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Book One

My Awakening Spring


Chapter One

The day my life changed forever was remarkable at sunrise, clear and cloudless after the rains the night before washed the smoggy stench of LA from the air. Maybe for twenty-four hours that clarity would linger, if we were lucky. In that small sliver of time I’d find the angst of my sexual obsessions placated suddenly, inexplicably by two serendipitous strokes of fate. 

This was March of my junior year at a southern California college, majoring in Art History, minoring in the soon to be futile attempts to maintain my virginity in a hotbed of sexual stimulation. I was the last bastion of purity among the sexually active coeds in my dorm and on that auspicious day, I’d find my sex life suddenly jumpstarted in a way that would boggle my mind for years. 

Maybe I was pumping pheromones into the pregnant spring air. Maybe I was especially beautiful looking that day in my blue flared skirt and white t-shirt. Coed perfect, with my honey brown hair long and glistening in the sun-drenched transparency of the day. Maybe the attention I attracted had something to do with the steamy night before, when I lay masturbating in bed, surreptitiously, lest my roommate Christine realize what I was doing in the twin bed next to hers. Thankfully, I was safe all night with her gently snoring beside me, and I woke the next morning refreshed after my night of sexual wonder and shame-filled horror—a paradox to be sure, for that was how I thought of my sexuality then—and this was just a simple masturbation since there’d been no cock to penetrate my purity. The fantasies in my head were what shamed me more than any act of self-love. And yet, on this particular morning, I’d wiped those thoughts from my mind and set out feeling peculiarly elated as I walked into the crisp morning air, almost expecting something out of the ordinary to take place—even though I never could have imagined what was in store. 

I didn’t have long to wait for my expectations to be fulfilled.  

On my way from my dorm to the student union, I passed through the quad, holding my books tightly to my chest as was my custom, while the figure of Galen Davis came into view. My stomach suddenly soured as the mild nausea of apprehension made me cringe at my shoulders and dismiss any temporary euphoria I’d been feeling. I then walked on with eyes focused forward in hopes that I could pass by Galen without her noticing me.

“Hey, Golden Girl! Here!”

The voice was unmistakable, low and clear as it cut through the cool breeze that whipped against my face. 

I hesitated then stopped; it would have been rude not to, although I had little desire to have a conversation with the butch lesbian from my History of Civilization discussion section. She scared me. Everything about her scared me. The unusually short brown hair. Her boyish figure. The unapologetically lesbian attitude she’d adopted, even during a time when few women had the courage to acknowledge they were gay. In every move, gesture and spoken word she fit a stereotype that was still snickered at and overtly judged, which made my associating with lesbians something I believed the world could misconstrue. 

I turned her way uncertain, and found her motioning me to where she was sitting on the waist high cement retaining wall that defined the quad on its north side. I smiled weakly, feeling self conscious of every move and afraid that anything I did would be interpreted wrong. Behind all my fear was an attraction I was too frightened to acknowledge although that in no way hindered me from feeling a ticklish physical response deep in my belly.

“Yeah, you, Golden Girl,” she called out from fifteen feet away. It was me she was speaking to. 

I blushed deeply, feeling grateful that there was no one around. Girls like Galen usually ran in packs, but today she was alone. The hard glare of her butch friends would have weakened me further.

“I don’t bite,” she added, while nodding me closer. 

“I know that,” I stumbled over my shyness, still hanging back, but managing to inch a few feet in her direction. 

“So, how’s Ms. Art History today?” she said with a big broad smile. 

“I’m fine,” I said. 

Her eyes stripped me down to nothing; I might as well have shed my clothes and spared her the careful scrutiny of my body parts. 

“Closer, c’mon. I don’t bite.” Her smile diminished more than it drew me in, but I had no strength to snub her.

“I really can’t, I have class,” I said, as good an excuse as any. “Yeah, so do I, but hey, we’ve got at least an hour,” she said, consulting her watch to prove her point. 

She gazed at me tenderly and my body shook from its rafters on down, enough that I’m sure she noticed my disquiet. A breeze stirring the eucalyptus trees above tickled the hair on my arms until goosebumps broke out across my skin. 

I finally walked forward as if I were pulled by an invisible cord, and once I actually made my move, she abruptly hopped off the retaining wall.

“I have something in my room I want you to see. C’mon.”

Me? She wanted me in her room? Why?

“I was going to breakfast.”

“Right. I’ve got muffins in my room, you can eat there,” she answered dismissively, and she actually steered me with her hand down the quad toward the path leading to Gracie Hall, her dorm. I have no idea why I let her abduct me to her lair, but being too tongue-tied and too confused to find another excuse, I found myself following along at her side all the way to her third floor penthouse suite at the top of Gracie Hall. This was the upperclassmen’s dream home: a sleeping porch, a study room plus a bath shared only by the occupants of the apartment across the hall. Only good connections could have put her in this high perch, which was normally reserved for the upper class female with the best body and the biggest smile. There’d been rumors that the resident assistant the year before when room assignments were made was a lesbian, still in the closet. She’d been tight with Galen and this sweet room was the obvious result. 

“You don’t even have to share it?” I asked, as I looked around in awe at the big space. I didn’t need the confirmation of music posters exclusively of female singers to know that Galen was gay, but her choices seemed natural to her, as were the other decorations that had a New Age feel; the incense burner, potted plants, the beaded curtain and macramé tapestry. Everything straight-forward and in order, a clear reflection of Galen’s personality.

I still wondered why I was there in the first place, standing between her bookshelves and her desk, bound by my own timidity. It’s not that Galen was a total stranger. The history discussion group where we’d met had been a lively affair, where her opinions were spoken like law, and mine easily dismissed. I wasn’t a deep thinker then and it showed. Why she would show any interest in me made no sense.

Galen must have seen my bemusement as I stared from poster to poster, then as my eyes dropped to the bookshelf, lighting on a dozen volumes with shappos, lesbian and lavender ladies in their titles. I’d been barely cognizant of the movement afoot to right the consciousness of the masses about all things gay. Until then. Until that hour, when I stared a real life lesbian in the face inside her walls, her own defined space, a lesbian space. It didn’t seem all that unusual or threatening. 

“You said you like Chagall,” she finally broke my trance. 

Yes, I had. 

I looked up, suddenly aware of my heart beating more rapidly than I was used to, and that strange rumbling in my lower regions having an acutely erotic feel. 

“I stumbled across these in an old bookstore near home,” she said—her home being some suburb of San Francisco. She held out her hand with a sheaf of art plates, all paintings by Chagall. 

“Where did you get these?” I stupidly asked. 

“The bookstore? Near my home?” she repeated what she’d already told me with a wry grin. 

“Yeah, right.” I blushed. “It’s just…” I could barely speak. “They’re terrific.” I shuffled through the ten prints, recognizing most of them as Chagall’s more familiar paintings, then I handed them back. “You going to redecorate your room?” 

She pushed them back to me. “No, they’re yours.”

“Mine? Why?” There I stood dumbfounded again, staring like a trapped animal at her grinning face. 

“I saw them when I was home on break and thought of you.” 

She’d thought of me when she was on break? I didn’t know whether to be complimented or repulsed. 

She moved directly forward, and it was only then that I realized she was shorter than me by at least four inches. Her hand moved toward my head and I instinctively moved back. “It’s okay,” she said, and she brushed the hair off my face in a gesture so tender that it nearly brought me to tears. “Is it so odd that I’d be attracted to you? You’re beautiful.”

She stunned me with that remark. 

Then her hand moved gracefully down—inherently graceful for a woman who was no longer clumsy like the dyke I imagined her to be—until her palm rested on my breast. 

My, God, what was she doing…hitting on me!

I stepped back, but she took my arm and pulled me back to her. “Don’t get all scared. Remember, I don’t bite.”

But I don’t do lesbians and I don’t want to be here, my flagging mind was screaming. Meanwhile, a steady sexual pulse between my legs took a frighteningly thunderish turn that was painful to ignore.

“I get that you’re one pent-up lady,” she said, almost admiringly, her face now filled with awe, while one hand continued to hold my arm and the other moved subtly from place to place in a sensitive inspection of my face, my breast, my hip. Then around to my ass. 

“I’ll never tell a soul about this, pretty Polly. It’s just you and me, no one’s going to know.”

She pushed me back into an alcove onto a daybed strewn with pillows. Mesmerized by a seductive charm I’d have never guessed she had, I let her kiss me on the lips, again and then again. Her small and delicate kisses were unlike the kisses of a man—at least the few I’d known. 

She moved her hand with graceful force between my legs, prying them apart, her fingers under my skirt where, with just the slightest touch against my panties, the vibration set off a sexual spasm deep inside my belly. 

“Oh, my God!” escaped my lips, as the breathless wonder of the moment gripped me like nothing else ever had.

She came down harder on my lips, while her hand plunged deeper, more decidedly, grabbing at my pubic mound with her fingers fishing their way beyond the elastic of my panties and between my labia. 

The stale odor of my sex wafted free; my juices were flowing in a small, steamy stream as she fingered my sex. Shrill sensations of physical joy jolted my clitoris, then moved swiftly through my lower regions with the same surging force that I brought out on my own. Perhaps the erotic remnants of the night before lingered on to fuel the surprising climax that suddenly swept my body. Galen and her hand shook my cunt hard, while I lay gasping, rocking back and forth in her arms, cradled by the heavenly warmth of her tender embrace.

“You’re so easy, Polly Montgomery,” she smiled above me with a look of satisfaction. “I knew you would be.”

I stared up at her in shock. 

“It’s okay, sweetheart. All I want is to love you.”

“I-I’m…” 

“Shuuuussssh.” Her finger went to my lips. It’s too soon. Too soon. You don’t need to talk about it. There’s nothing to understand, nothing to say.”

I was glad she said that, since it probably kept me from looking foolish as I stumbled through a string of excuses, exclamations and denials.

She moved up on the bed with me so we were lying side by side, still clothed, still close and touching, sharing an intimacy I never knew I desired. Should I reciprocate? was my first cogent thought. 

My eyes watered with tears. “I don’t think I can,” I managed, hoping she’d know what I was talking about, and she did. 

She stroked my hair as she had before, though more like a loving mother this time. 

“I’m okay with what I have here,” she said in all earnest. I hoped to God that I wouldn’t have to repeat this scene. Then she continued talking. “I didn’t mean to move on you so quickly, but you looked so pretty today. Here I’d been planning this for weeks.”

“You planned this?” 

“Since the day you sat next to me in discussion group. I knew I could have you as long as someone else didn’t get to you first.”

“Why did you think that?”

“I know certain kinds of women, women like Polly Montgomery. I know when they’re ripe, and, girl, you were you ripe for plucking today.” She finally sat up, giving me the space I needed to breathe—well, almost breathe. “By the way, you’re not a lesbian, so don’t get confused on that score.”

I shook my head, unable to comprehend anything that had happened or what was said in the last hour. 

“Bisexual is a better word for you, Polly. But, don’t worry, I promise I won’t flaunt what we’re doing.”

“No, please don’t!” I managed my first raw emotion, then sat up and scooted to the edge of the bed.  

“No. It’s too soon to shock people. I mean the world needs to be shocked. But hey, I’m not going to get political today, least of all with you.” She stroked my hair again, “But you…don’t you have that class you were talking about?”

“Yes, yes I do.” I jumped from the bed and stood up to straighten my skirt. My panties felt squishy between my legs and the sexual scent rising up to assault my nose would haunt me all day. I found that my books had been thrown in a heap on the floor. I retrieved them quickly, standing up hugging them close to my chest protectively as I moved to the door.

Galen stopped my hasty retreat, calling to me, “We’ll do it again sometime.”

I looked back, shaking my head bewildered. “I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

“You say that now, but you think about it, Golden Girl.” This time the name came out affectionately. 

“I really have to go.”

“Then you do that.” She grinned again. “But the Chagalls. Take them. I really did buy them for you.”

“Right. Thank you.” I found the plates on her desk with the beautiful colors beaming at me like great big grins. While Galen watched, I put down my books, made a neat stack of the pictures and laid them carefully between the pages of my largest textbook to prevent them from wrinkling.

I turned back to her. “Thanks, I mean really, you didn’t have to.”

“Yeah, how else would I have seduced you up here?”

I smiled, embarrassed, then rushed in, “I gotta go now,” and moved quickly to the door. 

I wanted to stay. That fact hit me in the face as I was on my way out and dashing down two flights of stairs, then walking into the sunny day, which was much warmer than it had been an hour before.

My belly growled with hunger and I recalled the muffin she promised with a wince of regret.

I moved through my classes in a daze and finally hit the coffee house at 4:00 pm, ordering a fat hamburger with fries, something I almost never do, but by that time I was ravenously hungry and light headed, needing something to ground me back to earth. Galen had been in my thoughts all day, the sex replaying in my mind obsessively. I feared that if I didn’t dwell on that amazing event, the incident would become little more than another of my fantasies, not something that actually happened.

So consumed with the images of my morning hour in Galen’s dorm room, I thoughtlessly polished off my hamburger giving scant notice to what was going on around me in the coffee house. Couples smoozed in romantic trysts while other, more fanatical, students flung heated political opinions back and forth like daggers. I suddenly came back to my senses in that din of noise and activity, when a food tray carried by a pair of masculine hands appeared on the table before me, right where I was staring with my fixated gaze. 

Jerked back into my body, I looked up to see Dale Joyce sitting down in the seat across from me. Our knees instantly collided and I shifted in my chair. I must have looked as stunned as I felt because Dale felt the need to explain. “The Essence of Miro? Or did you forget?”
Yes. The Essence of Miro. The four part project assigned by Prof. Bailey the previous afternoon, although I had no memory of Dale Joyce being in my group.

As for hearts skipping beats, mine leapt forward impetuously. Dale was a senior majoring in pre-law, a political genius type, his dark hair long and curling behind his ears, his eyes intense, whether focused or darting. Wiry body. Tempestuous zeal. Perfect fronts for an innate charisma that made him a well-known personality on campus.

“So we’re partners,” he said smiling as he started in on his burger.

“It’s supposed to be a group of four. Did you invite the others?” I crisply reminded him, feeling suddenly like a stodgy old schoolmarm trying to gain control over unruly students. 

“I know the other two,” he grimaced. “They are going to slide through this on your coattails. But me? I don’t slide on anything. I figure you’re going to know everything already so I’m here to help, I mean do my share. I even like the guy.”

“The guy? You mean Miro?”

“Yes, Miro. A Spanish painter from the 1920’s and beyond, known for his surrealist paintings of whimsical fantasy. His stuff’s cool.”

His stuff’s cool. I even like the guy. Like? An interesting word. You like your friends, French Fries, ice cream, and springtime afternoons with nothing to do. But liking a painter as important as Miro? It sounded so trite. His stuff was cool? Art’s not stuff. And his work isn’t cool; it’s art. He wasn’t a guy in my world; he was a God. But of course this was Dale Joyce trying to borrow a piece of my mind; Dale Joyce on his way to Harvard Law, and becoming a US Senator from Rhode Island in his later years. Even at that moment in the student coffee house, he exuded every bit of the success he was destined for, just as Galen Davis exuded the out of the closet, in-your-face lesbian she’d soon become.

I wondered what my essence exuded at that time of my life, or was I just another blank slate white female waiting for the man of my dreams to make my life for me? That may well have been the case, as much as I’d been hoping for the past three years that I’d meet the right guy and get married. All I’d managed to attract in my three college years were a few lame dates with uninspiring intellectuals, and suddenly a lone lesbian, who I had no intention of carrying on with further. Now, to my surprise and a degree of horror, Dale Joyce was gracing me with his attention. Of course, I had to remind myself, this was only because I was someone he could use to get his ‘A’ in Early 20th Century Art. 

The fact that I didn’t think too highly of Dale Joyce and his motives had nothing to do with the physical response I had to his attentive presence at that tiny table. My negative attitude held no sway when my leg brushed against his or when I felt the radiance of his broad smile blanket me as though I were special in his eyes. Thoughts of Galen Davis were now as far from my mind as the Arabian desert, once I grew accustomed to the fact that I was actually sitting across from a man I’d been watching for the last three years. I wouldn’t call my interest in him a crush; my feelings would never blossom that rashly, since I considered Dale Joyce unapproachable, and clearly off limits to a girl with my simple aspirations. He’d approached me because he wanted something from me, but I could not squelch the physical uproar lighting fires in my sexual body.  

“You have some time now?” he asked. 

“You want to discuss the project now?”

“As good a time as any, huh?” He took a couple big bites of his burger and washed it down with his Coke.

I watched his every move, finally agreeing with a wary, “Sure,” and a shrug of my shoulders. 

“Okay, then.” A moment later, he was ready, burger finished, jumping from his seat and expecting me to follow him. Which I did. We moved together side by side as if we belonged that way. I was, of course, self conscious, while Dale was as casual as you please, taking us on the south footpath toward the row of student housing that lined the campus perimeter. He took the steps of an Indy house two at a time, while I still nervously fingered the railing apprehensively. 

“C’mon,” he motioned me on opening the front door, then he disappeared inside. Something terribly familiar about this moment, like déjà vu, made me feel intensely weak. 

Dale was climbing the inside stairs by the time I finally stepped into the front hall of the house, which was, like most off-campus residences, a lot dingier and messier than its prim exterior would suggest. 

His room was at the top of the stairs on the right. I crept in like a shy field mouse, finding Dale standing, waiting for me with a smile. 

His grin got bigger, enough to welcome me inside before it faded. “Hey, I really don’t bite.”

Oh, now…life was getting freaky with Galen’s words from earlier in the day springing from his lips too, suggesting that there just might be a conspiracy afoot to derail my well-ordered life. 

“Sit down,” he said. 

Dale’s nervous agitation, which was his constant state of being, had my nerves on edge. But I followed his command and sat prim as a church girl keeping my legs together and my back straight as an arrow. To my right, a print of Miro’s Catalan Landscape hung on the wall, which did surprise me. I had to assume he hadn’t lied about his interest in Miro. 

Then while I watched him closely, Dale went straight to his stash of drugs and after  lighting a joint and taking a drag, he offered it to me. 

I shook my head. “I don’t smoke.”

“Not even to get high?” He stared at me as if I were a complete mystery. 

I shook my head again. 

He remained on his feet, moving restlessly around the room, smoking the joint until the air was filled with smoke. 

“So, what do you do, Polly?” he asked. He then pulled out a chair, turned it around and sat on it straddling the seat and leaning forward. 

“What do I do?”

“Yeah, what do you do?”

“I’m an Art History major.”

“Yeah, that’s pretty clear. How about for fun?”

I shrugged and self consciously stared at the floor, focusing on the ugly brown frayed rug. Dale’s vigorous energy made me so uncomfortable that I found it impossible to look at him. “I don’t know, movies, TV, a few parties.” I paused a moment, then hastened to add, “And I paint,” because I thought it sounded good. I even managed to look at his face.

“You paint like Miro?” he motioned to his print.

“No,” I laughed. “Nothing like that.” I ducked my head again sheepishly. “I just fool around.” While we talked, I awkwardly held my books on my lap. The stack wanted to slip off so I kept shoving them back, which drew Dale’s attention. He abruptly sprang up, took them from me and set them on his desk. I nervously gazed at where the edges of the Chagall plates extending beyond the pages of the book, where I’d so carefully placed them.

“So, you fool around?” With another drag on the joint, Dale’s sweet-smelling exhale filled my lungs and I wished that I hadn’t turned him down. Maybe I’d be more relaxed, like he was relaxed and easy going, not so erratic and excitable now. His easy eroticism sprung forth and I had a feeling I was being seduced again. 

I was. 

“I fool around with paint,” I said.

“Because? Why?” He raised his brows with interest. 

“It’s fun. It pleases me.” And I have little else to do on weekends, I didn’t say aloud. 

“You know you caught my eye a long time ago, Polly. I really got into this project because I knew you were in my group.”

This was absolutely unbelievable to me. What had I done today? What was different? Why the attention now and never before? Of course, he might well have been lying.

The more he talked, the more he intimated, the more my body listened with rapt attention, stirred by this unexpected declaration. 

“Thanks,” I reacted to the compliment with a blush, then nervously kept on talking. “So, where do you want to start? I thought maybe we should get all the periodicals in hand and start an outline of the paper. We could even flesh out the points right now so we have something to work with, then assign ourselves and the others some areas of research.”

“Yeah, we can do that,” he said. But he just stared at me with his head cocked and a pair of eyes that seemed to drive me into the wall with their ferocity. His next comment came off as casual, but it hit me with the force of a gunshot. “Or we can talk about why you look so fucking hot and come off so frigid.”

I stared at him my mouth agape, as he reached back behind him and tossed what was left of his joint into an ashtray.

“You don’t know, do you?” he said when he turned back. He waited while I tried to find an answer. But none came. “You know I have a theory that what’s inside you is too damning to let out with just any guy. It goes deep, real deep.”

“I-I don’t know what you’re trying to say.” My nerves were shot. My hands sweating so much that I wiped them on my skirt. I felt like a rat caught in a trap and I stared around anxiously, finally saying, as I started to rise from my seat, “Maybe we’d better do this another time.”

“Oh, so you can run from it again.” He laughed. “Sit down.” His voice deepened to a command, then lightened quickly, “Remember? I don’t bite?”

I didn’t like him at all now and I didn’t trust him, I didn’t know what he wanted, and if it was to make fun of me, I couldn’t take that.

But then, he reached out to touch my face—not the way that Galen reached out to touch me—instead his hand claimed me, clutching me gently but firmly at my neck. He wasn’t cutting off air, but I could barely breathe. 

Then he was off his chair, pulling me to my feet and backing me into the wall behind me with a hand at my crotch and the other wrapped inside my hair. His breath as he kissed my lips was hot and smelled of marijuana. I struggled because I thought I should, but not because I wanted to. 

My resistance was rapidly breaking down as his lips lingered on mine.

“Dammit, Polly, you are hot,” he claimed when he broke the awkward clench. But he came back for more, this time going for the same hot wet valley that Galen had plummeted hours before. I still smelled of her, would Dale smell her lesbian scent on me, or was this just my imagination? 

Dale pressed his body into mine so our groins were locked together so closely that I could feel his erection against my mound. Both were throbbing. He held my head in his hands. “When did you first realize that you need to be dominated?” he asked. 

Like I should know. Until this day the thought hadn’t actually crossed my mind. 

Or maybe it had…in all those steamy fantasies of sexual surrender that I masturbated to. However, until this day, I never connected fantasy and reality; I was perfectly content to keep them safely separate. Dale’s urgent question went unanswered as I grappled with the truth.

“How about pain?” he probed my brain further. 

“No, please, this isn’t something I can talk about.”

“I don’t want to talk, Polly,” he grinned almost viciously. 

I struggled hard, attempting to fight off what my body wanted, what it was bred for, what it imagined in those verboten masturbations. 

“Please, Dale. I’m not ready for this. I don’t know you.” I pushed him back with some force. 

He woke up in my reality, looking almost stunned by my resistance. Then he backed off, although not all that far, and withdrew his energy, telling me as if it really should be understood, “I have no plans to hurt you.”

I was again too flustered to speak. 

“You are so remarkable, Polly, all this passion locked up in some vault. I hope you find the combination some day.”

Some day. Some day? What did that mean?

So sudden the assault, so sudden he takes it all back. Was that what I really wanted? 

“I just need a little…” I sputtered. I bit my lip having no idea how I wanted to finish that line. 

But the flustered reply was enough for Dale to act, all the consent he needed to move in closer and reach under my skirt and into my panties, not as aggressively as before, but his plan was still obvious. 

I settled back against the wall, thoughts racing in a fiery panic as the well-constructed plans for maintaining my virginity diminished a little more with each second I allowed him to continue playing with my pussy. I could have come like that, like I had with Galen, but I wanted more: the whole damn thing—the lovemaking, the fairy tale, the whole nine romantic yards, even if it was just this one night. 

“Are you going to abandon me when this is over?” I finally asked him.

“No, that’s not my plan,” he said. Though he sounded sincere, I had no reason to believe him. He moved back for another full frontal assault, with his hands tearing at my clothes, while mine reached out and began combing his body with the tentative gestures of a virgin. The dusty mellow light of afternoon filled the room around us, making me feel as if I was moving in a golden dream. Plenty of kissing and fondling followed, until I was too aroused to let this moment pass and feel the sting of regret the rest of my life. 

He backed off, and this time took my hand and led me to the bed. What was left of our clothes was quickly shed, then, I lay back against the mattress and opened my thighs for him. A new fear nagged at my brain, until finally the truth leapt out. 

“I’m a virgin,” I announced, just as he was ready to enter me.

He looked down, a little surprised at first, and then seemed strangely pleased. 

“Then this is an honor,” he said, as if he meant that.

He went for my cunt and took it with one stiff, sure plunge. 

I gasped, hurt. 

“Easy now,” he whispered, as his body collapsed down against mine. He stroked my face and moved slowly, ever so slowly, so the pain seemed to melt away with the enormity of my pleasure building again. 

  Gradually to start, and then faster when I didn’t resist, Dale took the remains of my virginity from me. I didn’t need to come; just the act of being taken would have been enough and certainly I felt too overwhelmed for more. He pleasured himself with his hips thrusting down, harder and harder as the urgency of the orgasm took over.

When he finally climaxed, pouring himself into me with self-centered need, I thought I’d explode. He was on top, heavy against my slight body and I could feel his come all over me, in my breasts and groin, and belly, my arms and thighs and all the way to my fingertips I was vibrating. I wanted desperately to respond with the same ferocity, but I was hurting badly between my legs and his pulling out eased that pain. Then as he fingered my slit, my climax was on top of me almost instantly, so that for the second time in one day, I was writhing on an unfamiliar bed, this time at the mercy of a man I hardly knew and his efficiently working fingers. 

It was not until we’d both come that I realized he was holding my hands over my head in a death grip so I could react to him only with my crotch. I felt terribly exposed and dominated, driven into submission and at the same time oddly elated by that very fact. 

After Dale pulled off the bed, I remembered my nakedness with a blush of embarrassment. I wanted to hide in the corner, feeling sure that I’d done something stupidly wrong. 

“I hope I wasn’t too hard on you,” he said, as he moved unhurriedly to the corner sink and filled a glass of water.

I stared at him as he drank, although I could barely look at his naked body. I wanted to take it into me again and hold it, and send it away at the same time. Anything I might have said seemed childishly silly; I had such fear of being dismissed. Would I want to see Dale again? Let him take me. Be his steady girl? The thought was certainly appealing. But for just a few weeks? I could hardly count on anything beyond that. College men about to graduate were not known for being lasting lovers. For Dale there was Harvard Law, serious study, and a career to ignite and nurture in a world far removed from this lazy Southern California golden dream. 

“So, you okay?” he asked.

“I’m fine,” I finally said, and I hurriedly scooted off the bed and reached for my clothes. 

“There’s a little blood, you might want to wipe up.” Dale moved forward and handed me a towel. 

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“No problem,” he smiled thinly. “You’re as good as I expected, Polly Montgomery.” 

I was good? Should I be pleased? Having no previous experience with intercourse to compare this to, I had to take his word for it. 

I smiled and looked away as I pulled on my skirt. 

“You know, it’s going to be strange if we get going on this project together, I mean after this.”

“Why’s that?” he asked. 

“I don’t know. I just have a feeling about it.”

“You think I’m going to dump you?”

I turned back. “I don’t know. Are you?”

He shrugged. “Never thought about it,” he admitted. “But with you? More than once makes a lot of sense.”

“Why’s that?” I was hooking my bra in back. Almost back to normal—a new de-virginized normal. 

“It’s what I was trying to tell you. You’ve got something deep in you, Polly. You’re not like other girls. They fuck straight-forward. You’re never going to be like that.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Sorry, I can’t explain it better than that.” 

“So, when do you want to work on the project?” I asked, as I straightened my t-shirt over my chest. 

“Next week,” he said. 

“Next week is fine. How about you give me a call? My schedule is pretty free.” I moved away from his ardent stare and nervously gathering my books from his desk. 

“Write it down, your number.” He handed me a pen and motioned to the pad of paper on his desk. 

