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“A liquid prisoner, pent in walls of glass…” Shakespeare 


Chapter One

Harris & Hartley was three blocks down the street. I had ten minutes to make the trip with a portfolio of the most important drawings of my career tucked under my arm. Exiting my office building, a blast of Chicago cold wind whipped my face, and the damp pavement made me turn my heel. Splat! I was on the cement, looking up at six half-amused pedestrians, while the contents of my portfolio spilled, the breeze taking away a sheaf of papers like propaganda leaflets tossed into the sky.

I failed to react until they were sailing down the street, where they met KC Gable—a hip looking twenty-something actor/biker/all around unusual person—who at the moment was the only one on the street kind enough to retrieve my valuable documents. 

Witnessing his painstaking efforts to fight the wind—and do it with a manly poise which made it look as though he plucked paper from the air as a regular practice—I didn’t bother to rise from my awkward sprawl as quickly as I might have. He approached me, trying to put my drawings back in order while I stared at his muscled chest and the slight swagger of his slim hips. He was wearing leather pants and a white tee shirt. I’d never seen a man in leather quite so close. He certainly wouldn’t fit with my circle of downtown friends. KC’s dark hair was trimmed short on top, shaved close at the sides, while a neat goatee outlined his lips and chin. Peering into the depths of his brown eyes, the shudder of fright that went through me was distressing, since I had no idea where it came from. Men like him had never attracted me before. 

“Thank you,” I said, as he held my papers in one hand and lifted me to my feet with the other. “Dickerson said I should wear a short skirt,” I started to ramble, as my less than graceful rise was hampered by the tiny skirt beneath my pert suit coat. I’m sure I showed my ass to half of Chicago. “Says, it would distract their attention.”

“Who’s Dickerson?” KC asked. (This all before I knew his name, or he knew mine.)

“Oh, I’m so sorry, just my associate—who sometimes has no common sense, and neither do I right now. We have an important meeting…” I checked my watch hurriedly. “Three minutes. I will be late. Thank you so much,” I caught his eyes again, shaken even more. He was standing close, looking amused. I found his gaze unnerving.

“I think I got them all. The papers,” he said pointing to drawings, as he noted my bewildered look. “You okay? You want to sit a minute, maybe? Have a cup of coffee?”

“No, no, I don’t have time. But thanks.”

“I was just going into the diner,” he said, pointing to McGill’s, a retro 50’s coffee shop where I often ate lunch.

“No, thanks. I do have to fly—if I could.” I laughed.

As I moved on, I turned back to see him staring at me. I waved, smiling, then turned to face the wind and fought my way down the street to Harris & Hartley.

An hour later I returned to the offices of Ripley & Wingardt, Architectural Engineering, much less rattled and more composed. About to walk through the formal doorway—the site of my earlier reckless plunge to the ground—I suddenly gazed into the coffee shop window next door spotting my benefactor of the day. I smiled. He smiled back, and then, in a move so impulsive I have no idea where it came from, I changed directions. 

A minute later I was standing by his table. “You’re still here? Still offering that cup of coffee?”

“Sure,” he said. 

He was handsome, bold and refreshingly different from any man I’d ever been with.“KC Gable,” he offered his hand for me to shake. 

“Gail Henry.”

“Did you get the job?” he asked next as I slid onto the vinyl seat opposite his.

“Job?”

“Job? Contract? Assignment? Your appointment was about money?”

“Yes, it was. And I’m not sure,” I paused. “I’m not sure I didn’t botch the whole deal.”

“Rushed in late, your hair a little messed,” he turned his head to inspect my short red curls, “but not too much, it does go back in place pretty easily. But then there was the run in your hose.”

I almost blushed. “I was in too much of a rush to change.”

“You probably keep an extra pair of pantyhose in your purse.”

He was amazing.

“What is your angle?” I asked, nervously trying not to spill the coffee just poured in my cup, while at the same time inspecting my sanity. Why was I having coffee with this man?

KC shrugged, saying, “Nothing. I observe, make judgments, and see if I’m right.”

“That sounds pretty smug to me.”

“Well, try me then,” he quipped. “We’ll see how well I do. Ask me what I’ve observed about you.”

He intrigued me: the charm, the smile, the leather, the look of casual confidence as though nothing could rattle him. Even if he was impossibly young for a thirty-two year old professional woman, this could be intriguing. 

“Okay, tell me.”

“You’re an architect, that’s pretty obvious. But getting to your position hasn’t been easy. In fact, it’s been a fucking bitch for the past few years, maybe even longer. Sometimes you’re worn out. You’re often weary. And you never have enough time for anything. You have a wealthy family, but they’re distant and not too supportive; and I don’t think you’re in a relationship now—nor have you been for some time. Once, maybe twice you were serious about a man, but they were so complicated that you gave up and let your work consume you. You probably have a small but perfectly designed apartment in an expensive neighborhood. You eschew your family money and spend only what you make while a handsome trust fund/inheritance sits in the bank waiting for you to claim it.” He stopped abruptly, perhaps in response to my shocked expression. “Enough?”

“That’s amazing,” I whispered so quietly I’m not sure he heard, but I know he understood. 

“What did I get right?”

“A lot,” I vented a deep sigh before beginning, “the overworked architect—which was probably pretty obvious from this morning’s fiasco, but the family, the men, even my apartment, you were almost dead on… I have, however, had four serious relationships, and almost married twice. But I haven’t had anyone special for over four years. There’s no trust fund—not yet anyway. But my parents are filthy rich and they travel everywhere but to Chicago—which is really all right with me. I see them in their New York condo once a year at Christmas.”

“And your apartment?” 

“One bedroom, loft style and it’s perfectly home. The most perfect place on earth, and usually the only place I really like to be.” 

He smiled.

“So, where do you like to be, KC Gable?”

“On my bike or at the theatre.”

“Really?” I’m not sure I was surprised, except that for a minute I think I viewed him as a regular person. These two bits of information put him in that other world again where I felt odd and uncomfortable. “What theatre?”

“ACT—Actors, Creators and Technicians Workshop.”

“I’m not familiar with it.”

“Experimental theatre, probably not your interest.”

“And why not?”

“You have an interest in avant-garde playwrights?” 

“No, at least not that I know of. But it sounds interesting.”

“Maybe you should stop by.” 

And maybe this was going too far, I was thinking. Overstepping the bounds of a friendly ‘thank-you’ sort of chat. I had little desire to pry into his world even though he seemed to have so easily stepped into mine. “Maybe,” I offered a vague reply. The moments intervening seemed uncomfortable for me, though KC appeared perfectly content. I finally asked, “Do you always do psychic readings on women you pick up off the street?”

“No. Just the interesting ones. My occupation makes me curious to peer into people’s minds.”

I really liked his gentle wit, the bold eyes, and beyond his obvious physique, his hands. I probably stared at them too long but I was fascinated by their strength. They were thoroughly masculine, and my imagination was inspired to take a few interesting flights of fancy wondering how they would feel on my flesh. “So, what do you see in my mind beyond the obvious,” I asked when I looked up again. It was an almost flippant question, which revealed much more than I asked for. 

“You know I haven’t a clue about you, or anyone,” he sniggered, “I make up stories. Some probably hit the mark while others are so far-fetched they’re laughable.”

“So what would you say is inside my mind?”

“Honestly? I imagine you a sexual maverick inside your perfect apartment—a seething lioness underneath that staid librarian exterior.” (Ooo, that bit!) “You like certain crudities but you don’t tell your lovers what they are because they would shock them.” (How could he get this close to the truth without knowing me?)

“What kinds of crudities?” I asked.

“Oh, spanking, maybe bondage, perhaps, a fascination for leather—but then that might just be me. I love leather.”

I was sure he did. The leather jacket at his side was expensive and well worn. But spanking? Why would he say that? This conversation was suddenly making my clothes itch and my skin hot. 

       “I think you’re scared of what’s inside, and that’s the kind of material we put in our plays. For a lot of people it’s their crazy emotions—but I don’t see you as an emotional person, not in the crazy sense.”

“But I’m crazy about sex?” I tried to joke as I said it. 

“Hummm… maybe not crazy, just pent-up because you don’t get everything you need. I’d see your mind being very quirky.”

 “But why would you mention spanking? That seems kind of odd.” I hoped he didn’t know the wild panic that suddenly grabbed my stomach and twisted it like a screw. 

“Just came to mind.”

“You ever spank a woman?” I made myself ask.

“Few times.”

“For what reason?”

“Mostly for sex, and occasionally because they deserved it. Spanking was the simplest way of dealing with their neuroses. Some women need the discipline.”

That word—discipline—made me quake as much as the mention of spanking.

“You think women are neurotic?” I tried to squelch my rising feelings and sound sane.

“No, but the interesting ones are,” he replied simply. 

“My, you are quite a find.” 

“Am I?”

“I think so. But then, I really don’t know what to think about you.”

“Maybe as a friend would be okay.”

“All right.”

“I know,” he chuckled. “Right now, you’re thinking, I hope my other friends don’t suddenly walk by and see me with this guy.”

“I was not thinking that!” I retorted. 

“Maybe not, but I’m not your usual kind of guy, or even your usual kind of friend.”

“And maybe that’s okay.” I was actually telling myself this and believing my thoughts. But I wasn’t sure what I wanted to communicate to KC Gable. “How old are you?” I suddenly asked. 

“Twenty-six. Is that a problem?”

“It shouldn’t be?” I said, sounding flustered. I wondered why I bothered to ask. I may not know what I wanted from him, but I was turned on. I think my face was flushed and I tried ignoring that. But the grinding in my belly, that was something else. Luckily, it wouldn’t be obvious to him. “You know I’d better go. I’m late again.”

“You didn’t seem to mind being late this time.”

“No, I needed the break after that presentation.”

“All bad?”

“Not really, I think we actually sold the guy, but it was not a first class performance.”

“I imagine it wasn’t.”

He imagined a lot of things. I shook my head in wonder. He just seemed to know everything about me from the inside out. On any other day, KC Gable was a write-off kind of guy. He would be forgotten long before my head hit the pillow. But either fate, or psychic forces, or just a little accident of life had pushed him in my path, and I knew I wouldn’t be forgetting him that fast—or the panic that was finally easing off. 

“Here,” he said, pushing a business card across the table. “It’s the theatre where I work. If you want to drop by, you’re welcome.”

“Thanks. And thanks again for rescuing me this morning.” I tried to drop some bills on the table but he pushed my hand back to my purse. 

“On me,” he said.

“Then thanks again.” I had to get out of there fast since I was quickly losing my practiced poise. My body and brain had not been this challenged or this excited in months. And my prior conceptions of the men who could seduce me had been abruptly altered.


Chapter Two

I concentrated on work the remainder of the day. Yes, Dickerson and I narrowly whisked by with our presentation, but we had a hell of a lot of work to do. With all that pressing, I still found plenty of time to remember KC Gable, to finger the business card I’d stuffed in my suit pocket, and to remember the way the words spanking and discipline jumped out of the conversation and into my brain… and suddenly someone else was in my mind besides my maverick rescuer—Rossi the day we first met… when I was just twenty-one…

She’d climbed to the third floor of the Architecture Building—knees shaking as she took each creaky step. The air in the upstairs corridor was sweltering, her skin beginning to sweat—May had been unusually hot. She only had two weeks left in this oppressive place—if she survived the next few minutes.

“Professor Rossi?” she tapped on his office door. It swung wide open with one gentle knock.

His back was to her, and hearing her voice, he turned around, his desk chair squealing.  

“Yes?” He looked up absently, still preoccupied by the journal in his hand. 

“I have an appointment.”

“You do?”

“Yes, Gail Henry? I made it with your secretary last week?”

He consulted his book, thumbing through a page or two. “Yes, Miss Henry, I see you did. Sit down.” Rossi was an austere man—forty, with sharp Classic features. If anything, his age accentuated his physical appeal. Both lean and fit, the effect of age matured him, enhancing the profound essence of quiet authority he exuded well. “You’re failing my class.” He made the disclosure in a matter-of-fact way, which required his faltering student’s reply.

“I wasn’t sure I was.”

He thumbed through another book and then looked narrowly over his cluttered desk to assault her with his judgmental eye. “You are,” he confirmed. “And why is that?”

Overcome with anxiety, she suddenly spilled out a monologue filled with remorse, confusion and dozens of details that the professor didn’t need to hear. She was on such a downward slide he just let her speak “…. I lost my text, couldn’t replace it until I’d wired for money—because I was overdrawn at the bank… and that didn’t happen until after the final was over … I borrowed one from my boyfriend’s roommate but he had to have it back before I finished my notes. Then the storm, the power was out for two nights, even the library had to close with no lights, so there was no way I could get the research books… or another text… ” she hardly took a breath of air then rattled on, “… I was hoping that you’d give me another day since I’m sure I could make up the work …”

“I don’t think so,” he interrupted without raising his voice. “A semester’s worth of study cannot be made up in twenty-four hours. If you want to pass this class…”

“I have to pass this class or I’ll get kicked out,” she whined like a grief-stricken child. 

“If you want to pass this class,” Rossi continued without acknowledging her misery,  “you’ll spend the next four weeks in make-up sessions. I have two other students in the same fix. You’ll retake the final then. Shall I put you on the list?”

“But I had summer plans…” 

“Then change them,” he jumped on her remark, quickly silencing the beginnings of another rambling monologue. He sat back in his chair appraisingly, “You need discipline, Miss Henry. If you get nothing else this summer, you will get discipline.” According to the way he framed his words and the quiet force with which he spoke them, there was no doubt in her mind that plans would change, and her summer would alter, not to suit her frivolous fancy, but to suit the professor’s blueprint for her future.

When KC Gable said discipline, I thought I was hearing Professor Rossi that first day. Something quickened in my body then, just as it quickened hearing another man in another lifetime—or so it seemed ten years later—in a totally different kind of body and attitude speak with such plain assurance about me. Neither man knew me well enough to make the assessment. But I took it at face value then, and was feeling just as sure of KC’s appraisal now. 

I didn’t like the feelings that were arising with this reminder of the past, but I could hardly ignore them. I preferred, however, to think of KC Gable—as unlikely a disciplinarian as he was—than to go into my distant past and relive what I’d dismissed.  

KC was in my thoughts more consistently than I would have ever imagined any man could be. Usually, finding myself attracted to a man with the sort of instantaneous rush of excitement I’d experienced with KC, the impact would slowly drift away in a matter of days. With my leather-clad rescuer, the opposite was true. My desire bloomed like new wildflowers prying their way through the dead grasses of winter. It wasn’t even the dangerous words he interjected into our conversation that lit the fires; but thoughts of his life—his experimental theatre, the leather, his classic Harley and the casual way he could talk about sex. I knew him only one half hour; and I knew I wanted more. I was attracted by his potential for wickedness, his willingness to skirt the usual lines that outlined life, and the way he stopped and lifted me to my feet without increasing my embarrassment—takes a certain class to do that. Perhaps I assumed too much about who he was, but I liked my assumptions. After all, I had no real social life, I wasn’t having sex, and until KC’s face suddenly became the central focus of my mind, I wasn’t even thinking about men—not seriously. I wasn’t living on the edge of anything—except, perhaps, my own sanity. I often called that sanity into question when my dazed life seemed like nothing more than a confused, blank slate of tired days. KC made me think, and fantasize, and feel alive.  

I lived with my thoughts for nearly two weeks before doing anything. KC’s theatre card was dog-eared and dirty in my suit coat pocket—it changed from one to the other like a worry-stone I kept with me, or a talisman or charm to keep me safe. I kept telling myself I was going to call him, but I didn’t have the courage. I could only finger the slip of paper, commit the number to memory, and wonder if I weren’t being a little silly. My affections for the man seemed little more than a schoolgirl crush. I was swimming in the world of a child, feeling childish feelings, thinking childish thoughts. 

I’m sure it was my subconscious that finally led me to him—that made me turn down an unfamiliar street in an unfamiliar neighborhood off anyone’s beaten path, and find myself staring at the ACT Workshop Theatre housed in an old warehouse. I pulled the card from my pocket as though I needed to confirm that this was the place. But I shouldn’t have needed anymore clues as soon as I spotted a vintage Harley chained to the side of the building. The polished silver gleamed almost too brightly to look at, while my body determined the cycle’s owner not from reason and logic but general intuition. I’d never seen his bike but I knew this was KC’s.

I never go to strange places alone. (If it weren’t for a few brassy girlfriends who drag me from my apartment with my legs kicking, I would go nowhere but work.) Wearing my grey flannel suit with the subtle pink stripe, I could be figured for an attorney, insurance salesman or even the stodgy architect that I am. Did I fit in KC’s environment? I felt like an alien on planet Xenon walking into the peculiar building.  

On the outside, the aging brick was covered with ivy clinging so closely to the surface that it would never be pried loose. As I opened a brown, painted door beneath a small marquee, an unexpected feeling of emptiness hit my face like a gust of wind. I was in a narrow hallway, propelled down the length of it as though a poker was prodding me at my back. The walls around me were black, the air was black, and the ceiling seemed to stretch above me to a black forever. When I reached the end of the corridor and turned to my left, the blackness only expanded swallowing up an entire room. My eyes adjusted to the vast vacancy, soon making out the details of the space in front of me. It looked more like a warehouse than a theatre. There were chairs stacked in a far corner, and what looked like risers. And on the opposite walls more risers and platforms—these painted black—and a few oddball items I believe were props. My eyes drifted to the ceiling, knowing that it would never end; yet I found some definition to these upper reaches in a spidery web of metal beams and scaffolding where dozens of lights hung, pointed in all directions. 

“May I help you,” a voice behind me asked. 

I whipped around, expecting to see a ghost. Instead, a woman two feet from my face peered toward my eyes, kindly, wonderingly. She was dressed in a straight, black skirt, which framed her bounteous hips and stopped at her calves, and an odd-looking silky purple blouse, which must have been a remnant from her grandmother’s last garage sale. 

“I’m Loni,” she added because I was too stupefied to speak. 

“Hi,” I found my voice, “I’m looking for KC.”

“Oh, yeah,” she nodded. “He’s here.” She didn’t sound so strange anymore, but young. She couldn’t have been more than twenty-two. “KC, hon, you have a visitor.”

Her voice echoed through the cavernous nothing, apparently reaching its intended target, as KC appeared a few seconds later looking just as I remembered him.

“Well,” he seemed surprised as he moved toward us.

“Hon, I have to split,” Loni announced in order to excuse herself. “I have a math final I’m going to fail, but I have to take it anyway.”

“At least you tried,” he offered sympathetically. She gave him a hug and a peck on the cheek while he gave her a squeeze; then we watched her leave.

“Your girlfriend?” I asked the first question to enter my mind. 

“No. Just a friend. Little daft, but a good actress.”

“And not good at math.”

“It isn’t a requisite for the theatre, only if you’re trying to get a degree.”

I could understand.

“So, you’re here?” He seemed to question my presence, though not to make me uncomfortable. I suppose he was surprised that I showed up, but likely not as much as I was astonished by my own unplanned act. “Want me to show you around?” he asked.

“Sure.” That did seem reasonable and took some pressure off me, as though I were just an invited guest and KC was playing the gracious host. 

I learned a good deal about his black box theatre that afternoon, how this shapeless void transformed itself a hundreds ways depending on the requirements of the play. They would be doing Shakespeare soon—a farce in 20th century garb. And after that, One Acts about sexual dysfunction. They could base one on my life, I immediately thought, but I wasn’t ready to say that sort of thing aloud. 

I saw the scene shop, the costume racks and make-up mirrors. KC instructed me about stages, lights and the various ways he manipulated the emptiness of his converted warehouse. He even let me peek into the miniscule apartment where he lived. After the tour was complete, we then stood in the center of the presidium stage he was about to tear apart, with the focus of our conversation now transferred to me. He asked no questions, but my appearance that afternoon was so unexpected that it required some explanation. I wasn’t sure what to say. But the energy driving my body felt as though the weight, speed and force of a freight train were barreling through my own empty cavern. It picked up speed the closer it got to its destination—the destination was my need. 

“I stumbled here today,” I finally said. 

“As in sprawled on the concrete like when we met?” he asked amusedly. 

I attempted to look amused as well, and I’m sure I blushed. “No, more as turning into this neighborhood and finding myself looking at your theatre marquee.”

“You believe in psychic influences?” he asked.

“I don’t know. You think some hand outside guided me here?”

“I don’t know,” he replied. “But I do think you have something to say.” There was a gentle edge in his voice.

“I know,” I answered with a sheepish grin—there was that schoolgirl thing again. Couldn’t I just act my age! “It’s just not that easy.”

“I’m an easy person,” he offered trying to commiserate with my dilemma. 

“I know. And that’s probably why I’m here. You’re safe, and you don’t run in my circle of friends—I’d even be disappointed if you did. And this seems like the most anonymous place I could go.” All this said, I wasn’t sure KC was easy at all. There was too much underlying intensity in his spirit to call him easy or safe. I imagine his voice could cut like a knife. But looking around at his four black walls, having been inside them for nearly a half-hour, I was comforted by their anonymity. I was much more uncomfortable being in my tedious business suit than in KC’s black box. 

“All that’s true,” he agreed with my assessment.

“You mentioned something when we were having coffee at McGill’s.” I was struggling here but I would get it out. I had to, or I’d look foolish. 

“I mentioned quite a few things when we talked.”

“This was about sex, quirky sex I think you said. And you were right.” I paused waiting for him to do anything that would stop me from proceeding, but he remained so openly benign—even gentle, as though his acceptance had the power to nurture me through my difficult confession. I would say his attitude was persuasively fatherly, although I could not relate this feeling to any experience with my own father. “You even mentioned spanking and discipline,” I almost choked on the words. 

KC saw me start to stammer and he didn’t waver in his constancy. But he did ask, “Do you want to sit down, and we’ll talk?”

Yes, I did. It would easier on my jelly-filled thighs. Either that or I’d be running from the room, and then I’d look really stupid. “Why not?” I replied.

We were already at the side of the room. His arm at the back of my waist had gently guided me there, while the other pulled a chair from the cluttered stack. I sat on the chair; he sat on one end of a riser a foot above me, his legs dangling down, his mood as friendly and casual as it had been. I was still feeling like a confessing a child to this younger man’s fatherly calm.

I didn’t find this any easier sitting on my ass, but I no longer felt as though I might panic, or, without warning, my legs would buckle under my weight. 

“Whether it was an accident or your powers of intuition were particularly acute that day, you managed to hit squarely on two sort of sexually charged desires that have been with me for some time. If anything drove me here, KC, it was the desire to feel a man’s hand spanking my bottom. Am I a total fool to bring this up to you, or can you…” Suddenly feeling so foolish confessing this deep, dark secret to a near stranger, I couldn’t go on. Let him say something. 

I held my breath, hoping he wouldn’t blurt out something totally, inanely juvenile, which would destroy the fantasy mood that was operating in my body right now. KC didn’t fail me. 

“Can I, and will I spank you?” he asked. And then, without making me reply, he went on, “I’m sure I can. We have an amazing erotic thing going on here, Gail. I haven’t had anything like this happen in a long time.”

Just his saying this made me shudder more, so profoundly, I wasn’t sure I could speak. 

“It frightens you, doesn’t it?” His eyes seemed to clutch at mine as he spoke. “The desire has to be pretty powerful for a woman who never does anything inappropriate in her life to walk into a bizarre theatre and broach this subject with a stranger.”

“Then, you don’t think I’m some sort of wacko?” It was a relief that he understood, but maybe even scarier to suddenly stumble into this unrequited desire after so many years. 

“Maybe, but I’m use to wackos. I already told you that.”

“When you gave me your card, did you think I’d come to see you?”

“Truthfully, no. I did bait you—like one of my ongoing people experiments.”

“Why me?”

“Because I like the way you look, and I’m always curious about people who don’t run in my circle. Your world is about as strange to me as my world is to you. Whether the two find a way to fit together, I don’t know. But I do know when I’m aroused.”

“And I arouse you?”

“Oh, yes.”

 He was certain enough that I could feel the impact of his desire clawing at my crotch. My eyes were drawn to his thighs, the muscles, and the pouch of maleness that seemed to tent his pants even more as the conversation went on. I looked up almost embarrassed to have noticed.  

“And, it was just a regular sort of attraction? You didn’t psychically see me getting spanked or something like that?”

“Not really, maybe it was an intuitive guess, maybe just an accident. Does it matter?”

“No, I guess not.”

“But if getting spanked is what drew you to me, I have no problem with that. It excites me controlling women. Makes me a dangerous man, and I like that too.” There was something devious in his expression that made my body flutter even more. “I like living incorrectly—outside the bounds of politics and feminism and anything that puts people in pigeonholes. People die that way, and I’m not planning to do that. I figure if it’s in your guts you need to live it out. That’s why I do theater. It gives the human animal a way to express what’s not sanctioned. Though sometimes, as long as no one gets hurt, real life is even better.” 

I was following his logic moving to my own conclusion, “That’s why murder’s good on stage, and sexual things are better in the bedroom.”

He was impressed by my understanding and so was I. I knew exactly where this was headed. The door was open and I was walking inside a dream that might look like my past, though I stayed clear of that other entrance, and stuck to the now, to KC and me. We were occupying one single space, by then, knowing our minds were fused to the same picture, eroticism leaping on ahead of us, fantasy racing towards an end. 

He pushed himself from the riser, and took my hand, pulling me to my feet. Exchanging places, his ass went down on the hardwood chair, while mine went over his lap. Every nerve in me jarred loose and my skin tingled as though he were blowing his breath across the surface. KC reached for the hem of my skirt—this one was not as short as the one I’d embarrassed myself in two weeks before. It was tight, though, and took some gentle tugging for him to raise it over my hips. That didn’t faze him. Each inch raised, my body fired again as though little rockets were going off inside me. With KC’s body fused to mine, and the heat from his crotch flooding my sex, I thought I’d get off before my ass was bared. He wouldn’t need to touch me more. But he did. 

