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Author’s Note




    Our sex lives are the true reflections of who we are. It’s when we’re stripped off of our pretenses and judgments. We are left bare—literally and figuratively. It is the only time we are able to express our affection and adoration towards another person. The more you adore the person you’re having sex with, the more pleasure you give. We’re all different, some our loud in bed, others are like birds, only cooing, a few are like wild animals, ravaging one another’s flesh into death and heaven, and most are like sheep in wolves’ clothing. Never be afraid to show who you are through sex. This book is written to serve as inspiration to finally submit yourselves to sex. After all, it’s why we’re alive.




    N.


  




  

    
Smear My Pap, Doctor




    “Intelligence in men is an instant arousal for women;




    whereas men, only need to know your name.” ~N




    My legs sprawl open so easily now, in contrast to my first appointment. Too easily that they open, even before I could be asked. “I think there’s something bulbous inside me. I think it’s a cyst.” I say to my gynecologist. Although I‘m very much aware the protruding cyst is in fact my cervix, for I have already spent too much time delving into the functions and parts of my mystic tuberose and not enough, or means, on having somebody else do it for me.




    “Let’s see what this is. You’re ovulating today. I can feel you’re lubricating profusely.” Judging by the liquidity and how quickly he inserts his fingers without giving me a brief glance. “Have you been sexually active recently?”




    There grows a strong spur for me to hold my head back and close my eyes fleetingly, but I gravely fight it. Avoiding for him to receive the slightest of idea why I keep coming back—thrice in six months, to be specific. As opposed to the customary twice a year for pap smears. The second walk-in, having feared I had contracted yeast infection. Turned out it was over using panty shields more than the recommended necessity.




    “No,” I shake my head as I blankly stare at the clean, white ceiling, ignoring his fingers. “Not lately.” Among all the other male doctors, he is the only one I find quite attractive. To a certain extent, the only male anatomy provoking sexual arousal in quite a long time—always so calm and collected with great masculine stature, exuding great virility and authority with how he talks. He never stutters, not even a fidget. As if nothing could scare him. All the others lack an element, or overreaching in conceit. He strongly reminds me of Keanu Reeves in Constantine and Devil’s Advocate, in New York.




    “Have you been cleaning with just unscented soap, like I told you?” He looks up at me momentarily and places his palm on my knee for support. I tremble from the cold of his latex glove, reminiscent of a used condom.




    “I’m using Summer’s Eve. I can’t go through a day with just soap.” I say to him.




    “That’s fine, but always dilute with water on your palm.” He always answers all too stern.




    He thrusts his fingers farther and I cringe, pretending deep discomfort. “Yes. Good, no signs of vaginal tearing or ulcers, it’s clean.” He states. His fingers twist and flicker inside me, cupping a feel. I feign to feel some pain for it would be awkward to show him signs that there is actually none. “There it is. I can very much tell you that it’s not a cyst. It’s nothing to worry about. I get this case all the time.” He adds. He’s so fucking hot. How many vaginas has he seen and tasted? For a second I imagine in the most ideal probabilities, this would turn out to be something from a porno. But that’s highly unlikely. I would have to pray to Jesus more often, for it to transpire.




    “Oh. So it’s not endometriosis or something serious? ” I say to him as I peek in between my legs, putting an effort to sound like a complete ignoramus. I bat my lashes playfully, hoping he would take notice that I put extra effort in applying color on my face and wishing the Lancome mascara works its magic.




    He doesn’t look at me, instead concentrates on my lubrication glimmering on his glove, as he examines the color. “No. I would have already known it by now if it’s endometriosis; you haven’t been feeling any pain, have you?”




    “No.” I shrug and purse my lips.




    “Well, then. That’s your cervix. No identifiable cyst of any kind.” He drops his head and picks up the vaginal specula from the silver tray next to him.




    “Really? Sure?” I mutter, crestfallen. “I swear there’s something weird going on up there, because when I do kegel exercises it sometimes hurts. A little to the right and far up there.” I shoot my finger to the ceiling.




    “Alright. I’ll check again and we’ll do an ultrasound.” He drops the contraption back on the tray, resounding two heavy metals clanking with each other, making me cringe, and puts two of his fingers facing upwards back and lightly massage on the roof of my vagina. “Tighten it for me.”




    I open my eyes in bewilderment. “Excuse me?”




    “Contract it for me.” He looks up, “Kegel.” He clarified without any expression in his face. “Hold it for ten seconds.”




    “Oh.” I sigh, slightly disappointed.




    It sure feels nice to have somebody else’s fingers filling my insides, rather than mine. His fingers begin moving forward and back at a snail’s pace, tugging and stretching the walls apart, stimulating what is the very flesh of me.




    Out of the clear blue, “Oh my god.” The words escape my mouth and as soon as I say them, I begin to regret. I bite my lip and stare at him, shocked at myself. He jerks his head far back, hastily pulls out his fingers and observes me with watchful and wide eyes. Possibly astounded by my abrupt reaction, which is clearly uncalled for.




    I look back at him with worry and anxiety as the beating of my heart takes it up a notch, making my mouth dry. We stand there motionless for a second, waiting for either to say something to break the thorny silence. “I’m sorry.” Is all that comes out of my mouth. I touch the top of my knees together and open them back up, an absent-minded gesture, I shall claim.




    Clearing his throat a moment after, “What was that? Did it hurt? Please don’t do that again.” His voice, all business and doctorate.




    I shrug. “Reflex? I guess? I’m sorry.” I giggle apologetically. Playing it off, hoping he would let it slide. God, what if he decides he doesn’t want me for a patient any more? Or if he tells other doctors about me?




    With careful movements, he scans the room and sits still without giving me a glance and picks up his chart from the table. “Ms. Lorens.” He says in monotone and face painted with all grave seriousness. Fuck. Shit. Fuck. Fuck! Fuck!




    “Viktoria, please.” I say with an exhale.




    “Ms. Lorens.” He finally smiles and meet my eyes for a few seconds.




    “Please, don’t sue me! Won’t happen again, I promise. If it makes you uncomfortable.” I plead like a puppy, “I could leave.”




    He takes a deep breath once, a real long one and exhales through his nose with his hands on both knees. For a number of minutes he sits still, gazing up then back down to the floor. Deciding? Debating? Pondering? I have no clue.




    “Won’t happen again.” I keep repeating as if he hasn’t heard it while I picked on my nails. “I’m sorry. It’s just been so long.” I repeat. What the fuck is going on? I haven’t had alcohol in twenty-four hours! How can I not have any control?




    He ignores me and pulls out a few latex gloves from the box and shoves them into my mouth. To which I willingly open my lips wide as I stare at him in delightful disbelief. Oh my god! Holy fuck. “Seriously?” I muffle.




    “I’m going to lose my license for this.” He shakes his head. Hoooooly shit. I can’t believe this is actually happening! I shriek in my head.




    I spit out the gloves that feebly land on my neck. “Fuck your license.” I shoot at him and quickly spread my thighs farther, wanting him to see everything.




    His eyes move directly to the middle of my cunt, now near damp as a bay, from having felt his finger. As if he hasn’t seen it, that he now stares much differently. He forces the gloves back inside my mouth.




    “You’re very pretty, but frankly, you’re too young for me.” At long last, a smirk emerges in his face.




    “I’m twenty six! You’re just thirty-one! I checked your website. I could be older.” My tone suggestive.




    He laughs. “Hold on. I forgot to lock the door.”




    “Who gives a shit?” I pant. “Tell them I’m your girlfriend.”




    Maybe I’m just this desperate and lonely that I have to pay a hundred bucks for somebody else to take care of my orgasms, other than my vibrator. For if only my vibrator were human, it would have already impregnated me over a thousand times within the year as I give birth to a thousand infants with heads the shape of a cone. I wonder if the movie Coneheads was galvanized by the playwright from the same story. Maybe the writer too, was sexless at the time.




    There really is no viable reason why I have not gone out on dates in the past year, but with my job, traveling place to place is an exigency and I fear if I have sex with a man from each place, I would easily contract chlamydia and it wouldn’t be ideal if I were to show up in my gynecologist’s clinic and open my legs for him to reveal an inflamed coslopus, with soggy tentacles.




    He stands up from his stool and locks on the silver doorknob with his elbow. “I can’t say that. I’m married.” He warns me.




    “Fuck, seriously?” I frown, disappointed. “I’m so sorry! This is so wrong! I’ll just leave.” My eyes widen in surprise and fury. I try to sit, closing my legs back together. Of course! He’s married! You’re such a slut Viktoria. And he’s just another man whore. Stop this!




    Pushing me hard on the chest back to the stretcher, “No, it’s okay. I can’t say that yet. I’m technically divorced. It’s in the process. Stay down.” He instructs me and shoves the rubbery gloves back in my mouth, coating the middle of my tongue with what seems like cheap talc.




    I tongue them back out, “Oh. Divorced? I’m sorry to hear that.” I utter.




    Squinting his eyes, “Are you really?” He snickers. Finally, a genuine reaction. He does feel something.




    Biting on my lip. “Not really.” I grin. “What does that make me?”




    “Apathetic.”




    Appalled, I sit up halfway. “Apathetic? You think I’m apathetic?”




    “I was kidding. It’s good. You know what you want. When you want something in life, you have to get it right? No matter the consequence.” He states.




    “What if I’m not sure what I want?”




    “You wouldn’t be here, if you weren’t sure.” His eyes filling with pride.




    “So, now you think, I want you?” I ask him.




    “Do you?”




    Lying back down, “Not sure yet.” I exhaled and spread my legs far apart as I bite on my lower lip. “Maybe you can help me with being decisive.” I finish with a grin.




    “You’ve already decided.” He scans my face and the length of my body. “I don’t want you making any noise. We’re not in a sound proof room. The clinic next to us might hear.” He informs me with a voice of a true Scientist.




    I nod obediently.




    “You checked my website, huh?” He smiles, pleased with himself. “I did some checking on you too. Did it the first time you walked in here, but never thought you would find me interesting as well, for my age.”




    “Are you serious? You googled me?” I beam.




    He nods with a smile. “I did. Quite the character. Paralegal, turned into a wine connoisseur. I can comprehend; wine does outshine slumping over piles of paperwork any day.”




    I am elated with where this is heading. “But I don’t think you’d choose wine over having the chance of seeing millions of vaginas.”




    “I’ve seen merely a thousand. An hour ago I wouldn’t. Right now I just might. Your cervix is something I quite haven’t seen before. Your vagina’s orifice, much like a tulip, puckering and starving for a kiss.” He smiles.




    “You’re such a flirt, doctor Carson. Look at you, flirting with my vagina.”




    “Tristan.” He removes his gloves with his teeth and formally reaches out his hand to me. Quite an uncanny gesture for it is far from hygienic, being that he’s a doctor. I notice the veins popping on the back of his hand, jogging on my imagination that they would be the same type of veins rooting all the way up his penis when angry.




    “Pleasure to finally meet you, bared off all expertise.” I grin. Straightaway, he strips himself off of his polished and ethical demeanor. The doctor, as corny as I am to say it, is out.




    “Maybe now we can formally have wine? Over dinner?”




    “I’d love that.” My eyes twinkle and my stomach churns, producing butterflies running up and down my throat.




    “Tonight?”




    “Oh. Already?” I try to hide the jumping thrill behind my tight lips.




    “Do you have any other plans for tonight?”




    I shake my head slowly. “I just…No I don’t have other plans.” I inhale, calming myself. “Just, this is so unexpected. I didn’t think it would turn…”




    “Unexpected like what you just did?” He smirks.




    “So sorry for that.” My cheeks burn. “Yes, I’d love to have dinner tonight.” I swallow, all virginal.




    “Good.” He smiles over his teeth, pulls up an inch of his white sleeve and checks his watch. “I’ll be done in an hour.”




    “Okay.” I smile back like a shy little lamb and sit up, pulling on the lab gown under my ass and feel for my platform shoes on the tiled floor with the tips of my toes.




    “And where exactly are you going?” He snaps.




    “You said in one hour?”




    “Yes. I said in an hour. We’ll leave together. Didn’t you come here for one reason? Don’t you want me to take care of that reason?”




    “Oh.” I chuckle. “Okay. But isn’t it too early for a first date? I mean, I barely know you.” I joke.




    “I’ve seen everything of you. There’s no need to be coy. Technically, this is our third date.” He says.




    “You’ve been keeping count.” I can feel my dimples appearing on my cheeks.




    “I have.” He nods with a smile.




    “How many women have done this to you and how many women you’ve done this to, Tristan?” I pry, sounding like a nagging girlfriend.




    “None. Just you.” He forces another smile. “They have tried, time and again. But nobody enough for my standards.”




    “You’re so arrogant.” I scowl.




    “You’re flattered.” His voice without a tone of question.




    “I could be.” I tell him. “But I have yet to receive any tulips, the real kind.”




    He shoots a finger up like a sudden light bulb resurfaces and paces toward his wooden table to pull out ten white chocolates in shapes of roses and hands them over to me. “Will this do for now? Flowers and chocolates.” He grins. “They’re usually for the kids I had delivered, but I only give them one each whenever they come here with their mothers. You can have all of them.”




    “Oh my God!” I laugh. “You are so cheesy!” I take them anyway and lay them down on the tray adjacent to me.




    “Just making something out of the moment.” He smirks crookedly and brushes the tips of his finger through his dark, wavy hair. “After all, this should be one for the books.”




    “You’re very sweet. Cheesy, but sweet.” I smile. “God, you’re so cheesy!” I giggle.




    “One moment.” He punches his finger on the speakerphone and talks over it.




    His secretary answers with a voice too high in pitch, “Yes, Doc?”




    “Patricia, cancel my appointments for the day and you can go take the rest of the day off whenever you want to.”




    “Doc, are you sure? It’s only three. I don’t have to be somewhere.” His secretary argues. Probably wishing to have a clandestine affair with Tristan.




    “Yes. I’ll take it from here. Just take the keys with you.”




    “Okay, Doc. Thanks.” She chirped.




    “Are you sure? It’s quite a line you have outside.” I ask him.




    He shrugs. “They can come back. Now, where was I?”




    I lie down, open up my legs and point a finger down on my crotch.




    “Viktoria, my favorite name.” He chuckles but ignores my gesture and walks up beside me, bends over my face and presses his lips on mine, his stubble prickling on my skin. His scent is highly intoxicating as I inhale him, like deep musk and fresh after-shave. I shiver as his right hand lands on my knee. The heat of his skin feels like fire, burning across the surface of my thigh, as if his touch turns into melting gold, like the first inhale of breath after rising up from a dive in the ocean. I arch my back as his tongue and mine circle around each other. His hand begins to crawl down the middle of my thigh, lightly pressing the flat of his fingers under, shooting shards of electricity from my knees towards my cunt, pumping the veins under my bare skin with thrilled blood.




    “Mmmmm.” I moan in his mouth, telling him to keep going. His touch is like a shot of heroin, bringing me to state of stupor where everything stops and is on a heavenly hiatus.




    He grazes the tips of his fingers from my abdomen down my bare pubic mound. “Mons pubis.”




    I murmur and close my eyes, attentively anticipating where his touch would be next. He covers my cunt with his palm and lightly squeezes. “Vulva.”




    “OH! Fuck.” I say breathlessly, finally pleased with a man’s hands on me. It’s much different, as opposed to touching myself. My hands, no doubt, know where the wonders are in my body and how to stimulate and excite me, but a man’s touch, there’s a certain thrill that lingers, a spell or an enchantment in his fingertips, not like any other.




    Traveling his fingers down, he splits his forefinger and middle to the sides of my folds, lightly skimming, resulting for my cunt to contract as it opens and closes back up like a starving mouth, waiting for a bite. “Labia Majora.” He whispers in my ear with a quick nibble, forcing my head to angle left as his voice and breath revs me.




    “Please.” I plead and try to push his wrist down, for the torture is unbearable.




    He slaps my hands off lightly. “Tsk! We’re in no rush.” Down the middle where my asshole and my cunt part, his fingers transfer. “Perineum.”




    “Oh my God.” I exhale and nod at him in approval.




    “This…” With only the flat of his forefinger, he gently runs it over the soft, thin lips surrounding my clit, making me shiver and twitch. “Labia Minora.” He teases with a mocking grin. He raises his fingers to his mouth and spits quietly and brings them back over my cunt, hovering like a Black Hawk, ready to charge any minute. “Then… the most beautiful part of you.” All wet and sliding, his forefinger runs over my cunt, circling the outline, tracing on the thinnest of my lips that seem to hold of all me hostage, magnetizing pumping blood around the orifice. I moan, loud and hard, like he already has reached the very deep part, inside of me. “Shhhh…” He shushes over my open lips. “But my very favorite,” He smiles on my mouth, “This one.” He points his finger on my already thudding clit, too loud, even he, I imagine can hear it thumping by the second, like a strong heart where the center of my world is, where the life within me awakens. “Your clit.”




    I gasp loudly and run after my breath, “Mmmmm, yes, fuck, right there.”




    “This is your favorite too, isn’t it?” He bites on his lip.




    “Yes, please, please rub on my clit.” I beg in his eyes, almost without voice, as I stare at him and only see nothing, except his dark, set of haunting eyes, squinting under his black brows, burying into mine.




    His finger swirls and tickles on the hood of my clit ever lightly that I begin to whimper in his mouth, as he kisses me softly. The smell of his breath matches that significant scent I get a whiff of whenever I step into a hospital—too clean with a pinch of isopropyl. I drop my hand over the stretcher and reach for his crotch. I giggle as I feel him already stiff over his black trousers. Wait. It’s slanting. I giggle even more at the length. How there is no ample room for it to stretch that it has to make its way to the right of his thigh. “You’re so big.” I murmur in his mouth as I move my hand up and down, stroking on the shaft.




    He chuckles with me. “Are you scared?”




    “Not even one bit.” I say to him.




    With a crooked smile, “You should be.”




    His finger now moves faster, rubbing left and right until I arch my lower back and frown not over pain but over deep satisfaction. A circus on my clit, running round fast and wild, much like a carousel. He hurriedly rifles through and under my back for the ties of my gown, with just one hand and removes it with one swift gesture that I am now fully naked for I intended not to put on a bra this morning. He stops his movements and takes an instance to ogle at my nipples over my D cup tits. He crouches and presses on a switch that slowly levels the headrest down. I pull my stomach towards my spine to make it appear more flat, for him to get a full eight figure.




    Walking away from me to stand right where my head is, he bends over and puts both of his hands over my breasts and takes amusement on my mouth upside down, licking on my neck and biting gently in between heavy breaths, creating pinpricks of needles on the surface of my skin making me gasp. He pinches both my nipples lightly in between his fingers, rolling and rubbing with light friction. I could tell he is having a hard time trying to clasp them whole in his hands as he squeezes lightly as if wanting to secrete milk. After months and months of having no man get anywhere near them, much less, hold them. It is such a gratifying feeling to have other set of hands, rather than mine, handle them.




    “Mmmmm.” I mumble as I acknowledge his warmth. He puts one breast in his mouth and the other, alternating licks left and right. “Ohhhhh!” He takes delight in my reactions that he pushes both together so the tops of my nipples meet and stick both of them in his mouth. I cry out in glee as it is like having two men frolic their tongues on each of my hard. aching nipple. He plants his right hand on my cunt, massaging his fingers up and down, wanting to get me really moist and wet. I open my legs far apart, hoping he would realize I want his finger to move deep down, farther. I push my tits together for his mouth as he rubs on my clit with more haste, poking his finger in and out of my wet cunt to collect my sticky juice, only to spread it on my clit. “Yes! Fuck me with your finger! God, that feels good!” Punching his middle and forefinger inside and out of my slit like a small cock, he pauses and stays just an inch inside the roof of my pussy and quickly moves his finger up and down, as if tapping on something and I squirm.




    He slaps on my cunt. “Hmmm. Not quite yet.” He teases.




    “Hoh! You fucker!” I yell at him. “Make me fucking cum!”




    “You like it there? This is your G-spot.” He informs me. So that’s where it is. I’ve been searching my whole life and it’s not surprising that it takes my gynecologist to find it for me.




    “Haaah! Yes! Yes! Right there! Right there!” His tapping grows quicker and harder, heightening the pleasure. “Fuck! Fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!” I cry out loud. “Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god! That feels sooooooooo good!” I cling on his arms tightly, that I can feel his biceps hardening.




    “Yes. Rub your clit for me.” I pull on my pubic mound to lift the hood and stroke on it as he fucks me with his finger. Our hands move in perfect rhythm, his fingers inside my cunt, fucking something I never knew was there and my fingers on my hard clit, rubbing until I can no longer feel anything else, that I forget to breathe and his tongue on my right nipple, flicking in choreography with how I fiddle on my clit. “Fuuuuuuuck!!! Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Fuck my pussy!”




    Lifting his head up, “Shhhhhhhhhh, not too loud.”




    “Well don’t make it feel so fucking goooood!” I yell at him and he laughs, shutting himself up with putting his mouth back on my nipple.




    “OH MY GOD! Oh my god! Oh my god! Hooooooh Just like that! Please don’t stop! Please! Ohhhh!!! Ohhh!!! FUUUUUUUUCK!!!!” I wail. No man has ever made me produce such loud noises, as if I couldn’t care less if anybody would overhear my cries of deep intoxication.




    “I’m gonna squirt! I’m gonna squirt! Fuck! I’m gonna…” It shoots out of me as he pulls out his fingers and rubs on my clit, like a sudden spurt of my thumping heart shoots with it. As if for a few seconds, the sun and the earth somehow contain into my center, a thousand galaxies moving in constant motion in between my hips. “YEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSS!!!!” Like a strong gush of piss, much like how a fountain of water would, landing over the stretcher, right on the tile. I hear it with my eyes close. I jerk and intensely twitch on the stretcher as it takes my body into a state of involuntary convulsion.




    He chuckles. “Holy! Ha! Ha! Look at that! Hmmmmm.” He watches me and plants a kiss on my forehead. “My janitor’s going to be so mad at you.”




    “I’m sorry.” I say lazily as I slowly come back down from such high.




    “So wet.” He chuckles and sits beside me, just watching, eyeing me warily with a smile. “Okay?”




    I nod with a futile effort. “Just… give me second.” I say to him, wanting to absorb every second of it.




    “You’re so beautiful.” He utters and twists his head to an angle and sucks on his fingers to taste. “And you taste so good, I could eat you up.”




    “Hmmm.” Is all I say and I put my hand on the side of his cheek. I dire to say to him the same thing, but if there is one thing I learned from my mother about men, it’s not to feed their ego. “Feed them, just not their ego, darling.” She once told me, having gone through her two divorces; I suppose it’s wise to follow.




    “Do you want a blowjob?” I peek at his cock, still hard and poking through his pants’ zipper like an angry Wally.




    “Do I want a blowjob?” He laughs.




    “Yes, do you want one?”




    “Okay.” He grins and I sit up to guide him back where he needs to be. I have seen this in one of my collection of porn videos with Samantha Saint as the star and never actually had the chance of performing it with a man. Still in a daze, I lie down with my head hanging over the edge, and take his cock in my hand and my other cupping on his balls, hair and all. He tries to shrug off his white coat and I stop him. “Keep it on, I like it.” I say to him and he acknowledges with a satisfied smile.




    I guide his hot cock gently in between my lips, slowly licking on the head and on the hole with the point of my tongue, wanting to get it wet all over. He groans and tilts his head back with hands on his hips like a real king. So smooth on my tongue. The skin of his cock slides easily on my lips, like velvet chocolate and silk. I get a taste of his pre-cum, dropping on my tongue like fresh morning dew on a green leaf. The taste of iron and toothpaste leaves behind on my mouth. I can feel it stringing between us, creating a deep connection. I flick my tongue under the head where his foreskin collects and nibble on it with my lips, sucking lightly as I pull away. His foreskin like thin sheets of puff pastry with icing sugar, sliding across my lips. I open my mouth wide to accommodate only his cock’s head and he pushes it in between my lips, prodding my warm tongue as he squeezes through, forcing my jaws to stretch further, and his cock makes it way to my throat. I gag and breathe through my nose, for his cock is too big for my mouth that air couldn’t get through even if I try. I gag some more that it begins to hurt as he shoves himself further, groaning with guttural sounds as he does so. “Ugh! FUCK!” He grumbles. A first of swearing—this I know I’m doing him good.




    My hand pushes his abdomen away, telling him I can’t take any more of his cock down my throat for it is too long and thick as I look at his eyes. Threads of my saliva cling unto his cock like a fresh batch of the juices from my cunt. I try to adjust my neck for a more comfortable position and open my mouth back, telling him to put it back in. Giggling, “You like that?”




    “Yes, good girl.” He nods.




    His hand brushing on my throat, guiding me, and his thrusting grows harder and faster, rocking forward and backward, fucking my mouth. “Oh! God that feels good!” He says. And with just that, I allow him to fuck my mouth, just as he would on my cunt, even as the pain brings me to tears. I can tell it feels exalting for him.




    Both his hands are on my breasts for support and he slaps them time and again, wanting to make them jiggle. “Put your finger in my pussy. Fuck it for me.” Just like an obedient slave I do just that, even as I couldn’t concentrate on the feel of my finger punching through my cunt, for his cock is overpowering that it’s the only thing I could feel at the moment. He backs away, making me catch my breath and he goes around me. With my feet, he pulls me down by the ankles and pushes my legs up. He aims his mouth on my cunt and spits a mouth-full of saliva, spreading it all over with his fingers. “Come here.” He takes my neck and pulls me to his face for a kiss and in a second; his cock pushes inside my flesh, tearing me apart like a fresh wound. I whimper in his mouth, as I am not used to his girth yet. He slowly thrusts forward, with his mouth open against mine, breathing heavily with heat. “OOHHHH!” I cry out on his lips and cling my hand around his neck for assistance. Slowly, I feel my cunt growing more accustomed to him, like a stretching mouth and the longer his cock stays deep within, the more the pleasure multiplies. We kiss as he fucks me. I can’t even tell if we are kissing for it is difficult to close my mouth as his cock opens the other. Breathing one breath, his forehead touches mine, leaning on each other with deep, heated passion as if we have been lovers who haven’t seen each other for a long time. Sexual excitement and frustration in one string of breath. I rub on my clit, wanting for him to make me cum. I am too spread apart that I don’t even have to push away the folds of my cunt to reach my clit as he fucks me hard. I look down and see only half of his cock burying inside my cunt and already feel as if he’s fucking me all the way. His balls slapping on my asshole with each thrust, rocking like a pendulum.




    “Fuck me like you own me! Fuck me like you own my pussy you fucking asshole.” I breathe unto him. Our movements grow rougher and harder with more speed, fucking my wet cunt like an animal. He turns me around on all fours without taking his cock out and I giggle.




    “Can I fuck your ass?” This stops me.




    “WHAT?” I look over my shoulder.




    “Your ass. Can I fuck your ass?” His hand continues to slowly stroke on his cock. For a moment he looks like an imbecile but his handsome face overcomes any undesirable thought.




    “Wait. Isn’t that painful?”




    “It will be, but just for a few seconds.” He assures me.




    “But…” I hesitate.




    “No, I’m sorry. That was stupid, I was just taken by the heat of the moment.”




    “No… no… I want to. It’s just that…” I sigh. “How many dinners will you take me out to?”




    “Every night as long as you’re willing to.” He stares at me with all sincere intent.




    “Every night?” I turn around.




    He nods with a smile. “Every night. I’m not in this just to hit it and quit it. ”




    “Okay.” I give in. “Fuck all my holes away.” I say to him and turn myself back around.




    His fingers brush along my slit and his hands grab a hold of my ass, spreading them apart. He puts his cock back into my cunt, pressing all the way until I can already feel his balls on my clit. “OH MY GOD! FUCK! Yes. Spread my ass just like that.” I moan.




    “Look at me.” He instructs.




    I flip my long, black hair away from my face and stare at him as he takes me. He pulls his cock out after a few strokes and brings the tip of his cock on my asshole, quite possibly, transferring lubrication. He grips on my arms and tugs them back until my fingers touch and no longer on all fours. Down my neck his heavy breathing sends shards of delight. “Wait, I just had an idea.” He suddenly says and walks towards the silver tray and shows to me a blue tube. “Lubricant.”




    Squinting my eyes. “You keep lubricant in your clinic?”




    He laughs. “No, it’s actually ultrasound gel. It’s a little cold but it’s water-based.”




    “Okay. You’re the doctor.” I say to him and he squeezes a good amount on his palm and comes back to me with a crooked smile. “Ready?”




    “Just… be gentle.” I tell him.




    I feel a cold slap of jellylike substance all over my asshole and cunt as it drips down, making me shudder. “Relax.”




    “How exactly do you relax your asshole?” I scowl at him.




    “Pretend you’re just watching T.V.”




    “WHILE YOU’RE FUCKING MY ASS?” I yell out to him. His fingers begin to fish for the hole of my cunt and punches two long fingers at a time. “Okay, keep doing that.” I sigh. He fiddles the flat of his thumb on my puckering asshole and I tremble. “Mmmmm…” I murmur as I bite my lip. His cock replaces them after a while, aiming carefully and slowly, poking around, wanting to get a reflex from me and he starts to pierce through, creating a sharp tear like I have just been massacred. I propel forward, surprised by the pain. “FUCK!” I put my fingers on my asshole and whimper. “I can’t. It hurts like a bitch!” I plead with my eyes.




    “Okay.” Just like that, he doesn’t argue. “I’m sorry. We’ll save it for the future, yes?” And draws his cock down my cunt where it should be.




    “I’m sorry.” I whimpered.




    “Don’t be. We have more time for that later.” His eyes, assuring me.




    “No, no… I want to.” I pant. “Just, give me a moment.” I shut my eyes tight and flex on the muscles of my ass for a few times, trying to make sure they still function correctly. “You want to call your secretary to join us?” I say under my lashes.




    He stops with a scowl, as if taken aback. “No, I don’t. Is that why you’re here? A threesome in your agenda? Had I wanted that, I should not have asked her to go home.”




    I shrug. “Not actually, but I just figured…”




    He cuts me off mid-sentence. “I’m not that type of man, Ms. Lorens. I’ve seen enough vaginas that it only takes one to catch my attention.”




    “But you have your cock inside my vagina. You’re not that type of guy?”




    He chuckles, slowly bringing the rhythm of his rocking back. “Believe it or not I’m not. I’m just giving you one hell of a first date.”




    “Third.” I correct him. “But doesn’t the thought of two women sucking on your balls excite you?”




    “It takes a lot more than that to excite me. And I don’t find her attractive.” His voice a little annoyed now.




    “Are you sure? She’s hot.”




    “YES! What is this? Did you just come here for that reason?” He pulls out his cock hastily.




    I turn myself around and sit on the edge of his stretcher. “No.” I pull on the collars of his white coat. “I’m sorry, I just thought…”




    “Well now you know.”




    “I’m sorry.” I tug on his neck and move his face closer to mine for a subtle kiss. I’m astonished at how much of a romantic he is becoming and at this day and age? No one would have guessed his type of man exists, for no modern-day man wouldn’t give his approval to a threesome. Though technically, he is no modern-day man, for he was born in the seventies. Still. A threesome usually corresponds to a nod and a charging. Not a cringe.




    We kiss, smiling over each other’s mouths, sticky and sliming, like a real intense one should. I stroke on his hardening shaft, wanting to bring it back to its full stiffness and fold my legs up with half of my heels hanging by the edge of the medical bed. His hands now groping on both of my breasts, squeezing lightly as I point the crown of his heavy cock right at my center, sliding it up and down my cunt while I moan in his mouth. I look down in between my legs and the picture of his cock right on my open slit, as I stroke it, is such an intoxicating memory. It beats every so often, as if nodding at me, saying I should take it. My breathing turns hot and heavy. With two fingers on each side of his shaft, I slowly guide his hard, pulsating cock into the puckering lips of my second mouth, flexing my walls, sucking him up like how a vacuum would. I look up with a short gasp and I find him staring at me too fiercely as if we’re in deep rage, fighting with passionate fire and ember. As though I could see into the depth of his soul as we fuck and he sees mine. Pain, pleasure, happiness, satisfaction, burning, cutting, pressure, squeezing, thrusting, fucking, I don’t know what to call it. All I can do is frown and open my mouth for air as he pounds his hips against me, our thighs touching and banging with each other. I don’t say anything, but moan and give out loud whimpers and cries, for it is too overpowering for words, I could cry. The sight of his cock, burrowing itself inside me is unbelievable. How something so thick and long could make its way into me, as if it could be an attachment, like his cock is also a part of me, linking and binding our two bodies in one single chain.




    “Fuck you.” I breathe into him.




    “No, fuck you.” He exhales.




    “Fuck me in the ass?”




    His tempo slows down, but never stopping. “Are you sure?” His hand pushes my hair from my hairline towards the back of my head.




    Nodding, I turn back around and raise my ass up in the air for his taking.




    “Okay.” He chuckles, twisting his right hand around my thigh to reach my pussy and slides his finger inside as I push myself towards him.




    With gentle grip, he squeezes on the cheek of my ass and prods another finger on the rim of my asshole, teasing as he fucks my cunt with another in perfect rhythm. Slowly, I feel his finger squeezing its way inside my ass, not too much pressure, for the feel of his finger inside my cunt surpasses any pain. “Ohhh!” I rest my head on the mattress and stroke on my clit as he fingers all my holes. I whimper. “Fuuck.” Then he stops, pulling his finger out of my cunt, replaces it with his cock as he slaps it hard along my slit and with a quick thrust, his cock is inside me, forcing me to move forward, pressing my cheek hard against the mattress. “HAH!!! Fuck! Yes!”




    “Keep rubbing on that clit and don’t stop.” He commands me.




    “Mmmmmmmgod, you’re going to make me squirt again.” I purr, almost without breath as I snap my wrist hard, left and right, rubbing my clit hard, as long as I can still feel it.




    In the background I can hear him making guttural sounds, but my loud noises muffle them that even as he cries out for help, nobody outside would be able to hear him. Grinding on my teeth, “Fuckkkkkk! Yesssssssss.” My clit is as hard as his cock against the skin of my fingers and it is as if I am suspended in a layer of atmosphere made of liquid, tangible ecstasy, condensed in one small sphere that is my clit. “I’m gonna…” My arm tenses up, and my muscles grow sore but none of them seem to exist as the eruption builds up in my core, wanting to flare up. It is in this moment where I am in complete oblivion. Stuck in a stupor where a dilemma breaks out between not wanting to cum for the fucking is too good, and wanting to cum because an orgasm is its equal. This is how I know Tristan is in his field of expertise, for orgasms in comparison to his manner of pounding my cunt into the same consistency of oil, is garbage.




    “Oh God… I’m about to cum Tristan…” Inhaling deeply until my chest begins to hurt to brace myself of what there is to come.




    “Squirt for me.” He says in between rapid thrusts. “Fucking squirt all over my cock.”




    “Oh my God… oh my god…” I can swear I’m tearing through the fabric of his slacks as I grab unto his muscular thigh with my free hand and dig my nails deep to his flesh. “HAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA! FUUUUUUCCCK!!!”




    In a bat of an eyelash, he pummels and jabs his cock inside my asshole as my cunt spurts out a jet-like fluid, bouncing off on the leather mattress, hitting my abdomen and thighs while I press on my clit, trying to control the explosion. I feel my asshole tear, as if I am about to split in half but couldn’t ignore the pounding of my clit, as I’m cumming with momentary twitches. He couldn’t have timed it more perfectly. “AAAAAHHHHHH!!!!” I scream, too loud that even I can’t tell if it’s caused by the pain of his cock or the pleasure of my cunt. My squirting stops even as I am not done.




    “OH!” He grunts. “So tight.” He has trouble pushing all the way into my ass but doesn’t stop even for a second until he can no longer see an inch of his dick. “I’m sorry.”




    I open my mouth wide to scream and cry but there is no sound. Only pure agony. I’ve never been in so much pain that I seriously think I could tear into the leather with how tight my nails cling unto it. It is far from impossible that my asshole is bleeding by now. Like a serrated knife, slicing slowly in between my weak thighs, cutting me in half, staying there, leaving me in an agonizing hiatus. Much like how I imagine a murderer who makes a living as butcher takes indulgence and triumph in leaving the deadly weapon inside his trophy of a carcass.




    “God, your ass is so tight!” He grumbles.




    I sob, compelling tears to form in the corners of my eyes, forcing my muscles to tighten, exacerbating the agony. “Take it out! Take it out! Take it out!” I cry with pain, as I wave my hand back and forth.




    “Shhh… okay, okay. I’m sorry.” There is painful tugging and pressure pulling my innards apart from each other. It could be my rectum, going inside out. I can’t tell for there is only extreme torment and physical suffering present. “God that’s so tight.” He says midway.




    Deep anger, agony, confusion all meddle in my core, and then pleasure. The same sensation I feel inside my cunt when a cock has gone to a depth too enjoyable to retract from. “Wait… wait… wait.” I tell him with my hand rising up in the air. “Push it all back in again.”




    “What? You sure?” He assures me from behind but even from my position I can tell from the tone of his voice that my words are a treat to him.




    “Yes, just… slowly, very slowly.” I say carefully. In all truthfulness, avoiding unwanted and involuntary secretions of excrements is the reason for my request with him going easy on me. The pain is of little significance at this moment.




    With his hands, he spreads my ass and tells me to fuck my cunt with my finger. It’s startling how something can start out so traumatic, pan out into as blissful as having a second cunt. Never have I imagined my asshole, if fucked right, can hold so much relish in the flesh. I am now one amongst the others who have taken much gusto in anal sex to say that it exactly feels like how it would with a cunt, and in all honesty, quite more titillating than a cock inside my pussy.




    “Your ass feels so good!” He mumbles and revs up his launching. Propelling his fat cock down inside my ass like a medieval catapult with so much force.




    “OHH! YES! Fuck my ass harder!” Something I’m not used to saying when having sex. But that’s the magic with sex isn’t it? There’s always one thing, an adventure to try and it almost always never fails to bring sexual gratification.




    Funny how I can say this, but somehow, my asshole is managing to lubricate itself, since for every punch, each thrust of his cock, goes on more smoothly and sliding and it helps that I have my finger inside my cunt, matching the tempo and movement of his rigidity rubbing against the roof of my pussy. I fuck my cunt harder, adding another finger this time and I am completely filled. For years I have only imagined in my wildest dreams how the girls in double penetration pornography clips were experiencing and now I’m here, fully loaded with my fingers in my cunt and a cock in my ass. Feels too fucking euphoric, I could explode. Even my loud cussing and throaty groans aren’t enough to express the Utopia happening just over and under the inch of skin in between my cunt and ass that is my perineum.




    It doesn’t take a long while until he finds the summit of his arousal and I’m only just getting used to the girth of his cock and not even nearly at mine. His hand makes its way on my nape and his fingers in my hair now clutching them near my scalp, pulling my head back. “Fuck your ass is tight.”




    I open my mouth to breathe and short gasps come out as an outlet from the hard blows of his cock inside my ass. The only noticeable difference from my ass and cunt is that my asshole seems to be longer and deeper than my cunt, for each time he pushes himself inside me, I don’t feel his cock bouncing back, as if my asshole was custom-made for the entirety of his cock, engulfing it greedily for its sole consumption, not wanting to leave any for somebody else.




    “Fuck. I’m going to cum.” He mutters.




    “Yes. Fucking cum inside my ass.” I grit my teeth and with great effort peek at him, wanting to show him the expression in my face over how good he takes me.




    Shaking his head with a crooked smile. “No. I’m staying inside you the whole year.”




    I chuckle. His thrusting speeds up, only a millisecond in between fucking. I rub on my clit harder and faster, concentrating more on the top and center. I stretch my other hand and fuck my cunt with two fingers while I rub my clit with the other. Closing my eyes as I relish the moment, where all parts of my skin and flesh that can be toyed and stimulated are being attended to.




    “I’m gonna cum Viktoria.” He says hastily with a nervous voice.




    “Yes… yes… I’m gonna cum too, Tristan. Cum inside me.” I tell him as I open my mouth and create an image in my head of his cock punching in and out of my wet cunt.




    “FUUUUCK!!!!” He yells and just like that, a hot explosion happens inside my asshole, spraying his cum all over the walls of my flesh as I too, am about to cum.




    Rubbing my clit harder and rougher as I fuck my cunt, I contort and arch my back. “Oh my Gooooood!!! Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” I move forward and Tristan moves with me as he prevents his cock and my asshole from detaching. I suddenly collapse on the mattress, ignoring the spurting of my cunt with its juices. “Hooohh…” I only whimper and murmur.




    He lies down on my back, still not taking his cock out of my ass and breathes in my hair. “Fuck you.”




    I giggle, pleased at myself.




    He tries to catch his breath and I feel him pulling his cock out slowly, sliding down my crack.




    The stinging pain reminds me of consecutive mornings after drowning myself in nights of Tequila shots, when I would spend hours in the toilet post-hangover, painfully squeezing out all drunk memories out of my ass, making my asshole sore and chaffed.




    “Come here.” He lifts me up and puts my unmoving arms around his neck as I already feel weak. I look down on his cock, now halfway limp and drenched in blood.




    I begin to panic. “Wait. Is that even possible? You just took the virginity of my ass?”




    “Guess so. That’s a lot of blood.” His eyes now are bigger, awash with worry.




    “You guess so? You think?”




    His face, puzzled like a jigsaw. “I’m not a gastroenterologist! I didn’t know this could happen! Relax.”




    “My asshole is bleeding!” I exclaim in surprise.




    “Shhh. Come here.” He pulls out sheets of wet wipes and spreads my legs open, wiping my crotch up and down, bringing a little sting.




    “Ow! Shit.” Involuntarily raising my hips up to accommodate the pain. “You’re sweet.” I smile.




    “Are you feeling okay? Internally?”




    “I can’t feel my asshole.”




    “I’m serious!”




    “I can’t feel my asshole!”




    He wipes his now limp cock, hanging by his balls like a cradled baby and rinses his hands on the sink. “Let me make a quick call.” He winks at me as if nothing should be worried of.




    “Chuck! Hey! Quid pro quo, rectal bleeding could be caused by what? Yes. Right… Yes. Alright. Thanks.”




    “What did he say?”




    “Small lacerations on the inner lining. It’ll be painful for your bowel movements I’ll have to buy you a laxative.”




    “There you are again with your serious talking. Am I still a patient?”




    He finally smiles and the worry disappears from his face. “Force of habit. Are you okay? I’m sorry.”




    Rolling my eyes, “Stop it. Can I smoke?”




    He laughs. “No, you cannot. This is a sterilized facility. And smoking won’t do you good.”




    “We just fucked! On your stretcher! Your semen’s all over the place! My asshole’s blood is all over the place. You just fucked me! In the ass! You’re talking about sanitization?”




    He only shrugs. “I’m just looking out for you, my clinic’s sanitation comes second.




    “You still want to have that dinner, now? Now that you’ve had sex with me and knowing I smoke?”




    He pokes on the tip of my nose, lingering the scent of my vaginal juices in the air over my face. “Every night. With or without smoking. I’d rather with the sex, though. Tell you what… If you can last thru dinner with me without smoking, I’ll give you a personal pap smear everyday.” He grins.




    “That’s not an incentive for me, that’s an incentive for you. No, it’s not fair.”




    “Dinner.” He says sternly.




    “I’m not really in the condition to walk anywhere in public. Coz you seriously did real damage in there.”




    “I’m sorry, you said…”




    “I know what I said.” I snide.




    “Do you wanna just order in?”




    “Here? In your clinic? That’s really romantic.”




    “No.” He chuckles. “At my house and then a nightcap, some midnight snack immediately after, and then breakfast, maybe some lunch afterwards and dinner after that and the next and pap smears in between.” There it is again, his evil grin displaying in his face, melting away all the years of his hard-earned doctorate.




    “Don’t you want to let me out of your sight?”




    “Not a chance. You’ve awakened something inside me. I’m the only one who gets to see your vaginal crevice now, wouldn’t want any other man to come near that possibility.”




    “Wow…”




    “And I might quit my job because of you.”


  




  

    
Her




    “Vaginas are works of magic.




    Penises, on the other hand,




    are works of the devil.” ~N




    Some girls are pretty, have the ability to instantly please the eyes aesthetically. Others are comely, bewitching in a sense and stunning; but only for a while, not quite lasting. There are very few who are as hauntingly beautiful as the word itself; exquisite and beguiling, much like a drop of fresh blood on a rose petal as you prick a finger over its thorn. And then there’s her. A woman you need to be watching. Engages your senses—wanting you to capture her every move—engrossing you into a deep reverie, where you lose all current mobility as if she owns your breath, your touch, your thoughts, your libido, she controls. With her hair in long locks of dark auburn waves, that every so often sway and hang on the arcs where her breasts cave. I strenuously try to stray my eyes, but they break off quickly from my consciousness. Fixing on the very middle where they part like a narrow alleyway, not a highway, nor a skimpy line, just close enough that when she bends forward, they bump and rub with each other, drawing a straight, tight line upwards. She could easily be a C cup, by how the low neckline of her dress frames them, or a D, without the disappointing underwire bra that hammocks them like two newborn babies, bouncing and wriggling along with her every step, impelling the picture of the Jell-O I had yesterday. It is only fair that she isn’t a D or an E, for those letters would only overwhelm what’s already on the surface, polluting her image, and quite possibly, would be the sole cause of her death as people wouldn’t have great restraint over their thoughts. Even at the moment, we already lose control. I can hardly imagine what would transpire, had she grown them bigger. I fear for her future husband when she is to carry a child, although the child too, I fear suffocation for.




    I picture how her breasts look without the fabric. She could be wearing a bra or not, there wouldn’t be a difference. For they are perfectly round, even behind thin wraps. How taut, and perked up they would be, as she spreads herself on the bed and being taken by hard thrusts. I vividly imagine as they spring up and down, ricocheting with every rocking, with nipples completely blood-filled and hard, asking for my tongue to taste them. Like plump cranberries. I chuckle at my perverse thought.




    God. They’re so fucking beautiful, even all her guy friends stare at them when she’s occupied with her phone. Instantly rolling their eyes up to her face, with droplets of sweat on their foreheads and retract their tongues back into their mouths, when she looks up to talk. It’s quite demanding and a taxing behavior, debating on whether or not to stare at her breasts or her face. Even some don’t have the strength—or will, I suppose—to leave their eyes off of them even as she’s speaking. All the other men who brought their girlfriends along occasionally receive slaps on their arms, for they too, can’t help but stare. She stirs up a fight and doesn’t even bat an eye. I could only hope she’s subconsciously forgiving me at the same moment I gape at them with all excitement and frustration over wanting too see them unclothed. Though had she not wanted to display them, she wouldn’t have dressed up in such a taunting outfit. Maybe deep within—to tell the truth—she wants to exhibit herself with the consciousness of intentionally showing them off. For had she been a different girl, she would be raising her dress’ shoulder straps time and again, defeating the purpose of the actuality of a low neckline—altogether pointless for an effect and hypocritical. But she seems not to mind, which heightens my fascination.




    But nothing, even her breasts, could equally compare to how arresting she is. This, I know, she knows too. To be aware over the amount of allure her face beholds, reflects on the air she brings about when she struts. How sanguine and sure she is of herself shows by the way she parades around, as though she is mindful everyone is watching her and each move she makes has to be a certain way to equal her desirability. The slightest of movements—a flip of her hair with her candle-like fingers from the front of her face behind her shoulders, a seemingly permanent raise of her left eyebrow, as if she realizes what the men are thinking and she likes it. A quick lick of her tongue over her lower lip to make sure if she has enough or less lip gloss on, though she need not put any kind of tint over her full, plump lips, she still dabs on some, only to provoke our thoughts into thinking something sexual with how they glisten like freshly ejaculated semen or vaginal juice on her mouth. Once she decides to talk, she doesn’t blink as often, for her eyes appear to be burning and burrowing intently into yours that an urge to look away rouses, hypnotizing you into a trance and it would be painful to look away, so you finally give in and don’t. Her infectious laugh, so seductive over her jazzy voice, much like I hope she would sound if she were to be tickled by the sides or inside her thighs and the core of her flesh.




    There is so much more to her. Very much like a thick almanac, always something new to learn. But I cannot help but think about touching myself for each time I look at the surface. As if she was born to exude sexual arousal and doesn’t even have to try. No trail of innocence in her face, just pure mockery and carnal hype. With just one glance, it is inevitable to conjure up untamed intentions. One glimpse and everything stops for a moment and all you wish to do in the next few seconds, is her, sprawling those slender limbs over a soft mattress, splitting herself, asking for you to taste her. To have a painting of her face, in the middle of an orgasm, burning in the back of your head would be like gold. To know first-hand if she holds back in screaming or releases herself in unmuted carnal noises you’re the cause of. Wanting to share bodily fluids, orgasm after orgasm. The type of girl that would agree to a threesome, but you’re too afraid to be in a threesome with, since you’re unsure if you would be able to give her the unrestricted pleasure she deserves, giving you the highest of insecurities, or be in a conversation with, for you know you wouldn’t last a minute without sounding like a complete imbecile, over her intelligence. The kind you’re too shitless and terrified to be in a committed relationship with, because in the back of your head, you are cognizant of the fact that she would have you replaced within twenty-fours and have a replacement ready at that, once you fuck up.




    “R.A. Come over here, sit with me, you’re too far.” She calls out to me over loud mumbles across the table, with a wave of her hand that produces circles of smoke from her cigarette. Slapping the arm of the guy sitting next to her, “Pull up a chair for R.A.! Move over.” She commands and the guy obeys. An obvious tyrant. She clearly receives enjoyment in harassing people, but it goes without saying, she can get away with bullying.




    I take my gift to her from the floor and everybody keeps silent as I stand up from my chair, and they watch me slowly move towards her. As though she controls the entire room and everyone in it, with the amount of attention she commands.




    Aria and I have been friends for a while but haven’t grown closeness enough for me to know if she’s already taken or not. But even so, what chance do I have?




    “Happy Birthday.” I smile shyly and hand to her the pink paper bag, which has already been under my bed for two weeks and had purchased the contents three weeks prior, immediately a day after she had invited me to her birthday party.




    “Oh my God!” She beams in excitement. “You shouldn’t have!” And pokes her face inside the bag. She pulls out an intricately laced, pastel pink, see-through lingerie top and two red-ruffled thongs that instantly caught my eye as I carefully browsed through a pile of G-strings. I had thought she would look good in them and knew she would grow a liking towards anything that would emphasize her obvious sexuality. But for a week I repeatedly doubted myself if it was the right present. Debating among choices of whether or not to get her pieces of lingerie or a new set of fancy paintbrushes, even a dildo, I considered. But something about her told me she didn’t require one.




    Aria places the lingerie over her dress and sashays them in front of everybody. “Holy fuck! I love them! Does it look good on me?” She shimmies and throws her arms around my neck. “Thank you R.A.! So thoughtful! And such good taste!” I look around and notice a heap of envious glares of men, who then regret and wish they brought her a birthday gift as well.
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