scare you, or lock you up from someone else like Lauren or Kim. You do your own thing, and I'll do mine. Just know that over this past week you've become my most favorite person in the universe – the person I most like to sing with, be with, and ... make love with."
The two of us kissed passionately. I had just started to get the idea that we might have another sexual liaison, when there was a loud pounding on the door of the bus.
A loud shout from outside the bus carried inside, "Crystal. Crystal, you in there? It's Terry."
She looked at me and rolled her eyes. She yelled out so he could hear, "Go away. We're just getting up, and none of us are dressed yet."
Terry yelled back, "OK. OK. I'll be nearby. Call my cell as soon as you're decent. I hope Jim is in there too; I see his motorcycle. We need to do some video shots for the songs we did before he leaves. You both need to be in them."
Crystal agreed, and through the strongly tinted one-way glass we watched Terry walk to the arena we'd sung in the night before.
Crystal reached down and fondled my increasingly swollen penis. "Now, where were we?" she asked rhetorically. Seconds later, I was buried to the limit in her beautiful body back in the bedroom. From the shower, we heard the continuous moans of two females in the heat of passion.

* * * * *Crystal and I emerged from the bus about forty-five minutes later, showered but still with that freshly fucked look on our faces. When we connected with Terry, he ignored the latter if he was even aware of it.
Terry explained, "Between the two concerts, we have about four hours of your guys singing on stage. Dave reminded me last night that we needed to make music videos of each song you sang. Anyway, what we want to do before Jim rides away is get the two of you in a country setting ... like along a stream, or in the middle of a field of corn, or near a barn ... you get the idea. The photographer will be here about eleven, so I want you to prepare to look pretty and loving, or sing or lip sync or whatever it takes to do a couple of more hours of video we can splice into the music videos."
Crystal said to him, "Don't you already have hours of me stored away somewhere? We did something like this six weeks ago."
Terry said, "Your right, but you were alone. We want the two of you ... together ... gooey eyed at each other in some of the stuff, and even standoffish in some of the other footage – lots of different scenes to work with depending on each song. We want the motorcycle too ... the two of you on that, beside it, around it, riding it, you get the idea."
Lauren had to leave at eleven o'clock to catch a plane; Ellen said she'd drive her back to the airport. I knew Crystal was headed back to Nashville that afternoon; she'd told me she had a TV appearance, and a couple of PR visits to make on the following day. Days earlier, I'd phoned an Army buddy of mine in Greenville, Ohio, told him I'd be there today, and planned to end the day taking advantage of his hospitality. As far as I could see, we could give Terry most of the afternoon. We conversed and compared schedules.
Lauren and I had a huggy, sloppy, kissy-faced goodbye, before she got in Ellen's rental car with her small suitcase. The sisters gave her equally passionate goodbyes as well, and I could tell Lauren appreciated their sincerity. Ellen and I also had an affectionate goodbye too; she planned to go back to Nashville from the airport so I wouldn't see her again this trip. She made me promise to come back or connect with them sometime soon; I couldn't say no.
The photographer and two assistants arrived just after Ellen drove away. We got started with many informal video shots in the rehearsal room, the edge of the stage, in the empty arena, in the tour bus – after we'd straightened up the evidence of our overnight orgy, and around my motorcycle.
After that, the photographic crew piled into cars while Crystal and I mounted the motorcycle. We rode about thirty minutes out of the city into rural farmland – as country as it could be. We did about twenty minutes of video with Crystal and me wandering between rows of corn, standing or sitting on a tractor, or standing by a large shade tree at the edge of the field. In some of the shots, the photographer had me move the motorcycle into the shots.
The crew led us to another thirty-minute relocation, a modest creek, about fifteen feet across but not very deep. Our initial shots were along the banks of the stream. Both assistants told us we took direction well. I suggested that Crystal and I 'play' in the stream, and the photographer lighted up like a Christmas tree; "That'd be wonderful," he responded.
With all our clothes on, Crystal and I started to stomp around in the stream, playfully throwing or splashing water at each other. The cameras caught all our playfulness. When we were pretty wet, we hugged and kissed for the camera as we stood in the middle of the creek. Of course, it wasn't all for the camera; Crystal and I whispered some sweet nothings to each other at that moment and meant every word.
We did a few more shots around that location, and then the photographer explained how the crew would take videos as we rode back into Indianapolis on my bike. Still in our damp clothing we mounted the Harley and followed a pickup truck with the video crew in the back filming us. Depending on the road hazards and number of lanes, we'd pass them, let them follow us, or pull back behind them. As we neared the city, we got a big OK sign from the photographer. We were done.
Crystal stood around with me while I packed up my gear on the motorcycle. We talked about music, the videos, concerts down the road, and vaguely about getting together. I found myself surprised at how amenable I was to all those ideas – after I'd finished my cross-country ride. We laughed and joked around with each other, and she shared her busy schedule with me. We agreed to keep in touch by phone and email, and I explained the likelihood of irregular gaps in my communications.



We stood for a long time with our arms around each other, kissing occasionally. Terry and the others in the crew mostly ignored us.
Finally, Crystal pulled away, and pushed me to the motorcycle. I put my helmet on, mounted up, kissed her goodbye, and rode away. My last sight of her was in my rear view mirror; she was waving goodbye – and I already knew it wouldn't be forever. I would see Crystal soon. I wanted to; I needed to.

Chapter 11Ohio
My squad – ten of us – were going door to door looking for munitions in what appeared to be an abandoned Iraqi village. The company we were attached to had the pleasure of mortar rounds dropping around us from near this location about two hours earlier. I was the squad leader.
There couldn't have been more than thirty or forty homes in the unnamed place. Most homes were one-room hovels with a pit in a corner that smelled like shit and urine, and that bred a million flies a minute. Five of us were doing the north side of the street, and five the south. The term street overstated the pathway between huts. We had our weapons on ready, and expected booby-traps in every unit.
We went door by door, except the doors were pieces of cardboard or tattered cloth. We probed, entered, poked with our bayonets, and then left. The last man out of each home put a squirt of red paint by the door to show the unit had been searched. There were no animals nearby. The fire pits in each home were cold. The place had been unoccupied for at least three days. The place smelled of danger and death.
Alan found a man's body behind one of the huts; his throat had been cut and his head nearly severed. The blood had dried. He smelled of death, his body well into decomposition. He had bled out right where he'd fallen; his body immediately attracting the flies and then the maggots and worms. This was the work of the Taliban.
This place was one more hellhole we'd been assigned. I wanted to go home.
I was just leaving one hut when I heard the explosion. I jammed past others to get outdoors. The debris still rained down around the body of one of my men, but the smoke from the explosion hung close so I couldn't identify him. Ignoring the possible threat of other IEDs, I raced to the unconscious man. My God, it was George Ellis.
His legs were a mess of blood and gore. George's left food was gone, and blood gushed from the open wound the explosion had created when it ripped him apart. George groaned and tried to move; the poor man must be in excruciating pain. I yanked a lanyard from around my neck and fashioned a tourniquet above his knee, tightening the thick cord until the blood stopped spurting George's life away from the ragged wounds the explosive left behind.
'MEDIC. MEDIC. MEDIC." I yelled at the top of my lungs, as tear filled my eyes. I hugged George to me and kept telling him I loved him. He was my brother – my brother in arms and all but my brother in life. We'd been all but inseparable for the past twelve years – high school, college, and Army Special Forces. Why hadn't I told him I loved him before. Guys didn't do that. I wanted to will him back to instant health and wholeness. I couldn't. Oh, my God, blood everywhere – his blood. Blood seeped from shrapnel wounds all over his body.
Two men came at a run and slid beside me to minister to George. One started tending to George's other leg and wounds after cutting away some his shredded field uniform. The other was on the radio, calling in a Medivac helicopter.
I cried. The tears streamed down my face as I helped the squad's medic. This couldn't be happening. This couldn't be real. I sobbed. I wanted to go home. I'd had enough!

* * * * *I'd been thinking about the past ten days – really the past two months and the past year – especially, since I rode away from Crystal in Indianapolis and headed to Greenville. There are times in your life that you surprise yourself, and the past weeks qualified like only a few others in my life. The fates must be playing with me, zinging me from one catastrophic situation to another – throwing me from grief to joy and love, from staid and certain to daring and uncertain, from knowing what the next day would hold to uncertainty about what the next hour would bring.
I'd been a man of simple tastes and simple habits living a simple life. Got up, went to work, tinkered with software, came home, ate and talked to Karen, went to bed, and did it all again the next day. Karen was gone. I'd quit my job never wanting to return to that profession. Now, my life was a jumble of complexity and confusion – of conflicts and rapidly changing values and boundaries. Would this ever stop? Could I ever get back to that old life? Did I even want to?
Other things also gnawed at my mind. In the midst of making love to Crystal, Ellen, and Lauren, the latter told me of yet another sexual 'perversion' my late wife used to have: picking up strange men in bars and fucking them senseless – sometimes in plain view of others. Lauren blew the whole thing off, but I couldn't just let it go that easily. I'd lived with Karen for eight years, and not once had she ever revealed that side of herself to me. I'd been Mr. Plain Vanilla, and she signed right on for the role of my like-minded mate – yet now I'd discovered this other side to her – a wild side, a wanton and sexual side focused on sex, unbridled yearning, and unrestrained lust for men ... and women.
The secrecy my wife had maintained made me feel uncertain about our entire relationship. Was there something else? I'd loved and shared everything with Karen, but then I was a boring software jock and didn't really have anything interesting to share that compared to the life she'd apparently lived before we got serious about each other. Did she do any of that shit after we got married? Lauren had said no, but I had to wonder.
Was Lauren right; she'd teased me the previous evening about being a 'man slut' because of all the sex I'd had so far on my road trip? So what? Hadn't Karen done just that? I had a growing list of women across the country for whom I felt loving feelings. Some were unattached and had obviously loved me back: Lauren, Betty Sue, Pat, and now Crystal and Ellen, whom I'd hated to leave more than the others. Some were attached but loved me anyway: Kim and June at the top of the list; Kim was the most special.
The sex and the other women helped me ease my grief about losing Karen – not forget, but to push my grief about her death behind me for a little while until it surged forward again and overtook my every thought and brought me to my knees with grief. I felt guilty about the past week – my time with Crystal and Ellen, and playing the role of country singer and celebrity. Between long workdays making recordings – great country music – and the sex I shared with Crystal and later her sister, there were times I'd barely thought about Karen. I patted my pocket where I held a small envelope destined to be left in some significant place along my route in Ohio. I knew I needed to meditate on all these issues when I next had a night alone.
I had promised Crystal and Ellen that I'd see them again sometime – a vague sometime eventually, but I wanted it to be soon. I had an open invitation to be with either – or both, as well as encouragement from my new agent and PR man to join with Crystal for more recordings and concerts around the country. I couldn't let that opportunity languish indefinitely. Now, only a few hours after I'd left them, I missed them badly. I missed Lauren and Anna too.
I loved Anna, and knew she'd support me despite what path I chose. Having sex with two sisters – Crystal and Ellen – had transported me from a lull in our lovemaking to thinking about making love with Anna. I chalked it up to a fantasy, but then maybe she had the fantasy too. If the opportunity presented itself again, would we surrender to our passion for each other? How would that change our lifetime relationship?
Would my sudden celebrity status change me so much it would ruin my relationships with Lauren and Anna? I'd seen it happen to other Hollywood stars. Crystal seemed to be handling her sudden fame well.

* * * * *I'd called my high school and college friend, and Army buddy George Ellis to tell him I'd be later than I planned. I pulled up in front of his home about seven-thirty. We spent a few minutes on his front lawn back slapping and reconnecting our friendship in person after the six years since I'd last seen him at my wedding. We'd been on email periodically, and more recently he'd coaxed me into using Skype occasionally to keep in touch. George helped me grab a few things from my bike and took me inside to meet his wife Summer. We'd been introduced over Skype, but it wasn't the same as seeing her in person.
Right away I could tell there was some unspoken agenda between the three of us. Summer was friendly and welcoming, even giving me a perfunctory kiss on the cheek and hug – a strong hug. I'd talked to her a few times, usually small talk around asking for George on the phone. She seemed to be evaluating me beyond the normal 'this is an old friend of my husband' review. George, too, seemed to study me more deeply than I expected. I wrote off their critique as resulting from my sudden fame on the Nashville music scene.
George and I had joined the Army together, and both been accepted into Special Ops– the Green Berets. My nickname had been Wolf; his Eagle. We had been lean mean fighting machines and had the battle scars and wounds to prove it. George had stepped on a mine in the first Iraqi war, lost a foot, and left the service on a permanent disability. Less flamboyantly, I'd blown my knee out in a basketball game on base, and mustered out of the military just before I was due to start a third enlistment. George now ran a NAPA auto parts store. I learned that Summer worked part time at the public library and helped out at the store on occasion.
I'd seen a snapshot that included Summer in a Christmas card a five years earlier after they'd gotten married: his first, and her second marriage. She looked pretty in the photo and on the webcam behind George, but to see her in person made my eyes bulge out of their sockets. Summer was beautiful: early thirties, ash blonde, trim figure, congenial, and a sharp dresser. From the tidy and well-decorated nature of their house, she appeared to be the perfect wife.
The two of them had held dinner for my arrival. We got drinks and sat in the kitchen while Summer served us a pot roast with all the trimmings. I explained that her meal was significantly better than a cup of boiled water poured into a freeze-dried beef stroganoff camping dinner that might have been my plight. She looked horrified that I'd even consider eating something like that. George and I started to tell her about some of the meals and deprivations we'd endured in the Army.
Both of them expressed their shock and sorrow over Karen's passing months earlier, and I gracefully accepted their condolences. Our evening conversation moved on to more pleasant topics, including the revival of my six-pack abs, my road trip, and my new celebrity status. Both were enthralled as I told them about meeting and hooking up with Crystal Lee, and inadvertently breaking into the country music business. They were both big Crystal fans, and now they had become Jim Mellon fans too – although they hadn't heard me sing yet. I did a little yodel for them at the dinner table that provoked gales of laughter. I also promised a copy of my more serious efforts when they were released.
We drank too much, laughed never enough, cleaned up dinner, and enjoyed each other's company until after ten. George helped me bring in the rest of my gear from the motorcycle, and provided me a dry place to put the bike overnight since a weather front with a lot of rain was expected.
George stayed up a little longer. Summer disappeared to go to bed after saying goodnight. He and I planned the following day around their schedule. He had to be at work at seven o'clock in the morning, so would be leaving early. Summer would be sure I got a decent breakfast, and then she had to fill in for part of the day at the town library because of vacation schedules of some other workers there. I planned to do some routine maintenance on my motorcycle and do some writing of emails and my journal.
Again, as we talked, I felt George wanted to say or ask me something, but couldn't find the words.

* * * * *After George and Summer had left for work, I felt well enough to go on a fast-paced walk around the downtown area, although a light rain fell; I wore my parka. Their home was on a side street in Greenville, less than a mile from the town center, so I prowled the downtown, stopping for a second cup of coffee at a Dunkin' Doughnuts. When I returned to the house, I did some exercises that didn't stress my mid-section too much. After examining my wounds, I decided they were healing nicely and I could dispense with the oversize bandaids and dressing I'd been using. I worked on the motorcycle: cleaning the carburetor, changing the oil, adjusting the timing, and cleaning the bike to the high sparkle I enjoyed. I pulled my computer and wrote emails to Lauren, thanking her for coming to Indiana and playing with us, and to Crystal and Ellen as well, along with some of the explicit details they sought. My email to Anna updated her on my travels but left out a lot about what was happened in Kentucky and Indiana, except for the concerts.
Summer appeared with a car full of groceries about four-thirty. I helped her bring everything in and put it away. We made small talk for an hour as she started dinner, but soon she led the conversation to how I felt about relationships now that I was single again, whether I'd ever love again, my ideas about the ideal family, and a few other potentially sensitive subjects. I didn't duck any of her questions and answered each as best I could. I turned the tables on her too, deflecting some of the questions back to her.
Summer seemed warmer to me than the day before. A few times, when she walked by my chair, she ran her fingers across my back or neck in an intimate but playful and flirty way. She got us some wine, and when she passed me my glass, she allowed our fingers to touch a fraction of a second longer than necessary. I caught her looking deep into my eyes with an enigmatic smile more than once. Each time we made eye contact I felt as though she wanted to peer into my soul – she even used that expression, 'the eyes are the gateway to the soul' at one point in our conversation. She changed into casual clothes from her work clothes, and the result verged on sexy, plus I could instantly tell that she wasn't wearing a bra. Later, I realized she was flirting with me and testing me in some way.
George appeared a little after six and shared his day with us; we had more cocktails, dinner, more good conversation, and then on the early side Summer bid us goodnight and headed upstairs. Some unspoken communication took place between George and Summer through eye contact, a brief kiss, and smiles as she left.
George started a conversation about the motorcycle, which I happily engaged in, describing what I'd done to it earlier in the day. I couldn't see having a complex piece of machinery like the Harley unless I knew how to service every part of the bike.
George suddenly stopped and redirected the conversation. He hemmed and hawed around what he really wanted to say for a moment or two. I didn't interrupt his thoughts. George spoke in half sentences that sometimes didn't make sense: "Jim, when we were in school and the unit together ... I mean we could always count on each other for anything, right? ... Well, sometimes ... I hope that commitment to each other exists today ... there's no one near here in Greenville that I can count on the way I used to count on you ... We were close and knew everything about ... I have a delicate situation ... I hope you'll help me?"
His silence after posing the last question, I took as an invitation to answer. "George, I'm here because I still feel close to you. I've lost contact with some of the guys, and I hope to see a few of the others. We shared a lot – some hard stuff together, and I don't think that should end because we've left the military or live far apart. Remember, I'm the guy who helped save your ass after you found that mine. Yes, I'll help you as best I can." I let it go at that. He'd piqued my curiosity about what he wanted.
George said, "Good. I knew I could count on you, and I was so glad when you said you were coming – before you became famous too. I don't want that to change what's between us. Anyway, ... I don't know how to broach this with you ... I'll just blurt out what I need ... what we need ... and I hope you'll still help us."
Now, I thought for sure he would ask me for money – maybe a loan of some kind. The way I interpreted all his half statements and the tone of his voice pointed in that direction. I could loan him some money right away; heck, I'd write him a check for everything I had. I knew George wouldn't ask for anything unless he really needed it.
George rolled his eyes at the ceiling. He took several deep breaths, so many I worried he'd hyperventilate.
"Jim, we – Summer and I – would like you to ... make her pregnant."
He looked at me with an obvious sense of relief and anticipation. He'd said the words that had so vexed him, at least since my arrival.
A long silence ensued. I studied George to test his sincerity, and realized he'd made a serious proposition. I found myself speechless at his proposal, not knowing what I could say that wouldn't jeopardize our long-time friendship, but then again, he'd just done that in some way – at least he took a risk about how I'd respond. Maybe he was just jerking me around. I remained silent and waited for him to say more or to start laughing.
George finally felt compelled to offer more of an explanation: "I know it's a weird request ... far off the social norms, but we need your help. I hate to admit it, but I'm impotent – very few little swimmers to find an egg, and a near zero likelihood of becoming a daddy. My doc thinks my infertility has something to do with the land mine that took my foot – maybe damage from a piece of shrapnel or something related. Anyhow, I'm basically shooting blanks. Summer and I want a family, and ... well, we decided we wanted you as our donor."
I asked in a tone hopeful that I'd accurately read his intent, "You mean you want me to go to a clinic and donate some sperm, and she'd get implanted with it?"
George shook his head, "No, we can't afford that, and in this state if we do it that way, there are a million legal implications we want to protect you from by not recording the event – like future liability and being subject to state laws and taxes. Any legal documents you want us to do, we will, but we don't want the government involved. We were hoping that you'd sleep with her frequently over the next couple of days while you're here ... before you leave." He leaned forward awaiting my agreement.
Now, I was the one that sputtered. "But ... you two ... I'd have to ... there are other options ... uhmmm ... how about ... adoption? Yes, how about adoption? If it's cost, I can lend you the money – I'll give you the money." I grabbed onto the concept like a life raft in a stormy sea.
George said, "We considered that, and talked to every agency in the area. I'll spare you the details, but adoption is out. And, we don't want artificial insemination by someone we don't know. We want you ... and not your money."
I said, "And you've checked out all the medical options?"



"Everyone of them," he replied firmly. "Fortunately the VA pays for that kind of thing, just not for insemination of your spouse if we even wanted to go that route."
I found another life raft: "Ah, why me? I'm not the best specimen of manhood around. I'm hardly a genius ... I am relatively healthy ... a bit past my prime. I can be moody ..."
George interrupted, "We've given it a lot of thought. You and I have the same physique, blood group, hair color, eye color, and disposition. I knew your parents and Anna, and their background and health mirrored that of my own folks, and we are all healthy. I also know your family didn't have errant genes that cause bad diseases or birth defects."
Again, I tried to deflect the conversation, "What about Summer? Has she been tested? Maybe the problem is with her."
"She's been tested up the ying yang. She's not the problem. In fact, our doctor described her as 'unbelievably ripe and ready.' She's at her optimum in terms of fertility, cycle, and sexuality – tonight is even her peak. When I told him what we wanted to do with you, he said, and I quote, 'Strike now, while the iron is hot.' Summer is hot ... and she thinks you're pretty hot too."
I blanched that George had shared his idea with someone other than his wife. I took another avenue to deflect George's request, "Say she has a baby ... what about when the child is growing up or becomes an adult? What will you tell the child? Might he or she want to declare me as their parent? And what about how I'd feel, or worse, how you'd feel? Wouldn't I feel a long-term obligation to the kid? I might not mind that, but the kid might."
George said, "We've talked about that at length. If you request anonymity, we will honor that request and never tell the child their lineage. Second, even if we had a child by ... normal means ... we'd hope you'd accept the role of godfather for the child, and we offer it here as well. As for your third point, I can't control how you'd feel, but we're not doing this to put a burden on you. We think we have a way so that you wouldn't worry quite so much."
"What's that?" I asked.
"I'd have sex with Summer after you did. Even the doctor said there's a remote chance I could pull it off – like a million to one shot. Lord knows, we've been trying. The odds are really low, but maybe they're not quite zero. If anything happened then none of us could be one hundred percent sure that it came from you. Neither of us would ever know, and I think that might reduce your stress about it."
I said, "But you could do a DNA or paternity test and tell right away."
George said emphatically, "We don't plan on doing that – ever, unless, for some reason, you want us to."
I sat speechless at that point, unable to think of any other points to raise. After a long silence again, I asked in a tone of resignation, "And Summer wants me to come upstairs, bonk her, and then just go to bed and forget it? Doesn't sound like the best way to me."
George said, "I agree, and that's not what we want. She wants you to woo her, to be romantic with her, to create an atmosphere of love and tenderness. You could make it artificial, but I hope you won't. I love her and want her to feel comfortable – and loved by you, not just this week but also forever more. She knows I love her. She believes the baby needs to come from a loving relationship, even if it's not me ... and so do I. I would prefer that the two of you find a loving and spiritual place for each other in each of your hearts. I'm trusting that she'll stay with me, but this is so important to us, we choose to take the risk that something else might happen beyond that. Please do this for us. Please."
We sat in the living room – me leaning back and thinking in the plush sofa, and George leaning forward sitting on the edge of the chair. We looked at each other, each sizing up the other. I rolled the idea around in my head.

* * * * *I had a flashback to a time less than a year earlier. The air had a bite to it and autumn foliage was near its peak in New England. Karen and I took a long walk from our condo, along the Charles River in Boston. I can even remember right where we were when we stopped: somewhere opposite the MIT campus. It was late afternoon, and the shadows were long as the sun's last slanted rays came down the river. We found a park bench and sat, looking across the river at the Boston skyline. As the sunset, lights were starting to come on in the tall buildings and cars were driving with their lights on.
Karen eased into the subject with not much subtlety; "Jim, I want us to start a family. I can hear my biological clock ticking louder and louder each day. I think now is the time."
I answered my wife, "It's a big decision. We still have a couple more years before you're over the hill." In hindsight, I don't know why I tried to push away her idea.
She explained firmly, "Now's the time. Think about the other end of having a kid – I mean even now you'll be in your mid-fifties when they're coming out of high school, almost sixty when they finish college, and probably near seventy when you start to have grandkids. Any older, and you won't want to participate in their lives as the vital and active person you are now."
I remember thinking about her proposition. We'd had the discussion before, but never with the seriousness and urgency that the idea had that afternoon. Previously, it had been an abstract concept: 'We'll have kids someday.' We'd agreed that two were the right number, but hadn't yet committed to when we'd start that process. Now, Karen was saying 'Let's start!'
I put my arm around Karen, and we sat in silence for a long time – maybe a half hour as we both thought of the implications of her request. Karen knew I was mulling the whole idea over in my mind. That's what I did. She knew how my head worked out a solution to a problem – a commitment to an idea.
Finally, I told her, "You're right. Now is the time. Should we hail a cab so we don't waste a moment getting this thing underway?" I grinned at her.
Karen punched me in the shoulder, as she often did when I tweaked her ideas with a touch of humor. She responded in kind: "Actually, I was hoping we could start right here on this park bench. It's dark enough now. We can see what we're doing, the cars will mostly ignore us, and the few joggers going by on the path might actually find our performance interesting."
We both laughed. I reached under her blouse and felt her breasts, rolling one nipple around between my fingers. Karen moaned, and we kissed with great abandon.
We did not make love on the park bench. That night we made love twice, a rare event only duplicated on our honeymoon.
Karen stopped taking the birth control pills and started to plot her basal body temperature, and monitor her periods. We made it to January with no results, and then she started to feel weaker and weaker as each day passed. She never got pregnant.
I took her to the doctor, and he ordered up a battery of tests that never seemed to end. Eventually, he told us Karen's body had started to reject itself – what is called an autoimmune reaction. No one knew what caused it, and no one could cure it.
Karen died a month later.

* * * * *I slept on George's request. The mechanics of trying to impregnate Summer were easy: she was beautiful and ripe; easy on the eyes; the kind of girl you'd like to sleep with if there were no other complications. Mental attitude and acceptance by all concerned formed the hub of my thinking.
George and Summer both stayed around so we could have breakfast together. No one said anything about the gorilla in the room, a point I later found humorous. As George left to go to the store, he said to me, "Talk to Summer about what we talked about last night. She'll be home from work early today." He paused and thought about his next comment, but blurted it out anyway, "If you two decide to do something together, please ... please go ahead. You have my permission and blessing and my hope you'll do it."
I just nodded. Summer stood with her back to us at the sink listening. George left.
I said to Summer, "I would like to talk to you later, if that's acceptable."
She nodded. A few minutes later she left for her job at the library, but not before looking at me and then kissing my cheek in a most tender way. The kiss had a dramatic effect on me, as did her look of hope and caring.
I took another walk, did some modest exercises, meditated, attended to email and my journal, and called Lauren. Lauren listened carefully to the situation and asked some of the same questions I'd raised with George. She didn't seem as put off about the idea as I initially had been. In the end, she encouraged me to help the couple. Of course, she emphasized that she wanted to hear the 'stroke-by-stroke' details of what took place. We would have had phone sex; however, she was at work and didn't think masturbating at her workstation would be an appropriate activity.
Summer got home about two o'clock. We were both nervous, so I suggested we take a walk instead of stay in the house. I think we walked about four miles. I asked, "You want this to happen – really – with a relative stranger?"
Summer put her arm around me, and I did likewise with her. She said in a low measured voice, "Yes, and you're not a stranger. I've come to know you through my husband. He's shared a lot about you – your moods, talents, humor, persistence, and ... well, everything. I felt close to you before you arrived; I feel even closer after these two days and the way you're considering our proposal. You care about us, and it shows. I like that."
I started to rehash the ground I'd talked to George. Summer interrupted. In a comforting tone she said, "George and I share everything. He told me the entire discussion you two had. I don't know what I can say or do to put you at ease; I am at ease with this - fully. He is too. I've had more time to think of the idea – we started talking about this months ago when we ran out of tests to run and alternatives to pursue."
We stopped, and Summer moved so she could hold my face in her hands and kissed me. Afterwards, she said, "I want this ... I want you."
"What about the fidelity in your marriage?"
Summer answered, "George and I will be as faithful after you and I mate as before – and as loving, trusting, communicative, committed, nurturing, caring, comfortable, and fun-loving as we've ever been – probably even more. We are pleased to have you be an 'and,' not an 'or' in our marriage – what you and I will do doesn't exclude George; it adds to what we already have. You will help complete us – George and me. We've put a lot of psychic energy into having a child; we're committed to this. The fact that it's you is like icing on a cake – you're so special, so pleasant, and, as it turns out these past weeks, so talented. I want you to be my baby's father – we want you."
I reflected on some of the things I'd learned about myself on the road trip. I shared one with her. "Summer, I fall in love easily ... with the women I make love with. I will fall in love with you."
Summer turned and held me. She whispered in a loving tone and looked at me with doe eyes, "Me too. I've always been the same way. You and I will fall in love, but we won't shut George out. I won't let that happen, nor will you."
I nodded, still skeptical but now willing at least to consider their request. I absorbed all her words; they had not fallen on deaf ears. When George got home from work that evening, the three of us talked a little further, but mostly the decision was mine. George told about how they had envisioned my presence in the bedroom with Summer, even fantasizing about what it would be like. He explained, "We did this so it would feel as realistic as we could make it. We both wanted to see how we'd feel after it was over; whether it would change anything. It didn't, except we both felt closer to you."
After kicking things around some more, we put our discussion on hold, and went out to dinner. My thoughts took me to how close I now felt to this couple, and how much I wanted to help them. They hadn't reached the desperation stage, but they were close to it.

* * * * *Back at the house, Summer disappeared to the bedroom almost as soon as we were inside. Another band of showers provided a gentle rain on the small community. In the living room, George sat looking at me – waiting for an answer of some kind, I guess. We were both sipping on Grand Marnier – a rich orange liqueur; the bottle and one small glass sat on the coffee table.
And then suddenly, in the doorway, Summer stood in a thigh length, blue peignoir. The lights from the hallway behind her outlined her slim figure in the diaphanous material. She was sexy before she put on the negligee; now, she oozed sexuality and willingness and ripeness. She wore white spike heels to accent the curves of her legs; she knew exactly what she was doing to my libido – and probably George's.
She spoke in a soft voice, "Are my two favorite men ready to come and make love to me?" There was no hesitation or doubt in her voice; she knew what she wanted. The question sounded more like an unarguable proposition – of course, we were ready to go and make love to her.
I found myself nodding. The arguments and my reservations faded away in the presence of her beauty and sexuality. I would father her child.
I rose to follow Summer upstairs. George rose too. I looked at him and politely said, "Give us this time alone. If Summer and I are to be intimate and loving as you said you wanted, we have to establish that kind of relationship between the two of us – then you can join us."
He understood. George said, "There are a few loose ends of paperwork I think I'll attend to down at the shop. I should be at least a couple of hours." He smiled approval at the two of us, and exited to their garage.
I picked up the bottle of liqueur, my glass, and Summer's empty glass, and then followed her up stairs enjoying the extra sway she put in her hips. Summer liked the idea that only the two of us would start things off.
In the bedroom, Summer turned at my entrance; her initial confidence seemed to waiver. I walked up to Summer slowly. I told her softly as I enfolded her in my arms, "I am not going to assault you or jump your bones."
Summer nodded. Her eyes searched mine, and she hugged back. We kissed.
I continued in soft sexy voice, "I want you always to remember the time you asked me to make love to you, not because I was a robot sperm donor and you had a ripe egg, but because you were the most attractive and desirable woman on the planet, and you'd chosen me to be your consummate lover for this short interval of time, and I'd chosen you to be my mate and the earth mother to our child."
Summer nodded again, and looked at me with longing in her eyes.
I took one of Summer's hands and gently kissed the palm several times as we looked deep into each other's eyes. I made sure she had a heightened sense of touch before I slowly sucked each finger into my mouth one at a time. I performed fellatio on each digit, massaging it with my hand and my tongue. Her skin was soft. I repeated the process on the other hand. I ran my fingers across her palms and fingers over and over in loving strokes and butterfly kisses.
I had Summer close her eyes as she stood before me; I knew this was a way to build trust. I moved behind her, stroking her arms with my hands, particularly the softer skin of her inner arms. I kissed the inside of her elbows, running my tongue in circles in those areas.
Summer had put her blonde hair up in a sexy twist with sexy wisps of her locks hanging on either side of her face. I took advantage of her naked neck and the small tufts of hair there. I kissed the nape of her neck in many places, slowly moving from place to place so Summer could feel my hot breath on this erogenous zone. I ran my tongue around her neck as I moved from one ear and to the other. I ran my tongue into each ear, slowly and sensuously – there was no rush to completion here; the journey was the destination. I bit her lobes, and kissed the light wisps of hair in front of her ears.
I gradually moved in front of her, now talking about how beautiful she was – how sexy – how desirable – how lovable. I started to kiss parts of her face, sometimes using my tongue to add a little extra stimulation. I started with her eyelids and cheeks, sliding down under her chin, and then coming up and running my tongue around her lips. She tried to kiss me, and I allowed only a modest kiss for the moment. I wanted her to want me.
I used both hands to lightly massage her scalp, running my fingers through her hair, in the process releasing the tight twist she'd made earlier. Her golden locks tumbled to her shoulders. I ran my fingers through them repeatedly, enjoying the tactile sensations her soft hair brought.
I picked up my glass of liqueur from the bedside table. I said to Summer in a soft voice, "I'm going to kiss you in a minute. Please join me, allow my intimacy." I took a sip of the liqueur, and moved to her lips. We started to kiss, and I gently thrust my tongue past her lips into her mouth. As she made herself available to me, I jetted the liqueur from my mouth into hers. Now, we could each taste each other and the rich liquid. Our tongues danced in her mouth as we shared the liqueur.
Summer moaned and swooned into my arms. I held her upright. She whispered, "Again."
I fed her the Grand Marnier again, this time driving my tongue deeper and entering a more robust French kiss with her as the liquid dispersed between our two mouths. She sucked with passion on my tongue, trying to draw me into her body. As we separated, Summer started to pant. The die had been cast; we launched into deep soul kisses with one another.
I had her sit on the bed, and I took one foot and brought it to my chest where I could massage it. I loved each toe, and then the sole, using my thumbs and fingers to apply light and heavy touches to the area. I repeated the process on the other foot, and then started to suck and lick in the places that would fuel her heat the most. As I attended each foot, I started to touch the soft tissue on her legs with a light touch, not to tickle but to arouse.
The negligee had thin spaghetti straps over each shoulder that I slowly slid down her arms. I shifted to her bare shoulders, touching and kissing each area I touched. I paid particular attention to her clavicle, and the small indentations around her throat. As I touched and tongued these places on her body, I shrugged off my own shirt until I was bare from the waist up. I wanted my pheromones to communicate my desire to be with her.
I ran my fingers around to her back and then to her front, keeping just above the top edge of the peignoir. I kissed around the circumference of her body. She leaned into me, almost verbally asking me to speed up. I could hear her heavy breathing now.
I ran my fingers and hands across her flat stomach; the material of the nightgown providing almost no protection from the stimulation I delivered. I stroked and petted in a wide area from beneath her breast to just over her pubic area. I bent down and blew hot air through the material onto her navel. She cradled my head in her arms.
My words to her still emphasized her value as a person and her attractiveness as a woman, and then I started to describe each of the sensuous acts I'd done and had planned, talking about how I wanted each one to heighten her arousal and to prepare her for our joining. I told her how I wanted more than just two bodies lusting together; I wanted a union of our minds, bodies, and spirits. I talked about how we could move beyond being strangers to each other, to being spiritual forces that reconnect with each other through our physical forms. I talked about how when we physically connected we would take our time and not race to orgasm, but would continue a slow ascension to a nirvana we created for each other. I told Summer I loved her, and she repeated the words back to me followed by a kiss. I couldn't tell if we were pretending or not.



As I talked, Summer kept nodding in agreement. Occasionally, she would urge me to do something again, or harder, or softer. She hummed or moaned often, sounds I clearly understood as total approval for what I was doing to her. Her breathing got heavy. I ran my fingers under the upper part of her gown, allowing my fingertips to nearly graze the points of her breasts. I slowly peeled each spaghetti strap from her arms, not yanking them off in passion, but carefully and slowly inching them from her body. She pulled her arms through the straps, and then I slowly pushed the front of her negligee down revealing first one breast and then the other.
I resisted my urge to dive in and suck each mammary, instead repeating the slow massage with fingertips and hands of the newly exposed skin. Only then, did I direct my oral efforts to her breasts, using my creative efforts with tongue and lips to pleasure her – kisses, licks, and then gentle sucking in the right places. Summer's nipples were white, hard, and erect with passion.
I had Summer stand in front of me as I sat on the bed. This put her breasts right at my mouth level. I worked slowly from the outside of the luscious mounds to the center, finally sucking into my mouth the erect nipples. Summer had an orgasm and fell forward into my arms. I helped support her as the pleasure washed through her, but insisted that she kept standing in front of me.
Summer whispered as she panted, "Oh, God, I've never had an orgasm that way. How did you do that?" I renewed my tender approach to her breasts, now adding the stimulation of my hands on her legs – slowly sliding up and down each leg from her knees up to near her nether region. I focused there on the sensitive inner thighs and the back of her knees. She spread her legs in a compliant gesture.
I inched the nightgown down her body, slowly revealing every inch of her. She was beautiful. I stroked her hips, across her flat stomach, and her buttocks. I gently pulled her to me as I sat so I could blow hot air on her pussy from only an inch away. She moaned some more.
I stood and removed the remainder of my clothing. As she swayed in front of me, I repeated the process of injecting Grand Marnier into her mouth from mine. The significant difference now was that we were both nude, and she could feel the touch of my penis against her genitals. I was highly stimulated, so I was fully erect.
I made a show of dribbling a little Grand Marnier on my fingers and then applying the liquid to her labia. The moaning returned. She had large sensitive lips that were engorged by our lust and infatuation. I gently massaged my way around them.
I slowly lowered Summer to the bed and had her recline. I kissed my way down her body from lips to neck to breasts to abs to pubic hair. I ended with my tongue extended, and I pulled apart her lips and touched her clitoris. Summer came again, this time flooding the area with a visible sheen of girl juice, and a deep moan of pleasure. I doubted I'd ever seen a woman so stimulated.
I performed cunnilingus on her for a while, bringing her to another climax ... and still another. She tasted divine; now I knew where the nectar of the gods came from. I could feel her ascend on the pleasure scale to the point where our presence with each other did nothing but carry her from one peak to another, escalating ever higher.
I kissed my way back up her body, and we French kissed again. I wanted her to taste herself – usually an erotic and stimulating thing to do. She liked the idea, and dove into my mouth with zeal. I pushed her legs apart again, rose on my hands, and slowly sank my cock into her vagina without either of us using our hands. She was so wet there was no resistance, only a welcome snugness.
We moved slowly into each other for a while as we kissed and stroked one another. I changed our positions so we could face each other as we sat connected. I stroked her clit in that position until she closed her eyes in obvious heaven. I continued to talk to her about our union, the pleasure we brought each other, and the love and caring this act of love represented – including the love of her husband.
We'd been at it about two hours when I heard the door open downstairs. George tiptoed upstairs as we continued to make love. I hadn't had an orgasm; we'd spent most of the time in foreplay and Tantric lovemaking, with Summer my singular focus. By a nod of my head, I invited George to come in and to kiss his wife as we remained coupled. I guess he found the idea appealing, because he came, and the two of them kissed passionately as my cock rested deep in Summer's cunt.
Summer told him to lose his clothes and to be close by while we continued to make love. In a husky voice barely louder than a whisper, she briefly explained to him that we had only just coupled a few moments earlier. He looked surprised at our use of the time he'd been away.
I moved Summer into the classic doggie position where I could slowly piston into her quim from the rear. She had George lie beneath her, and she performed massage and fellatio on him with the same slowness we had used to build up our passion in each other. I found the scene before me stimulating as I watched the look on my friend's face as she brought pleasure to him.
I briefly recalled the first time I'd made love with a third person in the mix. Kim had asked me to come and be with Ron and her. Reluctantly, I'd done what she asked, but only because I was so smitten with her. Maybe that evening paved the way for my greater ease in this ceremony.
We made several changes of position, and in each I read that Summer was more and more heated about the sex act and our lovemaking. On a horniness index, she'd achieved a perfect score – the maximum, the peak. She had become Aphrodite – the goddess of love, and the mother of Eros. She commanded the senses and the forces to love and be loved.
I whispered my intent to fill her body with my semen. I got the warmest and most welcome smile from her since I'd arrived. "Oh, please!" she whispered to me. George moved to the side of the bed where he was out of the way, but close enough that he could lovingly touch his wife.
I shifted us back to the missionary position, and she put her legs around me. We rapidly copulated, two sex machines thrusting into each other with complete union the goal. I whispered to Summer, and she exploded into an orgasm far greater than any so far that night. The spasms inside her cleft milked my cock, and pushed me over the edge. I exploded as well, the jets of my rich semen coursing through my tubing and spewing out deep inside her lithe body.
Our bodies arched into each other. Our breathing ceased for a minute. Cock went deep to her cervix and my sperm to egg. We achieved the union of love, mind, body, and spirit that we sought. For a few brief seconds, there was no other world, just the complete union of our two beings – our spirits – our souls.
Silence filled the bedroom as we came down from our mountains of intense pleasure. We kissed with a sense of passion I felt embarrassed to display in front of George.
George spoke quietly, "That was the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. I mean ... I have tears in my eyes, not from jealousy or anything like that, but from being privileged to be in the room when such passion and such beauty erupted between two people – you two. I love you both."
I moved from Summer, and she put her arms out for her husband. He came to her, erection standing proudly in front of him.
I stayed in the room only long enough to watch him sink deep into her body with his shaft, and start to love her the way I just had.

* * * * *George greeted me at breakfast the next morning with a smile and handshake. He didn't reference any of the events of the night before, except to inform me that Summer was staying home that day so she could 'be with me.' I just nodded acceptance of the situation; to tell the truth, I was a little nervous about how we'd all get along after the night before.
Summer and I spent the day in her bed making love. The foreplay of the previous evening had not left her mind, so I found it easy to arouse her again. She proved to be an eager and inventive partner for the entire day, comfortable in her nudity around the house when we were between 'sessions.'
I made our episodes shorter during the day, partly to maximize the quantity of little swimmers that I injected into her body. She understood what we were about and joyfully participated in or led parts of our sex acts. I told her I considered George to be a very lucky man to have her, and that I was honored that the two of them had chosen me as their partner in this stage of their life.
We were totally infatuated with each other, a fact that inspired us to more and better sex play all day, even when we weren't physically coupled. Summer commented on the foreplay the night before, as well as the length of time we made love after we joined – forty-five minutes. I explained about Tantric sex, and some of the tenets that I subscribed to and used in my lovemaking.
After our early afternoon coupling, Summer and I were extra tender and loving to one another. I told her that I wanted her to remember that she conceived out of love, and not out of some duty or obligation to procreate with me because her husband couldn't. I knew I'd see her again, particularly if I were named as the godfather to her child – to our child; I wanted her to look forward with eager anticipation to those visits and not dread seeing the other half of a fucking machine that had been thrust upon her to fertilize her egg.
My initial infatuation with her rose the longer we were together, and I knew she felt the same way. My feelings started when I met her for the first time face to face, and grew as we three discussed our lives and our dreams, and things like parenting; we laid ourselves open to each other, to the possibilities of a new and brighter future that hopefully would involve a child. The deep feelings Summer and I developed for each other grew from the fertile soil of our love and friendship with George. I never intended to supplant him in her eyes, and we all knew that. It made it easier for her to accept and love me; I wasn't out to do in her husband.
Summer and I made love that afternoon until just before George came home. The three of us went out to dinner and talked about everything but the gorilla in the room. He never asked, and I suspect Summer never told him about how we spent the day, but he knew – he'd planned and orchestrated our time together. Our dinner topics ranged all over the place, interrupted twice when new fans came by the table and asked for my autograph. I turned them down, but shook their hands. George and Summer looked pleased to be seen with a celebrity at the local Cracker Barrel.
In the evening, George orchestrated another 'session' with Summer. She wanted George to watch, and I agreed especially after she gave me a French kiss that would melt mountains. Summer and I made love again while George watched from a bedroom chair and stroked himself. A few minutes into our love making, Summer asked for George to come over on the bed beside us. I wondered where this was going, but didn't break stride.
George and Summer kissed, and then he made love to her breasts and upper body as I pumped my shaft into her pussy. I found watching the two of them an extra-erotic addition to my efforts; I actually felt my cock swell further at the thought of the MMF she'd just created on the bed. I felt more relaxed than the night before. She was a female in heat; she wanted sex – as much of it, in any form, and as fast as she could get it. The goal of insemination had been temporarily forgotten; replaced by pure carnal desire. We all felt that way and let those moments carry us away.
After I came and left another deposit in Summer's cunt, I moved aside so George could change position and take over the duties we'd agreed to – making love to Summer after I had. I started to leave the room, but Summer and George asked for me to stay in the room – to be physically present while they loved.
Summer gestured for me to kneel by her head. As I did, she reached out and took my cock in her hand, and brought my shaft to her mouth. I still had the residue on me from our earlier intercourse, but that didn't seem to stop her. She licked at me for a minute, increasing her eagerness to do so with each second. She then inhaled my deflating organ, lapping and sucking with loud and erotic sounds. Her actions were so stimulating I reversed my body's intent to deflate.
George fucked Summer, and I guess he thought what he was watching was also pretty hot. He expressed his appreciation to Summer for being so open and sexy to my presence. She smiled back at him – and at me, and said in a humorous tone, "Any time, either one of you needs a pussy to fuck, you just stop by. I offer twenty-four by seven service." She giggled and added, "George, you get access to my pussy all the time; Jim, you're always welcome here – and know without a doubt that I'll do this with you again when you come back." George nodded agreement at her invitation to me. Summer continued, "And, to tell the truth, I'm VERY turned on having the two of your make love to me at the same time. I like this ménage-a-trois we've created and don't want it to ever end – ever!"
George eventually blasted his fluid into his wife's body as she continued to suck and lap at my cock. I wanted to go another round, but given the number of times we'd made love during the day, there wasn't a chance I'd ejaculate. Instead, she had me just do a lazy fuck in her cunt as we talked dirty and sexy to each other.
I let them coax a sexy story from me about how I'd had three women making love to me during my stopover in Pennsylvania: June, Jan, and Trish. I added sufficient detail to not only stimulate myself so I could cum again, but also to bring George back to another erection, and have Summer pop off yet another orgasm.
Eventually, I pulled out of Summer's beautiful yet sloppy pussy. I went down on her for a while, ignoring the sexual fluids from the three of us. Summer came again. George followed me a few minutes later while I watched, if only to show he was equal to the task despite the sloppy landscape. Summer came again as I cradled her body against mine, and George lapped at her pussy.
George and Summer made love again, an extended sex act that I felt privileged to watch and peripherally participate in by being on the receiving end of Summer's oral attentions. Summer had found a physical space that allowed her to climax often; she did again as George arched over her in his climax. After that, she seemed ready to sleep, so we covered her nude body with a sheet, both kissed her passionately, and turned out the light as we left the room.
Only when I got in the hallway did I realize how much the bedroom smelled like raw sex – a combination of odors from the three of us. George and I pulled on briefs and shorts, and went downstairs. He got us a couple of beers; I was grateful for the fluid replacement. We went outside and sat on his front porch in the dark. The line of thunderstorms that had been around in the day continued to act up; the forecast said they'd be gone by morning.
He spoke first, a good thing since I had no idea where to start other than some inane comment about the weather. "Jim, thank you. You've changed our lives forever, even if she doesn't get pregnant. We needed something like this to jar our lovemaking out of the ordinary rut we'd fallen into, even when we'd decided to up the frequency a bit so she could become pregnant. I never thought I'd feel so enthusiastic about sex again ... and, if you didn't notice, Summer is in a new place sexually. She told me earlier tonight all she'll want to do is 'fuck, fuck, fuck.' Now that sounds like a pretty good agenda to me."
I had to laugh. I knew I had triggered Summer's female sexuality, but I just wasn't sure how much or how long the glow would last.
We were quiet for a while. I broke our silence; "As you know, I was thinking of moving on tomorrow."
George said, "I forgot to ask, where's your next stop?"
I said, "Mackinac Island – Northern Michigan. I'm seeing Peter up there – a fraternity brother who owns part of one of the large hotels up on the island, or his family does. He's the hands-on manager."
He said, "Have fun, and ... we'll miss you. Summer will miss you especially." After another long silence, he added, "I know we'll see you again ... and that you and I will continue to stay in touch ... I'll let you know if anything develops ... tomorrow morning, I'll leave early – Summer and you should have another session together before you shove off. I'd like to have that happen for her – she'd like that too."
I said reassuringly, "I'm not trying to replace you ... nothing in me wants that to happen."
He laughed, "I know. You make her happy, and she'll make me happy tomorrow night. I'm sure what you inspired in her – the sexual animal you released – will last at least a few weeks. I plan to enjoy every second of it. Who knows, maybe we'll find other ways to keep this new spirit alive – maybe even another partner of some kind."
After a long quiet while we sipped on our beers, George said, "You did something else with Summer you know."
I gave him a puzzled look.
"She's in love with you, deeply in love with you ... maybe even more than with me right this instant, and that's all right. I can take it for infatuation and the need to be in a love relationship with the man that makes her baby. It's what I hoped for, and it's what'll make us all have the best baby ever. Thank you."
I looked over at George, and he had tears of joy running down his cheeks.

* * * * *Summer and I did make love one last time in the morning. I paid particular attention, as I had at the start, to the Tantric foreplay. When we actually joined, we didn't rush; neither of us was on a schedule. We remained joined for almost an hour before we allowed a final crescendo to over take our physical bodies. Without a doubt, we connected in mind, body, and spirit dimensions. She felt awed that we could bring back that feeling again and again.
We showered and dressed. I carried my packs to the motorcycle and got everything ready to go. The midmorning sun had already started to heat up the day and dry out the roads.
Summer stood by me after I mounted up on the bike; we held each other. She asked, "Do you believe in women's intuition – that we can sense things, even at the cellular level inside us?"
I told her I did.
She shut her eyes for a minute. I could tell she had gone within for wisdom and knowing. When her eyes opened, she said in a strong voice, "I'm pregnant, you know – you did it; we did it."
I said with equal certainty, "I know too. You'll be a fantastic mom. Do us proud."
We kissed one last time – the kind of kiss people deeply in love share to seal the lifetime merger of their minds, bodies, and spirits. We whispered a few words of love to one another. I put my helmet on, started the bike, and soon their house and Summer were out of sight as I rode down their quiet street."
I rode north heading for Michigan. I stopped at Grand Lake Saint Mary's State Park. While there I learned that all the lakes in Ohio are man-made. Despite those adjustments to nature, I let the light wind carry some of Karen's ashes out into the water.
As I kneeled beside the lake, I thought again of how Karen and I wanted a child, and then how her death ended that dream. I believed that our real spirits – the energy essence beings from whom we emanate – choose the people they want as parents; they may even create the physical bodies of parents so they can be birthed into these dimensions ... so they can come to 'earth school' to grow and evolve and work on their karma as humans.



If there were an Energy Essence Being that wanted to come to this dimension, and that had chosen Karen to be its parent, then Karen's death blocked that birth. Now, half a year later, Summer and I had created the opportunity for that Being to come into this world. The baby that Summer would have would be the same one Karen and I would have had. I felt certain. She and George would be good parents, and I'd be an active godfather to the child.
I sat and cried as I felt overwhelmed with my emotions. I felt sadness at the loss of Karen and the mother she would never get to be. I also felt joy at the prospect of the birth of Summer's and my child. I felt joy in all the love that had been heaped upon me in the past weeks. The universe worked in strange ways.
Eventually, with a smile and a new sense of satisfaction that I'd done something good – something really good, I got back on my bike to continue my road trip and head north into Michigan. I already felt like there'd be new friends and new adventures there. I also knew in my soul that I had begun to heal.
To be continued
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... continuing from Part 02 ...
Chapter 12
Michigan
Just north of the Ohio-Michigan border is the Coldwater Lake State Park, an undeveloped piece of land with a few trails on a modest size lake. I'd set this as my travel goal because I left Greenville, Ohio, so late in the morning. I pulled into the small park, and took advantage of the fact that my motorcycle could follow a well-trod foot trail to get to a better campsite than those along the road through the park. I setup camp beside the lake, and had an easy dinner from some of my supplies.
After dinner, I meditated for an hour, trying to cleanse my mind of all my confused thinking and the nearly unanswerable questions rolling around in my head. My focus dwelled on the sounds in the park as my eyes glazed over in my elevated state - birds, insects, the leaves in the rustling wind, the water lapping at the shore, and even a jet high overhead.
When I'd finished meditating, I reflected on all the crazy things going on in my head: Karen's secrets, falling in love with multiple women, the near overload of sex I'd been enjoying, my guilt about my grief fading, my incestuous thoughts about my sister, the feeling of angst over what I felt were changes to my fundamental values around relationships and sex, and my newfound fascination with group sex. There were more, and I let them all scramble my brain for a few minutes, not reaching any conclusion other than I could stew about them all day. Instead, I decided to focus on 'gratitude.' I started to list some of the big things I could be grateful for.
I started with Karen's death - it had been painless for her, just a slow erosion of her strength and life; there are many worse ways to go. I thought of all our friends and their outpouring of condolences to me and the rest of her family who attended the memorial service we held. There was much love expressed in those tragic moments.
I thanked the Universe for Anna for staying with me after Karen's passing to be sure I could function. My gratitude also went to her idea to ride the motorcycle across the country. I thought of my father, and the joy he briefly had with the Harley Davidson motorcycle before he died; I thanked the Universe for the skills I had to renovate his bike after the years of neglect. I thanked my mother for always being there for me when I was growing up.
I moved on in my thanks to Lauren and the outpouring of love and passion she shared with me. I discovered how in tune the two of us had been for the entire time I'd known her sister. Lauren launched me into my trip with an open and willing mind for new relationships. Each time I saw Lauren I was struck by her appearance; she looked so much like my late wife. Increasingly, I found the memories easier to deal with.
I expressed my thanks for the friends I'd found in the Circle of Love in Pennsylvania, particularly June - one of the women in the Circle that took me under her wing and who became one of my lovers with the other two women in the Circle. She also introduced me to her sister Kim who became my confidant, mentor, and lover.
I thanked the forces in the Universe for having me in the right place at the right time to rescue a farmer from burning barn, and some young children in a tough situation as their small boat drifted far from shore. I felt fortunate to abort a rape by four men against a pretty woman in Alabama.
I expressed my thanks for the help and affection by Attorney Lacie Landers and her daughter Lindy in Louisiana, and then Pat Peyton at her diner in Arkansas. I felt accomplishment in helping the police stop a rash of robberies there too.
My expression of thanks and my enthusiasm grew as I remembered the synchronicity of events leading me to Crystal and into country music in a way I couldn't have dreamed, and then how we extended the love we shared to her sister. I felt glad that I could provide some entertainment for so many people though my music and concerts, hoping that I might lighten the load of someone grieving in the way I had been for months.
Lastly, I thanked the cosmos for Summer - the wife of a long-time friend, and sometime, months from now, the mother of our child. I had left her bed only hours earlier, and in my mind I was sure, as she was, that we'd succeeded in our goal of insemination. Maybe this would be the child Karen and I would have had if she'd lived, manifesting in another way. Thank you Universe!
I prayed, not for salvation or for some 'thing,' but for guidance and willingness to follow the path the Universe revealed to me each day. When I finished, darkness had fully enclosed the park and my campsite. Only my small fire lighted the surrounding area, one small light in the darkness. I hoped I gave a thousand fold as much light to the women I had encountered and loved along my travels. They were slowly transforming me.
My focus on the many things I had to be grateful for helped ease my continuing sorrow for Karen's loss and clear my befuddled mind sufficiently so I could sleep. I would deal with my questions at another time.
* * * * *
I emailed Pete Krakowski. In a day or so I expected to drop in on him on Mackinac Island - a small tourist island between the upper and lower peninsulas of Michigan.
I took a pretty straight shot north, right up the middle of the Lower Michigan Peninsula, varying east or west slightly to stay off the Interstate highways. Gradually, the scene shifted from mostly industrial and residential, to more agricultural, and then to sections of dense forest. The further north I went, the narrower and less maintained the roads were. I felt as though I were fleeing civilization.
I pulled into Mackinaw City about four o'clock. My only stops had been for gasoline and lunch. I found the Star Line Ferry, and booked a seat on the boat. The pretty clerk told me where I could safely leave my motorcycle and rent a locker for my gear. An hour later, on foot, I walked aboard the Joliet - a ferry resembling a sleek looking luxury yacht. I carried my saddlebags from the motorcycle that hooked together to make a passable backpack. About a hundred other passengers boarded with me. Exactly at five o'clock, the boat pulled away from the dock and soon skated across the lake leaving a high plumb of water behind the hydro-jet ferry. Not too far away, the Mackinaw Bridge spanned the water between Lake Michigan and Lake Huron connecting the two parts of the state. The ferry trip to Mackinac Island took only a few minutes.
The resort town on Mackinac Island is small, with most of the town within a short walk of the ferry dock. No automobiles or motorcycles are allowed on the island. I got my bearings and walked along the narrow pedestrian street to the Mackinac Inn and Spa. This was the place my friend Pete Krakowski managed and partly owned with his family.
At the front desk, a pert and efficient young woman informed me that Peter had reserved a top-of-the-line room for me. She also handed me a note in an envelope; I opened it and read: "Welcome - Meet me in the bar at six. Dress code requires a jacket and tie - left them in your room. Ciao. Pete." I maneuvered up two floors and out to the end of one wing. The room was spectacular - a king-size bed, pleasant sitting area, and a view over the Main Street and harbor that seemed unparalleled. I felt well treated by my friend.
Pete had left a blue blazer and rep tie on the bed. I chuckled, because he assumed I had an adequate shirt. It was only because of Crystal and our entertaining that I did have a nice western-style shirt, although it had been well crushed in my backpack. A search of the room revealed an ironing board and iron; one problem solved. I had to assume blue jeans would be passable, along with my new western boots.
I shaved, showered, dressed, and decided I looked natty as I checked myself in a large mirror on my way out the door. I did notice I'd started to look more like a raccoon from wearing my sunglasses so much in the sun; plus I had a helmet line across my forehead. On the other hand, I had a deep tan and more of a ruddy complexion than I'd had with the pasty tones left by the previous winter in New England and my desk job.
I got noticed as I sauntered into the hotel bar. I'm not sure all the male heads turned in my direction, but I was certain that every female head did - teenager to a grand dame seated in the one chair in the room resembling a throne, her doting family around her. Several women smiled and nodded in my direction; I nodded back with a smile. I made a mental note to myself to dress this way more often.
I heard a shout from behind the bar, "Jim. Jim, down here. I saved a seat for you."
Pete came out from behind the bar, and we did the mandatory backslapping and shoulder buffs that old male friends do when they haven't seen each other for several years. Pete and I had been fraternity brothers together in Delta Tau Delta on the University of Delaware campus.
Pete explained he was tending the bar to make up for an unexpected absence of an employee. He ran down some of the stats about the Inn: ninety-six suites or rooms, full dining room doing three meals a day for near eight hundred meals a day, full service bar, pool, full spa, and about one hundred fifty employees - a mix of part-time and full-time. He explained about the short season from Memorial Day to the middle of October, just after the colorful foliage had fled the trees - it was then the whole island closed down. In the winter, a caretaker or two ensured security of the buildings; however, the only visitors were the intrepid snowmobilers that visited the island by coming across the frozen water.
Pete expressed his condolences again over Karen's death, and then we moved on to more pleasant topics. He had seen the issue ofPeople magazine with Crystal and my picture on the cover, so that became a major topic of conversation. He saw several people in the large lounge keep looking in my direction; and thought that I'd been recognized as a celebrity. Personally, I didn't think people recognized me as a celebrity. I thought it was more that I stood out from the others with my deep tan and rugged appearance, and the mix of the jacket and tie with the boots and jeans.
As we talked, Pete offered me dinner at the bar. He joined me in a small steak and Caesar salad. Along with the wine, this proved to be the perfect dinner. Pete kept working the bar, but as the dinner hour passed, things slowed down, and we could talk with fewer interruptions. Many of the staff would rush in, toss a question at him, get an answer, and fly away. He seemed to know everything going on in the inn.
During a lull in activity, I asked, "Are you having fun?"
He laughed and said, "Hell, yes. I wouldn't trade what I'm doing for anything. This hits me right where I live - constant change, challenge every minute, problems calling for fast creative solutions, beautiful people from all walks of life - working here or as guests, an opportunity to improve my leadership skills, and good money. Now and then I even get to apply my skills as the resident psychologist when some interpersonal problem arises. The rest of the year, I teach at a small college down the peninsula, and do the planning and logistics to keep this place running."
Pete got me talking about my cross-country trip, where I'd been and where I might go in the remaining states. Eventually, we got around to women, and I allowed him to slowly pull from me some of the events and liaisons of the past couple of months. As a bachelor, Pete looked in amazement at me; "You're my new idol, not because you can sing, but because you've laid about every woman from Vermont to Florida, and back up here to Michigan." He paused, with a grin, and added, "Oh, wait! You haven't gotten laid in Michigan yet ... well, we'll have to see what we can do about that." We laughed and jested at each other for another hour or so.
I yawned a few times as the evening slid by; apparently my posture also started to sag. I'd been up a good part of the night two nights ago making love with Summer and had risen early for my ride to the Island. Pete finally observed, "Jim, you are falling asleep in your cups. Why don't you turn in? I'll be working the front desk tomorrow morning, so find me there. I'm about ready to close up here; if you haven't noticed, business falls off rapidly after nine o'clock."
I nodded at his wisdom, and slid out of the bar, up to my room, and found the bed all too comfortable. I slept like a baby.
* * * * *
In the morning, I woke up before most of the small town. I took a brisk walk, stopping by the pretty harbor and letting a small envelope of Karen's ashes empty into the waters of the lake. I meditated along the shore as the sun started to break above some of the trees in the distance. Sometimes, during or immediately after a meditation, I sensed messages left for me by the Universe ... or maybe Karen. Today, I got a couple of messages: exercise, be more open, offer help and friendship, and don't forget past friends. As I walked back to the hotel, I analyzed each 'message,' and thought about what it meant. I developed a 'to do' list based on my thoughts.
At the hotel, I found the exercise room. I did a workout, but again carefully stretched or compressed my left side where the bullet wound still healed. I did weights and Nautilus, a chance to really workout some of the specific muscles that had been dormant for a few weeks.
I went back to the room, showered and dressed in casual clothes, and then set off to eat and find Pete. A pretty young waitress served me in the dining room. I could tell she recognized me, and finally she asked, "Are you Jim Mellon ... the country singer?"
I shook my head, laughed, and said, "People tell me I look like him all the time, especially since he appeared on the cover ofPeople magazine."
"Oh!" she exclaimed with a smile but a hint of disappointment in her voice. Her name tag said, 'Julia.'
I said, "Julia, let's have some fun. Don't tell anyone you think I'm that Jim guy, but you can call me by that name when no one else is around. OK? I think I might enjoy it too." I gave her a conspiratorial grin.
She managed a big smile: "That'd be fun. I can pretend I'm waiting on the famous singer, and you really do look like him. I like to play games anyway so this'll be fun."
I thought this could get interesting. She never asked for my real name, and I didn't volunteer.
Julia went back to waitressing, but with a new friend - 'Jim.' After I'd eaten, I scribbled my name and room number on the chit along with a big tip. The message I'd received during my meditation that morning said to be 'open' so by giving Julia my room number I was be open and hopeful. I smiled to myself.
Pete was in the final stages of checking out a young couple with a four-year old. All seemed to go well, and I could hear the adults promising to come back next year about this time. In Pete's business, I knew repeat customers were important.
Pete saw me approaching the desk as the family left. "Oh, man, am I glad to see you."
I said hello, and raised a brow to respond to his statement.
Pete said, "I've had a couple of no-shows by staff today, including my trainer. Do you think you could bluff your way through a day as a trainer and masseur? I'll pay you!"
I suggested he tell me a little more, and Pete launched into a crisp description of the duties. The trainer would coach an individual customer or family through some exercises and make suggestions for what they might continue later. The masseur gave massages that were booked by the front desk. There was a special massage room near the pool and spa, and some of the massages were given in a guest's room on a portable table that I'd have to lug up there and use, then fold up and return to the spa.
I recalled in happy detail the massage I'd gotten at the spa near Kim's home in Florida. If I could replicate that for someone, I knew they would leave a happy customer. As for being a trainer, I still recalled the physical fitness regime I'd gone through as part of the Special Ops team for almost eight years. I warned Pete of my limitation beyond these experiences.
Pete said, "Just make it up as you go along, and if you act as though you know what you're doing, no one will know you aren't the real McCoy." He waved a key under my nose, "This is the key to the spa to use outside posted hours. You'll find the massage table down there, as well as some sport shorts and a collection of sneakers and shirts with the Inn's logo on them." He checked a separate ledger book, and came back to me, "Your first appointment is at eleven; a couple needs a trainer. You also have appointments for massages at one, three, four, and five o'clock. Sometimes I get a request for an after-dinner session too. Check back with me later this afternoon about that time slot. You're a life saver."
I found the spa, suited up in the official Inn training outfit, found the massage table, and some oils, and had time to think about what a trainer might do with a couple wanting to get in shape on a short vacation.
Norm and Vilma Ketso came into the spa a few minutes before eleven. I rose and greeted them. We talked for a few minutes about their training goals and what they hoped might come out of my session with them. I had each of them do some squats, lunges, push-ups, tilts, and turns, to sense their agility and current state. Both were seriously overweight and out of shape.
An hour later, the Ketsos left the spa exercise room sweating profusely, and probably sore. Both commended my 'toughen up' attitude with each of them, and they promised they'd stick with the program I suggested for them after they left the island. The program followed some of the Army's basic training.
Pete and I had lunch together. Julia waited on us, and we gave each other knowing glances. Pete saw the subtle interaction and said, "You've already had a piece of that haven't you?" He sat back, as though in utter disgust. However, he was laughing at the possibility.
I politely said, "A gentlemen never tells, but in this case I assure you that your staff's virginity remains in tact - barely. I almost took her on the breakfast table this morning, but she worried what the other guests in the dining room might think of her." Pete smiled. I followed Julia's trim body towards the kitchen; she deserved special attention.
We went over my afternoon schedule. The four o'clock had cancelled while I'd been with the Ketsos. During our discussion, I learned that all my afternoon customers were women ... and, according to Pete, damn fine looking ones too. He'd also booked me for one evening massage in a guest's room. His final words to me were, "Well, since you don't work here I can't fire you, but try to leave the reputation of the Inn unsullied as you slave away on those luscious female bodies all afternoon."
* * * * *
Pam Saunders from Chicago was my one o'clock. She arrived in the spa, and my jaw dropped open - she was drop-dead gorgeous; about my age, she wore a short tennis skirt that accentuated her long shapely legs, and a matching top that snugly revealed significant breasts. I suggested she make herself comfortable in whatever she would like to wear while I worked on her, and then lay on the table. I told her I'd excuse myself for a few minutes while she undressed; I gave her two towels to use as a cover ups. I felt a surge of lust and resolved to control my emotion during her massage.
I left the room to get the warm oils and lotion. When I came back Pam was lying on her stomach on the table with her head in a 'doughnut.' A small white towel had been delicately arranged over her butt, yet I could immediately tell that she was naked. Why had I ever gotten into computers when I could have been giving massages to women like this?



I dimmed the lights, put on some soothing music, and said a few professional words about how I would proceed for the next fifty minutes. I started on Pam's feet, working scented oils carefully into each foot and toe, around her ankle, and lower leg, and further up her calves - confining my rubbing and kneading to below mid-thigh. Next, I changed ends, working on her shoulders, and then her back and lower back, spending significant time kneading each muscle group and the surrounding ligaments.
Pam squirmed occasionally on the massage table, her hips grinding into the sheet covering the table. I tried to ignore the potentially sexual nature of her writhing. I shifted to her spinal column and the back of her arms.
As I got near her hips, Pam reached back and pulled the towel away from her buttocks. God blessed a few women in the universe with fine asses; Pam's was one of them with a shapely and tight curvy set of cheeks. She said in a husky voice, "Don't forget my ass and thighs. I'd like you to do me ... all over."
I think I muttered some acknowledgement. I took more oil and used both hands to knead the slippery liquid into her cheeks, pulling each way, and pushing deep into her gluteus maximus. Pam moaned some more to express her pleasure. I extended to her upper thighs as well, feeling the tight muscles relax as I kneaded them.
I suggested that she roll over so I could reach other muscles and parts of her body. I offered her the towel, but she rejected the tender. I kept silently repeating to myself, "I am a professional. I will not step out of bounds." Pam rolled over, her bare pussy fully exposed to my feasting eyes. She watched me take in her nakedness and smiled up at me. We maintained eye contact for several extra seconds, and in that time I knew we'd have a fun fuck in the very near future.
I did Pam's scalp, face, and neck, carefully massaging various muscles as I worked my way over her upper body. I did both arms, focusing on each hand right down to her fingertips. Next, I worked on the front of her legs from high-thigh to each foot.
Pam said softly, "You've forgotten the middle - don't miss anywhere."
I repeated my silent mantra about being a professional as I got more oil. I dribbled some oil from my hands onto Pam's flat stomach. I got a smile, although her eyes remained shut. I worked from just below her breasts to just above her pubes, doing the sides and hips as I moved around her body.
Pam said, "You've forgotten my breasts and ... my pussy. Please." Her voice had a pleading tone to it.
I dribbled warm oil over her two luscious breasts. As I started to rub the oil into her skin, I noted the large areolas and the rising nipples on each mound. I wondered if Pam had an augmentation, and decided she hadn't because I couldn't detect any scars or marks of surgery. The more I massaged, the more Pam writhed and hummed in happiness.
After a few minutes, I felt her hand reach out and grab my inflated cock through the thin athletic slacks the inn had provided. I nearly exploded, but resisted that urge. Pam said, "Now, you've saved the best for last ... my hot pussy."
I asked, "Are you sure?"
Pam's eyes opened and engaged mine, "Oh, most definitely yes. I want the full treatment." She started to masturbate me through my nylon pants. I hardened in response to her touch, and that only seemed to encourage her.
With a copious supply of oil, I rubbed her pubes. Pam spread her legs far apart, giving me complete access to her nether region. I rubbed oil into all the places I'd missed. I didn't want to move; lest I change the way she could reach my cock. With one hand I massaged the oil into her labial lips, often running my finger through the entire slit in a way I knew would touch her clitoris. When I did that, Pam would jerk and moan. I thought she might have had a small orgasm at one point, but couldn't be sure.
Pam made eye contact with me in the dim light and said in a happy but slurred voice, "I want you to ... to massage my G-spot. I assume you know how to do that."
I thrust two fingers into her cunt, getting an immediate moan for my efforts. Pam's midsection rose to meet my fingers as I started to massage her inner body. I rapidly oscillated them in and out of her pussy before I focused on finding the place inside her where she practically floated off the table. Again, I thought Pam had a small spasm.
Pam muttered, "Eat me. I want a cunny attack by your tongue." After a pause, she added, "Your hands and fingers are wonderful too."
I used a damp washcloth to warm the area and wipe some of the oil away before I ran my tongue into her again; I knew the lotions would have ruined her natural taste. I stroked down her body with both hands, and moved so I knelt between her legs. I put one leg over each shoulder, lapped at her cunt, and tasted her for the first time. My fingers kept working on the subtle spot inside her that she reacted most too. A few minutes later, I could feel her vaginal muscles spasm around my entrenched fingers; she came again.
She spoke again in a sexy voice, "Why don't you get undressed. I want an internal massage with this." By 'this' she meant my erection that she'd managed to work up to full strength.
I said something dumb like, "That's sort of outside the policy of the establishment."
Pam chuckled and said, "Well, fuck the policy, fuck the establishment, and fuck me - now get busy up here with that beautiful shaft. I want to see it and suck on you."
Seconds later, I had complied with her wish. She had a marvelously adept mouth and throat, taking me completely inside. I almost came, but resisted. After a few seconds, Pam asked for me to put what I had inside her cunt; I did.
We had a long lovely fuck: soft music playing, the aromas of the various oils filling the air - now mixed with the sexual odors of our juices and bodies. I maneuvered around, pretending to myself that I was merely continuing the massage with another part of my body in another part of hers. Pam moaned a lot. I kept massaging her, only now emphasizing her breasts and other erogenous zones.
After a while, I lifted Pam. She held onto my neck, her legs around me, and her large breasts pushed into my chest. I bounced her on my cock, as we stood in the massage room. Next, I had her stand and lean against the table as I pounded into her from the rear. After that, I lay on the table, and Pam mounted me, taking pleasure from delivering to my mouth each of her breasts. I ignored the taste of the flavored oils and sucked hard on her nipples.
We changed positions a few more times; I was glad I didn't have an immediate appointment after Pam's time slot as we were running over her allotted time.
"How should I end?" I asked. I stood holding Pam's hips, pulling her onto my cock, as she reclined on the massage table.
"Deep inside. I'm on the pill ... and I want something to remember you by for the rest of the day." I could tell by the tone of her gasped words she was near.
From deep within me, I could feel the telltale microscopic spasms starting to signal my own release if I allowed. I warned Pam, "Well, here it comes, you beautiful woman." I leaned in, and we kissed again; her erect nipples raked across my chest again. In the next few seconds, I swear I could have plotted the journey through my body the semen took - the spasms inside my testes, the explosion through my vas deferens as my juices flowed through my body collecting the heavier seminal fluid, and then the race through my prostate and my penis into Pam's gorgeous cunt.
I jetted shot after shot of my fluid deep into Pam. She lay back on the table as her own climax arrived - a long loud wail of pleasure escaping from her throat. We were joined in the paroxysm of bliss for those few seconds. Nothing else in the universe existed; there were only the two of us - joined in this act of union and communion.
As both our spasms ceased; we kissed again. Pam said, "Oh, wow! THAT was the best massage I've ever had." She paused and added, "And, THAT was the best fuck I've ever had too. You are fabulous!" She pulled me to her, and we kissed some more.
I delicately disengaged, and kissed her. I said with a touch of humor, "Well, Ms. Saunders, you're a good lay yourself." I kissed her again. We laughed in humorous relief at our own intense feelings.
I said, "I suggest you shower. There's a private shower through that door ... and I'll join you, if you don't mind." She sat up fully, we kissed some more, and then the two of us walked across the room to the shower. She looked so great without any clothes on.
Pam disappeared after our shower. She slipped on a robe and walked through the inn carrying the rest of her clothes. I thought she had that 'just fucked' looked, but then so did I.
* * * * *
My three o'clock appointment was with Tina Devoe, a studious looking but shapely dirty blonde about fifty years old. She wore those dark frame rectangular eyeglasses, carefully styled to give a sexy appearance to her eyes. Tina spoke with an English accent, and as I did my introductory spiel, I learned she was from a small town outside Manchester and that she'd recently moved to the United States, although she was a little vague as to why. This weekend trip with a friend was her first 'time off' since she'd started working in the U.S. a year earlier.
I left the room, ostensibly to get the oils and lotions I'd need for the massage, but actually to give a few minutes of 'private time' while the man or woman prepared themselves for the massage. When I returned to the room, Tina was naked, sitting on the table waiting for me. The modesty towel I'd left for her sat unused at the end of the bed.
I got aroused instantly although I struggled to forget her nakedness - and how sexy and fuckable she looked. I reminded myself that I'd just had an unforgettable fuck with Pam, but that didn't seem to help.
I got into the massage of Tina, repeating the steps and actions that I'd found pleasure from in massages I'd had and what I'd just done with Pam. I worked carefully and professionally over Tina's lily-white skin. Soon, she too started to moan and writhe around on the table although I'd done nothing sexually overt to her.
When Tina rolled over for me to do her front side, there was no pretext by her about the massage. She wanted me. Before I even reached for the oils, she directed me to eat her pussy. "I want a tongue massage ... down there;" she pointed at her widespread pussy, the pink lips of her labia and the dark hole of her vagina inviting my attention. "... and up here on my breasts."
I did what I'd been directed to do, and Tina writhed into my every move with some moves of her own. Soon, I was naked - again. And, soon too, my cock was embedded deep into Tina's tight pussy.
I applied all the Tantric techniques Kim had taught me weeks earlier, plus generated a few of my own that seemed to bring pleasure to the two of us. I thought of the quote from Anais Nin's diary, "What everyone forgets is that passion is not merely a heightened sensual fusion, but a way of life that produces, as in the mystics, an ecstatic awareness of the whole of life." Our senses raised, our whispered words inspiring the erotic nature of the other, and our organs grinding together in joy and happiness.
Several orgasms later, I ejaculated the conclusion to our time together deep into Tina's cunt. She in turn flooded the two of us with her girl juice.
We showered together, and Tina left as Pam had: nary a care in the world, naked beneath her short hotel robe, and carrying the few other clothes she'd arrived with. She allowed as how she wished she could sign up the following day but that she had to leave and travel back to her job in California. I would miss a repeat performance with her.
* * * * *
Daisy Wheaton came into the spa at five o'clock. She'd already been in the sauna for a stint, so had a rosy appearance to her skin. When I touched her, I could feel the heat radiating from her skin. Daisy had never had a massage before though she looked older than I was. She said a friend she'd met at the Inn had insisted and paid for her experience. Because she was new to all this, I took extra time to explain the protocols and steps I'd go through. She listened with rapt attention, and when I was done she appeared eager to proceed.
I left to 'get the oils and lotions' while Daisy prepared herself as I'd suggested. When I came back she was face down on the table, still clad in her thong with the towel over her derriere. I initially sensed some relief that I wouldn't have to 'perform' sexually as I had with Pam and Tina. I'd treat the thong like a chastity belt.
Instead, however, my magic touch again produced a horny woman who wouldn't take no for an answer. We started fucking only about ten minutes into the massage session. Daisy explained that I had touched her in all the 'right' places, and that was all it took. We went another hour before I enjoyed my own climax. Daisy had about a dozen orgasms in that time, and I set a record for the longest time I'd eaten pussy.
After our showers, Daisy dressed and left. I went to find Pete where he was tending the bar. I wanted some soothing wine to come to grips with what had happened that afternoon. As I entered the lounge area, I saw Pete light up with a smile when he saw me. He gestured me over, and by the time I got to the bar he tended he had a Chardonnay on ice waiting for me.
Before I could say anything, Pete spoke, "I don't know what you did to our massage clients this afternoon, but they were all raving about you. The two that will still be here signed up again - but only if you are the masseur. I assume from their requests that things went well with each of them."
I just sort of nodded. Pete suddenly got that look of sudden realization - the eyes widen, the head moves back slightly, and the mouth opens into more of a gape. He stared at me, and then spoke again, "Oh, shit. Jim, you had sex with one of them." He watched my reaction before he added, "Two of them ... oh, fuck; you had sex with ALL of them?" His words were as much a statement as a question.
I just nodded with a slight smile of contentment as I sipped my wine and looked out across the bar to the dining room. I didn't regret anything either; I wondered if I should have some reservations about fucking three women I didn't know. Well, I knew them pretty well now. The experience with each of them had been pleasant, just not rewarding on any level other than the satisfaction of mutual lust. If I'd started the afternoon horny, I surely wasn't now.
I recalled my visit to Pennsylvania. Hadn't I had sexual relations with June, Jan, and Trish, although I hadn't known two of them before my visit? Trish I barely knew from her marriage to my friend Bob. Was this afternoon with Pam, Tina, and Daisy so different? This would be something to think about later.
Pete stammered and stuttered, trying to get a few words out. I guess he was amazed as much as horrified in some way that I'd screwed some of his inn's guests.
Finally, Pete got his wits about him. "Do you know who those women are?" The question had a certain punch to it, so I knew they weren't just casual guests.
"No, please tell me."
Pete said, "Tina Devoe is some big wheel in Sony Music from the west coast - LA. Daisy Wheaton is a socialite from Gross Point; she has more money than God, supports aspiring artists including many names you'd know, and is a big wheel in a couple of national charities. Your first appointment was Pam Saunders - she's the CEO of an outfit that now goes by CCC - it used to be the Chicago Consulting Company, but as they grew they changed to just the initials; they're big in media and marketing - billion dollar big. She and Tina probably know each other." He thought for a minute and added, "In fact, all three of them probably travel in the same circle - important women having a high impact on the world."
After another pause, Pete said, "I sure hope you're going to be around tomorrow. We do like to please our customers. I'm jealous as all hell, but you apparently made three women very happy - and I don't know how you did it. Mr. Stamina, that's what I'll call you from now on."
Just then, I saw Tina coming towards me in the mirror behind the bar. She could have won the Best Dressed In The Country award at that moment; she was beautiful. She'd intentionally come out of her way from the dining room to talk to me. When she arrived she ran one finger across my back and neck in a sexy way. I saw Pete gape. I turned and got a thousand watt smile and a brief kiss. She said, "I just wanted to thank you for the beautiful ... massage ... this afternoon. I hate to leave, so I'll miss another session tomorrow - a great deal; maybe we could book a special session when you're in my neighborhood." She looked hopeful.
The next words from her shocked me; "Meanwhile, here's my business card. Call me," she smiled and added, "Or have your agent call me - Terry Ross, isn't it? We'd like to do a record deal with you ... and Crystal too. I got good reports about what the two of you did in concert in Louisville and Indianapolis. Nashville Records is good, but we can do better up at the corporate level with you two. We can build on what you've done in ways you wouldn't believe." As an afterthought she added, "And, we can be very generous."
I nodded numbly and smiled back. She'd never given any indication that she'd recognized me - or knew of my new celebrity identity.
I said a few words acknowledging her request, we kissed again - this time with a little tongue, and she sashayed away with an extra wiggle in her walk. Pete just stared between the departing high-class ass in tight designer jeans and high heels, and me. Tina knew how to flaunt it.
I looked at Pete with an obvious question on my face. He said, "I didn't tell her." He held up a hand as though taking an oath, "I swear." I knew he was telling the truth. Tina knew her celebrities.
Pete and I settled down to drink a little, and have dinner served at the bar while he worked. About eight-thirty he leapt up and said, "Oh, shit. We almost forgot your evening massage appointment. It's complementary, 'on the house' so to speak. You've already met her, so it won't be that much of a surprise. I owe her, and this is what she asked for this evening."
I looked at Pete waiting for him to reveal the name. He grinned back, and clearly would not tell me a thing more, except it was at nine o'clock in Room 443. I wondered a little, since this was on the top floor, and I'd learned some of the staff had rooms up there.
A half hour later, I knocked on the door of room 443, my trusty massage table beside me. To my surprise, Julia, my cute waitress from the past couple of days, opened the door. She wore cutoffs that showed off her long sexy legs, and a white shirt tied off in a revealing manner beneath her bare breasts. I got a smile. She said in a sexy voice, "Oh, Jim Mellon, the answer to my dreams. Please come in."
I wasn't quite sure how to proceed, but I brought the table into her room and leaned it against the wall. "Julia, this is a surprise. Pete said you had complementary massage coming." I started by playing it straight.
Julia came up close, inside my personal space. She put both arms around my neck, and leaned up and kissed me on the lips. I automatically held her hips and kissed back. She said, "I've always wanted a massage from a celebrity; so this was a rare opportunity. I mortgaged my soul to Peter for this hour, and he's a good guy so I might even let him collect." She gave me a sly look.
I could tell she had no doubt about my real identity. We weren't game playing about my celebrity status any further. I wondered whether everyone on this small island knew I was hanging out up here - out of the limelight. I asked how she knew.



Julia smiled and said, "I'm a big fan of country music andPeople magazine." She kissed me again and then backed away. "I studied the photos in the magazine after I met you at breakfast, and I did some homework about what the entertainment websites said might be your next destination. Northern Michigan seemed an obvious conclusion, although nothing I read said that."
I set up the table in the room's open space as I gave Julia the same spiel about how to prepare for the massage. She just stood there barefoot and slowly started to untie her shirt with very deliberate moves, each move revealing more and more of her buxom body. I turned on the bedside radio to some dreamy music, and dimmed the room's lights. When I turned back to focus on Julia, she was nude. She came up to me and kissed me again; I kissed back. I had an idea where this evening would end up.
I did give a credible massage before we made love, but then Julia was massaging parts of my body too. Julia had the enthusiasm of youth on her side. I was driven by curiosity about what she'd be like.
After we had sex, we lay on Julia's bed panting after our sexual exertions. She said, "Thank you, Jim Mellon. I can go to my grave knowing that the best fuck in my life also came from someone famous. I don't know how you know what you know about women, but ... well, you should patent that stuff - all those techniques. Every single move you make turned me on, lifted me higher, and sent me to some other universe where the only important thing seemed to be how long I could make my orgasm last, and boy did you know how to make them last. Every woman in the country will want to get fucked by you."
I must have looked pained from her remarks, because she continued, "Oh, Jim. Don't worry, I won't blow your cover or talk to the tabloids. I did tell Pete I knew about you being a celeb. I have my own aspirations to get into the movie industry, so maybe I'll join you someday. If you can ever point me in that direction I'd appreciate it, but no obligation." She squirmed a little beneath me to heighten the effect of our still joined genitals. She rolled her eyes in physical happiness.
As our breath came back, our hands started to fondle and pet our exposed erogenous zones. Julia said, "I asked Pete why you'd ended up here - at the Inn - being a substitute trainer and masseur. He said you'd tell me more than thePeople magazine article did."
And so I did. We lay there, and I gave Julia the fifteen-minute version of my life story and the road trip. An hour later, we had sex again. I surprised myself being able to respond a fifth time in the same day; however, Julia was young, vibrant, and luscious, and she knew which of my buttons to push to get me going again. Some of the buttons involved the talented use of her mouth. After we finished round two, we went to sleep with Julia happily cradled in my arms. She purred.
* * * * *
Sunday was similar to the day before. Somehow, I'd restored my sexual prowess and gotten horny again overnight. Pam and Daisy showed up for their extended afternoon appointments with large smiles and high expectations for an erotic two hours. In their comments, I learned they knew each other and Tina as well; the day before, Pam had told the other two about her fabulous fuck, and then I was really in demand. One other woman came in for a 'straight' massage.
Julia had made a date with me for the evening, knowing as she did that I'd have had at least two fucks earlier in the day. I did not disappoint any of them. That day, I took time to learn a little more from each woman about how they liked to be treated in their love making: rough, loud, tender, oral, kinky, sex stories, dirty talk, fantasies, and more. I drew out of each woman her preferences. We had fun - and I learned a few things to try in the future on other women: places to touch, the right pressure to use, whether to hold or rub, and whether to use fingers, hand, or tongue.
Pam and Daisy left Monday morning, but not before finding me to say goodbye in some intimate way. Each gave me their business card, asked that I look them up in their hometown, and gave me a conspiratorial wink. Clearly, they both knew my celebrity status, and that being a masseur was not my real profession. Now, I really worried about the tabloids. I had to stop screwing every woman I met ... didn't I?
Julia brought me to a complete stop that evening with a simple question: "Did you like fucking my mother as much as me?"
"Huh?" My jaw must have been hanging down to the floor.
Julia looked surprised. "Oh, I thought she told you. Daisy Wheaton is my mother. We're pretty open with each other, so I knew you'd given her the best fuck of her life before we got together that first night. You came with high recommendations, including rave reviews from her friends Tina and Pam."
Before I could stop myself, I blurted out, "Pete said your mother was loaded. What are you doing working here?"
Julia snorted, "My Mom and Dad are teaching me the value of work and money, or so they think. I have to make it on my own before they'll help." She paused and added, "I've been a bit of a leech up until this summer. I don't think they liked the direction I'd been headed."
I just nodded.
Julia continued, "I moved out after last summer - well, my parents sort of forced me out on my own. I had a girlfriend in Montana, so went to live with her. I worked over the winter at a ski slope near Helena and did a little waitressing nearby, and then landed this job for the summer. I'd been here as a guest years ago. I guess I'm shaping up in Mom's eyes; this trip we felt closer to each other than since I turned fourteen, and even started sharing some of our intimate encounters with each other."
Oh, my God, I'd found another mother-daughter pairing who I'd made love to. Did I have some kind of a sign painted on my forehead that drew these people to me? True, they were both outstanding women and a pleasure to make love with, but I didn't expect any behind the scenes relationships.
My fourth day on the island, I played the tourist, prowling through each shop, taking a hundred photos, and mailing a few postcards to friends and loved ones including some of the women I'd met along my road trip. As I sat at the bar Monday night having a drink with Pete, Julia came by after the dining room closed. She gave me a little smile to indicate she wanted my amorous attention yet again. I nodded, and we set a time for her to come to my room in an hour.
* * * * *
Tuesday morning, Julia had me autograph each of her breasts with a Sharpie before she dressed in the morning - Jim on her right breast, just below the nipple, and Mellon on the left. "I want it to last more than a few hours," she explained regarding the indelible Sharpie. She also had me take a picture of my handiwork with her cell phone. I wondered whom she'd share it with. She again promised not to talk to the tabloids. Just to be sure, I had scribbled my signature.
Julia also kissed me goodbye in a passionate way, but with tears in her eyes. She told me, "Jim Mellon, I hope our paths cross again. You are easy to fall for, and I'd hate to think I wasted all the psychic energy I've spent on you the past few days. I want you as a long-time friend ... and fuck-buddy." She tucked her regular, off-island address and cell phone number in my pocket. After a kiss, she left for her waitress job in the Inn's dining room. I put her data on my phone before I lost the piece of paper.
Pete and I lingered over a cup of coffee out on the veranda of the Inn. The horse drawn carriages were already out on the streets carting the tourists around the small island. I thought the place was picturesque enough to come back to someday, maybe even on a honeymoon. Pete thought I should come back and bring all the women I felt an attraction for at one time - he wanted to see the resulting orgy and volunteered to help orchestrate things.
Pete helped me carry my gear down to the ferry dock. I boarded the ferry for the mainland, and soon waved goodbye to him across a widening gap between boat and shore. As I waved, Julia came running down to the dock to join Pete in waving goodbye. The two of them stood there looking happy together. The last I saw of them that day was the two of them walking back to the Inn with their arms around each other. Now that was an unexpected ending; something was going on there I hadn't been privy to. I wondered why Pete orchestrated my time with Julia if the two of them had something going on between them: more questions without answers.
I retrieved my motorcycle and the rest of my gear from my locker, repacked things for traveling, and headed across the Mackinaw Bridge to Upper Michigan - the longest suspension bridge in the Western hemisphere. The day was warm and sunny, traffic was light, the Universe felt friendly, and I was happy.
Chapter 13
Wisconsin
In late morning, I crossed the Mackinaw Bridge and hugged the shore of Lake Michigan for the rest of the day. With the late start after my midnight escapades on Mackinac Island with Julia, a stop for lunch, and my resolution to take it slow and enjoy the scenery; I got only part way across the Upper Peninsula.
I camped overnight at a state forest. The temperature dropped to around fifty degrees. My sleeping bag did its magic in keeping me at just the right temperature; but getting up in the morning proved to be an onerous chore. I didn't bounce out of bed the way I did on warmer days. I'd become soft in the middle.
Just after dawn, I took a long slow run for an hour along trails through the forest; that warmed me up. I got in a meditative trance while running. Due to my gunshot, this was my first long run in many weeks. Back at the campsite, I built a fire, and did some other exercises, trying not stress my left side. I prepared some breakfast from my collection of freeze-dried food, and dressed warmly when the time came to start riding on the motorcycle.
I started to sing my widening repertoire of country songs for which I knew all the words. I sang into the facemask of my helmet, so I could actually hear myself over the rush of the wind and the rumbling sound of the Harley Davidson. I liked the whole idea of being a country music singer. The entertainment industry had always fascinated me, and now I had an open door. I wondered if I'd been led to this door by some unusual force in the universe, and maybe by an angel named Karen.
I tested how important finishing my ride across the forty-eight lower states was to me, and decided I still needed to complete the trip. This trip would give me closure about Karen's death and allow me to have accomplished something 'big' in my life, not that the sudden stardom wasn't also big. Here was this country music career that I could ride for a while. Maybe I would try to do more music or concerts during my trip; despite my fear of singing in front of a large audience, I did have fun singing with Crystal.
I got to Green Bay about four o'clock in the afternoon, just as the sun broke out and the temperature started to rise again. The most obvious attribute of the city was their unrivaled support of their NFL football team. Green and yellow banners were everywhere along my route with the 'G' logo of the team. I rode by Lambeau Field stadium, just so I could say I'd seen it. Later in my stop in Green Bay, I learned that the stadium held about 60,000 people - this in a city with a population of about 100,000. I guessed they had a lot of visitors for home games. The number of motels around suggested that as well.
After a stop to get directions on my iPhone, I found Lloyd's Guitars where I splurged and became the owner of a used Blackbird Rider steel string travel guitar, case, extras, and a 'how to' book. The travel guitar was a fraction of the size of a regular acoustic guitar with a shortened neck and a much smaller body - a carefully crafted sound box to render close to normal guitar sounds but with a fraction of the size. I had big plans for the next phase of my country music career. I wanted to be able to play the guitar the way Crystal did.
I chose an early dinner at a restaurant that had Wi-Fi. After ordering, I used my laptop to check my emails. One email from Kim Hume stood out above all the rest and made my heart soar.

To: JBM38@kenseltelcom.net
From: KHume@tsi.com
Subject: Want to see you
Sent from my iPhone
Hardly a minute goes by that I haven't thought of you since you left, particularly with your new career in country music. I'm so proud of you.
I have this weekend free, and I am hoping that you'll have some time for me, and will be some place where we can see each other. Wherever you are, I can fly to you Friday afternoon but have to leave early Monday. Where are you? Ron gives his blessing to my trip and says hello; he has to be in Washington over the weekend.
Call me if this works for you. Leave message if I don't answer. I'm in meetings all day.
I Love You,
Kim


I couldn't get my cell phone out of my pocket fast enough. My call to Kim went into voicemail, but I left an enthusiastic message for her to fly to Milwaukee, and that I'd meet her there if she gave me details about her arrival.
Just before I got on my bike, my cell phone vibrated indicating I had another email. I read the screen and my heart started to beat a lot faster.

To: JBM38@kenseltelcom.net
From: KHume@tsi.com
Subject: Want to see you
Sent from my iPhone
Got your voice mail. I am in a meeting that looks as though it will never end - strategic planning for my company so I have to be here ... probably will go until ten tonight.
BUT, I am so excited I can hardly stand still because we can see each other tomorrow. Just hearing your voice made me wet! You know what that means.
I will be at the general aviation side of the Milwaukee airport about 4:30 p.m. I'll have the jet, so you can watch me land if you're there. If OK with you, I'll arrange downtown hotel - I have plans for us!
Did I mention how excited I am to see you again!!
I Love You A Lot!
Kim


Now, that's the kind of email that makes a guy feel all warm and mushy inside, and that's exactly how I felt. I broke into a big smile. I wanted to tell someone how happy I felt, but there was no one around.
After my early dinner, I rode southwest out of Green Bay for an hour to the shore of Lake Winnebago. In the camping area, I avoided the RV sites and hunted for a remote spot that was picturesque and quiet. The campsite I settled on after riding around in the dusk appeared to be near a snowmobile trail and away from the roads and parking areas. The wooded site had a small clearing with a picnic table and sat about two hundred feet from the lake. A half-dozen ice fishing huts also had been stowed nearby for when they could be towed out on the frozen lake. This time of year the place was not on the normal trail system for the park; I expected no one would find me there.
I set up my tent, built a fire in a fire pit and enjoyed the warmth as the temperatures dropped. As the sunset, I took an envelope of Karen's ashes down to the lakeshore. A breeze from behind me carried the ashes into the lake where they became lost in the sparkling ripples. I sat and meditated by the lake, looking at the pink clouds reflected in the lake. The ripples soon hypnotized me and carried me to a place of thoughtless peace. The inner stillness remained until the color in the clouds disappeared and night really began to fall.
Sunset came early by the clock in Wisconsin - seven thirty; the state is on the eastern edge of the central time zone. The night before when I'd been only a short distance to the east in another time zone, I had an eight-thirty sunset. I tinkered with my new guitar a little to get used to the feel and how it tuned. Later, I stoked the fire and then lay abed listening to the wind in the trees and watching the clouds slide across a sky lit by a rising gibbous moon.
* * * * *
I lay in a state of half-sleep in a new state I'd never been in before. Until I'd heard from Kim I thought the likelihood of my having sex in Wisconsin approached zero. Now, I was horny again - horny for her - and filled with feelings of love for her. I had all these questions and confusions I wanted to talk to her about. Kim would know how to think about these things.
My mind flitted to June - Kim's sister, and that line of thinking led me to my sister. Maybe because I was having sexual thoughts about Kim, when Anna came to mind, it was in an erotic way.
I recalled a summer trip when I'd been home from college and Anna had just finished high school. Anna pleaded with me to drive her to the beach. The day was one of those sparkling summer days, warm and without a cloud in the sky. I caved in to my reluctance about spending the day with my sister. She made us a picnic lunch, and made sure we had drinks, a blanket, and even a portable radio. I borrowed mom's car, and we headed off to Plum Island Beach.
To my surprise, Anna behaved as though she were on a date with me. We held hands, and she even cuddled up to me on our beach blanket. I felt puzzled by what was going on, but she seemed certain of her actions so I let things ride and enjoyed her closeness.
Anna wore a two-piece bathing suit that I'm sure mom wouldn't have approved of if she'd seen her in it. Anna had a nice body - very nice; so nice that a few times during the day I had to roll over on my stomach to hide my arousal. I'm sure Anna saw my lump a few times, but I only caught her smiling at the bulge in my swimsuit once.
In close and intimate conversation with our heads close together, Anna got me talking about the future, and how I thought about a thousand different things: dating, love, sex, family, God, hobbies, my career, what we'd be like as adults, what our relationship as brother and sister would be like in the future, and life in general. The conversation wasn't one sided. I asked questions of Anna too, and she gave me frank and honest answers. In hindsight, I realized that in that one afternoon we got closer to each other than we'd ever been in our lives. Except for a few brief visits, we'd been physically apart for years from the time I left for college up to Karen's final illness and death, but we'd never been far apart in our understanding and love for each other. Looking back, I couldn't imagine what our lives would have been like without that day together on the beach.
At the end of the afternoon, Anna cuddled even closer and put her head on my shoulder for a long time. I wrapped my arm around her and held her close, very conscious of her breasts pushing against me. She looked up at me, gave me a tender kiss, and whispered, "Jim, I will always love you - will always be in love with you. Never forget that. I know we're not supposed to have these feelings and talk about it like this, but I mean it - forever and ever, I love you." She gave me a hug, and then we separated, packed up our beach gear, and went home.
I wanted to make love to my sister that afternoon on the crowded beach. I could tell by her looks she wanted me. We repressed those feelings, those looks, and our touches after that, particularly when our parents were around.
I fell asleep with erotic dreams divided between Crystal, Ellen, Kim, and Anna.
* * * * *
First thing in the morning, I took a long, hard run shortly after sunrise. I pushed myself harder than I had since I'd been shot, testing the entry and exit wounds to see whether they could take the stress of an hour's worth of eight-minute miles. I could feel how out of shape I'd gotten aerobically. I did some exercises near my tent, and this time I really tested the wounds since I did about a hundred sit-ups that used many of the muscles the bullet had ripped through. As I cooled down, I did a careful analysis of what I felt near the wounds, even probing the wound sites with my fingers. I didn't have a single twinge.



The sunny morning was a complete change from a few days earlier; the temperature had already reached the mid-seventies and promised to go into the eighties in the afternoon. I went down to the lake for a quick bath before I suited up for the next leg of my trip. The lake water was chilly, so my ablutions were short and to the point - get wet, soap up, and rinse fast. I also washed out my running shorts, ankle socks, and singlet. Since no one was around this part of the park, I bathed in the nude, only wrapping a towel around me to head back to camp carrying my damp exercise clothes so I could dry them by my morning campfire.
As I walked up the wooded bank and neared my camp, I heard voices and a laugh - a man and a woman. I stopped and listened, however, they didn't seem to be moving. They were in the clearing where my tent was pitched, and where my motorcycle stood.
In another fifty feet, I could see the couple through the brush. I paused. They stood face to face near the clearing's picnic table, oblivious to my active camp fifty feet from them. The couple was in their thirties; they were trim and tanned, but dressed in what I'd come to call business casual attire. As I watched to see what they would do, the couple started to make out. There was a lot of pent up passion each of them showed for the other - raw, sexual lust and energy.
I froze, wondering whether to announce my arrival someway. In the few seconds while I pondered what to do, the man lifted the girl's summer dress from her body in one smooth move. She cooperated fully, raising her arms over her head with a smile. Her beautiful full breasts emerged into view; she hadn't been wearing a bra. Even from my distance, I could see the ripeness of her globes, the dark areolas, and the pointed and excited nipples. The man instantly leaned in and suckled her nearest tit. She held his head and spoke words of encouragement, as her head looked skyward in enjoyment of his attentions.
Making normal walking sounds - twigs snapping and leaves rustling, I continued on the path another twenty feet or so taking small steps to give warning, until I could be clearly seen at the edge of the clearing with no intervening foliage. I stood still again, but shuffled my feet. I really couldn't get to my tent - and my dry clothes - without walking within ten feet of the amorous couple.
The man sucked and lapped at both breasts like a starving man finding food. I could hear the sucking noises he made, and her moans of delight. Although it appeared awkward, the girl started to unbutton the man's shirt. At one point, he broke lock on her breasts and rapidly pulled the shirt off, tossing it on the bench seat of the picnic table next to them. She fumbled with his belt, and in seconds, after kicking off his loafers, his pants, and boxers had joined the pile of clothes. His erect cock bounced proudly in front of him.
I silently chuckled to myself. I had come so close to them I was sure that when I got spotted one of them would shriek in surprise, and there'd be a frantic scramble to cover improperly displayed body parts. I hoped neither of them opted for violence or called the police.
That thought had no sooner left my mind than the naked man slowly pulled the girl's white thong down her long and shapely legs with her obvious willingness, leaving her nude except for three-inch spike heels - incongruous here in the woods. He lapped at her cunt for a few seconds before he stood. He then fingered her cleft as they kissed again - lips and tongues rapidly moving in and around each other's mouths. She moaned so loud; I could hear clearly.
The pretty brunette dropped to her knees - even spreading her legs apart in her kneeling position so her pussy was in full view. She pulled his inflating cock to her. Holding him with one hand, she inhaled his swollen member, and her head started bobbing back and forth as she fellated him - using her hand to masturbate him when he was mostly out of her mouth. The man instantly closed his eyes and looked to heaven as he savored the experience.
Now, I stood transfixed by the scene in front of me. My towel had tented from my own erection at the eroticism of the lusty couple. I reached through the fold in the towel at my front and touched myself, not to masturbate but to protect my penis from a roughness on an edge of my towel. I remember thinking I'd have to jack off after the couple left.
And then, the girl saw me. I could tell the instant she became aware of my presence; her eyes enlarged and they looked straight at me - studied me: Threat? Voyeur? Participant? She paused in the blowjob she administered, but continued to hold his cock in her mouth. Instead of yelling or taking some action to cover her nakedness, she repositioned so we could see each other better, and she spread her legs wider to me. She continued her ministrations on the young man as she watched me - no doubt continuing her evaluation. I tried to look harmless and horny.
She obviously wanted to please her partner - plus now I realized she had started performing for me as well. Her actions became more contrived, more pornographic and X-rated. She slurped and made an event out of finding some pre-cum on his cock. She started to use both hands to milk his cock. The man moaned often, but remained oblivious to my presence.
Several minutes after she became aware of my presence, I heard the girl say to him, "We're being watched. I don't care. In fact, I like it. Now, fuck me. Show him what you do to me."
The man spun and saw me. I held my fully erect cock in one hand, my tactic having shifted from the thought I'd had a few minutes earlier. Between the live sex show the couple had presented me with so far and my dreams the night before, I wanted ... no needed relief soon.
The man smiled at me, and turned back to his girlfriend as she sat on the picnic table, lay back slightly, and pulled her legs up so he could penetrate her pussy with his now engorged cock. From my angle, I could see him slowly slide into her hairy pussy. The table was at the perfect height for him to deeply penetrate her. He reached forward and pawed at her breasts, kneading and twisting her tits. First, he pumped slowly into her body, but then his pace increased. He glanced back at me several times; one time even holding her leg down and making sure I could see his cock entering and leaving her body.
The pretext of having the towel around me had passed. I dropped the towel and my wet clothes to focus on the couple. As the couple continued to fuck, the man looked over his shoulder at me and said, "Come closer. Take a better look. She'd love to suck on you," he looked at her and continued, "Wouldn't you?"
The girl gestured with one hand for me to come closer, and she said to me, "Yes. Come closer, watch us while you jerk off next to me - hell, let me help." I walked closer, and she reached out to fondle my exposed rod. She shifted on the table so I could stand beside her as she got fucked. She smiled at me to indicate what she would do was fine with her; she said, "I like this. I've wanted a threesome - so you're fulfilling a fantasy. You look like a nice person." She grasped me and masturbated me for thirty seconds before pulling my shaft to her open mouth.
To my surprise, her first inhalation of my cock resulted in her taking the entire shaft down her throat in one erotic gesture. Without gagging, she started to pull me to and fro into her mouth; often urging me to fully engage with her so her nose hit my pubes. She had a talented approach to a blowjob using lips, hands, teeth, and tongue.
As we did this, the man continued to fuck her, even increasing the pace and intensity of his thrusts into her cunt. He watched her fellating me, and nodded his approval through his physical strain. He was giving her all he had to bring this woman off.
I watched every nuance of the dogging act from my vantage point, drawing further stimulation to my own sexual act. He nodded to me more positively than before, a sign I took that he not only approved, but also was about to cum. Seconds later, I heard him start to pant, grunt, and moan as his orgasm approached. He moaned at his moment of ecstasy. My own climax arrived only a few seconds after his, triggered by the combined actions of the couple in their orgasms. My God, I thought, what an unexpected experience.
I erupted into her mouth, having warned her of my imminent orgasm. She chose to catch and swallow most of my cum, allowing a portion to drip over her chin and cheek from the way she had her head tilted. She looked so hardcore. I knew the display of my juice around her mouth was an attempt to turn on the man and me even more.
I pulled away as my orgasm ended, and the jets of cum stopped. She lapped at me for a few seconds, cleaning my shaft. I moved to the side, giving the couple room, and the man stepped into the position I'd had and presented his cock for her to clean, and clean she did with great enthusiasm. Meanwhile, I looked at her exposed pussy and found further stimulation in the rivulet of milky white sperm that oozed from her vagina.
I moved to a large nearby rock to catch my breath, my cock slowly deflating. I sat. The lust I'd carried into the day from the night before felt partly sated. I recalled a term Pete had used about the sex I'd had only a few miles away in Michigan when I'd played masseur and fucked each of the good looking women who were my massage clients. A 'zipless fuck' he called it. An expressive term, to be sure.
A few feet away, the man helped the girl sit up on the tabletop. Both of them were panting from their energetic efforts to please each other. The girl smiled and spoke with me without a trace of modesty; "I'm Val; this is Kevin."
I volunteered with a silly grin, "And, I'm Jim. A pleasure to meet you both ... a real pleasure in every sense of the word." They laughed. I asked, "And, to what do I owe the honor of this occasion?"
Val laughed and said, "Well, we're having an affair - have been having one for four months. Neither of our spouses is as horny as we are, so we decided to ... to, you know, get together every morning to start each day off on the right foot. We've been using this spot a lot this summer. I'm surprised you found it; it's well hidden."
Looking around, I raised my eyebrows in neither approval nor disapproval. I asked, "How'd you get here?" I gestured over my shoulder to my motorcycle and tent.
Kevin tossed his head in one direction, "We walked in a couple of hundred yards from where we can run our cars off the road so they won't be seen." He added, "When cold weather comes, we'll have to find some other way ... some other place to ... to get together." He looked endearingly at Val.
I said, "You surely started my morning off the right way. Do you do this often - I mean with others?"
Val responded, "I did a threesome once a long time ago, but with a guy I knew real well. You're the first stranger I've done. You could fuck me if you want. I'd really like that, and so would Kevin. He'd like to watch me get fucked. You're nice, and you taste good too."
"No, I'm fine. You give a superb blowjob. That'll last me all day ... maybe all week. I'm grateful, but I don't need to go further." I thought I might be weird about turning her down. She was a pretty girl, thin in the middle with breasts that equaled a hand full. She had gorgeous hips, and as I studied her leaking pussy, a rather attractive slit. I was sure that most guys would already be humping away at the suggestion of the offer Val had made.
Kevin started to kiss her neck and pinch her breasts; she moaned a little as he hit her hot buttons. She kept looking at me, hoping I'd change my mind and fuck her. Kevin asked her, "Got time to go another round?" He turned and winked at me.
Val looked between the two of us - Kevin with a partial erection as he stood beside her, and me with nearly a full erection again sitting on a rock only a few feet from her. She said, "Yes. Yes, let's repeat that again ... only this time, let's go a little slower and savor all the tastes and feelings in our fuck ... and my suck on Jim's cock."
I rose, and went to the other side of the table from where Kevin stood. I latched my mouth onto one of Val's nipples as Kevin did the other. I kneaded the mound of flesh with my hand, deeply massaging her mammary. Val moaned.
I ran a finger from her nipple down to her cunt, circling back and forth with a light touch as I crossed her tummy. When I reached the small tuft of pubic hair, I tousled the hair, and then plunged two fingers into Val's sopping cunt. I gave her a rapid and rough finger fuck, which got her attention and made her groan in pleasure into a kiss she shared with Kevin.
Kevin brought his fingers down, and the two of us each put two fingers into Val's sodden pussy. We massaged, and prodded, tested, and fucked with our hands. Val popped off a couple of orgasms as we played for several minutes. I found her G-spot, and focused on that as Kevin moved inside her elsewhere.
Val sat up from her supine position, looked at Kevin, and gasped, "Go to the spot Jim's touching inside me and memorize that fucking location. From now on when you finger fuck me, I want you on that spot - a lot." She panted a little and added, "And ... oh shit ... Jim, you're making me cum again ... ooooooooooooh!"
I'm sure both Kevin and I could feel the spasms of Val's vaginal muscles. After she came down a little from her climax, I taught Kevin how to find Val's G-spot. Val helped too, by arching her back in a near convulsion when he found the place. Val then had another climax.
I turned down a second offer to fuck her, but did accept another fabulous blowjob. Kevin fucked her long and hard a second time, much to Val's delight. When we were through, Val produced a couple of washcloths and towels from her large purse, and the three of us walked naked down the short trail to the lake. Val had a cute bubble ass to watch. The two of them washed up the smelly parts, I went swimming again, and we walked back to the campsite.
Kevin and Val dressed. I noted that Val produced a brassiere this time from her oversize shoulder bag. They asked whether I judged them presentable, and I told them I did. Kevin explained that the two of them worked in the same office about ten miles away. He pondered the fact that they'd both be late - again, and hoped no one would be too suspicious.
They bid me goodbye with a handshake and from Val a kiss - a really passionate kiss. The pair hiked away as I pulled on my shorts.
What a great way to start the morning. After they left, I realized I didn't know their last names.
* * * * *
I dressed and fixed myself breakfast, taking advantage of the permanent grill at the campsite. I ate on the picnic table where Val's lover had twice plowed into her pussy, and where simultaneously I'd gotten two erotic blowjobs. To one side as I ate there lay a small puddle of cum that had leaked from Val's pussy.
After packing, I reflected back on the surprise sexual encounter earlier in the morning with the couple at my campsite. Val and Kevin seemed so relaxed and accepting of their infidelity with their spouses, as well as their exhibitionist behavior at a public picnic area - and clearly one populated by a camper. I wondered if Kevin's wife and Val's husband were secretly carrying on another affair at the other end of the same campground. I actually laughed aloud at that thought, my sound annoying a squirrel high above me.
I was close to Milwaukee, so had plenty of time before Kim arrived. I pulled out my new guitar, the miniature version of a full guitar using a new pitch pipe, and reviewed the few chords I vaguely remembered from some guitar lessons a girlfriend in college had tried to teach me. G, C, D7, Em, Am, and F came back readily.
I opened the 'how to' book and started from scratch, learning the strings, the notes, fingering, and a couple of other chords. By the end of an hour, I could play and sing the song '500 Miles' with passable accuracy. The ends of the fingers on my left hand stung where they had fingered the steel strings. I stopped, realizing it would take many sessions and days for me to build up calluses at those points. If I were going to be a country music singer, then I figured I'd better know how to play the guitar. The few times I'd watched Crystal play, her skill seemed so natural for her. I knew the only way I'd reach that same plateau was with many hours of practice.
I pulled out my computer and wrote in my journal too, filling in details from the past couple of weeks and adding to my feelings and reactions to various situations including the 'zipless fuck blowjob' Val had given me as Kevin fucked her on the very table my computer rested on. I also composed emails to Lauren, Anna, Ellen, and Crystal. Lauren, Crystal, and Ellen wanted all the lurid and sex-filled details of every liaison I had in my travels, writing to them made me horny. I edited a version of their email for Anna, although I had begun to believe she might like the unexpurgated version as well.
With Crystal, I also mentioned Tina Devoe specifically, the woman executive with Sony that wanted a 'serious deal' with the two of us. I asked Crystal to share the information with Terry, our agent, and see what he thought. I didn't know what ties and obligations she - or I for that matter - had to the Nashville Records that we had just done the recordings for.
I walked around the campground after I'd prepared all the emails, until I found a Wi-Fi spot near the park headquarters. I sent off the emails and picked up a couple of my own, nothing of note. I also checked the weather for the next week along various parts of the routes I thought I'd take.
The longer I thought about Crystal; the more I missed her. I got really down on myself too, wondering just who I was to think I could have a girlfriend who was as pretty as Crystal, and a country music star. My self-confidence plummeted as I thought about all the talent that Crystal had. I questioned whether I had a good enough voice, or musical ability, or the élan to give a good concert performance.
The record company had said that the'Texas Dawn' album would come out about two months later, but, in my down mood, I wondered whether anyone would like the single'Texas Dawn' enough to release the recording, even as a single.
An hour later, my cellphone rang. To my joy, it was Crystal. She started our conversation with some special words that turned my whole day around, "Jim, I miss you like crazy. When are you going to be in one place long enough for us to get together?"
I told her I missed her, where I was, and where I planned to go over the next week or so.
Crystal interrupted, "I've got to tell you some important stuff. First, I got your email, and I talked right away to Terry about Tina Devoe and Sony. He's over the moon, and wants all of us to talk together really soon. Just so you know, after the'Texas Dawn' album comes out on Nashville Records, we have no further obligation to them - so we're free agents, but, get this, it probably won't matter because they are a subsidiary of Sony Entertainment! So, your connection with Tina is a big break for us; it can move us from a minor label to the big time if she likes us. I hope you treated her well, and left her hungry for more!" Crystal laughed.
She went on, "The bigger news ... are you ready for this ... they released the single of'Texas Dawn' the day you left Nashville. I didn't even know about it until two days later. It went up on iTunes, Amazon, and at least a dozen other music download sites. They also did a splash to the various country music radio stations across the U.S. Well, everyone likes it ... better than likes it; they love it. We're a hit! We're the number one download at most sites. If you don't have it, get it on your computer. They decided to use our third version of the song."



I stammered and stuttered my shock and happiness over the news. I assured her it was her name, popularity, and great voice that had carried the song.
Crystal said, "Bullshit. Stop putting yourself down. To the contrary, your star continues to rise. Everyone loves your voice. Terry told me that the record company is scrambling to put an album together that is mostly you singing. They're thinking it'll go 'platinum' in record time - do you know what that means? It means they expect to sell a million albums by download or CD - a friggin' million; that's a very big number in this business. You, My Darling Lover, are a star."
I was speechless. The insecurities I'd had moments ago evaporated. I mumbled a few words to Crystal to that effect. She laughed in a nice way about my innocence and lack of confidence in the music industry and in my own musical skills. She told me a few other good things about my singing, how much she liked singing with me, how she wanted to do more, and how she just wanted to be with me.
Crystal finally asked, "Hey, I've got commitments until Monday - public appearances, but after that can I come and join you for the rest of next week? Can I ride with you? I'll go anywhere you're going and then catch a flight back from there."
I blurted out, "Why, I'd love that. Yes, I really want you with me. I've thought about you so much since I left you in Indianapolis."
I figured before she came I'd better tell her about Kim; I knew this was a big risk, but I believed in our openness and hoped she wouldn't get so mad she'd hang up and never see me again. I mumbled, "Errr, Crystal, this is delicate, ... but I'm spending the weekend ... with Kim in Milwaukee. I just figured I'd better say ..."
Crystal interrupted, "Oh, Jim, that's so wonderful. I know how dear she is to you. I'm so glad. I hope to meet her someday, particularly because she's so special for you. Have fun - make love like crazy, but save a little energy for me on Monday because I'm going to arrive into your arms horny and sex crazed." She laughed gaily.
Now that was not at all the response I'd been expecting. I was speechless. Crystal didn't seem the least bit upset that I'd be spending time with another woman, and seemed to even encourage the connection.
"Jim? Jim, are you still there?"
"Oh, yeah. Thanks ... I'll be ready for you, and I can't wait to see you. I really miss you."
Crystal said in a more business-like tone, "Let me do some checking about flights and all. I'll text you within the hour when I arrange flights, and just to be sure, you could pick me up midday on Monday at O'Hare? Let's head south along your planned route and see what we find. When the time comes, I'll break off and come back home from wherever we are."
"That works for me. If you're up for it, we could camp out a night or two."
"Great. Oh, Ellen says hello too; she wishes she were coming with me, and she said to tell you she loves your sexy emails. Later, I'll email you my exact flight times ... since I figure you'll be in bed all weekend!" Big laugh. "I love you. See you Monday." She broke into another round of laughter and we rang off.
* * * * *
Kim's sleek white Cessna Citation floated down the runway to a smooth flawless landing as I watched from behind a fence at the general aviation terminal in Milwaukee. I watched as the jet taxied back towards me, and then turned into the parking ramp. A young man with two red batons directed her to a parking location near where I stood. The jet turned, parked, and almost immediately the jet's engines started to spool down from their high pitched whine. The line boy put chocks under the front tire.
I could see Kim in the cockpit throwing switches and shutting down the aircraft. Two minutes went by, and then the side door on the aircraft opened and steps unfolded. Kim stepped through with a large purse, a briefcase, and a pull-along suitcase. At the bottom of the staircase, she opened a panel on the aircraft, pushed a few buttons, and the stairway folded up into the aircraft and the door apparently locked.
Kim turned, and this time I waved and caught her attention. She ran over to me with the happiest look on her face. Over the low fence, Kim and I hugged and kissed. I hoisted her suitcase and briefcase over the fence, but wondered what we'd do with all her bags on the motorcycle.
Kim read my perplexed look; "Darling, I rented a car. If you want you can leave your bike here, or you can follow me to the Pfister Hotel downtown. I hope you like it; I've been there once before, and I loved it. We can walk to a million different things ... when we're not in bed." She gave me a foxy grin.
I looked over my shoulder at my heavily laden motorcycle. I made a snap decision that it would probably be safer in some hanger at the airport than in a parking garage downtown. I told Kim.
An hour later, Kim and I stood alone surrounded by our luggage in an exclusive clubroom suite on the twenty-first floor in the new wing of a restored turn of the century hotel. I felt seriously underdressed for the occasion, particularly compared to the sharp business suit that Kim wore.
Kim came into my arms as soon as the bellhop closed the door. She grabbed ahold of my shirt and started to undo the buttons. "Now, you are seriously overdressed for what I have planned for us for the next hour or two ... hell, for the whole weekend."
I grinned, and helped her off with the stylish jacket that went with her suit. Beneath the jacket, she had a gorgeous white silk blouse that showed a modest amount of her cleavage. I carefully unbuttoned her blouse as she did my shirt. We both finished about the same time, and shrugged off our layer of clothing. The lacy bra Kim wore disappeared to the pile of clothing, and then we brought our naked chests together as our tongues found each other's mouths in our most passionate kiss of the day.
After that kiss there was flurry of pants, nylons, panties, jeans, boots, socks, and briefs that flew in every direction. We studied each other, taking in our nude bodies with lurid pleasure. Kim was stunning, and I visibly hardened just looking at her beauty and sexuality.
I picked Kim up and carried her to the huge bed in the suite. In seconds, we were at each other; unable to do all the things or to say all the words we wanted to fast enough. Kim spread her legs to reveal her moist pussy to me. I'm not sure I ever felt such hunger for anyone as I did in that instant. My fingertips inched their way up her leg, breaking off just before her pussy. I moved my hand to her other leg and repeated the slow stroke. This time I stroked her slit from ass to clit, and then slipped two fingers into her folds. Kim lurched forward and clutched at my arm as though it was a life preserver in a turbulent sea. She moaned and came just from that simple touch.
I moved in front of her, stood close to the bed, ran my dick up and down her slit, and then with the slowest of motions sank into her a millimeter at a time. Our eyes locked onto each other with the palpable intensity of lust and love. I could feel the walls of Kim's warm tunnel clenching and releasing me as I moved forward into her. As our groins touched, I gripped Kim's hips and for her pleasure somehow forced still more of myself inside her. I swelled with lust.
My mind soared with pleasure and my heart soared with the love I felt for Kim. Oh, this felt so right - so perfect in every way. I never wanted the feeling I had in those few seconds to end; I wanted to freeze them in time and live in them forever.
Kim rocketed to a thunderous climax, her eyes becoming slits of pleasure as the wave swept over her. Her legs hooked behind me and pulled me into her. I resisted the spasms and my own need for release. When Kim's bucking slowed, I began moving inside her at a fast and hard pace, pulling out until only the barest of our bodies touched, and then surging inward with passion until I filled her cavity again.
Kim moved higher and higher in her passion. She couldn't get enough of me - of my cock. Our bodies slapped together, filling the room with the sound of our lovemaking - wet flesh slapping against wet flesh. Kim's juices and lubrication flooded our junction ... flooded the bed.
I reached down and with my thumb I stroked her clit.
Kim looked at me and gasped out, "Not fair." But, she made no move to stop me. A minute later, she eked out, "I ... am ... about ... to ... explode. You'd ... better ... come ... this ... time."
My thrusts got faster and harder, my cock had become the consistency of granite, yet I could feel minute sensations from deep inside her body along my shaft I'd never felt before from anyone. My throbbing started, and I passed the point of no return.
"Oh, God, Kim, I love you so. I LOVE YOU." I blasted my seed deep into her cunt with surge after surge of pleasure, of love, of lust, of spiritual connection. Beneath me, Kim's body arched and pushed into me with wild uncontrollable spasms from her cuntal muscles. I couldn't stop pumping. I filled her with my life and my soul. Kim grasped my arms with Herculean strength, but I loved her strong touch.
For a few minutes time did stand still, and then I carefully lowered myself to Kim, and we rolled to our sides. Kim and I were both crying from our love and passion. I couldn't think of the last time I said 'I love you' to someone - Karen. I had wanted to say them to Lauren, maybe to June, and to Kim the first time we met; however, I'd held back because I had a rigid definition of what love meant. Maybe as I'd started to open my thinking, I was also opening to a broader definition of the term.
Kim whispered, "Oh, Jim. I love you. I have never ..." I kissed the tears on her cheeks, as she wiped my own from my face. We held each other for a long time in the very special post-coital silence only a few special lovers ever know - a bliss so joyful it is indescribable, unshareable outside the space surrounding the two lovers, and with a rapture common man will never know or understand.
* * * * *
I found a men's store a block from the hotel and bought a sport shirt, tie, and a western cut dress jacket. I carried my swag back to the hotel, and dressed as Kim watched my transformation from motorcycle rider to western gentleman. I dressed the same way I had at Pete's hotel in Michigan - natty.
Kim looked at me with such love in her eyes the whole night, and I know I poured my heart out to her with every glance. Kim and I had a romantic late dinner in the steak restaurant in the hotel. I had the maître d' put a single candle on our table in the dimly lit booth. I think several people might have recognized me, a point Kim took great delight in acknowledging. We were so romantic, touching and holding hands across the table, and our legs tangled together beneath.
Back in our room, we shed our clothing as fast as we could and then merged our naked bodies together again, this time without the rush to orgasm. Once coupled, we moved just enough to sustain my erection and keep Kim's juices flowing. We stroked and petted each other's chests, breasts, necks, faces, and ... everywhere.
Kim giggled a little and asked, "OK, now tell me about your most recent sexual encounter."
I smiled and started, "Well, this morning, as I came out from a quick swim in a lake ..." I told her the story of Val and Kevin, and my surprise blowjobs. Kim thought that outrageous and highly stimulating; so much of the latter that as I rubbed her clit she popped off an orgasm and ended clutching my shoulder for dear life.
In her afterglow, we kissed, and then Kim said with a smile, "And the encounter before that? Michigan?"
I regaled Kim with vivid descriptions of the four women I'd massaged in Michigan. Kim probed for details, and then even got me to withdraw from her pussy and massage her body the way I had Pam, Tina, Daisy, and Julia. I also demonstrated my improved oral skills on her until Kim had two more orgasms and made me stop the cunnilingus because of over stimulation. She pulled my member back inside her body's warmth.
After that, I told Kim about George and Summer, and becoming a father in a the middle of an odd relationship. Kim just glowed. She said, "Jim, I am so proud of you for reaching out and helping that couple ... and for making love with Summer. That's so important for both of you. I know you'll have a peculiar family status there, but you guys will work it out. Oh, I love you just more for doing that."
When we were comfortably propped up in bed, Kim asked, "Now, tell me about Crystal and Ellen, and the others since you left me."
I first told her about Betty Sue, the rape, and my shooting. I'd sent her the link to a newspaper account of the event, but telling her was different and more detailed. Kim tenderly kissed the ugly scars that remained from the bullet wound.
I described my fling with the Louisiana lawyers, and then Pat at the diner.
I guess the tone of my voice changed as I started to talk about Crystal. I didn't notice it, but Kim did. After telling her about meeting Crystal, my entry onto the music scene, the magazine articles, and then our romance, and Ellen joining us, Kim stopped me. She said, "Crystal is the most special woman in your life right now, isn't she?"
I paused and sincerely said, "Except for you."
Kim said, "I'm glad for you, and I'm glad I'm high on your list too. Does Crystal know about me?"
"Yes. I share everything with her too... also Lauren ... and somewhat with my sister."
Kim said knowingly, "Start sharing everything with your sister. My intuition tells me that this is the right thing to do - for the two of you. She won't think less of you; it'll bring you closer together, and you need her."
I nodded in understanding. I needed a woman's point of view.
We started to move our bodies together in a languid manner. Kim pumped her hips into me a few times. She pulled me over her into the missionary position with a look of lust in her eyes. "Jim, all this talk about my favorite subject has me all worked up again. Let's get down to business."
And, so, we did.
* * * * *
In the morning we made love, had a room service breakfast, walked to Veteran's Park, visited the art museum, strolled for a couple of miles, and then rented a paddle boat for two.
As we walked, we talked about some of the things that were bothering me. I guess she could read me like a book, and could tell I'd been stewing about some things; Kim called it 'cracking my egg open.' As she put it, "I can tell you've got a lot on your mind ... that things are bothering you. Are you still brooding about Karen's death and her secrets?"
I shot a look of amazement. "Yes ... and no. I think my grief is mitigating, but I feel guilty about that. There's a whole bunch of other stuff that keeps racing through my head about her. Lauren told me that her sister would go pick up guys and fuck their brains out just for kicks, that on top of her group living arrangement before we got married and her bi-sexuality and incest. Secrets! Bah! I end up kicking myself around for being such a prude that she couldn't tell me stuff like that. I must have come across as so judgmental to her; I probably was."
I took a breath and went on, "And, then knowing what I know now, I realize what a boring guy I was sexually - Mr. Plain Vanilla. God, Karen must have laughed at me behind my back because I was so naïve, inexperienced, and unadventurous in the bedroom. Even my job was boring - a software programmer. For most of our marriage, we were so in a rut, as though we were programmed like the computers I worked on. She'd been with all these other people - even fucking strangers - and her sister implies she was daring and sophisticated in her sexual skills, and much more liberal than I ever was. I bet she wanted to go fuck other people instead of me."
"Last about Karen and almost in another direction, is that I keep weighing the things I do in the shadow of the question, 'What would Karen think?' So, I think of being with her sister, you, and the others I've met, and I feel guilty - just one of my sources of guilt. I guess I'm into that."
Kim stopped us and came around in front of me. She kissed me, and I knew I would get some 'tough love.' I even smiled at the thought.
She firmly asked, "First, were you good at your job - your computer work?"
"Yes."
"Did Karen say you were boring?"
"No."
Kim smiled, "So, lose the self pity! You had a good job, provided your share of your marriage economically, and added stability and reliability to your combined existence - being in a rut has its positive side. I bet before Karen met you, she had none of that. Now, you have this great new career in front of you that offers unlimited potential. Don't blow it by wallowing in a lot of 'what if's' about the past. Stuff like this is only 'boring' if you label it so. Don't make value judgments like this about your life when no one else does. For what it's worth, I thought you were anything but boring when we met, and now you're a country music star who can make my body sing you're so sexy. All that, plus you're a damned nice man. You, my love, are an exciting man in every way."
She went on, "As for Karen's pre-marriage behavior, forget it. It's old news. She apparently didn't bring it with her when she married you, and even if she did, so what? What she did was experiment. She was finding her limits and boundaries; she even lived at those borders a while. What she learned led her to you and into your marriage. She loved you, silly. She chose you over one-night stands, over staying in her group arrangement, and over a long-term lesbian relationship. You won! Appreciate it, savor it, and move on. As for playing around with her sister, think of it as the two of them finding a beautiful way to tell each other 'I love you.' Weren't they fortunate to be able to do that? It didn't take anything away from you. If they'd pursued the idea of the threesome with you that you mentioned, you might have found yourself closer and more loving to the two of them, but that's in the past. Forget it."
Kim said, "You say you were unreceptive and a prude about her secret stuff so she didn't feel she could tell you about her past. First off, there are probably more secrets, but so what? Stop caring. She's dead, and the only thing hearing about her other activities will do is pull you back to a time you no longer live in, and it'll make you sad or mad or remorseful. You don't need that. What's past is past. Live in the 'Now.' If Lauren brings up some other secret about your wife, blow it off; don't let the past run your life today or ruin your life today. You can reprogram yourself; hell, you are reprogramming yourself more than anybody I know. The fact that you can see that about yourself tells me you've moved on from those days. Don't beat yourself up for the way you used to be or for lost opportunities. You can't go back in time knowing what you know today. Instead, I'd be spending my time figuring out how I want to be in the future and making the necessary changes - reprogramming myself; that's more productive."
"As for your having been Mr. Plain Vanilla, well that's a great flavor, and I love vanilla. You didn't have to give Karen a million orgasms a day or make love hanging from the chandelier. I'd bet you two had a comfortable sex life, maybe not as either of you would have liked, but no one - no one - has exactly what they want except for a minute or two here and there. So, forget all that stuff."
"You say you worry about 'What would Karen think?' Well, wake up. She's not here in these dimensions we live in to worry about anything you do. She doesn't get a vote about your behavior anymore, and if she does you'll never know about it. Let her go. When you raise a question like 'What would Karen think?' all you do is create hurt and anxiety for yourself. You start to act like a victim, and that's not you."



Kim continued, "Last, you worry about your fading grief and you feel guilty about it. Let me ask you, what do you want your grief and memories to look like a year from now?"
I stammered, "I don't know ... less grief or none, but that I haven't forgotten Karen and our good times together."
Kim said softly, "I didn't know Mindy - Ron's wife before she died. I know he thinks of her every day, sometime a lot. I know he sometimes measures something I do by her yardstick. I can't change that, but I love Ron, and that makes it OK. He doesn't lord it over me, thank heavens. He never even mentions her, but I know. You will always remember Karen, and little things will happen to remind you of her a thousand times a day for a long time - maybe forever. For certain, when you're not thinking of her, you don't have to feel guilty. Your grief is supposed to fade unless you go out of your way to hang onto it. Life makes it that way; you don't want to carry the grief you felt right after she died for the rest of your life. Put her death in perspective and move on. Live! I'd bet she told you that before she died."
"She did."
"So, move on. You are moving on. Look at all the new friendships you've built just this far in your trip - people that love you and that you care for deeply. People I know that you care about. That's not bad, that's wonderful. Allow them to flourish. It's reason to celebrate not feel guilty."
Tears came to my eyes, "But some days it's so hard." I choked out the last words.
"Sure, but it'll get easier as the weeks go by, as you meet interesting people and do things that divert your attention from the tragedy of Karen's death at so young an age. When you have one of those 'downer' thoughts about her death, could you do me a favor?"
"What?"
"Think of something good that you shared with Karen: something she did, a personality trait that you particularly liked, or things the two of you did together that were fun and that made you both happy. Please don't go back into the shadows about other stuff you could wallow in. Let that rest with Karen."
* * * * *
We walked a half-mile before either of us said anything again. Kim and I had our arms around each other, and she held me tightly to her side. She was sending me messages of love and support.
Eventually, I said, "You ready for the next crack in my egg?"
Kim nodded.
"This concerns Anna. I don't know how to say this any other way, but for a long time I've had incestuous thoughts about her. I'm just realizing how strong some of them have been, and even how close we've come to that boundary a few times. She's done some things and said a few things that make me think she's like-minded ... but then, I'm not sure. I do love her. I'm sure I could love her physically as well. I also find myself evaluating my new relationships and behaviors also in terms of 'What would Anna think?' just the way I've been doing with Karen."
Kim chuckled. "You're talking about incest with someone who has an incestuous relationship with her sister, and whose husband has too - plus I've been with the others in the Circle in their presence. You know June and I have a loving physical relationship, so I don't know whether my suggestions in this area will be unbiased."
She looked up at me, "My take is that you are both consenting adults, and far beyond your teenage years where you might do things to satisfy your curiosity or in some daring experiment. If you find love in each other's arms, I'd say go for it. I don't think I'd have children together, I think there are worries there. You need to sit with her and level with her about your feelings. Even if she's not of a like mind, she'll still love you for being open; I promise. It'll bring the two of you closer together."
"As for 'What Anna thinks?' I wouldn't worry about it. She won't withdraw her love because you misbehave according to some yardstick she has. She might think some of your preferences and actions weird or kinky, she might tell you or not, but again, keep an avenue of communication open with her so you can talk about this kind of stuff if she's willing. You might be in danger of learning something about yourself ... and about her. I think it's sweet that you feel this way about Anna. It makes me love you more that you even consider the option. I support the two of you getting together. And, oh, you told me you sent racy emails to Lauren, Crystal, and Ellen; well start sharing them with Anna and see where it leads. If she doesn't like them, she'll let you know - and I want on that explicit details email list too! I'm as horny right now as all of them put together and I love you heaps."
Kim's last comment surprised me. She even gave me a little squeeze to reinforce her comment.
Kim laughed at her taunt and said, "Next area?"
I thoughtfully said, "OK, next. I think I fall in love too easily; I worry I'm just bouncing around in some kind of rebound situation after Karen's death and my marriage ended. I mean I saw Lauren and felt all gooey about her right away - and the feeling was mutual; then I did the same with your sister and you; not so much with the others in the Circle, or Betty Sue, Lacie, Lindy, and Pat, but now I'm all gushing and palpitating about Crystal and Ellen, and then Summer, and even some of the women I met in Michigan. I don't know whether I'm unbelievably fickle or a man-slut or what. Moreover, I hate to leave almost every one of them, yet I feel driven to complete this trip. Aaaargh!" I threw my hands up in the air in a gesture of frustration.
Kim laughed and pulled me back to her side, "You are a beautiful sensitive man who empathizes with other people, particularly women. Of course, you hate to stir up emotions and then leave the scene, but let's go back little. For whatever reason, you came out of your marriage with an inferiority complex - low self-worth. When a woman finds you 'worthy' you perk up. Come around to the point of view that 'You are worthy,' and start your thinking from that premise. Personally, I'm glad you fell in love with me. You are a bright light in my life, second only to my husband. I think a lot about you every day, and I know you think about me. I love that."
I said, "I do love you, but I'm not sure what thinking I'm worthy does for me?"
"Well, try this, love is hard to find, but amazingly you keep finding it or it keeps finding you. For you, love is easy to find. A billion people would trade places with you in a flash, and I can introduce you to a couple of hundred of them that I know personally. As for loving and leaving them, you have a model about relationships that whispers in your ear that relationships have to last a long time - surely more than a few days or nights or a one-night stand. Where'd you get that model from?"
I shrugged.
Kim probed, "Do all relationships have to last a long time?"
"No." I thought of how my relationship with Karen was supposed to last forever, but it ended after such a short period of time.
Kim went on, "Then, meeting an interesting woman, spending a little time with her, and then continuing with your life without her is OK. She may have a different model or rule about relationships, but that's why people 'talk' in the early part of their pairing - to make sure they're on the same page."
After digesting that, I said, "I guess. It just feels funny, and I don't want to hurt any of the women. I don't want them to feel that I'm deserting them."
Kim said, "It's 'funny' because someone 'programmed' you to think that if you found someone you liked that you had to stay with them for a long time, maybe even forever." She said with a chuckle, "As for your fickle-man-slut comment, the same kind of thinking applies. I'm guessing you have a little voice in your head that is telling you that it's not all right to make love to many women in a short period of time."
"Hmmmm. I think you're right."
"So, where'd that rule come from? Is it true for everyone?"
"I guess it came from society in some way, and it's not true for everyone."
Kim chuckled, "Of course, there's a double standard for men and women about this, because if a guy does what you've done he's a stud; if a woman did it she's a slut. What about adopting a new rule that says, 'Consenting adults have the right to do whatever they want to do about sex'?"
I laughed, "I guess there'd be a lot of people having sex right on that lawn right over there." I gestured to where several dozen couples were spread out in different areas of the park having picnics or just basking in the sun together.
I thought for a minute and said, "I had trouble getting into the threesome with you and Ron, but not as much yesterday with that couple north of here. Then there was Lacie and Lindy, and then Crystal, Ellen, and even Lauren when the four of us had sex together."
Kim responded, "Somewhere you picked up a rule that a sexual union has to be between two people - a man and a woman. Does it? It seems to me you're getting past that rule."
"No, apparently not."
Kim said, "So we're back to our new rule: 'Consenting adults have the right to do whatever they want to do about sex.' I like that rule better than the others."
I sought confirmation, "So, bisexual threesomes, foursomes, and orgies would be all right with you per that rule?"
"So long as everyone agrees and is of legal age." Kim grinned at me. "Some of those combinations sound like fun. Maybe we should try them." She poked me in the ribs.
As an afterthought Kim added, "Jim, allow yourself to have fun with your sexuality. Be open to experimentation or at least considering some of these things. I'm not advocating anything other than open-mindedness. Everyone has different boundaries; I just want to see you set them consciously rather than see you buy into some idea or rule that someone else planted in your head. Most of those rules are untruths, but we treat them as sacred and unbreakable rules. When we do that we become victims of some virus of the mind that someone else put there. Go to your boundaries consciously, look at what's beyond them, explore, test, experiment, think, and then make a conscious decision."
I felt like I'd been talking to the wisest guru on the planet. I said to Kim, "You are amazing. How'd you get to be so smart and so full of wisdom?"
Kim smiled graciously, "A good set of parents I hope you'll get to meet someday. They didn't buy into things just because somebody told them they had to, and they taught June and me to think and challenge - critical thinking. I run my business this way: think, challenge, experiment, explore. The people I work with love the approach, and so far it seems to be working there too."
"What do your parents think about June and the Circle?"
Kim said, "Oh, they support her a hundred percent, because they know she went into it with her eyes open, with clear thinking about the situation, and with a view on the options. Think of the rules that June disobeyed by helping create the Circle: you can only love one person at a time, monogamous marriage, only the two parents raise a child, sex outside marriage is a sin, the definition of family unit, never enjoy physical love with your sister or brother in law, and many others. They're all artificial rules someone made up to impose on someone else. You can break them if you wish. Sure, there may be consequences, but that's what critical analysis is all about - analyzing the situation before you make the decision.
Kim asked, "You said Crystal knew about us getting together. What'd she think about us?"
"She encouraged me. She was happy that we could see each other because she knows how important you are to me."
"Was that what you expected?"
"No, I expected her to get mad ... maybe not see me again."
Kim said, "So you expected to find a boundary there, but didn't. You expected she'd exercise the infamous 'Monogamous Dating Rule,' but clearly she doesn't buy into that rule or doesn't care about it. Instead, she's happy to see you be happy. That's a much better situation."
I asked, "How do you know where to look for a boundary or rule?"
Kim said, "When you find yourself in some situation saying it's too difficult or risky or time-consuming or lonely, or when you feel you don't deserve something, or you're too busy or scared to proceed, or when you feel you can't do something you want to do - that you could do, but just have a feeling you shouldn't."
We were silent again for a while. I gave Kim an appreciative smile and said, "You really are an awesome mentor."
"Well you better take me back to our hotel room so I can mentor you some more on that big bed." Kim gave me a lecherous grin that indicated we'd walked and talked enough, and it was time to make love.
* * * * *
Sunday afternoon, Kim and I lay on the luxurious carpeting of the suite we were in, basking in the sunlight pouring in the windows that overlooked Lake Michigan. With laughter, we had disobeyed the rule that states that sex must be conducted in bed. We'd made love on every piece of furniture in the suite. The warm fuzzy feeling of afterglow surrounded the two of us and the room wreaked of sex - really good loving sex.
I mumbled, "Wow! It keeps getting better and better. You keep making it better and better."
Kim whispered, "That's because we fall deeper and deeper in love." She leaned in and kissed me again; "And, you're improvising - and I really like that." She giggled, "You're a great student ... and a great lover. You're the best lover I've ever had."
I thought of the implications of her last statement. I laughed, "I should thank Ron for giving you up this weekend. I hope he wasn't too lonely."
Kim smiled, "Oh, he wasn't lonely. He has Barbara with him."
"Barbara?"
"Yes. She's a congressional aide to one of the senators that support solar technology. She's very nice. I've met her a few times."
"Do the two of you ...?"
Kim chortled, "No, just Barbara and Ron. I just never felt the right chemistry with her to suggest we go any further than polite social contact. Ron and she clicked; we didn't. Different strokes for different folks."
"Does she know she has your 'permission,' so to speak?"
"Ron told her I knew about their relationship. He said it took her by surprise, but she's a smart woman and has seen other unusual marital arrangements; so, she adapted. I've seen her a couple of times since, and she's been gracious and warm to me and the overall situation, even warmer than when she thought I didn't know."
I said, "That situation breaks a few more rules doesn't it?"
Kim nodded.
I speculated, "I wonder what you'd think about Crystal and Ellen, or some of the other women I've met - whether you'd find them attractive in a bisexual way. I'm realizing I get turned on thinking about those situations ... particularly if I'm involved."
Kim stroked my chest, "For me, it's the chemistry. I think I can tell in the first thirty seconds, and I bet whomever it is can too. Affection and words have to follow as well. I'm open to whatever comes."
Kim thought a minute and said, "I'd really like to meet Crystal and the others important in your life - Ellen, Lauren, and Anna, for instance." She smiled and pushed her lithe body against mine, "Who knows where it might lead. Because I feel such a strong bond with you, I'd wager our chemistry would be quite nice, and we could make fireworks together. But, just so you know, I'm not evaluating every woman I meet or see on the basis of whether I want to make love to her or not."
I retorted, "Oh, I didn't think of you that way! Pat told me I had pheromones that sent her signals I was desirable and lovable; she reacted to me accordingly. Somewhere, I also read about 'auras' that people have - the atmosphere around each of us that can wordlessly communicate everything about us - in those first thirty seconds, or maybe earlier. Some people think they extend quite a distance from each person - a hundred feet or more."
Kim speculated, "So, two people's auras rub together, and they know the chemistry is there or it isn't?"
"That's the idea. They signal the other person that they're available, willing, lovable, and lots more about themselves, even things they may not want them to know."
Kim surmised, "Maybe that's why I knew you had a whole lot going on inside you that you needed to talk about this weekend. I sensed that in your aura."
I said, "Probably. What else do you sense?"
Kim reached down to my flaccid cock, surrounded the flesh with her hand in an erotic way, and said in a sexy voice, "Well, I sense ... that we should rub our auras together again, Lover."
"And so we did."
Chapter 14
Illinois
I watched Kim's Cessna Citation soar into the sky with Kim behind the controls, the jet's wheels folding into the wings and belly just after liftoff. Kim had given me a lot to think about, really new ways to think about the world. The whole idea of 'rules' that artificially became 'facts' and 'shoulds' about how we had to behave or about how the world worked made me realize how imprinted I'd been growing up with the beliefs of my parents, teachers, ministers, and my surrounding culture. I'd just accepted them all as fact, truth, the only way, and the one right way. Kim told me they were 'memes' - ideas planted in my head from another head.
I thought of the rules or memes around someone dying who's dear to you. We're taught to grieve, experience pain, take a long time to recover, dispose of the body one way or another, do some kind of memorial service, deal with friends or relatives and their sympathies, and on and on. If we get any of it 'wrong' in some way - violate the meme or rule - we feel guilt and remorse, and friends or relatives will let us know we stepped outside some boundary.
As I rode from the Milwaukee airport to O'Hare International, I chuckled: what if the family gathered around the dying person in the hospital, they died, and the family just walked away after the person died - no one claimed the body, no last rites, no services, no visitations, or anything; everybody just goes back to whatever they were doing before the person got sick? There'd be no coffins, hearses, services, visitations, cemeteries, or religious mumbo-jumbo. Just a short 'goodbye while the loved one was alive and their goodbyes could matter.'
With Anna's help, I'd done everything I'd been 'taught' when Karen died. In the end, it didn't make any difference. She was gone, the pain persisted, and overtime my mind would cover the pain with scar tissue and it would slowly ebb - just like the pain from my bullet wounds.
So, as I rode to Chicago, I thought about the rules I was breaking on this day. I'd just left one girlfriend I loved dearly to immediately see another I felt the same way about. Both women knew about the other, and encouraged the alternate romance besides the one I had with them. Girlfriend #1 was married ... and had her husband's blessing to spend romantic and sexual time and emotional energy on me; he also had a dear friend he had a sexual and emotional interest in. Girlfriend #2 was bisexual (so was Girlfriend #1), and had really liked the sexual fun we had with (a) her sister, and (b) my sister-in-law; she'd also described herself as 'modestly experienced' with men, a term she laughingly told me sounded considerably better than 'slut.' Those were a few broken rules I could be thankful for.
Crystal got away earlier than expected, so I found her waiting for me when I got to the sprawling airport, and found my way to the right curbside location. After using a dozen bungee cords, we got her two duffle bags strapped to the motorcycle, and then she sat happily behind me on my motorcycle hugging me in a way that let me know that she loved me more than anything in the world. I'd been hoping no one would identify us as celebrities, but that idea evaporated when a few paparazzi spotted us at O'Hare and attempted to chase us on foot as we pulled away from the curbside. Crystal laughed gaily at having frustrated them. She waved back at them.



Leaving O'Hare, we headed southwest, going through Beloit, and then south deeper into Illinois. We stopped in Rockford for a cozy lunch at a café we spotted on a side street. I'd kept a careful look in the rearview mirror and was certain we'd left the paparazzi behind; it was almost a game of hide and seek. As we lingered over lunch, we talked about what we'd like to do the next few days. Accordingly, I pulled my laptop and did some research for places to stay ... places that had big comfortable beds as Crystal suggested.
The two of us were so happy to be with one another, and I noticed our happiness was contagious. People we talked to cheered up and smiled more. The two of us just beamed at each other. We both knew this relationship was going somewhere special, and we'd just started to enjoy the journey as opposed to trying to rush to some destination.
* * * * *
The place we chose to stay was the Sheffield Lodge, a beautifully restored nineteenth century inn well off the beaten path in a town of the same name. The large bed and breakfast inn sat in the middle of several acres of trees that in turn sat in the middle of wide-open farmland dotted along the horizon with homes, barns, and silos. The pretty nearby town had a population under a thousand and had obviously suffered decades earlier when its primary mission as a coaling station for the railroads went away with the change to diesel locomotives.
The lower rooms in the inn comprised the owner's apartment, a kitchen, a spacious dining room, a large living room with an extensive library, and a foyer with a highly polished banister and wide carpeted stairs leading to the upper floors where several well-outfitted and modern bedroom suites had been laid out.
As we checked in, Paul Binford, the young owner-manager of the inn told us there was one large business in town that made wooden doors and shutters, but not much else. Paul was a good-looking young man about thirty with black hair and a square jaw; he had that freshly scrubbed and newly minted look to him. In our opening conversation, we discovered that Paul and his wife Tori had done most of the renovations on the old inn over the past two years.
Ten minutes after checking in at the inn, Crystal and I were making love in our room. The gear from the motorcycle and our clothes lay scattered around the large second-floor suite. Since I'd picked her up in Chicago, we never spoke explicitly about what we wanted to do; we knew, it was obvious, and we did it. Like my initial hookup with Kim, neither of us wanted to prolong our first fuck after we hadn't been together in over two weeks. Ten minutes after we started, I lay on my back with Crystal straddling me - our genitals still joined after our orgasms.
"Oh, I am so happy to be with you," Crystal crooned to me as she came down from her high and lay across my body, her hard nipples trying to carve her initials in my chest.
I responded, "Me too. I've thought about you a lot every day since I left Indianapolis. I'm so glad you could get away." I looked down at where our bodies remained joined; "I'd be content to stay like this way for the rest of your time with me."
Crystal laughed and then got a little serious, "Before tonight, I'd love to find a drug store. There are a few things I need. I did travel light, but I realized I should have brought a few girly things - other cosmetics."
We pulled apart, cleaned up, and redressed. On our way out of the inn, I met Tori Binford and Crystal asked where she could buy what she needed, and where we could dine. Tori was a pretty, young woman who wore sexy glasses and had a friendly demeanor and sparkling personality. She gave Crystal directions to a small strip mall that had an all-purpose drug store. A surprise to us, Tori also invited us to join the two of them for a pot roast dinner she was preparing - compliments of the inn. We accepted, and it looked as though it would be a pleasant evening chatting with the couple. Obviously, neither Paul nor Tori had identified us as well-known country music stars.
We found the store, and Crystal shopped while I roamed around outside getting a feel for the small town. As Crystal was putting on her motorcycle helmet, she said, "We've got to get a couple of bottles of fine wine for the couple that run the inn. They didn't have to invite us to dinner. I really like them; they're cute."
I agreed. After asking for directions, we found a liquor store a couple of miles out of town, bought a nice Pinot Noir and a Chardonnay, packed them in my saddlebags, and headed back to the inn.
Tori and Paul Binford met us as we came in from parking the motorcycle. I got more of a chance to talk to Tori this time; she was in her late twenties, seemed eager to please and excited about having us as guests. They liked our company, and the feeling was mutual. I helped Paul set the dining room table, and he commented that we were the only guests at the inn that night and probably for the next few nights. We presented them with the wine, and excused ourselves to freshen up before dinner.
A half hour and a crowded shower later, we joined Tori and Paul. Over cocktails, we had a lot of conversation about the inn, its history, their renovation projects, and how the two of them happened to end up in this small town in north central Illinois. Neither was from the area; they'd pooled their savings when they wed and bought the inn as a business they could partner in and as an investment.
Tori's bubbly personality came through as she talked to us. I thought she must have been a cheerleader in school she was so vibrant. Over dinner, she posed the obvious question: "What do the two of you do?"
Somehow, neither Crystal nor I had anticipated that question. I jumped in and gave an evasive answer: "I'm on a cross-country trip to my sister's home in California - San Diego, actually. I thought I'd try to go through each of the lower forty-eight states, usually staying off Interstates and with a few exceptions avoiding big cities, and that's how we found you. Crystal is my girlfriend who decided to join me for part of the trip." Crystal looked relieved at my creative and evasive answer.
There was some back and forth discussion when I revealed my background in computers and music, although I admitted to doing little with the latter in a professional vein during my overall career. Crystal started to laugh and almost blew our cover. A coughing fit by her redirected the moment. When the subject came back to her, she said she had tended bar and sung 'here and there' on stage to earn a few bucks. Everything we told them was true, just things had moved much further along and more rapidly than we indicated.
We shifted the conversation to what it was like running a B&B - a bed and breakfast inn. The two of them took turns talking about their venture, a risky one that ate up all their cash and had the pair in debt up to their ears. I shuddered at their financial exposure; I was more conservative in that regard. Crystal also expressed her conservative stance. There seemed to be little rationale for having the inn in Sheffield, except the purchase price of the old building had been in range of something they could afford. Now, they were paying the price with more empty rooms than they counted on.
The more we talked, the more it became apparent that Tori and Paul had divergent views on money management and many other things revolving around the inn: marketing costs and approaches, their roles around the establishment, and going back in time even the selection of Sheffield as a location for their purchase. Paul was the saver and realist, and Tori the spender, and optimist; she had a list a mile long of projects the inn needed. They each had different priorities for managing the inn. I even caught some scowls by one or the other of them over some of the things the other said about the inn and their approach to running it.
Tori produced a fabulous dinner that clearly displayed her skills as a chef. Crystal and I offered to help with clean up, but our offers were rebuffed. Over coffee, we did keep the pair company as they bussed the dishes and put things away. Afterwards, we expressed out thanks and excused ourselves. We went to our suite in the inn, and not surprisingly slipped into some fun lovemaking.
* * * * *
An hour later, Crystal and I lay naked on the large bed, panting from our intensive sexual loving. We'd both pleased each other in many ways. I held Crystal in my arms. The room smelled of sex and the fluids and odors we'd emitted.
Crystal asked with a snicker, "Now's the time to tell me the details about Ohio, Michigan, and Wisconsin - the stuff you didn't cover in your emails. I know you fucked your way through each of those states before you picked me up, but I want the nitty-gritty."
I laughed, and quickly promised to be entirely open and revealing to Crystal. If she didn't like what I'd been doing, I guess I'd have to make other choices if I wanted to preserve our relationship.
I began by telling her about my friends in Ohio - George and his wife Summer. Crystal sat up and listened intently as I told her more about George's war injury, his infertility, and their request to me to impregnate Summer. She pushed me into revealing some of the details about Summer and my time together, as well as the deep loving feelings we developed for each other. As I talked, I watched her carefully; she relished the stories and seemed to enjoy my sexual adventures secondhand, even slowly humping her mons along my leg.
Before we continued, Crystal and I had a revealing discussion about my own and her own hypothetical situations. Would we take similar steps to have a family if I was infertile? How did I think about long-distance fatherhood? Did I want my own family? What role did I want with the child Summer and I would have? How soon did I want kids of my own? How many? We even talked about about having a wife with a serious career, and what family priorities might be in such a situation. We were both feeling each other out around some important issues and moving things to the next level. The questions led us to talking about Karen, my late wife, and some of the dreams for a family that we'd had. Crystal was sympathetic without being maudlin over the way fate redirected my plans.
Eventually, she led the conversation back to my trip into Michigan. I described how I'd succumbed to lust with four women on my second day there - three on the massage table, and one giving a massage to a hotel waitress who turned out to be an heiress. With glee, Crystal approved of my exploits, and expressed amazement at my ability to please so many so fast. She made me promise to give her a full massage the next day after we bought some lotions and oils.
Our conversation shifted to my exploits in Wisconsin, and I told her about coming up from my morning bath in Lake Winnebago, only to find a couple romantically and sexually christening the picnic table by my campsite. I told her how I'd been invited to join in, getting two extraordinary blowjobs before the couple rushed off to work, and then related the time Kim and I had spent both making love and having deep conversations about the areas in my life that had been perplexing me. Again, Crystal milked every detail of the encounters from me as she used one hand to toy with my cock.
About that time, the two of us joined again in a lazy fuck with Crystal on top of my prone form. We made novel use of fingers, hands, and mouths. We kissed a lot, and I sensed that after our discussion, our relationship had taken a turn for the better. The whole concept of 'girlfriend' came back to me. I wanted Crystal as a serious long-term girlfriend and probably more.
* * * * *
A crash from downstairs rapidly brought Crystal and me out of our combined reverie. Then, we heard the raised voices of Tori and Paul yelling epithets and slurs at each other. Another crash like the first could be clearly identified as glassware of some kind shattering against the dining room wall right beneath our suite.
The yelling moved off towards the kitchen of the inn, so the words were less distinct, but the volume and angry tenor of the words were hard to miss.
I said, "The two of them seemed pretty happy with each other over dinner; I wonder what happened?"
Crystal said in a concerned voice, "I think we should intervene, offer support to the two of them, and to try to stop them throwing of things. Someone might get hurt."
I thought a moment about that idea, and then agreed as we heard something else break against a downstairs wall and Tori's voice raging in anger at her husband.
I slid on my shorts and my boots, mindful of the broken glass we'd find downstairs. Crystal slipped on my long t-shirt over her sexy body and stepped into her shoes. We boldly walked downstairs following the noise coming from the arguing couple, and hoping the sounds of our arrival would end the argument they were having.
As we got closer, we could more clearly hear some of the words being said. First, Tori yelled, "You never help around here - you think I'm nothing but a servant. Well, you didn't want a wife or partner, you wanted a chambermaid you could fuck - and fuck around on." Then Paul responded, "Yeah, well, I didn't think my chambermaid would flirt with every male who came in the door - who knows, maybe you've fucked them all, you slut."
"Ahem!" I said loudly as we stood at the door to the kitchen looking at the pair. Crystal came up beside me and put her arms around me. Tori and Paul stopped in the middle of their argument and looked at the two of us sheepishly with their mouths open, obviously ashamed that their guests had caught them arguing so vehemently.
I went on, "We couldn't help hearing part of your argument ... and a few things breaking. We thought we should come down and see whether we could cool things down a bit between the two of you. There are more constructive ways of arguing, you know."
I was surprised at my assertiveness in this marital situation. I'd been anything but a marriage counselor during my own marriage; usually caving into whatever Karen wanted us to do. Fortunately, she had remained sensitive to our relationship, so I seldom felt put upon by what she decided.
Paul and Tori both started to talk at once, arguing their positions to Crystal and me. We could hear nothing substantial as a result.
With the command voice I'd learned as a Green Beret, I said loudly, "TORI! Go with Crystal, and talk to her. She'll help you. I'll stay here with Paul, and we'll talk about what's going on. After things have cooled down, we'll get the two of you back together." My instructions left little room for argument, and the two automatically nodded in agreement like good Army recruits would have done in the presence of such strong commands. I nodded to Crystal and whispered some additional suggestions to her. She left the room with Tori.
Paul shook his head in disgust. He muttered, "Shit. I hate arguing with her." I maneuvered him into a sitting position at the kitchen table. I continued to stand near him in a power position.
I asked, "Do you know for certain she's sleeping around?" I asked in a strong tone that would have been confrontational if I had a stake in the answer. I didn't.
He thought a moment and said, "No, not really. She just flirts with everyone - as she did with you at the dinner table. I bet somewhere along the line she's screwing around on me."
I told him, "Paul, just so you know, I didn't think there was any flirting going on today. Your wife has a bubbly personality - she's friendly. That's good, and as a guest at an inn I found it refreshing and delightful - both of you are that way. As for your speculations, what does she say?"
"She denies that anything has ever happened since we got engaged three years ago and got married shortly after."
"But you don't believe or trust her?" I paused and asked, "Why don't you leave - pack up and move on down the road and divorce her?"
Paul looked a little shocked. I'd read him correctly. He looked up at me and studied me. He stammered a bit, trying to find the right words. "I know I should trust her ... hell, I don't trust myself. And, I don't want to leave her ... I love her. When I raise the issue, she accuses me of the same thing, but I haven't messed around with anyone although I've been tempted after some of our big fights."
"So throwing plates around the house is a demonstration of that love?"
He softened, "No, I guess not. She was doing the throwing anyway... but I guess I provoked her with my name calling."
I asked, "Why did the first plate get thrown?"
Paul launched into a discussion that sounded remarkably like an angrier version of the divergent opinions about the management of the inn we'd heard over part of dinner: money and division of labor around the inn issues. Ultimately, he'd sparked off her anger, and she overreacted.
I pushed harder, "Why are your divergent views on money worth fighting about?"
Paul shrugged. He didn't have a ready answer to that question. Without much conviction he mumbled some words about Tori spending too much money and putting them into debt as a result. I could tell he didn't really believe that it was all Tori's fault. He knew he shared responsibility for their current financial situation.
I asked, "What else do you fight about? Sex? Having a family? Relatives? Friends?"
Mostly Paul shook his head. He said in a quiet voice, "We fight a lot about money. That takes a good sex life off the table, as well as willingness by either of us to start the family we both want. Neither of us has family nearby, nor do we have any close friends. We're too new to the area."
I asked, "Can you name five things that you'd like to see happen about your financial situation?"
He thought for a moment: "First, I'd like to build reserves so if we have a crisis we have some dough saved to deal with it. I think five thousand would be good for starters. Next, I'd like to figure out how to control our spending - we don't do well at this; we just use the credit cards without a care until the bills come in. We're building a debt that we've got to payoff - the interest payments on our card balances are killing us. So I guess paying off all that would be my third thing."
I waited patiently for him to think of two more things.
A minute or so later, Paul said, "Fourth, I think we both need allowances so we can each have our own mad money." He thought for a while and admitted, "And fifth, we do need to market ourselves the way Tori wants us to do, particularly in Chicago - it's not that far away. We could be a getaway weekend or something; we've talked about it, but haven't done anything yet."
"Do you have a budget and an accountant?"
"No on both counts."
"Do you think one of each could help you?"
"Yeah, I guess. At least, we'd know where we were overspending and why." He thought for a moment and added; "I don't know that we could afford an accountant right now. We've almost maxed out our Visa card; we've got to pay that down. We're right on the ragged edge ... it keeps me awake at night."
Without thought I said, "What if I offered to pay for you to visit with an accountant for a few visits, so you could get a 'system' in place ... one you both agree on and one that you can follow."
Paul looked up at me in disbelief, "You'd do that? You barely know us."
"Yeah, I like saving marriages. I miss my own. My guess is that you'd miss yours too, if you two split."
He nodded, "What happened to your marriage?" My widower status had not been raised at the dinner table.
"My wife died about eight months ago."
"But, Crystal ... she's ..."
"A girlfriend. We're just at the start of something interesting - very interesting that I hope lasts a long, long time."



I paused a minute and asked a telling question, "Paul, if you had to choose between Tori and the inn, which would you choose?"
Paul again jerked his head up to look at me. He said immediately, "No doubt. It'd be Tori. I love her more than anything in the world ... I just wish life was easier and that we wouldn't fight."
* * * * *
From the doorway, Crystal interrupted with a loving smile, "Can we join you again?" She'd clearly heard the last few sentences. I got an approving look from her.
I asked, "Did you do as I suggested?"
Crystal nodded. "Yes, we stood in the hallway and listened to the two of you." Paul looked surprised. He started to protest, but I gave him a glare that would melt the polar ice cap, so he shut his mouth.
"And?" I posited in a friendly tone, trying to take the heat out of the moment.
Tori quietly spoke after a nod from Crystal, "I love Paul more than this place any day, and, I agree with Paul ... and you. We need outside help - help for both managing our money and working on our marriage. We don't argue well; we end up fighting and then we're pissed off at each other for a week or more. We rarely have sex because we're either so tired from the work we do on this place, or too mad or peeved at each other. Before we bought this place, our making love was so important to us."
I turned to Paul and said, "And what happens then?"
His answer was blunt but truthful; "I get cut off until I get tired of using my right hand, then I apologize just so I can get back in our conjugal bed and have makeup sex. The next day we have another fight and the cycle starts again."
I laughed. Crystal laughed. And gradually, Tori and Paul started to laugh. Crystal asked through her chuckle, "So the only time when you have sex is after one of you apologizes after a fight? Personally, I'd never fight." She gave me an obvious wink that made the pair smile slightly at the irony of their situation.
I said, "That seems a shame. You both say you love each other, and making love is supposed to be a part of the expression of that love ... along with constructive disagreement when it exists. I don't think you really 'make love' enough. I bet you're using sex just to satisfy your lust, not as an expression of love in all its dimensions."
Tori said softly, "You're right. We stopped 'making love' shortly after we bought this place two years ago." She gestured to the building around us.
I blurted out, "So, why not sell it and get back on an even keel? Your money arguments center on this inn; without it, you'd remove the big source of discord in your lives and marriage. Of course, you'd have to find other ways to earn a living."
Paul looked pensive at that idea. Apparently, the idea of selling the inn had already crossed his mind.
Tori said, "But you two are together and don't fight."
Crystal came and hugged me, "That's because we're new lovers. Everything is intense and exciting, especially the sex - even when it's with someone else."
I wondered why Crystal had tossed in the last part of her remark. Paul's head jerked up so fast at the remark I thought he'd thrown his neck out of joint; he wanted to see my reaction to what Crystal had just said. Tori too looked at each of us.
Tori spoke first for the two of them, "What do you mean by that - 'when it's with someone else?'"
Unabashed, Crystal responded, "Oh, we mess around ... with other people. Jim's slept with a few others since we met three weeks ago, even spent last night with another one of his lovers - except she's married. He's told me about his adventures - they really turn me on - turn us on in the retelling. You should know, I'm no angel either, and I urge him on."
Both Paul and Tori looked at me and spoke in unison in disbelief: "Your adventures?" Their tone of voice revealed in part their inexperience.
I decided two could play that game, so I just nodded and tossed in, "Crystal got off hearing about the six women I've had sex with last two weeks, and there were quite a few before that as well, even one I rescued, but got shot for helping."
Paul and Tori again croaked in unison, "Six? You got shot?"
I spoke defensively, "Well, I didn't expect there to be any. I just met some interesting women; they thought I was interesting, and one thing led to another. Oh, the gunshot - a minor wound - happened when I stopped a pretty gal from getting raped; one of the four men accosting her had a gun. They're all in jail or dead."
Tori and Paul looked shocked and suddenly wary of me.
Crystal eagerly interjected, "The gunshot wound was not minor ... and I find the whole thing about Jim hooking up 'hot.' I mean wouldn't you, if you knew each other were having a good time and you approved of the situation? Just think, while you were apart you'd fantasize about how the other was being romanced and sexed. It'd get you all hot and bothered - horny." She paused and clearly had everyone's attention so she went on, "You'd think about the foreplay, the way hands would touch your spouse in intimate places, the whispered words, the way they'd kiss, how the pair would look as their clothing came off one piece at a time, and the anticipation, and then what each other would do with their partner."
I decided to jump into Crystal's erotic game. I said in a sexy voice, "Think about how hot you can make someone with your mouth and tongue - kissing and oral sex, or a light touch in an erotic place in a sexy massage. Think about their partner lying on a massage table as warm exotic oil got rubbed in all over their nude bodies. Imagine watching their fingers caress a breast, and a nipple being sucked into a lustful mouth. Imagine fingers finding your partner's shaft or cleft, and starting to massage their sex in a most stimulating way."
Crystal added to my comment, her voice still carrying a touch of enthusiasm, "Jim has a special way of kissing someone with liqueur - what he did drove me mad the first time we were together. I bet my sexual temperature rose ten thousand degrees. I've never been so horny or so ready to fall into bed with someone. I couldn't get us naked fast enough."
I nodded. When I looked at Paul and Tori, they had each started to lick their lips and pant a little at our lurid descriptions and the sexual talk we'd suddenly launched into. I also noticed Paul checking out Crystal who obviously only wore my t-shirt.
Paul looked at me and almost pleaded with me, "Would you teach me whatever it was that you did to Crystal? Show me? Show us?" He had the look of a pupil pleading with a teacher for a good grade.
I nodded my head 'Yes.' I added in a humorous tone, "But, I won't kiss you. I'm not that kind of guy." Paul looked horrified, and then laughed. Even Tori laughed. I could tell the anger we'd heard earlier had completely left the room and been replaced with other emotions.
Crystal ignored my humor and continued in her own little erotic world. I could tell she was still horny from our session upstairs. She said, "After some of that delightful foreplay, you can imagine things getting even more interesting. You'd think of how your lover's skin would feel to someone else. How their lover would touch it with their hands, mouth, lips, and tongue ... and then, sex organs - breasts, pussies, and cocks, and how they'd come together to make love." She rubbed my shoulders with one hand, except the gesture could only be interpreted as intimate and sexual given the dialogue of the last couple of minutes.
I looked between Paul and Tori trying to detect any awkwardness or lack of acceptance with the descriptions Crystal and I were making. We were being exceptionally open about foreplay and sex with a couple we'd just met, and whom I detected was pretty naïve. I thought the descriptive words were increasingly turning all of us on.
Crystal was on a roll now, talking as much for her own eroticism as to excite Tori and Paul. She continued, "And then imagine the sex ... first the oral sex - mouth on genitals, fingers prowling the same area, blowing hot air and cool, and the gentle touch of one's tongue and mouth. As you imagine this for each other you can feel your body temperature rise; you want to fuck so badly but you want to watch, to see your lover pleasured by someone else or to imagine it while they're away with that lover. You know when your lover returns you'll share the same pleasures with them, getting to the same point where you don't want the oral stimulation to change or end because you're getting such rich pleasure from your lover's tongue and fingers."
In a voice dripping with innocence, Tori whispered just loud enough for us to hear, "We don't do oral sex. But, the way you talk about it ... it sounds so nice."
I responded, "Oh, it's not just good ... it's heavenly; it's a spiritual experience for both the man or the woman. Crystal can deep throat my shaft - just swallow my entire hard shaft; it takes me to another dimension - one of pleasure, joy, and happiness. The head of my cock gets a unique kind of stimulation when she does that. I love it almost as much as her driving my tongue into her body. When I return the favor, I sink my tongue deep in her dripping pussy. I use fingers too - on her G-spot deep inside her. She exudes a nectar that even the Greek gods couldn't have imagined - pure ambrosia; I hate to stop - I could lap at her sexual juices all day she tastes so good. And, then her orgasms start; I feel so rewarded because I can get her in a place where they seem to go on nonstop back-to-back, and I know I'm giving her great pleasure. Sometimes she'll have a dozen or more in an hour."
* * * * *
Both Tori and Paul were licking their lips a lot as our titillating descriptions continued. Neither had raised any objection to the direction our talk had taken; they both seemed to be absorbed in it. Crystal and I were having fun softening up the couple. We'd left any discussion of their finances or the coaching they needed about the inn far behind. I could see the arc the four of us were on for the evening; I hoped they had the fortitude to say 'no' if they didn't want to follow the path we were on.
Crystal swayed slightly and surreptitiously rubbed one of her generous breasts through the material of the thin t-shirt, although both Paul and Tori saw her do it. Her nipple immediately poked through the material. She spoke softly, "When Jim finds my clit or G-spot he makes it seem so easy, but I've had other lovers and even if they care, they just can't seem to get it right. He knows all the places - erogenous zones - places where he can make a woman leave the planet in pure pleasure. He just seems to use them automatically, as if he's been programmed to bring joy to me."
Tori crossed her legs, rubbing them tightly together in a clandestine and sexual way. She put one arm across her body and pressed into her breasts. She mumbled, "Paul wouldn't know a clit if it smacked him across the forehead." Paul looked embarrassed at the slight.
I said quietly so I didn't break the mood, "You have to teach him or get someone to show him what a clitoris is and how to find it - the same with the G-spot and all the other erogenous zones you have. It takes communication and practice, and then he could pleasure you morning, noon, and night - actually giving you hundreds of mind-blowing orgasms a day."
Crystal closed her eyes as she swayed next to me; her head tilted upwards as she fantasized the next part of her vocal dream: "And then, you'd imagine your lover having intercourse with their lover - a hard and beautiful fuck. Cock pushes deep in cunt; velvet sheath tightens around the steel shaft, fucking starts slowly, and then speeds up - the pace varies. Positions between lovers would change frequently so they could explore the different ways to bring pleasure to each other. You're so worked up thinking about it, you can barely stand it. You know your time will come when they return to your bed. Then, it's the two of you about to culminate in the pleasure you bring each other. You share the sexy events you had with someone else, and those heighten the pleasure you will have. You've waited for this moment, even dreamed about it, and even masturbated thinking about it. It's the ultimate mixture of love and lust, of personal greed for pleasure and the overwhelming desire to please your partner. You know an orgasm is the goal for each of you - you each care about the quality of that event when it finally arrives. That supreme pleasure transports you to some other dimension of time and space, warping your head in pure hedonistic desire."
I added, "Good sex is wet and messy. Body fluids are emitted, tasted, swapped, and smeared around everywhere. When you actually start fucking, your initial intent is to have that orgasm as soon as possible. For the woman, that's great; she can have another in thirty seconds and thirty seconds after that - and then they'd come in one continuous and consuming mind-blowing feeling of joy - a union of mind, body, emotions, and spirit."
Crystal opened her eyes, kissed me in a sensuous manner on the lips and visibly drove her tongue into my mouth. She then continued: "Jim knows a woman's body so well, and he knows how to make our intimate time last indefinitely. Before dinner, he made love to me for over an hour - and I mean we were having serious sex the whole time. He made me feel so warm and wonderful, and so cared for." Crystal reached down to her Mons with one hand and rubbed the outside of her t-shirt over the swell; the move made the thin material cling to her body, leaving little about her body to the imagination.
Again, Paul and Tori spoke in unison, "An hour!" There was a tone of awe in their exclamations. Paul ogled Crystal's t-shirt and the absence of clothing beneath it.
Paul continued defensively, "I can only go a couple of minutes."
I turned to him and said softly, "There are techniques you can learn how to control that. I had a lover in Florida a couple of months ago - the one I was with last night - who taught me her version of 'Tantric sex.' It's amazing. In many ways it's a spiritual communion with your lover. You learn to control your ejaculations and your orgasms - as a man, you can have the latter without the former. I think I had six orgasms this afternoon before I ejaculated inside Crystal." I closed my eyes as I savored the memory.
Crystal stroked my chest; she added to my comment, "I had about a dozen or more climaxes - one every five minutes or so. We built up to a really big one at the end. That's when Jim really let himself go."
Paul looked at me in awe.
Crystal blew him away with her next comments: "When Jim and I had two other women with us, he kept us all satisfied in every way possible. My sister even showed us how he could have intercourse with three of us simultaneously. The first time we were together he also did that for an hour; we girls rotated positions over him." Crystal kissed me again - a really serious kiss loaded with tongue, invitation, and promise. As she stood on tiptoe to kiss me and I held her the rear of the t-shirt rose and intentionally exposed her. Over her shoulder, I watched Paul's eyes bug out of his head as Crystal's beautiful ass came into view in all its splendor.
Tori asked, "How can we ..." She looked to Paul and the two of them exchanged glances. She turned to Crystal, "Would you teach us? You're so ... advanced. I feel like I'm in grade school compared to what you just told us ... what you know."
Crystal walked the three paces to Tori, took her face in her hands, and kissed her on the lips. I thought I heard a crackling and sizzle in the night air, the kind you hear just before or after a lightning stroke. Crystal and Tori raced to the same erotic place, particularly when the two obviously shifted to a French kiss with their tongues flailing away in and out of each other's mouths. Tori's hands moved to Crystal's breasts atop the thin t-shirt she wore.
Paul watched the erotic interaction between his wife and Crystal; he uttered, "Wow. That's unbelievably hot."
After a couple of minutes of the sapphic kisses, Crystal moved to Paul and repeated the erotic and arousing kisses. She sat in his lap, held his face in her hands, and ran her tongue up his neck. Their first French kiss lit up the sky. Paul gently wrapped his arms around Crystal's lithe body, and soon the two were fully engaged in more hot kisses. Paul's hands wandered lightly over Crystal's ass even pulling up the t-shirt to expose her buns, and then one of his hands started to mold to one of her large breasts, the nipple digging into his palm. Tori watched in abject fascination; the same way Paul had watched her with Crystal. I knew there was at least one further test to the evening.
As Paul and Crystal separated and they came up for air, Paul looked so happy, and for that matter Tori looked amazed but happy as well. I moved to Tori, taking her in my arms, kissing her tenderly, and making sure Paul could see our interaction. She kissed back with a passion and lust that far exceeded my expectations, and soon we were into pure soul kisses with our tongues dueling with the passions we felt. Paul watched carefully. From the corner of my eye, I saw him smile in acceptance and anticipation.
* * * * *
On the sideboard in the kitchen sat a bottle of Grand Marnier we'd been offered as an after-dinner liqueur. I poured two small glasses of the liquid gold, and passed one to Crystal. We winked at each other. We simultaneously took sips of our drinks and moved to our new partners: Crystal to Paul, and me to Tori. I moved to kiss Tori again. She looked puzzled, but accepted my kiss, even opening her mouth for the French kiss she felt me offering. I jetted the rich liqueur from my mouth into Tori's mouth, and she continued our French kiss with a lot of tongue, wildly thrusting back and forth into my mouth.
Tori's moan of pleasure could be heard by all of us. She drove her body into mine as our kiss expanded. I had a raging hard-on that couldn't be hidden under my thin nylon shorts, and in the press of our bodies together there could be no doubt that I wanted her and that she wanted me. She pushed her groin in my pubes, ground against me, and wove back and forth to increase the stimulation for herself.
As our kiss stopped we turned to Crystal and Paul. They'd just had the same experience we'd shared. Paul looked at Tori, locked eyes with her, and said softly, "Could we ... could we try ... things ... with new partners?" He gestured with his eyes to Crystal and me, and added, "If they'll have us."
Tori nodded enthusiastically, as she squeezed my body and pressed herself into me again, her mons pressing against my erection. Crystal caught my eye, and I saw that devilish gleam I was starting to identify more readily. She wanted this too. The vote was unanimous.
I whispered to Tori, "What we do tonight ... you and me ... you have to promise to teach anything new you like to Paul. We don't want to be the cause of an even newer friction between the two of you. Paul will do the same with anything he learns from Crystal that he likes."
I turned, and Paul nodded enthusiastic agreement.
Tori said, "Don't worry. We're stronger than we appeared a little while ago. We don't only want this; we need the two of you." She kissed me and ran her hands up my bare chest. After a long kiss, she said, "Now give me another sip of the Grand Marnier ... your special way. When you did that, I almost climaxed. I bet I've flooded out my panties. That liquid kiss is the sexiest thing I've ever experienced."
I kissed her again, taking it slower this time. Even when she knew it was coming, she moaned again. Beside us, I heard Crystal moan as Paul gave her a liquid kiss. I thought maybe I should get a patent on this technique.




I told Tori in a soft loving tone, "Tonight is about you. So as I romance you, don't even think about reciprocating. You enjoy. Milk this for all its worth in terms of your own pleasure." Over my shoulder, I heard Crystal saying much the same thing to Paul, as well as confirming that our foursome was a desirable result to the evening. I also explained that much of what I showed her were things we only did occasionally in our lovemaking; it was rare that we used everything together every time we made love. She understood, and with a little nudge urged me to start on her body.
* * * * *
Crystal and I became the tutors to the young couple. We moved into the inn's living room. Initially, we both showed Paul and Tori how to remove each other's clothes, carefully disrobing the pair and allowing them to ply the new skills on us, although Crystal and I each only had on one item of clothing. Tori and Paul found fascination in Crystal's shaved pussy, gently feeling her outer lips at Crystal's invitation. I found Tori's trimmed bush inviting.
When all of us were nude, Crystal demonstrated the perfect blowjob on Paul, as Tori and I looked on. Tori watched in amazement as Crystal swallowed every inch of Paul's hard shaft. After a few moments, Tori knelt in front of me and only a few feet from her husband applied the techniques to my steel rod. It took her a while to feel she'd mastered each technique Crystal had shown us.
After making sure those lessons were cemented in place, I lay Tori back on the sofa and knelt in front of her. I pulled her panties off and moved her knees apart to fully expose the luscious moist lips of her pussy. Much the way Kim had with me, Crystal and I gave Paul a quick anatomy lesson, and talked softly to the pair about cunnilingus. As I touched and fingered Tori during the lesson, she would jerk and writhe and moan her pleasure as my finger touched her in various places. My tongue and fingers soon were buried in Tori's gorgeous snatch. Indeed, Tori's fluids were nectar. Tori squirmed and groaned in wild pleasure beneath my mouth. When I reached deep into her with three fingers to stroke her G-spot, she climaxed in a series of loud moans that even made Crystal blink with wide eyes.
Paul repeated the process on Crystal, getting into the act as Tori and I watched, and Crystal gently nudged him to one spot or another around or in her pussy. Occasionally, one of us would make a constructive addition to his approach. Crystal instructed Paul about how to find her G-spot, and soon popped off a small orgasm much to Paul's obvious delight. Tori stroked my hard shaft as we watched the pair from our own end of the long sofa. I suggested he come and find his wife's erotic spot. He looked surprised at my request, but moved in front of his wife and gently inserted a couple of fingers into her soaking vagina. Tori closed her eyes, but directed his fingers with a word or two until she too groaned her way into another climax.
While Paul had fingered his wife to a climax, Tori had continued to stroke my cock. Crystal had sat next to Tori and sucked on one of her engorged breasts. Before she started, the nipples were erect. After her ministrations, the tits were white hot with passion and desire.
After Tori's pleasure, Crystal pulled Paul down onto the plush Oriental rug on the floor. She lay back and spread her legs, inviting him to come to her. He moved to penetrate however, Crystal teased him, grabbing his long shaft and rubbing it around her labial lips and even masturbating him over her pussy. As she did, she described a tit fuck, talking about the techniques for lubrication, and then how the woman should hold her breasts together to form an artificial vagina for the man to fuck. Her description raised the temperature of the room to something that would make the sun appear chilly. Tori was busty and paid rapt attention to Crystal's instructions. I could see she'd want to try that soon.
Paul went to mount Crystal, but she pushed him away. "Uh-huh. I want you to go down on me. I love cunnilingus - being eaten. I want you to show me how good you are with your tongue and fingers now that you've watched Jim and Tori. I expect at least a dozen orgasms before you get you long tool in my tight little pussy."
Paul backed up and lunged so quickly at Crystal's pussy with his mouth that Tori and I both laughed. I whispered to her, "I think he really wants to fuck Crystal badly." Tori nodded with a silly grin of acceptance.
I lay Tori down beside Crystal, and lay in front of her so I could eat her out some more. Crystal and Tori held hands, and sometimes kissed soulfully with lots of tongue. Soon, Paul and I were each giving the women beautiful little pop-off orgasms every minute or two. I suggested a few mid-course corrections for him here and there.
When Paul finally sank his shaft into Crystal, I moved to repeat the gesture on his wife - spearing her with my cock. Tori was so worked up; she came almost instantly. She looked pleadingly into my eyes and begged for me to fuck her again at top speed. Tori liked sex.
I shook my head, and explained that a half-hour from now she would understand why I planned to extend things out. She nodded in reluctant acceptance. I started to slowly saw in and out of her pussy, moving to a position where I was sure my cock often dragged across Tori's erect clitoris, or the head of my swollen member scraped across her G-spot. When I felt myself getting near orgasm, I backed off in different ways: stopping in place, pulling out and applying my tongue to her cunt, changing our positions, changing my speed, mind control, or pointing out some element of technique to her husband and Crystal.
Tori came in a fit of gasping and moaning. "Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. I've ... I've never had a vaginal orgasm like this. I mean Paul's gotten me off, but usually when he's finger-fucking me."
I described to Paul what I was doing, and how I was sensitive to his wife's clit, the surrounding area, her breasts, other erogenous zones, and to my vocalizations about how lovely she was - comments I genuinely meant. I tutored him in holding off his own ejaculation, watching the surprised look on his face when he had his first orgasm without ejaculation.
As I restarted my Tantric intercourse with Tori, I heard Crystal coaching her pupil about his technique. I noted how careful she was in her comments to ensure his ego and manhood were unbruised, yet motivating him to attend to her pleasure. She came repeatedly after that.
I showed Paul a series of erotic positions describing how he could stimulate his wife in different ways and bring her more pleasure. As I demonstrated on Tori, she reached that wonderful place that some women never experience where life becomes one continuous peak orgasmic experience. She became a moaning machine and relished her orgasmic state as we continued to fuck in many different ways.
Crystal also reached a pretty hot zone herself. As I'd discovered when Ellen joined us in bed, Crystal found group sex a huge turn on. She whispered to me, "Will you guys do me at the same time. I'd really love that."
I explained about anal sex to Tori, and she looked most worried. As I stroked into her in the doggie position, I gently pushed a finger into her ass to her gasps around a hard orgasm. She returned to her peak state, but protested that she wasn't ready for anything as robust as my large cock. I told her about getting an anal plug, lubrication, and 'practicing.'
Crystal magically produced some body oil Paul had retrieved from their bathroom. She lubed up my cock in front of the pair, and then I slowly sank into her ass. The tightness of that sheath amazed me. I'd lost my anal virginity only weeks earlier when Kim had shown me how to pleasure a woman with that addition to my lovemaking repertoire.
After she was sufficiently flexible in her rear, Crystal repositioned, and backed onto me. She lay back on me, and invited Paul to push his cock into her pussy. Seconds later, she was impaled on our two cocks. Paul and I could feel each other's hardness through her perineum as we stroked into her. I worried they'd hear Crystal's shrieks of pleasure in Chicago. I was sure I felt some significant contractions indicating she started cumming over and over. Tori watched the three of us with a look of amazement on her face, particularly at how Crystal relished the double assault on her gorgeous body.
The three of us could only sustain the double fuck for a couple of minutes. I know I've seen porn flicks where the "DP" seems to go on indefinitely, and I realized once again how easily the medium of film can fool us. After we broke apart, we cleaned up, and went back to the partners we started with: Crystal with Paul, and Tori with me.
Tori said to me, "I wonder if I'll ever be up for a double fuck. I know you all got really hot doing it, but ... well, you know, having two penises in me at once ... it's sort of daunting."
Crystal sighed from the other end of the sofa, "Babe, they're cocks, and you should at least try it once ... if you do I guarantee you'll do it again and again. Having two cocks in you simultaneously touches every single erotic nerve ending in and near your cunt, and it blows your mind in the nicest way every time. Even in that short time period, I think I had a dozen climaxes. You'll find that the pleasure rapidly overtakes any anxiety or discomfort you may experience."
I kissed Tori and told her not to feel she had to do anything. I explained that she always had a safe word, "No," and that she could use it at anytime and with anybody. I could see that point made her relax a little.
Tori and I went back to more traditional fucking. I found myself aroused not only by having a new sex partner, but also by watching as Crystal coached Paul into pleasing her. I found watching my love object being happily fucked by another man didn't put me off in the least; I found it exceptionally arousing. Paul followed Crystal's directions and found extra pleasure in how long he could sustain intercourse without the need to ejaculate.
I realized that the women in my life weren't the only ones who would enjoy hearing about our sexual escapades. I wanted to hear Crystal talk about her adventures with other guys. While Crystal knew about my love life, particularly on the road trip, I'd not heard much about hers. I felt torn for a moment. Would I get hot hearing about her with other guys, or would I find some jealous streak? I tested this thought by envisioning Crystal having sex with some handsome stud, and decided that I felt aroused at the idea and not the least bit jealous. Another of my rules bit the dust. When we were alone, I'd ask Crystal to start on her stories.
The four of us played on the sofa for another half hour. Fortunately, no one felt shy in terms of performing for the others. We took turns watching each other fuck, suck, and fondle.
I decided to bring my session with Tori to a crescendo with our own 'big' orgasms. After additional foreplay, my pace accelerated - the sound of my body slapping against Tori became a steady rapid beat filling the room with the exciting sounds of our lovemaking. Tori got on the same page and started to pump her hips up to meet my inward thrusts, making happy little shrieking noises with every thrust.
I reached forward to Tori's neck, and gently wrapped one hand around her, even stroking her erogenous zone with several fingers. With the other, I pawed each breast, squeeze her nipples in the way Kim taught me, stroked under her right breast, and pushed into her body at that place along her rib cage. Meanwhile, I directed my cock onto her G-spot.
Tori's entire body elevated off the sofa as a massive climax started to erupt from deep inside her body. She arched up into me just as I started to blast a small ocean of cum inside her. I know she felt the first three warm jets inside her. Tori's eyes rolled up in her head just after her peak, and she blacked out, falling back onto the Oriental rug into a near lifeless heap of quaking flesh.
Paul looked worried, but before he could move Crystal stopped him. "Darling, she's fine. She just had an extraordinary experience. The French call it La Petite Mort - the small death. She fainted from the pleasure, and that's good. She'll come to in a minute or two, and remember she just had the greatest orgasm of her life."
I checked Tori, and indeed she was in dreamland. I nodded to Paul. I slowly extracted myself from Tori's quim, and gathered her limp body into my arms so that when she awoke, she'd be in someone's loving care. Two minutes went by, and then Tori's eyes fluttered open, and she gave me a bright smile.
Tori said, "Wow! Did you really just do that to me? Did I pass out?"
"Yes, and yes, you did, to answer your questions in order, and I got a 'Wow' out of lovely fuck too. Want to go another round?"
Tori shook her head, "Give me a few minutes to recover." After a pause she added, "I've never cum like that in my life. Can you always make a girl do that?"
"Not always, but there are some places on a woman's body that tend to put her over the top when they're used in just the right way. You're the first person who actually blacked out on me."
"You guys were wonderful. What an inspiration!" Paul exclaimed with a grin. He reached over and stroked one of Tori's breasts. She gave him a loving smile from within my arms.
Crystal said, "Now, it's our turn." She straddled Paul's hips in a reverse cowgirl position and started to bounce up and down on his shaft, stopping her withdrawal only a fraction of an inch before he would have fallen completely from her nest. On her down stroke, she soaked up every inch of his cock. Her pace accelerated until her hips were a blur, and her eyes were mere slits as the pleasure she felt permeated her body. Paul started to flex his hips to meet every downward thrusts Crystal made.
Amid cries of pleasure, Paul and Crystal came. Paul had stored up torrents of semen, partly due to the erotic scene his wife and I had displayed, so as Crystal's eyes started to open from her pleasure, Tori and I watched Paul's white man juice leaked from where his cock remained buried in Crystal's cunt.
Tori said suddenly, "Oh, wait. Stay together. I'll get towels. You guys really left a lot of fluid in us. Paul always has a lot of cum."
Before Tori could rise from beneath me, Crystal jerked herself from Paul's cock, stood and held her hand over her pussy. She moved to our end of the sofa, and instructed Tori to lay back. When she did, Crystal was on her in a flash, her tongue and lips sucking my juices from Tori's vagina. Paul's eyes got as big as saucers.
Tori looked amazed. She asked, "Crystal, doesn't that taste ... kind of yucky?"
Crystal looked up at her with a dollop of my cum dripping from her mouth; she said, "No way, it's good - sometimes great. Salty and a bit like tasty egg whites. Guys can do some things to make it taste better to a woman. Jim will eat me out after he's cum in me; it's a super turn-on."
Tori asked innocently, "What changes the taste to make it better?"
Crystal said, "Eating fruits, bananas, and honey are a few foods that help the taste, plus drinking lots of water. However, guys that smoke, eat a lot of red meat or protein, drink a lot of beer, or eat onions and garlic can make some stuff that's not as good to taste. After you swallow the cum, it doesn't make any difference and the guys really get off on it ... don't you?" She looked over at me sitting beside Tori, and I made a vigorous nod of affirmation. Crystal leaned over and cleaned off my shaft, and then went back to eating Tori's pussy. Tori shut her eyes for a couple of minutes as Crystal ate her out. No one talked; we just watched the erotic sapphic act.
When Crystal finished and pulled away, Tori enthusiastically said, "Can I try it on you?" Crystal reclined on the sofa with her head in Paul's lap and with her pussy hanging out over the edge of the seat. Tori dove into her cunt. A couple of rivulets of Paul's cum already had started down Crystal's legs, and Tori licked at those first before delving into her shaven quim. Crystal groaned and came again as Tori's tongue worked her over. Paul toyed with Crystal's nipples, turning and twisting the erect toys. Tori was a fast study, and quite adept at cunnilingus. Paul looked agape at what a sexual wildcat his plain-Jane wife had suddenly become.
Tori broke away for a moment and said, "Until tonight, I'd never done anything with a woman. I liked kissing you earlier, and now ... this is so exciting, plus what you did to me." She turned to her husband, "Paul, we need to add another woman to our lovemaking once in a while. It's special, and I can see you certainly enjoy it." Tori went back to lapping up her husband's cum.
Just as Tori finished, her mouth still carrying some of Paul's semen, Crystal stopped her, told her not to swallow, rose to meet her, and started to French kiss with her, swapping the cum back and forth between them. Paul and I both got hard immediately. After she was through, Tori looked at Paul and said, "You taste pretty good. I guess the pot roast hasn't had a chance to screw up your flavor yet." We all chuckled.
As we came down from our sexual highs, I talked about 'after-play' and it's importance in lovemaking: just like foreplay only it's afterwards. Using Tori as my subject, I showed them a couple of fine things to do to your partner that helped bring you even closer together and lock in the memory of the erotic lovemaking you'd just shared.
I pulled Tori to me, and we started kissing again. As I'd been taught, I just ignored the after-taste of Paul's cum on her mouth. I held Tori close, stroked her body in the special ways Kim had shown me, and whispered words of affection to her.
We cuddled with our partners and talked about what had happened between the four of us. Crystal and I didn't want to leave behind a couple in any distress or prone to restart their argument. The two were amazed at what they'd done, and felt as though they were soaring into a joyful new dimension of life together. I insisted that Paul and Tori make love together when we left, and talk openly about the sexual things that had happened and how they felt about watching their partner with someone else. We set a time to gather for breakfast.
Crystal picked up her t-shirt and boots from the floor and sashayed out of the living room and up the stairs to our room. I followed in a similar state of undress, watching her sexy ass sway in front of me. My cock was already getting hard again. From how the two of them lunged for each other, I felt that the Binfords were going to make love on the sofa almost immediately.
After we got to our room, I talked to Crystal about revealing ourselves to the young couple. She agreed, so I retrieved a copy of thePeople magazine that had the article about Crystal and me from my saddlebags. Still nude, I snuck down the stairs to the kitchen; I left the magazine in a prominent place on the kitchen table.
I couldn't help sneak a peek at the two of them as they made love in the living room. Tori had straddled Paul; he was sucking on her breasts while his cock moved slowly in and out of her cunt. The couple oozed love and sex appeal simultaneously. I stroked myself a few times at the hard core-pornographic scene and the memory of what had transpired over the past two hours. I went to our room to made love to Crystal.
* * * * *
In the morning, Crystal and I arose, dressed, and went down to the kitchen. Tori had apparently been up for hours. She came and kissed us both with passionate embraces. She bubbled over with enthusiasm, "Last night was so wonderful. Thank you both. I feel ... reborn ... that's it. I feel as though someone exploded the bubble that had been limiting me, and now I'm feeling freer than I've ever been in my life. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you." She hugged and kissed the two of us again.



Paul came into the kitchen just then carrying some groceries. He'd already made a run to the store. He'd heard his wife's comment and nodded. "I feel the same way ... last night was a peak experience for us. We also stayed up most of the night making love, and we made some decisions last night you might find interesting."
Crystal and I looked expectantly at him.
Paul said with a smile, "We're selling the inn. It'll solve so many of our problems. The financial things will fall in line behind that. I think we can end debt free and hopefully recoup our savings. Whatever we do next we'll do with our eyes open about its consequences on our relationship." The way he talked, I knew there was more to say.
I asked, "And?"
After a silence and exchange glances between the couple, Tori smiled broadly, "And, if you're willing, we want to make love with you two again - maybe all day and all night, and then do that again and again before you leave. You both took us to places ... sexual places ... that we didn't even know existed. I mean all that foreplay ... and we did after-play as you recommended long into the night, yet I feel so rested I got up early this morning even though I only got a few hours sleep."
I laughed and said again, "And?"
Tori smiled and gestured to the copy ofPeople magazine on the corner of the breakfast table, "And you two are so sneaky. You told us you were in music, but you didn't tell us you were big stars. I read every word about you in that magazine five times. I feel that I know you so much better, and I'm embarrassed that I didn't recognize you. I love your new song 'Texas Dawn;' I've been playing it repeatedly since I downloaded it two days ago."
I said in a friendly way, "We're just plain folk who happen to sing. Please don't treat us differently than you did yesterday before you knew about our work."
Tori kissed me again, "I won't, but you do make it extra special for me. Thank you."
Tori paused and checked with Paul who nodded at what he knew she would say. "Jim - and Crystal, Paul and I guess it has to do with how you made us feel and the compassion you showed for us last night, and we love each other, but we've both developed really ... romantic feelings about you two."
I smiled and kissed Tori on the tip of her nose, "I feel the same way." I gave her a strong hug.
Crystal moved to hug Paul and said, "I agree. You two are special people we want as friends and lovers long after we leave. I feel we were led to find you ... and help you over a rough patch."
Crystal thought a minute and said softly, "We do have one thing to ask ..."
Tori read her mind and interrupted her, "No need to worry. Nothing that happened here will be shared with anyone else. If anyone happens to figure out you stayed here, we'll just say you were both perfect guests - quiet, polite, pleasant to talk to, stayed to yourselves, and then checked out when the time came for you to go. It's the least we can do after the experience you gave us last night." Paul nodded in assent.
Crystal and I both said, "Thank you."
The four of us had breakfast together and a lively conversation about our trip, Crystal's career, how we met in Tennessee, my start in country music, and where we thought we were going in our lives - the latter an interesting discussion where Crystal and I both learned a few things about each other.
Crystal and I took a walk through the woods after breakfast to a large field behind the inn - a dormant field that usually hosted a crop of corn but was fallow this year. In the middle of the acreage, we could look for miles in almost every direction. The inn and the trees around it were small specks on one horizon. I took one of the envelopes containing a token of Karen's ashes and held the flap open as I raised it into the wind. A gust carried the grayish-white dust aloft. Ashes to ashes; dust to dust: the expression came so easily. Now, Karen also had a resting place in Illinois.
I looked around after the ashes disappeared. I wondered what Karen would have thought about the Binfords and our lovemaking the night before. Based on what Lauren had told me, I speculated that Karen had similar experiences within her group living arrangement, so she probably would have fit right into the foursome we experienced.
I speculated about what Paul and Karen would have been like as sex partners. If she let herself go as Lauren indicated, Karen could have gotten excited about sex just the way Crystal did; she would have been a good fit with him. She also had that sensitive streak in her, and would have been careful about his ego as she coached him on how to make love to her.
I measured my own acceptance of the situation with Tori and Paul. I liked them. I found the sex we shared arousing to recall, and comfortable in how it fit with the "New Me" that Kim had talked about only a couple of days earlier. I felt no qualms about watching Crystal and Paul fuck or play around; I just wanted Crystal to be happy and have lots of orgasms because I know how much pleasure they bring her.
The foursome fit right into the new rule about unusual sexual arrangements that Kim had talked about: 'Consenting adults have the right to do whatever they want to do about sex.' We surely broke a couple of the standard and traditional rules the night before: monogamy, sex is only between two people, and two women should never be sexual and passionate with each other, to name only a few.
I had to pause to think about how I would have thought about what happened before I started my transformation. The night would never have happened. I tried to identify when the changes in my life and thinking had started. I smiled; Karen had started the process. The last year we were together, she'd started softening me up, partly by sharing her wild fantasies as we made love. Her passing had become the pivot point, however; I could go back or move forward. The women I'd met along my route weren't letting me retreat to my old ways of thinking. Maybe I was being led to each of them by some invisible force or presence. Did I believe in angels? Might Karen have become my invisible angel, guiding me to become a happier and freer person?
I pulled out of my reverie, as a gentle breeze ruffled my hair.
Crystal and I held hands and walked back to the inn and our new friends and lovers.
As we neared the large house, Crystal said, "Can we stay here a few days extra? I liked last night with Paul and Tori. There are still some things I'd like to show them."
I smiled and kissed Crystal's forehead, "I was about to ask you the same thing."
Chapter 15
Missouri
Crystal and I stayed three extra days with the Binfords so we could have some more sexual playtime with our new friends. We each enjoyed the role of 'instructor.' Fortunately, they had no other guests at the inn while we were there, so our 'lessons' were conducted freely in all parts of the inn. When we left, they were different people for the better - more aware of each other, more knowledgeable about pleasuring each other sexually, and more in love. We promised to keep in touch.
During our rest periods at the inn and later while traveling, I practiced with the small travel guitar I'd bought in Wisconsin. The rich tones it produced surprised me for its size. Crystal played much better that I did, and became my tutor. We sang together and were both pleased that we still had the magic we'd found in singing together in Tennessee and at the concerts. We practiced some of the songs we'd done in concert, and then a few new ones Crystal knew.
Crystal bravely consented to camp with me as we headed southwest from Central Illinois into Missouri. The weather was kind. We spent two nights in campgrounds along the way. I picked places with showers and less rustic bathroom facilities so she got a slow introduction to my kind of camping. Along the way, I crossed the Mississippi for the third time on my road trip.
Before we stopped for our first night, Crystal called Terry Ross, our agent. I had to get used to having an agent - someone who would front for me in the music industry, get me gigs, and hook me up with the right people to make recordings and music videos. Crystal told him about where we were and the direction we were headed, and he got all excited. The net result of the call was that we now had a destination: Branson, Missouri - a town adopted by many country musicians. We also had a place to stay at a large house on Table Rock Lake just outside Branson; the home belonged to friends of Terry who were out of the country.
In the evenings during our trip, we'd build a campfire to distract the insects and sing for a while. My guitar playing was advancing nicely, but the fingertips on my left hand where I had to finger the strings were constantly sore.
Crystal joined me for my morning runs. I kept them short and slow, lest I lose my beautiful running companion; I wanted Crystal's company more than a long, fast run. Running behind Crystal was almost a religious experience because of her shapely butt and where it took my thinking. After the runs, I also coached her through some of my morning exercises. She expressed concern over how my gunshot wounds were healing, but I assured her that nothing was amiss. I'd always have the scars along with those that I had from my Army days.
At her request, I also taught Crystal how I meditated; specifically, releasing myself to the Universe and opening myself to all the messages it might have for me. Maybe it was the company I was keeping, but everyday I felt messages about loving everyone openly and completely. Crystal seemed warmer and more relaxed after her meditative sessions. One morning, I watched her meditate: nude in the morning sunshine, in the lotus position, hands carefully placed on her knees with palms up, thumb and forefingers together, head erect, breasts high, body alert yet relaxed. She looked angelic, and my heart flip-flopped all over the place in my feelings of love for her.
Each of our campsites was lakeside, the weather warm, so we swam often. In the morning, we were sticky from our lovemaking the night before and our run, so complete body immersion seemed like the best answer for cleanliness. We laughed and frolicked as we skinny-dipped in the lake water. At one site in Missouri, Crystal watched while I released some of my late wife's ashes to drift on the morning wind into the lake we'd just been in. I missed Karen, and I always would. Crystal knew that and always expressed compassion about her passing; I thought that the two women would have been friends or even lovers if Karen had survived her thirty-second year of life.
Like Crystal, I'd found out that Karen had sapphic tendencies from her sister Lauren. Maybe because I'd gotten used to the idea of Karen's bisexuality, I could accept Crystal's similar inclination. The two of us surely 'clicked' sexually and in many other ways.
* * * * *
Crystal and I came into Branson on Route 76, the main drag that is lined with hundreds of tourist sites, motels, and theaters built by various music stars - particularly country music stars. Second to Nashville, there wasn't as large a concentration in any other town. With the help of the GPS on my iPhone, we found the large home we were to stay at a few miles away on Table Rock Lake. The home was gorgeous: about eight thousand square feet on multiple levels with a large flat roof; the house nestled in a cluster of tall pines two-hundred feet from the lake's edge. The shrubbery was so dense along the sides of the property one couldn't even see the neighbors. From the street, one saw a small carport, and the front door - no windows; the place looked deceivingly small.
Our motorcycle rumbled to a stop in the driveway outside the house at five o'clock. We dismounted, and almost immediately, the front door flew open and Ellen came bounding out like a beautiful gazelle. She threw herself into my arms and lavished me with kisses, and then repeated the process on her sister. Crystal enjoyed the welcome. Behind Ellen, Terry came out with a handshake for me, and hugs and kisses for Crystal. I could tell by body language that Terry and Ellen were a couple, at least for this trip. They both wore bathing suits and had been swimming.
Everyone talked at once for a few minutes as we unloaded the bike and wheeled it into the carport attached to the garage. I glanced up the driveway at the street just in time to see a blue Ford sedan going slowly by the house; I didn't pay it any attention at the time, but later I'd have reason to remember the car.
Inside, Terry poured us all some wine. We sat out on the back deck looking downhill through the trees to the large lake. A large powerboat bobbed beside a dock at the shore's edge. Looking pleased, Terry produced an envelope and handed it to me with a smile.
"What's this?" I asked.
"Open it and find out," Terry said with a grin.
Inside were two checks: one for $106,000 and one for $87,500. They were each made out to James Mellon. I looked up at Terry with a questioning glance.
Terry told me, "The smaller check is your earnings for the concerts in Louisville and Indianapolis. The larger check is an advance on your first royalties for the first two weeks that'Texas Dawn' has been on the record and music video charts. That's after-tax money, by the way. There'll be more. If you didn't already know,'Texas Dawn' is now the number one song in the country, and there are still a huge number of downloads taking place every minute. It's even a hit in Europe." He grinned, obviously pleased that he was the bearer of such good news.
I sputtered around a bit. Crystal got up, came to my chair, sat in my lap, and kissed my ear. She said, "You deserve every bit of it. You are so talented - and it just comes naturally to you."
I looked at Terry and asked, "Where's Crystal's share?"
Terry said, "Hers got deposited directly to her account. You can set that up with the music company too. Give me a voided check, and I'll make it happen for you when I get back to Nashville. Instead of asking you about direct deposit ahead of time, I thought it'd be fun to see your expression when you got your first proceeds from your work in this industry - goodly sums, I might add. You're in demand. Many musicians don't make that much in five or ten years." He thought for moment and added, "Oh, expect monthly checks for a year and more for the'Texas Dawn' single and starting in another week for the'Texas Dawn' album." He glanced at Crystal to be sure she was listening too. "After this initial surge, you'll probably get around $60,000 for each week the single and album are in the top twenty on the music charts."
Crystal asked politely, "What about Jim's royalties from radio and TV?"
Terry said, "Those take longer to tote up and the algorithm to compute the amounts is really complicated and arguable, so there'll be a three to six months lag in those payments; eventually they'll come quarterly. I'll be watching those carefully, and arguing on your behalf if I think they treated you unfairly in the calculations. That said, if history is any indication, you could get a similar check for each month just from media outlets across the country."
I sat there speechless at the amounts of money being talked about. I felt as though I'd won the lottery.
Ellen jumped in, "There's other good news too; some woman named Pam Saunders contacted us. She's a big wheel with some advertising and media company in Chicago, and said she knew you, Jim. She's signed on to use'Texas Dawn' as the background music for commercials for the country's largest jewelry chain. They're doing a western motif in the seasonal advertising; she liked the melody, the instrumentals, and some of lyrics and wanted them playing to emphasize the 'love' part of the song. I don't know all the details, but that'll be another income stream for the two of you. She said she'd been 'really close to you' at one point."
I mumbled something about having met Pam in northern Michigan a couple of weeks earlier; Crystal grinned at me; she knew the full story about Pam's massages. In the back of my head, I recalled Pam's buxom body nude on the massage table, shiny with luxurious oil as I energetically pumped my cock into her body with a real desire to please. Pam had returned the next day for another longer 'massage' too, so I guess I'd adequately risen to the occasion the first time we were together.
An older couple came out to the deck where we sat. The man smiled at us and announced with a smile, "Dinner is ready." The pair quickly set the table on the deck for dinner, and seated us all. A beautiful dinner materialized from their trays. Terry introduced us to them and explained that the couple worked in the home during the day to make life easier for the owners or visiting guests by cleaning, doing meals, and maintaining the house. After cleaning up from dinner, the pair left until late the following morning. I heard the woman talking to Ellen about things she'd left to use for our breakfasts.
The four of us had a lively dinner conversation. I mostly asked Terry more questions about the music industry that I now found myself deeply immersed in. Crystal and Ellen enjoyed my naïveté and often responded. Crystal reached over to touch my hand or arm as we ate; a gesture I could tell came from her doting affection.
Night descended on Branson as we ate. There was dim lighting on the deck, as well as on a path down to lakeside and on the boat dock. As we finished after-dinner coffee, Ellen suggested a night swim. We went inside and got our swimsuits, and soon the four of us strolled down the path to the lake with towels in hand.
At lakeside, Ellen announced that we all had to skinny dip; "No suits allowed in the lake!" She peeled off the bikini she'd been wearing, again revealing to me her beautiful body. I could feel my erection surge in my nylon shorts as she shed her bikini.
Crystal also shed her bikini. Terry threw his suit aside; he too sported a growing hard-on. I followed everyone else's lead. Ellen came up to me and pressed her naked body against mine; we kissed - a deep soul kiss with tongues raging in each other's mouths reflecting deeper passions we'd thought about since I'd arrived. As we came up for air, I saw Terry and Crystal similarly engaged. I guessed we were going to swap back and forth while we were in Branson. Having had fun doing that in Illinois with Paul and Tori, I liked the idea.
We all dove into the black water of the lake. We splashed and teased each other as we floated around in our nakedness. Crystal came up and hugged me, pressing her full body against mine. She asked, "Are you all right if the four of us swap around tonight? Ellen really wants to be with you, and I'd like to be with Terry."
I kissed her and told her I was fine with it. I commented that I didn't know she had a relationship with Terry. She said, "I don't. This'll be our first together. We've teased around and flirted, but never actually ... hooked up. I think we both wanted to, but there's been the professional thing. I guess we're throwing caution to the wind this week. I'm glad."
We talked a little longer, and then Ellen swam up to us and kissed the two of us. I found it erotic that the sisters had developed a sapphic relationship with each other. In the dim light from the shore, the women looked so beautiful kissing and loving each other. Their kissing gave me a brief flash of what Karen and Lauren kissing would have been like; that mental image made me harden to the consistency of tungsten steel.
Ellen stayed with me as Crystal swam over to Terry. I hardened just watching the pair kiss, knowing that under water, her hand had probably found his cock. Ellen had already found mine. Her hand stroked and caressed my erect cock, making me only want to do one thing with her.



After we made out for a while, Ellen said, "Let's get into the boat and mess around. I want some ... penetration. I've waited too long to have you again."
We swam over to the dock and ladder, and climbed out. Ellen led me onto the boat tied beside the dock and into the open aft seating area. A bench seat extended across the back of the boat. I sat down, and before I could plan any activity Ellen knelt in front of me and inhaled my cock. She gave expert blowjobs, and tonight made me recall her fabulous skill. After a few minutes of working on me to the point my dick felt like a steel flagpole, she came over me, sinking her pussy down on my shaft without the need for any further foreplay.
I asked her, "No foreplay? I could eat you for a while."
"No, not now; I've missed you too much. I need to reconnect this way now; we can do more later. I would have jumped you when you arrived, but the couple that tends the house was still around. Now, it's just the four of us."
"And Crystal's all right with you and me ... doing this?" I asked, suddenly thinking of the other side of our pairing off.
"Better than that," Ellen assured me. "She wants us to have some time together, plus she wanted to get closer to Terry. They're at a point in their relationship where some intimacy might actually help them understand each other more intuitively. I hope you're OK with her doing that; she wouldn't do anything to jeopardize her relationship with you. You're the most important thing in her life right now. She loves you, and I do too."
I had to close my eyes. Ellen's tight pussy was doing wonders around my cock. I wondered if I'd be able to last more than a couple of minutes.
Almost reading my mind, Ellen said, "Don't try to extend this to a half hour or more as I know you can. I just want us to fuck and cum. I'm almost there - I've been almost there since we kissed hello. Spunk me whenever you're ready; I'll fire off too."
Crystal lay down beside us, her head against her sister's leg while Ellen and I fucked. I watched as Crystal held Terry's engorged cock and directed it to her cunt. He slowly pushed into her beautiful body, and then the slow oscillation of his hips started as the pair kissed. I reached over and stroked one of Crystal's breasts, pinching the nipple and bringing it to rigid attention. Terry and I smiled at each other. Crystal and I blew a kiss to each other.
I came only a few minutes later. Watching Crystal and Terry fuck right next to me proved to be an irresistible aphrodisiac that pushed me right up to the edge ... and then over into an orgasm. Just before we came, Ellen whispered some of her remembrances from our foursome with her, Crystal, and Lauren. I came in torrents, shooting my juice up into Ellen's love cavity. She came too, her Kegel muscles flexing uncontrollably around my shaft.
Ellen and I panted our way back to earth from our orgasmic highs after a few moments. As I rubbed and sucked on her erect breasts, the two of us watched Terry and Crystal fucking right beside us. Crystal and I had been in similar situations only days before with the Binfords, but somehow, knowing Terry and Ellen, and having deepening feelings for Crystal, this time was hyper erotic. I fondled Crystal's breasts with one hand as she came.
Just as Terry came in Crystal's cunt, my eyes caught a reflection of light from the house from something a couple of hundred feet away in the trees. From my memory of what the land was like in the daytime, there should have been nothing there to reflect light. I tried not to look obvious that I'd seen something, but I continued to focus on the area as I forced my head to move as though I was looking at Crystal or Terry. I have exceptional night and peripheral vision.
* * * * *
I caught the reflection a few more times; enough to be sure that what I was seeing was a camera lens. Under my breath, I cursed. Ellen picked up that something was wrong. As she started to turn, I grabbed her and kissed her hard, diverting her turn to where my eyes had been riveted.
"Don't turn and don't look. Just kiss me," I whispered to her so the others could hear.
Crystal looked up at me from her prone position; "What's wrong?" She and Terry were floating down from their own climaxes.
I said loud enough for all to hear, "First, do NOT look up to the house or to the right. Just keep looking at me or at each other. I think someone's in the trees taking pictures as we played around. I want to find out."
"What do you want us to do?" Terry whispered with a worried tone.
"I want us all to go swimming again. I'm going to swim underwater parallel to the shore for a distance and circle back around to see what's going on. You three stay in the water until I come and get you, or give the 'all clear' with a shout. Act and talk as though I'm still around the boat with you. Whoever it is will think I'm just hidden behind the boat. Don't over act the part."
The three of them nodded at my suggestion. We all uncoiled from our sex partners. Ellen held my hand as she led me off the fantail of the boat. The two of us jumped into the water. When I surfaced I furtively grabbed my bathing suit off the edge of the dock and slipped into it, and then moved behind the boat, took a huge breath, and started to swim underwater parallel to the shore just as Crystal and Terry jumped into the water a few feet away.
My swimming skills had not diminished much from my days as a Green Beret. My ability to hold my breath for a long time had. I surfaced after a couple of hundred feet, slowly and quietly gasping for air. At least the shadows hid me. When I'd replenished my air, I sank under again, swimming for another hundred feet.
When I surfaced the second time, I figured I was far enough away from the boat, nearby lights, and the others to get out of the lake and start my reconnaissance. I paddled to some ground cover along the shore, and crawled from the lake, staying on my belly.
My nickname in the Green Berets was Wolf. One of the reasons is that my night vision is excellent. As my eyes quickly adjusted to the darkness, I saw a man with a large camera slung over his shoulder starting to move up the hill away from the dock and boat I'd just been on. He wore black. The camera had a long telephoto lens that meant he'd gotten some really salacious pictures of the four of us. I had no doubt that the paparazzi had found us. I silently cursed again.
Barefoot, I tried to keep up with the man, moving parallel to his track up the hill. I didn't have a clear idea what I'd do when I got to him, but I knew it involved the camera. My going was slow because my feet were tender, and I had to be careful where I placed them on the uneven ground.
I finally reached the lawn of the house next door to the one we were staying at. I sprinted around that house to their driveway and then ran into street. Unfortunately, I was too late. Just as I got to the road, a car door slammed, and an engine started. The taillights of the car came on; it was the blue Ford I'd seen earlier when Crystal and I arrived and the four of us stood in the driveway greeting one another. As the car pulled away from me, I read the license plate: Missouri SBD-566.
I walked back down to the dock and boat, and told the others what I'd seen. I'd also hatched a plan of action, although it could be risky.
* * * * *
Because it was late, I guessed that Mr. Paparazzi would be staying overnight somewhere in the Branson area before he did anything with his prize photographs. I organized each of us to track down the car and the driver within the next couple of hours. I speculated that he'd be at one of the many hotels or motels around Branson.
Terry and I split up the concentrations of motels, planning to drive through each parking lot looking for the car and plate number. Crystal and Ellen would start telephoning the car rental agencies trying to see whether the car was theirs and if they knew where the driver might be staying and whom he was, ostensibly to return some article he'd left at a restaurant. Our cell phones would keep us in touch.
Terry and I agreed we'd start on Route 76, the main drag through the Branson that held the most obvious choices for motels. After a quick change of clothes, Terry and I headed out: Terry in his rental car, and me on the motorcycle. We started northwest of town and headed east, Terry doing the motels on the north side of the road, while I did those on the south.
About half-an-hour after we started, I felt the vibrator on my cell phone go off. I stopped and caught the call from Crystal just before it went into voicemail. "I think I found the guy. He's got a Budget rental. That plate checks to a Bart Kenesis who told the rental agency he planned to stay at the Travelodge - that motel is at 12,627 Main or Route 76."
I thanked her and headed off to that address. I asked that she call Terry and let him know I planned to jump ahead on the highway to check out her lead.
Ten minutes later and as quietly as I could get the Harley to sound, I cruised through the half-full parking lot at the Travelodge Motel. Parked to the rear opposite four possible doors was the blue Ford sedan with license SBD-566 clearly showing. Stickers on the car's windows indicated it was an airport rental.
I pulled into the parking lot of a closed fast food restaurant a couple of hundred feet to the east and called Terry. A few minutes later, he pulled in next to me with his lights off. Putting my phone on speaker, we called Crystal and planned our next move.
Exactly five minutes later Terry and I, separated by about fifty feet, walked very slowly past the four rooms that could house our suspect paparazzi, and then turned and walked back the other way. Crystal was to call the motel and ask for the room of Bart Kenesis. We assumed when the call came through that either Terry or I would hear the room phone ring, and could tell which room he was in. The call came ninety seconds later than expected, and Terry heard the call. He listened at the doors a second to be sure. He also listened to Crystal's side of the call on his cell. He pointed frantically to the door to room 119, and then, as agreed, headed off across the parking lot to his car. I sauntered past the room's large window and heard the muffled ending sounds of a 'wrong number' call. The call reminded me to turn off my own cell phone's ringer.
I joined Terry in the darkness of the fast food restaurant. The two of us just looked like friends who had stopped to chat, should anyone question at our presence. We had a short cover story that we never had to use.
I jogged behind the motel to see what might be back there by way of access. I figured out which window was 119 and listened carefully outside the bathroom window that conveniently was cracked open for ventilation. I heard the television, but no other sounds. After about twenty minutes, Kenesis came into the bathroom, washed his face, brushed his teeth, and peed. The man was going to bed; a good sign for me. The lights went out, and the television sound went off at eleven-seventeen. In the background, I could hear the noisy hum of the room's air conditioner; white noise like that was good too.
I hoofed it back to Terry. "He's gone to bed. I'll give him an hour to get into deeper sleep, and then start my entry. It'll take a while to do it right."
Terry looked shocked, "You mean you're going to break into his room?"
"Maybe, but you will not be near here. If I get caught, no need for both of us to end up in jail. I'll need someone to bail me out." I laughed and added, "My arrest would make good press about your newest country music star, wouldn't it?"
Even Terry chuckled. Before he drove away, I raided my saddlebags and the trunk of Terry's car to assemble a toolkit for what I planned. I ended with a collection of several screwdrivers, two towels, a knife, and a roll of duct tape. Not much, but it would have to do.
After Terry left, I took time to conceal my motorcycle in some brush behind the fast food eatery. I also dirtied myself up, rubbing dirt and mud on my face and other skin surfaces so my white skin wouldn't show up so much in dim light. I knew I not only would be hard to identify, I also looked mean and like someone you'd least like to tangle with. Even with the dirt, I wrapped a black bandana from my saddlebag around my hair, folded in a way I could quickly pull it down to cover my nose and mouth. I cut the duct tape into various lengths and stuck the pieces to my belt.
I took a deep breath and moved to our suspect's bathroom window. I thought I heard light snoring from deep inside the room, but I didn't count on that being the fact. Using the screwdriver I started a slit in the window screening; I slowly sawed my way around the screening with the knife until the entire panel of screening fell into my hands. I removed the frame for the screen and threw it far from the motel. I didn't want there to be any obvious signs of a break-in.
I tested whether the window would open more than the two-inch crack that had been left there. Silently celebrating a break in my favor, the window sash slid all the way open without a sound. With the window wide open, I waited five long minutes, frozen in place and listening for any sound. In my Special Ops training, we'd learned that most people will move to reveal themselves in at most three or four minutes if they think stealth is required; thus, waiting five minutes allowed a margin of safety if Bart Kenesis or someone else had heard my entry efforts and got roused from their sleep.
I hefted my body up so I could start through the window. My clothes made a slight rustling sound against the window frame, and I froze again - half in and half out of the window. After a few minutes, I slowly slithered down into the bathroom walking on my hands, as my feet were the last to come through the window. After I was 'in,' I returned the window to its nearly shut state. Just in case, I took a washcloth and wiped my fingerprints from the sill and floor area.
In the dim light, I planned an escape route and a hiding place should I need either. I knew I could dive out the bathroom window and not hurt myself; and crouching in the shower could be a temporary hiding place if the lights remained off.
I peered into the bedroom area of the motel room. Nearest the bathroom door stood a table with a pint of Jack Daniel's on it. The pint was empty; another possible break in my favor. Alcohol could help our 'paparazzi baby' sleep that much sounder. Beyond the table was a king-size bed with a large lump in it, the man's face turned to one side. I watched the lump for five minutes, and other than heavy breathing saw no other signs of consciousness from Bart Kenesis.
At the other end of the room was the door to the motel room. A desk just inside the door was littered with clutter, and my quest: the camera with the large lens still attached. I also thought I saw a laptop computer on the desk; however, the device was closed.
When I was sure Kenesis slept soundly, I started my soundless traverse of the room. I'd practiced moves like this a thousand times in my Ops training, but that had been fifteen years earlier. One thing I remembered is that most people fool themselves into believing that they will awaken if someone is in the room with them; that's not true. Once asleep, a thief or prowler can move around with almost impunity and not awaken the subject so long as they are noiseless. But, one always had to be sure.
Kenesis slept soundly, even making little snoring sounds, as I reached the desk. I got a good look at his face. I picked up the camera and a laptop computer. I wanted both; I couldn't take the chance that he hadn't already downloaded the pictures he took on his camera to the computer. If he had, I had to hope that he hadn't uploaded them to someone else over the Internet.
I slid the computer down in the front of my pants, and slung the camera around my neck. Using both hands and in stealth mode, I unlocked the main door, opening the dead bolt, and turning the latch until the door opened. I used one of my towels to muffle the sounds of the lock turning. I put duct tape over the striker plate on the jamb, and slid out the door. I wiped down the area for fingerprints again as I left.
A brisk walk took me back to the shadows and my motorcycle. I turned on the camera and browsed through the most recent shots; sure enough, there were several hundred photos of Crystal, Terry, Ellen, and me cavorting naked and fucking in the boat. The detail and closeness of many shots amazed me. I lifted the memory card from the camera and put it in my pocket. I erased the few shots the camera held in its native memory, and then took photos of the motel to overlay that internal memory with new material until I got a 'Memory Full' signal. I wiped the camera down for fingerprints.
My foray through the laptop computer took longer; however, as I worked I felt certain that Mr. Kenesis had not yet connected the camera to the computer. The last of his outgoing mail messages had been hours before he'd photographed us. The websites he'd visited didn't seem like anything other than those of casual interest. The FTP log showed no activity for over three weeks, so I thought it unlikely he'd uploaded files to anyone. Searching cache and for files dated in the last twenty-four hours only turned up a couple of pornographic pictures from some porn website, and a letter he'd started to what appeared to be his ex-wife. I shut down the computer and wiped it for prints.
The hard part was to replace the items I'd just tinkered with, and again exit the premises. By now, it was past two o'clock in the morning. I boldly walked back to the motel, and stopped outside 119, made sure no one saw me, and gently pushed the door open, ready to sprint away. I verified that Kenesis remained asleep. I slid inside the room. In ten seconds, I'd replaced the camera and computer exactly to where they'd been. I soundlessly removed the duct tape from the doorjamb. I wiped my fingerprints off again with the towel, and slipped out the door.
This time, I couldn't avoid the one loud, last click as the door latch automatically relocked. As I allowed the door to latch, I sprinted to the cover of the brush near my motorcycle. I threw myself into the thicket, my mind visualizing what Kenesis would do if the sound awakened him. A second to wake up and blink, five seconds to fumble in the darkness for the light beside the bed, five more to look around the room and verify everything was in place, and ten additional seconds to rise, walk to the door, and open it. I was in the thicket in fifteen seconds. As I looked back from my hiding place, the door to 119 opened five seconds later. Kenesis stood backlit. He seemed puzzled; the door to his room had clearly made a latching sound, yet everything was in place. I could see him look back in the room, no doubt checking the desk for his camera, computer, wallet, and other valuables. Nothing seemed visibly out of place. Luckily he hadn't noticed that the dead bolt had not been set as he had left it when he went to bed. If I were he, I'd wonder whether I'd dreamed the sound or heard something from some other room.
The door shut and a few seconds later, the light went out. I hustled in a crouch to my motorcycle. I didn't dare start the bike. In the nighttime silence the distinctive sound of the Harley would register over a wide area, particularly as I accelerated away. You can't make a Harley quiet.
I lay beside the bike for nearly a half-hour. I watched the street for any police activity too. A few minutes after I saw a local police car drift past the restaurant and motel on a routine patrol, I pushed the Harley around to the front of the empty restaurant, started the bike, and motored home.



* * * * *
Ellen, Crystal, and Terry were all dozing in the living room as I came in the front door. Immediately, they were up and asking me about what I'd done and whether I'd been successful. They were somewhat appalled by my mud-stained appearance. I held up the SanDisk memory card between two fingers. The three of them applauded.
I briefly explained in broad terms what I'd done, also schooling them in 'plausible deniability.' I coached them in how to respond to questions about my whereabouts since we went swimming, and questions about any kind of theft, should anyone ask. I thought it'd only take Bart Kenesis a short time in the morning to figure out that something was amiss, particularly when he went to upload the 'great' photographs he'd worked so hard to get to his computer and sell them to some tabloid. His first guess as to the source of his problems would land squarely on the four of us, particularly me.
Eventually, Ellen and Terry went to one bedroom, and Crystal and I to another. I took the memory card with me and hid it in my gear. I showered and slept the sleep of the just.
* * * * *
We were having brunch on the back deck again when the police came. Maria, the housekeeper, answered the door. She appeared a moment later with a questioning look: "There's a policeman here. He wants to talk to someone about some missing photographs or something. It's a little unclear given the way he tried to describe it. Could one of you talk to him; I think that's what he wants."
We all nodded to each other. Game on.
Terry went to the door since it was his friend's home. He appeared a couple of minutes later with a uniformed police officer behind him. Introductions were made, we offered him coffee that he declined, and Terry urged him to restate his 'problem' to all of us.
The Officer said, "Well, we had a complaint this morning of a break-in and theft at one of the motels along Main Street. The complainant seemed to believe that one of you was the culprit."
We all shook our heads, secure in our belief about our morally right position of having stolen nothing other than our privacy and reputation back from a thief.
I asked in my most innocent voice, "What was taken?" The question would be asked by anyone hearing of a theft.
The officer said, "Well, the complainant said valuable photographs."
Ellen said in a sincere voice, "Well, none of us have stolen any snapshots from anyone."
In my innocence I asked, "So, someone stole a valuable photo album?"
The officer looked a little puzzled and said, "No, just some little doohickey that had been in his camera that had the photographs on it. He was a little unclear about what was missing, only sure that one of your was involved in some way. He was really stirred up - almost hysterical."
Crystal said in a naïve voice, "Well, we'd have nothing to do with anything like that. We were all here all night; even took a long swim." She gestured to the lake, and our bathing suits drying on the outside deck railing. "When did it happen? Who specifically did this person think did it?"
The policeman said, "That's a little fuzzy too, I mean when this happened. His words weren't too crisp when I talked to him. All he could tell me was that the photographs were of some of you, but he wouldn't give us any details to work with. He went to bed and they were there; he woke up and they weren't."
I chuckled and said slyly, "Was he sure the 'little doohickey' had actually been in the camera, or did he erase them accidentally? I've done that on my own camera. The way you describe him sounds as though he'd been hitting the bottle a little early."
The officer nodded knowingly, "There might have been some alcohol involved, at least last night." He shrugged, satisfied it appeared that we were not involved. He added, "The detectives may follow-up with you if they feel there's anything more to this complaint. No one is specifically named or suspected, just the four of you in a broad way. I felt that I should check it out. The man seemed to think that he had lost extremely valuable photographs, I guess of you Miss Lee, since you are a celebrity, or you too, Mr. Mellon." This was the first acknowledgement of Crystal's or my 'star' status.
Crystal said in an unhappy tone, "Officer, I gather from what you just said that this man is paparazzi. I am hounded by the press - the paparazzi - day in and day out. I have to sneak out to go to a store or to see my family or be with friends. It wouldn't surprise me in the least that someone took photographs of me without my knowing it. I can only assume from your use of the term 'valuable' that the person felt he'd caught me in some embarrassing situation. Those are the photos the tabloids seem willing to pay top dollar to get. I hope you honor our rights - all our rights - by keeping people like this away from those of us in the entertainment industry, particularly when we are trying to have our private moments outside the glare of the media in the privacy of our home or a friend's home. I like my privacy." She was firm and almost demanding in her tone.
I nodded to reinforce her message and indicate I felt the same way.
The officer looked to Crystal and said in a sincere tone, "We are used to having celebrities in Branson, Miss Lee, and are well aware of the problems the paparazzi cause them. You have my sympathy for how they can disturb your personal activities. Now that we know you are here, we'll keep an extra eye out for unwanted behavior in this neighborhood."
Crystal looked him straight in the eye and said, "Thank you. Now, please tell this person to leave us alone, if indeed he had photographed us. There are a lot of other celebs to photograph in Branson that probably want their picture taken; aim him at them. I do not welcome it."
I asked with a tone of pure curiosity, "For future reference, can you tell us this person's name. If there are further incidents with the paparazzi, we'd like to remember who we've crossed paths with in some way in the past."
The policeman paused for a moment before responding, "At this point, I can't release any names. If you have problems, please contact the Branson PD. Thank you for your time." He backed up to the door he'd come in. Marie had waited to escort him out. The four of us again sat down to continue our meal. I signaled for us to remain silent until we were sure he'd left the house.
I doubted we'd hear from the police again. I wasn't so sure we wouldn't hear from Bart Kenesis again; after all, in a way, I'd just stolen a million dollars and a professional coup from him. That's probably what he could have gotten for those photos from the right tabloids.
When we were sure we could be alone for a while; I popped the memory card into my laptop computer. The four of us looked at every one of the pictures on the card, starting with a shot of Crystal and me riding into town in the late afternoon. We'd been spotted before we even got to the house and then probably followed!
The shots of the four of us fucking on the boat were revealing and erotic. They would be damaging to all our careers forever, and therein lay the larger benefit of having stolen the memory card. The protection of our long-term earnings in millions surely justified our actions to retrieve the salacious pictures and prevent their publication.
A series of photographs showed us having cocktails and dinner on the deck taken from several different places around the yard, captured our walk down to the dock after dark; revealed each of us discarding our swimsuits and diving into the water, and then the juicy stuff - as Ellen called it.
A group of photographs taken rapidly showed Ellen and me climbing out onto the dock, kissing, and then getting into the open cockpit of the powerboat. There were several photographs of Ellen giving me a blowjob; the ecstasy on my face showed clearly in a few of the frames. A long series of shots showed Ellen mounting me, and the two of us fucking, with me often sucking on her breasts.
More shots showed Crystal and Terry getting out of the water. The pair stood and watched Ellen and me fucking. Terry had reached down and fingered Crystal's cunt; Crystal clearly liked what he was doing. The two of them got into the boat, and quickly assumed positions next to us. In one frame, Ellen kissed Terry as I kissed Crystal; Ellen remained impaled on my cock. Other photos showed the sisters kissing as they fucked.
Many shots showed the four of us fucking in various positions. Different images revealed Ellen's and then Crystal's climaxes - backs arched, heads facing skyward, and a joyful look with closed eyes. My own climax didn't look all that different. I guess Kenesis had missed Terry's spasm of joy.
It was about then that I had spotted a glint from the lens, but there were no shots that revealed what had gone on in my head. Instead, there was a photo of me diving into the lake off the side of the dock, followed by the others. Kenesis must not have suspected anything because he took a few more shots of us in the water and then the photographic series ended. Those were the last shots. The photographer had decided to run with what he had at that point.
I had studied photography as part of my Special Ops training, particularly night photography. The clarity and lack of graininess of the shots amazed me. The Canon camera I'd held in my hand for a few moments had a remarkable capability to take the shots of us in such revealing detail in such limited light. I would never underestimate what the paparazzi were capable of in the future. I'd have to get new radar that kept an eye out for them.
Terry kicked himself around a bit, apologizing to us all for allowing us all to take a risk that we'd be seen. He said he should have known better, given how diligent he knew the paparazzi to be.
* * * * *
Crystal French kissed my ear, and whispered, "All those sexy photographs have made me horny. Are you the big strong man who can help me solve my problem?" She snickered at her sarcasm.
I smiled at her, and we excused ourselves from Terry and Ellen.
When we came back an hour later, the two of them were missing. I guessed that they too had succumbed to the eroticism of the photos of us all fucking the night before. I folded up the computer, making sure no trace of the titillating pictures remained. I took the memory card outside. I rolled up some newspaper, added a few twigs from the yard, set the postage stamp size memory card atop the pile, doused the small pile with an ounce of gasoline from my motorcycle, and lit everything afire. Thick black acrid smoke erupted from the small, thin, burning plastic memory card; the whole device shriveled up into a worthless mass of hard ash in less than a minute. I let the fire burn itself out, but early on I was certain that no part of what had been on the card could be resurrected.
Crystal had watched me from the door. She said, "You know I kind of hate to see all that good pornography go up in smoke, especially when I've found I have some talent in that area, and that I'm really quite photogenic under such circumstances." She pumped her hips at me in a symbolic gesture of fucking.
I stood and kissed her. "And what would you like to do today, Miss Lee?"
"Just be with you, Mr. Mellon. How about a swim?"
The two of us suited up and soon were back in the water off the dock. After burning off some energy, the two of us climbed into the back of the boat again. As a joke, I offered to repeat last night with her, but in the daylight and with other boats passing-by not too far away. After all that had happened, Crystal looked shocked at my suggestion, until she realized I was teasing her. Instead, I withdrew two cold drinks from the small refrigerator on the boat and handed one to Crystal. We settled comfortably onto the couch that had been the scene of our lovemaking last night.
Crystal and I drifted into a serious talk about relationships, and obliquely about the two of us. Neither of us had planned the chat; it just happened. She asked whether I felt any jealousy about her and Terry last night. I explained that I felt joy that she looked so happy and content as they coupled, the same as I'd felt watching her arousal and satisfaction with Paul Binford. I added that Ellen was a passionate companion, so I didn't feel that I was missing anything. Somewhere, I tossed out the terms open marriage and open relationship.
I asked her the same question about Ellen and me. Crystal thought and responded by describing what having an open relationship meant to her, particularly when someone was in another relationship. To her, it included a sensitivity to one another, a secure and loving place to come home to, openness to each other, no secrets from each other, a place to share the erotic times enjoyed with others, and the certainty of an invitation for all parties to be together as the four of us had done the night before.
I spoke of how I felt about inclusion versus exclusion, and the fine line between commitment and ownership. No one wants to be owned, but they want to feel commitment, and these days that doesn't have to be exclusive. I explained how in my travels I'd learned to have feelings and attachment for more than one woman. I'd seen examples, particularly in Pennsylvania where multiple long-established group relationships thrived side-by-side.
I asked Crystal how she would feel being a guest at a home where open love was practiced. She expressed excitement and anticipation at the idea, hoping she'd be accepted and welcomed into their fold. She said, "If they are open to extend their love and affection to me, then I want to return the favor. You know I like physical lovemaking; I wouldn't mind sharing it with like-minded people."
I raised Ellen by asking, "Would it bother you if I had a long-term physical relationship with your sister - and I include deep emotional feelings in my question as well?" In the asking, I had to think and share how I would feel about this situation.
Crystal slowly said, "No, I think not. Aren't you there already with her? We've shared a lot growing up, and more recently have enjoyed sex and lovemaking with each other. If you establish a relationship with her in addition to me, I am still the beneficiary since what makes her happy also makes me happy. I just hope you wouldn't ... have a falling out with me." She looked at me with big eyes; I thought she might have been near tears.
Crystal had told me frequently that she loved me but I had rarely used the 'L' word with her, and then only obliquely. Crystal was the third woman - Lauren, Kim and Crystal - that I had been with on my trip that I felt deep love for. Ellen might be the fourth. I had questioned my sanity and wondered at my intentions for these women after my road trip. Was it possible to truly love four women at the same time? Could I build a life that included all of them? I didn't know whether that would be possible or what I wanted it to look like, but I did know that I wanted Crystal to be a partner in my life.
Saying a serious 'I-love-you' in a declaration on bended knee hadn't happened, but Crystal's statement indicated that we had moved beyond the casual acquaintance and fuck-buddy stage, to something truly substantial. I leaned into Crystal and whispered, "Never; I could never not be with you. I need you to be an integral part of my life now and in the future." I paused and said assertively, "Crystal, I love you." She looked very happy, and we shared a kiss. She whispered back, "Me too, I hope you can feel how much; what I feel for you is so consuming it takes up all of my heart;" and we kissed some more.
The subject of Lauren came up, as well as my complicated feelings for her. Crystal knew she looked like my late wife and how that fact often short-circuited my mind when she was around as she had been in Indianapolis. I told Crystal I'd developed both lusty and affectionate feelings for Lauren, even deep feelings, but had no vision for where things would go with Lauren.
In her next question, Crystal showed great insight about what went on in my subconscious: "What about your sister Anna? You love her a lot too. You want a physical relationship with her as well, don't you?"
My head jerked up to look at Crystal. She'd just hit an open nerve, and I didn't know it even existed as close to the surface as it did until she asked the question that way. I stammered around trying to put words together for a reply, "I ... errr ... she'd never ... I don't know ... I need ..."
Crystal touched my arm and said, "Relax. I'm not trying to nail you for having incestuous feelings about your sister. Good grief, I've had sexual relations with my sister for the past twelve years. I can tell you might not have consciously thought about Anna that way, but I feel deep within that you feel something there ... and I'd bet that Anna has the same feelings for you."
"But you've never even met her. I've barely spoken about her."
"It doesn't matter. When I listen to what I'm feeling and receiving inside, I sometimes get messages like this. Call it woman's intuition." Crystal shrugged and put her face up to the sun with her eyes closed; she looked so peaceful. She added as an afterthought, "I think it'd be cool to see you fuck your sister - to make love to her. I hope I'm there when it happens."
After a long silence, I said, "Come and let's meditate for a while. I want this discussion to fully infiltrate my thinking. I also want to see whether I sense anything the way you did. I do sometimes."
Crystal and I got off the boat and sat beneath a few of the giant pines that shaded the backyard. At her request, I started our meditation time with a short oration:
"We've talked of love, relationships, attachment, our sexuality, being worthy, intuition, and enlightenment. We know deep inside that all these and more are ours for the taking when we connect ourselves with the Infinite Mind of the friendly and supportive Universe we live in. All the love, passion, and connection we seek exist as they always have in our lives; we need only to open ourselves to them - to give them as willingly as we receive them. To know that at our most fundamental level we are bonded together as Source Energy and Universal Love, and that energy brings us to a common place of peace and love that we each radiate back into the Universe. We center our minds and souls and join with the One Mind of all life. Now, we clear our thoughts and open ourselves to the Universe."
My head took over ten minutes to clear for my meditating. Thoughts of Crystal, Ellen, Kim, Lauren, Anna, Karen, Terry, and almost everyone I had recently been with swirled through my mind. I finally realized I was making a connection with each of them as the thoughts passed. And then, I had the wonderful awareness of 'Being.' I probably came out of my meditative trance forty-five minutes later. Crystal sat beside me, her large dark eyes smiling at me with obvious affection.
* * * * *
The four of us went to see a couple of shows while we were in Branson. We also played tourists and went to some of the popular sites, including the Wax Museum. Terry knew enough people to guarantee we got stage side seats at the shows, and got personal attention from the stars we went to see: Gatlin Brothers, Debby Boone, and the Rankin Brothers. Larry Gatlin coaxed Crystal onstage to do her hit'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl' and me onstage to join her in 'Texas Dawn.' We had a lot of fun doing the song with him; to our surprise he knew all the words and music. We got a standing ovation, as did the Gatlin Brothers.
That night, Ellen came into my bed, as Crystal joined Terry. I had the opportunity to let Ellen know how much I cared about her and how I wanted her as a permanent fixture in my life. She glowed in that affection.



The long weekend flew past. The feeling of needing to get back to one's primary purpose reasserted itself on Monday morning. For Terry, Ellen, and Crystal that meant returning to Nashville. For me, for the present, it meant getting back on the road to complete my journey. We parted with promises to see each other soon. I had everyone's travel schedule and an open invitation to join them when my travels brought me close to their work.
I headed north to Iowa.
Chapter 16
Iowa
I shook my head part in puzzlement and part in wonder; I'd said the three magic words, 'I Love You,' to three women since I started my road trip: Kim, Summer, and Crystal. I wasn't sure whether Summer and I were serious or just pretending to ease the baby-making space we created. I had wanted to tell Lauren, and got right to the edge but could say the words that way. I wanted to say them to Ellen too. I felt love deep inside for June, Betty Sue, and Pat. Embarrassed, I couldn't remember Karen and me saying those words to each other on a regular basis until she had gotten really sick and recovery looked doubtful. Had we gotten that complacent about our relationship up until then?
Before I'd met Karen I'd wondered whether I would ever find someone to love and who would love me. I'd found two I could be explicit with since Karen's death, and if I'd pursued them more aggressively perhaps every woman I'd slept with might fall in the same category of loving and loved. I'd told Kim and Crystal that I might fall in love too easily, however, they each brushed off that possibility and told me to be open to the strong emotional feelings I felt for someone and to be sensitive to my own emotions.
The night before I left Branson, in response to a question from Crystal, I counted the states I'd visited on a map: thirty. She also had me count up how many women I'd had sex with since my road trip started: seventeen. Crystal laughed at my innocence. Lauren had known this would happen; I had been skeptical. I'd been sending Lauren detailed descriptions of my hookups at her request; Kim, Crystal, and Ellen had asked too. Kim had urged me to include Anna in my intimate ramblings, and to follow-through with the incestuous feelings I'd had for my sister - at least to discuss them with her. I felt skeptical about how she'd receive either my emails or a discussion about the two of us making love. Flirting and teasing was one thing; making love a far cry from that. I gritted my teeth and sent the detailed email about the events in Branson to Lauren, Kim, and Anna. I copied Crystal and Ellen even though they'd been the main event.
My trip north from Branson took me to Iowa City, Iowa, home to the University of Iowa. A fraternity brother and friend, Jed Jessup lived there and taught psychology and philosophy at the university. He'd often asked for me to visit, but Iowa always seemed an out-of-the-way place. He'd recently made tenure, but that, he said, was not the big reason for me to come. The big attraction was ... well, he said he couldn't tell me until I came and saw for myself. He did say it peripherally had something to do with some students he mentored. He'd cheered when I told him I finally planned to visit.
My trip from Branson to Iowa City took three days. A weather front with long-lasting and nasty thunderstorms moved slowly across Missouri halfway along in my trip. I spent a full day laid-up in a Best Western motel in Hannibal, Missouri, overlooking the banks of the Mississippi. I learned a lot about the small town of twenty thousand from the back of my dinner menu at the motel. The community was the boyhood town for Mark Twain and the setting for many of his books including Tom Sawyer. It had been a railroad and river town, and briefly a pony express hub. Cement for the Empire State Building came from the area. Many trees filled the landscape in the town and surrounding area, but the terrain was pretty flat, at least relative to what I grew up with in New England where they have real mountains.
I exercised in the motel's gym, swam laps for a couple of hours in the indoor pool, and caught up with my various emails. I meditated and practiced my guitar and singing - memorizing two songs that Crystal had suggested.
The third day from Branson, I found Jed's house with the help of the GPS on my iPhone. Initially, I thought no one was home; since I arrived about three o'clock, and I expected Jed would be at work at the University. I parked my motorcycle so it didn't block the garage doors and unpacked a couple of things, stacking them near the front door. On my second trip, the door opened and a beautiful young woman in her early twenties stepped out.
"Hi," I exclaimed in surprise, ever the master of witty conversation. I went on, slightly in awe of the gorgeous creature before me; "I'm here to visit Jed Jessup; he gave me this address. Am I at the right home?"
I became mute and studied the woman: exceptionally pretty face - the blonde hair in a sweep across the right side of her face, blue eyes with a hint of mystery in them, high cheek bones that carried some healthy color in them - the color you'd see from a runner or tennis player, sculpted jaw, and a beautiful neck that displayed a pearl choker. She wore some carefully applied makeup, particularly around her eyes, and a light shade of gloss lipstick, but nothing that appeared overdone or gaudy. She appeared to be trim, medium height, naturally busty, and athletic - based on the muscle tone in her arms and shapely legs. She wore beautiful and meticulously crafted casual clothes: a colorful scoop neck summer shirt and white shorts that complemented her coloring. The scoop went low enough to reveal some cleavage without screaming the fact. She looked as if she had a professional job, and she had wisdom in her eyes that caught my attention. I wondered about her relationship with Jed, but thought better than to ask.
She nodded politely and gave me a warm and welcoming smile, and came forward to meet me and shake my hand. "Yes, this is Jed's, but he won't be back until six or so; he has a four o'clock class that doesn't end until five-thirty. He's usually home around six unless some student corners him."
She spoke with authority and familiarity about my friend, almost as though she was his wife, but Jed had never mentioned being married or even settling down. Might he have married someone over half a generation younger and not broadcast the news? Jed and I were in our thirties; this woman looked to be in her early twenties. I detected a level of intimacy between her and Jed just based on how she talked about him and the smile on her face when she mentioned his name.
After a suitable pause to absorb the information about his late arrival, I said, "He invited me to come and stay for a few days. We were in college together - fraternity brothers."
She said suddenly with a flash of recognition, "Oh, forgive me. You must be Jim Mellon!"
I nodded.
The pretty college girl came and put her hand on my arm in a sexy gesture and gave me a polite hug. She started to bubble with enthusiasm now that she had placed me, "Jed mentioned you were coming, but he didn't mention the motorcycle or say when you'd arrive." Now, she paused before adding, "Oh, where'd my manners go; please come in. I'm Sally - Sally Furth, and no wisecracks about my name - like 'sallied forth;' I think I've heard them all."
She smiled again. "Bring your things inside. I'm not sure what Jed had planned for sleeping arrangements when you got here; those change all the time, as you'll see. This is a good time to arrive actually; Jed said you could help with our two newbies who arrive tomorrow." I know I looked puzzled, but she didn't explain that remark. "For now, just put your things in the corner of the living room by the French doors leading out to the deck."
Sally picked up my bedroll and tent and carried them inside, and I followed with my travel guitar and a duffle bag. I went back to the bike and brought in two other duffle bags and the two saddlebags.
Sally studied me - clinically, analytically. I could almost hear the wheels of evaluation moving inside her head. I'd shaved that morning and given myself a haircut the day before. She made me feel as though I wanted to look my best for her. My riding clothes left something to be desired relative to being best dressed; I wore my western boots that seemed to work well on the motorcycle, khaki shorts, and a t-shirt with the arms hacked off that had 'Nashville' written across it in large letters. From being outdoors so much, my skin had bronzed at least a dozen shades darker than Sally's. I think my posture improved around her too.
Lacking vanity, I knew I looked reasonably good to women: square jawed, pleasant face, sandy hair, gray eyes, and a trim but muscular physique. I'd lost a lot of weight since Karen died, and toughened my body almost back to what I'd been in the military. ThePeople magazine article that had appeared a month or so earlier called me 'outrageously handsome.' I still had trouble grappling with that superlative description and blushed when I even thought of the term.
Sally leaned against a doorframe watching me stack my bags and made a statement that seemed to come out of the blue, "You meditate don't you? You're spiritual."
I smiled warmly at her as I stood in the middle of the living room, "Yes, I try to meditate for at least twenty minutes each day, though I miss a few days here and there for various reasons."
She said in a nice tone, "I can see the inner serenity you've started to carry. You share it with others - thank you for sharing with me." After a pause she said, "I also see an important inner sadness- something that involves snow and someone young, something that is slowly fading but will always be with you."
I volunteered without showing emotion; "My wife died at age thirty-two this past winter in New England. There was snow that day. I loved her very much. My trip - from Massachusetts to California - is helping me clear my head about her passing and my loss." I paused and asked, "Do you read minds?"
Sally said with precision of thought, "No, I don't think so - well, maybe. I'm just sensitive to the vibrations people give off. Your spiritual nature comes through strongly. The sadness is in your eyes, not always but it flickers on and off irregularly. When you smile I see the depth of your sorrow and happiness, and they are both deep in their own dimensions." She raised her eyebrows and smiled; I felt as though she had seen my inner most secrets. She concluded her assessment with another insightful observation: "You love and are loved ... by several ... by many."
As I nodded in agreement with her statement, she smiled exceptionally warmly at me. Sally then took things in a different direction: "There's shade on the back deck now - that's good; it won't be so hot. Come and sit with me. I'll get you a drink - beer, wine, soft drink?"
I opted for a diet coke. Sally and I sat while she told me a little about herself. She had a room in Jed's house. There were a couple of others who lived there too; she said I'd meet them soon enough because they'd be home by dinner. Sally was a second-year graduate student in psychology working on her doctorate. Not surprising after our initial interaction, her research area focused on intuition, but she wanted to do clinical counseling after her degree. She explained in more detail about her interest in this area, even in ESP, and how she had to avoid using the ESP terminology and being labeled a nut by the conservative faculty. The minutes flew by as we talked.
Gail Richmond, a pretty housemate of Sally and Jed's, arrived at the house shortly after five and joined us on the deck. Gail too had a sophisticated air about her unlike most college students. She dressed to impress as well. She had been blessed with beauty, just like Sally, and had the same air of sophistication around her that Sally had. She obviously paid attention to her body, used makeup judiciously, dressed sharply, had a carefully coiffed hairstyle - jet-black hair with a luxurious sheen, and similar athletic body tone to Sally. She engendered warmth and welcome to me, and like her friend, went out of her way to put me at ease. Gail was a grad student in education, and well along in her certification program; she explained how she wanted to pioneer using the latest technologies in the classroom, particularly at problem schools.
Fifteen minutes later, the third housemate Lena Thomas joined us. The code of beauty and neat physical appearance extended to her as well: red hair neatly styled, trim and athletic figure, precise makeup - particularly emphasizing her beautiful green eyes, crisp white stovepipe slacks, high heels, and a fold over blouse that allowed one to think about her cleavage without an overt request. Her look and style belonged more in an upscale Manhattan office than a mid-western college campus where most of the other students wore sweats, t-shirts, and flip-flops. Based on a few comments and her laughter, Lena had the most evident sense of humor of the three women. She was a business major, intent on getting an MBA degree, and clear about which of the five leading management consulting firms she wanted to work with after she completed the program.
If I'd had to choose the most beautiful of the three women, it would be a Herculean task. Each of them was beautiful. I briefly had the thought that the three of them had come from the same finishing school. They each radiated sophistication and sex appeal; competence and innocence; intelligence and friendship; independence and connectedness. The thought that I could easily spend a lifetime with any of them and never be bored also flashed through my mind.
Jed arrived home precisely at six o'clock. After we completed a typical male greeting of long-time friends, Jed got us all a glass of wine from a newly opened bottle. Sally and Lena put together a platter of hors d'oeuvres to help us last until a more formal dinner. I took note of my friend, comparing him to the frat brother of eighteen years earlier. He was more mature, thinner, tanner, more in shape, more measured in his ways, a far better dresser - equal to the women, and had a warmth of personality about him I'd never seen before. He had charisma unlike the young man I'd know back then. I felt very welcome in his home.
Lena and Gail slipped away while Sally, Jed, and I talked. Before I realized how long they had been gone, Lena appeared and announced that dinner was ready. Jed led us into a dining room where Lena and Gail served a pork roast with all the trimmings - soup, salad, entrée, and dessert. The portions were carefully balanced to appeal to a gourmet. Sally served us all coffee in the living room after dinner - a perfect rich aromatic blend, the end of the perfect dinner. Sally and Jed disappeared briefly, and I realized they had the cleanup duty in the kitchen only after they rejoined us.
Throughout our dinner conversation, I resisted asking about the relation of the three women to Jed. I accepted their earlier statement that they were housemates, but increasingly I could tell something deeper and more intimate happened in the house. Much of the dinner conversation revolved around my unexpected entry into the music industry, Crystal, and where I thought things might go eventually now that I had a new career. I have to admit the women kept me on my toes and made me mentally rise to the occasion of being in their company.
As we finished our coffee, Jed suggested a walk around part of the campus near the house. I accepted, and the two of us left the house to the women.
* * * * *
Several hundred feet from the house Jed said, "I congratulate you for holding in your curiosity. Most people I know would have bluntly asked about the women, their remarkable similarities, and my relationship with them, but you didn't."
I replied with a smirk, "Well, I am curious. I figured if I needed to know you'd tell me when the time was right."
Jed said, "The time is right. The easy answer is that I am the mentor to each of them - Sally, Gail, and Lena; however, that greatly over-simplifies the situation. They mentor each other too, formally, and intentionally. I provide the mentoring service and environment to a handpicked clientele of young women that want to become sophisticated and polished - in every way you can imagine. Right now there are the three you met; two more arrive tomorrow. I've had as many as eight at the same time, living at the house, but that was too many at one time."
"They're each beautiful," I allowed.
"Yes, and I love them all - literally. The three you met are well along in their self-development. They are dramatically different from when the joined me: cultured, aware, stylish, elegant, refined, and cosmopolitan are a few other positive words that now apply to them. When they started you wouldn't have used any of those words about them."
I was silent digesting his last remark. After walking a hundred yards, Jed went on, "I don't advertise; they come to me - word of mouth. The women at the house have selected the two new women, although I met them as well after they were screened. Each student, if I can use that term, must be a senior or graduate student that will live in my home for at least two years, show potential but have lacked role models and motivation to grow and evolve to be the kind of person the three women want to become. We provide that. Oh, one other thing, when they reach us, most are pretty naïve about every aspect of life, including sex." He chuckled to himself.
"Sex?" I asked.
"Yes, they're each old enough when they arrive to know everything in a hypothetical freshman Sex 101 course. We try to be the graduate course, to continue the analogy; but there's all the other things we do along with it that aren't sexual at all."
I pondered his analogy and then questioned, "And, your role in all this?"
"Beside providing the living quarters, I am the head mentor and primary judge of the women's appearance, behavior, growth, attitude, and, well, you name it. While they live with me, I become the alpha male in their lives. Sometimes, I deliver tough love, but I usually do it with a soft touch. I'm not a parent; I'm more like a big brother, but I'm also their lover - and they grow to love each other physically and emotionally. If they don't like what they hear or experience, they are free to leave at any time, but in ten years not one of the eighteen women that have been with me in this endeavor has ever left."
"And they change over time?"
"They change quite rapidly," Jed explained. "Remember, they were chosen because they had potential and motivation. We all support each newbie starting with things like dress, manners, decorum, and etiquette in every aspect of their life - even sex. They agree they will follow our advice, as best they can, one hundred percent of the time. In terms of dress, for instance, each woman will always be meticulously and carefully dressed for every occasion; it's a commitment they make to themselves and to each other. Their goal is to be as good as the best-dressed woman in the country. There is no 'down time' - a time when they might lapse into sweats, t-shirts, and flip-flops. Those pieces of clothing are not part of their wardrobe. They do dress appropriately for a casual occasion, but never in a sloppy fashion. Today, Sally was home and met you in casual clothes. Lena had come from classes, and had dressed accordingly; so had Gail. When people see them on campus, heads turn - every time."
"How can they afford clothing like that on a student's budget?" I asked.
Jed said, "Looking great doesn't require a lot of money, but it does require forethought about what you'll look like in something you buy, and the utility of it in multiple ensembles. I do admit that if the gap is too large I help them financially." He shrugged, "By the time they've been in the house a week or two, I've already fallen for them and vice versa."



"You said you love them - literally."
Jed said, "Yes, I sleep with each of them, sometimes two or all of us at a time. We have an active and robust sex life with no holds barred. Anything goes, and we encourage each other. We'll try anything once, and usually keep what we try in our repertoire of tricks. More to the point, I do love them. I fall in love with the end products, and someday, I'll probably marry one of them. I'm thinking of Sally in that way right now, but please don't say anything to her; I'm still warming up to the idea of having a wife after being a bachelor all my life."
"How long do they stay?"
"Sally's been with me three years - since she was a senior and now working on her Ph.D. dissertation, so she's sort of the Queen Bee; Gail two years, and Lena almost two. Sally has stayed the longest of any because of her degree aspirations. More typically, two years is about right. Lessons are learned, cemented in, and then the tables are turned and each girl mentors a new recruit. When they finish their studies, they leave. Sally likes me, likes the living arrangements, likes the other women, and ... I think she sees long-term possibilities between the two of us as well."
I added, "You've changed too. It's as though you've put yourself through the same program they go through."
Jed laughed; "I did. I had a girlfriend when I started in the faculty here - Mandy. She rode me hard about my slovenly dress, my irregular personality, my moods, my lack of manners in some settings, my slovenly appearance around the house, and on and on. I slowly shaped up, particularly with the positive feedback she gave me. I lost weight, quit drinking so much, pizza disappeared from my diet, and my manners improved - I even took an etiquette course here at the University. I did a lot more over time, ratcheting up in my self-esteem each time I accomplished some self-improvement goal."
"But you did more than that. You got tenure, at a pretty early age too."
"Yes. As I mentored the women, I paid more attention to the rest of myself including the intellectual and career sides of my life. I stopped rebelling. I tightened up what I looked like and how I acted, I got more precise and motivated internally - more disciplined. I negotiated deals with each of the senior professors on the tenure committee, you know, 'What do I have to do to get tenure?' kind of discussions. I then did exactly what they asked, even going further when I could. When my name came up I went through to tenure on the first vote."
I said, "Well, several things come to mind. First, congratulations on turning yourself into an amazing and urbane person. Second, I love your taste in women. Third, I apologize for my dress code; I'm already feeling the pressure to change my slovenly ways."
Jed laughed. He said, "The women will change you if they feel they should. They're more the mentors than I am these days. None of them are shy or retiring, particularly with someone on the inner circle as you appear to be now. Welcome inside."
I said, "I'll watch myself. Tomorrow, I'll try to clean up my act a little, maybe even do a little shopping."
As we walked another thought came to mind; I asked, "What about the University? What would they think or do if they found out about you?"
Jed laughed. He answered me in an oblique way, "Do you know how many unique and sexually-oriented living arrangements there are in this town? Thirty thousand students go here - thirty thousand horny, hormone-laden students pour in here every year to an equally hormone-laden faculty. There are four thousand members of the faculty and administration. Our home is not unique when seen from the outside. I'm just a single faculty member that apparently rents out some of his rooms. Occasionally, I get 'involved' with one of my tenants, but that's not unusual. The University would never think of getting involved in anything like this unless it became unlawful, which, today in this state and amongst consenting adults, it isn't." Under his breath, he added, "Thank God!"
We walked some more with Jed pointing out various campus landmarks. As we got near the house again, he said, "Tonight, you'll probably sleep with Lena. She liked you a lot at dinner; it showed to all of us."
"Errr, she might not want to sleep with me."
Jed chuckled; "She does, trust me. She will also relish having a man all to herself for a change. I've been derelict in giving her one-on-one time for the past two week. You'll fix that tonight, if you're willing."
I shrugged, content to cozy such a beautiful woman, but skeptical that she'd want a sexual liaison with someone she'd just met. Eventually, I admitted, "Oh, I'm more than willing. I just hope I don't disappoint in some way."
Jed read my mind, "We practice an open sexuality among ourselves and our close friends. You are a close friend, particularly after you opened up over dinner about your late wife, your trip, and your entry into the music business. I know you held back some of your sexual liaisons, but you shared everything else, unless I missed something. Moreover, you displayed both your masculine and feminine sides of your personality; that's rare in a male. I read the women perfectly, and they loved having you in our midst."
"What does 'open' mean - although, I can guess?"
"The girls are comfortable with each other, and I often find a couple of them pleasuring each other - sometimes all three. We sleep together in whatever comfortable combinations an evening brings, and a few times we've included an outsider such as you. We make love together, openly and completely; exhibitionism and voyeurism are encouraged. There is no jealousy or possessiveness. We don't have sexual or relationship secrets."
I commented, "I visited another 'group' setting on my road trip -in Pennsylvania. It was a polyamorous group. Even I've come a long way since then, although that was only a few months ago." I laughed and added almost in jest, "Is sex part of the house curriculum?"
Jed responded more seriously, "Yes, actually it is. While we've started with a virgin or two, the one encompassing statement about the girls when they arrive is that they are naïve about life - especially sex. We cover everything we can with them. No one has ever not wanted to participate in this aspect of things. We watch porn, do our own movies and critique them later, try most sex acts and even play with BDSM a little although none of us right now are so inclined. We study the vocabulary about sex, for instance, do you know what the words snowballing, tribbing, or bezzle face mean?"
I knew about snowballing, but that was it. Jed teased me on the other two, and then told me what the terms meant. He went on talking about the mentoring, "Through our open discussions each of us knows how the others want to be made love to, what kind of people they like, and their preferences, joys, fantasies, wishes, and desires. We are quite transparent with each other. The house motto is 'No Secrets.' In everyway possible; we try to make all these things happen for each person. I have been amazed at how 'earthy' and 'raw' some of the girl's fantasies have been; for instance, we had a gang bang here about a month ago since playing out that fantasy became important to Sally, Lena, and Gail."
I blanched at the thought, and then asked, "So who arrives tomorrow?"
"Ah, I'm glad you asked. You can even help out. Tomorrow, Camille and Nicky will move into the house. We have already been working with them, so they won't be taken by surprise by much at the house. They already know the basic rules of the house: no back sliding on bad habits, transparency, and sexual and emotional openness. They've already worked with the women a little on dress and makeup. They have their charter about etiquette, decorum, ethics, politeness, and so forth, but they're both on square one. They've been trying, but it would have been hard in the living situations they've been in, where many of our principles and precepts aren't valued. The peer pressure in our environment is explicitly beneficial and focused on personal goals and positive things."
* * * * *
When we got back to the house, Lena eagerly awaited our arrival at the door. She glanced at me and said in a tentative tone to Jed, "Is it all right if I take care of Jim tonight? Sally and Gail are already getting ready for sleep in your room." Lena closely looked at me to see whether she detected any rejection or resistance. I had none, so I smiled at her.
Jed acknowledged the arrangements, bid us goodnight, and went off to his part of the house.
Lena said, "I took the liberty of moving your things into my bedroom; well, it's more formally known at Bedroom Four. We each have a bedroom, but we seldom sleep alone; who's in which bed is very fluid. Did Jed explain some of our life style to you?"
I said politely, "Some, yes, but I sense there's a lot more for me to understand. He did speculate that you and I would sleep together tonight, but, please, if that idea makes you uncomfortable, I can easily pitch a tent in the backyard or sleep on the living room couch. I rise early to exercise anyway and wouldn't want to disturb anyone."
Lena smiled, almost like the Cheshire cat. She stepped up to me, put her arms around my neck, and pulled my face to hers for a kiss. She gave me a smoldering kiss, the kind that melts steel without a visible flame. I kissed back, and soon the two of us were very preoccupied with each other.
"Come to bed, Jim," Lena said pulling me down the hallway to her room. I didn't need to be asked twice.
Lena joined me in a shower. I hadn't showered since I'd gotten off the motorcycle, so I felt laden with road grime. She scrubbed me all over - between kisses - and allowed me the same privilege to her beautiful nude body. I have a fetish about full breasts with large areolas; I love to hold them, suck on them, and feel the erect nipples all over my body. Lena apparently liked that game too, for she loved to display herself to me, encouraged me to fondle and suck on her, and often rubbed her tits against me as we moved around under the water.
When cleanliness had been achieved, Lena knelt in front of me and inhaled my tumescent penis. One of the skills she'd picked up since she lost her virginity to Jed apparently extended to fellatio. She was superb. I had to stop her, lest I shoot off before I'd had a chance to pleasure her. I told her this, and she rose and kissed me, pushing those gorgeous globes into my chest again and gently squeezing my cock between our bodies.
We dried each other. Lena's hair was wet, and I insisted that I dry it and comb it out. Following the shampoo I'd given her in the shower, she said this might be the sexiest thing that had happened to her in quite a while. With both of us naked, I gently brushed her natural red hair as I held a hair dryer in my other hand. I often used my fingers to remove a tangle or snag. She sat facing a large mirror, as I stood behind her. When I'd massage her scalp, she'd often close her eyes and let the experience transport her to some land of pleasure.
After her hair was dry and beautiful, I demonstrated to Lena my growing expertise in cunnilingus. I turned her every which way but loose in the first few minutes my tongue and fingers romanced her cunt. She squirmed and writhed beneath my mouth and hands as I pleasured her. I found her clitoris easily; her G-spot took trial and error to find; only when her body levitated with pleasure off the bed did I know I'd found the right place. I touched several other places on her body, searching for the 'buttons' that indicated particularly sensitive erogenous zones. I found them, one by one and cataloged them for future use.
Lena moaned, encouraged, ranted, raved, and said outrageously sexy and dirty things to me as I worked on her. When I met her verbal challenge and brought my stiff shaft up to the entrance to her pussy, the sex talk increased until I pushed my cock completely into her lithe body. Lena's mouth opened to speak, but nothing came out except a gasp; a look of pure, unadulterated joy came over her face.
I speculated that Jed had become quite a cocksman with a house full of willing beautiful women. I wondered whether Tantric sex had ever come up in discussion or as part of the self-improvement discipline they'd shared. Accordingly, I heightened my sexual awareness and started to carefully bring pleasure to each part of Lena's body using my newfound knowledge about her hot spots. Again, she started to moan and guide my efforts. I resisted rushing, instead changing our sexual position so I could exercise some new point of pleasure on her. I came a couple of times without ejaculating. By contrast, Lena started to have orgasms of increasing intensity every few minutes.
We broke into a sweat from our efforts, the sheen of perspiration giving way to rivulets of water running from our pores. I alternated my strokes: fast to slow, deep to shallow, and hard to soft. I recited some poetry to her from memory. I sang'Texas Dawn' to her in a romantic voice. I launched into some fictional description of her as the lead character in a gangbang with all her favorite males surrounding her, and tried to optimize her pleasure. With each shift in emphasis or erotic story, Lena would cum like an exploding fireworks factory. A few times she ejaculated girl juice that flooded the area between us and dripped off us onto the bed.
While Lena had shown her prim and proper side outside the bedroom, she proved to be a wildcat in bed. I didn't know a woman's body could writhe and twist in pleasure so much. At one point, I took a chance as she rose over me in the cowgirl position and slowly pushed a moist finger deep into her ass. Her eyes rolled up into her head, she entered a state of near delirium as she climaxed, and she squirted another shot of her sex juice all over me. When she came down from that experience, I started to play with both orifices much to her pleasure. Her whispers told me of only limited experience with 'that part' of her body.
We fucked for over almost two hours, although I didn't realize it had been so long until I had us both build up to a Grand Finale. I came in buckets, filling her cunt with my jizz as she crested beneath me. I went deep, unbelievably deep in her body. I could feel her spasms around my dick. This time we both found the rapture and ecstasy of intense orgasms. Lena's orgasm transported her to a spiritual place of transcendence - practically an out of body experience. I went with her.
We cooed and cuddled in the afterglow of our lovemaking. Eventually, we fell asleep in each other's arms.
* * * * *
To my surprise, Lena rose soundlessly with me about six in the morning. We both put on running gear, and she led me out the door for a morning run. The sky had just started to lighten, very few cars drove the streets, and the temperature was deliciously cool. Lena set an aggressive pace; I could easily keep up because I had started to run again, but I think she held the record for the fastest pace of any woman I'd run with. She led me on various paths around and through the University, occasionally speaking to point out a building and its significance: "Jed works in there. That's the library. Most of my business classes are in that building. Sally will defend her doctorate here. Gail uses this computer lab." We ran for forty-five minutes, and at our pace I guessed we went about six or seven miles.
Lena brought our run to an end at the campus gymnasium. Inside, we used weights and a few of the machines for a half-hour. In the process, I took my sweat-soaked t-shirt off. A few minutes later, as she walked by me, Lena gently touched the skin on my front and back left side where I'd been most recently wounded. She gave me a questioning look.
I explained briefly, "I got shot by a couple of thugs in Alabama about two months ago." At that point, I didn't offer further explanation. Lena just nodded and went to her next exercise station.
Later, as we walked back to the house, Lena asked, "The bullet wound ... one shot all the way through?"
I nodded.
"I read that you stopped a rape?"
"Yes."
A long silence ensued. Lena then stopped me and turned me so I could see the tears in her eyes. They started to roll uncontrollably down her cheeks. She kissed me hard, very hard. She whispered, "Thank you for saving that girl; for risking your life for her." Some deep emotion resided inside her about this; when she felt ready, maybe she'd tell me why.
Back at the house, Jed, Sally and Gail were in the kitchen, and happily acknowledged our return. Lena and I showered together, but kept the sex play to a minimum so we could join the others for breakfast.
I took pleasure in watching Lena put on makeup, fix her hair, and dress. She was fast and effective, although she would have looked spectacular without a touch of cosmetics. My own efforts in that regard were somewhat limited by what I had carried in my saddlebags. I managed to shave, and brush my hair, besides putting on a clean t-shirt and my riding shorts. I wore my running shoes without socks instead of the boots. When we finished, Lena looked like a million dollars. I looked as though I'd been dumpster diving for clothes.
In the kitchen, I got kisses from Sally and Gail; the intensity of the kisses surprised and aroused me. The trio served a balanced breakfast, commenting on the nutritional offerings on the table. The two of them had also dressed while Lena and I had been in the shower. Sally had that chic upscale office look that made my mouth water. Gail looked like a model for casual fashion, maybe Lilly Pulitzer; I wondered how many women staying home on a Saturday actually wore a gorgeous dress as she did. I praised all of them; they looked pleased that I'd noticed. Jed heard my remarks and by waving his hands around gave me a 'welcome guest' award for not being shy to state the obvious. Jed looked quite dapper himself, displaying the upscale college professor look, including a Harris Tweed jacket.
After our Saturday morning breakfast, Jed, Sally, and Lena went in different directions for various errands. Jed had papers to grade and a meeting with his dean. Sally had a two-hour morning class. Lena left to go to a luncheon lecture the University of Iowa Extension was conducting in Cedar Rapids, an hour or so away. When everyone was gone, Gail suggested we take our second cups of coffee into the living room. We chatted some more following up on last night's dinner table conversation.
Eventually, after a slightly awkward pause, Gail grinned at me and asked, "Did you enjoy Lena last night? She enjoyed you, very much."
I was surprised at the bluntness of her question, and I know I raised my eyebrows. I thought about how to answer her. Before I could speak, Gail went further, "We share everything about each other; that's one of the house rules. Jed thinks it keeps us from being jealous or possessive, and it seems to work. No one holds anything in. Lena really wanted to be with you. I could tell the moment she met you yesterday afternoon; she went all gooey inside and it showed." Gail chuckled.
I responded, "We had a ... fabulous time together. We wore each other out. This morning she ran and exercised with me; she's a powerhouse."
"Will you ... be intimate with me? I feel the same way she does."
"This isn't out of some sense of duty ... because I'm Jed's friend ... or because of the music stuff?" I asked.
"No, it's something different. Sally told me she knew right away too - your spirituality. One of the things that Jed and the other women who were here before emphasize is the integration and interconnectedness of mind, body, and spirit. We have to develop all three in balance to be a whole person. There's a lot more to this, but that's the view from thirty-thousand feet, and it influences how we behave and what we do."



"And, you feel that too - about me, I mean?" I asked. I still worried she was thinking in sexual terms without a solid basis to her thinking.
"Yes. Sally's better at identifying things like that early, when she first meets someone. She's more intuitive than Lena or me. We think she has a very special gift - her ESP. She can point the way for us sometimes; and she did this time."
"Well, as I told Sally, yes, I am spiritual ... but not religious."
Gail asked with a curious tone, "Please, how do you define spirituality and not being religious?"
I paused as I'd never answered this question. "Being religious means you adhere to a creed that someone laid down about what you believe and don't believe. There are rules ... hundreds of them, and basically your belief system comes from outside you - from other people who you decided to align with. If you don't believe what I believe you're not 'in,' and I might even decide to hurt you for not believing what I believe and doing the various rituals."
I said, "Spirituality comes from deep within oneself. Mine involves my concern for my own inner life ... my spiritual path. It's inclusive; I'm willing to share this with others but it's not a requirement for me to have a relationship or friendship with someone. It definitely involves my connection to a larger reality - nature, the cosmos, or the universe. I also feel the connection to all of mankind, knowing we are all in and of a Great One. I pay great attention to various humanistic qualities like love, peace, compassion, forgiveness, contemplation, harmony, and tolerance, to name some. I'm kinder to and more forgiving of others and myself, more than I've ever been in my life. Lastly, for me, there are some things I do that help me be spiritual - pray, meditate, and exercise are three of these, and sometimes I do yoga or tai chi. I got into all this stuff shortly after I left the Army; I was adrift and needed some new anchor points."
Gail nodded in agreement. I further explained that I'd thought about the subject in some depth. I told her some of the books I'd read - Tolle, Hicks-Abraham, Zukov, Ruiz, Hay, and Dyer. We compared notes on many that she had read too.
I said, "One of the authors, commented that when you are in love, you care about the spiritual growth of your partner. This expands the definition of love beyond the physical attraction, beyond the excitement, and beyond the intellectual attraction many share. This brings the trinity of mind, body, and spirit to a relationship; in fact, if there were a Jesus and if he ever thought about a trinity, it was probably this one rather than the one some politically-oriented clerics created at the Council of Nicea in the fourth century."
Gail agreed about the expanded definition of love, and our discussion migrated to talking about relationships, and then to talking about Karen, my late wife. Gail noted how I covered all three areas of being in my description of her.
After a lull in our conversation, Gail reminded me of her initial question in a direct yet happy way: "Will you be intimate with me? I would like to experience you, and want you to experience me."
"I would be delighted and privileged to make love with you - on all the levels we've been talking about." I guess I smiled warmly at her.
Gail broke into a big smile, her joy visibly evident. She stood and put her hand out to me. I took it and rose. She flowed into my arms, and we kissed. In that instant, I felt the elements of that trinity in our joining: mind, body, and spirit. I felt it with each woman I'd made love to; the concept of Namasté came to mind - seeing everyone's divinity and inner beauty.
We took our time removing each other's clothing, honoring each other's body, and enjoying and satisfying the lust that rapidly developed between the two of us. Beneath the surface of those feelings and sensations, we both cared for each other - we both wanted to help each other grow in some way.
We spent the rest of the morning naked and joined in Bedroom Three. Gail naked looked even more astounding than the sophisticated version of her that wore the chic clothing we'd left scattered on the living room furniture.
* * * * *
Sally became my partner in the afternoon. I could feel the flow of her intuitive energy into my body as we mated. Like her house-sisters Lena and Gail, I couldn't believe the attraction I felt on so many levels for her. I wondered what particular deed I had done that pleased the gods for them to present such a perfect woman to me - a flawless body, loaded with passion and excitement about our joining.
Sally wanted to fuck outdoors on a chaise on the back patio. I gracefully declined, briefly telling her about my run-in with the paparazzi in Branson. I didn't tell her about my midnight raid to retrieve the memory card containing the salacious photos of Crystal, Ellen, Terry, and me screwing on the motorboat; I just told her the issue seemed to resolve itself, and that I had resolved to keep sexual activity indoors for a while so that no one had the opportunity to repeat a potentially embarrassing situation.
When Sally and I lay panting side by side drenched in the fluids and sweat we had generated over the past ninety minutes, she surprised me with her next comment; "Tonight, Nicky and Camille will start living here. I hope you have enough stamina to satisfy each of them. We will all participate in their welcome, and we hope you will too."
In the haze of my afterglow, I said, "Sounds like an orgy."
Sally smiled and said, "Exactly!"
I could feel my well-used dick start to rise in an excited state at the thought.
* * * * *
The 'newbies' arrived at the house about four o'clock in the afternoon. Both were new graduate students.
Camille was French, and had a slight accent to prove it. She had waist-long black hair with a few lighter streaks in it, a freckled face, medium height, and gorgeous dark eyes. She tended to the plump side, but arrived dressed nicely, clearly trying to rise to the standards of the house. Were she a few pounds lighter, she'd have a fabulous physique topped with a face and breasts that would command attention. Camille looked a little worried about what her presence in the home would bring. I think that meeting me intimidated her, but I tried to put her at ease. She kept saying, "I've never met anyone famous before."
Nicky was a cute, petite, brown eyed, long hair brunette. I doubted she would have stood more than five feet in height were it not for three-inch spike heels she wore. She had an exceptionally pretty face, but too much eye shadow for my taste. The heels she wore looked out of place with her flowered Bermuda shorts and yellow scoop neck top. She too looked worried, but covered her angst by smiling continually; by the end of the day, I'd have bet her cheek muscles would ache.
Lena and Gail helped move the two 'newbies' and their luggage into Bedroom Two and Three. The trio returned to the living room just as Jed arrived back home. There were greetings all around, but I could tell everyone knew each other at least on some level.
Jed herded us all into the living room. He spoke with Nicky and Camille as the rest of us listened. "You have chosen to be here of your own freewill, and as you know you may leave at any time. You are not slaves, but we do expect you to share the workload in the house." He consulted a scrap of paper he pulled from the pocket of his sport jacket, "You have stated your goals are to ... transform your lives in many ways, become more aware of the life around you, move to a level of adulthood that transcends that achieved by most adults, dress better than almost everyone else in the world, be sophisticated and aware, and be new and better people that other people love and respect."
Camille and Nicky nodded in agreement.
Jed went on, "We've described our life style in the house, our mentoring approach. You've met and spent time with all of us except Jim, and you've read some of the books we recommended including two of Robert Rimmer's books and the metaphysics books we recommended. You were selected a month ago from fifteen others that wanted to be here; some of them may come later, but you are here now."
Camille smiled nervously; Nicky just nodded.
Jed continued, "So, as you know we will begin tonight - now actually. I remind you that what we do here is aimed at your goals, and is done with a motivation of support and caring for you." He paused, and then said, "Nicky, will you stand in front of the fireplace for us."
Nicky stood and moved to the hearth.
One by one, each of the people in the room moved to hug and kiss Nicky. The kisses were more than the usual bus you'd see between women; Jed gave her a long and passionate kiss. Nicky smiled warmly at him. I joined the reception line, and kissed Nicky putting some meaning in the kiss. We all sat down again.
Jed emceed the critique session. "Nicky, we hug and kiss like this before a critique and afterwards because we want to show you that we love you. Our comments and critiques here and whenever we make them are not to tear you down and destroy you, but to build you up and help you achieve your goals - to make you a better a person."
Nicky nodded her understanding.
Jed turned and asked, "Camille, do you like the way Nicky is dressed?"
Camille carefully studied her new colleague. She shook her head and in a timid voice said, "Not entirely, the look is wrong, particularly for her height."
"Give Nicky advice; tell her what you see and feel - you'll be learning as much in the process. She can do anything she wants with what we tell her; the decision is hers. Don't hold back. Be honest. You may be blunt; that's why we're here."
Camille took a deep breath and started her critique to Nicky, "Well, the heels don't fit your outfit, you should probably have jeweled flats or low platforms with the shorts, but not those heels. You are wearing sport clothes; the style of the shoes should match that style or vice versa. The color of the shorts makes your skin look pale, and they're baggy on your butt. The scoop neck top is too plain - pale yellow is not your color; you need a more vibrant color in your palette." She looked at the other women in the room looking for support and ideas, taking in what they were wearing and how they looked. She added, "I hate to say it, but your hair is stringy and lacks a sheen; the ends are uneven. You have too much eye shadow and no lip-gloss. The multiple ear piercings are a distraction and don't align with what you're trying to achieve." She stopped and looked at Nicky expecting a sharp retort.
Jed said, "Nicky, we talked earlier about how to respond to things like this."
Nicky came and hugged Camille. "Thank you for your frank opinions. I value what you said, and feel you are correct on all counts. I want to improve, and I really welcome your help, not just now but anytime you see something you think is wrong. Thank you for helping me be the person I want to be." While the words sounded slightly rehearsed, I felt the basis of the concept would take root over time.
We all applauded. Jed went around the circle in the living room, and we added to what Camille had told Nicky. Our advice got delivered with visible caring and kindness. When we were through, Nicky got hugs from everyone again. Camille then stood and her appearance got a similar critique. Again, she thanked everyone and hugged each person to thank him or her. I kept my own comments to a minimum.
Jed turned to me with a grin and a wink, "Jim, would you like to stand on the hearth?" He caught me by surprise.
I rose and took my turn on the hot spot. I knew this would be funny. The critiques I got came more with jest than serious advice since by then, everyone knew I had a limited wardrobe because of the small amount of clothing I could carry on the motorcycle: "Your sneakers are dirty, your shorts need ironing, the t-shirt is crumpled and has a grease stain on it, and you need a real haircut - it looks as if you did it yourself without a mirror." When they were through I hugged everyone, kissing the women with some degree of remembered passion for some, and thanked them for their sage advice. I promised to clean up my act the very next day. I hadn't gotten to a clothing store that day as I had intended. I gave lecherous grins to Gail and Sally to remind them that I had been otherwise occupied during the day.
After much laughter that eased the tension of the critiques, Sally led us to hors d'oeuvres and wine. We had great conversation that also took the edge off all of the critiques that had been given. I fielded many questions about my new career in country music, Crystal Lee, the new album, making the recording of 'Texas Dawn,' and what the two concerts I'd been part of were like. The cocktail hour became the dinner hour, and then we sat and enjoyed after dinner coffee. Jed and I enjoyed an after-dinner liqueur on the patio.
Lena came and stood behind my chair and started to massage my shoulders. I could put my head back against her buxom chest. Sally repeated the process with Jed, and Gail massaged Camille's shoulders and then Nicky's.
Gail said, "We are sexual beings, and knowing how to play and enjoy sex is part of our growth and sophistication in life. You know we don't draw gender boundaries about whom we have sex with, only the imperative to enjoy what comes." She grinned at her pun. "We each want to share ourselves with you, to bring arousal and pleasure to you. Is that all right?"
Camille said softly, "I have thought of little else for four weeks since I learned these details about your living style - the open living and loving you enjoy, and got accepted to the program."
Nicky nodded in agreement with a sheepish grin. She said, "I'm a little embarrassed to admit it, but I so look forward to this part of living here."
Gail said, "Then we will celebrate each other."
Lena came in front of me, and we kissed with great passion. Our tongues dueled. After she whispered her desire to me, I slowly undid the buttons on the front of her blouse. Beside me, I could see Jed and Sally paying similar attention to Nicky. Sally quickly became nude from the waist up; her gorgeous globes being caressed by Nicky and Jed. Gail and Camille kissed tenderly, their tongues visibly caressing one another. I guessed this was Camille's first sapphic experience.
Lena whispered for me to take care of Camille; she then moved to Gail. I held my arms open for Camille, and she walked into them with a visible lack of confidence or certainty. As I had with the others, I reaffirmed that she didn't have to do anything with me other than have good conversation or a walk.
Camille studied my face for at least a full minute; I didn't break my gaze with her the entire time. In those seconds, I physically felt a deep connections being made: with Camille, with Lena, with Gail and Sally and Nicky - almost like things snapping together. When I looked up, we were all looking around at each other from our partners.
I kissed Camille, starting slowly, allowing her to move into the moment. She kissed back with a passionate fierceness, her mouth and her body starting to writhe and twist against me - not away from me, but craving contact with me.
I allowed Camille to pull my t-shirt over my head and toss it aside. She ravaged her own clothing so we could press our upper bodies together, her lush breasts crushing against my chest. Between kisses, she kept repeating, "Oh, God. This is amazing. Oh, God, I love this." In another minute, she pulled the remaining clothing from our bodies. She implored, "Jim, make love to me ... fuck me."
I had Camille sit on the arm of the sofa. I knelt in front of her, pulled her legs apart, and ran my tongue up each thigh, stopping just short of her cleft. "Oh, God, do it!" she pleaded. I did it my way; I sank my fingers into her cunt, and drove my tongue as deep as I could after them. I could feel the spasms around me as she came. I thought how primed she had been for this before she even arrived at the house. I'd have to ask Jed later if this was typical.
I insisted that I bring her pleasure after pleasure, resisting her pleas to fuck her with abandon or allow her to pleasure me. My tongue enjoyed the fourth woman within twenty-four hours; how lucky and blessed I was by these events. I did not think of any of them as conquests, but rather a connecting with another being and another part of myself - another part of the universe. Camille was orgasmic, cumming again and again as I romanced her.
After twenty minutes, I became more aware of the others around me. Jed got balls deep in Nicky, slowly pistoning in and out of her cunt as she moaned and panted; Lena lay beside the couple on the carpeting, lapping at Nicky's breasts when she wasn't kissing her passionately. Gail and Sally were in a sixty-nine beside them, their fingers and tongues desperate to bring their partner to climax.
After many orgasms, I stood so my midsection came level with Camille's pussy, and sank my cock slowly into her - moving a fraction of an inch in, and then withdrawing, going in slightly further and pulling out; and then repeating this over and over again. Camille squirmed beneath me, trying to get me to sink deep into her as I moved. I managed to avoid her lunges at my body with her cunt, pulling away just in time. I could almost feel the sexual vitality growing in her body with each penetration I made. After a couple of minutes, I bottomed out in her, driving my cock deep inside her with an extra deep thrust. I had her feel her abdomen as I thrust back and forth into her; she could feel me moving deep inside her this way.
Lena came to us. I instructed, "Lick Camille's clit; make her cum while I'm inside her." I stood slightly to the side to give Lena access to where our bodies joined. Lena's tongue flashed around my cock and Camille's pussy, focusing on her clitoral nub. Camille panted, moaned, pleaded, and implored the two of us to stop ... and then to never stop and do her in every way we knew how. We fucked for a long time; Lena adding spice to the mix; even moving her pussy over Camille's mouth so she could be eaten.
Camille swore, said all the right things to incite our union and to encourage our lust. I kept driving into her long after Jed and the others had their orgasms, and fell back into each other's arms. Camille kept cumming. Finally, she had a huge orgasm that seemed bigger than all the others she'd had put together. She stopped me from pumping into her further. "Oh, God, please, you've got to stop, and let me rest for a few minutes. I've never had this happen to me ... not this way ... so many climaxes, and you haven't even cum yet. This is wonderful."
Jed said from his repose, "Jim, please share yourself with Nicky."
Nicky held her arms open to me from only a few feet away. I rolled from Camille to Nicky, and soon the two of us were locked in a passionate embrace. She was so tiny I felt I might break her, but she too kept asking me to do more and as we got into things kept repeating 'faster' and 'harder' to me. Ignoring the blast of Jed's cum already in her pussy, I moved down her body so I could perform cunnilingus on her. I focused on finding her G-spot, and then using the results of my exploration to bring her pleasure. I thought Nicky actually levitated her body so that she could push against my fingers and tongue. She talked wildly about the sex we were having, and what she wanted to happen next. Because of her size, I could easily pick her up and manipulate our positions. Before penetration, I eased Nicky into a dozen orgasms.
Soon, I was fucking Nicky, using every trick I could remember including the Tantric instruction my lover Kim had imparted to me between North Carolina and Florida. I drove back and forth into her delightful pixie-like body, teaching her ways to enjoy the sex act that she might not know, and having her learn about my body and what many males like. She proved to be an eager student. At one point, I stood in the middle of the living room floor holding Nicky in front of me by her buttocks; she was impaled on my cock, and by bouncing her up and down I could drive my cock into her with renewed force that took her to a dimension full of joy and erotic pleasure. As the others watched our antics, I could see them renew the fervor with which they played with their current partners.



After a further half hour of fucking with Nicky, the two of us exploded together. Nicky straddled my body when our orgasms hit; it felt as though I jetted a barrel of cum into her. Her whole body quivered as her final orgasm from me ripped through her body. With my newfound understanding of her body, I held her neck, rubbed across her breasts in the right way, touched her a few places, and then pushed erotically on her rib cage just below her breasts in the right place as she crested in her orgasm. Nicky exploded even further as my cum surged into her. Her eyes rolled up, her eyelids closed, and she passed out. La petite mort. I held her close and showered her with kisses until she came to a couple of minutes later. After we were clearly in our afterglows, we got polite applause from all the others in the room. When we pulled apart, my conjecture about her holding a large volume of man juice proved accurate; we had to scramble to avoid flooding the carpet. Everyone laughed at our antics. Nicky blushed.
* * * * *
Over breakfast, Jed asked me, "How do you do it? You've got to teach me. I watched you go over a half hour each with Nicky and Camille, you made Nicky pass out in ecstasy, and then you fucked both of them again for almost two hours after you took them to your bed. The doors were open; I listened! So, how the hell do you have the stamina and persistence?"
I laughed pointing out that I knew no big secret I could share. I called to his attention that he'd slept with Lena, Sally, and Gail; so he was no slouch himself. After that comparison, I told him what I had learned about Tantric sex, erogenous zones, using different touch pressures on key zones, the relation to mindfulness and meditation during the sex act, the use of control, the awareness of body, mind, and spirit, the funneling of orgasmic energy back into your body and your partner's body instead of losing it during ejaculation, and the use of varying positions to pleasure one's partner while prolonging intercourse. I also talked about the symbolism of the sex act, and how it could fit the goals for growth and development for each person in their group. We covered the concept of merging personalities. Lastly, I suggested several books and articles on the subject; things my friend Kim had me read along my own journey of enlightenment in this area. Jed went directly to his computer and the Internet to order some of the books and see whether he could find the articles I referenced.
The rest of Sunday proved to be an interesting day, partly as I watched the newbies - everyone actually - learn from each other and discover more about themselves. At Gail's urging, she had the group critique the evening before, talking about what we liked and what we would change. I had little to say. She asked each of the women to share and volunteered her own views.
The women tended to self-critique, finding faults with their own acts and performance. Their comments were wide ranging and in the opinion of Jed or me, were irrelevant or we considered their points assets and not liabilities. Camille admitted she feared our thoughts about her plump body in comparison to the other women's trim bodies, and said she had new motivation to change her lifestyle so she would 'reconfigure' herself. Nicky worried about her small size, and the tightness of her pussy. Lena was afraid she'd intervened with the women Jed and I were fucking at the wrong time, and that her carnal acts diverted us from our fuck mates. Gail and Sally were concerned about whether they'd delivered enough pleasure to each other when they were enjoying their sapphic love. The women wanted more time with Jed and me too; "More fuck time," as Gail put it with a grin. I made some suggestions about using sex toys, anal sex, double penetration, and group play. My suggestions were well received, and I was invited to give an 'advanced course' that evening.
The critique turned us all on, and I think Jed and my reassurances reduced the anxiety some had felt. Soon, we were all in Jed's bed doing it all again. At one point, the women were lined up with their butts in the air along the edge of the mattress; Jed and I moved down the line pumping our cocks ten times into each pussy, before moving on to the next. There was a lot of laughter; we made this fun. If the object of our sex game was to last the longest without a wet orgasm, I guess I won, but everyone won. With breaks here and there, the seven of us spent the day in bed making each other feel good.
Monday, during a lull in our activities, I walked over to campus with an envelope of Karen's ashes. From the time I met her and she became my wife, she'd always been partial to a University environment; because of that we lived in Cambridge, Massachusetts, a place with over fifty colleges or universities within a thirty-minute drive. Near the center of the beautiful campus is the Fountain of the Four Seasons; I sprinkled Karen's ashes in the fountain, hoping her spirit would be pleased with the pretty campus and the surrounding environs.
I stayed through Friday with Jed, Sally, Gail, Lena, Camille, and Nicky. Several days of that time a major weather front moved through the state: a great excuse to stay with them since motorcycle travel wouldn't have been much fun in the wind and rain. Besides, I constantly made love with five gorgeous women from dawn to midnight.
My last afternoon at Jed's, Sally led me on a long run around the perimeter of the university campus. We'd been making love for two hours, and I could have just as well skipped the extra exercise, but she had gotten exceptionally stimulated by our antics and wanted to run off some of her excess energy.
Sally led me to a beautiful glade beside a small stream, and suggested that we stop there to meditate for a half-hour. I welcomed the opportunity.
I easily slipped into my meditative trance, but slipped out of it ten minutes later because I couldn't seem to quiet my mind sufficiently to meditate. Instead, it wanted to review the past week in terms of old and new value sets and boundaries.
First, I thought about the foursome in Branson, and even before that in Illinois. I'd slipped right into those sexual romps with no a qualms about starting, enjoying, and now remembering the pleasant times. The 'old me' would never have made it out of the starting gate; I would have been shocked to even entertain the idea as anything other than some far out male fantasy.
I had seen Crystal in two other bisexual situations before we got to Illinois, but she distinguished herself with the Binfords and then again with her sister in Branson. She loved the idea of 'going both ways' as she put it; to quote her, 'It doubled her chance for a date on Saturday night.' She remarked about how she loved the feel and texture of a woman's skin, her smell, her touch and the taste of both kisses and pussy.
Seeing Crystal with Paul and Tori made me pause to study the situation and how I felt about someone else fucking my girlfriend: 'old me' would be shocked, flee the scene, and probably end up leaving the girl; 'new me' got aroused and pleased that Crystal had found a new partner that could stimulate her in some way to new pleasures, and wanted to see more of the same.
I thought of Karen and what she would have done, armed now with input from Kim and Lauren. My guess now is that Karen would have been just like Crystal, legs spread in invitation to a new cock, and tongue out to sample every inch of a new female. At this stage, I found the thought exciting and wondered if she'd lived, whether we would have ever made it to that stage.
All that brought my thinking to what had been going on at Jed's home: a continual parade of five beautiful women into my bed (or me to theirs), sometimes two at a time. Kim would have given me 'stud points' for rising to the occasion every time one of the women wanted me to pleasure her. I surprised myself and appreciated more than ever the instruction Kim had given me. I thought of the old adage, 'When the student is ready, the teacher will appear.' I'd been ready for what she had to offer.
The situation at Jed's reminded me of one other transformation I'd made: from discomfort in my nudity in front of other men, particularly when having sex, to comfort and composure in such situations. I had no urge to have a bisexual encounter with another male, but their presence, even up close no longer bothered me. The first time I'd ever touched a man having sex was with Paul when we double-teamed Crystal; we couldn't help but have strategic parts of our anatomy touch, but we both knew it was in the interest of pleasing Crystal and not any overt approach by either of us. I was becoming inured to such situations, and found them most arousing.
I'd been staring into the stream with these thoughts running through my head, when Sally gently kissed me on the cheek and gave me a smile. "Hi Lover. You were deep in thought; everything OK?"
"Oh, yeah. I was just thinking how much I've changed since the beginning of the year."
"Good change or bad change?"
"Bad in that I lost Karen. We've talked about that. Good in that all the fences that represented my relationship and sexual boundaries have been picked up and either tossed away or moved to much better locations." I grinned at Sally.
My mind immediately went to two geographies. First, in Vermont Lauren had blown a fence or two in my mind away by our passion and love. Only weeks earlier, I would never had entertained a sexual relationship with her in anything other than a wild fantasy, yet it happened and I loved what we'd done. Second, California where Anna lived and where a test of one of my long-term boundaries would come; would I ... could I make love with Anna in a way I'd dreamed of? Would she have me?
Sally pulled me to my feet and kissed me. Our meditation time was clearly over, and from the glint in her eye she wanted to make love again. After another more passionate kiss, she said, "Well, let's go and explore a few of those new sexual boundaries before the others get home from classes and work."
Chapter 17
Minnesota
Terry called me one evening just after I'd finished a crappy camp dinner. I'd been spoiled by the superb cuisine at Jed's. I must have been near a cellular tower. Terry's first words to me were, "Jim, where are you?"
I told him I was in southern Minnesota aiming for North Dakota. I could hear a scurry of activity behind him as he passed that information along to Ellen who I could hear talking in the background. I could also hear the rapid click of computer keys. While I waited for Terry to reengage, I thought I might actually get through a new state without having sex.
Terry came back on the line and launched into a long explanation of why he'd called and interrupted the reverie of my motorcycle journey. "Nashville Records wants to put out an album of songs that are just you and they want to do immediately - like yesterday; actually, there'll be two songs you did with Crystal on the album, but the rest will be just you. Anyway, we've sorted through all the photos we have - you know, like from the concerts, and they're unhappy with them. They want more to work with; you know, album cover stuff, and supposedly candid pics for an inside extra."
I heard a further side conversation as I heard Ellen gave Terry some information. Terry came back to me on the phone, "Look, in St. Cloud, turns out there's a photographic outfit we've used in the past. A place called Reber Images; they used to be in LA, and are one of the best in the world for album and PR photos. I'll text you their phone number in a minute."
I said, "So, should I call or drop in for a sitting; do I need an appointment?"
After a minute and more conversation with Ellen on the speaker phone, he said, "I'll set up something for you. Stop by there tomorrow - just after lunch unless you hear from me. I'll get the deck cleared for you for the afternoon. Sorry to eat into your travel time, but believe me you'll appreciate it in the long run. The timing is perfect for this; there's a lot of 'buzz' about you out there." He made a couple of sounds like an old-fashioned cash register ringing.
I agreed, contingent on my not having to hang around St. Cloud for days waiting for a simple photo shoot. Terry and I joshed about the photographs the paparazzi guy got of the two of us screwing Crystal and Ellen under the stars in Branson.
I had a few minutes of affectionate conversation with Ellen, and then we ended the call. I felt a little intruded on - having some 'real work' in the middle of my journey, and I know I could have said 'no,' but I owed Terry for being so forgiving of my cross-country jaunt just when my star seemed to be rising the fastest. By the expectations I had for the trip as I left Dillon, I was behind schedule despite not having to be any particular place by any time.
I used my iPhone to check the weather, and the app informed me that fifty degrees would the peak high temperature in St. Cloud for the next few days, followed by another surge into the eighties. Lows for a few nights were expected in the thirties or high twenties. I rode into St. Cloud on my motorcycle wearing every piece of clothing I owned; I still felt cold even though the sun was out. Wasn't early-September supposed to be warmer than this? I stopped in a pretty park along side the Mississippi River again, and left another envelope of Karen's ashes. I held some pleasant thoughts about our time together, remembering a time when we picnicked on the Boston Common just so we could say we had. We laughed a lot as all the tourists stared at us, and we stared back.
St. Cloud, Minnesota, is a town that only pretends it celebrates summer; in fact, summer is only a short hiatus of a day or two until winter returns. Oh, the store doors are open and people walk down the sidewalks on sunny days in short sleeves, but deep inside everyone in the city is eagerly waiting for cold weather and snow. The town had been designed with winter in mind. Streets are wider to accommodate snow banks. Roofs are steeper to discourage heavy snow accumulations. Some public buildings have places to leave snowshoes or cross-country skis. Saltboxes dot the landscape near small slopes where a pedestrian or car might skid. A huge pile of salt sits ready for use at the edge of town. Many homes have snowplows ready to attach to the owners' trucks. Home and municipal projects are rushed in the 'good' weather because the ground freezes six feet deep from November to May. Clusters of icehouses stand ready to be towed onto nearby lakes to house diehard fishermen. Snowmobiles are evident beside most homes. Many cars show evidence of engine block heaters. Yes, St. Cloud really wants winter weather.
* * * * *
For no particular reason, I decided the head of Reber Images would be an aging, bearded, gray-haired, rustic individualist photographer, strongly resembling the late-Ansel Adams. My mental image proved to be very wrong.
Brite Reber headed Reber Images. My old gray-haired master turned out to be a mid-forties powerhouse of a woman who seemed to be wired to a high voltage power line. Terry confirmed a Monday afternoon photo session starting at twelve-thirty in a text message to me and gave me her address. Brite had a large plot of land that had been a farm just outside St. Cloud, and her studio was in what had been a barn years earlier before renovation. She heard my motorcycle coming up her long driveway and was standing in front of the barn with a large Nikon camera in hand taking a progression of photographs as I pulled up to park in front of the barn. When I'd stopped, she came up and thrust out her hand in greeting.
Brite stood just over five feet tall and had flaming natural red hair. Bright green eyes and lips shiny with gloss that highlighted the best features of her face, including her enigmatic smile. She had a small diamond stud in her nose and an artsy collection of earring studs in one ear. Several tasteful small tattoos were visible on one arm and an ankle.
She cheerfully said, "Jim, Brite. I spent a half-hour on the phone with Terry talking about the look and feel he and the record people wanted in your photos. At first, it was 'just the usual stuff', but as I asked deeper questions, I got more of an idea. We've got a full afternoon's work, so come on, I need to put some makeup on you for starters."
I followed Brite into the barn; amazed at the transformation the place must have undergone to become a fully outfitted photo studio and office. Brite led me to a makeup table and had me sit in a chair. She talked at me as she applied makeup - a rapid staccato of words about my colors, what parts of me needed makeup, shades, how she planned to hide a blemish or two, and so forth. When that didn't occupy her, she talked about the various settings we'd start with for photographs, including my getting back on the motorcycle and riding around outside while she captured my image. She also produced from a large clothing rack a selection of 'country' clothing appropriate, she deemed, for a country music star riding a motorcycle.
At first, Brite was all business and efficiency - makeup, staging, clothing I should wear, and my experience with photo shoots - nil. After the initial barrage of questions and instructions, she slowed and our interaction became friendlier and less controlled. She had me fill in how I'd met Terry and Crystal, what my singing background had been, and a lot of information about myself. She'd read thePeople magazine article, but wanted more details. I expressed my own surprise at my meteoric rise and sudden fame in the country music field. Brite didn't seem the least intimidated with my new status as a star, a point I appreciated in a large way.
I turned the table on her as well, learning about her education in photography, including being tutored in the profession by her late father. She moved to LA to start Reber Images - a last piece of advice he gave her before dying. She did "cheap portfolios for wanna-be actresses and actors," but over time the quality of her clientele rose and so did her reputation. Soon, she had a following and was thought of as the next Annie Liebovitz. Her mother got ill - so she left LA, and moved back home to St. Cloud only to support her mother though her final days and death shortly after she arrived. She didn't mind traveling, so now she lived in St. Cloud but traveled all over the world photographing some of the stars in the entertainment field as well as heads of state and other famous people - always by appointment. After she turned the barn into a huge studio, she could even lure some of the stars to St. Cloud.
We spent two hours outside; a third of the time with me on or around the motorcycle; a third with a guitar she magically produced, sitting on a fence, on the bike, near the barn; and a third lounging under a large tree in front of the century old farm house. At that point, Brite said, "OK, let's go inside and project these on the big screen and see what we've got, and then we'll do some indoor shots."
I followed Brite into the studio, marveling at how well her khaki shorts fit her trim butt. Good things come in small packages. I had a couple of little fantasies as we walked and then let them evaporate into thin air.
Brite loaded the memory cards from the camera into her large MacIntosh computer, and immediately made a backup of the raw shots. Next, she projected them onto a large screen high-definition television. Seeing myself blown up to bigger than real life in some shots was disconcerting. Brite studied every shot, commenting on what she liked or didn't like about the shot, particularly about how I posed or looked. A half-hour later, we were back outside to fill in some 'missing shots' as she called them - poses that might be used but were missing from the portfolio of images she'd already taken.



About three-thirty, she moved us inside. "The shadows are getting too long out there; we could work around them, but we'll make our own in here with the lights and strobes." One corner of Brite's studio retained the rustic structure of the old barn: stalls, beams, ladders, loft, and even hay. I spent a lot of time on the 'barn set' as she adjusted lighting and flashed away at me - standing, sitting, leaning, tilting, rising, climbing, jumping, and laying in the hay, with and without guitar, or a few other 'country' props. After a couple of hundred pictures, she again went to the computer to project and critique them.
While she looked at that batch, I roamed the studio. She had an office in one corner of the barn in what had been the tack room. One wall was lined with pictures of famous people she had photographed. In stark contrast to the celebrity shots, another wall contained only three large poster-size pictures of Brite standing in the nude against a stark and glowing white background with dramatic side lighting. She was oiled all over to reflect the light and highlight even the most subtle lines, muscles, and curves of her gorgeous body. I stared, mesmerized by the beauty of the three photographs.
Brite came up and stood close beside me; "You like?" she asked without a trace of embarrassment.
"They're beautiful. You're beautiful. They reveal all, yet are so erotic, sexy, and dramatic without being ... well, pornographic. Are they for sale? I must have them. They're some of the most beautiful art I've ever seen. You took them of yourself, I presume?"
"Yes, they're self portraits. I'm flattered by your comments, and thank you for the compliments." Brite laughed, adding, "And, no, they're not for sale. If they ever are, I'll let you know." She smiled at me, only this time the smile was warmer and more personal than anything we'd exchanged earlier. I hoped I hadn't insulted her in some way with my remarks about her photographs - her art.
* * * * *
Brite said, "All right, now we're going to do some cheesecake photos so you'll appeal to all the fair maidens out there in country music land. You do have sex appeal, you know." She ran a finger down my back and onto my butt.
"Huh?" best described my reaction to her comment.
Brite rolled back a large sliding door in part of the studio to open a section of the studio one could only call the 'Bedroom'. The room was 'masculine' because of the selection of lamps, books, bed linen, furniture, and décor panels used on the set. I stood amazed at the work that had gone into the set.
I asked, "What do you use if you're photographing a female? This set is so masculine."
Brite knowingly smiled and pointed to a couple of photographs of several different young women stretched out on the bed, a few were naked. One of them was Jessica Alba. Except for the bed itself, practically everything else looked different: lamps, décor, accessories, chairs, and frilly bed linen. The set looked completely different with only a few simple changes. "I store the props for this set and a couple of others down below; there's a lower level to the barn, and fortunately an elevator."
She gave me some instruction about initial poses, and had me take off my shirt. My chest needed some makeup. She added powder to my chest and shoulders. When she came to the scar from the bullet wounds I'd incurred in Alabama and the others, she asked about them, and I told her the story about how I stopped a rape and caught a bullet in the resulting fight. As I told her the story, Brite put some stage makeup on the entry and exit wounds so they wouldn't show as much in the photos. She looked sympathetic and a little awed by my willingness to stop such a dangerous felony and to have been in Special Ops, a career that gave me a few other 'dimples' from bullets and shrapnel.
Brite took some test shots as she adjusted lighting. She then posed me on and around the bed, taking about fifty shots as she had me move about looking pouty, sexy, lonely, over sexed, and many other emotions she suggested. I tried to be a method actor.
"OK, now lose the jeans," she instructed.
I asked cautiously, "Brite, did Terry say anything about what had happened in Branson?"
She looked at me with a big grin on her face and snickered. "Yes, he told me you all got your asses on film by some hotshot paparazzi guy that snuck up on all of you, but you did a little recovery exercise and kept a lid on things. You are one lucky bastard. If those shots had gotten out, your ass would be grass by now." I think she liked the risks we took by the outdoor lovemaking; I even detected a touch of 'wish I'd been there' in her comments.
I continued, "I'm being a little cautious about cheesecake shots being too cheesecake, if you know what I mean."
Brite said in a more serious tone, "Look, we're not doing porno, but we are doing a 'spicy' series. These may never see the light of day other than on my computer in a doubly secure file - each file is encrypted, the computer is encrypted, and the network has a very high level of security from outside hacks. My computer guy tells me I have better security than the CIA, and from the standpoint of national security that worries me."
She went on, "Terry believes that sex sells. I know he's leaked a couple of semi-nude shots we did of Crystal to the tabloids to goose up album sales. He wants some erotica of you for the same reason. It'll be discreet, and I use PhotoShop on the final shots if you're worried about your junk showing or your face being identified. In most, you couldn't even identify who the model was. Come let me show you some examples. I've done this before."
She pulled a large loose-leaf album off a nearby bookshelf piled high with other albums and proofs. She thumbed through a few pages and then aimed me at an entire section. There were dozens of photographs of Crystal initially wearing frilly lingerie; in subsequent shots she wore less and less clothing until I found a couple of dozen nude shots done in Brite's bedroom set. In other photographs in the album were some of my favorite country music stars, male and female, lounging around her set, or outside wearing next to nothing, and often nothing. All were tasteful, but arousing. I capitulated; particularly after Brite showed me a photographic release form that gave me final say over the release of such photographs to the public.
As my jeans disappeared, Brite complimented me on my physique. "You know, I've had dozens of other men in here, many younger, but you have the best physique of any of them. The muscle tone in your upper body and legs is a photographer's dream. I won't have to 'work around' a couple of layers of blubber and beer." I instantly thought of the hours I usually spent each week running and doing heavy upper body exercises.
She had me launch into a series of poses around the bed wearing my briefs. I silently thanked my mother for always having me leave home wearing clean underwear. Brite ran me through various poses on the bed - everything from feigning sleep to 'awaiting my true love to join me in our coital nest' as she put it. There was a lot of 'move this arm, raise your leg slightly, twist or turn this way or that, or pull the sheet across your lower body - that's it,' in her instructions. She'd come near with her camera, and nudge one of my limbs or my head one way or another, or drape the bed sheet 'just so.' Look up there, over there, at me, away from me. Hold the guitar, set it beside you, use the guitar to cover your ... um, your middle. She roughed up the covers as though I'd been sleeping in the bed and as though I'd even had a companion.
Brite backed up her camera's disk and checked her shots on her large screen as I looked over her shoulder. She'd given me a towel to wear around the studio as a concession to my modesty. She had indeed captured a spirit about me particularly my sexuality.
* * * * *
Happy with the results so far, Brite said, "I want to try something else now; you'll have to trust me that the results will be sensitive and appropriately confidential, including the handling of the raw shots."
"In for a penny, in for a pound," I said. "What should I do?"
"Get naked, please," she said in a polite but commanding voice.
I dropped the towel and stepped out of my briefs. I heard the sharp intake of her breath as my genitals came into view.
Brite said jauntily, "You liked the look of the nude photographs I did of myself, right?"
"Yes, but ..."
"Well, we're going to do some of you. I don't want to waste that beautiful physique without trying something really daring," Brite interrupted. She stepped over to the makeup area and returned a few seconds later with a bottle of oil. When she opened it, the aroma of vanilla filled the area. "We'll start by oiling you up head to foot, and don't worry there's a shower right over in that corner bathroom so you can clean up afterwards. This is flavored ... it's, err, tasty and not like regular body oils."
Brite poured some oil on her hands and came up in front of me. She reached up and slowly applied the fluid to my face, ears, and neck, being careful to keep it away from my eyes. She took each arm and rubbed the lotion into every nook and cranny right down to the tips of my fingers, and then did my sides and chest.
She judiciously moved behind me at that point and oiled my upper back, working her way lower and lower to my buns. She talked about my nice, tight butt as she lubed up the area, worked down to the back of my thighs to my calves and ankles and feet
By this time, I wondered how Brite would handle the obvious parts of my body she'd skipped. She didn't disappoint me.
Brite scooted around in front of me while still down by my feet. Somehow, she managed to ignore my rising cock nearly at her eye level. She worked her way upwards, doing my feet, ankles, shins, knees, and quadriceps.
Having a beautiful woman touching your nude body can be exceptionally stimulating and arousing, even in what was supposed to be a professional setting. As she spread the oil, I thought of her luscious body as portrayed in the large blowups in her office. I could feel a surge in my dick.
She stopped and looked up at me from her kneeling position. We smiled at each other, both seeing the trajectory of the rest of the day. I thought how pretty and sexy she was; I wanted her, and I could see her attraction for me in her eyes.
Brite's oily hands moved up and engulfed my swollen cock and ball sack. She massaged the oil deeply into the shaft and every aspect of my groin, pulling on my penis, and rubbing my sack with both hands. She delved deep into my crotch, coating my inner thighs. She worked the oil into my pubic area and up over my abs. She returned to my cock over and over, apparently urging the continuing hardening of my shaft.
Brite rose, pulled my head down to her level and kissed me hard. She whispered in a sexy voice, "You turn me on in so many ways. I feel you on many levels, but we have photographs to take before we play." She stepped away and surveyed her handy work with the oil. "Perfect," she pronounced in a wavering voice.
She had me stand in front of the same large, bright, white background she had posed against for her own sexy photographs - a light box with several kilowatts of bulbs in it behind a huge translucent panel. As I stood, she moved light stands around on either side of and over me. As I posed 'full frontal' at her request, she stood back to assess the shadows and how my muscles reflected the light. She made a few more adjustments. In the meantime, my rampant dick decided that since the stimulation had left, it would quiet down.
"All right," Brite said, "Now we do a few shots." The camera clicked at irregular intervals as she moved around in front of me. She had me do some poses and muscle flexes to highlight parts of my body and sometimes to hide my penis: "Pull your tummy in, tighten your fists so your forearms flex, now flex your whole arm, do some isometrics, turn your left leg to the right, turn your back more towards the camera," and more. I tried to honor each request, but I started to interpret it as a sexual order I must obey.
Brite finally stood and started to fit the camera to a tripod. When her hands were free, she peeled her top up and off her, tossing it onto a nearby bench. She wore no bra. There in wonderful reality were the taut beautiful breasts I'd seen in her photographs.
She came and kissed me, taking one of my hands and placing it on her tit. "Massage me," she commanded. I did, adding my mouth to the stimulation of her left breast.
"I'm getting you all oily," I exclaimed as I pulled away slightly.
"That's the idea," Brite said with a coy smile. She pushed her shorts and thong down, kicking them aside, and then picked up the bottle of oil.
Her nudity astounded and aroused. She pleaded, "Put oil on me. Don't miss anyplace." I took the bottle from her hand, and started the oiling process. I started with her chest, allowing a few drops of oil to roll down the slope of her breast and cling to each nipple before dropping into the heated space between us. My hands cupped each mound in turn, rubbing the slippery liquid into her smooth skin. I could feel her nipples harden to the consistency of large pencil erasers beneath my palms.
I pulled her to me, and we kissed passionately. As we did, I oiled her back, focusing on her firm and perfectly shaped cheeks. I could feel her Kegel muscles clench as I ran a finger near her anal opening. She pulled away and gave me a sly grin. "Maybe later for that," she whispered in a teasing tone.
I knelt, as she had, and did her legs, paying particular attention to her pussy, even inserting two fingers into her cunt. Brite closed her eyes and held onto my head to steady herself. We had each other's attention. I stood and kissed her again. I could smell the wonderful aroma of her arousal now, mixed with the subtle aroma of vanilla from the oil. I tasted my fingers and found her nectar enticing.
She spoke softly, and I could tell it took a great deal of willpower to postpone our further touching, even for a minute: "Stand back by the white screen. I want pictures of the two of us together." She looked me over again, and said, "My God, you are a Greek god - an Adonis."
Brite quickly aimed the camera on the tripod at where I stood, focused, and then came, and joined me. She came and stood in front of me, her nipples just grazing my lower chest. She looked up at me, and I heard the camera click. She posed us several more times and used her hidden remote to trigger each shot. After two dozen, at different angles, Brite came into my arms and we enveloped each other; I heard more shutter snaps.
Brite reached down and fondled my already stiff cock, pulling and massaging it, aided by the earlier application of oil she'd applied. She knelt in front of me, and took my cock in her mouth, gradually working until my entire shaft disappeared into her mouth and throat. Somehow, she didn't gag. Throughout her ministrations to me, I kept hearing the quiet click of the camera shutter as it recorded yet another photograph.
Brite rose and pulled a tall, stark white stool over to where we'd been standing; she hiked her small frame up on the tall seat, spread her legs, hooked them on the edge of the seat in a sexy pose, and said, "Eat me!" I did, with great delight. She moved her legs around, and changed the angle of the two of us relative to the camera. She had me extend my tongue to the maximum and just touch her shiny clitoris with it, as the camera clicked. I added two fingers deep inside her to what I was doing with my mouth, and still more shots were taken. I hit her G-spot, and Brite writhed atop the stool for me as an orgasm swept over her.
A minute later, Brite directed me, "Stand in front of me, and prepare to drive your cock into me. Just hold it at my entrance - barely."
That was an easy directive. By now, I panted almost as much as she did in anticipation of our union. Now, it was the tip of my shiny steel shaft that barely touched her clit; I rubbed the nub of flesh with the end, and then I didn't even need to direct it with my hands my shaft was so stiff and ready for penetration. I moved around in front of her for over a minute in various pre-penetration poses. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer - I thrust into her body. Apparently, she had the same idea, for her body surged towards me as I my cock drove into her velvet tunnel. We joined, and like her, I felt a wave of happiness and pleasure sweep over me.
We fucked; having her warm cunt wrapped around my shaft felt wonderful. The friction of her sheath hit all the right spots along my rod. I found myself in heaven. Brite kept moaning, and urging me to fuck her harder and faster. I joyfully complied.
Brite had her second orgasm only minutes after we started fucking. After the pleasure washed past her, I kept pumping my shaft into her as she held onto my shoulders. "Oh, God, you didn't cum. I want to bring you off - in me."
She had another orgasm, and a few minutes after that yet another. "Oh, shit," she exclaimed. "I didn't know I could have more than one orgasm in a day. How can you make me do this?" We kissed and toyed with each other as our groins slapped together. We went on and on. I changed our position, having her bend over the stool as I took her from behind. I sat on the stool, and she straddled me facing one way, and a few minutes later, the other way.
Brite pulled us to the bed, re-aiming the camera as she passed by it.
"My ass," she pleaded. "Fuck my ass. No one's done that to me for years; be gentle. I only did it once; I can't even remember whether I liked it, but I want you to have it - to have me in every way you want."
I grabbed the bottle of oil and used it to lubricate her ass and my cock. I bent her over some pillows, and slowly pushed my cock into her hole. The head slowly slid past the opening, and then past the ring of sphincter muscles that I coaxed her into relaxing. Brite vocalized what she felt, "Oh, Jeeze. Oh, wait; Wow! Wait. Oh, Crap! Whoa! Uh oh! No. Yes. Push. Jeeze. You're in. More. Less. Gently. Slower. Faster. Oooooooooooh fuuuuuuuuck!"
I went carefully, treating her like fine porcelain just the way Kim had shown me. When I finished my first long penetration of her ass, my entire cock resided deep inside her. I described what I saw from my side of things and how it felt. Brite wiggled her ass at me. I then started to pump into her. At the same time, I reached around and fingered her clit and inserted two fingers into her vagina. Brite let out another chain of expletives and instructions that boiled down to 'more' and 'harder.'
Brite came again. I could feel her entire pelvis spasm around my cock as she writhed beneath me.
I pulled out, cleaned myself, and started to fuck her pussy again. Now, the sweat from our exertions mingled with the oil. We smeared the resulting mix all over each other.
A few minutes and many kisses later, I announced my intention to end this segment of our fuck with my own orgasm. Actually, I'd had two climaxes without ejaculation, but I needed the final release. I focused on the magnificent feeling of her sex sleeve, particularly the way the tiny irregularities inside stimulated the sensitive edge of my mushroom head.
I came deep inside her. I took ten deep and energetic thrusts into Brite, spoke my own words of pleasure, and the jets of cum pulsed through my cock and splashed the inside of her tight cunt filling her to the brim. To my surprise, Brite came too. Our bodies contorted as the waves of pleasure washed over us.
Just before we ended the session, Brite had me extract from her cunt so she could turn her sodden pussy to the camera. She had me bring my cock near, and then she sucked me clean. Our pornographic photo session had ended.



* * * * *
We held each other in our afterglow, stretched out beside each other on the studio bed. We smoothed each other's shiny body and kissed continuously.
Brite suddenly rose on one elbow and looked at me in disbelief; she questioned in a soft voice, "Where the fuck did you learn to fuck nonstop for an hour? Are you in Ripley's Believe It Or Not? I have got to tell the world about you!" She made me laugh.
I explained about Tantric sex, and how a recent lover had schooled me in her Americanized version of the practice to this end. I also explained about my own orgasms without ejaculation. Brite was happy and insisted on a repeat performance after we got some nourishment.
After we took showers to eliminate the oil and our sex odors, Brite drove us into downtown St. Cloud in her open Jeep CJ-6. We ate at the Red Cloud, and while we could have stayed for music and dancing, Brite whispered that she wanted an encore to what we'd done in the afternoon.
Thus, after dinner, she sped back to the farm. Once there, she pulled me into the studio. She took the camera from the tripod, pulled the memory card, and loaded the pictures into her computer. After making a backup, she projected the late afternoon shots onto the large screen television.
The first pictures she wanted to see were the ones she'd taken of my oiled body. The tone and beauty of the sequence of shots surprised me. I lost track that it was my own body; the pictures were a work of erotic art - the way she had made the shadows fall I saw curves and muscles I didn't even know I had. I looked muscle bound in some. Brite showed me how she'd crop out the embarrassing parts in some of the photos so she could make them usable. In most, my face was so oiled and shadowed with its various angles and curves highlighted even I could doubt who the model was.
Then, to my pleasant surprise, she projected the pictures of Brite and me: our initial touching, tongue to nipple, nipples to my chest, and bodies pressed together. Again, she showed me on each one how she would crop or adjust the brightness of the picture to increase its eroticism.
She explained she'd put the camera on auto, just having it take a shot every six seconds. The next sequence started with Brite's blowjob, my cock deep in her mouth, and even completely gone as her lips pressed against my oiled groin. I asked her if my dick tasted like vanilla, the way the oil had been flavored. She grinned and said yes.
The pictures shifted to where my tongue and fingers now toyed with Brite's pussy. When she'd blow up a shot and show me what it would look like after the cropping, my cock would jump in my pants the results were so arousing.
Brite turned around and kissed me hard, driving her tongue into my mouth. She said, "Before we watch the next series of shots, I want us naked ... and I want your cock buried in my cunt from behind me. Fuck me, but don't' cum until we're through."
I can be very accommodating. In two minutes, we were nude, and my shaft was buried in Brite's cleft. I stood behind her as she leaned over her desk chair and worked the computer. The large television screen was tilted towards us as the erotic pornography we'd created flashed across the large screen.
She slowly clicked through to the start of our earlier lovemaking: my cock moving around inside her, a finger occasionally teasing her clit, and our thrusts into each other where my shaft slid deep into her. The way the light highlighted our muscles you could tell that both of us were surging into each other. The look on her face in several shots displayed sheer ecstasy. As the series of shots unfolded, I got harder and harder and Brite got wetter and wetter, flooding our coupling. We each moved to piston my cock into and out of her body, Brite pushing her body back into my forward thrusts. I reached around her at one point and diddled her excited clitoris until Brite fell forward over the desk she was using and climaxed.
In the next sequence of pictures on the large screen, we changed positions often; sometimes a shot just caught us as my cock was about to drive into her body again - the two of us poised in poetic poses awaiting the return of the pleasure from our joined bodies. Brite would blow up a section of the photo to show just cock and juicy cunt coming together. I could tell she liked the pornography she'd produced as much as I did, except it wasn't pornography - I'd seen that. These pictures were the ultimate in erotic art.
The sequence contained many photographs, everyone erotic and the kind of erotica that I used to masturbate. I told Brite, and she said she too used photographs like this. She explained how the artfulness of the shots also appealed to women. She also assured me she had a new 'favorite set' of porn to watch from now on. In the eroticism of the moment, I didn't question her personal use of the photos.
Our orgasms were captured. Brite focused on several shots where our bodies were arched into each other, glistening in the oblique lighting, yet obviously experiencing the paroxysm of pleasure. They were beautiful. The looks on each our faces displayed our ecstasy.
As we looked at the last erotic photographs, and by agreement as I stood behind her, I filled Brite's cunt with my man juice again. We'd been fucking for almost an hour as we went through all the earlier photographs. I could feel her spasms and felt her emissions running down my leg. We'd crested together again, watching a similar scene from the point of view of her camera. I thought how everyone should have at least two, four, or six, or dozens of orgasms every day - at a minimum. I kept my cock embedded in Brite.
After our climaxes passed, Brite touched her computer a few more times and displayed on the large screen the shots where I'd just extracted myself from her body. The trickle of my white cum leaking from her gorgeous pussy made both of our sexual organs twitch in desire again, even though we'd just climaxed. In the photographs, Brite then twirled around and cleaned my shaft. The photographs then showed us cuddling on the bed in our afterglows.
Brite did something that surprised me, and perhaps I surprised her in my response. She reached into her pussy with several fingers, catching our juices. She brought our combined juices up to my mouth, and looked at me. I stared into her eyes as I sucked the dripping fingers into my mouth, savoring the collection of our body fluids. When I had then in my mouth, I pulled her to me and snowballed the liquids back into her body by way of a French kiss. Brite moaned, and had a further orgasm from the erotic experience. Later she told me that orgasm was just from having a man do that with her, something she'd never experienced.
I didn't make it back to my campsite that night ... or even the next few nights.
* * * * *
We enjoyed each other in the morning, and then I rode back to the campground to retrieve my camping gear. She invited me to stay as long as I could, and that sounded like a great invitation to me given our compatibility. I committed to a couple of days. Brite told me she had a small wedding to photograph in the afternoon, but other than that she had the week to herself.
When I got back to Brite's farm with my camp equipment, she'd done several things: she'd gotten all her gear ready to go to photograph the wedding - all she needed to do take a short drive and connect with the wedding party at a country club; and she had worked over many of the photos she took of me and us the day before. She promised me a great presentation when we got back from her wedding gig; she invited me to accompany her to the wedding as her grip - a member of her camera crew who helps with equipment, lighting, and lugging things around.
We had a couple of hours of idle time before we left, so while she worked, I broke out the guitar and practiced my growing repertoire of songs emphasizing the chords and fingering sequences that Crystal had taught me. I offered to take my noises outside, but Brite kissed me and told me she wanted me close, "Hearing you practicing near me, brings me great joy. It's an intimacy I've never enjoyed before. Don't go outside."
Two hours later I helped Brite load the suitcases of photographic gear into her Jeep. We drove to the St. Cloud Country Club, unloaded Brite's suitcases, and I parked the vehicle. We were about ninety minutes early for the wedding. Brite explained that we would take a series of candid shots of the bride and perhaps the groom getting ready for the ceremony and reception.
Brite checked out the sites in the Club where the ceremony and reception would be held although she'd been there dozens of times before. The caterer, DJ, and Club staffs were also setting up their parts of the wedding. Brite set up some remote strobes in each location and tested them. Finally, she handed me a camera and said, "Here, be official! Keep this with you and use it frequently. Take pictures of everything that looks interesting, even if you see I'm photographing it from a different angle. You might have the better shot. I'll compare later." I asked about how many photos I could take before running out of space; Brite laughed and informed me that the camera had a two-hundred-fifty-six gigabyte flash drive in it; I could take a picture every few seconds for an entire year and not run out of memory, at least at the camera settings she'd made. An exaggeration I thought, but she got her message across.
I followed Brite to the back of the Club. She walked into the Waldorf Room; a place the bride was using to dress and cavort with her bridesmaids before the ceremony started. My eyeteeth dropped out of my head; five women stood around in various stages of undress. I was introduced to Ashley Werk, who everyone else in the room called Ash. I shook her hand and tried to ignore her long lithe legs clad in sexy white stockings, white spike heels - my weakness, a lacy thong that hid little, a little sexy garter belt, and a frilly white pushup bra that also did little to hide her areolas and excited tits. I smiled. She smiled. She liked being on display. I think she winked at me; I didn't know what to do about that.
I also met each of the four bridesmaids all of whom were similarly clad. I got a hard on. Brite got a charge out of watching my tongue loll out the side of my mouth as I met each one. One of them, Rhonda, said, "Hey, you look just like that new country music guy who sings with Crystal somebody."
I filled in, "You mean Jim Mellon; yea, I get that a lot since that magazine article about him came out." Brite stifled a cough off to my side. I volunteered, "Plus, my name is Jim. Funny thing about that."
She seemed satisfied that I was not the celebrity she thought I was, only a look-alike and a photographer's assistant. She turned back to her friends. As Rhonda walked away, I focused on one of the most perfect asses in the state and took a picture. When I looked up, Brite shot me a humorous smile. We both clicked away. Brite explained about shadows and trying to catch facial expressions; thus, I changed my tactics; I'd been emphasizing legs, asses, pussies, and boobs - and there were plenty, and they were all quite visible in the skimpy and lacy underwear the girls wore. Horn dog was in his heaven.
Brite would come and check in with me every few minutes, making suggestions about a group of shots I might take for her. At one point, she came up and said, "Is your tongue all hard and aching for some pussy?"
I nodded.
Brite said, "Well, I guarantee you'll get some of mine later. I think you'll also get a piece of someone here before the night is over." She gave me a wink and drifted away. I presumed she knew something I didn't from the certainty with which she spoke.
Ashley's mother arrived, and I focused on getting a hundred or so snapshots of her interacting with her daughter and the bridesmaids. She was a pretty hot number herself, but by then I'd committed my sexual prowess to the rest of the wedding party should they suddenly feel horny and want to fuck.
Brite eventually suggested I go and find the groom and get a series of shots of Mitchell and the groomsmen. I reluctantly left the women, taking one last look before I left. I found the guys already in their tuxedos having a beer on the Club's patio. I introduced myself and explained that I worked with Brite. I started taking informal shots, even getting the guys to mug for the camera. I got them out on the golf course's putting green all jumping and cheering together. I thought I got some good action shots.
A wedding planner found us on the patio and asked that we take our stations for the ceremony. Everyone shuffled around and followed her instructions. I followed the groomsmen as they met their counterparts for the procession in the foyer of the Club. The bride hadn't appeared yet, but I could tell she was close by. About a hundred people milled around the seats in the Club's Grand Ballroom, waiting for a cue to sit. I snapped away.
Brite appeared, gave me a thumbs up, and I drifted off to the side to capture views of the groom entering the room and the bride coming down the aisle - shooting between the folding chairs, laying on the floor at the end of the aisle as the bride walked towards me with her father. Things seemed to go like clockwork, I felt that I was getting good shots, and the wedding went off without a hitch. The wedding party marched out of the room and out onto the golf links for the formal family photographs. I followed to see whether I could help Brite in the formal shots. Those went quickly under Brite's expert guidance and organization.
Everyone at the wedding seemed related to everyone else. The only guests who were non-family were a couple of groomsmen and bridesmaids. The DJ cranked up the volume, people sat at their tables drinking from the open bar and the meal service started. Brite and I circulated and took snapshot after snapshot. Eventually, Brite pulled me to the bar and we both got a glass of wine to savor while we planned the next series of shots.
As the evening progressed, the cake arrived, and was cut by the bride and groom who delicately served each other a piece without too much icing being spread around each other's faces. The bride's garter was thrown to the guys, and the bride's bouquet thrown to the eligible women. Various important dances took place, and the party really got underway.
About nine o'clock, the older guests started to pay their respects to the new bride and groom and leave. Soon, the place had pretty much emptied except for the immediate wedding party. Brite just shrugged at me when I questioned the departures. She told me it was 'St. Cloud Midnight.'
We folded up some equipment, and I carried it out to the Jeep. When I went back inside I met Brite coming out. She said to me in a professional tone, "We've been asked to come to the Wedding Suite at the Radisson Hotel to take some informal 'after the wedding' pictures of the bride and groom."
I said all right although it wasn't on Brite's docket. As the last of the party left the Club, Brite ran up to me. She tossed me the Jeep keys and said, "Follow the limo. Radisson is about two miles down the road. Use the GPS on your iPhone if you have to. I'm going to take some photos in the limo with the lucky couple. Bring your camera when you come to the hotel suite."
* * * * *
I watched Brite slide into the limo just before the bride and groom came out of the golf club. I snapped a couple of pictures as they got into the limo, and then ran for the Jeep. As I pulled behind the departing limo, I could see a couple of flashes from the camera light up the interior of the stretch vehicle.
I locked up the Jeep at the Radisson, and caught up with Brite just before the elevator doors shut. With smiles and laughter, I got to meet Mr. and Mrs. Mitchell Drexell - Ash and Mitch. The Wedding Suite consisted of two hotel rooms that had the wall removed between them. A huge king-size bed occupied one room and the other part was more a living room. The bathroom had been enlarged to incorporate a red heart-shaped whirlpool tub. I noticed that his and her luggage had been delivered to the room earlier in the day.
Ash told Brite, "We want some really personal shots; that's why we asked you here. We're going to be doing the things that newlyweds usually do, and we want them captured on film - just for the two of us. We just ask you to be discreet with the results. Of course, we've lived together for four years, so there's not much mystery in any of this, but we'll have some fun getting sexy for your cameras." Ash shot me a glance and winked. I looked to Brite to check whether she had expected this request and would provide this service. She laughed at the look on my face but smiled her willingness.
Brite and Ash went into a huddle, and I could hear some impromptu planning about shots being made. After their conference, Brite came and made some adjustments to my camera. "We'll be using low levels of ambient light for the shots here. No flash or floods. She tweaked some dials on my camera, and said, "You should be all right unless things get really dark. Try to stabilize the camera a little more than you might otherwise." I think I knew what that meant.
I drifted to a corner of the living room where I became almost invisible as the lights were dimmed. Brite approved the light level as something we could work with. Still dressed in all their wedding regalia, Mitch and Ash came together and kissed very tenderly, and then with increasing passion. I watched as Ash, wearing her full wedding gown, dropped to her knees and pried Mitch's cock from his tuxedo pants; he looked at me surprised but with a wide grin. The shots I captured next recorded the start of the bride's fellatio on him. I noticed that Brite also took a few shots of the erotic act from a different point of view.
Mitch allowed the blowjob to go on for a couple of minutes. He then pulled Ash up and kissed her. With her help and instruction, he helped remove the dress from her shapely body. Ash rapidly got back to the state of dress I'd first seen her in. I got aroused again. Mitch lost his tuxedo.
Mitch pushed Ashley back on the bed and pulled the white thong she wore down her legs. With a smile, he tossed it to me. In a suitably lewd gesture that made him laugh, I held the scrap of material to my nose and inhaled. The aroma from Ashley's pussy filled my nostrils, and I hardened even further. Mitch laughed even more as I faked a swoon, and then he lowered his head to his new wife's pussy and started to eat her out.
Brite moved in for some close-ups; I captured the overall scene. Ashley started to writhe and moan on the bed. We both took several photos of her passion. The couple made some adjustments resulting in fewer clothes. Mitch was naked and Ashley was wearing only white stockings. Mitch had a fair physique; Ashley surely caught my attention with her boobs and trim body.
The couple formed a sixty-nine with Mitch on the bottom and Ashley on top. Tongues and fingers went wild. Again, many more photographs were taken from various viewpoints, including close-ups of pussy and cock, and the mouths enjoying them. Brite and I both occasionally talked to them asking that they pose in some erotic way. They cooperated fully, sometimes laughing at our ideas - the more outrageous the better.
Mitch finally rose over Ash's prone body with cock in hand. He rubbed and slapped it against her pussy, and then slowly sank into her, being sure that we had a camera angle on his penetration. They started to fuck with abandon.
At one point, I moved close to Ashley to catch the ecstasy on her face. To my surprise, she reached out and pulled my face to hers for a wild French kiss. I got in the spirit of the moment, giving her the tongue she seemed to want.



When I extracted myself from the kiss, I turned around and found that Mitch and Brite were similarly engaged. In their kiss, I watched Mitch's hand caress Brite's breast - this while his cock was deep in his new wife who was French kissing me. I went back and kissed Ash some more; there was nothing but pure lust in this room, and it felt really good and like a lot of fun.
When I turned back to Brite and Mitch, Brite's top was gone and Mitch was mauling her breasts with hands and mouth. Brite made little noises of approval. Our eyes met, and she grinned at me. She whispered, "Go for it."
I leaned in and sucked on Ashley's tits; they were more jelly-like than Brite's firm globes. I could push them together and get both nipples in my mouth at one time. Ash liked that and moaned in delight at the sensations. She finally said, "God, will you please take off your clothes?" My clothes lay in a pile sixty seconds later, right next to Brite's.
Ashley got me close to her and then grabbed hold of my cock, and swallowed my shaft. I instantly thought of the 'zipless fuck' blowjob I'd gotten in Wisconsin a couple of weeks earlier. Is there something in the water in this geography?
Mitch sucked on Brite's melons, something I already knew turned her on. I watched the fingers of his right hand sink into her pussy and start to massage her quim. Brite started to writhe next to him as she held onto him for dear life and they kissed. She was really turned on.
Ashley asked her new husband, "Hey, Doll, all right if we switch partners. I'd like to feel some new meat."
Mitch yanked his cock out of his wife, as he smiled devilishly at her. "Go for it, Babe."
* * * * *
Ashley swung around on the bed so her pussy faced me. "Fuck me," she implored. I didn't need a second invitation; I buried my cock in her moist pussy, sinking fully in on my first foray into that new territory.
Immediately beside us, Brite lay next to Ashley with Mitch working his cock into her cunt. Mitch and I started to pump into the women, staying in sync as we did. I found the scene so erotic, to be able to look at Brite beside me as I fucked another woman. Mitch allowed as how he had the same fascination with our foursome.
Mitch didn't last long. He pulled out of Brite's pussy at the last instant and blasted six long ropes of cum across her chest and face. I thought I'd explode at the visual lust of his erupting cock, but held my edge. After I regained control, I started to pump into Ashley more vigorously. I drove her to several orgasms, talking her through each one with lewd language - she seemed to like that; I also told her about her beauty and how I could see the sensitive and loving side of her personality.
Mitch rolled off Brite and started to paw her cunt again. I decided to not embarrass him and prove my ability to go for a long time period. I gave our fucking session five more minutes, and then I pulled out and jetted my cum onto Ashley's pubic hair and belly. Just for fun, I rubbed a little of my sticky fluid onto her face; I explained about how this would improve her complexion.
I lay down beside Ashley expecting to do more, but Ashley slid across the bed to Brite, sucking on the nearest breast. In seconds, the two women were locked in a passionate kiss. Hands finger-fucked their partner; breasts mashed together; and tongues danced in each other's mouth. After a few minutes and many groans later, Brite moved so her cunt hung over Ashley's mouth, and she started to scoop up my remaining cream. When that had disappeared, she moved to Ashley's clit. Ashley in turn had her mouth locked onto Brite's cunt, messy with her new husband's cum.
The two of them came a minute apart. Mitch and I had watched from opposite sides of the bed as we both masturbated our slimy cocks.
Ashley appeared more satisfied than Brite from her fuck with Mitch and me, as well as her sapphic encounter with Ash, but Brite, I could see, wanted to have another whack at me when we got back to her farm. After some enjoyment of our afterglow, and the absorption of the sexual atmosphere the four of us had created, Brite and I dressed, took a couple more photos of the pair as they hugged and mugged for the camera, and then left.
As we took the elevator down, I asked Brite, "Did you know that was going to happen? You'd said something earlier about an interesting night or something."
Brite explained, "When Ashley came to sign me up as the wedding photographer, she saw the pictures of me - the same ones you like. She admitted that they really turned her on. She even came on to me. I couldn't respond - I had other people coming for a sitting - so we agreed that at the wedding we'd do something really sexy and stimulating. I read her right. I guessed they'd been swinging before tonight - just a feeling."
"You enjoy it?" I asked.
"Yeah," she responded with a grin, "And don't let your ego get all deflated; you're much better than he is: much better technique, plus your attention to me when we're making love. You know how to vary the mood, and ... well, you read me; you know exactly where to touch me that makes me come unglued and give up a dozen orgasms. No one in my life has ever done what you do to me. In comparison, Mitch has a lot to learn about pleasing women sexually."
"Do you think you'll get together with them again?"
Brite thought, "No, probably not." After a further thought she added, "I'd rather remember you and me while I am alone with my vibrating toy, than get wrapped up in their social life. What we did was fun and good for a one-off. Maybe you'll find your way back, and that's more fun to think about than a repeat with them. Oh, just so you know, I've never done anything like that before."
Although it was midnight when we got back to the farm, Brite led me to the studio. She fired up the computers and backed up all her work from the wedding. After that, she started the large screen display with a block of shots she'd edited from our lovemaking the day before. She'd done an outstanding job of editing the raw material the camera had captured earlier. Much to my surprise, she'd also captured much our little fuck fest with Mitch and Ashley by prudently setting her camera on automatic shots and strategically placing it on a nearby dresser. She started the erotica running in a continuous loop on the large screen so we could see it from the bedroom set, and came over and kissed me.
Soon, our clothes lay in a pile, and she sat impaled on my shaft as we watched the pornography of the day before and earlier in the night. Brite knew how to talk dirty so she started, making every effort to arouse me to the max. "Look at how Mitch's shaft drives up into my tight pussy. Do you like that - watching someone you've fucked get fucked by someone else? The two of you could have double-fucked me while I ate Ashley's cunt. Did you like her taste? Wasn't that some of the best cunt juice you'd ever tasted? Oh, look at you, driving your big, long cock into Ashley that way; look at her squirm; she really liked getting fucked by you. She'll always find Mitch deficient now. Oh, you can fuck and suck breasts at the same time. You're good."
Brite went on. We shared some orgasms, and then we had a grand crescendo where I filled Brite's cavern with semen. In our afterglow, Brite grabbed a remote and turned off the television and dimmed the lights. We went to sleep with my cock still buried in her cunt.
I stayed a couple more days with Brite. We fell into a routine. Over the two days, we rarely dressed completely. I'd wander around in my briefs and Brite enjoyed wearing one of my shirts that looked huge on her small frame. Our lust led us to join at least a half-dozen times each day. In between our love making, Brite worked on the wedding shots and handled many calls about shipping and mailing large prints from other photo shoots she'd done. She had two other sittings that seemed to be pretty standard, so I stayed out of the way working with the guitar or doing emails.
* * * * *
I'd told Brite that I had to 'move on down the road' to warmer weather, and she seemed to understand. I could tell that she was willing to develop our playful relationship into something more serious; if I hadn't met Crystal, I would have too, but in any case, my trip came first. Brite explained that the entertainment industry is a close-knit community; thus, she knew we'd meet again, and that we'd have further opportunities to play together. Like Crystal, I found Brite a fascinating person to be with, a fantastic mixture of intellect, talent, and sexuality.
Brite showed me what she would most likely send to Terry and the music company for the album and other publicity. I approved her choices. None of them would embarrass me or damage my image. Brite said that the more risky photos were 'top secret' and part of her secret stash for lonely nights when she was horny - she admitted that might be every night from now on. She loaded the complete set on my laptop, putting them in a password-protected folder. She asked how she could get in touch with me and mail me 'a present.' I gave her Anna's home address for physical mail. I knew I'd have to wait until I got to San Diego to see what she sent.
After five days in St. Cloud, I was ready to move on. Brite was working in her studio office that morning. I took a run; we'd had sex; and I'd showered. Then I went to her studio to say goodbye. She stood, and we kissed and held each other. Over her shoulder, I glanced at the wall that had held the three large photographs of her oiled nude body. They were gone. In their place, were three large photographs of the two of us - except no one could tell specifically who the models were. They were the sexiest things I'd ever seen.
In one picture, the curves and angles of Brite's oiled nude body dazzled in the backlighting, as did my own. My tongue extended out so it just touched one of her rigid and swollen nipples in profile. The light was so glaring on our faces; the details of identification had disappeared.
In the middle picture, our oiled bodies were in different positions and again neither of us was identifiable. My body hovered over hers, our heads were slightly turned away from the camera in a kiss, and my greased cock had just touched the swollen lips of her vulva aiming just below the shiny nub of her clitoris. Anyone viewing the picture would know instantly that only seconds after the shot was taken a cock sank deep into the woman's body.
In the picture on the right, our anonymity remained. We were both climaxing. Brite had arched her back and thrown her body back against the bed to maximize my depth in her body. My own body arched above her in the similar throes of orgasm; my head had turned away from the camera just enough so my identity remained a mystery. I was buried as deep as I could be in her cunt. One could almost feel my seed jetting from my body into hers - and feel the joy, passion, and spiritual connection we enjoyed in that instant.
I pulled away from Brite and turned her towards the photographs she'd hung. "They're fantastic. I'm getting all teary just thinking about those seconds on my first day here. I hope you'll share them with me someway?"
Brite walked with me outside, and stood nearby as I mounted up. As I got ready to ride away, she produced her camera one last time and took my photograph. Later, somewhat to my surprise, that one photograph would be the album cover shot when my CD got released. Brite has captured my 'Wanna Stay, Wanna Go' look in my eyes.
I headed down her long driveway, and turned northwest towards North Dakota.
To be continued
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Chapter 18
North DakotaBismarck is a pleasant little city and the state capital of North Dakota. I found myself surprised at how hilly the environment was, particularly near the Missouri River that cut through the city. I'd been on some pretty flat land getting there.
The Northern Pacific Railroad dominated the town's history, even renaming it to Bismarck after a German Chancellor in an attempt to attract German investment in the area. Today, the city is dominated by state government and several major health care centers, not to mention a plethora of Christian churches all trying to out do each other and woo each others' parishioners away. The connections with Lewis and Clark and Sacagawea are over done, and the architecture is functional and boring. On the other hand, the people were friendly and helpful.

* * * * *I'd camped out along side the Missouri River since the weather was pleasant and the evening temperatures had risen to the sixties. At dusk the evening before, I committed a small envelope of my dead wife's ashes to the river. I stood on the rich loam beside the river and watched the film the ashes created on the river start to move on their journey to the Mississippi, the Gulf of Mexico, and the oceans of the world. I had to remind myself that the ashes were only that – ashes; they were not Karen, only part of a symbolic rite I'd created for myself.
I'd been in thirty-two states so far in my journey. In most, I'd met at least one woman who had made love with me, and taught me something about myself, about women, and about relationships. One axiom I'd learned is that there is no such word as 'normal' when it comes to sex. Along my travels I'd been in all sorts of sexual situations – often multiple women, group, sisters, mother-daughter, and, of course, regular one-on-one sex. I'd lost my modesty or self-imposed stigma of having sex in front of other people. I'd found some edges to my sexual boundaries, and learned there were more to discover, boundaries I never ever imagined. More important to me, I'd blown up some other boundaries that restricted my thinking about sex.
These thoughts ran through my head as I ran around the city in the morning. I pushed myself until the pain of the run made me feel as though my chest would explode. No pain, no gain. When I stopped running, I did two hundred sit-ups and push-ups; and stopped counting chin-ups on a branch when my hands could hold me no longer.
I hadn't done Tai chi in quite a while. I'd learned the practice as a martial art when I'd been in Army Special Operations training – a Green Beret. I went through the fifty-six forms I had been taught – the short version, silently beside the river, stressing various muscle groups with each carefully rehearsed and timed move. In each pose, I adjusted my mental attitude to amplify some trait I wished to possess.
My last ritual that morning was a meditation. The run and Tai chi had made my transition to mindfulness easier; I was practiced in the art now that it had become part of my daily ritual. My contemplation cleared my mind and enabled me to receive messages from the universe from within and without. A Buddhist monk I had studied explained that some messages are my inner voice and intuition speaking. Other voices I hear bring messages from the beings my soul has created along side the one I am experiencing – parallel lives. Some messages come from my reincarnated soul.
That morning, as I transitioned from my meditation back into this world, I felt a premonition. I knew I would be presented with two situations where I would have to help two people in different ways. The curiosity of that premonition got me started on the rest of my day.

* * * * *I didn't have specific plans for travel, probably start my journey south from this northern state. I took a leisurely swim in the river I'd camped beside and then checked my iPhone for the weather. I learned that a weather front was moving through late in the day, so a motel for that night was a no brainer, but I had a lot of time to spare. Maybe I'd even get a warm shower later.
About mid-morning, after some guitar practice, I started to pack up my campsite. I probably shouldn't have camped overnight where I did, but increasingly I had become one who didn't always abide by all the rules. I'd found a nice park, pretty close to what passed as the downtown area of Bismarck, and had hidden my bike in a brushy area down by the water right next to where I pitched my tent. I doubted anyone would find me unless they were looking.
As I pulled the stays out of my tent, I heard the sounds of an argument growing closer – a man and woman. They were both yelling at each other, and in my opinion there was little listening going on. When they got nearer and I could better understand the words, I heard the man using various Biblical verses to try to change some behavior of the woman: "You are becoming like Lot's wife in Genesis; you will become a pillar of salt because you intend to sin." His tone ranged from pleading to threatening to disown her – that was when I realized they were a father-daughter pair. The daughter yelled back, "I see many people doing things you call a sin in the world, and I have yet to see anyone become a pillar of salt. Most of them have a lot of fun; they enjoy life, but you think that anything fun is a sin. That's no longer how I plan to live my life."
I stood and peered through some of the brush that protected my campsite from view. The couple was about fifty feet away: a man in his mid-fifties and a woman – a girl really – in her late teens. The argument apparently involved the girl's moving out of the parental home and going her own way now that she was legal age. At one point she yelled at him, "I don't believe the things you say are true – about Jesus and the Bible. I think they're all made up stories. The churches use the stories as though they're true to control people – the way you're trying to control me. Well, fuck off father; your little girl has grown up and is making her own decisions now that she's able. Thank you for getting me here, but now leave me the fuck alone."
She stormed off to my left with her father in pursuit. He yelled at her, "The wrath of God will come down upon you. It says in Revelations that children must respect and obey their elders. To not do so, you risk the fires of hell at the end of your life."
She yelled back, "You've made my life a living hell since I was born. You don't want a daughter; you want an obedient disciple. Well, that's not me. Go find some sucker from your church that you can intimidate. I'm moving on. I waited years until I could make it on my own; and today's that day. Good bye! I'll drop you a line now and then."
She took off across the park at a run, far faster than the man could move. I could hear his sigh of frustration from where I stood. He turned and walked the opposite way to a parking lot. As I strapped my tent to my motorcycle, I saw him get in a nondescript car and drive away.
The teen's voice from behind me caught me by surprise; "You hear all that? I thought we were alone – I didn't see you in here. This is a nice hiding place." She dropped down and sat on the blanket and ground cover that I hadn't folded yet. Both were laid out like an invitation, and she accepted.
I allowed, "Quite an argument. You're moving out, I take it; and Dad doesn't like it. How old are you?"
"Almost nineteen. I graduated high school last June, and yeah, my father doesn't approve of me going out on my own. He's said a lot worse than you probably heard today. He thinks I'll become a prostitute or get into some slutty profession; he doesn't think I can get a regular job and make a living. I am so mad at him I want to do that just to spite him. He's always preached at me, the same way he preaches to his congregation. I'm surprised anyone listens to him."
I asked, "He's a minister?"
"Oh, yes," she said. "He runs the Bismarck Evangelical Christian Fellowship Church. He's been doing that for twenty years, even before I was born. He forced me to go my whole life."
"So you've stopped going now?" I speculated, as I squatted down to be at the same eye level she was.
"I actually stopped going a few months before graduation. He went ballistic, and tried to hide it from his congregation. He said I was just rebelling and would get over it. But, I think differently from the way he does; I don't believe the same things. I think I'm better read about some things than he is – spiritual things. All he wants people to read is the Bible, and that's pretty limiting."
As she talked, I had a moment to assess the pretty girl. She had long brunette hair, a pleasing face, and a body that probably made boys near her age have impure thoughts at night.
I asked, "What's your mother believe?"
Quick as a flash she said, "She died when I was six. Father thinks she did something behind his back to justify her dying so young; whenever her name comes up he says something like, 'God struck her down in his vengeance on those who sin and disobey his rules.'" She waved her arms around and then pointed to a bush in a violent way with one finger as though she was God striking down some infidel.
Suddenly, she looked at me in a peculiar way. She blurted out, "Hey, I know you. You're the person that was inPeople magazine a month ago – on the cover – Jim somebody. You're Crystal Lee's boyfriend, and you sing. I've even got the two of you on my iPod singing 'Texas Dawn.'" She pulled an iPod and pair of earplugs from her pocket.
I smiled and bowed my head to her.
The girl looked over at the motorcycle; she said, "I remember now, you're riding across the country on that thing – something about going to every state."
"Yep," I replied in my terse imitation of a North Dakotan.
"This is so cool meeting you. My girlfriends will never believe me. Can I have your autograph or something?"
"Sure. If you have a cellphone that takes pictures, you can also photograph us together." As I said those words, my mind's eye flashed to the erotic photograph session I'd had only a day or so earlier with Brite.
The girl produced a cellphone from another pocket. She stood and came over beside me as I put some provisions in one of my saddlebags. We posed beside the motorcycle, and she held the camera at arm's length and took a snapshot. It came out pretty well.
I asked her, "What's your name?"
"Mary Jennings. I'm named after Jesus' mother, of course. I hate the name; maybe I'll change it."
As she hunted for something to put my autograph on in her large purse, I asked, "So what'll you do now that you've left home?"
She said, "Several things; first, I guess I need to leave Bismarck. If I hang around, my father will hunt me down and keep trying to get me to come home; that would be intolerable." She thought and added, "Next, I'll need a job – something more than the temp job I've had this summer. I want to be near a college somewhere, because I want to get a degree; my father doesn't think women need any education beyond high school, but I do."
I nodded, and she went on, "Oh, yea, I need to lose my virginity. I was so embarrassed being the only virgin in my graduating class. Do you know how bad that is? Ughhh!"
"I can imagine," I said, wondering how everyone's sexual status got reported in Bismarck High.
Mary thought a moment and blurted out, "Hey, would you fuck me – you know, be my first. You're OK, I like you, and it'd be a lifetime memory to give it up to someone famous. You also give off good vibes. I'm pretty, have great tits, and probably would fuck like a mink if given the chance. I mean, after the first time, that is. I'll even be your girl for a while, and you can do me a dozen times a day if you want."
The suddenness of her offer stopped my thinking. The devil on my shoulder thought of how nice it'd be to fuck the living daylights out of the pretty girl. The voice of the angelic me came through in my head, 'Hey, this is one of those people you're supposed to help, and fucking her won't help her. Moreover, she'll talk to the paparazzi or some freelance photographer will get a picture of the two of you screwing around.'
We had a long and pregnant pause between us. She'd offered herself to me without any conditions other than my acceptance. We studied each other. I could tell she was serious. I didn't want to treat her in a cavalier manner.
"Mary, I'm twice as old as you are. I've picked up some wisdom in those years, and I'd like to share it with you. Will you listen?"
She smiled at me and said with a smirk, "As long as you don't quote from the Bible or mention heaven and hell." Her posture and tone of voice indicated to me that I had her attention; whatever I said would be credible to her, not like the things her father was trying to say to her.
I said thoughtfully, "Each of us needs a moral compass. Your father uses the Bible as his. You reject that, so if you're going to create some stability in your life, you should get your own compass. You might choose a role model to pattern yourself after while you develop your own set of life principles and set your behavior boundaries; or you could look at your life and the areas where you have made good decisions, and reflect on what underlying principles you used to guide those decisions. Then decide whether those principles are ones you want to use for the rest of your life."
Mary said, "Give me an example."
"OK. You go to a party with friends. There's plenty of booze and drugs there, and peer pressure to do both. What do you do? There are several major decisions wrapped up in just that situation."
Instead of answering, Mary asked, "What would you do?"
I chuckled and said, "I'd limit myself to two beers or two glasses of wine; otherwise, I get bad headaches; I wouldn't do any drugs. I'd stay sober because I know some of the others at the party won't, and I'll need to be sure no one does damage to themselves, for instance, by driving while drunk." I added, "However, when I was eighteen, I didn't have those principles yet, so I drank until I got sick and embarrassed myself by barfing all over someone's living room couch – I ruined the thing. One time I took some bad drugs; two friends stayed up with me all night to be sure I kept breathing. That scared me, and I never tried drugs again even when I was in awful places in the Army. Other guys used drugs to help them get through the horror we were in."
Mary said, "I like your first set of principles; that's what I'll do."
"All right, just be sure you're comfortable with how it plays out. Sometimes, the peer pressure can get pretty intense," I said. I then went to the next issue at hand. "As for becoming the person who takes your virginity, I am truly honored that you have offered yourself to me, but I don't think that'd be in your best interest. You need a principle here that I think is missing. May I explain?"
Mary nodded and leaned forward. I felt that I had her ear.
"Two sets of principles that people use are 'you have to love someone before you have sex' or 'you're supposed to save yourself for marriage.' A lot of sex happens without either of those being invoked. My own philosophy is that both parties have to feel 'very good vibes' about each other and about the encounter. If they do, there'll be no regrets a few hours later, only pleasant memories."
"How many women have you slept with – you know, fucked?"
"Before I got married, about six, and not very often; while I was married, only my wife; and since she died in February ... err, a few."
Mary studied me and said, "Hey, give it up. How many exactly since February?"
"Leave it at a few. It's immaterial to what I'm trying to tell you."
"Holy shit, you're a man slut." She grinned lecherously at me.
I ignored her and noted in a pensive tone, "With each woman I've been with I felt something vibrant and exciting about our coming together, and they did too. We both felt the same thing and wanted the same shared experience."
"So if I'm horny and I find a horny guy, you think it's all right to go at it?"
"If you're my age, yes. At your age, I don't think you have enough sensitivity to the vibrations between people. All you'd feel is lust, and you have nothing to weigh it against – no counterbalance about how you might feel afterwards, and believe me you can feel really rotten later when you just fuck for sheer hell of it. You learn that counterbalance with age – I had it by the time I met my wife eight years ago. That's where having some life principles comes in."
"What'd your wife die from?"
"An autoimmune disease. She went quickly – in a month."
"Do you have a girlfriend now?"
"Yes, Crystal Lee – the singer. I have another friend in Vermont and one in Florida. I have others I think highly of and hope to have a long-term relationships with too."
Mary thought a minute and came back to her original question, "So, you won't fuck me?"
I started, "Mary, you're a very nice girl. I can tell from the way you talk, your questions, and your demeanor. All that said, I don't have any vibes that make me want to jump your bones. If I did have sex with you, I know I'd feel regret right after and I don't want that feeling. I would feel as though I'd taken advantage of you even though you made the request. You're very pretty, and over time, if we were to build a relationship, I'm sure it could lead to us making love, but not now."
"Hmmmm," she said. After a pause she said, "I wish you were my father. You're cool. You tell it like it is. I know he thinks sex is a sin, and you don't."
I took my reply a step further, "Mary, after your first fuck, what do you want to remember about the experience?"
That stopped her cold. Mary thought, "Well, ... I guess I'd want it to be romantic ... with someone I really like ... and not rushed or secretive, or in the back of a car ... and not because of peer pressure to lose my virginity. Like you said, I'd want to have a good memory of it ... of the guy ... the rest of my life, even if we never got really serious about each other in a long-term relationship. I'd want to feel good about it afterwards, like you said."
I continued, "That's a pretty good target to aim for. With the right person sex is a lot of fun. For me, I get warm and fuzzy inside and have feelings of admiration, respect, caring, and lots of other nice emotions about my lovers. I feel really romantic too. As I say that, maybe that's what I've learned to look for in the other person before I jump their bones, someone that will trigger those emotions in me and respond to me in kind."
Mary stood and walked to the edge of the riverbank for a few minutes. I went back to packing my camping gear on the motorcycle. When I'd finished, I leaned against the bike to see what she'd do next.
Mary turned back to me. In that instant, I could see she'd aged significantly. Some bubble of wisdom had popped inside her head. She even looked older than five minutes earlier.
She came over to me and put one hand to my cheek. "Thank you. Thank you a lot. You taught me more than you know." She leaned in and kissed my cheek in a nice way.
"One last thought?" I offered.
Mary looked expectantly at me.
I smiled and said, "Sex is never an emergency."
I hugged the teen, and then she said goodbye and walked across the park and disappeared. I wondered if I'd have such clear advice for my own teenager. Rather than force answers on her I hope I'd created a space for her to create her own, something she seemed ready to do.

* * * * *I had lunch at one of the simpler eateries in town - a hole in the wall innovatively called Bismarck Cafe. Coming out to my bike, I glanced around. A hundred feet away a woman about my age sat on the ground leaning back against her car and crying. As I heard the whimpering, compassion flooded into me. I walked over to her to see whether I could help in some way. The front left tire on the car was flat, and the reason was clear - a cheap knife sticking out of the sidewall.



I spoke in a pleasant but matter of fact voice, hoping to pull her out of her despair over the tire, "Hard to fix something like that? Do you have spare?"
The dirty blond looked up at me. Mascara streaked the pretty features of her face along with the glistening tracks of many tears. She talked and sobbed simultaneously: "No ... spare ... no ... money. I'm done for."
I thought for a moment and looked around. About a block away I could see the sign for an auto and truck center. Almost in answer to the situation I could see the word 'Tires' below the larger letters in the sign.
"Do you have a jack? You know, so we can get the tire off your car?"
Again, she spoke through her choked up voice, "In the trunk ... I think." She held up a set of worn car keys in my direction.
Her cries slowed as she watched me get the car jack and lug wrench from the trunk. She stood, sniffled, and kept asking me what I intended to do because she had no money for a replacement tire. I popped the small hubcap off the wheel, loosened the lug nuts, and then jacked the car so the tire rose off the ground. Two minutes later the tire fell off the car into my hands. I'd left the knife in it so the hole would be easy to find.
As I'd worked, I'd extracted a few pieces of information from the pretty woman: her name was Shaye, she'd had a boyfriend up until that morning – they'd argued, he punched her, stuck a knife in the tire, and left for points west. He'd also taken all her money. She was from Texas, miles away, and knew no one in the town.
I suggested she stay with the car while I got the tire fixed. I carried the tire the block to the repair shop. A no-nonsense man met me at the door; he'd seen me approach with the tire in hand.
I started to speak, but he held up his hand for me to remain silent. He read the tire size, touched the knife, and then led me into one of the large empty garage bays. He pulled a tire off a metal rack and verified the size, then turned to me: "It'll cost you $80 - mounted and balanced. The tire you've got is no good; couldn't even put a tube in it with the gash the knife left."
I smiled and told him to go ahead. He stood still until I peeled four twenty-dollar bills from the small roll in my pocket and passed them to him. He smiled at me and went to work replacing the tire.
When I got back to the woman's car rolling the new tire in front of me, she had disappeared. I shrugged, resigned to complete my second good deed for the day. I got halfway through mounting the tire when Shaye appeared next to me.
She said in a dejected tone, "I had to wash my face. I know I looked a mess - runny makeup and all. I'm not normally like that; it's just that today's a low point in my life. The guy I've been living with for two years took off this morning, and I know I'll never see him again. He took my half of some money we'd saved - over two grand. I have about thirty bucks. We were supposed to play a gig down the street, so he's screwed them over too. I can't work alone, and I'll never get a chance to work here again now that their Saturday night's entertainment is a no-show. I also can't pay you for that tire. I'm sorry."
"Whoa!" I said, "Slow down; one thing at a time; how do you know your boyfriend's gone and are you sure he took the money?" I asked as I started to get the lug nuts in place to hold the tire on the car.
She said in a sad voice, "He told me; said he'd wasted his sorry ass taking care of me, and that I owed him the money. I think he got it all backwards; I took care of him and deserved at least my share of the money. I was the one getting us guest appearances. I have the better voice. I just let him takeover – I'm such a loser."
She squatted down so she was more at my level as I knelt to put the tire on the car. I noted how nice her blue jeans hugged her perfectly shaped ass. The muscle tone of her shapely legs also showed as they stretched the denim. When she leaned forward, the fullness of her breasts also showed through the open neck of her western shirt. I wanted to open more of the western snaps to see more. I struggled to keep my eyes on her pretty face – she was easy to look at.
She kept talking about her situation, "He and I sang country music. We traveled around in the central states - even did appearances a few places in Canada. My guess is he went after some little tramp he went ga-ga eyes over in Calgary a week ago. He said he was headed up that way."
I asked, "And why can't you appear solo tonight or get a job after this?"
Shaye thought a long time before answering; I struggled with a reluctant lug nut. "I've haven't sung alone in years. I can play guitar and sing, but I've always been part of a duet or larger group – I take comfort in numbers on stage, otherwise I'd be too nervous. Hank and I were together for two years. God, I'm dumb!" I could see the self-directed anger starting to emerge.
I volunteered, "Show me that you can sing, and maybe I'll sing some with you to get you started. Some folks think I can sing, although I should warn you, my guitar playing is pretty basic."
Shaye stared at me a long time, getting outside her self-pity and really taking in what I looked like for the first time since we'd met. "Oh, shit," she muttered loud enough for me to hear; "You're him ... that guy ... Crystal Lee and you ..."
"Hi, again. Jim Mellon at your service."
Shaye sputtered about. I had to stop and tell her to calm down. "Look, I'm just a guy who happened to have a string of good luck - meeting Crystal, recording songs, and all. Don't go all flaky on me. You're as special as I am and as Crystal is. Heck, Crystal tended bar and waited tables and sang in between, then someone happened to like one song she did –'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl.' It can happen to you too."
She spoke with awe in her voice, "You're riding your motorcycle through all the states, right? Where's your motorcycle?"
I gestured down the block to where my over packed motorcycle sat in a parking space.
Shaye fell back from her crouch next to me onto her butt. She was overtaken. "I've never met anyone so famous."
"Get over it," I implored. "I'm just a guy - a nice one, I hope, that's helping a stranded lady fix a tire. Now, I'm also offering to do a little impromptu singing with her; if, and I mean a big 'if', she can prove to me that she can sing, and we can get our act together before you go on tonight."
Shaye sputtered some more and finally said, "Oh, God, I'd be so honored to sing with you. What do you want me to do, sing for you right here, right now?" Her tone of voice told me that if I'd asked her to jump off a building, she'd immediately leap right off without a second thought.
I responded, "No, let's go somewhere a little more private. Is there a park near here?"
She replied, "I saw one two blocks that way." She gestured to the north.
I tightened the last of the lug nuts, popped the hubcap on, and let the car down off the jack. As I stowed the jack back in the trunk of the car, I said, "You lead, I'll get my bike and follow you. I see the guitar back in the back of your car; bring that too. Let's find a nice place to practice."
"Oh, thank you. Thank you so much. I can't pay you now for the tire, but when I can, what will I owe you for the tire?"
I shook my head as I walked to the bike. I said back at her, "Pay me back by singing up a storm tonight. Now, come show me what you can do."

* * * * *I followed Shaye a couple of blocks to a little park with a bandstand in the center. The park was empty aside from a mother walking two small children near one corner.
I took my small travel guitar from my motorcycle and walked to where Shaye had parked. She sprang from the car and quickly retrieved her rather beat up guitar from the back of her car. We went over to a park bench.
After getting our guitars in tune, I said, "OK, now, let's see what we can sing and play together." I could see the color rise in her face. I went on, "Name some of the songs you like to play, particularly in front of the audience we'll have tonight." The more I thought about singing that evening, the more I got into it. It'd be fun to accompany her and see whether anyone noticed my celebrity status.
Shaye pulled a tattered piece of paper from her pocket. On it were the names of about fifty country music songs. She explained, "We'd keep this list in front of us when we played. I'd call out a number, and we'd play that one. I learned a lot of these when I played in a group down in Texas five years ago. The leader taught me this system."
I looked at the list and spoke, "So if I say 'forty two'?"
"We start playing 'Amarillo By Morning,' you know the one by George Strait. Hank could sort of sound like him too."
I said, "I love that song, but don't know the chord progressions."
Shaye said, "Oh, it's easy. C-G-Am-G-D7-C. Watch me, I'll chord, then you join in." She launched into a slow version of the chords as I watched trying to follow her rapid changes on the frets. After three passes, she said, "That's it, you're getting it now. Do you know the words?"
I did. We did a slow duck walk through the song, and then started all over. As we did, she said, "This is a song a guy should really sing. I'd sing the background on it."
After our fourth pass, we stopped and I looked at her carefully, "Shaye, you have a good voice. It's easy to listen to. People will take notice. You shouldn't be background; you should be foreground - take the lead or at least be equal to your onstage partner. Pick another song that you can take the lead on."
She glanced at the list and said, "Number thirty;'Your Smilin' Face' - it's jazzy the way James Taylor did it. Hank didn't like playing it, so I'd sometimes end up almost doing the whole number alone."
"Do it."
Shaye launched into an upbeat and jazzy guitar intro to the piece, a combination of rapid picking and strumming, plus some slapping of the guitar face to emphasize a backbeat. I was impressed. Her voice rang out and had a fine melodic character to it. She got a lot of sound out of the tattered guitar too. Towards the end, I said, "Again," to her. She started to go through the song again, and I joined in, doing some simpler strumming as I watched her chords, and adding some background to her. We sounded good.
When we were finished, I said, "Put that one on the list for tonight."
Shaye broke into a huge smile. "You'll do it?" she asked excitedly, practically jumping up and down.
"Yes. Honey, someone has done a number on you about your talent and capability. You have a nice voice – you can go far just by yourself. With the right break, I think you could even get on the charts and into something bigger than roaming around eking out a living doing weekend gigs. If you could get to Nashville, I think I could get you plugged into the music scene. I could at least introduce you to my agent and a few other people. I know they'd like you and route you to the right people to make something happen for you."
I got a big hug and kiss for those remarks after she searched my face to make sure I was serious. Then, she sat, expectantly awaiting my next instructions. The kiss had seriously distracted me for a few seconds. I was wondering ... wait, put that aside for now.
Rather than instruct, I prompted her; "If you'd just hired me to do this gig with you, what would you have me doing now?"
Shaye spoke, "Why, we'd run through the numbers we know together."
"And if that didn't make up a full evening's program?"
"After that, I'd pick the songs I'd sing alone to fill in the gaps."
"Then, do it."
She said, "OK, start at the top of the list. Do you know number one?" I could see her sitting up a little straighter as she took command of the situation.
The rest of the afternoon, with a couple of breaks, we worked our way down the list. Fortunately, as I told her, I knew many songs because I'd done them with Crystal or knew them from earlier in my life. We 'x'd' off songs I didn't know or that had a decided male flavor to them. In the end, we had thirty-seven songs on the list: twenty I could play in some way, and seventeen Shaye could do alone or maybe with me in the background. We had to fill from eight o'clock to midnight, with two half-hour breaks - three hours worth of music if we went straight through.
We talked about how to extend songs beyond their normal three or four-minute length, and what kind of between-song dialog we'd do. Then, I dropped a big idea on her: "Have you ever had others in the audience join you on stage – either singing or with instruments?"
Shaye laughed, "Only when they've been drunk as skunks and want a piece of my ass. What are you thinking?"
I said, "After the first half hour, the audience will be used to us. We need to break the pace with something different. One of us should ask whether anyone has a musical instrument with them that might want to join us for a few songs. This is a small town; I bet many of the people know each other."
"THAT's a great idea! But, what if no one comes up?"
"We just keep doing our own thing, but work at audience involvement. You know, get them to sing the chorus of some songs, and so on. Play it by ear."
We broke for dinner at six. I made a couple of local phone calls while we were waiting for our food. I had a gift to give – an important one, and more so than the tire. I also needed some western clothes to complete my onstage image. My others had been left behind various places.

* * * * *We were in the backroom at Buck's Roadhouse at seven-thirty, waiting for our eight o'clock start. One of the barmaids stuck her head in the door, and said to someone outside the door, "They're in here. There you go."
A young man in his twenties walked in carrying several large bags, a box, and a guitar case. Shaye gave me a puzzled expression. I paid the courier and gave him a generous tip for following my instructions to the letter. I took the guitar case from the courier and ceremoniously presented it to Shaye. She looked shocked when she opened the case; inside sat a brand-new Fender T-bucket acoustic-electric guitar – shiny and bright. At first she shook her head and said, "I can't accept such an expensive gift". I explained to her that I thought she needed a better guitar than what she had, and that I'd play her old one on stage that night. A small amplifier also came with the package. Shaye then began crying in earnest, and I had to hold her for a few minutes as she sobbed into my shoulder and kept saying 'Thank you. I'll never be able to pay you back. Thank you.'
In the bags were matching western clothes that I had bought us. I guessed her size. She took the ensemble and ran off to the ladies room to change with a bad case of the sniffles. When she came back, I'd already changed, even adding some new western boots to my outfit. Shaye looked gorgeous, a bright glittery 'show biz' silk top that glistened even in the dim light of the backroom. Her skirt fit – denim with glittery sequence and metal studs all over; it was intentionally short. She protested its length, but I explained that she had great legs, and her sex appeal was part of the show and her new popularity. Our new boots matched.
Shaye threw herself into my arms, and planted several long and generous kisses on my lips. I felt that resonance deep inside that later tonight might be interesting to pursue. I shoved the idea aside. I grabbed Shaye's old guitar so I could have a couple of minutes to get used to the instrument before we went on stage.
At the stroke of eight, the canned music ended, Shaye and I walked out on stage, and the owner of Buck's Roadhouse introduced us with a portable microphone. The sound echoed around the building, a conversion from a large old auto garage. I guessed a hundred to a hundred-fifty people were in the large bar: two-thirds guys and a one-third women. A lot of flirting and eyeballing had already started. We were introduced as 'Shaye and Jim.' No one paid me any mind, much to my delight. I'd made Shaye promise not to divulge my identity, but I expected it would come out somehow before the end of the night.
The first number was a long toe-tapper. The idea was to get people dancing on the large square wooden floor in front of the stage. As we sang, I even gestured to some of the reluctant couples sitting at side tables to come and dance. They came to the dance floor and started some good gyrations to our music; others started to follow.
Shaye introduced the next number, one where I'd join her again. We belted out the upbeat lyrics as she took the lead with the guitar music. Her new guitar and amp sounded great. I chorded along with her, but my guitar music was only background to her melody. Shaye did a solo on the fourth song, a fast number called'Summer Sent You,' a song more Irish than western, but the crowd loved it. I did some accompaniment from ten feet behind her. Now, when a number finished, some people started to applaud. I wanted the evening to change from 'bar music' to a concert by 'Shaye and Friend.'
After two more numbers, I asked the audience, "Any of you musicians out there want to join us up here, maybe do a little country music jamming?" Much to our pleasure, three guys hooted and waved at us to show they were accepting our offer. They exited the club and returned only seconds later: one with harmonica, one with an electric base and amp, and the third with another acoustic guitar. I got us some more microphones as everyone tuned up.
We caucused on stage and found we all knew some John Denver songs. We launched into a jazzy version of'Country Roads,' trading the lead back and forth between the five of us. We kept the pace of the song on the up tempo side. We had dancers on the floor, but gradually many of the couples started to cluster around the stage and watch our impromptu antics. We were all having fun performing. At the end of the song, we got a really strong round of applause.
One guy from the audience asked me, 'Do you want some drums; I can have a set up here in ten minutes.' I nodded enthusiastically to him. He disappeared, and true to his word reappeared at the end of the next song with three of his friends. He set up a complete drum set on stage as we planned the next song. Now, there were six of us on stage.
I noted that more and more people were flowing into the bar. The owner of Buck's appeared a couple of times at the edge of the small stage and gave us a big smile and a thumbs up sign expressing his approval.
I did a solo song backed up by Shaye and the rest of our hodge-podge musicians. Of course, the song I picked was one I was becoming increasingly well-known for,'Texas Dawn.' Shaye did some of the background singing, the way the backup singers had done for Crystal and me when we sang on stage.
As I got into the third verse, a reprise of the first, I saw the whispers start to go through the crowd. The entire saloon gathered in front of the stage, then maybe three hundred people. More were flowing in the door at a run.
As I sang, the audience started to join in on the chorus - at least, those that knew the song did. When we wrapped up the song, everyone cheered. I could hear my name shouted from the crowded, "Jim. Jim. Go, Jim!" I gestured for Shaye to come and join me. She came up, and I gave her a hug. I whispered to her, "Introduce the next song; one you and I do together." The others can join in as best they can.
Shaye picked, 'Mexico,' a favorite by James Taylor and Jimmy Buffet. The two of us had rehearsed the song in the afternoon. The drummer knew the song and gave us a strong backbeat to get started. We launched into the fast paced number. I gestured for the audience to join in singing, and soon at least half the people in the bar were singing at the top of their lungs and dancing in place as we sang. The others gradually picked up the beat and started to join in. The song turned into a fifteen-minute triumph. We got a huge round of applause, and then went on our planned break.



We pulled the other musicians with us as we went to a back room behind the bar for our break. Before we could ever start to talk, the Buck's owner rushed in; "You guys are fantastic. I've never had so many people in here." He turned to Shaye; "You have a great voice; you can sing here anytime." To me, he said, "You devil. I didn't know who you were until someone told me. I guess you're her friend, and I thank you for being here. I sure hope you won't charge me your normal concert rate." He laughed, and I shook his hand, assuring him that the evening was a freebie for him as long as he kept Shaye coming back to sing for him. He congratulated the other musicians, all of whom he seemed to know on a first name basis.
The six of us quickly planned the next set, and talked briefly about the one after that. We picked up two more musicians at the start of the next set, a saxophone player, and a violinist that really knew his country music. I thought the eight of us sounded great. We were having fun on stage, and even Shaye had relaxed and started to roll with the evening. I could tell she felt responsible for the entertainment at the roadhouse. I kept pushing her to the front of the stage as our leader, and urging her to use the microphone to front for the group, a job she finally started to enjoy. I felt comfortable following her, the same way I'd felt comfortable following Crystal when we first started playing together.
By midnight, Buck's Roadhouse had over six hundred people in it or hanging in through the open doors. We did a fifteen-minute encore to large rounds of applause. The owner told us later that many people were calling their friends and telling them to 'get down here,' this music is the best we've ever had in the State. He was grateful the fire marshall hadn't shown up and closed him down. He'd opened all the doors and just allowed people to come and go, counting on their honesty to settle their tabs. I suggested he pay Shaye in cash that night and even give her a bonus; he thought about that for a moment and then agreed she'd more than earned that by her performance and by bringing me to sing along.
Despite the presence of a celebrity on stage, I managed to deflect the responsibility for the group's success to Shaye. She blushed, but accepted the accolades. She knew she'd done a good job, and that six hundred people agreed with me. The owner felt the same way, and suggested to Shaye that she make his place a regular stop when she was in the vicinity; he'd even offer her steady employment if that was what she wanted. Shaye looked pleased, and told him she'd let him know her plans in a day or so. Later, I found out she'd expected a hundred dollars for the night, but she'd received six hundred dollars. The owner had also given a stipend to each of the volunteer musicians.
At my urging, Shaye got the names and contact information for the guys who had volunteered to sit in with us. Several of them expressed interest in playing more with her if she'd line up the business. I suggested she call the group 'Shaye Sadler and the Volunteers,' and they all seemed to like that name as well as her taking the lead.
As we were standing around talking, a young man came up and quickly introduced himself as a DJ from KUSB, the local country music station in Bismarck that covered all the Dakotas. He wanted to do an interview with me, but I ducked the opportunity. Instead, I aimed him at Shaye, telling him she was the one that needed the break and the publicity. I shook his hand warmly and poured on the charm as I steered him in her direction. He looked exceptionally happy to meet the belle of the evening. As I walked away, I could see them swap business cards to set up their meeting.
The patrons gradually filtered out of the dance hall now that the live music had stopped and 'last call' had passed. Shaye and I ended sitting at the bar nursing a glass of wine, and celebrating a job well done.
About then, I realized I didn't have a place to stay. I asked Shaye, "Where are you staying?"
She laughed and said, "In the backseat of my car, probably behind this place."
The bartender overheard her comment and volunteered, "Shaye, there's a room upstairs with a bed in it; nothing special, but it's clean and safe. You'll be locked in overnight, but you can get out if you need to." He gestured to a flight of stairs and a closed door at the top. "No one's using it, and I know the owner wouldn't mind – not after what you did for his business tonight. We ran out of almost everything." He chuckled to himself and gestured to the half-empty shelves behind him.
Shaye said, "I'll take it." She turned to me and asked, "Where are you staying?"
I shrugged. "I was going to camp out, but it's late and I'm tired. I guess ..."
The bartender again interjected, "And, it's raining outside. Got a cold front movin' through tonight. Probably clear off tomorrow sometime. Really windy too."
I thought of trying to set up my tent in wind on a cold rainy night at two in the morning. Somehow, the prospect didn't excite me. As I held that image, Shaye leaned in and whispered in my ear, "Please, come join me upstairs?" I caught that glint in her eye that betrayed more than just a simple invitation. She had the same vibes about me that I had about her.
I think the bartender overheard her whisper; he shuffled down to the far end of the bar and got busy doing something else so he could politely ignore us and not embarrass Shaye.
I slowly nodded yes. I added, "I'd be delighted."

* * * * *I have several mental images that I'll savor forever from that night. In one, her lithe body is stretched out in front of me with her legs flailing over my shoulders as my mouth, tongue, and lips attended her divine pussy. She'd just released my head from her orgasmic clutch. I had been eating her cunt, and driving my fingers rapidly into her in a frenzy of passion and excitement. I'd found her clit and G-spot easily, and played her like a fine instrument. Her orgasm had just passed, but the look on her face was one of complete satisfaction and immense affection for me. The dim light had cast shadows across her body emphasizing her breasts and the muscular abs of her body. Her tuft of pubic hair glistened with my saliva and her juices. Remembering that instant much later, I could even bring her taste to my lips – the nectar and aroma of her body were pure heaven; ambrosia for the gods, and I'd been lucky enough to savor them. Only seconds after that instant, Shaye invited my first penetration of her body.
In another of my mental images, Shaye was naked and facing me as she straddled my hips. She'd just had another orgasm. Her back had arched; her full breasts were thrust upward – one hand held her left breast and pinched her nipple almost in pain. The room was nearly dark, but at that instant a flash of lightning lit the room with a blue-white light the intensity of burning magnesium. She was beautiful. Where there had been uncertainty when we met in the afternoon, I saw her confidence in her future. She had options now that hadn't existed hours earlier, and she knew it. That lightning flash had been like a photoflash to sear that image on my memory.
My third mental image also involved our sex. The bar had closed completely; we were locked inside and everyone had left. Naked, I led Shaye downstairs and onto the podium where we had performed. In the dim light that came from the neon signs in the room and in the bar's windows, I had her recline on a table I pulled to the center of the stage. Once she was positioned, I drove my ramrod into her pussy – relentlessly seeking release in her body as she groaned our passion to the huge empty hall. The neon lights gave her body an otherworldly appearance that mixed the reds and blues of the signs across her skin in passionate patterns of lust and yearning. My orgasm hit me like a roaring freight train. Strong jets of my ejaculate surged from my steel shaft into the moist chamber that had clutched me to her during our sex play. I growled like a happy lion. Shaye moaned in delight. In our imaginations, six hundred fans of our music and sex act applauded and screamed in appreciation of our performance.
I carried Shaye back upstairs to bed with her head on my shoulder. We cuddled, and both fell asleep almost immediately. Shaye woke me later as the first rays of the sun were lightening the sky to the east. We made love again, our lust carrying us to new heights at that early hour. Soon after, we were asleep again, our nude bodies slick with each other's fluids.
We slept in until almost ten in the morning. After we showered and dressed, we came downstairs just as the janitors began mopping the floor from the previous evening's festivities. No one questioned the table in the center of the stage.
The storm of the previous night as well as the temperature drop had left the feeling of an autumn day in the air – sunny, crisp, and clean. Shaye and I found a diner near the Interstate and had a late breakfast.
Over breakfast, I wrote out for Shaye the contact information for Terry Ross, my agent. I also explained how to keep in touch with me. We talked about all the options Shaye now had in front of her. Her confidence had returned, and I believed it wouldn't fade easily after the reception she'd gotten from singing the previous night. Nights like we'd had can enthuse an entertainer for months. I've been told the music industry is like a small town, everyone knows everyone else and their paths cross often; I knew I'd see Shaye again some day, and she also took comfort in that idea.
We stood by her car for a few minutes kissing goodbye. She got in, waved, and headed off to Fargo where she had to provide an evening's entertainment at another country western club. I knew she'd do well. I also knew she was capable of more. I hoped she'd make it to Nashville. Later, I emailed Terry about her, so that when she called he'd have some background and my strong recommendation about her.
As I started my day's ride, I reflected back on the one-night stand with Shaye. The 'old me' thought of such events as sordid and without care or affection between the participants. Our tryst had been anything but sordid. Our time together had been beautiful, and truly moments to remember and cherish even though they had been of short duration.

Chapter 19South Dakota
One thing about riding on many western roads: they're straight, flat, and fast. I had to keep checking my speed as I rode south from Bismarck towards Sturgis and Rapid City, South Dakota. From some test runs, I knew my Harley would easily do a hundred.
I used the Wi-Fi at a public library to send one email to Lauren, Kim, Ellen, and Crystal that included a detailed account of my encounters with Shaye the previous night, and a few nights earlier with Brite – including our encounter with Mitch and Ashley. After thinking about it I took a risk and followed Kim's suggestion that I send a copy of the email to Anna. When I'd written about my exploits in earlier emails, Anna never said anything about the sexually explicit nature of that part of the message in her replies, so I took her silence as approval and interest in the subject.
I rode through Sturgis, South Dakota, and made the transition from the flat and slow undulating plains to a more hilly, even mountainous terrain, and from a nearly treeless part of the Dakotas to large stands of pine and spruce trees. I picked up some supplies in Rapid City and went south to the Black Hills. The weather warmed during the day, and the forecast was for good weather.
After Labor Day, most of the Black Hills' campgrounds closed. To find a good camping site, I selected a closed campground on a beautiful lake about twenty miles west of Mount Rushmore. The state run campground had a chain across the motor vehicle entrance, but pedestrian access to the lake was allowed along a path. I rode in on the path with my Harley, found a secluded campsite beside a lake and near a hiking trail up Harney Peak. In less than an hour I had a small fire going and my tent set up.
The site inspired meditation and communing with Nature. As the long shadows of the nearby mountain peaks slanted across the terrain, I sat beside the lake and cleared my mind of all. I allowed my mental gyrations to dissipate until there were none – just wonderful emptiness of mind. My eyes were open, I stared at the rippling surface of the lake, yet I accepted nothing that would disturb my contemplation.
At dusk, I set some of Karen's ashes free onto the quiet surface of the lake. She'd loved water and nature, so I assumed her spirit would approve of most of the locales I'd selected to leave a trace of her ashes. I've heard that some people receive strong messages from their dead loved ones about how to dispose of their remains. I'd received no such messages, but knowing Karen, she would have thought leaving a trace of her in each state a wonderful and fun thing to do.
I enjoyed a grilled steak for dinner along with a bottle of white wine I left to chill in the lake waters. I read a little using a flashlight in the after-dinner darkness, and then went to sleep early.

* * * * *I probably had a sleep deficit accumulated from my night with Shaye and the nights with Brite. We'd chosen to make love instead of sleep. This night I slept soundly in the cool mountain air, not awakening until seven o'clock the following morning when a bird made a racket to show that it took issue with my presence. I freshened up in the lake, allowing the cool water to brace my face. I wondered whether I'd have the fortitude to swim in the cold lake after my morning run.
The campground had a posted trail map of routes to the top of Harney Peak – a mountain that topped out three thousand feet above the campground. Running in mountains can be a challenge. The down hills are as bad as the up hills. Uphill your body labors, you quads ache, and you gasp for air. Downhill your feet jam into your shoes, and you slide or skid on the uneven ground. I didn't plan to run to the peak, only some distance past the tree line where I might have a vista across the Black Hills. I carried my small camera strapped to my waist.
I'd run the winding trail uphill for thirty or forty minutes before I passed the tree line. After that, I ran mainly on the packed scree that formed the trail. The view across the area was magnificent. On the east face I had sunlight all around me. I took a couple of dozen photographs as souvenirs of that precious morning.
I started to run again, following trail markers for an alternate trail down the mountain and back to the campground. I have an uncanny sense of direction and distance, so I felt confident I'd find my way back without difficulty. I reentered the trees, and started my plunge down the mountain. In many places on this trail, I had to stop and climb down a near vertical incline before I could start again. In one place, I started a small avalanche of rocks that made quite a racket in the quiet of the pine forest.
"HELP! HELP ME!"
Over the sounds from the cascading rocks, I heard the plaintive cry of a female, but muffled by the distance from me – sound doesn't travel far in a heavily treed environ. I stopped and tried to determine the direction of the sounds – somewhere off to my left. I slowed and changed course, slightly to my left and off the trail.
"I'M HERE. YELL AGAIN SO I CAN FIND YOU," I shouted.
"Over here. I'm over here. Help. I've fallen. I'm hurt."
I zeroed in on the voice, slowly approaching the nearly hidden edge of a sharp drop off. When I got to the edge, I peered over.
"Hi," I said to the woman about twelve feet below me on a rocky ledge. Twelve more feet below her lay the rocky forest floor. "How are you hurt?"
Her head jerked upwards at the sound of my voice. "Oh, thank God someone's found me. I think I broke my leg or ankle when I fell over the edge. I almost fell the rest of the way down; that'd have done me in completely. I can't walk or stand on it, and I can't see a way down from this ledge." She moaned a little. "Oh, God. I've been here all night."
"Let me see if I can get down to you. When did you fall?"
"Yesterday, late in the afternoon, the shadows were really long, and I didn't see the edge up there as I rushed to get down. I'd gotten off the trail somehow, and had been trying to find my way back to it."
"My name's Jim. What's yours?"
"Mils – everyone calls me Mils. It's short for Millicent, a name I don't particularly care for."
Mils looked to be about forty with long brunette hair she'd pulled through the back of a baseball cap that had 'St. L' on it. She had a down jacket on, so I speculated she didn't have hypothermia – the night hadn't gotten that cold. She had a really pretty face – angular with high cheekbones. She appeared athletic from her body frame; beyond that, the coat hid her upper body. She wore tight blue jeans that proved she had good-looking legs that stretched out in front of her, although there seemed to be an unnatural cant to her right hiking boot.
I angled down the slope to one side of the ledge to see whether I could find a lateral path to get onto the ledge Mils lay on. I stayed close enough that I could carry on a conversation with her. "Where are you from?" I shouted.
"St. Louis. I came out here with two friends, but they had to go back yesterday. They took a flight from Rapid City. I kept our rental car. Dumb me! I thought I'd just see a little more of this area, so I thought I'd stay around another five days." I'd maneuvered to where I could hear her, but couldn't see her.
I explained my own presence on the mountain; "I was taking a morning run. Good thing you heard me and yelled."
I rounded a large boulder with a tall Ponderosa right next to it. Mils lay thirty feel away and level with my position. I could see that there was no way I could easily get to her ledge without either climbing up to her from beneath the ledge or down to her from above. I scrambled back up the slope so I could talk more to her.
"Mils, I'm going to scale down to you. Can you roll in closer to the face of the cliff, in case I have to jump right where you're lying."
"OK, I can do that." I watched her shuffle and roll her body sideways. I lay on my stomach and dropped my feet over the edge, feeling in the rocks for toe holds for each foot. As I found footing, I inched my body further over the edge until I needed handholds. They were there, but just barely. I caught a glimpse of Mils watching me with a touch of fear on her face. Gradually, I scaled down the rocks. I jumped to the ledge the last four feet, barely catching myself before I'd have gone over the next ledge and fallen uncontrollably for twelve more feet into the rocky floor of the forest.
Mils said, "That was daring. How am I ever going to get down from here? I can't climb like that – never could even with two good legs. I need a sling." She gestured to her right leg. I could see the boot and part of the ankle at an unnatural angle to her upper leg.
"Mils, I want to examine your leg. Is that all right?"
"Hell, yes!" She said, obviously hoping I could create a miracle cure for her.
I helped her stretch the injured leg out in front of her. I carefully unlaced and removed the hiking boot and sock, using every care not to twist or pull on her foot. Mils had pretty toes with manicured nails painted in a soft feminine pink. Despite my precautions, Mils winced in pain. I gently touched her ankle, noting it had already swollen – the body's protection mechanism to minimize pain at the broken bone and to make you stay off it while it heals. I felt gently up and down Mils' shinbone or tibia. She moaned in pain when I touched the fracture above her heel. As I held my left hand on the area of the fracture, I used the other hand to gently turn the heel of her foot a small way in each direction. Mils yelped in pain at a few of my moves.



"Sorry. I think what you have is a 'green stick' fracture of your tibia – that's your main lower leg bone. It carries ninety percent of the load for that leg; you also have a smaller bone called a fibula that seems all right. The break may be like what a tree branch might do when it cracks but not all the way through. We've got to immobilize the leg before we move you, or we might do greater damage getting you back to civilization."
"How do you immobilize me here – there's not much around to work with and you're in running shorts and a t-shirt?"
"I'm going to go down to my camp and get some materials and come back. We'll immobilize your leg, get you off this ledge, and take you down the mountain. Where's your car?"
"I have a rental car parked at Sylvan Lake. Do you know where that is?"
"No, but I can find it. Give me the keys I want to move it closer to where I'll bring you out of the woods below. I'm on a motorcycle, so that won't do to transport you."
Mils studied me a second, I guess evaluating whether she could trust me with her car and whatever valuables she'd left in it. A wave of pain caught her for a few seconds. The car keys rapidly appeared, and she dropped them in my hand. She described the car to me, and where she'd put it in the parking area.
"It might be an hour or two before I get back. We're still a way from the campground that's the nearest to where you are; that's where I'm camped. I'll take my motorcycle to your car and then drive it back. Be patient. If someone else comes, ask for them to stay, and to me help get you down the mountain when I get back."
"Bring me some food too, if you can – please. My stomach is growling; I've missed two meals."
I agreed, and then studied a descent over the lower cliff, from the ledge to the rocky floor below. I scaled down that cliff face, noting the paucity of hand and toe holds. Once I got down and a few feet away, I turned and took a picture of the cliff. I didn't have cookie crumbs to lead me back to Mils, but I could take a picture every few feet to be sure I could reverse play my journey down the mountain. Occasionally, I'd also move a few rocks into a signpost as well.

* * * * *I traversed laterally through the trees back to the trail I'd been on before I heard Mils call for help. I trotted down the mountain, extrapolating what the journey would be like with the injured woman. In ten minutes, I rejoined the trail I'd started on when I left camp, and ten minutes after that I reached my camp. I'd taken about fifty pictures of my route down the mountain.
As I moved down the trail, I'd made a mental list of the things I'd need to rescue Mils. I figured my first job was to get her car and see what other resources I could find along the way. I rode my motorcycle a little further down the mountain to the parking area she'd indicated. I found her car quickly and returned to the campground with it, leaving my motorcycle locked in the same parking area. I was amazed at how isolated we were now that the season had passed. I passed one pickup truck before I could react and flag him down. I had no cell phone coverage. The few places I passed were closed.
After I had transferred the packs on my bike to Mils' car and locked up my bike, I drove Mils car back to my campground. I stopped at the entrance and found I could easily detach the chain blocking auto access to the campground parking area. I tossed the chain in the car. After I'd parked by my camp, I checked the trunk of the car. Mils had a hard-sided suitcase. I dumped the clothing out of it, and on a picnic table near the camp I cut the sides out of the case with my knife; they'd be her splints.
From my saddlebags, I grabbed a collapsible backpack and loaded the bag with duct tape that I always carry, my knife, six energy bars, two bottles of water, the chain from the entry, and the sides of the suitcase. I grabbed her sweat pants and sweatshirt as well. I kicked a board loose from the bench seat on one side of the picnic table – a two-by-four. I took my hatchet to the piece and shortened it to what I thought would be a length Mils could use as a crutch during her descent. I added the hatchet to my backpack.
I sized up the rest of my assets, and couldn't imagine much use for anything else. The temperatures were rising, but we were into the afternoon, so I didn't think that any additional clothing would be needed. I set off up the mountain at a brisk pace.
I carried my camera, retracing my steps up the trail and checking my route back to Mils with pictures I'd taken earlier, some trail marks I'd left on the ground as signposts. Eventually, I got the base of the cliff.
"I'm back," I yelled up to her.
"I'm still here, although I should warn you I had to pee, and it didn't go well. I tried to pull my pants down, but it was too painful. I ... well ... err ... I'm drying off, but ... well, I'm just warning you I'm not pretty right now."
I laughed loud enough for her to hear me. She yelled down to me, "Hey, no fair, laughing at the infirm and injured."
I left the rough-hewn crutch at the bottom of the cliff, and scaled up to her with the backpack. Mils blushed over her predicament. I could see the puddle of urine near her. I knelt beside her, and dumped my kit out on the ground. "This might hurt a little; I have to put a splint on your leg."
"How do you know so much about this stuff – tibias, fibulas, and first aid?"
"I was in the Army years ago – Special Ops. Had to learn all this stuff so I could backup the medics from my unit. On some missions we went on, I had to be the medic."
"Oh," Mils said. After thinking about it for a minute, she asked, "What was your specialty if it wasn't being a medic?"
I shot her a sideways glance, "Oh, blowing things up, assassinations, overthrowing unfriendly governments, saving the world, rescuing hostages, and if I tell you more I'd have to shoot you." Mils looked horrified. I laughed. She made a face at me and stuck her tongue out at me. At least, she'd kept her sense of humor. If she knew how close to the truth my statement had been, she might not have thought our conversation so humorous.
I carefully and tightly wrapped the sweatpants and sweatshirt around her leg and anchored them with duct tape. I elicited a couple of yelps from her as I straightened the leg. I hated to do that part, but I knew I had to. I took the panels I'd cut from the sides of her suitcase, and made a long box with no ends for her leg from the stiff material.
Mils watched me. She observed, "Hey, I have a suitcase with sides just like that ... Oh, shit." I looked at her and nodded, confirming her guess about the demise of her suitcase.
Before she could comment further, I said, "Sorry, I couldn't find any other suitable material for a splint on such short notice. I'll buy you a new one."
With more duct tape I wrapped the splints around her leg until I'd made the lower leg completely immobile. As I worked, Mils wolfed down the six energy bars and water I'd brought her.
After checking my handiwork, I said, "Now, to get you down off this ledge. How much do you weigh?"
"About a hundred and thirty." I hoped I could support that weight as I lowered her.
I pulled the chain out of my backpack. I put one end of the long chain around her body and under her arms, tying a bowline knot in front of her to lock her into her metal sling. I told her how I wanted her to hang on, and how I'd lower her, and specifically how I wanted her to keep all weight off the injured leg, even if she had to fall the opposite way.
I found a place I could brace one foot in a crevice in the ledge as I slowly fed the chain out to lower Mils to the ground. I helped her shuttle over to the edge of the ledge, grabbed the chain, wrapped it around my waist, and established my foothold. Mils faced me as she went over the edge, her bad leg going first. I held tight, the free chain passing behind me. I remembered a tough drill sergeant yelling instructions at our platoon as we learned about belaying and anchoring with one of our buddies dangling in midair.
Mils used her arms and good leg to hold herself away from the face of the ledge as I slowly fed out the chain. Inch by inch, I lowered her, trying to estimate the distance to the ground. I asked Mils to start to tell me 'how much further.'
Finally I heard, "I'm down and standing on my good leg. I'm braced against the cliff face." Mils shouted up just as I would run out of chain. "What now?"
"Don't move; I'm coming down."
I dropped the chain over the edge, being sure I didn't clobber her with the excess, and then I scaled down the cliff face for the last time. I brought all my rescue materials, and even the wrappers from the energy bars: carry in; carry out.
I explained to Mils that I would try to carry her piggyback and see if she could handle that position. With some effort I got her onto my back so I could support her weight. We didn't get twenty feet before she pleaded with me to let her down. The lateral pressure on her leg and the bouncing as I walked produced too much pain for her. We had to use an alternate method of getting her down.
I set her down, and Mils steadied herself against a tree while standing on one foot. I retrieved the crutch I had made and handed it to her. I could see the steely look in her eyes as she estimated how far she could go with the piece of lumber under her arm.
I collected the chain, got the backpack organized again, and then went to Mils' side to help her shuffle back to the trail. As I got my arm around her, Mils looked up at me and then kissed me. I kissed back, and with my arm around her the kiss turned into more of an embrace than a support aid. After a couple more kisses, I insisted that we start back to camp. Any romantic notions had to wait until later. She said, "That's for being my hero ... and I don't give those out very often."
Mils alternated between using the wooden crutch and having me help support her as she hobbled down the mountain trail on one leg. Getting down was more of an ordeal for her than either she or I had first estimated. We stopped for a break every fifty feet or so. It was slow going.
Time seemed to race by. I figured I'd found Mils about nine in the morning. It was noon when I parked her car at my campsite. Two o'clock had passed, and our progress was slow. I tried to gage how long it might take at our current rate of progress to get to my camp. I started to worry about darkness even though it was only early afternoon.
I had a better idea about her transport. I told her, "I want to change how we're going down the mountain. We're too slow, and I'm worried you'll plant that bad leg to compensate. Sit here, I have to make something."
I found several tall thin saplings. In minutes, I'd cut them down with my hatchet and stripped the branches. I made notches here and there on the longer ones, and cut the shorter saplings into still shorter sections to use as cross pieces. With the aid of more duct tape, I quickly fashioned a travois with a crude seat and backrest where Mils could recline slightly with her bad leg elevated as I dragged her down the mountain trail. Mils watched my fast assembly of the sled with a look of awe.
I helped Mils onto the seat of the travois, and picked up the two long poles where they narrowed together, one on either side of me under my arms. I started to pull; this would work. There were only a few places where the travois wouldn't fit between trees or rocks as we went down the trail, or where the gradient necessitated that I carry her. At those places, I'd help Mils across or around the barrier, bring the travois across, and then we'd start again.
We got to my camp about four o'clock.
"Feed me. Feed us," Mils implored as I got her temporarily seated at the picnic table with her leg elevated, and she saw a duffle bag with my food provisions in it. I made sure she wanted to wait for medical treatment, and then prepared some scrambled eggs and hardtack for the two of us. She gulped down the meager camp food like a starving person.
After our makeshift meal, I got Mils into the backseat of her rental car with her bad leg supported, and then I closed up my camp, putting all my gear into her car. As we left the campground, I even replaced the chain across the gateposts.

* * * * *When we got in range, I used my iPhone for information and directions to the Rapid City Regional Hospital. I parked by the emergency room door, and seconds later delivered Mils into the hands of two nurses who took her inside in a wheelchair. I parked the car and came back to the ER to see whether I could help.
One nurse in the ER said to me, "Did you do the immobilization of her leg?"
I nodded, waiting for criticism.
She said, "That's the finest job I've ever seen of preparing a broken leg for transport. Our EMTs don't do any better than that with all the crap they carry in their ambulance. When I tell you that you did a good job, take that as a high compliment." She gave me a warm smile and walked away.
I sat beside Mils holding her hand while an osteopathic doctor worked over her leg. Several x-rays hung from a light box on one wall. In each of them, we could see the fracture running nearly all the way through the tibia. Mils had been given a strong pain killer and barely blinked as the doctor manipulated her leg and foot into position to help heal the break, and to prepare her for a short cast running from just below her knee to the toes of her foot. After his handiwork, her toes stuck out the front of the lower cast and displayed her pretty toes.
The ER doctor gave her a talk about using the leg, resting for a few days before she traveled, bathing without getting the cast wet, and the effects of the sedatives he'd given her. He also gave her a vial of pills – painkillers – to tide her over until she could get home to St. Louis at the end of the week. The hospital also gave Mils a pair of crutches to use while her leg healed.
As I wheeled Mils past the nurses' station on the way to curbside, the digital time on the clock registered eight o'clock. I parked Mils with one of the nurses and went to get the car. We got her into the front seat, and I started to drive to her hotel. As we left the hospital grounds, I asked, "You want any dinner?" I felt hungry and needed to get something more substantial inside me besides the breakfast I'd made for the two of us.
"YES!" Mils practically shouted from the seat next to me. We both laughed at her enthusiasm for food. She added, "I'm staying at the Radisson just a couple of blocks from here – that way; they have a lovely looking restaurant too. Even if the food is bad, the atmosphere will be nice – particularly with my hero there. Come on, my treat."
In ten minutes, I'd helped Mils into the hotel. Since the hospital, she'd shed her jeans and worn a skirt and blouse I'd retrieved for her from the luggage in the car. I still wore my running clothes from my morning run along with a light jacket; thus, I received many stares from the hotel staff and a few residents as I helped Mils into the lobby.
Mils said, "I'd like to stop by my room before dinner. Maybe you'd like to dress for the occasion?" She gestured to a pleasant upscale hotel restaurant across the lobby.
"I can take a hint," I told her with a grin. I went back to the car and selected a change of clothes that would make me more presentable for her hotel. When I came back into the hotel, Mils stood by the elevator. We rode up together, and she led the way to her room. I helped her inside, although she was getting better at maneuvering with the crutches.
The first order of business seemed to be a shower for Mils. I helped prepare the bathroom for her task, putting a plastic chair from the room's balcony in the bathtub for her to sit in as she washed. After that, I helped seal her leg in a plastic laundry bag with duct tape so her cast would stay dry. Mils took a long shower. I watched television.
When my turn for the shower came, I was done in two minutes: rinse, soap, lather, rinse, and done. I used a disposable razor that the hotel had provided to shave. Even one night away from hot water makes one appreciate the luxury. I thought back to how I had dreaded the thought of the cleansing swim in the cold lake I'd camped beside when I got back from my run. This was a far cry from that. In ten minutes, I emerged from the bathroom a new man.
Mils sized me up as I emerged from the bathroom fully dressed; "You scrub up really well. Give me another second in there with my makeup." She used one crutch to hop into the bathroom and then shut the door. I had thought she looked gorgeous when I'd found her and during my rescue. With some attention to her hair and a little makeup she was truly extraordinary. As she disappeared, I took a mental snapshot of this jaw-dropper. It would be a pleasure to be seen in public with her for our dinner.
I flipped on the television and found my favorite channel – Weather. Tomorrow looked to be a good weather day, but then the next two days promised another autumn weather front with cold rain and wind. I wondered if I should get a room in the hotel. I had nowhere to go until I found someone to drive me to the parking area at Sylvan Lake where I'd left my bike.
When Mils came out of the bathroom, she asked whether I minded waiting a couple of minutes while she made some phone calls. I watched CNN and planned the next few legs of my travels as she called her mother and her best friend to tell them the news about breaking her leg. I heard some discussion about travel arrangements, but didn't pay much attention.
Mils and I made it down to dinner, and we inhaled many of the menu items, even splurging and splitting a Banana's Foster for dessert. I steered our conversation over dinner to find out more about my pretty dinner partner. Our earlier discussions had focused on her leg and transport.
Much to my surprise, Mils was a private detective. This led to many questions about her most interesting case, classiest client, biggest job, hardest job, most dangerous job, firearms, and so forth. I asked a lot of questions about how she did her work and how she interfaced with the local police departments. She had a way of telling even a simple story that made it captivating without going into so much detail that the story became boring.
So far, my celebrity status had escaped her attention, but apparently not for long. A well-manner teenage girl about fifteen came to the table, apologized for interrupting, and asked for my autograph. She had a menu from the restaurant and pen. I asked for her name, and consequently wrote'To Jana, It's so nice to have you as one of my fans. Keep listening. XOXOX Jim Mellon.' The teen looked very pleased, thanked me, gave me polite hug, and retreated to her parent's table. I nodded nicely to them, and they nodded back their appreciation for humoring their daughter.
Mils jaw had dropped. After the teen had left the table, she said in a loud whisper, "You're THAT Jim? I had no idea. Why didn't you say something?"
"You mean like sing'Texas Dawn' for you as I pulled you down the mountain, or announce 'Hey, I'm famous'?" I teased with a smile. I added, "I'm a new celebrity, and so I forget much of the time that people will respond to me in a different way because I've been written about inPeople and a few other magazines. I don't want people to respond to me differently than I was before this fame stuff happened. I don't have such a large ego that I need to be fawned over."
Mils digested those comments. She asked whether I minded talking about how I got started in the music business, so I explained about my chance encounter with Crystal Lee, and all that followed to make me a celeb. The conversation drifted around for a while, and I got us back on a more even keel where we were each talking about our lives and not just talking about my celebrity status. I wanted my situation fading to the background of our being together. Throughout dinner and our lingering conversation it was clear that we felt chemistry for each other. We began flirting outrageously with each other. Mils even entwined her good leg between mine as I sat beside her. I could tell she'd taken off her shoe so she could run her foot up and down my leg. Tease.



Towards the end of dinner, I could see Mils start to droop. I caught her in a couple of yawns; she looked embarrassed she'd been seen, but couldn't help it. She gave me a silly grin. A night without much sleep on a ledge in the forest, the pain in her leg, and the painkillers were getting to her. By the time we finished our dessert, we were the last people in the restaurant. I suggested that she head for bed and get a good night's sleep so that her leg could start to heal.
Mils nodded somewhat automatically. As we exited the restaurant, I stopped by a lounge area with a few nice chairs; I said, "I've got to get a room. Do you mind waiting here while I go to the front desk?"
Mils gently touched my arm just as I turned to her. "Jim, why don't you stay with me? Please." She looked me straight in the eye, and I felt a jolt of sexual energy pass between us. I'd guessed we clicked, but I didn't want to presume anything. We'd been building up the static charge between us during dinner, and now with her few words a small detonation occurred.
"I'd be delighted, but are you sure? You're awfully tired." I gestured to the sterile white cast on her leg.
Mils looked at me with a tired look and said, "Right now, my mind is willing, but my body is fading fast. If you don't mind a rain check on anything further than a kiss goodnight and a good night's sleep, please come and bunk with me."
That sounded like the best deal in town.

* * * * *Mils nudged me awake in the morning. "Jim, can you help me stand up so I can get to the bathroom. I really have to 'go.'"
I leapt out of bed and came around to her side, pulled her upright and got the crutches. I got her started for the bathroom, and she hobbled away. She wore a long T-shirt that hid little, but served nicely as pajamas. I'd worn a pair of running shorts to sleep in. She came back in a couple of minutes, sat on the edge of the bed, and asked for a pain pill and a glass of water.
I suggested room service for breakfast, and she liked that idea. Sensitive to her modesty, after we ordered, I helped her select an outfit to wear so she could get dressed when I exited the room to use the bathroom. When I came out, Mils had gotten dressed and had set herself up at a combination desk and table in the room. She seemed to be getting around fine on the crutches when the room service breakfast arrived.
Over breakfast, Mils asked, "What would you have done yesterday if you hadn't found a woman in distress, and what would you be doing today?"
"Honestly? I would have toured the Black Hills, seen Mount Rushmore, Crazy Horse, and played tourist. If there were still stuff to see, I'd probably do that today. Instead, I found you. I wish it had been under better circumstances, but I'm glad I was there when you needed me."
"Look, I'm going to take it easy around the hotel today, and probably even take a couple of long naps. I still feel exhausted. I'd love to spend at least another night with you – I'll try to be more alert and 'with it' tonight." Mils added, "If you're willing, leave me with my computer and cell phone, and go play tourist ... and then come back and ... well, ... maybe we can enjoy each other tonight." She gave me a lascivious grin that clearly meant she had sex on her mind.
I laughed at her proposal, but didn't think Mils was serious about the sex. I couldn't have sex in every state with every woman I happened to meet, although my life sure seemed to be headed that way. Karen had often teased me with sex, using it as 'bait' to get me to do some task I wasn't motivated to do. In those cases, the offer was not sincere. Consequently, I read Mils offer as just some bait to be sure I returned and acted as good company for her for dinner and maybe a bunkmate again.
A call to the front desk produced a taxi ride back to where I'd left the motorcycle parked when I'd picked up Mils' car the previous day. I made sure she had what she needed to survive the day, and left the hotel.

* * * * *I retrieved my bike and roamed the Black Hills all day, feeling I'd at least sampled the major tourist attractions in the unique area. I wanted to come back to this place sometime. Sure, the tourist stuff was honky-tonk, but the vistas and mountains were inspiring. As I'd promised Mils, I got back to the hotel around six-thirty.
Mils gave me a million dollar smile when I came in the room. She looked more rested and alert than I'd seen her since I'd found her a day-and-a-half earlier, plus she'd worked on her hair and makeup, so I felt doubly appreciated as her primary visitor other than room service. At her invitation, I kissed her hello, and went through the 'How're you feeling?' discussion about her leg, the gist of which was that she felt achy, a little groggy from the last painkiller, and eager for some company. She'd slept a good part of the day.
I recalled her parting shot at me that morning, so in jest I said, "Does that offer you made this morning about enjoying each other tonight still stand?"
Mils laughed. She blushed, "Sure does, but only after you feed me and liquor me up really well." We both hugged. She said, "I waited to take my last painkiller for the night until I've had some wine; that way, I won't fall asleep on you again. I checked with the doc, and he said I'm allowed two glasses of wine with the pain pills so long as there are a few hours in between. I'm really doing much better, I'll be better yet after dinner ... and I'll be really good once you get me in bed." She gave me another silly grin.
I washed up from my day's travels, and we went back down to the hotel restaurant. Over dinner I regaled her with my travelogue, and we compared notes on some sights that she'd already seen. I brought my digital camera and showed her pictures I'd taken. Our conversation then shifted to getting to know each other even better than we had the evening before. We left the restaurant at a reasonable time.
As we entered Mils hotel room, she reached over and flicked off the light switch. A romantic aura of light from outside the hotel filtered up to our room, dimly lighting the ceiling in interesting patterns and colors. She hobbled to the bed on her crutches so she could sit on the edge. Mils opened her arms open to me. I came inside her grasp, and she pulled my head down to hers so we could kiss. When we'd kissed in the morning, I'd felt something 'ping' inside me – that little buzz of electricity when two people connect on multiple levels.
Mils said, "Would you hold me before we make love? I love to cuddle, and you have that nice spot on your shoulder that just seems to invite putting my head there."
Suddenly, I realized that Mils offer of the morning had been serious. She wanted me to make love to her. My mind did a few flips and raised a few questions.
I cautiously said, "Mils, I know I rescued you, but you don't owe me anything. You don't have to have sex with me – to reward me for rescuing you."
Mils said seriously, "Jim, what I want to do isn't 'reward sex.' I find you irresistible, and I've felt that way since you scaled down the face of the cliff to get to me. You're what every girl wants – and I want it too. This isn't for you, this is for me, but I hope you get something good from it too."
I lay beside Mils and helped her recline on the large bed. I cuddled her head into my shoulder, and she purred aloud with happiness. We kissed and kissed and kissed, using our lips and tongues in every imaginable way we could think of. Mils took the hand I was using to stroke her cheek and neck, and pulled it down to her full breasts. I thought of the old adage, 'More than a handful is wasted.' There was significant waste here. I'd probably have to use my mouth.
In seconds, I had her blouse unbuttoned and her bra unclasped and pushed aside. I suckled on both breasts, raising her nipples to white hot rivets. Mils groaned often, and I kneaded the generous mounds and pinched her in all the right places to elicit desire. In the dim light, I could see her arousal and the circles of her areolas. With my tongue, I gently caressed each area, running my tongue around the sensitive little bumps in the dark zone of her areolas.
Mils said in a low voice, "Do you know what the little bumps are?"
"No, tell me," I said softly.
I felt her smile broadly; she said, "They're braille; translated they say 'Suck Here!" I laughed and so did she. We went back to kissing while I pawed at her chest, and she struggled to unbutton my shirt. We both sat up and shed the clothing from our upper bodies.
Mils said, "Help me pull my skirt down my legs. I can't boost myself up as easily as I could without the cast." I accommodated her request, reveling with joy when I could see all of her shapely legs. She wore a microscopic thong. I took the liberty of pulling that from her torso as well. My own pants and briefs ended in a pile with her clothing beside the bed.
As I turned to the bed, I took advantage of Mils prone position, carefully lowering myself between her legs, my mouth awaiting the opportunity to sample her pussy. She moved her good leg aside to give me access. I lapped up and down her slit, delighted to find both a heavenly and seductive aroma, and delectable libation flowing from her pussy.
Mils moaned and pushed my head into her cunt. I drove my tongue into her vagina, a poor substitute for what would follow, but it did the trick. I could feel her soar into orbit. I brought one, two, and then three fingers to her slit, alternating between being inside her and rubbing her clit – when my mouth wasn't locked on the swollen nubbin. I feasted until Mils had an orgasm. Her body stiffened as her first climax arrived. She tried to stuff my head inside her with both hands. I held my fingers still as her vaginal muscles clenched around them.
As she came down from her high, she said, "Come up here. Kiss me. Fuck me. I've got one good position I can offer tonight – classic missionary. So come minister to me."
I changed positions coming beside her, away from the leg with the cast. We kissed, and then I felt Mils' tongue darting in and around my mouth. After a minute of heavy kissing she said, "I don't get to sample my own pussy juice too often. The guys I've dated recently apparently don't like to do what you just did to me. I love it – a lot." She lapped her lips again and said, "Not bad." I agreed with her and we kissed some more.
Mils gestured for me to get down to business; however, I slid down her body again, gently biting each nipple in my journey south. I lapped at Mils pussy again, and then sucked her aroused clit into my mouth. Mils whole body stiffened at the sudden pleasure.
After a few minutes where I showed no signs of removing my mouth from her pussy, Mils said in a sexy voice, "You're going to make me beg you to fuck me, aren't you? I could tell this morning you didn't think I was serious, and now you're torturing me – a handicapped person, you sadistic man. I want all of you – every last millimeter – as deep inside me as you can get, right now!"
I knelt in front of Mils, and brought her good leg up to my body and for a minute kissed around her foot and toes until Mils realized I was delaying penetration and jerked her foot away from my kisses. I wasn't rushing the ultimate conclusion of the night. Mils squirmed beneath me trying to capture my cock as it lightly rubbed against her nether region. I moved so I could lie partly atop her, kissed her passionately, and then thrust my hips forward driving into her. I kept my movements slow, which only heightened her arousal.
I applied my Jim-modified, Kim-adjusted, Americanized-version of Tantric sex to the extent I could without changing positions. I asked her whether she liked dirty talk. She gave me a coy look and said, "Yes, very much. You can call me names or anything that inspires you. I promise I won't get mad ... and I do reciprocate. Now, fuck me, lover. Use that huge cock on my little-bitty pussy until I become the slut you know I am inside." The language picked up from there.
After a few minutes of steady fucking, Mils responded, "Oh, God. I love being your invalid slut. I'll drink your cum – swallow all that protein and love it. If my best friend were here, I'd share it with her. She's as big a slut as I am. We'd snowball your cum back and forth between us. She has great tits that you'd love sucking on, and an ass to die for. If you eat her out the way you tongue fucked me, she'll reward you with a hundred wild wet orgasms – she cums so much and squirts all the time. She loves to suck cock too, and she can deep throat. Imagine the two of us sucking on your cock at the same time. You could cum in our mouths and on our faces – leaving us dripping in your wonderful man juice."
After a pause she went on, "Imagine having one pussy sitting on your face while the other rode up and down on your cock. Wouldn't you love that? We'd trade places back and forth. She loves anal sex too, why you could fuck her ass and leave a big deposit of cum right in there. I might even lick up the leftovers." Mils went on about the threesome the two of us would have with her friend for some time; I had the thought that this might be from actual first hand experience. Everything she said made me hornier and hotter and harder than I'd dreamed.
I countered her threesome with one of my own, thinking of Terry. "Mils, I have a friend with a cock as big as mine. Imagine the pleasure the two of us could bring you. Have you ever been DP'd?" Mils shook her head no. "Well, after lots of fucking and foreplay, imagine me pulling you back so you lay atop me and I slowly slid your pretty ass down onto my cock, bringing you to an orgasm instantly; and then my friend entered your pussy so we were both inside you. You'd have two huge cocks pumping into your wet slutty body. We'd both fuck you hard at the same time, driving you to one orgasm after another." I felt Mils body respond to that idea. I kept describing the ways two men could bring her pleasure from foreplay to after-play.
Mils came hard; several times she ejaculated her girl juice – lots of it that erupted from inside her and covered our bodies and the bed. I kept fucking her right through her climaxes, a feat that made her cum harder. Soon, I found myself driving into her seeking my own release. We'd been at it for over an hour, and I wanted to cum deep inside her.
My climax came after one of Mils many orgasms. Mils and I were moaning and uttering little nonsense words – dirty words about cumming, cunts, cocks, and fucking. When all our spasms had stopped, I carefully rolled to her side again, lavishing kisses on her breasts, neck, and lips. We played in our afterglow for quite a while, and then we made love to each other again – this time with even more variety to our sex talk.
Eventually, I helped Mils take a pain pill, and the two of us snuggled together and went to sleep.

* * * * *The next day, at Mils urging, I played tourist again, even prowling into Wyoming where Devil's Tower sits – a landmark made even more famous by the movie 'Close Encounters of the Third Kind.' The weather deteriorated and the wind picked up. I got back to the hotel in early afternoon, just as the rain started.
After parking the motorcycle, I went upstairs to Mils' hotel room, using the key card she'd given me for access. Inside the room, Mils sat at the desk with her right leg propped up on a chair. Across the table from her sat another beautiful woman about Mils' age – auburn hair, green eyes that sparkled, and based on the tight sweater and the snug slacks she wore, a figure that made my mouth water just as Mils' did. I felt that resonance start to vibrate deep within me.
Mils spoke up with a huge smile, "Jim, this is Connie Morgan. She's my best friend. She flew from St. Louis to keep me company the rest of the week – actually, to keep us company."
Connie stood and came to me, giving me a long sultry kiss on one cheek as she hugged me, "Thank you for rescuing Mils. I could feel her unclad breasts pushing against my chest through her top and my thin t-shirt. The next kiss made my lips sizzle and the toes of my boots spit fire.
Connie continued in sultry voice as she nibbled on my earlobe, "You really are a hero. I gather from the magazine article that you've done this kind of thing before." As she pulled away and went to sit down again, she gestured to an issue ofPeople magazine on the edge of the desk that had me on the cover and in a feature article. Before she sat down, Connie looked over her shoulder to be sure my eyes had locked onto her gorgeous ass that deserved considerably more attention than any magazine. She smiled coyly at me, clearly in invitation to something sexy.
Mils held her arms out to me for a kiss. I went and kissed her, leaning down at an awkward angle. As we parted, Mils said in an equally sultry voice, "Remember last night when we were talking dirty while we fucked, I told you how much fun you'd have if my best friend were here – how we'd all lick, suck, and fuck each other's brains out?" I realized that both women were smiling and horny; I thought I could smell the odor of incipient sex.
I nodded slowly, a smile starting to appear on my face. I even felt my cock surge.
Mils finished her thought, "Well, she's here ... and everything I described to you last night – and more – will be happening tonight ... if you're up for it."

Chapter 20Kansas
I made it through an entire state without having sex – about three hundred almost 'nonstop' miles through Nebraska, and not one woman threw herself in front of my motorcycle, not one situation emerged in which a daring rescue of some sex-crazed maiden was required, and nothing else happened of note, except I stopped for gas and a couple of times to stretch. Nebraska was boring, and so was a good part of Kansas on my way to Salina where I'd made overnight reservations at a Best Western.
Before I left Rapid City at dawn, I checked the weather between there and Salina. A strong weather system was forming over the state and looked as though it would be worst in the late afternoon, so if I hurried I might beat it and get to the motel without getting wet. I could even park my motorcycle in an enclosed hallway at the motel so it'd stay dry. The forecast worried me since it included severe winds, hail, and the possibility of tornadoes over a widespread area, but that was normal for this area, so I ignored the warning. Welcome to Kansas where weather systems from all directions converge.
Because the scenery from the back roads and Interstates was about the same, I used some Interstates to travel and tried to keep my speed up. A signpost marked the arbitrary delineation between Nebraska and Kansas. I stopped and took a photograph of the sign marking the state line. I also took the envelopes of Karen's ashes for Nebraska and Kansas, and only a few steps apart, I let the ashes fly in the light breeze. I noted how my grief over Karen's loss wasn't as heart wrenching as it had been months earlier when I'd started on my trip. Further, the guilt I'd felt about not holding onto that grief had also started to fade.
I thought of Anna too. For some reason, I wondered what she was doing right that instant. Was she happy? Would she be happier when I showed up on her doorstep? Would she chastise me for the salacious and lurid emails that talked about my sexual interactions with others in some detail? What would we be like if she liked the emails – and maybe those that follow the rest of my trip? Would they be the catalyst for us making love together? Did we even need a catalyst? If Anna had stayed one more night in Dillon, might we have had sex together? It had been on the back burner for decades, always lurking there as a possibility.



In Nebraska, the clouds had looked light, fluffy, and nonthreatening, but the nearer I got to Salina, the clouds looked denser, heavier with moisture, darker, and more dangerous. The base of the cloud deck above me started to develop the dark puffy pattern I knew as mammato-cumulus clouds, a possible harbinger of hail, strong rain, lightning, and even tornadoes.
The more I persisted in my travels south; the lighter the traffic got, until I found myself almost the only vehicle on the road for long stretches. The lack of other cars or trucks on the road worried me; I wondered if they knew something I didn't. I stopped for gas, but no one there could add anything new to the weather forecast I already knew. They attributed the lack of traffic to it being a stormy Sunday. Leaving there, I noticed several riverbeds; most were dry, yet wide enough to carry a significant amount of water.
About four in the afternoon, to the west, I could see the start of a thunderstorm, the rain slanting to the ground beneath the dark cloud. Around me, virga seemed to fall from the overhead clouds – rain from the clouds that evaporated before reaching the ground. One thing I remembered from the meteorology course I received in my Special Ops training was that virga often seeded the storm cells around it, amplifying the cloud volume into huge cumulus monsters that held millions of cubic feet of supersaturated air and tons of water. The results could often be disastrous.
I accelerated along the highway, anxious to get to the motel before the heavy rain began.
I didn't make it.
About two miles north of Interstate 70 the first raindrops found me – large droplets of water hit the bike, my helmet facemask, and my leather jacket with large loud splats. Through my jeans, I could feel the sting as I ran into them at seventy-five miles per hour. There were few of them, but they were significant enough as I rode into them that I had to slow down.
I looked for cover, and saw an exit for a rural road – State Road 143. My highway went over the road on a couple of substantial bridges – one northbound and one southbound, so I figured I could hide beneath the highway under one of the bridges and stay dry until the storm passed. If worse came to worse, I could always just tough it out, ride the last seven miles to the motel, and get soaked.
I exited the highway, turned left at the bottom of the ramp, and had just gotten underneath the protection of the highway overpass when the gust front of the nearby thunderstorm rolled past. Strong winds sliced through the area, gusting to over fifty miles per hour – maybe even higher.
I parked my motorcycle on the shoulder of the macadam road under the bridge, and then realized that the wind gusts were significant enough that it might blow over despite its weight. I could see the bike wobbling on its stand. Anticipating that the bike might blow over, I positioned the bike beside a pylon for the bridge, untied my bedroll from the front of the bike, created a cushion on the ground, and carefully lowered the bike onto its side so nothing would scratch the beautiful paint job on the tank or the chrome accessories.

* * * * *Under the bridge, there was a steep slope of paver bricks leading up to the underside of the highway I'd been on. The higher up the slope, the less likely it appeared that blowing rain would penetrate. I scampered about halfway up the slope, and sat, hoping the cell would pass quickly, and I could get underway again. To my left, I had a view to the west, and to my right, under the bridge for the northbound travel lane, a view to the east.
To the west, the sky darkened even further. Moreover, the color of sky turned 'strange' – somewhere between the brown of the soil in the area and dark green. The cloud bottoms looked odd, puffy, and mottled, almost like a snapshot of bubbling molten lava but upside down.
I saw the first funnel cloud only sixty seconds after I sat down. To the west, a couple of miles away, the dark clouds birthed a descending cloud tendril that obviously had rotational speed, enough so it spun for another minute before disappearing back into its mother cloud formation. No sooner had it disappeared than a larger one started to form and reach to the ground. The wind whipped wildly through the space under the bridge, creating eerie sounds. I watched as the base of the funnel touched down; an explosion of dirt and debris from the field it had struck swirled up into the rapidly swirling air mass.
Suddenly, from the east on the country road came a red pickup truck loaded with a half dozen bales of hay and some sacks of seeds. The truck screeched to a stop when it got under the bridge, sliding in near a bridge support opposite my motorcycle on the opposite shoulder of the road. The driver's door opened and a young woman wearing a western hat, boots, jeans, and a checkered shirt got out of the truck. Her hat immediately disappeared in the high wind: one second it was there, and the next it had vanished. Her long Auburn locks waved wildly in the wind. She turned to run to the same slope I sat on. She took one step, and a high-speed gust raked under the bridge and lifted her six or eight feet in the air before she rolled to the ground. In the same gust that toppled the girl, the truck door slammed shut with a loud pop. The rain blew almost horizontally under the bridge, and day had nearly turned into night.
The woman sat stunned where she'd fallen. She leaned into the wind almost at a forty-five-degree angle trying to stand before she fell to the ground again. The wind rolled her over a couple of times, moving her along the asphalt towards unprotected space between the two bridges.
I bolted down the embankment and with the wind at my back raced to her side, kneeling once I reached her. I yelled, "Are you all right? I saw you fall. I'm hiding from the storm up there." I gestured over my shoulder to the protected alcoves at the top of the embankments under the bridge. I offered my hands for support, and she latched on immediately. I got a brief smile.
"Just my pride's bruised," she said yelled over the din of the wind. I helped her up, and we held onto each other as we fought against the gusts to move back up to where I'd been when I first saw her. The wind speeds immediately under the over-passing road were less than at road level, but the rain still flew through the space horizontally.
As I started to settle in to watch the storm from our earlier perch halfway up the embankment, the pretty woman yelled, "No, we've got to get higher, as deep into one of those protected alcoves as we can get. This is a bad one – really bad; probably a four or five I think, and it's headed right for us." I recalled enough about the weather to know that a tornado rating of four or five made it a killer and destroyer, with winds as high as two or three hundred miles per hour.
We scrambled up the pavers as high as we could go as the fury and sound of the storm intensified. I yelled over the wind to her, "I'm Jim. I was on my way to Salina, but didn't make it. How long do these things last?" I assessed the young woman as we started to huddle away from the fury of the wind: mid thirties, hardy stock, pretty, and busty.
She yelled back over the din of the wind, "My name's Midge. The twister will pass us pretty soon. This one has a wide base – several hundred yards – maybe a half-mile; that's big – and very bad – very, very bad. They move about ten miles an hour out here, but they can stop in place or take crazy loops and can come back over the same area again. The rain might be around until after sundown; although with this weather front I'm not sure. The weather bureau said everything was moving fast, but issued the tornado warning until midnight."
The wind blew faster and faster, creating its own vortices as it swirled under the bridge. We'd had protection from the rain when we first took up our position, but now the wind eddies blew the rain everywhere, so we slowly were getting drenched even though we were high and supposedly protected. I had my leather jacket on, so didn't mind too much, but I watched as Midge's shirt slowly got wet and started to cling to her body. How could I think of sex at a time like this?
The wind speed past us kept rising gust by gust, as did the crescendos of noise from the approaching tornado. I had to look; I hitched myself to the edge of the niche between the steel beams where we'd hidden, holding with all my might onto the steel support spanning the road above for security. I peeked out into the maelstrom. I could see the bottom part of a huge dark funnel cloud that twisted and sped along the ground approaching us. The funnel was less than a half-mile away, and did have a wide base. Debris and dust flew out the side of the beast in all directions and from all heights. I stared in awe at this destructive powerhouse of nature.
I hustled back to where Midge sat; "We're going to take a direct hit. It's less than a half-mile away." We both tried to wedge ourselves more securely into our small but open alcove. I put Midge against the concrete abutment wall, and wedged myself against her. I wedged my legs into the opposite beam, and pushed my back against the other beam that made up the sides of our refuge. With winds this high, I started to seriously worry about the motorcycle.
Looking down at the roadway from inside our alcove, we both watched as the wind plucked first one and then another and another bale of hay from the bed of the pickup, tossing them to the east and out of sight at a high rate of speed. Soon, the entire bed of the pickup truck was empty, whereas it had been full of large bags of seed and hay only seconds earlier.
Some kind of wooden shed crashed into the outer beam of the bridge as though a giant hand had hurled the structure at the bridge right next to where we huddled; we both jumped. Midge yelled at me, "Protect your face; cover your face!" Midge crouched closer to me for her personal protection; I put an arm over her and tried to wrap my leather jacket around the two of us with our heads inside. Shards of wood and splinters flew everywhere for ten seconds after the shed exploded, and then the remains of the small building disappeared out the other side of the bridge at fantastic speed. I peeked down our slope. Debris flew by at over a hundred miles an hour. A heavy floor joist from the shed had slammed into the front window of Midge's pickup truck giving the truck a surreal look, as though it had a battering ram.
The noise got louder, increasingly sounding like a roaring freight train racing by right next to us at high speed. My ears ached from the sound and the air pressure. The bridge shook. The steel beams that weighed tons and tons shook at their roots right beside us. Dust and farm rubble continued past us; the eddies pelted us with detritus. At that point, I guessed the wind velocity under the bridge had passed well over a hundred-fifty miles an hour. I couldn't believe the speed would go much higher, but I was wrong.
As the wind speed increased, the din got louder and more debris smashed into the bridge, Midge's truck, and my motorcycle. The sky got even darker. I watched as the wind spun the Harley from where I'd carefully set it on its side, and slid the twelve hundred pound bike twenty or thirty feet until it came to rest wedged against the farthest bridge pylon at the base of the embankment. I hoped it wouldn't slide outside and be pulled up into the vortex. The bedroll disappeared instantly once the weight of the cycle had left it. My helmet that I'd snapped over the handle bars remained in place. Part of me entertained the idea of racing down the embankment to the bike and somehow securing it to the post, but I thought better of that suicidal idea.
Midge's truck wasn't so lucky; as the wind speed rose, the vehicle slowly started to skid backwards in jerks and starts; the brakes locked the wheels yet it slid anyway in the high wind. The red truck slewed slowly in the wind until it was nearly broadside to the road, and then it tumbled over. The whole truck just blew over ... and over ... and over. The truck picked up speed as it rolled out from under the protection of the far bridge throwing up handfuls of broken glass and plastic parts into the wind with each rotation. Midge peered over my arm as the vehicle disappeared. We were both shocked when the truck rose up in the air and disappeared from our view as though some invisible giant had suddenly plucked the red toy away from the ground. Midge grabbed my arm and hung on tight. My ears were popping wildly from second to second with the changing air pressure.
A huge tree branch flew by us, barely touching the ground. The conical top of a silo smashed into the side of the bridge, turning into unrecognizable twisted shards of aluminum as the mass hurled by us. The whole bridge shook so much I worried about its integrity as a hiding place. Seconds later, part of the roof of a house tumbled under the bridge, disintegrating into splinters as it rolled past in the high wind. On the surface of the roadway above, we could hear other large objects smashing into the ground, some significant enough to shake the bridge's foundation.
Midge and I started to hold our ears the noise became so loud; she buried her head under my leather jacket. Even in our shelter, we were both trying to protect our faces from flying debris. I had the feeling that debris was flying by only inches from my exposed backside. I'd left my helmet strapped to my bike; now I wished I'd brought it with me. When I took a quick look at the motorcycle, I noted that the tarps were long gone; along with a least one of the bags I'd tied on the bike with bungee cords. Oddly enough, I could still see my travel guitar tightly strapped to the sissy bar.
And suddenly, the wind speed started to drop precipitously and the noise abated slightly. The darkness lightened that had settled on us minutes before. Midge peeked out from under my jacket; she flashed me a worried look, gave a wan smile that signaled we might have lived through this, and then a look of great concern. We waited another minute and then cautiously came out of our safe place, moving down the embankment a few feet. The winds under the bridge had dropped to a stiff breeze. Rain came down in sheets, but more vertically than horizontally. Over the continuing noise of the receding tornado, I heard thunder.

* * * * *The funnel cloud had passed over us and moved off to the east, aiming directly at several farms I had seen earlier. In the far distance, I could hear the wailing of sirens. I turned to Midge; she said flatly, "Tornado warning sirens. They trigger automatically, I think. They're located all over the county." Her voice had the shaky tinge of terror in it. I could tell Midge had been really scared; I guess I should have known better.
Then her tears came welling up from deep inside. The storm had terrified her right to her very core. At the bottom of the slope, she tried to stand next to me, but faltered and started to fall. I caught her. She looked at me and sobbed. I wrapped my arms around and just held her tight in a protective way. She shuddered from the fear she'd felt and for a full minute I felt her deep racking sobs with her face buried in my leather jacket. After a minute, I felt her spine stiffen; she brought her hands up to her face, and as she pulled away from me a little she wiped her face. She looked at me with gratitude for being there for her in that instant. No words were said, but I knew.
I went to the motorcycle, pulled the bike from where it had wedged against the bridge pylon, and with some difficulty hoisted it into its upright position. The left-hand side of the bike was badly scarred and scratched by the grit and stones it slid over. The chrome exhaust pipes and engine covers, roll bar, as well as the side of the gas tank had taken the brunt of the slide. One handle bar end showed damage as well. A directional light had broken off near the base of its mount, held on only by the internal wiring. If the bike hadn't caught on the abutment, no telling how bad the damage would have been. I fawned over the bike briefly, assessing the extent of the damage and the new paint job that would be required. Even the slightest damage to the bike bothered me at a deep level.
Amazingly, my helmet remained buckled to the handle bars where I'd snapped it as I dismounted, and the small travel guitar remained tied to the sissy bar with multiple bungee cords; both saddlebags and two of my strap-on travel bags were intact. I checked my laptop computer and discovered a crack across the face of the screen; the unit still seemed to work. The other helmet remained attached to the bike, although some piece of debris had scarred the visor.
Midge watched me assess the bike. As the rain slowed, we both ventured to the parallel bridge and then outside. The tornado had moved much further away now, but the train sound it made could still be heard. We looked for the red truck, but saw no sign of it. I scrambled up the embankment to the roadway above. I spotted a pile of red debris over a half-mile away. I signaled to Midge, and she came up and joined me as I pointed out the sight to her.
Midge stood for a moment, checked out what appeared to be the remains of her truck, and then watched the departing twister. I could see another tear form in the corner of her eye. She pointed to an area by the twister; "My farm is right over in that area, but we can't see it from here. I was headed there from Salina, but only had time to get off the highway and under the bridge before the twister hit."
Nearby, the battered remains of an industrial trailer lay in the middle of the highway. If there had been any cargo in it, the cargo was long gone. The metal beams that ran the length of the trailer were badly bent out of shape. There was no sign of the semi's tractor.
Heavy raindrops still pelted us periodically; a few would come down and then they'd stop. Once, a few hailstones the size of marbles forced us back under the bridge for a moment. When they ceased we went up to the overhead road again.
Midge and I both tried to use our cell phones, but we got 'No Service' messages on our screens. Even more disheartening, not a car or truck could be seen for miles on the long flat highway I'd been on before I sought shelter.
I asked Midge, "You're from around here, so where can we summon some help. The twister must have done some damage before it reached us, and it ran right over those farm buildings to the east." I pointed. Midge assured me that emergency equipment would appear shortly; that they're used to this type of thing.
We scampered back down the embankment to the motorcycle, and I fired up the engine. "Get on," I commanded to Midge. She hopped on, and we slowly threaded our way through the debris on the country road as we headed to the nearest farm about a half-mile away.
At the first farm, we found complete devastation. The house had been obliterated, and the barn had been blown over, apparently killing some livestock inside. Cars, trucks, and tractors were all damaged to some extent; one lay on its side.
An older man walked towards us as we came up the driveway. Midge yelled ahead, "Mr. Mullen, are you and your wife all right?" Mullen wore denim overalls and a tattered work shirt; he was in his fifties.
"Yes," he nodded as we stopped. "We made it to the storm cellar in time. This was the worst I've ever seen. I don't know what we'll do, rebuild I guess." He shook his head in sorrow.
Over his shoulder, a woman about the same age, waved at us. The gesture was perfunctory, and surely not one displaying joy.
Midge said, "All right, glad you're safe. We're going to check on Gus Riley down the road." She nudged me to turn around. We rode back down the driveway to the country road, and moved further from the bridge. We were constantly weaving around some piece of trash or part of a tree that had been left behind by the tornado. Off in the distance, we could now hear the wailing sounds of emergency vehicles coming north out of Salina.



Another half-mile further down the country road, we took another long driveway up to a shattered homestead. An elderly man knelt beside a gray haired woman on the ground. We pulled up and stopped, and dismounted.
He looked up at us as we came to his side and said, "She's bleeding. I can't stop the blood." He was in near hysterics.
I did a quick examination of the woman; a piece of glass or other debris had opened up a long and deep gash in her shoulder. She'd already lost a lot of blood based on the puddle on the ground. I held my hand over the wound and yelled to Midge, "In my left saddle bag, get me the roll of duct tape and a t-shirt." She sprang from near me and ran to the motorcycle; she reappeared in less than a minute with what I needed.
I folded the clean t-shirt into a pad and pressed it against the wound, securing it tightly with the duct tape. Gus and I had introduced ourselves in those few seconds, and I'd learned his wife's name was Melba. She was unconscious, but breathing and probably in shock.
I turned to Midge; "Do you know how to ride a motorcycle – that motorcycle?" I flipped my head at my motorcycle.
She said, "Yes. My brother has a similar model ... a Road King, I think. I ride it around his farm when he lets me."
"Good. Take it, and go back to the highway. Flag down an emergency vehicle – any kind. Tell them we need an ambulance and doctor here. Insist they come right away. Tell them we have a bleeder." I gave her a look that signaled the situation was grave. She picked up on my cue, and was gone in seconds, starting out cautiously and then accelerating as she got the feel of the bike.
I continued to hold pressure on Melba's wound, suggesting to Gus that he see whether he could get some clean warm water and some clean towels. One look at his nearly destroyed home and his out building left me wondering where he'd get them; however, he produced a basin of water a few minutes later. I had him gently start to clean his wife's face, neck, hands, and arms from all the blood. She'd been badly battered by the storm, but besides some scrapes only seemed to have one major wound.
About ten minutes passed, and I wondered what was taking Midge so long. Finally, I heard the Harley coming down the country road and turning up the driveway. Behind the bike, a large ambulance belonging to the Salina Fire Department followed with all the lights blinking.
Two paramedics emerged, unloaded their work packs, and took over as we watched. Melba was in good hands now. In a few minutes we watched as they shifted her to a gurney, put her in the ambulance. Gus went with her. They rolled away at high speed to the nearest hospital.

* * * * *As we walked back to my motorcycle, I said to Midge: "Are there other places we should check?"
She shook her head. "Probably not. Another couple of trucks went in the other direction, but there's only the Miller farm over there. That's probably where that trailer came from. I know they have a storm cellar too. The other farms on this road are south of the track the twister took, so are probably all right. The sheriff I talked with back at the bridge told me other emergency vehicles were checking out the spreads further to the east – except mine ... since I've been accounted for. I live alone."
I thought for a minute and said, "Let's see what's left of your truck and then checkout your farm." Midge got on the back of the bike, and I rolled down the drive and headed to the mass of red metal I'd seen from the top of the bridge. It took a few minutes to find the right field. I parked, and we walked a couple of hundred yards to the crushed vehicle. A light rain had started again.
The only time I'd seen more devastation rendered to a vehicle had been in a film that showed a car being hydraulically crushed so the resulting block of metal could be taken back to a steel mill for recycling. Midge's truck had been smashed to the ground with brutal force on every side of the vehicle. It lay on one side. Little remained of the cab. The flat bed had been pushed in and folded nearly to the cab. The engine compartment appeared nonexistent, except for the wheels that seemed folded flat beneath the vehicle. Front and back axels were only about six feet apart. A million sledgehammer blows had smashed each side. The beam that had been in the truck's windshield was gone.
We both walked around the truck. Midge said in a shaky voice, "I'd say the truck's a total write off." I agreed. She had a tear rolling down one cheek. She offered, "You know, I'd just finished paying for that damn thing too. No one thought I could hack it out here – two jobs and all, but I did ... up until today. Paying off the truck proved to many people that I could make it." She had a defiant look on her face.
I said, "Come on, let's see how your home faired in the storm." Midge nodded, but I sensed her hesitancy about seeing the havoc wreaked on her house. We followed the road for three or four litter-covered miles, and Midge had me turn in a long driveway. The path had been tree lined; however, several trees had been uprooted and blocked a direct route to the house and barn. The other trees had been stripped bare of foliage.
Half the roof and part of the upstairs had been ripped off Midge's house. The upper interior walls of the house were visible – one with a picture still hanging on the wall. Many windows were broken. Except for broken windows, the downstairs seemed all right, but what had been a covered front porch, now had no roof over it. A nearby barn appeared unscathed.
Midge stood in her yard and started to cry, as she simultaneously she cursed the storm. She stomped around the house assessing the damage. I offered her solace, but she shook her head in a polite rebuff.
She gradually slowed down and more tears came. I heard a few phrases and sentences that started to make sense in her ranting, "Money ... So much damage ... Have to make it ... Can't fail ... Time catching up." I didn't understand all of them, but I got the gist of what worried her.
I finally said, "Let's see the damage on the inside." I led her to the house holding her hand. We wandered from room to room. The downstairs rooms looked unscathed by the tornado except for broken glass near every window and various papers and magazines blown around. The upstairs had two bedrooms open and exposed to the elements with no roof and part of their walls missing; one other bedroom was in shambles but with a little work could be saved. The master bedroom seemed unscathed except for broken windows. Midge commented on missing upstairs furniture.
"Midge," I said, "This is great, given that you took a direct hit. You have most of your house. It's still solidly on its foundation. We can fix this – rebuild the part that got torn away."
She looked surprised at my positive attitude about her plight. She wanted to see the barn next, so we went downstairs and walked the hundred yards to the structure. As we got close I cautiously asked, "Did it lean like that before the storm?" The building had a decided tilt to one side at the end nearest the house.
Midge laughed despite her plight. "Yes. My Father didn't know about a carpenter's level, so it got built that way. The other end is pretty square because by then my mother had bought him one." She slid open the large bay door and we looked inside. Midge walked around inside the barn. She finally turned with a smile, "This place is untouched except for some shingles, and they're always blowing off anyway, even in a light wind."
I asked, "Do you have farm animals? I saw you had hay in your truck."
Midge shook her head, "No animals. I'd planned to drop off the hay bales for Gus' barn animals. I doubt the animals survived given the share his barn was in. Same with the other things I had in the truck."
I asked whether she had any tarps. She dug around in another bay of the barn and produced several large blue waterproof tarpaulins; a few were still in their original wrapping. We got some nails, hammer, and a ladder, and went back to the house. By nightfall, we'd secured the roof; at least, further rain wouldn't damage the open part of the house.
Much to my surprise, Midge had electricity. There was a generator outside the barn that had enough capacity to power the house and water pumps. She explained that most farms now had their own generating capability, since winter storms often crippled the regular power grid. Before feeding power to the house, we made sure the damage wouldn't cause any short circuits or pose a fire hazard.
I also learned more about her: her mother had died when she was fourteen, so her father raised her and her older brother. Her Dad had died two years earlier after a long illness during which he neglected his farming. The place had been split in his will, but her brother was already married and had his own farm outside Kansas City. She offered to buy him out so she could keep the family homestead where she'd been raised, so she'd financed her share of the buyout and paid down the loan by working in Salina as a psychologist with a private practice.
She raised low maintenance crops on the surrounding land: hay, alfalfa, oats, and other fodder. She didn't have to do too much except plant and harvest at the right times of year when she'd hire migrant workers to help. The farm barely had a positive cash flow, and now the damage to the truck and house would hurt her financially. She had decided to take her chances until the farm got reestablished, and so had minimum insurance on everything.
I offered to stay and help her make some repairs to the house, at least get it enclosed until someone could make some more long-lasting fixes that would carry through other storms. Midge accepted my offer with a teary thank you.
After the tarps were secure, we spent an hour going from room to room, cleaning up the broken glass and other storm damage except in the upstairs that had been ripped asunder. Midge had enough scrap plywood and cardboard in the barn so that we could seal off the broken windows until permanent repairs could be made. I took a lot of measurements of the house as we went along, trying to make a list of what we'd need for repairs.
About nine o'clock – in the dark, Midge declared we were done for the night and that she'd fix us some dinner – nothing fancy but something to keep us going. She clomped around the kitchen in her western boots, an odd oxymoron of tough farmwoman with budding femininity. I set the kitchen table with flatware, and tried to make myself useful without being intrusive.
Midge produced a jug of wine, and while she made us some spaghetti and sauce, we each had a glass – not in a wine glass, but in a common drinking glass. I put ice in mine, amazed that I could find an ice cube in this part of the world after such devastation. We both dropped into our chairs when dinner was on the kitchen table. When I looked up, Midge stared into my eyes for a long moment, and then smiled and started serving dinner.
I slept on the couch in the living room. Midge went upstairs to see whether she could sleep in undamaged master bedroom that we'd cleaned before dinner. I guess she did despite the tarps occasionally flapping in the wind.

* * * * *The next I knew Midge was shaking me awake. "Come on, Jim. Get up. Time to get going." I cranked one eye open and gave her the evil eye. She was up, dressed, and eager to get to the repairs I'd promised. As she started moving about the kitchen, I rose, dressed, and washed up.
Midge produced a hearty breakfast of bacon, eggs, toast, and black coffee. That worked for me. It was only six in the morning. The early sun streamed in the windows, a far cry from fourteen hours earlier.
Our first order of business was to clear the driveway where some fallen trees blocked the lane for vehicles. Midge produced two chain saws from the barn, and in an hour we had a pathway open all the way to the main road as well as some good hardwood for her home's fireplace.
Next, we spread out over the acreage near the house and collected lumber, probably from the missing part of the house, but some of the pieces we found didn't seem to match anything I thought would have come from the missing upstairs. Midge also decided she could tear apart one of the unused horse stalls in the barn and repurpose a lot of lumber for the house repair. We still needed roofing material, but we'd cross that bridge when we came to it.
While Midge went off to the barn with a crowbar, I tried the house telephone, found that miraculously she still had service, and made some calls. For one, I cancelled my hotel, although I was supposed to have been there last night. For another, I checked on Melba Riley – found she was doing well and would be going home later in the day after a transfusion and fifty stitches to her cut; and lastly, I reached Ellen, explained my situation, got her pledge to help, and arranged a bit of a rescue for Midge. When I saw Midge, I told her about her neighbor; she looked surprised and pleased that I'd made that inquiry. I didn't mention my other calls.
I started to rip apart the damaged upstairs of the house, so we could make needed repairs. Midge kept bringing wheelbarrow loads of lumber from the barn and created a pile at the base of our ladder, adding her lot from the barn to what we'd picked up near the house. We still didn't have enough to rebuild the complete structure.
By noon, we had the studded walls of the shattered bedrooms rebuilt. By three o'clock, I'd sistered in some attic floor and bedroom ceiling joists, but we didn't have lumber for the roof rafters or any plywood sheathing. Midge proved as nimble as I, springing around the shaky new structure as we added each piece of lumber. This woman wasn't afraid to tackle anything.
At four, two large pickup trucks came up the driveway and headed for the house – one red and one blue. The trucks were loaded with building supplies: six sash windows, rolls of Tyvex and tarpaper, thirty sheets of plywood, other lumber including rafters, nails, and construction hardware, and several squares of shingles. Midge gave me a surprised and questioning look. I smiled and shrugged, giving her a 'guilty as charged' look. She whispered, 'Thank you.'
The two men driving apologized for having to drop the load and run. As we'd unloaded the blue truck they gave us reports on the other areas of devastation the tornado caused in the two county area. The four of us emptied the two trucks, adding to our pile of work materials on the front lawn. To Midge's surprise and after a wink and handshake from me, the men got in the blue truck, and drove away. The red truck sat shiny and new in her driveway. Midge took a few steps to stop them, and but stopped and turned around when I went, "AHEM."
Midge turned and looked at me in a peculiar way, and then glanced at the red pickup – the same make and model as hers, only ten years newer. I held up a set of keys, jingled them in the air, walked to her, and dropped the keys into her hand. She shook her head as she told me that she couldn't pay for the truck and would only be able to buy a much older truck when she got the insurance for her destroyed truck.
I said in a matter of fact tone, "The truck is courtesy of your new friend. No restitution needed. Just pay it forward some day." I turned and started to gather up some of the new lumber for upstairs.
At first Midge continued to shake her head and say that she really couldn't accept such a huge gift, but eventually her shoulders sagged, and I could see tears come to her eyes. I knew she had given in and although overwhelmed by my gift, she was going to accept it. Before she could say anything further I started up the ladder with an arm full of lumber. Behind me, I heard a shaky voice say, "THANKS."

* * * * *By eight-thirty, it was getting too dark to work, and I could barely move anyway because I was so tired, but we had the frame structure of the house completed, including the ridgepole and roof rafters. I stretched the blue tarps over the new roof and secured it from the wind and rain although the forecast predicted another day of fair skies.
Midge produced a chicken dinner for us from something she'd frozen a week or so before. The two of us could barely lift our arms to hold the knife and fork we were so tired. Over dinner, however, Midge started to thank me for the truck and all the building materials. She gushed, and I kept telling her to stop, and just concentrate on getting herself back to wholeness. I could tell my gesture, not an insignificant one, had made a huge difference in her life. Several times, she seemed moved to tears at my generosity; not a reaction I needed to feel good about helping her.
As soon as we'd cleaned up from dinner, Midge went to bed. I fell asleep on the sofa as soon as my head hit the pillow and I'd pulled the blanket up over my nakedness. I awoke hours later in the dark to the pleasant sensation of someone sucking on my dick. In the fog of sleep, I briefly wondered where I was and who it might be. She positively knew what she was doing. Her tongue would curl around the edge of my cap, even giving butterfly kisses to the end, and then the entire mouth would engulf my cap and slide slowly down my shaft like a wet, warm vagina. The maiden also knew how to use her hands in talented ways around my shaft.
I cracked open my eyes. The only light in the living room filtered in from a night light on the kitchen range, yet every detail appeared crystal clear to me in a way I'd never forget. Midge knelt on the throw rug next to my nude body on the sofa. She saw my open eyes as she looked up at me, and smiled.
I made a sound – a squeaky hum that asked, 'Are you sure you want to be doing this?'
Midge nodded with my cock halfway down her throat – a wonderful sensation. She hummed back at me, an act that added unusual sensation to her blowjob. She kept humming.
I enjoyed the pleasure of another couple of minutes of her work, and then I leaned forward so I could reach her as I rolled upright. I pulled her up to me so we could kiss. The kisses turned passionate and intense quickly. I sensed a lot of pent up sexual energy in her that had suddenly been released, much like the sudden emergence of the ferocious tornado we'd survived. Midge wore a short baby doll nightgown; as we kissed it seemed automatic for me to reach up and cup her breasts, and even more automatic for me to twist and pinch her nipples through the material. As I ran my hand down her back, I discovered she wore no panties.
I lifted the pajama top from her body, uncovering her beauty. Midge writhed and pushed herself into me as I fondled her. The long shadows in the room gave her breasts and other curves a beautiful appearance. I sucked on both breasts as she held her head back in enjoyment and cradled my head. Soon that wasn't enough for us. I'd remained rigid throughout our moments of foreplay. Midge straddled me. For a second, my aroused cock touched the entrance to her warm pussy, and then she shimmied her body down my shaft and leaned in for a sensual kiss. She held onto my shoulders and pushed her breasts into my face.
We rained more passionate kisses on each other. I felt the glow of desire overtake me again. Without conscious thought I started to move into her, to touch her, and to kiss her in the ways Kim had taught me. I surprised Midge, because we went for many minutes at a frantic pace, punctuated only by the brief times we took to kiss one another or change position. I drove Midge through several orgasms, welcoming her moans of passion. I succumbed to our passion and as she rose to another peak; I joined her – the jets of my cum pulsing into her body.
After several minutes as our panting and sighs slowed back to normal body rhythms, I said aloud, "Wow!"



Midge had nestled her body against mine from her woman-on-top position, her erect nipples stroking back and forth across my chest as she moved and breathed. I felt her head move against my neck and a small voice said, "Yeah, Real Wow! You make love really nice. You don't cum in a flash either." We both panted as our body rhythms returned to a more normal state.
After further kisses, Midge led me upstairs to her bed. We made love again, slower and more deliberately, and then slept together.

* * * * *We slept in and rose at seven o'clock. We kissed, dressed, gulped down a quick breakfast of cereal, and then went to work on her house. Rain had been forecast for later in the day, so we were racing to get the house solidly enclosed.
By noon, we had the plywood sheathing on the roof and sides. Putting the Tyvek on the sides went quickly. Midge brought me a sandwich at lunchtime; we ate on the roof looking out across the Kansas plains at the gathering clouds.
The tarpaper took longer to install, largely because we had to find a way to lap it with the jagged parts of the roof that hadn't blown away. If we weren't rushed, I'd have redone the entire roof. The rain started about four o'clock just as we finished the last length of tarpaper. The roof was waterproof at that stage, but not too windproof. Plus we hadn't cut through the Tyvek to put the windows in yet.
At the bottom of the ladder, Midge and I started to retreat into the house, but Midge stopped me. She stood in the rain and started a seductive striptease. Soon we were both nude and dripping from the rain shower. Midge lowered the tailgate of the new truck and hopped up to sit on it. She held her arms open to me, and I moved so we could kiss as the water ran down our faces and bodies. She shifted forward and pulled her legs up so her feet were on the edge of the tailgate and opened herself to me. I took pleasure in her pussy, bending and lapping with my tongue at her dripping slit. She tasted wet and divine, and I found proof of her insatiable lust. After a nudge, I penetrated her quim. Midge instantly got a mystical look on her face as we kissed; she'd transcended to some heavenly place, her eyes closed and her mouth shaped into a smiling 'Ooooh.'
I'd never made love in the rain. The cooling rain came down on us in a gentle cascade as our bodies joined, and we satisfied our passions. We kissed and loved and touched, enjoying the combination of sensations, plus the excitement of being exposed outdoors. We fucked for half an hour, and I've never enjoyed a rain shower more.
After our orgasms, we cuddled on the tailgate, still enjoying the rain and the sensual and erotic feeling of being outdoors and alive in our sexual and physical bodies. Eventually, we picked up our soggy clothing, went inside, and made love again.
After dinner that evening, we made love, and then sat and cuddled in the living room. While I thought Midge had treated me no different from any other Good Samaritan – maybe a 'Good Samaritan-with-benefits,' she revealed as we sat that she knew whom I was from when she first set eyes on me just before the tornado struck. She'd not only read the article about me inPeople magazine, she was a huge fan of country singer Crystal Lee – my erstwhile girlfriend, and had all the music that had been posted on the Internet for download by Crystal or me. She'd decided to keep her awareness of my celebrity status to herself, soon realizing that it didn't make any difference to how I treated her or how she reacted to me.
Midge showed me on her iPad that my album had just been released a few days earlier. The cover photo for the album showed me on my motorcycle just as I prepared to leave Brite Reber. I marveled at how fast the music industry could move when it wanted to; I had learned that some albums take a year or two to get to market. The look in my eyes in the cover photo showed the conflicted emotions I'd felt in leaving Brite's arms.
Midge asked as she nestled back into my arms, "Did you make love with the photographer?"
I nodded.
I felt her smile against my chest, "Good, then whenever I look at that picture of you I will think of the times we made love too. Thank you."

* * * * *In the morning, as we finished carrying the shingles to the roof, I asked Midge, "So, what's your psychology practice like?"
She said in a humorous tone, "Well, I listen to people talk about their problems, ask probing questions, and make suggestions about alternate ways they could look at things. Why don't you try me? It's all confidential and at no charge." She laughed slightly
Open to more insights about myself, I went into my life story a little more, factually laying out the arc of the past ten months from happily married to widow, from computer geek to unemployed to country singer, and from a sexually naïve boy to a more sophisticated and experienced man. I gave her more background, and even shared rebuilding the bike and my recent heroic activities with her.
When I ran out of gas, Midge said, "You've given me the hard cold facts of the past months, but now tell me how you feel or how you've felt – particularly about your late wife? Elaborate."
I found it hard to start talking about Karen's passing again, stirring up the grief I'd had, as well as my anger at the medical community.
As we started the second course of shingles, Midge said, "One way to interpret some of things you've done is that you're running from the reality of Karen's death, thus the cross-country road trip away from what had been familiar ground. You still carry some guilt inside you about not being able to help cure her illness, running from the scene on your road trip, and probably that your memory of her is starting to fade. You know you don't need to carry this guilt, but you do. Of course, you're finding stable footing on your new ground, you just need to believe in yourself and that you'll end up 'whole' after this trip.
Midge continued, "Rebuilding the motorcycle may be inherently symbolic to you in terms of rebuilding your life – a nearly new life from the boots up. Spreading Karen's ashes far and wide also seems symbolic to you of carrying the special parts of Karen and her memories with you and putting them in states you might go back to and places you know you'd wish you'd gone with her."
I felt her brief comments insightful, and they each resonated with the truth of the situation.
Midge bore in: "Do you have family? Were they involved when Karen died? What did they feel, and have you seen them since?"
I told her about Anna, mentioning that my road trip had initially been her idea, but that I'd expanded upon it to see all forty-eight states. I also mentioned Karen's parents and Lauren, my wife's sister who had been beside me as her sister was leaving this world. I spoke of the uncanny resemblance of the two women.
Midge said knowingly, "You have a special relationship with Lauren ... and your sister?"
My head jerked up. Had I said something about our deeper relationship yet? We'd only started. I answered, "Yes, when I started my trip, I went to visit Lauren and her parents – my wife's parents. We ... well, we ... got together. It was special. We'd always liked each other, and it just seemed natural to follow our feelings. I think the feelings are deeper between us now."
"Do you stay in touch?"
"Yes. I email her once or twice each week, and she writes back. Sometimes we talk on the phone, but Lauren's schedule is crazy – she's a nurse and teaches nursing. She also came out and visited when I was passing through Indianapolis for just a short visit; I was giving a concert and we messed around."
"But you're not exclusive? And, she's OK with that?"
Man, this woman could zoom right in on facts I normally wouldn't think of sharing. I thought about how to respond to her questions. "Yes, and Lauren encourages me to see others ... and report back to her about my love life."
"You mean she wants you to tell her about your sexual exploits?" Midge looked at me in a friendly but an inquisitive way that encouraged me to give her details.
I said slowly, "Yes. She wants details about when I hookup with others."
Midge studied me a while, and said, "And, you've hooked-up with a lot of women haven't you?" This woman's intuition nailed some key issue in my life with every question.
I nodded. I said, "I didn't think I'd find anyone interesting on this trip, and that I'd be alone and grieve all the way to California, but ... well, I've been with a new friend or two or three in almost every state."
Midge smiled, but said, "And, you feel guilt having relationships so soon after Karen died?"
"I did, for a while, but those feelings aren't as intense now. It helped that the first few women I met were in other relationships ... I mean, they weren't cheating ... they just had ... I don't know how to explain this, it's sort of delicate."
"Jim, everything you tell me is confidential – just between the two of us. The more open you are; the more apt we are to find some avenues of insight for you. Now, if you feel comfortable, please tell me what you meant by your last remarks."
I explained with some hesitation, "Early in my trip I visited a friend in a polyamorous group – he lives with three women and another guy. Their living situation is very fluid and very loving, and the women included me in their Circle." I quickly added, "I'm not gay, and none the men had leanings in that direction."
I paused and went on after getting another stack of shingles, "Later, I had a relationship with a married woman – with her husband's blessing. We're in love. They have an open marriage. Still later, I helped start a baby for a couple – a request of a lifelong friend that has fertility 'problems' and his gorgeous wife. Oh, then there was a mother-daughter couple in Louisiana, and of course I mentioned Crystal, and well she has a sister that I've been with too. There were a couple more situations like this too: threesomes and foursomes – and the Binfords – a young couple, and Brite the photographer who did the album cover.
Midge had me explain the details around much I'd just said. Her eyes kept getting bigger and bigger as I talked, and for some reason I found humor in that reaction to my new life style. She asked, "You must really like sex?"
"Oh, yes! Very much. More so now than ever before in my life."
Midge mumbled a comment reflecting on last night, "And you're damn good at it too." She hammered in a couple of shingles as she thought, and then asked, "Tell me about Anna?"
I stammered and stuttered getting started. "Ummm, errrr, Anna and I were close growing up – normal siblings: teasing, taunting, blaming, fighting, and sometimes helpful to one another. Underneath all that, we loved each other. She went away to college, met a guy from the west coast, married after graduation, had two kids, got divorced, and kept the great job she'd created. I was in the college and the Army, and didn't make it home all that much, so we didn't see each other much over the past fifteen years. It wasn't that we drifted apart; we just didn't see each other. There are good feelings there between us – always have been."
"And when she came back for Karen's passing?"
"It was as though we picked up where we left off, except ... there now is a deeper love that we have for each other. I felt as though it had been below the surface the whole time we were growing up, and when we saw each other in February it started to come out in the open – despite the grief I felt about Karen."
"Would you make love to her? Does the idea of incest bother you?"
I reeled back. Midge was pushing me to face the realities I'd been avoiding in my own head – to explore those taboo boundaries. We were silent for almost two minutes before I started to answer: "Yes, I would love to extend my relationship with Anna to include sex ... I would delight in it, and I hope Anna would too. The idea of incest doesn't bother me. We wouldn't have children, but I would love us to be lovers sometime."
"What would Crystal and Lauren think of that?" She asked.
This time I laughed, "Easy. They'd be enthusiastic and want to join in. I don't see much difference between that and having Ellen join us in bed. Should I? When we did that, we not only had fun, but Ellen and I also developed deep and meaningful feelings for each other. I think it's 'hot' that Crystal and Ellen enjoy each other sexually. I recently discovered that Lauren and Karen were intimate too, even during our marriage. I've gotten used to the idea. My friend Kim said to just lay out my feelings to Anna, and see what happens."
Midge nodded in apparent agreement, and then asked, "What about situations where you've been intimate with someone you barely knew, and might not see again? How does that make you feel?"
I nodded. This was an area that had bothered me. "Well, there've been several of those ... maybe a bit like us. At first, I was surprised as I said, and then I felt like I might be taking advantage of the women, but that shifted to my own discomfort and guilt in light of what Karen would think – but she had died. I've come to realize that each woman taught me something about myself – a realization of how I'd been and awareness of my shifting boundaries and values. They also taught me new techniques to pleasure them and me too. I feel some of them – all of them – were put in my path to help me grow in some new way."
"Give me some examples."
I said, "I never thought that sex was fun before, I mean I wouldn't have ever used that word to talk about it, but now I can even look back and reinterpret things in that light. I'd been terribly naïve, and had no technique. I learned I hadn't been very good at it. I even thought of myself recently as Mr. Plain Vanilla, and I say that in a derogatory way. Sex in the past had been a necessary and serious endeavor, and never light or casual. My friend Kim taught me techniques, and has given me a tremendous insight into my feelings and reactions. Various women have taught me that casual sex is all right so long as everyone enters into it with an understanding of what expectations will be met – in other words, no one gets hurt emotionally. An important point is that I've learned I can love to more than one person at the same time and even make love to them. Kim said we need a societal rule, 'Consenting adults have the right to do whatever they want to do about sex.'"
Midge laughed, "I like that rule. It's ashamed so many people want to put their own boundaries on someone else – and even worse, that some of them have become laws. Did you know that oral sex is illegal in Indiana?
I muttered, "Ooops, broke that law with three different people. I guess I can't go back to that state."
Midge laughed, "You have a good grasp around your feelings and how you fit into your new skin. I can't add much insight to some of the things we've talked about that you haven't already said. I feel you've beat yourself up over Karen, and what's happened in your life since she died; I assume you realize you have no cause to do that. So what now?"
I said, "Well, you could always tell me your problems, and I'd make comments and ask deep questions."
Midge laughed, thought for a minute, and looked at the large area we'd reshingled. She walked over to me and planted a radioactive kiss on my lips. She whispered, "Wanna take a break. My problem right now is that I am unbelievably horny since I met you, particularly after hearing these little tidbits of your love life. Plus, I've never cavorted with an oral-sex felon. So, the only solution I can think of is that I need you to show me exactly how you broke that law in Indiana, and probably a few other things too."
We scrambled down the ladder as fast as we could.

* * * * *Midge knew I'd deviated from my journey; so, after we'd made the house weather tight again and had the new windows installed, she encouraged me to return to my own plans, although with great ambivalence since we 'fit so well together.' She also told me she had to get back to her practice in Salina, at least for a couple of days to meet with some patients she'd pushed off to new appointments.
The next morning, the weather seemed perfect: temperatures in the seventies, and a crystal clear sky. Midge and I had a tender goodbye in her front yard. She wanted to repay me for the truck – to work it off somehow. I explained about 'paying it forward,' and what that expression meant to me. We talked about how to do that with love and caring and compassion for others – giving of her time, talent, and treasure. She promised me through grateful tears that she'd make me proud of what she did. I knew from her character that she would follow through. We arranged to stay in touch too.
Also, as I left, I felt again that steely resolve I'd first seen in Midge the day of the tornado. I knew she'd make the farm a success and have a successful restart of her clinical practice. She had all the qualifications plus the drive and energy. We promised we'd meet again, and then I mounted my bike and rode down her long driveway. I stopped at the end next to the battered rural mailbox strapped with metal to a fence post. I looked back and took a mental photograph of the beautiful farmhouse with the red truck sitting in front of it. Midge still stood next to the truck waving to me as I roared out of sight on the Harley.

* * * * *I stopped in Salina to put gas in the motorcycle. While I stretched, my cellphone rang with the ring tone of'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl' – Crystal was calling me.
I answered and before I could speak, Crystal did, "Jim, where are you?" I told her, and then she went on, "I called because I'm being stalked by some guy; he actually came onto my property and looked in some of my windows. He was taking pictures. Terry, Ellen, and I think he might be the paparazzi guy from Branson – the one that took those compromising pictures of us. I called the police, but he's disappeared by the time they came. I think he's been snooping around at least half a dozen times. The caretakers even saw him once."
I quickly asked, "Are you safe? Do you feel threatened?"
"Yes, I'm safe, but I do feel threatened. I don't mind mugging for the press when they're at the end of my driveway or anywhere else, but to have one of them taking shots of me through the windows of my house is invasive – and scary."
I volunteered, "Look, I can head east and be in Nashville late tonight. I might even be able to get a flight and be there sooner."
"No, don't do that. Next week I'm heading down to Texas to do a big concert. Meanwhile, I've now got a security service providing '24-7' cover for the house when I'm here – you remember Brad, the guy you met at the bus who was about as big as a barn; well tonight they said they'd send him again. He should be here any moment; plus the housekeepers are here too during the day; last night I had them stay over, but I won't need to do that with Brad around."
I smiled, wondering if Crystal had designs on the tall handsome security man. The thought had barely entered my head when she said, "And, no, I don't intend to seduce my bodyguard – so get those thoughts out of your mind." After a long pause, Crystal said in a pensive tone, "Then again, he does look worthy of seduction, I might have to think about that idea some more."
Crystal shifted direction and said, "Look, the other reason I'm calling is that I want us to meet in Dallas. This spooky guy will probably follow me there, and you're the only one that knows what he looks like because of your foray into his motel room. For me he's just a dark shadow. I'm sort of hoping that you'd have a talk with him – you know, mano-a-mano, and get him off our backs once and for all."



"I can do that," I told her, yet I wondered how effective any admonition would be.
She went on, "I'm doing the half-time show for the Dallas Cowboys the Sunday after next. I'm hoping you'll join me on stage to sing some of our stuff. Terry thinks it's a good idea too. It'll boost album sales."
She added in a very seductive voice, "I'll really make it worth your while."
"Now that's an offer I can't refuse. How many people will be there ... you know, for the concert, in the stadium?"
"Eighty thousand."
"Oh, shit." I thought about how my knees had knocked when we'd done the concerts in Louisville and Indianapolis before fifteen to eighteen thousand fans. I slowly responded, "Yeah, I suppose I'll do it, but only if you meet me a couple of days before hand for some rehearsals ... and other stuff."
Crystal gave a little cheer that we could be together and that I'd do the concert. I think she was also relieved that I'd talk to the paparazzi guy who had almost ruined our careers in Branson.
Crystal then asked me if I'd gotten laid since I'd met Mils and Connie in South Dakota, and so I told her all about the tornado and Midge.

Chapter 21Oklahoma
Matt Czynchykski had been in my Special Ops unit a decade earlier; we'd both mustered out of the Army together: me with a bad leg injury, and Matt because he gave up that line of business when his third tour was over. No one could say or spell Matt's last name, so we just called him 'Matt C.' Matt's nickname had been Ghost; on our first mission in Kosovo, he'd come face-to-face with some guy wearing a bomb vest, and he'd turned white as a ghost before he shot the guy and kept him from detonating the device and killing all of us. We were near the same age – mid to late thirties, and he'd remained in good physical shape. He'd never married, but had a string of absolutely gorgeous women who always seemed to be in one photo or another that he'd email to me at Christmas with little explanation and rarely a name.
Matt had gone to work as a reporter for the Oklahoma United Press – 'The state's most trusted news agency,' he always added with sarcasm as a tagline when we'd talked about his work. He did the hard and crazy stuff that no one else in the paper wanted to do: gruesome accidents, crimes, middle of the night fires, and court cases, at one end of the spectrum, and high school sports, proms, and PTA cookie sales at the other end. He'd also been the jack-of-all-trades in our Special Forces unit.
I'd been corresponding with Matt by email since we left the Army, about one email a quarter. When Karen had died, he'd been one of the few people I poured my heart out to over the telephone. He coached me through the first couple of months of my grief, and kept encouraging me to come and see him – to walk his beat with him, as he put it – until I got through things. More recently, his emails promised me a never-ending stream of 'Great Tail' as he put it. We'd soon see how real his brags were. I was probably getting more 'tail' than he was.
I called Matt from Salina, Kansas, to tell him I was getting close to his home north of Oklahoma City, and a few blocks off famous U.S. Route 66. He told me the red carpet was out and to hurry down and stay a long time. He said he needed my help, and that he'd explain when I got there.
Outside Blackwell, Oklahoma, I saw a beautifully landscaped cemetery. I took one of the small envelopes of Karen's ashes, and in the middle of the quiet place, let the breeze take the ashes away. I had left some of her ashes in every state so far. In this way, she would always be with me wherever I traveled in the country. I again had that feeling that Karen's spirit was making things happen in my life. If that were the case, I hoped I was learning the lessons she wanted to teach me.

* * * * *Matt had a beautiful home in a heavily treed neighborhood. I noted he also had a storm cellar under his carport – an installation I learned later that had the strength of a wartime bunker. Matt greeted me at the door, no doubt due to on the sound the Harley Davidson motorcycle gave off as I pulled into his driveway. He was on crutches and had a cast on his left leg from his crotch to toe.
"What'd you do?" I asked before I even greeted him.
Matt grimaced and said, "Flipped my ATV out in the prairie two weeks ago – broke my leg in two places – one above and one below the knee. I was with a group of friends, and we were just screwing around. My bad. I'm laid up for at least three months before I get a slightly smaller cast, and probably three more months after that before the docs 'may' let me just use a cane. Damn leg's all full of metal pins too, plus I'll have physical therapy for months." He knocked on his cast with his knuckle.
"Bummer," I told him. We did the standard guy greeting of a fancy handshake and shoulder bump. I had to be careful not to knock him over.
Matt invited me into the house, and gave me a quick tour, showing me the guest room. As we got to the kitchen, a blond that looked like Jenna Jamison appeared in short shorts and a tight blouse tied beneath her generous breasts. To add to the conspicuous display of sex appeal, she wore a pair of white three-inch heels that accentuated the various curves of her magnificent legs and butt.
"Jim, I'd like you to meet Heather. Heather, this is Jim." I think I heard her last name go by, but my focus was elsewhere.
I went to shake hands, but Heather stepped inside my arms, plastered her voluptuous body against mine, and gave me a kiss that melted my rubber-soled boots. I smiled at her as we parted company. In only fifteen seconds, I was all horny again. She said in a sultry tone, "Nice to meet you ... Jim."
Matt led me to the back deck that looked out on a small swimming pool and a lushly landscaped backyard. As we sat down, Heather delivered two beers to us and then disappeared. Heather looked as good going away, as she did coming at you. I resisted commenting on Heather; Matt had his tastes and I certainly honored them – amazingly good tastes, the more I thought about them.
We went through the expected first half hour of catching up, what I'd been doing along my trip, talking about a couple of the people we knew in common, and my newfound fame in the music industry. He savored every detail as I told him about meeting Crystal Lee, getting on the cover ofPeople magazine, doing recordings and concerts, and becoming boyfriend-girlfriend with Crystal.
I reminded Matt that he'd asked me to do a favor for him. He laughed and said, "Oh, yeah. This is one I think you'll like." He paused and asked, "What do you know about debutantes?"
I responded, "Debutantes? You mean young ladies who are presented to society at some bash at a country club or such?"
"Exactly," Matt said. "I need you to appear at the upcoming Debutantes Ball in Oklahoma City, get your picture taken with some of the gals, dance with a few of them, and then give me a full report so I can write up a story about what happened. I can give you a checklist of stuff I'll need to know to write the article. I can't get around well, and I promised some matron of the whole affair that I'd personally cover the event. If you go, that'll let me off the hook and still satisfy her. It's an important gig around here."
On that basis, I said, "Sure. When is it?"
"It's Saturday night and starts in the late afternoon at the City Golf and Country Club; lots of presenting and marching around the ballroom, some dancing, dinner, more dancing, and the thing ends at a decent hour – ten o'clock, I think, although there are parties afterwards you will probably want to attend. I have the details inside. By the way, it's black tie. Heather will get you suited up tomorrow. She was a deb a few years back and knows the ropes. She'll go with you."
The thought of spending some time with Heather under any circumstance appealed to me. Heather had been listening to our conversation through a pass-through from the kitchen. Occasionally, she'd come closer to the window; sometimes even waving to me her approval of something that was said.
Around seven o'clock, Heather appeared in the doorway and announced that dinner was ready. Matt hobbled inside on his crutches, and I followed. He had trouble sitting at the dinner table, but somehow managed.
Heather had produced veal scaloppini for dinner, with all the trimmings. I've had the dish at some highly rated restaurants, but she'd outdone them. The sauce was superb. The veal had been marinated to just the right point and then precisely cooked. The presentation made the whole dinner five stars. I told her so, and she basked in the praise.
Heather also proved to have a brain atop the magnificent physical assets she'd been endowed with. She carried a good part of the dinner conversation, regaling us with some comic episodes she'd heard about various debutante's galas, after a solid discussion on the role of the G-8 in the Nation's economy. She also asked exceptionally intelligent questions about my new foray into the music industry, even giving me some insightful observations about my transition and how to capitalize on it in other music markets. Matt joined in with some of his latest 'reporter' stories.
I offered to help clean up dinner, but Heather shooed us back onto the pool deck where she served us after-dinner coffee before heading back to the kitchen to clean up.
Matt told me, "Heather likes you. That's good."
I commented, "I find her delightful. I didn't want to presume, but is she your current steady?"
Matt laughed, "Well, in a way. We picked each other based on an ad I placed. She's been around three months now, and we're very comfortable with each other, including our kinky habits. I really like her. She is a dream to have around, always dresses sexy, is smarter than Einstein, and loves to fuck. The fact that she likes you, probably means she'll turn up in your bed tonight."
I sputtered, "But ... what about you ... you're her ... boyfriend."
He laughed again, "If Heather wants you, Heather gets you. I'm happy, if she's happy. With my cast, I'm very disadvantaged in the sex department – very frustrating. Heather keeps the edge off, but she really wants ... well, you know ... to fuck ... and I can't so long as I have this cast on." He paused, thought for a moment, and then confided in a low voice, "She's a nymphomaniac."
I said in disbelief, "You're kidding, of course. Is there even such a thing, or is the word the term men use for their fantasy women?"
"No, not a bit. I broke up with my last girlfriend about five months ago, dated a bit, and then decided I wanted something more permanent. I put an ad in the personals section with a lot of detail in it – I get free ads in the paper so word count didn't matter. I specified a highly attractive, sexy, horny, woman of independent means who could cook, didn't mind sharing household duties, had a liberal mindset – particularly about sex, and had a high IQ. I said a lot more, but that's the gist. Three days later, Heather answered the ad – along with about two-dozen others. I interviewed them all, but not at the house."
"And Heather really stood out?"
"Actually, three women did. I had each of them come for an evening, and invited them to cook one of their favorite dishes. Each one outdid herself, but I couldn't decide. After dinner, not surprisingly, we ended up doing a little foreplay in the living room – dancing, kissing, touching. Again, a tie, and then we made it to the bedroom. Heather is unusual, and it shows. She's vocal, and I don't mean she's a screamer or anything like that. She knows what she likes, and she talks about it. She figures out what you like, and describes it to you in a very sexy way – lots of details."
"So you picked Heather?"
Matt answered, "I told her the morning after we spent our first night together that I would be privileged to have her live and love with me. She then turned the table on me."
"What do you mean?"
He went on, "She started to interview me, probing into my ideas about money and expense sharing in our potential relationship, and then she shifted to my views on women; she asked how my father treated my mother – a role model she called him, and what my part of a 'living together bargain' would be. She wanted to know what I thought about politics and religion, and about any psychological 'luggage' I carried. After I thought she was satisfied with my answers, she started asking questions about our potential sex life: 'How often would I like to have sex?' 'How would I feel if she brought another guy into the relationship occasionally, and we had a threesome?' 'Did I mind bisexual women – did I know any – had I had sexual experiences with any in a threesome or such?' She went on and on. She even asked about my vision of a perfect family, and whether I ever wanted children in my life."
"Fascinating."
"I should tell you we were doing this on my bed after we'd just fucked our brains out first thing in the morning. The longer we talked; the harder I got. Even as she asked me questions, I started to paw at her breasts and finger her cunt. Soon, she had me telling her stories about my fucks with the other women who answered the ad, and then past girlfriends. We started to fuck again, and Heather kept right on asking these really erotic and sexually provocative questions and using really dirty words. When I ran out of steam, she started telling me about some gangbang she'd had, and then some of the unusual sexual situations she'd encountered. It all made me horny, and I already had my dick in her."
Matt paused before continuing, "Heather finally told me that she liked me and the parts of our living together that we'd talked about. That was when she told me she was 'Nympho.' I'd heard stories, but I'd come to believe no female could be that oversexed. I mean all the women I've known I usually had to spend hours, days, or weeks in foreplay. Not Heather, she has a high sex drive – and I'm blown away. If I whisper sex, she's there and ready to go anyway at all. She would like sex at least a couple of times a day – everyday – and wants several orgasms in each session."
"You're kidding?" I said, with a high degree of skepticism. I had started to think Matt was just cranking me up for the hell of it. To keep him talking, I asked, "So, you started to live together? What was the first month like?"
Matt caught my eye and said, "Un-fucking-believable! She moved in, and I made sure I offered her lots of private space and time. I didn't want to come on too strong. Instead, she cozies right up to me. We get up in the morning, and we fuck for an hour. I go off to work usually, and Heather fires up her computer and taps into the foreign currency markets for the day; she trades currency futures as she mentioned over dinner; that's how she makes her money. She has family money too, but hasn't shared too many details about that. Anyway, I come home, she's fixed a meal that is healthy, filling, non-fattening, and five-star cuisine; I'm eating like a king. Then, we fuck away the evening, and she's teaching me how to please a really horny woman. Now, there's less teaching and more fucking. I love it – or I did up until I crashed the ATV. She is sympathetic, and told me she'd stick around despite my infirmity; she said, 'That's what good partners do for each other.'"
"What about the multiple partner thing she mentioned?"
Matt shook his head in disbelief and said, "The second week she was here, Meredith – a friend of Heather's – came over to join us for dinner. The three of us end the night in a mind-blowing threesome. Meredith is almost a carbon copy of Heather. A week after that, Hank, a really nice guy closer to her age than I am joins us for dinner. Afterwards, she orchestrates a threesome where we turn her any which way but loose – even DPing her all over this patio, and she has more orgasms that I can keep track of. We end up all happy and exhausted; he leaves, Heather takes me to bed, and proceeds to milk one last fuck out of me. I tell you the woman is positively fantastic."
"Any love, or is it all lust?" I ask.
"Both. It started as lust, but we're falling for each other. She's changing me and conversely. I feel like we're domesticating each other, yet the over-riding feature of our relationship is still the sex. I never thought about marrying anyone until Heather, now I'm getting serious. I think this one's a keeper for the long term." As we talked, I felt sure Heather could hear us from the kitchen.
After our coffees and some more conversation, I brought my gear in from the motorcycle and made myself at home in Matt's guest room. I showered, and then crawled into bed au naturel. I no sooner had shut my eyes, than my door opened. Heather slid into my room wearing a diaphanous top and a thong. She turned on a dim light on the dresser and said, "I like to see what I'm doing." She gave me a lecherous grin, slid onto the sheet I had over me, and we started kissing.

* * * * *Heather said in a sexy tone, "I know Matt told you all about me, and you are a very attractive man, and I am so horny right now I'd fuck a doorknob, but you are so much better than that." She licked up my neck. "I hope you don't mind having a little interlude with me." As she talked she rubbed one of my legs through the sheet; almost immediately the sheet started to tent; as it did her stroking changed to contact through the sheet with my inflating cock. When I'd achieved some degree of fullness, Heather leaned down and wrapped her lips around the lump in the sheet. Even with the layer of linen, the sensation was awesome.
As Heather started to fondle and fellate me, I rubbed and massaged her breasts through the gossamer material her top was made from. Instantly, her nipples hardened into large pencil erasers that I pinched and pulled much to her delight. Her full globes shimmied and shook as I jostled her breasts.
"Suck on me," Heather implored as she tore the fabric from her body.
I leaned in and bit one of her nips, causing her to jump in the dual sensations of pain and pleasure. Heather moaned. Heather shifted to masturbating me through the sheet – jerking my cock up and down aggressively. She was going to be a challenge in the nicest of ways.
"Do you like oral sex? Giving and taking?" Heather asked.
I pursed my lips and pulled one of her nipples out about three inches, part of the breast following. I let go suddenly, and said, "Oh, yes." I briefly wondered if she'd ever had oral sex in Indiana.
Heather smiled, "Then, eat me."
She rearranged us, threw a leg over my head, and settled her pussy down in front of my face. She bent over and inhaled my cock. Heather's large breasts dragged and moved across my midsection, arousing me further as I felt her nipples shift around over my groin. We fit so nicely in the "69" position she'd chosen.
Heather didn't have a hair to be found in her pussy area. Some laser technician somewhere in the world must have really enjoyed the hair removal treatments this nymph had gone through.
I drove my tongue into Heather's slit, running it back and forth at full extension up and down. Each time, as I passed over her clit, Heather's body would jerk or spasm. She called her clit her 'little man.' Her little man came out to greet me, swelling in response to my tongue action. I sucked her labia and clit into my mouth, massaging both with my tongue and lips. I bit, twisted, tugged, licked, and sucked on her hardening clit with great abandon. Heather had an orgasm ... and seconds later another. I think I'd found Heather's number.
For a second, I thought Heather wanted me to push my head up her vagina, not an unpleasant idea at that moment. Instead, she just wanted me to keep my tongue active and hard against her as her spasms passed.



"Ooooh, you are good," she whispered. "Matt can do that to me, but you're only the second person to understand my buttons so quickly." I smiled as my tongue danced along her clit again. I explained that my cunnilingus skills were part of our Special Ops training. She laughed.
I drove a couple of fingers into Heather, massaging and probing her inner surfaces. I found her G-spot and rubbed hard, taking Heather into the stratosphere of pleasure. I slipped another finger in, then another, and then all five fingers. Her vagina expanded until it accepted my entire hand; I slipped up inside her, fisting the gorgeous blond as she writhed on the bed. Heather moaned as I fisted her, doing erotic things inside her quim with my fingertips and knuckles. I aimed two fingers at Heather's A-spot, a unique place hard to find than the G-spot. I knew I'd found it when Heather orgasmed again, this time erupting with a generous quantity of girl cum that squirted all over me. I didn't mind; I lapped at the clear liquid as it ran down our bodies.
Heather swore as she came, "Oh, you fucker. Your fingers feel so good inside me. Do you know ... Of course, you know what you're doing?" She studied me over her shoulder. "You know how to turn a woman on, and then how to keep her cumming and cumming. My kitty loves what you're doing. Here's a statement I don't say very often, 'You can fuck me anytime you want.' You like that wide open invitation? And we haven't really started fucking yet."
I shifted around so I could kiss Heather. I acknowledged her open invitation, but admonished her for not even knowing me. She countered that she already knew me better than I thought; she said, "Don't you think I pulled out of Matt everything there is to know about you. Moreover, you're a bit of a celebrity, so there's now a lot about you on the Internet, Mr. Jim Mellon, country music singer, ex-computer engineer, and ex-Green Beret. Now, I can add 'expert lover' to the list, and I'd definitely fuck anyone like that without much of an introduction but I know so much more."
"So what would you like now, Miss Heather?" I teased.
"Oh, a dozen orgasms from that big cock of yours driving in and out of my hot cunt as fast as it can go as it drags across my big clit, and then about a gallon of your milky cum gushing out of there because I can't hold it all. That's what I'd like." She gave me an engaging smile.
I yanked my hand out of Heather's warm pussy. It was drenched in her fluids. We both lapped at my fingers when I held it between us, and that led to about five minutes of some of the hottest kissing I'd every experienced in my life.
Amid more kisses, I moved over Heather and massaged her twat with my rigid dick, rubbing it between her labia, sometimes dipping only a little into her hole, and then stroking her again with the shaft; and then I made penetration.
Heather started to have trouble getting one or two words out as I maneuvered around her pussy with cock and fingers. "Oh, fuck. You really do know what you're DOING. Most guys just want to get off, but you are a maestro of foreplay and FUCKING; you know how to deliver a good fuck to a lady, and, OH! ... this might be the best fuck I've ever had in my LIFE! My cunt is very happy with your cock inside ME, plus all the other stuff you're DOING. Oh, I can feel the little ridges on the side of your dick ... and you're hitting my hot clit. FUCK MEEEEEEE."
I pumped into Heather at increasing speed until my whole body must have been a blur to all but the fastest camera. Heather came a couple of times in rapid succession. I pulled out, flipped her over, and drove into her pussy from behind her. My speed increased to Mach ten. Heather came again, almost falling forward on her face. I yanked out of her cunt, and lathered with her juices and slowly slid into her ass. She groaned in that delicious mix of pleasure, discomfort, and naughtiness. Once I was in, I pumped inside her for a while as two more climaxes rushed past her. I had one of my non-cum orgasms; this was fun. Heather was as energetic about having me in her, as I was being there; our bodies slapped together in pleasure.
I realized I'd taken Heather on as a challenge. If she was a nymphomaniac, she must have a lot of experience with men. My ego came through, and I wanted to be the best fuck she'd ever had in her life. Without asking her, I figured if I maximized duration and number of orgasms that might put me the running for that title. We played around together for another half hour, fucking in different positions, and even having Heather amuse my ass with her talented fingers and – a first – a cock-shaped vibrator she produced from a bedside table that I allowed her to use to penetrate my ass, but only a little.
At one point as we were shifting positions, Heather sucked on me some more and then nestled my cock between her two perfectly shaped large breasts. I tit-fucked her for a while, her tongue lapping at my cockhead each time it appeared in front of her mouth.
"Fuck me some more," Heather begged.
I took the vibrator, put it on high speed, and pushed the vibrating pliable plastic shaft deep into Heather's ass. Her eyes got as big as saucers. I then drove my entire shaft into her pussy, and began pumping into her in earnest. Heather came and came – one huge, long orgasm. Her cunt had spasms around my cock without ceasing, plus I could feel the stimulation of the vibrator humming away in her ass. The combination was irresistible, and I could no longer resist my own climax. I exploded deep inside Heather, my balls emptying their huge load in a series of forceful jets of cum. The sensation of the orgasm lasted much longer than usual, as I arched upwards over Heather's beautiful, sexy, erotic body in my minute of ecstasy.
Heather finally gave me the gratification that I sought; "Jim ... Wow! That was positively the best fuck I've ever had in my life. Man, you are a keeper. I hope you don't plan on leaving soon, I have great plans for us." She kissed me passionately.

* * * * *Saturday afternoon, Heather stood next to me as we looked at ourselves in the floor-to-ceiling hall mirror. I hadn't had a tuxedo on since I'd married Karen seven or so years earlier. I really did scrub up well, plus the haircut Heather had given me helped. Heather was my escort for the ball. Heather looked like a million dollars naked. In the dress she wore and the way she wore it, she looked like a billion dollars – a real knockout. I hoped the police didn't arrest her.
Matt ignored Heather's sex appeal and reclined on the sofa with his leg elevated giving me the low down on the Fine Arts Ball we were about to attend at the swish Oklahoma City Golf and Country Club. The purpose of the ball was to present to society thirty young, upper class women who aged from eighteen to twenty one. He had typed up a list of questions he hoped I'd get answers to as I wandered around the festivities and mixed with society's hoity-toity members. He ran down a list of who would be there; I didn't recognize a single name. He told me the important thing to remember is that in one way or another everyone in the room had something to do with oil; he spelled it out for me in a loud voice: 'O – I – L.'" I got the message. He followed that up, saying if they weren't in oil, they were in 'G-A-S.'
Rather than take my motorcycle to the event as I offered, Heather had arranged for a white stretch limousine to deliver us and pick us up at the end of the evening. I liked the way she thought. As we rode, Heather added to what Matt had told me; it turned out that she knew more of the people attending than he did."
A bevy of portly older women, matrons of the club and part of the committee that had selected the debutantes of the day, met us at the entrance to the club. We were early, since as 'press' we were part of the background instead of part of the event. I warmly greeted each of the women, one of who clearly stood out as the leader of the festivities. There were all clearly aware of my celebrity status.
"Mr. Mellon, I'm Agnes Stapleton, the head of the Fine Arts Ball Committee this year. I know this is sudden, but then so is your substitution for Mr. Cee. I hope he's doing all right in his recovery by the way?" I smiled at her use of his shorthand last name. We assured her that his leg was healing. She went on, "We are hoping that you would say a few words to the audience today, and maybe even be available to dance with some of the young ladies after they've been presented?" There was a question mark at the end of her sentence.
I told her I would be delighted to assist, but to know that I'd never been to such an event before, and so I needed some counsel or forgiveness if I violated some social rule I didn't know about. All the women standing around laughed. I got assured there was no need to worry about either.
By four o'clock, when the event started, about five hundred people had gathered in the ballroom of the Club. The men all wore tuxedoes, some with tails, and some with roses in their lapels. Heather explained that the red roses indicated that the man was the father of one of the debs that would soon be introduced, and that the white roses indicated a young man that would be one of their escorts.
The women were decked out in their finest. I didn't think anyone held a candle to Heather, but there were many gorgeous women there and a plethora of ball gowns, taffeta, and diamonds, the likes of which I've never seen at any event except on television at the Oscars.
A permanent stage occupied one end of the ballroom. A string quartet played light classical music as the attendees in the hall milled around greeting each other. Heather maneuvered me around the edge of the room until we were near the stage. During our traverse, she greeted several dozen of the people on a first name basis.
When we were alone and waiting for the festivities to start, I asked her, "I have the feeling you sort of turned your back on all this, yet you know everyone."
Heather nodded, "This is too artificial for me; it felt that way when I was a deb too. The debs are all supposedly introduced to young men considered suitable for marriage at these events. Often, the debs and their escorts have already fucked their brains out in some two-bit motel – probably been doing it for years, and neither would think of marrying the other but the sex is good. Their contemporaries know at least half the debs are sluts; and their parents think they are all as pure as the white driven snow. This event holds too much hypocrisy for me to attend regularly. This is the first one I've been to since I 'came out.'"
"Are your parents part of this scene?"
Heather nodded, "They were. In the decade since I appeared, they both died – different causes and a couple of years apart. If they hadn't, they'd be here. My mother especially loved this kind of stuff. For much of my life, I was her dress-up doll. I guess I'm still in rebellion to what she put me through." She thought for a moment and added, "There are fun parts of this; however, as you'll see. I hear some things have only gotten better since I did this." She laughed at her remark, but didn't elaborate.
An older tuxedoed man had appeared above us on the stage at the microphone. The string quartet stopped. "Ladies and gentlemen ... and Doug Coyle ... may I have your attention." The entire room laughed and turned to an elderly gentleman I determined was Doug Coyle, the patriarch of the entire City. Heather whispered to me that he was the chairman emeritus of Kendall Oil, one of the largest petroleum companies in the world; the poor man was only a multi-billionaire.
A few announcements were made, the agenda for festivities got presented, and then the emcee declared that the Fine Arts Ball was officially underway. An Episcopal minister gave an invocation for the event. I believe the minister had already had too many drinks since many of his words were slurred. Everyone said 'amen' and cheered. Three young men in bizarre garb who looked like oversized elves appeared on stage carrying huge horns about four feet long. They stood at attention as Agnes Stapleton waddled up the side stairs and on stage, and took the microphone. She had the honor of introducing the young ladies and their escorts. She made some remarks that no one paid any attention to, and then the three trumpeters snapped to attention again, and their trumpets blared out a fanfare.
The woman at the microphone emphasized the first presentation; "I am pleased to present to the Fine Arts Ball, and to society, Miss Linda Watts Morganthall Palace, daughter of Rodney Ellis Morganthall Palace and Edna Gae Clements. Miss Palace's gown is by Versace." The curtains behind her parted and a pretty young woman about twenty came through escorted by her father – a portly man who looked pleased but embarrassed over the situation. The pretty blond wore a strapless white gown, white elbow length gloves, and looked pleased to be a debutante. The pair walked around the edge of the large stage for everyone to see, and then stood in place near the emcee. The audience had applauded wildly during the presentation and parade.
The woman emcee went on, "Miss Watts official escort for this evening is Thomas Lewis Nesbitt III, son of Thomas Lewis Nesbitt, Junior and Mary Ellis Walden Dufray." More applause erupted from the crowd. A young, towheaded young man appeared from the curtains at the back of the stage. With great aplomb, he strode to the side of Miss Palace. Mr. Palace made a show of presenting his daughter to Mr. Nesbitt who took his daughter's arm; he turned and walked off the stage. Miss Palace and Mr. Nesbitt then made a circuit around the stage, and took their places off to the far rear of the stage to await the introduction of the other twenty-nine debutantes.
I whispered to Heather, "Why do they use everyone's long full name?"
Heather smiled, "To show family lineage. It's important to this crowd. Every now and then you'll hear some name from history you'll recognize from the Mayflower or the Revolutionary War, for instance. My name is Heather Franklin Robinson Wright King." She winked at me, and added in a low whisper, "And I fuck like a mink."
I timed the next introduction from blare of trumpets and opening words to when the couple took their place next to the first couple. Each presentation and parading took two to three minutes. Twenty-eight more young ladies to introduce to society meant that the presenting ceremony wouldn't end for over an hour. I asked Heather for some kind of reprieve. She snickered at my plight, and helped me sneak around the outside edge of the crowd and into a perimeter hallway to the ballroom.
We found an open bar two rooms away from the ballroom and got ourselves a couple of glasses of wine and walked outside to a gorgeous Indian summer afternoon. Many others had also escaped the ceremony. Several tuxedoed men went out of their way to walk by Heather so they could get a close-up of her skintight cocktail dress, admire her cleavage, and inhale her essence. I thought to myself what a lucky guy I was to have had my cock buried in her four hours earlier when we had a nooner.
Heather pulled a nicely dressed women over to join us and introduced us. The woman gave us the low down on the event, some of the problems they'd encountered in preparing for the day, and a little background on a few of the more illustrious debutantes and their escorts, including a few tidbits of gossip she thought might be printable. I took a few notes on paper I'd wisely brought to remind myself later about any observations when I debriefed with Matt.
We went back into the ballroom just in time to watch the last three debutantes get introduced. Heather and I stood beside the stage again. Eventually, Mrs. Stapleton turned the microphone back to the first gentlemen. Behind him, thirty young couples stood. He had all the debutantes and their escorts bow to Oklahoma City society, and then declared them officially 'presented.' A huge round of applause followed. He then launched into a brief introduction of me. Heather pushed me to the stage, and I walked up the side steps to generous applause.
I spoke for ninety seconds. I said something about how important 'young people like these on stage with me today' were to society, and how they had their lives of service and contribution in front of them. I didn't think I was very eloquent, but I bowed at the end, thanked everyone for coming to the event, laughingly urged them to all buy my music, and then exited back down the stage stairs to Heather. Everyone appropriately laughed, applauded, and whistled.

* * * * *The emcee announced something about 'first dances.' A band off to the side of the stage started playing a Glenn Miller piece, and all the debs and their escorts came off the stage into a large open circle in front of the stage that the crowd made for them, and started dancing. After a minute, the debs' fathers moved near their daughters, and at a cue from the stage, they all 'cut in' and started dancing with their daughters. The escorts waited patiently at the sides of the circle. Everyone applauded the exchange. After another minute, the escorts returned and cut in on the fathers. This time, everyone started dancing or exited the room to find the nearest open bar.
I danced with Heather for a couple of minutes, and then she informed me that I needed to circulate and ask each of the debs to dance. I looked horrified. Heather laughed and pushed me to a chubby longhaired girl with a pretty face wearing white taffeta.
I went and cut in, with the proper, 'Excuse me, may I share this dance?' remark. By now, everyone knew who I was, so Macy Collins Whitney was primed for my arrival and introduced herself. We danced for a minute, and the music ended. I didn't see Heather, so I migrated to another teen all decked out in white – Leonora Bartlett Debretts, who also gave me her name as we started to dance. All the young debs seemed innocent, and I had trouble rationalizing what I observed to Heather's comments earlier about their wild and sexual social life. At least, that was the case until I got a few 'required' dances behind me.
I'd managed to spend only sixty to ninety seconds with each deb, a perfunctory dance with a celebrity, and on number eight (I was counting), I got a particularly attractive young woman – Allison Halsey Winslow Parker – who pushed her entire body against mine in a full-court press as she whispered her name to me. I tried to keep some decorum in the dance, but no one seemed to notice her advances as she alternately ground her breasts or her pussy against me. She bit my earlobe and whispered, "Hey, a few of us are having some group sex at the downtown Hilton after this crap ends. We have the entire eleventh floor. I hope you'll come and join us. I'd love to have a fuck with you."
I continued dancing, but I was dumbstruck by her proposition. I politely said, "Sounds interesting. I'll have to see whether my date wants to attend." I smiled at her, and delivered her back to her escort. Before parting, Allison told me I should bring my date to the party.
Two dances later, when I waltzed with Kathryn Everest Cook, she whispered in my ear, "I would love to have your cock buried in my cunt sometime tonight. I hope you're coming to the Hilton eleventh floor party. You'll surely be the hit of the evening. I bet you could get laid end to end for a whole week." She giggled and begged me to attend. I again, gave a noncommittal answer.
All in all, I had eight propositions and promises of wild sex if only I'd show up at the Hilton to the party after the party. It had taken me an hour and a half to dance with each of the debs. Thirty is a large number when you have to do something for a minute or two with everyone. I had a brief flash of fucking thirty young pussies; I wondered how long that would take.



Heather found me, and led me into another room where the Club had laid out an immense spread of hors d'oeuvres. There was a canoe of shrimp, another of raw oysters, and another of oysters Rockefeller. I camped out by the shrimp and the cocktail sauce, occasionally grabbing some warm hors d'oeuvres as a waiter or waitress passed by with a tray. Twenty minutes later I'd sated my hunger, and I settled down to drink and get more information about the event for Matt.
Heather found me a couple more people to interview. I also got a background sheet that had information on each deb and escort. I reviewed the questions Matt had wanted answers to, and I'd done pretty well on my intelligence gathering mission by eight o'clock, plus what I hadn't learned Heather though she could give Matt something about it.
I told Heather about the orgy we'd been invited to. She laughed and told me it had become an annual event. In whispered tones, she described her 'party after the party' for a couple minutes, at least until I had a hard-on and my mouth was watering. I told her that I thought I was too old for the debs but that fucking her and thirty young maidens was very appealing. I told her that I was worried that I would be photographed and that a photograph would get into the tabloids. Heather told me not to worry; the girls at the party and most of their escorts couldn't afford to be photographed either. These kids who were supposed to be innocent and pure all had reputations to protect, but they wanted their fun. These gals had their futures in front of them and anyway, Heather said she'd be there and work behind the scenes to be sure my 'virtue' got protected.

* * * * *By ten o'clock the crowd at the Ball had started to thin out. Only a few debs were visible in the ballroom, highly noticeable by their white gowns. The band kept playing a wide variety of music, and the diehard dancers persisted in trying to not miss a single tune.
Heather and I circulated, found the chairwoman of the event, and thanked her for her hospitality and the warm welcome she'd given me. She looked pleased. We threaded our way to the entrance and waited for our limo. Heather had called for the car a few minutes earlier, but there was a line waiting to depart.
Heather curled up in my arms in the luxurious backseat of the limo, as we drove out the long driveway of the Club. I lost track of the roads we were on for a while. Heather and I were making out in the backseat to the amusement of the chauffeur.
The limousine pulled up in front the Oklahoma City Downtown Hilton about ten-forty-five. I gave a sly glance to Heather, and she burst out laughing. She said, "Well, you wanted to fuck thirty debutantes; here's your chance. Let's see if they all have the balls to come."
As we entered the lobby and headed for the eleventh floor, Heather told me that alumni were always welcome at these events. The tradition only went back about fifteen years; so few parents at tonight's event knew how their daughters planned to sully their reputations that evening. The parents knew of the party, but not the wild sex. She promised a few other alums would be there as well.
I asked whether every deb came to such an event. Heather thought for a moment and said, "I can only think of one year when a couple of girls missed the occasion. Most consider it part of their rite of passage."
The elevator doors opened on the eleventh floor, and there was a couple fucking in front of the elevator: she was nude and leaning over a table as one of the escorts, still in the top of his tuxedo, ploughed into her cunt from behind with an impressive prick. Both smiled at us as we got off and the elevator doors shut. The girl smiled and said, "Hi Heather. Clothes go in 1101. Drinks in 1103. You probably know the rest."
Heather said thanks, and she led me a few steps to 1101. The room was a mass of thrown together ball gowns, casual clothes, tuxedos, and dozens of pairs of shoes. Heather instructed me to strip if I wanted any tail. We both shucked our clothes, taking time to hang them in the closet so that we could actually find them later. I hid my new boots on the top shelf.
Next door in 1103, we got drinks from an open bar. One young couple seemed exhausted from a just completed mating in one corner of the room's bed. Another couple still thrust wildly at each other on the other side of the bed. Everyone seemed to ignore everyone else. I worried less about getting photographed in a compromising situation if fucking by these two socialites was so blatant.
We carried our drinks down the hall, peeking in room after room. Sex was underway everywhere, but all quite traditional and unimaginative; nothing too kinky that I could see. As we entered a fifth room, a buxom girl had just started to leave. She ran into my arms and looked up in my eyes. She broke into a smile; I recognized her as one of the first girls I'd danced with who had invited me to the orgy.
"You came!" she exclaimed. She leaned up and kissed me. "I'm Brea Matthews. Will you fuck me? I really want someone mature like you to have me." She turned to Heather; "Is that all right? I mean you can stay or join in. I go both ways."
Heather leaned in and gave a hot passionate kiss with a lot of tongue to Brea. She said with a grin, "You two go at it for a few minutes. I'm going to see about finding some young cock."
The words were no sooner out of her mouth than a tall blond strapping youth tapped Heather on the shoulder. He beamed and said, "You called?" The two smiled at each other. He introduced himself as Mike Oldenburg.
Heather said, "You got a place or shall we join these two?"
Brea said, "Oh, that'd be cool. Come fuck beside us on the bed. No one else is in here right now."
Brea led us all back into the room she had been exiting. She explained, "I'd been screwing with Danny Dowling, but he got tired and decided to go get a drink. I thought he'd come back, so I waited a bit. That's why I was alone." I couldn't imagine leaving anyone that pretty alone if I were her escort, particularly since she was a nicely stacked hottie without a stitch of clothing on.
Brea lay back on the bed and spread her legs. She said, "You can hop on and fuck me." I surprised her by dropping between her legs and attacking her snatch with my tongue and fingers.
She moaned and confided, "No one has ever eaten me out. Oh, God! OH, GOD! This is wonderful. Oh, I have got to find me a boyfriend that likes to do this."
Heather interjected, "I can do it to you. I go both ways too." After a thought, she said, "Hey, you said you went both ways. Haven't you ever had a girl do that to you?"
Brea allowed as how she'd never been with a girl, she just liked the idea and knew it wouldn't bother her if she did. Heather looked at me and winked. I moved aside as Heather took my place, her tongue extended into Brea's trimmed pussy. Brea went right back into the La-La Land of Pleasure I'd brought her to. She smoothed Heather's hair as the magic tongue ate out her new young friend. Mike and I stood by stroking our cocks.
I pointed to Heather's exposed pussy, now sticking up in the air. I made a motion to Mike to put his cock into Heather. He did. Heather moaned. Mike moaned. Brea moaned. I smiled; this had shaped up to be a great weekend. Lauren and the others would never believe this when I sent her my email.
A couple of sapphic orgasms later, Heather rolled over and had Mike jump her bones again right next to where I sank deep into Brea. Mike didn't last long. I kept fucking Brea for another fifteen minutes, probably setting a record for the longest fuck at the Fine Arts Ball Orgy. Several other debs came in and watched Brea getting the royal treatment. I watched Linda Palace, the first deb I'd seen introduced to society that day, stand and finger her cunt for a couple of minutes before Heather suggested her tongue might do the job better. Linda and Heather both lasted longer than I did.
Brea and I were sweaty, and sticky with sexual juices when I finally filled her pussy. She pushed some of it out, and rubbed the milky liquid all over her abdomen. She looked adoringly at me. "Thank you so much. I'll never forget you. You're wonderful."
Linda succumbed to Heather's fingers and tongue one time more before she too laid back in exhaustion. Heather rose to be with me. I nudged Brea towards Linda; I said, "Why don't the two of you experiment a little?" They both seemed to like that idea.
Mike was still hanging around. He said to Brea and Linda, "Hey, can I join in or is girls only?" The two women held their arms out to him. Ah, youth. He had a hard cock again. He moved into the space between the two of them. I had a hard cock too watching the display of pussy, so I probed into Linda's pussy for a couple of minutes before pulling away and joining Heather.

* * * * *Heather and I got another drink, nothing too strong, just something to quench our thirst and wash down some of the pussy juice sticking to our tongues. After that, we wandered down the hall, peering in rooms again. In many, the first round of climaxes had taken their toll on the male population.
We found an exception in room 1112. Six of the debs were lined up around the perimeter of the bed, their legs drawn up, and their pussies fully exposed. Three guys had just started moving around the bed, each thrusting their cock in each deb, fucking for a few strokes, and then moving to the next girl. At the end, they'd cycle back to the beginning again.
Heather and I watched the round robin. One of the girls saw us and said, "Hey, we've got room for at least one more; why don't you join us. I hope your stud of a boyfriend will fuck us all."
We looked at each other, and Heather went and squeezed between a couple of the girls and adopted the 'fuck me' position. I went and sank my cock into Heather. We gave each other conspiratorial smiles.
I had the girls and guys introduce themselves. I fucked Mia next, and then Amanda, Nikki, Judy, Dian, and Janell. And then, I got back to Heather and went around again. Another guy came in the room and joined in the fuck fest. Rick came in Amanda, and that took him out of the game for a while. George came in Janell, he was out; Clint came in Nikki; and Sean dumped a load into Diane. That left me, circulating from beauty to beauty, driving my ever-eager cock into pussy after pussy.
As I fucked Heather on one pass; I asked whether she wanted my juice. She told me always, but to hold it for a while. She said, "I have an idea I'm sure you'll enjoy. By the way, when you do Mia, give her some special attention; she's never had an orgasm during sex." I acknowledged the request. After we were done, Heather slipped out of the circle and left the room.
I picked up Mia and carried her to the middle of the room, her cunt impaled on my cock. "Oh, geeeeeezzzzeeeee," she said as I jostled her around on my long prick. I drove up into her cunt standing in the middle of the room with her hanging around my neck for all to see. I held her buns and bounced her on my erection at rapid rate. Mia started to squeak, and then shriek, and then plead for mercy, and then begged me to never stop. She came two minutes later, and then again. I didn't stop until her third orgasm. She was nearly comatose with ecstasy. I set her down gently where she'd been. Mia kissed me hard just before we separated, "You just made me the happiest girl in the world. Thank you." I got another hard kiss.
I felt flattered. The other girls applauded me as well as the other guys in the room that had delighted them. A couple went off to get some more cock.
Heather came back into the room, and gestured for me to follow her. I exited the room behind her. She stopped and kissed me, and then led me to a hotel room two doors down. In the room, around the king-size bed, eight other young women lay ready for someone to 'do' them. Heather smiled and pushed me to Carolyn Diamond, a pretty deb I'd danced with late in the evening. Carolyn spread her legs and gave a megawatt smile. "Oh, this is such a treat. I love your music." I sank balls deep into her pussy with one slow thrust. Carolyn groaned, and added, "And, now, oooooooooooh, I love your cock. Oh, fuck me."
I got the girls' names, and we started fucking. I spent a minute or so with each of the eight debs, and then recycled around the circle. We were laughing at the absurdity of our sex act, but we were all having fun. I had just started around the circle again, when Heather came back into the room with a couple of guys. She pulled me away after I'd had a second go at Carolyn, and substituted one of the young men with six-pack abs in my place. He looked happy with the prospect of doing eight women in a few minutes. As I left I heard more laughter.
Heather led me to the next hotel room. She'd assembled six more debs on the bed. One young stud had already started around the girls' circle. I moved beside him, and as I plunged my cock into a pretty brunette, I asked her name. At that instant, it turned out I was fucking Maddy Davard, a young deb whose father supplied wellheads and pipe to the largest oil companies in the world. I guess we both felt privileged, because we really enjoyed each other before I moved on around the circle.
Heather repeated the process twice more, leading me from one group of debs to another. She laughed at one point, saying she loved pimping for me. When I'd finally fucked twenty-eight of the thirty, Heather announced the 'bad news' – she couldn't find the other two and presumed that they'd never come or more likely had fucked, cum, and left with their steady guys, as she put it. To make up for the deficiency, she found six young alumni that could hardly wait for me to give them a brief fuck. They clustered in one room, and after brief introductions, I worked around their circle three times before Heather decided I'd done my civic duty. Everyone seemed satisfied.
In the hallway of the hotel, Heather stepped in close to me, and guided my cock into her vagina. I picked her up so she could tilt her pelvis at me and we could enjoy full penetration. We weren't serious about fucking; we only wanted the closeness of being joined by our sex organs. She looked at me and said, "You want any more, or shall we call it a night. You could start playing one-on-one with some of them."
I said, "Let's head home. I want you."
Without cleaning up again, we retrieved our clothing from room 1101 and dressed. The limo was waiting when we got curbside. We piled inside, and headed for home.
We hadn't gone three blocks before Heather started stripping off her clothing again. Soon, I joined her. She mounted me in reverse cowgirl so that the driver could get a live porn show in the rear-view mirror. I wondered if we'd make it home alive, but somehow he managed to stay on the roads and still watch us. Heather gave him a real show, her large breasts swinging on her body as she bounced up and down on my well-worn shaft.
We changed positions a couple of times, and eventually I shot a full load of cum into her cavern of ecstasy. I think I shouted my pleasure as she loudly groaned in happiness too. We hung together for a few miles, just kissing each other and enjoying the feeling of still being coupled as the car swayed.
Still naked, Heather and I snuggled in together and talked about the many variations we'd experienced in the day. She volunteered a 'nightcap' when we got home – clearly meaning another round of sex. This woman really was a nymphomaniac. She confessed that she'd managed to get a quick fuck with most of the guys at the orgy; we were pretty even, she declared since a few of the young men there had also been alums and she'd gotten them as well.

* * * * *We rolled up to the house about four o'clock in the morning. We didn't bother getting dressed, and walked naked from the limo to the house carrying our clothes. The night air felt wonderful on my body. Heather plastered herself against the limo driver in a hot kiss as he held the door for us, had him finger her cunt, and then danced into the house twenty feet behind me singing the refrain from 'Texas Dawn.' Matt had gone to bed hours earlier. Heather went off to check on him, but came back a minute later, and capped off the evening with another mind-blowing fuck as we told each other how various events during the evening had felt.
As I drifted off to sleep, my last thoughts were that my reputation would be safe because no one in the media would believe what had happened on the eleventh floor. I also hoped that Lauren, Kim, Anna, Ellen, and Crystal would enjoy reading my next email.
Matt rousted me out of bed about eleven in the morning. I slipped on my running shorts and came out to the kitchen. Heather came dragging out of my bedroom a few minutes later barely wearing one of my t-shirts. She gave each of us a magnificent kiss, full of tongue and passion. I felt myself harden instantly; I was ready to go again. When she sat down, I could see my dried cum around her pussy lips and upper thighs. God, what a woman.
Matt poured some coffee into the two of us, and then started to pry out of us what the debutante's ball had been like from us. As he started, Heather put the matter in perspective for him: "Do you want to know about the sex first, or the ball first?"
Matt opted for the ball first, since he figured if we started with sex, we'd never get to the formal festivities he had to write a news article about. Heather and I filled him in about all the events, who was with whom, the pairings, the attendance list, notable celebrities – including yours truly, a bit of gossip picked up here and there, and the formalities of the debutante's presentation to society. Matt took frantic notes, typing frantically on his laptop computer while his full cast rested across a chair.
We finished the debriefing about one o'clock, and that included time for a brunch that Heather whipped up for us – Eggs Benedict, with fresh fruit, juice, and more coffee. And then, Heather and I started to tell Matt about the sexual parts of the Fine Arts Ball that we'd participated in ... and the party-after-the-party orgy at the Hilton. Now, that 'discussion' went on into the evening ... and Heather and I found some ways to creatively involve Matt in our own party-after-the-party threesome.
To be continued
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Chapter 22
Texas

Crystal bounded into the living room of the suite I'd found reserved for us at the Four Seasons when I arrived the evening before; she launched herself into my arms. I caught her without falling over, and we hugged and kissed each other over and over. Behind her, a hotel bellhop slowly removed her luggage and one of her guitars from a cart, piling up things in one corner of the spacious living room.
As I hugged her, I told Crystal, "I have missed you so. Somehow, we've got to see each other more often than every few weeks. I think we've even been lucky so far with our schedules."
Crystal kissed me passionately, "Me too. We need to figure out a way to be famous and for you to take the rest of your road trip. We'll talk about it later, after I fuck your brains out."
The bellhop looked highly interested at Crystal's words, but dutifully stood by the luggage and his empty cart trying to keep his gaze off of us as we fawned over each other. Finally, I took the hint. I pulled a twenty from my wallet and gave it to him. I got a big smile, and he backed out of the room clearly hoping to catch another scene of us kissing before he pulled the door closed.
Crystal turned to me and said, "Come and make love to me. Before we do another thing, I have wanted you physically and spiritually and in every other way I could think of since we left Branson." She tugged me to the bedroom that opened onto the living room, and that I had obviously used the night before. Another bedroom also shared the space on the other side of the suite. Did someone foolishly think we'd sleep apart? We were known in the press to be an 'item' ever since the day I first met Crystal.
I helped Crystal dispose of her boots and clothing. Just for kicks, she put her western boots back on and posed for me in front of the fake fireplace in the room. I took her picture with my cell phone - a little memento for our next time apart.
I then pulled Crystal to the middle of the bed, we knelt, and I made oral love to her breasts for a while. As I did, Crystal started to undress me with a sense of urgency. I quickly stripped the rest of my clothing off, and in seconds, my cock was embedded deep inside Crystal's warmth. I thought how l felt loved and at 'home' with Crystal, even though I felt homeless and a vagabond during my road trip. Home was being with someone I loved.
We were eager, impatient even, to bring each other pleasure. Remarkably, we restrained ourselves and played for over an hour, each of us occasionally enjoying an orgasm, until I decided to do a 'big cum' into her folds. We synchronized our peaks, and so Crystal went to her heaven as I went to mine and left my essence inside her.
After we had floated down to a more normal physiological state, Crystal pushed me off and sucked me clean. As she finished, she kissed the tip of my penis. She asked, "And how many pussies has Mr. Happy been in since we last fucked? You had a typo in your email about Oklahoma; it made me laugh - you said you fucked thirty-five women. What was it, three or five?" She laughed, and started to masturbate me. I responded well to her ministrations.
I grinned at her and said, "Nope, that wasn't a typo."
Crystal's jaw dropped open. She said, "Surely, you jest." She jabbed me in the ribs, "Come on, give! Details!" She asked, "What'd you do, fuck a whole sorority?" She laughed, and I took that as a good sign, or at least a sign that my ass wasn't grass for getting deep into my 'man slut' role again and fucking so many women - most in one night.
I told her, "No, just most of debutantes at a party in Oklahoma celebrating their coming out, plus a few others - alumni of similar parties in past years."
Crystal was smiling now. "Oh, great! Now, you'd better tell me all the hot, erotic details."
I spent a half hour telling her about the Fine Arts Ball, Heather, the debutantes, the alumni, and the orgy they had after the formal ball. I described particularly the round robin fuck sessions in some of the hotel rooms, and told her that was how I'd built up my 'numbers.' As we talked, the two of us enjoyed a slow fuck.
After that, I passed along more details about my visit to Jed's home in Iowa, and being with Sally, Gail, Lena, Nicky, and Camille. I shared a few new points about Brite, the photographer in Minnesota, plus Mitch and Ashley's wedding pictures - and about the foursome we shared."
Crystal said, "And then you went to the Dakotas, and ran into that tornado?"
I reminded her about my 'concert' and one-night stand with Shaye, the few days with Mils and Connie, and then Midge in Kansas.
Crystal suddenly said with surprise, "Hey, you mean you didn't get laid in Nebraska?"
"Nope," I shook my head.
She punched me. "Well, you are really slacking off. You missed a state. You'd better not do that again. I have high expectations for you, Lover." She laughed, but pumped her hips into my groin a few times, each thrust burying my dick deeper and deeper into her already sodden pussy.
Crystal gave me a shy look, and then began telling me about how she had sex with two guys at a bar she worked at before she became famous, detailing how she got seduced, how she got past the idea there were two guys, and then the pleasures they showered on her body for eight hours until they all had to sleep from exhaustion.

* * * * *

Hours later, Crystal and I sat in the large living room of the suite. We'd dressed, and she wore her western boots, the shortest Daisy Duke shorts in the world, and a loose man's shirt tied in a knot beneath her breasts. My God, she looked sexy. I tried to concentrate on something other than sex as she talked, and that after nearly three hours of non-stop sex.
Crystal told me what she knew about the half-time concert we were to give on Sunday to eighty thousand Dallas Cowboys fans crowded into Cowboy Stadium. My knees shook, and my stomach knotted over the crowd size and the potential for embarrassing myself. She told me the band had arrived and were staying closer to the stadium, because they'd reserved a special room at their hotel to rehearse - something about perfect acoustics. Terry and Ellen were due the next day, and that they would be occupying the other bedroom in our suite.
Crystal and I were the half-time entertainment, singing our two hits and a medley of other country music songs. As the first half ended and the teams left the field, the stadium crew would race into action, creating a stage on the field in fewer than two minutes. Band instruments, props, and lights would be added, plus a large stairway. Crystal's band would take their places and launch into the opening bars of'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl,' Crystal's big hit, that still held onto a place in the Top Ten. Crystal and I would arrive at the stage seconds behind the band; she'd sing most of that hit, and then we'd segue into 'Texas Dawn.' We'd perform all of that song, and then do the medley - something that we'd have to spend some time rehearsing. We had to pick what we'd do before Friday, so everyone connected with the show would know - us, the band, the stage crew, the lighting crew, sound crew, and on and on. As we finished, there'd be fireworks over the stadium, Crystal and I would wave and race off stage, followed by the band members. The roadies would strip away the instruments, amps, and stage, and the second half of the football game would start exactly thirty minutes after the first half ended.
We ran through the schedule a couple of times, talking our way through the steps we'd go through until we'd internalized what the twenty-six-minute halftime would be like for us.
Crystal said, "What songs should we do in the medley after our openers? What would you like to sing?"
I went to one of my saddlebags from the motorcycle, and pulled out my laptop and some crumpled pieces of paper that had somehow managed to survive through the tornado in Kansas.
I turned to Crystal, "I've been writing music in my spare time. I don't know whether it's any good, but I'd love to play it for you. I think it'd be a good duet. It'd need a few words of introduction in the stadium, particularly since no one would have heard it before and the song has a real American Indian flavor to it. If you don't like it, I can save it for something I do alone some other time."
Crystal urged me to sing the song so she could see what it was all about. I picked up my small travel guitar, adjusted the strings, and then started in on the song I'd written, 'The Wolf On Lone Wolf Mountain' starting with the chorus: "There's a wolf on Lone Wolf Mountain, Keeps me awake most every night. He leads me along the paths, To places I need to go."
Crystal seemed spellbound during my short song. When it was over, she came and kissed me in a very tender way. "Jim, you have talent at this. I love it. May I sing this with you?"
I nodded and said, "That was my hope. You mean you like it?"
Crystal kissed me and said, "Absolutely. It's great, and about time we got some Native American flavor to some of our repertoire."
We messed around with the song for an hour, changed the key as well as few words and notes so we could blend our voice better as we sang. Our duet sounded better and better. We agreed we should get other opinions, for instance from Terry, about the song.

* * * * *

Thursday morning, Crystal and I rode my motorcycle to Cowboy Stadium for a rehearsal and to familiarize us with the set and surroundings. She knew that a dry run for the set up crew had been scheduled for ten o'clock. Crystal and I seemed unusually bubbly and excited about the day, a point I chalked up to us being together again.
Stadium security let us ride the Harley right into the arena, with the admonition to stay off the playing surface. I parked at the end of the tunnel just at the edge of the field. A few Dallas Cowboy players were warming up, loosely running plays without any hard physical contact.
A golf cart came down the sideline at us as we walked towards the fifty-yard line. I broke into a smile as I recognized one of the two people in the cart - Tina Devoe, a woman I'd given a first-class sexual massage to at a spa in Michigan about two months earlier. She got out of the cart with an older man who I didn't know. As introductions were made Tina gave me a lip lock and kiss that melted some of the Astroturf around the two of us. Just before we parted, Tina whispered in my ear, "I want us to get together while we're here - and you know what I mean!" Just the thought of that activity gave me a twinge in my nether region.
Crystal looked amused. Tina was about fifty, looked thirty, oozed sex appeal, and had a body movie stars would die for. I noticed some of the crew and band members leering at her. She wore tight jeans that left little to the imagination, spike heels - my favorite, and a designer top that had apparently been designed to reveal almost all of the wearer's generous tits. Tina had generous tits; I knew firsthand - I'd massaged them until Tina had an orgasm.
As our kiss broke, Crystal grinned and said, "I knew you guys would like to see each other again. This is a treat to meet one of your Michigan 'acquaintances.'"
Since I'd met her, we'd discovered that Tina Devoe had a job 'high up' in Sony Entertainment. I wasn't sure what that meant, but I suspected she'd fast-tracked the release of my music album entitled 'Road Trip'from Sony music. The album had been available online and in stores for a couple of weeks. Tina congratulated me on my album breaking into the top ten in that short time period, something I didn't know. Some duets with Crystal were also on the album.
Alan Roswell, the gentleman who had ridden up with Tina, turned out to be responsible for the half-time entertainment on behalf of the Dallas Cowboys, who managed the stadium for the City of Arlington - the stadium owners. About sixty years of age, he wore glasses with coke bottle lenses and sported a short gray ponytail. I thought he might be gay, since - unlike every other male in sight - he displayed little interest in either Tina or Crystal's hot bodies.
Alan walked us through his expectations for the halftime show, a description that meshed perfectly with what Crystal had told me the previous afternoon. He'd called for a dry run by the roadies and some of our band members so they could assess the set up of the mid-field stage and all that went into having the show ready to launch in a matter of seconds after the game stopped at half time.
About that time, twenty young men and women between the ages of twenty and thirty walked out from one of the tunnels giving access to the field. They all wore silver t-shirts with the blue Cowboy's star and the word 'Crew' on the back in large letters. Three of the men in the group came over and joined us; Alan informed us they were squad leaders. Alan had a few words with them, and then they started with their rehearsal.
Crystal, Tina, and I watched as the three squads maneuvered several portable platforms in front of the stands, behind where the Cowboys players' bench stood. Alan nodded to them, blew a shrill whistle, started a stopwatch, and the crew went into motion.
Sections of the stage poured onto the field from the sidelines. Some were carried, and others were on large dollies. The squads moved at a run. Vertical sections were flipped over, legs dropped, and somehow in seconds a large stage materialized before our eyes. From one of the tunnels a large wide-tired forklift truck appeared carrying an eight-foot square platform with the band's amps, keyboards, and a drum set, ready to play except for the electrical hookups. The platform was set atop part of the newly erected stage, and the forklift folded over and neatly tucked itself beneath the stage. One crewmember brought an electrical cable from the sidelines to the stage and in one single move connected the stage to the stadium for power and sound.
As the crew ran off the field, a couple of our band members hustled up the newly erected stairs onto the stage, and pulled their instruments into position from the large pallet. Seconds later, I heard the opening bars to 'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl.'
Beside us, Alan clicked his watch to a stop, glanced at the dial, and yelled to the sidelines, "Yes! Wonderful everyone. That took two minutes eight seconds - a record. If you can do this Sunday, we'll all be very happy." The crew looked proud, and clearly valued his praise. I saw several give each other high fives.
Alan turned to us and said with a smile, "OK, get up there. Try it out."
Crystal and I ran across the field, up the stairs, and onto the stage. I looked around and nearly froze. Suddenly, I imagined eighty thousand fans yelling and cheering in the stands - looking at me. They were eighty thousand critics. I felt my knees shake again. I wasn't used to this stuff.
Crystal picked up our wireless mics, and handed one to me. She broke into the opening bars of 'Flirty Cowgirl.' I waited and tried to get into the music. About three minutes later, I heard the band segue to 'Texas Dawn.' I moved up beside Crystal, and we started the duet. My voice cracked, and the echo around the stadium made me stutter and pause awkwardly. I tried to focus on the music, and things got a little bit better, but it wasn't a stellar performance - Crystal carried the day.
We took a break in our singing after 'Texas Dawn.' Crystal insisted to Alan that we both get fitted with a headset that blocked the delayed sound so I could only hear my own voice and not the confusing reverberations in the stadium. I'd worn one like that at the two concerts I'd given a couple of months earlier, and had done all right. Alan made a cell phone call, and in five minutes a young woman came racing across the field with the requisite headsets.
While we'd waited for the headset, Crystal and I had walked the band through the music I envisioned for the song I wrote, 'The Wolf on Lone Wolf Mountain.' As I put the headset on, Clark Reynolds, the lead guitar player, said, "Hey, let's try this new one, and see how close we can get on it." There were a few test cords and transitions the band tinkered with, as I sang a verse here and there without the amplification to give them a taste of the song.
Clark flicked a dozen switches on his mixer, and my new headset went 'live'; and the band started the introduction to my song. Crystal and I were both playing acoustic guitars. The two of us sang the new song, and much to everyone's amazement the rendition turned out well given it was the first time through for the band. Some of the crewmembers who had waited for the tear down trial applauded and shouted their appreciation for the song. After that song, Crystal and I did a few others with the band working them into a medley. Gradually, I got used to performing in the large stadium, a luxury I hadn't had at the other two large venues I'd sung at previously. That said, I couldn't imagine what it would be like when it was full of fans.
Alan coached us about how the last song should end, including the pyrotechnics. We ran off the field, and Alan again timed the crew in the tear down activities. The stage disappeared with the same speed it had appeared.
On the sidelines, Tina cornered the two of us; "Where'd that song about the wolf come from; I loved it. It touched me in an interesting way - it has roots with Native Americans, yet it's mystic and had a message. I like it."
Crystal stood tall, turned to me, and announced to Tina, "Jim just wrote it. He's got yet another talent we didn't know about." Then Crystal looked at Tina and grinned like a proud mother.
Tina asked about recording the song so they could release it as a single. I started to answer, and Crystal jumped in and said that our agent, Terry, needed to be in such a discussion. I'd just learned something, so nodded wisely, and Tina apologized for any breach of protocol.
I got interested in part of the sound system and the stage set up, so I wandered around with Alan asking questions. Tina and Crystal seemed to bond quickly, and soon were having a hushed conversation. They frequently looked up and gestured in my direction, often with conspiratorial looks. Twenty minutes later, when I returned to the pair, Crystal said, "I told Tina I knew all about the massage you'd given her when you met in Michigan. I also told her about some of our sexual games and adventures, and our little adventure with the paparazzi in Missouri and the romp with your sister-in-law. I even told her that you liked fucking my sister almost as much as me." She gave me an evil grin, and so did Tina as she joined us. "We've been comparing notes ... notes about your sexual prowess. Now, doesn't that turn you on?"
It did, and I could tell the two of them had made themselves horny too.
As if the thought had made the individuals materialize, Terry and Ellen walked out of one of the portals onto the field. They saw us, waved, and hustled over to us. I made introductions, going so far as to catch Terry's eye and try to signal to him behind Tina's back that Tina was an important person for us. He remembered that Tina was an executive with Sony Entertainment, and an influential person regarding the promotion of our music.
Ellen gave me a sensual kiss and full-frontal hug with hip thrusts. She bluntly whispered in my ear that she wanted some 'cock time' with me. I could feel my erection trying to escape.
After the stage tear-down exercise, Alan announced to us that a buffet lunch had been laid out for everyone in one of the sky boxes; he pointed 'up' towards the stratosphere in the stadium.



The eight members of the band, Tina, Terry, Ellen, Crystal, and I followed Alan through the maze of corridors under the stadium to some elevators that whisked us up to the sky boxes. A buffet table had been set up in one of them, and we filed into the attractive wood paneled room for lunch. A row of high stools sat against a counter that looked down on the field for an unparalleled view of every bit of the action. Several sexy 'stewardesses' were in the skybox to help withanythingwe needed, according to Alan. During the conversation, I learned that the skyboxes are usually corporate rentals: a twenty-year lease with thirty skybox season tickets netted the stadium forty million dollars! My jaw dropped open at the cost.
I watched as Terry and Tina got into deep conversations. Initially, I thought it was about our music and recording new tracks, but then I watched as the two started to place their hands in strategic locations as they talked in increasingly hushed tones. Tina's hand would stroke up Terry's thigh. Terry's fingers stroked up Tina's arm, wandering slightly to the sides of her full breasts. The both looked content at their interactions. Everybody seemed to be getting horny, yet there was work to be done.
We rehearsed with the band in the afternoon. We felt comfortable with the various songs we chose, started to iron out the transitions in the medley, and took a large step to getting the one I'd written ready for prime time. Alan arranged for drinks and dinner at the Four Seasons. After a long and busy afternoon, we had cocktails and ate outside on the patio at the hotel.
After dinner as we left the table, Tina pulled me aside; "Jim, I'm in that room over there just off the pool, why don't you come by in a few minutes?" This blatant offer of sex had much appeal. I now had three women who wanted 'cock time,' and I wasn't sure how to respond to Tina's offer, particularly after I knew that Crystal and she had a revealing conversation about our sexual predilections. I had started bumbling my indecisive reply when Crystal appeared at my side. She turned to Tina and said in a low voice to Tina, "Terry, Ellen, and I are having a little party after the party in our suite; I think you two would really like it. It'd give you and Jim the opportunity to get to really 'connect' with each other again - really well, plus you could share your assets in a group setting. Do you enjoy group settings?" Crystal winked at Tina.
Tina smiled and said, "Oh, this sounds like so much fun. Let's get started."
I offered my arms to Crystal and Tina. We strolled from the large patio to our suite.

* * * * *

Tina fit right in with the four of us. We started on the bed with me fucking Tina as Crystal sat on her face and got eaten. Terry and Ellen were in a sixty-nine position next to us in a way so that I could watch Terry eating Ellen's sweet pussy and get whiffs of her sexual smells. They were making all sorts of erotic slurping noises that proved to me that a lot of body fluids were involved in their good sex. Our next 'configuration' involved me deep inside Ellen as she ate Tina's cunt. Terry rammed into Crystal's pussy from behind as she unsuccessfully tried to also eat Tina's twat. Eventually, Crystal succeeded, and at one point, I could also lean over Ellen and tongue Tina's clit along with Crystal. A lot of moaning and groaning went on.
The living room had a large round table whose top rotated like a Lazy Susan. Terry and I removed the lamp, vase, and magazines from the table, and covered the table with folded blankets to make it a softer surface. Soon we had the three women on their backs on the table with their pussies at the edge. Terry and I stood a few feet apart and sank our dicks into two of the women, initially Crystal and Tina. After a minute, we eyeballed each other and pulled out of the women we were fucking. We rotated the table a third way around. Terry started fucking Ellen, and I sank deep into Crystal. Some giggling and then more serious moans resonated in the room. Whichever woman didn't have a cock in her pussy, started to masturbate. Soon, between the laughs and giggles, the moans started.
Another minute, and we jerked ourselves from our current fuckmates and rotated the table again. I could then fuck Ellen, and Tina became the benefactor of Terry's generous endowment. Terry and I really started to pound heavily on the women we were fucking. We went longer and shifted again. We kept up the rotation of the table for over twenty minutes. I coached Terry on how to hold off and how to manage the sensations he felt rather than climax.
Each of the women enjoyed a few orgasms as we teased them in our miniature orgy. Eventually, Terry gave me that desperate look of someone who would like to hold off, but can't manage it. He jetted his cum into Crystal's pussy, pulling out after the first blast and coating her pubes with his man juice. Crystal simultaneously frigged her own clit with her fingers, until she joined him in those instants of bliss. The two kissed frantically, betraying not only the obvious lust they felt for each other, but also the deeper feelings and emotions they felt. I felt happy for her.
I went around the table twice more, skipping Crystal. I'd decided that I wanted to fill Ellen with my liquid explosions when they came. I'd missed her, and I wanted to share an orgasm with her, but I also wanted to deliver pleasure to Tina. I started to frig Tina with several fingers, as I fucked Ellen. The friction of Ellen's vagina walls rubbed and massaged the sensitive head of my cock as I pistoned into her body. Soon enough, I reached the same point Terry had been in only moments before. I came in buckets. My first surge of cum went into Ellen's pussy and triggered her orgasm; she jerked and writhed beneath me. Tina started to cum right beside her. I pulled out of Ellen, and my second and subsequent cum surges shot across both Ellen and Tina's bodies leaving a trail of white semen from their pussies to their full breasts.
Ellen cooed at me as she came down from her peak. She started to rub my semen into her skin; however, Tina stopped her as she hopped down off the table. "I want that on my tongue, not rubbed into your skin until it disappears." Tina's tongue started lapping, pausing around Ellen's nipples to bring them to a state of high arousal. When Tina got close to Ellen's pussy, Ellen spread her legs and pulled Tina's head to her cunt. Tina's tongue went into high gear. Lapping up my cum became a secondary goal for Tina; she wanted to deliver pleasure to her new sex partner. As Tina hummed, rubbed, stroked, and jammed tongue and fingers into Ellen's cunt, Ellen groaned and jerked and writhed beneath her in heavenly responses to the attention she was receiving.
Terry and I escorted Crystal back to the bed and got on either side of her, stroking her breasts and cunt, as she rubbed and massaged our flagging cocks. When we'd hardened a bit, she alternated sucking on each of us until Tina and Ellen came over beside us. Ellen sat between me and Crystal. Tina extended a hand to Crystal's snatch, burying her fingers in the diva's hot pussy as her tongue and her other hand assaulted Ellen's twat. I had a close-up view.
Crystal started writhing from all the attention. Terry and my cock hardened back to their full and ready states, thanks to Crystal's oral talents and then the sapphic display of affection next to us. Before either of us could take further action, Crystal said to Terry and me, "I want you both ... at the same time ... one in each hole. Please, just 'do' me."
Tina and Ellen moved to an easy chair to watch us: Ellen in Tina's lap, as Tina's fingers sank into the other's cunt. A tube of Astroglide appeared, and Terry applied a generous dose to Crystal's ass. Crystal rose above Terry's rigid pole facing me, and slowly slid down his shaft, ass first. When she bottomed out, she slowly lifted and repeated the process, apparently until it became not only comfortable, but also erotically stimulating and pleasurable to her. I got a smile from her.
After two minutes of her anal fuck by Terry, I moved in front of the pair. I put one finger into Crystal's cunt as I thumbed her clit. Through the walls of her peritoneum I could feel Terry's cock slowly moving back and forth in her ass. I shifted forward and sank my cock into Crystal's pussy. Crystal squeaked in pleasure and pulled me deeper into her cunt. I started to fuck her with more deliberate strokes. Terry and I started to alternate strokes of pleasure for her.
Crystal and I kissed, our tongues running wild as they met in each other's mouth. At one point, after a particularly passionate kiss, we pulled apart and used our hands to touch each other's faces. Crystal looked at me with the most adoring eyes, and whispered, "Jim, I love you."
I nodded to her and said, "Crystal, I love you. You're the love of my life." We kissed again, almost dismissive of everything else going on around us and even the other penetration of her body by her friend, lover, agent, and sister's boyfriend. Terry turned her body slightly so his mouth could reach one of Crystal's breasts; he sucked on a tit as we kissed.
I pulled out after a couple of minutes. Ellen took my place, replacing my cock in her sister's pussy with her mouth, tongue, and fingers. Terry continued to ass fuck Crystal as she sat on his lap facing outward; Ellen ate her sister and diddled her clit.
Tina gestured for me to bring my cock fresh from Crystal's cunt to her mouth. She sucked me clean, and then gestured that I should fuck her. I did. She told me, "This time, I want your cum in me. No sharing." She paused for a moment. "James, you are one special man ... and you are a magnificent lover. Very special." Her words seemed to carry more import because of her English accent.
I focused on Tina and her pleasure. In turn, she brought me pleasure. I didn't try to prolong our lovemaking session. After Tina had her second orgasm, I waited as I felt her building up to a third. I allowed myself to build up in parallel with her, and as she started to writhe her way into her next orgasm I exploded into her pussy, pulling her with me in her cum.
Terry, Crystal, and Ellen had already collapsed in a mass of bodies. They watched with prurient interest as Tina and I had continued to completion. Now, the two of us lay beside them in repose on the bed. We looked at each other and laughed at our sexually exhausted bodies, sticky with cum, girl juice, and the sweat of hard sexual work.
Ellen said, "That was fucking fantastic, but I need to sleep. I'm exhausted. It's so late."
I glanced at the clock on the faux mantle in the room. The clock read one in the morning. I agreed with Ellen. Soon, we all made go to sleep noises.
I learned how inclusive Crystal could be in the next instant; she asked whether Tina wanted to share our bed overnight, sleeping with the two of us. I would have expected Crystal to become possessive and want me to be exclusively by her side. Instead, she wanted to be inclusive, so long as I was happy and, in this case, Tina was happy.
Tina joined us. Terry and Ellen slid away to the other bedroom. Only seconds later, everyone was asleep, and I had two nude and sexually sated hot women beside me.

* * * * *

Crystal cranked one eye open and said in a hushed voice, "What are you doing?"
I said, "I'm going for a run, and a meditation. Do you want to come?"
A long silence ensued as I laced up my running shoes. Soon, I watched the covers move and Crystal's lithe and full-breasted nude body came from under the covers. She stood beside the bed and stretched to the ceiling. I felt my penis swell with interest at her erotic body. I realized in that instant, I could never tire of her body, even as we aged.
Crystal rummaged in her suitcase and produced a jogging suit and sneakers. Just as she finished dressing Tina's head lifted slightly and she looked at us readying to go and exercise. In her strong British accent she said, "You Yanks are fucking insane." Her head fell back to the pillow, and she was gone into dreamland again.
Crystal and I started to run the perimeter of the golf course near the hotel, slowing here and there to watch as the slanted rays of the rising sun first lit a corner of some glade or reflected off the dew on a putting green. Our Nikes were wet with the morning dew.
At the edge of one beautiful pond, I took a small envelope from my pocket. I opened it and allowed a small amount of Karen's ashes to flow into the slightest of breezes. I silently thanked Karen for being who she was, and now who she was in spirit; I again had a vision of her orchestrating the new relationships I'd forged along my cross-country road trip as well as my new career path. As the ashes floated away, Crystal reached out and tenderly touched my shoulder in a supportive and loving gesture. I reached across my body with my other hand and held her hand there.
As we turned, I looked at Crystal. She had tears in her eyes. I gave her a puzzled look. She said in a halting voice, "I hope someday that you'll love me as much as you loved Karen. You are one great guy."
I pulled her to me. A ray of sunlight glistened through her gorgeous hair. I said, "Crystal, I do love you. I can't say it's more or less than I ever had with Karen, but I love you so dearly. You are my home base and my future. I want to be there for you always, and I hope you feel the same way."
We kissed. Crystal was crying and trying to smile simultaneously. She squeaked out, "I love you" through her tears and buried her face in my chest. We both cried.
Soon, we pulled ourselves together, and started walking as we held hands. Neither of us spoke, but in those seconds, I felt a new connection with Crystal that hadn't been there before. A hundred yards further on, I said softly, "This is new ... and different, isn't it?"
Crystal looked at me and smiled. She said, "Yes, different ... very different ... and very loving in a really crazy way. We're getting serious ... and I'm glad."
We walked some more, and then she pulled me into a jog and we finished our circuit of the golf links in silence and headed back to the hotel. In that silence, I felt closer to her that I'd ever felt to her before. I could tell she felt the same way.

* * * * *

The next couple of days were spent in predictable fashion. Crystal and I would get up and exercise, roust out the others, rehearse, eat, fuck, rehearse, fuck some more, eat, and then fuck some more. Tina endeared herself to all of us by being as oversexed as we were. Once, when we got back from our morning runs and an hour in the hotel's exercise room, Tina, Ellen, and Terry were going at it hot and heavy in their bedroom. We joined in after watching their erotic encounter for five minutes, and getting each other heated up after we stripped for our showers in the doorway to their bedroom.
I wondered if the 'old me' would have ever responded to such a situation or the other group activities we enjoyed. Would Karen have ever coaxed me into a group setting? Would I have been jealous or gotten my nose out of joint? Now, such situations, even seeing people I loved involved with other people, didn't upset me in the least so long as they were happy.
Regarding the concert, as long as we were in the suite or the band's practice room, I felt pretty confident about my ability to accompany Crystal, on key, and on tempo, without forgetting the words. The 'eighty thousand fan' reality still bothered me. In jest, Terry told me that the band and all of us were all in that headcount, so the numbers would only be seventy-nine-thousand-nine-hundred-something. That was supposed to make me feel better.
Sunday morning arrived, and between our fivesome orgies the day before and my worry over the concert, I didn't feel I'd gotten much sleep. The game was to start at seven-thirty that evening; thus, we'd go 'on stage' around eight-thirty.
Ellen and Crystal ran with me in the morning. After showering Tina captured Terry and me, not for sex, but to talk about my next album. I had to laugh at myself because I had misread her intentions. Crystal sat by my side and held my arm in a most loving way. I felt a lot of support and integrity around the table. We talked about a concert tour for me too; I insisted if there were going to be a tour, that Crystal had to be part of the package, and it had to take place after I'd finished my road trip in San Diego, at my sister's home. Crystal liked that idea.
Tina also talked about me appearing in a movie of some kind. I laughed aloud at the idea of being a 'Hollywood Actor,' but she seemed serious and told me we'd talk in greater depth once I got to the west coast. "By then, things will be clearer about what we want to do with you," she jested with a lewd smile that clearly showed she had some additional lascivious thoughts about my body.
After our meeting, we were standing around. I suggested to Crystal that we take a motorcycle ride. Tina lit up at those words; "Hey that gives me a great idea for your entrance into the stadium tonight. Would you two be willing to ride your motorcycle in and out of the stadium, maybe with a police escort?"
I shrugged and said, "Sure;" and checked with Crystal to be certain she agreed with my acceptance of the offer.
Tina said she'd set up the arrival, and Crystal and I left for a ride.
Just as we got situated on the motorcycle, I glanced up to see a photographer taking our picture with a telephoto lens from about sixty feet away. I mentioned it to Crystal, and so the two of us turned to him and waved. He waved back. As the camera came away from the man's face, I recognized Bart Kenesis, the paparazzo who had almost ruined us with the pictures he took in Branson.
I'd no sooner had that flash of recognition than I heard Crystal behind me say, "Hey, I'm pretty sure that's the guy that's been stalking me at home."
I stopped the engine and started to get off the bike by sliding off in front of Crystal. When I got firmly on the ground, I saw Kenesis running away from us between the parked cars in the lot. He ran into the hotel. There were too many hiding places in there to follow. I did call Terry on my cell phone and alerted him to the presence of our unwanted paparazzi member.

* * * * *

Crystal and I dressed for the concert in the hotel. She'd been told to be perky and sexy. Her answer to that mandate was a pair of Daisy Duke shorts that looked rather tattered, a red-checkered shirt at least two sizes too small, her glittery western boots she usually wore for concerts, and a western cowgirl hat. Crystal had great legs, and most of them showed; no wonder she'd been named the 'Sweetheart of America.' She looked so perky and sexy that I felt a stirring in my loins, but she always did that to me.
We rode the motorcycle from the hotel to Cowboy Stadium where Crystal's large tour bus had been parked for the past week. Tina, Terry, and Ellen were already there, along with a few aides who launched into our hairstyles and makeup.
I made the mistake of asking why there was such concern about my makeup, since we'd be over a hundred feet from the nearest fans in the stadium. Tina said, "Oh, that's so you'll show up better in the television close-ups while you're singing - and on the big projection screen in the stadium."
"WHAT TELEVISION CLOSE-UPS," I said in a much louder than normal volume. Everyone turned and looked at me with grins on their face. I had forgotten we'd be on TV. Certainly no one had mentioned any close-ups.
Tina said in her best British uppity tone, "The football game is being telecast nationwide, Silly. Plus, most of what goes out to the telly will get projected up on the large high definition projection screens that are inside the stadium. You're handsome, everybody wants to see you - up close and personal."



In a quieter voice I said, "I forgot we'd be on TV. Your words just caught me by surprise. How many will be watching?"
Tina said, "If it's like the last couple of Cowboy games and like most Sunday Night Football, somewhere in the vicinity of twenty million viewers."
I started to stammer and stutter again, " TWENTY Mo ... Ma ... Me ... Mil ... Million!"
Tina caught on to my anxiety about that time. She tried to calm me, "Jim, you won't even know it's happening. The camera guys are barely noticeable as they move around you. Just focus on ... on Crystal! Sing to her, not to the stadium or the cameras. The rest will take care of itself."
I became glum for a few minutes and grumbled around the inside of the tour bus while Crystal had her face put on. I thought she had looked good before. I got the treatment too, even eye makeup. A hair stylist worked on my unruly locks for twenty minutes, most of which would be under a western hat part of the time. A very naked Heather had done my last haircut only a few days earlier; I took some solace in that fact.
A caterer brought a dozen trays of small sandwiches and hors d'oeuvres to the bus. We spread them around inside, and I migrated from tray to tray sampling all the goodies. Eating made me feel better - comfort food. On the bus' TV, we all watched the kickoff for the game. New England had won the toss and opted to kickoff.
At the end of the first quarter, Alan Roswell, the man in charge of the halftime show for the Cowboys, banged on the door and entered the bus. He looked happy but serious. "Alright everyone, we're all set for the best halftime show ever! Now, Jim and Crystal I need you on your motorcycle. There's an escort outside the bus and they will take you to a holding point. You'll wait there until the cue to start riding into the stadium; just follow the escort right to the bottom of the stage stairs, dismount, park your motorcycle, walk up the stairs, and you're ready to sing. Your wireless mics and headsets will be handed to you at the bottom of the stairs; you can put them on as you climb to the stage."
Crystal asked, "What about timing with the stage crew?"
Alan answered, "We've timed the trip from the holding point. The police escorts you're with know the details. The blimp overhead will cover your journey, and we'll project that on the stadium screens to build excitement. You should arrive just as the stage is completed and everyone else - the band and stage crews - is ready to start. This is a great idea, because it puts the focus on your arrival instead of the crew setting up the stage. As you arrive at the bottom of the stairs, you should hear the lead in to 'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl.' After your show, just reverse everything and exit behind your escort."
Crystal and I stepped down out of the van. Four motorcycle cops were waiting for us along with a crowd of fans. We waved to everyone, and introduced ourselves to the motorcycle officers. I heard a thousand cameras start to snap as we shook hands with them. To one side of the crowd, I caught sight of Bart Kenesis again, but things were too hectic to do anything about him.
We mounted up and fell in line behind two of the motorcycles. Crystal held the hats we'd wear while we sang. The other two patrolmen followed us. They had all their warning lights blinking, and occasionally would turn on the sirens to clear a path for us. The crowd parted, and we slowly rode away from the stadium.
The police phalanx led us about a half-mile from the stadium onto a residential road. Four more motorcycle policemen met us there. We were organized by a senior officer into a two-two-one-two-two formation, where Crystal and I were the 'one.' With all the lights blinking we were unmistakably important people. Crystal pointed up at the blimp. I could also hear the chatter on their police radios about the estimated time to the start of our short trip to the stadium.
At eight-thirty, we got the "Go" command. We started up our bikes, and I followed the four motorcycles in front of us as we wove out of the treed neighborhood onto some of the streets and parking lanes that led to the stadium. We maintained a nice even pace, maybe about ten miles an hour. Every light on any motorcycle in our entourage had been turned on; our formation blinked wildly with red and blue emergency lights as we approached the gated tunnel that led onto the field. The blimp circled us overhead. I could hear the crowd noise over the sounds of the cycles.
We were waved through the tunnel by several private security guards. Our entire formation rode into the stadium with sirens and all the lights blinking. The crowd went wild. Even over the noise of the nine Harley's, we could hear the screams, whistles, and shouts. We rode two-thirds of the way around the perimeter of the playing field on a path that had been cleared for us.
As promised, our escort led us right to base of the stairway leading up to the stage. We got off, the bike, got our mics and headsets, donned our hats, and ran up the stairs onto the stage. The segue music for 'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl'had started and a huge spotlight lit up Crystal. I faded to the background and tried to look useful by cavorting with the lead guitarist. The motorcycles had all been turned off and darkened. The focus and spotlight were on Crystal.
As Crystal sang her song, I peeked up at the rows and rows of people in the stadium. I couldn't see an empty seat in the place. I thought, "So, this is what eighty-thousand people look like." I found the scene scary on the one hand, and empowering on the other. I chose to dwell on the latter emotion. If I'd remained a computer geek, would I have ever found myself in such a situation and in front of so many people?
About three minutes passed, and I heard the band start the musical bridge into 'Texas Dawn.' Crystal turned to me, and I moved up beside her into the main spotlight. We gave each other a little kiss before we started. The crowd went wild with cheers, and a thousand more cameras flashed.
We sang the opening line to 'Texas Dawn'- 'Texas dawns come early, when you've been awake all night' - and the crowd noise rose in a huge crescendo, so loud I could barely think. We were singing about Texas to a Texas crowd, and they loved it. They quieted slightly as we got into the song. After that, I gave a brief introduction to 'Lone Wolf Mountain'and we sang that. I couldn't tell whether it had been well received or not. Lots of people were screaming anyway, so it was hard for me to tell appreciation from general exuberance. As we sang, I watched six guys dressed like Ninja's with wireless television cameras sneaking around us on the stage and below the stage on the playing field. We segued into our medley that ended with a jived up version of 'Dallas' that bought the stands to their feet cheering. Tina had it right; she'd said, "Always play to the home team."
As we finished, we gave a wave to the stadium, ran down the stairs, took off our hats, handed off the wireless mics, and hopped back on the motorcycle. Our police escort had been waiting for us in the shadows of the stage with their engines and lights off. As we mounted the bike, all the blinking lights came back on and all the cycles started and revved their engines. We motored away from the stage, as the stadium crew started to dismantle the structure.
We completed the rest of the loop around the stadium and left the way we came in. As we cleared the stadium parking area, most of the motorcycle patrolmen waved and departed our group. Two patrolmen stayed with us, and led us back to the secure parking area and the tour bus. We stopped, thanked them, and shook hands. Crystal kissed each one on the cheek; they left us with big smiles on their faces.

* * * * *

In the tour bus, Ellen raced up to me and lavished several great kisses on me, several with lots of tongue - my kind of kiss. Terry hugged Crystal as Tina stood by. I got a 'knock your socks off' kiss from Tina too. Everyone had a lot of praise for our performance.
Tina said, "Great job everyone. Now, let's get these two ready for the Press Conference."
Crystal and I said simultaneously, "Press Conference?"
Tina explained, "Yes, about fifteen minutes after the end of the game, the Cowboys want you to spend a little time with some of the press. You can both promote your albums, and you'll field questions from the press - probably about twenty of them according to Alan Roswell."
I asked, "But, aren't the press more interested in the coaches and players."
Tina explained, "Yes, and they're having their own press conference in another room. You two are talking to the 'social' press - you know, the people that focus on rumor, gossip, and innuendo in the music and movie industry."
People in the bus started milling around, mostly watching the third quarter of the football game.
I pulled Crystal aside, "We better talk and get our stories straight." She nodded and came with me to the bedroom area; we left the door open, and sat on the bed in the tight quarters.
I told her, "There are two questions we've got to have 'pat' answers for. One might not get asked; the other is a sure thing."
She asked, "What's the sure thing - our relationship?"
"Exactly," I told her. "Are you two serious about each other? Are you still dating? Are you seeing others? Are you engaged or married? Are you exclusive? What are your intentions towards each other? The questions will sound something like that."
Crystal fixed me in her gaze, "And how would you answer them?"
I reached across the bed and took Crystal's hand, "Crystal, I think of heaven as being in the same room as you, let alone being able to hold you. I told you on the golf course that I love you, and I mean it. I want us to be serious."
She said somberly, "And, I know that now is not the time."
I shook my head, "For me, it's too soon. I know other celebs marry the day after they meet, but I just can't. I feel that there would be a lot of negative publicity for us if we do anything other than say we're casually dating until after more time has passed. We can still be 'an item' this way too. I wish it were otherwise, but I don't want it to look as though you've captured some wounded bird, or that I bounced out of Karen's death in a cavalier manner."
Crystal stared at me a long time. I kissed her hand. Finally, she said, "You're right and thinking this way is part of why I love you. So what are we - for the press?"
I said, "One answer is 'We're best friends, dating, and learning about each other - more so everyday, and if things keep progressing the way they are, at some time in the future 'something interesting' might happen.'"
Crystal said, "What about your motorcycle trip?"
"Right. I've got to finish my road trip - it's a 'get over my late wife' and mid-life crisis 'right of passage' for me. What would you add?"
She said, "We're both at the start of our careers with new albums and for me lots of public appearances - you'll do more when you finish your trip. Oh, and we see each other when we can, which hasn't been that often since we met."
Crystal squirmed across the bed and kissed me. "We're so good at PR ... and I do love you with all my heart." We necked for a minute, and then she pulled away; "Hey, what's the other question?"
I grimaced and answered her, "Is it true you two were involved in some kind of sex orgy at Table Rock Lake in Branson, Missouri?" I also knew that Bart Kenesis would ask the question if he was allowed into the press conference.

* * * * *

The press conference started a half-hour after the end of the game; Crystal and I were both a little nervous, although we'd talked about the questions we might get asked. About twenty-five different members of the press filed into the large room as Crystal, Terry, Tina, and I took four chairs behind a long table at the front of the room. Alan Roswell, the Cowboys' halftime coordinator called the press conference to order and introduced us.
Before any questions got launched, Alan talked about the outstanding work the stadium crew had done in the set up and tear down of the halftime show. This was not what the various press people wanted to hear, however, they patiently waited for him to finish his spiel. He then opened up the floor for questions. About that time, I saw Bart Kenesis slip into the back of the room with his camera. He immediately took several shots of all of us lined up at the table. I smiled.
A woman in a tight black jump suit with a gold lamé shawl took the portable mic and said, "Diedre Rank, US magazine. There's been lots of speculation about the intensity and details of the relationship between Crystal and Jim. Could the two of you comment on what's really going on?"
Crystal jumped in and said a few words, almost word for word what we'd rehearsed. I improvised another sentence or two beyond that. A dozen follow-up questions came flying at us: 'Have you talked about marriage? Children? Have you met each other's parents? Do you have the same friends? How do you handle both being on the road in different cities? Will you buy a diamond engagement ring, and if so, when and how big? Where will you live when you settle down?' I admired the detailed thinking that went into the questions. Most of them we laughed at and explained that our relationship and thinking hadn't gotten anywhere near that far along. For the most part, the tabloids were disappointed.
As things slowed down, I saw the microphone get passed to our secret nemesis, Bart Kenesis. He said, "Brad Kenesis, Freelance Journalist. This question is for Jim Mellon; you were in Army Special Ops up until a decade ago; have you used any of those skills recently?"
I laughed dismissively at the question, guessing that he'd reasoned that I'd used those skills in Missouri to take the memory card from his camera - the card with the salacious pictures of our outdoor orgy. After my artificial laughter, I said, "I'm in my late thirties now, and to tell the truth getting a little pudgy here and there. About the only skills, I use today involve staying in shape. I try to run three to seven miles most days, occasionally putting in runs as long as twelve miles. I use a gym if there's one available, watch my diet, and ... I try to remain sharp enough to counter any threats to the people I love ... but, overall, no, I haven't had to use any of my old Army skills - well maybe a few camping skills though." I hoped he'd internalize the dig I'd made about protecting the people I loved.
Kenesis jumped in again before relinquishing the mic; "Could you comment on the sexual escapades you, Crystal, and another couple enjoyed in Branson, Missouri, about seven or eight weeks ago?" A buzz circulated among the other members of the press, and everyone leaned forward to hear my answer.
I answered nonchalantly yet seriously, and directly at Kenesis, "Well, that sounds like fun but I'm afraid you have the wrong group of people." I paused, frowned, and said, "If you posed a 'suggestive and loaded question' to impugn our reputations and start a rumor; I take your statement as a personal insult and consider you to be a promoter of yellow journalism at its worst, and probably libel and defamation of character if you persist. Your fellow members of the press in this room should castigate you ... although I'd prefer if they castrated you."
The other members of the press chortled at my play on words.
I smiled in a strange way at the photographer, a dangerous way guaranteed to intimidate that I'd mastered as a Green Beret; I added as I gave him my most pernicious stare, "Anyone that would persist in such a rumor just might incur the wrath of my Special Ops alumni." I turned to the rest of the press, and laughingly added, "Those of you who know the capabilities of the Green Berets know that no one would ever want to incur their fury." I turned back to Kenesis, locked eyes with him so he'd know I'd just leveled a serious threat at him. I turned again and smiled at the rest of the press in the room to keep the mood light. As far as I could tell, people accepted that he'd been baiting us, and that there was no story there.
One woman wrenched the microphone away from Kenesis with a nasty look at him because he'd gotten away with asking more than one question. She fired a question at Tina in her role as Executive VP of Talent Development for Sony Entertainment. They had an animated discussion about our next albums and how sales of our current hits were going. Another reporter captured the microphone next. He said, "Roy Gallant, Dallas Morning News. Many of us want to know where you're headed next on your road trip? We've been following your journey across the country - plotted out by where you've been sighted, and it looks like a drunken chicken walked across the map. We hear about where you've been after you've left. So, my question is where are you going next?
I responded with a chuckle, "The next state I'm headed to is New Mexico, but there's a lot of Texas to cross to get there, and I'm not exactly sure about my route or stopovers. Texas has a lot to offer on the way. The weather determines most of that, particularly this time of year. And, yes, I'm ultimately heading for California." The reporter gave me a 'thank you' sign, and sat down. I looked at Crystal and added, "It'd be nice to have a riding companion for the next leg of my trip."
Crystal made reached over and took my hand to show she appreciated the offer. A few cameras flashed at her gesture.
Quick as a flash, another press member jumped to her feet: "Gail Redstone, Vancouver Sun. Jim, have you ever thought about a Trans-Canadian trip - we have ten beautiful provinces and three fascinating territories up north that I'm sure you'd enjoy." A ripple of laughter occurred.
Crystal jumped in and said with a big smile, "I love Canada. Maybe we'll honeymoon up there someday real soon." She laughed aloud as the entire room gasped, and their pencils started to scribble, and then they all simultaneously realized her second comment was more of a tease than a juicy piece of gossip. She laughed harder and waved her hand dismissively to indicate she'd been toying with them. The whole room laughed with us.
We got a couple of other questions about our albums, upcoming concerts, and willingness to experiment with other genres of music like rap. When we started to get repeat questions, Alan stepped in and ended the press conference. We'd been questioned for forty-five minutes. Crystal and I posed for a few pictures at the front of the room, some with members of the press, and then we started to head back to the tour bus.
As we left the room, Bart Kenesis blocked our passage in the hallway. Only a few other people were nearby. He said in voice dripping with venom, "You fuckers know what you did, and you stole property from me worth millions. I'll get even big time."
Crystal and I both feigned shock. So that others nearby could hear, I said, "Mr. Kessis is it? This is the second time tonight you have insulted my friends and me. We have done nothing to you to deserve your ire, and if you persist in making up stories about us I will take legal action to stop your attacks including a restraining order. I take it from your remarks that you saw something going on somewhere and think we had something to do with it. Make sure about what you saw before you make accusations." I'd purposely mispronounced his name.
Others started to gather around us as Kenesis started to speak again, but I held the floor. I poked my finger into his chest hard and said; "Tonight, Crystal identified you to me as someone who has been sneaking around her house, acting like a Peeping Tom, stalking her, and trespassing on private property." I lowered my voice to a near whisper only Kenesis could hear, even leaning in towards his right ear, "If I catch you in such an act, you will have not only the police to worry about - I will apply every special skill I ever learned ... and some of them can be deadly." I returned my voice to normal, "When she returns to Nashville, I've advised Miss Lee to get a restraining order against you. I consider you a bodily threat to her, and we will act accordingly. Please don't come near us again."



I turned to a cluster of some press members and said, "Ladies and gentlemen of the press, it appears you have among you a liar, pervert, and a Peeping Tom in this man. I don't know what he thinks he saw, I guess he thinks that we wronged him in some way. He appears to me to be a reckless journalist, a pervert trying to sneak lewd photos of one of the country's prettiest women in her home by peeking in her windows with camera in hand, and a threat because he's a stalker and he's dangerous - you just heard him threaten us. I suggest you all watch whom you're dealing with. I know that from today on we will." I was friendly enough with them so they didn't feel any animosity from me except about Bart Kenesis' character.
Several people turned to Kenesis, wanting more details and corroboration about my pervert and stalking comments and his reaction to my counter threat. He backed away a step. A few other cameras flashed, this time taking pictures of the photographer. Fortunately, none of the shots caught the two of us together. Kenesis might tell them what he saw that night in Missouri, but I'd damaged his credibility, alluding to the story as his fabrication. Further, he knew it; we had much greater credibility than he did.
I held my breath, but Kenesis glared at me, turned, and stomped away in the opposite direction. Several members of the press yelled after him, "Hey, what gives? What were you two really arguing about? Are you really stalking Crystal - peeking in her windows?"
Alan Roswell took Crystal's arm and led her from the awkward encounter. I followed them down in the elevator and out of the stadium to the tour bus. Tina and Terry were close behind. We were all silent as we walked, and ignored a couple of shouts in our direction of 'Hey, what was all that about?' Fortunately, most of press corps hadn't heard the interchange. I hoped it wouldn't appear on the front page of some tabloid.
Once we were out of sight in the bus, Crystal laid a big kiss on me. "You were magnificent."
Terry agreed; "We've worried about him for weeks, and now you've put a lid on the fallout from our outdoor games."
I shook my head. I said to Terry, "No, that wasn't any kind of 'lid.' That was only the first salvo. We have not heard the end of that man."

* * * * *

Crystal and I motorcycled back to the Four Seasons hotel; the others took a limo. In the suite, Tina gave me a hot kiss and said, "I'll see you in the morning, I still have some calls I have to make to the west coast." She gave Crystal, Terry, and Ellen hot kisses too, and then she left for her own room. We headed to our bedroom; Terry and Ellen went off to theirs.
Crystal and I had a romantic coupling, knowing it would likely be our last for a couple of weeks. As we got naked, Crystal said, "You told me a little about Heather, the nymphomaniac you played with in Oklahoma. Well, I want to hear some Heather stories. I think I have a very strong inclination toward nymphomania, and I want to see if I qualify for that beautiful adjective." I recalled Heather's hot body; the fact we spent most of the previous weekend fucking, and how I enjoyed every minute of our time together.
I started by describing my first impression of Heather, and how she amazed me with her intellect, intelligence, and her intense desire for non-stop sex. As I told Crystal, I started to use my mouth, fingers, and tongue on key body parts. Her body would go limp, and then I'd hit a pleasure spot again and she'd become rigid and pushing into my hand. I gave her a complete description of what would make a nymphomaniac, touching each important qualifying place on her body.
Crystal moaned, "Oh, God, this is wonderful. I ... Yes, I am definitely a nymphomaniac ... I'm your nymphomaniac. I want to fuck ... all the time. You ... Oh, fuck, I'm cumming again." Before she could get the complete thought out, another orgasm wracked her body so consuming that most of her body arched upward from the bed. I glanced at Crystal's face to find her mouth open in a round 'O' of pleasure; I could almost feel her pleasure vicariously. We kept making love and talking about Heather and then the debutantes for another hour.

* * * * *

Monday morning, I woke up with two gorgeous female bodies curled up against me. We were nude. Crystal was on my right, and Ellen on my left. Ellen cranked one eye open, saw me looking at her, smiled, and squirmed up a little so she could kiss me. I could feel her erect nipples against my arm, a sensation that made my cock twitch.
She whispered, "Terry had to leave. He had an early flight to New York." She kissed me again. "I thought I'd come keep you guys company, maybe see what develops."
I asked, "What time is it?"
"Eight-thirty"
"Uh oh. Crystal told me last night she has an eleven o'clock flight to Miami? I had thought she'd be going back to Nashville, but Terry reminded her of a TV interview she's doing down there tomorrow."
"We better get her up."
Soon, we were all roaming around the suite in our nakedness, showering and packing up our belongings. I think we postponed putting clothes on, just so we could titillate each other.
I heard a knock on the door, and subsequently let Tina into the suite. She took stock of the three nude bodies hovering around suitcases and packing, and said, "If I'd known you were having a come as you are party, I'd have dressed for the occasion."
"What's up?"
"I come with news." She flopped down on the sofa, as I pulled on my briefs and blue jeans. Tina looked disappointed.
"First, the papers gave you and Crystal five stars for the half-time performance. They thought it was the best show in Dallas for at least the last five years, and that's high praise." Crystal stood in the doorway listening to the news, the light from the window accentuating the curves and gentle bumps on her body. I watched Tina lap her lips; Crystal's sex turned her on. I liked that about Tina.
She went on, "Second, there's nothing I could find in any of the morning press about that little exchange you had with the photographer that caught you in Missouri. That said, there are about twenty paparazzi hanging out near your motorcycle downstairs - including Mr. Kenesis. I did notice the others are keeping their distance from him. Some of the press seem intent to follow you out of here on your motorcycle for photos or who knows. They've got their cars all lined up in the parking lot. If they chase you, just be careful - remember Princess Diana was running from the press."
Tina grimaced and said, "Now, unfortunately, I have some bad news. Jim, someone slashed the seats on your motorcycle to shreds, right down to the metal backbone of the seat. I'm sorry. If you want to leave before replacing it, my recommendation is that you use a half-dozen bath towels to replace the padding that's been torn asunder."
I muttered under my breath, "Kenesis getting some revenge."
Crystal said, "Jim, take the towels. I'll pay the hotel for them when I checkout."
I nodded.
Crystal said in a worried tone, "I don't want you to have another confrontation with that man ... or even with the press. They all want to hound both of us, but Kenesis is the one that scares me. I've never been stalked before, or had people peeking in my windows. I'm worried he sees me as the weak link, and will follow me to Miami to harass me."
I observed, "If you were going with me, he'd just follow me, or try to."
She said, "But I have to be in Miami this evening and again tomorrow morning."
I said, "What if we did some kind of switch? I don't think it's too late to do a little deception."
Ellen had come into the room; "What do you mean?"
"Look, no one except Terry and a few others knows about your Miami appearances; they're not public knowledge. What if you supposedly rode out of town with me on the motorcycle? The press, including Kenesis, would launch out after us - even follow us to New Mexico maybe. The real Crystal could slip out of the hotel, get to the airport in cognito, and leave for Miami, hopefully, unnoticed. When they figured out what was going on, it'd be too late to do anything about it. You'd be on gone."
We all turned and looked at Ellen.
Tina said, "That might work. You're both the same height and about the same body shape."
Ellen said, "But we don't look exactly alike; our hair color and styles are different. Crystal's older than me too."
I thought a second and said, "Wait, I know how to deal with that." I explained my idea to everyone in the room.
A half hour later, the sisters were both wearing tight blue jeans, and identical white shirts tied under their breasts to draw the appraising eye away from their face. The lure of a seeing a naked breast would divert attention from whose breast it was.
I went out to the motorcycle with the towels, my saddlebags, and two duffle bags - one with Ellen's change of clothes and cosmetics in it. I strapped the first part of our cargo on the back of the motorcycle. Crystal came out behind me with a couple of other duffle bags, my travel guitar, and the bedroll I'd acquired to replace the one that disappeared in the Kansas tornado.
Crystal and I stood by the motorcycle and waved to the paparazzi; cameras clicked. We ignored the questions the press yelled at us and just smiled. We posed and hammed it up a bit. I saw Bart Kenesis frantically taking pictures of the two of us along with several other photographers, but tried to ignore him. We just waved again as we went about our business.
Crystal and I each took our motorcycle helmets and put them on our heads with the facemask open. Crystal started to tuck her hair up under, using a colorful scarf around her neck as well. Suddenly, I asked her so a few of the press corps could hear, "Hey, where's your purse?"
She thanked me for catching her omission, and ran back into the hotel wearing the motorcycle helmet.
I knew what was happening inside in the ladies room not too far from the side door entrance to the hotel we were using to go in and out. Crystal would shuck off her trademark western boots, the scarf, and the helmet. Ellen would put those on, tuck her hair up under the helmet, and sling her sister's quirky purse over her shoulder. The scarf around the neck would cover the last vestiges of Ellen's different hair color. A bracelet, necklace, and wristwatch would go from one sister to the other as well. Crystal would then check out her sister to be sure there were no obvious signs that a switch had been made.
I started the Harley, turning the bike around so we could make a quick exit from the parking lot before people got too detailed a look at my passenger.
'Crystal' came bounding out the side door, helmet on her head with the visor down. She had sunglasses on inside the helmet. She looked ready to go. She slid onto the motorcycle behind me, I revved the bike, the press gave us a corridor through them, and off we went.
I checked in the rearview mirror and saw Bart Kenesis leaping into an airport rental car. He started to follow us along with four other cars that followed him out of the hotel parking lot. I wasn't too concerned; Ellen really did look like Crystal, given the attention to detail the two had made. Moreover, when I was ready, I knew how to lose anyone following us in the Monday morning traffic around Dallas.
Rather than use the Interstates, we took the slow route out of town. We even allowed some of the cars full of paparazzi to catch up to us - even Kenesis, and take photos as we drove along the local highways heading west. They all waited patiently near one intersection where I stopped to fill the bike with gas. Ellen remained seated on the bike with her helmet on.
A few miles further on, I got tired of the game. I put a hundred yards between their lead car and the bike by weaving through traffic. Almost immediately, I made it through a traffic light just as it changed. Kenesis and the other members of the press had to stop. The last they saw of 'Crystal' and me; we were heading west towards New Mexico. Ellen hugged my body, and I welcomed the opportunity to get to know her better.

* * * * *

Ellen and I deviated from the obvious route we'd chosen out of town. I had a reputation for traveling the back roads, so we got on the Interstate for ninety miles to put as much distance as fast as we could between us and the paparazzi, going a little faster than we should have. We then left the highway and headed southwest on a route that wasn't the most direct way to go from the middle of Texas to Albuquerque, even if we were on back roads.
Ellen rode comfortably behind me, hugging me in an affectionate way and often rubbing her erect nipples across my back, a highly distracting gesture even with two layers of clothing between us. We'd spent enough time together to know we liked each other a lot. We'd been intimate with each other, and our affection wasn't a secret from Crystal with whom I had a growing long-term relationship. As we departed Dallas, Crystal even told me to keep her sister very happy.
The past week Crystal and I had both expressed our love for one another - we'd used the 'L' word in a serious way. This was a milestone in my relationship with her - with anyone since the preceding February when Karen lay dying and I told her those words over and over. I had other women tell me they loved me; however, I'd been guarded in my reply despite strong feelings of affection. Before saying 'I love you' to Crystal, I had said those words to Kim. They both knew it and approved of the other being a love interest.
Ellen and I camped out by a lake north of Abilene. We made love in the open in the daylight and later beneath a panoply of stars. After dark, the air was cool, just the right temperature to offset the heat we generated from our energetic lovemaking. We spent over an hour and a half making love. Ellen decided she liked having me fuck her while she reclined on my motorcycle. She said, "I feel so wanton doing it this way, like I'm a motorcycle slut or something." I assured her she was exactly that, and we screwed even harder as she called me various names in our sex game.
We cuddled together as we went to sleep. I found kissing her hair and inhaling her scent irresistible. I was falling in love with Ellen too. I wondered what Crystal would think about that when I told her. I wondered what Karen would think - Lauren? Anna? Kim? By my old standards I should only love one person at a time, but I'd changed dramatically and this felt so right. I could almost hear Karen in one of teasing moods saying, 'Sisters? You're nuts.'
I thought, but I've been with Karen's sister, and we really liked each other; Lauren even said 'I love you' to me. And then I thought of June and Kim, especially Kim who I could easily have spent the rest of my life with. She was already in love and married, but it didn't seem to stop us from using those magic words with each other. Lacie and Lindy - mother and daughter - behaved like sisters, and I liked them - and now, Crystal and Ellen. I'd told Crystal I loved her, and as I cradled Ellen's sweet naked body to my own I knew I'd also tell Ellen someday soon.
All these incestuous relationships led me to my own feelings about my sister. I was only a few weeks away from seeing Anna now - maybe two months. I wondered what she'd think about my thoughts about her. I didn't dare write them to her. I had to be there, to explain and to soften the harsh reality of what I wanted to do with her. I wanted to be able to sell her on the idea. I could finally think of the words in their boldest form: 'I wanted to make love with my sister.' I wanted to have an intimate relationship with her now and always. I hoped Anna felt the same way about me.

Chapter 23
New Mexico

Ellen and I made love constantly when we weren't on the motorcycle. A couple of times, we even pulled off the road at some scenic spot in west Texas or eastern New Mexico and made love. If we hadn't cared much about each other when we started, we sure did by the time we reached Albuquerque. For two nights, we kept Crystal amused by texting her snapshots of the two of us in various stages of undress and pictures that blatantly proved our sexual activity. Crystal wasn't shy about sending pictures of herself in what can best be described as compromising situations. Crystal, Ellen, and I had phone sex, the two of us coaching Crystal through her masturbation to an orgasm as the two of us fucked and described our erotic acts to her.
On our fourth morning together, I drove Ellen to the Albuquerque International Sunport so she could take a flight back to Nashville. We were discrete in our goodbye on the sidewalk at the airport. The serious goodbye had happened behind closed doors at our motel a half-hour earlier. I looked longingly at Ellen from curbside until she vanished inside the airport. I felt a hole in my life now that she was gone, although I knew I'd see her again sometime soon.

* * * * *

The trip from the airport to Santa Fe took about an hour and took me past even more interesting terrain, including mesas and deep ragged gullies. I took the Interstate so I'd have more time at that day's destination, the well-known artist community full of art galleries and a unique plaza full of specialty shops and sidewalk merchants. Sunset would be early, and while the daytime temperature had been around sixty, the Weather Channel forecast temperatures in the high twenties overnight. Softie that I'd become, I opted not to camp out.
Western scenery seems so foreign to a New Englander. You can see across the rolling hills for huge distances. There are few trees, but copious amounts of scrub brush. In the distance, you can see mountains and mesas and other geological formations absent in the northeast. Streams are modest, yet they flow in broad deep cuts through the landscape that signal severe runoff part of the year or after colossal thunderstorms. Cuts through the landscape or the sides of steep cliffs or mesas leave visible evidence of the earth's formation in the hardened strata. Dinosaurs had roamed this landscape a hundred million years earlier after it had risen out of a prehistoric ocean.
I parked the motorcycle on the downtown plaza in Santa Fe. The radical differences with traditional east coast downtowns magnified for me as I stood on one corner of the plaza and looked around. The adobe buildings from decades earlier had survived modernization so that they still signaled the western, Anglo, Native American, and Spanish heritage of the region. At a welcome center, I picked up a map. I roamed from gallery to gallery, admiring the art that talked to my soul - paintings, sculpture, rugs and tapestries, and jewelry. I wanted it all. Outside the shops on the plaza, yet beneath a broad protective overhang, dozens of merchants displayed their handiwork - jewelry and crafts were spread out on blankets on the ground or folding tables.
Turquoise jewelry on one table especially caught my eye. I'd seen hundreds of other pieces, but these were intricate and exceptionally done. For myself, I picked out a belt buckle, watchband, necklace, and a ring, all silver with a delicate filigree and an artistic inlay of perfectly chosen turquoise stones that balanced with the silver. For the women in my life, I picked out pins, belt buckles, rings, necklaces, and some headbands and combs of the same beautiful caliber.
As I finished choosing my gifts, I looked to see where I should pay for the jewelry. The door to the silversmith opened, and a gorgeous dark skinned woman came out wearing an artistic top, skirt, and moccasins that signaled 'Native American.' She greeted me with a pretty smile, "Have you completed your shopping? May I help you further? There are a few more pieces inside."



Here was the most beautiful distinction to the southwest. I instantly became spellbound. She was tall and lean, with jet-black hair down her back to her waist that had a luster to it that only heritage and care could give. Her facial features were angular with beautiful smooth dark skin and high cheekbones. Her deep dark eyes watched me studying her until I broke eye contact, slightly embarrassed for staring. She broke into a smile, and I caught a flash of pearl white teeth behind her lush lips. She radiated warmth to the world.
I told her I'd finished shopping, passing the wicker shopping basket of items to her. She looked surprised that I had picked out so many things. I studied her face as she reviewed each item, carefully peeling the price tag from each, and noting on a carbon invoice what the purchase had been. She looked up at me several times, each time catching me studying her beauty.
As though she read my mind she said, "I'm Tama, and before you ask, I'm Native American or Indian, if you prefer. My name means 'Beautiful Thunderstorm,' but you'll figure that out the longer you know me. I'm Navajo - one hundred percent. I made all the jewelry you're buying; it's my avocation and vocation - I love the creative outlet." Her voice sounded like a thousand angels singing. I was smitten.
At the risk of insulting her, I said, "You're beautiful. I wish I had a picture, but I shall remember you forever." I instantly thought how corny that sounded, but did nothing to retract the statement.
She laughed. "That's the nicest thing anybody's said to me in weeks - maybe years. Thank you, and you're not too bad looking yourself cowboy ... and, if you want, we could get our picture taken together by someone. Somehow, I know you'd always look back at it and remember this moment. What do you say cowboy?" She teased with a broad smile.
Now, I was the one who laughed, for there I stood in my ruddy western boots, faded jeans, a checkered shirt, and a crumpled western hat. I did look as though I'd been an extra in some John Wayne movie or other oater. As I laughed, she laughed again. I could tell a special rapport had already developed between us.
I arranged with her to ship most of the jewelry to Anna. I carried little of value on the motorcycle except my travel guitar, and didn't want to worry about jewelry. When I got to California, I could arrange to appropriately gift the items I'd bought to Crystal, Ellen, Tina, Anna, Lauren, Kim, and a few special others I'd met along my road trip.
The late afternoon sun and the buildings nearby left this part of the plaza in long shadows. Few people roamed nearby as the air got a new chill. We completed the expensive credit card transaction. Tama put the new watchband on my watch, and the belt buckle on a new polished brown belt I'd chosen. I wanted to wear each of those items as well as a masculine looking necklace and ring I'd bought. Tama looked pleased that I liked her work so much. As she worked on the items, I raved about her other work, even picking out several more pieces I hadn't seen earlier. For some reason, I made sure Tama knew that the shipping address was my sister.
As I turned to reluctantly leave, she touched my arm, holding me for a minute. I turned and gazed into her beautiful eyes. She fixed me with a long penetrating stare. We locked eyes and she stared into my innermost being. After a full minute during which we were motionless, she continued to touch me and her eyes got glassy. Eventually, she said, "You have been in pain, it is healing and soon you'll have only good memories and feelings. You have replaced one lost love with more than one - several. You know of loss, love, intimacy, and ..." She paused, and added in a whisper, "Sexuality. You have taken a new direction in your life - maybe a new job? You are on a journey, an important trip, and you are nearing the end. You're postponing some decisions until you complete your journey, but whatever you decide will yield a good outcome - even if you decide not to do anything." Tama suddenly shook her head, and looked away, as though to regain her perspective on the plaza.
I turned to face her. I asked, "Did you read the magazines and newspapers about me?"
She gave me a puzzled look, "No," she said, "should I know you?" She dropped her hand from my arm.
Her confusion looked genuine. I modestly said, "In some places, I'm becoming increasingly well known. I thought you might have recognized me."
She put her hand out in a firm handshake that almost commanded response and said, "I am Tama Nizhoni. Now, you must tell me who you are." Her smile demanded a response.
I held her hand in both of mine, "I am Jim Mellon." I paused, and there wasn't even a glimmer of recognition of the name in her eyes. I went on, "I am a new country music singer, and I have a new album - my first album. I do many songs with Crystal Lee. I think we're very popular." Again, there was just a blank look. I asked, "Do you listen to music?"
She said in an embarrassed tone, "I'm terrible about that. I do listen, but I pay no attention to who's singing or even the names of the songs. So, I'm sorry but I don't recognize you or your name. I apologize." She blushed.
"Oh, please don't apologize. I'm trying to keep from developing an ego about this singing business. So many people in the industry seem to have egos about the size of a city block." I thought for a moment and then returned to the statements she'd made that took our conversation off in this direction. "Your comments before - about me - where'd they come from? What made you tell me about loss, intimacy, and all? Are you a fortune teller?"
She hesitated and looked down and away from me. In a low voice she said, "I am a seer ... a shaman. I 'get' messages about some people - only a very few. Usually, they're people who are supposed to come into my life for some reason, or I am to come into theirs. I don't understand this gift. It's strange and sometimes scares me."
"Say more," I encouraged her, now curious about her gift.
"As you started to walk away, I felt compelled to explain that I just had a 'flash' about you. I had seen inside you, and in that minute I knew a lot about you. Oh, not the details as if I know your big secrets, but I read the emotions you've felt recently ... and don't worry, I won't tell anyone, I promise, but you've got to tell me whether I was right or close to being right."
I nodded and said, "You are very right. Scary right."
"Will you share the details with me? These skills are somewhat new to me - they matured in only the last couple of years, and they aren't there every day. Tell me the reasons for those feelings and why those feelings came to me?" She thought for a moment and added, "Oh, dear. I'm being terribly presumptive. You want your privacy, and I've just invaded it. I'm sorry." She backed away from me.
I chuckled at her concern. I knew that as I became more of a public figure, my privacy would all but disappear. The dying rays of the sun made me look at my watch; it was almost six o'clock. I said, "Let me buy you dinner or a drink or a cup of coffee, and I'll tell you some details. What time does the store close?" I gestured to her store.
She smiled again, and said in an excited tone, "Whenever I want, it's my business. Just let me close-up." She left and returned with a large box. She carefully lifted each tray of jewelry from the battered sidewalk table and placed it in the box, stacking them one atop another. After she removed a dark blue tablecloth the scarred top of the plywood table was revealed. Tama took the box inside the shop, came out a few minutes later, and locked the door. She made a gesture, as in 'What way should we go?'
I shrugged and said, "I just got here this afternoon; I don't know the restaurants. You must be the expert living here?" I paused and added, "Oh, and I need a hotel for the night."
Tama pointed across the plaza to a building with a discrete sign proclaiming 'La Fonda on the Plaza.' She said, "There's your hotel, and they have a good chef in their restaurant as well." We slowly walked in that direction, and she played tour guide to the sights around us.
A few minutes later I'd checked into the hotel, and we had a dinner reservation. I explained that I wanted to get the luggage from my motorcycle before we ate. Her eyebrows went up at my mode of travel. Maybe now she understood the 'cowboy' style of my clothing. She patiently waited in the lobby while I moved my bike behind the hotel, locked the helmets to the bike, and brought my gear in on a hotel trolley: saddlebags, helmets, three duffle bags, and my travel guitar. As I walked by her pushing the cart, she looked intrigued. She gave me another bright smile.
Over wine and tapas, I told her about my life story, and how it related to what she'd 'seen'; my wife's death, the road trip, Kim, Summer, Crystal, the others, and my entry into country music, plus even the affectionate feelings I had for her.
Tama asked, "But I felt you had multiple loves now - was I wrong?"
I stammered slightly, "Well, I have several women I like ..."
Quick as a flash, Tama interrupted, "No, you love them ... a few - to some many. Others you are close to loving, but in a different way ... with a different intensity." No sooner were the words out of her mouth, than she jerked her hand up to her mouth in a gesture of embarrassment. She slowly said, "I'm sorry. I must learn to hide my gift instead of just blurting out what I see or feel as it comes."
I reached beside me in our dinner booth and held her hand. The moment seemed romantic at that instant: our deep eye contact, our touching, the light jazz of a piano player in a corner of the dining room, the dim and intimate atmosphere of the nearly empty restaurant.
I said, "Tama, you are right ... and please don't hide what you see or know." As an afterthought I asked, "You've indicated you can see the past. Can you also see the future?"
Tama nodded. "This place is too distracting, and I should warn you I'm unpredictable ... or rather, when I 'see' something about someone, there's no knowing whether it's accurate or not. Let's find a quiet place after dinner, and I'll see whether I see anything about your future."
I spoke and said with a warm smile, "Well, I can see the future too ... and I see us dancing out there with the other couples in about sixty seconds." Tama laughed, and accepted my hand as I helped her out of our booth and onto the dance floor. She was comfortable and easy to dance with. She read my dance steps perfectly, and I'm no Fred Astaire. For certain, as we danced, we liked being in each other's arms. When we saw our entrée arrive, we had to stop. We affectionately held hands as we walked back to the table.

* * * * *

After dinner, we walked into the lobby of the hotel. I asked, "Where would you like to do my reading - about my future; the town square?"
She shivered at the thought; "The temperatures drop really fast in these mountains - you're a mile-and-a-half above sea level here. It's down in the thirties outside by now. How about your room? You haven't had time to mess it up too badly yet have you?" She teased.
She was correct that I hadn't had an opportunity to clutter up the room, except for dropping the things from my motorcycle on the floor. We meandered through the hotel to my room.
Tama looked around and spied a radio beside the large bed. She walked over and tuned in a station playing Native American flute music. The sounds were restful, peaceful, and meditative. She adjusted the volume so the tones were barely audible. She dimmed the lights so that only a light from a bath nightlight lit the room. The room felt intimate and close.
"Jim, you lie down and shut your eyes. Stay conscious and aware, though. No sleeping!"
I did as she instructed. Tama sat beside me and laid her hand on my chest. I watched her briefly, and she closed her eyes and listened. I shut my eyes and tried to clear my mind, a practice I had developed when I'd learned to meditate.
Several minutes went by with only the melodious sounds from the radio filling the void. I focused on the comfortable wavering sounds of the flute. I went into a trance, not asleep, for I could hear the music, and I was aware. I could feel vibrations between Tama's and my body, like an electric current flowing between my chest and her hand as though we were trading secrets and feelings.
Tama spoke in a near whisper; the tone of her voice tentative and halting. "You will finish your long trip with a happy feeling - a feeling of completeness and wholeness. The pain and emptiness you feel because of your wife's passing is going away now; it will become a remembrance of love before the end of your trip. Issues you've had with her won't matter any further, even though you may learn about other interesting things she did."
After a pause she continued, "There's something about ashes - I don't understand. OH! She ... Oh, my God. Oh, my God." I opened my eyes as though struck; even in the dim light I could see the tracks of tears on Tama's cheek. "She is grateful that you still think of her, but she doesn't want you to grieve any longer. She wants us ... wait ... I'll come back to that." Tama's voice cracked, as though she was on the verge of crying.
She let another minute go by before continuing. I watched her pretty face as it concentrated in some unearthly dimension. "You have someone following you - a white man. He is mean ... nasty ... and a real threat. He is dangerous and may hurt you. You must be vigilant. Do not hesitate to respond."
After a long silence Tama went on, "You have other women to meet. Some you already know, and they will reappear in your life in surprising and joyful ways." After a pause, she said, "You won't marry soon, but you will make deep commitments to the people you love - one particularly. You will have unusual and good relationships. Your sexuality is ... strong; it is a vital part of who you are." She paused, and I wondered about her vision on that subject.
Tama's eyes popped open and she looked at me. "You will become a father several months from now. The baby is ... will be healthy ... a boy baby. Do you know this?"
I nodded, "Yes, but not that the baby would be a boy."
Tama's eyes closed again. I felt her hand push hard against my chest. "Jim, your new career will ... far exceed your expectations. Through it, you will find ways to help others that you don't know about yet - many others. You will be a leader. You will find ways to save others, possibly including someone dear to you after a troublesome time. There are talents and abilities you are just now starting to find; you will hone them as you continue your spiritual journey."
After a long silence, I felt Tama lean across the bed and kiss me. I wrapped my arms around her and kissed back. She said softly, "I see no more for now. I might see more later; I'll tell you if I do. I get flashes and then breaks and then more flashes sometimes."
I sat up, and held Tama's hand, stroking her palm with my fingers in a sensuous manner. "You hesitated on something about my sexuality; what was that about?"
She kissed me again, an unusual move given we'd met only a few hours earlier, yet so consistent with what we both apparently felt. "I saw a great deal about your past and future sexuality in that instant ... and before dinner. You are talented and creative in this part of your life." She smiled slightly embarrassed.
I stroked the brown skin along Tama's face and long neck, and she went on, gauging my reaction in the dim light. I briefly thought she'd started to purr as she leaned her head into my hand. "You have sometimes judged yourself in harsh terms about your sexuality. Your values in this area have changed dramatically in a short period of time - become more forgiving and liberal."
I nodded, amazed at her insight, and she continued. "You worry about yourself when you measure yourself with your old values, yet you have done nothing wrong and deep inside you may know this. You are now seeing yourself as a sexual creature, and now appreciating the pleasure and delight sex gives you and your partners; do not make it otherwise for yourself. Sex, affection, and love are forces for good. Don't buy into others' opinions that tell you otherwise. Don't change your new directions in this area of your life."
I nodded to encourage her to continue. She looked into my eyes and even in the dim light I felt she could see into my soul, "You are caring and mindful of your partners, always yearning to create positive experiences for them. You think of them from a spiritual base. This is the place to put your self-judgment, not on your ... voracious ... appetite for sex or ... on the proliferation of partners you have mutually shared sexual joy with. Allow yourself to treat sex as desirable, a way to bring happiness and joy to others - as well as yourself, and for the intimacy that the erotic acts arouse." She shook her head almost as though the words had come through her instead of from her.

* * * * *

I allowed a brief silence and asked another question in a hushed tone, "Did you hear my wife - my dead wife - speak? You reacted strangely at one point."
Tama looked deep into my eyes. "Yes, briefly, sort of. I didn't 'hear' her speak; I felt the messages or words she wanted to impart to you through me. She is happy - elated even. I could feel it. It touched me deeply - the deepest I've ever felt something like that. She wanted you to know that she is in a better place - the best place, and that you two will interact again. There was something about ashes too - her ashes?"
"Yes. You couldn't have known that. I've been spreading a small amount of her ashes in each state I've visited. It's become a ceremony for me, a way of grieving and a way of keeping her memory alive."
Tama nodded. "I had the feeling she liked what you were doing."
"She wanted us to do something?" I asked innocently.
"Yes," Tama said hesitantly. "She wanted us to make love. Her spirit touches your spirit when you love consciously. She has been the inspiration or muse for many of your relationships."
"Wow!" I exclaimed. "I wondered."
Tama used both hands to touch my chest, and then to begin unbuttoning my shirt. Between each button, she leaned forward and kissed me. Her lips seemed so sensuous. I rubbed my lips against hers, just for the erotic sensation. She liked that.
After the next button became unlatched, our tongues met in a delicate duel between our kisses. Tama liked it when I ran my tongue across her closed lips, gently stimulating her. Our breaths became heavier.
The next button popped open by her fingers. I reached across and ran one of my fingers down her neck into the cleavage her western shirt afforded. As I stroked her upper chest, we got into longer and deeper kisses. The two of us were now a runaway train, without a hope to stop anything that might follow. If Karen orchestrated this, perhaps she was expressing her love for me through this gorgeous Native American woman. I felt a whole atmosphere of love surrounding me - us - filling the room.
Soon, my shirt had been opened completely. I shrugged the garment off my shoulders. Tama ran her fingers across the muscles in my chest, making them ripple in response to her stimulation. She held her hands still on my chest as though she was listening again.
She whispered between kisses, "Something tells me I will really enjoy the next few hours with you." We kissed deeply, and each succeeding kiss became increasingly more passionate and compelling to the act we both desired.
I unlaced the rawhide ties holding the front of her top together. Before I finished, she stopped me and pulled the piece over her head in one smooth motion. She wore no bra. Even in the dim light, I could see the contrast of her brown skin and my Caucasian whiteness, even with my tan. Her areolas were dark and inviting; her breasts full and high. Her body epitomized beauty and love. I couldn't resist; I reached up with both hands and gently fondled her full breasts. Before I even started both nipples were rigidly erect. She said, "Kiss them. Lick and suck them. Bite them. Make me know that you are real and not a shaman's dream." I followed her instructions perfectly.



After a few minutes of our petting, Tama stood in front of me. She carefully undid the ties that held her skirt together, and allowed the pleated garment to fall to the floor around her. She kicked off her demi-boots, and stood proudly nude before me with her arms reaching forward in a loving manner.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, I ran one finger from between her breasts in a curvy line down her body and into the darkness of her untrimmed dark pubic hair, feeling the cleft of her sex. I rubbed my finger against where I thought her clitoris should be. Tama's head rolled back, and she groaned in response to the sudden pleasure. I repeated my track several times.
I stood, and she eagerly worked to remove my boots and then my pants and briefs. She became satisfied only when the two of us stood naked and face-to-face only inches apart. We each allowed one finger to trace out interesting contours of the other's body.
In a low voice, she asked, "What happened here? This looks like a fresh wound."
"I was shot a few months ago in Alabama. Four men had just started to rape a young woman, and I stopped it. One of them pulled a gun and shot me; the bullet went through me."
She looked surprised, but went on; "And here? Another bullet?" she asked.
"I planted some explosives on a bridge in a foreign country during a war. Before I could get far enough away, they detonated. I got hit by a piece of shrapnel."
"And here?" she asked at another scar on my chest.
"I had to fight someone ... a very bad person. He had bodyguards. One of them had a pistol" I pointed to another wound, "I got shot here too. I had rescued a hostage in a Middle Eastern country, and we almost made a clean get away."
I paused and said, "Tama, I was in the Army - Special Operations. I did many distasteful things, and almost all of them I now deplore. I see the world differently. I have found that if you view the world as full of threats, then every day you will have to deal with threats; if you view the world as loving, then there are many loving experiences to enjoy."
"My people have learned the same lessons the hard way, as well," Tama said. She reached down and fondled my tumescent cock, pulling on its length, and rubbing the rod between her two hands.
I fondled her breasts with one hand, and had started to massage the nub I felt rising from its hooded hiding place with my other hand. We kissed over and over again, now all pretext at conversation lay behind us.

* * * * *

I maneuvered Tama to the edge of the bed, and gently pushed her back so she reclined with her femininity fully exposed to me. I knelt between her legs, and with the tip of my tongue raced in a zig-zag path along her thighs and into her sex. My tongue found what my fingers had discovered moments earlier. Tama nearly expired in those few seconds when I first touched her orally. Her breath became short, she moaned wildly, and pleaded with me to stop ... and then to never stop. She'd grab my head and force me to stop, and then push me to start again with greater intensity. I fingered her cunt as I sucked at her sex and tongued deep into her body.
Tama came in torrents. Orgasm followed orgasm as I pleasured her pussy. Several times, she emitted a rich fluid that tasted like a divine wine. Tama pushed me away, and took command of our lovemaking. I found myself on my back, in a sixty-nine position with her on top. I could continue to lap at her cunt, but now she engulfed my shaft with her mouth to return the pleasure. I had to concentrate to use Tantric techniques so that I didn't climax.
Tama decided when it was time for me to penetrate her body with mine. Her breasts conveniently came near my face, lips, and tongue. She bounced and roiled and writhed above me as we started. I changed our position several times, seeking increased stimulation for Tama's body. I helped her crest to more orgasms over the next twenty minutes before I joined her by exploding the fluids from my core into her body.
I lay atop her body for a moment and then moved to remove my weight from her. "Don't move," she exhorted. "I want to feel you on top of me, to enjoy your maleness more, even though we're not fucking ... not making love for a moment. I like your weight; you're not too heavy." I stayed, and we kissed and licked at each other. Occasionally, I would move and surge my tumescent maleness still in her body just to briefly recall the passion we'd just shared. Soon, however, all that stimulation of remaining in her body caused my cock to harden again, and the soon we were making love again without having ever separated.
This time, after our orgasms, I rolled onto the bed beside her, pulled her partly onto my body as we remained coupled. She told me, "You have supernatural sexual powers. No one has ever loved this Mystic the way you have. I have never cum like this ... so many times and with such intensity. I never want to stop." She kissed me passionately, her mouth trying to devour me.
I had a premonition as to the reason. I suggested, "Go inside, to where you were listening to messages and tell me what you find."
Tama closed her eyes in concentration for a long time. I could feel her pussy twitch occasionally. The soothing music from the radio continued to fill the room. I probably distracted her as I toyed with her left nipple. Suddenly, Tama spoke; "Oh ... it's ... it's Karen, your wife - your late wife. She smiled at me and faded away. She knows you love her - loved her deeply."
I spoke, "Did she augment our time together in some way?" The moment took on a particularly eerie tone; I'd not mentioned Karen's name before, only referring to her as 'my late wife.'
"Maybe. She didn't talk. I just sensed ... that ... she was there ... smiling in joy at you ... at me ... at us."
I asked, "Could she really be a sexual muse of some kind, a goddess that presides over my lovemaking so that maximum pleasure is achieved and delivered. Before this trip, I never had such intense orgasms nor could I last as long as I do. I have been thinking it was what a friend taught me, but now I question whether it might be Karen - my muse and angel watching and inspiring me in some way. Maybe both."
I let those thoughts roll around in my head, wondering how a left-brained person could release enough of my skepticism to accept the possibilities about Karen being some kind of angel, Tama's insights, other dimensions in time and space, and the possibility of a spiritual sexual muse.
Beside me in the dim light, Tama stretched her lithe body across the bed.
"You are beautiful," I told her. "It may not be politically correct to say, but your brown skin is so exotic and bewitching."
Tama laughed, "It's all right to tell me that, White Man." She tickled me, and soon we were both laughing. After we quieted down again, she said, "I've never been with a white man before. In fact, I've only had a few partners."
"But you're stunning. You could certainly have any man you set your eyes on."
"I guess I'm picky."
"But, you picked me without much information to even get picky about."
"Ah, but you are the embodiment of my ideal man."
"White? Motorcycle dude? Singer? Computer jock?"
"No, silly. I don't care about those. Let me try to explain; first, we resonated immediately, back at the jewelry shop. I knew right away in my first look that you were special in my life, and now I am sure of it. You certainly expressed caring, concern, and tenderness towards me, but there was something much deeper and beneath the surface, something non-physical between us. Seeing into your soul and reading your future gave me the strangest experience I've ever had, in a positive way. No one like Karen has ever talked or communicated to me ... through me - as though I'm a medium. I guess my messages came from somewhere or someone, but because of her presence, I think I instantly became infused with things she knew and felt about you. I instantly knew you were different and exceptional - someone I needed to be close to in every possible way, including our making love."
"I am touched. I shall try not to let those remarks go straight to my ego."
Tama chuckled. "Oh, about your ego, don't worry, you are humble enough. Do you know the Cherokee story about the two wolves inside each of us?"
"No, please tell me."
"A father tells his son about the huge battle between two wolves inside him. One is evil. It is anger, jealousy, guilt, inferiority, lies, arrogance, and ego. The other is good. This one is joy, peace, hope, serenity, kindness, empathy, truth, faith, and most of all love. The old man is quiet for a while, and the young son asks, 'Which one wins the fight?' And the old Cherokee tells him, 'The one you feed.'" Tama studied me for a moment and added, "Jim, don't worry, you're feeding the good wolf."
I spoke, "Tama, this is strange ... and scary. 'Wolf' was my nickname in the military."

* * * * *

I lay awake in the morning light admiring the ravishing woman beside me. I slowly pulled the sheet from her body so I could bask in her beauty. I wanted to wrap Tama up in my soul so I could share her with the other people I loved. She must have felt my telepathy of affection for her: her large dark eyes opened, and a radiant smile emerged on her beautiful angular face. I leaned down and kissed her.
I said, "It's seven thirty. Do you have to work?"
"No. I just quit for the day. I'm my own boss. I want to be with you. You're more important to me than selling some of my jewelry. Is that all right? What were you going to do today?"
"I had planned on going up to Taos. Will you be my tour director?"
"I'd be delighted. Can you take me on your motorcycle? I have few opportunities to ride, and I love the wind. Taos is about ninety minutes from here. I even have a leather jacket at home." She looked enthused at the idea of riding. She sat up and hugged me, her naked breasts pushing against me.
I asked with a touch of humor, "In a skirt?"
"No, I'll go home and change. You come too." Tama stood, nude and trim, her natural body color giving her the appearance of deep and dark tan all over. I pulled her back into the bed. We had sex; this time taking pleasure in the morning light to see each other's bodies and our expressions of lust and love in more detail. Afterwards, we showered and dressed. Tama joined me for a light breakfast in the hotel coffee room.
Tama's home was only a mile from the plaza where she worked and where the hotel was. Like many others in the town, the home had been modeled after an adobe. Inside, her Navajo roots and art mixed with western comforts. In one corner of the living room, her silver work held sway. In another contrast, I noted a statue of Buddha on a shelf, obviously in a place that encouraged meditation.
Tama pulled me into her bedroom while she changed clothing. "I want you to watch me dress - to see my body again in a way that excites you. I want you horny, so aroused that you can't wait to make love to me again. I have loved every second of our time together." She stood, naked in front of me, and it took every ounce of willpower not to hurl her onto her bed and plunder her body again. Slowly, she slithered into a thong, tight jeans, boots, a colorful shirt, and a leather vest. I recommended a scarf as well. Lastly, she slipped on a beautiful leather jacket.
Tama had driven her car to her house as I followed on my motorcycle. I presented Tama with my spare helmet, and put my own on as well. In minutes, we were heading north to Taos. We prowled around Taos Plaza, sampling many art galleries and visiting every souvenir shop we passed. I bought more things to ship to my sister's home for later distribution to friends and lovers. I arranged with each store to ship what we bought. We had lunch at Doc Martin's Restaurant, taking our time over a gourmet lunch. After seeing some more galleries, we drove by Kit Carson's home, and then headed back to Santa Fe.
After dinner and our evening's dalliance had left us breathless, happy, and wonderfully mellow, I flipped on the television while Tama went to take a shower. The late news was on. Several stories rolled by about state politics, speeding cars near some school, and then the Hollywood gossip started with some remarks about J. Lo. After that brief item, to my surprise, appeared a film clip of Tama and me roaming the streets of Taos earlier in the day, holding hands, and acting very cozy together as we shopped. The voice-over said, 'Country music singer Jim Mellon was sighted today in Taos, with an unknown and amorous beauty who apparently played tour guide for the motorcycling star. Mellon appeared last Sunday at a concert with Crystal Lee - his recent girlfriend. We aren't sure who his lady friend is, but they seemed close and had fun shopping, dining, and kissing up a storm in the famous town. The pair left Taos on Jim's motorcycle in the late afternoon and headed towards Santa Fe.' The film clip showed us shopping, laughing, and then briefly kissing as we walked along. The voice-over ended, and a different news clip about drugs in the entertainment field started.
Tama stood naked at the door to the bathroom with a towel, leaning against the doorframe in a provocative pose. "Are you in trouble?"
I shrugged but smiled, "Yes and no. It depends on who's judging."

* * * * *

Given the time difference between Santa Fe and the east coast, where Crystal was, I thought I'd better just send an email and ask her to call me ASAP in the morning. I slept with Tama curled up by my side and my cell phone on the nightstand.
My phone rang about seven o'clock the next morning; it was Crystal. "What's up? Emergency? Your email sounded worrisome."
"Unknown paparazzi caught me being sweet and lovey while I was shopping with a beautiful new partner in Taos. They got a video of the two of us shopping, holding hands, and at least one kiss - no sound apparently - and it showed up on the Albuquerque channel last night on the late news in the celebrity gossip segment. I thought you should know, so you don't get blindsided. I can imagine the press will make something of this."
In a stroke of clarity and change of subject, Crystal asked, "Are you in bed with her now?"
"Yes."
"Is she a sweet fuck?" I could hear the lilt of laughter in her voice.
"Very," I teased.
"Well, keep your wick wet, Lover. I was just thinking that no one at that press conference we did in Dallas ever asked whether we were exclusive. All they wanted was stuff to write about. So, if the question comes up, and I'm sure it will, I'll just say 'We're not exclusive ... yet, and we're both free to date whom we please.'"
"We'll still make the tabloids. I'll be the bad guy, I guess."
"No, I have an idea that'll equal things out. I'll get back to you." She paused and added, "Now, go have your morning fuck and get your ass in gear. Keep you head down today and be tolerant of what I might do."
We said our sweet goodbyes and hung up. I wondered what Crystal would try. Somehow I knew it would be daring and sexual. The thought aroused me.
I did follow Crystal's advice about a morning fuck, again relishing not only the beautiful carnal act, but the dark skinned beauty I found so easy to be with and pleasure. We had room service bring us breakfast, and then made love again. We couldn't get enough of each other.
About noon, I got an email from Crystal: "If you can, keep a lid on things until tomorrow. I've got a high profile date tonight that'll at least even things out in the press. I might even get laid. ;-) Enjoy your honey. I'll trade you ALL the details later. Love. C."
I laughed at the email and countered by emailing Crystal a discrete profile photo of Tama sitting nude on the windowsill in my hotel room. She had her head on her knees and was looking at the camera with a Mona Lisa smile. It might have been the best photograph I ever took.
A few minutes later, I got a reply: "Bring her home. She's stunning. XOXOX. C."

* * * * *

Tama left the hotel to head home and prepare a lunch for us. I planned to stay overnight with her. We had no particular afternoon plans. I loaded my various duffle bags, saddle bags, bed rolls, and helmets on a luggage cart and took the elevator down to the lower level to load them on my motorcycle that I'd parked behind the hotel.
I stared in shock at the bike. The front tire was flat. A large Bowie knife stuck out of the middle tread at a ninety-degree angle. I could see where the vandal had tried other places to penetrate before he found the resting place for the knife. The tire was ruined.
Fortunately, Santa Fe had a Harley Davidson motorcycle store and repair center. I called and explained my situation. I also called Tama to tell her I'd be delayed and why. She expressed her concern. An hour later, a motorcycle recovery truck pulled up, and I helped him load the wounded Harley on the bed of the truck and anchor the bike. He told me I could pick up the bike after five o'clock. Besides the tire, he'd also be able to replace the seat Kenesis had shredded in Texas.
I called Tama. She drove around behind the hotel, I loaded all my gear into her car, went and checked out of the hotel, and then rode home with her. Needless to say, the sanguine mood I'd been in all morning had vanished. I struggled to reclaim that calm space, probably just what my nemesis wanted besides the inconvenience he'd caused.
I had no doubt but that Kenesis had found me in Santa Fe, and reflected that it might have been him who caught Tama and me in Taos. He took the video with his camera, added his own indicting words to the film, and either sold or gave it to the local news channels so I'd be embarrassed.
I sat staring out Tama's window wondering what would happen next.
Tama said in a pleasant voice, "What now? You hungry?"
I gave her a lecherous grin, and she grinned back, but said, "Now, wait a minute. If we keep doing this, you'll wear me out. I'm not used to having a man slut around." She poked at me, but I could tell she wanted sex as much as I did.
I tucked my libido away for a while. We had lunch. I wanted to go shopping and get warmer clothing for the next several legs of my trip that would take me through the mountains. I'd spent much longer in each locale than I planned, sometimes for good reason, for instance, getting shot in Alabama. Thus, I created the best disguise I could from my clothing options, and Tama took me to several western wear shops and the Harley Davidson store that offered leather goods.
Two hours later and almost two thousand dollars poorer, I stood in my new leather riding wear in Tama's living room. I wore insulated black leather from head to toe. The only other thing I could do to make myself warmer would have been to custom order pants and jacket with heating wires running through them so I'd be wrapped in an electric blanket. I'd also bought some new regular clothing more aligned with winter than summer.
After verifying that the weather for the next few days would be precipitation free but chilly, I repacked every bag on the motorcycle, filling them with my new warmer clothing. I asked Tama to donate some of my things to a local charity, and prepared a parcel of a few favorites to send to myself care of my sister. Tama looked through some of my rejects. She pulled a couple of my shirts from the pile; "Jim, may I keep these, please. They ... you wore them ... and it'd mean so much to me to be able to wear them ... maybe at night to sleep in."
"Oh, Tama, of course. I'm touched." I went and held her, and gave her a dozen very tender kisses. I could tell she'd miss me when I departed.
While I puttered around her living room using my laptop and repacking things, Tama had started cooking. She explained that she didn't often have someone to cook for, so she appreciated the opportunity to have me around for another evening. The aromas of various spices wafted through the house as the late afternoon arrived.



I took a hard run around the town, probably about ten kilometers. One thing I realized during my run; you don't really know a place until you've run or walked through it. Riding in a car isolates you from the ambience and feeling of a place - passing through somewhere on an Interstate is even worse. A motorcycle is a little better, probably because you have to be aware of the nuts out there. A bicycle is better still because it's slower. But when you walk and run you are part of a place for a while; you have an instant relationship with the people and things in the locale. Your feet trod where the people that built the town had walked. If you want to really know a place - a city or town - stop, get out of your vehicle, and take a long walk. The weather was crisp; I enjoyed my run and 'felt' Santa Fe.
Along my run, I stopped at a dry ravine. In the stiff afternoon breeze, I let fly an envelope of Karen's ashes. The place was picturesque, western, and where nature worked her way with the landscape. I did a short meditation, thanked Karen for being my relationship muse, my sexual muse, and then continued running.
I ran by the Harley Davidson repair center. They'd finished putting a new tire on the bike, replaced the torn seat, and checked out everything else. Nothing else seemed to have been tampered with, and the bike ran as good as new. The repairman and I talked about the scrapes on the side of my bike that had happened during the tornado in Kansas. We agreed that I would have to take apart the bike and send away the pieces to get them repainted. Repairing the tornado damage would have to wait until San Diego and the end of my trip.
Tama kept me out of the kitchen until dinner. Thus, I showered, shaved, and sat in the living room and sent long emails to Lauren, Anna, Kim, Crystal, and Ellen. I told them about some of my escapades over the past couple of weeks. I hadn't written them much since I'd told them I survived the tornado in Kansas and had met Midge. Next, I wrote a description of my Oklahoma visit that took on epic proportions as I described the women I'd met - and fucked: Heather, and then the orgy I'd attended after the debutantes' ball. I also told them about the sex-filled week in Dallas preparing for the concert, and my run-in with the paparazzo. I talked about the trip Ellen and I took, and lastly, I described Tama and how we met, noted her vision into the future for me, and included the artful snapshot I'd taken of her sitting nude on the hotel windowsill. I also added all of that to my journal, mostly by copying the emails over to it.
Well, I figured if I were going to receive pejorative comments from Anna, this email would certainly do it. I couldn't help but think she'd react to my recount of Heather and the Oklahoma orgy, or the picture of Tama nude, regardless of how artistic it looked. Nothing came back from Anna that afternoon. Maybe I thought her a prude, as I'd been, and she was anything but. Maybe I'd been so straight-laced I thought the rest of the world was too.
Tama came and looked over my shoulder. Just as I finished, I tilted the laptop so she could read the email. I watched Tama's eyebrows go up ... and up ... and up. She said in an amazed tone, "You 'did'almost all the debutantes at some ball in Oklahoma ... and you're telling your sister and sister-in-law about it? And these other women you care for?" She poked me in the ribs; "You really are a man slut - and I love it." She leaned down and kissed me passionately. She said, "I want more details later. Hey, send me a copy of that email too." She rattled off her email address.
I hemmed and hawed a bit; "Well, Oklahoma was unique, and telling my sister Anna about my adventures is something I started doing recently. I think she's OK with it; she hasn't said anything. I guess I'm building a new relationship with her in some way - more open in any case. Lauren too, although she's my sounding board." I didn't explain further.
Tama laughed as she sashayed away from me. Over her shoulder she said, "Well, I know why I got such strong vibes about your sexuality. I'm glad you radiate your vibrations and that I felt them." As she walked away, I noted she wore only an apron; she had no other clothes on. Now, how had I missed that before? I hit the send key and raced after Tama.
We made love before dinner while 'things' simmered on the range. I told her more about Oklahoma. We had a delightful dinner afterwards, and then made love again. What a delight.

* * * * *

In the morning, I packed up the motorcycle as Tama watched. The temperature was in the twenties, yet she stood outside with me in bare feet wearing a thigh length winter coat. Her long slender legs were a distraction. I knew from first hand experience that she wore nothing else under the coat. We chatted as I strapped the bags and travel guitar onto the bike. After packing, we went inside to the warmth while I put on my new leathers. Just to tease me, Tama unbuttoned her coat. I was tempted to stay all autumn.
She suddenly stood erect and stiff. "Jim, I had another premonition just now," she stated flatly. "You're in some weird sort of danger. I think it may be the photographer you mentioned. He's ... nearby ... waiting."
I couldn't say much, except to state that I'd be extra cautious and aware.
"Something else, I sensed," she moved closer and gently touched my cheek. I put a hand on her chest. "You'll be in Arizona in a couple of weeks. Would you meet me in Sedona? There are things of special significance there for you - spiritual things. It's hard to explain. In my vision, I see them helping you in many ways."
"What do you mean?"
"Sedona is a sacred place to many, especially Native Americans; it's a point of convergence in the universe of natural and non-physical forces - vortices. It's a spiritual place where Source Energy imbues people with unusual strength, guidance, and protection. You are going into new territory as you near the end of your trip, and these qualities will help you. I can show you where and how to reach for them in Sedona, but only if you want."
"I want to, particularly if you're involved. I trust you more than you'll ever know."
She said in a more eager tone, "Call me a few days beforehand, and we'll arrange to meet and stay together. I have relatives in the town, although they're Apaches and not Navajos." She chuckled and said, "We talk to each other now." As an afterthought she said, "If you can, bring Crystal with you. I think what I have in mind will help her as well, and I would welcome meeting her. I feel positive vibrations about her."
I promised her I'd call, and we shared some tender kisses. Instead of prolonging the goodbye, I kissed the end of her nose one last time, and went out to the bike. She stood in the doorway and flashed me - a big grin on her face. I blew her a kiss just before I put my helmet on. I headed out of town on U.S. 285, about the only route that would take me north into Colorado. The autumn bite to the air made my visit with Tama special, as well as my journey. I appreciated everything in the world.

* * * * *

A half hour after I'd left Santa Fe and headed north, I started through the small town of Espanola. I'd been through here two days earlier when Tama and I rode to Taos for the day; this was the junction where the road to Taos left my route to Colorado. I cruised through the town, and just as I past the turn off to Taos, I saw a man standing behind a black sedan with a pair of binoculars focused on me driving by. A cup of coffee sat on the roof of the car, indicating to me that he'd been there for a while.
He lowered the binoculars enough so that I immediately knew that it was Bart Kenesis. Now, he was stalking me. He'd come to chase me down, for what? Vengeance? I wondered what it would take to get him to leave me alone.
I rode by him, ignoring his presence, but highly aware of his next move. He scrambled into the car, and pulled out several cars behind me. I ran some quick calculations about distance and gas mileage. The Harley had been getting fifty-five miles per gallon when I tuned it optimally; the bike had a five-gallon tank. I'd filled up in Santa Fe right to the brim; thus, I was good for 275 miles from Santa Fe, including the reserve. I'd already gone twenty-five miles, so I could go about 250 miles without refueling, but that would be cutting it really close. Next, I wondered how long my bladder would last if I didn't stop.
As I left Espanola and got on open road, I started to plug some numbers into the GPS on my iPhone. I'd created a mount for the device next to the speedometer. Given the long distances between towns as I headed into Colorado, I opted to stop for fuel at Monte Vista, a small farming town about halfway to Gunnison, Colorado, my day's destination. The place had enough homes and stores along the main road that I knew my stop there would be 'chaperoned' by the presence of others.
I got in the middle of a cluster of cars cruising along at seventy-five. The road had long straight stretches, and I could keep an eye behind me on Kenesis' black car. He seemed content to keep an eye on me and to stay a few cars behind me. I kept checking constantly, mindful of the Tama's words of warning. Kenesis made me nervous.

Chapter 24
Colorado

The peak of fall foliage time had passed, but some Aspen trees still carried their leaves and late color. One or two of the taller peaks showed evidence of high altitude snowfall. I felt awe struck by the scenery. Gunnison, Colorado, sits on a wide plain at the base of Tenderfoot Mountain where students from Western State College placed a huge 'W' on the façade of the mountain. In another direction, Blue Mesa graced the skyline. Taller mountains fill the horizon in all directions.
During a fuel stop, I made a reservation at the Gunnison Alpine Inn. Over the phone, I befriended Mal Hendricks, the man who owned and ran the Inn. I explained whom I was, and that I was being stalked. I asked for a hiding place for my motorcycle as I arrived in town, and help avoiding the press. He volunteered to be accommodating and immediately gave me directions to follow as I arrived in town.
Thus, a few hours later, as I came into Gunnison from the east on U.S. 50, I maneuvered in traffic so I had several cars and a pickup truck between me and Kenesis' rental car. As I neared the town, there was a lot of oncoming traffic on the two-lane road but not enough to prevent me from accelerating to over ninety when I had a chance to put a large distance between his car and me. I held my speed past the cemetery, as I'd been told to do, and a mile further just out of sight from Kenesis, I took a left turn onto a road that wrapped around the town's airport runway. The few trees and buildings in the vicinity hid my departure from the main route through town. Using the GPS on my iPhone, I pulled into the general aviation area at the airport without anyone following me. I wove through the open airport security gate and found the third hanger on my right as Mal had instructed; the tall door had been cracked just wide enough for me to roll through on the motorcycle. I stopped and pulled the door shut behind me. I waited for ten minutes, but no one came to investigate my secretive arrival.
Mal Hendricks, the owner of Alpine Inn, had good taste in airplanes. He owned a twenty-year old Mooney that looked showroom new. A peak inside revealed cockpit avionics that a large Boeing would equally employ. After taking stock of his plane, I called the Inn to arrange for a pickup. Fifteen minutes later, I sat in the living room of the small suite that Mal and Ann, his wife, had set aside for me. They welcomed me, and I was profuse with my thanks for assisting in my covert arrival to Gunnison. I accepted their invitation to a private dinner with them, where the general public wouldn't see me.
I took some pleasure guessing what Bart Kenesis would be doing since I'd disappeared from his prying eyes. First, he'd be cursing that he'd let me sucker him into being behind a truck and a string of cars on a narrow road where he couldn't keep me in sight. Second, he'd be checking every motel, inn, and gas station he could find. I imagined him driving around from place to place, circling and looking for my motorcycle. Given the time of day, he could probably guess that I'd stopped to stay overnight in Gunnison.
Once in the motel room, I called Mils Cartwright, the private detective I'd rescued in the Black Hills of South Dakota. I could hear the ringing of the phone, and then Mils picked up, "Cartwright Agency, may I help you?"
"Mils, this is Jim - from South Dakota."
I heard a little squeal of joy from her. "Oh, you just made my day. Where are you? Near St. Louis, I hope."
"Sorry, I'm in Gunnison, Colorado. Before I go on, how's your leg?"
"I'm still in the hard cast, but I'm healing ahead of schedule according to my bone doctor. I get rid of it next week and then have to wear one of those Velcro strap-on casts instead. The new cast will make taking a bath or shower much easier. My doctor thinks I'll need another two months or more on crutches. Hey, if you're in Colorado, why'd you call?"
I said, "I need your help - professionally."
"I'll help, but only under the condition that you come and see me sometime. I haven't had such good loving since you left. Actually, except for Connie, I haven't hadany loving since you left. We both miss you." She snickered in a way that could only imply sexual mischief.
I ignored the sexual reference, and stated my purpose: "Mils, I'm being followed and stalked - so's Crystal." I went on and explained about our various run-ins with Bart Kenesis, and my worry about him being a bodily threat. "I want all the information you can get on him, particularly what I could do to get into his head - spook him so badly that he'd never come near me or Crystal again." Mils knew about the Branson photos from our time together in South Dakota. She told me she wished she'd been part of the foursome. I promised her I'd see what I could arrange another time.
Mils eagerly took on the assignment, explaining that what I wanted might be a tall order. We talked more, and I told her what I knew about Kenesis, including what I could recall from the night we tracked him down in Branson from a different rental car than the one he had now.
Next, I called Crystal and told her about being followed by Kenesis, the knife in my tire, and about engaging Mils. She also thought the situation had escalated a couple of notches because of the extensive time and distance that Kenesis had dedicated to tailing me. Unsolicited, she speculated that he might be more dangerous than we'd initially thought.

* * * * *

I joined my hosts for dinner. Officially, the Inn's dining room was shut on Monday nights so as the only diners we commandeered a large table near the kitchen doorway, and Ann prepared a Beef Wellington that melted in my mouth the meat was so tender. They allowed me to create a strawberry pie for dessert, a dish I'd learned to make from my mother.
We had a great conversation. They delighted in befriending a celebrity, and I found two new like-minded souls that were relaxed and easy to be with. I joined in the cleanup effort, sharing with them that I'd worked in a diner only a couple of months earlier in Arkansas. Over dinner, the roots of my road trip came up - the loss of my wife, the rebuild of the motorcycle, and the launch of my journey - in some ways the start of a spiritual journey across the country to find myself. I explained how I'd met Crystal Lee and suddenly got into the country music business.
From the Hendricks, I learned how they met, how they acquired the inn, and what their hobbies and passions were. Mal, at seventy-four, looked energetic, spry, and vital. Ann had those same traits, but turned out to be thirty-two years younger. She too had gotten her pilot's license with Mal's encouragement. The two of them ran the Inn assisted by several employees who came in routinely, several of them students at the local college.
Ann had a peaceful demeanor about her; you automatically felt serene being in her presence. She flirted openly with me, often touching my arm or hand as part of our conversation. I didn't mind in the least, and apparently neither did Mal, when I checked on how he reacted to her physical touch. Ann looked tan and healthy, thin, and athletic; her beauty included her long blonde hair, high cheekbones, and an outstanding and shapely pair of legs that rose to a well-shaped ass. I had to consciously not stare at any part of her except her face. She informed me she worked out in the hotel's exercise facility for an hour every day, and liked to run every day and do one marathon a year. She felt that she had a 'runner's' edge when she left the seven thousand foot elevation and went to run in 'fat' air down near sea level.
Mal suggested I stay at least another day, as a weather trough with heavy rain and possibly sleet had started to cross the mountains. Two wheels do not do well on icy roads. I accepted his invitation and extended my stay at the Inn. Ann looked pleased that we'd get to spend more time together. The three of us headed off to our beds as the hour got late.
Back in my room, I turned on the television for the late news: politics, the Middle East, the approaching Halloween festivities were at the top of the news. When the 'Hollywood Gossip' segment came on, the announcer rambled on a moment about Lindsay Tillot's latest rehab adventure for a minute, and then, I saw Crystal's face appear on the screen along with her male escort - the popular country singer Kenny Wilson! The two were headed into a Nashville nightclub holding hands and waving to the press corps. At first I was so surprised to see the segment I barely heard the words going with the sixty-second clip.
'Country music stars Crystal Lee and Kenny Wilson spent an evening dining at Nashville's upscale Watermark Restaurant and dancing really close at the Lipstick Lounge. She ignored our questions about the pair or her erstwhile boyfriend singer Jim Mellon who is somewhere in the middle of the country on his motorcycle road trip. Crystal and Kenny slipped away around midnight, but not before being caught kissing passionately in the back of their limo.'
A brief video clip of the back of a limousine showed the rough outline of two heads obviously kissing. The TV broadcast went on to some other gossip.
I laughed aloud at how the Crystal had manipulated the media with such an obvious and blatant date. Crystal had leveled the playing field and deflated any further speculation about me being seen with Tama, my beautiful Native American friend. The tit for tat news coverage, and no doubt a remark later about not being exclusive would sink any further interest in either event.
I picked up my cell phone and texted Crystal: 'Just saw you & Kenny on Hollywood news. You get laid? Love. Me.'
About half an hour later, just as I was slipping into bed, I heard my phone vibrate. Crystal's text said, "Of course. I'm probably the last woman in Nashville he hadn't fucked. We had fun. He gets around and was a sure thing. Hope you're happy too. Keep safe. I love you. C."

* * * * *

A gentle knock on my door about six-thirty in the morning got me out of a warm and snuggly bed. I wrapped a towel around my naked hips, and opened and peeked around the door. Ann stood there in running shorts and a singlet. She carried a thin rain slicker. She wore a baseball cap that said 'Broncos' on it, with her long hair pulled through the back of the cap. She looked beautiful.



"Got time to run with me?" she asked eagerly.
I mumbled, "Great, yes. Give me a couple of minutes to suit up." I started to close the door, but Ann shouldered her way past me into the room. She plopped down in the desk chair, and talked about how we might have a narrow window for an hour or so before the heavy rain started. She also started to re-tie her running shoes, explaining that we'd run for about an hour, 'If I were up to it.'
I could have made a production about collecting my running clothes from my luggage and going into the bathroom to change, however, I thought I'd tease her a little, so after getting things out of one saddlebag I just dropped the towel, and dressed for the run. I suggested she might want to close her eyes; she didn't. She also didn't react, at least just then.
We ran out of the town towards Tenderfoot Mountain, circumnavigating the nearby airport and then cutting across classic flat western terrain. Ann teased me about the possibility of stepping on a rattlesnake. Arriving at the base of the blunt peak that rose out of the level plain, Ann started to lead me up some rough and open trails along side the large 'W' to the top of the small peak a thousand feet above the plain we'd been on. She was relentless, and never slowed or stopped. Moreover, I had the feeling she had held back a little so I could keep up. I resolved to get in better shape.
A few hundred feet from the top of the large hill, the rain started. Ann just said, "Oops. Let's keep going." We topped out, paused to look back at the town, and then started down. Running down hill is harder than running up hill. Plunging down the slope, I struggled to keep upright and had many slides in which I just managed to prevent a fall.
Ann took the first tumble. I could tell she'd fallen before, because one shoulder dropped and she rolled out of it after a couple of rotations. She had a scraped knee. I knelt beside her, "Are you all right? That was a creative way to go downhill."
"Yea, yea. I'm OK - just a scrape. I've fallen on this hill before." She got up and made sure all her parts were in working order. "Let's go. Maybe we should go a little slower until we get back to level surfaces." She took off running downhill again before I could take a breath.
As we retraced our steps down the trail and across the plain going towards town, the two of us were out in the open for long distances and could be seen from many of the buildings in town. Once we got into the town, we ran along a few of the streets to get back to the hotel. I wondered if Bart Kenesis was around watching? Had I been seen while out running? I rationalized: we went out early; it was raining and without the motorcycle, I was just another runner - with a companion when none would be expected. I had noticed several other runners out in the town as well; Ann told me most were from the college nearby.
Back at the Inn, Ann led me to the exercise room for the establishment. The place was well equipped, and we started on various Nautilus machines and a new TRX that she demonstrated for me. The more she did, the more I realized the fantastic shape she was in. I commented on that fact, and Ann glowed with pride. Of course, her fantastic shape encouraged me to ogle her body, and the more we talked the more I realized how smart and creative she was.
After a shower, I met Ann and Mal for breakfast. Mal worked on a never-ending to do' list over breakfast, mostly things that needed to be done around the Inn, as well as some of the administrative work to keep the place operating smoothly. A young college-age girl served us. The Hendricks had an easy rapport with her, and I could tell they'd be fun to work for.
When I got back to the room, I opened my travel guitar, and practiced for two hours. My fingering skills were getting better, but were far from the level I desired. One of the band members told me that if I hadn't started when I was ten, I'd probably never be able to master all the chords and picks. At that point, I settled for a credible strum of a few basic chords.
Ann stopped by my room about one o'clock. I'd left the door open for the chambermaids, so she just came into the room and sat down. I'd been playing the guitar and stopped however; she gestured that I should continue. I sang my solo version of 'Texas Dawn' for her, and then 'The Wolf on Lone Wolf Mountain.' She applauded at appropriate times.
After my performance, I set the guitar aside. "What's up?"
"Two things," she said. "First, I came to see whether you wanted to join me downstairs for lunch; and second, the guy you're trying to avoid came in about an hour ago asking whether you were staying here. I gave him your room number."
"YOU WHAT?" I blurted out in complete surprise.
Ann laughed at my reaction, and clearly at my expense. "I'm kidding. I'm kidding. Mal and I each gave him a blank look and told him we only had some family members staying with us. The answer seemed to satisfy him, and so he left. He did drive all the way around the Inn in a black Toyota sedan, probably looking for your motorcycle. I even wrote down his license plate number. Things are open all around, so he could quickly tell your motorcycle wasn't here." She passed me a piece of paper with a New Mexico tag number on it.
I relaxed from the surge of adrenalin she'd given me, and thanked her for diverting the man - probably Kenesis.
Mal had just finished lunch when we came into the restaurant. He waved, and we sat down just as he got up to go attend to a delivery of some beer and wine. We exchanged pleasantries for one minute.
After we'd given a waitress our order, Ann asked in low tones, "Last night, I saw Crystal on television with Kenny Wilson, the country singer. They looked like an event, but you said you two were a couple. What's all that about ... and I promise I won't tell the gossip papers. I'm just trying to understand how real celebrities live."
I had to think a minute about how to answer her. "I actually precipitated her date with Wilson, because two days earlier I got photographed with another woman in Taos. Rather than give the tabloids something to chew on, we gave them two things - situations that sort of cancelled each other out. So far, it appears to have worked. All the news about us seems to have disappeared except for the mention of the two 'dates' we went on."
"But aren't you and Crystal a couple?"
"Yes, but we're telling the press that we're not exclusive."
Ann asked, "And are you?"
I balked in my answer, "Well, I've been seeing people on my trip across the country - before and after I met Crystal, like the woman I met in Santa Fe."
"You mean you've dated other women?"
"Yes, and I keep Crystal informed about what I'm up to."
Ann looked surprised. "You mean you tell her about your dates?"
"Well, yes. I'll hear all about her date with Wilson too."
"ALL about them?"
"Yes, she asked me to, and I don't mind. I call her and send long emails." I skipped telling Ann about the others on my expanding email distribution list.
Ann asked haltingly, "But ... I don't know how to ask this ... aren't you ... sexually engaged on some of your dates? I mean you're a hunky and vital man ... and ... well, you know." While she'd hesitated a bit, she didn't seem at all embarrassed in asking the question.
"Yes, it seems on this road trip I've ... made friends at almost every stop, and ... you're correct, many of my dates become intimate." I tried not to sound like I was boasting.
Ann followed up right away: "So you tell Crystal about having sex with someone else? Doesn't she get jealous?" Ann had a touch of disbelief and awe in her question.
"No. Like me, she's one of those people who haven't allowed ourselves to get caught up in all the drama society teaches us. Why react with jealousy and venom, when your friend and partner just had a happy intimate experience? The word that's been coined is 'compersion;' it means you're glad they had that experience and you wish them many more. We are taught how to react by the continuation of old behavioral memes, but there are many other, much nicer, more fun and happier emotions to feel and exhibit when your friend or lover enjoys someone else. Part of this is not to get in a game where you try to control the other person or seek revenge of some kind. Overall, I think society has made the wrong rules."
Ann had started to nod in agreement, but wanted further information. "So, if you and I had sex, you'd tell Crystal, and she wouldn't get upset."
I knew Crystal well enough that I could laugh at the prospect. "No, she'd want to join in ... maybe tell me I had to bring you with me back to Nashville where she lives, so we could play together. I know she'd ask for a picture." I gave a short laugh.
Ann asked, "Have you 'played together' with other people, as you imply?" She leaned forward and licked her lips, a sign she was getting turned on.
"A few." I hesitated, wondering how much actual detail to add to our discussion.
"Come on, spill the beans. I want to hear about some experience. I promise - cross my heart - I won't tell anyone - well, except Mal, and he won't talk." She no sooner finished her promise than her mind jumped. "WAIT, does this thinking - this life style - have something to do with the man that's following you?" She looked at me awaiting response.
"Well, about your last question, yes. I'll tell you the reason, and you'll get a feel of how Crystal and I think and play. We were in Branson, Missouri about two months ago. Crystal's sister Ellen was with us, and her boyfriend and our agent, a nice guy named Terry. The four of us went night swimming nude, and then took turns 'making out' with both women. We swapped partners as we had sex on a boat tied at a dock, and that would have been it, except we were outside and being stalked by this freelance photographer who trespassed on private property. There was enough light by the boat that he got some pictures of us 'in flagrante delicto.'"
Ann saw where I was headed, "And the photographer is the man who came to the Inn earlier?" She shifted forward so she was sitting on the edge of her chair, leaning towards me in rapt attention.
"Yes. His name's Bart Kenesis."
"Well, why's he still following you?"
I tiptoed around this question a little. "Well, apparently, he 'lost' the memory card from his camera that the photos he took of us were on. Thus, he had nothing to sell. If the pictures had become public the four of us would have been badly hurt by the resulting scandal."
Ann guessed that I was the culprit, but didn't pursue that line of questioning further. "So, he's still following you? Isn't the situation all done?"
I thought again before answering. "He's mad ... at me particularly. He wants revenge or restitution or something else I'm not sure of. I was in Army Special Ops, and he believes that I used my experience to take the camera's card, and thus cut off his ability to make some money by selling the pictures. He stalked Crystal in her Nashville home, even being a Peeping Tom. Now he's tailing me. The woman I met in New Mexico is a psychic; she thinks he's dangerous."
Ann nodded. She had the complete picture about my surreptitious arrival in town the day before. After a silence while she digested what I'd told her, she said, "A couple of things come to mind: first, I can read between the lines, and I think you did the right thing. He was wrong by stalking you. I think people, even stars, are entitled to their privacy. I think paparazzi are pretty low down the food chain. Second, you can stay here as long as you like. The weather is probably going to ground you for another day or two, unless you like riding your motorcycle in the mountains in a cold rain and sleet."
Ann then got up and came around the table to me and delivered a firm hug; she kissed both of my cheeks, and then, almost as an afterthought, planted a warm kiss on my lips. The last kiss lingered a few seconds longer than just a supportive buss. She pulled away and checked in with me to see how I'd taken her kiss. I smiled warmly at her; I'd rather liked the experience.
Ann gave me another peck on the lips and said, "More later ... maybe a lot more."

* * * * *

Ann knocked on my door late in the afternoon. I opened it and let her into the room. She said, "I've got some news for you. Hopefully, you'll know what to do with it."
"Shoot," I said. Gesturing for her to sit down on the sofa, but she shook her head and just stood in the hallway.
"Your photographer is staying at the Rodeway Inn on the other side of town. The hotel is on the main road out of town without going back the way you came. He's got a room with a view of the highway, and I'm told he sits up there watching every vehicle that drives by through binoculars from dawn to sundown. I drove through all the motel parking lots in town until I saw his car. It turns out one of my good friends works the front desk there. I didn't tell her why I was asking."
I thanked her profusely for that tidbit of information. I felt the tables turn in my favor slightly.
Ann left, and I went in and telephoned Mils. She got really excited that I'd located Bart Kenesis, and told me she would send some things to me right away. I was to call her after I had her package in hand if I had any questions. She seemed intentionally vague.

* * * * *

I watched the evening news and then the gossip shows likeExtra andEntertainment Tonight. Neither Crystal nor I was mentioned on the shows, and I took that as a good sign that other things had eclipsed interest in the two of us in the tabloid press.
Mal brought me dinner to my room so I could keep my head down and stay out of the public eye. He'd included a bottle of nice French Chardonnay that I appreciated. He hung around, and we talked for a half hour. I felt him evaluating me by some unknown criteria; however, I tried to ignore the sensation. After our wide-ranging chat, he excused himself to take over the front desk until his midnight replacement arrived.
About eight-thirty, I heard a tap on the door. Ann appeared with an empty wine glass. "Word has it that you are hoarding a bottle of French wine in here." She waved the glass in direction of the coffee table, where the nearly full bottle stood. I took her glass, poured her a few ounces, and politely returned the glass to her with a flourish.
"For you, madam."
"Why, merci, garcon." She laughed, and I sensed her fun-loving inner nature in that instant. "That's about all the French I know. Some days I think I'm lucky I can speak English. In this region you have to know some Spanish, and I'm making progress there."
I poured myself another glass, I sat beside her on the sofa, and we toasted each other. She hitched closer for the toast, and I felt her presence inside my personal space, a not unpleasant feeling. I inhaled her aroma; my favorite scent: 'woman.'
We each sipped our wine. As our glasses came away from our lips, Ann reached up with one hand and pulled my face to hers. We kissed, and I could almost hear the outside rain turning to steam our connection was so hot.
I said, "Wow! That's ... very nice, but should we be doing this? What about Mal?"
"Yes, we should. Mal and I talked this afternoon. He knows and gives his blessing. I shared with him our talk earlier - what you told me about Crystal and you, and being with others - compersion you called it. We share the same philosophy. The complicating factor is our age difference. Much of Mal's get up and go, got up and went - and those are his words. I have more of a libido than he does. He is a wonderful man, and I love him dearly. He likes to make me happy ... so, here I am. Don't question, just enjoy." She instigated another kiss. I took her glass and set both of them on the coffee table. We flowed into each other's arms and got serious about kissing.
Ann whispered, "I want you to make love to me, please."
We kissed several times, our internal temperatures rising. Ann slowly unbuttoned her shirt as I watched. Underneath she wore no bra. She shrugged the material from her shoulders revealing her firm breasts and toned upper body. Her nipples displayed excitement. I leaned in and sucked on each tit. She moaned in pleasure at our new connection. I liked the idea too; Ann was a pretty woman with an obvious undercurrent of passion stirring her soul.
I paid meticulous attention to her breasts, not rushing the evening, Ann pawed at my shirt buttons. "I want your naked chest against mine." I pulled away from her so she could yank the t-shirt from my body and toss it aside. When we were both half nude, she arched her back, and rubbed the very tips of her nipples against my chest. After thirty seconds of teasing herself, she hugged me to her with great abandon and kissed me hard. When we parted, she said, "I hope you're going to fuck me all night long. I have high expectations." She smiled lecherously.
I reached beneath the skirt that she wore and found she wore no underwear. As my fingers found her slit, I asked humorously, "Oh, were you planning ahead for this evening?"
She nodded, and then moaned as I found the tip of her clitoris and massaged the point with two fingers, even lightly pinching the nub of passion and twisting slightly. She spread her legs slightly to afford me greater access. Ann's moan indicated I was hitting the right places.
The next I knew; Ann had unlatched the skirt. The wrap-around panels pulled away from her body without needing to go down her legs. She flung the material to side. She stood before me in the lamplight wearing only a sexy pair of spike heels. I pulled her to me, encouraging her to grind her hips into my hardening rod.
She said, "I can feel that cock, but it's through your jeans, and that's not good. Lose the jeans."
I'd been barefoot. The jeans slid off my body along with my briefs. I stood opposite her, and we marveled at each other's naked bodies. Ann touched my wounds, and I just shook my head to indicate any question about them would be a diversion from the moment. Accepting that, she stepped forward and kissed each of my nipples. One hand snaked down to my cock, and grasped my hard shaft. We kissed, and I could feel myself swell further in her hand. I could have cum right then the arousal was so stimulating.
Ann pushed me a few steps back to the sofa, made me sit down, spread my legs, and moved between them, never letting go of my shaft. She lifted up slightly, and I positioned my cock at the entrance to her vagina. I whispered to her, "Only take a little at a time. You'll find it more interesting that way."
I guided her lithe body as she lowered herself slightly onto my shaft. I penetrated about one inch inside her. She groaned, and looked at me with a begging expression. I helped her lift until we barely had skin contact. We waited a few seconds, and then I lowered her body down until about an inch-and-a-quarter of my cock had gone inside her warm cave. We froze and enjoyed the feeling, but then I lifted her up again to our point of separation.
After a few more seconds, we moved together again, only taking an inch-and-a-half of my shaft inside her. We stopped again. She whispered, "You're making me so full ... and doing it this way is teasing me mercilessly. Don't you know I'm totally horny and want to fuck?"
I ignored Ann's plea. We repeated the process very slowly again and again and again, the depths of penetration slowly growing, until finally our pubes pushed hard against each other, unmoving and leaving me at maximum penetration. Our eyes were locked on each other. I reached forward with both hands and twisted Ann's nipples, enough to send a jolt of electricity through her body to her vaginal muscles. I could feel the muscles clench around my rod as I pinched. Ann moaned. I pulled her to me and we had a French kiss like no other we'd shared.



Ann pulled slowly off of me. She moved down to the floor and inhaled my cock. I allowed her the tasting sensation. After she bobbed several times, she pulled off of me and said, "I tasted myself on another man's cock years ago. I forgot what it was like, but I remembered it was interesting. I wanted to do it again, with you."
"Did you like how you tasted?" I smiled at her.
She lapped up the length of my cock with her tongue, "Yes, I really did. I still do." She maneuvered her body back into my lap, dropping her body onto my shaft this time with little preamble. Her eyes closed in ecstasy. We moved back and forth into and against each other, our hands flying around chests, breasts, faces, and lips. We kissed with passion and intensity, our tongues dueling into each other's mouths, and wandering around faces, necks, and ears, as we ground our hips together.
Ann went into a state of orgasmic bliss. Early in our union, she had a clearly identifiable orgasm from which she never recovered. She stayed near that peak as we fucked. Her body's pores exuded her sexuality and lubricating fluids between us. She told me what she felt and how wonderful and blissful she felt. We went for nearly an hour. I moved us around the small suite, using the sofa, cushioned chairs, the desk, hardback chairs, the bed, and even the outdoor furniture on the small deck off the living room despite the chilly temperatures. Ann remained at an intense state of pleasure the entire time.
I reached a point where I wanted to cum. She could tell and urged me, "Fill me with your love juice. Oh God, you are divine."
I crested into my own orgasm only moments later. I had Ann prone on the bed as I stood on the floor and yanked her body on and off my shaft. She assisted, and as she did her breasts oscillated and vibrated in rhythm to our eager strokes. She looked beautiful. I blasted into her.
"OH, FUCK," she shouted, "I can feel your warm cum ... feel your jets inside me. Oh, my God, this is heaven." Ann had another peak orgasm, and then we both floated down as I moved onto the bed and held her in my arms, kissing her all over.
We cuddled on the bed in a beautiful afterglow. As I stroked the curve of her breasts, I said to Ann, "Well, that was totally unexpected." I wanted to ask her more about her relationship with Mal, but I never got to. Just as I started, there was a gentle tap at the door. Ann clapped her hands together, and said, "Oh goody. Your surprise."
"Surprise?" I said as Ann extracted me from her cunt and sashayed across the suite to the door without an apparent care for her nudity or the cum that had started to drip down her legs. She opened the door, and another pretty woman came into the room wearing a raincoat. Ann pulled her into the bedroom as I'd scrambled to cover myself with a sheet.
"Jim, this is my sister, Dorrie ... We share everything."
Dorrie slowly unbuttoned the raincoat, exposing more and more skin as she did. Ann had come back to the bed and sat beside me Indian style with a large smile. As Dorrie peeled the coat from her body, she revealed two bare and ample breasts with large areolas and nipples as large as the end of my thumb. Further down, as she slowly let the coat slid down her body, a bare flat stomach appeared with a small tattoo of a butterfly just above her pubic area, and then she just dropped the coat onto the floor and walked to the bed completely naked.

* * * * *

Dorrie had an insatiable hunger for sex that even exceeded her sister who certainly deserved an award for a wild libido. I assumed the sisters each had the 'Horny Gene.' Everything I did brought Dorrie or Ann pleasure. Like Crystal and Ellen, Dorrie and Ann had no reservations about pleasuring each other, and so during our lovemaking sessions, the two women often became totally engrossed with each other whether I was involved or not.
Around midnight, during a rest break, Ann explained Dorrie's presence in more detail. Years earlier, Dorrie had gotten divorced. She'd tried the singles scene, but found it lacking in the small mountain community of Gunnison. The pair got horny one night when Mal wasn't 'in the mood,' and so the pair decided to pleasure each other with an electric vibrator. The evening was so successful; they started to repeat it more frequently until something better came along.
Ann didn't want Mal to feel left out, so shortly after they started to enjoy each other sexually and on a night when he was especially amorous, the two of them appeared in his bed. After his pleasant shock, he willingly participated in the ménage-a-trois. As his libido waned, he urged them to get together without him but to include him when he felt up to it. I was the pair's first 'outsider' they'd 'entertained.' I was glad they'd broadened their horizons to include me.
Dorrie stayed the night with me. After another round, Ann went back to her bed and Mal after using my shower. To my surprise, she didn't bother to dress to walk through the Inn to their apartment; she just bundled up her clothes and slipped out the door naked. I like risk takers.
Dorrie got another fuck out of me in the middle of the night. It was dark, and I found her blowjob unusually arousing. After we each came, we went back to sleep.
In the morning as I became conscious, I noted that I could still hear the rain overhead on the roof of the Inn. Dorrie's nude body lay sprawled out beside me, partially uncovered. A shapely leg, a shoulder and breast had escaped the warmth of the blankets. I leaned in and sucked on the exposed nipple, and soon the two of us were going at it again.
Ann came in during our wake-up fuck, not bothering to knock. She shrugged off her terry cloth robe and kicked off some flip-flops and got on the bed. Without a word, she straddled her sister's head and lowered her pussy until Dorrie's tongue could work its magic on her cunt. I continued to fuck Dorrie while I tongued Ann's breasts and kissed her. I found it amazing how fast we could slip into a sexually passionate situation; sort of like going from zero to a hundred-miles-an-hour in a second.
Ann climaxed quickly and fell into my arms. Dorrie came right behind her as my dick had rubbed against her clit in our changed position. The two women announced they wanted my cum and they pushed me onto my back across the bed. From each side, the pair started to give me a world-class blowjob. Two tongues lapped up the sides and curled around the top of my cock. The two took turns inhaling my rod, each trying to deliver maximum stimulation.
I went with the flow, and soon I could feel my body's automatic response to their stimuli. The urge to cum swept over me, and I knew that in seconds I'd blast. I warned Dorrie who had my cock entirely down her throat; I thought that would be the gentlemanly thing to do.
Dorrie pulled off my cock and as her tongue played with my tip said, "Oh, good. Cum on our faces." Ann came close just as the first jets of cum erupted from my body and splattered on their two faces. Ann had grabbed the base of my cock and aimed each jet alternately at her own and then at her sister's face. In twenty seconds, the pair was covered in my white jism.
I thought I might come again as I watched the two women take turns cleaning each other with their fingers and tongues. When they'd each amassed a critical mass of my juice in their mouths, they started to snowball the fluid between them, making sure I could see their antics, and allowing the fluid mixture to dribble back down their bodies onto their breasts.
The pair was surprised when I pulled them up to me, one on either side, and French kissed each of them. I'd tasted myself before and didn't mind what so many men think of as distasteful; if they do, why do they expect their wives or girlfriends to take it? Ann and Dorrie looked surprised, but gladly participated. As we kissed I could feel the nipples of each woman rubbing against my chest, a highly erotic feeling when there are four of them.
Eventually, we declared the day officially launched. Dorrie slipped into her raincoat again, and said she had to get to work. I found out from Ann that Dorrie was a physician's assistant at the clinic in town and lived nearby. Dorrie promised she'd be back later. Ann left too, and then by arrangement, the two of us met downstairs and went for a run back up Tenderfoot Mountain in the light rain.
I took a small envelope of my late wife's ashes with me. I explained my strange behavior to Ann as we trudged up Tenderfoot Mountain in the mist. She seemed touched by my ceremony, expressed her sympathy, and, at the top, stood silently by as I let Karen's ashes fly in the wind. All around us were some of the prettiest mountains in the world. Karen would be at home here.

* * * * *

About noon, after I had showered from my run with Ann and had been practicing the guitar, the hotel phone in the room rang. Ann was on the other end sounding very cautious, "I'm at the front desk. There's a man down here with a package he says is for you. He said to tell you it was from Mils Cartwright." I told Ann to send the courier up to my room.
I opened the door to a knock two minutes later; a young and geeky looking young man stood there with a cardboard file box. "Mr. Mellon?"
"Yes."
"I work for the Madison Agency, a private investigation firm in Denver. I'm their technology guy. We got a message yesterday from one of our network associates in St. Louis, Ms. Mils Cartwright. She asked me to bring this equipment to you, and show you how to use it."
I invited the young man in. He told me his name was Jason Baker. At my invitation, he laid out an array of electronic gear on the freshly made bed: a miniature homing device - actually a GPS transponder and battery receiver unit smaller than my cell phone, several wireless mics or 'bugs' along with the small receiving unit for them, several demonstration mobile phones, and more important the software to turn them into monitoring devices and to relay all text messages to my iPhone. Mils had also sent two body cameras that I could wear and that would record both sound and video on a cigarette pack sized case that fit in my pocket. He presented me with a third camera that would mount on my motorcycle helmet facemask; like the others, it would constantly record and store the last four hours in its view. There was also an electronic bug sweeper, a wiretap detector, and several computer programs I could load on someone's computer that would do amazing things in terms of surveillance and then relay the results to me. If I ever got a hold of Kenesis' computer again, I could even make the internal camera send me a live video stream and sound over the Internet.
One by one, he walked me through how each unit worked and how I might use it to advantage. He apologized several times for the fact that his office had no one they could spare right now to assist me in the actual tracking and on-site research.
I rejected most of the electronics as not likely to be useful or prone to take up too much space on my motorcycle. After an hour of testing and trialing the other electronic gear, Jason seemed satisfied that I knew what I was doing. He picked up some of his demonstration units, packed those back in a box, and left to make the four-hour return to Denver.

* * * * *

I'd developed what to me remained an amazing skill when I'd been in Army Special Operations: I could tell myself what time I wanted to wake up, and despite the time or place, my eyes would pop open and I'd be wide awake at exactly that instant. It didn't matter how tired I was, or how long the interval of sleep I'd taken. That night, I awoke at three o'clock in the morning nestled between Ann and Dorrie. We were all nude, satiated by the evening's sex play that ended at midnight, and odiferous in the nicest of ways. I felt rejuvenated and revitalized as I slid out from between the sleeping beauties.
I dressed in black in the bathroom so I wouldn't disturb the two women, slipped out the door of the room, and crept downstairs to Ann's car that I'd arranged to borrow. Five minutes later, with the headlights off, I pulled into a parking lot for a strip mall about two hundred yards from the Rodeway Inn.
I got out of the car and ran to the Rodeway Inn, keeping low to the ground and out of sight. I stayed away from the highway, negotiating an alley and two backyards before I got to the Inn. Fortunately, no dogs had barked at me. Bart Kenesis' black Toyota sedan had been parked on the other side of the building from the direction I approached the Inn. I found it when I circled the building. Ann had told me he'd been watching the highway out of town heading west, but I guessed that at three o'clock in the morning he might have taken some time for a nap. I carefully watched each window, particularly as a rare truck or car went by on the highway out of town. I didn't see any movement at any of the windows.
Remaining low and out of sight from the Inn, I slid up behind the black Toyota, and wedged myself partway underneath the car. The strong magnet on the transponder device enabled me to place the unit in seconds exactly at the spot the young geek had recommended for best range from the device.
I reversed my path, returned to the Alpine Inn, crept upstairs to my room, stripped my clothes away, and slid my naked body back between the two sleeping women at three-twenty-seven. I kissed each of them, but neither awoke. I guess all those orgasms tuckered them out. I went right back to sleep.

* * * * *

Mindful of the changing seasons and weather, I left Gunnison in the morning. Dorrie, Ann, and I had one more 'wake up' interlude, and then I packed up. Mal drove me to the aircraft hanger where I'd hidden the bike. Not a word was mentioned about the time I'd spent with Ann or his sister-in-law; instead, we talked again about his airplane and flying around a mountainous state. He wished me well as I strapped my gear on the bike, and made sure I understood I had an invitation to come back anytime.
I mounted the small battery operated display unit for the tracking device on the gas tank of my motorcycle, next to the custom holder for my iPhone. The device would show me the azimuth and distance of the transponder from my position. As I made sure the devices were firmly seated in their holders, I noted with sadness the severe scratches on one side of the bike - a souvenir of my passage through Kansas and brush with a F5 tornado. I'd fix those in San Diego.
The highway out of town passed right by the Rodeway Inn. I watched how the tracking device worked as I approached the Inn and then passed the building and Kenesis' car. I didn't so much as nod in the direction of the Inn. I speculated about him watching me ride by on the motorcycle.
My homing device had a range of about ten miles. I lost the transponder's signal as I rode in and out of the rolling countryside northwest of Gunnison. I could imagine Kenesis scrambling to get his gear in his car, and racing to follow me. I kept the pedal to the metal as the expression goes, skipping my usual stop every hour. I wanted distance between us. Based on my experience in Gunnison, I already had an idea about how to 'hideout' as I headed to Wyoming.

Chapter 25
Wyoming

Mountains. Beautiful, gorgeous, soul-warming mountains. Every direction I looked, they surrounded me for my entire journey from Gunnison to Jackson Hole. I opted to stay overnight in Vernal, Utah, in part because of the beautiful scenery plus the safety of a motel. A number of things took the edge off that beauty. First, I knew that I was being followed by Bart Kenesis. Second, as I'd ridden north from Colorado, I had a nostalgic time when memories of Karen flooded into my head and made me sad. I talked myself through the latter issue, but that still left Kenesis hot on my tail.
After I'd stopped to stay overnight in Vernal, Utah, I had been surprised to see the blip Kenesis' transponder made show up on my tracking display a mile or so away at another motel. At night, I took a short run and established that Kenesis had indeed stayed at another Rodeway Inn. I was staying at the Dinosaur Motel, mainly because they let me run my motorcycle onto the sidewalk next to my motel room door.
I awoke in the middle of the night to the sound of breaking glass. I hopped out of bed and ran to the door. When I opened the door, the first thing I noticed was the shattered glass from the main headlight on the bike. Glass shards littered the ground. The vandalism had obviously been a 'hit and run,' because I could see no other damage and no one was in sight. My guess was that Kenesis used a lug wrench and then ran after the damage had been done.
I threw on some clothes and shoes, found a janitor's closet with a broom, and cleaned up the glass. I'd be able to repair the headlight with a stop at a service station or auto parts store. When I checked on Kenesis' transponder, it showed his car remained at the Rodeway Inn. I remained dressed and ready to bolt out the door if I heard other sounds near my door, but nothing materialized. I got up and went for a run, but stayed close to the motel.
I thought the run might clear my mind a bit and give me some creative ideas about how to deal with this growing problem. As a 'lowlander,' running at an altitude of over a mile 'up' proved to be more taxing than I allowed at the start of my run. When I'd been in Army Special Forces, my squad had spent several weeks in the mountains in both summer and winter training for various hypothetical missions. Running up mountains with a full field pack had been a daily event that I'd gotten used to; now, running in a singlet, light jacket, and no pack, made me gasp for air after the first half mile; I had to slow down to accommodate my body's need for oxygen in the high altitudes.
Midway through my run I left an envelope of Karen's ashes at a pretty site where one could see the mountains in every direction. She would have liked this trip, particularly this part of the journey. I meditated at the spot for fifteen minutes, trying to keep my thoughts away from the other problems that plagued me.
I got back to the Dinosaur Motel after my run, and was doing some 'cool down' stretches against the faux log cabin side of my motel near the door to my room. A few feet to my left I heard a loud thud and a fraction of a second later I heard a distant sharp crack that could only have been the sound of a rifle shot. I dove for the ground, and rolled behind a parked car. Two more sharp retorts echoed in the area, making it hard to pinpoint exactly where the shot had come from.
I flattened myself on the ground, and looked around to check my exposure and see who had fired at me. I had no doubt that the sound I heard had been a shot; I'd spent over a decade on various firing ranges around the world trying out various rifles and pistols when I'd been in the Army, and then there'd been the real missions that erupted in gunfire. I duck walked between two of the parked cars. I peered across the street, first through one of the cars and then peering out near the taillight of another. I saw nothing based on the sound, but I guessed that the shots had come from a clump of trees about two or three hundred yards away. I scanned the terrain for five minutes and saw nothing, only a few cars passing by on their way to local jobs.
I made a dash to my motel room, and once inside I fired up the tracking display that showed me where Kenesis' car was relative to my position. As the display lit up, I verified that his car remained parked at the Rodeway Inn, but that didn't mean that he couldn't have shot at me.
I grabbed a screwdriver from a workbench in a nearby shed and ducked back to where I'd been when I'd heard the shot impact the side of the motel. I carefully scanned the wall until I saw an unnatural hole. I dug into the wood with the screwdriver, and soon was rewarded with a misshapen slug - the remains of a small caliber bullet flattened after hitting the wood. I couldn't find any evidence of the other two shots. I palmed the slug, and went back inside.



I sat in my room for a few minutes and cleared my mind so that I could make some rational decisions about what to do. In the end, I figured there was nothing I could do. I thought about calling the local sheriff; however, I had no proof of who had fired the shot, only speculation that it might have been Kenesis. The shot had hit about twelve feet to my left; even with bad aim he could have gotten closer, so I thought it might be a warning shot or a scare tactic. Just so there was a record that I'd been shot at, I sent an email to Mils Cartwright, briefly explaining the shooting and my suspicions about who had fired on me; I told her to tell the police if anything further should happen to me.
I showered, and checked out of the motel. Dressed in my leathers and helmet from head to toe, I drove the motorcycle a few blocks off the major route through town onto residential side streets so I didn't pass within sight of the Rodeway Inn. Once I'd passed it on a parallel street, I headed north at above normal speeds to Jackson Hole. I did stop briefly at a service station to repair the shattered headlamp. While in range, my monitor continued to show that Kenesis' car hadn't moved at all from the night before.
From Kenesis' point of view, the pictures of our sex fest in Branson had been a 'hot commodity.' We speculated he planned to shop them around to the highest bidder. Given their salacious and damning nature, and who Crystal and I were as new celebrities, he could have probably commanded a one-time payment of a half to one million dollars for them. I could imagine the paparazzo's ire when he got up the morning after taking those priceless photos and discovered his camera didn't have the memory card in it. Kenesis had to be mad - ripping mad. As he saw it, I'd stolen a million dollars from him and that deserved vengeance. As we saw it, we reclaimed our reputations from someone who had stolen them from us by trespass, and those were worth far more than a million dollars.

* * * * *

I stopped in Rock Springs, Wyoming for gasoline. As I finished and got back on the highway, three Harley Road Kings pulled behind me. I gave a wave to acknowledge their presence, and they waved back, seemingly content to let me keep the lead. Like me, the trio wore cold weather clothing. The morning temperature was nearly freezing; however, the sun was out. One of the riders was a woman because of her small stature; I couldn't guess about her riding companions.
In Pinedale, I pulled into a gas station to fill up and stretch my legs. The other three cycles pulled in behind me. One by one, we each removed our helmets and looked at each other with smiles. My company turned out to be two women and a man. We introduced ourselves as we started to fill our bikes at adjacent pumps.
Eve was a short brunette with a pixie-like haircut and air about her. She bubbled with happiness and was quite conversational; she looked about thirty, and definitely qualified as cute. Her leather-riding outfit was snug enough to suggest a great figure. Lil, the other woman, had long dark hair that she'd somehow tucked up into her helmet. When she shook out her mane, it fell to below her shoulders. Lil had angular features that suggested she had a thin frame; with all the leather clothing on, however, it was impossible to guess her physique. Todd had brown hair and a square jaw, seemed closer to my age, and seemed in reasonable shape. He too was friendly.
In talking to the trio, I found out they too were headed to the Jackson Hole area. They had a vacation home there to use for a long weekend before heading back to Cheyenne where they'd started earlier in the day. They worked together in a computer services company Lil and Todd had started. I shared with them my own background in that industry. After chatting and filling up our bikes, we got back on the road.
Crossing Wyoming, I knew I was out west; however, much of the land in the southern part of our route was low undulating sandy prairie, mostly oriented to raising cattle or sheep. What agribusiness there was had closed for the winter. On this leg of the trip, the rolling foothills of the Rockies returned. As we got nearer to the Grand Tetons, we could look ahead and see the snow-crested peaks standing brilliantly in the early afternoon sun.
About ten miles from Jackson, Lil pulled up beside me and motioned for me to pull over and stop. We found a turnout about a mile up the road meant for tourists. After shutting off our bikes, Lil asked, "Jim, where are you staying? I have the feeling you're alone and just kicking back on your trip."
I shrugged, "Don't know, and I am alone. I thought I'd find a motel in the area. Tomorrow, I just wanted to see the mountains before going through Yellowstone and up to Montana, but I'm in no rush except to avoid any ice or snow." I gestured to the Tetons.
"We've got plenty of room at our place, if you'd like to join us. We're five miles from Jackson Hole, just south and off the highway a bit, and we have a great view of the mountains from our lodge. It's on the west bank of the Snake River; you'll love it. We promise to be good company too." She gave me an engaging smile.
By now Eve and Todd had joined us. They both encouraged me to accept, and so I did. I decided that staying at a private home might help me further confound Kenesis and allow me to stay a little safer. I hadn't seen any sign of his car but knew he'd be following me.
Lil took the lead and I dropped to the rearmost position as we rode the rest of the way to their lodge. The word lodge suggested something pretty rustic to me; an unheated log cabin with a pump handle for water and an outhouse. Instead, we pulled down a paved driveway to a gorgeous stone home with a steeply sloped green metal roof. The lodge had an attached three-car garage with bedrooms over. Lil opened one electric garage door and rode in. She opened the other door, and the three of us rode our bikes inside beside hers. The other garage bay held a large Chevy Suburban with a ski rack on top.
As we positioned the bikes in the garage, Lil explained, "We come up here a lot in the winter. There's fantastic skiing up the road past Jackson Hole. In the summer, this is just a great place to kick back. We can even swim in the river down that embankment, but the water is really cold except on the hottest days."
I asked, "Is the 'we' just the three of you?"
Todd volunteered in a friendly tone, "Us and two others - a couple - that couldn't come up this weekend. They have Harleys too. We formed a co-op and bought this place two years ago. Needless to say, in the winter we don't ride the bikes up here."
Eve led the three of us into the house from the garage. We entered the kitchen area - a magnificent kitchen with a huge center island and granite counter tops, and modern lighting that highlighted the wood tones of the cabinets and ceiling beams. The lights came on automatically as we entered the area.
Beyond the kitchen, I was blown away by what Eve called the 'Great Room.' This part of the house had been built from huge logs. They'd been stripped and finished to a beautiful luster showing the grain and rough-hewn nature of the wood. A wooden balcony surrounded part of the room above, revealing a large library and reading loft along one side of the upstairs hallway. The living room had modern leather furniture, and amid the modern art on the walls several animal heads - an elk and a moose.
Eve said quickly, "We didn't shoot them. Todd found them abandoned at a local taxidermy shop and decided to offer them a home. He thought they'd look good here." He nodded.
Lil invited, "You can put your riding clothes in the hallway over there; that's what we do." The four of us stood and slowly peeled our leather jackets, pants, chaps, and boots off, slowly revealing the real 'us' beneath the motorcycle gear. I immediately noted that my conjecture about Eve had been spot on. She had a beautiful figure that matched her bubbly personality. Lil was a delightful surprise. Although she was thin, she had a magnificent figure with curves in all the right places. She was also a knockout.
Todd took me on a quick tour of the rest of the lodge, assigning me a bedroom on the way around the upper balcony. I suppressed my curiosity about where and how Todd and the women would sleep. Their body language suggested an intimacy between the three of them. Todd threw open the French doors to the outdoor balcony in my bedroom, and there before me stood the Grand Tetons. I stood on the small balcony and stared in awe at the sight, feeling simultaneously tremendously humbled and immensely empowered at the sight. I wondered what it was about mountains that touched my innermost soul.
We washed up, and Lil herded us all into the living room where she had drinks and hors d'oeuvres waiting. I asked how she'd done such a masterful job so quickly; she informed me they had a caretaker for the lodge, and that when they called him, he and his wife would stock the house with food and drink, make sure the temperatures were set for a comfortable arrival, and ensure a good supply of firewood was ready to use.
The four of us sat around the roaring fire and compared notes on our jobs in the computer field, our rides, and on our motorcycles. They were amazed that I'd been on the road since early May, about six months earlier, and that I'd been through forty states. I also explained about becoming a widower, and that Karen's death had been a motivating factor for my trip. All those words had been played up in the media, and I expected at any moment that it would dawn on one of them that I had recently become a celebrity. If Lil, Eve, or Todd guessed, I was going to ask that they keep it a secret, at least until we parted ways; I didn't want an idle comment to someone outside the lodge to end up tipping off the man that followed me.
After we'd sat for about an hour in conversation, we all heard a timer go off in the kitchen. Lil broke into a large grin and announced, "Dinner is ready." Todd and Lil quickly set the table and brought several hot serving dishes into the dining area. A home cooked beef and venison stew with a rich mushroom sauce served as the main course, with sides of salad and vegetables. I admired the way the three of them had set up their arrival at the lodge to be ready for any contingency upon their arrival.
Eve and I cleared the table after dinner, rinsed and loaded up the dishwasher, and put the rest of the food away in the refrigerator. Eve made coffee, and the four of us continued our conversation sitting in the living room in front of the beautiful fire.

* * * * *

Eve turned out the lights in the house, leaving only the romantic flicker from the logs in the fireplace. I slunk down on the couch, and felt the warmth of a nice dinner, a superb wine, new friends, and the rustic fireplace. Eve sat a few inches away. Our conversation had shifted to random subjects with long intervals of silence between responses. We were all staring at the fire, hypnotized by the dancing flames. Todd and I took turns keeping the fire stoked.
Lil and Todd snuggled in together on a love seat opposite us. I gathered from the intimacy between them that they were a couple, although I'd gotten similar signals about Todd and Eve. I felt mellow, and the answer really didn't change how pleasant the mood of the evening was.
Eve turned her petite body and snuggled into me,. She laid a kiss on me that would vaporize lava. Her hand pushed against my upper thigh, not far from where my cock had started to swell. Our tongues danced together for an instant or two, and then we parted. I had started panting by that point. Eve massaged my cock through my blue jeans, achieving only partial success because of the taut material.
Lil got up and came over and sat beside me, so I was centered between the two women. She kissed me on the lips with an equally hot opening kiss. My brain went into overdrive. Lil asked in a low voice, "Jim, do you want a companion for the evening ... in your bed ... for your stay with us? You can start with either of us ... and switch later, if you want. We'd like that."
My mouth probably went slack at the surprise offer. I'd been attracted to both women. Lil leaned in and kissed me, again a slow kiss that built up the heat between us. Eve continued to minister to my cock through my jeans.
I said in a low voice, "This is kind of sudden. Are you sure? What about Todd?"
Lil said, "Oh, don't worry. We'll take care of Todd. We like the idea of making love with you too. You're 'hot.' We have no agenda other than being together in a nice intimate way."
I looked at Todd, and he smiled at me and nodded his approval at what was being said.
"Well," Lil asked with a grin as she looked at Eve's aggressiveness, "Whom do you want?" She started to unbutton the flannel shirt she had on, making sure I saw that she wore nothing under it.
Across the sofa, I glanced at Todd. He looked amused at my situation. He motioned to me with his fingers pointing to the two women, and shrugged to indicate that he didn't care what decision I made. I turned between both women and humbly said; "I want both of you, but for now, Eve seems to have started something I'd like to finish." I glanced down to my crotch where Eve had masterfully massaged my cock to a ripe firmness.
Lil leaned in and kissed me hard again. She said in a seductive tone, "I'll have you later anyway ... or you can have me; whatever vocabulary you prefer." She grinned, ran a finger down my cheek to my lips, and went back to Todd.
Eve launched herself into my lap. Within seconds, we were locked in a passionate embrace. A minute later, she took my right hand and guided it beneath her shirt to her firm breasts. Even as I smoothed the skin, I could feel her nipples rise and harden to my touch. The more I touched her the more excited and passionate she became in our kissing.
I looked over at Lil and Todd. Both were naked from the waist up, Lil's perfectly rounded breasts displayed her desire by their pointedness as Todd ran his tongue around her puffy nipples.
I asked Eve in a whisper, "Are they really OK with you being with me? I sense the three of you are a threesome ... and that maybe I've upset the balance."
Eve explained in a soft tone, "Yes, we make love with each other, and now we've expanded our lives to include you." She stroked my cheek and neck with one small hand.
Lil nodded and added in my direction as Todd suckled her breast, "We feel your vibrations, and we resonate together - sexual alignment, if you will, the three of us with you, and you with us."
I believed in mind-body-spirit connections between people so relaxed into the flow of the evening. I pinched one of Eve's nipples through her shirt, just hard enough to be erotic but not so hard it evoked pain. Eve's eyes closed, and I heard a little, "Oh, shit." As she emerged from her moment of pleasure, she kissed me again. "Oh, Yes. When you pinch me like that, you make my clit and the rest of me go all trembly."
"Trembly is good?" I gestured towards Lil and Todd.
Eve said softly, "Oh, absolutely." She peeled her shirt over her pixie-like head. Her breasts, natural globes as large as oversized Christmas ornaments, came into view. I leaned forward and tongued her nipples.
Five feel away, Todd removed Lil's jeans and thong. Lil reclined nude on the sofa, and pulled her legs near her chest and spread them so Todd could lick and finger her pussy. He dove head first into that pool of lust and sex and womanhood.
Eve whispered to me, "Can you do that to me? Do you mind?"
"I don't mind a single bit, in fact I'm honored you asked. I'd love to eat you."
She said, "Well, what are you waiting for?" She slid off my lap, lay back, and pushed her jeans and thong from her body. Her clothes joined Lil's in the growing pile of clothing on the floor. My right hand snaked between Eve's legs, finding her moistness everywhere. Eve writhed on my talented fingers, even humming in delight as I brought my fingers to her lips so she could taste herself.
My shirt joined the pile of clothing, and then I was between Eve's legs lapping at her quim. I loved her taste, and wanted to inhale every flavor bud from her body. I added fingers from both hands simultaneously. I searched for and found her G-spot. I became hyper-aware of Eve's motions and writhing as I fingered parts of her interior and licked at her clit. At one point, she practically rose in the air; I'd found the magic spot. Next, I tested the erotic zones around Eve's neck, shoulders, breasts, legs, and sides, discovering one after another, testing their arousal ability, and kissing or fondling each one. I hit all Eve's pleasure spots, and she came in a torrent of sexual words and dirty talk about me fucking the daylights out of her with my fingers and tongue and cock. Eve flowed more of her girl-juice onto my tongue as she crested.
I glanced over at Todd and Lil. They were coupled in a slow fuck. The two of them were watching Eve and me with curiosity and pleased expressions on their faces.
Eve fell back onto the sofa after her climax, panting and obviously experiencing small after-shocks as I continued to stroke her clit with my thumb. I continued to gently move and twist two fingers inside her. Finally, she grabbed my hand and held it motionless and tight inside her cunt. "I can't ... wait just a minute ... I'm ... it's too intense. I need to do you." I withdrew and stopped my pleasure to her body.
Eve scooted down the contours of the sofa to the carpeted floor. She nudged me into a sitting position, yanked my pants and briefs off, and then her small hands took hold of my engorged cock. I am not a superman; but in Eve's pixie-size hands, I felt as though I had a monster cock. Eve lowered her mouth to my hard shaft. Again, her small mouth and face made my shaft look huge, especially as she put two hands around the shaft. I allowed my ego to bask in that brief experience, momentarily considering myself a porn star of epic proportions.
Eve had a talent for oral sex - for fellatio. In seconds, she had my entire huge shaft down her throat. She could tongue me, swallow, and twist her head on my shaft all at the same time. The combination of talents made her irresistible. I almost came on the spot the pleasure became so intense. As she'd done to me, I had to stop her lest prematurely lose my edge.
"I want to be in you, not just getting my rocks off in a blow job - well, maybe later, but right now can we couple? I want to see how much pleasure I can bring you again."
"Oh, yes." Eve came up into my lap, spread her legs above me, and lowered herself onto my shaft. I slid into her body with the ease of a silver rod sliding into a velvet glove. She was beautiful, and the sensation of pleasure from her tight pussy was wonderful. I held her hips and guided her up and down my shaft. I could feel her body tremble again.
I felt myself go into an elevated state, not that I lost consciousness but more that I became hyper-aware of every move and feeling the two of us made. Eve and I stared into each other's eyes, seeing the soul of the other. Our bodies moved smoothly into and away from each other. Eve and I varied our pace; we changed positions, trying to maximize the pleasure my stroking into her body generated for the two of us; we talked to each other - soft words describing the pleasures we felt, and then crude expressions about the sex we were having and wanted more of.
Eve whispered, "Oh, fuck. Your cock feels so wonderful inside me. I wanted you ... this is so special ... you are special ... we are special together. Fuck me; push that shaft deep inside me. Let's perform for the others, and show them how good at fucking we are. Look at Todd and Lil watching us; we're a porn movie to them, just as they are for us. We can watch them fuck, and they can see your big cock splitting me apart." That kind of talk aroused me further.



Lil had changed to a reverse cowgirl position on Todd; this enabled me to see her frontally and watch Todd's cock pump into her cunt. I could also watch as Lil's tits shimmied and swayed in sync with Todd's upward thrusts into her body. I could almost feel her pleasure by way of the look of ecstasy on her face. The whole scene was highly stimulating.
Eve said, "Lil likes to have two at once, and for that matter so do I. Go fuck her for a little bit and then come back. I'll finger myself as I watch you three." I jerked away from Eve, making her roll her eyes heavenward at the suddenness of my exit. As I took the three steps to the other sofa, Todd pulled out of Lil and pulled her back against his body. Lil rotated backwards, her gaping pussy awaiting my cock.
I wasted not a second. I walked up to her with lust foremost in my head, and sank into Lil in one slow, smooth penetration. I slid all the way into her, and then pumped several times. She reached out and hugged me. I then jerked from Lil, and watched as Todd's cock found her ass and went into her body. Lil moaned in pleasure. When I could see he had a consistent rhythm and that Lil was used to his anal penetration, I stroked my cock back into her pussy. Todd and I established a rhythm. Lil went into orbit, her sighs of pleasure changed to moans of deep sexual gratification. She came several times, particularly as I reached down and stroked her clit with my fingers. Todd reached around Lil and fondled her breasts.
After a particularly strong climax, Lil pleaded for a brief rest. I pulled from her cunt, and turned back to Eve. Eve had been watching our every move. From some invisible place, she had produced a large cock shaped vibrator that she had on low speed. She'd sunk the throbbing device into her pussy, and I could see her fingers massaging her clit. She watched me through slitted eyes of pleasure, with her mouth in a perfect 'O.'
I dropped down in front of her and assumed control of the large skin-toned phallus. I fucked Eve with a rapid penetration, and then with twists and turns to add interest to our sex play. Eve came; her juices slowly flowed from her body and saturated everything around us: me, the sofa, the carpet, and our bodies. The odor was divine, and the taste succulent.
After a third orgasm, I slowly sank the vibrating plastic phallus into Eve's ass until about eight inches of the battery toy quivered at high speed inside her. Eve's eyes got as large as saucers. After that, I slid my cock into her vagina, as we started to fuck in the missionary position. I could feel the vibrations in her nether region. More importantly, Eve had started a skyward journey on a Saturn rocket aimed straight for the sun. After two minutes of moans, Eve started to cum in rapid succession, her reactions becoming almost a single long-lasting orgasm.
I put one hand on Eve's neck, stroked down her neck and under and around her breasts with the other hand, and then pushed hard on her lower rib cage at what I guessed was her magic spot, as I jacked into her body at a frantic pace with long strokes that I made sure hit her clit, G-spot, and given her size and my length, maybe even her A-spot.
Eve crested immediately, looked at me in disbelief as her climax peaked and she squirted. My jism started to slosh into her body, and then Eve's eyes rolled up in her head and she blacked out. I allowed my orgasm to finish and then I pulled out of her body careful to not hurt her. I made sure she was comfortable as I rolled beside her on the sofa. I also extracted the vibrator and turned it off.
Lil asked in a worried tone, "Hey, is she all right?" Lil continued her slow fuck with Todd.
I smiled at Lil, "Oh, she's much better than all right. She'll tell you when she wakes up in a minute or two." I lay back next to Eve panting at my recent exertions and stroking her body.
Eventually, Eve's eyes blinked open, and she looked up at me. She was silent for a full minute as she took stock of what had just happened to her, and enjoyed the afterglow of her huge cum. Eve finally said, "Holy shit, that was ... you gave me the most intense orgasm of my life. Did you do that intentionally?"
I nodded.
"Well, you can do that to me anytime you want, although I don't know if I could take one of those more than once a day, otherwise I'd die ... but with a smile on my face."
Lil asked skeptically, "You really liked it? What'd he do to you? What'd it feel like?"
Eve responded, "I'm not sure what he did except touch me erotically in a few places, but ... WOW! I'll say I liked it. It was FABULOUS. I peaked higher than Mount Everest, and right at the peak I felt like someone blasted me into the most fantastic realm of pleasure I've ever felt - every pore in my body orgasmed. I got overwhelmed, all my circuits went wonderfully haywire, and then I went into a black space full of even deeper pleasure. Oh, Lil, you have got to get Jim to do that to you." She excitedly turned to me, "Will you do that to Lil?"
I smiled, "After Todd finishes, and I take a little rest ... maybe. I'm not sure I can do it on demand, and probably not every woman will respond to me that way."
A few minutes after Lil and Todd finished their fuck, I crooked a finger and motioned for Lil to come over beside me. She smiled, kissed Todd, and then moved to the large sofa beside me. Eve moved over to sit with Todd. Lil and I started kissing quite passionately. Eventually, I went down on Lil and started to eat her pussy.
Lil asked incredulously, "You don't mind Todd's cum?"
"No, I'm about to leave some of my own in or on you; why should I mind his?" We kissed some more, our tongues wildly dueling as our passion increased. Lil had grabbed my cock and fondled my shaft with both hands. I got harder than steel again in seconds.
I pulled Lil up on the sofa, and pulled her ass out over the edge of the cushions. She reached up with both arms and held onto the back of the sofa, a move that pushed her rounded breasts skyward. I noted the white hot nipples and sucked on them some more.
I turned the vibrator back on, adjusting the speed for maximum vibration. I ran the mushroom shaped head of the device around some of the cum seeping from Lil's pussy, and then carefully pushed the shaft into her ass. Lil's eyes got about as big the moon. "I've had a few cocks up there, but nothing this exciting. I ... I may ... Oh, FUCK!"
Lil's first orgasm hit her suddenly, and I hadn't even had time to work my magic on her yet. I left things as they were, and after a few seconds pushed my cock into her pussy as I held her hips, experiencing the same sensations I'd had with Eve only moments earlier. Lil and I kissed, sucked, licked, and fucked wildly. After we'd been in one position for a while, I flipped her over and did her doggie, as I toyed with the electric dildo, even pulling the device out and applying it directly to her clitoris. I let Lil's reaction be my guide as to what worked and what didn't. Soon, I had her in that near perpetual orgasm that I'd elevated Eve to; Lil thrashed around more, swore at me, and gave me her own ration of dirty talk that inspired me to do new things to her body.
Lil gasped out, "You are one fucking genius ... you have the best cock ... and you ... Oh, fuck. You are really creative with that ... fucking vibrator. I'm ... CUMMING AGAIN!"
As I felt my own needs rise in priority, I told Lil I needed to cum soon.
Lil said, "Cum anywhere - in me or on me; I don't care. Just do it fast."
I put Lil on her back again with her legs over my shoulders. I pushed the vibrator back in her ass and repeatedly drove my cock into her cunt. Every move, thrust, or word took her higher and higher up the pleasure scale. I hadn't tested her pleasure points, but thought I'd have one good shot at them based on what I'd just done with Eve.
I briefly looked at the other end of the sofa; Eve had mounted Todd, and the two were enjoying a lazy fuck as they watched us, mesmerized by what I was doing to Lil. I could feel Lil start to crest again, so I sped up my pounding into her quim - deep long rapid strokes. I put my left hand on Lil's neck, and this time I squeezed slightly. Lil's eyes got large with worry, until I stroked her face with my other hand. I made love to Lil's breasts and the other places I'd found with Eve, pausing at her left nipple to inflict a tinge of pleasure-pain before moving to the erogenous zone at her side.
Lil soared into outer space, barely able to gasp for breath as the 'Big One' started to overtake her senses. We'd been focused on each other's eyes, and I felt a deep connection with Lil as my own internal plumbing started to do exciting things. Deep inside, I felt my inner muscles clench as the first signs of my orgasm began. I moaned to Lil, "I'm cumming ... inside you, Babe."
I jammed my cock into Lil's warm pussy four more times, and then the surges of my juices started; I started erupting by cum inside Lil. I jetted my jism into her cunt, following each surge of cum with a deep thrust into her body. I touched her in the erotic places I'd used with Eve. Lil peaked as I did, and we soared into the heavens with our ecstatic feelings. At the pinnacle of her orgasm, Lil looked at me with eyes pleading with me to never pull her back from the hedonistic pleasure she'd just found. Lil's face suddenly looked at me in disbelief about was happening, and then her lids just shut and her body went limp.
After my last surge of cum, I reached beneath her and pulled the vibrator from Lil's ass. I switched the device off and tossed in down the sofa. I rolled the two of us to our sides, trying to remain deep in Lil's pussy despite her unconscious state.
Eve and Todd looked on in awe.
Lil didn't come back from La-La Land for five or six minutes. In the meantime, her cunt continued to spasm occasionally around my shaft, a phenomena that managed to keep my cock in a somewhat excited state. After waking up, Lil worried that she'd never have that experience again in her life. I promised Lil and Eve that I'd teach Todd the basics of 'La Petite Mort.'

* * * * *

Eve slept with me that night. After we left the warmth of the area in front of the fireplace, the lodge was chilly, even cold in the bedrooms. We remained nude, and cuddled together for the whole night. Periodically, I'd wake up and stroke Eve's body or cup one of her breasts, feeling her nipple excite, even in her sleep. Often, I'd feel Eve stroking some part of me, even my flaccid penis, or I'd get a kiss on my shoulder.
In the morning, Eve and I raced downstairs naked as jaybirds. We built a fire in the fireplace, and huddled under a couch blanket until the temperatures started to become tolerable. Later, amid laughter, Eve told me she'd also pushed up the thermostat. No wonder the whole house got warm rather instead of only the living room!
Todd and Lil joined us a few minutes later, also in the raw. Eve got us orange juice, and the four of us sat and talked about the pleasures we'd shared the night before. Todd wanted to know how I'd lasted so long fucking before I had to cum. I explained about Tantric sex, my version of it anyway, talking about meditation, spiritual connections with your mate, and deep awareness of where your body is relative to having an orgasm. I explained how he could 'manage' his responses to sexual stimulation, plus enjoy the spiritual parts of things to enable him to enjoy an even greater and more robust orgasmic pleasure.
Both Eve and Lil wanted to know where I'd learned the trick with the vibrator and making them pass out on an orgasmic high. We talked about being creative in having sex, getting away from the routine with fantasy sharing, fantasy actualization, and thinking up things to do with what's around you. We played a game for a few minutes: one of us would pick an object in the room, and the others had to come up with some interesting and sexual way to use the item in sex play. We had a lot of ideas for use later in the day.
Eve and I volunteered to prepare breakfast. With her help on where things were in the kitchen, we managed to prepare omelets, along with sausage and bacon. The four of us sat down to eat, still nude, and I marveled at how comfortable we were with our nakedness. After breakfast, while Lil and Todd did clean up, Eve and I enjoyed another 'public fuck' in front of the fireplace. The other two weren't idle in the kitchen; from our vantage point we could see the pair, with Lil bent over the edge of a kitchen table as Todd plowed into her from behind.

* * * * *

Mid-morning, the four of us drove into Jackson Hole so they could show me the town, have lunch, and pick up a few supplies. Only then, did I become aware that it was Halloween. Young ghosts, Star War soldiers, gypsies, clowns, and hobos raced from store to store collecting candy and treats from the merchants or making additions to their costumes.
As we came out of the local grocery store, another couple greeted Todd and Eve with hugs and kisses. After a quick introduction to Rusty and Gil, Lil and I moved ahead with the rest of the groceries as the other two talked. Over my shoulder, I heard something about a costume party that night.
When Eve and Todd joined us in the car, Todd explained that there was an 'Erotic Halloween Costume Party' that evening at their friends' home, and they had been confirming what to bring. Todd warned with a grin, "Just be prepared for anything goes." This party had been one of the reasons they'd come up to their lodge for this particular weekend.
Eve explained what an erotic costume party consisted of, promising me that I'd see Rusty's gorgeous knockers, and probably get to 'play' with them. I could hardly wait. We made a few stops for token masks and a couple of props, and then headed home. On the way, I mentioned the friends I'd just made in Gunnison, Colorado - Mal, Ann, and Dorrie - and asked if I could invite them for the party and an overnight or two at the lodge since they were reasonably close. I showed them a picture on my iPhone of the trio, and mentioned their 'open' life style with each other and with me. I explained that Mal and Ann were both pilots, and if they had coverage for their motel, they could be here by dinner. I got a resounding 'Yes! Have them come up," from everyone.
I called Mal on my cell and explained about the party, particularly emphasizing the erotic nature of the evening. I could tell by his reaction that he liked the idea. Eve took the phone from my hand, put it on speaker, introduced herself, and together with Lil gave him the 'hard sell,' urging them to fly up. Mal laughed at our antics and told us he'd talk to Ann and Dorrie, check the weather and a few other flying things, and get back to us in an hour or so.
We got back to the lodge, put away the groceries, and sat around planning our costumes. My cell phone rang; Mal announced that the weather would cooperate for the trip through the mountains, and that Ann and Dorrie were looking forward to the evening. He had me pass the phone to Eve as he put Ann on his end for details about the costumes and what else she could bring for the lodge.
At five-thirty, my cell phone rang again. The trio from Gunnison were on the ground at Jackson Hole Airport. Eve and I took the large Suburban that had been in the garage and drove ten miles to the local airport to pick up our new guests. Face-to-face introductions were made, and I could tell right away everyone 'clicked' with Eve. I knew they would, but it was nice to see how fast everyone bonded. Back at the lodge, the same happened with Todd and Lil. In five minutes, everyone seemed like old friends. In fifteen minutes, the women went up to one of the bedrooms to work on costumes. Mal, Todd, and I sat around the hearth and each had a glass of wine. Mal told us about the flight up from Gunnison to Jackson Hole.
About twenty minutes later, the bedroom door flew open with a loud bang. Lil and Eve came flying down the stairs, taking two steps at a time. They ran straight towards me, and I had a feeling what they'd just discovered. I stood up to face the music from the pair. I had not told Mal, Ann, or Dorrie to be quiet about my celebrity status with my new friends, and apparently that subject had come up amid their chatter about the party.
Lil came up to me and playfully punched my arm, "You impossible man! You didn't tell us who you really were. I'm ... I'm ... speechless." She stamped one foot and nearly shouted her frustration with me.
I admitted, "Well, I did sort of leave out a few recent events about my life. I didn't want to distort how we interacted. I'm not into celebrity worship."
Eve exclaimed as she punched my other bicep, "A FEW! You left out ALL the important details about your life!"
Todd and Mal stood as well. Todd said a couple of times, "So, what'd I miss?" He looked at me, and in a more reasonable tone asked, "What'd you leave out?"
I turned to Todd, "Well, a couple of months ago I got friendly with Crystal Lee - the country music singer. I helped her out, and that led to me singing with her, and it turned out that I had a decent singing voice. So, Crystal 'discovered' me and got me singing on a few recordings with her, and then we laid down a whole bunch of tracks really fast over about ten days - duets and solos. I did some concerts too. Sony Music promoted the hit singles and the albums that Crystal and I did. I guess I became a star overnight, and I sure didn't expect anything like that to happen."
Eve swooned, "You know Crystal Lee! How cool is THAT?"
Suddenly, everyone was talking at once, and I had some further explaining to do, as well as a plea that they not announce to people at tonight's party about my sudden fame or celebrity status. They all reluctantly agreed. Ann and Dorrie promised to keep it a secret only if I devoted some 'alone time' with each of them. I promised.

* * * * *

When it came time to leave for the party, Todd, Mal, and I hadn't seen the women for a couple of hours, and we wondered about their costumes. As we put our winter jackets on, we shouted upstairs to them that it was time to leave, and shortly thereafter the four of them emerged wearing long outdoor coats.
As they came downstairs I noted that Ann and Lil looked a little starry eyed. I went up to Ann and kissed her, and I immediately got a whiff of the aroma of pussy around her lips. Teasing, I asked, "What were you gals doing upstairs?"
Ann pulled Lil to her as she answered me in a dreamy voice, "Well, we paired off and got an early start on our erotic evening. I've been eating pussy for the past half hour ... or was being eaten ... or both. It was niiicccceeee." She rolled her eyes heavenward and then kissed me again. Lil also came in for a kiss, and I smelled the same enthralling odor from her face as well. I noted that Mal was similarly engaged with Eve and Dorrie, I even saw his tongue lap the corner of Eve's mouth where a little extra juice must have remained. He looked over and gave me thumbs up.
Just before we stopped our kisses to head to the car, Ann took my hand and held it to her pussy. She whispered, "Finger me, and get your finger wet in my snatch." As I did her bidding, she added, "Later, I want your cock in there in the meantime you can smell me and maybe even get a little taste if you lick your finger." She kissed me again, this time with lots of tongue and a more mischievous attitude. I got her attention and licked my finger.
I had never attended an 'Erotic' Halloween Party. As the seven of us arrived at another lodge near where we were staying, the women shed their parkas. My eyes bugged out of their sockets. Our party of four women revealed eight bare breasts for the world to see. Of course, I'd already realized that Rusty, our hostess, was similarly attired. My tongue was hard. The breasts had been decorated with various colors, body crayons, and rouges, giving each a wild and psychedelic appearance. Spirals, targets, sunbursts, enlarged areolas in patriotic colors, and lipstick kiss imprints graced the various breasts of our group.



The other clothing appeared to be equally revealing. Dorrie and Lil wore see through thongs and small tutus meant for a six-year old that left little to the imagination. The patterns and lipstick kiss imprints on their breasts had been duplicated on their butt cheeks, and even lead from their navels to their pussies. Ann and Eve had elected to wear mini skirts with slits up each side, slits that revealed they wore nothing else beneath the pumpkin colored loincloths. Again, on their backsides, additional decorations had been added. When she lifted her miniskirt, Eve had a big arrow pointing at her pussy and the words 'Eat Here!' boldly written. We all laughed, and she looked naughty.
The women grinned at us. Todd, Mal, and I had not been inventive and were anything but erotically dressed. I had a couple of tattoos on one arm from my Army days and wore a tattered t-shirt with the arms hacked off. I'd written a large '69' on the front and back of the shirt before shredding it. More comfortable with my sexual behavior over the past months, I'd also written 'Man Slut' as my 'name' above the numeral on the shirt. Mal and Todd were cowboys.
As we flowed into the dimly lit rooms of the party, there was no shortage of drink, food, and other cleverly decorated female bodies. I stood talking to one pretty woman - Patricia, I think - and it took me about two minutes to realize she was stark naked, but had her body painted to look as though she wore a short sleeved tuxedo. She laughed at my late realization, and then flushed at my compliments about her 'costume' and her feminine attributes. She latched onto my arm for a while, and I enjoyed the feeling of her erect nipples against my arm. Before she left me, she gave me a very hot French kiss that added significantly to the erection I'd already started.
Rusty, our hostess had dressed as an Indian maiden, except I was sure her maidenhood wouldn't have lasted more than a few seconds in her outfit. She wore a few feathers in her hair, some 'war paint,' no clothes from the waist up, and a loincloth that frequently revealed her swollen labia. She too engaged me in conversation for a while, standing well inside my personal space, and then actually took one of my hands and asked that I paw her breasts for a moment. I complied. She too left me drooling with a kiss that stopped my heart beating.
Several other bodies passed by - all paint and no clothes. One Daisy Mae outfit went by and reminded me of Crystal's favorite outfit. However, this checkered shirt had been left undone so her beautiful tits showed. Two women in togas floated by, each with one gorgeous breast showing as well as a lot of leg and obviously no under garments. Two women came as television sets wearing boxes around parts of their midsection: one had her nude breasts 'appearing' on channel sixty-nine with the words 'Boob Tube' written on the side of the 'TV set,' and the other her hairy pussy on display on the 'Porn Channel' as an ad for 'Fabulous Sex - This Year Only. Free samples. Just ask.'
A nude woman with her body painted a whitish-gray and hair powered to look eerily white presented herself to me as a ghost. We necked for a while as I toyed with her nipples. By that time, I had a throbbing hard-on. She pulled my shirt up and off my body, and commented on my magnificent physique and my visible abdominal muscles; "You are the most spectacular specimen of manhood here tonight; I assume that extends to your cock. If you'd like to ... disappear upstairs with me, I'd sure appreciate it." I politely suggested that maybe later after we'd 'circulated' a bit. The evening was still young.
Two of the other men had tied derbies to their cocks; they said they were part of the cast for the Full Monty. The women were having great fun looking under the hats to see the progress the men had made towards a full erection. Occasionally, I'd see one of the men being sucked on or having the tip of his rod kissed to accelerate the process.
A couple came as Batman and Robin, both nude but with body paint for costumes. I noted the man was really hung and, based on a brief aside to me as he walked by, fighting a losing battle to not walk around with an erection.
A woman flowed into the room with a long purple cape. From wrists to neck to just above her pubes she had been painted bright blue. Above and between her large breasts was a bright red 'S' on a yellow background. She wore a bright blue thong that did little to hide the fact that she had a small landing strip of pubic hair shaped into an arrow pointing to her vagina. She stopped to talk to me, explaining that most people would think the 'S' stood for Superwoman, when in fact it really stood for 'Super Slut.' She laughed, insisted that I finger her 'slutty' pussy, reached into my pants and massaged my cock, and then kissed me in a highly seductive way. She too wanted a 'séance' upstairs with me, particularly after she praised my narrow hips, broad shoulders, and athletic shape. She wasn't the least bit shy about cupping my cock and balls in her hands through my pants. She knelt in front of me and blew hot air through the fabric to add a little excitement to my life. That got my attention, so I went for the séance with Super Slut, and we had a nice half-hour together.
Mal confided in me that he hoped Ann and Dorrie got laid, because, as he said, if they didn't he wouldn't be able to keep up with them when we got back to our lodge after this kind of party. In a humorous and lecherous tone, he told me he'd taken six Viagra and planned to take advantage of the party's theme - sex! As he called attention to her, I watched Ann in seduction mode going after a younger man dressed as a Greek god; she had one hand under the folds in the lower part of his costume apparently delivering a hand-job that made her subject look totally spaced out.
Across the room Dorrie, was sitting in a man's lap; both wore little clothing, and based on their positioning I speculated that his cock had found a home deep in her vagina. The two were kissing madly, and I watched Dorrie who had a hedonistic expression on her face grinding her body against his.
Another woman passed by wearing a clear plastic garbage bag over her nude body and a clear shower cap over her pretty blonde hair. When I asked, she explained that she was dressed as a condom. She told me the plastic came off easily if I wanted to slip upstairs to play a little. I thanked her for the offer, but with a finger's touch through the plastic to one nipple I explained that I was saving my virginity. She burst out laughing and sashayed away.
After the first hour people had eaten and gotten a few drinks under their belts. The lights got dimmer, and most or all parts of many costumes disappeared and were tossed in corners or on various tables. Nudity became the preferred state of dress.
Dorrie came up to me with a warm slobbery kiss; "This is the best party ever. I've fucked twice with two guys with amazing tools. Thank you for getting us invitations to this soiree; I'll never forget it." She kissed me and then promised, "And, don't worry, my little pussy still has room in there for you." She flounced off to the bar with an empty wine glass and a lusty look in her eyes.
Ann found me shortly after and pushed her naked breasts against my now naked chest. "Jim, could I persuade you to come upstairs with me?" Her voice sounded so inviting that I couldn't really say no. As we wove through the crowd towards the stairs, I asked her about her Greek god. She said, "Well, we coupled and had a good fuck, but I missed you even though it's only been a couple of days." She turned and stood a stair above me, and we kissed passionately for over a minute. She then thrust one of her ripe breasts into my mouth. She knew how to elevate my libido.
Each of the seven bedrooms seemed occupied by couples in one stage or another of fucking. Ann dragged me into a bedroom with a large bed where a couple was fucking but only using the side of the bed nearest the door. The woman was the gal with the tuxedo painted on her body.
Ann and I staked out the other side of the bed, and after shedding our remaining clothes quickly coupled, with Ann sinking her hot cunt down my pole as she straddled me. The couple next to us proved to be an erotic stimulant to our lovemaking. We talked to them, and took turns performing for each other - that had been Ann's idea. We briefly switched partners, just for variety, but Ann really wanted me for those moments so after the novelty wore off we returned to our partners.
The other couple finally experienced their orgasms amid great swearing and groaning. After they'd come down from their climaxes, they hopped off the bed and waltzed out the door into the hall and went downstairs as naked as they had been when they had been fucking next to us.
Ann and I varied positions, pace, and emotions, as we fucked. At one point, she reminded me how good at dirty talk she was. She amused me with a narration of how she wanted to fuck every cock in the lodge at least twice, talking about locations and the lewd acts she could perform on her fuck mates two, three, or more at a time. As we fucked, I often noticed several people watching us from the doorway of the room. The fact we were being watched inspired me to expand my repertoire of sexual tricks with Ann, and helped me lengthen the time we vigorously fucked each other. Eventually, we came to a stop, enjoyed our afterglows, savored our passionate kisses, and relinquished the bedroom to the next set of lovers.
We replaced some of our costumes and left the bedroom. In the next room, Lil and Gil, our host, seemed to be having an exciting sexual encounter. Several others were watching them as well. Todd and the ghost had staked out the next bedroom.
Much to our surprise, I found Eve giving a blowjob to Mal in the next bedroom; she looked up and winked at us as we went by. Mal gave us an OK sign and said with a chuckle, "The Viagra's working really well." Ann went over to her husband and gave him a long, passionate kiss as Eve continued her ministrations on his rigid shaft. Later, when he rejoined me downstairs, I congratulated him for finding a way around the limitations of age.
Ann and I curled up on the sofa, and watched some of the other sexual activities and foreplay going on in the living room: body parts being fondled, fingers disappearing in body holes, organs disappearing in mouths, and lots of roaming hands and mouths.
A stereo on one corner of the living room had been tuned to a country music station that seemed to be playing some pretty mellow songs. 'Texas Dawn' came on. Ann nudged me; "That's you and Crystal?"
I nodded.
She listened intently, evaluating the song. "You're good. The two of you are good - really good." She thought for a while and said, "What would Crystal think about this party?"
I laughed. "She'd love it and be a full participant."
"Would she fuck other guys?"
"For sure, if the mood struck her, and it definitely would. She can be very uninhibited. We've had some group sessions together."
Ann just nodded acceptance and added, "I hope we get to meet her someday."
Ann and I cuddled for a little, and then got back in the spirit of the party and both went off to 'mingle' with the other guests. I mingled until I couldn't get it up any more.

* * * * *

Mal had elected himself as the designated driver. He seemed happy with his encounters with Eve - it turned out they had also made love, and she cuddled up against him on the way home. I think her hand was busy in his lap. Mal also confided that he'd fucked Super Slut and the condom lady during the evening. I found myself pleased to know that at seventy-four his libido and ability to perform hadn't been too badly impaired by age, although he needed a little pharmaceutical enhancement.
When we got home, all the beautiful tattoos, body paint, and other decorations that had been applied to various bodies were smeared and distorted. Everyone headed for the showers. The master bathroom sported a walk-in shower stall with three showerheads, and somehow the seven of us fit in there and got clean as well as worked up again. We laughed and teased, despite the late hour.
I ended up with Lil and Dorrie in my bed. Fortunately, I had recovered a little by the time we got in bed. Thus, I started another sex-filled hour taking turns to satisfy the two of them - changing positions, using Lil's toys, and enjoying their sapphic interplay as we turned our focus from one to another in our sex circle.
Near my readiness to cum, I maneuvered the two women so they came across my lower body from either side, with pillows to help correct for height differences. The two women started tribbing, except my hard cock was between their pussies thrusting up and down with elongated strokes. We got the positions adjusted so that every thrust I made rubbed my cock against both women's clits as well as gave me stimulation as though I was fucking a pussy. Of course, they each had also brought their fingers into play as well - on themselves, on me, and on each other.
When I announced I was near, Lil and Dorrie encouraged me to cum, and said they were right there ready to receive me. I exploded upward between their two cunts, my cum shooting upwards and falling back down to coat the three of us. Both of them moaned into climaxes as well. When I'd stopped ejaculating, the two women captured some of my cum and then showing me their open mouths for a few seconds for my arousal and amusement before swallowing my juice.
We slept like logs. I set my mental alarm clock for eight in the morning. I thought I'd get up and meditate before the entire house began to stir. I slipped out of bed, leaving my two bed companions nude and warm under the down comforter.
I showered, dressed, and made myself useful in the kitchen, starting a pot of coffee. I put on a jacket and went outside onto the deck that overlooked the Grand Tetons - the spectacular mountain range that rises out of the plains like a sudden discontinuity in the earth. They are rare because there are no foothills, just the sharp angular rise of granite from the slowly rolling eastern plains.
I stared into the majesty of the mountains, and in only seconds I was 'gone.' My ego disappeared, and only the 'I am' remained - my connection with Source Energy. I kept my mind clear, yet in some corner expressed the gratitude for the love and affection and inclusion I felt from so many people in so many parts of my life.
After my meditation, I checked my watch, and realized I'd been meditating for about forty minutes. I retrieved an envelope of Karen's ashes from one of my saddlebags, and scattered her ashes from the outdoor porch that overlooked the mountains. I thought of how the sharp pain I had felt at the loss of my wife had lessened along my journey. Spreading her ashes in each state had become a ritual that had helped lessen that pain. Leaving them in sight of the beautiful mountains also gave me an inner warmth, as though I was taking care of Karen in a special way. When she was sick, I could do nothing to save her; however, this was something that I could do.
Ann quietly appeared beside me. She had spent the night with Todd. Despite the chilly temperatures outdoors she was nude. She'd seen me do the ashes ritual in Colorado. She put her arms around me, and gave me a gentle hug - a gesture to let me know that she cared and would be there for me if I needed her. I had met so many giving people along my journey. I did have so much to be thankful for. I got a kiss and felt her taut body shiver. She turned and went back inside to the warmth of the house.
I reflected back on the Halloween party; the open relationship of Ann, Dorrie, and Mal; Crystal and Ellen; and Oklahoma. I had to acknowledge something Tama had said, 'I sure liked sex ... and was good at it.' I thought of some of the reasons I'd had sex since I started my trip. First, I had felt a physical attraction to each of the women I'd made love to, and in many cases an emotional attraction of varying intensity. Crystal, Ellen, Kim, and Lauren certainly inspired my love for them, and we connected on so many levels. The sex also helped lift me from depression and sense of great loss resulting from Karen's death. Sex didn't make me forget, it helped me heal and put things in perspective, especially now that Tama had informed me that Karen had been my 'sexual muse,' aiding my relationships and my lovemaking techniques.
In a number of relationships, some exceptionally brief such as in Oklahoma and at the Halloween party, I'd found delight in the novelty and fun of the fucks we shared. We were all consenting horny adults seeking release, fun, laughter, recognition, and sharing - however temporary. One could rue the 'swinging' life style exemplified by the prior night's party and castigate the lack of expressed love or affection, but everyone there knew why there were there - to have fun, feel the thrill and adventure of the event, and to fuck their brains out just for the hell of it. From that point of view, the party had been a huge success just like the orgy in Oklahoma.
In the previous twenty-four hours I'd had sex with eight women: Ann, Dorrie, Lil, Eve, Celeste - the Super Slut, Marion - the ghost, Rusty - our Indian maiden hostess, and Yvonne -a French maid. While the mood varied from person to person, we cared about each other's pleasure and orgasms, we knew why we were fucking, and we played and had fun.
I thought of how some of my past lovers would have enjoyed the party. Crystal and Ellen would have been in the thick of things, probably trying to set a record for fucking all the men. Lauren would have been right behind them. Kim would probably have participated too, looking for adventure and fun, as well as a chance to boost her femininity. Karen would probably have been a willing participant based on what her sister had shared with me; she liked 'strange,' and would have found plenty at the party. Anna, I didn't have a gage on; however, I'd started to fantasize about her open attitude toward sex - even towards our making love. I hoped I was right.
I had liked the party too. I'd reclaimed my 'Man Slut' t-shirt from a corner of the living room; however, I wondered if I'd ever find occasion to wear it again. I would have to learn to live with that moniker; it certainly fit the life style of my road trip - the life style of my new life. How had Lauren known all those months earlier that I would have sex across the entire country? Had she seen the Inner Me that I didn't even know existed?
I heard a stirring and conversation in the house and came out of my reverie.

* * * * *

One by one each of the others appeared, probably lured out of their warm beds by the aroma of fresh coffee. Ann gave each person a hug and kiss - what a fine way to start the day. I limited my hugs and kisses to the women, bumping elbows in a manly way with Todd and Mal. The last to arrive downstairs was Mal and Eve; Eve had that 'freshly fucked' glow and he had a smile from ear to ear. Ann went to Mal with a passionate morning kiss, happy that her husband had a wake-up call with a sexy partner.
Ann and I prepared and served everyone breakfast. Todd, Lil, and Eve had told me they planned on leaving late in the morning to head back to Cheyenne. They thought with winter weather coming that this would be the last the motorcycle ride to the lodge until late spring. Mal wanted to take advantage of the good weather to fly back to Gunnison. I also felt itchy to get back on the road and head through Yellowstone while the roads were still open into Montana. I had an old Army buddy in Idaho I wanted to see too.
I packed up my gear on the motorcycle in the garage, strapping on the last of my bags and my travel guitar. We all stood around for a few moments saying goodbye and wishing we could all meet again. We'd swapped emails and phone numbers, and we promised to keep in touch.



Ann excused herself for minute and almost immediately appeared at the doorway of the kitchen with a serious look on her face. She caught my eye, and gestured for me to come with her. I broke away from the group where we'd been saying our goodbyes and sauntered towards Ann and the kitchen. As we walked to the picture window in the eating area, Ann said, "I'm afraid I have bad news." She pointed out the window.
I looked puzzled, but she had me look out at the rolling western landscape of the neighborhood. Parked a couple of hundred yards away was the black Toyota sedan that belonged to Bart Kenesis. Somehow, he had tracked me down to this lodge.
"Damn!"

Chapter 26
Montana

After seeing Yellowstone National Park, I knew that I wanted to come back in warmer weather. A few of the side roads through the park that looked interesting were closed to traffic. I headed for Livingston, Montana for an overnight stop before getting on Interstate 90 and heading west to Coeur d'Alene where I had an ex-Army friend. The day had started sunny, and according to the forecast, clouds would roll into the region before a small front swooped through with a chance of light snow flurries at the higher elevations.
Two things affected my route to Livingston. First, Bart Kenesis was still following me according to the tracking device I had put on his car. Leaving Vernal, Utah, I'd gone out of my way to leave him well behind me, yet to my surprise, he'd tracked me down again and showed up outside the private home the morning I planned to leave from Jackson Hole.
The second thing that affected my route to Livingston was the light snow flurries. Normally, I wouldn't think twice about a light snowfall, probably the first to dust the area that season; however, I rode a motorcycle, and two-wheeled vehicles do not do well on snow - not well at all. At first, there were only a few flakes, so few that I didn't even slow down. Their numbers multiplied until there were millions of them and probably billions of them blowing around and across the road. A few had started to stick to the surface and the facemask of my helmet. I slowed down, careful not to use my brakes and not to make any sudden movements in steering or shifting. I thought about turning back; however, I'd gone more than forty miles or so from the last town. I thought if I could make Livingston, even at my slow speed, I could wait out the storm in the comfort of a motel room.
The more the snow came down; the more it coated the two-lane asphalt road. The heavier the coat of snow on the road, the slower I went. I'd ridden thousands of miles in the past few months and knew the bike and how it handled as though we were Siamese twins. I could feel the subtle slippage of the front and back tires on the slippery surface as I rode, even as my speed dropped below ten miles per hour. I started to worry about getting run into, but since I'd gotten on the road, I hadn't seen another vehicle. The tracking signals from the black car that followed me still didn't show on my monitor, so I thought that Bart Kenesis might have abandoned tailing me when he saw the snow knowing I'd be forced to a crawl. Maybe he'd already gone ahead to Livingston to await my arrival.
Eventually, I had to drop my speed to little more than a walk. At that speed, if the bike had slid out from under me, neither the bike nor I would be hurt significantly. The bike and I crept along the road at maybe two or three miles per hour. I figured at this rate; I'd make Livingston sometime in the following year.
A rare car passed me, and then another. I tried to ride in their tracks, but the tire tracks were as slippery as the other parts of the road surface. I weighed in my mind, just pulling off to the side of the road, pitching my tent and camping out until the following day. The weather would have changed, and maybe the snow would have cleared from the roads as it does at high altitudes on sunny days. The flaw in that plan was that I'd be in the open to my stalker - the man I believed had shot at me. I kept going, inching along the highway on the right side of the travel lane.
A heavy-duty dually truck pulling a long horse trailer passed me. I didn't dare take my eyes off the road to look at it closely, but they had a clear passage and left me a good set of tire tracks to follow for a mile.
At the end of the mile, I slowly came upon the truck and horse trailer pulled off the side of the road with flashers blinking. A figure in western boots and hat, jeans, and a Logan coat with the collar up, leaned against the back of the horse trailer as I approached. A gloved hand came up and indicated I should stop behind the trailer; I did.
"Are you friggin' nuts?" a feminine voice yelled from inside the jacket's tall collar as her head came up. There was a touch of humor in her tone.
I'd stopped and turned off the idling engine, glad for a rest from the tension of keeping the motorcycle balanced on a slippery road. I lifted my facemask and shrugged. "Got caught in this stuff. The weatherman had said 'light flurries.' I had started to think about stopping, but wasn't sure where I'd find a safe place."
I took my helmet off, and she sized me up, and then asked a little more politely, "You want a dry place overnight. I've got a stable with a bunkhouse you could use just down the road. This storm will probably be gone by tomorrow. By the way, up here 'light flurriess' might mean as much as a foot or more of snow."
I nodded enthusiastically, "Oh, yes; that's a really welcome offer. Thank you." I thought how this unexpected stop would further confuse the man following me.
"Well, drive that thing into the trailer." With those words, she lowered the tailgate of the horse trailer. Inside were two empty horse stalls, except for some hay on the floor. I started my engine and with some difficulty gaining traction, rode up the ramp into the trailer. I stopped and secured the bike with some ropes hanging in the trailer. The van smelled like the horses that it usually carried. I expected that my luggage would smell a bit horsey for a few days.
My female rescuer followed me into the van; "My name's Jesse.
I said, "I'm Jim. Should I ride back here or come up in the truck?"
She curtly said, "Truck." She waited while I secured the bike, and then closed the large ramp door after I'd come out of the trailer. I followed her to the dually, walked around the front, and hoisted myself up into the passenger seat. I found it unusual to be so high off the ground. Jesse explained where we were and talked about the weather for about two miles, and then turned right through two huge gates that opened automatically when she pressed a garage door opener attached to her visor. There were two signs that caught my eye: 'Emerson Horse Ranch' and 'No Trespassing. Violators May Be Shot.' I felt a little safer and more distant from Bart Kenesis as the electric gates closed behind us.

* * * * *

A quarter-mile up the one lane road we came to a complex of buildings. A large horse barn or stable along with a couple of other sheds stood about a hundred feet from a sprawling ranch house. Also between the buildings were several other pickup trucks, a car, a camper, a tractor, another horse trailer, and some other farm equipment. A corral formed a part of the yard; two large mares with alert ears watched our arrival amid the swirls of snow as we drove up and parked.
Before she got out of the truck, Jesse said, "We'll just leave your bike inside the trailer until tomorrow, if that's all right with you. We can figure out what to do with it ... and you ... then - unless we get more snow." She laughed at her dark humor.
I again expressed my gratitude for my rescue and promised not to be a bother. I asked her to aim me at a corner of the stable or the bunkhouse she'd mentioned, or someplace where I wouldn't be a bother; I promised I'd just slip out of sight until it was safe to leave. Jesse laughed again and said, "Oh, no. Now that I've caught you, I get to keep you. Come on inside, I'll introduce you to the others." She took my hand and pulled me to the house. Others?
We went in a side door that opened into mudroom and a large country kitchen. Two other women stood preparing dinner, and clearly Jesse and the two were sisters. Jesse shed her coat, and now I could draw the same conclusion about each of the three: pretty, lean, endowed, and later I'd find out, smart. At Jesse's suggestion, I worked at getting out of my leather riding clothes, until I finally got down to my jeans and a t-shirt from the Dave Matthews Band. I stood barefoot.
"Jim, these are my sisters Jean and Josie. As you might guess, my parents were on a kick with the letter 'J.' My mother's name is Jillian. My dad's name was James, like yours, but he died three years ago; he was much older than mom."
I greeted the sisters, and almost immediately their mother, when she flowed into the kitchen carrying a laptop computer and sheaf of notes. Each greeted me warmly. The mother was a slightly more solid version of her trim daughters, and I could see the sharp intelligence in her sparking eyes.
The daughters deferred to their mother as she politely grilled me about my background, why I'd been traveling the road in such terrible weather, why my mode of transportation was a motorcycle - particularly this time of year, and whether I had a job somewhere? I could see her evaluating the 'motorcycle thug' her daughter had picked up on the way home.
I leveled with her as the others listened in rapt attention. I gave the abbreviated version of my recent history. I mentioned that I worked in the music industry because I seemed to have some skills in that area. I think each of them saw me as someone who might work behind the scenes in that area or that I might fill in on weekday nights at third-rate honky-tonk bars; I didn't reveal my celebrity status. I told of my friend in Idaho who I intended to see.
The sisters were sympathetic that I'd lost my wife; Jean asked a couple of polite questions that elicited the details of her passing. Josie, the youngest, verified that I'd already ridden through forty-one states since I started in New England around early May. She had me talk about some of my experiences, and I kept my answers to a travelogue.
I turned the tables on the women and asked about their ranch. Jillian answered in an increasingly friendly tone, talking about how the ranch had been in the family for seventy years. Currently, Jesse, the oldest at around thirty two, ran the ranch that focused predominantly on breeding, grooming, and training quarter horses.
Jean, the middle sister, had a two-year old MBA from Wharton, and said she used her skills to manage the family's investment portfolio and various trust funds. Josie, the youngest at nineteen, had worked as a ranger over the summer season in Yellowstone, and had been thinking of college and a more lucrative profession - maybe even something such as I'd done with computers and web development.
Jillian, whom I surmised was in her mid fifties, pointed to her laptop computer: "I'm an author. I write romance novels under the nom de plum of Jessica Walters. So far, I've written twenty, and my publisher says he wants more, more, more." She laughed and pointed out that there was yet another 'J' in the family.
Without asking Jean had poured me a California Merlot. She thrust the glass into my hands with a twinkle in her eye. As she turned to go back to the counter, she let her fingers trace down my arm in a flirtatious manner. She also gave me a lingering gaze. I'd just been flirted with.
I got an invitation to dinner, and accepted provided I could get some things from my motorcycle so I could properly clean up and look presentable for such lovely company. All the women beamed that I'd honor them that way. I slipped my boots on and ran out to the trailer, went in a side door, and grabbed my travel guitar and one of my saddlebags. Once back in the house, I was shown a bathroom where I shaved and put on a better shirt.
Dusk came early, and as I looked out the window, it seemed as though the snowstorm had intensified. Since I ran into the storm, at least six inches of snow had fallen. I wondered if I'd get out of here on my bike before spring. Josie came up and took my arm. "Don't worry. This is the first storm of the year. It'll stop in the night and start melting pretty quickly once the sun comes out. It might take a day for the snow to clear off the roads, but they'll dry off for you soon." She'd read my mind.
I turned and smiled at her. Her face was so close to mine, and she looked so pretty. I wanted to kiss her; however, I resisted the urge though I felt she wanted me to. The two of us hung in that pre-kiss position for ten seconds staring into each other's eyes. The others were right behind us in the kitchen putting dinner on the table.
We ate accompanied by lively conversation. After dinner, Jesse persuaded me to use my travel guitar and play some songs for them. I sat beside their fireplace and tuned the guitar. In a low voice, I sang the song I wrote 'The Wolf On Lone Wolf Mountain.' I segued out of that into my solo version of 'Texas Dawn.' As I ended, I looked up at the women; they were spellbound, and slowly they all started to applaud.
Once their modest clapping had stopped, Jean said, "You're him, aren't you? You're not just Jim, you're Jim Mellon - the singer."
I nodded.
Jillian looked puzzled; a sign I took to mean she wasn't as tuned into contemporary country music as her daughters.
I explained in a low-key tone, "Yes, I'm Jim Mellon, but please don't do anything special because of it."
Visibly impressed, Josie asked, "Why are you here ... on our little back road ... in Montana ... of all places?"
Jillian interrupted, "Will somebody tell me please who this young man is?"
Jesse told her mother, "Jim Mellon is the hottest male country music singer in the business today, right up there with the best of 'em. Right now, he happens to have the top two country music singles for a male artist, and he just sang both of them for us."
Jillian's mouth fell open; she looked at me and asked, "Is this true?"
I nodded again, but had started blushing over the awe and excitement the women exhibited. I could see that Jillian had finally given up her 'motorcycle thug' theory.
Jesse went on, "He got discovered about three or four months ago by Crystal Lee, the top country diva, and skyrocketed to fame. I've read dozens of stories about you ... and Crystal. I'm a big fan, and I thought I'd recognize you if I ever saw you in person ... and, well, you looked familiar, but I wasn't sure why."
Jean asked, "How did you rise to stardom so fast?"
I responded, "Crystal helped, and so did some folks at Sony Music that took a shine to me and promoted my albums, even accelerated them to market. All that, and being on the cover and in a feature article ofPeoplemagazine didn't hurt either." I paused and added, "This has all taken me by surprise. I never expected this to happen to a computer nerd, such as I was until this."
Jean said to her mother, "He's really good, and so is Crystal. I've downloaded all their music. Everyone loves the pair, and they're in all the magazines and gossip columns. I thought I would have recognized you too, but I didn't."
I nodded an acknowledgement of what she said and added, "I've had a member of the paparazzi chasing me across the country. He's become a stalker instead of just a casual member of the press looking for a story or a photograph. I took your secondary road because I thought it might throw him off my trail; he seems to always know ... where ... I've stopped." Up to that point, I'd decided not to mention getting shot at.
A light bulb went on in my head as I said those words: 'He seems to always know where I've stopped.' Just 'how' did Bart Kenesis know where I was staying. How had he found me in Wyoming when I was inside the lodge along with my motorcycle? I frowned suddenly.
Josie said, "What's wrong?"
"I just realized that through many states he's been behind me, he has always known where I was. I think he's tracking me somehow." I stood. "Can I borrow a flashlight; I've got to take a close look at my motorcycle. I have a bad feeling."
Everyone started to talk at once. Questions about my singing mixed with ideas about how the paparazzo might have figured out where I was. Jesse put on her coat and came out to the trailer with me. She lowered the tailgate, and helped me back the bike out of the trailer and push it into the horse stable where there was more light. She didn't want me to start the engine lest I spook the horses with the noise.
She turned on the stable lights, and found me an automotive trouble light. I took all my travel gear off the bike and piled it in front of one of the empty horse stalls. I started to go over the bike, inch by inch. I found it. Unlike the self-contained transponder unit I'd put on Bart Kenesis' car, a transmitter of some sort had been placed on my bike behind the engine and between some of the exhaust pipes where I was unlikely to see it. A hair thin wire taped to the frame attached to the box as an antenna. He'd wired the unit to the bike's electrical system. Having battery power from the bike, also meant that the device could be more powerful and provide more information about my location over longer distances.
I pointed to the small plastic device and showed Jesse. "Shit. I'm being tracked. This is how this thug has managed to find me at every turn."
Leaning over my shoulder, Jesse asked, "What are you going to do, cut it out of there?"
I pondered that idea, but had a further thought. "No. Before I do that, I think I'm going to consult an expert. I have a friend that's a private investigator; let me see what she thinks." I pulled my cell phone from my pocket.
I phoned Mils Cartwright. After our introductory pleasantries, I explained my call and the tracking device.
Mils said, "Take your phone and take a picture of it and send it to me. Also, read me any markings or words on the unit. Don't touch it just yet."
I sent her a quick photo. There were no markings on the black plastic.
Mils had me describe how it had been secured. I could hear her turning pages in some catalog as she looked up the tracking device. A minute later she started telling me about the device. She explained that the transponder might have a trigger to alert the tracker if it lost power, so she suggested that when I removed the device, I keep it powered with batteries. Her idea was to strap the batteries to it and attach it to some other vehicle heading in a direction opposite to my path. I liked the way she thought.
After a few more moments of chat, we ended our call. I explained to Jesse what I needed and why. She produced two new six-volt lantern cells that we duct taped together and attached some long wires. I broke into the circuit from the device to the motorcycle's battery, and carefully bridged the lantern cells so that they powered the device in parallel. Only then did I cut the attachment to the motorcycle and carefully lift the small transmitter and its thin antenna from its hiding place. We set the device on a workbench in the stable.
"Now what?" Jesse asked staring at the small black box.
"I need to find someone heading any direction but to Coeur d'Alene to carry this thing with them. Sometime after I'm far enough away they could just pull the power to the transmitter or toss the thing."
Jesse thought and suggested we ask the others back at the house.
We walked back to the house leaving the small transmitter working away on the workbench.
Jillian had the best answer of any the group came up with. She would phone a friend who was a mechanic in Livingston who made regular runs further north in Montana to some of the farms to service their equipment. I'd drop off the device to him and explain what needed to happen when he was miles away. Meanwhile, I'd head to Coeur d'Alene. Josie suggested that her friend drop the device at one of the farms to fake that I'd taken up temporary residence there, just as I had done with them. I liked that idea.



Shortly before ten o'clock that night, Jesse and Jean took a couple of horses and went for a ride around the perimeter of the ranch to see whether my nemesis had made a showing. I'd checked once on my monitor; however, there was no sign of Kenesis' car. When they got back, they announced that someone had stopped along the road by the electric gates to the driveway. They also saw footprints in the snow around where the car had stopped. I guessed that there was little I could do that evening, and so I shelved my worry about Kenesis until daylight returned and the snow left the roads.
One by one Jillian, Jean, and Josie abandoned the living room for their beds. I'd been assigned the living room sofa and provided with pillow, towels, and blankets. A small guest room with no bed served as my dressing area. As the last of the three left, Jesse dimmed the lights and gave me a coy smile over her shoulder.

* * * * *

Jesse came and sat next to me on the sofa watching the tongues of flame in the fireplace dance in the darkness of the room. I loved roaring fires; they always made me feel romantic. Kissing Jesse seemed to be a natural thing to do, and apparently she thought so too. Jesse moaned, and I felt her melt in my arms. We kissed again, and Jesse started to unbutton her western shirt, pulling the pearl snaps apart one at a time. I started to say something like 'Are you sure ...' but Jesse put one finger on my lips to quiet my words. I kissed her finger and then her lips.
Jesse whispered to me, "You are the nicest person I've met in ages. Every one of us is touched by you ... everyone of us wants to be touched by you." After a pause to kiss, she added, "We hope you will ... share yourself with each of us. We want to extend to you our feelings of attraction and hope you feel attracted to us."
I nodded although I was having trouble digesting that in the short time I'd been with them that the three sisters found me attractive and likeable enough to want to sleep with me.
Jesse bared her breasts to me in the dim light of the fire - full, round, firm globes taut with desire and excitement. I made love to each breast with my tongue and hands. After a few minutes, Jesse stood and slowly allowed her shirt to drop from her torso. Watching my eyes in the reflection of the fire, she kicked off her shoes, and slowly unbuckled her western belt, unzipped her jeans, and pushed the denim off her hips. She shimmied her legs and hips, and the jeans fell away, leaving only a delicate white thong.
With a demure smile, she turned her back to me and bent over at the waist, pushing the thong to her ankles. Even in the shadows I could see the puffy lips of her sex and the glistening moisture of her excitement. This was an invitation.
She turned back to me and said, "I've been excited about you, since I met you on the road and you took your motorcycle helmet off." She came close to me, so close I could smell her arousal. "You are a hunk ... a gorgeous man, and I felt desire for you before I knew who you were." She started to unbutton my shirt, adding, "Now, get these clothes off and make love to me."
I stripped down in seconds, but I didn't immediately honor her request. The sweet aroma of her sex made me lust to taste her feminine juices. We'd stood, naked, and kissed, fully enjoying the sensation of nude body against nude body, breasts against chest, and groin against pubes. I turned Jesse, and helped her sit so that her hips hung over the edge of the sofa. I knelt in front of her on a couch cushion, and then with tongue extended sank my face into her sweetness. After ten minutes of my assault, Jesse came with a little shriek that I thought might alert the others.
When I glanced up at the small balcony that led to the ranch's bedrooms, Josie and Jean were both standing there nude, the contours of their bodies barely visible in the dim light from the fire but visible enough that I could see their hands massaging each other's clits. I felt sure they saw my glance in their direction. I turned my attention back to Jesse; I assumed she knew her sisters were watching since she needed to only open her eyes to see their lithe bodies above her.
Jesse leaned forward and embraced my hard shaft, pumping it with one hand as she brought her mouth into play. She sucked on me as she masturbated my dick, occasionally taking most of me into her mouth and throat. I watched as the tendrils of saliva dangled from her lips at times when she elected to pull away from me in some erotic visual display. Eventually, she looked up at me and said, "Now, fuck me."
I did. I pushed her back, rubbed my cock around her slit, teasing at the entrance to her vagina, and then I took a long, slow, solid plunge into her depths. Jesse threw her head back as she took a sudden deep breath as I penetrated her, and then let the air out slowly. She whispered, "Oh, this is so much better than the fantasies I've been having since we met."
Knowing that Jean and Josie were watching, I put on a bit of a show for them, knowing that my actions would be foreplay for the eventual unions I presumed I'd have with them. Jesse and I changed positions several times, and remarkable woman that she was, Jesse had at least one orgasm in each position. I felt she was primed for our meeting like this.
After about thirty minutes, I sped up my thrusts into Jesse until my body must have been a blur in the firelight. Jesse had her largest and most pleasurable orgasm in a huge explosion of fireworks, pulling me into her for a lustful kiss.
She said, "Oh, thank you. You are my hero - my superman. I have to stop or I'll be so sore tomorrow I can't do this again - and I want an 'again' and more after that." Jesse looked beside her, and Jean stood there in the dancing light of the fire. I held out my hand to her as I pulled my rod from her sister. Jesse rose, and the women kissed in a most un-sisterly way, their tongues dancing together for a minute as they toyed with each other's nipples. Jesse kissed me again, whispered goodnight, and then disappeared upstairs into the darkness.

* * * * *

After Jesse had left to go upstairs, Jean said, "You saw us watching you, didn't you - Josie and me?"
I said, "Yes. You were both beautiful up there: so sexy and erotic in the shadows. I performed for you with Jesse; I made sure you could see a lot of what we did. Did you cum?"
Jean shook her head, "No, we were just exciting ourselves. We do that sometimes, often to each other."
Jean came into my arms, and we kissed. I savored the different taste of her kisses, and the differences in style. She had long hair that she allowed to flow down onto my chest as she pushed me back on the sofa. As her mouth neared my cock, she wrapped my shaft in the tresses of her hair and then slowly stroked my shaft through the hair. Eventually, she brought her mouth into play. After a long oral suck on my shaft, she rose and looked me in the eye, "I love the taste of pussy juice on a man's cock, particularly my sister's. Josie will get a treat later when she finds my juices here too."
With that, Jean straddled my body and lowered her pussy onto my shaft. Whereas Jesse had a hefty crop of pubic hair, Jean was smooth shaven. Even in the dim light, I could see the details of her slit and the nub of her clitoris peeking out of its female haven seeking stimulation. I zeroed in on her nubbin with my thumb, delivering a peak experience to my partner.
Jean's large breasts flopped up and down in my face as she rapidly rose and fell on my cock. Occasionally, I would catch one nipple in mid air with my mouth, and she'd stop so I could suck hard on her tit. The first time I did that, she started to talk dirty to me, sometimes asking me questions; my answers surprised and sexually excited her.
"Have you ever had sex with so many women in one night? I bet fucking sisters is something unique for you. We love your cock - your big long beautiful cock."
I brought my hands up and pinched her nipples; "Yes, I've been in a few group situations, and I've loved every one of them. I love to bring my partners to orgasm, sometimes when I'm fucking one, another is sitting on my face. I've even done that and been fingering two others trying to bring them to orgasm too, and I've even been with sisters."
Jean looked surprised, yet continued, "Well, I'd like to be in one of your orgies. Maybe tomorrow if the weather doesn't clear, we'll all take you on at once and you can do those things to us. Meanwhile, did you like my hair wrapped around your cock. I read about that in some torrid novel; you're the first person I've tried it on. Maybe sometime you could cum in my hair, and it'd be like the best hair conditioner ever. You could cum on my sister's cunt hair too, and we could groom her to look beautiful down there." She giggled.
Jean popped off a climax about that time, her mouth forming a perfect letter 'O'; I think she'd excited herself into it. I helped sustain it with cock and fingers. About then, I thought I'd give some dirty talk back to Jean. As she leaned over me, her breast swaying above my face, I started, "Imagine you're doing just this, getting fucked by me as you lean over me so that I can suck on your breasts. But, you have another lover, and he's come home, and caught you fucking. Instead of being mad, he undresses and brings his hard shaft up behind you."
About that time, I reached behind Jean, and gently pushed my middle digit into her ass. She moaned wildly, and I continued; "Your lover shoves his big dick up your pretty little ass. You've been DP'd by two people that care about you, and right now they want you to have a big orgasm."
Jean climaxed - big time! I could feel her vaginal muscles clench my cock as her anus surged against my finger. She wept in those seconds. Tears of pleasure rolled down her cheeks, and she had this look of heavenly ecstasy on her face. I continued to pump my cock into her as I stroked in and out of her ass with my finger; these actions seemed to prolong things for her.
Finally, Jean pushed down on me and froze. One hand reached back and stopped my motions at her ass. "I can barely stand it ... so much pleasure ... so intense ... so good. Oh, my God. It was wonderful ... you are wonderful." She kissed me with great abandon. I popped my finger out of her, and I think she had a small remembrance of her recent climax.

* * * * *

Josie joined Jean and me by just appearing from the surrounding darkness in the room. She slid onto the sofa beside me while my cock was still in Jean. We kissed, and then Jean slid off my cock, and Josie lay back on the sofa with a sexy smile of invitation. She pulled her legs apart to bare herself to me. Jean reached over and took my cock and directed me to the entrance of her sister's quim. She turned to me and said, "Be gentle but get your penis inside her right now!"
I pushed and slowly sank into Josie's moist pussy. By the time I'd bottomed out, Josie's eyes had become the size of saucers; she looked at me with big doe eyes. After a few tentative strokes into Josie, Jean whispered to her sis, "Now you know what sex is all about. This is one good lover, now fuck him back as we taught you."
I kissed Josie in a tender way, making it special, but inside I was a little shocked my Jean's words to her sister. I said in a suspicious tone, "This sounds like it's your first time."
Josie nodded, "It is, but I've been using adult toys for four years ... to get prepared. I've just never been with a man. I mean ... I think I know what to do, but you can show me. I've watched movies ... porn, ... and I've been waiting for the 'right' man. My family told me I'm being too particular, but ... with you ... I know you're my 'right man.' I'm so happy!"
"I'm honored to have met your high standards."
Jean pulled in beside her sister and started to suck on Josie's nearest breast. The scene was erotic and stimulating - the two-women thing again. Jean spread her legs in invitation, and I pushed two fingers into her cunt and massaged her womanhood as my cock pistoned into her sister. Jean looked up at me with eyelids at half-mast; "You must be a sex god, because every touch you've made of Jesse, Josie, or me has brought one of us to ... oh, fuck ... an ... orgasm." Her mouth formed into the letter "O" as another climax swept over her body.
Josie watched her sister with great interest. She had gotten into a rhythm where our hips both moved together at the same time with just the perfect intensity. I focused on Josie, and then felt Jean's hand where the two of us joined. She pulled my cock from Josie's pussy, and fellated me for a minute. At the same time, she had put three of her fingers in her sister's cunt. Josie moaned a little louder.
Jean soon steered my shaft back to the warm sheath it had been in, and pushed my buttocks so I'd start pumping into Josie again. She reached between us again and massaged Josie's clit. I arched over and kissed Josie in a tender way. Our concerted actions brought Josie to an orgasm. Her breath came in short bursts, so that she was panting and gasping for air. I felt the area where we joined dampen with feminine juices. Josie raked her fingernails across my back in an unconscious display of lust. Lastly, she groaned with joy as the full pleasure of the orgasm manifested itself deep inside her.
I slowed, responding only to the twitches of Josie's body as she floated down from her first male-inspired orgasm. Eventually, I pulled from Josie's tightness, and rolled onto the sofa between the sisters. We were all kissing each other.
"You haven't cum yet," the two sisters said to me when we came up for air.
"No, but if I spend a little time with someone now, I'll finish. I've been holding off so I could bring you each pleasure."
A voice from the darkness softly said, "That's good, because I would like to be the ultimate repository for that liquid joy." Jillian's nude body appeared into the light from the fire. In one hand she carried a dildo shaped like a well-endowed man's cock; the stick glistened with her juices. She'd been watching us from a dark corner of the room and using the sex toy on herself. This was unexpected, particularly from the girls' mother. Based on some of the comments over dinner, I thought she had a liberal attitude about her daughters' sexual predilections, but I hadn't thought she too lived the same life of desire and hope they did.
Jillian pulled me up to a standing position and we kissed, her aroused nipples digging into my chest. She led me up the stairs to her bedroom; a room she'd left with three scented candles burning when she came downstairs. She barely spoke, but turned and pulled me into a deep and erotic kiss, our naked bodies grinding against one another ... and then we made love.

* * * * *

In the morning, I slipped out of Jillian's bed, carefully covering her nude body with the comforter where it had slipped off her beauty. She slept with the trace of a smile on her lips. I found my saddle bags in the guest room and slipped on my running shorts, went downstairs, stoked the fire, meditated for a half hour, and then started to do various exercises: push-ups, sit-ups, isometrics, and some Tai chi. I'd been at it for forty-five minutes when to my surprise Jesse appeared coming in from outside.
Jesse made a beeline for me in a cloud of cold air. She knelt beside me where I'd been doing another rep of sit-ups and kissed me. "You were fabulous last night." After a pause, she added, "And thank you for introducing Josie to the marvels of sex. Worthy men in this area are hard to find; after you'd arrived yesterday, we took a unanimous vote and you 'won' her." She laughed at the analogy, and added, "Hell, you've won all of us!"
I acknowledged that taking Josie's virginity had been a surprise. In that same instant, I thought of my friends George and Summer in Ohio; he'd selected me to impregnate his wife. Summer and I forged a close and intimate relationship, and now, by way of emails, I knew she was over three months into her pregnancy with our child. I hadn't thought to ask any of the sisters, or for that matter Jillian, if they needed me to take precautions.
Jesse studied me for a minute, and said, "I've got to ride the back fence; I had a horse escape somewhere back there last week. It took all day to find her. I was hoping you'd ride with me - on a horse, not on your motorcycle." Again, her smile lit up the world.
I got dressed while Jesse prepared some hot oatmeal and orange juice. As I dressed, a nude and sleepy Jean found me in the spare bedroom and gave me a full-frontal kiss. The guest room was chilly. I patted her gently on the behind, and suggested she get dressed in a warmer room. In a bit of a daze, she shuffled down the hall.
Jesse and I wolfed down juice and cereal, and then we suited up to ride. I wore my chaps, and she gave me a down jacket and accessories more suitable to horseback riding than a motorcycle. I'd ridden a few times, so I pleaded for a gentle horse that read minds. I got 'Tonto,' a large Arabian with mottled coloring. Tonto was eight, and tolerant of a neophyte putting on the blanket, saddle, and reins.
Jesse led us through some gates, and out into a wide-open pasture that stretched nearly as far as the eye could see. An eight-inch layer of snow covered everything. We took a slow walk along the fence line heading away from the ranch house. Jesse kept looking at me, and I could tell her eyes were flirting outrageously with me. She wanted me again, as much as I wanted her.
The accumulated snowfall seemed to make little difference to the horses; however, Jesse said the cold air invigorated them and made them friskier. Tonto let me know that frisky was good.
I added with a smirk, "Frisky, just like you, your sisters, and your mother."
"Yes, I guess we were that last night. We all wish you'd move in with us permanently, you know, be our 'kept man.' We know you have to get back on the road soon, but we hope you'll find your way back someday - or that we get to enjoy your company for a while someday in the not too distant future. Realistically, I think we know someday may be a long time."
"Is that all right? I didn't want anyone to have expectations about ..."
Jesse interrupted, "It's OK; not our choice, but OK." She locked eyes with me, "God knows, I'd love to fuck you ten times a day. I don't have a lot of experience, but you, by far, are the best in every way I can think of." She put her head down in shyness over her admission.
I reached across the space between us and rubbed her shoulder. "Thank you. That's the nicest thing anyone has ever told me about being with me. I'm here today and tonight anyway."
Jesse looked up with a smile, "Yes, we do have this day - and I've got to share you with the others. We'll wear you out. Is that possible?"
"Oh, yes. I'm human. I need time to recover, but I can still bring pleasure to each of you in other ways." I thought for a moment and questioned, "Based on a what I heard and saw, I have the distinct feeling that you are experts at pleasuring each other. True?"
Jesse laughed and nodded, "Yes, I'm sorry to say. We've run through the few acceptable and worthy men in the area in one way or another, so we've resorted to lesbian incest. Funny as it sounds, we'd made a pact to share anyone we found if he's willing. You were willing."
"All the time?" I smirked.
Her eyebrows raised, "Yes, all the time. We are an oversexed bunch in case that didn't show last night. We have a toy chest we use every night, even mom. We even have a collection of movies and use the Internet; that's how we learned how to pleasure each other. I must add, you should make some private movies; some of the things you did last night were amazing and new to us." I had a mental flash about the trouble that making some porn movie would get me in. With the exception of Brite, who I trusted, I'd made sure no one had taken pictures of me that could be compromising. I was lucky to have recovered Bart Kenesis' pictures. I didn't think I would be as lucky in the future. I now had a career and reputation to protect.



We came to a place in the fence where the top strand of barbed wire had snapped making it easy for a horse to lope over and escape. Jesse hopped down, did a makeshift repair with a length of wire, and put a fluorescent pink ribbon around the fence post to mark the spot. She remounted, and we continued as though there hadn't been a break in our thinking.
Jesse said, "You're very worldly. You've had many women all your life, I suspect?"
"Not really; only the past few months since I became a widower and started my road trip. I'm amazed actually. I told you I'd been married and dedicated to the same woman for eight years. Before that, I had been with only a few women, and mostly under the old paradigm of dating."
"What do you mean 'old paradigm'?"
"Before and as I dated Karen, I was supposedly screening my dates for suitability as a spouse. Testing for sexual compatibility seemed like a good excuse to screw. Since I've been a widow, I've learned that it's OK to have sex with any willing partner that I feel attracted to. It's even OK to have a 'fuck buddy' or a 'one-night stand'. You don't have to be planning and analyzing whether you want to spend a lifetime with the person."
"Was Karen experienced?"
"Yeah. I knew she'd dated before we met, but only a few months ago I found out she'd lived in a polyamorous relationship with several other men and women. She did some other stuff, and according to her sister, Karen might have even qualified for sluthood in the old days."
"Sluthood?"
"Yeah, sleeping with random people she met just for the hell of it. Today, that's more acceptable so long as you both go into the situation with eyes open and with no intent to hurt the other person. One writer calls it being an 'ethical slut.' It's OK to sleep around - to enjoy multiple partners of any sex, group settings, poly relationships, or excursions into incest and bisexuality."
"So my family is not from another planet?"
"Hardly. Not these days. Since I started on my trip in May, I've been with several other sister combinations, a couple of mother-daughter pairs, and some threesomes, foursomes, and moresomes. I have the feeling that anything goes these days. There is no 'normal.' You should stop trying to measure yourself - your family - against a model or set of rules and behaviors that don't exist except in advertising and fiction."
Jesse rode in silence for a quarter of mile; I could see she was in deep thought. We came to where the fence turned ninety-degrees to the left. A large cairn of rocks standing six feet tall marked the corner. We rode into a copse of pines with the fence parallel to our path. I didn't break the silence. Jesse did; she finally said, "Thank you. I've worried about how acceptable we were - even to one another. Now, I realize it doesn't matter so long as we're happy and up-and-up with each other. Screw everyone else's opinion."
Jesse found two more breaks. At one, she showed me where a tuft of fur had caught at the break. She told me deer jump the fence, and sometimes snag a leg and snap the wire. The fence patrol is something she did at least monthly. We turned the corner again after a long distance. In response to a question, she told me the ranch comprised the buildings I'd seen and one thousand acres of land. Jesse used most of it as horse pastures and for grazing.
As we crested a hill, I realized we were high above the ranch house and looking down at the home, stable, land leading out to the road, and across the road the Yellowstone River. The sight was awesome, particularly as the wisps of ground fog floated eerily near the ground in places.
Across the river, in an open space, I spotted something that suddenly made my skin crawl: a black sedan.
"Do you have binoculars?"
"Yes, here." Jesse pulled a pair from her saddlebag.
I looked across the terrain, and there was the black Toyota rental car. I could even see Bart Kenesis inside the car, looking at a map or newspaper. I handed the binoculars back to Jesse; "I've been discovered. My stalker had tracked me down. He's across the river in that black car."
Jesse looked and studied the situation. "Well, let's get back to the ranch and figure out how we'll pull off your decoy scheme."
At that point I decided I had to tell her about the threat from this man. "Jesse, there's something you should know about this man, and it may make you want to get me out of your home as fast as you can." She looked puzzled, and I went on, "When I came through Utah, I got shot at - three times, but I only found one bullet." I pulled the crushed bullet from my pants pocket and showed her. "I think that man did the shooting. He's vandalized my bike too. I don't know if he'll try anything while I'm with you, but I can't be sure." I nodded in Kenesis' direction.
Jesse thought for a moment and said, "Well, don't tell the others. We'll just keep this between us for now. I should tell you that Mom, Jean, and I can be dangerous with a firearm - rifles and pistols. We have several of both; we'll arm up just in case."

* * * * *

I rolled off Josie. She lay beside me panting and practically gasping for breath. "How can you do that ... how can you cum so frequently in a day ... and deliver us so many orgasms? You've ruined me for any other man I might meet. I'll always compare them to you. If I don't get a dozen orgasms an hour, I'll be disappointed."
I shrugged. I didn't feel mentally up to a long explanation at that moment. Josie was right, I had cum a lot during the day - eight times to be precise, and we had just made it to six o'clock; that meant I'd made my contributions to various pussies about once an hour since I got back from my ride with Jesse. I'd been with each woman twice. A long orange ray of sunlight lit up Josie's torso as she reclined on her bed next to me. The effect was startling and sexy on the nubile lass.
I had learned in my travels that I was unusual in my sexuality. I hadn't started my trip that way, but thanks to Kim and the other experiences women shared with me, I had become a knowledgeable and sophisticated lover capable of delivering pleasure to a woman like few men could. I didn't let my ego crow about that, but I had to acknowledge my new skills. I tried to tell Josie that I was unusual, and that she shouldn't worry about the sex with a future partner, but to focus on her feelings of love. I told her that she and her partner could experiment and learn to pleasure each other so that she would be more than satisfied. However, I'm not sure my message got through.
The sun had set. The black car had remained across the river until dusk and then disappeared. He'd left the immediate area heading north towards Livingston.
Jean appeared at the doorway and checked us out. "You two may want to shower before dinner." She giggled, "Jim, you have Josie's squirt juice all over you, and Josie you have cum leaking out of your pussy lips - oh, and on your cheek. That is so sexy I can barely stand it." On that note Jean, walked over to the bed and used a finger to scoop up some of my cum from her sister's snatch; she made a show of bringing the finger to her mouth and sucking on the moist digit. She gave us both a lecherous smile, and left us to clean up for dinner.
Jesse told me over dinner that she contacted her mother's mechanic friend in Livingston. If I could get to Livingston by mid-morning the next day, I could pass him Kenesis' tracking device, and he'd immediately leave for points north as I headed west to Coeur d'Alene.
She also said she had other news about the road conditions and the weather. All day the temperatures had been above freezing melting some of the snow, but the roads remained partly snow covered and treacherous to any motorcycle rider. Jesse said, "The good news for you is weather forecast for this area is for a foehn wind starting tonight - sometimes it's called a Chinook wind. Basically, we're on the lee side of the mountains in this area. Now, that the upslope moisture has left us the snow, we'll get a down slope warm dry wind, probably tonight and all day tomorrow, and maybe the day after. Usually, this time of year all the roads clear off quickly, possibly by dawn. You'll just have to watch yourself until you get on the Interstate; that'll be clear and dry for sure."
Jean and Josie both sniffled in a theatric manner and said, "You mean our 'toy boy' has to leave? I thought you said we could keep him for a couple of years." They play-acted great sadness at my departure. Even Jillian joined in the play-acting.
I helped clear the dishes and clean up in the kitchen. When things had reached a state of neatness, Jillian pressed her body against mine and kissed me. She said, "Have you ever been in bed with two horny women at the same time?"
I grinned and admitted that I had, but that it had been a rare occurrence. I brought my hand up and started to tick off the states where that had happened: "Let's see, only in ... Pennsylvania, Louisiana, Missouri, Illinois, Iowa, South Dakota, Oklahoma, Texas, Colorado, Wyoming, and probably Montana - so far."
Jillian jabbed me in the ribs and said, "A rare occurrence, my fucking eye." She grabbed my arm and pulled me to her bedroom, "Come on, I want my money's worth before you leave." She looked over her shoulder, and said, "Jean ... Jesse ... Josie ... you coming?" All three followed us upstairs.
Girl-on-girl interactions turn me on. This was something I'd learned over the past few months, mostly from Crystal and Ellen, who had talked about the dynamics of their relationship. When I was too pooped to pop, they'd just take over and do each other using all the tools nature gave them to pleasure the other, plus a few others that were store bought.

* * * * *

By early morning, the Chinook wind had worked some of its magic on the main roads. From the elevated position of the house, we could look across the Yellowstone River valley and see the main highway had large clear dry spots on it. A few places looked watery wet but not icy. The sun would eliminate the remaining snow pack in another hour or two. The temperature had to be in the fifties, and I could feel the warm wind from the west.
I shared goodbye kisses with the each of the women, and even promised to come back, maybe even bringing Crystal. Jesse and I loaded the motorcycle into the horse trailer again and secured the bike so it wouldn't tip over, and Jesse drove us south back to where I'd deviated from the main highway. The driveway and back roads were still covered with packed snow and ice. We unloaded the bike at the intersection of the main and secondary roads.
I followed Jesse on the main route, usually fifty or hundred yards behind her truck and trailer, and we headed north towards Livingston. Jesse would honk the horn if she thought there might be a patch of snow or ice I should worry about. Overall, it proved to be an uneventful trip.
We passed by the place where we'd seen Bart Kenesis' car the day before. The ranch was visible across the river, but there was no sign of his car. There were many tire tracks in the snow indicating that he'd come and gone from that spot multiple times.
My monitoring device picked up Kenesis' car about six miles south of Livingston. He was stopped somewhere in the town and just waiting for me to start passing through. Just south of the Interstate, the first commercial establishments I'd seen that morning appeared. One strip mall and parking area was busy; however, I still picked out the black sedan parked with a view of the traffic entering the town from the south. No doubt, I'd been spotted. In one of my saddlebags sat Kenesis' tracking device and the batteries. He was about to take a long diversion in his travels.
As I rode by, I felt like I had a target painted on my back. I wanted a Kevlar vest, just in case he decided to take another shot at me. I felt much safer after I'd passed his vehicle and moved out of sight.
Jesse had explained the Interstate to me: it cut through the town and there were two major exits. If one were going to proceed east or further north, you went through the town. If you wanted to head west, to Coeur d'Alene - my next destination, you'd head west, getting on the Interstate within sight of the strip mall.
Jesse and I kept going into the main part of Livingston, a decidedly western town of about eight thousand inhabitants. Partway through the town, Jesse pulled into a gas station and I followed, parking on the opposite side of the gas pump from her. I filled the bike with gas, and said a warm goodbye to Jesse with kisses, a few intimate words, and a promise to keep in touch.
A gray-haired man in his late fifties, sauntered over and started to talk to Jesse and me. She introduced me to her mother's friend who was going to help us - Myron Whittier. I gave him the tracking device Kenesis had attached to my motorcycle and our makeshift battery pack. I thanked him for his help, made a few suggestions about just leaving it in some empty barn or out building, and watched him get into a gray pickup truck and drive off. Kenesis showed up on my monitoring screen as being about a mile away stopped on a side street.
I followed Jesse's instructions and followed Whittier's truck until we had passed Kenesis and were out of sight. I then turned off on a side street, and drove behind a tire store. I studied the display of the tracking device I'd hidden on Kenesis' black car. A few minutes after I'd stopped, I watched the display indicate Kenesis was passing close by, hot on 'my' trail. If he stuck close to form, he'd trail me a five or ten miles back using his tracking device to keep tabs on me.
I checked the map on my iPhone and assumed, as the blip on the monitor screen got further away, that he was headed out of town still on U.S. 89 and Interstate 90 East. I waited until the signal disappeared from my display. As arranged, I called Myron; "Myron, nice to meet you, and I'm pretty sure my unwanted company took the bait. I saw him go by me on my tracking display about ten minutes ago, so he's probably a few miles behind you."
Myron laughed, the kind of laugh that made you know you'd like this man. He said, "I'm already fifteen miles east of town on the Interstate; I don't see any black cars behind me. I'll turn north at Big Timber, and my next stop is forty miles after that, so he'll be well out of your hair if he sticks with me. If he doesn't figure it out, I'll be going another thirty miles north of that stop about an hour later." He chuckled at our ploy and didn't seem at all worried about being caught, should Kenesis catch on to our ruse.
I thanked Myron once more before I ended the call, left my parking spot, backtracked a few blocks, and got on the Interstate heading west. To maximize the distance between Kenesis and me, I rode the Interstate hard and fast instead of deviating onto side roads and by-ways as I usually liked to do. They had snow on them anyway. Jesse had been right; the Interstate was dry and safe for two-wheeling.
My one exception in my 'speed run' to Coeur d'Alene was a stop at a scenic turnout in the Bitteroot Mountains. I took the small envelope of Karen's ashes that I'd saved for Montana, and let them fly across the beautiful scenery and the traces of snow on the slopes below me. Two jagged peaks looked down on me and the pines whispered in the wind. I said a little prayer and meditated for a few minutes before I resumed my journey. I silently thanked Karen for the education she was giving me on this trip; I found it easy to think of her as some kind of ethereal muse, presenting me with people and situations to test my mettle and expand my horizons in ways she couldn't as a human.
I thought particularly of Josie. I had never been a girl's 'first' lover. She made me feel so special and honored that she'd given herself to me. I thought back to the teenager I'd turned down in North Dakota; that tryst would have been so wrong, but Josie seemed so right. I resolved to do something special for her so that her memory of her virginity loss would be even more pleasant than I hoped she already felt. I had some extra silver jewelry I'd bought in New Mexico for just such an occasion. Josie would be the recipient of something special from me, along with a little note of caring.
I wondered what other lessons I had to learn, and that thought led me to Anna. One way or the other, there would be some lessons that I learned with my sister. Could we change our relationship from a platonic brother-sister-family situation, to a more complex romantic and physically loving union of two like souls? Would Anna chafe at the thought and kick me out to do penance? Was there some in between situation that hadn't occurred to me? I looked forward to San Diego to at least end my uncertainty about our future relationship.
My mind drifted further ahead into my future, and I thought of the country music business also with some long-term questions. Would I survive beyond a couple of hits and become a force in the industry? Did I want to? How could I use my new skills and status for good and to help heal people in some way? Again, these were questions I'd grapple with at the end of my road trip.
My mind went back to the situation with Bart Kenesis. Although I'd thrown him off my tail, I couldn't hide from him forever. He would find me again, and that meant there had to be a confrontation sooner rather than later that would end his stalking once and for all.
To be continued



        Road Trip Pt. 06

        Jim's cross-country journey ends with a 'hot' time in CA.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/road-trip-pt-06

Title: Road Trip Pt. 06

Author: TLCgiver

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Jim's cross-country journey ends with a 'hot' time in CA.

Tags: group, romance, revenge, sister, harley, love, polyamory, threesome, motorcycle trip, incest

Series: Road Trip


... continuing from the previous chapters ...

Chapter 27
Road Trip - Idaho

My Army buddy, Craig Olson, welcomed me to his home in Coeur d'Alene with a big hug and much backslapping. I had contacted him weeks earlier about visiting and emailed him with updates about my travel and arrival dates. I called ahead from Montana to let him know I'd be arriving around seven in the evening after riding hard all day from Montana.
Craig helped me unload my motorcycle and move my things into his guest room. He had a town house in a nice area of town; later I'd learn that all the areas of town were nice. I scrubbed up, and we went out for dinner.
Like some of my other Army contemporaries, he mustered out about the same time I did. He'd had three tours of duty as a Green Beret. My last tour got cut short a few months due by to a knee injury. Over dinner, we caught up with a decade's worth of experiences since we'd last seen each other face-to-face. Craig had moved to Idaho, married, divorced, and worked in the offices of a mining company. He'd been single the past four years, and in high demand on the local social circuit - what there was of it, as he put it. He'd been an outdoorsman growing up, so the area was ideal for his hobbies.
Craig stood six feet four, and had a demeanor that commanded respect. That said, he had a 'Gentle Ben' air about him that had always appealed to women. In the Army, he'd acquired the nickname 'Boom' - he was our explosives expert, and that was one reason the mining company had hired him; he was exceptionally creative in using explosives and managed to do things with them few others could. Although he had an office job, he consulted to the field a lot as a sideline to his normal job.
I took a little longer to update Craig. Most of the ten years I'd been doing the same thing, year after year: computer systems development and web site design. He knew Karen has died, and commiserated with me. He also knew about my burgeoning music career and my motorcycle road trip. Craig looked impressed, as I told him about being a celebrity. I shifted and told him about one downside of being a celebrity - being stalked by the paparazzi. I told him briefly about Bart Kenesis, the Branson photos, being stalked, vandalized, and shot at, and giving the paparazzo the slip in Montana. Craig listened with concern.
After I told Craig the gist of the Kenesis story, he helped me by asking some insightful questions. I told him about Tama - the shaman, and her visions, and how she 'saw' Kenesis as a physical threat to me. I told him about hiring a private detective to research the man, and find out how to get under his skin if I had to. After I had finished, Craig affirmed he was sure I'd have further confrontations with Kenesis. The lone bullet that hit a wall near where I stood in Utah worried him a great deal. He said, "You can count on me if you need help with this snake. I'll go anywhere to back you up if you decide to go head to head with this guy."
I knew Craig was sincere, as would be George and a couple of dozen others who had been 'brothers' in the same Army Special Operations unit. We went through a lot together in strange lands, and we stopped many senseless killings and genocides, and saved the free world more than once. Most of us got too old to continue in that line of work, so we mustered out and wisely left the tougher missions to 'kids' a decade or more younger, more skilled, and in better shape than we were.
Craig thought for a minute and suggested an idea that would grow in my mind; "Jim, you might think of putting yourself back out there in public again so that Kenesis can get on your tail again. This time, however, I'll bring a few of the old unit along to set the guy straight - to get him out of your hair once and for all." I told him I would consider that seriously.
We called it a night after dinner. Craig had to work the following day, and I wanted to write some long emails and planned to make some telephone calls the next day. I missed Crystal and wanted to check in with her and make sure she was OK.
Just before he disappeared into his bedroom for the night, Craig got a humorous look on his face; he said, "By the way, tomorrow afternoon and evening I may have a little surprise for you." He turned and shut his door. I was left to wonder what kind of surprise he'd put together.

* * * * *

In the morning, I took a long run that took me to the City Park and Beach. I'd brought with me a small envelope of Karen's ashes. The beach was deserted, no doubt because of the freezing temperature. I allowed Karen's ashes to fly in a small dust cloud across the large lake. Even in the city, mountains surrounded the entire area and made the spot picturesque. Karen had liked mountains and small cities. If she'd lived, we probably might have moved to somewhere like this once we had children. Tears came to my eyes this time when I thought of her and the children we might have had together; I hadn't cried about her for several weeks. After the sadness passed, I sat at the edge of the water and meditated until sitting still in the cold became a distraction.
Back at Craig's home, I dashed off some emails, including one to Mils Cartwright, my private detective friend, giving her an update on Bart Kenesis and how we'd sent him in the wrong direction in Montana after we talked to her about what to do about the tracking device. I'd seen no sign of him since Livingston, Montana. I told Mils I'd telephone her after lunch.
Then, I called Crystal to update her on Bart Kenesis. I still worried deeply about having been shot at, and I'd have put money on the fact that the shot came from the perverted photographer. I told how I'd discovered the tracking device on the motorcycle, and how we'd sent the device one way while I went another. I warned her that since he no longer knew where I was, he might return to Nashville and start stalking her again.
Crystal and I talked about my impromptu visit to a Montana ranch in a snowstorm where I met Jillian and her three daughters. Crystal was one of five women who loved to hear about my sexual exploits, and obtained a lot of sexual gratification from thinking about them and egging me on. They were all as horny as I was. When I sent them lurid emails, I'd often get replies suggesting new things to try the 'next time' or asking for more details. In my calls to Lauren and Crystal, I elaborated on meeting three other motorcyclists in Wyoming, spending a few days in their lodge, and attending the Erotic Halloween Costume Party. I described the costumes, and lack thereof, in detail, described the open and permissive atmosphere as the night went on, and told of how creative Todd, Eve, Lil, and I had been about delivering sexual pleasure to one another as well as sharing ourselves at the party.
Anna now routinely received my explicit X-rated emails. I couldn't be sure, but I'd sent her enough of my erotic 'progress reports' that I was sure I would have received a rebuke from her if she wanted them to stop. The emails I did get from Anna never mentioned my exploits or my emails, only updated me on her life and for a few weeks some questions about selling our parent's home. From a statement here and there, it was clear that she'd read them; she just didn't comment on them. More likely, as emails about my sexual situations got more graphic, I assumed her silence was her tacit approval and that she wanted to hear exactly what I was doing. Thus, I became more graphic and detailed. Because of the Halloween party, this email might be over the top; well, except maybe for sharing with her my exploits in Oklahoma.
I had a growing desire to see Anna, and end my road trip. What I missed most of all was a sense of home. I'd given up the Cambridge apartment that Karen and I had lived in. After living in it a few months, I'd put my parent's home on the real estate market and the house sold a couple of months later. I didn't have a home except maybe for the tent on the back of my motorcycle. That was both good and bad - I liked having no burdens but was concerned about my lack of roots and permanency. I'd become a vagabond with no compelling idea on what I'd do after my trip ended. I'd started to think about that. The logical thing to do would be to follow the country music career and see where that took me. I'd had enough time on the road that traveling didn't hold the fascination for me that it once had. I was in my mid to late thirties, and it was time to decide what to do with the rest of my life - my new life.

* * * * *

I called Mils Cartwright, my detective friend in the early afternoon. She quickly told me about what she'd turned up in her research about Bart Kenesis: "He's fifty years old, alcoholic - been in and out of AA programs for decades, lives in a rundown apartment in East LA, and travels widely as a freelancer. He gets to fly for free - get this, his sister is a flight attendant for United and her nearest kin can go for free if there's room on the flight, so your paparazzo can scoot around the country pretty much at will. His sister lives in Chicago. He's got two brothers: one outside Atlanta, and the other in Virginia, outside DC. I'll email you the addresses."
"Is he close to his sibs?"
"Apparently. I'm told they let him come and mooch off them frequently. Oh, more about him: he never finished college, did a little over two years at U. of Illinois studying, of all things, art and photography. He's actually a good photographer - has won awards, but not recently probably because of the booze. He became a photo-journalist about fifteen years ago for the Chicago Tribune, but he got canned about seven years ago for letting his alcoholism interfere with his work. They let him be a freelancer, and helped him expand his contacts into Hollywood and Nashville celebs, so he's still got an 'in' with them."
"Do we know what scares him or motivates him?"
"Not really; money I suppose. He was married for about ten years, but is long divorced. He lives modestly. Trying to figure out his fears and hopes is harder to do ... but, I'm on it. Just remember, fear and greed are the basic motivators of men like this. You got him on the money angle, now try 'fear.'"
We chatted some more, and Mils promised to email all that she'd just told me about Kenesis. Mils liked to talk dirty, and she gave me a hard-on before I suggested we save her choice words for another time and place when we could do something about them. She agreed but seemed disappointed, so we ended the call.
The rest of the afternoon I worked on my journal on my laptop. I had many life situations and friendships I didn't want to forget. I thought at the end of my trip I might publish a book. I backed up my files on a secure CD, and mailed it to myself at my sister's home.
Craig arrived home at four-thirty. He hustled into the house, and told me my surprise had arrived, but that I had to play a little game before I got to fully enjoy my present. He had a lecherous grin on his face.
He had me sit in a dining room chair, and then he blindfolded me, making sure I could not see out of the double-wrapped scarf at all. He promised me I'd like my surprise, but he said I had to sit there and not use my hands or any part of my body unless he told me to. I heard the front door open again, and some whispering. I discerned the other person was female; however, I couldn't begin to guess her identity from the undertones.
I sensed Craig and the other person drawing near. A female tongue touched my neck and ran up the side of my face to the edge of the blindfold. The tongue then seductively darted into my ear in a highly seductive and erotic gesture, and then she kissed me. Whoever this was, she had my full attention.
Craig said, "Lean forward a little and stick your tongue out, and keep your hands at your sides - no hands! Even sit on them, so you're not tempted."
I did as instructed, and my tongue came in contact with a full-size, bare breast - in the first few seconds, I could sense the curve of her breast and recognize a generous helping of luscious flesh. I also felt a nipple that got increasingly excited as I licked and sucked on the one tit I'd been offered. I hummed and gently bit the nipple, I even heard a low moan from the female to whom the equipment belonged. I kept trying to guess who my 'surprise' might be, but all I could do based on size and texture was eliminate Crystal, Ellen, and Lauren, and I suppose a few others.
Craig prompted me, "Come, Jim, you know these breasts. I'll give you a hint - you discovered these beauties back a few states."
I started to go through each woman I'd been intimate with state-by-state going backwards by the women I'd encountered: Jillian, Jesse, Jean, Josie, Eve, Lil, Ann, Dorrie, the other women at the Halloween party, Tama, Tina, Ellen, Crystal, Heather ... maybe some of her friends or debutantes from Oklahoma? I'd think of a woman and try to remember what tasting her breasts had felt like. The problem was that using only my lips and tongue gave me limited information to work with, and, of course, there had been over seventy women since I'd started my road trip.!
Craig said, "OK, Jim, hold up one hand near your face and you'll get to feel our mystery woman." After a pause, he added, "Man, you sure know some hot women! This pretty woman is getting to me really fast." I could hear him panting. I could imagine a female friend half-naked in front of this ladies man, as she teased me blindfolded, she must have known she was also teasing Craig in the process. Something told me they hadn't met until a few minutes earlier.
I held a hand up, and a few seconds later a whole breast nestled into my palm and defied me to guess who the naked tit belonged to. I had to admit the heft and feel of the female breast felt delicious, and had started to give me an erection. I kneaded the mound and held the nipple between two of my fingers as I twisted and turned the nub like a radio dial. That move elicited another low moan.
The breast pushed back to my mouth, and I could knead the full mound with my one hand and attend to every facet of it with my lips and tongue. In a minute, my 'surprise' allowed me to fondle and kiss her other breast. Whoever it was had removed their shirt and bra. I felt certain the sexual temperature of the room was approaching the boiling point.
Craig was laughing amid some more whispering, but I couldn't identify the voice or even the accent from the whispers. He told me, "Jim, keep your hand out in front of you but a little lower; we'll let you feel something else."
I heard the rustling of clothes, and then felt a woman's hand guide my hand to her pussy. The pussy was naked beneath a woolen skirt of some kind. I was guessing that Craig couldn't see the details of what was going on, but then I heard Craig say, "Damn and fuck. This is one of the hottest things I've ever seen. Lady, you sure do understand foreplay."
I heard a little hum of acknowledgement from our female friend. I could imagine Craig and the girl smiling at each other as I rubbed the bare flesh.
In the spirit of the evening, I only moved my hand a small amount as I tried to guess my mystery friend. The area between her legs had been shaved; I sensed a slight stubble betraying a trim only a day or so before. Along her pubes, I felt a small tuft of hair; first I thought it was a shapeless mass of pubic hair, but as I traced the outline, I realized the outline formed a heart.
I ran my middle finger into her slit, finding a more than willing female. I commented, "Oh, you are so wet. You've evidently been thinking of sex for more than just a few minutes today. I know you're my kind of woman."
My female 'surprise' wiggled her hips, made a little moan to acknowledge my comment, and shifted to emphasize my finger's contact with her sex. I gently sank one knuckle and then another of my middle finger into the lady's moist vagina. I could hear her sharp intake of breath, but by her body language I could tell this was what she wanted.
A few feet away, Craig said, "You two are so fucking hot; I'm going to have to go take care of myself after you guess who this is."
I felt my unknown sex partner sway in Craig's direction, and pull him closer. I sensed the two of them were kissing, no doubt at my lover's behest. I could imagine whomever this was holding his shirt and pulling him in for a French kiss. I could imagine Craig's hands suddenly latching onto those magnificent breasts I'd been kissing a moment or two earlier.
Craig's voice whispered to her, "Babe, you are something special. When you're through with him I hope you stay around." I heard more kissing.
I brought my finger from the damp pussy to my nostrils and inhaled the aroma of pure, unadulterated, lustful sex. I knew this aroma. I tasted my finger, allowing the feminine musk to coat my tongue and reach my taste buds at the same time the aroma floated rich in my face. The next I knew, I felt my confederate unzip my jeans and unfasten my belt. With my help by boosting my ass off the chair, she pulled them off my hips and down to my knees. My briefs were the next to go. I felt two chilly hands fondle my penis and ball sack. Since I'd started on an erection, my unknown friend found a more than willing partner preparing for her latest tease.
My companion gave me a credible hand job, bringing my dick to full attention. I wondered if Craig were embarrassed by what had turned into an overtly sex-filled cocktail hour. I listened carefully as well as sensed the peripheral movements of the woman and Craig, knowing for certain that the two were making out and he was molesting her breasts. I wondered what else was going on that I couldn't see.
A pair of female lips wrapped themselves around my erect cock, and with her hands started a talented blowjob. Her tongue went wild when most of me got exposed to the air. She demonstrated her talent for deep throating my cock and that narrowed the field some.
Craig whispered in a hoarse tone, "Come on, Jimbo, guess who our friend is. Think, man, think!"
I went back further to the women I'd been with in the central part of the country: Midge, Connie, Mils, Shaye, Brite, Ashley, Sally, Gail, Lena, and Tori. I got back to Illinois and still didn't have any epiphany of recognition.
One of my partner's hands left my groin area and shifted to Craig's crotch if I weren't mistaken. Craig gasped, "Jim, you've got to guess this one. She's a winner."
I went back further in my travels: Tina, Pam, Daisy, Julia, Summer ...
"WAIT," I practically shouted. "I have a guess, but you have to promise if I get it wrong that you won't be mad or anything."
I blurted out, "Julia! You're Julia!"
In answer to my comment, my entire cock disappeared down the woman's throat, and I heard a little affirming sound from Julia.

* * * * *

I felt my fellatrix rise, and then we went into a French kiss that probably set the house on fire. As we parted, Julia's fingers came up to my face and peeled the blindfold from my head, tossing the cloth onto the coffee table.
Julia stood before me nude from the waist up. Her full breasts shimmied as she moved one hand back to my erection. She wore a short tan woolen skirt, which had been tucked in her belt. Her bare crotch was visible to me, and most likely to Craig. I saw her clothing on another nearby chair.
I glanced at Craig. Julia had unzipped his pants and had her other hand inside his pants, no doubt fondling his dick as well. Craig shot me a look that tried to communicate that he was just an innocent in what had happened. I noticed he had no intention of stopping her.
I'd met Julia in Michigan on Mackinac Island. She'd been my waitress, and an aspiring actress, and daughter of a wealthy socialite who had sent her off on her own so she'd get serious about life. While in Michigan, she was one of the women that I spent some intimate time, probably more with her than all the others there put together.



Julia was a beauty - stacked, mid-twenties with long lithe legs that I recalled I loved to have wrapped around me as we fucked. Her trademark consisted of large hoop earrings that gave her a really sexy look. The last time I'd seen her body, she'd handed me a Sharpie and had me write 'Jim' on her right breast, and 'Mellon' on her left breast just before I left the Michigan resort where she worked. We'd spent the prior night together.
Julia smiled and leaned in and kissed me again. As we pulled apart, she said, "Hi, Jim. Miss me?"
"Of course, but how'd you get here? How'd you find me? How do you know Craig?"
She laughed and looked at Craig. I could tell his cock had swollen significantly in his pants because of her pawing around inside them, and no doubt from the sight-picture of me getting a beautiful sloppy blowjob. She gestured, and Craig leaned in and kissed her.
She said, "I'd never met Craig, until a half-hour ago - but he's as sexy as you are. We talked a dozen times on the phone, keeping up with your travels as best we could." Julia moved forward, straddling my chair, and lowered her pussy down to my erection. I took the base of my cock and aimed it into the folds of her cunt, and then Julia dropped and I sank deep inside her. Both of us closed our eyes in appreciation of the ecstasy we felt in those seconds.
Talk about compartmentalization, as she started to move up and down on my shaft, she continued as though our fucking had nothing to do with the discussion. "Remember I worked for Pete Krakowski at his inn. He knew you from college, and so did Craig; Pete said you'd all been in ROTC together and lived in the same dorm. After you left the island, I kept pumping Pete for more information on you, who your friends had been, and where you might go next. I wanted to see you again. You were my best lay ever, plus I still hope you'll introduce me to some key people in Hollywood, particularly after I read that you might make a movie."
"The rumor magazines keep a good estimate of your journey on a day-to-day basis. When I could see you heading into Montana area near where I'd lived, I asked Pete whom you knew up here, and Craig's name came up. He put us in touch. I grew up only a few hours back down your route in Montana, so I drove up to connect with you." She looked down at where my cock slowly moved back and forth into her body, and added, "And connected we are!"
Julia unbuckled and dropped Craig's pants, pushing them off his hips to the floor. Now, as the two of us fucked, she leaned sideways and inhaled Craig's cock, sharing the same talents of fellatio that she'd demonstrated to me a few minutes earlier. I got harder than ever.
I turned to Craig, "What say, we take this threesome into your bedroom, or somewhere more comfortable and less exposed than your living room with people walking by outside the window?"
He agreed.
Julia rose from my dick, allowing the sticky wet shaft to air dry. Craig pulled up his pants and led our threesome into his bedroom. Once there, he stripped off his clothes. I helped Julia undress the rest of the way, a job that only took a few seconds since she'd been left with only a skirt on her hips. I was naked in another thirty seconds.
I gestured to Craig that he should move into position to fuck Julia; he did, and the pair coupled in seconds after she lay back on the bed. Now, I was the one getting the blowjob as he fucked her. Craig and I switched back and forth several times.
At one point, Julia said, "I've never been DP'd, but I'd sure like to try." She turned to Craig and asked, "Do you have any lube?"
He produced a tube of Astroglide, and we slathered up Julia's ass. She came over me cowgirl style, and we started fucking in a more traditional way - woman on top. I caressed Julia, as Craig came knocking on her backdoor. He was gentle, and didn't rush entry, so, Julia enjoyed the double penetration as we both sank deep into her body and all three of us started our gyrations of pleasure. Based on Julia's shrieks, I expected the neighbors might have thought some kind of rescue was needed at Craig's residence; however, no one showed up.
Craig didn't last long at that point. We'd turned Julia around, so she still had his prick up her ass, but she lay back against his chest. I knelt between their legs and reentered her vagina. We got a few minutes into that posture, and Craig blasted his cum into her chute with a steady stream of comments about how great this was.
We broke the threesome apart after his orgasm. I mounted Julia again, and resolved to deliver some pleasure to her before I came. With some attention to her clit by my hand, I helped Julia to two orgasms, before we agreed to crest together for her third and my first. I filled her pussy with my man-juice as that heavenly feeling swept over me; and she had those long, lithe legs wrapped around me at that instant.

* * * * *

The three of us went out for dinner after cleaning up from our sex play. Julia walked kind of bowlegged, but had a smile from ear to ear. She kept kissing the two of us rather passionately, a point not lost on a few of the other patrons in the restaurant. Craig was near speechless over Julia's 'Hello and Welcome' performance at his town house. He confessed he'd never had a threesome, and so the day had accomplished something on his 'Bucket List.' Whenever there was any reference to the hour or so we'd spent earlier, all he could do was shake his head in disbelief and say "Wow!"
Julia brought me up-to-date on her travels since Mackinac Island closed for the season two months earlier. She also got me talking about my side of some of the things she'd read about: the concert in Texas, and my shifting relationship with Crystal, including why she'd started dating one of the other country music stars that had a 'ladies man' reputation.
I explained that Crystal and I were still an item to each other, and that we'd probably spend more time together once my trip ended. I commented to Julia about not being exclusive, and how that let me see her and that let Crystal see other people.
Julia said, "Well, mother wanted me to remember her to you." She laughed aloud; "I guess I did that pretty well, huh? She told me to fuck your brains out. Did I do a good job?" She laughed.
I conceded that she was doing all right so far, but she had to work a little harder to achieve her mother's goal. Julia and Craig both looked pleased with the prospect of continued sex.
Julia went on about her mother, "Yes, mother prefers not to admit that she has a daughter my age. I arrived when she was only seventeen. I've got a couple of sibs a decade younger, but I was unplanned, and out of wedlock." She paused and said, "Anyway, she wanted me to put the arm on you to appear at one of her telethons to raise money. It's in a few weeks in Reno. She figures that might work into your travel schedule."
I asked her to tell me more. She gave me the condensed version of what she knew about the Children's Fund, rattled off a list of 'stars' that Daisy was attempting to line up, and emphasized that I needed to ask Crystal Lee to see whether she'd join me. She knew more details than I'd expected. As she talked I only half listened to the words, logging the important items, and letting the rest slide by. My mind went back about three months to when I'd met Daisy. I'd been impressed when she walked into the spa where I was giving massages to people who signed up. Daisy was my third appointment of the afternoon, and as I recalled I'd already had sex with my two previous clients.
Daisy was a frosted blonde that stood about five-foot-five, had a flawless complexion, and an enhanced chest that she wanted massaged. In fact, as I recalled, she wanted to be massaged 'all over' - emphasizing that I shouldn't miss any place, even those that might be considered inappropriate to touch in a normal massage.
The first few minutes of Daisy's massage were pretty typical: shoulder and neck, legs, feet, arms, and hands. Daisy took one of my hands and placed it on her tits; "Don't forget these!" I didn't after that. I took the warmed aromatic oils and deep rubbed then into her breasts and nipples, paying careful attention until I think I brought her to a small climax just from the attention I gave her breasts.
Daisy encouraged me to move to her nether region, so I took some of the oils and rubbed them into her pussy, individually massaging each of her engorged labial lips, and then doing both together. I recall I allowed a finger to occasionally slip into Daisy's cunt or brush into her slit. She smelled divine. When I shifted my attention to Daisy's clitoris, a well-defined nub of skin that appeared amid the puffy and wrinkled lips that surrounded her stimulus center, I thought Daisy would go into orbit. She didn't let me last long doing that. She had my cock in her hand in seconds, and in minutes had me buried in her sweet pussy. We went for a long time, partly because I'd already been fucked out, and partly because I really enjoyed being with Daisy. We pushed each other's buttons really well. I thought about the feelings ...
"Jim? Jim? Earth to Jim; are you in there?" Julia's hand waved up and down in front of my face. I snapped out of my reverie.
Julia asked, "What were you thinking about? You really drifted off there."
I chuckled; "Your mother, to tell the truth."
"I bet. She said you were a great lay. She was glad you and I connected too. She got a kick that you were fucking both mother and daughter and didn't know it. I bet you hadn't done that before."
"Well, actually I had ... I'd been in that situation in Louisiana. Maybe I'll tell you about it someday."
Julia poked me in the ribs.
Craig said, "Jim, you're my new idol, and I don't mean because you're a country music singer."

* * * * *

Julia and I slept together that night, but not before Julia expressed her gratitude to our host for his hospitality. The word 'slept' is a bit of misnomer too. We fucked and sexed each other for hours before exhaustion overtook our overexcited libidos.
Craig left the two of us alone while he went to work the next morning. We continued our two-person orgy around his town house. Julia was insatiable. I told her about Heather, the nymphomaniac. Julia liked the comparison and the label, and I could tell she had a new adjective to describe herself.
Things took a different turn in late morning when my cell phone rang. Caller ID showed me it was Crystal. "Hi Lover. I'm scared again, and I've got four security guys guarding the house and property now, and the local police put an extra patrol on my neighborhood."
"Why? What happened? Talk to me, please." My voice suddenly took on a concerned tone. Even Julia turned from the magazine she'd been reading while we were on 'break,' to see what was going on, as though watching me on my cell would reveal all to her; she looked sexy with her long legs curled up under her wearing only a man's shirt.
Crystal went on, "In the middle of the night, someone hurled a brick through my living room window - the big plate glass opposite the fireplace. There was a note attached to it: 'Tell your boyfriend I'm going to get even.' He scared me - I mean, I assume it's this Bart Kenesis character. We had just talked yesterday. He must have been racing back to Nashville and figuring out how to terrorize me while you were telling me about his shooting at you and following you."
"Look, you did the right thing by calling in the security forces. The other thing you could do is sneak out of there and go elsewhere - a safe house, or even fly out here, although if he figures out where I am that might not be a good idea."
We chatted about possibilities, and different ways she could improve her personal security. Julia turned on the sofa listening with rapt attention, her long legs and a flash sometimes of her pussy a distraction. Crystal liked the idea of leaving her home secretly but continuing the security guards there, so it looked as though she was still in residence. In the meanwhile, she'd take up residence with a couple of security personnel at one of the upscale hotels in downtown Nashville. I suggested she make sure they had plenty of security cameras, and that she have one of her security people look over the shoulders of the hotel security staff to ensure her safety.
Crystal changed subjects and asked whom I'd spent the previous night with, although I could tell she was still nervous from the breach of her home. I started to tell her about Julia, smiling at Julia as I did. Julia's mouth dropped open, particularly as I went into some detail about the sexual teasing I'd gotten the previous afternoon, and how it had turned into a beautiful and erotic time when both Craig and I pleased Julia. Crystal got into the change of subject and asked me some questions about Julia and what we did. Crystal asked to talk to Julia, so I had the two women chat to each other for a few minutes, obviously about my lovemaking prowess and the hope that Julia would come and join us 'to play' sometime soon.
Julia mentioned the Reno telethon to Crystal, and asked whether she'd want to participate. Crystal got excited and assured us that she'd try to clear the dates around that November weekend so she could fly out and join us, particularly if Julia would be 'available.'
Crystal said she had to run, at least from the landline she'd called me on. Her limo had arrived to take her to a lunch with Terry, and Jake Reynolds - a songwriter. I told her I loved her, to be careful, and to call me immediately if she felt threatened again. We ended the call.
Julia asked, "Who's the threat?"
I explained about Kenesis, starting from the very beginning when I saw him at the edge of the darkness taking pictures of a foursome we were engaged in on the back of boat in Branson right up to Crystal telling me about the brick through her window. As I ended, I told her about getting shot at in Utah, and then discovering I was being tracked, doing a diversion tactic with the tracking device he'd put on my motorcycle, and slipping out of his reach by racing to Coeur d'Alene. By my calculation, as soon as he figured out I'd slipped away from him, he must have gotten on a flight and gotten back to Nashville to intimidate Crystal.
After we'd discussed the man stalking me, Julia said, "I have another question." She suddenly looked discomposed, so I guessed her question had to do with sex. I nodded for her to continue. She said, "You were so open with Crystal about having sex with me ... fucking me, and with Craig. Does that bother her? What if she told you all the details about some liaison she had?"
I started my answer by saying, "She has. She's had a couple of dates with a popular singer in Nashville, and he really got her cranked up - horny. They had fun and fucked each other until they couldn't move; she gave me a stroke-by-stroke account the day after. We've talked about some other hookups she's had, and she's been with me for some group sex events." I paused, "I gather you're open with your mother about sexual encounters; didn't she tell you about her massage?"
"Yes."
"Well, it's not much different. She told you because she loves you and wanted to share with you because it was erotic."
"She encouraged me to have sex with you."
"I kind of figured that out later. She wanted something she thought was good to happen to you too. She wasn't jealous, only loving and caring. That's the way Crystal and I are. We want each other to feel the rush of a fabulous orgasm, and to share the experience with the other in some way. Neither of us is possessive; I think if I got possessive, I'd lose her."
Julia studied me for a minute; "You are fucking amazing. We can screw around, fuck all night and part of the next day, and I know you care about me, and I know you care deeply for Crystal, and I don't want to jeopardize that relationship for you."
I said, "If Crystal were here, we'd have a threesome. If Crystal and Craig were here, she would swap around too. There's no need to worry."
"And you trust her?"
"Whoa. That question opens up the option that she could do something that would make me judge her as untrustworthy. I love her, and she loves me. I can easily see her sharing her love with someone else, and we already know I do. I know we'd always be friends - close friends - if either of us wanted to drift in someone else's direction. I don't own her; she doesn't own me. I want her happiness. So, yes, I trust her, but I can't think of anything she could do to break that trust."
"Have you two talked about stuff like this?"
I answered, "Yes, often and we're consistent in our views. There are all sorts of relationship agreements and boundaries we could build for each other, particularly if we get insecure about the other having an outside relationship - you can sleep with someone else under these conditions; they can stay overnight on another set of conditions; or here's the frequency with which you could see someone else, what kind of sex acts that are acceptable or not, or what kind of protection you have to use - on and on. We've kicked all this stuff around. The best agreements, and the ones easiest to keep, are no agreements or boundaries; so we told each other to follow our bliss, particularly when it came to being with others. I know how we've felt about each other, and how we feel right now. If that changed this instant, I would always have those great memories to fall back on."
"But don't you think you two are soul mates?"
I chuckled; "Maybe and maybe not; the term soul mates connotes fate and uniqueness. I know there are hundreds of men who could make Crystal happy, just as I know there are an equal number of women that I could love deeply forever. I already do love some of them. Heck, you may be one of them. Society has this weird paradigm that we can only really love one other person at a time; I don't know where it came from, but it's a pretty restrictive rule."
Julia shrugged, "So people have affairs."
"Yes that, or they have serial polygamy - they marry, divorce, find a new spouse, marry, divorce, and so forth, doing it over and over again, often proclaiming how friendly and loving they are to their ex's. To my way of thinking, those approaches are more destructive of relationships than allowing polyamory - our ability to simultaneously love more than one person, with full benefits, of course."
"Could you love me and Crystal at the same time?"
"Darling, I already care a lot about you. You and I mesh well sexually, but there are many other areas in our relationship we haven't even begun to explore. I won't lead you on about how deeply I feel about you, but know that my door is open to a longer and deeper relationship with you. Let's see what happens over time." I smiled warmly at Julia.
Julia came over beside me on the sofa and kissed me deeply. She whispered, "Well, you stir all the right places inside me every minute of the day, so I'd like to become part of your close circle of friends and lovers. Let's see how this plays out."
Julia wore one of Craig's business shirts with one button done. I undid the button, and soon we were working at pleasuring each other again

* * * * *

Julia was sitting nude on a credenza just inside the front door when Craig got home. She pulled her legs up, spread them, and hooked her feet over the edge of the credenza top. Julia's breasts hung between her arms, which in turn held her knees. Julia's gorgeous pussy was on full display, the slightly swollen lips of her labia calling attention to a small dark hole that started her vagina. The result to anyone walking in the front door was a horny, desirable, and very available woman who wanted immediate fulfillment.



As Craig opened the door and took in the sight, he froze in position; the door open behind him.
Julia told him in a little girl whiney tone, "Jim's all tired out for the present, and I need some serious lovin' before dinner time. I wondered if you'd like to ... well, you know, help a needy girl out of her troublesome predicament."
Craig allowed the door to swing shut behind him. He stuttered, "Yes, oh, most definitely yes," as he shed his coat and dropped it on the floor.
Julia held her arms out to him, and he came to her and they kissed. I was doing more emails in the living room, and enjoying the blatant seduction taking place only a few feet away. I'd been at it all day with Julia, so I didn't think I was missing anything that I hadn't already enjoyed to the fullest.
Julia put her legs down temporarily, and started to strip Craig. He scrambled to keep up with her. She helped him shed his shirt and then helped push down his pants. She grabbed a hold of his penis, a shaft that lengthened and hardened by the second. After a few strokes with her hands, she pulled her legs back up and thrust her pussy forward while still atop the credenza. Craig sank his cock into her body, and the pair began a rather energetic fuck that resulted in the credenza pounding against the wall and alerting every other person in the row of townhouses what was happening. They didn't care.
The pair made noises appropriate to their exquisite fuck that I wished I'd recorded so we could have enjoyed the soundtrack later. Julia was moaning and voicing her pleasure, even calling out 'harder and faster' instructions when she wasn't using 'dirty talk' to further excite Craig and me. Craig told her how she felt, and replied with his own brand of dirty talk as they fucked. I didn't think to time them; however, five minutes would have been a long time, but in those five they covered what a normal couple might take twenty minutes to do. Craig exploded into Julia's pussy, and she climaxed simultaneously, her wail of pleasure ending the pounding the credenza made against the wall. Still connected to each other, Craig picked up Julia and duck walked over to the sofa, his stride limited by the pants around his ankles. The pair sank to the sofa and made out for a while. I could see they really liked each other - an understatement at best.

* * * * *

When Craig and Julia finally separated, they went down the hall to his bedroom to shower before dinner. The entire townhouse smelled of sex, but then Julia and I had made significant contributions to the way the place smelled all day long.
Craig came out of his bedroom a few minutes later. He looked at me and shook his head: "Man, you know some really great women. If you want to leave this one behind, it'd be all right with me."
I laughed and pointed out that it was up to Julia. I also warned him that she had aspirations about acting in Hollywood, so he might want to be sure what he was getting into before she disappeared on him.
We bantered for a couple of minutes, and then a light bulb went behind Craig's eyes: "Oh, I have something to show you; I almost forgot with that wonderful welcome home. I stopped for more wine on the way home, and thought you like to see what I found in the checkout aisle." He rummaged in his briefcase, and then tossed me two magazines, just as Julia emerged from the bedroom looking quite chic for northern Idaho. I could tell even from the distance between us that the magazines were supermarket tabloids. The Weekly Star and the Nation's Entertainment News landed in my lap.
On the cover of both rags was a photograph of me riding on a horse next to Jesse Emerson, the pretty horsewoman who rescued me and my motorcycle from a snowstorm in Montana. We were talking, and surrounded by snow-covered trees. I knew instantly when the picture had been taken; we were riding the fence line. Seconds after the long lens had captured our looking tenderly at each other, I'd spotted the black car that Bart Kenesis, freelance paparazzo photographer, had been using and with binoculars had even seen him in it.
The headlines on one magazine read "Cheating on Crystal?" and on the other "Crystal Lee's Competition?" The headlines, smaller print, and the short stories inside the editions traded on sensationalism and scandal, and lacked any knowledge of what had really been going on - fortunately. In the first, I was guilty of breaking Crystal's heart. In the other magazine, Crystal and the 'mystery woman' were fighting for my affection and I was torn in the middle, hiding my affair on one hand yet longing for a more permanent relationship with Crystal who, factually, had been consoling herself on a few dates with Kenny Wilson. I laughed aloud at the fabrications.
I picked up the cell phone and called Crystal. Fortunately, I got her on her cell just as she was heading out to dinner with Ellen. I read her the relevant parts of both magazines, and suggested that there might be other magazines and maybe video of the horseback ride. I thanked my lucky stars that Jesse and I hadn't done 'anything' outdoors, although we'd both surely had been inclined that way. Crystal rang off to call Terry, and get his counsel on how to respond when someone pushed a microphone in front of her and quoted these scandal sheets seeking validation.
Next, I called Jesse. Josie, the youngest of the daughters answered the phone, and we had a brief conversation. I think she was a little miffed that I needed to talk to her older sister, but I assured her than Jesse would explain all to her in good time. Jesse came on, and I explained about the paparazzi, scandal sheets, and that she and I were on the covers of two of them.
On the other end of the phone line, I heard a little, "Wow! Really? I'm on the cover of a magazine?"
I read Jesse the headlines and articles, and suggested she rehearse a set of benign statements she could make to the press that would deflate their sails, tell the truth, and, in a few days, give her back her privacy: statements like, "Yes, Mr. Mellon and I are friends, and my family and I enjoyed his visit at our ranch as well as the trail ride we took the morning of the photographs when we were checking the fences. The stories in the tabloids portray a nonexistent relationship; in fact, we talked at length about his relationship with Crystal. So, I'm afraid I can't corroborate even a single sentence of what was written in either the Weekly Star or the Nation's Entertainment News. From what I can see, the stories are trash, lies, and outrageous innuendo. You can verify this with Mr. Mellon or Miss Lee. No further comment is needed."
I asked for Jesse to keep in touch, at a minimum emailing or texting me the name and company of anyone who contacted her later and how aggressive they'd been in trying to get 'her story.' I explained that they'd offer some 'big bucks' to sell her exclusive story to them - fact or fiction, assuring her it would end up as mostly fiction. I could tell she found that idea revolting. I thanked her again for the days I spent with them, asking her to give my love to everyone.
As I'd been on the phone, Julia and Craig had been passing the magazines back and forth when I wasn't using one of them in my conversations.
"Wow," Julia said, "They really trashed you. Was this the doings of the photographer you told me about?"
"I'm certain of it, at least for the photograph. He may have also fed the editors some possible storylines, and they took it from there. I'm rapidly developing some thick skin about this kind of stuff. I never realized how badly the tabloids could do in someone."

* * * * *

The next day was Friday, and Julia and I hung around Craig's townhouse getting to know each other better. I doubt there was a square inch of her skin that I didn't massage, lick, and have sex with, and Julia could have made the same statement about me.
Craig made up for lost time when he got home on Friday afternoon. Julia told us she really loved having sex with two men. We discussed the ability of men and women to have multiple simultaneous partners in sex during one of our breaks. Julia rightfully pointed out that women were made to have sex with more than one man at a time. To summarize her comments, she said women have multiple orifices that enable them to pleasure at least three men, they can have orgasm after orgasm without a recovery time between, and they understand how to share themselves with others without getting their nose bent out of shape. Craig and I conceded the point.
Craig and I got some time to talk starting in the late morning on Saturday. The weather had changed to rain, so staying indoors proved to be a good idea. The two of us had worn Julia out, and she'd fallen asleep in the middle of his bed with a smile on her face. We caught up some more, visited old times, and renewed our commitment to always be there for each other. We also talked about some ideas to resolve the Kenesis problem. Based on timing and my travels, it looked like an ideal time to face Kenesis would be when Crystal and I would be in Reno with Julia's mother doing a telethon.
Sunday morning, I packed up my motorcycle with the help of Craig and Julia. Julia had decided to hang around a few more days with Craig, a decision that made Craig beam from ear to ear. I hoped he'd survive being alone with her for an entire day. He already planned to take Monday and Tuesday off work.
Julia gave me a long simmering kiss to say goodbye. I promised I'd keep in touch and that I'd do something about her wish to get her into films once I got to southern California. I also urged her to come to Reno when we'd be at the Children's Fund Telethon with her mother.
I rode out of Coeur d'Alene on back roads, keeping as close to the Spokane River as I could. The rain had left, leaving a crystal clear day. Crystal clear. I thought of Crystal a lot and wondered what our future together would be like.
To be continued

Chapter 28
Washington-Oregon

Time stopped. I watched in horror as a maroon sedan in front of me drifted onto the shoulder of the highway, suddenly and violently dug the right front tire into the soft dirt, and abruptly slewed the back end of the car around until the car was broadside to the road. I could see a blonde female inside frantically trying to regain control over the careening vehicle, but I knew it was too late. At seventy-five or eighty miles per hour, the car started to roll over onto the passenger side, and then the car flew through the air.
The woman disappeared, carried upward as the entire car left the ground after a quarter-turn in the roll. In that flash of time, I could see that the car's roof didn't even make contact with the ground as the car flipped over, angling off the road into a fallow field. After hitting the ground again and kicking up a shower of dirt, the car barely brushed the ground as the car completed its first complete rollover, and kept rolling.
On the car's second roll, the rear of the car dug into the potato field ensuring that the car would rotate again. This time the roof of the car slammed into the ground obliterating the passenger side roof of the vehicle. The right front tire tore away from the car and adopted its own strange trajectory up and away from the car. The windshield shattered into a thousand pieces of glass as if someone threw a shower of glistening raindrops into the air.
On the third and fourth rolls, the front of the car rose in the air in a complex twist, left the ground again, plunging back to earth on the nose as the wheels spun eerily without anything to touch other than air. In the fifth roll; the remaining kinetic energy dissipated as the car slid two hundred feet backwards on the crushed roof before rocking to a stop well off the roadway.
I pulled onto the shoulder opposite the vehicle, parked in a millisecond, and raced to see whether the driver had survived the horrendous crash. I shed my helmet as I ran, and tossed it aside. Other cars had stopped behind me, and other people were running to the disabled car. The three wheels on the car were still spinning when I reached the car. I could smell gasoline. I threw myself onto the ground and peered into the upside down car through the shattered driver's side window. An unconscious woman hung suspended in her seatbelt. Her head rested against the crushed in roof, but I saw no blood.
Instincts drilled into me as a Green Beret came back - training I'd had as a backup medic: assess for life, assess for injury, assess for extraction, assess for transport, and so forth. I wiggled partway into the car on my back so I could look up at the woman, thankful that I wore a thick leather jacket so the ragged glass edges didn't injure me. I found a pulse on the woman at her carotid artery. Only the seat belt held her body. Amazingly, the empty passenger compartment had taken the brunt of the various impacts as the car flipped; had anyone been there, they would be dead.
I ran my hands down the woman's arms; one caught in the seatbelt and the other limply hanging to the roof of the upside down car. I used both hands and carefully moved her head around feeling for a neck injury. I ran a hand down her spine, not an easy task given the angle of the vehicle and her seat. I felt ribs and chest, ignoring the intimacy that might have been implied. I felt thighs and lower legs as they angled out from under the shattered dashboard.
She seemed whole and unbroken, but I wrapped a jacket that was lying beside her head around her neck to immobilize it in case she had suffered neck injuries. I couldn't imagine how she could have escaped injury. I released the seatbelt with one hand and cushioned her drop with my own body. The smell of gasoline became stronger. I backed myself out of the car, maneuvering the woman with me. Another pair of hands tried to reach in to help pull her out.
As I got myself nearly clear of the car, I heard a 'wooft' from under the car's hood. Fire! I rolled onto my stomach, reached inside the car, and hooked my hands under the woman's armpits and pulled, making sure her head and body didn't drag across the jagged glass where the side window had broken. Other rescuers had vanished when the engine fire erupted. The heat from the fire singed one side of my face. A quick glance confirmed we were in grave danger. I doubted the gas tank had remained undamaged and the odor of gasoline still filled the air.
I looked for other help, but there was none nearby. Just as the blonde's body cleared the car, flames erupted inside the car, consuming the interior in seconds. Blinded from the acrid smoke, I picked up the woman's body and ran, tripping over the uneven ground but not falling.
Two men intercepted my path and helped me lay the woman on the ground on a blanket a safe distance from the vehicle that had rapidly become completely engulfed in flames. A thunderous 'whoompf' made us all duck momentarily; fire had breached the gasoline tank. An immense orange ball of flame rose skyward amid the existing plume of black smoke. The heat from the explosion touched everyone.
Voices yelled from a vehicle on the road that 911 had been called. I took off my chaps, rolled then up into a makeshift pillow, and put them behind the woman's head. I removed my leather jacket and wrapped her upper body under the fleece lining. I felt the blonde's pulse race as her body dealt with shock and the surges of adrenalin discharged into her system. I did another brief external examination, seeking broken bones, blood, bruises, and other signs of trauma. All I found was an enlarging lump on her head and a superficial scratch.
A gray-haired woman knelt by the head of my unconscious ward. She stroked the young woman's forehead as only a grandmother could. I had learned in my medical training that unconscious people, even people in a coma, can 'hear' what's going on around them. They processed these 'subliminal' messages, sometimes evaluating whether to die or live. I leaned in close and talked calmly to the pretty woman, assuring her that she was in good hands, in the arms of people that would protect her and take care of her, and who would let no further harm come to her. The grandmother-type also talked to her in positive words too. I explained to the unconscious girl that she was healthy and fit with no signs of serious injury.
I talked in low, soothing tones to her for five minutes before she stirred slightly, her body shuddering once as the first signs of consciousness reappeared. A gasp of relief went through the small crowd that had now gathered. I glanced up to see the highway lined for a great distance in either direction with stopped cars and trucks. Flames and acrid smoke still leapt skyward from her car. The woman's eyes flew open, and I saw at once the fear she felt. Grandmother and I both kept speaking words of calm. She gasped in a panicked voice, "What happened? Where ... Oh ... my car ... couldn't steer."
I said calmly, "You've had an accident, and I think you're all right - a little shaken up, but OK. You've got a bump on your head that probably put you 'out' for a few minutes. Help is on the way." I could see her trying to focus on my face as I talked. She tried to sit up, but I urged her to just lie still until her body had a chance to recover from the stress of the accident. I gently pushed her shoulders back to the blanket.
"How did I get out of the car?" she asked in a worried voice.
Grandmother spoke nodding in my direction, "This young man pulled you out of your car. You are lucky you found a hero like him. He saved your life."
The blonde digested that information.
I asked gently, "Is there someone close to you that we should call - that you'd like to have know about your accident and where you are?"
She shook her head slightly, and then spoke, "No. No one near here. No one now." After a long pause, she added, "I'm from Oregon. I was heading home from a bad experience."
"What's your name?"
"I'm Elizabeth Catriona, and everyone calls me Liz." I introduced myself to her as 'Jim' now that she was conscious. I got a polite smile from her.
In the distance I could hear the wailing of the emergency sirens heading in our direction, probably from Pasco. I held Liz's hand, and told her help was seconds away. In a pleading voice, she locked eyes with me and said in a near state of panic, "Please don't leave me. Stay with me - hold my hand - even when they take me to the hospital." This wasn't a question; it was a plea I couldn't turn down. When a pretty woman in trouble begs, I give in.
A fire truck pulled up opposite the burning car, still aflame with dark smoke pouring from the hulk. A large ambulance arrived nearby. Two EMTs rushed to Liz's side with their gear. On the highway, two highway patrol cars screamed onto the scene with sirens and lights flashing; one officer came to work the gathering crowd around us, and the other took control of the traffic.
One EMT examined Liz carefully, checking her neck, throat, eyes, nose, and ears. As he worked, I introduced myself and explained getting her from the car and my initial check of her health. The EMT asked who had wrapped Liz's neck and I told him that I had incase she had a neck injury. The EMT praised my work. He wired Liz up and did an EKG, transmitting the information to a nearby hospital. Eventually, they retrieved a gurney, and with my help put Liz in the ambulance. I retrieved my helmet, chaps, and jacket, when an EMT shouted from beside the ambulance: "Jim, can you come see us for a moment."
I jogged over to the flashing ambulance. Inside I could hear Liz screaming. The EMT shook his head, "She's hysterical because you're not in the van with her. Can you leave you car ... err, your motorcycle, and come with us to County Medical? Talk to her. Calm her down. She's hysterical."



I got in the large ambulance and told Liz I had to arrange transport for my bike, but that I'd be right back. She relaxed slightly. At the moment, most of what I owned was tied to the bike in some way. The EMT read my concern and said, "I'll have someone take your bike to the hospital." He hailed a man in a blue jumpsuit - a wrecking truck driver who'd arrived on the scene. We arranged for him to transport my Harley. He quickly lowered the ramp to his truck, and with the EMT's help, we rolled the Harley onto the flatbed and anchored it in place with multiple lines. I gave him my cell phone number and noted the name of his company.
I got in the ambulance, and sat next to Liz. She put her hand out and commanded in a sweet voice, "Jim, please hold my hand - hold my hand tight andplease don't let go." She broke into tears for minute. I held onto her as I buckled into the jump seat. The ambulance started up with siren wailing and the wrecking truck behind us, until we pulled away at high speed. Liz closed her eyes on the way to the hospital, but opened them every minute or two to be sure I remained at her side. She had the prettiest blue eyes.

* * * * *

Liz got cleared out of the emergency room three hours later. I hadn't left her side, except to help unload my motorcycle from the wrecker, and for one moment to talk to an older ER doctor. He said, "Your girlfriend had quite a scare. Physically she's in amazing shape given the nature of the accident. Usually, when we get someone like this, they're in small pieces. Also, the shock symptoms are dissipating, but mentally, she'll be in shock a little longer. This explains her neediness and dependence on you. She needs some TLC, and someone who'll help keep her grounded in reality until her mind can process what happened, and until she knows that it's past, and that she came through it all right. One minute she'll think she's about to die in her car, and the next she'll feel safe. She needs you to help her through it. It might take a day or two, or maybe just overnight. Call me if it's any longer than that."
A receptionist at the hospital's front desk helped us arrange for a small suite at the Cedars Inn in Kennewick, just across the Columbia River from Pasco. She also arranged for a taxi. Liz didn't want me to leave her side. I negotiated that I would ride my motorcycle right behind the taxi all the way to the inn, and that she could see me and know that I hadn't left her. I worried a little about the dependence she showed, but once we got her situated in the taxi, she calmed enough for the taxi ride, although she watched me out the back window the whole trip.
I checked us in, and helped Liz get situated in the suite I'd rented. She immediately lay down on the bed, but watched me as I shuttled the gear from my motorcycle into the room, clearly worried that I wouldn't return from some exit to get my stuff. After one trip outside, I came back and found her holding onto my leather jacket like a security blanket. I went and smoothed her shoulder to show her I knew she was working over what had happened.
We talked for a bit, particularly about her belongings. She told me everything she'd had with her burned in the car fire, including her wallet. I asked whether she wanted me to go somewhere and get her a few belongings, but she panicked about my leaving her alone for more than a minute.
I called the front desk and after explaining the situation I arranged for a friend of the young desk clerk to make a shopping trip for Liz. A half-hour later a teenage girl about eighteen knocked on the door; she introduced herself as Marci. With Liz's help, I'd written out a shopping list for clothing and sizes - even colors, and cosmetics and feminine products. I suggested a large purse and suitcase too. Marci took the list and four hundred dollars I gave her.
Two hours later, Marci returned with a suitcase and eight large bags from Wal-Mart. She'd made good selections. Liz and Marci bonded, so well that I left them to the purchases and went into the other room to do emails. I'd no sooner sat down, than Liz appeared in the doorway biting her lower lip. In a little girl voice she asked, "Jim, could you sit in the other chair? If you sit there I can see you from in here." I changed seats, sympathetic about Liz' security needs.
Marci got Liz to laugh at some of the things she told her about teen life in Kennewick. She had a natural compassion for Liz' situation, particularly her loss of her car and everything she'd been traveling with. When Marci left, I paid her a hundred dollars for her time and effort, and she gave me a large smile and promised to help again if we needed her. I could tell it wasn't the money that motivated her, but her compassion and desire to help someone in need.
After a trip to the bathroom to change into her pajamas, Liz begged me to sit on the bed with her. Marci had bought Liz a semi-shear nightgown with a scoop neck. The nightie hung to Liz' thighs, but through the material I could make out the matching bikini panties and Liz' pretty body without using any imagination. As Liz moved about on the bed, her clothing increasingly revealed more and more about her pretty body.
I brought my laptop into the room and stretched out next to Liz to do emails and my journal as she napped. She liked that arrangement, I guess because she could remain in constant touch with someone after her harrowing experience. Several times, Liz jerked awake and looking around the room in an agitated way. I'd patted her shoulder or rubbed her back until she quieted down and went back to sleep. At one point, she wrapped her arms around me, a situation that made it impossible to use my laptop. I held her arms in place, hugged her, and just allowed myself to doze off as well.

* * * * *

Liz woke up hungry for dinner at nine-thirty that evening. We ordered in some Chinese food based on a recommendation from the inn's front desk. After the delivery, Liz and I sat at a table in the room and ate, and talked about her accident and introduced ourselves a little more completely. I tried to focus on the food and Liz' face, instead of the revealing clothing she wore. Eventually, I turned on the TV. She'd asked how I got her from the car, and I gave her an abbreviated version, not mentioning the hazards. She asked my background, and I'd told her I was a musician kicking around the country on the way to my sister's home in San Diego. Liz told me she worked in radio and TV in Portland,
The local news on KNDK-TV came on at ten o'clock, and to my surprise the accident, Liz, and I were the top news items. I hadn't even noticed a camera or reporter at the accident scene, but they had vivid pictures of the burning car, Liz, and me in the field as the EMT personnel administered to her, and a shot of the ambulance leaving the scene followed by my motorcycle on the back of the truck.
The announcer's voice over said, "Country singer Jim Mellon rescued a woman from her single car crash on the highway north of Pasco this afternoon. Jim braved the damaged car, a close fire, and the threat of exploding gasoline to pull the woman from the car. The woman has been identified as Liz Catriona, a television personality from Portland. Mellon is on a personal sojourn across the country on his motorcycle. The car exploded in an immense fireball only seconds after Mellon pulled Catriona from her car, picked her up, and ran with her to safety just before the car exploded in what could have been a deadly experience for both Mellon and Catriona. Units from Pasco Fire Station Eight and Washington Highway Patrol responded to the crash. Catriona was transported to County Medical, where amazingly she was found to be in good shape with only minor bruises. She has since been released. Links to several videos that show more details about the accident, the fire, and rescue have been posted on the KNDU website."
The TV shots continued to pan around the accident scene, mostly focusing on the burning car after we'd left the scene, and then the next news item came on. Liz stared at me in silence. I put my computer on the dinner table and in a minute I'd found the videos. The first was entitled 'Celebrity Jim Mellon Rescues TV Star From Burning Car.' The video ran a little over eight minutes, and must have been taken by someone with a cell phone that had been nearby the entire time I'd helped rescue Liz. The video started as I ran to Liz's upside down crushed car, and showed the narrow escape we both had from the fire and explosion. A second video showed the same scene from a different point of view; however, the camera angle revealed the fire as closer and more threatening to us. In both videos, I could be seen close-up once I'd started to ensure Liz hadn't been injured. The grandmotherly lady who had helped me also appeared in the video. In both videos, I'd been identified as 'Jim Mellon, a hero.'
Liz jabbed me in the chest with one finger partly in anger but she had tears in her eyes. Her voice croaked, "You almost died saving me. We were seconds from being engulfed in flames, and you stayed ... and saved me ... and you're some kind of famous person?" Liz's voice started to choke up and she cried. She hadn't realized until those videos how close to death she had come.
Slightly embarrassed by the news coverage, I shrugged. "Yes on all counts, and I told you I was a musician part of the time."
Despite her teary eyes, Liz rolled her eyes in an unforgiving manner. She kept touching me, not at all in an annoying way, but so that she could be 'in touch' as often and for as long as possible. Given her trauma and her emerging personality, I found her need sweet and not alarming.
"So, what do you sing?"
I offered, "I'll show you." I walked to my pile of luggage in a corner of the suite and got my small travel guitar. I walked back to the sofa and sat beside Liz, tuned the instrument, and then sang 'Texas Dawn'to her in a soft voice. As I got halfway through, she started singing along in a low tentative voice.
When I ended, she reflected, "So, you'rethatcountry singer. You sing with Crystal Lee."
I nodded and sang her two more songs, and then put the guitar aside. She watched with rapt attention, as though she'd set out to memorize every word I said or sang, and every move I made. We chatted a little about singing and my getting into the music business. Eventually, she yawned a couple of times, and I suggested she go to sleep. I explained that I'd take the couch in the adjacent room, so she could have the large bed.
Liz shook her head, "Oh, no. I want you right next to me. Please! And leave a light on in the other room - please don't make it dark!" She pulled me to the bed. She got in under the covers. I was allowed a trip to the bathroom before I lay down beside her atop the blanket in my running shorts. My chivalry seemed to be acceptable to her. She snuggled up against me and drifted asleep in a few minutes. I followed close behind. This had been a long and exciting day.

* * * * *

I had some wild dreams before I finally settled into a deep sleep. I replayed the car flipping over and over through the air, and then the fire. I thought about what would have happened if I hadn't been willing to get in the car and work to get Liz extracted, or if the gas tank had exploded fifteen seconds earlier. Finally, it seemed, I could put the accident I'd witnessed to rest so it didn't continue to haunt my dreams.
In its place, a sexual dream materialized. I could feel the warmth of a female body against me - a naked body. A bare breast and erect nipple went by my cheek - even stroked my cheek. The woman to whom they belonged fondled me, and then started to fellate me. I felt waves of pleasure coursing through my body as she worked on my cock. My dream woman knew what she was doing. The touching, stroking, sucking, tonguing were all so real ...
My eyes flickered open. I guessed the time to be around four or five in the morning. Liz moved beside me, her naked body so seductive in the light from the other room. Her energies were entirely focused on my erection. I whispered cautiously, "Liz, don't do that? I don't want you to do this as some kind of return payment for what happened yesterday."
Liz hummed a 'Yes' and a string of hums that defied translation, but made some kind of comment about the last part of my statement. She kept fellating me - a great blowjob actually.
I pulled Liz up to me, "Liz, come here. Let's talk." She threw her body on top of mine, making sure that my erection frequently rubbed against the exterior of her naked sex.
I started, "If you do this, I feel you're trying to repay a kindness. We've never even kissed."
Liz's face appeared in front of mine instantly, and a tender and loving kiss resulted. We kissed some more, our kisses rapidly becoming more passionate and wet. I couldn't recall having a first kiss with someone, as they lay nude against my body. What a nice way to start a relationship. Liz nibbled on my ear and ran her tongue inside; "I need a few orgasms to help me get over the accident. You're the person I elected - by unanimous vote - to provide this valuable service to me the rest of the night."
Liz lay on me and squeezed her legs together, trapping my erection against her labia. She thrust her hips a few times in simulated intercourse. She went on, "This is not repayment sex, although that idea did cross my mind. It's not sympathy sex; I've given and received that, and that's not good for either party. No, this is just man-woman, boy-girl, lusty, likeable, physical, erotic, enjoyable fucking that will make us both feel good. I want this. 'I' need this."
I remember thinking hours earlier, 'When a pretty woman in trouble begs, I give in.' We melded together perfectly and the sex was wonderful and went on a long time with many orgasms.
I lay awake in the morning as Liz's nude body slept peacefully with her head against my chest. The twitches and groans she'd emitted early in the night's sleep seemed to have given way to a more restful slumber, except for our middle-of-the-night sex. Although we had the curtains on the windows closed, I could hear rain beating against the side of the building and the glass. The morning was not good for travel; all good motorcycle riders should find a nice warm, sexy, and naked body to snuggle up with.
Liz stirred, and I let her rouse herself from her sleep. Her beautiful blue eyes opened and looked at me, studied me, and then I got a loving smile. I kissed her forehead and started to stroke her back to express my appreciation about her closeness. Liz purred and snuggled her naked body more closely to mine.
I said, "Last night, I had this beautiful dream. This gorgeous, young blonde woman about five-foot-five with blue eyes came onto my side of the bed, and she did ... well, sexual things to me."
Liz said in humorous mock surprise, "Oooouuh? Sexual things?"
I reached out and ran my fingers across the area immediately around her exposed breasts, feeling the curve and heft of her well-shaped bosom. My mind paused; 'bosom' is a word you don't hear too often these days. My mother and grandmother used to use that term. I liked it; it's softer and more gentile than 'tits,' or 'boobs.'
Liz said, "If you do that you'll get me all horny."
I said just before I kissed her, "I detect that you're horny already?"
After a silence, Liz acknowledged, "Yes, I discovered that last night too. Would you like to make love with me again? I'd really like you to."
"I'd be delighted."

* * * * *

Liz dressed in some of the clothes that Marci had bought, and we took a taxi to a nearby restaurant that served brunch. I noted that the weather had already started to clear from the morning shower. By way of starting our conversation over breakfast, Liz told me about her work. She had a three-hour weekday afternoon television talk show on Portland's KPLD-TV with a wide range of guests: dogs up for adoption, health care, women's issues, clothes, weather, insights into current scandals, a light touch of local politics, and even outdoor and recreation features - almost anything. At a young age, she had started up the media ladder, ultimately hoping for a permanent network job at a 'big' station in California. I thought she had the poise and assertiveness to accomplish her goal, although she admitted that Portland was a really pleasant place to live and that now she wasn't sure whether California was still her goal.
Liz lit up at one point when an idea occurred to her: "Jim, will you come to Portland with me and be on my show. It's about four hours that way," she pointed, "and I'd be forever grateful. You can stay with me ... and I promise to be the 'perfect' hostess and extend to you every 'courtesy' of the house." Her emphasis on a few words left no doubt about the sexual nature of my stay with her.
I'm a sucker for begging, I said with a smirk, "Yes, of course."
After ordering, I asked Liz, "OK, we know we're compatible on one front, but short of a few facts about you. Tell me about yourself other than your work; for instance, yesterday you said something about coming from a bad experience - is that anything you want to share?"
Liz squirmed a little, and I could tell the question made her uncomfortable. I wondered why I'd pushed into that personal area; I guess I could be nosey at times. She said, "I'm running away ... running away from an unfaithful husband who I caught fucking my best friend."
"Where were you going yesterday?"
"Actually, back home. John, my husband, is probably still at our vacation home near Mount Rainer with Ellie, my ex-best friend. I caught them in flagrante delicto; I ran away and started driving full of anger and didn't care what direction I went - at the time east seemed good. Eventually, I stopped overnight up by Moses Lake, and this morning decided to go home."
"I'm so sorry you had to go through that ... I didn't know ..."
Liz interrupted, "I was to drive up and meet John after I finished yesterday. I would have gotten up there about midnight, but I got a good replacement for my time slot at the TV station, had the entire afternoon free, so I started driving to our cabin for some unexpected R&R time about seven hours ahead of schedule. When I arrived, Ellie's car was at our cabin along with John's. I walked in and found them in bed fucking ... my husband and my best fucking friend from Portland!" Her voice had an angry edge.
"So you ran?"
"While they were still fucking - hot at it, a few seconds before they saw me, I walked right through the bedroom - right past the bed, took his car and house keys off the dresser, turned around and walked out. My girlfriend dashed from the bed to hide in the bathroom - what the fuck was she doing two hundred miles from home fucking my husband? My husband jerked on his underwear and started following me out of the cabin in his boxers, apologizing and blubbering 'I'm sorry'. I took Ellie's car keys too - they were next to her purse on the kitchen counter. I got in my car and started driving. Ugh! I got a motel room last night, but I didn't sleep much." I sympathized with her problem.
Liz nodded and launched into another rant, talking about how liberal she thought she was, even sexually, until she found the pair screwing. She said, "John and I had never been swingers or anything like that, but we shared our fantasies and some of those went in the direction of involving others. If either of us had wanted to do that, the other of us would have probably gone along, if nothing more than out of curiosity if we'd talked about it ahead of time." After pausing, she asked, "Have you ever been a swinger or done anything like that?"



I candidly told her, "Yes, I have; I've had the pleasure many times of making love to more than one woman at a time, if that's what you mean."
"What was it like? Weren't you ... overtaxed?" Her genuine curiosity showed as she leaned towards me over the table.
I laughed, "Yes, sometimes. It always proved enjoyable, loving, and full of care for everyone involved. I think that's the best way to have it work well, making sure everyone is on an even footing, no one is being taken advantage of, and that people care for each in addition to the sex."
"Wasn't it kind of ... raw?"
"No, although that probably depends on your point of view and how free-thinking you are. I've been in some creative situations with women and men, although I'm not gay and don't even lean in that direction. As consenting adults, you can mutually agree to almost anything."
Liz asked about whether I felt jealous and betrayed, admitting that seeing John with her friend had provoked that response, and that in turn had led to her 'flight' response.
I gave the short version of my jealousy philosophy. I told Liz, "We get so that we think jealousy and rage are the only responses to a situation like you encountered, but there are others."
"Like what?" I heard genuine curiosity in Liz's voice.
"What if you'd gone and kissed the two of them, and genuinely told them you were so glad they'd come up to the cabin and were sharing themselves with each other? What if you'd stripped off your clothes and joined in, sucking, licking, and fucking the two of them with all the lust you could summon? What if you'd waited for them to finish, so you didn't interrupt their pleasure, and then you all sat and talked about how they should have talked to you beforehand? You could probably come up with more options or scenarios."
"You think I should be more forgiving - to just forget about it?" Liz' tone of voice signaled to me that she had started to seriously think about less severe reactions than the ones she'd had the day before - divorce, murder, inflicting pain.
"I don't think you should forget about it. Not so long ago, I would have responded as you did. Now, I understand there are more options. I've found a sexual side of me that enjoys 'open' relationships; I appreciate that other people may do this too - with others. I'm serious about Crystal Lee, and we both think openly about our relationship even though we're in love. We each know we care for each other, and while we're apart we see others without fear or guilt. Responding with shock and anger just doesn't seem like the right thing to do with anyone you care about."
I changed tack suddenly, "What would your husband say if you told him about the night you've spent with me?"
Liz stammered, "I ... I didn't think ..."
"So, I'm a revenge fuck?" I was on the verge of laughing. She was so easy to tease.
"Oh, no. Well, yes, but ... I didn't mean ... you weren't ..."
"Liz. It's all right. I figured it out. This relationship thing is all about communications - open and honest communication. Now that you know I know the whole situation, and you know you have many more options than you first thought, you have to decide what to do next. I'm open to just about anything to help you through this crisis in your life." I held her hand.
Liz got silent for a long time as she thought about her options. We ate our food with only a few words spoken, and none about the accident, or her husband and friend. She asked me about Crystal some more, and somehow that led me to tell her about our Branson foursome, the photos, Bart Kenesis, being stalked and shot at, and my quandary about how to get rid of the man. I think Liz read between the lines that I probably had something to do with the disappearance of the photos. She wisely didn't ask.

* * * * *

As we left the restaurant, I spotted a local newspaper. Three photographs stood out across the front page: Liz, now identified as the moderator ofThe Daily Showon KPLD-TV; a photograph of the car upside and burning as firemen sprayed foam on the hulk; and a PR picture of me that I knew Sony Music had distributed. The headline read,'Country Music Star Rescues TV Star After Deadly Car Crash.' I paid for the paper and took home a souvenir of the previous day. As I scanned the story, I saw that Reuters had picked up the story; that meant it would enjoy worldwide circulation, thus ensuring that Kenesis would find me again. The text mentioned my association with Liz from Portland, and the recently announced, but unpublicized, appearance I would be making in Reno the end of the month for the Children's Telethon.
Craig had encouraged me to reengage the enemy, and confront Kenesis once and for all. I could see that moment moving closer, and I wondered if I would survive ... or if he would survive the encounter. I shook my head, and put thoughts of Kenesis out of my head for at least another day.
After buying the paper, I called the taxi company for a cab to take us back to the inn, but then I had an idea. I asked Liz, "That was a Toyota you were driving, right?" She nodded. "Did you like it enough to replace it if you could, maybe with some better model?" She nodded again.
After our taxi arrived, I had the driver take us to the nearest Toyota dealer instead of back to the inn. During our ride, I asked Liz questions to narrow down the type of car she might like. Ninety minutes later, over Liz's protestations, I'd bought her a new Prius hybrid from the local dealer. Liz jumped around like a kid at Christmas, and promised to pay me back. She explained, "I make good money; I'd be embarrassed under other circumstances. With no ID, cash, checkbook, or anything, I am eternally grateful for your doing this."
We drove back to the inn in the new car in bright sunshine, and Liz pulled me upstairs and proceeded to express her gratitude for my generosity in sexual terms. She assured me she'd be doing the same thing whether or not I'd helped her get the car or whether we'd had the discussion over brunch; the car just made her need to express herself all that more compelling.
After our tryst, while Liz showered and packed, I jogged a few blocks from the inn to a park on the banks of the Columbia River. As I had done in each state I'd been through, I opened and allowed the wind to carry a bit of Karen's ashes into a pretty setting, in this case the majestic river. I'd loved Karen, and acknowledged how disconsolate her dying had made me.
In retrospect over the months since her death, I could see the trajectory of my own healing, not to forget her, but to remember the joys and experiences we shared together without remorse or crying. I closed my thoughts with happiness and gratitude, and jogged back to the inn. I'd explained to Liz the ritual I did in each state. As an empathetic person, she understood.
A check of the weather indicated good riding all the way to Portland. We loaded Liz's things and my gear into the back of her new car, I dressed in my leathers, and we left the inn for Portland.
At one of the rest stops, I called Terry and asked him about making a TV appearance on Liz's show. He enthused over the idea, and reminded me to tout my new album. I also called Crystal and had a brief chat about the accident, rescue, and Liz. Liz listened to my side of the call fascinated with the fact I shared so openly the details of our lovemaking and relationship.

* * * * *

At Liz's home, she found a hidden key so we could get into the house. After unloading, she said, "We'll go out for dinner; I need to talk again. On the drive here, I thought about all the things you've said about jealousy, and alternative responses to what I found John and Ellie doing at our cabin. You really jarred my thinking; I'm feeling like a new person and need to talk about it."
We freshened up. I put on some Dockers and a better shirt, and we went to an intimate Italian restaurant. We ordered our wine and dinner, and then leaned across the table. Liz started in a hushed voice, "When I found John and Ellie fucking, I went into shock. My reaction was betrayal, rage, hate, and revenge - yet I'd loved both of them for years until that instant. I never gave them a chance to explain, although John tried. I just bolted out of the place. They both called - many times, but I never listened to their messages I was so mad and my phone burned up in the car."
I nodded, encouraging her to talk through this ordeal in her life.
Liz reached across the table and patted my hand, "You're a man full of great wisdom. I was ready to divorce John and never speak to Ellie, but you taught me that there are many shades of gray, and many options for how to respond besides my 'worst case.' Now, I have other plans."
"Other plans?" I could tell by her voice that she'd softened on the pair. The vitriol that had been there this morning was gone, replaced with the hint of a smile.
"Yes. Much as I was shocked by what the two of them were doing, it was something I would have loved to have us do - if only we'd talked about it beforehand. Now, I'll listen to them, and I'm ready to forgive them; however, I'm not sure where we go from here."
"Do you trust them?" I figured that would be a core issue for her.
"Not right now; I think they were secretive, and in my book that turned out badly for all of us. If the two of them are willing to be open, we can try to rebuild that trust and our relationships."
"And, what about you? Are you willing to be open?"
"Yes. As you figured out when I told you about John and Ellie, you turned out to be a revenge fuck, but you're also an angel and a sage. I will share with them our relationship, unless you'd rather I do something else, ... but I also hope to share you with them - with Ellie." She had a gleam in her eye that signaled some kind of sexual sharing.
I laughed; "I hope they're ready for the new you."
I handed her my phone and when she hesitated, I urged, "Call John. See where he's at, and tell him to come home and that you want to talk to him. Oh, and have him bring Ellie too." Liz thought for a moment about my suggestion as we drank our wine. We were on the late side, and many of the other patrons who had been near us in the restaurant had left. Liz dialed the number and waited.
I could hear her side of the conversation. "John, this is Liz." "Yes, I'm all right; a bump and a scratch, that's all. I was lucky that Jim Mellon came along when he did ... we've been spending a lot of time together. He's going to be on my show on Wednesday. About the day before yesterday, is Ellie still up there?" "Have you unlocked you car yet?" "Oh" "Sorry, but I reacted with anger." "No, I actually do want you to come home - with Ellie. We three need to talk about the future - I think you'll find my thinking on that subject ... interesting." "Jim is still here - across the table from me; I took him to Salvucci's for dinner, and he encouraged me to call you."
By watching and listening to Liz, I could tell she was building up to telling John something major - probably about us. Sure enough, she dropped the bomb on him: "John, in my anger I did just what you did, and I am embarrassed by the way I reacted. Before I explained the situation to him, Jim and I were intimate. In the meantime, know that he's taught me a lot about relationships, different ways I could look at what happened between you and Ellie, and how I could respond rather than with hate and lawyers. I'm working through this, but we need to talk."
I wondered what John's reaction had been. I suspected it was tempered since he was the protagonist in the precipitating drama. I went on listening to Liz's side of the conversation. "No, I initially saw what you two did in black and white terms. I couldn't believe that you and Ellie were sneaking around and betraying me. Jim reminded me about shades of gray. I'd seen only one option with you - divorce, and one with Ellie - to never see her again. Up until that instant, I loved the two of you more than life itself; Jim brought me back to the point of love so that I now can see options and other possibilities. - that's where I am now, and that's where I want you and Ellie to be - and what I want us to talk about."
I wondered what directions John's questioning would take. After a short pause, Liz said, "I know he'd like to meet you too." After a pause, "Look if the locksmith won't get there until the morning, you won't get back here until tomorrow at dinner. Why don't you and Ellie spend the night together again - without any bitter recriminations from me?" "No, I really mean it." "We'll talk tomorrow night, however." "I probably will too." "Yes, he's super nice; you'll like him and so will Ellie." "We try to keep that part of things low key; he's not at all pretentious."
The waiter brought our meals. Liz winked at me and gestured for me to start without her. She wrapped up her call with John; "John, our dinners just came. You, Ellie, and I have lots of things to discuss about the past, present, and future; hold your list until we're together. Enjoy each other tonight. Drive safely. Don't do what I did. By the way, Jim bought me a new car - a Prius." "No, I'll pay him back; you'll like it." "Yes. I do love you too - and Ellie. See you at dinner tomorrow." She hit the 'End Call' button and handed the phone back to me.
I said, "Listening to one side of your call, I'd say things went well?"
"It did; he says he feel like shit and expected justifiable anger from me. When I mentioned you, I could tell I had just messed his head - plus I told him to sleep with Ellie again and told him I'd probably make love with you again. He's no doubt wondering what happened to the Old Liz." She pulled her chair back from the table, walked to my side, and kissed me. "Thank you. Now, hurry and eat. I want us to go home and make love again."
I called Crystal after we got back to Liz' home, and before we got into the evening's sexual tryst. She told me how the YouTube videos of me rescuing Liz had been on all the gossip TV shows; the longer one had amassed thirty-six million views in he past twenty-four hours. She told me that Ellen and Terry were at her house now, and she had what she called 'pornographic plans' for the rest of the evening with them. She made some lewd suggestions about how I should please Liz, and then we rang off. I loved the way my girlfriend thought.

* * * * *

In the morning, I went with Liz to her TV station for the afternoon show. I met her staff and followed her through a frantic and stress-filled day, right up until the start of the live show. After the show started, Liz did her opening monolog: talking about the accident, how so many people showed heroism and aid on her behalf, and the great treatment she'd received from everyone around Pasco, Washington. She then stood and came down off the stage towards me, talking about heroism above and beyond the call of duty as she did.
When Liz reached me, she gestured for me to rise, and Liz introduced me to the audience, who for the first time suddenly realized who I was. The place broke into pandemonium of cheers, shouting, and applause that went on for several minutes. Liz and I hugged.
As the acclaim died down, Liz thrust a hand mic into my face. She said, "Jim, publicly and personally, I want to thank you for rescuing me. You are my own hero."
I was supposed to say something. My mind went blank, and so I started to say the first thing that came into my head. "I think everyone of us has the same kind of courage and fearlessness in them that I tapped into when I saw your car flip over." I gestured to the studio audience, "There isn't a person here that couldn't have done what I did, and, after the fact, I am pleased that I rescued someone so pretty and as talented as you are."
Everyone in the audience laughed and applauded some more. Liz and I bussed a kiss, and I sat down. Liz went back to her chair, as she walked she talked; "Jim is our featured guest tomorrow, and we even have a surprise for him then. So, be sure and join us for tomorrow's show."
As Liz talked, I imagined Bart Kenesis walking through the concourse of the Portland International Airport, having just gotten off his flights from Nashville. He'd pause and be drawn to the TV monitors in the airport because of all the commotion the audience made over some guest, and then he'd see that I was the guest. He'd smile and snort to himself, that now he again had me in his sights. He could just slide in behind me again, and be on my trail.

* * * * *

We left the station after the show and got back to Liz's home at six o'clock. Two cars were in the driveway, Ellie and John's. We both took deep breaths and walked inside. John was a tall man with angular facial features that resembled photographs of pioneers I'd seen in history books. I'd learned from Liz that he was a partner in a law firm. Ellie was a pleasant looking woman about forty, who seemed so nervous I thought she'd jump out of her skin. As introductions were made, Ellie blushed about the impossible situation we were in. Liz hugged John and Ellie, patting them on the back in a soothing gesture. Their anxiety was palpable.
John turned to me before another word was spoken, "Jim, I don't know how thank you enough for saving Liz's life." He choked up a little. "I watched those YouTube videos over and over - so did Ellie - and we cried about what almost happened. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you."
Liz took the initiative to orchestrate our meeting. "John, go get everyone a glass of wine. Jim likes a Chardonnay with ice." While John got the wine, Ellie fidgeted. Liz pulled four comfortable upholstered chairs into a circle in the living room. When her husband returned, we each took our glass and sat.
Liz turned to John and Ellie, who sat opposite her, and asked in a friendly tone, "Do I want to know how long what I saw up north had been going or how it happened"
John spoke clearly although his words sounded slightly rehearsed and definitely defensive, "There's some background, as you know, but I assure you what you saw was the first time we'd had sex or even seriously kissed. You know I'd thought about sex with Ellie for years. Heck, we'd both pretend she was in bed with us when we wanted to spice things up. We were pretty explicit, and that's been going on for a few years." After a pause, John asserted, "Ellie and I never meant to hurt you. If we thought at all, it wasn't past that moment of passion."
Ellie raised a hand slightly out of her lap asking permission to speak. "I had this fantasy of making love with John ... and you, but he was your husband and you are my best friend. I didn't want to do anything to hurt either of you, and nothing to damage your marriage. I love you two. I'm so sorry; it just happened - unplanned." She blushed again and tear ran down her cheek.
Liz absorbed those pieces of information and asked, "Ellie, why were you at our camp two hundred miles from home?"
Ellie and John grimaced. John said, "Your birthday was yesterday, and we wanted to fete our favorite person. Knowing how close you two are, I invited Ellie up to help us celebrate. There wasnoother agenda."
In tears, Ellie added, "I even brought up a birthday cake I baked. It's in the freezer at your camp now - untouched." I could tell she thought of the cake as some sort of peace offering.
Liz looked chagrined. "I didn't even think anything about it - my birthday, I mean."
John continued, "I'd been fantasizing about Ellie; she'd been fantasizing about me - us. When she arrived, we kissed ... and we kissed again ... and again ... and one thing led to another, and then there you were walking through the bedroom with my car keys - you'd walked right by us as we were ... making love."



Liz said in a brusque manner, "Now, just answer a couple of questions and we'll take this discussion in an interesting direction." Ellie and John nodded somewhat begrudgingly. "Do you love each other? Did you two make love after I left and last night?"
Both of them looked chagrined and avoided eye contact with her. Finally, Ellie's near inaudible voice said, "Yes, and it was beautiful." John nodded.
Liz glanced at me and said, "Jim and I did too - and I thought ourfuckwas beautiful too." She emphasized the 'f' word to needle her husband, then paused and let that sink in.
John winced. I had the feeling that for the first time, he felt the gut-wrenching feelings that Liz had felt when she found him in bed with Ellie. I felt uncomfortable being 'the other man.' John did look at me and then at Liz puzzled at where she intended to lead us in this discussion.
Liz reached over and took John's hand, "No, don't get jealous on me, after all you started all this." She kissed him. "Here's a 'Truth' with a capital 'T' - I love you, and I want us to be together and to be in love forever." Liz turned to Ellie and held her hand too, "And, you! You're still my best friend, although my nose did get out of joint about things. I don't want to lose you either. I love you too. However, it is essential that we be open, honest, and trust each other. Without that we will not be able to have a lasting relationship." Liz turned to me, "And, Jim, I'm still feeling highly affectionate and attracted to you - so don't you go away."
Liz said, "After my shock at finding you two fucking and my accident, I needed someone to comfort me, and at that moment you two weren't on my favorites' list, so Jim became that person because he gave of himself in a caring way. He's a compassionate person: he talked to me about upbeat things, rode with me in the ambulance, held my hand at the hospital, got us a good room when I'd been released, got me a car, and held me when I needed to be held. I'd been scared shitless about the accident and my marriage. He didn't hit on me once. He was a perfect gentleman."
She paused and added, "BUT, I came onto him, not because he rescued me - although that might have played a role, not because I'd found you fucking each other - although that too may have also played a role, and not because he's a popular singer, but because of his sensitive caring nature. We clicked. We connected. There was immediate chemistry, so I followed through and tried to fuck his brains out. I then discovered what a great lover he is too."
Liz stood, and walked into the center of our circle; we were all seated around her. "We are going to redesign our relationships, right here and right now. No one leaves until we have agreement, whatever that means. All right?"
I nodded automatically, and I think Ellie and John did too.
Liz continued, "This weekend you two unexpectedly created an 'open marriage' for us. We were close, and John and I had even talked about the sexual part of such a relationship in order to arouse each other, but we never talked about how to make it happen or the specifics of one. So, here goes ... I'll start with a principle about how we'll live, and then we discuss it. And Jim, you've been in some of these situations, so I'm hoping you'll be sure we cover all the bases."
After widespread nodding in agreement, Liz stated, "First principle, we can have sex with whomever we want provided that we talk about it ahead of time. The second principle is that any of us can make love any time we want to with anyone else in this circle - a 'free pass'." Liz made a gesture of a circle that included the four of us in the room.
Ellie looked surprised. John looked stunned at the implications of her statement. He glanced at Ellie to judge her reaction. Ellie said shyly, "I like those rules ... and I'm honored to be included in your circle." Then Ellie looked at me and said, "I'm attracted to Jim; I can feel his chemistry and I know what you felt. What if I want to sleep with him too?"
Liz grinned, "You have my blessing. He's very good, and you'll love him!" I laughed.
John said after reflecting, "I guess those rules are more than all right with me too. Are you sure?"
I posited, "What if one of you wants group sex, a threesome or foursome or moresome?"
Liz smiled and addressed both questions: John, yes, I'm sure. As for group sex, that's the best suggestion I've heard all day. Ellie, I put you on notice that I'm going to hit on you, and we are going to have some serious sapphic loving." Liz had just appealed to Ellie's prurient interests.
John's eyes got big as he took in his wife's last statement.
We looked at Ellie. She blushed, and said in a hushed but excited voice, "I'd love to try group sex ... I can't wait ... and I'd love to be with you Liz. I've dreamed about it."
The discussion of further principles got temporarily postponed as the four of us moved onto other, more sensual activities.

* * * * *

Liz led us to the master bedroom and the king-size bed. Liz asked me to 'orchestrate' the event so everyone got maximum benefit of each other. I could tell she wanted time with me and John. I slowly disrobed Liz and Ellie, carefully removing each piece of her clothing. I kissed and romanced each woman with lots of attention. When the girls were nude, they stripped me, and then did John. I found Ellie's erogenous zones by experimenting, while John made out with his wife. I had us change partners and repeat our kisses and strokes. I went down on Liz, suggesting that John mirror our ardor with Ellie. We then changed partners again.
Ellie enjoyed the first orgasm, and then a second, before Liz joined her. We switched a few times to everyone's pleasure. Eventually, Ellie said to me, "God, please fuck me. Put that cock deep inside me ... and cum in me too."
With those words, I started to slowly enter her body, rocking my hips to only advance my penetration of her quim a fraction of an inch or less on each forward thrust. Ellie came before I got totally embedded in her pussy. I reached between us and rubbed Ellie's clit. She came again just as I bottomed out in her cunt, emitting a long, low moan of pleasure.
John and Liz coupled, and he plowed into her cunt with great abandon. Ellie and I both heard the happy exchange of crude names and pleas between them. They talked about the two of us, and our erotic performance. I called for a switch, and I jerked my cock from Ellie's hole, almost with a champagne pop. John slowly withdrew from Liz. The two women lay side by side as John and I switched places. In unison, and to the tune of the simultaneous sighs and moans from both women, John and I slowly sank our rods into our new fuck partners.
I watched Liz watching her husband penetrate her best friend. I asked in a near whisper, "What do you think about that?"
Liz watched until John bottomed out in Ellie's cunt, and said to me, "That is positively the hottest thing I have ever seen. I can't believe how hot I am watching my husband fuck my best friend."
After five minutes, John came, bringing Ellie with him. I'd moved Liz to that place where the stimulation we shared kept triggering orgasms in her. After a few minutes in more or less the missionary position, I asked Liz if she wanted to switch or have me doggy her from behind.
Liz said in a husky voice, "Neither. I want Ellie to sit on my face." Ellie looked surprised at the request, but moved to comply with a grin. As I continued to fuck Liz, Ellie straddled Liz's head, and Liz began to eat out her best friend, no doubt searching for her husband's residual cum. Occasionally, as the women writhed and moved in front of me. I could see Liz's tongue flailing with great delight in her best friend's slit. I reached down and added a helping finger against Ellie's clit.
I had the women switch several times, rotating between my cock and each other's tongues. We went on for over half an hour, working up a sweat, and amusing John who lay spent beside us, but fondling his cock and often sharing in the kisses from the women.
Ellie came. Liz came. I came too, but only after assuring everyone else had reached some state of bliss far beyond normal lovemaking. I wanted both women to feel the edge of a spiritual sexual experience.

* * * * *

The next morning when I went outside to check on the motorcycle I'd parked beside Liz's home so she could put her new car in the garage. Someone had put a bullet through the front tire from side to side, the slug leaving a small crater in the adjacent concrete of the home's foundation. Kenesis had found me, and he had a gun. I stomped around the yard cursing as I thought about what to do now. I now felt that I had a flashing target painted on my back.
We were rushed to leave the home for Liz's office, so on the way I called a local Harley dealer, explained the problem and asked for them to pick up the bike, replace the tire - again, and return the bike. I gave him my credit card information too. The guy I talked to knew about my road trip and loved country music, so he was more than happy to help out. I also called Mils and explained that the threat I felt had ratcheted up a notch overnight. Liz gave me a worried look at the end of my calls.
My sitting in on the pre-show briefing intrigued Liz's aides. She'd never done this before, and so I was a big bonus for the show. Liz anointed me her 'Co-host For the Day.' An aide gave a set of questions for Liz to use when she interviewed me, and when I scanned the questions I found all within my sense of propriety: how I got started in music, what I thought of my newfound fame, what Crystal was like, and what music I'd done and expected to do in the future.
I'd also volunteered to sing two songs on her show: 'Texas Dawn' and 'The Wolf on Lone Wolf Mountain.' The first was a big hit, and the second had made the top ten. I got a 'chance before the show to rehearse each song once with the studio band, a group that had been augmented with a western guitar to complement my singing.
The show started with Liz coming out to gales of applause from the audience of about two hundred that sat in tiered rows in front of the stage. Liz announced me as her special Co-host for the Day, and I came out to a standing ovation. Liz and I kissed, and I decided to ham it up, so as we went to buss, I hugged her, and did a dip with her, giving her a serious kiss in the process. The audience went wild and 'ooued' and 'aaahed.'
Liz laughed, and after we sat down, she noted that she hadn't been kissed like that in quite a while. I recalled waking up with her that morning and sharing a similar kiss, except we didn't have any clothes on. A nude Ellie also received a similar kiss. We bantered back and forth, in part talking about Liz's accident, current events, and in part talking around some of the questions I'd been primed for. After a commercial break, I sang my first song with the studio band. Liz then started a dialog with me about relationships, explaining to her viewers that I'd been married, had lost my wife eight months earlier, and had 'just started dating' after rebuilding my life. I didn't correct her error about my dating.
Liz asked, "Jim, what do you see now that you're back on the dating circuit? What kind of relationship are you looking for?" The question was a natural now that I was a hunky, country western singer.
I thought for a moment then responded, "For me, there are two extremes in relationships, and many shades in between. In the first group, people hold rigid views about relationships, views they get from their culture, family, or religion. Sex is for procreation, and perhaps for a little satisfaction. Relationships are man-woman only, and must last a lifetime with unquestioned fidelity and no experimentation. These are often male dominated, lack true partnership, involve little flexibility in marital roles, and often exemplify jealousy and lack of trust in one another. They are static and unchanging, because change is feared by the partners."
As I talked I noted that a hush had come over the studio audience.
I went on, "At the other end of the spectrum, individuals are apt to find they can love and be loved by more than one person. They enjoy equality in their relationships, fluidity in roles, open and honest communication, trust, a strong sense of personal identity, and a world of near unlimited possibilities. They feel fortunate and creative. These relationships involve interesting combinations of people in loving relationships that often transcend a 'normal' 'man-woman and two-point-three children.' They transcend jealousy, and instead thrive on the happiness, joy, and bliss for their partners. This is the kind of relationship I seek."
Liz bore in; "What about sex in the second group?"
"For me, it's an integral part of any deep relationship, and to your question about my dating preferences, I want women that think more like the second group of people. I like smart, creative, talented, pretty women with a sense of humor and a tolerance for someone like me and my crazy views on the world."
Liz laughed and said, "Why that describes me perfectly." The audience roared with laughter. As the show went on, Liz got me in an apron cooking a fancy omelet for the cooking segment with a pretty chef from a nearby restaurant. Later, I had to do some stretching exercises with a yoga instructor. She had a sommelier on the show talking about wines made from grapes grown in Oregon, so we sampled some different vintages and commented on them.
In another show segment, Liz told the audience that we'd been talking before the show, and that I'd mentioned the interplay between sex and spirituality. She turned to me, "So, could you elaborate on how you see these two themes in your life, or in the lives of others?"
I answered, "Wow! A tall order, unless you have all day. I'll try. Great sex - sex beyond the normal 'let's get together' - can be a unity of mind, body, and spirit for the lovers. Sure, lust can be there too, but beneath the sweat and passion is this underlying trinity. It's best when the loving parties share this philosophy because it sets the stage for great lovemaking and it kicks the relationship to a much higher, more romantic, and more satisfying level. Sometimes, I know I'm the one with that philosophy, and I allow it to spread into my partner until I know they can feel it too. You take sex and love to this new level when you achieve this state of thinking. It allows a man to last indefinitely and control his orgasms in a way so he gives many more than he gets."
As I spoke I could see a slight smile on Liz's face. I imagined she was recalling one of our one or two hour lovemaking sessions. She asked, "You mean you can make love without stopping or ending the session after only a few minutes." Everyone in the audience leaned forward to hear my reply.
"Exactly. I think any man could learn to do this, and ... errr, deliver an unbelievable number of orgasms to his partner in the process before he has to finish."
With a laugh and look of amazement, Liz turned to the audience of mostly women, "Does Jim's philosophy and capability appeal to any of you out there?" The studio audience cheered, some women even standing and shouting out 'Call me!' and yelling out their phone numbers. The moment made the entire studio audience and staff laugh too.
After a commercial break, Liz said she had a surprise for me, but asked me to first sing 'Texas Dawn' for them. I'd borrowed a guitar from one of the band members, and I went to a smaller stage to the side of Liz's studio desk. I ignored a large video screen in a corner of the set, figuring it had been left in that position to lend an air of informality to the studio set.
As I sang the first couple of lines of the song, the screen lit up suddenly and Crystal appeared with her guitar in a TV studio back in Tennessee. She sang the next line of the song, and I had a grin on my face from ear to ear as we blended our voices together. We did the whole song with an extra chorus, and then ended to a big round of applause.
As the applause died down, Crystal smiled and said, "Hi Darling. I miss you."
I responded, "Hi Love. You are a delight and a sight for sore eyes. This is a surprise. I miss you too." We bantered a little. Liz came and joined me on stage to thank Crystal for being part of my surprise. As we ended the segment, I knew we had to say goodbye to Crystal. We'd talked after dinner the night before, and I knew she had a mall appearance that evening in Memphis.
Crystal's parting words were, "Now, you be extra nice to Liz and everyone there. See you in Reno." I hoped that Liz and I were the only ones that recognized the sexual innuendo of her comment, but given what had been written about us in the tabloids I doubted my assumption.

* * * * *

Liz and I arrived home just as the Harley dealer delivered my motorcycle from the repair of the tire and few other minor things. I parked it in Liz's garage overnight, hoping that Kenesis wouldn't vandalize her new Prius in the driveway. In the morning, the Prius was fine, but I still checked over my motorcycle so I knew for sure no one had tampered with it or put a tracking device on it. I'd started to evolve a plan about how to solve the situation with this man.
I left Portland very early after only few hours sleep thanks to Liz, Ellie and John. I left early so that Kenesis wouldn't have a chance to start following me, and took back roads south to Eugene and then east towards Boise.
At a magnificent gorge with a raging river cascading through it I stopped and meditated, letting the roaring sound of the water absorb my focus. After my time of silence, I took one of the last envelopes of Karen's ashes from my saddlebag and sprinkled the dust into the misty swirls rising from the deep water-carved canyon. Karen had loved waterfalls, and when we drove somewhere, she'd always have done her homework and knew where they were located near our route; we'd have to stop so she could see the cascade, even if she'd seen the same one a dozen times before. I missed Karen.

Chapter 29
Arizona

I took five days to travel from Liz's home outside Portland to Sedona, Arizona. The weather cooperated and I camped out two of those nights without terribly cold temperatures. When I'd left New Mexico, I'd promised Tama I'd meet her in Sedona. She'd explained to me about the vortices of Sedona, and how they imbue people with unusual strength, guidance, and protection - qualities I'd need for the rest of my life. Tama also had shamanic skills that she promised to unleash on me in Sedona, adding to the transformation she promised during my visit there.
I had several phone calls with Tama synchronizing our arrival times and hotel, and also getting Crystal to join us. Tama was over the moon that she'd get to meet Crystal and that we could share some intimate time together.
Crystal was excited at the prospect of the mystical experiences that Tama promised. Crystal also was excited about meeting 'my Indian lady friend' and she promised to make our time together interesting. I suspected that Crystal would be the one surprised by events in Sedona.
I asked Crystal if she'd ride the motorcycle with me from Sedona to Reno where we would be doing the Children's Fund Telethon. She came back laughing, "YES. I want to be with you on the ride to Reno providing you drive me through the Las Vegas strip at night on the motorcycle. I've never been to Vegas, and I've always wanted to see it at night with all the lights."
Crystal then said something that ultimately shocked me. "By the way, Terry knew we were going to talk, and he gave me a message for you." Terry was more than just our agent; he'd become a close and trusted friend.



"What's the message?" I asked casually.
"He said to tell you he hired a money manager for you. His name's Carl Hansen, and I use him too; he's saved me a lot in taxes and all. I think I've mentioned him in the past. He wants you to call him tomorrow. I'll text you his phone number so you'll have it."
"That's good. Do I really need one?" I had created a joint account with Terry for my professional funds, and had coupled it to my older personal checking and savings accounts."
Crystal persisted, "Terry thinks you need one now, before the end of the year so there's time to reduce your taxes and try to make things you want happen, for instance, donating some money to the upcoming Children's Fund Telethon. Terry suggests that you add Carl to your bank accounts, but you will need to authorize that to make it happen. Carl has had some good investment ideas for my money, so I am sure he can help you invest yours too."
"Why? What's the rush?"
"Well, the end of the year is coming, and you should do something to avoid some of the taxes you'd have to pay."
I asked, "How much is involved?" I couldn't see any big rush to save a couple of hundred dollars. I thought I might wait until I got to San Diego to honor Terry's request.
Crystal said, "Well, Terry told me today he just put another five million in your bank account."
After avery long silence, Crystal spoke in a confused tone, "Jim? Jim, are you still there?"
I spoke slowly, my brain barely in gear, "Five million what?" The number was so big, and it came at me so suddenly, I clutched.
"Dollars, Silly."
"And ... you ... said ...another five million?"
Crystal went 'tsk,' "Jim, I don't know how many deposits he's made into your account, but it's been at least two or three - maybe more. This is probably the largest, plus I think he only told me about this one because I got the almost the same amount for similar reasons - the royalties for the second and third quarters from our song Texas Dawn and a few other things."
"Why so much money?" I stammered out in a near panic. My heart had started to race. I felt like I'd won the lottery, but then realized that a mistake must have been made and someone would eventually want their money back. I said to Crystal before she could answer, "Crystal, there's got to be some mistake. Someone moved a decimal point or something."
Crystal adopted a tone as though she was being patient with a three-year old, "Darling, I've got to teach you the economics of the music industry. You are making money from all the plays on the radio ofTexas Dawn plus the other songs you did, or we did together, plus there are your single and album sales - for instance on iTunes or Amazon; there were further proceeds from the three concerts - you do remember that you never got paid until now for the Dallas Cowboys halftime concert we did? Oh, and you get extra loot for that song you wrote that's still in the top ten,The Wolf on Lone Wolf Mountain. You sold the rights on that to Sony for a pretty penny."
I couldn't talk for a moment. I gradually squeaked out, "Do you know my bank account balance?" My knees were weak; I plopped down on the side of the bed.
Crystal said, "No, but based on what's been going on, it's probably over ten million dollars. Hey, you had two single hits in the top ten and three more in the top forty since your album came out - all this year, and your album has been a best seller since it came out. By the wayTexas Dawn went double platinum last week. That's exceptional, especially for a beginner. This does pay well. Terry calls it the law of large numbers."
"What's that mean?" I muttered, still in disbelief about what Crystal was telling me.
"Well on each sale of your album on iTunes you make about a dollar, maybe more. The rest of that ten bucks goes to others, like Sony. The law of large numbers comes into play: if a million people download your album you just made a million dollars. Based on what I overheard Terry tell my sister, you've sold more than ten million albums on iTunes alone. I suspect Sony may even give you a bonus payment too, if they haven't already. Terry will have to tell you."
I fell backwards on the bed. I'd had good news before, however, this toppedanything anyone had ever told me -ever.
I was speechless.
Crystal spoke, "Look talk to Carl, and get your hands around your finances. I'll text you his name and number so you can call him. He'll make some tax havens for some of your loot. I'm doing the same thing. As the saying goes, it's not evasion, it's avoidance ...but be sure to call him tomorrow. He's good and I trust him."
I numbly said, "OK." I guessed that my simple checking and savings accounts must be overflowing with money - most of it at very low interest rates. The bank must love me.
She went on, "I've got to go. Ellen is waiting for me to drive her downtown. We're meeting some girlfriends for dinner." After a pause, she added, "I've been thinking as we talked that I'll hire a jet to take me direct to Sedona, so I'll end up at the general aviation terminal there. I'll text you my arrival time. Given the distance, it'll probably be a four-hour trip."
I mumbled, "OK" again. Crystal laughed. She so enjoyed shaking me off my even keel.
We ended the call with words of love, and then I sat up and grabbed my laptop from my saddlebag. A few minutes later, I logged into my bank accounts for the first time in a couple of months; I seldom went there as I had no bills to pay now that I'd become a motorcycle-riding vagabond. I used my credit card a lot, but I'd set up for the monthly bill to be paid automatically from my over-funded checking account. Occasionally, I used an ATM to get some cash.
My jaw dropped open; I had nearly fourteen million dollars in my money market account. My original savings account remained untouched from when I last left it, except for some accrued interest - a measly ninety-thousand dollars, my share of the sale of my parent's home months earlier. My personal checking account showed a balance of about a hundred thousand dollars, most of that money from the Kentucky and Indiana concerts months earlier and an advance that Terry had given me forTexas Dawn. This was what I'd been living on as I meandered across the country.
I thought, 'Fourteen million dollars!" My brain nearly exploded with possibilities. I think I sat for an hour as the wheels spun in my head.
I called Anna next. I didn't want to tell her what I'd just learned. I wanted to surprise her in some way - to rock her world in a nice way. As we talked, and I caught up with how she was managing with my niece and nephew; I asked what bank carried her mortgage and what she used. I asked the question in the context of wanting to change my own banking accounts when I got to her house so I had something close by to her home. She didn't get suspicious at my inquiry. I also told Anna about the Children's Telethon in Reno the following week. I also told her Crystal was going to join me in Sedona. Anna and Crystal had not met, but I'd told each of them so much about the other; I think they both felt as though they'd been lifelong friends.
Anna asked about Lauren. I felt remiss since I hadn't called her in over a week. I said to Anna, "I haven't talked to her, but every few days you know I send her an email - like the ones I send you; she asked for them when we first got together back in May."
A long silence ensured, and I held my breath waiting for Anna to start hitting me over the head for sending her lurid descriptions of my sexual encounters during my road trip. I heard her take a deep breath, and she said in a low and shy voice, "Don't stop sending them to me. I like them too."
Anna's words electrified my mind almost like the discovery of my new wealth. She liked the sexy emails I'd been sending, and she wasn't mad at me. Her remark made the rest of our conversation go by in a blur. I didn't hear anything other than 'don't stop.'
Anna was a pretty woman, tall and willowy just like our mother had been. Anna had gone to college on the west coast, stayed out there, married shortly after graduation, popped out two children in her marriage, divorced, and created a circle of friends and a fulfilling job that helped a lot of people and that made her want to stay in San Diego.
Anna's words about the sexy emails, 'Don't stop ... I like them too,' rolled around in my head the rest of the evening - along with discovering my money. Wow, nothing like blowing a traditional brother-sister relationship out of the water. My mind started to do the jumps I'd fretted about, think about how much I wanted a physical relationship - a deep romantic relationship - with my sister.

* * * * *

The next morning, before I got on the road, I did an intense workout, running eight miles, doing a half hour of wind sprints up and down a hill near the motel, and then doing five rotations through every piece of exercise equipment in the motel gym. With my body then more aware, I sat and meditated for twenty minutes, trying to quiet the many thoughts racing through my mind. Eventually, I gave up. Between learning about the fourteen million dollars and my sister's words, my head was scrambled for the day.
I thought about the rabid photographer who had decided to stalk me, and if he couldn't find me, Crystal. As I headed south to Sedona, I stopped and called Craig in Idaho again. After finding out that Julia was still staying with him and that he was frequently 'fucked out,' I started talking about Kenesis and what we might do in Reno where I felt sure he'd pick me up again. I also discussed Mils' comments about using 'fear' to get to the man - some way to make him so scared he'd never come near us again. Craig had some good ideas, and I gave him Mils' phone number and suggested he call.
After we hung up, I called Mils' and left a message for her to expect a call from Craig. I told her she could share anything with him, and that we also needed some ideas from her. I shook my head and resolved to put Kenesis out of my head the whole time I was in Sedona. When I'd been on TV in Oregon, I'd purposely given some misleading information about my travel plans, avoiding mention of Sedona and instead emphasizing the Grand Canyon, Hoover Dam, and Las Vegas, plus emphasized being in Reno for the Children's Telethon, even mentioning which casino-hotel I thought I'd be staying at.
Then I called Carl Hansen, my new money manager. We talked for over an hour. As part of our conversation, I arranged for my sister's mortgage to be paid in full, and for one-million dollars to be transferred from my account to hers; I'd cover the gift taxes. I didn't plan to tell Anna about her newfound wealth. She would get a letter in a day or so informing her that her mortgage had been paid in full; when she got her bank statement, she'd find out about the other funds in her account. Carl also helped me set up '529' accounts for the college education of my nephew, niece, and my yet to be born son with Summer Ellis.
While I was eating lunch, Crystal texted me that she expected her plane to land about five o'clock at Sedona. I used some apps on my iPhone and figured out that I could spend about two additional hours of 'tourist' time before I would have to head to the airport to pick her up. Thus, I started to fill my cell with scenic pictures as I rolled south and took some excursions off my route to see some interesting geological formation or vista north of Sedona. Later, I'd upload them to my computer.
Along the part of U.S. 89 that was straight and flat, I thought of what this area had been like a hundred-and-fifty years earlier. I'd be riding my trusty horse instead of my bike across this part of Arizona. Perhaps this had been an old wagon trail or maybe even a buffalo trail.

* * * * *

I got to the Sedona airport a little early. I hung around the airport, but I did notice tourist signs for the 'Airport Vortex.' I'd learned from Tama that Sedona is home to four energy vortices that fill the area with strong and positive spiritual energy. The surrounding hills were magnificent, and I did feel a new inner strength.
At five-twenty an all-white, streamlined corporate jet overflew the airport at a low altitude and circled to land. The last rays of the sun glinted off the wings as the jet turned downwind. I rode my motorcycle to the airport parking area, and watched as the jet made the last wide sweeping turn onto the final approach from about eight miles out. Around me in the distance were the magnificent eroded rocks and mesas with their sandy reds fading as the sunlight disappeared.
I stopped outside a low fence next to Red Rock Aviation, and watched the sleek Grumman Gulfstream flair for its landing on runway three. Puffs of smoke rose from each tire as the jet touched down, and then the reverse thrusters brought the jet to a smooth stop near the far end of the runway. The jet turned and taxied back in my direction. I liked the jet; I wondered how much one cost. I realized that with all that money in my bank account, I might be able to buy a jet like this one. From bike to jet! I liked that thought.
The jet made me think of Kim Hume. I missed Kim, and had only traded emails with her for the past month or two. I must find a way to talk to her soon. She was a pilot and flew jets like the little number that Crystal had chartered. Maybe we could see each other soon. I knew Crystal wouldn't mind, particularly if I could get the two of them together. Maybe Ellen too.
After parking right in front of me, the stairway from the jet unfolded to the ground, and Crystal bounded down the stairs in her western boots, jeans, and a tight checkered shirt unbuttoned nearly all the way down to her navel. I'm sure she kept the flight crew amused. I liked that she had an exhibitionist streak in her. I'd never articulated that thought before, but it was accurate.
I hopped the low fence, and caught her as she flew into my arms with a flurry of kisses and a not so subtle grinding of her hips into mine. I got hard immediately.
"I've missed you so," she kept saying repeatedly. I agreed. We kept kissing each other, and instantly reconnected on many levels.
A dashing young man looking every bit the pilot with aviator sunglasses came down the stairway a few minutes later. He brought two small duffle bags and her jacket over to us. "Miss Lee, where would you like these?"
I volunteered, "Over here; they're going with us on the motorcycle."
Behind me near the fence, the Harley sat already piled high with my various bags and the travel guitar. I'd found time to practice almost every day, a must for my country music career. The pilot looked puzzled about where I'd put her two bags; however, he handed them over to me, bid Crystal goodbye, told her he hoped to be of service again in the future, and then strode off to check-in his aircraft with the airport manager and probably get refueled.
Crystal and I walked around the fence to my bike, and I strapped her bags on the front with my supply of bungee cords. I gave her a helmet to wear, and we motored downhill to our hotel - The Lodge at Sedona, an ultra-high end resort and spa designed to pamper their guests, at least that was what I'd been told a few days earlier when I read about the reservations for the three of us. The building and service didn't disappoint from the time we walked in the door.
As Crystal removed her helmet and shook out her long hair, I went to the front desk to check-in and was told that Tama had already arrived. I did the rest of the paperwork to make the Lodge happy, and then a young man working there appeared with a luggage cart. He seemed surprised when I led him outside to my overladen Harley. We unloaded everything onto his cart, I moved the motorcycle to a protected area, and then followed him up to our suite.

* * * * *

We found Tama in one corner of the living room soaking in a large whirlpool tub and spa surrounded by soapsuds. She waved hello and smiled warmly at us and at the bellhop who politely tried to ignore her obviously naked status, although Tama didn't seem bothered at all. I tipped him well after he unloaded his cart, and we shut the door behind him. Between Crystal and Tama his eyes were rolling around in his head.
When I turned back to Tama, she'd already gotten from the tub and wrapped a large towel around herself. She came up to us, "You must be Crystal. I've wanted to meet you for weeks, ever since Jim told me about you and the relationship you two have. I feel I've known you for a long time, and through Jim, I know we think alike."
The two women kissed on each cheek, and almost as an afterthought they kissed a little more slowly on the lips, almost as if each woman were testing the other to see how far she'd go. After they parted, Tama came into my arms and we kissed. Somehow my hands found her magnificent ass, and I held her and pushed our hips together. She gave me an extra nice smile and another hot kiss. Crystal looked on in amusement.
Tama turned away from us with a half smile and said, "I thought we'd go out for dinner. There's a great place for supper near here called Elote Café. The name sounds better in English than Spanish - it means corn cob, but the food is excellent, and there are no old corn cobs around." She gave her delightful laugh that helped us all relax as she and Crystal got to know each other.
Tama turned to get dressed. The towel around Tama got tossed on the bed revealing her spectacular nude body to Crystal and me. She had beautiful reddish-brown skin unmistakably Native American. Moreover, unlike many of her relatives, she was trim except for full and natural erect breasts that showed her excitement at our arrival.
Tama rummaged in a small suitcase, pulled out a dress, and slipped into a bright western motif dress without bothering with a bra or thong. Even in the remaining light coming in the window I could see the shape of her entire body and lush pubic hair through the thin fabric as if she were nude. This would be an exciting evening.
Almost as though she read my mind, Tama caught my eye, "Unless I'm backlit, nothing shows, so stop leering at me. We can play later, if Crystal doesn't mind." She winked at the two of us.
Quick as a flash, Crystal said, "Oh, Crystal doesn't mind a bit. Crystal wants to play too ... and if I may say so, you are truly beautiful ... very beautiful." I didn't think I'd be able to see Tama blush because of her dark skin, but I was wrong.
Crystal and I cleaned up a little; each of us refreshed after our travels. We left the Lodge and Tama drove us to the restaurant. The owner-cook recognized Tama immediately, and the two hugged in recognition, laughing about how long it had been since she'd been there.
We shared a deep conversation over dinner. After the 'small talk,' we talked about our concepts of spirituality and life purpose - not small topics, yet one that revealed much about ourselves to the others. When it came to those topics, I wondered how many people had actually self-analyzed what they believe in, and whether it made sense and was credible. Tama emphasized that this self-knowledge would be important to us over the next few days in Sedona.
After our long, leisurely dinner, we drove back to the Lodge at Sedona. Crystal announced that she wanted to try the whirlpool tub, and so she stripped her clothes away, and ran the tub water. A minute later, she slid into the warm water with a huge sigh.
As Crystal soaked, Tama and I sat nearby on the sofa making out and petting in between segments of conversation. I'd been stroking her breasts through the thin dress, enjoying the tactile sensation of her erect nipples on my hands. When Crystal got out of the tub, she wrapped a towel around herself. Tama stood to face Crystal with a coy smile.



Without further prelude, the two women kissed, lingering longer and longer on each subsequent kiss. In the process, Crystal's bath towel came undone, and slid down her body to the floor. Tama immediately took advantage of her nakedness, and started to pinch and massage one of Crystal's white breasts.
The kisses became French kisses with lots of tongue, the two sharing their new lust for each other equally it seemed. Crystal unbuttoned Tama's dress in record time, and soon Tama's dress slid down her body to the floor as well enabling the pair to fully explore with new passion.
I found the contrast between Tama's dark skin and Crystal's whiteness startling and arousing in so many ways. I made a note to suggest to Brite, my photographer friend, that she do some erotic photos of the two women. They were spectacular together. Tama's nipples were a chocolate brown to Crystal's pinker hues. Tama carried an untrimmed bush of dark pubic hair, and Crystal maintained a manicured landscape with only a small 'landing strip.' Both women had long hair below their shoulders: Tama's luxurious black so prevalent among the tribes, and Crystal glowing brunette tresses.
The women ground their hips into one another for a minute, before pulling apart slightly so they could reach each other's slit and start to excite the other even further. I moved off to the side, dimming a couple of the harsher lights in the room. If this is what two women I cherished wanted, I wanted to provide a suitable setting.
I heard Tama utter, "Sofa." She directed Crystal to the sofa and had her lie back, so she could bring her mouth to Crystal's pussy.
I stood in the dark shadows a few feet away, marveling at the beauty and the love before me. I watched as Crystal surrendered to Tama's tongue, fingers, and even her hand as she got fisted by her new lover. Crystal flooded the locale with girl juice, and then I could see her crest in both excitement and orgasmic pleasure. After about ten minutes, and several peak experiences, Crystal pleaded with Tama to stop and let her recover her senses. Tama leaned back away from the soggy pussy she'd created.
Crystal sat up, and kissed Tama. "Now it's your turn. I want to taste you in the worst way. I've been eagerly awaiting this for a long time, ever since Jim told me about you." Now, she became the aggressor, pushing Tama back and smoothing her body all over.
Crystal told Tama, "You have such beautiful breasts - and your skin is so lovely, and I love its color." But, any further words were withheld as she lowered her mouth to Tama's moist pussy with her tongue extended. First contact appeared to be Crystal's tongue directly on Tama's clitoris. Tama's whole body jerked and spasmed at the sexual touch. "My God," she whispered. Crystal's entire face disappeared as she munched into the mat of pubic hair; she brought a hand up and thrust three fingers into Tama's cunt, twisting and vibrating them to excite.
And excite Tama she did. Tama writhed and rolled from side to side beneath Crystal as she repeatedly had her small orgasms. Crystal looked up at me at one point, the area around her mouth and chin covered with saliva and pussy juice, gave me a smile of satisfaction, and dove back into Tama's quim.
As the sapphic pair met and pleasured themselves, I had stripped away my own clothing and remained in the shadows slowly stroking my shaft to granite hardness as I enjoyed the erotic show Tama and Crystal put on. After many minutes of pleasure, Crystal looked up at me and said in a sexy way, "It's about time we had a male cock in here," she pointed at Tama's pussy; "or in here," and she pointed at her own cunt.
I slid up behind Crystal, rubbed my shaft around her twat, and slowly entered her. I heard a long, low, satisfied sigh come from her as I started to pump into her. I reached around her with one hand, found a breast, and further excited her already erect nipples.
After a few minutes, Crystal rose from her kneeling position and pulled away from me; "It's time for you to fuck Tama too - I want to watch." She grabbed my shaft, briefly popped the entire rod into her mouth, and then led it - and me - to Tama's gapping hole.
Tama reached up with her arms and pulled me to her, her mouth alive with kisses and oral excitement on whatever body part I brought near her. She sucked on my middle finger at one point, as my cock pistoned in and out of her body. Crystal's head was right there next to our coupling, watching with lust and approval as I now brought pleasure to Tama.
I warned of my impending cum. Tama said, "Not in me. Crystal and you should share these love fluids."
Crystal lay back in an overstuffed chair next to the sofa we'd been using as our base. I sank my cock into her gorgeous vagina, rubbing her clit as I did. Two minutes later, I blasted my cum into Crystal just as she crested in her own orgasm. For a minute of pleasure, we froze in position as my body surged my ejaculate into her. The rest of our bodies were lost in the overwhelming feelings of pleasure.
After we parted, Tama carefully maneuvered in front of Crystal, encouraging her to pull her legs up. She went down on Crystal lapping at the semen so obviously flowing from her vagina. Crystal closed her eyes and entered another sphere of joy.

* * * * *

Tama held our hands as we walked along an open space on the way to the Cathedral Rock Vortex, the first she'd decided to take us to that morning. "Sedona is special, but no one is sure why. Special energy rises from Mother Earth here." She pointed at a juniper tree twisted axially along its upward growth. "Many trees near each vortex prove the presence of the vortices by their helical spirals of the trunk and branches. Many people with unusual sensitivity feel the particular power of the vortices, and can tell which parts of their own energy centers resonate with it."
"Do you feel them?" Crystal asked.
Tama paused and looked at us both, "Yes. My sensitivity to forces such as these is one of the reasons my tribe anointed me a shaman. Not only that, but I can share my sensitivity with others, bringing to them the same special benefits of the vortices that I receive." She smiled at us.
We walked along a small stream that drew near what Tama identified as Cathedral Rock. Tama stopped and had the three of us hold hands in a small circle. "Close your eyes. Feel in your inner most soul that your feminine powers for good are augmented. Your power to feel and exhibit compassion, kindness, patience, and love is growing to a level far greater than what you brought here. You can be as a mother to many others, particularly when you see the good consequences of the acts about to be performed."
As she talked, I could feel something inside me expanding with these positive emotions for good. I allowed myself to center and focus on these new feelings, even meditating as we stood. After a short time, I felt Tama let go of my hand.
I opened my eyes.
Tama spoke softly, "Jim, you are gifted. You allowed the energy of vortex to flow in your body without restriction. You were lost to it for over five minutes. I've never seen anyone do that other than other shamans. Maybe you have 'the gift.' Maybe you should be a shaman."
I told her, "I am honored by your comments, but the capabilities of a shaman are far beyond anything I can do or even think about. I felt the things you spoke of deeply. I felt ... profound." I turned and looked at Crystal; she smiled and nodded indicating that she too had been enriched by the experience.
Tama next drove us in her car to a place near the airport - a place I'd seen the day before. At the base of a small hill, she turned and led us upward past more twisted trees. The view of Sedona was magnificent.
"Please form our circle again," Tama said in a low voice. Some tourists were near us at this vortex. As they moved away, Tama spoke, "This vortex is about the masculine side of your spirit. You become more of a leader, take charge of your own life, are more self-confident, and cannot be intimidated. You know when and how to be decisive. You see the reality of things, as others often cannot. This vortex is not about ego, it is about being a caring father to all."
Again, I felt my body swept away into a meditation and simultaneously, I felt like a weak battery suddenly infused with a new charge. I could feel good things happening in my body and in my spirit.
When our circle broke from holding hands, Tama asked, "You did it again, didn't you?"
"Did what?"
"You went deep into the vortex. You absorbed every positive erg of spiritual energy this vortex had to give you."
Crystal said in a low voice, "Me too."
Tama nodded as though she already knew. She said, "I have brought many people to these places, but none have ... acquired the connection with the vortices the way you both have. You are both phenomenal. Crystal, this time I could feel you embrace all there was to have too."
The next stop on our tour took us to Boynton Canyon, and a knoll near the top. Before Tama could introduce things, Crystal spread her arms, and turned counterclockwise. She said, "I feel so together in this place."
Tama said softly, "You should. This vortex provides the balance in your life of the yin and yang, of the masculine and feminine powers you have. Your emotions come into balance, and because you have stood here, your relationships are strengthened, and you become the paragon of openness, honesty, intimacy, and commitment."
I felt the power of what she said flow through me. I opened my eyes and found myself looking at Crystal. She had become the one to couple deeply into this vortex.
After another short drive and hike, Tama took us to the Bell Rock Vortex. Before we got there she explained that this vortex amplified all the good parts that the other vortices had given us. The twisted trees again announced our presence in a strong force of Nature. Both Crystal and I could feel the power emanating up from Mother Earth.
As we walked back to the car I commented, "I can feel variations in this vortex as we walk. The further away from the place Tama had taken us, the less the intensity, but there are variations as we walk. The strength is not even."
Crystal agreed she could feel them too. We compared notes at one place we stopped, and both of us could tell without a doubt that we were at a lesser peak.
Tama smiled. "You both have found new skills. You can feel these variations everywhere on mother earth. You can always find a place of strong positive vibrations. Some people do it automatically; they're unconscious of their ability. Others consciously do it. You can do both now."
Tama said, "When you meet people, you will be able to tell the kind of energy they radiate. You can deflect it with strength or accept it with love. You will be able to transform and own it, or improve upon it and return it to the sender. These are important new skills you have. You will use them unconsciously, but they shall remain with you throughout this existence."
We got in the car and drove to a late lunch at a small restaurant off the beaten track. Tama greeted the young owners with hugs and kisses, and introduced us to the Native American man and woman who ran the place. We didn't order; the drinks and meal just arrived a few minutes later and was delicious. Tama explained that the meal was special preparation for the special ceremony she would conduct that evening with us and several others who were friends of the couple.
Over lunch, Tama talked about what we would do that night. I felt as though I were a student with a great and wise teacher who would take me places I couldn't find on my own, and teach me things I needed to know. Later, Crystal made the same observation to me.
The three of us returned to the lodge and enjoyed an intimate afternoon.
After we'd recovered and showered, I suggested we take a cocktail on the Lodge's large deck along side the nearby forest.
Tama spoke authoritatively, "No, please. No alcohol now. You will understand later. If anything, please drink water - lots of water."

* * * * *

The sun had set several hours earlier behind one of the mesas. With flashlights in hand, we left the car, and followed Tama up a long winding trail between rocks showing the various strata of a long forgotten seabed, yet here we were at nearly a mile in altitude. Tama had dressed at the Lodge in simple western attire, again without under garments. The air became chilly as we climbed higher; Crystal shivered and when I could, I walked with my arm around her for warmth as well as physical contact.
After trekking over a mile, we came to a large open space. Two Native American men tended a large fire pit lined with large rocks. I noted a four-wheel drive Jeep off to the side of the clearing. The two men wore no shirts, and from the visible physique of their abs, both were in great shape. They welcomed Tama with a formal and respectful greeting, yet she embraced and kissed each man.
Near the fire pit sat a domed man-made enclosure covered with tarps and animal skins: about seven feet high at its peak, and rounded off to the ground across its diameter of fifteen or twenty feet. This was a sweat lodge.
A third man came from inside the crude structure, throwing back an entry flap. He carried stones in two buckets and his toned body glistened in sweat. Dressed in native garb but shirtless, he set the buckets down and greeted Tama. He said, "We started two hours ago. The chamber is ready for entry as soon as the others arrive." He started to place the stones from the bucket back on the fire pit. He added to her, "They should be here by now."
Just then, eight other people came into the clearing from a different direction led by another Native American woman. As she drew closer in the fading light, I could see she was the wife of the couple that owned the restaurant where we had lunch. The others in their group were all Caucasian: four men and four women. Several were obviously couples.
Tama asked the men tending the fire, "Did you forget a clothes rack?"
One said, "Ah, coming right up." He grabbed some long sticks from a pile in the shadows, and with some twine soon had constructed two clothes trees, and strung another long pole between them. As he worked, the rest of us took turns introducing ourselves to each other and making small talk in low voices.
If any of the eight new arrivals recognized us, they didn't let us know. We were just Jim and Crystal, friends of Tama.
We stood around the fire, turning slowly to gather in some of the warmth against the desert cold. Tama smiled at us all. "The time is near brothers and sisters. Please prepare yourselves for entry into the lodge." With that, Tama carefully started to shed her clothing, hanging it across the clothes rack her helper had just erected. She kicked off her sandals as well. Finally, she stood in all her naked glory, the shadows of the fire dancing across her sculptured torso.
Two women and a man all asked nearly simultaneously, "You mean we have to strip to go in there?"
Tama, standing proudly nude beside the fire, said in a voice that now sounded more commanding responded, "Yes. Trust me, you won't want to be wearing any clothing in there. And, you will find your nakedness opens you to new avenues of thinking. Do not be shy in the face of the spirits, for they see you as you really are." One couldn't but gawk at how the amber reflections of the fire danced over the sexy contours of her body. I found myself fighting an erection, particularly as Crystal became nude as well.
Everyone stripped down. Two of the men and two of the women were fat. I felt sorry for the lack of attention they paid their physical bodies, but I thought of my pudginess only a year earlier. One couple was older than the others, maybe in their sixties. Both man and woman were trim and athletic, but their bodies were scarred with things life had done to them. I saw a healed bullet wound on his side.
"Bullet?" I asked.
"Viet Nam." He pointed at each of my obvious wounds.
I laughed and said, "Iraq, another place, and Alabama." I didn't elaborate. He nodded knowing not to pursue my oblique reference to something classified.
Tama stood at the entrance to the tent with a gourd full of smoking sage. The aroma of the burning herb made me feel clean and whole. Each of us stood before her as she walked around us, wafting the smoke from the sage across our naked bodies. "With this smoke, I cleanse the evil and dark thoughts you might have brought here today; they will not do you or anyone here harm now or in the future. With this smoke, I wash the apprehensions about this ceremony from your mind; there is nothing to fear here. With this smoke, I give you permission to find new strength and insight into yourself and your life."
After we had been cleansed, we entered the sweat lodge. As I transited past the flap that served as the door, a blast of hot air emerged and hit me in the face. Behind me, I heard Crystal gasp, and then each of the others as they neared the portal. Four candles lit the inside of the enclosure. We adopted a position and sat on the bare ground with our legs towards the pit of hot rocks in the center of the enclosure.
Before we entered, Tama had told the group not to sit next to their partners, lest we focus too much on the other person and not on ourselves. With the balance of the sexes, she also had us alternate sexes around the circle, much as one might do at a dinner party. Tama explained she wanted balance of the masculine and feminine forces around the circle we formed.
After we were settled, the tent flap closed, and Tama extinguished the candles one by one. The all-consuming heat penetrated our bodies as did the total darkness. I tried and couldn't tell any discernable difference between eyes open, or eyes closed. After a while, I thought I could see the glow of the hot rocks, but it was so subtle I thought I might be imagining the aura. The heat fought to consume my body. I felt myself dripping and oozing sweat from every pore. I heard a sizzle and could tell that Tama had thrown some water on the hot rocks to create steam that would augment our feeling the moist heat.
After what I guessed to be an hour, the flap of the tent was drawn back and the two men tending the fire came in with buckets and more hot rocks. Moving only by the light of the outside fire, they added new, hotter stones to the heat pit in the sweat lodge. Another cup or two of water were tossed on the rocks, and we could all see the instant transformation to steam before the tent flap closed and returned us to darkness. Some oblique light from the fire had at least penetrated the darkness, and a little fresh and cool air had rushed into the structure.
During the hour, I had returned in my thinking to each of the vortices, thinking about what each of the terms meant and would mean in my life: my feminine and masculine sides, balance in my life, and amplification of all that was good and whole.
A few minutes after the door had shut, Tama lit a candle. She stood near me, every detail of her femininity calling to my sex. I felt aroused even in the stifling heat. Tama lifted her arms to her side in an encompassing gesture to all in the circle, "I now talk to each of you as I introduce you to the stewards of the six ordinal powers around us. You may assume the cloak of their power as well in your openness to the Great One."
After a pause, she chanted, "Brothers and sisters, what you seek is not out there, it is in here; it is within you. If you seek health, this is where it is. If you seek wealth, it resides within. If you seek love, this is where you find it. If you seek power, you already hold it. All you seek, is within. All you seek you already have. You need only manifest from within not wait for what you want to appear from outside you." Each time, Tama pointed to herself. After a silence, she said, "All that happens in this lodge is yours and no one else's empowerment. We respect each other, and we respect the lodge. If you agree, say 'Aho.'"



Ten voices rose in a simultaneous chorus, "Aho."
Tama leaned down and moved the candle so it was near Crystal's outstretched legs and Tama faced to the east. "We turn now to the Eastern Spirits. These spirits tend our inspirations, our vision, and are fiercely protective. The eagle guards the east. The eagle imbues you with these attributes." She turned to each person sitting against the wall of the sweat lodge, her own body glistening with perspiration, and repeated the mantra until she'd done it ten times.
After she finished the round, she extinguished the candle and absolute darkness returned. I found myself soaring like an eagle, protective of everyone in the sweat lodge yet seeing deep into the future and far to the horizons ... yet absorbed with the heat. I knew from my Special Forces training that eventually, my mind would move beyond the focus on the heat: mind over matter.
After what seemed like an hour, the flap of the small domed lodge opened and four more hot boulders were brought in and added to those already in the central pit. A noticeable rise in temperature occurred instantly, particularly when water was splashed on the rocks.
While the flap had been open, Tama had lit her candle again, and moved it to another position. After the tent flap closed, she faced that direction and the man sitting there; "We embrace the Southern Spirits. These spirits make us clever, quick-minded, and they help us control our emotions, not to hide them, but to be aware of what we really think. The coyote guards the south, and he imbues you with these traits." She went around the circle again, saying the same thing to each person. I realized the repetition helped cement in each of our minds the mantras she spoke.
When darkness returned, I imagined myself the coyote, agile and cunning, sly and smart, loving and watchful, independent yet of the tribe, and the master of his mind, body, and spirit. I repeated her mantra again and again.
After a period of darkness, more rocks were added. This time, Tama moved the candle another ninety degrees so it was in the west and in front of a woman. Tama spoke, "The Western Spirits are energetic, strong, powerful, and determined. The bear guards the west, and holds these traits sacred for you." She repeated the mantra ten times; once for each of us. In the darkness that followed, I embraced the bear and the traits.
More darkness, more rocks, and a shift of the candle to the north took place within the circle. Tama chanted, "The Northern Spirits are grounding, protective, and hold our knowledge of life and death. We know, especially in the heat, that the body is weak but the mind is strong. The buffalo guards the north, and ensures your strength in mind, body, and spirit."
The next cycle, I felt nearly delirious from the heat. I briefly wondered about the others in the tent and worried about Crystal. In the dim light of the candle, she looked to be about the same place I was, but so did everyone else. Tama held the candle high, near a small opening in the top of the lodge. "The Spirit of the Sky we call Father Sky. He looks over us and assures our wisdom, our balance, our optimism, and strikes all fear from our bodies. Father Sky is protective, and when our physical being ends, he welcomes the smoke and ashes from our pyre into the universal heaven that is the true Oneness."
After a long period of sweltering darkness, I passed beyond the heat. Suddenly, I felt clear headed and alert, instead of lugged down from the heat. I became sensitive to every person in the sweat lodge including Tama as she moved about from time to time checking on each person. I transcended my physical body. I knew my body was there, sitting in the sweat lodge, but the real me was not part of it. I had an out-of-body experience.
After the last rocks were added to the pile, Tama lit four candles, one for each ordinal direction of the compass. She threw the candle she had been using atop the rocks, and it flashed into flames brighter than any of the other candles as the wax ignited over the stones. Tama spoke, "Mother Earth is our last spirit force, and the one that gives us strength, sustenance, nurturing, and love. We must love her back. Without Mother Earth none of the other spirits would exist, and Father Sky would have no mate and so he would disappear."
I realized that Nature was all there was - the infinite God Force, and I was a part of the God Force, and the God Force was me, just as a wave is part of the ocean. The Great One! I felt a complete unity of mind, body, and spirit with everyone in the lodge, and in the world. I cried. I sobbed in gratitude, in forgiveness, in love, and in compassion for all mankind. I somehow knew that others had joined me.
As the candles burned away and flickered out, darkness gradually returned. I felt as though the temperature in the sweat lodge had lowered, and realized that no one had brought in hot stones for quite some time. We sat, and my spiritual thoughts surged through my head - thoughts of universal unconditional love.
After a while, I felt Tama's hand touch my head and neck. I felt the gesture as loving, passionate, tender, and compassionate. She took my hands and put them in the hands of the women on either side of me, then moved on and repeated the gesture around the circle.
Tama's voice rang out loud and clear, "This is your Spirit Circle - your energy moves around the circle through your hands and your spiritual connections to each other. The moon and the sun await you to rejoin them in the new day. Your negative energies are dead. Your problems are trivial. Your love is amplified and expanded. Your life has changed. You will never be the same again. You are richer, wiser, healthier, and more secure than you have ever been."
After a pause, Tama said, "Our time together in this experience is at an end. Go in Peace. Go in Kindness. Go in Love. Aho. Aho. Aho." We spontaneously repeated the final words in unison.
The flap of the sweat lodge suddenly was pulled back from the outside, and we could see the first hint of dawn's light in Father Sky, enough to make our way outside. Tama's nude body stood in the doorway, majestic and like the goddess she was. No one moved to rise. Tama leaned down and helped the woman sitting nearest the door to rise. Tama stooped and picked up dirt from the ground, dipped a finger in it, and dabbed the desert dust on each of the woman's wet cheeks. The pair hugged, closely but not sexually for a long time, and then the woman stepped outside.
Tama repeated her assistance to the man on the other side of the door, also rubbing dirt into each of his cheeks; they also hugged, their sexual organs rubbing together, but with no lust, only the feeling of satisfaction at having gone through something great in life - the feeling of rebirth, a rebirth even more profound than the one that brought us into this world. Tama brought each of us to the doorway, one by one, with hugs, the dirt of Mother Earth on our cheeks, and the mingling of our sweat with hers as we exited. We'd survived. We'd become someone more than we were when we went in.
Outside, the air was sweet and cool. In the west, a gibbous moon lay bright and large on a midnight blue sky. In the east, the hues of the opening day brightened the sky. We were each reborn. One of the fire tenders offered to pour water over our heads and bodies from a drum of water. I accepted, as did most of the others. The splash was therapeutic and a reminder of how important water is to us. Somehow, our nudity meant little in those after-moments; no one cared and no one noticed and no one rushed to dress. We were all so much more than what we were five or six hours earlier.
After we had calmed down and regained control of our emotions, I went to where I'd left my clothing and dug inside my pants pocket until I found the small envelope. I reentered the sweat lodge, still stifling with the heat from the two-dozen rocks now piled in the center of the domed hut. I said a prayer, a prayer about rebirth, and about transitioning back to a spiritual world where one's nature is limitless and we have constant awareness of our connection with Source Energy. I opened the envelope of Karen's ashes, and sprinkled them atop the rocks that had provided our rebirth in this world.
Karen had been so happy and open in this world. I loved her; she'd been my companion and wife. She would have loved the sweat lodge, and I knew deep in my heart she would have loved Tama and Crystal. As her ashes settled into the glow of the rocks, I repeated the last words Tama spoke inside the lodge: 'Go in Peace. Go in Kindness. Go in Love. Aho. Aho. Aho.'
Crystal found me, her nude body still glistening with sweat. She had tears of joy running down her face and the dirt of Mother Earth on her cheeks. She came into my arms, and we cried and held each other tightly for a long time.

* * * * *

After the sweat lodge when we were back at the inn, Tama, Crystal, and I had made love again several times. The sexual experiences we shared were so enhanced I found them surreal. We did nothing unusual that we hadn't done our first night together, yet every act, every feeling, and every orgasm far surpassed in awareness and response anything any of us had ever felt. We were dealing with each other and with our connections on a different plane and in a heightened way.
The next morning, we parted from Tama with more tears, and pledged we would be in touch and see each other often. Crystal wanted to remain close to Tama, and to remember what we'd learned and experienced in Sedona. There were lessons still to be learned from the experiences we'd shared, lessons that would develop from within over the coming weeks.
The Harley hummed along the twisting roads as we followed the route Tama had laid out for us. This was her country, and the country of her people, so we followed her advice without reservation. As a result, we saw the Grand Canyon and other natural scenery in a way that few people do. We also made good time in traveling to Las Vegas.
During the trip when we stopped, we talked about the events of the past three days - the Sedona vortices, the sweat lodge, and Tama. We were both internalizing the experiences, as well as the good, but eerie feelings we had with Tama when she acted as our own personal shaman. The experiences at the vortices and in the sweat lodge gave us much to think about.
I pondered that if my strengths and my ability to overcome my weaknesses came from within, then how had I manifested the love that filled my life, the new sexuality I relished, and the new wealth that I'd discovered in the months before? Could I sustain these gifts? How could I use these forces for good in the world? Had I also counterbalanced these positive forces with the potential destructive forces that Kenesis embodied and symbolized? Could I get rid of him once and for all?
The further I got from Sedona, the more I knew that Reno was the place we'd end the Kenesis problem. At a rest stop, I made a call and confirmed our readiness to deal with Kenesis with Craig, my Army buddy from Idaho. He'd already made some arrangements, and just needed the 'Go' code. We were civilians now, but we had retained the 'Band of Brothers' friendships that had been so vital to our survival on our missions. I'd get a lot of help to deal with my problem, and later I'd be there when someone else from our old unit needed help.

Chapter 30
Nevada

Crystal and I lingered over dinner just so we could roll into Las Vegas after dark. We went up and down Las Vegas Boulevard, a.k.a. 'The Strip,' about a dozen times before Crystal announced she was satisfied for the evening. On our first couple of passes on the motorcycle, Crystal would give me an excited squeeze and point when she saw a casino or hotel she recognized from some movie, poster, or TV show. She also started to wave to everyone to see whether she could get them to wave back; most did although to them she was just a cute babe on the back of a motorcycle and not a celebrity. We stayed in Vegas for two nights, saw a couple of shows, and gambled away fifty dollars for the two of us - our limit.
We made Thanksgiving morning phone calls to Ellen and Crystal's parents, and then to Anna, Lauren, Summer, and Kim. I arranged to send flowers to many of the women I'd made love with on my road trip, particularly those I'd felt a deep attachment to when we were together, such as Betty Sue, Pat, and Tama. I added a note of thanks and gratitude for them being in my life when they were and the way they were. Each had transformed me in some way and made me a better person. I thought fondly of every one of them.
We traveled through the rest of Nevada on Thanksgiving Day ending in Reno. We encountered scenery considerably more interesting than the day before. We passed mountains, lakes, pretty little towns, and at our leisurely pace, rolled into Reno about four o'clock in the afternoon. We had reservations at Harrah's, and headed there.
According to several lengthy emails I'd had from a couple of coordinators of the Children's Fund Telethon, Crystal and I were to check-in with the planners at ten o'clock the next morning. We'd been assigned a rehearsal room, as well as a makeshift band that would work with the two of us for the time leading up to our appearances in the Telethon. Other celebs and special guests were also going to be around, and we were provided a list of them - Crystal dubbed it 'The A List.'
After Crystal and I had gotten into our hotel room, I called Mils Cartwright. To my surprise, she answered on the second ring despite the holiday evening. "Happy Thanksgiving, Mils."
"You too, lover. When are you going to come and visit? Connie and I miss you. Plus, I can really make it worth your while now; my leg cast is off and I only have to wear the velcro version most of the time. I can wrap my long lithe legs around your hot body and ... well, you get the idea. Oh, and thanks for the flowers. I love you too."
"Mils, you're making me hard, and that's not why I called. I'll see you soon, I promise."
"OK, what's up? Kenesis stuff?"
"Yeah. Crystal and I just rolled into Reno. We're at Harrah's, and I'd love to know if he's around here somewhere. Can you use your magic fingers on the computer, and see if you can locate him? I'm sure he's been here waiting for me to show up for the Children's Telethon this weekend."
"Darling, I would do anything for you. Of course. Let me do some work, and I'll get back to you. It may be tomorrow. I'll call you." Mils knew Bart Kenesis' habits of staying at low-end motel chains, so I could imagine she'd start there.
Crystal and I walked around the 'strip' in Reno a little, and then went to dinner. Just after dinner, my cellphone rang. When I answered, Mils said, "Your nemesis is in Reno at the Day's Inn - about a mile south of you. He was easy to find too; that chain has all their registrations online for someone with the right access password. He's in room two-fifty-five - second floor, outside entry, no other door. Craig outlined the plans to end this stalking. Good luck."
I thanked her, and we ended the call.
Crystal said, "He's here, isn't he?"
"Yes, about a mile that way," I pointed to the south.
"What now?"
My next call went to my friend Craig. I started our call with the words, "He's in Reno." Craig informed me that he'd be checking into the Silver Slipper the next day with a seven other guys who had been in our Special Ops Company a decade earlier. We had been and remained a close-knit team despite our infrequent contact with each other.
Craig was crisp, and in his 'mission ready' mind set. He asked, "Do you want to be involved - to go with us when we shut him down?"
I thought for a minute and answered, "Yes, but only as a bit player because I'm emotionally involved and I might blow it with my anger and only stir things up. I'll let you do the dirty work; I'd just like to watch." As an afterthought, I looked across the room at Crystal, and added to Craig, "If you've got room for a pretty woman on the team, Crystal would probably like to watch too, so long as it's safe."
Craig chuckled, "I'll have Julia with me. Her mother is running your Telethon show, and she wanted to see her. I'll get the women the right equipment. The more the merrier." We agreed to stay in touch, and that tomorrow, or the next night might be the optimum time for our raid. I wanted to do something as soon as possible just in case Kenesis had planned some embarrassing revelation during the telecast. Craig told me he still had some planning to do, and needed to muster some other guys as well. His last comment puzzled me since I thought he already had a tour de force.

* * * * *

Check-in for the Telethon went without a hitch. Daisy Wheaton saw us arrive in the hotel's convention center, and came up to the two of us. Before I could say anything, Daisy plastered herself against me with a kiss that melted my buttons. We kissed, and we almost had clothed intercourse right there in the lobby. A young girl checking us in as Telethon participants sat three feet from us with her jaw agape. Crystal stood nearby chuckling.
Daisy's welcome of Crystal was only slightly less enthusiastic. She promised us, "I can't wait to see the two of you ... in more intimate surroundings." There could be no mistaking the sexual innuendo to her comment.
Daisy took over our check-in process from the young woman who had now turned a lovely scarlet color and avoided eye contact. When we were through, Daisy led us away and into the main convention room. "This is where we'll be set up for the weekend Telethon." The room was huge, with about a hundred round tables, each seating eight people.
Daisy went on, "Over there in the far corner will be a bank of a hundred telephone volunteers. For you, the 'home ground' will be just to their left on the stage - the band is further to the left in the other corner. The stage is where you'll sing, and emcee the show for your time slots; however, you're free to roam about, talk to the volunteers, the people in the audience, the band, anything you can think of to keep the show interesting. In your package is a list of suggestions in this area. If you glanced at your package, Jim, you're the primary emcee on Friday from eight at night until midnight, and Crystal you have the same time slot on Saturday. We assume the two of you will join up with each other on your 'off' night, but there has to be one lead person who keeps the phones ringing. We're still trying to arrange for a couple of special guests to appear during your segment; they'll help pass the time and keep momentum up."
Crystal and I both nodded.
Daisy led us down a couple of hallways to a much smaller room. Eight men and women were in the room, and I recognized the melody toFlirty, Flirty Cowgirlbeing played by a couple of the players as we came into the room. The music stopped, and all eyes looked at us.
Crystal, Daisy, and I introduced ourselves to the five band members and three backup singers. Milt Wahlberg headed the band and played lead guitar. They were a nice group and had all worked together before in the Bay Area. He explained that three others would be joining them tomorrow, all band members. He also suggested that we rehearse four hours today, and then up to six hours the next day before we took a short rest break and went 'on air.'
Daisy left us there to begin our rehearsals and the blending of our musical abilities. She promised to be available to us any time! Her sexual availability made me remember that Daisy loved sex and talking dirty as she had lain beneath me as I massaged her nude body with my cock buried in her cunt. As I recall, she had been excessively orgasmic - if one can have those kinds of excesses in that area of your life.



Crystal gave me a funny look and a smirk, almost as if she could read my mind as I watched Daisy's beautiful ass disappear out the door of our rehearsal room. She said, "Daisy looks like fun. I look forward to getting to know her a lot better." She gave me a lecherous grin.
We worked hard with the band and singers the rest of the day. We went over the various numbers that we would do and worked on arrangements that would come across well to the large audience in the ballroom as well as the television audience. Not surprisingly, the band had music to every song we were known to have recorded and dozens of other country songs to boot. We started with our hits and standards - our most popular music that was best known. This is what the audience would be looking for during prime time, and what they'd be responding to when we made a plea for donations.
We quit about six o'clock, letting the band members go. We knew that as the result this short rehearsal, we had about six to eight songs ready for prime time. We'd do more the next day as well. For the two nights that Crystal and I hosted the Telethon, I figured we would need one major song every half hour; that's what had been suggested to us. Other time could be spent interviewing other celebs who would be delivered to us, and of course, innovatively pleading for money.

* * * * *

Craig and Julia joined us for dinner. He brought two large duffle bags, one for me and one for Crystal. They contained the clothing and gear we'd wear when we made our midnight raid on Kenesis. Craig wanted us to 'go in' at one-twenty in the morning. He explained that he had staged some things in some other time zones that would be relevant to Kenesis, and he wanted darkness throughout the operation in all time zones. He didn't go into detail, but I had a strong suspicion about what would be happening in the other time zones.
This was the first time Crystal and Julia had met, although they knew a lot about each other. When Crystal got introduced, she said, "You're the Julia of Michigan and Idaho fame? The insatiable nymphomaniac that fucks like a mink? I've been looking forward to seeing you ... all of you - for months." The last remark could be interpreted in many ways, but Craig and I knew it had to do with sex.
Julia laughed and expressed the desire to get to know Crystal better too. The pair hit it off immediately, even having their own side conversation as Craig and I talked.
Craig said, "Hey, did you know Julia and Daisy ..."
I interrupted with my own grin, "Are a mother-daughter team. Yes, I did. Maybe we canall 'get together' later." Now, my voice carried the overtones of sexual innuendo.
Craig said in a matter of fact way, "Julia does have a strong appetite for sex."
Crystal said unabashedly, "So do I."
Julia added with a chuckle, "So does my mother - Daisy."
Craig broke into a grin again and said with a lilt in his voice, "Well, now, this is shaping up to be a really great Telethon celebration."
Crystal closed down the discussion; "And, we have a 'Caesar-size bed' in our room, so we'll all fit on it simultaneously." Craig's jaw dropped, and he could tell that Crystal wasn't kidding.
Craig then broke into a big smile. He was primed and ready to go.
I said, "All right, what else?"
He said, "Well, a couple of things. First, we got a huge break at Kenesis' motel. I saw Gary an hour ago; he went into the Days Inn and chatted up the desk clerk. The guy used to be a Navy Seal in Nam. Gary explained that we had a small 'Special Ops' exercise tonight aimed at 'behavior modification.' The guy is on our side, and he assured Gary that the motel would be most cooperative to our efforts. He didn't even ask why we were doing our little raid. He just wanted to see justice done in a relatively peaceful way by and for fellow Ops men."
"That's great, but can he help us and not lose his job?"
"Well, he didn't think anything was a problem. He rented us room two-fifty-three, next door to Kenesis, and said he'd be sure adjacent rooms on either side of us or Kenesis or directly below him didn't get filled tonight, just in case things got a little noisy. Gary had to promise him that there would be no blood, and only some minor damage. I had Gary leave him a fifteen hundred in cash to say thanks and as a damage deposit. We do plan to be 'active' in his room. The Seal also said he'd be a little slow turning in any emergency or 911 requests from Kenesis' room. Everything has to go through the hotel switchboard." His grin got wider as he delivered the last of his first set of accomplishments, "Lastly, 'ta daaaaaaah,'" he showed us a passkey to Kenesis' room. He held up a small plastic access card. I gave him a high five across the table. Crystal leaned across the table and kissed him on the cheek. Julia looked at Craig with stars in her eyes and hugged her new boyfriend.
"Craig, you are amazing." Crystal nodded her head in agreement. "Thank you so much for helping us. I have been so worried what that man would do to get his revenge."
Craig explained that it was Gary's work, and I made a note to give Gary a big thank you for helping in the operation. I confirmed I'd pay him back any expenses such as paying the motel clerk; I'd told Craig to spend whatever it cost to end this stalking, and I'd pay for the operation.

* * * * *

I expressed my concern to Craig about disruption and embarrassment by Kenesis. Since I thought he'd been the source of the shot at me; I worried about bodily harm too.
Craig shot back, "Jim, don't worry. We've got two tails on Kenesis - men who know what they're doing. They got a photo of the guy and passed it around to the rest of the team. Two more guys will dog the ballroom area and keep him out. Hotel security swept the area earlier as a routine, and we used our own 'bomb dog' we borrowed from the local Air National Guard. Bart was up early and wandering around your hotel all morning, but he didn't do anything strange. After lunch, Kenesis went to the Eldorado to play the slots and blackjack all afternoon. He's still there, although he's had a long day and lost a couple of hundred, so we suspect he'll be in bed when our middle-of-the-night 'event' starts."
Craig added in a lower tone so Crystal and Julia wouldn't hear, "Kenesis had one surprise for us when we tossed his room, a .38 snub nose revolver - otherwise known as a Saturday Night Special. We neutered his weapon, just in case. He won't get to you, and we won't miss him if he tries to show up. A couple of our guys are armed too - nice and legal as your bodyguards."
I nodded and gave Craig a grateful smile. However, despite his reassurances, I still felt uneasy about what Kenesis would try to do. I'd be glad when our confrontation with Kenesis was over. The fact that he'd had a gun worried me further; he just might be unbalanced enough to want to shoot Crystal and me. The fact that someone from the team had rendered his weapon useless made me feel a lot better.
With part of my focus on Kenesis and what would happen later, appearing on the Telethon didn't seem to faze me. After we started in prime time, I relaxed in front of the camera, and became the perfect emcee, concerned about the charity drive, helping to drive the collections over the target of twenty-five million dollars, and being the consummate entertainer.
Because I started to relax, Crystal also relaxed and we put on a really good show for the evening. We took over from Joe Lee Tucker, the movie star, who had opened the Telethon at four o'clock. We were lucky too because another popular country music couple - Diane Hill and Len McCoy - had been in the audience, and during a break accepted our invitation to come on stage and sing with us. The foursome was the highlight of the evening.
Daisy Wheaton hovered around just off stage the entire evening attending to every little detail to ensure the show was a success. When the four of us sang, I thought she'd levitate in happiness. The big electronic tote board raced ahead a million dollars in the half hour the four of us talked and sang.
A few days earlier, when I'd found out I had a lot more money than I thought from the recordings, concerts, royalties, and albums I'd done, my new money manager suggested that I make some generous charitable donations. Thus, about nine o'clock on our first evening after a brief chat with Crystal to tell her what I wanted to do, I made a challenge to the viewing public: "Ladies and gentlemen, this is a great cause and we need your money to help the research into the diseases you heard about earlier. For the next hour, I will match - dollar for dollar up to a million dollars - the amount you donate to our cause." The phones started to ring.
Even though I intended to shoulder the entire burden of the challenge; however, Crystal was not to be left out. She stepped forward and said to the audience and the TV cameras, "Let me double that offer with up to another million dollars in matching funds to what Jim just offered. I'll keep the matching going from where Jim's offer leaves off to the next million-dollar level. Come on everyone, make those phones ring." Crystal gestured at bank of telephone volunteers on her left.
Every phone operator on our set was busy, and from what Daisy said, I knew the overflow was being handled by offsite operators. The cameras went back to the two of us as we kissed to cement the deal. We looked for excuses to kiss.
I urged the callers, "I hope when you're calling in, you are reaching deep in your pockets. If you were thinking of giving twenty - give fifty. If you were thinking of giving a hundred or two - give five hundred, or a thousand."
Now, the tote board started to flash, as the numbers took big jumps every minute. Before the hour was up, Crystal and I both made a show of writing personal checks for a million dollars each and handing them to Daisy. Daisy had tears of joy in her eyes. I had been reassured by our hostess earlier that the money that was being raised would be spent right away in some significant way to help kids around the world and not on administrative and processing fees.
At midnight, after only eight hours, the electronic tote board showed we had a good start towards the telethon's goal. As we came off stage, Daisy grabbed me to express her thanks; she flattened her body against mine, again grinding her cunt into my cock through our clothing. I rather liked the way she said thank you. I wondered why she hadn't done that on camera.
To my surprise, she repeated the process with Crystal. Having watched Crystal and my Native American friend Tama get it on; I knew that girl-on-girl excited Crystal. She responded with positive feedback, and Daisy looked more than pleased. She promised a fun-filled Sunday afternoon and evening after the Telethon ended.
As we handed off the Telethon to the next hosts - the famous tennis player Anya Chemerin and the actress-singer Scarlet Hanson, my tongue started to water. At least, I got to kiss each of them on TV as we passed over host duties to them. I felt sorry since they had the graveyard shift; the east coast and central zones were all but asleep, and donations for the night had visibly slowed since eleven o'clock.

* * * * *

Crystal and I raced upstairs to our room after our part of the Telethon ended to pick up our gear for the 'Kenesis Mission.' Officially, we were tired after a full day and needed to get to sleep. If anyone got asked, we headed off to bed. I texted Craig, and he replied, 'Mission on. Nighty night.' Kenesis had gone to bed. Craig knew we'd be on our way after hearing that news.
We slipped out of the hotel and walked to the Day's Inn. We strolled down the sidewalk carrying our bags and trying to look inconspicuous in case Kenesis happened to look out his motel room window.
We got to the walkway to the wing of the motel in which Kenesis was staying. As we neared room two-fifty-three, an old friend, Gary Flajnik, swung the door open so we could slip into the room quietly. I hadn't seen Gary in ten years, so we mugged a silent hello and thanks for his success with the manager of the motel. Many of the seven others I hadn't seen for a long time, so we also did our silent hellos as I went from man to man to thank them for their participation in this operation. I introduced Crystal to everyone with whispers, and she gave everyone a hug in thanks for their help. There were lots of smiles at Crystal. We then went silent and nearly dark. There were eleven of us: Craig and seven men from my old unit, Crystal, Julia, and me.
Crystal slipped into the bathroom to change. I knew she was enough of an exhibitionist that the thought of 'entertaining the troops' as she changed had crossed her mind. She took her bag, and came out five minutes later in camouflage gear - an Army Combat Uniform or ACU, from neck to ankles. She looked the part, except the uniform was too large; she'd had to roll up the pants and sleeves about a foot to fit her small frame. The jacket practically hung to her knees. Julia had the same 'small body in a large suit' look. A couple of us laughed at the women, but knew that when we'd finished with them, they'd look as fierce as the rest of us.
I'd changed into my ACU too. Rob Dentson, a guy we'd called 'Mustard' in the platoon, helped Crystal apply the shaded makeup of browns and greens to her face, neck, ears, and hands so that no white skin showed. Next, he helped her tuck her hair up under her Boonie hat, and added a camouflage scarf to cover the back of her neck so no one could see her long hair or its color. As the Crystal I loved disappeared, a rather fearsome individual emerged. She flashed me a smile, and her white teeth stood out in contrast to her dark and scary appearance. As well as I knew her, I had trouble identifying her with the makeup and the hidden hair. Julia got the same treatment, and then so did I.
Crystal strapped a fourteen-inch Bowie knife someone gave her in a sheath across her chest in a way where it could be easily seen and ready to draw for hand-to-hand combat. The wide belt for the knife and a bandoleer of fake ammo also hid the glaring evidence of Crystal's full breasts. Gary suggested the women leave about an inch of the blade showing so it would glint in the dim light we'd have in Kenesis' room. I armed myself in a similar way.
Everyone wore the ACU. A few wore camouflage ponchos, enlarged hoodies that gave them a bigger and meaner look than the others as their light capes swirled around them. In our waist holsters, we each carried a mockup of either a Heckler and Koch HK45C, a mean looking .45 caliber sidearm, or a Glock 19, a similar deadly handgun.
Carl Belanger, a CPA from Boulder, Colorado, passed out M16A4 Assault Rifles to everyone from a large cardboard box atop one of the beds. The weapon had been chosen by NATO as the core of their weaponry. Several 'weapons' had real bayonets; all the rifles had installed ammunition clips. All the weapons were heavy-duty plastic replicas of the real thing and weighed less than five pounds - mere toys.
Many of the men in the room had fake grenades hanging from their belts or bandoleers slung over their shoulders. Others wore bandoleers of ammo, other knives, smoke canisters, or stun grenades. Several wore communication devices, although when I got closer I could see that they all were 'toys.' In a dimly lit room, they would appear all too real.
We were overdressed for a Halloween party, but more important, we were a mean looking bunch. As I looked around the room, no one would be able to accurately describe any of us to a law enforcement agency. Crystal and Julia just looked like shorter commandoes.
We'd been silent and mimed much of our preparations. Craig had us sit in a rough circle on the beds and chairs, and he described in a whisper what we'd be doing in about ten minutes. He told us how we'd storm the room, the placement of each man around the bed, and briefly what he intended to say and do.
Carl the CPA drew a special assignment; his name had been 'Crazy' in the Army, because he took on assignments you had to be crazy - or have a death wish - to carry out. Gary, too, got an assignment. The two smiled at each other with glee; they would be good actors playing true to form.
Craig sat with his cellphone, and held it up to me when the first text message came in from Chicago. It read 'Chicago is windy tonight.' Almost immediately, another message lit up his device, 'Atlanta has rain. He waited patiently for another two minutes, just staring at his cellphone. At last, the third message he'd been expecting arrived, Virginia is for lovers.'
Craig held up his hand to indicate five minutes until our little raid started. I hadn't felt time move so slowly since I'd been inside a Somali city ruled by pirates that terrorized the Gulf of Aden and the Indian Ocean off their coast. I'd been there to extract six American civilians that had been taken prisoner for ransom from their container ship, and to destroy some of the patrol boats the pirates used to prey on foreign ships. There were twelve of us. My wait that time was for a flotilla of the pirates' armed boats to explode in a nearby harbor in order to divert attention from our rescue. Our mission had been a success.
Craig motioned at two minutes, and then at one minute. We all lined up at the door. Crystal, Julia, and I were last.

* * * * *

Gary peered out the motel room door, saw nobody else in the area, slipped five feet next door and inserted the purloined entry card in Kenesis' lock. As Craig gave the signal to move forward, Gary pulled the card and we all heard the bolt unlock. Gary held the door for us as he provided 'cover;' we raced in at a run, weapons drawn. The eleven of us surrounded the bed and guarded the door in fewer than ten seconds from when the door opened.
Kenesis had been sleeping on his stomach. By the time he'd rolled over because of the noise we made, he had eleven M16A4's pointed at him and a single flashlight shining directly in his eyes. He went white with fear. We'd all been there as part of our training years earlier; we had to feel the fear we hoped to inject into others. I suspected Kenesis had urinated in his bed.
Craig probed Kenesis' generous belly with the real bayonet attached to his M16. Kenesis wore light pajamas; Craig used the point of the bayonet to pop a button off the shirt. Kenesis backpedaled up the bed until he was sitting tightly against the headboard with wide eyes. He emitted little whimpering sounds. I had been right. As Kenesis kicked the covers away to move away from the threat we posed, we could see the pool of urine on the bed.
Craig said in a rough voice, "Kenesis, do you know why we're here?"
A long wail came out of his mouth, "Nooooooooooooo!"
"We're here because you have been stalking two people. Right?"
Kenesis shook his head in agreement. At this point, he'd agree to nearly anything provided we left. He needed more of a jolt to cement in the idea he should stop.
Craig said, "You are going to stop doing that. In fact, you won't ever want to even be in the same city they're in. Right?"
His head agreed. Kenesis stared at the point of the bayonet about a foot in front of his face.
Craig said, "If you even hear they're in a city where you are, you'll leave, won't you?"
Just then, Crazy Carl leaned forward with his rifle so it was within a foot of Kenesis' head. In a voice tinged with lunacy he said, "Can I pop him off? I'd love to do it ... right now ... then we don't need all his empty promises ... all this talk will be useless. Come on, just one shot. No one will hear. I can end all this crap." He cackled in glee.
Craig held his hand up to Carl, "Now, just hold that idea for a minute or two - we might need you to do just that ... but not this instant."



Crazy Carl kept the gun aimed at Kenesis' head, but took a step back from the bed. Kenesis had started to recover from the initial shock of our entry. I knew he could be belligerent from the experience Crystal and I had with him in Texas at a press conference.
Craig picked up his line of questioning as Carl backed off; he said to Kenesis in a tough tone, "Do you know whom I'm talking about - who you were stalking? Why don't you remind us?"
In a more normal voice, Kenesis said, "Jim Mellon and Crystal Lee. They deserve it. They stole from me. I had a right to take those pictures. They were worth a lot of money."
Craig said in an angry tone, "I won't argue the point with you. Just know that tonight you WILL stop harassing them." He paused, but even in the shadows I could see Kenesis was unrepentant in that instant.
Craig spoke again, "Do you know what might happen if you decide to pursue them again for any reason?"
"No!"
Carl waved the bayonet right under Kenesis' nose, grazing his chin; "Do you think it would be bad?"
Kenesis snarled, "Yeah, I guess!"
Crazy Carl jumped forward again, "NOW? Can I shoot him now? See, he's not gonna stop stalking them; he's gonna hurt them." This time Carl cocked his gun, as though he were injecting a live round into the firing chamber. Somehow, an empty shell fell to the bed, supposedly expelled from the weapon. That got Kenesis' attention. His eyes got very large as he looked at the spent shell.
Craig held his hand up in front of Carl, who backed off again. In the darkness, I could see Crazy Carl's bright white teeth in a macabre grin. I felt he'd really shoot Kenesis if he had a real weapon. Craig poked Kenesis with the bayonet again. In a tough voice he said, "Don't you care what happens to your family - your sister and two brothers and their kids?"
"Yesssssss! How ... how do you know about them?" Kenesis' eyes flared at our knowledge of his family.
"Oh, we know all about you and your family. Why don't you call each of them right now? Start with your sister outside Chicago."
Kenesis looked puzzled and then very fearful as he began to understand there might be some implied threat to his family. Mils had found that this was a major chink in his armor - Kenesis spent a lot of time with his siblings and their kids even though he was single.
Gary had found Kenesis' cell phone on the dresser. He tossed the cell into the puddle of urine between Kenesis' legs. Kenesis jumped about a foot when the phone landed.
Kenesis picked up the phone, wiping it on the sheet, but then he resisted and said, "It's late."
Craig commanded, "CALL."
He hit a speed dial on his cell. The call was answered instantly at the other end of the line. I could imagine a shaky feminine voice answering, "Hello, is that you Bart. They said you'd call."
Craig said, "Ask what's happening there?"
Based on what Craig told us earlier, Kenesis' sister's bed would be similarly surrounded by another squad of Special Forces warriors.
We heard him exclaim, "I'm ... they are ... here too ... I'm in trouble - deep trouble, that's why. They might kill me." Several of us could hear the sobs of his sister on the other end of the line. Kenesis said, "What did I do? I was trying to get even with two bastard celebrities that stole from me."
Craig gave Kenesis a sharp poke with the bayonet that told him that he didn't like his attitude. Kenesis jerked and heard his sister cry out in fear. He said, " ... what did they tell you to tell me? ... Yes, damn it, I will stop ... I'll never do it again. Are you all right? They haven't hurt you or anyone, have they?"
Craig grabbed the phone from Kenesis, terminated the call, tossed the phone back to him, and commanded, "Kenesis, call your brother in Virginia."
Kenesis made a sound as he sucked in his breathe sharply at the rude command. He madly punched a few buttons on the cell. Again, the call was answered almost instantly.
I noted that Kenesis' attitude had changed. He'd softened knowing that his sister had become an instrument in his lesson.
Kenesis said in a shaky voice as he looked at Craig, "This is Bart." After a few seconds he went on, "They're around my bed too ... Of course, I'm scared ... They were at Patricia's home too ... It has to do with my work ... I'll tell you later ... if I ever see you again." His voice shook as he said the last couple of words in his cell phone.
Craig jabbed the bayonet in Kenesis' gut, and he jumped and looked worried. Kenesis continued talking to his brother. "They told you what? ... No ... I don't ever plan to see two certain celebrities again and I'll even leave town before they arrive if I can. I guess I got in over my head on this one ... Yes, I know I've done it before." We could guess that his brother had been told to relay the message to Kenesis that he was to stop stalking the people he'd been harassing. He said, "I won't ever stalk anybody."
Craig jabbed his flabby gut with the bayonet again and commanded, "Kenesis, hang up; call your brother Roland in Georgia."
Kenesis repeated the process, and got validation again that Special Forces troops had raided that brother's home as well, and struck fear into the rest of the family who had been herded into an unlocked bedroom closet 'for their protection.' He got the same message, to stop hounding the music stars he'd been following or else his family would get another visit and the next time people would likely 'get hurt.'
After the call ended, Gary snatched the cell phone from Kenesis and threw it hard against the wall behind Kenesis - the phone shattered into a hundred small pieces. Kenesis jumped as the remains of the phone rained down around him. Craig yelled into Kenesis' face, "WHAT DO YOU CONCLUDE FROM THESE PHONE CALLS"
The quivering voice spoke like a little child: "That you can hurt me ... or my family any time you want?" He made the statement as a question.
Craig said in a slightly moderated tone riddled with sarcasm, "And do you think we would?"
"Yesssssss." The voice quivered.
Crazy Carl leaned forward with his weapon raised again; he said to Craig, "Now? Now, Captain? Do we have to wait? I don't believe him. He's lying." Carl laughed maniacally.
Craig turned and studied Carl. In the dim light, one might have assumed he was weighing whether to let his underling have his pleasure. After a quarter-of-a-minute, Craig held up a hand covered in camouflage paint, "No, still not yet, ... but maybe in a minute."
Carl slowly slid backwards, and Craig started to turn his attention back to Kenesis. In the dim light, I could see the tracks of tears on Bart's pallid face. We were having an impact.
Before anyone else could speak, Gary leaped forward between two of the men and plunged a fourteen-inch Bowie knife into the mattress and bedding between Kenesis' outstretched feet. He screamed at Kenesis, "I WANT TO KILL YOU TOO. WE ALL DO!"
Kenesis jumped about a foot off the bed in fear, shrieked as though he'd been stabbed, and his tremors amplified. I heard the expulsion of body gas, a phenomenon that probably meant Kenesis had just shit himself. We'd become his inner most terrors.
Craig reached forward with his left hand and pulled Gary back; Gary pretended to have difficulty extracting the knife so he left it in the mattress. Gary stared into Kenesis' eyes with a malevolent look. Craig leaned in close to Kenesis' ear, held the bayonet to his neck, and said in an uncompromising tone, "If you ever stalk Lee, Mellon, or anyone else you 'think' you saw in some awkward situation, or if you try to publicize or tell anyone what you 'thought' you saw, any of these men, any of the men at your family's homes, or I will hunt you down like the animal you are. If we can't find you, we know exactly where your family live and they'll pay for your forgetfulness. Groups like ours eliminate threats in ways so they never reappear and no one even finds the remains. We silence threats so they never talk again, remove eyes so that people that saw something they shouldn't have never see again, or take ears that shouldn't have heard something. DON'T CROSS US." Craig slid his bayonet just in front of Kenesis' left ear and drew a drop of blood.
Even in the dim light, Kenesis slumped and paled.
Craig lowered the bayonet and inserted the blade inside Kenesis' pajama top again. He pulled and another button went flying into the darkness as the material ripped.
Craig looked out at our group, and then whispered to Kenesis so we could all hear, "Before we leave we want to have your assurances that you understand why we were here tonight - and in Georgia, Virginia, and Illinois. Why don't you tell us again what you're going to do and not going to do from this moment forward. Tell us what you promise all of us." The tough edge to Craig's voice left no room for argument.
Kenesis' eyes rolled up in his head, and he looked toward heaven for help, and he sobbed for mercy. Many of the men raised their M16's again and aimed them at various parts of Kenesis' body. Kenesis quickly cried out, "I'm going to forget about what I saw in Branson and I'm never going to follow or harass Crystal Lee or Jim Mellon again - ever ... or anybody they know ... her sister ... their agent."
"And?"
After a couple of sobs, Kenesis blurted out though his tears, "And, I will never be in the same city that they are."
"And?"
"And, I won't stalk them or try to take pictures of any of them ever again. I won't stalk anybody."
Craig said sarcastically, "Good boy," as though he was praising a bad pet that had finally stopped some bad behavior. He paused looked around in the shadows at the ten of us. He gestured to Gary who leaned forward and yanked the Bowie knife from the mattress with a terrible ripping sound. The cheap mattress was ruined - urine, shit, and a large knife hole. Kenesis shuddered and blocked his gut with his hands. The stench of shit had started to fill the room.
Craig's nostrils flared at the disgusting odor. He said to Kenesis, "When morning comes, you might want to think that our visit was just a dream. Just so you know this is real, here's a little memento of the past few moments - and a reminder of the promises you just made." Craig made a show of taking a bullet from his bandoleer. He tossed the single live 5.56 by 45 millimeter cartridge for the M16 on the bed in front of Kenesis. Kenesis flinched.
Craig commanded, "Pull the covers over your head and don't move for an hour - not a minute less; after that pack your bags and get the hell out of Reno. Go back to your home in East LA - see, we even know that's where you live." Immediately, Kenesis yanked the top sheet over his head and body. The sheet amplified the tremors that now riddled his body. I heard whimpering from under the sheet.
Craig added in menacing voice, "As you live out your life, know that one of us will always be near you from now on to be sure you stick to your promises. You'll never know who it is ... but know for sure that we will be watching you everyday. We have people ... everywhere!"
Craig turned from the bed and said roughly, "Men, back to our posts."
The sheet trembled, and we heard another sob from beneath the linen.
The eleven of us slid out the door of the motel room almost at a run, picked up the various bags and boxes that had held our gear that we'd left just inside the room next door, bolted down the outdoor stairway, and rapidly got into a large nondescript white van with no other markings on it. The license plate had been covered with an American flag. From door to departure, we were 'gone in sixty seconds' - just like the movie.

* * * * *

Crystal, the band, backup singers, and I rehearsed a few more numbers with the band and singers Saturday afternoon that we'd use during the Telethon that night.
We connected for an early dinner at an out of the way restaurant with the seven squad members, Craig, and Julia. Crystal and I were effusive with our thanks. We had a few laughs about what had happened, particularly how effective Crazy Carl and Gary had been. Most of all, we thanked Craig for organizing the whole midnight raid, and having the foresight to leverage what we'd learned about Kenesis' feelings for his siblings and their families by setting up parallel raid squads in three states. I reimbursed the men their travel and expenses too. We felt the night had accomplished what we hoped.
That evening, the Telethon tote board started to ratchet up at a more rapid rate as Crystal and I kicked off our second evening hosting the event. We did our best, and even had a couple of surprise guests, one of whom turned out to be Kenny Wilson, the country singer and stud that Crystal had hooked up with a few weeks earlier.
Crystal and Wilson did an impromptu duet together, and as I stood aside I could see some chemistry there. She'd told me weeks earlier that the two of them had sex in a fun night that she'd initiated to balance publicity about my relationship with Tama. If people only knew what went on behind the scenes.
I didn't feel competitive with Wilson for Crystal's affection. I'd been glad she found pleasure on their date. They did a great country jam that brought the audience in the ballroom to their feet with applause. The contributions poured in. Crystal and Wilson did some whispering after the duet as I made a plea for contributions and emphasized the '1-800' phone number. I wondered what was going on, and after they broke apart, Crystal led Wilson to a microphone and gestured me over.
Crystal spoke to everyone, "Ladies and gentlemen, last night Jim and I gave you all a two million dollar challenge that you responded to in a fantastic way. Well, tonight, Kenny Wilson has agreed to make the same challenge to our listeners and viewers. For the next hour, he will match dollar for dollar, up to a million dollars your contributions to the Children's Fund. So, make those telephones ring." She leaned over and kissed Wilson on the cheek; he mugged unbelievable surprise. He turned to me, and I shook his hand and gave him a knowing smile and a conspiratorial wink.

* * * * *

The Telethon ended Sunday at noon, a decision made by the network that would make more money by airing a couple of NFL games the rest of the day. Over fifty million dollars had been collected for the Children's Fund, over twice the target.
Daisy was ecstatic.
Daisy was also orgasmic. As soon as she could, she ended her work coordinating the event, turned it over to her staff, and joined her daughter Julia, Craig, Crystal, and me in our room. We'd waited for her to begin, and I had the honor of giving her the first orgasm of our afternoon and evening sex party. Our first round of sex flew by like a jet delivering a round of orgasms and generously spreading various body fluids among the participants. We rested, lounging around nude for a few minutes, and then began round two that proved more interesting.
Julia's pussy had been solidly planted on my face for about ten minutes. Her juices ran down my cheeks into my ears and down my neck. She tasted divine, her aroma was intoxicating, and I loved eating her almost as much as I loved the blowjob she'd been delivering to my steely cock for the same amount of time as we sixty-nined.
Beside me, Craig rammed his shaft in and out of Julia's mother.
Daisy moaned, but her sounds of joy were muffled because Crystal's pussy nestled atop Daisy's mouth so her tongue could lap and penetrate my lover's cunt. Crystal had been talking dirty to Craig and Daisy since we started, and we were all horny beyond description. I suspected we'd have a third, fourth, and more rounds too.
Crystal implored, "Craig, look at that big cock of yours sliding into that hairy pussy. You'd think something so small and pretty couldn't take something so big and wonderful. I want some of that too, but right now ... oh, fuck, Daisy you have the longest tongue of anyone I know. I think you can reach through my pussy all the way to the deepest part of my cunt to my G-spot. Oh, lick me more - harder - oh, fuck, I'm going to cum again."
Julia watched Crystal's orgasm, and then turned to me in a husky voice over her shoulder, "Come and fuck me."
We changed positions, and I put my cock deep into Julia's sopping wet quim before synchronizing my strokes with Craig who worked on Daisy two feet to my right. We both held the women's feet in the air, and matched each other stroke-for-stroke.
After a few minutes, Crystal said, "Julia, your turn to do me." She knee-walked around the top of the bed until she could straddle Julia's head, being careful not to pull on her long locks with her knees. She lowered her cunt into Julia's face.
Julia's tongue immediately went to work on Crystal's pussy. I watched as Crystal's eyes turned to little slits at the sapphic pleasure. Crystal's breasts vibrated in sync with my thrusts into Julia.
Daisy caught my eye and blew me a kiss. Her face was wet with female juices from Crystal. She reached over as Craig stroked into her body, took my hand, and brought my middle finger to her lips where she proceeded to perform fellatio on my digit. I swear I could feel more blood rush into my already-swollen cock.
Daisy also liked to talk dirty. She and Julia started to describe to each other the pleasures they were feeling from our two cocks, although Julia had to speak from below Crystal. "This cock is so long, and at the angle he's using, every time he pushes in, the side of that beast touches my clit. Oh, fuck, this is wonderful. I could swim in his cum; I'm so glad we didn't clean up from our earlier session. I love this bed and that all of us can fuck next to each other. Oh, fuck, I like watching and being watched."
Crystal leaned over and nudged Craig and Daisy, "Hey, can I have a turn?" Daisy sighed, and said, "Sure, if I can get Jim's cock in me for a while?"
Craig popped his cock from Daisy's pussy, leaving a visible dark hole before she moved her legs to roll into the position where Julia had been. Daisy knelt on the bed next to me, and we kissed hotly. She was fun to kiss because she could do little fancy and sensuous things inside my mouth with her tongue that I'd never had done before.
Daisy told me, "I want to be on top. I want you to suck on my breasts. I liked what you did before - in Michigan. I've never forgotten, Lover."
I held my cock rigid as Daisy sank down on it, rotating her body from side-to-side as she inched down my shaft. When I was fully inside her, she continued her little side-to-side rotations. I pulled her down to me so I could capture one of Daisy's full breasts in my mouth.
I must attract women with large areola, and Daisy was no exception, nor, for that matter, were Julia or Crystal. My mouth at its widest could just wrap around the dark portion of her breast. I'd then slide my lips around as I ground her breast into my mouth, and worked my tongue into her nipple. In seconds, I had each nipple standing at attention, a phenomenon that raised the tip of her tit about a half-inch from the flatter areola.
Daisy told me, "If you do that much longer, I'll cum just from your breast work."
I kept pumping my cock up into Daisy as my mouth continued its magic on her breasts. True to her word, Daisy climaxed about two minutes later, her girl juice flooding the area between us - again. She pleaded and loudly groaned her orgasm as she writhed her gorgeous body into mine.
I contend that orgasms are contagious. Next to me, I heard Craig announce to Crystal, "Oh, fuck. I'm about to fill your darlin' little pussy all full of my stuff."
Crystal panted a reply inviting the onslaught.
Just about the time his back arched and he made his final rough thrusts into Crystal, she peaked too - her eyes rolling around in passion as she emitted the little cooing sounds that I know signaled another climax rippling through her body like a major earthquake.



On the other side of me, Julia lay with her legs apart so I could watch her jilling off as she watched me fuck her mother. She had a long pink vibrator humming away inside her and a blissful look on her face. I realized for the first time how much I love watching a woman masturbate - her fingers sometimes a blur as they vibrate across her clitoris, and then there's the time when she pushes a finger or two into her vagina to further excite herself. Should she happen to have a fresh load of cum inside her, and start to pull that out, maybe to savor its taste that just adds mystique to the exhibitionism. Thus, Julia's performance became the tipping point for my own orgasm.
Watching Julia plus Craig, and Crystal, and feeling Daisy's pulsating pussy around my shaft, brought me to a climax. I didn't fight it; I went for the ride into my pleasure space and time. I blasted jet after jet of my semen up into Daisy's cunt.
"Oh, Jim, I can feel your hot cum. Oh, wow! That is so cool. You cum with a lot of power. It's all warm inside me." Daisy eased her body down on mine, her breasts flattening themselves out on my chest. We kissed passionately. I could feel her erect nipples there, and found the sensation highly arousing. As I looked around, I saw five happy people.

* * * * *

The 1988 Harley Davidson Heritage Softail hummed beneath me. Crystal and I had bid goodbye to Craig, Julia and Daisy first thing Monday morning after our Sunday afternoon and evening frolic. Crystal and I then had breakfast by ourselves, talking about what would happen after I reached California and spent time with my sister, although some of my plans were vague and uncertain. I wanted to focus my time and energies on my new music career and to do that I probably would need to return to Nashville where Crystal lived and worked, and to the center of the country music industry. After our breakfast, Crystal took a taxi to the airport.
I found relief that Bart Kenesis was no longer a threat to either Crystal or me. I believed that our intervention with him had been successful. Crystal and I could start our life together without forever looking over our shoulders and waiting for Kenesis to make some harassing move. Crystal worried about Kenesis or his family calling the police. My theory was that no one had been hurt, so a call by any of them to the police wouldn't produce any meaningful results: no one could be described, Crystal and I had an alibi - at Harrah's in bed together, and little else in the way of concrete evidence of any 'crime.' If anything, the stories would be seen as farfetched and incredulous.
I rode south out of Reno, and cut over to Lake Tahoe. The sun was low in the sky and the air crisp. Snow edged the roads. From the Nevada side of Tahoe, I could look across and see California. When I reached a scenic spot beside the lake, I stopped and took out my next to last envelope of Karen's ashes, and from a lakeside promontory let the chilly midday breeze carry them into the lake. I had been inconsolable when she'd died - thirty-two years old, with such promise. All these months later, I had found peace about her passing - her transition to something better as many would say.
In some ways, Karen's death hadn't been 'bad' for me - 'bad' is a value judgment we place on a situation, and we could be mistaken. If she had lived, we would have gone on to have children, and I am sure would have had happy and fulfilling lives. However, since she passed, my life had turned upside down, my values had shifted, and I'd thrown out a lot of rules and boundaries that had ceased to serve me. Things had surely become different - 'different' isn't a value judgment.
As I sat on the shore of the lake, I had a sense of awe and realization sweep over me. My old life had died right along with Karen. The old Jim Mellon had died. In place of the old, a new Jim Mellon had emerged: someone more comfortable with his sexuality, someone willing to reach out to others - even with love; someone more charitable and compassionate; someone more risk taking, someone willing to make large numbers of people feel better because of his talent, and a whole lot more. I liked this person much better than the person I had been.
Supposedly, we keep interacting with the same souls as we move from life to life, and we take on different roles to learn different life lessons. As I remounted the Harley, I wondered if Karen had become my angel, working on my behalf from other dimensions we are too limited to see. I said a prayer of love for my angel, and continued my ride around Lake Tahoe to the route that would take me into California.
I felt impatient to see Anna. I didn't know what my visit would bring, but I knew what I wanted to have happen. I wanted to make love to my sister. I wanted a relationship with her that transcended anything we'd had before - sibling, friend, and lover. I hoped Anna felt the same way.

Chapter 31
California

Karen's nude body knelt over mine, my erection only inches from her cunt and eager to sink deep into her body if only she'd lower her pussy onto my shaft. She dragged her excited tits across my chest and told me salacious things to arouse me to new sexual heights. "Can you imagine what it would be like to have Lauren with us. Imagine what we could do to her. Maybe she'd kneel in front of you, and you could plow into her hot pussy from behind as she ate your cum from my pussy. You'd be such a stud with the two of us. Maybe Lauren would sit on your face and let you eat her out as I rode your cock ... of she'd fuck you while you ate me out. Maybe you'd line the two of us up side by side on the bed and take turns driving you big hard cock into each of us, trying to make us cum and seeing which of us you happened to favor with your generous load of your white sticky fluids. Maybe Lauren and I would put on a sapphic show for you; the two of us getting in a sixty-nine as you beat your meat watching us lick each other to orgasm with our hot little fingers driving into each other's pussies trying to find each other's G-spot."
"You may not know this, but I wouldn't mind in the least eating your cum from her pussy - anybody's pussy. Oh, even better, how about we get Anna here. I think your sister is so hot. Imagine fucking your sister - kissing her passionately - while Lauren and I ate each other's pussies right next to you on this bed. After you splashed a gallon of cum into her, Lauren and I would eat your juice out of her cunt. Don't you think she'd like that? I bet we could bring her to orgasm after orgasm. You do it to your sister with your big dick, and we'd use our tongues. That would be so hot."
"You have this cock that I love so much. You could easily satisfy three hot women with this shaft, driving it into each of us ... fucking us ... loving us ... satisfying every urge we have. Why don't you put that big shaft of yours into my hot little cunt right now? Pretend I'm your sister. What would it be like making love to Anna? Maybe she'd kiss you like this ... and maybe her pussy would feel like this ... and maybe ... of, fuck. Oh, Jim ... OH, GOD!"

* * * * *

I woke from the dream in a cold sweat, but so unbelievably aroused that I had to masturbate. Karen had said all the things in the dream to me on one of our last times when we made love, and suddenly I could remember the words - the emotions - the passion - the ideas - the arousal. In the darkness surrounding my campsite I gave up my load to the night.
I rode my Harley motorcycle in the arid valley on the eastern edge of the Sierra Nevadas, admiring mile after mile of the towering mountain vistas. The weather was clear and chilly. When I stopped, I'd camp and practice my guitar, work on my journal, and write my emails to Lauren, Kim, Crystal, Ellen, and Anna detailing the sexual romps in Reno and Sedona. I sent a long email to Tama too, letting her know how things had worked out with Kenesis, and especially telling her how much I enjoyed our precious time together in Sedona. I'd stop in some small town, find a Wi-Fi hotspot and send the emails when I took a break.
As I got closer to San Diego, my thoughts increasingly turned to Anna. We'd had a special relationship as siblings. Sure we fought and teased, but we both knew there was a bond of love beneath that. In a way, it was deeper and more permanent than the love I felt for anyone else or that I'd even felt for Karen. I think from the time we learned about boy-girl relationships we wanted something more than just the sibling relationship fate had dealt us. Maybe it was only in my own mind that I thought there should be a romantic and sexual side to our relationship. I'd find someway to test the waters on that when I got to Anna's home.
I'd been a year ahead of Anna in school, and went into Army Special Forces out of college. I disappeared for almost eight years in the Army, and didn't see Anna except a few times in that period. I think we might have talked on the phone a few times, and I sent cards on special occasions. I missed her wedding; as I recall, I was secretly involved in a small war in Chad.
Anna's marriage lasted less than seven years. They had two children - a boy and a girl who were now around eleven and twelve. I'd only seen pictures of them, and sent them presents from strange places around the world. I'd been the missing and mysterious uncle in their lives - the uncle who traveled the globe and then the uncle who lived three thousand miles away.
Anna came east alone when our father died, and five years later when Karen and I got married. She returned a couple of years after that when our mother died, and then she came to say goodbye to Karen and help me get through Karen's death. She never brought her kids - too much hassle she said. She stayed a few weeks each visit, and later I guessed that on her early visits she was escaping from the crumbling relationship she was in. Anna described her ex as a good guy and an impeccable father, just a lousy husband. He still played an active role in the kids' lives.
On each of those visits, we spent hours talking, even sitting up all night a few times with two bottles of wine reconnecting with each other. Those nights were so intimate. I learned a lot about my sister that I didn't know. More than once, she'd curl up against me and we'd hold each other, more like boyfriend-girlfriend than siblings. Maybe we were each too shy to risk taking the first step to a deeper relationship.
Since Missouri, I had shared with Anna the same erotic details of my sexual adventures that I wrote to Lauren, Kim, Crystal, and Ellen. She hadn't asked; I just started to send the emails to her. Anna made no mention of the sexy parts of my emails when she'd email her news, yet I could tell she'd read them. I'd decided to take her silence on the subject as acceptance; however, only a week or so earlier, Anna had told me on a call to keep sending them to her - that she liked them. She'd been so explicit in her interest that I found myself pleasantly shocked, and I again felt that intimacy with her that I'd only fantasized about. Her interest also gave me hope of deepening our relationship sexually.

* * * * *

I'd traveled over 12,500 miles on the Harley on this road trip. I stood in Anna's driveway and for a moment admired the bike that had become a part of me in the seven months since I started. The bike wasn't as pristine as it had been after I'd rebuilt it from the ground up; for instance, the nasty scrapes down one side reminded me of the tornado in Kansas that I'd been lucky to survive.
I had resisted anthropomorphizing the machine by giving it a name or talking to it. Yet, as I turned to go to Anna's front door, I patted the bike, and said aloud, "Thank You." The bike had carried me from deep grief to acceptance, and from some degree of naiveté to sophistication, and from loneliness to love. What more could I ask?
Anna stood on her front step as I walked up to the house. I could never sneak up on anybody when I arrived on the Harley. She had a smile from ear to ear. She said, "You did it. I am so proud of you." With that, she held her arms open to me. I walked inside them, and we kissed. At first, it was the polite smooch that distant relatives give each other, but then, Anna pulled away from me, looked me in the eyes, and pulled my head to hers so we could kiss in a new, emotional, passionate, and enthusiastic manner. Sparks flew from the nails in my western boots. This was better than the kiss she'd left me with in Dillon about eight months earlier.
Anna held my hand as she led me around her house, babbling about how suddenly the place was paid for, and she knew it was my doing, and she had all this money, and why did I do that too. I allowed her to vent - she was ebullient and happy. She explained that my nephew and niece were with their father on a weeklong school trip to the Bay Area, and would return seven days hence. Anna also told me she'd taken the week off to be with me. I got a summary of their lives since I'd seen her last - two normal, healthy kids I'd finally get to meet. Anna hugged me a lot.
She knew it was my first time in San Diego, and she wanted me to see all the touristy things before I settled in for a while. I got a travel log as we walked back out to my Harley. Anna helped me carry my gear inside the house. I opted for a sofa bed she had in her basement playroom instead of displacing the kids from their beds. Anna seemed embarrassed that she couldn't offer me better accommodations. I made a note to offer her a larger home sometime soon.
I told her, "I want to be with you. I don't care about the bed; I've slept on lumpy ground out in the open many nights on this trip, so this is much better than any campground, especially since you're here."
Finally, Anna started to run out of steam, and the steady stream of talking slowed. She took a deep breath, and then offered me some wine. We each got a glass of Chardonnay over ice, and we went and sat in her small backyard. I could tell that Anna's initial nervousness and excitement about my arrival had finally worn off.
In a worried tone, she asked, "Jim, why'd you send me all that money ... and pay off the mortgage? Are you that flush with cash?" Anna was genuinely concerned that I'd overspent on her behalf.
"Yes, I have a healthy bank account - very healthy - several million. Before it evaporated, I wanted to do something for you and the kids. You can call it guilt money for not being around doing the duties of a good brother and uncle." Anna's jaw dropped.
"Well, I'm awed by your generosity, and you didn't ..."
"Nonsense, you're part of me - we're part of each other, the same blood. Anything I've got, I'm ready to share with you. The money is the easiest; but tell me what you want and it's yours."
Anna said in a furtive voice, "I may want more than you're prepared to give." I could tell my sister's statement had nothing to do with money.
I responded in an equally hushed voice, "I may surprise you." In just those two sentences, my heart started to beat more rapidly. We were at the precipice I'd dreamed about over and over.
We were both silent as we digested the tone and implications of those few words.
Anna finally shook her head as though to clear her head; she spoke more openly, "Will you take me to dinner ... on your motorcycle?"
"Certainly; what's your pleasure?"
"This'll sound strange, but I want to go to someplace where you'll be recognized - where people will make a fuss over you. I want to watch my 'new' brother in action."
Despite that tall order, I agreed, but warned her that I'd been many places where I'd not been recognized and thought I would be; I feared she'd be disappointed by the lack of people's reactions about my stardom.
I rummaged through some of the boxes I'd shipped to Anna from around the country, and found some of my clothes that were nicer than what I usually wore while riding the bike. I took a quick shower and changed into clean jeans, handsome western boots, a white peasant sport shirt, and a western cut men's jacket. I added some of the native jewelry I'd bought in Taos, and pocketed a silver and turquoise necklace to present to Anna over dinner.
Anna wore a pair of jeans that made me blink twice to be sure they weren't painted on her body. Her top somehow amplified her breasts, and positively presented cleavage a normal brother isn't supposed to notice. She wore a small vest that further emphasized her best features. My eyebrows went up, and I smiled. She said with a grin, "Exactly the kind of reaction I'd hoped for." She kissed my cheek, and I felt the kiss long afterwards.
I passed her a leather jacket and helmet, and I put my own on. A few minutes later we were on our way to a well-known waterfront restaurant west of the airport called the Blue Wave. The ride took about twenty minutes, and Anna hugged me close the whole ride, even rubbing my sides with her hands occasionally in a most affectionate manner.
We'd called for a reservation, and so we got a superb table with a view that looked out across a huge marina. I'd requested window seating with a couple of space heaters to keep my 'date' warm. To facilitate 'being recognized,' I just happened to mention that the Jim Mellon making the reservations was the same Jim Mellon that was a country music star. I figured I'd milk the system just this once. When we got to the restaurant, I found several unusual conveniences. The valet that parked cars had created a special 'motorcycle only' spot for me. He looked exceptionally pleased as he led me to the nearby spot. He promised to watch the bike and not let anyone touch it. I shook his hand, thanked him, and gave him a twenty.
As we got off the bike, a couple of camera flashes went off. Three members of the paparazzi were there. I took Anna over to them, and she shook their hands too. They asked a few polite questions, but seemed slightly disappointed to find out that the woman I was with was my sister. Not much news there. We did pose for some photos, and Anna got very excited over the whole activity.
I felt skittish talking to the paparazzi after weeks of being stalked and even shot at by Bart Kenesis. I felt certain he'd no longer bother me, but he had left an unpleasant after-taste I had to get over about the press. Terry reminded me frequently that a country music artists needs to get their name 'out there' to sell albums and generate interest in concerts and things like movies. He had a saying, 'There's no such thing as bad publicity.' Well, almost; we never let the Branson photos see the light of day to test that hypothesis.
Inside, we had the best table in the house, and the most solicitous service I'd had anywhere. Soon, a buzz seemed to go through the restaurant. I'd experienced it a few times before. I'd been recognized. Without looking, I pointed out the change in ambience to Anna, and she acknowledged the turning heads and hushed voices. Other diners at nearby tables started to 'eye' the two of us. I would politely engage their stares and nod back at them in a friendly way. I taught Anna how to do the same, and she got a chuckle out of mastering the technique so that she could get a smile from the person watching us.
One shy teenage girl approached the table just as we'd gotten our wine. She asked for my autograph, but I explained that I couldn't do that, or soon I'd have everyone in the place at our table. She seemed to understand and looked disappointed for a moment. At that point, I pulled an empty chair from the table and invited her to sit with us for a minute with a welcome that would look to others as though she might have been my niece. She sat, and we had a few minutes of nice conversation. We learned she was visiting from Denver with her parents, and had to fly back the next day. I invited some questions from her, and tried to lighten the mood with some laughs. Eventually, she thanked me profusely for talking to her, excused herself, and walked back to her parent's table standing a little taller. I'd noticed another teen I took to be an older sister taking a video of her with us, so she had some 'proof' positive of her interaction with us. I excused myself from Anna for a moment, walked over to the parent's table, shook everyone's hand, and told them what a nice daughter they had, and how I appreciated her friendship. The teen gave me a hug before I went back to the table with Anna with a big smile and a warm heart.



Anna glowed after I returned, "You made her whole day - her whole family's day. She'll remember sitting with you the rest of her life. They all will because you did something so special for them."
I shrugged and said, "Maybe she'll become famous and remember to be especially pleasant to a young teenager some time. Besides, she was a nice person; you could tell in the first thirty seconds. The whole family is nice."
Our conversation drifted a little, and then Anna said, "You've had a fabulous trip, and you've found a lot of love during your travels."
I told her, "Anna, when I started I hurt badly from Karen's death. Finding love again was the farthest thing from my mind. I didn't even think I was worthy of anyone else embracing me in their thinking that way. I felt beaten down. One by one, I found beautiful women who helped me see my worth as a human - as a lover - and even as a mate. At least five women deeply love me: Lauren, Kim, Crystal, Ellen, and Summer in her special way. I hope you feel the same way."
Anna grabbed ahold of my hand and squeezed it tightly, "Oh, Jim. You never have to question my love for you. It's deeper than you'll ever know - and I've always felt you were worthy of being loved, from my earliest memory about you."
She brought my hand to her mouth and kissed my palm and wrapped the kiss in my fingers. I glanced around the restaurant to see if anyone had caught our tender moment, but no one seemed to be staring at us at that instant.
Our appetizers arrived, and our direction of conversation changed. Anna and I talked about my road trip, and rehashed many of the phone calls I'd had with her about getting through my grief over losing Karen. She commiserated with me, and applauded the little ceremony I'd created where I left an envelope of her ashes in each state. On the other side of things, I got Anna talking about my nephew and niece, how her ex was behaving, and how her career was going.
After the starters had been bussed away, I reached in my pocket and pulled out a small bundle of light blue tissue paper - a Native American silver necklace made with an elaborate filigree and exquisite inset turquoise. I made a little fuss over laying it out on the table in front of Anna. Her eyes got big and verged on teary.
I told her, "I bought this for you in Santé Fe because I love you. I've always thought you were worthy of love too. Tama, the woman I told you about made it by hand. I thought this was her finest piece of art."
Anna choked up a bit. I stood, picked up the necklace, walked behind her, and put the necklace around Anna's neck fastening the clasp. I stood back and smiled, "You look stunning. Of course, you looked stunning before the necklace, but it completed the picture perfectly." Now, all eyes in the place were drawn to Anna's gorgeous cleavage because of the gorgeous jewelry. I kissed her forehead in a brotherly manner and sat down, although my instincts were to lavish far more impressive kisses on my sister. I think she wanted something more significant too.
After more thanks for the gift, Anna thought for a moment and said, "Tama is the one from the sweat lodge, right?"
I nodded.
"Crystal, Tama, and you made love together?" She already knew the answer, but I guess she wanted to hear me say it aloud.
"Yes, we shared ourselves with each other. It was erotic, tender, lusty, spiritual, and amazing. Tama is a full-blooded Native American, and she has such a wonderful and open disposition. She's also a shaman, and believes I have leanings in that direction too."
"I've heard the term, but what does it mean; what can she do?"
I explained, "She has innate skills that enable her to go to the boundary between this human realm and the spiritual world. She can feel and see things in both dimensions, see the future sometimes, and has a unique way of seeing the past because of that. She can also heal. In Sedona, she showed Crystal and me how we could sense ... well, let's just say spiritual things. Crystal and I are beginners compared to Tama's skills, and she doesn't think she's all that advanced. She's working on perfecting her new skills, particularly sensing someone's future."
"And, you made love to her?" Anna's rhetorical question sounded as if I'd done something sacrilegious to an angel.
"Many times."
"And Crystal?"
"Many times as well."
Anna went silent, and then our entrees arrived. We ate, talking about the food, commented about the lights in the marina and the mass of boats, and made notice of how some people were noticing us. Towards the end of that segment of the meal, Anna said, "Does it bother you that Crystal is bisexual - that she has sex with women?"
I responded naturally, "No, far from it. I like it. She's broadened my horizons about sex so much - along with others, as you probably know. Neither of us gets jealous about our relationships with others, even when they're occurring right in front of us. I wrote you one time about my new views on this. The more people you love, the more people show up in your life that love you back, and you can never have too much of that." As an afterthought, I asked, "Do you like having orgasms?"
Anna giggled, "What a question to ask your sister! Of course, I love them. What woman doesn't?"
"Well, I love watching two women make love and giving each other orgasms; I've learned from watching because they know things about their anatomy that most males don't. Kim also taught me what to study when I watched a couple making love - moves, techniques, erogenous zones, pressure points, romance, and the attentiveness. I've learned that instead of getting climaxes from a cock inserted in your vagina, which many women don't, you get them many other ways - fingers, tongue, pussy-to-pussy, or an erotic toy. How do you get yours? Boyfriend?" I had been curious about Anna's social life and hoped my blunt question would get answered.
Anna smirked and blushed. In a low voice, she whispered, "Vibrator. No boyfriend - no one even close to fulfilling that role. It's been that way for a while."
I pushed with a lewd grin, "Do you enjoy sex often, even alone?"
Her blush deepened; Anna whispered, "I'm embarrassed to admit I jill off almost daily, sometimes more frequently than that." She got embarrassed and threw a playful punch at my arm, "My God, why am I telling you this? My brother!"
I told her in a low voice, "You need a 'fuck buddy' ... of either sex." I laughed as I teased her. She shook a spoon at me in a challenging gesture, but nodded in agreement.

* * * * *

Once we were back at Anna's home, she pulled the draperies closed as I relaxed on the sofa per her instructions. Anna puttered around the kitchen and came back into the living room with two demi-glasses of liqueur; she set them on the coffee table. She flipped off all but one of the lights, and dialed in KSDS on the FM stereo. Some really mellow music came from the speakers: Slow Dancing by Johnny Rivers started playing. I think the song is one of the most romantic ballads ever sung, and I felt in that mood with Anna.
I stood and held out my arm to her in a gesture that indicated 'Let's dance.' Anna came into my arms. She snuggled into me, and I protectively enclosed her. We started swaying slowly, the pretext of dancing clearly an excuse for close contact by the two of us - really close.
I could smell Anna's natural aroma, a scent I'd known my entire life. Her hair against my cheek felt so soft, and the skin of her cheek on mine felt so right. My heart surged with feelings of love for Anna.
After the song had played and another slow number began, Anna looked into my face and whispered, "Kiss me."
I did. We did.
Our bodies still swayed, but our lips were locked together in a dance of love. Our tongues flitted into each other's mouths, probing and amplifying our kisses and the emotions we were turning loose.
After a couple of minutes of our French kissing, Anna pulled away and fanned her face with one hand. "You ... you're ... hot ... and ... you're turning me on." She seemed mildly embarrassed.
Anna turned to the coffee table and said, "I brought us some liqueur, to thank you for dinner, and to celebrate your arrival and the end of your road trip." She held up a small glass to me and held her glass in the other hand. "In one of your emails, you mentioned that you do something creative and sexy with liqueur. I thought maybe you could show me." She knew from the context I'd written in some emails that what I did was sexy and arousing. I saw her coy look at me.
I reached out to her and took both glasses. She looked puzzled. I set one back on the table, sipped from the one I kept - Benedictine and Brandy. I moved to kiss Anna again. Anna allowed the kiss, and when my tongue probed deep into her mouth she even opened further in invitation and to promote our mutual desire. At that instant, I jetted the liqueur from my mouth into hers in an erotic act. I felt Anna's body swoon into mine. The arm she had around my neck pulled me closer. She kissed back, her tongue rapidly probing into my own mouth, not so much to savor the rich liquid, as to express her passion. Her hips pushed into my groin, and I knew she could feel my swelling sex. She pushed harder and kissed even harder and more passionately.
"Again," she whispered when we came up for air.
I took another sip of the liqueur, and we kissed with renewed passion. The liquid kisses between us were like throwing gasoline on a fire, and the fire was the latent passion that had burned between the two of us for decades. In those kisses, I knew we'd set free an avalanche, and there could be no stopping where it would take us.
I briefly whispered, "Anna. Are you sure you want to go this direction?" If Anna had any reservations, I wanted her to voice them or act on them. I didn't want to take advantage of her in my own desire to make love to her. She kissed me back and in a hushed tone said, "I've never been surer of anything in the world. I've wanted to be with you ... forever."
We repeated the liquid kisses several more times, and then Anna unbuttoned my shirt and pushed it from my upper body. I tossed it on a chair. She kissed around my bare chest, even using her tongue on my nipples. She kissed the gunshot wound I'd gotten in Alabama, and my other scars - badges of honor she called them.
I placed my hands on the vest she still wore, and removed the outer garment. The buttons of her blouse opened easily, revealing more of her deep cleavage. We were staring into each other's eyes or kissing often as I undressed her. The blouse joined my shirt, and seconds later so did her bra. Anna's breasts were full and excited and the most wonderful things I'd ever seen. Our chests pressed together, skin on skin. While our kisses might be excused, I knew most people would consider this kiss and skin contact taboo. Our sexual contact excited me like few other things I'd done in my life.
Instead of lunging for a tit with my mouth or groping her with both hands, I picked up the demi-glass of liqueur we hadn't consumed. I held the glass above her extended breasts and let a few drops splash onto her chest and form a few rivulets that ran down the upper curve of her breasts to her nipples, and then dripped on her abdomen as she moved to catch them there.
I said with a touch of humor, "Oh, dear, I spilled some of my drink."
In the spirit of things, Anna smiled coyly and responded with mock concern, "Well, you'll just have to clean it up. Might I suggest you just use your tongue since it seems to be handy and nearby?"
I allowed my tongue to venture onto the forbidden landscape of her taut breasts. I lapped at the few drops, and when I reached the nipple of each breast, I sucked hard and bit gently. Anna moaned and cradled my head. She whispered over and over, "Don't stop. Don't ever, ever stop! Oh, God, Jim, I love you so. I have waited all my life for this to happen - for this night."
I made love to her breasts for quite a while, our bodies often swaying to the music of a torch song. Sometimes, we'd stand apart just enough so her erect nipples grazed my chest; sometimes, just enough so we could stare into each other's eyes, reading each other's hopes and desires for our future together perfectly. Time ceased to have any meaning or relevance; all that existed was the two of us, our love, and the passion we felt. We were connected on so many levels my heart soared. The arc of the next hours of our lives lay before us, visible and inevitable - so taboo, so wrong, and so right.
We undressed each other the rest of the way, slowly as though we were savoring each second of our 'new' time together. Even when we were nude, we resisted taking a fast sexual trip to bed and to orgasm. We danced some more. I can still recall the Placido Domingo and John Denver songPerhaps Love playing as we danced, kissed, and enjoyed the long-overdue tactile sensation of our naked bodies rubbing together, Anna's erect nipples stroking across my chest and my erection caught between the two of us. I had never felt so in love with anyone in my life.
Eventually, Anna led me to her bed. She lay down and looked up; I stood above her holding the small glass of liqueur I'd brought from the living room. She laughed as I drizzled a half-dozen more drops of the liquid into her pubic hair.
Anna said in a mock parental tone with a spreading smile on her lips, "Now, James, you've made a nasty mess again. I hope you intend to clean up your spills, right now."
I just nodded as I knelt at the foot of the bed and maneuvered Anna's legs over my shoulders. My tongue made contact directly on her clit. Anna's eyes closed, she moaned, and she climaxed instantly. She'd been primed for my touch for years. One of her hands just held my head still, neither pulling me to her cleft nor pushing me away. After thirty seconds, she relaxed again and even gave my head a little gesture to her dripping cunt - still sweet with the liqueur. I feasted on Anna's pussy, lapping up every drop of liqueur and then savoring her natural juices that flowed with love and excitement from her body. Anna responded by coaxing me to bring her to further orgasms. As I did, I learned about each of her erogenous zones, testing them individually before I thought I might try them in a concerted effort of pleasure.
Anna said in a husky voice, "You emailed me the many sexy adventures you had. I couldn't wait for the next one. When I'd see I had an email from you, I'd take my laptop and vibrator to bed with me, and then I'd read your erotic story. I wanted to be in every one of them, even the ones where the women made love. I wanted to be the woman you were fucking - that you were making love to that you watched with lust and love. I wanted to have you over me, beneath me, beside me, making love to me for hours - your cock deep inside me. Oh, God. I felt so decadent, but I knew what I wanted. I've known what I wanted since I was fourteen. I wanted you!"
She paused as I lapped wildly at her cunt, driving my tongue up inside her along with two fingers. Anna continued, "I have every one of your stories saved. I reread them all the time. The first one you sent me was from Branson - Crystal, Ellen, Terry, and you fucked yourselves silly that weekend. I know you got photographed, but that aside, I could just feel the joy of your cock ... or Terry's ... plunging into my cunt. Oh, I'd have wanted to please you soooooooo. I would have done Terry too. You don't know it, but I'm that kind of person."
Another orgasm ripped through Anna's body. "Jim, now. Come and make love to me now. Please, let's do it - after all these years. I can't wait a second longer. Fuck me. Make love to me, and never stop." Anna's hands pulled me from her lower body and urged me to come up on the bed - up atop her. She spread her legs and pulled me between them.
In the dim light from the hall, we could still see each other as I rubbed my rock hard erection against her slit. The area oozed with fluids from her body and my saliva. I rubbed for over two minutes, and all we did was smile at each other over what we were about to do. When the time seemed right, I allowed the mushroomed cap of my cock to catch in the deeper part of her slit, and then I thrust forward; sinking my shaft into her love burrow.
We coupled, and I thought I heard the angels sing. We made love for a long time. I used every skill Kim had taught me about Tantric sex and every technique I'd discovered in my travels since then to please my sister, coaxing Anna to more peaks as I crested and backed away. We changed positions, and talked about our favorite ways to make love. Anna kept cumming, and after an hour, I exploded into her body. A gallon of my semen surged into her as the paroxysm of infinite joy and spiritual bliss encompassed our bodies. We even cried in our joy and happiness over finally connecting after all these years of wanting something we felt we couldn't have - and finally we'd thrown caution to the wind and captured that bliss. We both felt this was what we'd come to life to do.

* * * * *

"I love you."
I awoke to those words and smiled in happiness. Anna's nude body lay beside me, and she held her chin up with one hand. She leaned in a kissed me.
I kissed back. "I love you too."
She asked with a touch of sarcasm, "Are you the kind that fuck and run?"
I pulled her to me, "Not in your case. From here on out, I'm always within reach - if not close, just call me, and I'll be here in your arms. I love you - really, really love you. Oh, God, Anna, why didn't we do this back when we were teens?"
"No regrets. Come and make love to me again."
Our morning tryst proved we were both as enthusiastic about making love the morning after, as we had been most of the night before.
As we enjoyed our afterglow, I cradled Anna in my arms. I could feel the nipples of her excited breasts against the side of my chest, and in turn remained excited myself. I kissed every square inch of skin I could find and told my sister how much I loved her with each kiss.
Anna said, "I thought I'd react so differently to incest, yet I'm as happy as can be. I don't think we've done anything wrong; in fact, I can't understand why all siblings don't do this."
I ventured with some humor, "Maybe they do."
Anna thought for a while, and said, "I was just thinking, you've had many incestuous experiences on your trip: Crystal and Ellen; Kim and June; oh, and Daisy and Julia; and the mother-daughter lawyers you shacked up with in Louisiana; Ann and Dorrie in Colorado; the sisters and mother in Montana ... what am I forgetting?" She sat up and crossed her legs Indian style and studied me. I found the view of her cunt irresistible so I stared. I didn't pick up the subtlety that she'd mentioned a couple of situations that I hadn't emailed to her.
I said, "Lauren; she joined Crystal, Ellen, and me in Indianapolis. She also had sex with Karen."
"Why do you suppose they all made love with you?"
I marveled at how sexy Anna looked as I responded, "Probably my pheromones ... and, Darling, you're leaking. Would you like me to clean that up for you - to lick you clean?"
Anna briefly looked horrified and then intrigued. She said, "You'd really do that?"
I nodded.
Anna said in a voice touched with awe, "My ex wouldn't even go down on me after I'd just taken a shower. What you proposed sounds really hot, and I'd like to see it happen, but not this time. I definitely want a rain check." She scrambled out of bed holding her crotch so she wouldn't drip and raced to the bathroom, shouting something about joining her in the shower.
Late-morning found us walking the grounds at the Coronado Bay Resort, otherwise known as The Del. The place opened in 1888, and is one of the top hotels in the world. We walked some of the corridors inside and marveled at the photographs of actors, actresses, kings, queens, presidents, rock stars, inventors, and a list of the famous over the past hundred plus years. We had brunch at the hotel's Sheerwater Restaurant on a terrace looking out across the bay to Point Loma and out at the Pacific Ocean.



Over our meal, I asked Anna, "Why'd you come out here to California, or maybe I should ask why'd you stay out here?"
Anna looked pensive, "Part of it was rebellion; I just wanted to get as far from Mom and Dad as I could. You'd left for College, and my last year in high school was impossible with them. You'd deflected a lot of Mom and Dad's attention when you were around; when you left, I got it all."
"How so?"
"You've felt it, and been influenced by it your adult life. Our parents were strictly by the book; not religious, but they may as well have been devout. Anything out of the ordinary, particularly if relationships or sex were involved and they'd come unglued and start laying down rules. Things were so restrictive and lacking in flexibility that I left."
"Were you ... err, promiscuous after you left?"
Anna chuckled at my unease, "Yes and no. I love sex, no thanks to Mom and Dad's influence, and despite their rules and strict morality when I turned seventeen I thought of it as a natural way for people to connect and relate. I lost my virginity at sixteen. In those days, the more I fucked the merrier. In college here on the west coast, I tried almost everything; what they say about California girls is true. Those years helped me set a few boundaries, but I don't have many, and I understand a lot about other people's boundaries. Now, I'm picky about whom I hookup with, so I have a lot of 'dry spells.' I'm glad we broke through a new frontier last night." She grinned at me, and reached to hold my hand.
I told her, "I'm glad that boundary came down too."
"So there's a new 'us' sitting here in love with each other - and I do love you. Should we have expectations about our relationship?
Anna said, "I have no expectations just a lot of hopes about us. I've always loved you, and now I love you more and in more interesting and sexy ways that I never want to have stop. I hope we can see each other more often, and it doesn't even have to be every month - just more frequently than a family wedding or funeral - like that movie. I hope we continue to enjoy the sexual closeness we just found, particularly as you travel the world entertaining. I love having sex with you. I want more of it - lots more, if you're willing. I hope you always feel loved by me, and I mean that from the deepest part of my soul."
Before I could say anything, Anna continued, "I don't have designs on you. I don't demand exclusivity; in fact, I know you also love Crystal, Ellen, Kim, and Lauren, and some others. I know you'll find still more women to love that you haven't even met. I hope there's a place for all of the people that love you in each other's lives." Anna thought for a few minutes and added in a serious tone, "I guess I'll need to be more bisexual to share in your joy, and to share in the love you have for these other women. Your emails sure made that part of things sound interesting."
Three hours had passed during our discussion over brunch. When we were through our meal and a bit talked out, Anna directed me about ten miles north to Torrey Pines State Reserve, the home of the world famous Black Beach. I could understand why Anna had wanted to bring two large beach towels. After parking, we meandered down some well-worn trails and steep paths to get to the beach.
The air had warmed, but was far from balmy. The cliffs behind us blocked the wind from the beach, and the sun had warmed the black sands. Anna led us to a spot appropriately distant from some other sun worshippers, and promptly stripped out of her clothing, her magnificent body coming into view as she piled her clothes in a corner of her large towel. I followed suit, acutely aware that I had an erection. As we stood naked together, Anna came into my arms and kissed me with renewed passion. We stood for several minutes and made out, an activity that aroused me in a unique way as we did it in public. I wondered how severe the penalties were for having sex on the nude beach.
Anna lay down, and I joined her. The sun did feel good on my skin. Anna observed, "You have such strong tan lines. I can tell you spent a lot of time riding in just a sleeveless shirt." She reached over and traced my tan lines and my muscles with her fingers. Her touch was loving and electric.
An older couple strolled by, their nudity taken for granted and nothing that invited voyeurism. A hundred feet behind them came two beautiful young co-eds as naked as jaybirds; I had to roll onto my stomach lest I embarrass myself.
Anna surprised me after they were out of earshot, "I'd fuck either one of them ... or both." I looked at her, and her eyes were following the girls as they continued their stroll away from us, their cute asses oscillating just the way they're supposed to when you're that age. After the temptation had passed, I rolled onto my back again.
I mumbled under my breath, "So would I." Anna laughed.
Anna stroked my abs after I lay back on the towel. "You are in great shape." She allowed her hand to droop so it just grazed my tumescent penis. I responded, but tried to ignore the taunt, as well as her seductive nude body in arm's reach.
I said, "I work at it - mind, body, and spirit." After I paused, I asked, "Do you meditate? This seems like an ideal place for it: being totally natural - no clothing, the sounds of the ocean and the birds, and the warmth of the sun even on a chilly day."
Anna nodded and sat up. She faced the water, crossed her legs in the lotus position, extended her arms to her knees, gazed out at the water, and slipped into a trance-like state. I repeated the process and joined her, soon oblivious to all but the sparkling water on the horizon, and for a while I wasn't even sure if we were on this planet or in this lifetime.
Later, we walked the beach, returned to our clothing, dressed, and went back to Anna's home. We ended the afternoon, with a long, leisurely love-making session.

* * * * *

As we dressed for dinner, Anna said in a kittenish manner, "By the way, did I tell you that I have a surprise or two for you this evening?"
In my most suspicious voice, I said, "Nooooo?"
Anna said, "Well, on our way to dinner, we have to run an errand."
The errand took us to San Diego International Airport. I felt totally puzzled as Anna pulled her car curbside in front of the United Airlines terminal. She only grinned at me in response to my questions about why we were there; but I guessed someone I knew was about to arrive. Ten minutes later, Lauren came through the doors. Anna and I hopped out and waved.
Lauren saw us, and ran, putting her arms around both of us and kissing us madly. I noticed a special familiarity between the two women, but knew they hadn't seen each other since Karen's funeral in February.
As Anna and Lauren hugged and talked briefly about Lauren's trip, I collected her two bags and put them in the truck of Anna's car.
Anna took us to the Club Lounge, one of the bars at the nearby Sheraton adjacent to the airport. Below us, a thousand boats of all sizes and shapes were moored at the Harbor Island Marina. The scene was spectacular.
As we sat there, waiting for the cocktails we ordered, my eyes suddenly bulged out of my head: Kim Hume walked towards our table with a smile on her face.
I almost caused a scene with my loud voice, "KIM!"
We were on each other a second later, a flurry of hugs and kisses and words about missing each other, and loving each other. I finally was able to ask her, "What are you doing here?"
Anna stood beside us, looking very proud of herself. She said, "I knew this was someone important to you, and I wanted Kim here to celebrate the new you and the end of your road trip. Your emails always talked so eloquently about Kim mentoring you that I knew this week would be incomplete without her."
I hugged both women to me. I was almost speechless. Lauren and Kim hit it off instantly, and I had the odd feeling they'd already talked or met. I had so many questions for Kim, and so much I needed to talk to her about. Second, only to Crystal, Kim had been the person that helped mold the 'new me.' I reflected back repeatedly on the days we spent in Wisconsin, and our conversations where she helped me with so many issues in my life.
After our drinks, Anna indicated that we should think about dinner. I settled the tab, collected Kim's luggage from the concierge, and loaded it into Anna's car. Kim had flown her own jet into Lindberg Field and gotten a ride from the general aviation terminal to the nearby hotel.
Anna took a couple of back roads leaving the hotel - roads that wove back into the main airport. As we drove past the arrival ramps, she pulled over and stopped again. I questioned Anna, but she just pointed. Crystal and Ellen walked to the car, each only carrying a purse, attaché case, and a small suitcase.
Again I was totally shocked. I looked at Anna and said in a pleased tone, "You set this all up? You devil." I kissed her hard. In the back seat, Lauren and Kim were laughing.
Anna laughed too, and in that instant I caught a glimpse of my rebellious teenage sister. She said, "I have some reasons, and you'll know all of them in a day or so. They've already stayed at the house a few nights. Most of their luggage is already there."
I probed, "Come on, share at least one of your plans with me."
Anna answered with a lilt in her voice, "Well, for one, the five of us wanted to celebrate the end of your road trip. What you did was amazing - just under eight months to visit forty-eight states. You did a lot of good as you went along. You are phenomenal."
I got out of the car to hug and kiss Crystal and Ellen. I'd said goodbye to Crystal only six days earlier in Reno; believing she was flying back to Nashville. After I hugged and firmly kissed her sister, Crystal explained that when she'd left me in Reno, she'd flown to see Anna. Ellen joined them the same day; and then yesterday before I had arrived, she and Ellen had flown to Los Angeles for some meetings at Sony Entertainment.
Anna made me drive and she got into the front passenger's seat. When we were all in the car, Lauren got a lecherous look and added to Anna's earlier statement. "Yes, we're here to celebrate the end of your road trip." She looked contrite, "I was right; you were wrong. You actually fucked your way across the entire country just the way I predicted. So, did you keep count the way I asked? How many pussies have you been in since you left Dillon?"
In a whisper I said, "Eighty."
Lauren and Anna did a high five across the front seat. Lauren turned back to me, "See I told you. I assume you learned a few things here and there, at least your emails indicated you did. I can't wait to fuck the 'new' you." She looked at Kim and added, "And you too. From what Jim wrote, I gather you had a lot to do with his 'education.'"
Kim laughed and nodded. She was new to these women, but they all knew from my emails and calls what an important role she'd played in my life.
I looked sheepish. Try as I might, I couldn't coax any further information from any of them. The more they talked the more obvious it became that the five had obviously collaborated by telephone and taken a vow of silence on certain topics. As we drove, Anna did assure me that no one else would be arriving for the week.
As we drove, from the backseat, Crystal asked me rather bluntly from the back seat, "Did you fuck her yet? Did you do Anna? Is she one of your 'eighty'?"
Before I could respond, Anna said to her, "Yes, I'm the last one, and he's as good as you said he'd be." Her openness indicated that the four new arrivals were obviously 'in' on our incestuous plans and behavior.
I added to divert the conversation slightly, "This is heaven. All my favorite people are within arm's reach."
Anna had me drive us to a restaurant called Bertrand at Mister A's. Located on the twelfth floor of a modern building downtown, the view to the Pacific and up and down the coast stole the show, even in the darkness of the evening.
We laughed, and the five of them teased me incessantly about little habits I had that each of them called out. Anna would ask the others some silly question, such as, "Does he always scratch his tummy after sex?" The other four would laugh uproariously as one or another gave an imitation of that 'fault' or introduce another. I have broad shoulders, and laughed right along with them.
The whole dinner was foreplay. No one announced anything; it was clear that sex was on everyone's mind, even Crystal whom I'd left only six days earlier was horny again, but she was always horny. Given our sex drives, you would think that we'd all rush through the meal, but we didn't. We savored every morsel of food, appreciated the wine, shared a dessert in a sexy way, and allowed the anticipation among us to grow.

* * * * *

I drove the car back to Anna's. I noticed how Lauren cuddled Crystal on one side of the backseat of the car, while Kim and Ellen snuggled together on the other side. Crystal lay back against Lauren and purred as one of Lauren's hand wormed its way inside Crystal's top to stroke her breasts. From the passenger seat, Anna noticed too, and she smiled at me as though I was in on some conspiracy among the six of us. Lauren, Crystal, and Ellen had developed a sexual relationship when we had an orgy in Crystal's tour bus in Indianapolis, but that left me puzzled about Kim and Ellen, and the looks of endearment Anna shared with the others.
Between the five women, there was never any doubt that we would all make love, and would all sleep together in some way. After travel bags were brought in, we started in the private and dimly lit living room with kisses all around, everyone for everyone else.
My sister surprised me with how forward she could be with Lauren, and then Crystal, Ellen, and Kim. The five women slowly removed the clothing from each other, occasionally paying attention to me. As nudity became the norm, Crystal nudged my sister to the sofa and had her sit so her pussy hung over the edge of the cushion. Crystal was on her immediately, her talented tongue sloshing around my sister's cunt. I got an instant erection just watching the pair.
Before I could determine what to do, Lauren had me sit next to Anna, and then she straddled me, steering my steel rod into her pussy. I've heard some men say about fucking women, 'They're all alike.' In my new and extensive experience, they are not at all alike any more than we all look alike. There are a billion subtle differences: their tightness, the feel of their interior muscles, the smoothness and texture of the walls, the juices, and the smells, how she writhes and moves during sex, the way her cunt flexes as you piston in and out, and her reactions to an orgasm. The men who say women are the same, have never taken the time to really savor the experience of intercourse with their partners.
I savored Lauren; it had been five months since we'd made love, and we both wanted each other. I whispered how much I loved her as we fucked, and she reciprocated. This was raw lust tempered with feelings of tenderness and passion for each other. I said, 'I love you' to her. I'd never said those words to her before. Tears came to her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. She stared into my eyes for a full minute and then kissed me with renewed passion. "Oh, God, Jim ... so loving ... so perfect. I love you too."
This was the union of two souls - mind, body, and spirit. Lauren knew for sure with those three words that I loved her and not some fantasy about my late wife that I wanted to live out with her because they'd been near lookalikes and act alikes. I looked deep into her eyes so she knew for sure how I felt about her. I had promised her that when I told her that I loved her that it would be her and not some vision of her sister I'd be trying to preserve. Lauren hugged me to her in a tender way to indicate that she understood every nuance of what had just transpired between us.
At one point, Anna pulled Lauren down to her and the pair French kissed for several moments while Crystal continued to lap at Anna's cunt. The pair moaned in their pleasure of being sexed so closely with others. Anna said to Lauren, "Do you love me too?"
Lauren kissed Anna passionately, and said, "Yes, and you know it."
Crystal came up and joined in the kissing, and I heard more sweet words of love being passed around; I joined in too. These were three women I loved.
I looked around to see where Kim and Ellen were. Kim sat in a dining room chair as Ellen knelt in front of her, aggressively eating out her new lover. Kim's eyes were closed, and she had a look of bliss on her face as she stroked Ellen's hair.
After Lauren enjoyed an earth-moving orgasm, I indicated I needed to change partners. I joined Ellen in front of Kim, and soon we were on Anna's bed with my cock buried deep inside Kim, as my sister straddled Kim's head to enjoy her masterful cunnilingus. Later, when Kim and I were alone making love, I whispered how much I loved her, and she repeated the inspiring words back to me. I felt so glad that she was here in my arms again.
Kim knew she was the woman who had broken through the hard shell I'd put up after Karen died. She'd been the first woman I said 'I love you' to. I knew she loved me as well and would always be my friend, mentor, and lover.
Ellen and I made love too, and for the first time I used those three magic words with her- 'I love you.' Ellen said she loved me too, yet she understood the strange dynamics of being in my sister's home with other women whom I also loved and who loved me. She'd shared me before, and we'd also had our alone time when we created our sustaining relationship. Yet, when I told Ellen I loved her, her eyes also got teary and I got a tight hug of severe gratitude; she said, "Oh, Jim. If you only knew how much I've wanted to hear those words from you." She kissed me hard.
Just before Ellen's orgasm, Crystal came and made love to her sister. The sweet interaction reminded me of the new relationship I'd forged with Anna, and that alone made me feel good. Later, the sisters changed places and I made love to Crystal.
An hour later, the six of us lay in Anna's large bed, tightly packed together, but relishing the skin-to-skin contact the limited real estate forced upon us, the excess ejaculation fluids from several of us, and the sweet aromas of satisfying sex. At least temporarily, we were sexually sated.
Anna floated six feet off the ground in her afterglow. I'd pummeled her with my cock for about twenty minutes as the others created pleasure for each other. I commented to Anna, "Given that you'd not met Crystal or Ellen or Kim and only saw Lauren at two funerals, you warmed up fast?" My statement was really a question.
Anna's languorous voice said, "Oh, I've been together with them before. I just didn't think we should tell you until now."
Brilliant conversationalist that I am, I said, "What?"
Anna laughed, "Lauren and I connected at family events when we first met nine years ago. We got together at your wedding, and then at mom's funeral, and even around Karen's funeral; this isn't the first time we've had sex. We've missed each other being a continent apart, but we've kept in touch across the miles."
Her revelation shocked me a little, not that the three had created a sexual relationship, but that I'd never known about it - never even sensed it. Somehow, I'd gotten the notion in my head that my sister was as chaste and rigid in her sexual mores as our parents had been and as I had been up until my trip started. Instead, I now knew that she practiced the principles of being what one writer called an 'ethical slut' who loved and had sex on her own terms and not based on someone else's rules.



Lauren gave me a silly little grin, "That was one of the things I wanted to tell you ... and the one last thing I needed to tell you about Karen. We agreed a few minutes ago that you should know."
I said, "I don't understand. What does Karen have to do with the two of you?"
Anna said softly, "She was with us - seven years ago, around the time you got married, and later around your mother's passing and service. We three made love - had a sexual relationship."
Lauren nodded at the truth of the statement.
"Please, tell me more." Now, I would hear the details of the last of the secrets that Lauren alluded to months earlier. Amazingly, I felt curiosity but not the gut-wrenching feelings I'd gotten when Lauren first disclosed some of Karen's secrets to me.
I caught Kim studying me, watching how I was responding. She smiled as she saw my muted reaction of curiosity. She had helped me work through the issues around Karen's secrets, and how to treat them as 'old news.'
Lauren said shyly, "Before your wedding to Karen, Anna and I met in the midst of all the preparations. We had an instant rapport, and somehow we immediately knew what the other wanted ... a more intimate and sexual relationship between each of us."
Anna said in a confessional tone, "We made some time alone for ourselves at our motel. I even moved my room so I could be next to Lauren's; we had a connecting door between the rooms. Lauren already was having a sapphic relationship with Karen, so she brought her along to our first trysts. We all got really close, really fast, knowing at the time that we'd be separating for different corners of the country. Jim, it was beautiful." Tears came to Anna's eyes.
I must have gasped. Kim, Ellen, and Crystal looked at me with interest.
Anna jumped in again, "When Mom passed away, and the family gathered for the memorial services and funeral, we decided to be together again as much as we could, so, if you recall, Lauren and I stayed with Karen and you at your apartment for another week."
Lauren said more casually, "You'd go off to work in the morning, and Karen, Anna, and I would make love all day."
I said in amazement, "And, Karen participated?"
Lauren and Anna spoke simultaneously and with the same word, "Passionately! She loved us, and we loved her." They both had tears in their eyes.
Anna spoke softly, "When Karen died, you lost a dear wife, Lauren lost her sister and lover, and I lost a lover. We cried for our losses too, and we've also worked at healing these past months. Some of the healing has been helped by your journey. We've lived vicariously through your journey and your transformation; by reading your emails, and watching you get through your loss, we got through ours. Although we couldn't go with you, we were with you in spirit. Having each other to hold onto across the miles helped too. We held our arms open to you too; however, you wanted to deal with your grief in your own way."
I said to Anna, "And you, Crystal, and Ellen?"
Anna smiled and said, "Crystal called me from Reno after you'd gotten rid of that photographer. I invited her to come down and be here when you arrived. The two of us cooked up that all the women you love the most should be here, so she got Ellen to come from Nashville. We spent a few days together before they had to go up to LA for meetings. We ... got very close to each other."
Crystal added, "Sony wanted to talk to me about doing a movie. They want you to do one too, although I think we might be in different films at first. Ellen sat in the meetings as your representative. No real decisions were made, but she has pages of notes from the brainstorming sessions we had about our taking major roles in various kinds of pictures. We talked a lot about more albums and singles too. There are great plans afoot. Sony loves both of us."
Ellen nodded in agreement, and added, "Our first night here, we started to talk about girl-on-girl encounters and incest since Crystal and I have had a long relationship, and one thing led to another, and so the three of us made love with each other. We now have 'feelings' for each other - a natural outgrowth of what we shared."
I turned to Kim, "And, how'd you get involved, a call from Crystal or Anna?"
Kim shook her head. "More than that; after we spent that long weekend in Milwaukee, I wanted to meet the object of your incestuous desire. I had a meeting out here in San Diego about two weeks later. You'd mentioned your sister's name, so it was easy to make contact. Anna and I also ended up spending a weekend together - talking - especially about the two of you establishing a sexual relationship, connecting with each other ... and then making love. That was about four months ago. We've kept in touch since, visiting again about a month ago, ... and also, as Ellen put it, 'have feelings for each other.'"

* * * * *

A heavy fog had settled over San Diego overnight, and dew sat heavily on the lawn. I sat on Anna's back deck meditating in what would have been the dawn. Anna, Lauren, Crystal, Ellen, and Kim were still in bed together, asleep, and delightfully naked with arms and legs entwined in romantic and sexy ways with each other.
As I ended my meditation, Kim came out the back door, closing it carefully so as not to wake the others inside. She was beautifully naked in the chilly air, and ignored the possibility that several of Anna's neighbors might see her. I held my arms up to her and she came and sat in my lap.
Kim cuddled into me and said, "You handled all those revelations last night with remarkable grace." I could tell she was waiting for me to say something about what Lauren and Anna had shared with me about my late wife Karen and them, as well as all the connections with Anna before yesterday.
I chuckled, "A year earlier, I would have come unglued. The three of them probably did the right thing by not telling me earlier." After thinking for another moment, I added, "You helped move me to a new place, along with Crystal, Ellen, and Lauren, and others. Now, I can smile and think how nice and erotic it must have been for them - for you. I'm feeling glad they had that time together, particularly Karen - that she found other people besides me, like Anna and her sister who loved her and shared their passion with her."
Behind us, we heard someone else emerge from the house. Anna came into sight, also nude. She said, "We all hurt when Karen died." Anna cuddled in beside me, and leaned against me. I wrapped an arm around her and Kim extended her naked legs across Anna's bare lap.
I said to Anna, "I didn't know; you never gave me a hint that you deeply felt her loss too."
Lauren stepped out on the patio, looked up at the foggy sky, waved a hand in the air to sample the temperature, and sniffed the air. She vocalized what the rest of us were probably thinking, "You guys are nuts. It's cold out here; come on inside."
We had a sexy breakfast - sexy in that few clothes were worn. Afterwards, we somehow drifted back to the bedroom and further sex play. We lounged around the bedroom appreciating each other's bodies, constantly smoothing and feeling, and enjoying being felt. We kissed a lot, seeking gratification but more important communicating the closeness and love we felt for each other. We had a contest about who had the prettiest pussy, but after viewing, tasting, and sniffing, we judiciously declared a five-way tie. I did win the best cock in the house contest.
When we'd ended our morning romp lying in two clusters on the bed, I held Anna and Kim, and Crystal held Ellen and Lauren.
Anna said, "I should probably share another little secret with you, and please don't get mad with the parties involved. After your foursome in Branson with Crystal, Ellen, and Terry, you started to send me your erotic emails. What you didn't know was that Lauren had shared your earliest emails with me, starting from when you two connected, when you went to Pennsylvania, and then when you met Kim, and beyond that right up to connecting with Crystal and Ellen, and then Branson. I got all the news about how you were screwing your way across the country." She gave me a teasing glance.
I just shook my head with a laugh. These were naughty and sexually enthusiastic women.
Lauren went and hugged Crystal; she said to me, "Even before I connected with you two in Indianapolis, I could tell you were madly in love with Crystal. You didn't know it, but it came through in you writing - how you talked about her, the words you used. Ellen too. I thought it was cool, and I passed my observations on to Anna."
Anna said, "So, as a good sister, I called the girlfriend - Crystal - and we started to talk ... a lot. Lauren and Ellen joined in our calls sometimes, and we'd get a good four-way hen party going on the phone. We talked about you and your sexual adventures a lot, as well as other stuff - about ourselves and girl stuff. Kim got added to our circle. We were concerned about you - how you were coping with your grief, how you were dealing with the rapid changes to your sexuality, and whether you were walling yourself off from ever having loving relationships again."
Kim said, "I wanted to be with you so badly after you left me in Florida ... and then you got shot, and had a few other adventures such as meeting Crystal and getting into country music. My schedule was crazy, but suddenly I saw we could get together in Milwaukee. I leapt at the opportunity, and we had that beautiful time together. More important, we got to talk about all the things going on in your life and the things bothering you. I think I helped you a lot, at least you said I did in your emails and phone calls. My heart was breaking that I couldn't just hold you constantly until all the bad stuff in your life stopped. I couldn't; you had to make the resolutions happen for yourself or inside yourself."
After a pause, Crystal added, "Ellen started to be more involved with all of us too, from right after Indianapolis. We agreed with Anna and Lauren to keep our contact a secret until we could be together here in California. There are so many connection points between all of us ... I mean besides you - interests, values, hobbies, and more." She rolled over next to me, one of her breasts coming to rest against the side of my chest and her erect nipple stimulating my thinking.
Anna said, "I got first-hand reports of what you two were doing, and Crystal is very good about providing details, sometimes better than you." A lustful grin came my way.
"Details?" I asked.
"The details were about your lovemaking prowess, your techniques, and your journey into your new body."
I said, "Wait, what do you mean 'my journey into my new body'?"
The five of them chuckled. Lauren spoke for them, "Jim, I've known you for almost ten years - from when you started to date my sister. Today, you are such a different person than you were then - than you were only nine months ago. You've changed your beliefs, opinions, perspective, and attitudes about most of what goes on around you, particularly in relationships, sex, and love."
Anna said, "Think of how far you've come since you started your trip: you developed a relationship with your sister-in-law, a woman you know enjoys wild sexual experiences. By your own count you've fucked eighty new partners since you left Dillon, most of whom would have been happy to have you around the rest of their lives. You found true love with Crystal, Ellen, Kim, Lauren, and probably Summer, and maybe others. You now have a loving and sexual relationship with your own sister - who, I might add, is very happy about that. You participated in straight sex, group sex, incest, exhibitionism, voyeurism, threesomes, foursomes, orgies, gangbangs, lesbian sex, deflowering sex, and probably various fetishes. You're open to try about anything in the sexual arena, at least once. A year ago, if it weren't sex in the bedroom in the missionary position you probably were shocked." Anna giggled.
I had to blush that she was pretty accurate in her assessment.
Lauren said, "Oh, and you've added all sorts of things to your foreplay techniques: dancing, cuddling, that thing you do with liqueur, oral sex, anal sex, your magic fingers, DP, and that kind of kinky stuff too. I can hardly wait for the full experience."
Anna changed direction, "Your personality changed too. You're not afraid to express your passion, yet you are so romantic - you turned me on so since you arrived, and I could tell it was your basic nature. You're more self-confident, more in tune with your emotions and needs. But you're also a nicer person and more empathetic; and you listen more - last night I thought you hung on every word any of us said. You think of others more. You have more of a sense of humor, and I can attest first hand that you are generous."
Ellen added, "I have to admit that besides all that, I'm a sucker for the physical package. You're sexy. You have a natural but casual sense of style that I just love. You're hunky and handsome, and you stay fit. You're making me a better person because of your exercise regime. I love you."
Crystal added, "You've changed your job, taken up a new career, and based on what I saw in Reno, you're rapidly becoming comfortable entertaining in front of a large audience including several million viewers. I knew at the start it was uncomfortable for you and that the crowds terrified you, but you still put yourself out there and tried - and you were good! You also have worked hard to get even better - practicing your guitar, writing new songs, and practicing the old ones."
Lauren said, "You also did some heroic things on your journey that proved you are aware of the needs of others, such as rescuing that farmer from his burning barn, saving those kids, stopping that rape - and even getting shot in Alabama. You rescued that detective in South Dakota, and kept that lovely farm girl safe during that tornado in Kansas. Lover, you are every woman's wildest dream - and here you are, recuperating from satisfying the five of us in every way possible." She leaned over and kissed me.
Crystal reminded me, "You've also gone through major spiritual transformations too. When you started your trip you didn't meditate, and now you are accomplished at it and doing it takes you to a different plane. You saw love as uni-dimensional, and now you see it as a spiritual union of people's minds, bodies, and spirits. The old you would never have done the Sedona vortices or the sweat lodge, and never would have gotten the deep spiritual experiences from them the way you did. Tama even said you have the roots of being a shaman inside you. What a powerful part of your transformation and rebirth.
Anna said, "We wanted to celebrate your rebirth, and this is another one of the reasons we're here."
Lauren added, "I know you about died when Karen did. Reflecting back on the past year, we think an old and worn out version of Jim Mellon did die when she did. He's gone. This isn't to diminish the grief you felt or the pain you felt, but out of that crucible of pain and anguish came this new you, and we all love it - we all love you." Lauren choked up a little as she talked, and then she came and hugged me with tears in her eyes.
Trying to lighten the tone of what had been said, Anna declared, "Tomorrow, when the sun is out and the weather is warmer, the six of us are going back to Black Beach for a special ceremony to celebrate all this." Kim, Lauren, and Crystal looked at each other, in a way that made me think that something else would happen at the beach besides my 'birthing day' celebration. My interest was peaked so I prepared myself to roll with the events as they unfolded.

* * * * *

Anna knew San Diego weather well. The next day the sun brightened the entire coast, and temperatures rose back into the upper sixties, a rare occurrence for December. In direct sun, it felt warmer than that. Anna commented that this time when we went to the beach we'd be better prepared for cooler temperatures than we experienced at the beach a few days earlier.
In late afternoon, the four of us walked one of the trails winding down to the Black Beach, each of us carrying part of our beach paraphernalia. The beach was sparsely populated again, so we had a lot of space to ourselves. Lauren and I erected a portable lean-to that captured the slanted rays of the winter sun, and helped to warm the occupants. Anna setup a small, portable propane heater that we put in the lean-to; it generated a flow of heat that seemed to stay inside the cabana that made up the sides of our shelter. Only then, did the six of us strip. Although we'd had a sexual day, our nudity still elicited a few lusty feelings while bringing us closer together.
Anna arranged us in a circle at the edge of the lean-to. She led us in a short meditation about life, death, and rebirth. We were silent for a few moments as we each centered on the moment and our presence in that time and space with each other.
Anna ended our reflection, and from a cooler Kim had carried down, she produced a small layer cake that had been pre-cut into six pieces. Lettering on the cake read, "Jim - Welcome to your New Life." She presented the cake to me in honor of my rebirth, and gave me a small scroll tied in a red ribbon - a certificate of rebirth signed by the five women I loved. I detected that it had been done after our discussion the day before because many positive attributes written in the text were the same ones talked about. Anna got six candles lit, one on each piece, and I blew them all out. She served, and we all started to eat our slices, and I expressed my appreciation that the women whom I loved had shown up for my new birthing day. I kissed each of them.
Lauren talked about how the road trip had been like a pregnancy and birth - my rebirth. Amid a bunch of orgasms and a lot of pain, I'd grown and changed a little every day. I'd eventually left the womb of my old life, picked the women in the circle as my earth mothers, and gestated to be reborn as the 'New Jim.' Anna, Crystal, Ellen, Kim, and Lauren came and tenderly kissed me and told me they loved me. Now, I was the one getting choked up.
When we'd each had a few bites, Anna extracted a more formal framed certificate from one of the backpacks. It was a fancy document with an embossed gold seal behind Plexiglas, also signed by the five of them that attested to my 'Successful and sexual 12,500 mile journey through the lower forty-eight states.' The background of the page showed a map with my route. The center of the certificate contained a photograph of me sitting on the fully loaded 1988 Harley Davidson Heritage Softail with the rim of the Grand Canyon in the background. Crystal had taken the picture only two weeks earlier. The sexy silhouettes of women's nude bodies resided in each corner and on the top of the certificate. I had to laugh in appreciation at the creative certificate as well as the whole 'ceremony.'
Lauren affirmed that my trip and the certificate were proof positive that I'd left a good chunk of the grief over losing Karen behind, and could now appreciate the moments Karen had to share with me - with all of us that knew her.
Lauren said a little more solemnly, "We have one last thing to do here, but it has to be done at the Ocean's edge by you." She led us to the water gesturing to a small pouch around her neck. I guessed what we were about to do.
The six of us stood in a circle holding hands, the cold water of the Pacific circling in eddies around our feet as we stood on the blackened sand. Lauren then pulled my last envelope of Karen's ashes from the pouch that hung around her neck. "Jim, we know you've spread Karen's ashes in every state along your journey ..." Her voice cracked, she sobbed once, and tears started to flow down her cheeks. Her mouth grimaced and she couldn't talk. She put her head down and shook her head to try to regain control.



Also teary, Anna spoke where Lauren left off; "We all loved Karen, ... and we hope you don't mind us being here when you spread the last of her ashes. I picked up your last envelope off the dresser this afternoon." Her voice had a plaintive tone.
I found myself choked up. I whispered and gasped, "No. No, I'm glad you're all here with me. Sometimes when I spread the ashes along my trip, I had someone else with me. Crystal was there often."
Crystal nodded and spoke, "I felt your involving me was such a privilege, and such a gesture of love to me ... and to Karen." Now, she choked up too, "I hope, as long as I live, I can be loved by you as much as you loved Karen." She squeezed my hand tightly in hers and tried to smile at me.
Ellen snuffled and nodded in agreement. Kim stood with tears in her eyes.
Anna sniffled and said, "Me too." She squeezed my other hand.
Lauren echoed, "Me too."
Crystal threw her arms around me, and I felt her tears on my chest. Anna, Kim, Ellen, and Lauren came into our hug as well. The six of us cried for a minute. Our tears blended together in the love we felt for Karen, and the love we felt for one another.
As we started to pull apart, I looked at Lauren; she looked so much like her sister had - beautiful and angelic. In that instant, I felt something different, a special presence that touched my soul. A gust of warm, loving air, where there had been none a second earlier, briefly swept over us. I looked around as though to see who was there, but what caught my eye were rays of the setting sun radiating warmth in all directions.
Lauren handed me the small envelope of ashes. A warm, light off-shore breeze, barely detectable, welcomed the last act of our grief. I took a step further into the Ocean, faced my naked body to the setting sun, and opened the envelope.
I held the last envelope high and let the breeze carry the last of Karen's ashes into the sea.

* * * * *

The six of us watched as the ashes disappeared into the ocean's waves. We stood there in silence until the sun had set on Black Beach, and the temperature began dropping rapidly. The six of us then hurried back to the cabana and scrambled to get dressed, fold up our beach gear, and hike back to the car. We had said our goodbyes to Karen and it was now time to let her rest in peace. It was now time that we got on with our lives, taking comfort in the fact we had an angel looking over our shoulders.
We found a nice restaurant on the coast highway right by another large marina. We had an animated conversation about each of our futures, paying attention to how and when we could all be together more often. For Crystal, Ellen, and me that was no problem because our lives would be entwined in Crystal and my music careers, and maybe some movies.
After dinner, we stood outside the restaurant waiting for the valet to bring our car to the entrance. I noticed Crystal had a mischievous smile on her face.
"What are you thinking, Honey?" I asked.
Crystal said with a smirk, "Why, Jim, it's been a month since you saved Liz from her car wreck, and you haven't saved anybody since, nor had some disaster befall you like that tornado."
I laughed, "So, you're thinking it's time for some new damsel in distress to need rescuing? Maybe now that the road trip has ended, all that kind of stuff has ended too. I sure hope it has."
Crystal laughed, "I doubt your fate has changed. Something will happen, just you watch. I can feel it - maybe just the way Tama can."
"Like what?"
"I haven't the foggiest idea, but something will happen soon - very soon; I'm sure of it." Crystal showed me her goose bumps on her arm - proof of her premonition. She rubbed her arm and gave me a look that portended exciting events in my future. I could even feel the vibrations.

The End of Road Trip

A follow-on novel entitled Crystal Clear has also been written and published on this website. It is published under the author's other pseudonym, Romantic1 - along with a number of other stories. Enjoy.



        