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 A Hunger To Be
Fed







by
Rebecca Milton


On our fifth
date, Kevin told me it was going to be a double date. His best
friend, who was a woman, but he assured me they were just friends,
and her current boyfriend. It was important for him that I meet and
like Alice, she was a special person in his life. At first I was
concerned, it seemed to soon for that kind of thing.






Then, after
some thought and talking to a few friends, I allowed myself to see
it as sweet and a good sign for where the relationship would be
going. I met them at a restaurant down town. Alice turned out to be
an inflatable love doll and her boyfriend was a life sized,
polyurethane spider-man statue. I didn’t stay for appetizers.






He called and
emailed me for two weeks after the double date, seeking an
explanation for my ending things so abruptly. When I told him his
best friend was an inflatable doll and I didn’t feel comfortable
with that he called me a racist and burned a pork shank on my front
lawn. The ending was ugly but the pork shank was crispy on the
outside, moist and tender on the inside.






Brian was a
man I had a two week fling with while I was in Jamaica. I liked
him, he was kind, funny and easy to be with. I didn’t see it going
anywhere, it was one of those oh why the hell not, vacation flings.
Toward the end he got very clingy, telling me he wanted to leave
with me. I said it wasn’t possible, he insisted, I finally had to
break it off before the last night. I was so looking forward to
some steamy good-bye sex. I ended up finding him in my luggage when
I got to the airport. Trouble was, Brian owed some drug dealers a
considerable amount of money so, when I found him in my luggage, I
found him in all three pieces. I learned right then and there that
club soda gets blood stains out of clothes, vodka tonic does
not.






Timothy was a
one night thing. Sort of. I met him at a bar where I was with my
dear friend Abbey. She was meeting a man from a dating site and
didn’t feel completely comfortable alone. They arranged for it to
be a double type thing. I was Abbey’s back up and Timothy was
Glen’s back up. So, after work one night, we had drinks at a bar
and, as the evening progressed, Timothy and I moved away from Abbey
and Glen. It was their date and once we established they were fine,
we decided it was best we fade away.






Timothy, not
Tim, mind you, was pleasant enough. I was feeling kind of low at
the time, the holidays were approaching and I hated the idea of
facing them alone. I was, maybe more open, more vulnerable,
something. Timothy, several times, commented on the shape and the
beauty of my breasts. Something about the way he said it sounded
truly flattering and not pervy or inappropriate.






We had a few
more drinks and he asked if he could take me home. I said sure, why
not. In the cab, we made out a little and he brushed his fingers
over my breasts, very lightly and it felt kind of good. I barely
opened the door to my apartment when we were all over each other.
Kissing, fondling, he kept commenting on my breasts. Still, I liked
it.






“I’m glad you
like them,” I said, “let me give you a better view.” I slowly
unbuttoned my blouse. His eyes got wide as my blouse drifted to the
floor. I put my hands under them and pushed them up, making them
bulge out of the top of my bra. He kissed the tops of them gently,
sweetly and I figure this would be good. He slipped his hands
around my back and his fingers grasped the clasp. He didn’t
immediately take it off. He looked at me with such longing in his
eyes.






“May I?” he
asked.






“You most
certainly may,” I said, pop went the clasp and my breasts were
exposed. I have good boobs, pert, round, buoyant and he liked them.
He touched them, lifted them, squeezed them.






“Excuse me one
minute,” he said, “where’s the little boy’s room?”






“The bathroom
is down the hall, just before the kitchen on your right.” He
nodded, picked up his brief case and headed to the bathroom. I
found that rather odd but then, I figured, maybe he wanted to
discretely see if he had a condom. He was in the bathroom for a
while and I started to wonder what was going on. “You okay in
there,” I called to him.






“Fine,” he
said and I heard the door open. When he walked back into the room
he was naked except for a large diaper. “Mommy,” he said to me in a
creepy little boy voice, “I’m hungry, may I suckle?” I stared at
him.






“You put on a
diaper, or you were wearing that under your clothes.”






“I put it on,”
he said in his regular voice, then he switched to the creepy baby
voice, “did you want to put my diaper on me, mommy?”






“I’m not your
mommy,” I said, quickly pulling my blouse back on, “and get the
fuck out of my house.” He protested but I pushed him to the door,
shoved him out and threw his clothes out after him. He sat on my
front stoop and sucked his thumb until I called the police who came
and rousted him. I called Abbey the next day and told her my tale.
She told me that things had gone really well with Glen, they had
drinks, dinner and made out a little when he walked her home.






“Well,” I
said, “that certainly sounds better than the freak with the diaper
at the end of my night.”






“Not so fast,”
she said, “this morning at the office, I received a package from
Glen. It was a box of diapers with a note that said, and I quote;
“not right away but, when you feel comfortable, I hope you’ll let
me powder your little bum, put a diaper on you and play with you in
the sand box.”






“Maybe they
should date each other,” I said.






“I have a
feeling they do.”






Gabriel was a
photographer. I met him at a showing of his work in SoHo. I really
liked his photography. He had a unique eye and a great sense of
rhythm in his work. He shot in black and white, mostly structural
stuff, a few people. Truly inspired work. I talked to him for most
of the evening and I bought one of his pieces. He was very down to
earth, not like many of these inaccessible, ethereal artists, I
thought.






I could tell
he liked me, he remarked on my clothes and said I had a very
unique, captivating style. I gave him my number so he could call
me, tell me when I could pick up the photograph, it had to stay up
for the three days of the showing. A week later he called me and
said I could pick up the piece and asked me to come to the studio,
he’d love to see me again. When I arrived he remarked on my outfit
again, told me I looked interesting. He showed me around, some
works in progress, some older works. A model came in, a very
striking woman and Gabriel said he had a shoot to do.






“Listen,” he
said to me, “before I start this shoot, would you mind if I ...” he
motioned to his camera.






“Oh,” I said,
I was flattered, he wanted to shoot me, it seemed, “I would be
honored.” He smiled and just stood looking at me. “What,” I said
after a moment.






“The clothes,
would you mind?” I was a little shocked but I’m not modest, I was
very comfortable with my body. It would be the first time I had
been photographed naked, by a professional, so I figured, why not.
He showed me to a dressing room, told me to take my clothes off in
there and then just come out. So, I stripped, stood in front of the
mirror, assured myself I looked good and came out.






As soon as I
stepped out, he slipped by me, went into the dressing room, took my
clothes and handed them to the model. She put all my clothes on,
they didn’t fit her very well, she was taller and much, much
thinner than me and, I’m talking zero boobs. I stood there naked,
for forty-five minutes, while Gabriel took photos of a model in my
clothes.






When he was
done the model just stripped and dropped my clothes on the floor
while Gabriel told her how wonderful she did, how great she looked.
I gathered my clothes and went back into the dressing room. I
dressed and just stood there, not knowing what to do next. When I
finally came out Gabriel handed me fifty dollars and thanked me. I
took the money and fled.






Two months
later I went to the opening of his new show, it featured the model
wearing different people’s clothes. I noticed that my stuff wasn’t
there. I walked around and bumped into Gabriel, he barely
remembered me. I asked him why the photos of my clothes didn’t make
it into the show.






“Well,” he
said, “ the idea was for her to meld into the personalities of the
people whose clothes she put on. The contrast between her beauty
and the fabrics of the ordinary person. After I developed the
pictures of her in your clothes, she just looked like a cheap
slut... Not what I was going for.” I spilled wine on his crotch and
left.






I did have a
lesbian affair. I experimented, like the girls in college say. For
two weeks I believed I was being open and experimental. I met
Brandy at a friend’s birthday party, complained about my trouble
with men, my disappointment and how I was at the point where I was
even ready to give women a try. She gave me her number and I called
her a few days later. We went on a couple of dates and it was
really good. I was kind of proud when I called Abbey and told
her.






“A lesbian,”
she said to me, “how does that work?”






“What do you
mean? I just... date women. Well, right now, one woman.”






“Huh,” she
said, “do you... I don’t know... Do you need a different wardrobe
or anything like that?”






“No, she’s a
little butch so, I guess, I’m the girl in the relationship.”






“So, how’s the
sex,” she asked, “is it... weird, good, what? They say no one does
it better than a woman because she knows what’s going on down
there.” I told her we hadn’t had sex yet but that I was planning on
it happening in the next few nights.






Three nights
after the phone call Brandy and I were at a bar and then, after a
few drinks, she took me back to her place. I was nervous, excited
but, I was ready. We sat on the couch and made out. She felt me up,
slipped her hand up my skirt and between my thighs. I was kind of
surprised because, for a girl, she didn’t really seem to know what
she was doing.






We went to the
bedroom and I undressed her. That was when I discovered that Brandy
was really Bob, a very effeminate man with his penis tucked and
taped. I am not sure why but I felt cheated. I had told people I
was having the lesbian, experimental experience. It made me
feel...I don’t know... Wild, evolved, like a Vassar girl.






When I took
off his shirt and I saw the silicone inserts in his bra and then
the bulge in his panties, I just felt sick and stupid. We talked,
he had thought all the time that I knew he was a guy. He was
thrilled that I had been fooled. Said it really turned him on and
it was the thing he needed to hear. Now, he was ready to have the
sex change. He asked me to stay and I decided to just say fuck and
have sex with him anyway. However, when I yanked the tape off, he
screamed like a girl, which oddly enough, was suddenly a turn off
and started to cry and bleed like crazy.






I stopped
there, took a breath, sipped the glass of whiskey and thought about
all of it.






“Is that it,”
he asked, “is that all of them?”






“No, there are
more.”






“Keep going,”
he said.






I took care of
my friend Andy’s dog for a month while he traveled and worked in
Spain. I loved his dog, a sweet mutt with an intelligent, very
chill personality. We got along great. One day, when I was walking
him in the park, I met Roger. He was a dog lover and had a Bull
Mastiff. We talked dogs, I told him that Skipper, Andy’s dog,
wasn’t mine but after taking care of him for so long, I was
thinking about getting one of my own. Roger was a font of
information. We exchanged emails and he sent me links to rescue
places, best pet breeds for new owners.






We met up on a
Saturday and went to an adoption, just to look, at the PetSmart. He
told me it was important I went to several of those, really get the
feel of the dogs and make sure I was ready to adopt. That first one
turned into another one the week after, which turned into a movie,
then dinner and then, we were seeing each other pretty
regularly.






I spent the
night at his place a few times and the sex was good, really good.
He, well, he certainly had a gifted tongue and stamina. He would go
down on me for hours and just lick me til I thought I was going to
black out. Give me these intense, rolling orgasms. Amazing. So, we
were doing OK but I still hadn’t decided on a dog. Andy came back
and took Skipper home. I missed him and decided I really wanted to
get a dog of my own.






“How about
this,” Roger said to me, “stay with me tonight and tomorrow, we’ll
get up early, get coffee and get you... a dog.”






“That sounds
perfect,” I said, very excited to be getting a dog and to be in a
normal relationship. We had been together for about two months at
that point. “I hope I’m a good pet owner,” I said, I was truly
worried about that.






“You’re going
to be great,” he told me. “Sampson just loves you, he loves you,
loves you, loves you. He just can’t get enough of you.” That was
very sweet and very reassuring. “So, come on over tonight and...
let’s have some fun.” So, I went to his place that night and we
smoked a little dope, drank much wine and went to the bedroom.






All evening he
had been saying he wanted to let me see his more experimental side,
his kinky side. I said I was up for it. I had told him the diaper
story and the blow up doll story, he had laughed and agreed those
guys were freaks so, I felt safe. I was going down on him, he was
laying on his back and I was sucking his cock. I liked his cock, it
was thick, solid and he tasted good. So, I was running my tongue up
and down the shaft, he’s moaning, yes, that’s so good and then, he
stops me, pulls me up to him and kisses me. I straddle him and let
his hard cock slip into my very wet pussy. He sighs.






“You mentioned
doing something a little... kinky,” I said as I slowly rocked back
and forth on his pole, “what did you have in mind?”






“How do you
feel about a threesome,” he asked, his hands on my hips, helping me
rock. I thought about it, I know it’s just about every guy’s
fantasy and, I figured I could finally have my legitimate lesbian
experience.






“I could do
that,” I said to him, “do you want to watch or participate?”






“Both, I want
to do both. You’d really be good with this?” he asked, very
excited. I kissed him, moved my hips forward and pushed him deeper
inside me.






“Absolutely,
I’d love to do that for you.”






“Great,” he
said and got up on his elbows, “Sampson,” he called and the dog
came bounding into the room, “OK, boy, it’s OK”. I looked at him.
“Now,” he said to me, go back down on me, suck my cock and put your
ass in the air, Sammy will mount you from behind.” I looked at the
dog, it was slobbering, drooling and sporting a huge erection. I
stopped moving and looked at Roger.






“What the
fuck, you want a threesome with you, me and that dog?”






“I told you he
likes you, he likes you a lot.” I got off his dick and started to
dress. “You’re not into it?” he said, surprised, actually surprised
that I wouldn’t let his dog fuck me. “Come on,” he pleaded, “it’s
not weird, I know a lot of people who do it.”






“Not me,” I
said, “and, trust me, I’ve been with weird and this...” I pointed
at the dog with the throbbing member, “This is w-e-i-r-d.” I headed
toward the door.






“Would you
consider giving him a hand job,” he called after me. The dog
followed me to the door and whined at me. “Give him a little
release.” Roger was now standing in front of me, naked his cock
sticking out, pulsating.






“Why don’t you give him a hand job?”






“Oh,” he said,
“I will but, you know, I just wanted him to have a little strange
tonight.”






I stopped,
leaned against the wall and sipped the whiskey. He watched me.
Waited. His patience was like a warm cloud of steam in the room. It
was soothing, enveloping and comforting. I didn’t feel like I had
to stop, apologize or hide anything. I was truly free just to let
all the stories come out.






He put on his
apron, and took the container of flour off the shelf. He poured a
mound of it on the table. He pushed a crater into the middle of the
mound, cracked three eggs into the crater, added some warm water
with yeast and then mixed it all together. He used his hands. His
strong hands. Hands that had done this a million times. Slowly the
dough came into being and he rolled it into a large ball.






He then poured
olive into a steel bowl, dropped in the dough and covered it with a
towel. He poured more whiskey into his glass and held the bottle up
to me. I nodded, he crossed to me and poured me another drink.
Then, he sat down at his table and sipped. I sipped, we were quiet
for a long time. The dough rose, he pounded it out and put it back
in the bowl. We had another drink. Again, he pounded the dough out.
He threw a hand full of flour on the table and dropped the dough
onto it. He sat back down.






“That it?” he
asked and I shook my head. “OK,” he said, “take your time.” I
sipped my drink and he watched me.






Abbey got
married. I was her maid of honor. I was really excited. Honestly
excited for her. I know that women get catty or petty about it when
a friend gets married before they do, but not me. I love Abbey and
I am so happy she found David. He’s great, they’re great and I know
their life is going to be just... well, it’s going to be perfect.
The wedding was wonderful. She looked... Oh god, she looked so
good. I was so proud of her, so incredibly honored to be a part of
the wedding and... the bride’ maids dresses were actually
beautiful. Abbey wouldn’t have it any other way.






So, the
wedding, the reception, all great. A huge party. The bride and
groom go off, Abbey’s mom and dad keep the party going. I am happy,
drinking and flirting brazenly with Carlson,one of the groomsmen
and close friend of David’s. So, the night goes, we’re drunk, we’re
staying in the same hotel and... we end up back in his room. We
have a bottle of champagne and all is right with the world. Carlson
has my dress up, I’m bent over the desk and he is just pounding me,
fucking me hard and it was good. It was what I needed.






I stopped and
sipped.






So, he is
going to town on me and I am feeling it, I am really feeling it.
I’ve got my head down on the desk and he is fucking me so well.
Then, he reaches around and under and starts working on my clit
with his fingers. Little circles. Perfect. I can feel the orgasm
coming. I can feel it in my chest. My breathing starts to quicken.
I’m screaming yes, perfect, just like that. I am so into it, so
lost in it. I start to cum and I raise my head up off the desk
and... standing in the doorway, with a baby in her arms, is
Carlson’s wife. She had missed her flight and come in late. He
didn’t know she was still going to come. She decided to surprise
him, have a little time in the hotel together, rekindle. I scream,
“I am cumming” right in the face of this guy’s wife. She collapses
on the bed in a puddle of tears.






I stopped and
sipped.






That was bad. Seeing her face, knowing this guy had lied to
me just to fuck me. But, what was worse was hearing him,
milliseconds after he yanked his dick out of me, say to her;
“This means nothing to me. She’s no one. She
doesn’t matter to me at all.”






Not that I
believed we were a couple or that I was special. I’m not completely
stupid, but, to hear it, to be slapped with it like that. I... I
just picked up my panties and slinked out of the room. Covered in
shame. I went back to my room and I cried. I just... cried.






I was silent
for a while.






“That it?” he
asked. I nodded yes. He sat for a moment and then stood up. He
began to work on the dough. He pounded it out, flipped it in the
air, pressed it into a large circle. Then, he added a red sauce.
Then, he spread two big handfuls of cheese on top. Then he put more
things on it, garlic and peppers, onions and meats. Finally he
stepped back, surveyed it, nodded, slipped the large wooden paddle
under it and pushed it into the oven. He sat back down.






“Tell me
again,” I said.











“We are all
searching,” he said, “we are all seeking answers. I’ve known this
since I was a little boy. People are looking for something. They
meditate, they stare into the sun for controlled amounts of time.
They climb mountains, run marathons. Some people seek it in the
sublime or the mystical. Some people swear they can find it in the
precision of stats in a baseball game. Gurus and yogis. Life
coaches. Gym memberships. Low carb diets, high barb diets. Paleo
diets. Sensory deprivation tanks. Drugs, alcohol, sex. The ways in
which people seek are as limitless are there are people. When I was
young, I had this thought in the back of my head. Not really fully
formed. It seemed to me that these people were simply hungry.
That’s all. They were hungry and that hunger drove them. It drove
some of them insane, some of them to death.”






He sipped his
drink, “After college, I wandered around Italy. I hooked up with
girls, I drank a lot. I got into fights. I acted like a lost,
searching kid, because I was. Then, one day, out of money, my body
and spirit just beaten, I woke up in a doorway in Trieste. An old
man poked me with a stick and woke me. I spoke a little Italian, he
spoke a little English. I told him I had no money, no place to go,
no way to get there and he took me inside. He had a little
trattoria, he made pizza. I had never cooked in my life, but he put
me to work in his kitchen. He and his wife. They made something
like six hundred pizzas a day. Just the two of them and this guy
Treeno, who, I found out later, had been just like me. Lost and
searching. I started sweeping, warming the ovens, cleaning the
trays, eventually, he started to teach me how to make a pizza. The
dough, the sauce, the whole thing. So, the day comes and I take an
order slip off the carousel and I start to make a pizza. My first
one. The old man asks me, “Who is this for?”






I tell him
someone in the dinning room, someone at table six. I toss the dough
on the table with flour and he grabs my hands.






“Who is this
for?” he asks me again and I tell him I have no idea. “Then how can
you make them a pizza?” he says. So, he walks me out to the dining
room and we go to table six and I meet the people. A young couple
who have come back to Italy a year after they came here on their
honeymoon. So, we go back into the kitchen and he says to me; “They
are sad. They have love, but she is afraid it’s going away. They
came here searching. Looking for something. They are hungry. So, we
feed that hunger.”






So, I start
making this pizza and he says no. They ordered a mushroom pizza and
he says no.






“Onions,
peppers, garlic and pepperoni” he tells me.






“That’s not
what they ordered,” I say.






“But, it’s
what they need,” he says and sits down to watch me make the pizza.
I take my time, I want it to be perfect. I push it into the stone
oven and wait. I turn it and wait. I pull it out and it is
beautiful. Like a painting. I am so proud but, I’m worried because
it’s not the pie these two ordered. But, I slice it and hand it off
to Treeno. He walks it over to the couple, puts it down and walks
away.






I am standing
in the doorway with the old man, watching them. The guy, he looks
around, seems a little agitated that he didn’t get what he ordered.
He starts to stand up, you know, come to the kitchen and complain,
but she puts a hand on his arm and stops him. She says something to
him and he sits back down. I’m watching the whole time. They each
take a slice and start to eat. Quiet, just eating. Then, she says
something and he laughs. Another slice and they are talking,
animated.






“With fire
now,” the old man whispers to me.






They eat and
laugh and she reaches out and touches his arm again and he holds
her hand. They eat the whole pie and sit at the table holding
hands, looking into each others eyes. And me... well, I’m standing
there just crying like a baby. They finally get up and put money on
the table and come to the kitchen. They say it was the best pizza
they ever had, they didn’t realize how hungry they were or what
they were really hungry for.






“I really
thought we ordered a mushroom pie,” the guys says, “turns out,
that’s not what we wanted.” He thanks us and off they go.






“Never just
make the pizza,” the old man says to me, “always make it for
someone.”






So, later that
night, I am cleaning up the dining room, sweeping, staking chairs,
when I finish, I go back into the kitchen and everyone is gone.
There’s a pizza sitting on the table and a note. I read the note.
It says; Feed your hunger.






So, I opened a
bottle of wine, I sit down and I eat this whole huge pizza, the
whole thing by myself. Halfway through, I realize, I’m laughing.
I’m just laughing like a fool and it feels so good to laugh. Like I
hadn’t laughed before. I finish the pie, and I laugh myself to
sleep sitting right there in the kitchen. I stayed there for a
year, came back to the states and opened this place. I learned how
to make pizza but, more important, I learned how to feed that
hunger.”






He sipped his
drink, picked up the paddle and pulled the pizza from the oven. It
looked so perfect. He put it on the table and I got up and came to
the table. We both stood there, looking at the pizza. He took the
knife and cut it into slices. He threw a small towel at me.






“Dig in,” he
said. I took a slice, sat down and started to eat. With each bite,
I felt change. With each bite, the mixture of spices and topping,
the hot cheese, the garlic, I felt something move inside, slip out
and stream away. I finished one slice and had another. Then
another. He didn’t say anything, he watched and I ate. I ate the
entire pizza, all by myself. When I finished the last slice, when I
licked the last bit of sauce and cheese off my finger tips, I
sighed, rather, my entire body sighed and I felt it all release. I
felt it all vanish. I put my head down on the table and I fell
asleep. Deep, still, untroubled sleep.






I sat on a
stool in the kitchen, he put on his apron and threw flour on the
table. I smiled, loving so much watching him do this. After all
this time, I still loved watching him make the pizza. He made the
mound, broke the eggs, mixed in the water and oil and rolled it all
into a ball. He dropped the ball in an olive oil coated bowl and
covered it with a towel.






“Tell me,” he
said as he filled our glasses with whiskey.






“Two years
ago,” I said, “I was at my wit’s end. I was lost. I was scared. I
was lonely.” I reached across the table and took his flour covered
hand, “I was hungry. Then, I met an insane man who made pizza that
he swore would cure your ills and feed your hunger. He made the
best pizza I had ever had and...”






“And,” he
said.






“And... I fell
in love with him,” I said and kissed his hand. He brushed flour off
my face, “He knows when I’m hungry. He knows what I’m hungry for
and he never lets me down.”






He pounded out
the dough, tossed it in the air, ladled on the sauce, spread the
cheese, put on the toppings, the same ones he put on that first
night and, with the long paddle he pushed the pizza into the oven.
He sat beside me, kissed me and we sipped our whiskey. I had my
head on his shoulder and he held my hand. After a while, he pulled
the pizza out of the oven, slid it onto the table, sliced it and
smiled. We stood over the table looking at the beautiful pizza.






“Happy
anniversary,” he said to me.






“Happy anniversary,” I said to him and we sat down and ate the
pizza.

 


***













 Hair Pulled Up by the
Stars







by
Blanche Wheeler


The
first thing I noticed about him was his scent, because I didn't see
him at all when we collided in the doorway of the meeting room. I
was moving a little late, as usual -- too many irons in the fire,
as the saying goes, something is going meltdown. I was flipping
through my iPad, trying to figure out what meeting this was and
what it was about, when I rushed into the doorway. Wham!






I wound
up on my butt with a stunned look on my face, not sure how I got
there -- and there was this scent in the air. It was like leather
and oak with a spice I can't name. Then I saw who this scent
belonged to. He was bending down and offering his hands to me, to
help me up. They were great hands. Thick and strong looking, but
they were gentle with me as they pulled me up from the floor. I'm
embarrassed and flustered and that scent wouldn’t leave me
alone.






He
smiled at me and introduced himself as Stan Brinks. He apologized
for knocking me down. My embarrassment turned to anger, and since
he's at fault, obviously -- why would he apologize if he wasn't at
fault -- it focused on him.






"You are
sure you are alright?" Stan asked.






I've
said I'm alright three times. "Yes. Can we take a seat
now?"






I've had
three more meetings that day and my to-do list was growing at each
one of them.






It was
only after I was seated that I got a good look at my assailant. He
was about three inches taller than me, with wonderful black hair,
blue eyes and a shadow of a beard, which looked great on him. His
Italian cut suit brought out the V shape of his upper body, as well
as emphasizing his long legs.






Stan
removed his jacket, and rolled up his sleeves, like he was about to
dig a ditch or something, then began his presentation.






I loved
his voice. It resonated in the room, and the way he moved while he
talked, the gestures of his hands, the animated expression of his
shoulders, and the vibrancy of his facial language brought me into
him. I felt the flush of arousal across my skin, and my hair felt
like it was being pulled up by the stars. I did not have got a clue
what he was talking about, and I really did not care.
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