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Excerpt:

I was too flummoxed to stop her. I
could feel her wet pussy on my tummy. Hot. Sexy. Hot. ‘Candy, you
know, you’re turning me on. What the fuck are you doing?’ ‘Oh,
Prissy. Really. Don’t you like it? I think you do.’ Her hand had
moved behind her to feel my pussy. ‘Yes, you do like it.’ Oh shit.
I really didn’t want this or did I? ‘Just relax. Prissy, you are so
hot. I have wanted you for so long.’ And she kissed me. She was
tentative, probably anticipating that I would turn away. I wanted
to turn away. I think. I kept telling myself to push her off. But
she felt so good. Her lips were so soft and her tongue so inviting.
I loved kissing her and the way she was moving her pussy back and
forth over my tummy. Ah the kissing and then sucking my nipples.
There was nothing for it but to dig in and taste the delicacy
before me.

 


* * *

 


Chapter 1 The
Conversation

 


Erli stirred. Janice put an arm
around her.

“Good morning,” Janice
said.

“Hmmmm,” she replied and then she
began kissing Janice.

A tremor of sweet want shot through
Janice’s body. Janice began to kiss Erli’s neck.

“Ohhh, wait a sec, eager one,”
Erli managed.

“You didn’t wait when I said
that,” Janice teased.

“That was because I knew you were
there. You were just afraid. I’ve never met a woman who was afraid
of orgasms before.”

That stopped Janice. She was
silent. She was a little confused. Had she really heard
right?

“What did you say?”

“You heard me. We don’t have to
talk about it if you don’t want to,” Erli said, holding her tight.
“I just want to make you happy.”

“That’s my line,” Janice teased,
trying to lighten the atmosphere that had become too serious for
her.

“This isn’t all about me. There
are two of us here.”

“That may be but I only have
eyes for you.” With that Janice had effectively changed the subject
or at least put off any discussion that bordered on any of her deep
set fears. Her fears. Please, let’s not
talk about my fears, for they are legion.

 


Sitting in the hotel room by the
window, Janice took a sip of her Chum Cha, a tea drink Erli
suggested she try. It was yummy. She was mesmerized by the
spectacular view of the Bund, which is what they called the
riverfront. She could watch the boats, barges and such all day.
Although she wouldn’t, of course. Erli had joined Priscilla for
another day of touring with their group.

Janice was on her own. Perhaps a
swim in that gigantic pool with the floor to ceiling windows. Or
the gym on the 5th floor with all that Nautilus equipment. Unlike
free weights, Nautilus workout stations posed no threat of injury
for someone her age. No fear there. Fear. And she went right back
to the morning to her chagrin.

At first Janice had been startled.
The Chinese are so direct. A fear of orgasms? Erli had said it as
if it were no big deal. Not so with Janice. Janice didn’t like
looking at her fears, whatever they might be. Instead Janice had a
penchant for disassociating. That was how she dealt with disturbing
events in her life.

Of course, she’d never been
diagnosed as having Dissociative Disorder. But there was something
that was not right there. During a conversation with a friend a few
years ago, she had confessed this problem to him. He said, “Oh, you
mean you sublimated it.” She explained that as she understood it, a
sublimation is hidden in the mind from the consciousness. When you
dissociate you disengage yourself from what is happening. The event
isn’t hidden in the mind because you in essence have removed
yourself. It’s like an alcoholic’s black out. There is no memory
because for you it didn’t happen. She thinks he understood her but
then she’d felt very uncomfortable. She wished she’d never made
this revelation of something that deeply disturbed her. She’d never
told anyone else. Sometimes she dismissed it altogether. She was
being overly dramatic perhaps.

That evening Erli took her to one
of the many fantastic restaurants in the hotel, the Jade on 36.
Janice had never been in such a luxurious restaurant. She leaned
over to Erli and asked if this was on her expense account with the
agency. Erli laughed and said no but not to worry. She knew a great
many people in the restaurant business from years ago when she was
married to a restaurant owner.

Janice knew this and remembered
that night when after returning from an unpleasant encounter at a
lesbian bar, Erli spoke of her past.

 


“I was married once,” she began.
“A marriage of convenience to my third cousin. He owned a string of
restaurants and I acted as hostess. I liked women and he liked men.
It was what worked for us at the time. Then he died.” She hesitated
with an almost imperceptible intake of breath before she moved on
with her story. “He was murdered. I think he was murdered by one of
his business partners. It was years ago. That’s the reason my
parents don’t pressure me to get married. It’s like --what do you
call it when something is there but you never speak of it? There is
an American expression.”

“The elephant in the room?” Janice
offered.

“Yes, that is it.”

“I’m sorry. It must be a painful
memory.”

“Yea. My cousin and I were close,
not like married couples, of course. Nothing physical but a bond
maybe like twins have. We related to one another, understood one
another without talking. We were good friends, best of friends. He
was my confidant. And that is why I treasure you. You do know that
don’t you? I need you, Janice.” Janice could hear the emotion in
her voice. And then she said the stunner, “I need your
love.”

 


“May I order for you,” Erli
asked.

“I would love it.”

“Anything you don’t like? Ah,
cauliflower?”

“Love it.”

“Shellfish?”

“Sounds great.”

As they waited for the dishes to
arrive, they chatted about their day the way lovers do. Their eyes
saying one thing and their words saying something else.

“I like that pants suit you
bought. Black. So Chinese,” Erli laughed. “What else did you
do?”

The food came and with it
Janice’s insecurities. She was happy. That was the problem. Janice
saw herself as always running toward happiness as if it were a door
to a special place. Then she saw herself open the door and
immediately close it and run away. She was afraid of being happy.
People were always explaining that a fear of happiness was being
afraid that your lover would leave you at some point. That’s what
all the books say. But that wasn’t the way it was for her. Yes, it
had to do with insecurity. Yes it had to do with feeling
unloveable. But the real answer went way back. God she hated to
admit that it went back to her childhood. Geez like everything did.
She hated that. She was a grown woman. She’d had failures sure but
many more successes. Why did this, this early lesson in attachment
ruin her now. Can’t I ever escape from my
parents. Shit They’ve been dead for years. She had
left home at the first opportunity, when she was 18. She never went
back. Yet it still didn’t matter. Those impressionable years when
love and protection were so important. Take that away and what is
left? I know what’s left, an emotional
cripple who finds no peace and tranquility in happiness. Instead
what I find is a dark corridor leading into more
darkness. She hated always finding comfort in the
familiarity of sorrow and misery. But there was nothing she could
do. People always come back to their comfort zone of familiarity
begun in childhood. It’s that rubber band effect. What frightened
her about happiness? She didn’t want to flee from the happiness she
had with Erli now. Could she learn to feel comfortable in
happiness?

These thoughts she had were making
her uncomfortable and nervous. When she was nervous, she either
pushed her food around or ate too fast. This dish wasn’t about to
be pushed around on her plate, sea scallops with cauliflower cream
sauce and macadamia nuts. It was too delicious.

Before they had finished their meal
the chef came to their table.

Janice had expected the
conversation to be in Chinese as it had been with the waiter.
Instead Erli switched to French. The restaurant served French
cuisine. He seemed to know Erli quite well.

“That was the Chef, Mr. Franck
Elie Laloum. Charming man. He was a close friend of my, ah, late
husband’s. He wanted to be sure we were enjoying our meal,” Erli
explained. Then she tilted her head to the side and asked, “Are you
happy?”

Janice laughed, “How could I not
be? Yes, you make me happy.” But Erli noticed that Janice’s smile
that beamed at first didn’t last. It grew dim and seemed to
fade.

 


Back in the hotel room Janice
flopped backward onto the bed still in her suit. She watched Erli
who was about to remove her dress.
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