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"Hey Zoe!"

I heard the familiar voice and looked up from the tray of cupcakes I was frosting. That dislodged a lock of hair that had been giving me trouble all morning. I blew the red highlighted hair out of my eye and looked over. I saw him through the open window from the kitchen to the sales counter and retail space beyond. "Hi Ken."

"How’s it going?" he asked, a hopeful tone in his voice.

I didn’t know if I should laugh or cry. Well, I wouldn’t cry, but it was kind of sad. "Working... you  know?"

"Yeah, yeah... me too. I’m headed there now," he said.

I wasn’t sure what else to say without either giving him the wrong idea or... well, giving him the wrong idea. I tried a quick smile and refocused on spreading the vanilla frosting on the cupcakes.

"Well... I better get these bagels to work," he said after an awkward moment passed. 

I knew he was still there but wasn’t sure what to do about it. I switched to my special blend of cinnamon and dried cherry flakes and added a dash to each cupcake. "They won’t eat themselves," I said while I worked my magic. Not real magic, just baking magic.

His laugh sounded strange. I considered my words and almost smacked my head. I couldn’t, health laws and all that, but I wanted to. Yeah, eating myself... or him eating himself... he didn’t look like he was in good enough shape to do that. Unless he had a really big—

"See ya later," he gulped after paying for the bagels.

I finished adding a fresh pitted cherry to the top of each cupcake and admired the work. They looked like boobs. Nice and perky boobs. Goth boobs too, because they were so white and the sprinkles looked like freckles.

I sighed and checked to make sure Ken had walked away from the storefront. Convinced it was safe, I took my latest treats to the window. "Here you go, last one for this morning."

"They look delicious, like always," Tiffany, the clerk at the counter, praised. She met my eyes and fixed me with a stare. "Zoe, when are you going to give that boy a chance?"

Not gonna happen. "I can’t, he lives in my building!"

"He’s got it bad for you, girl! He’s in here what, two or three times a week?"

I had to blow my stupid hair away from my face again. "I know... I can’t be a bitch to him here. Plus word of mouth and all that. That’s the only advertising we get."

"Give him a shot," Tiffany said. "You never know... the dorky ones get better jobs and they’re better in bed."

"Seriously? Have you been binging eighties rom-coms again?"

Tiffany grinned.

I shook my head and paid for it. I reached up and brushed my hair out of the way and tried to tuck it behind my ear. It fell loose before my hand was at my side again. "I cleaned up everything but this tray, you mind if I jet? I’ve been here since three."

Tiffany glanced around the kitchen and then looked at the clock. It was almost nine o clock. "You’re the boss, why you asking me?"

I sighed. "I don’t want to sc— make your day bad. Millie will be in at ten and the morning rush is over."

"You know you can swear around me, I’m not going to freak out."

I smiled and shrugged. I wasn’t going to swear, I was going to say something that I didn’t need her taking the wrong way. Tiff was a friend, but I had to keep a tight grip on myself or bad things happened. 

"Whatever. You know, speaking of the morning rush, isn’t it kind of funny how Ken is almost always the last one in the morning."

This again? The girl was a broken record! "You think he’s so special, why don’t you date him?"

"Maybe I will," she challenged.

I rolled her eyes and called her bluff. "Like you’d do that to Jubal."

Tiffany sighed. "Like he’d even notice, he’s so caught up in his video games."

I gave her a sympathy pout and waved a hand at her to say goodbye. She took the tray and started loading them into the display.

I headed back to wash up and grabbed my bag. My hair was in my face again and I’d put up with it long enough. It seemed like a cute hairstyle this morning, not that I wanted to look cute. If I did I would have dressed a little different and sucked it in a little more. Well, that would have been more than cute. Cute was okay... except for guys like Ken. 

I forced myself to ignore it until I went out the back door. Once it shut behind me and I was sure no one was hiding in the alley I knew enough was enough. I grabbed the offending lock of hair and looped it around my finger. Pinching it with my thumb I closed my eyes to hide them and gave my hair a tug. I barely felt the tingle while I pulled it until it was a good three inches longer. I lost a fraction of an inch off my belly because that mass had to come from somewhere. That wouldn’t even be noticed... it certainly wasn’t enough to make me look sexy. It was enough was enough for me to tuck those rebellious strands of hair behind my ear. This time they stayed.
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I went the long way to my cardio dance class, using the extra time to watch people. I was a people watcher. I liked trying to figure them out and, if I couldn’t, I’d make up stories in my head about them.

Take the woman in the green dress. I bet as soon as she made it to a hotel she’d slip her wedding ring into her purse, slip into the restroom off the lobby the apply some fresh makeup— red and glossy, of course— and then fluff her curly red hair. Then she’d head up to the room she was meeting her lover at and she’d rock his world. 

The thing about infrequent meetings was they were so taboo. So illicit. So naughty. They’d be so hot and bothered there wouldn’t be much foreplay. A few kisses but not enough to do more than smudge her fresh lipstick. It was a nooner, so they didn’t have much time. Still, he’d want to taste her because they’d been so careful for so long. No traceable texts or emails. Hardly anything more than a look as they passed in the hallway at work. He might not even get her dress off, he might just push it up her legs and move her underwear to the side so he could lick her.

He’d find her ready for him though. Breathless, aching, and slick with want. A few more licks and then he’d find her button and suck it between his lips. A little suck, maybe a nibble, and just the tip of his tongue fluttering against it would have her back arching off the bed and her thighs clamped around his ears.

She’d return the favor. Not because she craved his taste and scent like he did of her, but because she knew he loved it. That and it was the quickest way to get him as hard as she wanted him. He’d reached that age where a man might still think with his dick, but it wasn’t ready to leap into action without a little attention first.

She’d look up at him and make eye contact then, unable to take him all the way between her lips now. A kiss at the tip and then a few suggestive strokes with her hands were all he needed to pull her up and lay her on the bed. He’d crawl between her legs and slide into her. It wouldn’t be easy though. She’d climaxed once already so she was tight, not to mention she wasn’t getting any action at home because her husband worked long hours and she had the kids to take care of after a long day at work. Four, maybe five thrusts until he was buried all the way.

It wouldn’t be long then. The excitement, the foreplay, and the very steamy nature of what they were doing would overwhelm him. Cheating...it was wrong. The very thought that this was somebody else’s wife. It was so wrong. So nasty. So forbidden! If that ever happened to him why he’d... he’d...

And then it would be over. His breath coming out in ragged gasps and his heart hammering in his ears. A few guilty kisses and then he’d roll his crushing weight off of her. Of course she could handle it. She was a woman and women were stronger than men realized. The worst part was the cleanup though... or maybe she was the kind of girl that liked the mess.

Mmmm, that would be something. Pull those panties back on right away so none of it got out. And what did, well, that was a warm and slippery reminder of the good time she’d had. She’d have to use that to remember him since there was no telling when they could slip away again.

And him? Well, he’d probably be home later and his wife would spot the lipstick stains that rubbed off his dick. Then there’d be hell to pay, and her lawyer would make sure he paid it. It would serve him right, but he wouldn’t learn. They never did.

I smiled and felt the tingle that raced through my body. It was only a little zing, but she wasn’t the only one I fantasized about. There was the man and woman jogging together... come to think of it, I’ll save that one for later when I’m home alone. There might be toys involved... and that’s just in the fantasy of what they do to each other.

I made it to the gym and hopped in for a quick shower. Cold water, after my daydreaming. Then I changed into my workout clothes and went to the room where the class was held. Forty five minutes later I was covered in sweat and my legs were throbbing. It was good though, that’s why I did it. I needed something to wear me out so I could go home and get some sleep. 

I didn’t need much but staying as fresh as I could helped me stay in control. I needed a clear head and lots of self discipline. Being me wasn’t easy, some days... and yeah, sometimes I slipped. I tried not to but...well, like any addict, sometimes things happened. The difference is I’m not a traditional addict.

I hit the shower again and switched back to my work clothes. Next stop was the market for something to cook and then home. A quick meal and bed... and maybe I’d remember why the woman jogging was nibbling her lower lip and why her jogging buddy had a dreamy smile on his face. Yeah... damn, so much for self-discipline.
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I'd slept five hours, which was a lot for me, and dressed in some cute booty shorts, strappy wedge sandals and a salmon colored u neck shirt that showed off my boobs and my belly button when I stretched. Those clothes, my longer hair pulled into twin braids, and my belly being tighter than it had that morning were all symptoms of why I going where I was going.

I moved down the stairs from my top floor apartment and let out a squeak as a door opened up across the hallway. I'd been caught up in my thoughts and the door surprised me. Even worse was when I realized whose door it was.

"Zoe!"

I turned and stared at him. My lips were parted and my eyes betrayed me as they swept down and then back up Ken's body. Khaki shorts, sneakers, and a t-shirt. A t-shirt advertising AC/DC, at that. Wow. They weren't before my time, technically, but did anybody listen to them anymore?

"Oh... Hey Ken," I said.

"Where you off to? I mean... um, none of my business, I guess. It's just... almost eight o clock on a Tuesday night and you're going out?"

I chewed on my lip and then turned the tables on him since there was no way I was telling him where I was going. "Says the guy leaving his apartment at eight o clock on a Tuesday night."

He laughed. "Busted! Nice... yeah, just heading out to pick up some food."

"Ooh, a date?" I asked. I was teasing him but a part of me was disappointed.

He snorted, which was not an attractive thing. "Yeah, me? I'm still waiting for you to invite me up!"

"Ken!" I gasped. Now my belly flip-flopped. Part of me was bothered and the other part was dancing.

He grinned. "Just kidding... Um, I'm just getting something to eat before my game starts."

He was beside me now so I started down the final set of stairs. "Oh, cool. Who's playing?"

He grinned. "You're going to think I'm a dork."

I smiled sweetly at him.

"Too late, isn't it?" he asked when he saw my smile.

I laughed. "No! I never—"

He waved me off. "It's cool. I am. I'm a software developer by day and... I play role playing games at night."

I almost missed a step. "You? Role playing?"

He did a double take. "Y-yeah. You're into that?"

"Umm..." Shit! Why did I have to say that? Why couldn't I just be a normal everyday person and not—

"What system do you play? D&D or something else?"

I blinked. Role playing games... D&D? Dungeons and Dragons! I almost laughed. "Oh, um, none of them," I answered very quickly. "Wait, there are more than one?"

"Oh god yes!" he said and laughed. "Sorry, you sounded like you knew about it. Wait... you don't think those are evil or anything, do you? The gateway drug to Satan or something?"

I laughed at that. "Oh Ken... if you..." I stopped and shook my head. I was messed up and needed to stop talking. "No, I never thought that. Don't worry. I just... well, I always wondered about it is all."

"Yeah?"

Shit, he sounded hopeful. Why did I have to say that? Why did I say anything? Fuck you, mother! Why did you have to make me like this? I shrugged, hoping to escape as quick as I could and not say anything else that would stick a foot in my mouth. Or maybe I needed something else stuck in my mouth. Or in my—

"So you should come check it out sometime," he said. "I play online a couple times a week usually. Different characters in different campaigns. You could watch and see what you think. Maybe play too... I could help you create a character. Some of them are theater of the mind sessions and some we use software to show tactical maps if we need to."

I blinked a few times. I had no idea what he was saying and, to be honest, I was still fighting off the dirty thoughts that were racing through me. Role playing meant something else for me. Something I wasn't supposed to do. No, that's not right... it was something I tried not to do. I had enough problems in my life, I didn't need to get caught up in all the problems re-opening that side of me would bring.

We stopped at the edge of the road. He grinned and jerked his thumb to the right. "I'm headed that way," he said.

I smiled and nodded in the other direction even though I had to go the same way he did. "Guess I'll see you later."

He nodded. "Yeah, guess so. Maybe at your shop, who knows?"

"I've got the best muffins around," I said before I could stop myself.

His eyes got wider and I saw him straining to keep from laughing or saying something a nice girl like he thought I was wouldn't appreciate. If only he knew I was not a nice girl. I was a dirty, naughty, sl—

"So I meant it... would you like to check it out sometime? D&D, I mean?"

I gave my head a little shake and nodded. "Yeah... um, sure. Let me know next week when you're playing," I said. Next week gave me time to get myself under control. Ken was a nice guy... too nice. He didn't deserve what I'd do to him.

He nodded and grinned. "Cool... I'll do that. Well, good night!"

"Good night, Ken," I said. I watched his ass as he turned and practically skipped down the sidewalk. He had a cute butt for a nerd. A little soft around the middle, but—

No! I wasn't going to do that to him. I wasn't going to do anything to him. Damn it,! Get your mind out of the gutter... or at least out of his pants. He doesn't deserve someone like me. He might think he does but... well... men weren't smart enough to be careful what they wished for.

I had a meeting to get to and after that, I needed it more than ever!
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It always started the same way: "Hi, my name Zoe and I’m an addict."

"Hi Zoe," chorused a half dozen or so people.

"Zoe, I love it when you can make it to these meetings," Alana, the hostess, said. "But in order to really get to the heart of your addiction— to help you take the steps you need to fight it— you need to be honest with yourself. What kind of an addict?"

Oh, I was honest with myself... just not with them. They wouldn’t understand. But hey, it was her meeting and her rules. Besides, I wouldn’t be the first one to come here with this quirk. Hellfire, I wasn’t even the only one here tonight!

"Sex," I said and smiled.

"Good!" Alana smiled. "Can you tell us about it?"

"I can, but you  might need to remind me to clean up the wet spot on the chair afterwards."

That little joke brought out a couple of gasps and a few snickers.

"Zoe, addiction isn’t a laughing matter. Nobody can help you better than you can. Please take yourself seriously, you’re worth the fight."

Alana wasn’t the reason I came to these, but she definitely made it easier. She really cared for people. She wanted to fix things. It was almost nauseating some times. I guess, when it was me she was focused on it wasn’t as annoying.

I nodded. "Sorry... it’s how I cope."

She smiled. "And that’s all right too, I just want to make sure you know that nobody here thinks you’re a joke, and I don’t want you thinking that either."

"Thanks," I said and took a deep breath. "All right...well, every day is a battle. I play these games in my head with people I see. Complete strangers. I try to figure out what they do or who they are. Usually I have no idea... but I get glimpses and ideas. Maybe a logo or the way they’re dressed. Maybe their shoes or something I hear them say. It’s enough to get me started. Then I start to imagine what their sins are. I stick with lust pretty much all the time. I’m not talking about just who are they fucking either, but how they do it and where they do it and how many times? Details too, like whether he’s on top or behind her. Does she like to be called a slut? Is she on the pill or making him use a condom? Does she want him to finish inside or on her chest?"

I stared around the small circle of chairs. There were a lot of open mouths and more than few red faces. One woman’s eyes were gleaming and I saw her press her legs together just enough to know. She smiled at me.

"You like to dress up in leather, I bet."

Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped to match the others.

"Told you I was good at it."

Alana cleared her throat. "Zoe... please, this is a judgment free place."

"Oh, I’m not judging," I said. "I like— no, love— it all. You see, I fantasize because if I let it become more, then it overwhelms me. I want it so bad... and I’ve let myself go a few times too. The dirtier and raunchier it is, the more I feel it. I want it so bad... to feel the whip on my back or my ass or my legs. To hold the whip and strike someone else to show them how pain and pleasure can be so confusing. To have chains spreading my ankles and clamps on my nipples. Oh sweet fallen saints, it’s like I’m so fake and weak and wasting my life by denying myself. These thoughts and, occasionally, these acts fill me up and make me feel like I could do anything. I want them so badly... and that’s why I’m here?"

"You don’t want to have these urges anymore?" the closet dominatrix asked.

"I can’t stop them, it’s what I am," I admitted and then bit my lip. Shit. I was getting carried away with myself. A quick look confirmed there were three people here, at least, that I could start an orgy with if I just gave them the word. "Right now I’m so turned on I want things that would make a few of you pass out. You’d pass out with a smile on your lips, but you’d still pass out. What I want is control. Not over any of you, but over myself. The overwhelmed part of me that is struggling has accepted that a large part of me wants these things. What she wants— what I want— is to not want these things. I want to be normal. I don't want to want all of this."

Alana was the first to snap out of the fog of lust I’d begun to establish in the room. That was without trying. If I was trying...well, there’d be clothes on the floor. Yes, that’s experience talking and a part of me wasn’t proud of it. The scary part is that another part of me was proud.

"Oh sweetie, you are normal. We’re all normal. Everybody has urges. Cigarettes, alcohol, cleaning, sex, lying, stealing... there are probably as many urges as there are people in the world. That’s part of being human. We confuse ourselves and have complications all through our life. We’re told to do one thing while we want to do something else. That’s not a bad thing, even if it’s frustrating. What is bad is when it hurts you. Putting yourself in a dangerous situation... that’s bad. Putting your health at risk is bad too."

I sighed. "It’s not my health I’m worried about. It’s my soul."

Alana stiffened. "So you believe in God, Zoe?"

I had to be careful here. Religion is a touchy subject, even in the well rounded city of Gatlinburg, Tennessee. "I... I just don’t want to follow in my mother’s footsteps," I said.

"Oh... Oh! So your mother... is she still with us?"

"Oh yeah. She’ll probably outlive us all. If the things I said seemed extreme you haven’t seen nothing."

Alana gawked for a moment and then fanned her face. "Well... um... if she’d like to come sometime and talk she’d certainly be—"

I laughed and then waved a hand. "I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to be rude. She loves her life. There’s no coming back for her."

"Coming back?"

"Yeah, forgiveness. Salvation... whatever. That train left the station long before I was born."

Alana swallowed loudly. Leather girl was watching me with interest, but I pretended not to notice her.

"Do you have many brothers and sisters?" Alana asked.

"You’d think so, wouldn’t you? But now, just me. Mom fell for a man once. The only one she ever really loved. They made a deal and, I guess, here I am. Her one and only."

Leather girl leaned forward. She looked tall, even hunched over a little like she was now. Or maybe because of it. "What kind of deal?"

I smiled at her. "Sorry, that’s her story to tell, not mine."

She looked disappointed and shared that with a grunt.

Alana smiled again and turned to the dominatrix. "All right, well... how about you? Why don’t you tell us about yourself?"

She looked me in the eye and said, "All right. My name is Liv and, well, I like sex too."

I smiled at her. Nailed it.

A few people muttered around the circle. Either this wasn’t making their urges any easier to deal with or they were appalled at how many slutty women the city had.

My smile lost its power when a thought came to me. I wasn’t the only person like me, even in this area. There was one or two in Pigeon Forge or Sevierville and a handful in Knoxville. Was Liv one of them? I studied her as she began to talk.

"I want to thank Zoe first," Liv said while continuing to stare at me. She didn’t seem to mind at all that I was checking her out from expensive open toed heel to her just as pricey blond hairdo. "I love sex and yes, I love being in charge. I don’t have a lot of those needs that she mentioned though. My problem is my job— I love my job, don’t get me wrong, but my position doesn’t allow me to do the things I’d like to."

I tried, and failed, to keep a smile off my face when she said, ‘position’. She wore a tasteful, if short, skirt with a slit halfway up her thigh so that nylon clad skin was exposed. I saw the top of her stocking too, so they weren’t full nylons, she probably had a garter belt on too. Sexy. She wore a sleeveless white sweater that was bulging with her tits. They had to be fake, her belly was too tight and her calves and forearms were way too toned for natural boobs that stuck out like that. A light half jacket that matched her skirt rested on her shoulders and under the curls of blond hair that seemed to float on her shoulders.

She was a beauty and a class act. She definitely wasn’t like me.

"I see, what do you do... if you can say?"

"Oh, I can say," Liv said with a smile. Her eyes landed on me. "It’s ironic. I had to do the sorts of things she was talking about to get into my job, but now I can't and sometimes I miss it. I guess we all make sacrifices though, right?"

Alana tilted her head. "I don’t understand... are you saying you’re a... sex worker?"

Liv smiled and glanced around the ring. Her eyes ended on me, of course while she reached to open her purse at her side. "Pretty much. Or at least I used to be. Now I run Gatlinburg’s one and only escort service, Masque. I have cards if anybody wants one?"
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"After that I feel like we might be related," Liv said on our way out of the meeting.

I raised an eyebrow. She was taller than me. I could fix that, but it might seem a little weird to her if I grew several inches right in front of her. That's all right though, I knew how to top from the bottom if I needed to. "How’s that, sister-from-another-mister?"

She laughed. "Ooh, I like that! But no, my mother was a hard working woman that only had one daughter and enough sons to make us an even half dozen. A cousin, maybe, but you don’t strike me as being Nordic."

I reached up and ran a finger through my hair. Still black as my soul and with red highlights that hinted at where that soul was headed. "What gave it away?"

Liv had platinum blond hair, of course, but her eyebrows were a shade darker. Dirty blond was my bet. And her eyes were a pale blue that couldn’t be faked. She was beautiful and wanted the world to know it. I was too, but I didn’t want the world to know it.

"You and I should hang out," Liv said.

I smiled. "Sorry, I don’t pay for company."

I was hoping to piss her off. She laughed instead. "Oh no, not like that! I like to get to know all my girls before—"

I stopped and stared at her. It took her a step and a half to realize I wasn’t beside her. "This is a job interview?"

Her smile was so bright I felt my face burning.

"Ugh, I have a job."

"But I bet you can’t make what I can pay you."

"Unless you pay me in baked goods, I doubt it."

Her smile faltered. "What?"

It was my turn to smile. "I’m a baker."

"A baker?"

I laughed. Her expression was priceless and one of the things I would remember. These little things helped me get through the days.

She looked me up and down and gestured at my body. "With a body like that? My god, I could get thousands for you! I’m a trophy to show off but you... you’re built for sin!"

My smile faded. "It was nice meeting, you, Liv. If you’ll excuse me, I need to be going. I start early."

"Wait! No, I’m sorry... I didn’t mean to upset you. It’s just... I don’t even swing that way but you... you make me want to reconsider."

Fuck. I could feel her arousal. I could smell it, even if she didn’t realize it herself yet, I did. I closed my eyes and considered changing myself right then and there, in front of her. I almost did, just a few tweaks to take the edge off, so to speak. I’d come out tonight in a mood, and that mood said I wanted to be dragged into an alley, bent over a box, and used without mercy. That mood was gone now, but if what Liv was saying was true, I needed to avoid any dark alleys. I didn’t want anyone getting hurt...even the blond bimbo drooling over me.

"Are those real?" she whispered.

"Ugh... yes," I said. "And no—"

"Bullshit!" she interrupted. "Prove it. Let me feel them."

I closed my mouth to collect my thoughts. I’d never been with a woman before, but I knew it worked the same way. I could have her if I wanted. Wrap her around my finger, figuratively and literally. She could give me everything she had if I wanted it... and I mean everything. I shook my head. "We’re done here. Thanks for taking a weird night where I really needed to not be focused on sex and ruining that for me."
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