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by Vivian Tease

“I think I know how to get rid o’ my urges,” Mary breathed. “And I want you to do it with me.”

In the secluded woodlands of 1800’s New England lies an awakening as natural and raw as the earth itself. Mary, a woodcutter’s curious apprentice, finds herself in an intimate dance of discovery — both with herself, and with her fellow craftsmen, Jacob and Andrew.

The night air crackles as Mary stumbles upon a secret act that sets her heart ablaze. She’s caught, and confused. With guidance from Andrew, Mary learns the tender rhythm of self-pleasure that only serves to heighten her desire.

As the moon hangs heavy in the sky, the trio embarks on a journey that blooms into a night of hearty passion, sating not only their physical pleasure, but also forging a connection as deep as the forest around them.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Timber Temptations

[image: ]




By Vivian Tease

Mary lay awake on the lumpy straw mattress. Her boss made it for them, shoddy thing that it was. This was her first summer away, bein’ a ‘prentice at the sawmill’s house. Jacob and Andrew were th’other two ‘prentices. Same age as her, or near ‘nough as made no matter. All three came at the same time, and quick friendships were formed.

The boss and his wife were snorin’ in th’other room. She stared at the full moon, shinin’ bright in through the window, thinkin’ about nothin’ in particular. Beside her, to her left, lay Jacob and Andrew, both of ‘em fast asleep.

Not ‘nough room in here for more’n one bed, the boss had said. Mary didn’t mind. The comp’ny was sorta nice, here in this strange place anyway.

She looked over at Jacob and Andrew, both older than she was but not by much. She was the youngest, her 18th year havin’ just passed a few months prior.

She had been marryin’ age for comin’ on two years now, but the problem was that there weren’t no one around here that she could marry. When her Ma and Pa settled on their land some 20 years before, he’d thought it’d be good to get away from the up and coming townships and such. It was peaceful enough, that was for sure, but it also meant they would go days, weeks sometimes, without seein’ anybody from outside of the family.

But now she’s here, and here for the whole summer, even. Learnin’, tryin’ to make sure that, even if she never got married, she’d be able to take care of her own.

Mary had to admit: if a handsome young man ever came along and said he was lookin’ for a wife, well, she wouldn’t wait but 5 minutes to be in his arms. Ever since she’d started fillin’ in her dresses and gettin’ her monthly time, as her Ma put it, she started havin’ these urges that she couldn’t quite talk to anyone about.

They were strange, gutty feelings, and she’d asked her Ma about it one time when they were alone. She told her those things meant she was ready for a man to marry, and that she had to save them for him. It was hard work, to be sure. And especially now that she was here, when she was watchin’ Jacob or Andrew chop wood or toil in the fields with their shirts off, the urges would come on so strong she’d have to go do something else ‘til they died down.

Beside her on the bed, on the other side of Jacob, Andrew stirred in his sleep. Mary turned her head and watched him, his breathin’ deep and relaxed. Even from the first night, she always thought they looked beautiful when they slept. When they were out in the fields or just horsin’ around, they looked like men — burly, strong, handsome men. But when they were sleepin’, there was no other word for it. They looked beautiful.
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