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Orchid Ch. 00

Gill sighed as he walked around his car. He hadn't meant to slam the door that hard, and he didn't like to think of himself as the kind of man who took his frustrations out on others. His car was certainly not one of the sources of that frustration, but, admittedly, he was only human. Mentally, he apologized.



The indifferent teen behind the counter neither looked up from his phone nor removed his earbuds as Gill entered the convenience store. At first he thought they were alone but, as Gill ambled his way to the altar of carbonated offerings, he did a double-take. A pretty, pink-haired girl in an extremely short skirt crouched thoughtfully with her fingers poised over several sugary sweets in the candy aisle. She peered back at him as he walked by. Her shoulder length hair, straight and parted in the middle, was tucked behind her ear on one side.



He walked along the doors, passing the prominent Coke and Pepsi displays. Gill was a Dr. Pepper man, always had been. He grabbed a 20 oz, and sighed as he walked back to the register. He hadn't meant to slam the glass door either.



"Excuse me," Gill said, but the boy behind the counter didn't look up from his phone. "Excuse me."



"What are you doing?" the girl asked, leaning to see around the end of the aisle. She had a rough voice, gritty. It seemed wrong for her thin frame, but it suited her eyes in a way Gill couldn't quite put his finger on.



"...I just want to pay for my pop and go."



The girl grinned incredulously. "Why?"



"Why... do I want to pay for my pop?"



"Yeah." She bounced to her feet and joined him. "He doesn't care, and it's his ass on the line." She casually unwrapped the chocolate bar in her hand and took a bite. Her lips parted with every chew, and the baby blue nub of her tongue piercing kept catching Gill's eye. "Why should you care?"



Gill smiled ruefully as he pulled out his wallet.



"Five bucks?!"



"What?"



The girl shook her head, snatching the bill off the counter with inhuman quickness. Gill's eyes followed the money until she shoved it inside her bra, glancing away with a blush. She was young. Much younger than him, even if she did at least look 18. "I'm keeping this," she said with a meaningful look, "to teach you a lesson."



"Oh?" Gill turned toward her and folded his arms across his chest, fully aware of how much broader he was. "And what lesson is that?"



"Well obviously I can't tell you what it is," she said with exaggerated patience, smiling sweetly. "You wouldn't learn anything, aaaaaaand you'd be less inclined to give me a ride?"



Gill chuckled as he watched her turn the charm on full blast. Eyelashes batted. Face turned slightly down and away for that Facebook selfie angle. A picture of absolute innocence that barely came up to his shoulder. Her eyes seemed to twinkle. "That is the strangest way anyone has ever asked me for a lift."



"Did it work?" She winced slightly, biting her lip and turning the charm to 11.



"Oh my god, stop! You're gonna blow a fuse!"



The girl laughed musically. "It worked!"



"I didn't say yes.".



"Yeah, but yer gunna," she sang confidently, as she walked around him toward the door. Gill arched an eyebrow and looked back at the attendant, who he was shocked to find staring at him.



"Dude," the kid said, "what are you waiting for?" Gill's mouth hung open. He slowly reached for his soda, his arm moving in fits and bursts while he gauged the teen's reaction. "Go!"



"Thanks?" Gill said, as he turned.



The girl was waiting outside, facing away as she stood on the edge of the curb. She wore white sneakers with bright pink coloring on the inside and laces. The pink matched her socks and one of the supporting colors in her plaid, pleated skirt that just managed to reach mid-thigh. She was wearing a black hoodie above that, but he thought he'd seen a white button-down shirt underneath it earlier. The pink-dyed color of her hair was almost the same color too, muted by what he guessed was a week's worth of showers. Not that he really knew anything about how long hair dye lasted.



He tilted his head as he walked through the door, categorizing his attraction to her. She wasn't his normal type. Gill had always pined for the cheerleaders. The bombastic blonde with the nice rack. The smile that could put the sun to shame. The low cut shirt and the come hither eyes. Pink girl, which is what he was calling her in his head, had nice legs. Pale, yes, but smooth. Like milk. Underneath her skirt, Pink girl seemed to have a nice ass. Gill had never thought of himself as an ass man.



And yet, as she turned and smirked at him over her shoulder, there was something indescribable about her. She had... presence.



"Let me guess. You drive the Prius over there 'cus it's sensible." Very pretty face, with strong hints of cute. Her nose was pixie-ish, her smile was wide, and her eyes were very large. He knew that, sometimes, large eyes was an optical illusion girls could do with makeup, but he suspected Pink girl's eyes were a feature everyone noticed, makeup or not.



"It is sensible," Gill said, as he stepped up next to her. "Great gas milage. But no." He tilted his head to the right, and Pink girl leaned forward to look around him.



"That's a Barracuda," she stated, as if he wasn't keenly aware of what he drove. "You do not drive a Barracuda." She slowly wandered past him, eyefucking his recently-waxed muscle car. "How do you drive a Barracuda?"



"I built it," he shrugged, as he walked around to the driver side.



"That explains the arms," Pink girl murmured, just loud enough for him to hear. Gill laughed as he slid into the driver's seat. "I've seen you around town, you know. Here and there. You've always looked so nice, and I've..." She paused to giggle flirtatiously. "...I've always wanted to say hello."



Gill frowned and leaned across the center panel. "I, um—"



"Oh, this old thing?" she replied, putting her hands on the hems of her skirt and blushing. "You're too kind."



"Oh," he mumbled.



"You'll have to excuse me," she crooned, stepping up next to the car. "I can't seem to keep my hands off you. Just let me know if any of this is... uncomfortable. Or unwanted." The last, barely whisper.



"Is this really necessary?"



"I'm gonna come inside you now." Her voice, breathy and dramatic, as she gently pulled on the handle. "No no, shhhhhh. Just let it happen."



"Will you just get in the car?"



"Don't listen to him, sugar." She stroked her hand along the dash as she settled into the deep bucket seat. "He's just jealous." She squirmed lewdly in the chair, legs writhing, and sucked her lower lip between her teeth as he turned the key with extreme prejudice. "It's rude to stare."



He hadn't even realized he was staring at her legs, and he fumbled an apology that she giggled mercilessly through. "Where am I going?" he sighed.



"You know where Babylon and Kingsland is?"



Gill nodded and threw it into reverse. The massive V8 rumbled as they pulled out into the street. "Isn't that in an industrial park?"



"Yeah," she purred just loud enough to be heard, as she ran her hands over the leather seat beneath her. "This is the sexiest thing I have ever seen."



"You sure know how to make a guy feel special," Gill snarked.



"Ooooh, don't be like that," Pink girl pouted. "If it makes you feel any better, it's giving me an inferiority complex too."



"A little."



Gill leaned back as they pulled up to a red light, and his spine tingled as he realized she was staring at him. She pulled her left foot up so that the heel of her sneaker was planted on the edge of the seat. He opened his mouth to ask her to move it, but lost his train of thought while he stared at her leg again. His eyes shot forward as his mental 'I'm being creepy'-meter pinged wildly, and he swallowed hard.



"Have you ever gotten a blowjob in this thing?"



"What?" Gill sputtered. "Uhh, no? I mean... no? What?" Panic steadily rising.



"Eyes on the road, mister," she lectured, as he looked sideways at her. "Just drive." She popped off her seatbelt and curled her knees up onto the chair.



"Ahhhm," he managed, as she ducked her head underneath his right arm. "Should I..." His jeans, unbuttoned. Unzipped.



"Don't pull over, and don't stop." She parted the seam in his boxers, and his cock sprung outwards to meet her. "Just act natural. You don't want to be caught with an underage girl in your car, do you?"



"What?!" he squealed, but she was already laughing.



"Relax! I'm 19. I'll show you my license when I'm done."



"Can I see it now?"



She turned slowly and looked up at him, her eyes hungry. "Do you really want me to stop?"



Gill shook his head and mumbled, "I'm going to hell," under his breath, which elicited another giggle from Pink girl just before she laid her tongue across his head for the first time. "Y-y-you don't have to do that," he stammered. Her lips against the tip, suckling gently. "I'd have just g-given you the ride."



"I never do things just because I have to," she said in between long licks up the side. He shivered as he felt the hard end of her tongue piercing pressing into his pulsing length. "Only because I want to."



Gill's entire body stiffened as his cock slid between her lips. His senses screamed for his attention to be on her, watching and soaking this in, but his mind refused to let him look away from the road. Instead, the back of her pink head rose and fell at the bottom of his field of vision as she bobbed up and down. "I... Jesus... fuck..."



"I don't think Jesus appreciates you stringing those words together," she gasped, as she popped up for air, "but I do." He groaned loudly as she took his sensitive organ back inside the warm, wet confines of her mouth. His ears burned as he listened to the soft, contented gurgles.



Through several blocks and two left turns, he barely kept his cool. It had been a very long time, but he was proud of himself that he hadn't immediately lost it. Not only was this far and away the best blowjob he'd ever had on technique alone, but the whole whirlwind of it was setting him on fire; in his car, while driving, with a girl he'd just met, whose name he still didn't know, and-



A flash of color to his left and Gill twitched. Nestled ten yards away down a side road, a police car lay in wait. Gill grabbed the back of Pink girl's head and pushed down hard out of panic, lest her very noticeable hair appear suspiciously in his lap, but Pink girl immediately moaned. Deeply. The war being waged by discomfort, nervousness, panic, and his raging libido reached new heights as he held her there. Fuck, her lips against his groin. His guilt kicked in once they passed out of danger, and he yanked her off.



"Oh Daddy," she murmured in between gasps.



"What?  No!"



"No?" she asked, peering up at him with an innocent look that was somewhat undermined by her tongue running in circles around his swollen mushroom.



"No."



"Your call." She shrugged and smiled sweetly before going right back at it. Gill felt his throat tighten, watching her head bob faster and faster. The tiny sounds she made. The sensation of her saliva dribbling down his shaft. That fucking piercing!



"I-um... listen... I—"



"Mmmmhmmmm," she mumbled around a mouthful of cock. Pink girl pulled back and gasped, her hand stroking rapidly. "Don't worry. I had a feeling you were a little backed up. I'm prepared," she added with a devilish grin.



Gill's face and neck flushed as she worked him in and out of her mouth, pushing deeper and deeper again. He bit hard on his lip as he grabbed her hair and pushed down again, and her appreciative groans pushed him right up to the brink. His jaw fell slack as she reached up and tucked her pink locks behind her ear so he could see; her eyes pinched tight, the tiny bubbles in the saliva at the edges of her lips. She wanted to be seen. By him.



Ahead, the light turned yellow; the strain of pressing on the brakes proved one muscle contraction too many, and he loosed a guttural grunt as he stood on the pedal. He came hard. Inertia, cruel mistress that it is, thrust both of them forward against the steering wheel, and the Barracuda came to a hard, honking, tire-squealing, graceless stop 30 feet before the stop line.



"Are you ok?" Gill panted, knuckles white on the wheel.



"Let's see," she said cheerily, as she popped back into her chair and lowered the visor. "Lipstick is smeared, mascara ran a bit."



His eyes bulged when he saw a ring of her lipstick around his cock, and he squirmed in his seat while he tucked himself back in. For a moment, his mind spun its wheels as he wondered what Jennifer would think of this.



"Good news! I think I'll survive!"



"That's good to hear," he croaked, his voice failing him briefly.



"And now, as promised."



Gill had to stare at her license for several seconds before he knew what he was looking at, or remembered why he was looking at it. "How are you smiling in your license photo? I thought that was against the rules."



Pink girl laughed lightly. "You mean, how did I convince all those curmudgeons at the DMV to let me get away with it?"



"Yes."



"How did I get here in your car?" she asked.



Gill blinked, still unsure himself of how that had happened. "Everett, huh? That's a very pretty name for a girl."



"I just go by Eve," Pink girl said, nonchalantly. Eve said, he corrected mentally. Gill handed her back her license, satisfied that she was, in fact, 19. He watched her surreptitiously as she ran her tongue over her teeth in the mirror, and could think of only one thing she'd be checking for. It had almost completely gone over his head that Eve had swallowed. "It's green."



"What?"



"The light?"



Gill accidentally chirped the tires as they passed through the intersection.



"There is a lucrative career in subterfuge and espionage if this whole building cars business doesn't work out for ya," she chuckled.



"I'm a mechanic." He smiled mirthlessly as they pulled into the vast, empty parking lot at the southwest corner of Kingsland and Babylon. "I only built this one. Where am I headed from here?"



"Actually, you can just park. We'll walk from here."



"We?" he asked, as he slowed to a stop.



"You can't go yet," she whined. "You haven't learned your lesson!"



"What lesson?"



"Exactly!" She smiled brightly as she popped out onto the cracked asphalt, and then leaned back in through the open window. She bit her lip and cupped one hand inside the other. Her hoodie hung loose off her shoulders, and Gill could make out her black bra underneath the white shirt. Eyes up. "Where were you going tonight? I mean," she added after a brief pause, "am I keeping you from anything?"



"I... wasn't going anywhere," he said honestly.



"You wanna know why I really approached you?"



Gill nodded, and she gave a surprisingly serious smile.



"You seemed like you were in kind of a bad place."



"That obvious?"



She smiled sardonically. "I mean, you weren't wearing a sign or anything, but... yeah."



Gill blew out a long breath and tossed his head back into the headrest. "I had a bad day at work is all."



"Something to do with your dad?"



"Jesus," he shouted. He pulled his hands back with the intention of slamming the palms into the steering wheel, and instead just tightened and flexed his fingers. "What was that about wearing a sign?"



Eve shrugged dismissively. "I figured I had a fifty/fifty shot with the way you reacted earlier."



Gill took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. "I don't usually like going to parties."



"Don't worry! I'll make sure you have a good time."



Gill turned and stared at her, and she bounced away with a wink.



"Come on!" she shouted.



He watched her walk, sure in his mind that she was exaggerating her hip sway for his benefit, and he thought about Jennifer again.



"I knew you'd come," she said, as he jogged up next to her.



Gill shook his head, annoyed at being pegged so easily by this girl. He didn't think of himself as a complicated man, but it was still humbling to have her read him like a book. She seemed to be walking straight toward an Acme grocery store that had been closed longer than he could remember, but he was content to let her lead the way. "I work at my father's garage," he offered.



"The family business," she said, with mocking solemnity.



"Exactly." In the back of his mind he began to question himself. To question why he was telling this stranger anything at all. "I been... I been saving up money for a while now. Wanted to get out of doing that, finish up my GED, and start taking some classes for graphic design."



"Holy shit, Billy, that's awesome!" Her plainly-evident awe was bolstering. "Congratulations!"



"It's not Billy, it's Gill."



"I'm pretty sure it's Billy." They turned as they reached the walkway along the front of the store, and strode along beside the boarded-over facade. "Anyway, go on."



Gill swallowed. "My dad tells me today that we're getting a dyno at the shop." Eve blinked and tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear. "It's like two big rollers in the floor, and you park your car on it with the car wheels in between. Then you put it in drive and gun it, and the dyno tells you how fast you went."



"Um... ok?" She walked to one of the boarded-over doors and inspected the wood covering it. "I'm listening."



"He told me we-whoa!" Gill took a step back as she popped the door open. Dust blew out in its wake, swirling into the night.



Eve gave him another sly grin and disappeared into the darkness. "Keep going," she called.



"What are you doing?" Gill walked up to the doorway and stared. Behind him, a quiet clear night. A night much like the night before, sans the side trip across town. He could cut bait and be back home in plenty of time to catch Saturday Night Live. Before him, yawning pitch black, and the enchanting memory of the girl who went in first.



Gill took a deep breath and stepped into the unknown.



He could hear Eve ahead of him, sneakers scuffing across dusty tile. He kept his steps short, fearing the unseen board with a nail in it that his imagination told him must be everywhere. The floor would be littered with them once the lights turned on. That's what you get for reachin' too far. His father's voice. Know your place.



"Almost there," she called. A brief surge of panic that she was farther ahead than he'd thought, but he fought it down. The dark had never held monsters for him. "Aaaaaaaaand..."



Gill flinched when the spotty fluorescents kicked in above. "Huh," she said, as she turned back toward him. "Less than last time. Not a good sign."



His eyes adjusted slowly. The interior of the store was mostly empty except for a few decrepit shelves and a refrigerated cooler that looked to be built into the ground.



"Isn't this awesome?"



"It's something alright."



"Come oooon," she urged. "Look around!"



"At what? There's like... nothing here."



"Nothing? Or the lack of something!"



Gill frowned and turned. There was a whole lot of the lack of something.



Eve's voice echoed loudly. "I used to come here and think a lot. It's a decent metaphor for life, yanno? Open for like 50 years. Time went on, less and less people came. Reached a certain point, and got retired. Now, hardly anyone comes to see it at all. It's just... perpetuating. Or maybe stagnant? Probably one of those two," she added thoughtfully.



"Uh huh," Gill said, mostly following what she was saying as he wandered. There was a can of carrots on one of the shelves. At least, it was probably carrots. Label was pretty well faded.

"Or, uh... yanno... if you want to try and tie this into your own narrative, think of how many people worked here? How many people bled for a place like this?"



"Uh huh."



"Decades of busting your ass for a business, and twenty years down the road, do you think this dump made a difference in the world?"



"It probably provided a lot of food for people."



"Sure," she allowed. "I mean, it's not a perfect metaphor, but I'm improvising here. Work with me."



"Uh huh."



"Even, yanno, what were you talking about before? Graphic design? Art, sure. Art can... I dunno... influence people? It has that capacity. But if you think for a moment about the sheer magnitude of art that gets made every year, yanno, the volume of it all. How much of that matters in the grand scheme?"



"It is sad commentary on my parents that this is the best pep talk I've ever had."



"Well I haven't gotten to the point yet, Billy."



"It's Gill," he said, testily.



Eve rolled her eyes and grinned. "What I was sayin' before? That's all big picture stuff. Think small now. Think about the lady that worked the register there on October second, 1979. Do you think she was overcome with the futility of a dead end job? Having the best day of her life? Or do you think she probably had a day like any other, went home, and baked a meatloaf?"



"This just slipped below the speech my Peewee football coach gave before a third place game when I was 10."



"Ha ha." She smirked as she started walking again, and Gill fell right in step with her. "I'm not saying you've gotta try to live every moment with the dial set to YOLO, but... like..." She frowned for a moment, collecting her thoughts. "My point is that everyone is going to spend decades doing something. 99.99999% of us are gonna live our entire lives without doing anything that truly matters. The only thing that's left, then, is to make sure that what you do is something you wanted to do in the first place." They made their way across the waste. "Dust to dust and all that."



"Saved it with the solo," he said, nodding, and was rewarded with a booming laugh from the tiny girl. They pushed through two big swinging doors into the back area of the store. More of the same empty decay. He didn't see nothing, though. In flashes, he saw the way things could have been. The way they probably were. Pallets of food. People going about their jobs. Good days and bad.



"Hey," barked a voice. Gill whirled, his senses sharpened in the instant. "Keep it down over there."



"Hey Gary," Eve said.



A man, a bit shabby but none the worse for wear, leaned out around a pile of empty bags. "Oh, hey Eve. Been a while." She continued on away from Gary, smiling fondly, and Gill reluctantly followed. "You headed up on the roof?"



"Yup."



"New boyfriend?"



"Just a friend," she called, as they turned a corner. Gary laughed disbelievingly behind them.



"I feel like we might be going through the relationship stages in the wrong order," Gill said, very proud of himself. Wit was not his strong suit.



"Didn't hear you complaining," she said with a mild shrug.



Gill had no response to that, so he merely followed behind her as she hopped up a long flight of steps.



The door at the top opened, to his surprise, on the roof. He took another look up, awed as always by the night sky, as she kicked a rock under the door to wedge it open. She was moving differently now, he saw. With purpose. Her strides more confident. Heel planted and legs extended instead of that hip sway from before. A ground-chewing cadence. Not that this was any less sexy. Gill was surprised at how much he was staring at her legs. How focused he was on them. He'd never considered himself much of a leg man either.



She stepped over a slight rise 30 yards beyond the stairs. In his mind, Gill tried to picture distances and walls, and where he knew the grocery store to end. The waterproof sealant on the other side looked different too. He did little more than raise his eyebrow as he followed her over the warehouse adjacent, and then over another one after that.



"This is it," she said grimly, as she walked up to a hatch. Eve wiggled the toe of her shoe under a corner and lifted with her foot. "I used to work here," she explained, as she tucked her hands into the sleeves of her hoodie and proceeded down the ladder. She paused halfway down and waved her hand at him. "You might want to cover your hands too, if you can."



"There's no party, is there?"



"What are you talking about?" she said, incredulously. "Can't you hear that thumping bass?" She gave him another wink and lowered herself down to the floor. Gill sighed. His jacket fit too tightly to slip his hands inside the wrists, but he did have a pair of driving gloves.



The ladder dropped down into a well-stocked maintenance room. Hundreds of hand tools he recognized littered the expansive counter space. A forklift truck was backed in, with the propane-powered motor half disassembled. The forklift, he thought, was probably a good deal older than himself, and the intervening years had not been kind to it.



"Keep up," Eve called, and he hurried after her.



The warehouse beyond was rows and rows of... stuff. Barrels. Drums. Pallets stacked chest-high with bags. Eve was using her smartphone as a flashlight, so he could see a little, but not enough to know what was in the containers. Everything had labels, but it all looked like gibberish. Some of it was stacked twenty feet high, but every row was full, front to back.



"See that?" she said over her shoulder, pointing her phone up in the air. Gill squinted and looked, and cursed when he saw the camera pointed right at them. "Don't worry. It doesn't work. It's just there to scare you. Cus they're assholes."



"There are other ways you could have handled that," he wheezed, clutching his chest.



"The only cameras are inside. They're not interested in scaring away thieves, just scaring the shit out of their employees."



"This is breaking and entering, isn't it?"



"It's about to be a lot worse than that, but don't worry. The alarm system works just as well as the cameras. Cheap ass bastards."



"Are we just gonna, like... vandalize this place?"



"Sure," she said with a nod. "Let's go with that." There was an edge in her expression that hadn't been there before. Something in her eyes. She moved on, and he trailed in her wake.



"I worked hard," she explained. "I wasn't a perfect employee, but I worked hard." Gill's eyes roamed, taking in what he could see. Some kind of processing stations ran along one wall, but he couldn't tell what any of the machinery did. He saw some hoses, and guessed that most of it ran pneumatically but, functionally, that told him nothing.



A big information board hung near a lone incandescent bulb. He recognized a binder full of MSDS's, but a brief flip through it told him nothing. Eastern Polymer Incorporated. The name was at the top of the board, but he hadn't seen it in the low light at first. As his eyes adjusted, he spotted a Wall of Honor... and his blood ran cold as he stared at the pictures for Employee of the Month for last February and March. Big eyes, pixie nose, and a wide smile. Everett Ginsman, looking very much male.



Gill turned slowly as Eve stormed through a door, and then right back out a few seconds later with an empty jug in her hand. His hand, Gill corrected.



Fuckin' faggot. His father's voice came so quickly to mind that it startled him. How's a thing like that natural?



Gill grit his teeth as he watched Eve fill the plastic jug from a pump at the other end of the warehouse.







Parading around like that. Outta be fuckin' illegal, like it says in the Bible.



Gill had never known his father to be a religious man except when it suited him. Eve was cursing under her breath as she walked back. Gill followed her as she went back into the room she'd gone in earlier.



"Mother fuckers," she snarled, voice shaky. There was more, but it was too quiet to make out. She knelt down in front of an open cabinet, muttering incoherently, and set the jug back in a spot that seemed prepared for it. Tubing hung down for it from a machine that sat on the countertop. Gill fumed as he watched her... him... "All that shit I was saying before?"



"Yeah?" he said, icily.



"It was all bullshit." She twisted the cap on part-way, and fiddled with a loose wire hanging down. "I don't have anything figured out. I like to sound like I do, but it's all an act." Her voice was... choked. "Everything is an act, and it's all lies." She slumped a little, pink hair falling around her face. Gill looked back out at the door. Back in the direction of that Wall of Honor. Employee of the Month. Twice. And now, she was here about to burn the place down. Crying, and trying hard not to show it.



"This one's for you, Dad."



"W-what?" Her voice was muddled with tears as she looked up at him. If her mascara had run a bit before, it was ruined now.



"Nothing," he said, smiling as he crouched down. He could smell the alcohol in the jug she'd filled. There was an exhaust fan in the small space, and the covering over it was jagged and hanging crookedly. The power cord was frayed, worn thin from slipping through the covering and rubbing against the fan blades. Eve reached in and gave the jug a hard shove, splashing the walls in the small space with the flammable liquid. She jammed the exposed wire inside the fan covering, and closed the cabinet.



"Come on," she said, as she stood and walked to the door. Gill walked through and waited, turning to look at the Wall of Honor again. The smile was the same, just like in the license photo. Eve flicked the light switch on just inside the door, and then off again. Brief light flooded the warehouse through the open door, along with a loud woooosh. She was so full of determination as she walked away, and Gill couldn't help but relate.



Back through the warehouse. Back up the ladder. Back across the rooftops. The city was quiet. Nothing coming or going. She kicked the rock loose, and they went back down the long staircase into the abandoned grocery store.



"Get the lights on your way out," Gary grumbled.



"I will," Eve replied, still moving at a brisk pace, "but it might get a little noisy tonight."



Gary said something else in reply, but they had already moved out of earshot. Gill jogged over to the door and backed it open while Eve flipped off the lights. Once out into the parking lot, they fast walked back to his car and drove off. After leaving the grocery store, Eve only said one word. A place Gill knew, and had no trouble getting them to.



***



"Thank you," Eve said quietly, as they sat on the hood of his Barracuda. The fire was visible now, although it only looked like a struck match from the distant hilltop they were parked on. "I didn't really... I didn't plan for that."



"It looked like you knew what you were doing."



Eve rolled her eyes and smiled. "I'd thought about it, sure... but it was one of those things where you see all these piece and you know how you could fit them together. I just never thought I'd have cause, or... the... just..."



"Rage?"



"YES! Fuck! I'm not an angry person, but some people!"



Gill nodded and looked down at the ground. At least, he intended to look down at the ground, but as had happened so often that night he found himself staring at her legs again. They were tucked in tight, her chin resting on her knees. Her arms wrapped across her shins, each hand gripping the forearm of the opposite. In the back of his mind his father raged, and that brought a little smile to his face.



Gill thought about his father's garage, and had a brief moment of clarity. Years and years of calendars hanging on doors, and always with blondes. Blondes with killer racks. The disdain for Ford. The Dr. Pepper machine in the corner. He had to shake himself out of it as he started to really comprehend all of the things he did and thought and liked simply because that had been the path laid out for him, because it was staggering. That was an entire night's worth of processed emotions, and if he did that here, now... he'd miss out. He'd miss the lesson.



Eve was sitting... not closely to him. There was definite space. Gill slid closer.



"Billy, listen—"



"It's Gill, not Billy."



"Whatever. Look, what I was saying earlier? About everything being an act?"



"I know," he said, as he sat up and faced her.



"No, you don't. I—"



"I know," he repeated patiently. Calmly. Eve blinked and stared back. For the first time all night, she looked more afraid than he did. More afraid by the second as he leaned in slowly and pressed his lips to hers. She whimpered, air escaping through her nose as he kissed her gently. Sweetly. Her eyes, wide and shimmering.



For a moment, he jumped back to earlier in the day. Jennifer came by to pick up her sedan. He'd gotten cleaned up as best he could. His face, more than presentable. His hands were still blacked with oil, but he'd done his best to keep her interior clean. Gloves, shoe covers, steering wheel covers, seat covers. The whole nine yards.



She never once got off her phone, never once looked him in the eye. Never stopped the conversation she'd been having while she paid and left. She never did. For years, he'd hoped she would look up just once, and she never did.



Eve trembled as he cupped her cheek and pulled her toward him. Her lip, quivering.



"Is this ok?" he whispered.



Her mouth opened and closed, lips forming the word 'yes', but there was no sound. Eve had no voice. Her throat, closed shut completely. Gill leaned in and kissed her again, just as softly as the first. Again. Again, more emphatically. Eve's eyes closed, and their lips stayed connected. He leaned further, twisting and moving in front of her. The more he came at her, the more Eve retreated onto the hood. Her arms, unwound from around her legs and planted behind her. Her knees parted slowly, feet sliding out to either side of his broad torso. Pursue and retreat. His hands flat on the hood. Pursue and retreat. Their lips, magnetized. Held together with a ferocity that carried their mutual frustrations.



He could feel her attraction. He could feel her nervous need. Her fullness. His hips thrust by instinct, grinding against her. "My back pocket," he whispered. Eve lurched around him, fishing out his wallet. She twisted her head to the side and pulled out the condom neatly tucked in the middle, while he suckled on her collarbone. The wrapper, ripped open with her one free hand and her teeth. His belt loosened, jeans dropped. Her skirt flipped up, panties pulled aside. And through it all, his lips and tongue were on her.



Gill grunted as he pushed inside her that first time, but the sound it birthed out of Eve was otherworldly. Long, low, and continuous. She reached down and grabbed her knees, pulling them up. Her white and pink sneakers, hovering in the air. Bobbing, as he started driving deep into her. Over and over.



"Oooooooh god," Eve cried. Her eyes shut tight, and her teeth clenched. "Mmmmm-mmmm-mmmmmm!"



Gill cursed under his breath. She moaned as he grabbed her hips and pulled her closer to the edge. Faster. He was on fire. His cock pistoned in and out of her ass. The squelching sound was loud in his ears, but it played second fiddle to Eve's song. Gone was the rasp; in its place was a symphony of squeals and moans. Faster.



After several minutes, Eve's cries reached a peak. Her feet jerked around in the air, toes pointed straight out and her back arched high. He looked down briefly to see that she'd cum all over her skirt. A little had gotten on his shirt too, but he didn't mind. He leaned in and planted a row of kisses along her neck while she rode the glorious wave of her orgasm all the way to shore. He even found a spot, right on the corner between her neck and her shoulder, that made her twitch and hum. He focused there, suckling patiently.



She nodded, giving him the all clear, and Gill began again. Slowly at first, but faster and faster as he went. Her tiny whimpers, so close to his ear, skirted the fine line between pain and ecstasy. Driving him wild. Harder and harder. Animalistic. Primal.



She clung to him. Hands clawed at his back through his shirt, and her feet intertwined behind him. "Fuck me," she whispered. Her lips danced against the edge of his ears. "Please! I need it." Gill slowed down, breaking the seal on the purple mark he'd left on her neck, and kissed her again. Each push now, going long and slow from tip to groin. Her tongue was so delicate. So small.



Gill didn't last much longer. He pushed up and away for a few last, vicious thrusts, and screamed into the night. Release that had been a long time coming.



Eve looked so beautiful beneath him. The thick, white stain on her skirt. The way her feet rose and fell in time with her ragged breathing. The sheen of sweat across her brow. Fireflies alighted across the hilltop around them, giving the small clearing a magical glow. Gill smiled.



***



It was dark and quiet when he got home long after 3 AM. Gill tiredly hung his coat on the hook just inside the garage door and dropped his keys in the little glass bowl on the edge of the counter. When he sat down at the kitchen table, however, and began unlacing his boots, he stared thoughtfully. Along the mudroom wall in front of him was a line of sneakers and work shoes. He always took them off and put them in the same spot, not because they needed to go there, but because that's where he'd always put them. He smiled as he went upstairs, looking forward to the morning for the first time in a while. He had some thinking to do.

Orchid Ch. 01

I love swimming. Floating up and down the lane. It's quiet. Even when I'm pushing myself, racing against my best time, there's a peacefulness to it that's notably lacking from the rest of my life. Not to say that my life is some kind of train wreck, but I think we can all agree that there's more stress in the world than there should be. In the pool, it's just 'lean to the side, and breath'. Kick and stroke. Repetitive motion, always moving forward. It has a kind of poetic beauty to it.



Of course, I could probably reduce just about any action, no matter how mundane, to a pleasing blurb if I set my mind to it.



Trash... trash... Something about taking out the trash... uncluttering life... the way your 'load' is lightened when you finally rid yourself... of... unwanted...



The point is, swimming is good. I like the way it occupies my body and leaves just enough of my brain free to try my hand at things like Tom Sawyer-ing the trash. Plus, I like the way I look in a swimsuit.



I pop up out of the water, fingertips on the wall, and check my watch. 2 seconds behind last week's time, but still ahead of my average. I pant for a minute, enjoying the burn in my shoulders and thighs while I surreptitiously look around. I always start and finish in the deep end because it affords me the best view of the rest of the gym. Most of the evening crowd is either in the lockers or gone. I think about taking a few cooldown laps, just to be sure, but my thighs are screaming at me and my calves are threatening to cramp. Getting a cramp while swimming is, like, one of my nightmares, so... no.



It's weird thinking things like 'I look good in a swimsuit.' Part of me still thinks it's abnormal to care as much as I do, but that voice gets blessedly quieter with every passing month. One of these days, hopefully, I'll be rid of it entirely.



Once my arms start to get cold I know it's time to go. I lift myself up out of the pool, slip my feet into my flips, and wring out my long black hair. I love my fuzzy pink towel.



I waddle nervously into the women's lockers, buried deep inside my pink cocoon. Mine isn't a state where what I'm doing is illegal, but I still worry. Religious nuts don't usually wear signs. The nerves are always worst when I can hear their voices but haven't gotten far enough into the lockers to see how many I have to deal with. The number is always lower than I fear it is. I'll probably never get over the irrational fears, but at least I can cling to the fact that they're irrational.



There's about fifteen women, most clustered in twos and threes, spread around the lockers. More than I'm usually comfortable with. I think I caught the 9:30 spinning class getting out. I turn smoothly and head through to the showers at the far end, and sigh happily that they're empty. I set my towel on one of the faucets to claim it and scurry back to my locker to grab my little bag of goodies.



Limitless hot water is a beautiful thing. I wait until the curtain is shut and I'm under the water, humming softly, to start slipping out of my two piece. It's a struggle not to constantly cup my breasts with my hands, small though they may be, for the sheer joy of having them. Finally.



I mean, I've had them for a couple years now, but the honeymoon phase hasn't ended yet.



And I'm not talking about just sitting around groping myself (although Lord knows I've done that a few times). This is more about... tangible... ness... Or maybe a dream becoming real... or...something. It's definitely something. It has a feel of somethingness to it.



The lower half of my swimsuit is a combination bottom and skirt, which does a beautiful job hiding my bulge while still accentuating my butt. I've kind of always had a cute butt, so the shine has worn off that a little bit even if the hormones really did improve the way it all comes together. I sigh when I realize that I've twisted myself at the hip, pushing my ass out and staring back over my shoulder where I can see it, like I need to double check that it's real too. It's hard getting lost in my own narrative, and it happens way more often than I like to admit.



I take it slow, letting the shampoo and conditioner each sit in my hair for the manufacturer recommended lengths of time. I use my little not-quite-a-loufa-thingy to get the lather nice and thick and go carefully up and down my legs, and hit all the spots in the middle of my back that are just so damn hard to reach. I even take the time to get behind my ears. It feels nice to pamper myself, and I don't have anywhere pressing to be.



Truthfully, I'm a little glad for the excuse to shower here. I prefer the privacy of showering at home, but the shower itself is so much smaller, and old, and doesn't get as hot, and a thousand other things. Plus someone else comes in and cleans this one. Huge, huge bonus.



Most of the others have cleared out by the time I shut off the faucet. Some of the women who shower at the gym have no problem walking back naked but, thankfully, enough keep a towel wrapped modestly that I'm not an oddity for doing so as well. I always try to take a locker in the corner, near the back, and I've pretty much mastered the art of keeping my knees and thighs together while I slip into my panties. I feel like I can't breathe until I've gotten them up and snug around my hips. Today, my panties have a zig-zag pattern in them that does a lot to fool the eye and mask the bulge.



I'm feeling a little bold today so, once my panties are in place, I turn and face the rest of the locker room. Sitting sideways on the bench. I keep my eyes on the floor, kind of staring absently, and let my peripheral vision do the watching. There's another woman, a little older than me, just ahead. I slip my socks on, and she turns when I stand to put on my pants. She only looks at me for a second, taking me in briefly, before she turns back to her own clothes, and I am freaking out! So happy.



I love passing. I hope I never get over that, or stop appreciating that I can. It's not about tricking her, or tricking anyone; it's about acceptance, and it means a lot to me to get it subconsciously, or unconsciously, from others.  I am what they expect.



Forgot to breathe again. It's almost funny (almost) how much I hold my breath when I'm risking a little public exposure. I laugh as I slip on my bra and run my hands back through my hair to make sure I don't have any strays caught up. I have to do the same again once I get my t-shirt on.



I sling my gym bag across my chest and smile as I exit the lockers. It's a private victory every time I come to the gym, which is often, and get in and out without incident. That's not to say that I've never been stared at or spotted, but the pitchfork-wielding mob has thus far left me alone and for that I am grateful.



"Kit?"



I nearly trip over my own two feet when I try to come to a stop in the center of the lobby, and my head whirls back and to the right. "Um... "



"Do you remember me?"



"Ummm..." Of course I remember you, Professor. I only masturbated to the thought of you remembering me afterevery class for an entire semester. Play it cool. Play it cool. It's not like he doesn't feature in just about every fantasy I have. Play it cool. "Didn't I..." I blink and nibble on my lower lip, and he smiles. God, he's gorgeous when he smiles. "Didn't I have you... What class of yours did I take?"



"You were in my Advanced Poetry-"



"-and Short Creative Fiction!" I say, finishing with him. I squint, really trying to sell it. "Professor... Ayers!" He nods as he smiles. His beard is a little more filled in now, which I kind of want to reach up and grab. I nervously tuck my hair back behind my ear and return the smile. "I didn't know you worked out, Professor."



Maybe the biggest lie I've ever told.



"Well, I try to keep in shape."



I can't stop twisting. My whole torso keeps turning back and forth. He's going to notice, but I can't stop. There's so much energy bursting out of me right now. I must look like I'm dancing. "Well good for you, Professor."



"Please. Call me Calvin."



"Ok," I say, hoping to all that is holy that I've kept my voice from quivering. "Calvin." God, he's gotta be like 6'2". Even standing a few feet away, I feel like I'm looking straight up at him. I grab the strap to my bag with both hands to give them something to squeeze. "I really enjoyed your class, by the way. I-I-I felt like I grew a lot... creatively."



"That's wonderful!" His eyes just light up when he smiles. "I'm so glad! You know, I kept your piece, um..." He snaps his fingers and furrows his brow. "The one on leaving childhood behind?"



"Yeah?"



"Yeah, I used that the next semester as an example of polyrhythmic meter." I laugh so hard that I snort. My skin feels so hot I must be glowing. "What?" he says, genuinely looking worried.



"Would it change your opinion if I told you that was completely by accident?"



"That's almost more impressive," he says, grinning.



"Well..." I think I lose about two seconds just staring at his eyes. It's hard to say how long exactly. "...thank you," I squeak. "I... uh... like what you're doing with your beard now. It suits you." Though not half as good as your actual suits, and wow my skin is literally on fire right now.



"Thank you," he stammers. "Listen..." He reaches up to scratch at the back of his neck, and tilts his head in just such a way as to be utterly and completely adorable. "Would you-"



"Yes," I interject. He blinks at me, and laughs. "I'm sorry. Did you want to finish that?"



"Well I was going to ask if-"



"Yes." This is really happening.



He laughs again and shakes his head. "You're not going to make this easy, are you?"



"What is life without struggle?"



"I was going to ask if you'd like to go-"



"Yes." This is really happening.



"-out for dinner, or a drink, with me-"



"Yes." I'm so proud of myself right now.



"-sometime." He licks his lips and looks down at me, eyes narrowed like he's appraising me.



"I don't know, Calvin. I think I might be busy that night." He smiles tightly, and I laugh before he can get too distressed. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Yes. I would-I would... I would really like that."



"Okay."



"Okay!"



"Okay!" He repeats, laughing.



"Can I ask you for a big favor though?"



"S-sure," he says, hesitantly only slightly.



"Could you... walk away first?" He chortles as I continue. "I may or may not have done laps tonight, and I'm probably not going to look very dignified when I turn to go. I would much rather have you remember how cool I played it a minute ago than the sight of me falling over."



"You did play it pretty cool."



"I know," I giggle, "right?" I reach into my bag and pull out a pen, and scribble my phone number onto a scrap of paper. "Seriously though. Please don't watch"



He nods, laughing more, and turns toward the men's locker room. I bite down on my lip watching him go. OH! He looked back! He looked back!! I give him a tiny little wave, and then he's gone. Once he's out of sight, I slump considerably. Exhaustedly.



That really just happened.



***



I practically fall back against my front door, twenty minutes later, when I get back to my apartment. I think I've had the same stunned expression the entire time. The cabbie kept asking if I was okay, and now that I think about it, I'm not sure if I ever answered him. No wonder he looked worried.



My gym bag falls short of the armchair, and spills its contents as it tumbles. I'll get it in the morning. There are more important things to take care of. If I don't take care of my night time routine right now, right this second, I'll forget and lose an entire night in fantasizing.



I drift into the kitchen and check my pill planner. I'm sure, logically, that I would be fine if I missed a dose once in three years, but I haven't yet and I don't want to start. I unscrew the cap on my yellow water bottle and chase each pill with a swig. First the red, then the round white, then the oblong white. Sometimes I serenade my pills. Sometimes we dance together. Sometimes I make dirty jokes about how grateful I am for them, and promise to swallow if they let me put them in my mouth.



I leave my clothes behind like a trail of breadcrumbs. Sock here. Sock there. Bra on the chair. Shirt on the floor. Not sure how I managed that order.



It takes me a minute of searching to find my yoga mat, jammed underneath my bed by some nefarious miscreant no doubt, and every ounce of willpower I can summon to push through the Wednesday night poses. Of course, once I get into the groove, it's easier to remember how much yoga does for my abs and ass. This is helping. This is helping. This is helping. Over and over. I repeat it like a mantra. Sometimes I sing it. The cadence helps me keep time. The hardest part about yoga, though, is keeping my mind on yoga and not thinking ahead.



After I'm done, and my limbs are just screaming at me, I crawl into bed and roll onto my back. The last part of my routine is one I never skip, ever, even though I'm a little conflicted about it. I squirt a tiny bit of lube into my palm and spread it all over my length. I've been hard or semi-hard all night since seeing Calvin. I groan as I stretch, reaching for the top drawer of my nightstand, and pull out the clear plastic tube with the vacuum pump attached.



More than a little conflicted.



Sometimes I watch TV in bed while I pump. Sometimes I watch porn. It takes a long time, starting at low pressure, for the shaft to fill out. Almost 30 minutes from the time I slipped it over the head. Most nights I need some kind of mental stimulation to distract me so I can get through the whole thing, but not tonight. Tonight, the theater in my head is playing a captivating marathon of Calvin's hottest appearances in fantasy and, for me, admission is free. All I have to do is close my eyes.



I stop after a half hour to let the blood flow evenly. Circulation is important. After a few minutes of gentle massage, it's right back into the tube. I tell myself it's to prevent shrinkage.



Don't get me wrong; shrinkage is real. The hormones can and would have a permanent effect on my length if I didn't actively stretch it, to say nothing of my ability to achieve and maintain an erection. I like my penis. Nevermind that half the time, I still think I might have it removed. Nevermind that, because of the pumping, I'm longer now than I was when I started. That's not why I do it.



If I'm being honest, that is part of why I do it.



The last five minutes are torture. The pressure is the highest...or maybe lowest? I don't know. Measuring pressure in a vacuum makes my head spin when I'm fully present, and I am out-of-my-mind turned on right now. Either way, the feeling is a frightening kind of intense. God, my cock is like a soda can in there!



Sometimes it feels like what I really want is to not have to hide my cock rather than having a vagina per se. I've had a few (liar) one night stands, and I haven't heard any complaints about my ass. There's no lack of sensitivity. I can achieve pure prostate orgasms without ever having touched myself.



It's not about how thick it gets, or how long it gets. It's about not shrinking. If I even keep it. Which I don't know that I will. I probably will, and fuuuuck this hurts so good.



The very end of the routine is to pull at the tube, while under pressure, and really try to stretch it. Fuck, I can feel it coming. I scoot carefully toward the edge of the bed, grimacing, and reach for my purple dildo. A little bit of lube. I dig my heels down into the bed, lifting my hips up from the sheets just enough to get my arm around underneath and push... oh...



Kit, he says, leaning over me. My knee cradled in the crook of his elbow. Just the sound of him saying my name drives me right up to the edge.



"Oh... Professor... Oh that feels-"



Please. Call me Calvin.  He whispers sweetly in my ear, crooning as he takes me, and I can't help but sigh happily. He tells me about the things he wants to do with me. The things he wants to do to me. There are no words; just a torrent of torrid images of our bodies pressed together in endless variation.



"Yes... Oh fuck... Yes."



My arms are exhausted, but it doesn't take much. I don't need to ream myself to get there. Not tonight.



"Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God! Oh My God!" I bite down hard on my lip and groan as I cum, and my legs give out completely. I bounce off the bed, driving the purple silicone even deeper, and my eyes roll back behind the lids. I lose a solid thirty seconds squirming on the bed. Mindlessly flailing.



There's no way I wasn't going to cum from that tonight. Not after that much stimulation. I gently back off the pressure in the tube and slide it off little by little.



I might still opt for the surgery and get rid of it. I'm not sure. Sleep overtakes me before I can make any kind of concrete decision on the matter, and my dreams are beautiful.



***



After a full afternoon of mix and match, I finally settled on a hip-hugging skirt with dark stockings beneath a partially-undone, white button-up shirt, with my hair up in a loose bun. I was going for 'office sexy', and the expression on his face when I walk in says I nailed it. Or that he's having a heart attack.



"Wow," he says, smiling as he stands up. Could still be a heart attack. "You look great."



"Thank you," I squeak. He quickly moves around the table and pulls out my chair for me, and I lose track of my thought processes completely. I grab my lower lip between my teeth and chew lightly as I sit down. My cheeks are absolutely glowing as he helps me scoot the chair in closer. "Thank you," I repeat, with about the same volume. Which is to say almost none.



"Of course," he says, like it was nothing, and sits back down. "I'm serious. You look really great."



"You can stop now." Little bit of copper on my tongue. "My cheeks don't get any redder than this!" It's getting harder and harder to rationalize any of his reaction as a heart attack. I shift, crossing my legs, and try to catch my breath, and it's not until then that I can finally look past his reaction at seeing me. "You look really good too, by the way."



"This? This is just... what I wore to class today." He looks down and shakes his head, smiling politely. "I'm sorry I didn't have time for more. I... I look like I do every day."



"I know," I say, keeping eye contact, and immediately my lip is between my teeth again. This time, it's his turn to blush. Good God, look at me go! "Have you been here long?"



"Nope." He shakes his head, and his chest and shoulders rise in anticipation of a deep breath.



"Okay wait," I interject. "Before you say anything, I have something I need to get out."



"Okay." He says it so easily. I search his eyes, and he just seems so genuinely... nice.



Deep breaths, Kit. Deep breaths. "I am... a... woman..."



"Okay," he says, smiling like I've just told him that the sun is bright.



"But I wasn't... born... this way."



"Okay," he says, smiling just as easily.



"Do you... Did you hear-"



"I heard you," he says, still smiling, and now it's my turn to blush.



"I don't enjoy language policing. Like, I just don't get why I have to be something different than just a woman, you know? I am what I am, and you can just like it or not. The whole cis-trans-fluid thing just, it doesn't... it feels like everyone trying to find a combination of titles to make themselves unique, rather than just being unique. Like they have so little in their lives that they can tie their identity to their genitals, and..." I look up, and he's just smiling. Not like he's amused by me, or condescendingly. "Also, sometimes I babble when I'm nervous."

"I remember," he says smoothly.



"The thing is," I sigh, "I've had dates where someone wanted me only because of the way I am, you know? I mean, there's nothing wrong with a little fetishizing sometimes, but I... I will not be reduced to a stereotype. Or a tag."



"Okay," he says.



"I am more than just a birth defect, or-or a condition. I'm-"



"Your poetry was beautiful," he says, interrupting, and just like that the wheels are falling off my rant. "That was what got my attention."



"Uh..."



"I try to get to know all my students a little bit, in the first few classes. You remember..."



"Uh huh."



"...but you stood out. Very early."



"Uh huh." I feel proud for managing to make any sound at all, even if the sound makes me look like a completely moron.



"I will say that I... I don't know... suspected? ...that you might have been... transgendered..."



"Uh huh."



"You had this whole theme... in your work. Of metamorphosis, and birth, and starting over... A lot of students see college as a time to reinvent themselves. You know, it's not unheard of, but... It was different for you somehow. Whether or not your new beginning was literal or metaphorical didn't affect me wanting to ask you out tonight."



"Uh huh."



"Are you okay?"



"Uh huh." I blink and shake my head. "I mean, Yes." I take a sip of water to buy me a few precious seconds.



"Okay. And is it okay that I said transgendered? You just got done saying you don't-"



I smile watching him flounder, and wave my hands to get his attention. "What's important is that I don't want to nitpick words. English simply doesn't have great choices sometimes, so we have to make do. I promise I won't be offended as long as you're attempting to be respectful."



"That's... huh." He sits back and shifts to one side of his chair, with his fingertips running through his beard. "That's very understanding."



"It's not a very popular approach, I know. People like to offended by everything because they think it gives them some moral high ground, but... I don't want to spend my life being frustrated by everything around me. I've got too much I want to do, you know? I choose not to be insulted by the well-meaning." I take a sip of water, wetting my parched throat, and smile. "Of course, assholes are a completely different story."



The waiter came up at that moment, politely introducing himself and taking our drink orders, and as soon as he's gone Calvin is looking at me again. It's the same expression he had when he'd watch students give oral presentations (yes, I was usually watching him when others were giving presentations). Absorbing, appraising, and weighing. It's hard not to blush, especially as a bit of silence settles in.



"Do you mind if I ask you some questions?"



"Sure," I say, smiling. "Fire away."



"How far along into your transition are you?"



I lean my head back and forth from side to side, trying to figure out where to start. "Well, I've been on hormones for three years now. I'm pretty much done... changing."



"You are an exceptionally beautiful woman," he says, just as simply as that.



"Thank you," I stammer. I don't usually think of myself as 'pretty', and I don't mean that self-deprecatingly. I think I pull off 'cute' very well, especially with my wardrobe, but I can usually look around at a moments notice and find a lot of people prettier than I am. Beautiful is just...



"Have you had any surgeries?"



"I, um..." I have to cough to clear my throat. He thinks I'm beautiful. "I was in a trial for something called a... a puberty blocker? so my... I didn't get a lot of the secondary masculine stuff." He thinks I'm beautiful. "My shoulders didn't get very broad. My face didn't widen the same. My voice isn't as deep. I didn't need a lot of feminization because... um... " He thinks I'm beautiful.



"I see," he says, stepping in when my voice falters. "So no surgeries."



"No," I croak, and then blush. He thinks I'm beautiful!



"Okay then."



He smiles, and I freeze with panic as I realize what he was really asking. No surgeries. I have no idea what to say. I mean, it's not like I need to correct him, but somehow I ended up answering his question without even knowing what he was asking! If that's even what he was asking! I squirm in my chair, crossing my legs even tighter, as the silence stretches out. My nervousness rises steadily until I realize that he's still sitting there. He's still smiling at me. He still wants to be here. That takes several more seconds of breathing to get through.



The waiter returns with our drinks, and I take a healthy sip of my wine. I'm a little self-conscious of it afterwards, but Calvin is still just smiling at me.



"Are you ok?" he asks.



"Yup!" I squeak nervously.



"Okay, okay." He smiles and shifts in his chair. "Let's switch subjects."



"Thank you!" I sound like a mouse. Before he can start the waiter comes back and takes our order, and I savor every second that the attention is off of me. It lets me catch my breath. As soon as the waiter is gone, Calvin smiles happily.



"So."



"So!"



"Do you want to talk about me for a little bit?" Bless his heart.



"Well," I say, "why don't we try a little back and forth?"



"Okay," he says, nodding slowly. "Okay. You first."



"How long have you been teaching?"



"It'll be 15 years... hmmm...in... Well, let's say almost 15 years."



"Almost 15 years."



He smirks and raises an eyebrow at me, and I coyly probe the inside of my cheek with my tongue. "And, I don't know, three or four before that where I was a teaching assistant working on my PhD. A long time."



"Your turn."



He shifts to his side while he stares at me. "What's your major?"



"Veterinary nursing."



"Like a Vet Tech?"



"Mmmhmm!"



"Huh."



I waste no time firing right back. "Have you ever dated a student before?"



"No," he says, blushing a little, "and you're not my student anymore."



"What about ex-students?"



"You're the first." It's hard to hear, or maybe accept, that what he's saying is that 'I'm special'. "Okay. I need a good one."



"The pressure is on, Professor."



"Please call me Calvin," he says, blushing.



"Ok, but I'm counting that as a request, which is technically a question."



"What? No, that's..."



I laugh as he narrows his eyes. "Have you ever slept with a student?"



"Jeeeus," he says, leaning in over the table to whisper. "I already answered that!" Eyes wide, with a grin that's so subtle as to fool anyone out of earshot.



"Dating and fucking are two very different things."



"I guess they can be, but... not for me."



"Interesting," I say. "Your turn."



"Why a Vet Tech?"



"Hmmm," I say, taking a sip of water. "Well... " I stare down at the table for a minute and sigh. "I almost don't want to answer this because it's not a fun 'first date-y' answer, but-"



"It's okay," he offers. "You don't have to answer."



I take another deep breath. "Part of it is that I like animals. Obviously."



"Of course," he says with a smile.



"Part of it is that it's a field I can get into quickly that pays relatively well."



"Is speed a factor?"



I nod. "And part of it is that I... am... most likely going to be... sterile. I kind of always wanted to be a nurse, but..."



"Oh... Kit, I'm sorry."



"It's okay," I say, holding up a hand to stall him. "That was always a part of the bargain. I uh... I knew that going in."



"That doesn't make it any easier."



"No. No it doesn't." After a small pause, I add, "I'm sorry."



"Sorry for what?" he asks incredulously.



"For... bringing us down."



"Do you know what it was about your poetry that really caught my attention?" I shake my head. "You would write these incredible, introspective pieces, about things that were going on around you, and things that were happening in your life at the time, and it was sort of... beautifully honest. Sometimes very brutally honest, which few can manage about themselves."



I nod, swallowing hard.



"There is something really endearing about how..." He waves his hands in the air in front of himself, gesticulating to help summon the vocabulary he desires. "...upfront you are. It's refreshing."



"Thank you," I whisper.



"It seems like everyone else is so busy flexing their Twitter muscles and hiding behind a username, and you just... you put yourself out there, as you are. And that's impressive."



"Thank you."



"I told myself, after that semester was over, that if I had the opportunity to get to know you better, I would take it." He smiles warmly, and my heart melts. "And here we are."



"Here we are," I say, managing a weak smile.



"Thank you for coming tonight."



I nod, smiling a little brighter, and as if perfectly choreographed our food arrives to provide another much needed distraction. I thank the servers politely. Even as we're quietly enjoying our food, I keep catching him looking up at me. Of course, the only reason I see that is because I'm trying to sneak a few glances at him too, and we share a few blushes.



"So," he says, prepping me a full thirty seconds before he's ready to swallow and talk any more. "So, just to let you know, I fully plan on asking you out again." I giggle and cover my mouth. "That's... that's coming."



"Oh, well, if it helps at all, I'm gonna say yes."



"That takes some of the pressure off." He breathes a little easier and nods. "I'm glad you know your Whedon. And you're okay with the... um..."



I tilt my head to the side, eyebrows rising as he grasps at straws. "You're adorable when you're flustered."



"Age difference, is what I was going to say."



"I am," I say, shrugging. "I decided, years ago, that I didn't have time in my life for people that weren't worthwhile. I don't care what shape, type, or form you are. What matters is that you... matter. That you have substance"



"And I have substance?"



I bite my lip and nod, blushing again, and that touches off a lengthy back and forth of not quite meeting each other's eyes while we work on our meals. The truth, though, is that my stomach is so twisted into knots that I'm having to force myself to chew through anything. I'm already thinking fifteen minutes ahead.



***



"Would you like to share a cab?" I ask, fifteen minutes later, just after he hands the waiter his card.



"Shh... um... Sure. Are you headed... uptown?" He pauses, looking around to try and orient himself toward whatever direction his home might be, but I cut him off.



"Would you like to share a cab?"



***



As if he hadn't done enough, Calvin held my hand. He held doors, and he hailed the cab for us, and he held my hand. I kept staring down in disbelief. I loved that he held my hand. Calvin Ayers. Professor Calvin Ayers.



He didn't say a word when I pulled him out of the cab, though he also wasn't trying to get out before me. He let me take the lead. The perfect mix of confidence and self-assurance. Accepting as I started up the stairs, but without any hint of expectation. I kept having to look back to check that it was really him.



"Here we are," he says, pausing modestly at my door. I need both hands to get it open, and he waits just beyond the threshold when I bounce across. "Kit, I had a-"



"I would like it if you'd come inside," I say, smiling hopefully.



"Are you sure?" he asks, and I nod emphatically. I back up as he steps forward, keeping myself squared with him, and my skin is so hot I'm surprised my clothes aren't combusting. As soon as he clears the path of the door I push it shut behind him. He looks nervous. Not scared nervous, but... worried-for-me nervous. "Kit, I promise, I had a-"



"Do you know why I said yes? When you asked me out?"



He shakes his head, and I take another step forward. Even in heels, he's still a good four inches taller than I am.



"I have... fantasized... about you." He swallows, throat and jaw clenching, and nods. "A lot."



"Really?"



I bite down hard on my lower lip, flushing away the blood with sheer pressure, and nod. "A lot."



"What-what..." He swallows again, and leans back just the tiniest amount. Not fearfully, but... in confusion? Maybe? "What did, I mean, what do-"



"That was why I said yes." He nods quickly, accepting that as an answer. "To... I don't know... satisfy the fantasy, but... I invited you up because you were more than I had dreamed." I step a little closer, and have to lean my head back. God, I love that he's tall. "I had a lovely time tonight. You were a real gentleman, and real gentlemen get their cocks sucked."



Instant panic, chased by excitement, arousal, and sheer surprise. I tremble watching them run rampant across his face. His lips work frantically. Blinking furiously. He leans back a little further, and I take the final step between us, so that our bodies are pressed together. My small, hormone-granted breasts press into his chest. Swelling outward and flattening inside my bra. I reach up and lay my hands on his shoulders, soaking in his flustered disbelief.



Before he gets out another word, I slide my right foot back behind me and bend the left knee. As soon as the right knee touches the floor, I swing my leg out and get it beneath me as well. Constant eye contact, looking straight up at him. He practically chokes as I unzip his pants. It doesn't take much fishing around to find the thickening shaft hanging inside of his boxers, and I smile as I pull his length through.



"Kit," he croaks, as I run my tongue along the thick vein. I smile, stroking him gently with my right hand while the left reaches into his boxers again to pull out the fleshy pouch. He groans as I stroke him at an angle, and leave him an unobstructed view of the first time I suckle on one of his tender jewels. "Oh fuck."



I draw the whole thing deeper into my mouth, gently massaging it against the roof with my tongue. The webbing of my thumb is slick with my own saliva. God, I hope this is just the first time.



"Are-are you sure?" he asks, his voice only slightly steadier. "I'm... I'm..."



I shift my feet beneath me, so that the balls and my toes are gripping the floor. My black pumps flex out and away from the soles of my stockinged feet, and I sit back on my heels. His cock swells in my palm as I stroke him. Squeezing a little harder. Dragging the velvet flesh up and down the solid shaft within. Half of his sack is shiny with my saliva.



"I'm sure," I say, just before I take his head in past my lips. Calvin groans, still staring down at me. I keep my right hand firmly planted against his pants. The belt buckle feels cool against my palm. It's not until I'm there, with the full distance between he and I that I really take in his length, and it's more than I usually fantasized. He's longer than I am. I tremble as I swallow a little more.



"Jesus, Kit."



I work slowly, bobbing and savoring. The heady musk. I run my tongue along the flared ridge, teasing and coaxing him. Luring him. The skin of my cheeks, neck, and chest, flush bright red, and my eyes roll up behind the lids as I take him deeper. Deeper.



Professor Ayers.



Unbidden, my left hand slides up his leg. Up over his hip. Calvin grunts as I take his wrist and guide his hand toward the top of my head. His touch is hesitant. Safe. Amazing. Even pressure across the entirety of his palm...



...and then the tips press in and down. The pads of each finger grip through the shiny black hair. My left hand drifts down again to rest on my thigh. I'm still setting the pace, still controlling the speed, but his hand is matching me. Helping me. I groan loudly, giving voice to my body's need for me to be touching it.



Calvin's grip tightens, grabbing at my scalp, and stops my moving. Stopping my rocking. I whimper and nod, careful to keep my teeth from his magnificent flesh. He pulls away my right hand, and I let it fall. Both hands pressed flat down against my thighs. I look up at him fearfully, knowing I would gag and gag hard if he tried to go too fast or too far.



"Trust me," he says, and I melt.



He grunts as he thrusts into my mouth. I have to open my jaw wider to make room for the engorged head, and saliva quickly overflows my lower lip. I flinch, and my eyes close reflexively the first time he pushes too far, and he pauses. Holding himself just at that edge. After a few seconds, I manage to pry one of them open, and the look he gives me makes me shudder. Desire, tempered with self-control and patience.



"Unbutton your shirt." My cheeks ignite. Fingers fumbling furiously. Two buttons. Three. "Those are a lovely handful, aren't they?" His tone is so warm and encouraging. I've heard almost those exact words before, said differently, and felt ashamed... but from him?



When he says it, I feel beautiful.



"Spread your knees." I whimper gratefully as I widen my stance. My skirt rides up my thighs, exposing the banded tops of my stockings. "Let me see it." My left hand reaches in beneath the skirt, hooking and pulling down on my dark blue panties while the right reaches in for my aching cock. Calvin leans his head slightly to the side, tilting from the hip, and watches. I keep my palm flat, displaying for him rather than stroking, even though every cell in my body is singing for me to take hold and finish with him.



His hold on my head never falters, and never lessens, and it's slow when he starts driving his cock into my mouth again. Slow and steady. Never too deep, never too fast, but always pushing right up to that limit. Tears streak from the corners of my eyes as he goes faster. Pushing me. My cock, fully hard, leaks a thick drop of precum onto the floor in front of me.



"Oh," Calvin groans, his voice becoming very tight. "Oh. Oooh."



He says nothing more, but the throbbing of his shaft is warning enough. My throat closes completely when the first volley of salty crystal slides over the back of my tongue. My mouth, already backed up with saliva I couldn't swallow, nearly overflows with the addition of his seed. In a panic, I seal my lips tight around his shaft to save it, and my cheeks puff out.



"Are you stuck?" he asks, after several seconds spent completely still. I whine and nod, and Calvin slowly draws his hips back. The surface of his shaft is like a long glistening pearl. Once he's down to just the head still inside my mouth, I can finally force myself to swallow. It takes more than one.



"Thank you, Daddy," I gasp, chest heaving for air. My eyes bulge, and I freeze completely when I hear my own voice. Did I just...



"You're welcome, Babygirl."



Did I just do that?! I can't force my eyes up past his knees. Did I just call him Daddy?! And did he just...



Calvin hums softly to himself as he zips up, and after a few awkward seconds, slips back out the front door. The latch clicking into place is like the crack of a starting gun. My eyes drift closed, and my fingers wrap tightly around the shaft. I sag forward, left palm planted on the floor in front of me, and stroke myself. Faster. Faster. I can still taste him. He was inside of my mouth. Inside of my body. Inside of me.



"I can't believe I called him Daddy," I moan, and the nervous, wrenching agony inside me explodes onto the paneled wood floor in a long off-white streak. Two streaks. Three. My head hangs down, heavy, with saliva and his cum dripping from my lips. I finally release the vice grip on my cock and reach up blindly to turn the lock on the deadbolt.



He called me Babygirl. Without missing a beat.



***



Weds. 4:42 pm

Hey



Weds. 4:42 pm

Holy shit!

You didn't forget!

Hi!





Weds. 4:44 pm

There's no way I was going to forget you after 

Saturday night.

You really one-upped me at the end there.

Weds. 4:50 pm

Still with me?



Weds. 4:50 pm

Yes! Yes, I'm here

Had to find a mirror to see if my skin was glowing





Weds. 4:51 pm

Are you radioactive? Should I be worried?



Weds. 4:52 pm

From blushing!

Goober!





Weds. 4:52 pm

Oh!



Weds. 4:52 pm

I'm really sorry about that

I was so turned on, which is really a compliment to you, that

I just started talking without thinking, which is kind of a

problem for me sometimes. Which, yanno, because: you

Can I start over?





Weds. 4:53 pm

Sure



Weds. 4:54 pm

Hi!





Weds. 4:54 pm

Hi!



Weds. 4:54 pm

I had a really great time on Saturday

Like a *really* great time





Weds. 4:55 pm

I did too!

I'm so glad!

Are you free this weekend? I would really like to see

you again.



Weds. 4:57 pm

I thought you were never going to ask!

Yes!





Weds. 4:59 pm

Ok great!

I've got a class starting in a minute, but how about this

Friday? Maybe 8?





Weds. 5:02 pm

Sounds great!

Friday at 8!





Weds. 9:07 pm

So you fantasized about me?



Weds. 10:10 pm

Hang on

I'm just going to microwave this burrito with my cheek

I can't believe I told you that





Weds. 10:27 pm

What did you fantasize about?



Weds. 10:29 pm

Hang on. I'm about to get on the train





Weds. 10:30 pm

So?





Weds. 10:30 pm

So there's people all around me!





Weds. 10:31 pm

So?



Weds. 10:34 pm

Did I lose you?



Weds. 10:34 pm

I'm here





Weds. 10:34 pm

Do you not want to talk about it?

It's ok if you don't. I didn't mean to push.



Weds. 10:34 pm

It means a lot that you said that





Weds. 10:36 pm

It started with some pretty standard "Meet me after

class" stuff. You'd tell me that you've noticed me

staring. For me, at the time, 'being seen' was a really

big deal. Like I was trying hard to blend in, and to

have you see through that was really powerful





Weds. 10:39 pm

You were curious about me. That was how it usually

started. Sometimes you'd take me back to your office.

Sometimes you'd make me strip right there in class, 

after everyone else was gone. Most of the time, you'd 

fuck me bent over a desk or something, but if I was really

turned on, you'd fuck me face to face





Weds. 10:44 pm

After a while, and especially after that semester was over,

the locations shifted. You'd visit me at work and we'd fuck

on my break in the bathroom. You'd come into my 

bedroom at night, we'd fuck





Weds. 10:45 pm

I'd see you on the train, and we'd fuck





Weds. 10:47 pm

I am curious about you.



Weds. 10:47 pm

Fuck!





Weds. 10:48 pm

Are you still on the train?



Weds. 10:48 pm

Yes





Weds. 10:48 pm

If I told you to touch yourself, right now, would you

 do that?



Weds. 10:49 pm

Fuck!





Weds. 10:49 pm

Touch yourself.



Weds. 10:49 pm

Fuck!





Weds. 10:52 pm

I moved

I'm at the end of the car, and I've got my leg up against one

of the poles to block the view. I have my hand down my 

pants while I





Weds. 10:52 pm

Shit. while i Type with one hand





Weds. 10:53 pm

I've never met anyone like you.



Weds. 10:54 pm

Fuck!

I am *so* hard right now. You have no idea

My exit is coming up

I'll be thinking of you when I get home, Daddy





Weds. 10:54 pm

Good night, Babygirl.



Thurs. 9:47 pm

Hey!





Thurs. 9:47 pm

Hey!

Are we still on for tomorrow?





Thurs. 9:49 pm

Absolutely!





Thurs. 9:49 pm

Whew!

I was worried for a second when I saw it was from you





Thurs. 9:51 pm

Actually, I had a question. If you don't mind.



Thurs. 9:51 pm

Shoot!





Thurs. 9:52 pm

When you would fantasize about me, and about getting fucked by me, did it involve your penis?



Thurs. 9:55 pm

I'm not sure how to answer that

Do you mean 'did I see myself as being post-op', or 

'was my penis present?', or do you mean 'did I ever fuck

you?'





Thurs. 9:57 pm

The last two are close. I'm asking if I interacted with it.





Thurs. 9:58 pm

Your penis, I mean.





Thurs. 10:01 pm

Sometimes. It varied

No, I never fucked you, but you would often grab the shaft

Especially if we were fucking face to face





Thurs. 10:03 pm

I just grabbed it? I didn't... jerk you off as well?



Thurs. 10:03 pm|

Fuck!

You always made me cum, Daddy

Sometimes you did it forcefully, bending me over and 

fucking me hard. Sometimes you did it tenderly, 

stroking me while you were inside of me.

It usually had more to do with the kind of day I 

was having, if that makes sense





Thurs. 10:10 pm

Have you ever fucked someone?



Thurs. 10:11 pm

Yes





Thurs. 10:13 pm

Do you enjoy it?





Thurs. 10:15 pm

Yes

It's different than being fucked





Thurs. 10:15 pm

Better, worse, or just different?





Thurs. 10:18 pm

Just different





Thurs. 10:20 pm

I'm not asking because I'm in any way unhappy with

the things we've been talking about.

I'm asking because I care.

 About you. About what you want.

About what you need.





Thurs. 10:25 pm

I'm a little scared right now that I was right about you





Thurs. 10:25 pm

About what?





Thurs. 10:26 pm

That you're a really good guy





Thurs. 10:34 pm

Thank you.





Thurs. 10:35 pm

No. Thank you

Tomorrow?





Thurs. 10:35 pm

Tomorrow.





***



I take a few seconds to nitpick at how the one-piece red dress is sitting on my frame before moving past the coat check. Nervous butterflies. It feels like years of practice have lead up to this moment. Interminable vocal coaching. Forever spent learning to walk in heels. Years spent quietly watching other women and adopting mannerisms, postures, and body language. A lifetime watching makeup tutorials.



Somehow, none of this occurred to me on the first date. I was so focused on the fact that I was going to see him (The him!)that I'm surprised I was able to string two words together coherently. Calvin Ayers. Still gives me shivers.



Sometimes I wonder how conscious other women are of the time spent acquiring these skills.



"Kit!" he calls, surprising me more by his location near the bar than his volume. It's hard to keep myself from skipping across the room to see him. "You look fantastic!"



"Thank you!" I say, twisting and blushing. I try to think of a good way to return the favor, because he does look amazing, but the smell of him makes me lose my breath. In the best possible way. His charcoal gray suit, paired with a dark blue shirt, accentuates all the right parts of his shoulders and chest. The best part of it is how comfortable he looks looking so good, if that makes any sense. I lay my hand over my chest as I look him over head to toe, and murmur, "Oh..."



Calvin smiles, modestly nodding his head. "Thank you, I think," to which I nod emphatically. "Would you like to sit down?"



"Mmmhmm!" is all I can manage. He grabs my arm, gently but firmly, when I take a step toward the dining area, and shakes his head at my obvious confusion.



"No. This way."



"Okay," I whisper. He lets go of my bicep and wraps his around my shoulder, keeping me next to him as he shows me the way. It feels incredible to be so close to him. I keep having to fight down the thought that he's what I deserve after all the struggles I've been through. That feels too fated, and I've never really bought into the larger cosmic Karma system. Still, it is tempting to dream that I've earned this man.



Calvin leads me past the bar and down a hallway. Around a turn, through a door, and then another turn puts us in a fairly spacious room with a long table running through the middle of it.



I raise my hand, pointing indistinctly at the many chairs. "Will..."



"Don't worry," he says, his hand sliding down my back. "We'll be alone tonight."



"I was worried for a second," I say, laughing nervously.



"Not a chance." His hand drifts a little lower, pressing against the small of my back. "I want you all to myself."



Only a supreme effort of willpower keeps my knees from knocking, or otherwise collapsing, and it takes a few seconds before I feel confident enough to take a step.



"Do you like salmon?" he says, as he moves toward the end of the table. I nod, not trusting my voice to have any strength either. "They have a delightful salmon dish with a touch of lemon and parsley, and they-"



"Yes," I squeak, finally finding my voice.



He smiles and tilts his head. "You don't want to know what else is on the dish?"



"Actually," I say, taking careful steps, "what I want... is to... trust you." My eyes dart wildly across the floor, not quite rising up enough to meet his intense gaze. "Not all the time, and not with everything, but..."



"But sometimes."



I nod.



"I've never met anyone like you," he says softly, and that touches off a burst of red in my cheeks. "We're just getting to know each other, Kit. There will be some missteps."



I nod.



He stops, considering. Brow lowered. But instead of saying anything, he reaches over and pulls out my chair for me. Inwardly, there is an explosion of color and triumphant sound. Horns and choirs of angels.



"I'll try," he says, smiling as I sit down.



"Try is a beautiful word." He quirks his brow at me as he sits down diagonally from me. "Star Wars gave it a bad rap, but... I don't know. I think it's full of good intention."



"Intention," he says thoughtfully. "That's really important for you, huh."



I nod. Emphatically. "It means everything. Sometimes, it means more to me than the outcome."



"Really," he says, with an almost questioning tone.



"Mmmhmm! Try has a kind of experimental... experiential... vibe to it that I like, you know? It's like... growing as a person is a trial and error process, and success isn't guaranteed. It's the trying that matters."



"I can appreciate that." He holds my gaze for a moment, weighing a decision, and then reaches over to lay his hand over mine. "I'll be right back."



"Okay," I squeak. On the one hand, I hate that my voice keeps breaking when I try to talk to him, but at the same time I love how it exposes the way he makes me feel. More than that, I love the way he smiles whenever it happens. He gives my hand a quick squeeze before he strides out of the room, leaving me alone. I listen for the sound of his footsteps as he travels down the hall and back through a door.



It's only then that I notice the far wall, opposite the door behind me, is mirrored. Somehow it's easier to take in the beauty of the room when I'm looking at the reflection of it than it is to look around. Like it's easier to see if I dissociate the fact that I'm there. The table is a beautiful dark wood, and the chairs are an elegant match. The linens are a gorgeous pattern in a rich creme.



It's hard to feel like I belong near any of it.



The sound of his footsteps, down the hall, brings me back with a start. I turn, with my legs crossed to the side, and look back over my shoulder.



"Sorry about that," he says as he comes back in. He shuts the door behind himself and finally takes off his jacket. "Had to take care of something."



"It's okay." I bite my lip watching the way his shirt moves around his chest. The places where it gets tight when his arms move just so.



"So." He sits back down, relaxed but focused, and smiles at me. "Tell me something I don't know about you." One arm resting easily on the end of the table, while the other reaches back up to scratch at the tip of his chin.



"I... um..." I look around, floundering. "I... paint!"



"A poet and a painter?"



"Barely," I giggle nervously. "I don't have a very big apartment, but one whole corner of it is dedicated to my watercolors."



"Suddenly I wish I'd paid attention more in my art history classes," he laughs. "The best I can come up with is a fuzzy memory of... is it... Renoir?"



"Fuzzy is, actually, very right!"



"How do you like that?"



"He did whole landscapes and stuff. I usually just focus on one thing, and color it with how I'm feeling. I think what I do is probably considered 'impressionist', but that's attributing me way too much talent."



"Is it alright if I reserve judgement until I see one for myself?"



"Yes?" I squeak, and immediately bite my lip hard. "By which I also mean yes you can see them? Sometime?"



"Good," he says, and I shrink a little in my chair. He's undressing me with his eyes, and it's... it's forward, and it's confident, and it's so, so, so, so fucking sexy.



"My ex really liked them. She said I should paint more."



"She?"



I blush and nod. "I... date." His reaction is a weighing one. Considering. I can't stop myself from blushing more.



"I want to try something," he says abruptly. "Would you-"



"Yes," I interrupt, nodding quickly. His smile widens considerably.



"You are..." He trails off and just stares at me for a moment, and then he's up and out of his chair. He walks behind me and pulls two of the chairs next to me away from the table. Then he comes back to me, takes my hand in his, and pulls back on my chair. At first his grip is light, but when I squeeze his hand for help standing, he squeezes right back. Matching me in the moment. Supporting and guiding without pulling or steering. Confident.



"Here," he says, as he leads me around to the empty spot and turns me so that my back is to the table. He pats the tabletop behind me and tilts his head, gesturing for me to sit, so I do. He steps back with a smile, gaze lingering on my crossed legs, thighs and calves, and pushes each chair in just a little bit. Not quite boxing me in but enough so that the cushions are angled toward me. "Lean back."



I purse my lips, taking steadying breaths, as I plant both hands behind me on the table, and follow his instructions. He smiles a little wider every time my eyes dart back and forth between him and the door.



"One foot here," he says, reaching down to pat the seat of the chair on my right. I uncross my legs slowly, feeling much more heated with every second. "And one foot here." I do as he says, and my breath is coming much faster now. My knees are almost even with my shoulder, each a little wider and a little lower. While there isn't a lot of space between the chairs, there's enough for Calvin to step between them. Between my legs. I gasp when he places his hands delicately just above my knees.



I stare up at him, drinking in every second of his reaction, as his fingers slide along my thighs. He pushes when he reaches the bottom of my dress, sliding farther and farther. Exposing my black lace panties. He finally looks back up at me as his fingers peel back the sheer fabric, pulling it away and down until he can tuck it underneath my tender orbs.



"You're hard," he says.



"Yes, Daddy."



"Good. I want you to stay that way."



I nod when I find myself completely incapable of speech. He curls his fingers behind my right shoulder and slowly guides my arm, and then hand, forward, until my fingers curl around the base of the shaft.



"Just like that. Okay?"



"Okay," I croak.



"The only thing I want you to move is this hand," he says, brushing his fingers across the knuckles of my right hand. "Up and down."



"Up and down," I repeat, with very little volume, and move my hand slowly to show him I'm listening. God it feels good to touch myself for him. Again.



Calvin smiles and nods. "Just like that. A little faster or slower is fine, but just like that."



I whimper a little as he takes a few steps back and then turns.



"Up and down," he says again, as he reaches the door. My throat closes entirely as he opens it, blocking the view into the hall with his body while he leans to look both ways, and then slips out.



"Oh fuck," I whine. I can still make out his shadow under the very bottom of the door. Two black lines as he guards the entrance. Making me vulnerable and protecting me at the same time. I stroke faster, chest rising and falling rapidly.



And then those two black lines disappear to my left. I gasp, listening desperately to the sound of his footsteps as he goes down the hall. The far door opening, and then shutting a few seconds later.



"Holy fuck!" Exposed, literally left hanging with my dick in my hand, and I can't remember if I've ever been more turned on in my entire life. I keep trying to hold my breath to be quiet, but the throbbing pulse in my ears and my own steadily-increasing stroking are so much white noise.



The door opens and closes again. Footsteps. Hairs rise up on the back of my neck. A nervous tension I can't handle. Logically, I know it's probably Calvin and I'm trying to guess how hard the footfalls sound and compare that to my memory of how hard his feet fell and sweet jesus how many fucking steps are there between the doors and the mushroomed head is turning purple from squeezing and holy fuck the handle is holy fuck-



The door opens for a fraction of a second, enough for Calvin to slip through, and I scream. My knees come together as I curl in on myself, and the panic is just about blinding. For a second.



Calvin smiles as he shuts the door behind himself, and just stands there. As soon as my limbs are ready to respond, after some of the shock has passed, I stretch myself back out into the position he put me in. There are no words to convey how hot my skin is.



"Not bad."



"Thank you, Daddy." The final word, barely audible.



"Remember. Up and down."



I try to say 'Okay,' but my throat squeezes shut. I barely manage to nod as he turns and steps out the door again. Footsteps down the hall again. The door at the end of the hallway opens and shuts. Up and down. Up and down. I try to moderate my breathing. Four strokes breathing in, four strokes breathing out. The first bead of clear precum beads at the tip of my shaft, and spills down onto my index finger. Cool. Wet. Up and down. Up and down.

Just when I think I have myself under control, comfortably allowing him to be in control of the moment, the door in the hallway opens again. Two voices. I can hear them talking, back and forth, and the terror shoots right up my spine. They keep their voices low, and I can't tell if either one of them is Calvin. I can't tell if either one of them is Calvin.



I can't tell if either one of them is Calvin.



"Calvin," I whimper, pleadingly. "Calvin." Up and down. They stop right in front of the door, conversing in low tones. My eyes go wide watching their shadows. Watching while they shift their weight back and forth. Up and down. Up and down.



Their voices get quieter, almost imperceptible, but they're still there. Still just out of earshot. Only the door between us. Only the door between me and them, whoever they are. Busboys. Bellboys. Really any kind of boys. Up and down. Up and down. My toes ache inside my heels from trying to bunch.



Up and down.



One of the shadows moves down the hallway. Up and down. The hallway door opens. Up and down. The hallway door closes. Up and down. Barely breathing. The other shadow is still. Silent. Up and down. Panting. "Calvin?" Up and down.



"...Calvin?"



I shriek as the door swings open dramatically, bouncing against the far wall. My left hand comes up to cover my mouth, too late, as Calvin stands there in the door. His eyes are wild. Up and down. A little after-shriek escapes as well, though it's more muffled than the first. My body is just too on edge to contain itself. Up and down. Feverish. His right arm hovers out beside him, the hand level with the doorknob, as he steps further into the room toward me. Devouring me with his gaze. Up and down.



Up and down.



He steps between the chairs, towering over me. I gasp, twitching, when he lays his hands on the insides of my knees. Up and down. Up and down. My lip is shaking so bad, as he steps in closer, that my whimpers have vibrato. Up and down. His fingers slide down my thighs, sending tremors and shivers in advance and in their wake.



Up and down.



Up and down.



Up, and-



His fingers close around mine, and travel with mine, to the base. Driving hard into the base. Into my groin. He stares downward, watching intently as he touches me. As he cradles my shaft. The pleat in his pants shifts, betraying a stiffening beneath. I moan, trembling.



"M-m-my purse," I say, pointing vaguely in the direction I'm pretty sure there's at least a 40% change I might have left it. Calvin smiles skeptically as he bends over to pick it up. "Front pocket." His eyes light up as he pulls out a small, translucent bottle with a purple lid. "I... I b-brought it just in case."



He smiles wider as he turns and reaches into the inner pocket of his jacket, hung a few feet away on a hook beside the door, producing an identical translucent bottle of lube with a purple lid. "Just in case," he says, matching my cadence.



"Oh fuck," I whimper. He tucks his own bottle back into his pocket, and keeps the one from my purse in his hand. Three steps has him back between the chairs. One more has him back between my knees. Towering over me. He hooks his hand behind my left knee and pushes it back. In toward my chest. Soon the right knee follows, bringing them together. He spreads his hands wide, stretching his thumb and pinky apart across the backs of my lower thighs and holding them up while he reaches down with his other hand to pull up on my lace panties. I grunt as I lift myself up off the table to allow them to slide.



I straighten my legs, bringing them together just above his left shoulder. Calvin smiles as he regards my black heels, perhaps for the first time tonight, before casually taking hold of the spikes and slipping them from my feet. I shiver as they're exposed, curling my toes inward and wrinkling the soles. Each one lands with a dull thud on the carpeted floor behind him, and my panties finally slip free from my legs completely. Those, though, he carefully sets down on the table beside me.



He lets go of my legs and reaches down for his zipper, and I carefully lay my feet against his chest. The arches of my feet mapping the contour of muscle beneath. I bite my lip hard as I caress his jaw with the very tip of my big toe. He smiles and looks down at me with something close to playfulness as his fingers finally succeed in their task.



I can't stop myself from leaning back further onto the table, and drawing my knees up and in. Exposing myself to him. Making myself vulnerable. Showing him where I want him. I reach down around my hips, fingers crawling across my pale curves, and spread myself for him. I can't stop myself from writhing on the table at the sight of how hard he is. I can't stop myself from whimpering as he uses my bottle of lube, squirting a little into his palm and smearing it thickly around the head.



He looks down at me, his fingers sliding over the head to prepare himself, and I want to freeze time. A moment of pure revelation. It's a beautiful thing to receive unconscious, or subconscious, acceptance as a woman, but to get it consciously? To show him all of who I am, and have him still want more?



I will never be the same.



And then he penetrates me.



I moan, loudly, back arching up away from the table. Calvin grabs my hips and pulls me closer to the edge of the table. Even just taking the head is a squealing event, as he's a fair bit thicker than anyone else I've ever been with. I hook my arms around my knees and pull back, trying to spread my hips as much as possible. The burn is intense, and I pant feverishly as he gives a second, slow push.



"Do I need more?"



I love you. Or at least, that's what I think in my head. I nod tightly, and he slowly withdraws to the tune of a low groan. He upends my purple capped bottle again and lays thick teardrop right on the top of his head. Just as gravity takes hold, causing it to slide, he pushes the engorged mushroom against me and works it in a slow circle. Pushing more and more. Spiralling. Smearing. Corkscrewing. The muscles relax, relent, and receive him. I fall back into the table, groaning loudly, as he slides deeper and deeper inside of me.



Distantly, I'm aware of a steady stream of profanity pouring from my lips. I can't keep my eyes on anything in the room for more than a second before they either slide past it or focus through it. The stars look beautiful tonight. The feel of him being inside me is amazing, more than I could have hoped for, but that pales compared to the bursting light inside. He wants me. He wants all of me. He wants to be with me. He wants me to enjoy this. He cares. Holy Mother of God, he cares.



The light inside surges, searing everything in its path. Burning through my skin. Heat flows off in waves. Vibrations emanate outward, shaking not just the table beneath me, or the hotel, but the very core of the Earth.



My head rears up with a startled gasp as Calvin takes hold of my penis for the first time. His own hand gripping me, without my hand in between as a buffer. His left hand still grips my hips, fingertips sunk into my flesh for leverage. His hips continue to drive away, spearing me over and over with his beautiful rod.



At first, he just holds me. Testing the feel of another cock in his hand. His fingers squeeze individually, applying separate pressure. Applying different pressure with each knuckle. Testing how hard I am. He leans it this way and that, fighting against how ridiculously engorged it is. Angling it toward me and toward him. And then he starts squeezing.



"Oh fuck," I cry, watching the head swell and darken. Reds and blues and purples. "Oooh-ooooh fuck." My lips pull way back as I grit my teeth. It's all I can do to hold on to my sanity as he fucks me harder, and faster, with his thick hand wrapped tightly around me. "Oh fuck! Oh Fuck!"



Calvin grinds to a sudden halt, his face stretched out in agonizing bliss. Scalding fluid jets into my cavity, filling in every empty crevice and space that breathtaking cock of his wasn't already occupying. My legs come loose and hook around his hips, locking at the ankles to keep him inside of me. The more he cums, the more he curls forward, and I leverage my legs to lean up to meet him. Both hands cradling his cheeks as I kiss him.



Deeper.



His tongue is slow to respond, and a bit dry, but all of that only encourages me more. He finally lets go of my cock to plant a hand on the table for balance, to support both of us. His left hand comes up from my hip to cradle my head, fingers weaving into my jet black hair. Keeping me where he can kiss me, and when he finally opens his eyes...



...his deep, blue eyes...



"I'm cumming," I whimper. He holds me there, staring deep into my eyes. Our noses brushing. "FuuuuckfuckfuckfuckI'mcumming!"



Our bodies rise and fall at different paces, breathing inconsistently. His slower to my faster. His quiet to my helpless moaning. I love the thought of sharing the same air with him.



It feels like a lifetime passes before he moves, smiling while pushing himself upright. I move oppositely, lying back against the table to savor the beautiful sense of release. He coos as he pulls back, exiting me, and I squirm. I can feel his seed leaking back out of me. I fall in love with the idea of leaving a few covert drops of our mixed essences on the floor of such a beautiful room. It strikes a chord with a dirty side I wasn't even aware of having.



"I... uh..."



"I know," I reply dreamily, running my fingers back across my scalp, through my hair.



"Wow."



"I know."



Calvin pants, still standing between the two chairs. I prop myself up on my elbows and bite my lip. He hasn't made any move to cover himself. His beautiful shaft shines wetly, hanging down over the front of his pants like a trunk. I am completely enraptured by the way his body moves when he's merely breathing. We both look up at the same time, catching each other in the act of staring at each other, and share a brief blush. His more brief than mine.



"You know, I... I had..." He pauses to swallow, and smiles. "I had reserved us a room... a room-room, upstairs, also just in case. I had no idea we'd..." He gestures around to the dining room. "I didn't know we'd only make it this far."



"Like, a hotel room?" I ask, with as much of a smirk as I can manage while under the effect of such powerful euphoria. He nods. "Calvin Ayers, were you going to ask me to sleep over?" He laughs and blushes, and dear fucking God he's so cute when he blushes! I bring my knees in tight and take hold of my feet. I feel like such a little girl around him. It's insane.



"I, uh... Yes," he says, nodding while his cheeks give off the equivalent of a 40 watt bulb. "Yes I was."



"I don't know," I say, finally letting my legs come back down off the table toward the floor. "I might have to ask my Daddy if it's okay."



"Jesus," he whispers, his throat tightening.



I slide off the table and slink toward him, pushing my dress back down over my hips. Swaying. Prowling. "Daddy?" I purr, laying my hand gently against the center of his chest.



"Yes?" He groans softly as I cross the final step between us.



I roll up on my toes, straining for height, and reach down between us to take his rapidly-hardening dick in my hand. "Can I stay over tonight?" My voice rises and falls, crooning. "I'm not done playing with my friend."



"Jesus Christ. Yes. Yes we can go upstairs."



I smile widely as he leans down to kiss me, and it's gentle. Soft pecking. I think I'm in love. I carefully tuck his dick inside of his pants, working his zipper with every ounce of care I myself learned once upon a time, and work his belt back into place. All the while he's kissing me. All the while he's focused on only me.



It's not until he turns, moving past me toward the table to collect our things, that I realize that the door has been open this whole time. I cover my mouth to muffle the squeal, and Calvin laughs behind me.



"I paid the staff," he says, as he gathers my purse. I can't tear my eyes away from the hallway. "I gave them explicit orders to stay away. There was never any real danger of anyone seeing you." He picks up my shoes and moves beside me. "I was careful to protect you. I promise."



"Next time," I hear myself saying with a smile, "don't tell me afterwards."



"Next time?" he says, eyes practically falling out of his head. I nod slowly, amazed at how bold I feel around him. "I swear... I've never met anyone like you." I've read about the freedom of submission, but I've never felt it myself. Not before this moment.



He takes my hand, squeezing lightly, and I fall in beside him. Still barefoot. He takes me to the front desk, and I hang from his arm. My front pressed into his side. My face buried against his bicep. I can't hide how turned on I am except by actually hiding.



The second the doors close in the elevator, he has me pinned to the wall. I feel weightless. Beautiful and powerful. His lips and tongue on my neck are just so much naked desire.



It's all I can do not to beg him to fuck me in the hall. Not to drop to my knees and worship his cock right there in front of someone else's room and show anyone who might pass by exactly how much I want him. It's almost more than I can take.



The second the door closes to our room, we're shedding clothes. Leaving every trace of what society requires of us behind. Molting. I get on the bed first, naked, and turn back toward him. He smiles. Clear, translucent bottle in his hand. My heart leaps.



I point to the bed, and he crawls onto it, on his back. I scramble over him, straddling his hips, and sit down on his thighs. He hands me the bottle, and I lube him generously. Messily. Hastily. I need him inside me again. I keep a tight hold on his shaft after spreading the lube, and scoot forward until my hole is lined up with his cockhead. A long, low sigh seeps out of me as I sit down, taking him inch by inch. Paying more attention now to the feel of him inside me. The way he stretches me. The way his length reaches far inside of me. I plant my hands on his chest and grunt as I ride him.



"Jesus," he moans. Dull slapping, my cheeks against his thighs, with a high-pitched wet squelch. I shut my eyes imagining how loud, and how lewd, we must have been downstairs with that door open, and whimper.



I whimper much louder, a moment later, when he reaches up to take my breasts in his hands. My hips come to rest against his, with his full length inside of me, while I try to catch up. My breasts. He likes my breasts. He even gives them a little squeeze, and I whimper.



"They're beautiful," he says, catching each nipple in the folds of his palm. I moan and immediately start bouncing on his lap again. Harder. Thapf-thapf-thapf. Harder. I have to reach down to cradle my balls, to prevent them from impacting against his abs. His eyes follow my hand and he smiles. Like even the logistics of being with me, and the precautions and positions that need to be accommodated, amuse him. Turn him on.



"Fuck!" I cry out, feeling him swell inside me. Feeling him bouncing his hips up into the air to meet me. "Ooooh fuck!" He just got harder. God, I love that he got harder when he was inside me. Inside of me! Thapf-thapf-thapf. Fucking Hell! I still don't understand how we got to this moment, but he's here! He's with me! He's inside of me!



"Holy hell, Kit!" Calvin's eyes tighten, his face already a bright red. He grabs my tits, squeezing and pulling, and I squeal on command. Thapf-thapf-thapf. Harder. "Slow down, Kit. Slow, slow, I'm-"



His eyes cross, lips stretching open wide, as he fills me with cum again. Thapf-thapf-thapf. I tuck my chin in tight against my chest, staring down, and gasp at the sight of the thick white fluid gathering around the base of his beautiful cock. Thapf-thapf-thapf.



"Kit," he gasps, pawing weakly at my shoulder. "Kit!"



I come down hard on his lap one more time, and sigh happily as I squirm. Hips moving side to side. Hips swirling. He's still cumming inside me. Tightening every core muscle around him, milking him with my insides, also drives a long grunt from my lips. I sit up and back, planting my left hand behind me in the bed while keeping him fully hilted inside me. Almost a straight line from my shoulders down to my knees, spread wide to either side of his hips.



I bite my lip and hold his gaze. He feels incredible inside me, even as his shaft softens little by little. He gasps every time I squeeze around him, clenching and pinching. I pepper him with little grabs and moments of vice, and all the while, I keep myself hard for him. Stroking myself. Presenting my body for him. I angle my cock forward and spill a drop of precum onto his groin, and he has to close his eyes.



"Thank you, Daddy."



"I cannot believe I just came again so quickly." I love how out of breath he is.



"Me either."



He lays his hands on my thighs, just above the knee, and I shiver. Up and down. Up and down. I give him another little squeeze, clenching around his shaft, and he grunts magnificently. Popping my thighs.



"Are you... um..." He looks meaningfully at my cock, and then back up at my face.



"Yes," I say, stroking slower. Up. Down. Up. Down.



"Are you very close?"



"Close enough." Up. Down. Up. Down. I press in around him with every breath.



"Oh my god," he says with a smile, staring through me. I squeal happily as he gets harder for the first time in almost a minute. "Oh my god!"



"Are you going to be able to go again, Daddy?"



"I... I-I think so!"



"Oh, I'm so lucky to have such a good Daddy," I say, squirming more forcefully. Hips writhing.



"Jesus..."



"I can't get enough of your cum inside me."



"Jesus!"



"It makes me feel so beautiful!"



He leans his head back into the wall above the bed, staring at the ceiling, and births a primal groan. His cock swells within me, stretching me again, and I moan to match him. Lifting and lowering my hips in shallow thrusts once I think he's hard enough to stay inside me.



"I need more, Daddy."



"You want me to fuck you again?" Swelling. Up and down. Up and down.



"Yes, Daddy."



Veins pop in his neck, shoulders, and forehead as he fills me again. Painfully stretching my hole. Up and down. Up and down.



As soon as he starts to move, I shift my weight onto my right leg, and he's out from underneath me faster than I would have thought possible. I swivel, turning my ass toward the edge of the bed. He grabs my hips forcefully, pulling me and putting me where he wants me. How he wants me. He pushes down hard on my lower back, driving my shoulders into the bed, and adjusts my hips until they're just right. I slide my knees out just a little bit more and plant my toes against his thighs just before he impales me again.



There's no need for lube. He's already provided more than enough fluid, and stretched me to fit him.



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



I cry out, fingers raking into the sheets for some kind of handhold. Any kind of handhold. Pounding me. Gloriously.



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



I scream as I reach my orgasm. My cock bounces up and down, spewing each thick, white jet in long streaks underneath me. Some catches on my tummy, but most goes straight into the sheets.



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



Someone pounds on the wall beside us, roaring incoherently, but Calvin does nothing to slow his pace and I have absolutely no control over the volume of my screams.



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



Calvin leans over me, slowing for just a moment to grab at my long black hair, and pulls back hard as soon as he has a handful. I wail, full-throated, as he thrusts so hard that my entire torso bounces. Driving me forward, and then yanking me back by my scalp. My semi-hard cock swings pendulously below me, the tip grazing against the sheets with every trip forward and backward.

Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



Harder.



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



I reach back, squeezing his left hand as his fingers dig into my hip.



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



"Fuck me," I whine, jaw clenched. "Fuck me!"



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



"Harder!"



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



The room before me flickers and disappears behind the lids.



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



"Don't stop, Daddy!!"



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



"Don't stop!"



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf! For minutes on end.



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!  An eternity.



Thapf! Thapf! Thapf!



I twist to look back at him, loose hair spilling over my shoulder, and eye contact is the final straw. Calvin cums again, hard, and collapses forward onto me. Curling around my frame. His arms loop underneath me, hugging my body against him as he spasms deep inside of me. Thick layers of sweat smear between our bodies. First my knees spread wider, as he lays more and more of his weight on top of me, and then they slide back and out off the edge of the bed while his knees come up onto the bed beside me.



Pinned underneath him. Wrapped up tightly in his arms. His cock buried within. His face in my neck, and his breath hot on my skin.. It is the single happiest moment of my life. I never want it to end.



***



There is an amazing ache in every fiber of my being when I finally wake up the next morning. I stretch lazily, gripping the sheets between my toes and pushing them down. The shafts of light coming through the break in the curtains say it's somewhere around mid-morning. Calvin is gone, like he told me he would be before he fell asleep. Early office hours for his grad students.



I'd been up for quite a while afterwards, watching him sleep and even masturbating one more time before crashing myself.



I dance lightly into the shower and luxuriate under the water for a good twenty minutes. It's a different kind of wonderful to be clean than it had felt to wake up sticky and dirty afterwards. Sticky from so much of his cum inside me, and down my thighs. We'd made an incredible mess of the bed. I'm so glad it's not my job to clean that up.



My phone blinks at me as I towel off, and I smile when I see it's from Calvin... but the smile doesn't last long.



Sat. 10:43 am

Hey

I had an incredible time last night. Truly incredible.

Mind blowing.

But it looks like things are going to get very hectic

for me for a while. I don't know when I'll be able to

>see you again.



Sat. 10:45 am

I'm not pulling away. It's just the demands of my job.

Obviously, I can't expect someone as amazing as you

to stay single and unattached until I get through this.

Please feel free to see other people, but don't forget

about me.

Because I'll never forget you.



I'm out of the hotel in minutes, barely dressed, with tears streaming down my cheeks. Crying the whole way home.

Orchid Ch. 02

I cross my arms a little more tightly, grabbing at my ribs with the tips of my fingers, and breathe slowly. It's hard to keep myself calm, and the more upset I get the more I ramble. Lara is always fine with me rambling. Stream-of-conscious output, both verbal and nonverbal, is a very useful as a therapeutic outlet, she says, but I'm not in the mood.



"Kit?"



Eye contact is the best I can manage.



"You're very quiet today."



"I don't... I don't know what else to say." I sigh. "I feel like all I did was repeat myself last time."



"Still spending most of your time in your head?"



I nod.



"Still thinking about Calvin?"



I nod, trying really hard not to cry, and tighten my arms around my chest just a little more.



"May I make an observation?"



"Yeah."



Lara puts her pen down, and interlaces her fingers over her crossed knees. "You really put yourself out there." There's a piece of a cough drop wrapper on the floor. "You exposed yourself, and really put yourself in his hands. I am in awe of you. That took real strength." Sort of a grayish-white corner of a piece of waxy paper, with some reflective text written at an angle. "We always take risks when we expose ourselves, and this was one of those times where it got you hurt." The wrapper isn't close to the trash, and it's closer to where Lara usually sits than where she has her patients sit.



Clients, not patients. I hope Lara isn't getting sick.



"It sounds to me, more than anything, like you and Calvin started off in very different places. To him, you were a former student whom he found attractive, and you were two consenting adults when he ran into you later." It's almost shaped like a perfect right triangle. Almost 90º, 45º, 45º, but not quite. "To you, he was a dream. A... uh... a fantasy. You were already putting him on a pedestal, and when he showed interest in you, that sent your feelings for him skyrocketing." I tilt my head a little; the reflective text has a lighter, non-reflective shadow. "It's not your fault. Please don't hear that I'm blaming you. No one is to blame here." More of a grey shadow.



"Every relationship has an arc, you know, to the intensity of the feelings, and I think you started off quite a bit ahead of him. That's not his fault, and it's also not your fault." There's another piece of white fluff right next to it. Could be another part of the same wrapper, but more likely, it's a different piece of trash. "Are you sleeping any better?"



"Um..." I blink, trying not to cry again. "Yeah." Lie. I can tell her the truth. I can trust her. "No. No. I'm not."



"Thank you," Lara said, smiling softly. "I know you don't want me to worry about you."



"Last night, I think I got maybe 3 hours."



"That's not enough. It's better than before, but it's not enough." She sits back in her chair and stares pensively at her pad of paper. "I'm going to offer—"



"No," I say.



"—again—"



"Please no."



"—I can call Dr. Minjae to talk about a prescription for you to help you sleep."



"No thank you."



"He can prescribe something that wouldn't have any interactions with your existing regimen."



"No thank you." I get very nervous about taking more than I'm taking now. My hormone cocktail works for me, and I'm terrified of how fragile that balance is. I don't even like taking aspirin.



Lara smiles and nods. "I didn't think so, but I had to offer." She picks up her pen and paper, and takes a deep breath. "Let's talk about something else."



"Ok. What should I..." It's been hard to think about anything BUT Calvin, even though it's been almost four months.



"How about your classes? How are they going?"



"Well enough," I say, "but I'm not paying as much attention as I should. I keep..." I sigh and take a deep breath. "I feel like I'm waiting for him to storm into the room and... make some grand gesture in front of everyone. Like a... a showy declaration of feelings for..." My voice trails off the longer I ramble.



"He's not going to do that."



"No," I say sadly.



"You know he's not going to do that."



"I know."



"I'm not trying to reprimand you. I just mean that..." She pauses to collect her thoughts for a moment. "There's a disconnect there, between the things you know to be true and the things you want to be true. We all have that, to some degree or another. We lie to ourselves about all kinds of things."



"I know."



"You've always been very self-aware, and I don't think it's a coincidence that this one fantasy keeps coming back around to trip you up."



"I know."



"Because it isn't just about Calvin."



"I know," I say, more emphatically. "I know."



Lara smiles tightly and nods, the tips of her fingers held up almost defensively. "How about work? Has that been getting back on track?"



"I haven't called out in three weeks," I say, nodding.



"That's good!" Her smile is so warm. I love seeing her. It's never easy having someone set you straight when you need to be set straight, but she can go right back to being joyfully supportive in the blink of an eye. "I'm so glad to hear that!" I'm very lucky to have been referred to her.



"I'm... I think I'm... going to try going back to the... to the gym tonight."



"Good! Reclaiming your routine is a wonderful step." She tilts her head. "Have you thought about how you'll react if you see him?"



"Drop to my knees?" I laugh nervously, cheeks flush, and shake my head. "No, I..."



"You should have a plan. Even if the plan is just 'I will turn around and walk the other way'."



"Will you sue me if I steal your plan?"



"Of course not," she laughs. "Please. Steal my plan."



"Ok."



"Can I hear you say it?"



I nod, smiling lightly. "If I see Calvin, I'll walk the other way."



"Good. It would be too soon for you to try confronting him, I think."



"I wouldn't..." I shake my head tightly. A small, vigorous motion. "I wouldn't know what to say."



"You will," she says with a smile. "I know you. When you're ready, you'll know exactly what to say." She looks over at the wall and smiles, and I know my time is up. She stands, putting her notepad aside, and holds out her arms to me. "C'mere."



There are a lot of reasons that I like seeing Lara more than any of the other therapists I'd seen during the course of my transition. Her willingness to engage in hugs when I need them, during and after a really heavy session, is right near the top.



"I'm proud of you," she says, as she scratches the back of my head. I lean into her shoulder, soaking up the feeling for a few more seconds. "Same time next Tuesday?"



"Yeah," I croak, voice failing me almost completely. "Yeah." Better the second time. I leave as quietly as possible, and do my best to disappear into the crowd as I head toward the subway.



***



Go.



Go.



Go.



Go.







No matter how much will I exert upon them, my feet are stubborn and refuse to take steps forward. They talk back and forth about how cute my running shoes are, but I'm onto them. They're just stalling. They're stalling because they're afraid.



I'm stalling. Because I'm afraid. I indulge myself in these games, rolling my ankles and pretending my feet are talking to each other, because I'm terrified. Because fantasy is easy, and I don't want to get hurt again.



The first step is hard.



The girl at the counter waves cheerfully. Emmy, maybe? Emma? She's new, or at least she was the last time I was here. I smile and wave back as I head through to the locker room. A quick glance around, added to the number of empty lockers as I claim my favorite spot, suggests I might have hit the jackpot; the gym is nearly empty. I breathe deeply and evenly as I head back out into the main concourse, with my water bottle in hand and a towel slung over my shoulder. A dark gray sports bra underneath a loose-fitting orange racerback tank, and some black tights that just reach the tops of my calves.



The treadmills are calling my name. I pop in my earbuds and turn on one of my favorite playlists as I pick out a machine in the middle of the front row. 2 mph. 2.4. 2.6. A nice slow pace to start. I keep looking over my shoulder, hoping to see him almost as much as I fear it. Logically, I know he probably won't approach me. He sent one more text, a week later, to ask how I was doing, but I didn't respond to that either.



Or, at least, I didn't send any responses. I must have typed up a hundred different answers, between one and one thousand words, but I never sent any of them. I couldn't push send. By the time I finished writing them, I always felt differently. I either got over all the anger I'd just finished venting or I was too mad to let him know I'd forgive him in a heartbeat. Which, of course, were all glaring red flags; signs that I was in no shape to talk to him.



4.8. 5.1. 5.5 miles per hour.



My legs ache when I creep the speed past seven. I wish I'd stretched more. I usually run at six and a half for thirty minutes because that's a nice pace where the cadence of my footfall lines up with my breathing, but I just...



7.4. 7.8.



Eight miles per hour. Getting closer to the best full sprint I can manage. It's a moment of lunacy when I watch my hand reach for the plus button. 8.1. Arms pumping. Chest heaving. One of my earbuds falls out of my ear, but the other one seems anchored enough that it's not going to get down between my feet and trip me up or break. 8.2. Lots of sweat streaking down my face. Across my brow. Down my cheeks.



Not all sweat. 8.3.



I cry out as I slam my palm down into the treadmill's dashboard, pressing and holding the minus button. The speed drops precipitously, streaking back through the range I'd just climbed back up, and steadies at 5.3 when I finally lift my palm back up. The slower pace allows me to grab hold of the errant earbud and reinsert it, but suddenly the music feels wildly inappropriate. Upbeat and happy when what I want is to feel like shit.



I snarl as I rip the earbuds out entirely, unplug them from my phone, and toss them onto the ground beside me. A few stray bangs, too short to stay put in my ponytail, get caught up in the sweat on my forehead. 5.7. 6.0. 6.8.



7.2.



I fixate on a carpet tile in the floor ahead of me, out in the hallway. A stringer at the corner of it sticks up and out of the rest of the uniformly-arranged fibers. I bet the vacuum pulls it out a little more each night. Stretching it. Ripping it. Every night. Tearing at it. Shredding it.



Every day, a bit more ragged than the one before.



8.7. 9.0. My legs hurt. Thighs, mostly, but my calves and feet are aching too. My lungs burn. The dashboard says I'm already up to 2.4 miles.



A woman walks by in the hall. I wouldn't have noticed her at all except that she steps on the tile I'm staring at. It takes too much of my concentration to keep my speed and balance, so all I can manage is a brief glance. Short-ish. Maybe a bit taller than me, but much thicker. Somewhere well-short of stocky, and not fat. Just... filled in. Hint of muscle. Maybe 45? Older? Blonde?



And then she's gone. Others walk by too, but they're a blur, and it's not until well after the fact that I realize the Blonde was looking back at me.



I surrender when I hit the four mile mark. On the one hand, it feels like I've punished myself enough for one day, and on the other hand, I kind of feel like I might never be done punishing myself. Which is ridiculous, the more I think about it, because it wasn't my fault. I didn't leave him. He left me. Why should I feel guilty? Why should I feel like I need to hide? Why should I feel broken? He's the asshole. He's the piece of shit.



I hope he does show up. I hope he shows up right now.



***



I lace up my left foot, and shift on the bench to tie the right shoe. Shoe tying is one of those things we can do blind. Our fingers know how it should work. By the time we're adults, we can tie our shoes in the dark from feel alone. Most of the time we watch ourselves work anyway for lack of anything better to do, but it's not out of necessity. It's not like driving, where attention is needed for constant adjustment, so it's not a surprise when my head starts turning slowly of its own accord.



It's her. Again. The Blonde. She walked right by me. I didn't even really see her, I saw her bag. Which I saw her carrying two days ago on her way out after she'd walked by me twice. Very distinct burgundy color and pattern. All week I've been seeing her, and I'm starting to think it's not a coincidence.



After heading out onto the main floor, I feel like tonight is the night I finally try the treadmill again. It's been almost 2 weeks. This time, I stretch much better beforehand, and it's easier to stick to my usual speed. My running playlist has more Kelly Clarkson than I like to admit.



And then she's right next to me. She's right next to me. Running on the treadmill right next to me. Cool as a cucumber. I'm doing my best to stare ahead, only bobbing my head back and forth with what seems appropriate for my gait, but there she is. Again. There's 20 treadmills in the room, and she's right next to me.



There's 20 other treadmills. Now it's not a coincidence. Of course, it takes me nearly a mile of running and thinking to reach that conclusion, but I'm here. I've gotten to it on my own.



Her pace is slower than mine. In a fit in inspiration, I stab the down speed button a few times. And then a couple more times. Until my treadmill is going the same speed as hers. Our gaits are different. Even though I'm shorter than she is, my stride is longer. I bounce higher, I take fewer steps, and hers land differently. More solidly. Not heavily, but... with authority. I reach up and pull out my earbuds, and my heart is absolutely racing.



She's at least 45. I definitely have a type.



"Hi," I puff. My face feels bright red, and I couldn't begin to guess how little of that is just from the jog.



"Hello," she says, glancing only briefly to the side. It's a little off putting, and instantly I'm doubting myself. Did I see something that wasn't real? Did I just start putting myself out there again? I look over at her a few more times, and she just continues her jog staring straight forward. Just the tiniest little smile on her lips.



And then I look around again, at the room full of empty treadmills and the two of us running side by side.



"I feel like I've been... seeing you around a lot."



She's quiet for a few seconds, and then says, "Good," offering nothing more.



And then her smile gets just a little bit wider.



"I knew I wasn't crazy," I say, looking forward again. She chuckles, a rasping sound mixed in with our light panting. "I'm Kit."



"Susan."



I keep looking over nervously, unsure of what to do or say. She's almost indifferent to my presence, except that I know she's not. I know she's putting herself here. Next to me. On purpose. I just wish I knew why.



I know why. She wants to get to know me. I'm just afraid to be wrong.



We continue on, jogging together, for another mile in relative silence. It doesn't feel awkward though I can't explain why. It should be weird, but... there's something about the way she carries herself that's appealing. Her confidence is attractive, and I like being near it. It's also infectious. Like she might walk into a room full of people arguing and have them all listening to her in under a minute.



But then, when I think about it, she's the one who pursued me. Instantly, my back is a little straighter. My posture is a little better. My strides are a little longer. Something about me was attractive to her. That feels nice.



"Well Kit," Susan says abruptly. "I'm going to hit the showers." She plants her feet beside the track of her treadmill and lays two fingers on her left wrist.



"O-oh," I stammer. "Ok. It was um..."



"Would you like to join me?"



"Ummm..." I look down, and stare in shock that I've already gone 6.4 miles. I'd completely lost track of my workout for the night. It's hard getting lost in my narrative. "Y-yeah. Sure. A shower sounds great!"



"Great."



I hop off my treadmill while it's still powering down and jog after her, but I slow way down almost at once. The last couple weeks have been lousy with peripheral glances and double takes as she's passed me going here and there. Now, behind her as she's walking...



Susan has shape to her. Her tights fight snugly around hips I could only dream of having, and when she lifts her arms up over her head to stretch, her sports bra-top swells outward just enough to be visible from behind. A delightful amount of tightly-compressed breast tissue inside of the elastic. There's a dangerous swell in my own tights that I have to pinch myself to stop.



I've always considered myself a fairly accepting girl, sexually speaking. I find a wide variety of body types appealing. It's not like anyone has ever asked me for my opinion on the matter, but I tend to think of myself as omnisexual. A pansexual is interested in hearts, not parts, and it's not that genders are irrelevant to me. I notice and appreciate all the different parts, in different but mostly equal ways.



My last girlfriend was thin, like me. Artistic and dreamy. We had some really great times, but she was ephemeral. She drifted out of my life as smoothly and abruptly as she'd drifted in. Before her I'd mostly dated boys, none of whom had anything approaching Calvin's size or physique. And now, here I am following a woman I am almost embarrassed to admit is a MILF, because I really would. I really would like to.



And that's kind of foreign to me. The emotional connection is always such a powerful part of any intimacy. Most of the time, it's that closeness that I crave the most. The moment when the world disappears, and there's just me and them. Ten minutes ago, I would have told you I needed that, but now? Staring at this woman?



I have to pinch myself again.



The locker room is quiet. I skip back to the corner, grab my towel and bag of sundries, and kick off my shoes and socks. I lose track of Susan in the rows and just head back to the stalls on my own, and she leans up against the end of my stall before I shut the curtain.



"So what's his name?"



"Is it that obvious?" I ask, surrendering to the overwhelming urge to look down and away.



Susan laughs, folding her arms across her chest beneath her breasts. "Not exactly, but in my line of work you get good at reading people." I nervously putter in my stall, pulling the shampoo and soap out and setting them on the little shoulder-height ledge. "I was pretty sure it was a someone and not a something that's had you all twisted in knots for the last couple weeks, but it was a wild guess on the gender."



"Calvin," I say, pulling my tank top over my head. Just the sports bra and my black tights.



"Asshole."



I giggle and nod. "Yeah, a little bit."



"Did he know?"



"Know what?"



"About your penis?"



"What?" My arms instinctively wrap around my torso, and my legs cross at the knee as I awkwardly shrink into the corner. Aside from being barefoot I'm still clothed, but it's like she can see right through me. "What ... what... what are you..."



"Relax," she says, leaning back slightly and looking down the hall. "There's no one back here."



"It's kind of hard to relax when I'm being... observed!"



"Oh stop," she laughs. "You've known I had my eye on you. I know you did."



"Yeah, but..."



"I'm not gonna tell anyone. Your business is your business. I just happened to notice when I was checking you out." After a moment, she adds, "And, to be clear, I was checking you out because I thought you were cute."



"Well... thank you."



"Still do," she says, staring at me very directly.

"... thank you." I huddle for a minute, flushing with color under her watchful gaze. It's always terrifying, no matter how briefly, when it seems like I might be exposed. Not everyone handles that kind of revelation with class.



"Are you okay?"



"Yeah," I say, though my voice betrays a little of my shakiness.



"I didn't mean to upset you."



"It's not you. It's just..." I take a deep breath and blow it out forcefully. I have breathing techniques for just about everything. "It's scary even when I'm the one doing the telling. You know, when I'm the one controlling that conversation."



"Ahhh."



"Having it sprung on me is just..."



"I can't imagine," she says, quirking her head. "Literally. I can't."



"Yes," I say, after a moment of mustering my courage. "Calvin knew."



"Asshole."



"That's not why he... I mean... I don't think that's why he—"



"Kit," she says, staring directly at me. "How would you like to forget about him for a little while?"



She keeps her eyes on me, intensely, as she lifts her tight-fitting shirt. Her sports bra comes off with it. Her breasts have a kind of natural sag to them, heavy with their own weight, that my own chest will never have. Mine will be small and sit perky and high, and while that has its own appeal, I can't stop staring at the fleshy curve of hers. The way her nipples are slightly oblong. Slightly stretched.



Just the hint of a belly. A slight roundedness. I love that she's not perfect. I mean, she's gorgeous, but she's human. Like somehow the flaws make her more real. More beautiful.



The whole time, her eyes are on me.



I don't know how to explain what brings it all together, but Susan is a gorgeous woman. A grown woman where I feel like I will always look like a girl just past puberty. If I'm lucky. It's something in the set of her shoulders. Something in the way her arms hang at her sides. Something in her stance.



Something about the width of her hips as she bends at the waist to push down her workout pants.



I would really like to not think about Calvin for a little while.



We come together at once, moving simultaneously. My hands are all over her body. Sliding over her hips. Up her sides. No sooner is her tongue in my mouth than she has both of my nipples through my top, gripped tightly between her fingers and giving both of them a slight twist that makes me yelp. My shoulders curl inward as I try to shield myself, but Susan just steps even closer in toward me.



"These are a lovely little handful," she murmurs into the kiss.



I whine as I try to take a step backward, but she follows, kissing me again. I can't get my hands around her arms to match her, even though I would dearly love to get a grip on her larger nipples. Instead, I get my fingers around the back of her head and pull her in closer. Smushing our lips together, and pulling her body in even closer to mine. She laughs, and the delicious pain subsides little by little when she can't twist her hands the way she'd like.



My hard cock presses into her hip. My balls, high and snug against the base of the shaft, brush against her thigh, sending a powerful tremor through my core. I whimper again into the kiss, after which she bites down on my lower lip and pulls back with agonizing slowness.



"Ooo-oooo!" I cry, as she lifts. She's a couple inches taller than I am, and I have to rise up on my toes to follow. Her eyes practically glowing.



I whimper as I run my tongue over the indentations after she's let go. The faint taste of blood. Her eyes are on fire as she swarms over me. I have to let go of her when she starts lifting my sports bra and top, and she's working on my pants before I've gotten all of my hair through the neck.



"Oh fuck," I moan, as she curls her tongue underneath the hardening head and draws me into her mouth. Her cheeks sink in, suction pulling my length further inside of her, as she holds my pants against the floor. I have to twist my knees outward and step out to either side to get them past her, as Susan inches closer to me. Her pale blonde hair, streaked with a helping of light gray, falls over her shoulder. Her mouth feels wonderful. I can't remember the last time someone else went down on me, and maybe never with this kind of ravenous determination.



She smiles mischievously up at me, as she backs off and takes my cock in her hand. Stroking me slowly as she stands and kisses me. Precum on her tongue. I know the taste well, even though it's been awhile since I tasted my own.



"I'm going to make you cum," she says softly, nose brushing against mine. "The question is; will you do the same?"



I love the way the hairs on my neck rise at being challenged. An injection of adrenaline that makes my muscles sing from head to toe. She leans in to kiss me again, but no sooner are her lips on mine before I push her back. She gasps, eyes popping open, as I drive her across the stall and into the far wall. My tongue invades her mouth, pushing and taking.



For a moment, I almost can't believe that's me. Powerful dissociation. Feels like my head is floating away even as I draw her breath into my lungs. Are those someone elses fingers sinking into her hips? Is that my back she's raking? Are those red welts, in the wake of her fingernails, on my skin?



When I started taking hormones, I was told repeatedly that there was a good chance I would lose some of my libido. Almost everyone I talked to along the way, between the doctors, nurses, therapists, and pharmacists, mentioned it. Transitioning, and the HRT specifically, had many side effects, but the sex drive was the one everyone brought up. It didn't turn out like they'd warned me.



For years, I had been repressing the more aggressive side of my sexuality. The side of me that simply saw and wanted. I knew I was female and I thought that came with certain 'expectations'. I felt like I needed to make myself more passive. I liked dressing up, and I liked the attention I got when I did, but I pushed down the desire to give others the same kind of approving attention. Especially as the initiator. It was fine if someone else approached me first, but I feared the being the one to take the first step.



Once the hormone therapy got underway I didn't have to fight that urge. At least, not so often. The submissive side of me, the side that flourishes under the firm hand of another, became infinitely more responsive. For a little while, I thought that was going to be my whole sex life, and I was fine with that. More than fine with that; I love that. I love giving in. I love wilting. I love succumbing to the confidence of another.



But I love taking too. I have confidence of my own, and it has taken me a long time to get over feeling like I couldn't show it. Feeling like I wasn't allowed to be assertive. Feeling like there was no room for my dominant side, or that the world wouldn't accept it. The hormones certainly lowered this part of my sex drive, but in hindsight maybe all they did was put me in balance.



Susan moans into my mouth, batting her lashes seductively. Her left leg comes up and hooks around my thigh, drawing me in and keeping me close. I like the feel of her skin on mine. I like the heat. Her breath on my lip. One arm wraps around her thigh, holding it tight against me, while the other teases her nipple. Pinching and rolling.



"Put it in me," she moans, lips barely separating from mine. "I need it."



Part of me is completely aware of her. Acknowledging how she uses her body and her words to seduce me. Accepting that I am being seduced. In fact, kind of loving that I'm being seduced. The other part of me takes her at face value, and I find myself sliding toward the latter. She wants me. Even if it's a lie, it's a beautiful lie.



She groans, hips grinding into me. My cock, hard and curved upward between us, splits her cleft down the middle. A momentary glance downward brings a throaty coo; her moist lips cradled around me, painting the shaft a dazzling shade of pearl. She rises up on her toes, and with a gentle bend of the knee and a shift of my hips, the flared head pushes inside of her.



Her channel yields to me, opening and unfolding. Deeper and deeper. She groans again, head rolling back into the white tile wall, and reaches up to grab hold of the shower head. Her rounded breast rises up, and the flesh around her darkened circle is rippled. Begging for attention. I crane my neck to suckle from her, and she immediately grabs the back of my head with her other hand.



"Oh fuck," she moans. "Yes."



My cock comes to rest inside of her, fully hilted. Her leg curls tighter around my thigh, keeping me still while she clenches. The tight ring of muscle at her opening squeezes around the root of my shaft. I start pulling back at the peak of that vice, drawing a lengthy moan from her with exquisite friction.



"Oh fuck," she whines. Corded muscles in her arm writhe beneath the skin as she puts more and more of her weight on that shower head, and on the leg that's gripping me so tightly. Nearly lifting herself into the air, while giving me very little range of motion.



Her nails scratch across my scalp, but she keeps me held there. Held where my teeth and tongue can bath her needy nipple with attention. Pinching it between my sharp incisors and flicking the tip with my tongue. Sucking it in whole and kneading it against the roof of my mouth. Moving my tongue like a wave. Curling it around the tip. Sharp, wet sucking sounds where my lips can't keep a tight seal.



My hips ache to thrust. The need for it is overwhelming, but her leg coiled tightly around mine restricts. Binds us together. I free my right hand and reach beneath and around her to land a hard, open handed slap to her rump. She howls, and there's a brief spike of panic that we are so far past indelicate, so far past discreet, that our being caught is more a matter of when and not if.



Her leg loosens around me, and I slip my hand inside her thigh and behind her knee. Her flexibility surprises me as I lift her leg higher, enough to get my elbow right behind and under the knee. Her jaw hangs, eyes trained on me, as she nods ever so softly. The thirst to fill her over and over consumes me. Each thrust pulling all the way back to deep and in, until the light curly hairs at the top of her cleft tickle my skin. Long, slow thrusts, filling and emptying her. Boring her out.



Susan bites down hard on her lip, white from sheer pressure. Her fingers tighten little by little in my hair, gripping a fistful of black at the back of my scalp. My grunting breath comes louder and higher each time, and the edges of her lips curl up more and more. Harder, she pulls. Angling my head back, and my chin up. The more she pulls, the faster my hips go. Faster. Harder.



In desperation, I grab her nipple between my fingers and twist. And pull. Her full breast stretches out and away from her body, and she crumbles. All her composure. All her poise. All her style. Her lids flutter in front of upturned eyes, and it's all she can do to stay standing.



I cover her mouth with my palm, blade of my hand just brushing the underside of her nose, and fix her with a stare of my own. She blinks slowly, like an insolent cub brought to task, and I can't deny my hips any longer. Faster thrusting.



Her fluids build up thick and white around the base of my cock. I pause for just a second, swiping with my middle and ring finger, and slip them both whole into her mouth with my index and pinky fingers stretched wide around her cheeks. Susan moans, cheeks turning red, as I smear her own juices over her tongue.



And some of mine, I realize a moment later, followed briefly by just the tiniest stab of jealousy. On a different day, that would be me blushing happily as I was forced to swallow a little bit of my own flavor.



Why am I denying myself?



Susan gasps as I slip my fingers from her mouth, and mewls as I kiss her, deeply and passionately. My own precum is there, a delightfully sharp taste that stands tall in the bouquet. She groans as I grip her head, dirty wet fingers in her hair, and hold her there while we pass fluids back and forth in an endless loop. Her leg, hooked over my elbow, comes higher and higher as she opens herself to me. Begging me with her body.



"Fuck me," she whimpers, into the kiss. "Pinch my... Pinch my... Pi-AHHH!!" I grab her nipple again and twist it until the pebbled skin is stretched like a pinwheel. "Fuck! Fuck!" The toes on her dangling foot curl tightly into the ball, clenching like talons, and her calf squeezes around my arm. "Fuck, I'm gonna... nnnnngh-I'm gonna..."



I kiss her again, hilting deep inside of her, and twist my hand down between us to feather at the very upper edge of her cleft. At the sensitive bud of her flower. Susan moans loudly, muffled, as I use the limited range of my finger to melt her into a puddle.



The longer her orgasm lasts, the more our kissing turns back into kissing. Her leg slips from my arm, and little by little works its way back around my thigh. Her sole curled over my tightened calf. Long, drawn out seconds of savage relaxation.



"Did you cum?" she whispers breathily. I shake my head, but her eyes are closed. "You didn't cum, right?"



"No."



"Good," she says, cheeks glowing. Her eyes finally open, batting slowly as she casts them about. After a second, she unhooks her leg from around me. A slight shifting of her hips pulls her back enough that my shaft falls out of her, but she quickly turns around and puts her hands on the tile wall. She grins over her shoulder as she pushes her ass back into me. I'm mesmerized, and almost lose my balance when she pushes hard enough.



The shape of her is just...



"More," she whispers, still grinning. She wiggles her pale cheeks against me, and my jaw just drops. I thought she looked good from behind in her workout pants, but...



I lay my hands on her and run them around her curves slowly. Feeling her skin. Feeling the softness of it. Around to her hips. Feeling the swell. On a different day, I would drop to my knees and worship. On a different day, I would happily be smothered underneath her.



Not today, though.



She lets out a full-throated moan as I grab my shaft at the root and guide it down between her thighs. It takes no pressure to be back inside of her, and Susan licks her lips with practiced slowness. She gives a throaty purr as she rolls her hips, knees and thighs flexing and relaxing. I love the way she glides onto me. The way I glide inside of her.



"Damn that feels good," she moans. Tongue across the tips of her teeth as she stares back at me. A light pink spot where I spanked her the first time. I can't stop staring at it, and it sets my skin on fire.



WHAP!







"OOooOo," Susan whimpers. Her spine curls gloriously as she writhes. Everything she does, intentional or not, drives me onward.



Faster. Faster. I can't tear my eyes away from the way her skin ripples from the impacts. Every time I plow into her. The way the momentum carries across her cheeks. Around her hips. Up to the small of her back. Faster. Harder. I love the way her flesh moves. I'm in awe of the way her flesh moves.



Harder. I can feel my own orgasm building, but I want more of her.



I curl over her, hilting inside of her, and wrap my arm around her ribs just beneath her breasts. I have to roll up on the tips of my toes, where the best I can manage is a shallow, popping thrust, but Susan moans cross-eyed when I slide my other hand down between her thighs to feather at her clit again.



"Not fair," she groans. "N-not fair." Shallow thrusts, with so much of our skin in constant contact with each other. Rubbing and smearing the copious sweat. "Oh fuck. Higher. Higher, and-" Her words drop away, replaced with a deep guttural grunt. Her spine curls way down and away. Shoulders standing out sharply through her skin. The tip of my middle finger works quickly, swirling and flicking.



Her second orgasm is quieter. Her eyes close shut tightly while she tries desperately not to cry out. Her legs quiver powerfully, even compared to the way the rest of her body shakes, as she tries to keep control of herself. Her ring spasms around me, clenching and unclenching a hundred times over the full minute of her peak.



I slowly uncurl myself from around her, and sigh happily as I plant my feet more firmly behind her. It's lovely to watch her come down from the excruciating high. The beautiful agony. Susan leans forward into the wall and slowly pulls herself upright by her hands, clearly not trusting her legs to remain steady.



"Tell me you didn't cum," she croaks, working her tongue around to draw moisture from her gums while she regards me from under heavy lids.



"No," I say, smiling proudly. A heavy drop of precum sits at the end of my shaft, threatening to fall. "Not yet."



Susan licks her lips and takes hold of me, aiming my cock so that the drop is perched less-precariously on top. I gasp, breath coming in sharply, as she gives my shaft a firm squeeze and kneels down in front of me. In the moment, I can't decide which is turning me on more; the feel of her tongue or the look in her eyes. In truth she's using both of them against me, and it's almost more than I can process. There's so little of my mind not already consumed by the physical need to cum and wanting to hold that off for just a few more seconds.



Just a few more seconds.



Susan slides her hands underneath my shaft, gripping behind the tender pouch, and pushes my balls forward. The inclusion of my balls, or attention paid to them, always unravels me even faster, and this is no exception. Her tongue snakes out between her lips, as she swallows half of my shaft, to swipe gently. Back and forth. Back and forth across my balls. Her eyes widen intensely as she grips my shaft tighter, squeezing my balls out just that much more, and takes them both into her mouth as well. The engorged head teases at the back of her throat while my balls swell her cheeks. My jaw falls completely away from my skull as they come to rest just behind her teeth, with her tongue moving gently and constantly.



Merciful, serene suction. Pulsing waves of alternating pressure and suction. All the while she stares up at me. Lips coming to rest against the hairless base of my cock.



I cum hard. Just like that. My hands clasped over my mouth to stifle the moans pouring out of me, though I honestly don't care if we get caught.



I cradle Susan's chin as she stands, just moments later, and draw her into a long, slow kiss. I can't tell if she likes the idea of sharing my cum with me as much as I do, but if the fervor of her tongue is any indication then the answer is a resounding yes. To say nothing of the way her hands roam along my sides and across my back. Over my body.



She turns on the water and rinses herself off. I hover around her, equal parts in awe of her and nervous. I've never done anything so impulsive with anyone else, and I can't get past feeling like 'I shouldn't be naked with someone I know so little about'. Even the one night stands usually involved some travel and a little more conversation. She handles it in stride though, guiding me under the water with a nurturing hand and bathing me without even asking. My reluctance slowly gives way to enjoying the moment, and I can't help but feel just a little bit of sorrow when she kisses me, a soft peck on the lips, as she leaves. No words. No goodbye. Just a knowing smile.



I stay under the water for quite a while after that. On the one hand, I wouldn't even begin to know how to get dressed without looking over my shoulder at her the entire time, and on the other hand, the fact that I'm hard again just thinking about her would give me away through the towel I usually wrap around myself.

I've never seen anything like her. The way she uses her body, and uses her desire like a weapon, is intoxicating. Even my own wanton behavior toward...



...and then I realize that, for a little while, I didn't think even once about Calvin.



***



"Wow," Susan says, sitting back on her heels with a grin. I fall back against the wall of the shower stall, panting, as she runs her fingertip through the streak of cum laid delicately over her collarbone. "Mmmm."



"Glad you..." I shake my head, blushing as my train of thought derails pretty spectacularly.



"I do," she laughs. "It's thinner, right?"



I nod, still panting. "Yeah, it's... uh... my cum isn't as thick as it used to be."



She gathers another jet on her fingertip, this one sitting more properly on the inside of her right breast, and sucks it clean while nodding. Impatient with her delivery method, she scoops up her left breast and cranes her neck to run her tongue slowly along the top of her nipple. Powerful shivers up and down my spine as she swallows.



"That," she says, as she rolls backwards into a squat, "was exactly what I needed. Good God."



"I'm glad," I say, proud that I could manage something close to a normal voice.



"Are you going to be here tomorrow night? I've got a long day scheduled, and a good unwind might be just what I need. Again."



My stomach twists, and I bite down hard on my lip. "Ummm... listen—"



"Uh oh." She arches an eyebrow at me as she turns on the water. "What does that mean?"



I wring my hands together and look down. "I'm not really, like..."



"Into women?" she interjects.



"What? No. No!" I shake my head and try to recover. "No, I'm just not..." I take a deep breath, and it takes all of my willpower to assert myself. "I'm not usually big on one night stands."





"That was the second time this week," she says with a cocky smile. "Tomorrow would make three."



"Yeah," I say, crumbling just a little and looking down. "I know. And, you know, it's one thing when this... whatever this is... is happening spur of the moment, but..."



"But making plans to be spur of the moment feels wrong?"



I nod. "I still don't even know your last name."



Susan nods slowly.



"I want to be taken out on a date."



Amused incredulity creeps into her expression, and Susan folds her arms across her chest. "Negotiating. I'm impressed."



"I like you," I say, proud of how calm it comes out. "You seem really nice, and I'm, yanno, clearly attracted to you."



"Clearly," she repeats, gathering a drop of cum from her shoulder and sucking it off with a grin. It's really, really hard not to shiver.



"I want to get to know you too."



"Is that a hard offer? A date, or no more sex?"



I nod, and it's just about the hardest thing I've ever done.



Susan cocks her head slightly to the side. Her gaze travels over my nakedness, and it takes every ounce of will to not retreat into a different, more protective, posture. Her expression betrays nothing as she grabs her towel and leaves, and after her footsteps have traveled out of earshot, I sigh. Hard. I liked her. I finish showering, wrap the long towel around myself just beneath my arms, and head out.



The yellow post-it note draws my eye long before I get to my locker, and it's a relief when the blue ink scrawled across it resolves into a phone number.



***



I feel a little underdressed when I walk in. My blue dress is a splash of color in the restaurant Susan picked, where nearly everyone else is in black of some kind. Including Susan herself, although her black dress is of a similar cut and length as mine. The more I look around, the more I think that maybe it's not that I'm underdressed and more that I stand out. Which is always terrifying.



She gets up and meets me in the middle of the floor, taking both of my hands with a tight squeeze before leading me back to the table. I blush as we sit down in the relatively private booth, and before I've had a chance to fidget a little and get comfortable our waiter comes around to take our drink orders.



Susan seems content with the quiet, regarding me over the lip of her glass of red. Or at least, she's more comfortable than I am. I take a sip of my white, the house Riesling, and—



"I like watching you build yourself up," she says abruptly. Heat on my cheeks. "It's like I can see the moment when thoughts occur to you and you want to say something. You sit up, or stand up, really straight, and your expression becomes more neutral, and you take a deep breath..."



"You're very observant," I say, while immediately dismissing the idea that I need to be less transparent.



"Comes with the job." She narrows her eyes ever so slightly, appraising, and continues without having to be prodded. "I'm a judge."



"Oh," I say, feeling the sudden need to adjust my posture. "What kind of judge?"



"Federal," she says. "District Court."



"Are there Secret Service agents here?" I ask, leaning in closer to her and looking around. "Should I be worried?"



She laughs, a beautifully husky sound, and shakes her head. "Not unless I'm laundering counterfeit money and didn't know it."



"I feel... I don't know. Awed? Kind of like I shouldn't even... that maybe I don't belong at the same table?"



Susan just smiles. "Some of my colleagues really enjoy the trappings. They like that their opinion means as much as it does and build their lives around feeding and justifying their own egos. Between you and me, the bench attracts a lot of self-important jackasses, but that's not me."



"No," I say, regarding her. "That isn't you, is it?"



She shakes her head. "I like the nuance of it. The overlaps and the gaps between laws. The gray areas. I like feeling like I help my community. Sort of like... buying from a small business."



"I am..." I lay my hand flat against my chest and nod. "I'm really impressed."



"I usually don't tell the people I meet casually. Federal judges aren't elected, so it's not like I put my face out there in TV spots to appeal to voters. I'm not well known. It's not... it's not common knowledge."





I nod for a moment, quietly letting that sink in. "Well... thank you for telling me."



The waiter returns, smiling politely as he takes our orders. Once I place mine, Susan casually and quietly makes me aware of the fact that she will insist on paying, and suggests that I might prefer a slightly more expensive cut of steak. After a moment of consideration, I happily take her advice.



"So why did you decide to tell me?" I ask, as soon as the waiter is gone.



She plants her elbow on the table and rests her chin on her thumb. Two fingers pressed to her temple. Her black dress is sleeveless, and I find myself enjoying her arms. They're not overly toned, but there's a shape to them that I find more than pleasing.



They have an aesthetic. I like that.



"Well," Susan said, breaking a moment of silent contemplation, "you strike me as the kind of woman who can keep a confidence. My position is hardly a secret, but it's also not anyone else's business."



I nod, joyfully filing away that I strike her as a woman.



"Also, I've been feeling a little... like we're imbalanced. I've known something about you that was very much private, and I felt like you deserved to know some things about me."



"I like how you danced around the word 'guilty'." I say, smiling broadly. I also like the way she laughs.



"This may surprise you, but that's not a word I use lightly."



"Understandable."



"But like I said... that wasn't a secret. It's something important, but it doesn't address the imbalance. Not completely, anyway. I told you that, largely, to tell you this; I am nearly deaf."



She smiles, shifting her weight slightly and resting more fully on the arm planted on the table. Her eyes on me, darting across my features. Taking in my reaction.



"Right now, you're trying to remember if you've ever had a conversation with me when I wasn't watching your face."



"I think just the one time on the treadmills," I mumble in shock, "and you were very terse." How did she know that's what I was thinking?



Susan nods, sliding a little more toward me. "I had a bad rash of fevers when I was little. Ear infections and sinus infections. Something in my genes made me prone to them. I still get a few every winter, and after one year my hearing was just never the same. Had another really late one in my twenties that made it much worse, but then for a while it was stable. I could function. I picked up reading lips to supplement what I couldn't understand otherwise, and that was fine. In the last ten years or so, though, it's umm... it's gotten a little worse.



"I run a tight court," she says, sitting up a little, "and while do I prefer the proceedings to be systematic, that's also a necessity for me because of my hearing. No one knows about that, professionally. I hide it, and I'm not afraid to hold anyone in contempt if they all start talking at once. Everyone just thinks I'm some bitch with a preference for order, but...



"I struggle. Especially with a noisy environment. You know, I picked this restaurant on purpose. The mood here is always very... restrained, and that makes it easier for me."



"I'm so sorry," I say, laying my hand over hers.



"Don't be." She smiles, but she also doesn't pull her hand out from under mine. "In some ways, it's the best thing that ever happened to me. I'm very self-conscious about it, but at the same time, it's really shaped me as an adult. Losing my hearing helped me realize how easily anything can be, just.... taken away. It's helped me be appreciative of the things I have.



"Not only that," she continues, "but it's affected the way I approach things. I don't take achievements for granted because I have to work for them. I have to work hard. Everything is a challenge, and I treat them like that. Challenges. Something to be conquered."



"What about me?" I ask.



"So far, you've been doing the conquering." The coy curve of her lips gives way to a full blown smile a moment later. Bare toes brush against my calf, and I shiver. "And I have to say that I'm... intrigued."



"I can't believe I'm going to say this, but... down girl."



Susan blinks, clearly taken aback.



"We're still getting to know each other, and that's important to me."



"Ok."



"I'm not trying to shut you down, and I'm certainly not against... you know... trying to... get away with things in public, but-"



"No no," Susan says, nodding respectfully. "Understood."



"Good."



"I like that you stand up for yourself. That carries a lot of weight with me."



"Thank you," I say, trying hard not to completely deflate from relief.



"Sometimes I need someone to put me in check. It's not easy to admit, but that's... that's maybe been lacking in my life." She opens her mouth to say more, but our waiter returns with our entrees. As soon as he's gone, she continues, "Most of the people around me, both personally and professionally, just sort of follow my lead. Very few will stand up to me, even if it's just a question of 'what should we get for lunch'."



"That could go really wrong too, don't you think?" For a moment, it feels like my stomach has just fallen through a trap door. "I mean, what if you find you don't like someone challenging you like that?"



"Isn't that the essence of being in a relationship? Finding a way through the competing pull of what we need versus what we want? I want to win the lottery, ergo, I should spend all of my money on lottery tickets? Of course not, and only a completely self-absorbed buffoon wouldn't be able to admit that."



"Okay," I say, nodding.



"Of course I won't like it but that doesn't mean I don't need it, and I can always admit that at the end of the day." She gives me a weighing look, and then smiles more genuinely than I've ever seen. The kind of smile that shines in the eyes. "You have a way about you."



"Thank you." The color really starts to rise in my cheeks.



"Let me say it again more clearly. You seem like a very honest girl. You're up front, and you're brave, and I need that in my life. I don't say that to put pressure on you to fix me, but... I'm trying to be honest too. I would like to have you... around."



I nod.



"May I make a request?"



"Of course," I say.



"This restaurant has a fantastic cheesecake. Deliciously creamy and rich, but also a little heavy. I don't know how you feel about cheesecake—"



"Love it," I say, and she nods.



"—but I would very much like to get that 'to go'. I would like to wait and share it with you later, after we've gone back to my home and fucked."



I blink and nod slowly.



"I don't say that to shortcut our date. I am having a lovely time, and this has been a lovely conversation, but I would very much like to fuck you tonight."



Hard. Very hard. I bite my lip and fidget, as much from being uncomfortable with praise as to shift my panties to not be so painfully restrictive. Not only is her directness about her intentions thoroughly flattering, but her understanding of me, and her want for me, is magnetic.



"I'm having a lovely time too," I say, and she laughs when I leave it there. "One step at a time."



"Okay," she says with a big smile. "Okay."



"Thank you," I murmur, and she nods. A few quick breaths to settle the nerves, and meanwhile she looks completely prepared to engage me on whatever battlefield I choose. I lick my lips and take a moment to make my move.



"You're doing it again," she says. "Building up to saying something."



"I am."



She nods, smiling lightly, and tilts her head.



"Why me?"



Susan leans back a bit and narrows her eyes. Not maliciously, just... thoughtfully.



"I mean there are... tons of good looking people there. At the gym, I mean."



"That's true," she says, leaning forward a bit. Elbow planted on the table, with her shoulders curled inward. She has to know she's shaping her cleavage right where—



Of course she knows.



"And, just so you know," she continues, "I have. Lots of good-looking young guys."



"Lots, huh?"



"Lots." There's something in the intensity of her gaze. It's not... it's not arrogance. It's not boastful. It's more like... yes I have, and now I'm here.



"Lots of good-looking girls too?"



Susan shakes her head.



"No?"



"No."



God, that gaze. I know, logically, that some of it is her reading lips, and reading my expression, to help with her hearing, but it's still hard to take the way she looks at me. Because she looks at me like she wants me. I want her to want me.



"Honestly, that's very new for me."



"Being attracted to women?"



She nods. "There was a time when another woman being attractive, looking or dressing attractively, anywhere near me was..." She takes a deep breath through her nostrils and puts a sharp bend in her eyebrow. "What is it about you?"



"Me?"



"I don't know if it's because you're so honest and that... that... draws the same out of me? Like I'm empathetically mirroring you? Or if it's that you make others feel comfortable. I don't know what it is."



"That's just the drugs kicking in," I say with a nod. "It's best not to fight it."



"Clever girl," she laughs. I like the way she laughs. I like the sound of it. "There was a time when another woman being attractive was not something I handled well. That's what I was going to say."



I nod, listening.



"I got that from my mother. I remember getting into a really vicious argument with another girl at Columbia. I dismantled her in class about... God, I can't even remember. I think it was discussion about subpoenas and client-attorney privilege, and she was in tears when she left. I hated her. I'd been looking for an excuse to rip her apart all semester."



"Because she was pretty?"



"I think so," she said, that pin-point focus in her eyes relaxing for a few moments. "At the time I was sure she was getting more attention than I was because she wore shorter skirts. That she was somehow getting in the way of my education, or that there was only room in the class for one of us." She nods slowly, finding me across the table from her again. "I'm not proud of that.



"Now, as I'm getting older, I've found that I'm more attracted to women. Is that... Is that my tastes changing? Is it that I've always been attracted to women and just am finally getting over not allowing myself to admit that? Is that why I immediately noticed Elizabeth's skirts? Because I liked her legs?"



"Did she have nice legs?"



"She would wear these heels," Susan said, leaning forward just a little more, "and she... There would be me, and a room full of men, and these legs. You could see her coming down the hall, through a forest of pants, from a mile away."



"You have nice legs too," she added a moment later. "That was 'why you', to circle back around. Everything came from that."



I blush and nod tightly, more as a fidgeting reaction than as any kind of agreement.



***



"This is beautiful," I say, unable to mask the awe as she leads me into the foyer. Susan smiles as she takes our doggie bags into the kitchen, and returns a moment later to where I'm still flabbergasted. The paintings on the wall are stunning. I don't recognize them or the signature, but there is a style to the brushwork that I'm just in love with. The way it's heavy with the paint in some areas and light in others. I love the crafting of it. The artistry in the artwork. "You have a lovely home."



"Thank you," she says, taking my hand gently and leading me toward the stairs. It's a wide staircase with a gentle curve. My hand slips from hers as I lag a little, still taking in the little touches in the architecture, and that presents me with a delightful bonus when she gets just a little bit ahead of me on the stairs.



Hips. Beautifully-outlined hips in a dress tight enough to accentuate her features without descending into trashy explicitness. It's hard not to be transfixed on the idea of a woman with this kind of means wanting me in her life, but if there's one thing that could draw me away from that alluring thought it's the sight of her stalking in front of me. The way she chooses her steps as she walks, each foot crossing slightly over the path of the other. Like a great black cat. She turns down the hallway and, without looking back at me, reaches behind herself to pull down on the zipper of her dress.



The sound of a zipper traveling slowly is shiver-inducing. It's a deliberate sound, made by one who is in no hurry. The click-clack-click-clack is lower pitched, and speaks volumes about the nature of the journey and its position above the destination in a hierarchy of importance. A slow pull on a zipper is a decadent kind of sensuality. Luxurious.



I am helpless against my desire to follow her, and I don't think I would resist even if I could.



She looks back, if not quite turning her head far enough to look at me, as her dress slips from her shoulders. Little by little, with each step, the sheer black fabric slips. Past her elbows. Down her sides. She draws her arms free and gives it just the slightest push to get it around her hips. Three inch black heels. Black stockings. A black lace garter belt. A smile. Nothing more.



Love the smile. Don't get me wrong, I love it all, but there's something about a smile glimpsed from so far to the side that all you can make out is that outermost upturn of the lips, and the way the skin around the eyes pulls tight.



Dear God, do I love it all. I follow her quietly, walking small. Not because she's imposing, or for any lack of self-respect, but from not wanting to break the spell she's casting.



Eventually though, as I cross the threshold into the bedroom, I start reaching back as well.

"Um," I say, frowning as I twist. The zipper won't budge. "Can you..."



She comes to a stop as she turns, body halfway around so that her frame is silhouetted in front of the bed. Her chin nearly in line with her shoulder as she looks at me, eyes darting. Just when I realize that she probably didn't understand what I'd said, she smiles. Inferring from my body language. "Is it stuck?"



"Yes," I squeak, blushing. She strides confidently past me while I gather my hair and pull it to my left, resting on and in front of my shoulder. I look back and to the right, and smile. "Thank you."



Susan says nothing, and after a few tugs the zipper comes loose. I can't help but take a deep breath and stand up just a little taller as she unzips it down to the base, in the small of my back, and spreads the blue dress.



"Wait," she says, when I start to slip my arms through the short sleeves. Her fingertips slide up my bare back, spreading the dress slightly wider as she goes. A sharp inhale as she pulls at the clasp of my bra. The hooks come loose, and I sigh as she pushes that farther and farther apart. The shoulder straps of both dress and bra slide outward. Indulgently paced.



My bra stays largely in place inside the dress, and as the blue fabric slides past my elbows I can't help but pull my arms through and lay my hands over my humble breasts. Susan laughs, working the dress past my hips and gathering my panties as she goes. The sound of her humming, as she transitions down to her knees behind me, sends chills up my spine.



"Stay," she says simply. "Just like that." Her hands run up my legs, around the outsides, before coming back together at the tops of the backs of my thighs. I gasp softly as she works her thumbs up between them, gently cupping my cheeks. Spreading. The warmth of her breath on sensitive skin.



Her tongue, hot and wet, against the puckered opening between my cheeks. I bite down hard on my lip, breathing fiercely through the nose. Tiny lashes. Tiny whimpers. The tip of her tongue, circling and swirling. Pushing ever so gently. Writhing.



Not-so-tiny whimpers.



One of her hands comes up above the small of my back and pushes, while the other one keeps a tight grip on my pale cheek. I curl, following her quiet guidance, and bend forward over the foot of the bed. Bending forward until my elbows come to rest on the soft comforter. Legs spread slightly, and bent just more than 90º at the waist. In just my heels.



"Much better," Susan murmurs. Her hands slide around to the front of my thighs, giving her leverage to pull herself forward. Back and forth over the forbidden ring. Spreading her tongue wide. I groan, back arching, as she teases me. Flirting with more and more pressure, but not quite enough to break through.



She sits back with a happy sigh, though still close enough that I can feel her breath on my skin. It's a shock when her tongue presses gently underneath my balls, curling underneath them and drawing them into her mouth. Her arm brushes against the inside of my knee, alerting me a moment before her fingers wrap tightly around my shaft. Gripping it around the middle, giving her room to stroke up and down.



The tender pouch slips from her lips, and she gives each ball a gentle kiss before returning the attention of her tongue to my dark hole. This time, she curls her tongue tightly and pushes. I groan, loudly, as the outer ring yields to her. Knowing she can only barely hear me and yet still consumed with the need to bellow my approval. Her hand works smoothly up and down, dragging the outer layer of skin out over my head like the foreskin I lost so early.



Little by little, my ring stretches to allow her, and her tongue pushes deeper. Pushes constantly. Smoothly and inexorably worming inside of me while she strokes me. I draw my head back and groan again, voice echoing throughout the bedroom. Stroking me faster. Smoothly, and from the head to the root.



I plant one arm hard into the bed and turn, looking back over my shoulder. Susan smiles with her eyes, and the set of her brow, as she looks up at me from across the length of my back. I reach back with my other arm and grab hold of the opposite hip, twisting.



"Oh God," I groan. Susan's eyebrows come down tight, knitting her forehead. "Oh that feels good."



She stares at me, eyes burning, as I moan and writhe. I don't need to embellish the way my back curls, or the way my hips grind back into her face; my body is on fire for her. All I need to do is show it, and that gets easier when I know she's watching.



It gets even easier once I realize it's affecting her.



"That feels really good." Her eyes tighten every time I talk. "God, I can't even remember the last time someone ate out my asshole."



"Mmmmm, good," she says, her face still held so close that her lips brush against the pucker as she talks. "That sets me apart."



"Oh Fuck," I moan, as she drives her tongue back into me. Lids fluttering. "Oooh fuck." Her hand tightens around my shaft, squeezing mercilessly and stroking slower. I groan again and pull at my pale cheek, spreading myself for her. "Go deeper."



If there's any hesitation to do as I tell her, it's unnoticeable.



"Oh Fuck!" Her warm, wet tongue burrows inside of me, pushing past the inner ring and worrying against the walls within. Her own groans pass slowly through my core, though her eyes stay firmly fixed on me.



She's doing it again. That... Fuck it's hard to think when she's got her hands on me. She's doing that thing again, where she's going to just try to make me cum. I don't want her to stop, but I need to... I need to...



God her tongue is distracting.



"Oh Your Honor..." It just pops out.



Her lids droop slowly. An almost imperceptible shift in the feel of her tongue. Not in texture, but in the effort. In the tone.



"Do you like licking my ass, Your Honor?"



Again that feeling of dissociation. That disconnect when I start taking control. Less powerful than before, which is as exhilarating as it is terrifying. There's an odd sort of comfort at being less alienated by your own behavior than you were before. An 'I could get used to this' sensation.



God her tongue is distracting.



Susan's gaze becomes infinitely more intense. Almost angry. Speaking from personal experience, having your motives subverted is annoying, but for her to react so strongly...



"You do, don't you?"



She says nothing, and good God her tongue is distracting. So close to no reaction at all that it might as well mean that, except that she continues licking... with just the slightest bit of extra fervor. I shift from holding my cheek with my right hand, and place the palm on the top of her head. Fingers curling over and around to the back of her scalp, slipping into her hair. I whimper, shivering as her tongue finds a soft spot. Her grip on my legs amps up, nails nearly breaking through the skin of my thighs.



So hard to think straight with her tongue...



My fingers reflexively tighten in her hair, just for something to hold onto, and Susan mewls magnificently. It's a small sound, barely audible, but I can feel it. Oh, can I feel it. It's an effort to control my expression, curling my lip and sneering when the urge is there to submit, body and soul. To let her take me in hand and own me.



The urge is there, but it isn't what I want. Not right now.



Susan yelps when I give her hair a sharp yank. The tightness around her eyes dips, softening what I can see of her expression, and I pounce.



"S-suck on my balls."



She doesn't seem to notice the slurring, brought on by her tongue hitting that same, gloriously-sensitive patch of nerves inside of me. She aims my shaft straight down, between my thighs, and brings her fist in toward the base so that the churning orbs are collected and high. Her eyes drop to just above the curve of my ass as she presses her lips against the hairless flesh and sucks, drawing one and then the other into moist darkness. Tenderly massaging them with her tongue. Lovingly massaging them.



Nothing unravels me more than sensual attention to my balls. It's not the feel of them, or that they're some kind of magical trigger. It's what they represent, and what they say about me. About who I am, and what I am. It is acceptance of 'me as I am', and while I'm aware that that's not a new observation I've made about myself, it still hits me like the fist of an angry God every fucking time.



"Good," I purr. "Thank you, Your Honor."



Susan rolls her tongue, keeping constant contact with varying pressure from side to side.



"You're very good with your tongue."



She says nothing, merely continuing as she was while occasionally making sharp squeaks as air escapes where it isn't supposed to.



"Verbally and non-verbally."



She says nothing. Her cheeks sink into her mouth as she sucks harder, drawing my flesh deeper.



"But actions really do speak louder than words for you, hmm?"



She says nothing. Tongue like a wave.



"Ok then," I say. I take my arm from off the bed, and grip her hair tight to help keep my balance while bent forward. She gasps as I push her back, away from me, and my balls pop from her mouth despite some delightfully powerful suction. She groans, eyes darting, as I reach down between my legs with my left hand and guide my cock almost straight back. Toward her.



Susan slides her tongue underneath the upside-down head, and her eyes are right back on mine. The feel of it sliding back over the length of her tongue is incredible. In almost no time, I can feel her breath from her nostrils against my balls. Her nose nestled between my spit-slick balls.



"I like the way I just slide into your throat from this angle, Your Honor."



She says nothing, merely shivering a little from a repressed gag reflex. Her eyes tighten whenever my grip on her hair changes directions, and I use her as an anchor to sway myself forward and back. Thrusting very slowly.



"Do you like the way I look in heels, Your Honor? I think they make my ass look fantastic."



She says nothing. The tiniest flicker as her gaze travels down to the pale, smooth curve of my ass before coming back up to meet mine. I bite down on my lip and moan as I hilt and hold her there. Fist tightening in her blonde hair streaked with light gray.



"How does my cock taste, Your Honor?"



She says nothing, but the blush of embarrassment is so complete that I can see it on her brow.



"Hmm? Do you like that?" I wiggle my ass at her, shaking her head ever so slightly in the opposite direction my hips are moving, and the tiniest little moan escapes when the seal, of her lips on my shaft, breaks. "You do?"



Her eyes close slowly, followed by a longer, louder, muffled moan. I pull her in hard, grunting softly at the way my balls get squeezed between us.



"Remind me to put some pigtails in your hair next time, Your Honor."



And there it is. Her eyes drift shut completely, and the unmistakeable sound of fingers moving between wet lips fills the room. The smell of her need fills my lungs, and I sigh happily. I let go of her hair, and she immediately slides backwards. A heaving gasp as her mouth and airway is vacated. A thin stream of tears and mascara down her left cheek, followed quickly by one on the right.



I smile as I stand up straight, feeling every bit of the height my heels give me as she's kneeling. Her jaw hangs open while she moans, and I shudder at the creamy precum mingling with her saliva on the tip of her tongue. It occurs to me that she's saved it, not swallowing, just for the chance to show it to me, but the abandon with which she's touching herself, knees spread wide, leaves little question as to her genuineness.



I lay my cock on her tongue, with just the head behind her lips, and take hold of her hair with both hands this time. "Yes," I murmur, nodding. "Two pigtails, nice and high. Would you like that, Your Honor? Would you like to wear pigtails for me? On the bench?"



"Oo Fuu," she groans, careful to keep her teeth well clear while still enunciating as best she can.



"I love the way you sound when you're sucking me off."



"Mmmhmmm," she groans, nodding her head. Her eyes are still closed, brow furrowed, and her cheeks are a bright, bright red.



"Do you like sucking my cock?"



"Mmmhmmm!" No hesitation. No ambiguity.



"Good. I like fucking your mouth."



Tiny whimpers. The sloshing sound of her fingers increases. I pull her in by her hair. Her nose inching toward my pelvis while my cock finds its way home.



"I wonder how much, though."



She looks up at me, lips stretched around my girth, and blinks. I hilt and hold her there, watching for the shine of mist in her eyes. A fluttering of her lids. That's my favorite part, when the situation is reversed, and I find that putting her in that position is similarly magnificent.



"Would you like it if, after fucking that beautiful cunt of yours, I finished in your mouth?"



"Mmmhmm," she murmurs, nodding slightly, though the blush on her cheeks flares.



"Would you like that?"



"Mmmhmm," she repeats, and I pull back. A deep breath through flared nostrils, as her airway opens again, and she blinks away the tears.



"What about your ass?"



She looks up at me, wide-eyed. Her expression is still, but not the bloodless pale frozen of actual fear or panic. Her cheeks are flush to the point of radiance. More telling is the sound of her fingers; faster and louder. Whether it's that she likes the taste of my cum that much or is embarrassed to admit how much she likes anal play honestly doesn't matter. They're both good answers.



"On the bed," I say, tilting my head. She seems relieved, shoulders relaxing, and I wonder how much more I would have had to push to get her to cum right there. Not much, I think. She looks back at me once her first knee touches down on the edge of the bed. I lay my hand on her hip, nudging ever so gently, and she rolls onto her back. I keep my hand on her, following her, and use the slightest pressure to keep her from crawling too far onto the bed. Her legs come up above her, spread wide in a V with her hips and knees each bent at ninety degree angles.



"Do you like wearing heels?" I ask, as I step between her legs. I lay my cock along her wet lips, the head extending past the apex by an inch or more.



"Yes," she says breathily. "I feel powerful in them."



"They're like weapons." I let my fingers slide along the backs of her calves, and she shivers. "The way they shape us. Not that I think you need extra shaping."



"Fuck," she groans.



"They draw attention where we want it," I lilt, leaning my head to the side to admire the shape of her stockinged calf. "Helps us play to our strengths."



She reaches down between her thighs and strokes the end of my shaft. Her palm brushing up and down over the head.



"Not to mention the aesthetic they have all on their own." I draw my hips back ever so slightly, and Susan keeps her hand in place to guide the flared head to her entrance. "The angle. The styling. The sharp spike." Crystal clear enunciation. I punctuate the last with a quick thrust, and Susan moans. Head rolled back into her shoulders. "It's so... phallic."



"Fuck!" she groans.



"It's symbolic."



"Oh fuck yes."



"But they're not just weapons." I slide fully into her, thighs resting against her upturned cheeks, and sigh as I bite my lip. "They're armor too. They help us hide."



She looks down at me, one eye more open than the other. Two fingers swirling shamelessly over her pearl. Throaty moans as she races toward the orgasm so narrowly avoided before. My hips move slowly, moving the full length of myself in and out of her.



Fingers swirling faster.



"Inside of these," I say, as my fingers creep along her achilles heel, "your foot is contoured for you, but when it comes off..." I hook my middle finger into the back of her black pump and pull back, peeling it up and away from her sole. "...you can't hide what I do to you." She writhes on the bed, whimpering, as I slide my hand over her bared, stockinged foot. Toes curled tightly into the ball. Pointed down and away, along the line of the shin.



"There," I say, cradling her foot in my palm. Thumb brushing along the top of the arch. "Exposed."



The pitch of her whine ramps up and up, spiraling and reaching her peak when I twist slightly and remove the other heel. She tries to curl her feet around my arms as she cums, but I push down on the backs of her thighs and lean over her. Fucking her earnestly at her most sensitive. At her most vulnerable. Susan's whines become full-throated howls as I piston into her. I love how wet she is. I love how wet she is.



"Keep going," she grunts, jaw tightly clenched. "Don't stop. Don't stop."



The more I go, the less I feel like I can control my voice at all. The feel of her walls, wrapped around my shaft, is so distracting. I can barely think straight, let alone continue to monologue to her. Her legs curl inward, toes reaching just past my elbows. I can just barely make out her nails, a bright red, through the nylon.



After another minute, with only the sound of my cock plunging into her above her near-constant whimpering, Susan cums again. Her fingers never stop moving. Never stop their swirling stimulation. I love the feel of her fingernails brushing against me when I hilt. I love the feel of her muscles contracting so pervasively. So completely. I love the way the veins stand out in her neck and forehead, her skin already pebbled with sweat.



"Keep..." Her eyes stay tightly shut. "Just... don't..."



"I won't," I grunt, trusting myself only enough to say that much. It's striking how much more control it requires to be in control. How different it felt to submit, and how freeing. How easy it was to whisper every dirty little thing that passed through my head when I was so completely in someone else's hand.



Not better. Not worse. Definitely different.



"Oh god," she moans, as I thrust faster. "Oh God." Harder. My hips ferociously impacting against hers. Harder. So hard to think. "Yes! Yes!"



Stuttered moans and whimpers flow out of me, with every breath, push, and pull. A longer, deeper groan when I look down to see how much of her cream is collected at the very base of my shaft. The sudden wellspring of warmth. I can't slow down. I don't want to slow down. I just want to run to it as fast as I can. Pour every last ounce of energy into it.



"Open," I whine, as I pull back at the last minute and scurry onto the bed. Susan's shocked expression is perfectly suited as I waddle over the bed on my knees, still wearing just my heels, while stroking myself to stay close. Her head comes up, craning like a baby bird for the meal its mother brought, and I just manage to get the head onto her tongue when I start cumming with a loud cry.



My knees almost give out, sliding outward, and I pin her head down into the bed as I cum hard. A wave of euphoria sweeps through me, taking all conscious thought and leaving only blissful release in its wake. I slump forward over her, barely getting my hands underneath me, as she nurses on my cock. Suckling greedily for every drop.



She squirms beneath me, thighs tightly squeezed together, and as soon as I fall farther forward, they spread for me. Inviting me. It's not even a question. Her arms wrap around my waist, holding me as tightly as she is closely, as she drains me. Drawing out every molecule. No hint of slowing even as I can feel myself softening in her mouth.



I match the placement of her arms, snaking mine around her waist, and she rolls me onto my side. Rolls with me. Her thigh underneath my head for a pillow, as I lap at her slick folds. My thigh under her head as she works her tongue over every square inch of my flesh, reclaiming every drop of moisture to be found. For minutes on end.

She shivers hard, briefly gripping my head between her thighs, as she winds down. Finally catching her breath. Whether it's an aftershock or another small orgasm all on its own, I can't tell and don't care. What matters is that I know I satisfied her. I fucking know it, and that feels fucking fantastic.



I fall back first, rolling away ever so slightly, but she keeps my soft, spent shaft completely within her mouth for much longer. Licking up and down. Underneath the lip of the head, the whole way around. It's hard not to think of it less as cleaning, after so long, and more like worship. Or deep appreciation.



Bone deep.



"You have beautiful lips," I murmur, after staring at her pink folds in a daze.



"Mmmmm," she says, and it's almost another full minute before she finally releases me to the cool night air. "Sorry. There's something about a penis, once it goes soft, that I just can't get enough of."



"Don't be sorry," I laugh. "You can do that aaaaany time you want." It's amazing how thoroughly exhausted I am. It's amazing how good it feels to be so thoroughly exhausted.



"I'll remember that," she says dryly, and I bite my lip and sigh happily. "How about that cheesecake?"



"God, that sounds perfect!"



It takes a few seconds to disentangle from each other. Susan grabs a black silk robe from the door to her closet and offers me a blue one. I feel so... I don't even know what... as I slip into it and cinch the waist. Gorgeous? No. Lucky? Pampered? Maybe. I don't even know when my heels fell off, but we're almost back to the top of the stairs before I notice they're gone. She quirks an eyebrow at my giggle but says nothing as she leads the way.



"Forks are in the top drawer there," she says, pointing as she continues on toward the refrigerator.



"Oh, I like these." I hold one up and spin it between my fingers. "I like the—"



The fork slips from between my fingers as I look past it in horror. It clatters, forgotten, on the kitchen floor as Calvin stares back at me impassively. My jaw works quickly, forming words my lungs and vocal chords can't finish, as I back away. He shouldn't be here. He can't be here. I blink, and he doesn't disappear. Why won't he disappear?





And then Susan sits down next to him, placing her slice of cheesecake between them. Both of them looking to me.



"Hello Kit," he says.
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I back away slowly, jaw working without sound. Calvin gets up and takes a step toward the hallway, but he freezes when I start shouting.



"You stay the fuck away from me," I cry, pointing at him and wishing my finger could hurt him as much as he hurt me. He holds up his hands as I skirt past him, and I'm out the door in under a second.



"Kit!" Susan cries, as she runs out after me. "Kit, Stop!"



"No," I yell back, stopping partway down the lengthy driveway. "No! I don't know what... that is, but—"



"Please!"



I step on a rock and scream, hopping up and down on one foot. Susan hurries after me, and stops when I pick up the small stone and fling it at her. It bounces harmlessly off the siding of the house ten feet beside her, and she hesitates to follow when I start hobbling down the driveway again.



"All your stuff is inside."



"I'll get new ones!"



"Kit, please."



"Stop," I shriek, as the tears really start to come. "Just leave me alone!"



"Where are you going to go? It's fifteen miles back to the city, and it's nearly midnight."



"I don't care."



"Come back inside. We'll call you a cab. If you still want to leave when it gets here you can go, and we'll never bother you again."



I drop to my knees, sobbing at the idea of really wanting to never see either one of them again. There's more reasons too, I know, but it's just... it's too much too quickly. "I thought I had found it. Again." Someplace I could belong.



"Kit, please."



I jump, shocked that Susan had caught up to me, and fall onto my hip. Awkwardly swiping at her, and shouting something that was probably supposed to be "Stay away," or maybe "Get away." Susan recoils, her expression guarded. Maybe it was "Get the fuck away." I don't really know. It feels like one of those moments where the crowd is shouting 'Don't go back in the house!' at the screen. There's no middle of the road for me; every fiber of my being is screaming to run, except for all of the fibers that are dying to go back inside and see him again. The end result is that I just sit there, crying in the driveway at 11:48 pm.



Susan hovers next to me, just out of range of my erratic swiping, with her hands on her hips.



"What was that?" I say, after more than a few minutes of frantic, spasmic hyperventilation.



"I don't know what you mean," Susan says, moving around so that she's not behind me.



"Is he your... are you..."



"Calvin is my husband. Yes."



"You knew that was torturing me," I cry. "That he was torturing me."



"You mean the memory was, yes? Not that he was actively antagonizing you."



I nod glumly.



"I'm sorry," she said, frowning. "I wasn't trying to correct you. It was an important distinction and I had to be clear." She squats down in front of me, keeping her knees tightly together and wrapping the black silk robe tightly around herself. I hadn't felt the cold either, until right now. "Kit?"



I look up, eyes stinging.



"You deserve some answers. Please come back inside. Do what you want with what we tell you, but please. Hear us out." She produces her phone from the pocket of her robe and taps at the screen for a moment. 9-1-1 is entered in, undialed, when she turns the phone to me. "All you have to do is push call, and someone will come running."



I snatch the phone out of her hand and seriously consider pushing it right then. Her expression is tense as she watches me.



"Is that enough of a safeguard? Will you please come inside now?"



My thumb quivers in the air, on the edge of making trouble for them just for the sake of making trouble for them. Making their lives a living hell for a little while. See how they like it.



That's not me. I nod tightly at her, and Susan sighs in relief. She extends her hand as she stands, but I get up awkwardly under my own power to spite her.



"I swear to God I'll push this," I growl, voice cracking hard in that way none of us can control after crying. Susan nods and turns back toward the house. She keeps her head angled slightly to the side, alternately looking forward toward the door and back at me to make sure I'm still following. It occurs to me that she's probably not used to, or comfortable with, leading people around, and suddenly I'm walking beside her before I know what's happening.



"Oh thank God," Calvin whispers from the kitchen, as soon as we come down the hall. He'd gone back around to where he'd been when I first saw him, seated on one of the stools next to the island.



I glare and point next to him. "Sit over there." Susan was already heading that way, but she nods in compliance and my fear of being physically assaulted quiets down; my path to the door is clear and I've got a loaded phone in my hand. That fear is ever-present, given my situation, but it is as quiet as it ever gets as I square off with them. My left hand keeps the blue silk robe snug around me, though it gives me, at best, a false sense of protection. The thinnest fabric would not protect me, and neither is it hiding anything with me keeping it so tight. "Talk."



"We're sorry," Susan says first, but she shuts up at a furious glance.



"Not you," I snarl. "Him."



Calvin nods and licks his lips. "I'm sorry."



"So help me God, I'll push this button."



"I am!"



"Sorry is as sorry does." I'm starting to shake again, and they both nod quickly. "You hurt me."



"I know."



"You... you toyed with me—"



"No," he says, face falling.



"—and you used me." Every word delivered with anger, frustration, and pain. "You used me."



"Kit please."



"We had to be sure," Susan says. She flinches when I turn back to her, but doesn't look away.



"Sure. About. What."



They look at each other for a moment, each fidgeting nervously. Calvin licks his lips, and Susan adjusts her robe.



"Sure. About. What."



"You," Calvin says. "We had to be sure about you."



"Was this some kind of test?!"



Calvin rolls his head, almost shaking it and almost nodding. "That's not... I mean..."



"So yes."



"Yes," he says, looking down. My hand is practically vibrating from the conflicting desire to push the button and summon a fleet of police. That's not me. Fuck them. That's not me. "It wasn't fair to you, but yes."



"Why."



They look at each other again. "It's complicated."



"I have all night."



Susan nods and shifts how she's sitting. At first, it reads to me like she's metaphorically distancing herself from him, but after a moment it feels like all she's doing is physically stepping back. Maybe just so she can more easily watch both of us.



"I'm not really sure where to start," Calvin says. "I practiced this quite a few times—"



"Figure it out," I snap, "because this is where we are."



He nods again. "Susan and I have been married for..." He looks at her for a moment. "...a little more than twenty years. We just had our..." He frowns and shakes his head, and Susan gives his hand a light squeeze. "We've been married a long time. We love each other very much, but there have been some... indiscretions... in the past."



"So I got hurt because you can't keep your dick in your pants?"



"It wasn't just him," Susan said softly. "In fact, it was more me than him."



Calvin smiled tightly. "The thing is, we've always had kind of a... specific... dynamic. Between us. Between Susan and I. It's wonderful, and we love it, but it's... limiting. Over the years, we've both felt urges to branch out a little more."



"So maybe try not just having missionary sex," I snap.



"It's not—" Susan starts, but Calvin squeezes his wife's hand while leaning in, and she visibly restrains herself.



"We deserved that," he says. "She has every right to be angry." Susan nods. "The point is, we've tried what you're saying. To... to mix it up a little, and that didn't really work for us. It undermined the... dynamic."



"Why do you keep using that word?"



"Susan is my..." He turns to look at her, and both of them glow. Swelling ever so slightly. "Susan is my mistress. She is a... um... a Domme. In the bedroom and... elsewhere... she is in complete control. I am her toy." Susan beams proudly, but there's an undercurrent of something else there too. "Those are very fulfilling roles for us, but it's also a very rigid system. It's a lot to commit to. I can't just grab her by the hair if I get excited, and..."



They look at each other for a brief moment. Calvin has to swallow before he goes on. "That's sort of... that's the major dynamic for us, between us, but it's not the entirety of our... of our... um..."



"Of our sexual identity," Susan adds in.



"Right. Before, we would... cheat as a way to get around that dynamic, and while that worked for a time it always came with a lot of pain." Susan squeezes his hand again, and Calvin nods. Forgiven but not forgotten, it seems, on both sides. "So about five years ago, Susan and I started exploring the idea of having an open marriage. Keeping what we have, together, intact, but also allowing both of us to satisfy those other urges. Supporting each other in finding something else."



"Okay," I say.



"And that's worked... better. It's not ideal, though, because those other relationships tend to be shorter and less... satisfying?"



"More superficial," Susan says.



"Right. Largely just sexual, and I think both of us have felt like, as time goes on, we're not getting as much out of the... um... the things we do outside of the primary relationship."



"And that's you two?" I ask.



She nods. "That seems to be the fatal flaw with secondary relationships," Susan says. "Even the best we've found quickly limit how much they'll let themselves get attached to us, and that undercuts the... the emotional aspect. Sex has a very strong emotional component for both of us."



Both of them nod as Calvin continues. "This is where it gets tricky, though. We have considered... or... " He stops to collect his thoughts for a moment, and Susan releases his hand to run her nails lightly up and down his back. "We have been looking, discreetly, for someone to... to join the... the primary relationship. To be..." He moves his hands, extending his fingers and then retracting them inward. "To be part of 'Us'."



"It needed to be someone we both had chemistry with," Susan says, stepping in. "Someone who could keep up with us, and with whom we each had a different dynamic. Something that didn't compete with what we had with each other, and someone whom we both enjoyed at a personal level."



"So why not tell me that," I cry, tears backing up quickly. "Why did you... why did you..."



"We were worried—"



"I was worried," Susan says, correcting, and Calvin nods.



"Susan was worried that if I introduced you to her, and you met her through me, you might approach it with the idea of 'tolerating her to be with me'. That somehow being with her was the price you had to pay to also be with me."



"We had to be sure that anyone we brought here," Susan says, "to our home, would be someone we could both have something unique with. Someone who wanted to be with us, individually and as a whole, and we didn't know how else to do that."



"We're sorry. We knew that we were putting you in a terrible position, but we had to be sure because it isn't just about us." Calvin looks over at her, and when she nods, he reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small square card. My eyebrows rise up as he slides it across the table toward me and the card turns into something else. A picture. Calvin, Susan, and...



A little girl. I put down the phone to pick it up, and it's not until that moment that I realize I have no idea what I would have said to the police if they'd showed up. None. Even still, they both look relieved.



"This is recent," I say, blinking away the tears so I can actually see the damn thing. "How recent?"



"That was two months ago," Calvin says. "At her third birthday."



Every time I blink, she looks just like one of them. Just like Calvin, and then just like Susan. Unruly yellow curls. A bright smile. The tiniest little Maryjanes. She's so little.



Susan clears her throat. "I know that, somewhere in your head, you're trying to do math right now."



I nod, staring at the picture. She's so happy.



"I didn't think I could get pregnant. We'd tried for years. We even tried IVF a few times, but it never took. And then, at age 47..."



"We worry," Calvin says, stepping in as Susan's voice starts getting shaky, "about a lot. Everything. About how old we are. About keeping up with her. About relating to her, and being there for her."



"Neither of us were in a good place to put our careers on hold when she came along, so we thought 'fine, we'll hire a nanny. We can afford it.' "



"What's her name?" I ask, voice nearly gone.



"Bridget," Susan says. "After my grandmother."



"She's beautiful."



Susan leans forward a little, resting her elbow on the table. "We've struggled to find a nanny we like, and the older she gets, the more we're uncomfortable with the idea that the person she spends the most time with is there for a paycheck. We hate throwing money at a problem as a solution, and that's really what we've been doing. We want her to be surrounded by love. Surrounded by people who have the right motivations."



"We're hitting you with a lot right now," Calvin says. "I'm sorry about that."



"It's okay," I say, still staring at the picture. Bridget has such an infectious smile. I can feel it tugging at my cheeks.



"We've never found anyone else that came close for us. We had the conversation, to be looking for someone, years ago, and neither of us ever found anyone even remotely close. Until you."



I nod, smiling and still crying a little.



"We want you," Susan adds. "To be clear. I know we've been talking about this, and beating around the bush about it, so I want to say it clear. We want you."



"We're sorry." Calvin says. "For everything that's happened up to this moment, we're sorry. Just because we had good reasons and good intentions doesn't mean we weren't conflicted about it."



"Why me?" I say, finally looking up from the picture.



"Calvin told me a lot about your dates together," Susan says. "You should have heard him. He was..." She smiles fondly at him. "He has feelings for you. And as for me, I'm not too proud to admit that at first I was mostly intrigued because of... how you are, rather than who you are, but the more time we spend together..."



"When she and I had talked before," Calvin says, "about bringing someone in, I think we both were nervous to get into the gender conversation. Would I be comfortable with another man? Would Susan feel competitive with another woman? I think we avoided it because we didn't have any answers." Susan nods. "I think ultimately, we needed someone who could... um..."



"What he means is someone who could switch like we both want to."



"Yes," Calvin says. "Thank you."



"I have a very specific attitude with Calvin, and that's something he and I both relish and find release in, but the way I am with you, the way I can..." She drifts off with a smile. "That's something I need in my life, and I know I speak for Calvin as well."



"Is this because I'm..." I hate saying it. "Because I'm transgendered?"



Susan and Calvin look at each other, quiet for a long pause.



"If we're being completely honest," Susan says, "it's probably part of it. I don't know how big a part, but—"



"It wasn't for me," Calvin says. "It wasn't a part of wanting to meet you, and wanting to get to know you. And now that I've seen a little bit of you, I just want more and that has everything to do with the person you are. The... sum total of the parts."



"Yes," Susan says, nodding. "Well put."



I look back down at the picture and nod. And push the phone across the island. Calvin reaches across to take it, but I pull my hand back before mine has a chance to brush against his. My hesitation does not go unnoticed.



"We're not asking you to do anything you don't want to do," Susan says softly, "and I know we're dropping a lot on your lap tonight."



"Understatement of the year."



Susan nods. Calvin looks chastised. "We don't expect an answer tonight, but please think about it."



"Please," Calvin adds.



"Would you like one of us to give you a ride home, or—"



"Call me a cab," I say, and they both nod. Looking down. "I'd like to get dressed now. Please don't follow me upstairs."



"We won't," they both say, and they don't.



***



I can't sleep. I can't stop my brain from racing. I can't stop feeling so many things at once. Too many things. I toss and turn, but no matter how long I try to keep my eyes closed and breathe, there's no end to it. There's no bottom, and I just keep falling. At 4 am, I finally decide to do what I usually do when I can't control myself; paint.



I send Lara a text, because I know she'd want me to, just to let her know that I'm in a bad place. Not in crisis, but really conflicted. She'll probably follow up in a few hours. It's not until after I push send that I realize I have no idea how comfortable I'd be sharing the events of the night with her. Hopefully, I'll have that sorted out before she responds. I step out of my bedroom, into my combination kitchen/living room/art corner, and set aside the half-finished self-portrait canvas in favor of a blank one.



Black paint. No direction to the strokes. Up, and in long curves. Circling back around. I can feel it taking shape even though I have no idea what it is. I work slowly, layering black on top of black to darken the outline. Clean, with no flourishes while it's still taking shape. Whatever it is.



There's a limit to how far I can take it without knowing what it is, and my eyes are blessedly heavy when I reach that point. The accumulated exhaustion catches up with me quickly, and I barely make it back to the bed before succumbing to a whirlwind of dreams.



***



<div align="right">Sat. 12:37 pm<br>

I want to meet her<br></div>



Sat. 12:51 pm<br>

Bridget? Are you sure?<br>



<div align="right">Sat. 12:54 pm<br>

Tomorrow<br></div>



Sat. 1:01 pm<br>

I'm surprised you're talking to me and not Calvin.<br>



<div align="right">Sat. 1:05 pm<br>

Are you really that surprised?<br></div>



Sat. 1:08 pm<br>

I guess not.<br>



<br>



Sat. 1:10 pm<br>

Tomorrow is fine. There's a park near her preschool<br>

in Edgemont. Are you familiar with that area?<br>



<div align="right">Sat. 1:14 pm<br>

Just text me the address<br></div>



Sat. 1:18 pm<br>

I will. As soon as I get back to the house.<br>



<br>



Sat. 1:20 pm<br>

How about 11?<br>



<div align="right">Sat. 1:24 pm<br>

Fine<br></div>



***



The train gets me a mile from the park, and I'm glad for the walk. It would have been more convenient to take a cab right to the parking lot but I knew I was going to need the walk beforehand, to compose myself, and afterwards, to decompress. I hug my arms around my chest, more to guard myself from feeling vulnerable than from any chill. My light gray jacket and scarf are more than adequate for the early September cool.



I spot Susan first, sitting on one of the benches reading a book. Two girls of about the right age are playing in front of her, along with another boy. As soon as she sees me, Susan sets her book down beside her and strides toward me with her arms folded.

"I don't have a problem saying that I'm nervous about this," Susan says, as soon as we're close enough for civil volume. She keeps her expression neutral, if a bit tight around the eyes. "We've never introduced her to anyone like this before."



"Is he here?"



"No," she says, shaking her head. "It's just the three of us."



I nod and breathe slowly. "Who are the other two?"



"They live across the street," Susan says, as she turns to stand beside me. "We come here a lot on the weekends, and they always come out to play with her." We watch together for a moment as Bridget tromps around the corner of a wooden castle, marching with the kind of unrestrained smile that only kids can really pull off. The other two follow quickly in her wake, skipping and giggling toward the slide that will whisk them safely away from the alligators that are chasing them.



"She's going to run the world someday," Susan whispers. I nod, watching the hierarchy play out. It's hard to ignore the tightness already creeping into my throat. This is part of the reason they want me. To help this small human grow up. I can feel myself putting distance between us, thinking of her as a small human and not the adorable little bundle of cuteness she is, to keep from getting my hopes too high too quickly because that's a problem for me.



It's impossible to keep up. She has so much light within her. I can't look at her and not think 'This is it. This is my chance.'



"Would you like to just sit for a minute?"



I nod, and the two of us walk back over to the bench. Susan picks up her book and tucks it under her arm. Each of us sitting with one leg crossed over the other. She periodically looks over at me, just for a moment, before looking back to the action and high drama. The alligators catch the other girl, whose name I think is Lexi, and her brother launches into pitched battle to save her while Bridget delivers a rousing speech that turns into song halfway through. The more she sings, the more Susan's daughter twirls in place, drifting away from the shared imaginary peril.



Soon all three of them are singing. None of the words are the same, but the melodies almost line up.



"Is that Let It Go?"



"Yes," Susan says, smiling. "They're all on a big Frozen kick."



"Did Calvin tell you that I'm... that I'm probably sterile?"



Susan nods. "I wouldn't go so far as to say that was a notch in the 'pro' column for you, but it definitely felt like we were in a position to be offering you something... desirable." She clears her throat and looks down at her knee. "May I clarify something? From before?"



I nod.



"We aren't looking for a live-in babysitter. We don't want you to step in and be a surrogate mother so that we can focus on our jobs. We don't want you to put your life on hold for a few years to raise our kid."



"What do you want?"



"Someone who will love her. Someone who will help us share the load. No more and no less."



"I would want to stay in school."



"If that's what you wanted, then yes. We would make every effort to make our schedules work so that we could all have time with her, and have time together, and have time with each other. As fairly and evenly as we can manage."



"That's..." I swallow and nod, not sure how to finish that sentence. "Okay."



"We don't—" Susan takes a deep breath to compose herself. "We don't have a road map for any of this. We don't know anyone who's ever attempted this, let alone..." She takes my extended silence as answer and sits back.



The boy is the oldest of the three, older than his sister and Bridget who appear to be about the same age, but they follow Bridget. There's something about her, something in her presence, that the other two just fall in behind her. When Bridget pronounces that the alligators have returned, the other two don't waste a second before jumping right in with her and shrieking as they flee in unison.



She definitely gets that from her mother, and I can't help but smile.



"Mommy!"



"Yes Baby?"



Bridget leans forward at the waist, putting as much emphasis on each word through sheer forward motion as she can manage without moving her feet. "The alligators are vampires now!"



Susan blinks, smiling slowly, and she turns to me when I touch her arm.



"The alligators are vampires," I repeat softly.



"Oh! Oh no!" she says, turning back to her daughter. "What are you going to do?"



"Ruuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuun!" All three of them shriek, arms flailing, as they tear around the edge of the playground, and Susan sits back with a smile.



"Thank you," she says softly.



"Does she know? About your hearing?"



"Yes. We talk about it, but she doesn't always realize when she's not facing me, or that moving her head around makes it harder to follow what she's saying." She keeps looking back and forth, between me and Bridget.



"I can keep my eye on her," I say, "if you want to just watch me."



Susan shifts on the bench, turning slightly toward me. "I didn't think you'd be ready to talk very much."



"Actually... I don't know that I am."



"But you still wanted to be helpful." Susan nods and sits back, while still facing me. "That was your first instinct. To give. To watch her so that I can look away, even if only for a minute."



"I don't really think I'm ready to take compliments either," I say, swallowing hard.



"It wasn't a compliment," she says, "just an observation," but her smile afterwards says it was an observation she approved of. "Did you want to meet her?"



"Actually, I got really nervous when you said that you were nervous." I lick my lips and squirm. "I hadn't really thought through how... damaging it could be to have people entering and leaving her life when she's so young. People who say they're going to care for her, and then disappear."



"Are you planning on disappearing?"



"No!" I say quickly. She tilts her head and narrowing her eyes slightly. Not suspiciously, but... appraisingly. "No, but... I don't know. This shouldn't have been the first thing I did. I'm second guessing myself now."



Susan nods slowly, and smiles as she turns back toward the action. "She'll ask about you later. Who was Mommy sitting with? I'm going to tell her it was a really good friend. That's enough for her at this stage."



"Okay," I say, shrinking in on myself just a little. "I should go."



Susan takes my hand as I stand, and I turn toward her. "Before you leave... There are tons of books on parenting and never-ending parade of quote-unquote authorities. They're all rubbish. Every little boy or girl, every one of them, is a different kind of miracle with their own special brand of hell thrown in."



I snicker and bite down on my lip.



"The point is that there are a million things you couldn't know about Bridget, and about kids, until you get there. Not until one of them is ruining all the preconceptions you had in the most adorably frustrating way. The measure of a parent is how you handle those little revelations."



I pause, standing still and not really knowing what to do with that.



"Calvin and I both agreed that it would be alright if you met Bridget. I know you're still mad, and you have every right to be, but we both trusted that you were coming today for the right reasons. You as much as proved that just now. Thank you for that."





I nod slowly, and she lets go of my hand. I duck my head as I fast-walk through the grass to the sidewalk.



"Byyyyyyyyye!"



I turn, wide-eyed, to see Bridget on top of the down-scaled castle, waving to me with a huge, beaming grin. I weakly wave back, covering my mouth with my other hand, and scurry away.



***



Knock-knock





I look up, as much as I can from the middle of a Downward Facing Dog. Really all I can do is look just past my palms. It's almost 9, so I wait to see if they knock again. I barely have the patience most nights to get through yoga, even though I swear by the results, and an interruption of any kind is likely to derail the effort en—



Knock-knock-knock



"Coming," I say, walking my feet up slowly. I keep an aluminum baseball bat behind my front door just in case, even though I've never had need or cause for it, and my eye is on it as I walk through my apartment. I always feel like my posture is so much better after yoga. Like my legs have relearned the proper way to walk, and my lower back has the right kind of arch to it. Even though it's exhausting, I always feel invi—



Everything comes to a screeching halt when I slide the cover away from the peephole and stare at the fish-eye deformed shape of Calvin Ayers in the hallway of my building.



"Kit?"



Fuck! I let the cover slide back down into place and lean against the door.



"Kit? Are you there?"



Fuck! Fuck! "I'm not ready to talk to you," I croak.



"Kit," he says, voice lowering. "Please."



I gasp when I feel my hand on the doorknob. It's frightening how eager I am. "I don't think I should—"



"Kit."



I don't know what it is about his voice. What quality it has that I can't resist. It's not commanding. It's not expecting. It's not... dismissive. It's not arrogant.



"Please."



I'm proud of myself for at least grabbing the baseball bat with my other hand as I open the door.



"May I come in?"



I can't force the words out of my mouth, and my tongue can't figure out which answer to give first, but my feet make the decision for me by stepping back and away from the door. His eyebrows rise a hair when he notices the bat, but he says nothing. He stands up tall (God, he's tall) and looks around, and suddenly I'm incredibly self-conscious about how small my apartment is.



"These are beautiful," he says, turning to face one of the canvases on the floor. He leans his head to the side and smiles. "What's this one?"



I close my eyes and clench my jaw for a moment to try and get it to stop quivering. "I don't know yet," I stammer.



He takes another step and leans back slightly, looking at it from a different angle.



"I thought, for a little while, that it might be a... a balloon, but now I'm..."



Calvin nods, giving it one last look. "Is someone else here?"



I follow his confused gaze to the rumpled sheets on my couch, and shake my head. "My sister. Sh-she's not here now."



"I didn't know you had a sister."



I stare at him, hard, and he nods after a moment. I refuse to give him the satisfaction of tilting my head back to look at him and instead glare at him through my eyebrows, and my eyes go wide when he places his hands on my bare upper arms. Now I'm self-conscious about being in just a sweaty tank top, sports bra, and leggings.



"I know I betrayed your trust. I know that I hurt you." It's hard not to shudder at the way his fingers squeeze. I try to focus on gripping the handle of the bat tightly. "I also know that saying that I'm sorry isn't enough."



"It's not," I say, hoarsely. My eyes sting.



Calvin nods. "I hope that you can at least understand why we did what we did. The truth is..." He looks down and exhales slowly. "The truth is that we're struggling. Susan and I. We're growing as people, independent of one another, and we're doing everything we can to save our marriage. We want it to work, both for ourselves and for Bridget. We've been trying different things, counselling and... you know... We think you are our best hope."



"No pressure," I growl.



Calvin frowns sadly and nods. "It's not your responsibility to fix us. That's not what I meant. I'm sorry if it sounded like that."



"You should start thinking to yourself, before you say something, 'Hmmm. Am I going to have to apologize for this later? If yes, then maybe I shouldn't say it.' "



"I'm trying to be honest with you."



"It's a little late for that," I snap.



Calvin nods. "That's fair."



"I don't need you to tell me when I'm being fair!"



He licks his lips, eyes scanning back and forth as he looks down.



"Do you know what kind of pressure that puts on me?!"



"Kit—"



" 'Sorry we fucked up our lives. Good luck fixing this and oh-by-the-way let's hope you can so we don't scar this perfectly innocent little bundle we made.' "



"Kit—"



"Better work fast. She's gonna start noticing when Mommy isn't there to tuck her in at night!"



His hands tighten around my arms, and I yelp. "I know you're hurting, and I know that you're hurting because you have feelings for me."



"Of course I have feelings for you!" I shriek. "I love you, and it's tearing me apart!"



Calvin nods, face pale, and he's thoughtful while I weep.



"On your knees."



I don't know what's more shocking; that he said it, or that I did it. The bat makes a loud noise as it rolls away from me across the uneven floor. It's humbling to think about how much power he has over me.



But then Calvin gets down on his knees in front of me. He sits back on his heels, hands still holding my arms, and pulls me forward so my shoulders, hips, and knees are in a straight line up and down. So that he and I are eye-to-eye.



"I love you too."



I'd have collapsed if he hadn't been holding me up. It's hard looking him in the eye and seeing him cry too.



"I. Love. You." The stunted quality of his voice has more to do with shaking than anything else. Like he has to start each sentence from scratch to keep from breaking down. It was easier to hate him when I thought he didn't care. "I love you."



"I know," I whimper.



"I'm sorry."



"I know."



Calvin nods. Both of us trembling.



"In relationships," he says, speaking slowly, "with a... power dynamic, the dominant has a lot of responsibility. It is extremely easy for them to hurt their partner. To take advantage of them, and abuse them."



I nod.



"You put your trust in me, and I didn't honor that. Partly because I couldn't, and partly because the reality of having power over someone else is new to me. My experience has been different up until now."



I nod.



"If we move forward I may misstep here and there, but never on purpose."



"Okay," I croak.



"I love you."



"I love you too," I say. I try to lean forward, to move closer so that I can be touching him again, and holding him again, but he keeps me at arm's length. Fingers like a vice around my upper arms.



"Not yet," he says. "I know you're still mad at me, and I don't want you to push that aside out of lust, or the pressure of expectations. I don't need you to forgive me sooner than you're ready to forgive me."



Dear God, I love him.



"You and me," he says, letting go with one hand to bring it up into the air palm facing down, "we're here. Right now, you and Susan are down here." He lets go of me with his other hand, and brings it between us below the first hand. Palm facing down. "It's important, for everyone involved, for those two to come even."



I nod.



"I know I'm asking a lot with this, but do you think you could love Susan?"



I nod.



"I'm not asking you to love her now, or insisting you manufacture feelings for her out of thin air. She's a good woman."



"I know," I say.



Calvin sighs heavily, shoulders slumping, and he smiles. "One step at a time then." He reaches over and takes my hands in his, gently cradling them. "I don't think I ever noticed how small your hands are."



I don't really know how to answer that but my cheeks try anyway, blushing profusely.



"This weekend. Are you free?"



I blink, looking through the kitchen wall toward my purse. "Um..." Trying to conjure the image of the work schedule I have folded and tucked into the front pocket. "I think so. Maybe. I can clear it if it's important."



"It is," he says, taking a big breath and composing himself. "Susan has something she wants to show you."



"Okay," I croak, still much less self-possessed than he is. "What is it?"



"I don't know," he confesses. "I'm not sure what she has planned. She'll get in touch... probably tomorrow."



"Okay."



Calvin nods, and grips my hands tighter to help me up to my feet. He climbs up just after me, still holding me but keeping me at a safe distance. When he turns for the door, I grab his arm before he can get it much more than cracked open.



"Wait."



He turns back to me, jaw tight.



"The reason it hurt so much," I say, raising my chin, "is because I have loved you since before you knew my name."



He smiles and shakes his head. "I told you. You stood out."



"Fuck," I whisper, knees shaking.



"Very early."



I nod frantically. "Tha-thank you. For not taking advantage of me tonight."



His eyes glow. Lips curled perfectly. "It's not because I didn't want to."



"Fuck."



"Good night, Kit."



Calvin leaves, closing the door behind him, before I can manage a response. I just stand there, stunned and unsteady on my feet. After a few moments, I stagger into the bedroom, legs weak, and pull out the KY and the purple silicone. My leggings come down to mid thigh, just enough to be out of the way, and I cry out as I feel him inside of me again. It doesn't take very long to find release, and then the haze finally starts to lift.



***



It's already chilly as I stand on the sidewalk outside my apartment. Seems a little early in the year for that, but at least I feel like I packed appropriately. Susan's black BMW X5 pulls up right on time, and she comes around from the driver's side to meet me.



"Hello," she says, taking my hands.



I nod, remaining mostly stiff while she hugs me lightly.



"Do you have a driver's license?"



I blink. "...Yes?"



"Okay good. It's not a given living in the city, and I didn't want to presume. Do you mind driving?"



"This?" I say, looking at the pristine BMW. "You want me to drive this?"



"It's easier for me," she says.



I nod slowly. "Of-of course. Sure. Where am I going?"



"I already have the GPS programmed," she says. She looks down, takes one of the two bags I have packed, and leads the way to the trunk. She has more luggage than me, but there's still plenty of room behind the back seat for it all.



It's like stepping into another world when I sit down in the driver's seat. "This is the nicest car I've ever been in," I mumble. "I don't... I don't want to..."



"I can drive if you're nervous," she says.



"No no. I'm okay."



It takes me a minute to figure out adjusting the seat, the mirrors, and the height and set of the steering column. I don't drive often, preferring the subway and cabs, but I've done it enough that I'm not a complete novice. I feel a little better about it once we get moving, and a lot better about it once we get on the Interstate. The GPS gives clear, concise, and repeated instructions, and Susan seems content to watch.



She's seated almost sideways, with her back against the side door. One knee stretched across the seat.



"Just to be clear," she says, surprising me by breaking almost 10 minutes of silence, "I'm nervous about this too."



"Thank you," I say, hand pressed to my chest. "That wasn't obvious."



"You work as a receptionist, yes? At a clinic?"



"A Veterinary clinic, yes."



"Do you like it?"



"I um..." I lick my lips, and to buy myself a few seconds, I unwind the scarf from around my shoulders. The warmth inside the BMW is quite sufficient. "I'm learning a lot."



"Because you want to be a Vet tech, right?"



I nod, suddenly feeling very uncomfortable.



"Why not an actual Veterinarian?"



"I..." I lick my lips, trying to get moisture back into my mouth.



"I've looked into you, you know."



"You... you have!?"



Susan nods. "As a precaution."



"You know, I'm getting really tired of having very legitimate reasons to be mad at the two of you."



"It's interesting," Susan said, shifting in her seat. "I mean, your grades are easily good enough, and you strike me as a very intelligent, perceptive, and resourceful young woman."

Even through the anger, it still feels good to be seen as one. "Thank you."



"There's no reason you couldn't pursue a career at that level."



I try to calm myself, breathing slowly.



"Is it because of your mother?"



"Fuuuuuuuuck you! How do you know about that?"



"Court proceedings are matters of public record," she says, shrugging lightly. "Especially if you know where to look."



"Yes. Fine. Because of her. Are you happy?"



"Do you have a lawyer?"



"Yes," I say, gritting my teeth.



"Who?"



"Danielle Fein."



Susan pursed her lips. "Reed & Platz is a good firm."



"The estate lawyer recommended her."



"Would you mind if we switch topics?"



"Gladly," I grumble.



"You and Calvin."



I narrow my eyes and look at her sideways. "We're not switching topics at all, are we?"



"See? Perceptive. I like that."



"Go ahead."



"You call him Daddy. He likes that, you know. It scratches an itch for him he didn't even know he had."



"I'm so glad," I growl.



"It seems like an odd choice of pet names, given how—"



"I don't really want to talk about this."



"—given how your father passed away recently."



"Fuck you."



"He supported you?" Susan folds her arms across her chest and tilts her head. "Emotionally, I mean. He supported your transition?"



"Yes."



"And your mother opposed it?"



"Yes." My fingers turn white on the wheel. "Said it... said I was unnatural, and... against God's plan. Me and my sister both, really, but I'm the one she blames."



"I'm sorry," Susan said, looking down.



"She's contesting his will because she said the canc..." I put a hand over my mouth when my voice fails, and clear my throat roughly. "That he wasn't in his right mind when he changed it. Because of the chemo."



"She's failed you in a pretty significant way. As a parent."



I nod. I hate sniffling.



"There's no excuse for that. You support your children. If they do something that comes up against your values, you owe it to them to re-examine those values."



"Thank you," I whisper. Miles markers flick by in a blur.



"The unfortunate truth is that all parents scar their children. In different ways. By not protecting them enough or protecting them too much. Exposing them to the things we like and shielding them from the things we don't like. Some scars are deeper than others, obviously, but the impact we have is... daunting. It really makes you think. It's easy to see that your father was someone that you... felt safe around. Someone that never judged you, and helped you find your way. I'm glad that Calvin is—"



"It is really not okay for you to be laying this out for me," I snap.



"It's better to be aware of our motivations, Kit. I'm not here to tell you that what you and Calvin have is inappropriate, and I'm glad that you have him in your life. I'm glad he can fill that role for you."



"I'm not fucking my father!"



"Even if you are, even if you close your eyes and picture your father touching you, that's not for me to judge."



"Then what are you telling me?"



"That I am not your mother."



"Thanks," I laugh bitterly. "I had no idea."



"Kit, please."



I glare sideways at her.



"Our interactions, so far, have been more... combative. More... adversarial. And that's okay. I have really enjoyed that. I just don't want you to resent me." She bites her lip and takes a deep breath. "The influence parents have is so deep and subconscious that, if we didn't talk about it, you and I, I don't know what would happen."



"Great. Wonderful. So glad we're talking about this."



"I watched my father beat my mother," Susan said quietly. "He'd drink. A lot. He was an old-fashioned kind of asshole. You think I don't worry about how much of my time with Calvin is just revenge-seeking behavior against my father, or... or how much of our time is fetishizing the abuse my mother endured?"



"I'm sorry," I say, slowing down and taking a breath. "I didn't know."



"I don't know any other way to handle these kinds of things but to be upfront and open about them."



I nod slowly, chin tucked against my chest. The dashboard pings at me frantically, and I gasp as I try to steer back into my lane. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sorry."



"Don't worry," Susan says, sounding much more calm about it than I am. "That's what it's there for."



"I hate her," I say, voice weak. "It wasn't enough for her to disown me the day after he passed. She had to try to... She had to..." Her hand on my shoulder. "He was the first person to tell me I was beautiful, and she wants to poison that. Everything he did and said those last few years, she wants to... to..." My voice fails completely as I sob. The asphalt is a dark, watery blur even in the bright afternoon sun.



"It would invalidate that."



I nod, wiping the back of my hand under my nose.



"It would make it so that it wasn't him saying those things, it was the drugs."



I nod again.



"No one, no court of law and not even your mother, can take that away from you."



I nod. I hate sniffling.



"She wants to hurt you because she's hurting. She's lashing out. If that means taking away the money he left you, or making you spend it all in legal fees, then that's what she'll do. It's petty, and it's pathetic."



"Thank you," I say, crying. I grab her hand, the one on my shoulder, and squeeze it. Tightly.



"Do you want me to drive for a bit?"



"Yes."



***



"Okay," Susan says, as she turns onto the dirt road. "This should be it."



I have no idea where we are. After four hours of heading, I think, north, and another hour on back roads, we could be in Canada for all I know. Except that I think we'd have had to cross some water to get to Canada. I sit forward a bit on my seat as we pass down a narrow path, with trees coming right up against the winding twin ruts. After another mile bouncing along through dense forest, we come up on a beautiful old cabin. Susan's lips spread in a wide smile, but her eyes are less expressive.



"Wooow," I gasp. "This is... just..."



The X5 pulls to a stop on the gravel, and we both hop out. I'm glad I wore a pair of boots with a sturdier heel.



"You can't see it from here," Susan says, "but there's a lake around back."



"Are you serious?"



She nods. "It's not a big lake, but it's close."



"This is incredible!"



"Just wait," she says. There's something about the way she says it, though, that strikes me as off. "It's only partially furnished yet, so it isn't totally there."



"Still!"



She lags a little behind me as I walk to the front door, though she's right there with the key when I try the handle.



"Whoa," I say, as the door swings inward.



The interior of the cabin, if it can even really be called that, is all concrete. The few installations, tables and sinks, are stainless steel. There's more space than I thought there would be, and it's so cold. Not frigid, but... ascetic. Austere.



"What is this place?" I ask, as I walk slowly into the cavernous first room.



"This is my safety blanket," Susan says, as she shuts the door behind her.



"What does that mean?"



"It means that... sometimes... I..." Susan looks down and clears her throat. "Because of my position, I see a lot of dangerous people. Every day. And not all of them end up where they're supposed to." She licks her lips and grips one hand tightly within the other. "The 'system', and I really hate calling it that, is imperfect. Highly imperfect and, at least from my point of view, fragile."



"Fragile?"



Susan nods and paces. Her eyes darting here and there as she talks quickly. "Prisons are... overcrowded. Underfunded. 10 guards watching 300 inmates, if you're lucky. And between that and all the constant unrest on the outside, I... I see how fragile society is. We all walk around obeying these laws, because everyone else is, as part of some social contract, but all it takes is enough people deciding—"



"Oh my god," I gasp. "Are you one of those... what are they called? Doomsday preppers?"



"Almost," Susan says, still looking down.



"Do you have guns here?"



She shakes her head for a moment and then looks up at me. "Not yet."



"Jesus!"



"Some days, I get all the paperwork started to sell this place because I know this is not... this isn't good beha... And then some days, I lose hours ordering more supplies. Learning how to purify water, and make a semi-automatic rifle automatic."



"Does Calvin know about this?"



"No."



"Susan!"



Susan nods, chin slid forward and her lips turned down. "I'm scared. I worry. I'm afraid for myself. I'm afraid for Calvin. I'm afraid for Bridget, and..." She gestures toward me, but can't get the words out before losing her composure. Just for a moment. "I lie awake at night and I worry. I worry about people I've sentenced. I worry about—"



"Why doesn't Calvin know about this?"



"Because he doesn't..." Susan looks away, her eyes red-rimmed. "He doesn't know that I worry at all."



"Susan!"



"I feel like I can't tell him... Like I can't..."



"Like you can't what?"



"Like it would ruin his image of me," she says, shaking her head. "And I know that's wrong. And I know that's stupid. And yet..."



"What are you so afraid of?"



"I like the way he looks at me," she says, back stiffening. "I want him to rely on me. I need that. I need to be in control."



"This is completely different!"



"You don't think I know that?" She bites down on her tongue and quickly composes herself again. "It didn't happen all at once. This is... this is years of little choices. Hundreds of times when I didn't tell him."



"When you could have told him," I corrected, taking a step toward her.



"Yes! Fine!"



"Do you think Calvin's feelings for you are contingent on you being a robot?"



"Of course not!"



"Then tell him!" A step closer.



"I can't!"



"Why not?" A step closer.



"Because look around!" she screams. "This isn't a small thing! This isn't a purse I bought on a whim without permission. This is a house. This is land. This is a lot of money, and time, and taxes, and a lot of decisions I made without him!" She holds a quivering hand over her mouth. "He looks at me, and he-he thinks I'm perfect."



I look around, gobsmacked. Jaw hanging low as I turn farther and farther until I'm staring at her again. "But you're not."



"No," Susan says, shaking her head sadly. "No."



"So I'm, what? Here to be your witness?"



"I needed..." She shakes her head and curls in on herself, and her voice is barely above a whisper when she says, "I needed you to see me like this."



"No," I say, turning back toward her fully and stepping in closer. Growling. "This is not okay."



"I didn't know what else to do with all the..." She stops to wipe at her eyes and shakes her head.



"You brought me out here, because... you don't want to lie to me?"



Susan nods.



"And you know you need to tell Calvin."



Susan nods, and I take the final step between us. Tips of my boots just an inch from hers.



"And you want me to make you do it."



She looks up at me, shaking her head slowly with her mouth open.



"You want me to drag you back there," I snarl, pointing back over my shoulder, "by your hair, kicking and screaming, because then you'll have had the choice taken out of your hands."



"No," she whispers. "No, I—"



"You want me to punish you."



Susan has never looked small. So out-of-countenance. And that's before I slap her.



"Ow!" she cries, covering her pinkened cheek with one hand. She backs away from me, but there's only a few steps between her and the wall.



"Is that about right?"



"No!"



"Do you really want to feel what it's like when someone takes away your power?"



She starts to respond, and her eyes bulge when my hand shoots up for her throat.



"You treated him like dirt, and you need to feel a little of that yourself?"



"Yes," she sobs, in between hacking coughs to clear her airway.



"Too bad."



Susan's eyes nearly pop out when I let go of her and turn away. Stalking angrily through the house toward what I think is the back door.



"You have to," Susan insists, staggering after me in shock. "You have to do this."



"I don't have to do anything," I shout back. "I'm not beholden to you. I'm not your fucking conscience."



"Please!" she cries, as I throw open a door to the back porch. Susan follows right behind, grabbing at my scarf. "I can't-I can't—"



I spin, enraged, and swat her arm away. "You. Can't. What," I shout. "Be a decent fucking human being?"



"Hey," she says, backing away as I turn on her again.



"I can't make you not be a piece of shit."



"Kit," she says, dragging out the vowel while her face hardens.



"What?" I say, leaning in until my nose is nearly brushing hers. She just stares at me, blinking and thinking furiously. "What?"



"I—"



I slap her again. "You're pathetic. I had no idea how pathetic until just this moment."



"That is—"



I slap her again, and this time she pops right back.



"That's enough," she yells, though she doesn't see my left hand coming in from the other side. It connects even more loudly than the others, cracking against her cheek, and this time she whirls away with it. Cradling her stinging skin. I shake my hands, trying to get rid of the throbbing, and the moment my back turns to her she starts shrieking. I whirl just in time to grab her wrists as she reaches for my hair, and claws at my face.



The self-defense classes my dad insisted on finally pay off as I let her momentum work against her, twisting her arm around behind her and shoving her into and over the edge of the round picnic table in the middle of the deck. Susan yells as I drive her hand up along her spine toward her shoulders.



"Stop!" she screams. "That's not fair!"



"What's not fair?" I hiss, shifting my grip to be holding her arm with just one hand while the other takes a fistful of her hair and yanks backwards.



"You're a..." Her eyes roll wildly as she clamps her mouth shut.



"I'm a what?"



She stares back at me out of the corner of her eye, breath coming hard and fast through her nose.



"What am I, Susan?"



"A mmm-mmm-"



"Excuses," I whisper, barely holding off my own fury. "Weak." She yelps when I tug harder on her hair, arching her head back. "Even if I was, this is pathetic."



"Fuck you," she grunts, and then mewls when I give her arm another twist. A shuddering, knee-buckled mewl.



"This is what you want, isn't it?" I grunt, angrily grinding my hips into her while she's bent over the table. "This is why I'm here. To bring you to heel."



"Fuck you!"



I shift hands again, pinning her wrist firmly against her back and letting go of her hair, and lean forward over her. "I am not your keeper."



"Fuck!"



"Say it," I snarl.



"You are not my keeper!" she groans.



"I am not," I say, really grunting through the last word, "here to police you!"



Susan groans louder as I give her arm another twist, and the way her voice comes down when I let off just a little is incredibly distracting. "You're not here to police me."



"Having me around doesn't excuse you from being fair to Calvin!"



"Fuck," she groans, back arching when I give her arm another push. "I'll be fair!"



"I am not your conscience!"



"You're not!" she pleads. "You're not!"



I can feel heat pouring off of me. Righteous, furious anger. Overwhelming anger. So much that I am literally seeing red. Susan sobs beneath me, and, luckily for her, she doesn't move when I let go of her arms and storm off the back porch into the woods.



***



She doesn't get up from her seat at the table when I come back inside the house. There are lights on in the next room but none in the kitchen, and full dark settled over the woods just as I was circling back around to a trail I recognized. I pull up a chair across from her, at the far end of the table, and settle into it, trying to hide how tired my legs are. Hiking is a much tougher workout than the treadmills back home.



"I called him," she croaks, still without looking up. "We talked."



I nod, folding my arms a little tighter.



"I've spent much of my life... personally and professionally... crafting an image. A facade. Trying to be the woman I want to be... or think I need to be. I let that get in the way of some pretty important things."



I nod.



"He was upset."



I nod.



"It wasn't fair to put you in the middle of that. I'm sorry."



I nod... and shift how I'm sitting. Leaning forward to rest my arms on the table. She looks up, a small darting of her eyes while keeping her face cast downward. "I'm sorry too."



"You don't—" Susan shakes her head. "You don't need to be sorry."



"No," I say, moving my hand slowly to get her attention. "It's not all on you. Do you understand?" She blinks at me. "If you take all of this on your shoulders, you're right back where you started."



She looks down again and nods slowly. Her eyes widen when I get up, and she watches me with something close to fear as I come around to sit next to her.



"So you talked?"



"Yes," she says tightly.



"How did it go?"



"Badly."



"Well," I say, nodding slowly, "badly is about the best you could have hoped for."



Susan nods. "We're going to talk more about it."



"Good."



"I"m sorry that I tried to use this to... manipulate you." She sighs and sits back, looking around at the bare walls. "Because I did. This place is just... I felt so guilty, and I needed to have that off of my chest."



"I can imagine."



Susan looks at me, her eyes narrowing slightly in estimation.



"Trust me. I know what it's like to agonize over the way I present myself."



She nods, and even in the low light I can see her eyes watering. I reach over and lay my hand on her knee, which she immediately grabs and squeezes.



"I'm sorry," she sobs, rapidly losing her composure. "I'm sorry. I—"



"Hey," I say, turning my hand to squeeze hers back. She grips my palm so tightly that it's hard not to yelp. "You talked to Calvin?"



"Yeah," she says, sniffling.



"And you're going to talk more?"



She nods.



"Did you imagine having that conversation a hundred times?"



"Yeah."



"Did it usually end with him leaving you?"



She nods. I wrap my other hand around hers, clenching it tightly with both hands.



"Telling him was the right thing to do," I say, and she nods emphatically. Wiping at her eyes with the sleeve of her free arm. "He's a good man."



"I know," she says, looking down in her lap. She groans as she wipes at her eyes again. "Not telling him had nothing to do with him, and everything to do with fear."



I nod, holding her hand, and lean forward.



"I know it's late," says Susan, "but if we leave now, I can have you back in the city before—"



"Hey," I say, squeezing her hand. "I'm not going anywhere."



"Fuck," she whimpers.



"You know, when he... when Calvin came to my apartment and told me you wanted to show me something, the thing I really wanted you to show me the most was that you were human."



Susan chortles miserably, and I can't help by snicker with her. "I kind of did," she says.



"Which you kind of did," I say, repeating for emphasis. Smiling. "I don't have a problem admitting that I'm envious of your poise, and the way you carry yourself."



"Yeah, but look where it got me." She shakes her head.



"Surely you can appreciate the value of a system of checks and balances."



Susan barks loudly, smiling and trying really hard to immediately make it disappear from her cheeks.

"Let me tell you something else. You aren't the first person to call me a man to my face."



She cringes, and tries to withdraw her hand from my grasp. "Kit, I'm—"



"No no. Listen." She stops pulling her hand away, but she can't quite look me in the eyes. "You won't be the last. It's going to follow me the rest of my life, and I know that. I don't get mad when some nobody tries to make me feel shame for it. People who don't matter to me, who aren't in my life, they can't make me angry. I don't have time for them."



Now she can look me in the eye, but the fear is back.



"The very fact that you could make me that angry says a lot. That's... that's really why I was gone so long. I needed to get that out so I could come back and... and do this right."



"Do what right?"



"When you first started telling me about... you know..." I gesture around. "This... I was mad on Calvin's behalf. I felt protective of him, but that was very quickly overtaken by feeling like you'd let me down. You know?"



She nods slowly.



"And that's... that's silly. This has nothing to do with me. I shouldn't be mad about you keeping something from me. So when I thought about it more, what I realized is that... I was mad because you kept you from me. Does that make sense?"



"Yes," Susan says, nodding.



"And maybe, you know, eighty percent of the time you are the person you present yourself as, and there's no reason to correct that and that's really all I've seen of you, but it definitely felt like there is a part of you I'm not getting yet, and..." I pause. "Sorry. Nervous. I ramble. Did you get all of that?"



"Yes," she says, lacking the certainty that usually pervades her mannerisms. I look around, and hop up when I see a panel of light switches. Susan smiles as I experiment with them, turning on and off different lights around the room before finding just the one above the kitchen table, and she is glowing with a sort of embarrassed glee when I sit back down. "Thank you."



"Do you want to start over?"



Susan nods emphatically.



"Hello," I say, taking her hand in mine. "I'm Kit. I'm a male-to-female transsexual. I grew up feeling very uncomfortable in my own skin. When I first started to feel like I might have been born wrong, like I was just starting to question that, my mother sent me to a Straight Camp. Ever since then, I've always felt like I had to present myself unflinchingly. I had to show the world, every second of every day, that I am the woman I think I'm supposed to be, even though I have doubts and conflicted feelings, on the inside, all the time. Every single day." I have to pause and touch my throat, and it takes a few deep breaths to relax the tightness. "I don't know who I am. I don't regret the path that I'm on or the choices I've made, but I have fears. Lots of them."



"Hello," she says, squeezing back. Her voice is weaker, and cracks often. "I'm Susan. I'm a fifty-year old mother to a toddler. I grew up in a world where I was told, every day, about the things I wasn't allowed to be as a woman, and I did everything I could to prove them wrong. Being told I wouldn't make half as much as a man, no matter what career I chose, just made me work that much harder. I've been running as fast as I could since I was... thirteen, and I don't think I ever slowed down."



"Hello Susan," I say. "It's nice to meet you."



Susan nods, still overwhelmed.



"It hurts to be... vulnerable."



She nods again, almost continuously.



"Me too." I sit forward, resting my elbow on my knee, and lay my hand on her thigh. "I like you," I say. Susan flinches, face turning away while her eyes remain glued on my lips. "Love is inexplicable. It's... magic. It's... chemistry. It's either there between two people or it's not, but liking someone? That's... appreciation." She blinks, remaining still while I smile. "I think we're more alike than either one of us realized."



"What are you saying?" she asks, voice shaking.



"I really want to be able to be vulnerable with you, and I really want you to be vulnerable with me."



"Fuck," she whispers. And then, as if fighting a lifetime of conditioning to the contrary, nods. "You know, a friend..." She pauses to smile. "A friend of mine once said something like... What did she say? That 'there is nothing sexier than trust?' "



I scoot forward, with about half my thighs in front of the edge of my seat, and put both hands on her legs. "Tell me something then."



Susan sniffs and nods, and folds her arms across her chest. "When I'm... with Calvin," she says, glancing at me, "I talk. A lot. He craves a kind of... verbal interaction... during sex."



"Yeah," I say, nodding and trying hard not to smile.



"With him... with him and I, I mean, it's almost... degrading? I kind of ride him down? You know?"



"Yeah."



"And I love doing that because it gets him off. I like how powerful I feel when I make him cum. Like he has no choice in the matter. Like I'm a force of nature."



"Yeah," I say, nodding and trying really hard not to imagine the way his face stretches out when he cums. The way he—



Focus.



"A big part of what we've done," she says, pointing back and forth at the two of us, "has kind of come from that same place. I'm not proud of this, but I've kind of been trying to figure you out using what I've learned with Calvin." Her voice lowers a little as she continues. "I... I picked a fight with you today hoping that... it... yeah. That it would lead to us fucking."



I nod calmly.



"I had this feeling, the whole time... I don't know. I guess you could call it dissonance. I wanted us to have a moment, and I wanted it to be intense, and I wanted it to be... passion-fueled. In my head, I was checking off all the boxes from my list, but not once during that did I feel turned on.



"And that's not your fault," she continued. "I was dictating the conversation and I was nowhere near the right headspace myself... until the very end." She looks down and sighs. "When you had my... my..." She touches her shoulder and reaches her right arm between her back and the chair. "...with one hand... and my hair in the other hand? And you said 'Is this what you want?'... or maybe 'This is what you want?'. Yeah." She nods slowly, and looks down. "I've... I've never been more turned on in my entire life."



"Really?"



"Just... just instantly. Instantly turned on."



I sit up a little, tilting my head, and try to focus on listening. It takes all of my willpower not to be helping her probe the mystery, but I know that adding my own questions will get in the way of her self-discovery.



"If it had just been this one time, I might have interpreted that as me enjoying feeling helpless." She looks up at me and licks her lips. "Being physically overwhelmed. You... you handled me... easily. In hindsight, I can tell you I was impressed, but in the moment all I could think was 'Yes. This is what I want. Fuck me now.' "



"Okay," I say slowly.



"But it wasn't just this one time. I... I like..." She swallows hard, and puts all of her focus onto the corner of the table. "I like pain."



"Oh."



"I've never said that out loud." She takes a few slow breaths. "I... like pain. Pain helps me focus. It-it... it drowns out everything else, and... and-and the rush of endorphins, and... It hurt, and I wanted more. I wanted it to hurt more."



"Okay."



"I wanted you to keep going. I wanted you to... to mix those feelings, those sensations, and..."



I nod, watching her without really seeing her as my own focus shifted inwards.



"It's not even just that I've never said it out loud. I've never really even let myself think about it. Not really. It would be more like... that I'd, you know, jam my thumb in a drawer, and that... that throbbing would... I'd have to tell myself 'this hurts.' "



I bite my lip and lean back in my chair. She looks over at me, briefly noting the shift in my posture, and her cheeks color.



"That's what you want?" I ask quietly. "You want me to hurt you?"



"When you put it like that, I—"



"Say it."



Susan looks down at the table and swallows hard. "I w-w-want you to hurt me."



"You want to put yourself in my hands."



"Yes," she says, closing her eyes.



"Just like Calvin puts himself in your hands."



"Yes," she says, nodding.



"Just like I put myself in Calvin's hands."



She opens her eyes and looks at me, blinking. "I... I didn't..."



"I didn't either," I say. "Not before now."



"I didn't—"



"I know."



She stares at me unblinkingly, her mouth hanging open ever so slightly.



"I can do that," I say, breaking a long silence, and Susan's chest jerks in suppressed hysterics. "There's different types of pain. There's... dull pain. Widespread and throbbing. There's acute pain. The sharp sting of a slap... or a spank."



"yes," she says softly, lips barely moving.



"There's... I don't even know what the word is. Things? Canes. Stuff like—"



But Susan is already shaking her head. "I'm turned on by the idea of it happening... at your hands. Does that make sense?"



"So... intimate." I scoot a little closer, and she nods. "Some pain, but not an abundance of it. Not so much that I need a tool to inflict it."



"Yes!" she says, almost breathily. Excitedly. "Yes."



"You know," I say slowly, "when I had you bent over that table..."



"Mm-hmm," Susan says, nodding slowly.



"Just physiologically speaking, it takes a little longer for me to... to be ready to go, but I was... I was..."



"Really?"



"Really."



Susan covers her mouth as she relaxes into the seat.



"I wonder if I have... like... a little sadistic streak in me? And I just never knew it?"



"Maybe?" she says, almost hopefully.



"Would you like to find out?"



She blinks for a few seconds more before nodding. Slowly at first, and then more emphatically. I stand up, and she bounces out of her chair to meet me, but I press my hands against her shoulders.



"Just to be clear," I say, looking her dead in the eye, "I'm not interested in the pageantry of BDSM here. I don't need you to make a show, and I really don't want to use a safe word. If it's the wrong kind of hurting, just say so."



"I can do that," she says whispers, eyes shinning.



"I can't have you to pretend to not enjoy it as part of enjoying it. Maybe we'll get there, but for right now I need you to be crystal clear with me."



"I will be," she says, nodding and smiling. "Crystal."



I bite my lip and look around. "The table," I say, pointing. "Bend over the table."



"You mean like—"



"Wait."



She stops and looks at me, blinking nervously, as I inspect her. Susan is still wearing everything she wore on the drive up. A Carhartt jacket and jeans with a pair of boots. If I'd been less focused on being so angry with her earlier, I might have known we were heading someplace woodsy. I brush her hands apart, away from the center of her chest, and unzip her jacket. She takes over from there, spreading it and sliding it back off of her arms while I set to work on the buttons of her plaid shirt.



Later, I'll spend some time thinking through how she pulls off such varying styles as elegant metropolitan and ready-for-anything outdoor wear. I could learn a lot from her.



As soon as her jacket is off, she takes over on the buttons and I shift down onto one knee. Opening the fly and unzipping her jeans with zeal. I have them sliding down her thighs while she's wriggling out of her shirt. I don't bother untying her boots; I just grab at the heel and pull, and the whole thing slides off. She gasps softly as I toss the boot across the bare floor, across the room, and plants one socked foot down on the ground. Off comes the last boot. Off comes her jeans. Her bra is just a memory by the time I look back up.



Susan looks good for fifty. She doesn't look young, or that she's hiding her age in any way, but she's in shape and she's comfortable in her skin. I find myself murmuring, "I would be lucky to look as good as you do when I'm your age," without really intending to.



Susan looks timid as I stand up in front of her. Like she's never been truly naked. It's intoxicating to think that she's nervous about having me see inside of her. Having me see behind the mask, or the armor, or whatever her metaphor of choice is. I can't wait to find out what her metaphor of choice is. In my heeled boots, I'm just slightly taller than her, and I love the way her eyes come up. I extend my back, using phrasing I've rolled my eyes at in yoga to stretch and elongate my neck, and the straighter I get the more Susan shrinks.



It's fucking intoxicating.



"Over the table," I say, and Susan moves to do so. I step behind her, sliding the chairs out of the way, and unwrap my scarf from around my neck. My light jacket comes off next, followed quickly by my blouse and bra. All the while, I'm pacing back and forth behind her. Just entering her field of view, with her head sideways against the table, before turning back around so all she can hear are my boots. I know I said I wasn't interested in the pageantry of BDSM, but I'm finding the buildup to touching her the first time to be absolutely delicious, and if the way she's trembling is any indication so is she.



I run my hands over my tummy, coming up to cradle and gather my breasts in my palms, and stop behind her. Directly behind her. I kind of love the idea of fucking her in my boots. They give me just the right amount of lift. Susan shudders as I press into her, bulging denim burrowing between her pale, dimpled cheeks.



I take her by the hips and turn her slightly, so that her waist is pressed into the end of the table next to the corner, and her upper body is parallel to the tableside. Her eyes close as I lay my palm against the soft curve of her left cheek and massage it in circles, and it's stunning to watch her brace herself when I pull my hand away.



Her whimper at that first spank, barely more than a strained exhalation, is a stunning revelation. About her, and the way she lets it happen. The way she clenches her thighs and buttocks for just a second. About me, and the way my chest swells. The way my blood surges in my veins, and elsewhere. I put my palm right back on her, keeping in constant contact with point of impact.



"Harder," she says softly. Blushing powerfully. "Please."



"You don't need to beg," I say, just before bringing my curved palm down hard on the same spot.



"Oh," she whines, squirming as I massage the same spot again. "Oh!" A third spank, and her skin colors. A fourth, each landing progressively harder. Susan grits her teeth together and groans. After the fifth spank, she moans much more loudly. The way her voice echoes in the empty space sends a shiver up my spine.



My nipples begin to ache in the cool air, feeling it very strongly, and I moan when I realize how hard they are. How turned on I am. Curiosity has my fingertips gliding between her folds, and I think we're both shocked at how wet she is. I come around beside her and lean over her back so that I can hook my left arm around her hip and bring my fingers back to her inner lips. Two fingers delve gently into her channel, and Susan gives off a long, warbling moan when I bring my palm down hard.



"Yes," she groans, wiggling her hips back into my hand. "Just like—"



Both fingers push inside of her at the same time that my palm crashes into her cheek again. Her flesh ripples, deforming momentarily from the magnitude of the impact, and Susan mewls wordlessly.



"You can go harder," she whispers softly.



"What?" I ask loudly, craning around.



"Har... Harder."



"Speak up."



"Harder."



I stop and move alongside her, and lower myself into a squat. "Own it," I say. "I'm not going to judge you."



She closes her eyes and opens her mouth. "Ha-haa-aarder."



"Feels like letting go, doesn't it?"



"Mmm-hmm," she says, nodding.



"It hurts just to say it, but once it's out there... once you put it in my hands, it can feel so good."



"Harder," she says, finally managing a volume closer to her normal voice.



"Good," I say, standing back up. I run my hand over the bright red spot on her cheek, but this time when I rear back, I bring my flattened hand up between her thighs and deliver a thunderous spank directly over her pussy. Both of Susan's legs wobble and give, knees coming in together to trap my wrist between them, and the full-throated cry she lets out is so musical, so layered in textures and tones, that I can't help but hum my own little tune.



"Fuuuuckfuckfuckfuck," she moans, writhing back and forth on the table. Her legs separate slowly, and I let my fingertips dance through her fields as I pull them back. "Fuck me. Fuck me."



"Is that a request?" I ask, lip curling slightly in detached amusement, "or are you just-"



"Yes fuck me please fuck me," she groans. The entirety of her left hand is pure white, gripped tightly on the edge of the table. I unzip my own jeans and push apart the fly. Just far enough that I can reach in and pull out my cock. After a second, I pull out my balls too, small though they may be. Susan peeks back over her shoulder at me and shivers, and the moment stretches out.



I feel strong. I feel beautiful. More than that, though, I feel... something else. Something I felt before, in the hotel room, when Calvin curled over me on that bed and pinned me beneath him. It's the same and yet completely different. It feels like purpose.



"Please," Susan whimpers, and I rejoin the flow of time.



My hand is back on her cheek as soon as I step up behind her. She twitches, frazzled nerves flinching away from the jagged sensation even as she leans into it, and into me. I press my thumb down on the top of my shaft and guide it between her cheeks. Not toward penetration, not right away, but letting her acclimate to the girth. Lengthwise. She clenches, squeezing around me and swallowing most of the length between her flesh. I give her another sharp spank, a glancing tap with no follow-through, and she releases me with a yelp.



This time I push the head down, sliding it down past her pucker to the wet folds below. I lean back slightly and grip her cheeks tightly, spreading her so that I might admire the sight of her darker hole. It's tempting, and even though the lube in my bag isn't technically that far away, I can't imagine not being inside of her right this very fucking—



"Ooooh," Susan moans, as my head slips deep inside her walls. Filling her with excruciating slowness. Slick velvet wraps around me, cradling me warmly. I spank her left cheek again, more emphatically, and she clenches me tightly within herself. Her body drawn taut like a bowstring.



I press the pad of my thumb down into her cheek, into the welt, and Susan's knees buckle. If it weren't for the table beneath her, she'd have fallen. Her full-throated bellowing fills the space around us, and she slams one of her own fists down into the table in agonized frustration.



But she doesn't say stop.



"It's... fascinating... the way flesh swells and expands as a reaction to stimulation," I say, my eyes unfocused, as I knead my thumb into her cheek. There are tears in her eyes as she looks back and me and nods, and just like that I am soaring. Flying higher than I have ever dared. It's incredible to me how little encouragement I need.



I come to rest against her, hip bones pressed into the tops of her thighs, and slide my right hand up the length of her spine. She shivers as I knit my fingers into her white-blonde hair, and roll my wrist to gather more of it around my fingers in a loop. She grits her teeth and whines as I pull her head back until it's nearly perpendicular to her chest, with my clenched fist drawn tight against her scalp. A thousand tiny strands tearing at her.

"Yes," she squeals, as she claws at the table. "Oh God yes!"



I twist at the shoulder, pressing my right arm down along her back to keep her neck arched and her torso flat against the table, so she doesn't roll backwards. I make a mental note to revisit as much of my Akido classes as I can remember to see how else I can use her body against her, but it needs to be something I do later because I can't stop myself any longer. I can't hold back. Susan groans, layered between her hissing breath and her high-pitched mewling, as I roll my hips. Fucking her, thrusting in and out of her, but keeping the focus elsewhere.



She wails as I spank her again, only overlapping the very edge of the spot I'd singled out before, though my hips keep a constant pressure on the center of the bruise A second spank, the hardest yet, and my hand is absolutely throbbing. I can feel my own pulse in my fingertips, and it's electric. It's eye-opening.



It's incredible.



"Yes-yes-yes," Susan squeals, finally pulling words through the stew of hormones drowning her system. "Harder!" She can do little but cling to the table as I pull, thrust, and abuse her flesh. As I flood her nervous system. "Harder!"



I spank her three times in rapid succession, bringing a deep, blushing red hue to her left cheek, and Susan groans ferociously. Heaving. Her spine twists and curls as she cums, and I push her through it without respite. Keeping my wrist tightly twisted, and my knuckles pressed against the back of her skull. Keeping my hips going.



Faster through the hips.



"Yes!"



Finally pulling back enough that there's a sliver of space between our hips before crashing back into her.



"Yes!!"



Pure instinct guides me to ease off the accelerator, relaxing my hold and slowing everything down, but as soon as she can breathe enough to see straight, Susan reaches back and behind herself to grab at my arm. She moves with less composure than I'm used to from her, but with no less intensity, as she pushes me backwards onto one of the kitchen chairs. I blink, trying to clear away a haze of euphoria, though I know I didn't cum, and she's on me in seconds. Straddling me in the chair. Feet perched on the little bars that run between the chair legs. Her breasts, larger than mine and beautifully lowered with age, press into my face as she tucks her shoulders inward. She lifts herself, just for a moment, and reaches between us to guide my cock right back inside her, and we both gasp. I squirm back and forth, slouching little by little to try and get further underneath her, and moan as just a tiny bit more of me finds a home inside her.



I'm not getting rid of it. Not now. Not ever.



She cradles my jaw in her hands, keeping my face up toward hers. Her thighs pop and flex as she bounces in my lap, knees spread wide to either side.



"Look at me," she whispers. "Look at me."



"I am," I croak.



"Look at me."



And then I do. At the way her face lengthens when her mouth comes open. At the way her mascara has streaked. At the way her hair, which always frames her face just so, is all out of sorts.



"This is what you do to me," she whispers.



Intuition brings my right hand around behind her hip like a whip, and Susan howls. Fresh tears sparkle in her eyes as she leans forward to kiss me. Neither of us can manage to maneuver our tongues, doing all we can to control our hips and hands, but the wetness on her lips isn't all saliva.



"Again," she hisses. My hand is numb, though I can feel each impact through my wrist. Through the bones, and the way she whimpers. "Fuck! Again!"



She leans past me, tucking her head over my shoulder and wrapping her arms around the back of the chair. Hugging us both. Clinging for dear life as she rides me. Her chest swells and retracts too quickly for breath. My eyes bulge when I feel her sobbing. Crying as she cums again. Internally, I acknowledge the urge to slow down and embrace her, but ultimately I lean on my trust in her as I bring my aching hand in again and again.



Somewhere in the middle of her hysterical moaning, I hear it; a 'stop' almost indistinguishable through the rest of her moaning, and I bring my arms around her ribs. Clinging to her as she spasms. Kissing her shoulder.



I am her anchor. I am her tether.



Her eyes are completely bloodshot when she leans back for the first time. Hesitant to meet mine, but searching for them all the same. Afraid. I don't trust my screaming right hand to be steady, and instead bring the left up to touch just the tip of her chin. She whimpers as I lift and center her, facing me, and kiss her softly.



"Yes," she moans into the kiss, without her lips breaking from mine. "Oh thank god." More kissing. No tongue, though our heads tilt slightly to either side as we come back together. "Oh god."



"Hello," I say, when our foreheads finally touch.



She squeezes her eyes shut and nods, unable to summon the words.



"Are you okay?"



"yeah!" she gasps weakly. She nods jerkily, as if worried that her unsteady delivery would undermine her point. "Yeah. Yeah."



I run my hands up and down her back, though I can't really be sure the right hand is touching her. Feeling hasn't returned yet. Susan bites down on her lip and sighs.



"Are you still cumming?"



"Ye-yes. Yes. Yes."



"Holy shit," I whisper. I run my hands down past her hips, and curl them around her thighs. She groans, clenching even tighter around me for a moment, and gives a long, drawn out sigh.



"Did..." She blinks and licks her lips. "Did you cum?"



I shake my head.



"No?"



"No," I say, smiling softly. "But it's okay."



"But—"



I let go of her leg and lay a single finger over her quivering lip. "No. Not right now."



"But—"



"No."



She blinks at me, utterly perplexed, and I smile broadly.



"Trust me. With the way I feel right now? I don't need it."



"Really?"



I nod. "Besides," I say, leaning in until her eyes cross slightly, and the tips of our noses touch. "We have the rest of our lives for me to fill your every hole with cum over, and over, and over."



"Thank you," she sobs, hugging me with every part of her body. "Thank you."



***



"Are you sure you don't need any of this stuff?" Eve says. "Because once it's on my property for 24 hours, it's mine."



"I'm sure," I laugh, as I hug her again and try not to cry. "I'm sure."



Eve grins as we separate, and gives me a meaningful arch of her eyebrow as she watches Calvin take the last two boxes out the door. "He is—"



"Back off, slut."



"Bitch," she fires back, tossing her head like the sassy little thing that she is. Her freshly-dyed pink hair falls in envious waves, and I let out a long breath as I look around. Mentally going through my list again. "I'm not actually going to steal any of your stuff."



"I know."



"Just text me if there's anything you think of."



"Okay," I say, taking a half step toward the door. "Remember, no wild parties. Mrs. Yanov will complain."



"I know," she groans.



"And—"



"Oh-my-god-fucking-go-already!"



"Love you too," I say, hugging her again.



She follows me to the door and waves. "And for the record," she shouts down the hall, "I'm fucking, like, half the number of people you are—"



"Oh my god," I groan, cheeks blushing, as I scurry away.



"—so if either one of us is the slut, it's you!"



Calvin is waiting in the elevator, holding the door for me, and I sigh happily as I slip inside with him. The moment the door closes I pounce him, but in the span of a breath it's my back against the wall. The feel of his weight surrounding me is just...



"Do you need to see the landlord before we go?" he asks, several beautiful seconds and one toe-curling kiss later.



"No," I say, trying to hide how eager I am. "I talked to him when I got here earlier, and he confirmed it was fine for her to take over the lease."



"Has your sister ever lived alone before?"



"She'll be fine. As long as she doesn't burn the place down."



Calvin laughs for a moment, and then stares at me quizzically when I don't laugh too.



"It was a phase." And then it hits me. "Oh!" I cry. "Oh oh oh!!! I know what it is!"



"What what is?"



"The painting! The unfinished one! It's not a balloon, it's a flower!"



Calvin smiles and stands up a little taller. "Okay," he says easily. "Can't wait to see it."



***



Epilogue



Calvin does his best not to stare at me as his lecture hall slowly empties. I lick my lips and grin. There's a humorous observation buried somewhere in the other students' eagerness for the bell to arrive so they can rush off to whatever mindless self-pleasure they have lined up for themselves. When I was actually a student in Calvin's class, I would have been just as happy if the bell had never come.



I mean, it's not actually a bell. It's some kind of buzzer, but the point is the same.



He smiles as he collects his papers from across the desk and organizes them. Taking his time. A few other students linger, talking in a small group. I can't hide the smile when I realize one of them is staring at Calvin. Believe me, sister, I get it. I stay in my seat though, slightly slouched with my legs crossed, and wait patiently. Eventually my patience is rewarded, and Calvin is cool as the last three students leave through the side door.



"What did you think?" Calvin asks, pitching his voice up.



"Hemingway never sounded sexier."



He laughs, shaking his head, and glances around at the doors again. "I was surprised to see you sneak in the back there."



"I was hoping you wouldn't spot me right away, so I could really surprise you."



"That would only work if I was doing slides," he says, gathering each organized stack and collecting them into his briefcase. "If you'd like, I can make some notations on your syllabus so you know when those are coming up."



"I'm sorry, Professor," I say, shrugging in faux-innocence. "I think I forgot my syllabus!"



"Well..." He looks down into his bag and runs his fingers through the paper. "Why don't you come on down here and get another one."



I skip down the steps of the theater-style lecture hall, and Calvin stares hard when my short skirt pops up enough to show that I'm not wearing any underwear. It's hard to hide the grin and stay in character.



"Hmm," he says, staring down at the paper with a highlighter in his hands. "The only ones I have left this semester are on Tuesdays..." Tuesdays are nights I spend with Susan. "I may have to restructure this a little..."



"You don't have to do that," I say, sliding up next to him and dropping my voice. "Seriously. I don't mind just—"



He turns and looks down at me, smiling in amusement, and everything else falls away.



"Okay."



Calvin looks back down at his syllabus, and I can feel my skin glowing. It's a wonderful feeling to be important to someone else. To know that they can and will make changes in their life for you. I would never expect it from him, or Susan, but for them to do it anyway feels amazing. But then, I know I've rescheduled quite a few things myself.



That felt nice too, making changes for them. It felt good to give and know, in my bones, that I would receive in return. Which is really what relationships are all about. Making space for other people.



He looks at me again, and the butterflies start fluttering in my middle. Hundreds of thousands of them.



"Oh whoa," I say, glancing down. The lecturer's desk at the front of the class has a leg space in between two sets of drawers, and it's shockingly spacious. "I could totally fit down there!"



"You... could," Calvin says, blushing as he smiles, and before he can do much more than that, I scurry underneath his desk.



"Wooow." I spin around and settle on my knees, enjoying the sheltered feel. The wall at my back, toward where all the students would normally sit, is completely covered. "I could seriously give you a blowjob from down here, and nobody would know I was here!"



Calvin just bites his lip and blushes, and every third or fourth second looks away to check the doors.



"I always thought this was one of those things that didn't really exist," I say, wiggling my hips. "Like at weddings, how nobody ever really says 'If any of you has reasons why these two shall not be wed, speak now or forever hold your peace.' "



"Why wouldn't there be a space for my legs?" he chuckles. "I have a stool."



"I don't know! I just thought they built these things without this back wall here," I say, slapping the board behind me gently with my palm, "to, I don't know, encourage a little transparency?"



"Well obviously they built this one with you in mind."



"How thoughtf—"



Suddenly, Calvin steps forward a half second before the squeak of hinges echoes through the large room. Chills. Powerful chills. The desktop comes against his waist, just above his belt, and for a moment, there's nothing but fear.



"Um... Professor?"



"Yes... ahhh... Angelica?"



"I um..."



I don't recognize her voice. If it's one of the girls from the class that just let out, it isn't one that asked any questions. I've never felt so bold as I do when I reach up for Calvin's zipper. His legs twitch and stiffen as I start pulling down as slowly as I can manage, with one hand cupped around the zipper to try and muffle the sound even more. I have no idea if that's actually helping, but it feels like it might.



"I've never actually read any Henningway. Are we going to be spending a lot of time on him?"



"Well, not a lot, per se, but he's a personal favorite of mine. I think he does a lot of interesting things with structure and narrative. Some of his short stories are really... um..."



I use both hands, as I pull his cock out, to keep the rapidly-thickening shaft away from the teeth of his zipper, and lay the cockhead on my tongue. The heady taste is like ambrosia, and it fills me with a kind of serendipitous joy. I have to tilt my head to the side to get much more than that in my mouth, but a little contorting is a small price to pay for the experience of hearing Calvin's voice break. The girl's heels thud dully against the carpeted steps, but each one is one step closer as she continues approaching the desk and my enthusiasm skyrockets as the threat of being caught increases.



"Do you think you could recommend one for me?" The inflection, the upticks in her voice; she's hitting on him. "I hear people talk about him, and I don't feel like I know enough about him. I just don't know where to start."



"Tell you what," Calvin says. He leans forward onto the desk and crosses his arms at the edge, all of which pushes his hips back ever so slightly. The closer I get, as I take more of him into my mouth, the more I'm exposed from the sides. The threat of exposure is so invigorating as to be nearly overwhelming. It's so distracting that I almost forget to spend any thought on using my tongue the way he likes.



Almost, but not quite. Calvin likes being deepthroated, and really likes watching his whole shaft being swallowed, but on pure sensation nothing beats running my tongue around his head with gentle suction. Teasing the underside, where the swollen head comes around but doesn't quite meet back up. Using the texture of the roof of my mouth, and my tastebuds, to my advantage.



Calvin clears his throat and laughs. "Why don't you try 'A Clean, Well Lighted Place.' It's not too long. It can be a little dense, but it's pretty interesting. He does some, uh... some... some neat things with the voices of his main characters."



The hitch in his voice is so thoroughly fulfilling that I have my right hand wrapped around my own cock without realizing it. My body reacts so instinctively to Calvin, and while that can be incredibly scary at times, he's yet to abuse or misuse that trust. It's part of why I feel so safe with him.



"... well... lighted... Lighted?"



"Yes," Calvin says. "Well-hyphen-Lighted. Place."



"A Clean, Well-Lighted Place.  Got it."



"I think you can find it online for free, and I'm sure the library has it in one or two anthologies of his work Let me know how you like it! I'd love to know what you think about the waiters."



"Okay!" she says, with the sound of her voice shifted in that way that betrays the smile on her lips as she says it. "I will!"



"See you next Tuesday," Calvin says, to the retreating beat of feet in heels.



"Thanks Professor!"



I take the squeaking hinges as a sign and lean into it, driving my nose into the fly of his pants and his cock into the recesses of my mouth. Taking him as deeply and completely as I can. It's incredible to feel how that puts a quiver in his legs. For a moment, I know that feeling of power Susan talked about. The strength that comes with making Calvin cum and cum hard.



But then his palm comes down on the back of my head, and that goes away completely. I try to look up at him, through my twitching, fluttering eyelids, and Calvin smiles.



"Why don't we go back to my office?"



"Mmmm-hmm!"



He shifts his hips forward, pushing his head into the back of my throat one more time, before gripping my hair and keeping me in place while he draws back. Precum on my tongue. Even when he lets go of my head he leaves his hand out in offer to help me up from my knees, and I blush profusely.



"Such a gentleman!"



"Not for much longer," he says, lowering his voice needlessly; the room is still empty. He keeps hold of my hand, and scoops up his briefcase with the other as he leads me toward the door. I follow right behind him, trying hard not to bounce with each step. By the time we get out into the hall, we're more presentable. I move to walk beside him, no longer holding his hand, as he threads through the students lingering here and there. I know from experience how quickly he usually takes stairs, two at a time, and it's a wonderful feeling when he slows down to take them only as quickly as I do. Which isn't particularly fast. Heeled boots are perfect for a multitude of situations, but stairs aren't exactly one of them.



Thankfully there are no students waiting outside his office, and Calvin quickly steps in and to the side to shut the door as soon as I follow him in. He points behind his desk as he sets down his briefcase, and my heart skips a beat as I catch him unfastening his belt.



"Oh Daddy," I murmur, as I lean forward to rest my elbows on an empty space amid the clutter.



He just smiles and offers it to me. "You might want something to bite down on," he says softly. "The walls aren't too thick in here." I swoon as I take his belt and place it between my teeth.



Calvin wastes no time flipping my skirt up over my back, exposing my ass. I cross my legs at the ankle and roll my hips, and giggle at the look in his eyes as he stares down at me; he wants to devour me, and I want so badly to be devoured.



He tips a pink-and-purple bottle upside down and I gasp as a few drops of cool, thick lube pours down between my cheeks. Sliding quickly between my pale orbs until Calvin's thick index finger presses in to catch and redirect it. I groan softly, biting down hard on the leather belt, as his finger breaks through. Spreading the lube and stretching me. I look back at him, neck craned sharply, and grab at my left cheek to spread myself for him.



"Oh wow," he groans, eyes bulging.



The sight of his cock, hanging out through his pants, is incredible, but it is nothing compared to the feel of his cock, hanging out through his pants, as it pushes against my well-prepared asshole. It's gentle but unyielding, and his head is significantly thicker than his finger. My eyes roll up and I groan again, louder, at the feel of his cockhead sliding through the inner ring. The swollen, mushroomed tip. Inside of me.

His head inside of me.



He grabs my wrist, the one holding my own ass, and redirects it around in front of my own waist, and I need no more direction than that to know he wants me to be touching myself. Both of his hands come down to grab my pale cheeks, fingertips near the sides of my hips with his thumbs stretched near to the center to keep me spread. To keep my bubbly-round ass out of the way.



He stays there, with just his cockhead inside of me, for a few moments, and it dawns on me that this is one of those moments that heeled boots actually are perfect for. Or at least, that's what I was thinking about before he buried himself in a single thrust. His whole cock. All at once. I moan loudly, neck straining as I try to channel as much of that as I can into the belt between my teeth, but there's only so much of myself that I can control when he has his hands on me. And he knows that. And he loves that. And I love that too.



// Author's Note //
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Orchid Ch. 04

"It's crooked," Eve said, tongue peeking out between her lips as she reached up. Gill smiled to himself and stood up nice and tall. He knew that his tie was in no way crooked. He prided himself on his eye for symmetry and he knew that his steel gray suit was immaculate, but there were some things he was learning to simply let go and let her have. This was most definitely one of them. "Hmmm."



"What?" Gill asked, suddenly doubting himself.



"I think I just increased your handsomeness by one-point-six per-no! One-point-seven percent!"



"Huh." Gill nodded slowly, and smiled at a car that crept along the street. "That's a nice little bump."



"I thought so too!" Eve smiled, satisfied with herself, and tapped the tip of Gill's nose with her index finger. Gill was largely sure that, if their height difference were reversed, Eve would be kissing him on the nose every time she did that. He smiled to himself as he crooked his arm, elbow bent ninety degrees, and held it out for her. She gave him a guarded smile as she entwined her arm with his, but Gill was pretty sure that she was only muting her excitement to keep his ego from exploding.



The fact that Gill had very little ego was completely lost on Eve.



She shivered lightly in the cool December air. Gill had thought that having an outdoor wedding so late in the year was a strange decision, but he was only too happy to surrender his jacket for her. Eve blushed fiercely as she shrugged into his coat, and instead of offering his arm again Gill simply slipped it around her waist and escorted her that way. Eve was wearing one of Kit's dresses; white with a few sections across the shoulder and back that were translucent and see-through.



The path down the driveway steered guests around to the back of the house, and Eve gasped in child-like awe as they came through the fence. White Christmas lights had been strung up through each of the bushes, and through each of the trees, in the half-acre section of yard. Then, interspersed evenly throughout the space, were two dozen lamp post heaters. The air was still crisp, but comfort was never more than a few steps away. Eve hesitantly slipped out of his jacket as she walked around, but only surrendered it back to him after walking nearly the entire length of the yard and back.



"Wow," Gill said, nodding slowly.



"That's all you have to say?" Eve was still agog, even minutes after arriving. "Look at all of this!"



Gill looked around, trying to give the admittedly-stunning decor a more appropriate amount of attention, but no sooner had he started than Eve was tugging on his arm again. Sometimes it felt like every moment since meeting Eve had been like that; being dragged off to something new and different before he would have been otherwise ready. He'd lost count of the new foods he'd tried at her insistence, or the number of midnight showings of arthouse films he'd been taken to. The Rocky Horror Picture Show was a favorite.



"Calvin!" Eve cried, letting go of Gill only a moment before wrapping the older man up in a big hug.



Calvin laughed as he braced himself, valiantly keeping his cup from spilling, and extended a hand toward Gill as soon as he was steady again.



"Congratulations!"



"Thanks for coming!" he said, vigorously squeezing and meeting Gill's grip. Gill never went full force on a handshake, but he'd found a comfortable zone that most other men could match. "Wow, you guys are here at, like, the perfect time too! I can actually stop and talk to you before it gets too crowded!"



"No time," Eve said, looking around. "Are they inside?"



"Yes," Calvin said, smiling at Gill over the top of her head. "Through the kitchen, and then up the stairs. I think they're both still up there."



Gill found himself leaning farther and farther as he watched Eve go, enjoying what her heels did for her calves and backside. Her legs were still a big weakness for him, even years later. He and Calvin shared a respectful nod.



"So how is your semester going?" Gill was proud of himself for launching right in. Eve had coached him a little, helping him with some icebreakers to keep conversations moving. He made a mental note to thank her later.



"I know this isn't the answer you were looking for," Calvin said, leaning in, "but it's actually going terrible!"



"Oh no."



The blond-haired man chuckled and shook his head. "That's not completely true, I guess. It's kind of a mixed bag. There's a few students who are really raising the bar in terms of that... that stereotypical 'millennial entitlement'."



Gill nodded, though he wasn't entirely sure he understood what the other man was getting at.



"And then I've got this kid in one of my writing classes who is just blowing me away. He's got this really unique voice, you know?"



"Yeah," Gill said, nodding again.



"Beer?"



"Absolutely."



Calvin turned around and reached behind the bar, much to the chagrin of the young man hired to tend it.



"Anyway, he's... uh... He's all self-taught, so I'm having a great time introducing him to some really great authors."



"Like Hemmingway?" Gill asked, perking up.



"Like Hemmingway!" Calvin nodded, and took a sip of his drink. "He's my favorite, so of course he was first."



"I'm on my third read-through of For Whom The Bell Tolls."



"That's great," Calvin exclaimed. "I'm glad you like it!"



"Do you mind if I hold on to your copy for just a bit longer?"



"Keep it as long as you like. I have others."



Gill nodded and looked around. "How's everything else going? With the whole..." He drifted to a stop while bringing his cupped hands together as if gripping an imaginary ball.



"With us?"



Gill nodded sheepishly.



"Oh it's great. All menages, all the time."



Gill blinked, and only got the joke a moment later when Calvin's straight expression broke hard.



"I thought you were serious," Gill laughed.



Calvin clapped him on the shoulder and shook his head. "No no. It's not like that. We, uh... we schedule it out."



"So you're like... together with different people on different days?"



"Keeps it fair. Tuesdays are with Susan. Wednesdays are with Kit. Thursdays, Susan and Kit are together and I get some alone time. Etc etc. Once a week, all three of us spend some very low key time together, and it's wonderful. I know that doesn't sound very flashy but honestly? Fair is the most important part of it."



"I guess that makes sense," Gill said, his brow furrowed in thought as he adjusted his mental image of the whole situation. "Eve tried to explain it to me once and I wasn't really getting it. And then I was afraid to ask more because I didn't want to make her feel like I was trying to figure it out so that she and I could do the same."



"How are you two doing?"



Gill looked past Calvin, toward the house, for a moment before reaching inside his vest to produce a dark blue, velvet-covered box. It was smaller than his palm, and he only pulled it out for a second before tucking it back in, but that was long enough to have the intended effect on Calvin.



"That's fantastic, man! How long have you guys been together?"



"A little over three years."



"Are you going to ask her tonight?"



"Yeah," Gill said, smiling while he kept a careful eye on the house. "After everything you guys are doing is over, and if I can find the right moment."



"Congratulations!" Calvin said eagerly, clapping Gill on the shoulder again. "Seriously. You guys are great together, and I'm really happy for you!"



"Don't tell anyone, okay?"



Calvin zipped his lips and smiled, and the two men shared a quiet moment. Gill's stomach had been doing cartwheels for nearly a week, getting worse as the day progressed, and he had hours yet before he'd have a chance to ask her.



"How is your internship going?"



"They're gonna hire me on full-time," Gill said excitedly. "Yeah, I'm working with two of their engineers on designing the aerodynamic ground effects packages and some of the other exterior parts."



"And this is at Westinghouse?"



"It's a subsidiary, but yeah. They're hoping to have their second generation electric car finished early next year."



"And then what happens to it after that?"



"Well it goes up to the board for final approval before it moves into any kind of limited or full production, but a few of the board members have been involved the whole time so that's pretty much a formality."



"I could buy your car. How cool is that?"



Gill smiled and gave a small nod. "Pretty cool."



"My birthday is coming up," Eve said, surprising them both as she slipped in next to Gill and wrapped her arm around him. He immediately matched her and gave her a kiss on the top of her head. "So if you were already thinking about buying me a car, I'd like one of those. In pink."



"And on that note..." Calvin laughed as he stepped away, angling toward another group that had just come around the side of the house.



Eve bounced around in front of Gill and took firm hold of his belt. "Kit. Looks. Amazing!"



"Didn't you go dress shopping with her?"



"I mean," Eve said, rolling her eyes, "sure I knew what she was going to look like in it, but it's way different with her hair did and her makeup all made up."



Gill nodded, more because this was an area where he simply acceded to her superior knowledge on the subject than any understanding on his own part. He started to sway when Eve did, dancing like they often did at home, in the kitchen, but Gill quickly found himself dancing alone. Eve stood completely still, eyes wide, as an older woman nodded at her and continued walking.



"Jesus Backflipping Christ!" Eve hissed.



"Hey," Gill said slowly. "Wasn't that your mother?"



"Yeah," she said, with just the hint of a smile at the corners of her eyes. "This is great!"



"She didn't address you? Or anything? She just—"



"Yeah, but she didn't call me Everett!"



Gill stared, slack-jawed, as Mrs. Ginsman clutched at her purse and jacket while looking around.



"Come on," Eve hissed, grabbing his hand and dragging him toward the house.



Just as they were approaching the back door, Susan stepped out with a shocked expression.



"Isn't that—"



"Yes," Eve said, hurrying past her.



Gill had only ever been to the Ayers household a few times, and he was always a little bit awestruck by the scale of it. The kitchen alone was nearly as large as his last apartment. Gill's needs and tastes ran along much more simple lines. He was glad for every time he'd noticed Eve's private disdain for the same, every time she twisted her lips when she didn't think Kit would notice. Gill always worried that he wasn't enough for Eve, no matter how often or enthusiastically she told him he was, but he also thought that was a healthy thing to worry about.



"Kit," Eve called, as she went upstairs. "Kiiiiiiiit."



"In here!" Kit said, from their left.



"In hee-urrrr," Bridget repeated loudly. The toddler turned toward them as they came down the hall, much to Kit's frustration, with one foot bare and the other in a sock and mary jane. "Look! I'm pretty, right?"



"Let me put on your other shoe," Kit said.



Bridget promptly jumped into the air and spun, slapping her bare foot back down in front of Kit with a grin. "Soooorry," she said.



Kit smiled and worked the sock back and forth around some very wiggly and unhelpful toes, and hummed softly under her breath. Bridget immediately began singing along with her. Gill didn't recognize the tune, and a lot of the words were gibberish replacements, but it was pretty nonetheless.



"Hey," Eve said. "Gill, baby, could you maybe help put on her shoes?"



"I would love to!"



Kit tilted her head in disbelief as she handed Gill the tiny shoe.



"Now how does this work?" Gill said, as he pulled on the strap the wrong way.



"It's Velcro," Bridget explained, as she took the shoe from his hands. "You pull it like this."



"What's going on?" Kit asked, getting to her feet.



"Now... don't get mad—"



"What did you do?" Kit's eyebrows rose higher and higher.



"Mom is downstairs."



Kit froze.



"And then this goes... here?" Gill said, putting the shoe on top of his head.



"Nooooooooo!" Bridget cackled as she clamored over Gill, reaching as high as she could. "It goes on my feets!"



"... wuh... wuh... why?"



Eve shrugged and smiled. "There is a remote possibility— very minute— that uh, that I invited her."



"You?!" Kit shouted.



"I mean, there's no proof," Eve said, adding, "unless she recorded the conversation," under her breath a moment later. "And that would just be weird."



"Why the Ffff..." Kit stared sideways at Bridget, who was steadily climbing up Gill's back. "Why the frack did you invite her?"



"Dad would have wanted me to."



"Yeah, but I didn't want you to! Which is why I didn't just do it myself!"



"Honestly, I didn't think she'd come... but I had to offer. I had to."



"It's my wedding! You didn't have to do anything!"



Eve smiled sadly and leaned in. "Yeah I did."



Gill couldn't help but stare at the two of them. Despite all the similarities in their features, the differences in height, hair, and personality were so extreme that he would likely never have guessed that they were sisters if he'd never seen them together. Of course, watching them talk for two minutes was more than enough.



"She didn't call me Everett."



Kit recoiled, eyes wide. "Are you serious?"



"Yeah," Eve laughed. "I mean, she didn't say anything, really, but when has she ever not taken the opportunity to throw that in my face? Or yours?"



"I wonder if..." As one, the two of them turned to look at Bridget.



"She's not getting one of those from me any time soon," Eve said. "Plus, you're way overdue to be the golden child for a bit."



Kit folded her arms across her chest and turned slightly, so that she was facing away from him, and spoke low. "Have you guys, like—"



"Yes," Eve hissed. "We have."



"And?"



"And he's... yanno... yeah."



"Yeah?!"



"I'm right here," Gill said, smiling while holding Bridget upside down. "I can hear you."



Eve frowned peevishly at him.



"Are you guys thinking about adopting? Or like a surrogate? Or—"



"We didn't really get that far," Eve said, interrupting and stalling her sister. "We just sorta started talking about... that."



"See? You'll be the golden child again in no time."



"I don't want to be the golden child! I want to be one of the Golden Girls."



"As long as I'm Blanche, that's fine."



"No way!" Eve took a step back and pointed to herself. "I'm Blanche."



"Can you both be Blanche?" Gill asked.



Both sisters turned to frown peevishly at him, and all doubt of their sisterhood disappeared.



"I have to go... deal with this," Kit said. " I can't believe you invited her. Where the frack is she gonna sit?"



"You look beautiful," Gill called, as she started to walk down the hall.



"You're dead to me," Kit said, raising her voice more as she went down the stairs. "Unless I get to be Blanche."



"Aunt Salmon," Bridget said.



"Yes," Eve answered, grinning, as she turned and lowered into a squat with her knees together.



"Um, I just wanted to tell you that could I have some juice?"



Eve giggled and nodded. "Of course, honey. Do you know where your cup is?"



Bridget looked up and scratched her chin. "The last time that I saw it was when I was hasing lunch in the kitchen with Mimi."



"Having," Eve said, correcting her gently. "Having lunch. Why don't you go see if it's still there?"



"I'm gonna go really fast!" Bridget shouted, as she ran down the hall. "I'm the fastest girl ever!"



Gill came up behind Eve, put his arms around her middle, and spoke low into her ear. "Is that what she calls Kit? Mimi?"



"Yeah," Eve said, snuggling into him. "Susan is Mommy, and Kit is Mimi."



"And when did she start calling you Aunt Salmon?"



"It's new! Do you like it?"



"Is that because your hair is pink?"



"Yes, and..." Eve turned around in his arms and grinned. " ...because only fish have Gills."



Gill threw back his head and laughed.



"Isn't that adorable?"



"Did you teach her that?"



Eve shook her head. "It was either Susan or Kit. Honestly, I think it was Susan."



"That's..." Gill laughed again and shook his head. "Yeah, that's..." It was all he could do, in that moment, to hold on to her. There were times when she looked up at him, smiling at him in a way no one else ever had, that made him feel incredible about himself. For a little while, all was right with the world, and just when it dawned on him that maybe this was his moment right here, Eve pulled away and grabbed his hand.



"Come on," she said. "We should be downstairs."



Gill dragged his heels, as if procrastination could reclaim the perfection of the moment, but Eve flashed a smile that erased any doubt in his mind that there would only ever be one 'perfect' moment. He just needed to wait for any good moment, and the rest of it would fall into place. Eve had a habit of making magic happen all around her.



They came to a stop as soon as they were outside in the yard. Kit and her mother were off by themselves, talking quietly. Eve put a hand against his chest and shook her head, and Gill nodded while she continued on alone. He felt like he shouldn't be watching, as Eve joined them and it became apparent that all three were crying.



"Here," Susan said, appearing next to him with an extra champagne flute in her hand.



"Thanks."



Susan eyed him and nodded, and then turned herself toward him. Her off-white, sleeveless gown accentuated her figure and highlighted her upper arms.



"You look fantastic," Gill said.



"Thank you."



They both folded their arms across their chests and peeked sideways at the Eve, Kit, and their mother, as the three of them moved to one of the tables in the back.



"So are you gonna ask her to marry you?"



"Yep," he said, nodding.



"Soon?"



"Yep."



"Good," Susan said, nodding. "She's a keeper. A little strange, but a keeper."



"Yep."



"What do you think brought this on?" she asked, gesturing across the yard.



"Grandkids," he replied sagely.



"She certainly wasn't invi—" She snorted and shook her head. "Did Eve do that?"



"Uh huh."



Susan nodded and turned back to him, looking him up and down. "I like you."



"I like you too," Gill said honestly.



"Have we ever really talked much?"



"Nope."



Susan nodded, and both of them finished off their champagne as they turned to watch again.



"We should do it again."



Gill nodded.



"I get what she sees in you," Susan added with a wry smile, as she took his empty flute and turned back into the kitchen.



Gill blinked and nodded, feeling like that was a moment where it was better to let Susan have the last word rather than repeat a similar sentiment in response. Kit and her mother came through, arm-in-arm, into the house, and Eve wrapped him up in another hug. He leaned down to meet her when he saw her neck arching, and she kissed him a hair more indecently than was appropriate given the setting.



"I love you," she whispered.



"I love you too," Gill said back.



"I have to go help Kit with her makeup again. Will you be ok out here?"



"Mm-hmm!"



"Can you believe she called me a brat?" Eve made a face at her sister, as the older one headed deeper into the house, but after a moment her expression lit up. "I saw you talking to Susan! How did that go?"



"It was..." Gill laughed to himself. "Functional."



"You're the two most terse people I've ever met."



"Hey," Gill said. "I'm getting better!"



"Yes you are, Baby." Eve kissed him again before coming back down to her normal height. "Yes you are."

Gill watched her go with a smile. When he turned around, he saw that Calvin was directing some of the guests to sit down, and headed that way.



***



The ceremony was, by Gill's reckoning, lovely. All the chairs were arranged in a circle, and the three of them stood in the center facing each other. They decided against having any sort of officiator there to get in the way, and instead each of them had a different set of vows that they read for each partner. It was touching, genuine, and Gill had the feeling that for Kit, Calvin, and Susan, there was no one else present. They were just there, talking to each other and expressing themselves openly, and he felt lucky to have been a witness to it. Eve cried through both of Kit's sets of vows, and also when both Susan and Calvin made their vows to her. And also when Susan and Calvin were renewing their own vows.



Bridget sat next to Eve during the ceremony, but as soon as the music came up, she grabbed Gill's hand and insisted he dance with her. Gill was only too happy to comply. She stood on his shoes, held his hands, and giggled while he waltzed around. After the second song Eve cut in, and Bridget ran off to dance with her father. After that, Calvin, Susan, and Kit all stepped away to put Bridget to bed together. She howled and cried, and was only placated when Calvin promised to read two stories.



"More?" Gill asked several songs later, as final notes of Lady in Red echoed through the yard.



"One more," Eve said. She rested her head on his chest and sighed happily as they swayed. "This has been lovely."



"I'm having a really good time, too."



Gill was again struck by that feeling of rightness in the moment. Eve clung to him, matching his gentle sway beat for beat, but it was only a rightness between them. Not only were they in the middle of a crowded dance floor, but it was still too soon after the ceremony. Gill resolved himself to wait a little bit longer.



At the start of the next song, Kit, Calvin, and Susan re-emerged from the house, and the dj announced them as 'the Ayers' to a standing ovation. Eve cried.



"I have a confession to make," Eve said a few moments later.



Gill blinked. "Okay..."



"Do you remember..." Eve took a deep breath. "Do you remember when I told you that the... recovery period for my SRS was seventeen weeks?"



"Yes," Gill said.



"I lied. It's thirteen."



Gill slowed to a stop as he held her. Eve looked up at him patiently, cheeks glowing a little more with every passing moment.



"Thirteen weeks today."



"Are you—"



"I can have sex," she said, moving in a little closer to whisper.



Gill's jaw worked slowly and quietly.



"I can have sex now."



"You're ready for—"



"Gill," she said, resting her hands on the sides of his hips. "I would like to go have sex now."



"Are you sure?" Gill asked, slackjawed. "I mean, are you sure you're ready?"



Eve nodded emphatically.



"I just... I mean, I want to—"



"I can tell," Eve said, winking, as she pressed against him.



"—but I don't want to, like, break anything."



"I have a Gill-sized dilator at home that I've been using for the past two days. I'm ready."



Gill took Eve by the wrist and immediately started toward the back of the house. Eve merely giggled as she followed along behind him.



"Not upstairs," Eve said softly, as they passed through the kitchen. "We don't want wake Bridget."



Gill turned hard on one foot, heading across the house, through the dining room to the game room. Calvin's nod to the expected mancave paid lipservice to the idea of him needing a space to himself while really just being a library with some nice padded furniture and a pool table in the middle of it.



Eve grabbed his shoulder and pushed him back into the pool table. Gill barely had time to plant his hands on the wood trim along the side of it before his belt was loose and she was giving him that look. One eyebrow slightly arched, with the end of her lip curled upward. Gill sucked a long breath through his teeth as she took him into her mouth.



There was something mesmerizing about the way she looked up at him while in that moment. Something incredible about being inside of her and connecting through eye contact. Gill had never been able to figure it out, but when Eve had that look in her eye he knew enough to know he was virtually powerless against it.



"Baby," he said, grunting involuntarily as she ran her tongue gratuitously around the head. "Ba-baby..."



Eve said nothing as she continued, though a constant stream of moans and whimpers poured from her as she knelt in front of him. Her toes remained inside the fronts of her heels but the bend in her foot, at the ball, was so severe that the soles came up and away to expose her stockinged feet.



It took a considerable amount of will for Gill to reach down, hook his hands into Eve's armpits, and haul her up onto the table. Eve gave a tiny squeal as she spun in the air, and meeped when she landed. She cooed as she came up to eye level with him, wrapping her arms around his shoulders and her legs around his thighs. Her long pink hair came forward over her shoulder, and Gill shivered as he kissed her deeply and passionately.



Gill's hands slid up her thighs, pushing her dress farther and farther. Eve's legs spread wide, her heels bounced onto the floor, and her feet came to rest against his calves. She grinned as she reached into her bra and pulled out a very small bottle of lube, and Gill wasted no time before covering his head and the first few inches quite liberally while Eve reached down and slid her panties to the side.



"I want you inside me," Eve whispered. "Please."



For all the power that her gaze held during fellatio, Gill was completely awestruck by the intensity of it up close. Her nose brushing against his, with a few strands of her pink hair between them. He kissed her and held her while she guided the flared tip to her newly-blossomed flower.



Eve made a new sound as she moaned into the kiss; one that reached higher in her register than Gill was used to from her. One he was entirely sure she'd never made before.



"Oh my god," she sighed, her eyes squeezed shut. "Oh my god, you're inside of me." She grunted, squeezing tightly around him, and breathed quickly and shallowly. Panting.



"Is it ok?"



Eve's eyes glistened with unshed tears as she looked at him and smiled. "I love you for asking." Then she nodded, and Gill pushed a little deeper. "Ohmygodohmygodohmygod."



"I can stop," Gill said softly.



"Don't you dare fucking stop," she hissed. "Don't you fucking dare."



Gill moved his hands down to her hips, hooked his thumbs inside of the fabric of her dress, and pulled her right up to the edge. The banded tops of her stockings dug ever so slightly into her thighs, and the bare flesh above it looked so much paler by comparison. Gill tried to focus on that, on how beautiful her legs were, to distract himself from how amazing it felt to be inside of Eve. Even on a purely physical level, she was tighter around him. He felt all of the inside of her like she'd been built to suit him.



In a way, she had been.



A tear broke across her left cheek as she continued to moan and curse under her breath, but Gill knew better than to ask if he should stop again. The lube Eve had brought was a warming lube, his favorite, and Gill's eyes crossed as he thrust faster and faster.



"Fuck me," Eve moaned. "Fuck meeee."



Base hunger took over as Gill held her body close to his, thrusting shallowly. A pure kind of mating that fed those most ancient needs. Eve cried out, her nails raking across his back, as he built toward a dizzying climax that left his limbs tingling and his vision blurry, and he buried his forehead against her neck as he tried to catch his breath. Eve curled her legs around his thighs, pinning him inside of her, and planted one arm behind herself on the green felt of the pool table.



"Now," she said, a little out-of-breath herself. "Do it now."



"Do what?" Gill croaked.



"Ask me."



"Ask you what?" As soon as the words were out of his mouth, Gill knew, and he was incapable of hiding his shock. "How did you know?"



Eve giggled and ran her tongue over her teeth. "Kit told me she went ring shopping with you."



Gill's frustration lasted only seconds, finding it as impossible as ever to stay mad at her, but when he tried to pull out to get down on one knee, Eve gripped him tighter and kept him in place.



"No," Eve said, probing her cheek with her tongue. "Do it just like this."



Gill blinked. "You want me to propose while I'm still... you know... inside?"



"While you're inside," she repeated, nodding. "While I'm still carrying your cum."



Gill closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Eve had a way of saying just the right thing after sex to get him hard again.



Her lip quivered as he reached inside his vest and produced a small box covered in dark blue velvet, and she covered her mouth with both hands as he turned it around and opened it. The heart-cut diamond in the center was modest but beautifully cut, and the ornamental setting and smaller diamonds around it gave it the appearance of being in motion. It had taken Gill's breath when he first saw it, and Eve's reaction was even more pronounced.



"Eve," Gill said, his voice cracking. "Will you—"



"Yes," Eve cried.



"—do me the honor of—"



Eve threw herself forward, kissing him fiercely. Both arms wrapped tightly around his shoulders. Her legs clenched around his middle, and she hoisted herself onto him. Breath rushed in and out in heated passion. Gill swung her around, carrying her two steps across the room to drive her into the wall. Their lips never parted, despite her agonized moaning, as he thrust into her over and over and over.



He made a mental note to double check with her later to make sure that her answer was 'yes'.



***



Ten minutes later, Eve and Gill emerged from the back of the house to find Kit standing alone at the door to the kitchen. Both of them glowing. Kit took one look at them, and the grin that broke over her face was enormous.



"I knew it!" she shouted, as Eve held up her left hand and its shiny, new addition. "Congratulations!!" She wrapped her little sister up in a brief but spectacular hug, and then moved on to Gill. "I'm so happy for you two!"



"You told her," Gill said flatly, even as he hugged her back.



"She tricked me! She said she already knew you'd asked me to help! I didn't know I was confirming her suspicion!"



Eve beamed proudly. "Wait, what are you doing over here? Should you be dancing?"



"I was standing guard," Kit said with a smirk. She turned and waved into the crowd, and an older man hustled toward the house with a stilted gait. "When I saw you two run off I had a suspicion what for, so I tried to make sure you had some privacy for that."



"You're the best," Eve said, hugging her sister again. "But we're okay now. Go dance."



Kit tilted her head forward, gesturing to the dance floor where Calvin and Susan were already dancing. "Unchained Melody is their song," she said with a fond smile. "I can wait."
