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CHAPTER TWO










LUSHES YVONNE CARSON


	Simone entered her home after a long day from work. It was dark and empty. Her husband was working late yet again. She sighed, and got her lonely dinner ready. Fish sticks and tartar sauce. Not the most appetizing meal for their anniversary. She released her long red hair from its tight bun. It flowed down to her lower back. She got up from the table and became frustrated.


	The dishes were stacked high, barely any room for more. Simone balanced her dishes onto some others and huffed out of the kitchen to the living room. She tried to relieve her stress with some television. After a few minutes, and many channels, she couldn’t find anything that fit her needs. She leaned into the back of the couch and sighed. She closed her eyes, letting her negative thoughts swirl, when she heard a handsome voice. She opened her eyes and saw a handsome man on a dating show.


	She found him very attractive. She was captivated by his chiseled abs and chest. She found herself sucking on her bottom lip until it was swollen and flush. She looked this way and that, finally getting up after making a decision. She figured out the perfect way to blow off some steam. She grabbed a lighter and roses from the kitchen and went upstairs to the bedroom.


	Candles were lit. The scent of roses filled the dim room. Simone closed the bedroom room door, and changed into her favorite robe and lingerie. She had changed the sheets to her favorite wine colored silk ones. She covered her bed in rose petals, and rolled onto the bed. She caressed the bed with her body, enjoying the intoxicating scent from the flowers. She licks and bit her flushed pink lips. 


	She reached into the drawer of her nightstand, and pulled out her favorite toy. She turned it on and grasp the light blue dildo. Her heartbeat quickened with anticipation. She glided the toy up and town her petite torso, circling it around her nipples. The hum of the vibration fed her desire. She imagined sucking on the handsome man from the show, gliding her tongue up and down his big hard shaft.


	She can’t resist the calls of pleasure any longer. She rubbed the toy against her clit, making even her crotch-less panties wet. She eased the toy into her wet pussy and sighed in a cute voice. She teased and slapper her breasts as she writhed with the toy inside of her. She bucked her hips faster and faster, each strum driving her closer. She was so lost, she didn’t notice the billowing of the curtains. Candles started to go out one by one.


	Her moans and gasps filled the darkening room. She grasps the end of the dildo and thrusts it in and out of her violently. She screams and flails back onto the bed from the intense euphoria, and a figure erupts from her. The last candle goes out. Sitting up on the edge of the bed was a dark, curly haired woman dressed in a pure white satin gown. Simone laid on the bed, basking in the afterglow. The dark haired woman’s head turned completely around.


	Simone didn’t notice the stranger in her room at all. She started to fall asleep. The woman’s dark curly hair began to raise high in the air as if touched by static. She stared at Simone, tears welling in her hazel eyes. She leaned toward Simone until she was inches away from her face and screamed. Simone grabbed the comforter beside her, wrapped herself in it and fell asleep. The woman turned her head back around and stood up in anger. She screamed as she paced the room, knocking down books from the shelves. Seeing Simone still sleeping enraged her. She screamed into octaves not known to the human ear, causing the lights to flicker on and off.


	Simone woke up. She put on her robe and left the room to check on the fuse box. The woman, left in the bedroom wailed and sobbed on the edge of Simone’s bed. When Simone came back, she saw her books all over the floor. While she contemplated it the work of an earthquake, the woman was in her master bathroom, staring at herself in the mirror.


	The woman in the white satin gown stared at herself in the mirror.  “How could this happen to me? TO ME?!” she shrieked and shattered the mirror. As the pieces fell to the floor, and Simone came to see what had happened, she tried one more time to talk with her. “Look at me!” She yelled at Simone. “Can’t  you see me? Hear me? FEEL ME?!” She out stretched a hand to Simone’s shoulder which made Simone shudder from the cold. But alas, Simone could not hear, nor see her former lover.


	The woman desperate for Simone’s attention was Lushes Yvonne Carson. She was a 33 year old retail worker inside of the neighborhood mall. Her voluptuous body gave her confidence for her outside and inside. She enjoyed every life pleasure, especially the sexual ones. She had met Simone as a make up client, and soon whisked Simone off her feet. Male female, married, single it didn’t matter to Lushes for she savored every sexual encounter. It was when she felt most alive, which she hasn’t felt in a very long time.


	Lushes no longer remembered how long ago she died. All she can remember is how. She had fallen off a ladder at work, and died of a brain anyurism days later in her home. She could remember her cleaning lady’s face when she discovered the body, her body in the bedroom of her lovely home. She could remember her own funeral, yelling and screaming for anyone to hear her. She tried hardest for her lover Simone. Lushes lost track of how many days she has been trying to reach her.


	“Why is this happening to me?” she asks softly, watching Simone climb back into bed after cleaning up her mess. Tears streamed down her face. She longingly stared at Simone’s peacefully sleeping face. She could no longer stay here, for she was tired of being plagued by the desperate need in her heart. She walked to the door, and looked back one last time at her sleeping lover. She whispered in haunting tone, “Goodbye.” The bedroom door slammed open and she walked out. Simone awoke to every door in her home slamming open. But that was not what had awoken her. It was a haunting whisper from a familiar voice.


	Lushes walked barefoot on the cold pavement, straight down the middle of the street. She had no fear since nothing could harm her. Street lights flickered as she passed. “Where do I go now?” she asked herself. Lushes was the one who always had the answer. She had confidence to spare and never hesitated to raise others up as high as she valued herself.


	Now, she was lost, and had no one to lean on. Not that she wasn’t used to this feeling. Her parents had passed away years ago, and had no siblings. The other members of her family disowned her for being bisexual. Which she didn’t see as a great loss, since she was happy and proud of whom she was. But now she wandered the town, unsure of what to do and where to go.


	An acute sensation began in her loins. Her pussy pulsed and ached for pleasure. She looked around and saw the mall she used to work at. She felt compelled to go to it. She went into her old department store. In the makeup section, she saw a gorgeous plump red head. She followed her around for quite some time. The woman grabbed some plus sized clothing and went to the changing room.


	Lushes went into the small changing room with her. She melded into the woman’s body and she gasped. Lushes possessed the red haired woman. She stared back and saw not the eyes of the woman, but her own looking back at her. She wanted to feel pleasure. She wanted to have relief from her great desires. She hurriedly lifted the woman’s shirts and squeezed her big breasts together.


	She flapped them up and down by the nipples, growing more excited as she did. She pulled the womans’ pants down and started to rub her clit, fast and hard. She gripped the wall with her hand as the other put two fingers inside. Then she leaned against the wall, feverishly rubbing and inserting. She was close to her climax. She rubbed faster, feeling the release upon her. At precipice, Lushes was flung from the woman’s body and out of the changing room. A loud yell came from the changing room and the woman collapsed on the floor in ecstasy. 


	People gathered around the room asking if the woman was ok. None noticing the lights in the store flickering, or the clothes being strung about. Lushes was in an irate state. Her pussy yearned for relief, and Lushes screamed and threw down an entire rack of clothes.


	Another red haired woman passed her by. She was wearing a business suit, and her hair was in an up-do. Lushes walked behind her. Allured by the woman’s demeanor. She followed her all the way to the edge of the mall, where she stopped. “Why am I following her?” she asked herself. She did not know the answer, but could not stop herself.


	Days went by. Each one Lushes found herself with a different woman. She no longer had a type she sought. But she followed home with any woman that suited her. She would possess them. During their love making with partners she would take their place, or if they were home alone, she would masturbate. Every time, once she was near satisfaction, she would be thrown from their bodies, and was denied satisfaction.


	Lushes went to the fountain in the food court and sat on the ledge. A long time passed as she watched the people going by. The store closing, and reopening. She looked down into the water. She could see her reflection despite the ripples, and touched her ghostly appearance. She stared into her own eyes, and thought back to the memory of when her and Simone’s first night together.


	She had done Simone’s make up. Lushes gave her smoldering eyes, and deep red lips. She wanted to kiss them immediately, and had no shame letting Simone know. With hungry eyes, she convinced her to go out for a drink. A delightful drink quickly turned to into a passionate night. Later that night in Lushes’s luxurious master-bath, Simone and Lushes were out of breath, lingering on each other’s lips.


	Lushes’s hands were under the water, her fingers delved deep inside of Simone. She licked and gently bit Simone’s wine stained lips. Once she had Simone almost melting on her fingers, she reached for her favorite light blue dildo. She strapped it on quickly, and turned on the waterproof vibrator. She gave Simone a mischievous grin, and rolled her. Simone widen her stand with anticipation, and Lushes greedily entered inside of her. Both lost in the throws of ecstasy. It became a secret relationship that Lushes cherished.


	Now, staring back at herself in the fountain, she longed for that connection again. But no matter the surrogate, or even if it was the real Simone. She could not find the exquisite release. The ache in her loins became so great, she chanted “Anyone please hear me.” She circled the fountain, endlessly chanting her plea. Eventually she wandered the entirety of the mall. Countless hours of countless days, yearning for someone to hear her. One day, inside of the buffet men’s bathroom, a heavy set man entered. 


“Oh! I am sorry! I thought this was the men’s bathroom!” He shifted awkwardly, averting his gaze.


	Lushes stopped in her tracks. She slowly turned her tear-stained face toward the bearded man. She entrapped his blue eyes with hers. He noticed her tears, and her attire. He sympathetically mumbles, “Miss, are you alright? Do you need me to cal someone?” He grabbed his cell phone out of his pocket. When he tried to dial 911, the screen glitched and blurred. Unnerved the man goes to leave to get some help. The door was locked. He turned around and Lushes was inches from his face.


	He jumps back against the door, and desperately turns the deadbolt. He unlocks it, but the door still remained shut tight. “My name is Lushes. What is yours?” Her soft, low voice compelled him to answer. “Ben. Ben Raleigh.” 


“Ben. Ben. Ben-“ She repeated his name, her voice getting more distorted with every word. In a panic, Ben ran past Lushes and into a bathroom stall. He locked it and tried his phone again, breathing heavy. He managed to call 911.


“911 What is your emergency?”


“Hello! Thank you! Thank you! Please help, I am locking a bathroom with a vulnerable woman! I can’t get out!”


“Why would you want to leave?” The 911 operator’s voice became sultry and divine.


	Soft hands caressed Ben’s shoulders. Lushes felt his strong, thick arms. She relished in the feeling, for she had known the sensation of touch in some time. She glided her fingertip along his back and collarbone. “I’m not here to hurt you, Ben.” She whispers in his ear, “I need your help.” Ben’s mouth became dry instantly.


He stammered feeling both scared and aroused. “Wha- What can I do?”


	She moved in front of him, her satin gown etherically flowing behind her. Her hands never left his body, for she could not resist the urge to feel. She rests her hands on his beer gut and looks at him with doe like eyes. “May I kiss you Ben?” Confused, he went to move her hands away from his, but when a sensation came over him as soon as he touched her hand. Her skin felt like cold velvet. Licking his lips he answers nervously, “Yes?”


	She traces his lips with her silky fingers before kissing him. She straddles him as her tongue slid deeper. Once she felt him his warmth, she needed more. Her kisses felt like ice water, but Ben didn’t mind to his surprise. He hesitantly placed his hands on her hips, and began to rub her back.


	Steam clouds started to swirl around them, and the bathroom temperature became like a sauna. Both didn’t seem to notice the rise in temperature, even after Ben started to sweat. He pulls away with the last grip on his sensibilities and says, “We, we can’t do this here. What if someone comes in?” Lushes hushes him and stands up. She slides off her satin gown, barely all she was to him. Ben stared at Lushes’s naked body and began to twiddle his thumbs.


	“Ben, I need you now. Can you please only think of me, just for a little while?” She walked closer and hooked a finger under his chin. His eyes met hers as she asked sweetly, “Will you make love with me?” He swallowed his nerves and stood up. He noticed how short she really was. “I can’t believe I am saying this but….Yes.”


	They kiss once more. This time Ben let nothing hold him back. His hands ran circles around her large breasts, while she raised the hem of his t-shirt. Her olive skin complexion returned with every kiss and touch. He tweaked her nipples as the grew harder. She kissed and moaned with every flick, feeling the desire well inside her.


	A shot of adrenaline coursed through her as she heard her own moans. She unclipped his belt and eagerly grabbed his shaft. He whimpered and pulled Lushes close to his skin. She felt like a soft, plush, fleece against his skin. His hands ran up and down her sides as she stoked him. She called his name repeatedly, again her voice becoming distorted. As pleasure rose, he started to hear past the haunting obsessive tone, and heard her voice clearly pleading to be held. 


“Inside me please Ben! I need you inside of me!”


	He took his pants off and lifted Lushes in the hair. She felt much too light, more like a balloon than a person. But Ben wasn’t focused on any oddity. He held her with one arm and his other explored her wet pussy. He toyed with her clit as his fingers dove in. Contrarily to her cold skin, her insides felt hot. Almost a too intense heat. He started to sweat profusely and could no longer hold back. He entered her slow, head first. But Lushes was at her limit. She launched her hips down and took him all in with one fell swoop.


	He lifted her up and down on his shaft. Her wails and cries of enjoyment echoed off the bathroom walls. The lights went out except one. It shined over them like a spotlight. The world was their stage and they were making the most of it. He kissed her neck as he caressed her thick buttocks. “Faster please! Harder!” she screamed. He moved closer to the stall door. She grabbed the top of the door so she could gain momentum. The slammed against each other.


	She could feel it, she could feel everything in that moment. She felt alive. Her face was a template of happy expressions. Her climax was imminent. She screamed repeatedly, “Thank you Ben!” Her eyes rolled back into her head and exclaimed, “I’m cumming!” Ben was nearing his climax as well. He tried to reply, “You’re welcom-“ but his train of thought was interrupted by a feeling of nothingness.


	She was gone. Ben opened his eyes, fully clothed and standing alone in a bathroom stall. The lights were on, and the temperature was normal. His stall was locked. Confused, he took some deep breaths. He had came in his pants. Wondering if she was somehow there, he called out sheepishly, “Hello?”


“Hello.” Another man answered back in the stall next to him. Ben was startled.


	Ben leaved the stall and looked around panting. It was as if the events never happened, except for some evidence. He looks down at his pants where there was now an embarrassing spot. He splashed some water on his face and headed out of the bathroom. Aiming to go straight home.


	Lushes Yvonne Carson’s life here officially ended. Where she has gone, no one knows. But we can be sure wherever she is, she is the master of her own soul.
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