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From the Author
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This work of Scar lett, definitely reflects a shift, or at least a diversion, to what the basic content of material has been, up to this point. Not that there hasn’t been any romance or sex appeal in novels presented thus far, but it’s never been a driving force behind a story the way it is here. 

And a ‘driving force’ it ‘tis! Not simply gratuitous (the way the beginning steamy scenes seemed when first penned); but rather, intricate to the tale itself. There had been no (initial) notion that the sexiness of the characters could play so heavily into actual story development. And for this writer’s ‘moral code,’ shall we say, that turned out be very satisfying. To write sex-play simply for the sake of it is okay, but when its able to weave into the fabric of how the yarn moves along and comes to end is, quite frankly, ‘simply marvelous.’ 

Also satisfying was the inclusion of some actual history (times and places); always a treat. Also a newer wrinkle: a distinct drop in the Christian angle to the piece. It is there, and again, weaves its way in perfectly (pivotally); but more dialed-back.

All in all, a fulfilling (and entertaining) departure from what’s become ‘the norm’ of the past decade’s work.

Enjoy ;o)   
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Prologue
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Through her cross-barred, yellow-framed window, she took in the familiar, but still-gorgeous view of the little St. John’s bay that greeted her daily. A few boats at dock, surrounded by the rising, plush-green hills, dotted with multi-colored little houses. It never got old. 

Neither did the newer glimpses she was getting from her laptop as her correspondent panned with his tablet on the other end of this Zoom session. He was sharing the red-rock glory of where he lived to her. Chiseled and rugged hills laced with white, pink and orange hues, dotted with pines, much like her hills were with homes. It reminded her, in a way, of her own surroundings, but at the same time, it was absolutely different – and surreal. The images came from a faraway American desert state, while her locale was a costal Canadian province, much removed from there. It was entirely ridiculous that this connection at so great a distance was formed – but it had, and there was nothing to be done. 

She lifted her laptop from the table and pointed its camera out the window, giving him a look at her hometown in return. After a short while, they both returned their own faces to their respective screens, complimenting back and forth how pretty and handsome one another looked. More conversation and gooey-talk ensued, and finally, the would-be couple ended their session for the day with ‘hugs’ and ‘kisses.’ With the same hand as she’d closed the computer, she breezed to the other end of the desk and grabbed a book she’d been avidly reading, a ghost story. Pulling it down with her as she plopped back on her bed, Charlotte opened to her bookmark and began anew.  
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Chapter 1

Charlotte
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I’ve always known I was a tad different than the rest – my friends, family, and other people in general. Not really strange mind you, like I’m an outcast or anything (I just love ghost stories); it’s simply from a standpoint of ‘perspective,’ I guess you could say. Where most live and operate in the here and now, I seem to have a knack for projecting into the future, or the past as the case may be. Sure, everyone thinks about what they’ll do or prepare for in the days to come – a test, an appointment, an interview, what they’ll do for a living or who they’ll end up with in the end. But me, I take it a step further. 

I honestly tend to cast myself into a future eventuality. It’s like an actor, I suppose, preparing for, and taking on a role. Immersing oneself entirely into it, and, in my case, taking my formidable imagination and concocting a future outcome I want to see happen for myself. I recollect it starting in school when I wanted to ace a class, readying for tests and what not. Knowing the material was a given, but I’d project to the due date of, say, a book report – the teacher receiving it, reading it, grading it – and getting my desired result. I believe I even began the technique of dreaming these things I was rallying towards – and that was what I think started taking it to the next level. Who’s to say? Doing so could possibly have been manifesting that which I dreamt to said teacher – throwing my dream-world out into the ether – and it maybe landing on them?  It was possible. Who knows.

As years passed and I continued doing this with things, it showed itself to be highly probable actually – at least to me. I continued in this fashion with schoolwork, getting jobs, boys, college acceptance, so on and so forth. When family members were ill, or someone had an accident and they’d wind up hospitalized, I’d not only pray, but again – project to the future desired outcome of healing and recovery. I’ve never kept score of how often this process was effective – it simply was often enough to make a believer out of me, to where I no longer questioned it at all. 

I won’t go to the fanatical extreme of saying I’m a ‘time traveler,’ but if such a thing were possible, I feel like I certainly skirt the edges of it! Now, though future is the most applicable use of this ‘gift’ I’ve got, I am known, on occasion, to do the reverse with it; going in my mind, to an undesired past place, and envisioning a better result than actually occurred. You know, something or someone that filled me with regret in how things turned out. Naturally, you can’t change what’s done, but I’ve still found that in implementing my ability, said person who may have been hurt, perhaps by my doing, warms back up to me, and healing or forgiveness is had, or at least begun. Directly related to me ‘doing my thing’? Again, God only knows. I only know what I believe. 

I’ve said already that I’ve used it some with respect to seeking companionship; meeting a guy, then ‘casting’ to a future scenario where it manifests into a relationship. It was never more appropriate than when I’d met Liam online through a social app, who lived in a place called Sedona, Arizona. I’m in Saint Johns, Newfoundland, so there’s an obvious time differential between us right out of the gate. Though the time split isn’t innately substantial, it does amount to roughly four hours between here and there – enough to make one take note at least. And take note, I did. As we’d message or call, my awareness to his being half a day behind me sharpened. Given how I operate in life with my future or past projections, this quickly became something of an amusement to me. It enticed me somehow, the notion that my interactions with him were happening, from his time frame, in my past as it were. I mean, not really, but sort of, if you get my meaning. 

Anyway, it had never been my intent to carry on with one so far away, but there was some commonality or another; a mutual friend or shared interest that prompted me to click him – and from there on, it just ‘happened.’ Now, where he lives, this spot called Sedona, is both smaller-town rural, yet conversely something of a high-end art mecca. 

As such, having grown up there, Liam is a uniquely balanced chap. He’s an outdoorsy-rugged man’s man, yet simultaneously, shares my bent toward the arts and spirituality (also a trademark of his town). He’s a dashing fellow – dark hair, great build, right around six feet. This contrasts me quite nicely as I am a curvy, sandy-blonde, well under his height. I often imagine, in my particular way, these characteristics, not so far away from one another as they are – but close – and together. It goes something like this...

I’m walking on a trail there, in the land of the red rocks where he is; curving around, making my way up, up, further on up – taken in by the beauty that surrounds me. The air is cool, laced with a hint of warmth; not like where I live, just plain cold. Then, in like fashion, I am touched by equally cool fingertips which warm me to my core. I turn, and Liam is there, first hugging me, then taking my hand to stroll together the rest of the way. Our hands remain intertwined and locked for the duration to the summit, both feeling the bliss of togetherness and the splendor of our surroundings. When we reach the top, we breathe in with a sigh, briefly surveying our magical view, then turn to face each other, sighing yet again. Both hands held together now, we stare momentarily into one another’s eyes, then move in for a sweet kiss. Our mouths seem to coalesce, creating both bond and heat neither of us can deny. We continue to make-out for a good while, then glide into a warm, loving embrace. 

At which point, I feel something I haven’t yet before, in all these imaginings. As I hold him close, I experience not merely this sense of romance, but even deeper – a sense of family. Family – as though we aren’t simply a flirtatious, new couple – but one with history; one who’s begun to grow a family. Wait, what?

I shook myself from this one quickly – having projected much farther than I’m used to – further than I ever expected. Did I say, ‘expected,’ as in ‘expecting’? Oh my. I never intended to take a forecast that far. For now, I’m perfectly content for my imagination to keep me four hours past in my time with Liam, not into a future reality – with his children! Good Lord, Charlotte, I thought, dial it back!   
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Chapter 2

Liam
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Could you believe it? I was finally doing it. Taking a vacation outside the country! First time to Canada – first time abroad period! I couldn’t wait. Couldn’t wait to see the country, couldn’t wait to see – her. Who’d have thought that a backwoods guy like me would’ve found a girl like Charlotte, all the way up in ‘the Great, White North’? Well, northern Arizona – northeast Canada, guess it’s not too much of a stretch. Or maybe it is and I’m reaching. Whatever. Point is, I think our locales match up the way our personalities do, somehow. Pretty cool how people so far away from each other can suddenly wind up such a part of each other’s lives. And today, we weren’t going to be so far apart – for the first time! Hmmn. First time – with her – that’d be great, I thought. ‘Stop it, man,’ I said – quit getting ahead of yourself! Just let the plane land, get off, meet her, and take it from there – good grief!

Before you knew it, I was there – walking out of the gangway into the boarding gate, anxiously looking for her face – in real life! It took a minute amongst the crowd, but suddenly, there she was – Charlotte! As she started to move towards me, I got a lump in my throat. Her smile lit up wide as she was almost to me, and that got me going past my nervousness, so that I made my move to her too. She was a little hesitant, but decided take  my hands in both of hers, and we each squeezed them tight. We looked into each other’s eyes, and her gaze suddenly said ‘screw it’ – and she buried herself into me in a huge hug. As she did, something fell to the floor that she must’ve had tucked under her arm, I guess. A book. 

I moved at the same time with her to pick it up, and we wound up crouched face-to-face together. Both of us had a hand on the book, and our hands touched again as we did. All this combined, we both got the screw-it idea, and leaned further in to kiss each other. Our two hands on the book clasped firm, and it fell again as we smooched. 

I felt her start to grin again in mid-kiss, opening her eyes and backing off a little. I smiled too, started to rise again with her, finally taking possession of the dropped book to return to her. Both blushing, and trying to diffuse any awkwardness, I flipped the book over to see what it was about. Huh. Four Sisters – Volume One, Enid.

“This looks interesting,” I say.

“Oh yeah,” she replied, “I brought it along with for while I waited for you. This book’s a fictional ghost story, but there’s a real place of the same name, a haunted house here in St. Johns. We could go check it out if you like – “

“Sure,” I said, “Your ‘home-field,’ you’re the tour guide, I’m down.”

“Awesome,” said Charlotte, “we’ll do it tomorrow or something. Wanna get out of here now?” 

“Absolutely,” I said, and before you knew it, we were on our way through the concourse hand-in-hand to baggage claim. This was going better than I could’ve dreamed. Funny that, as we strolled, I got some vague vibe of walking like this with her on one of the trails back home. Was that a dream I’ve had of her and I together before, hiking or something? As I thought this, I glanced over at her while thinking it, and she caught the look. 

“What?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing,” I said. “I just thought of a dream I might’ve had about hiking with you back home; walking with you like this reminded me of it.” She gasped a little at this and grinned again, almost knowingly. 

“I’ve had the same thought – it’s something I’ve imagined too – maybe even dreamt it as well. I’ve told you before about what I do with ‘projecting’ – if I have dreamt it, maybe I even projected it to you!” 

“So, what? You saying you’re some kind of ‘psychic-dream-walker’ or something?” I said chuckling. 

“Pardon? A what?” she asked. 

“C’mon, with all you’ve told me about of your past and future ‘excursions,’ and how you even work them into dreams sometimes, you’re gonna tell me you’ve never heard of dream-walking?” 

“I don’t know, maybe I have somewhere– “

“Well, it’s pretty well-known back home. Anything and everything the least bit metaphysical is a thing in Sedona. Basically, it’s when two people share the same dream. And not just share it, but kinda make a plan to dial in and do it together.” 

“Oh, so like ‘premeditated,’ huh. I see. By the way, nice emphasis on ‘do it’ there,” she said with a playful wink, and an extra little squeeze of my hand. I hadn’t realized it came out like that, but I guess that shows you where my mind’s been at. The cool thing was that she took no offense, so I squeezed and winked right back. What was it I’d been thinking before about ‘first time’? Chances weren’t looking bad... 

* * * * *
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WE’RE WALKING NOW, not through the airport anymore, but in and around that little bay by her house that she’s showed me a bunch of times on Zoom. It felt like we’d been at it awhile because we’d gone from hand-in-hand to arm-in-arm, and were walking by docked boats. Some look like fishing boats, others recreational, and some looked like they might just be where somebody lived right on the water. Suddenly she was pulling me by the hand into one of those. I was like, what – but I go went it. Once inside and we saw no one around, she pulled me close, running her hands from my shoulders to up my neck, into rustling my hair. I could see in her eyes, she was past the romantic lead-up to this. Past all the months of imagining this moment. We both were. We ‘deep-dived’ into a hard, passionate kiss, our tongues going wild inside. While we were at it, our mutual determination had us both pulling one another’s shirts off, quickly moving to pants once that was done. It was all down to undies now, and though we toyed a little bit with erogenous zones while they remained, we didn’t waste a lot of time either, so before you know it, they were gone too. 

First, I licked her lower lips downstairs, then moved to her upper, dancing my tongue around in circles with little jabs. She was going kinda nuts with that, and decided it was time for what’s between (my) legs to be in her, and I was only happy to oblige. Moving my head out of there, I raised myself up, teasingly just rubbing my hardness around the opening at first, and then with a grinning glance to her anxious eyes, I plunged on in. 

She gave me a good moan at that, and in no time at all, we were both into a nice, rhythmic pattern of moans, pants and thrusts; back and forth, to and fro, pinch and pull. This is as good as I – hell – she imagined! That’s her thing, after all. And suddenly, at the height of it all, she said...

“Hi, sleepyhead! Have a nice nap?” 

And there you go – all imagined! Dreamt! Damn it. 
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Chapter 3

Charlotte
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“That seemed like a pretty nice naptime, Liam,” I commented, from the kitchen to the living room, smiling wryly. “You seemed to be enjoying something thoroughly. Pleasant dream?” 

“You could say,” he replied, a little embarrassed. “You wouldn’t have been influencing my dream at all, now would you?” he asked, hopeful. 

“Well, not at first, no,” I said. “But once it was coming clear what it was about, my imagination did go off in that direction with you. If something in my mind bounced back to you, well, I’m only happy to help!”

“How about you ‘bounce’ over here and offer some more ‘help’?” he suggested, patting the couch seat next to him. It seemed his confidence with our increasing familiarity towards one another was matching that growth exponentially. I wasn’t entirely sure I was okay with this pace, but I didn’t resist either, so ‘bounce’ over to him I did.  

Settling into the sofa next to him, I lightly touched his arms while he snuggled me, brushing my hair, caressing my face. It was nice; despite where his dream had obviously gone, he didn’t seem to be pushing for that just now – just lavishing my presence. I think we both had a sense of that; just being together as opposed to so far apart as we’re accustomed to. Perhaps he sensed my bent toward taking it slow, not ‘cashing in the chips’ as it were, all at once, just because we now actually had access. If that were indeed the case, maybe we were developing a rhythm with each other, akin to a certain ‘rhythm’ he had with us in his dream. The metaphor made me smile as I thought it, so I kissed him.

The kiss was warm and lingering, thus building heat as it continued on. Given where he had just been with me in his dream, and the fact that we were both only human, I backed away before the two of us wouldn’t be able to contain ourselves. Not that I didn’t want to, but he did just get here, and I for one, didn’t want it to feel like we rushed right in. That’s for fools as the saying goes. He sighed slightly as I moved off. 

“I’m sorry, I want to,” I began, feeling an explanation was needed. “But we’ve had all these months at long distance building what we have –“ 

“ – And it feels hurried if we jump right in only hours of having just met in person,” he finished for me. “It’s fine, I get it. And I didn’t come all this way just to get lucky the very first day.” 

He was speaking honestly, I could tell, but the way he put that made it sound like the expectation, at some point, was inferred. 

“Oh, so you do intend to ‘get lucky’ by, what, the third or fourth day?” I teased. 

“No, I was thinking definitely by the second. Since your longest range there was day four, I’ll compromise with day three. Yeah, that’ll work,” he replied grinning, “third day.” 

“Oh, will it now?” I bantered back. “Well, we’ll just have to – “ I planted another peck on his lips then, “ – see – “ and another, “ – about – “ and another, “ – that!” I grabbed his hand then, pulling him up with me and said, “for now, let’s go do something! Perhaps the haunted house tour?” 

“Sure,” he joked, “ghosts are a great substitute for sex, I’ve always thought!”

“Oh, stop it, already,” I laughed, “let’s just go!” 

* * * * *
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SO WE DID – GO. BUT not the way I thought at first. Since the ‘Haunted Hike’ didn’t start till much later, and I wasn’t even sure the Sisters’ place was even on it, I decided on my own little abbreviated tour, all having to do with the Sisters’ family – starting with their father, the builder of their well-known home, as well as the even more famous Cabot Tower – Samuel Garrett. That’s where we went first, to Cabot. Liam was impressed, finally getting his mind off – well, you know what.

As we scaled up the tower to the top, he decided to get something straight in his mind. “Okay,” he began, “so, the ghost story book you’re reading is about ‘four sisters’ whose parents die and one of the girl’s starts hearing ghosts; but that tale is completely unrelated to the father of the sisters who built this place and also their house back in town?” 

“Correct,” I confirmed. “Both this real-life history here, and the fictional story have a haunted element to them – so, inasmuch as they both share ‘the four sisters’ title, I was intrigued and got the book. I like anything ‘ghost’ related because pretty much any lingering spirit thing has the factor of someone ‘past-tense’ – in time. And because I like to ‘jump’ in time, in my own way, past and future, it’s something I relate to. Does that make sense?” 

“I guess,” he replied. “Makes sense so far as, now that I’m here with you, I’m seeing more of your depth as a person.” 

“Thank you,” I answered, following his lead, almost up to the top. “It’s not too weird, is it?” 

“I live in the town of ‘weird,’ hon. Nothing I’m not used to already. I could take you back with me, and I think you’d fit right in.” 

I wasn’t sure if it was a compliment or an insult, depending upon his view of his community; but I took it as the former based on what he’d previously described of the people and the place. I don’t think I’d mind returning with him at all. All that aside, we were here now, looking out from the top of the tower at the spectacular view of the Gulf of St. Lawrence and the Labrador Sea. Liam was immersed. 

“I don’t see the ocean much where I’m from,” he commented, “let alone an east coast one – this is gorgeous!”

“You like?” I asked, affectionately sidling up against him, my arm around his back. 

“I like very much,” he replied, returning an arm around my shoulder. “What’s next?” 

“Well, I do have something in mind in very short order – but rather than tell you, let me try to show you.” Since we were already cozily close, this seemed to me like a natural segue to attempt. “Face me, Liam, and hold me.” He turned from our side-by-side position and embraced me. I took his hand as we clinched, and held it firm. In my mind, I was going to where we’d be some minutes from now, along the hillside walking trail adjacent to the tower. Then I snuggled my cheek closer into his and whispered, “kiss me,” which he did, no problem. While still in mid-smooch, I mumbled “open your eyes and look in mine,” and I did the same. We both gazed into each other, slowly backing out of the kiss. “Now close them again,” I said, and I shut mine too, along with him, still holding his hand. I gave him a moment, then asked, “do you see anything?” 

Still with his eyes closed, he answered, “yeah – I see us, and we’re walking on a trail. Looks like it’s around here – “

“Excellent, it is!” I exclaimed, opening my eyes bright. “It worked, that’s exactly what I had in mind, what I wanted to show you!”

“So, you just took me into a ‘projected future’ then?” he asked, confirming.

“Basically, yes! I’ve never really tried to take someone into one before. It struck me that kissing and being close with you might be the perfect way to try it out.” 

“Makes sense. I think now, I really want to take you back home with me. You’d be a huge hit in town!” 

“Oh, really? And what? Open up a shop where I take people on future excursions with my metaphysical magic?” I asked wryly. 

“Yeah, something like that,” he answered with a grin. “We’ll be rich!” 

“Uh huh. So now I’m just a novelty meal-ticket, eh?” 

“No, now you’re the girl I wanna go get on that hiking trial with. C’mon!” 

And with that, we began the decline down the tower, only to be on the incline of the trail to the Queen’s Battery Barracks minutes later. As any man would be, he was mesmerized by the three antique cannons atop Signal Hill. It’s amazing the number of things men have built that juxtapose their penises to ‘boys’ toys,’ which they don’t consciously connect as a reflection of their member. As Liam got behind the thing, pretending to be shooting it over the bay, I decided to get playful as well on the cannon next to his, and toy around with the theory. I stretched myself out seductively along the length of the cannon’s shaft and began rubbing my arms and hands over it like I was performing, well, you know. 

It took him a moment to shift out of his shooting fantasy into the one I was concocting in front of him. Kuddos to him that he noticed pretty quickly. 

“What are you doing?” he asked with a bit of nervous swallow.

“What? Me?” I replied innocently. “I’m just very much admiring the craftsmanship of this cannon. Why?” I asked, fluttering my eyelashes and pushing myself upright; but still firmly caressing the cannon with my hands. 

“I – can see that, Charlotte. I thought I was diggin’ these, but you’re taking it to a whole other level over there.”  

“Whatever do you mean?” I continued teasing, but eased up on my hand motions, considering he moved from his cannon to mine, nudging into me with a warm bulge growing steadily in his pants. 

“I mean – if you really want to make it to day three before we get to it right here, you need to stop that – now,” he concluded, taking and moving my hand off the cannon, letting our clasped palms dangle together, moving them nowhere in particular. He was being a gentleman I could tell, because basic male instinct would’ve been to guide my hand over upon his member. I appreciated his chivalry, and showed him how much by putting my hand there myself. I began slowly rubbing it with the same pace and playfulness I just had with cannon, which obviously was only a substitute for being right where I was now. It grew ever warmer and harder with every stroke, I observed, smiling. 

“Mmmmnnn,” he groaned, followed by a quiet warning, “Day two it is then, unless you’re still just playing around – to which I suggest you stop if you’re not serious.” 

“Oh, I’m serious,” was all I said, and that was all it took. He brought a hand forward immediately to my crotch and began pressing mine in turn. I smiled all the more, followed by a few short gasps as well. It appeared we were underway. Up here in the breezy briskness of Signal Hill was where it was going to happen. Not necessarily where I would’ve picked, but I had no problem with it either. It was gorgeous site, and luckily, there was no one else around, at least not yet. And if that should suddenly happen, it would only add a spice of ‘danger’ to this, our first ‘adventure.’ 

Our adventurousness was showing too, as we quickly had one another’s pants already unzipped; not messing around anymore with clothing in the way of where our hands wanted to go. I was no longer teasing with light and airy motions of my fingers – I was stroking it firmly up and down, nubbing the tip good on the upstroke. 

He was pressing and depressing with gusto as well, with strong, two fingered motions inside me. I was ecstatic. Now, the ground into which the cannons were mounted was grass. The place where I wanted his cannon mounted was in my flower. So, in some kind of mirror portrait of that, I pulled away from our upright position to laying myself down upon the grass, sprawling my body out for him to come and ravish. He double-checked that no one was yet on the approach, and seeing none, he poised himself over me where I lay – and entered. 

As he did, something magical happened. No longer were we fiendishly, furiously poking and prodding at one another as though in desperation. As soon as he was there, cozy and warm within me, we both just looked at each other with, I don’t quite know, love and gratitude? He twirled about inside – slowly – at an unhurried pace. I gripped upon him as though I wouldn’t let go – but then did, in sweet release. We gazed at each other as we found our rhythm, relishing that we were finally here as one, after all the distant months from one side of the continent to the other. As that occurred to me, I thought of our time differential therein. Time. Not going forward in it, and not going back. Just – decelerating the present. Tasting and feeling every instant of it – in slow motion. So, I took our slower pace that I was enjoying so much, and projected it, even when our tempo actually did increase. Every kiss, every push, every thrust, every stroke, every twinge of pleasure – I slowed their time-frame down from instants to extended moments. I’d never used my ability in quite such a way before; it was like – nothing else.  

I think I was smiling and nearly crying simultaneously, as we simultaneously climaxed together in reverberating shudders. I’m probably reaching when I say it was glorious; and so we were – in all our ‘glory,’ when we realized we’d been discovered by some other hikers. Whoops. 

Continuing in his gentlemanly fashion, Liam moved further over me to try, in some way, to ‘cover’ my womanly dignity, doing his best to block the view of me on the ground. This did nothing, though, to grant himself any dignity at all. “G’day, mates?” he tried in a failing effort to deflect. “Good hike?” 

After getting our clothes back on to proper adjustment, we made our way out, amidst the range of reactions from offense to thumbs-up. It was quite comical if I’m honest, and the natural consequence to being ‘risky and adventurous.’ As we departed from Cabot Tower and Signal Hill, I reminded Liam of our next and final stop on my little tour of the buildings built by Garrett – the Four Sisters, as it was simply called, 31 – 37 Temperance Street. 
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Chapter 4

Liam
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It wasn’t too long of a drive from Cabot back to see the other place. Still, while I had a little time, I decided to mention what had just gone down – with us. “Sorry we didn’t make it till tomorrow like we’d compromised on, but you did kinda instigate.”

“I know,” Charlotte replied, keeping her eyes on the road, “I’m not sorry. When I began thinking about cannons and dicks, then started goofing around while you were too, there was really no going back.” 

“No, not really,” I agreed. “But, so you know, it’s not taken for granted just because it was on impulse. I wanna say, that was something special. And not because we finally got together either; I dunno, it was the strangest thing – it all felt like it was in slow motion.” 

“Because it was. I did that,” she admitted. “Once you were in me, as close as two people can get, I thought about the opposite; how far apart people can be, like how we’ve been for so long. Then I thought about our time difference. It made me think of, not jumping ahead or behind in time, just slowing down the present. So, I focused on trying that. I guess it worked – for you too.”

“I’ll say. It was like the difference between inhaling a meal or taking it slow and savoring every bite. You really felt everything.” 

“Yeah, about that,” she added hesitantly, “I did too; feel everything. Something also, that you wouldn’t have. I’m not sure, but I may have sensed a sperm – meet an egg.” 
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