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 Zero Words







by
Rebecca Milton


0 words.






This is what Abby stared at for hours. The word
count at the bottom of her computer screen. The word count attached
to the program in which she was writing the current document. The
word count attached to the program in which she was writing a
document that contained... her wedding vows.






0 words.






“Don’t you think it would be the best if we wrote our
own vows,” Nathan had said to her, “say what we truly feel, think
and want from the marriage for all to hear?” He was
thrilled, bouncing up and down in
his seat. “Don’t you think it would be just... perfect?”






When he said
the word perfect, he danced his fingers in the air in front of
himself, like spreading finger painting a picture. He did that
often. She didn’t notice it when they first started dating but now,
as the wedding loomed over them like Canada, she noticed it. She
noticed many ‘its’ and none of them were making her feel too
good.






“Nathan seems
like a very good man,” her mother had said after her parents had
met him. She was sitting with her parents at the kitchen table.
Nathan had come by to meet them and have dinner. After dinner, he had gone home, and she had stayed behind to help clean up.






“I think he
has a good heart, he obviously cares a great deal about you and I
am sure he will make a fine... fine husband.” They were silent for
a moment and then she looked to her father.






“Sure,” he
said, “why not.”






0 words.






“How are those
wedding vows coming?” Casey Trask sat down in her office and placed
a cup of coffee on her desk. She had known Casey for over ten
years. They had gone to college together and developed this company
together. When the industry had collapsed, and people had lost everything they had,
somehow, they had managed to stay alive, press on and now, they
were thriving. She shrugged at him.






“Seriously,”
he said, “why don’t you just Google it, I am sure there is a site
or an app for writing wedding vows.”






“Isn’t that
cheating?”






“Only if you
get caught,” he laughed. She didn’t.






“All right,”
he said, leaning forward, “is this a problem that goes deeper than
the vows?”






There it was,
the million dollar question. Was she unable to write her vows
because she was really unwilling to marry Nathan? Was she avoiding
the vows because she was avoiding the question? If this was the
case, what was the thing she was avoiding?






“Do you love
him, Abbey?” Casey asked, and she
thought about it.






“I do,” she
said after a moment of thought, “I do love him. But...” then she
stopped. He leaned back and looked at her, his face awash with concern. He waited for her to finish
and, so did she. She had no finish to the sentence.






“But...” just
hung out there and filled her office. But what, she wondered. Isn’t
love enough? Isn’t love what a marriage is built on? Love and
trust and...






“... Good,
hot, sex,” she said out loud, and
Casey sat up. “Did I just...?” she
said.






“Yes,” Casey
said, “yes you did.”






She blushed
and turned in her chair to look
out the window. The view from their offices was lovely. The panorama of the city. The sun splashing off the thousands of windows on
all the tall buildings around them. Sometimes, she would sit for
long moments looking at this view, being truly thankful for what
they had achieved, thinking she could not possibly ask for anything
more. Now, she was. She was asking for more, but she didn’t know what more she wanted.






“I’ve been
fortunate,” she said, turning back to him, “we have been fortunate.
I have this great business, I have
you, I have my health, and I have Nathan. There is nothing
really wrong at all. I feel bad. I
feel like I am looking for a problem. A
problem that I don’t deserve to be looking for. Does that make sense?”






He thought
about it for a moment. One of the things that she loved about Casey that made them such good partners was that he truly
thought. He didn’t just give knee-jerk answers, say the thing that he thought was
right or that would make the situation better, no he thought, he
asked the tough questions and he listened. He was preparing to do
that now. Abbey could tell.






Usually, she
loved this moment, the silence before the words. She knew that it
always lead to revelation or insight. She knew he would come forth
with a great idea or advice of great wisdom. Right now, she feared
what he would say.






“The day I
married Trish,” he said, carefully,
“I stood in my room at the hotel, in my tux and looked in
the mirror. I asked myself, if I had to make a choice, between one or the other, the
business, the money... you... or Trish, which one would I
want?”






“You’d give up
the business,” Abbey said, “that makes sense, Casey you love her
and...”






“No,” he
stopped her, “that’s not what I thought.” Abbey was shocked.
This was not the answer she
expected.






“Come on,
Casey,” she said, “you’re telling me that if push came to shove you
wouldn’t toss this over for Trish?” He looked at her and thought
again.






“I love Trish
so, so much,” he said, slowly, selecting his words carefully as she
had seen him do with clients,
“but, I also love you very much as well. I care a great deal
about what we built, what we have sacrificed and struggled to
achieve. I care deeply about all the things in my life. If I didn’t
care about all of it, if I could just walk away from all of it at
any moment, why would I bother putting so much of myself into
it?”






“What about
Trish,” Abbey said, “wouldn’t you give it up because of her?”






“No,” he said,
“I wouldn’t because I would never have to. She would never ask me
to, and I cannot imagine a
situation where I would have to make that choice.” He stood up and
crossed to the windows. “On my wedding day, when I asked myself
that question, the answer was so clear. I wouldn’t have to make
that choice, between this and Trish, ever, and that was why I loved
her. My life was great before I met Trish and, after I met her, my life was better. It was better. But, if
she hadn’t said yes when I asked her to marry me, if we had dated
and it had not worked out, sure I would have been upset, but my
life would still be great.”






“Well, that
doesn’t sound very romantic,” she said and Casey turned to her.
“Well, it doesn’t,” she said. He shook his head and chuckled. She
knew that look - it was his
you’re just not getting it look, she had seen it directed at
others before but never at her.






“Would you
give all this up for Nathan,” he asked. Before the words were even
fully out of his mouth, she practically shouted.






“No!” She
shocked herself with her vehemence. He smiled.






“So,” he said,
“what’s the difference between us then?” That was his point. There
it was. He had buried it. Worked to it in
a very circuitous manner.






“I see,” she
said, “I get what you’re driving at now.”






“Really,” he said, sounding quite surprised, “and what am I getting at?”






She thought
about it for a moment and then realized, she had nothing. She was
sure she had figured it out, but now, when she tried to put it into
words, she was drawing a blank. Zero words. He watched her struggle
and come up short.






“Who contrives
these questions?” he asked her.






“What
questions?”






“The whole, if you had to make a choice or the if you
had to lose everything what would you want to keep,” he said,
“those silly, made up questions that we take seriously, that we put
so much stock in, when they are nothing more than parlor games, car
ride distractions.”






He was getting
a little heated now, also something she liked about him. “They are
the same as the questions about desert islands.”






“What do you
mean?”






“You know,” he said stalking about her office now,
getting animated, “if you were trapped alone on a desert island and
could have only one sandwich or one type of food, which would it
be? If you were trapped alone on a desert island and could
only listen to one album what would it be? Those kinds of
things.”






“Sushi and The
Beatles' White Album,” she said quickly and emphatically, “no
question.”






“Right, OK,”
he said, “I agree with the white album but, I would have to say
barbecue.”






“Oh, right
barbecue, I don’t think I could go a lifetime without that,” she
said, rethinking her choice. He pointed at her and shouted ah-ha!
“What?” she shouted back.






“Listen to
yourself, you’re examining the question like it was a real
problem.”






“Well,” she
started to say but he stopped her.






“No, Abbey,
there is no well involved,” he kept moving, “the chances of you being trapped on a desert
island are so damn slim that there are no feasible statistics for
it. The chance that you’d be on that island with one album, a way
to play that album are even less feasible. The chances that you’re
on that island with one album and somehow you are being served
sushi or barbecue on a regular basis is just lunatic.”






“It’s just a game, Casey,” she said, liking his
enthusiasm, “it’s a game you play, what if you and then you fill in
the blank, it’s just a game.”






“So is the
other question,” he said seriously now, “what if I had to make a
choice between this or that.
Between Trish or work, between this life and that life. It’s just a
game. One that somehow, normal thinking people, believe carries
some sort of weight. People think
the answers to that game are real or that they show the truth
somehow. They don’t.” He looked out the window again. “I decided,
on my wedding day, that I was not going to play that game.
That it meant nothing to me. I
loved Trish then, I love her now.
I love my job and my life then,
and I still do now. I want them both, and I have them both.”






“But what if
one was taken away?” she asked.






“Then it would
be taken away,” he said, turning to her,
“it would be taken away from me. It would be taken, and I would have no choice. However,
in no situation I can ever imagine would I willingly give either
one away. They are both important to me.” He sat down again and
looked at her from across her desk.






“Then how do I
know?” she asked him.






“How do you
know what?” he said, leaning forward.






“If I am doing
the right thing marrying Nathan, if I don’t... compare or... or...
test it... Do the if I had to choose one or the other
thing... How do I know?” Casey’s eyes were sad now, and he looked down at the floor. She felt
suddenly sick.






“Abbey,” he
said quietly, “when I asked myself
that silly question on my wedding
day, I wasn’t testing my feelings. I knew how I felt. I knew what I
wanted. I was having a moment of jitters. The same moment I felt
when we bought out Shartons or
when we bought this office space. A moment of here we go, what
comes next, I have no idea. I had
jitters, but I knew, deep in my
heart of hearts that buying Shartons was right, buying this space was right and,
above all, marrying Trish was right. It was just jitters.”






They were
quiet. Quiet in a way they could be with each other. They had
earned this quiet over years of work, struggle, argument, fear and
success. Neither felt the need to speak, break the silence. The
silence between them was as real and important as any words they
shared. The silence held. When it had its full breadth, Casey got
up and headed to the door.






“Speaking of
buying,” he said, “I have to do some hand holding on this deal,
I’ll let you know how it goes.”






She nodded,
still caught up in the silence that was fueled by all he had said.
Casey slipped out the door. When the door closed and she was alone she sighed and turned to look at
the view again.






“What about
good, hot sex,” she asked the city.






***






“Still having
trouble with the vows, dear?” her mother asked her over the rim of
her third martini. “Can I do anything to help?” Abbey’s mother had
come into to town that afternoon to help her look for a dress, but
they had ended up in a bar downtown.






“Where shall
we go,” Abbey had asked her when she met her at the elevator in her
office, “what should we do first?” Her mother was quiet as the doors to the elevator shut, and they were alone.






“How about we have one of those three-martini lunches,”
her mother said, “I have heard about them, seen them on TV, and I
would like see what the fuss is all about.” Abbey was
surprised because her mother
wasn’t much of a drinker. Usually Christmas and a few other
holidays. Normally she sipped a glass of wine for hours, so this was a little out of character for
her. Abbey was concerned.






“Mother,” she
said, “really, you want to drink
in the afternoon? Is everything all right?”






“Everything is
fine, dear,” her mother said, “there is nothing wrong. I am not
going to get drunk and tell you that your father and I are
divorcing or that we’re broke or losing the house, everything is
just wonderful. I just feel like being a little naughty today. Is
that all right?”






The doors
opened, and they stepped into the
lobby. Abbey smiled at her mother and pulled out her phone.






“Karen,” she
said into the phone, “what’s my schedule for the afternoon?” She
listened and kept smiling at her mother, “OK, great, do me a favor
and push that back to the end of the week and clear the day. I’m
going to lunch with my mother and I won’t be back for the rest of
the day.” She hung up. “Tah-dah,” she said and her mother
applauded, “now, let’s go have
some liquid lunch.”






“I don’t know,
mom,” Abbey said, she too was on her third martini and, although
she was a more experienced drinker, she was feeling the effects. “I
am just not sure what to say. I mean... Marriage... You know.”






“I do know,”
her mother said.






“You and dad,
you have a marriage based on love and trust and understanding and
respect...” Abbey said. “All of that stuff that makes a marriage
work.”






“Absolutely,” her mother said and then leaned close to
Abbey, “also, when your father licks me, I swear my head is going
to just fall right off my body.”






Abbey spit the
sip of martini she had just taken over the bar, showering the
bartender.






“Something
wrong with the cocktail,” the
bartender said, “would you like me to make you another one?” Abbey
had her hand clamped over her mouth and was speechless.






“The martinis
are perfect, my friend,” Abbey’s mother said, “and you should
certainly make us each another one.” He nodded and laughed.






“You ladies
are going to be a handful, I can
tell,” he said and went off to make the drinks.






“Mother,”
Abbey said when he was gone. Her
mother drained her martini and bit into an olive.






“Does this
count as a salad,” she asked Abbey holding up the pick with two
more olives skewered on it.






“On some days,
yes,” Abbey said, “I cannot believe you just said that.”






“Why,” her
mother asked, “there’s nothing
wrong with it, is there?” Abbey thought about this for a moment and
had no answer. “Your father is a good man. I love him into my soul.
And yes, respect, trust, understanding, those are all components
that make up a good marriage. Your father and I have all those
things. However, it doesn’t hurt that he still turns me on and...
Well, frankly, still gets me off like nobody’s business. No shame
in that my dear, no shame at all.”






“No shame in
these either, ladies,” the bartender said, setting down two fresh
martinis, “enjoy.”






“Oh, we will,” Abbey’s mother said and sipped her
fourth. Abbey laughed. “This is nice,” her mother said, “I am sorry
we didn’t look for a dress, but I think this is just as
important.”






Abbey watched
her mother sip away and thought
about the information she had just given her.






“My head stays
firmly planted on my shoulders,” Abbey said, “no fear of it falling
off.” Her mother looked at her and placed her drink down on the
bar. “No fear of that.”






“Oh dear,” she
said. “Is he not skilled in that area?”






“I don’t know,
mom,” Abbey said, “I don’t know because we have never gone to that
area.” Her mother looked shocked.






“What are you
saying, Abbey?” her mother asked with a fearful tone.






“I’m saying
that Nathan and I haven’t... We haven’t...” She stammered because she
herself couldn’t actually believe the information she was
about to impart. “Nathan and I...”






“He’s never
gone down on you,” her mother gasped a little too loud. The
bartender looked in their direction, and Abbey gave him an embarrassed smile.






“Inside voice,
mother,” Abbey said. “No. He has never done that because... we have
not had sex.” Her mother pondered this new piece of information,
downed her martini and stood up. Abbey placed a hand on her
arm, “I am going to powder my
nose, order me another one of those and then, we’re going to talk
about this. Also, we should eat,
but I am thinking of going home right now and jumping on your
father’s junk, but we need to talk about this first.” She pulled
herself up tall and went the ladies' room.






“So, he
believes that saving that moment for after we are married is important,” Abbey told her
mother. They had gotten a table and were eating a proper lunch.






“Is he very
religious,” her mother asked.






“No.”






“Dear God,”
her mother said suddenly, “is he a
virgin?” She had a look of sheer terror in her eyes.






“No, he is
not. But, he has said that in the past, when he had sex with a
woman, and they broke up, he has
felt sick and empty. He doesn’t want to do that again. He
is determined that the next woman
he has sex with is his wife.” Her mother pondered that between
bites of linguini.






“This is
really good,” she said to Abbey,
referring to the lunch, “is he a
good kisser?” Abbey thought about this for a moment.






“Yes, I guess.
I mean, yes, we kiss, and it’s
good but, there is something missing, something... He feels to be
holding back.” Her mother nodded solemnly.






“Honey,” she
said at last, “have you thought perhaps that he’s gay?”






“Yes,” Abbey
said quite emphatically, “I have wondered about that. But, he has
dated women before, I have met his friends and although one of them
is gay, none of them say anything about Nathan.”






“Well, I
was being honest, I think he’s a
good, decent man. Your father liked him but...”






“But what,”
Abbey implored, “what did Dad say?”






“Your father
said he didn’t see any real heat between the two of you,” she
sipped some water, “that’s why I asked if he was gay.”






Abbey
understood what her father had meant. Often times, Nathan was very proper with her. Even when
they had moments of intimacy, which only went so far, he seemed
controlled and proper. He would say things like; “I want you so
much,” or, “you turn me on like crazy.” But somehow his words and
his actions were slightly disconnected.






“There’s
heat,” Abbey said, “but it’s more of a simmer than a bonfire.”






“Nothing wrong
with a simmer,” her mother said,
“things that simmer a long time turn out to be quite tasty, if you
catch my drift.” Abbey laughed, because
she was shocked and happy to see her mother in this
mood.






***






“Wow, you look
awful,” Casey said when he walked into her office the next
morning, “rough night?”






“Three martini
lunch with my mother that spilled over,” Abbey said, drinking a
glass of water and downing four aspirin,
“it spilled over and over and... over some more.” Casey
laughed, and it hurt Abbey’s head.
“Keep it down would you please,” she said, “I am in serious pain
here.” Casey sat down. “Any luck on the vows?”






Abbey spun her
computer screen to face Casey. The screen was blank. The word count
at the bottom of the page blinked 0. He nodded. “I don’t know, Casey,” she said putting her head in her
hands, “he does this thing with his fingers when he’s happy,” she
demonstrated it for him, he seemed unfazed. “He does...
things, things that annoy me.”






“Trish burps,”
he said, “I thought, when we first started dating, how cool, a
chick who isn’t afraid to burp. They were these little girly burps. Loved them. Two weeks before the
wedding, we were out with some friends, and she burped. Now, no one but me heard it, but
I swear to God, to me, it was like she had belched, and the entire bar had flown across the room.
Jitters, Abbey, you’re micro examining everything.”






That made
sense. She did love Nathan, and
she was always happy to see him. They had wonderful times
together, they laughed. She
trusted him more than she had ever trusted a man besides Casey, so maybe she was over
thinking. Maybe she was just looking for problems that weren’t
there. Maybe it was just hard for her to believe that someone as
wonderful as Nathan could really, truly love her. But still.






“We’ve never
had sex,” she blurted out.






“Well,” Casey
said in a careful tone, “I do love you, but not in that way and...
You know... I am married.”






“Not us, you
schmuck,” Abbey said, “Nathan and I, we haven’t had sex.”






“Ah,” Casey
said, “he’s... Has he been saving himself for marriage?”






“No, he’s had
sex, he’s told me he’s had sex. He
just looks at it differently now. He has decided that the next time
he has sex...”






“It’s going to
be with his wife,” Casey finished her sentence. Abbey immediately
took this as a bad sign, like it was something Casey had heard
before. Some kind of scam that
men, oh let’s face it, gay men had pulled. She was still harboring
fears that Nathan was gay. Hiding, hoping the marriage would be a
good cover.






“Is that bad,
Casey,” she asked almost desperately, “do you think it’s a
cover, that he’s gay?” Casey sat
back in his chair as if he had been
slapped.






“First off,
yes, I have heard it before,” he said, “and second, Nathan is not
gay.” Abbey suddenly felt relief. “I have met him and spent time
with him and he is not gay.” Abbey suddenly got uneasy again.






“Why do you
say that,” she asked, “because he didn’t hit on you?”






“No, not
because he didn’t hit on me,” Casey said, “because of the way he
talked and they way he carries himself. Look, I’m not 100% sure, I
have been wrong about guys before, but I don’t think Nathan is
gay.” Abbey pondered this, the not
100% sure part stuck in her head.






“Have you
asked him, Abbey? I mean, it seems like everything else with this
guy is great, he loves you, you love him, you’re happier with him
than I have ever seen you when you have been dating. So, if this I
such a problem, just ask him.”






“What if he
says yes, what do I do then?” Casey was silent.






“Well, then,”
he said, “you don’t have to worry about writing the vows
anymore.”






“I don’t think
I can, I don’t think I can just
come out and ask him. I don’t think I could handle the answer.”






“Well,” Casey
said, “then do you really think
you can marry him?” There was the question.






***






0 words.






The page was
blank. Abbey lay on her bed, the room dark except for the pale blue
glow of her computer screen. Around her lay the things she'd bought
for the honeymoon. Nighties and teddies. All sorts of panties and
bras. Anything that caught her eye and made her think that Nathan
might like them. Might enjoy undressing her and seeing them.
Unwrapping her and diving into her. Now, as the wedding loomed days
away, she wondered if he would like them. Or, if he would rather
wear them himself. Just ask him, she told herself. If she doubted
that much, she should just ask him and get it over with.






***






She sat with
Casey the following afternoon, both eating lunch in her office,
crunching some numbers, pouring details for their next move.
Although she was excited about the coming year and all they had
planned, her mind was, understandable, fixed on her wedding.






“Would it be
that bad,” she asked, “if the sex was terrible, if Nathan was gay? Everything else about him is
so... perfect.” Casey had dropped his pen and sat back in his
chair, watching her closely. “I mean, there’s trust, respect, love... Isn’t that enough for me?”






“So,” Casey said, taking a bite of his sandwich, “you’d
be fine with all of that and a life where he never bends you over
your desk, grabs your hips, slams himself deep into you and pulls
your hair while he does it?”






“What,” she
gasped, “I never...”






“Abbey,” he
said, “remember, Alan Grimes, junior year, I walked in on the two
of you.”






“Right, I
remember that.”






“Oh, Alan,
spank me, ride your bad little pony...” Casey said mimicking,
poorly, her voice.






“All right,”
she said, stopping him with a gesture,
“you’ve made your point.”






“Why don’t you
just ask him?” Casey said. She thought about this for a minute.






“Because it
feels like a breach of trust.”






“Explain.”






“One of the reasons he gave for not having sex until he
was married was that he felt women broke a trust with him,” she
explained, “he feels that some women do not take the intimacy
seriously, do not understand what it costs to be that close, that
vulnerable and they cheated on him and basically destroyed the
intimacy.”






“That
actually makes sense. That
really does explain why it sucks
so much to be cheated on.”






“I know, it
makes perfect sense. So, how would he
feel after all this time together, after how close we’ve become,
the trust, the love, if I just suddenly said to him: Hey, Nathan,
just curious, do you happen to like to suck dick?”



“Well, I
wouldn’t suggest you phrase it that way.”






“Shut up you
buffoon, you know what I’m saying. That’s why it’s hard to just
ask.”






“I get it
Abbey, however, you’re getting
married in three days and, wouldn’t you kind of like to know?”






“Kind of,” she
said.






0 words.






***






The wedding
dress hung in the corner of the room. Bras and panties were spread over the bed. Abbey sat on the
floor staring at the computer
screen, its blankness seeming to enlarge and engulf the entire
room. She got up and took a long, hot shower. Would it be so bad,
she kept asking herself. She dried, put lotion on her legs and
arms, put on her robe and stepped back into the bedroom. She looked
down at the bed and decided to put on one of the honeymoon
outfits.






“I may as well appreciate these myself,” she said to the
computer as she stepped into the midnight blue panties and did the
clasp on the matching bra, “because I just don’t think I can
marry...” The doorbell rang. She put on her robe and went
downstairs.






“Hi, angel,”
Nathan said when she opened the door. “I brought you this.” He
handed her a small box. “My mother wants you to wear it.” Nathan
stepped inside and closed the door. Abbey opened the box and saw a
lovely blue sea shell bracelet. “Something blue,” Nathan said, “you can return it after he
wedding, mom says so, it can be the something borrowed as well or,
she says you can keep it if you want.”






Abbey looked
down at the gift and started to cry. Nathan put his arms around her
and hugged her. “I know,” he said, “it’s very sweet. My mother
really loves you.” He didn’t
understand. Abbey wasn’t crying with joy; she was crying because of what she knew she had to
do next. She turned to him and took his hand.






“Come
upstairs,” she said to him, “I want to show you something.”






She walked him
upstairs and into her bedroom; she
led him to the desk and stood in front of the computer. She
gestured to the blank screen. He glanced at it, but his attention seemed elsewhere. “This is it,
Nathan,” she said. “These are my vows. This is what I have written, this is what I have to say.” She turned to
him, but he wasn’t looking at the
screen.






“Oh wow,
that’s wonderful... Sweetie,” he said, looking at the bed. “Say
um... what’s, what’s all this?” Abbey looked around the room at the
things she had bought and picked out for the honeymoon.






“Oh, those are
just,” she searched for the words, “I was going to wear them on the
honeymoon.” Nathan stepped to the bed and picked up a pair of red
lace panties. He held them at arm’s length looking at them with
complete wonder. She watched.






“You... You
were going to...” he stuttered. “Did you buy all this for... for
me?” He turned to her, his eyes
bright.






“Yes, Nathan,
I did. Why, do you not like them?”






“Oh I... I do
like them, I like them a lot.” He
smiled.






“Really,” she said, “do you like these?” She
dropped her robe and stood before him in bra and panties. He
swallowed hard but could not take his eyes off her. “Nathan, do you
like them?”






He said
nothing but stepped close to her. His eyes moved slowly up and down
her body. She could almost feel them physically on her. “Nathan,”
she said again and he looked into her eyes.






“Abbey,” he
said quietly, “are you really going to marry me in three days? Are
you really going to be my wife?”






She didn’t
know how to respond. She wasn’t sure why he was asking this. Was he
getting ready to tell her something, reveal some terrible
truth.






“I just want
to know if this is real,” he said.






“Yes, Nathan,”
she said, “I’m... I’m going to marry you and...” he moved quickly
and wrapped her in his arms and kissed her. The strange distance,
the caution that had been in his kisses before was suddenly gone.
His kiss was deep, passionate, and wonderful.






She felt her
heart flutter, her tummy jump as
he kissed her. Before she knew what was happening, he had picked her up and thrown her on the
bed. Panties and bras flew everywhere. He was on his knees, between
her legs kissing her thighs, moving up slowly to her center.






“I hope these
weren’t expensive,” he said and he grabbed the panties and tore
them off her body. “Oh my,” he whispered as he gazed on her neatly
trimmed pussy, “oh my, my.”






Then, she felt
it, his tongue on her, in her, filling her, licking her.
Sending her to the edge of reason and
over the edge. Falling, screaming, lurching and grabbing his hair, pulling him tight to her.
She rocked her hips against his face, pushing his tongue into her
and screaming out his name. She felt the
flood of orgasm, the sweet release of passion.






“My head is
falling off my body,” she gasped but Nathan didn’t stop. When she
could take no more, when she was
sated and tender, she pulled him up by his hair. He gave
ground, stood and was naked instantly. His long, hard cock was
suddenly inside her, and she
screamed again. It was a perfect fit. He
felt so good inside her. He lay on top of her, slowly
thrusting in and out. Her breath was gasps and pants. He looked
into her eyes.






“I tried to
wait,” he whispered to her and he filled her with joy, “but, a man can only hold back for so
long.”






“I take it you
like the underwear,” she whispered, still thrilled with the feeling
of his cock inside her.






“Oh, my
goodness,” he said, “I like them very much.”






He pushed in
deep, and she felt him release a
hot stream into her. She gasped as their bodies shook together in
a wave of pleasure. After they had
relaxed, laid side by side on the bed for a while, she got up and
went into the bathroom. After a few minutes, she came out wearing
another outfit. He attacked her again. That night, they went
through four different outfits and finally fell into a hard, deep,
sleep.






***






She woke
before him and at the computer. She thought for a moment and then
tapped the keys. Sixteen words flashed at the bottom of the screen.
She went into the bathroom and started the shower. She stepped in
and a moment later, Nathan stepped in with her. She welcomed him
with a kiss, reached down and took his cock in her hand. He smiled
and started to rub his soapy hands over her skin.






“We have to
talk,” he said to her, she released his cock. He took her hand and
put it back on him, “I just read your wedding vows. I don’t think
that my mother would survive hearing you say, when he licks me,
I feel like my head is going to fall off my body.”






“It’s just a
rough draft,” she said, kissing him, “let’s see what else I can add
to the list.”
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