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  for my boy


  INTRODUCTION


  I’m thinking a lot about connection.


  Even in the best of times, having a marginalized identity and being outside of the overculture can make us feel extremely alone. The more marginalized identities we have, the more it can seem like there are not any safe spaces for us.


  Lately, we haven’t been in the best of times.


  In March, 2020, a deadly global pandemic quickly changed so many fundamental ways we operate. In some ways, it was fascinating to feel connected to people in Italy, Australia, and beyond, as we were all struggling together, fighting for information and safety.


  Here in the United States, the effects of the pandemic have been so deeply felt in all aspects of our lives, from work to social to erotic and more. So many have been isolated and grieving, and the tragedies have been difficult to bear; at the same time, many have also used the time at home to reflect on their queerness, transness, nonbinary identities, kink interests, activism, and other community involvement. There have been opportunities to connect online in ways that are new and exciting—for some, the queer and kink events that moved online were the first access they had to those communities.


  In these difficult times, I feel it’s all the more important to celebrate pleasure, be in our bodies, connect with others, and feel like we are part of something bigger than ourselves. Connection helps the separation, and almost all of us have been more separated than we were before. Being isolated from our friends, our gathering spaces, and our community resources in person can start to feel as though a part of our identity is fading.


  What I love about books like this one is that it can be a place to connect. We can lose ourselves in the feelings, communities, and identities described in these stories. We can see ourselves reflected, and feel less alone.


  What I love about exploring sexuality through things like reading, writing, listening to podcasts, or watching films, is that there is a potential for healing inside of pleasure. I deeply believe that pleasure itself can be a healing act, and a radical act.


  When we unapologetically claim what it is that fuels our desire as legitimate, valid, and real, we are healing a wound that tells us queer folks that what we love is wrong. When we write down what turns us on, it can be liberating. When we share it with others, we can find connection. We can feel less alone, less isolated, and less shame about our own desires.


  Maybe it’s impossible for everyone to see themselves reflected in just twenty-three stories—there are too many identities to capture the complicated aspects of every one. But I hope there are glimpses, at least. I am very proud of how much I’ve been able to bring in a wide range of gender and sexuality experiences in this series so far, including explorations of asexuality, kink, power dynamics, femininity, masculinity, androgyny, genderqueerness, transgender experiences, neurodiversity, physical ability, age, polyamory, and more. I am pleased that this year’s volume features a wide expression of experiences and diversity.


  With writers from Australia, the UK, the US, and Canada, with a wide range of genders, sexual orientations, roles, titles, and kinky activities, I am thrilled this collection explores connection and pleasure in difficult times. I hope you find some characters, feelings, or even phrases that you connect with and bring you pleasure.


  I cannot wait to read from the book with the contributors at bookstores and in community centers, in person. I hope to see you there.


  Sinclair Sexsmith


  February, 2021


  SOMETHING HAD SHIFTED


  BD Swain


  My fiftieth birthday was still a week away. I was looking forward to it but there was a nagging element of acceptance marking this birthday as different from previous ones. A little dread to dull the anticipation. Here it is, I thought, although what “it” was exactly, I couldn’t name. Overall, though, I felt good and I knew being butch was making it go down easier than it otherwise would have.


  My whole life, my identity and look have made me appear younger than my years to the mostly straight world I wander through. It’s the same break men get. A masculine look doesn’t age as fast as a feminine one does. The collective heteronormative culture prefers its women young. Men get to age and still feel sexy and viable. I was drafting behind a shitty male advantage. That cultural misogyny which uses up women fast reduced my overall drag. I was in my late thirties before I stopped shocking people when I got carded. Not because I truly looked so young but because people didn’t bother to look past the masculine gender signifiers and my baby-smooth face. The combination dropped me into the “boy” category vs. “man.”


  Maybe that explains why fifty was the first time I felt the need to accept my age. It felt different and even though I felt content, my girlfriend Holly knew me well enough to see that flicker of . . . How do I name it? What was it? It wasn’t sadness exactly. Not fear. It was . . . a settling. Settling in. Settling down a little bit. Settling for who I was about to be next. Holly who’s six years younger than me isn’t one to settle for anything. I don’t imagine that will ever change.


  She told me she had scheduled drinks with a friend for that evening. Well, drinks over Zoom. Video conferencing was the only way we could get together with anyone during the pandemic. We’d been sheltering in place for seven straight weeks and the virtual happy hours started early in week two. Everyone was connecting with old friends these days, so I didn’t think anything about her setting up a get-together with a woman I’d never heard about before. I looked forward to socializing with a new face.


  “It’s almost cocktail hour,” she said as she tugged me toward the closet, “let’s get dressed up like we’re going out.” I looked down at the same sweatpants I’d been wearing for days and nodded. A change would be good. I picked out my best-fitting jeans and the sexy linen dress shirt she’d recently made me. I chose a brown blazer and a pair of dark caramel oxfords. She was still looking through her clothes when I headed to the shower. I couldn’t just change out of sweats into nice clothes at the end of the day. I needed to feel clean.


  The hot water rejuvenated me. Pretending we were about to go out felt like magic. As I rubbed soap in my hair, I pictured us walking out the door, turning the key to lock up, and walking down the sidewalk toward our favorite bar, her arm in mine. It felt new and long-lost at the same time. It felt needed. I scrubbed hard at my skin. Before I turned off the water, I put my palms against the still cool tile and leaned fully into the hot rush of water.


  I was dressed and waiting for her on the couch. She walked in and stopped me. I hadn’t thought about the fact that we were never getting dressed up anymore in this lockdown and how much I missed that moment of surprise when she walks in the living room, ready to head out. She wore a tight-fitting cream V-neck T-shirt paired with wide-legged pants of the same color and her signature green platform shoes. She looked so fucking hot. Her hair was pinned up in the back but fell loose around her face. I felt a jolt of excitement and she must have seen it because she seemed to roll her eyes and laugh.


  “Your haircut needs a touch up,” she said and went to grab the scissors. At week six, she’d agreed to attempt to cut my hair. We’d found trimmers at the drugstore by some miracle and she already owned her own haircutting scissors. She’d set me up on a stool with a sheet around my shoulders and made me look good again. I’d missed the feeling of stubble at the nape of my neck. I’d missed her fingers on a fresh haircut. When she came back with the scissors, she cleaned up the sides just over my ears. “There,” she said and wrapped a hand behind my neck, “you look so handsome.”


  I set up the computer. We were all becoming good at finding the right angle for the computer and decent lighting to help these video chats feel as much like being in the same room as possible. With the card table in place and the laptop ready to go, I joined Holly in the kitchen to make cocktails. “Paper planes?” I asked. She nodded. I grabbed the lemons and a knife. We were also getting pretty good at mixing drinks. A necessity during this lock-down. She pressed herself against me as I poured from each bottle and it sent another jolt through me. “How long before this Zoom starts?” I asked, turning around to face her.


  “Not long enough to fuck if that’s what you’re thinking,” she laughed.


  Drinks in hand, we sat in front of the computer and waited for her friend to appear. Holly put her lips to my ear. “This is not an old friend of mine we’re having drinks with tonight. This is a date.” I shot her a look and nearly spilled my drink.


  “What!?” She smiled at me and the image of a stranger popped up on the screen.


  I was caught looking shocked and Holly laughed as she explained to our guest that I’d just learned what was happening. The stranger held a cocktail glass in the air, and swung it toward her computer camera, saying, “Cheers!” We introduced ourselves and I paused to take everything in while Holly and the stranger, now Alix to us, chatted.


  We’d talked about threesomes before and when we could still go out in the world together, we’d gone out on a few dates but no one we met was the right fit for us. It wasn’t just the shutdown that stopped our attempts at dating, I’d been hesitant to keep trying after only a handful of these awkward get-togethers. I didn’t feel strongly that we needed something new but I knew it was a disappointment to Holly that we hadn’t been able to make it work. I was surprised but not shocked. It was just like Holly to surprise me like this, especially when she could tell I was feeling a little low.


  Holly had been secretly still looking for a date for us and had recently heard about the newish Lex dating app, which is where she stumbled across Alix’s ad. The Lex was based on those old “back of the magazine” personals. The ads are all text, limited space to get your point across. It’s a fabulous throwback and a nice change from the way hooking up works in our image-heavy world. As part of our introduction on Zoom, she showed me Alix’s ad: “Older dyke. Chicago. Butch all my life but something has shifted. Not looking for love. Talk to me. Fuck me. Let’s have a good time. Please be a reader. Tell me your favorite dirty book and I’ll tell you mine.”


  I knew what had drawn my girlfriend to Alix. Butch all my life but something has shifted. The words excited me, too.


  Alix had a beautiful, worn face. Her hair was mostly gray, straight, and grown out just long enough to wear it tucked behind her ears. The lines on her face suggested years of squinting into the sun and laughing. She had a warmth in her eyes and a ready but slightly sly smile. I couldn’t see much of her body. She wore what looked like a thin, brick-red sweater. I could see the outline of a bra underneath.


  We talked about cocktails—dirty martinis, basil gimlets, sidecars—and how and when to decide on a classic old-fashioned or something fancy. “Generally, I base my decision on the bar or bartender,” I said, “and whether or not anything more than an old-fashioned is a pain in the ass.” We all agreed this was wise. She was drinking an old-fashioned. “It definitely felt like a pain in my ass to make anything else tonight,” she said with a laugh. Chatting felt easy.


  We talked about books. I learned that Alix and Holly had already shared their favorite dirty books with each other. Jane De-Lynn’s Leash was my girlfriend’s choice (and possibly test). Alix knew the book and had been both fascinated and horrified by it. Alix’s favorite was an erotica collection she’d recently enjoyed that focused on butch/femme scenarios from the point of view of a femme narrator. The fantasies in it had opened her up to exploring something beyond butch in real life. I didn’t know the collection, but Holly had read it and I enjoyed hearing them talk over their favorite scenes.


  It was easy to shift from erotica to ourselves, to this “date” and what we wanted. Alix wanted a butch to take control. Someone to explore her and take from her. I wasn’t exactly sure how this would work over Zoom, but Holly looked at me and said, “Tell us what you want.”


  I thought about it. “I want to see you, Alix.” I stood up to move our laptop further away and looked down to see that my belt was filling the video screen as I got closer. I stood there until Alix was back in view, being sure she saw me put my hand on my belt buckle. “You look sexy,” I said to the screen and slowly backed up so she could see us again.


  “Show me how you touch your mouth,” I said as I sat back down on the couch and put my fingers to Holly’s lips. I stared at Alix the whole time. I could see now that she was wearing slightly baggy jeans and her feet were bare. She looked tall with a sexy, big ass and thick thighs. “Do it like I do, Alix. Let me touch you.” I pulled Holly’s lower lip open with my thumb and ran it back and forth. Alix followed. The rush I felt was immediate. It hit all of us. Alix squeezed her legs together and lifted her knees. Holly grabbed my thigh.


  I pulled Holly closer, her back against my chest, my arms wrapped around her. “Watch me Alix. Watch what I’m doing to you,” I said and kissed her neck. Kissed Holly’s neck. Alix’s hand moved to her own neck. The connection felt so real. My words. My mouth, my hands on Holly and Alix’s fingers followed everywhere mine landed. Everywhere I told her to go.


  My fingers slid under Holly’s shirt and my clit stiffened at seeing Alix shift a little deeper into the cushions of her couch as she slipped her hand under her sweater. “Let me feel your skin,” I said and pulled the tank top over Holly’s head. Alix pulled her own sweater off and modestly held her arms over her chest for a moment before placing her hands where mine were. I moaned seeing the rolls of her flesh and I imagined touching her skin. I rubbed her belly, squeezed my fingers into her flesh. My hands running up and down her arms and to her neck. “Where are we at, Alix? Am I making you feel good?” I asked and slid one hand between Holly’s legs.


  “Yessss,” Alix hissed and sighed, “yessss.” I rubbed a little harder between her thighs before moving on. I wanted to undress her. Them. The distance between us flickered on and off. I felt muddled.


  “Take your bra off,” I said and they were both quick to comply. “Your body feels so good,” I moaned. I stared at the screen and at Alix’s body. Her body was curvy and lush and a lot like Holly’s. I imagined her struggling to hide it under more butch attire. It gave me a hard-on to think of her exploring her body in this entirely new way. She let me lead her hands over her own body and I felt honored. I rolled her nipple between my fingertips and we all moaned at the same time and then collectively erupted in laughter.


  “Anyone need another cocktail?” I asked and Holly snorted back at me.


  “Fuck us already,” she said with a laugh.


  “Stand up,” I said quickly, tugging at her belt loops, “I want these off.” They both stood and unbuckled, unzipped, easing out of their pants. “Leave your panties on,” I directed.


  I took a deep breath, settling us back down. “Alix,” I exhaled, “watch me.” We all stood, facing our computers. Alix’s image filled the screen, but I could also see the small window of our video and realized Alix could see herself, too. I moved between them and turned to face Holly. Kissing her and pulling her arms around me. I felt Alix stare at us. I hoped she stared a little at herself too. I dropped to my knees and Holly ran her fingers through my hair as I pulled at her panties with my teeth. “I can smell you,” I said. “Put a hand in your panties now.” I tugged Holly’s panties down and let them drop to the floor before moving back to the couch. “Sit on my lap,” I whispered, “and open your legs for me.”


  I could see Alix again. Her thick, muscular thighs fell open. I felt sure the dark patch of hair between her legs was matted and wet. I licked the tip of my finger before softly brushing it against Holly’s clit. “Can you feel me?” I asked. “I’m barely touching you.” I felt my own clit swell hard with need. “Spit on my fingers,” I said, raising my hand. Alix’s fingers shined with slickness. I circled her clit. “Pull my cock inside you,” I said. “I want to feel you.” I slid my fingers inside Holly and watched in awe as Alix grabbed her own fingers and pushed them inside her.


  “Look up,” I said. “Look here.” It was impossible to lock eyes in this virtual setting, but I did my best to let Alix see me stare directly at her while we fucked. “Show me what you like,” I said, and she rubbed a hand lightly on her inner thighs, first one and then the other, while she fucked herself with her fingers.


  “I want my dick inside you until you can’t take it anymore and need my fingers on your clit,” I demanded.


  Holly buried her head against me and whispered, out of hearing, “I love it when you use my body.” I was so turned on I thought I might come with her. Them. My fingers were stiff inside her. Them. Alix begged me to touch her clit. Holly’s pussy felt swollen, different. All of this felt so real. Holly came before Alix did. She grabbed my hand to keep it between her legs. Alix saw how she grabbed me and seemed to feel it. She came in waves, her belly rolling, her chest heaving, and threw her head back on the back of the couch.


  I reached for my watered-down drink. “Will you make me another?” I asked and both of them stood up to go mix another cocktail. I leaned back with a hand on my belt and stared at Alix’s darkened Zoom window. “Jerk me off,” I said when they were back, taking a sip of my drink and spreading my legs. Holly tugged my jeans down to my knees and slid a hand under my briefs. Alix shoved her hand between her legs. I watched how her wrist moved. I tried to keep myself from coming too quickly but I was too jacked up.


  Next time I’ll be ready. Next time I’ll know it’s a date. When we can travel again, we’ll book a flight to Chicago.


  HOME


  Ash Orlando


  I had wept so much in those last weeks. I had said so many desperate things to Alice. I had offered a lot—let’s have an open relationship, let’s explore counseling, let’s just live together as friends—all the ridiculous things you say. But in the end, she still left.


  It just killed me.


  “I think that’s it,” I said, staring around. “That’s the last box.”


  My friend Sasha and I were in the living room, packing up everything I owned. I had rented a room across town and the new keys were tucked in my jacket pocket. This was it.


  The house belonged to Alice now.


  My boxes sat like stones around me, witness to my life ending. I was in limbo. I was between everything and belonging nowhere. My thoughts ran in painful circles. The scent in Alice’s hair, making me remember the thousand times I had bought the shampoo she liked. The million times I had cooked her dinner. The four billion times we had laughingly said, let’s get married in the spring.


  The one time she had said—it’s over.


  “Sasha,” I started, “I don’t know how to do this.”


  “Baby, I’m so sorry,” she said, stretching tape over the box and closing it shut. “There’s no other way. You just gotta leave.”


  I clenched my fists, then let go. Nothing to hold on to. The feeling of falling through open air swept into my body, and I started to shake.


  Alice was my first for so many things. It was the first time I had whispered to someone in the half-dark—I think I’m non-binary. The way she had put her hand on my chest then, and looked at me, really saw me and said, Tell me how you want me to love you. And kissed me, until I knew what my body wanted, and until I knew how to ask for it.


  Alice was the first one to know my new name, after months of deliberation. That night in bed, in a holy storm of fucking, she called my name as she came. I was reborn.


  And then, of course, the first time Alice had taken me to her mother’s house. She said simply, “This is Jak. They’re non-binary, so just use the pronoun ‘they’, okay?” I had stood there in shock, electric at being so visible. Her mother had said, “Yeah okay, that’s cool. You’re not vegetarian or anything are you? Because I’ve made lamb.” I had laughed, and felt layers of shame lifting from me.


  My beautiful friend Sasha saw my tears, and walked across the room to me. She rubbed my short-cropped hair gently.


  “Hey,” she said. I lifted my head to see her. “I’m so sorry it hurts.”


  I looked down again and checked my watch. Three hours till the moving truck came. Could I do this?


  Sasha pulled me to the lounge and I lay on top of her, my breath coming in short bursts. She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me in. Gently she kissed the top of my head a few times. My head lay on her breasts and I felt mothered and warm and something in me softened for the first time in weeks.


  “You’re gonna be okay, baby,” Sasha murmured. “You just wait.”


  The world tilted on its axis as I felt pain roll through me. I knew my whole new life was out there. But I didn’t want it.


  I shifted my body in her embrace and my packing cock pressed on her thigh. Something crackled between us, and a sudden need in me sparked.


  “Sasha—” I started, but then she tilted her head down and kissed me.


  I kissed her back hungrily. I pushed my tongue in hard, and she groaned in response. I bit her neck, firmly. I started to grind against her. Something in me woke up and wouldn’t be quiet.


  “My, aren’t we a needy boy.” She laughed, and paused. “Can I call you boy?”


  Sasha’s eyes met mine as she looked for my consent. I nodded, breathless.


  She was nothing but lovely curves, all accentuated by tight jeans and a button-up shirt tied at the waist. She was stronger than me by far, and took pleasure in the way her body took up space. When she wanted to, she could conquer a man by undoing two top buttons and rubbing butter in her cleavage. I had seen it happen at more than one queer party. She was a goddess and she knew it.


  Right then, she knelt before me.


  “Open your legs my boy,” she instructed. “Show Mama where it hurts.”


  “It hurts—it hurts everywhere,” I stuttered, honestly.


  “But where baby, where in your body? Show me.”


  So I got brave. I lifted my shirt off in a smooth motion and threw it behind me. My short white binder held my heart together but I pulled it off too, and sat there, my chest naked. With a swift movement Sasha straddled me, and took my breasts in her hands.


  “Let me make you feel better, baby,” she purred, and rubbing one breast in her hand she took the other in her mouth, making circles with her tongue. She bit gently.


  I jumped, tensing.


  “Honey, sometimes things have got to hurt a little before they feel good,” she said, rubbing harder with her hand. “You gonna let me hurt you a little? You gonna take that for me?”


  I nodded, breathless.


  “Please, Sasha,” I said, “all of this, please—”


  “Hush, my boy. This is good for you. Now get on the floor.”


  I obeyed. The soft carpet on my back. The warmth of the late afternoon sun flooding the room, making me sweat a little.


  “Arms up, above your head.” She reached for a roll of strong tape that we had been using to seal up the boxes. She pulled out a length of tape and wrapped my wrists securely.


  “If you move, I will stop. You get it?”


  I nodded, shaking a little. She threw a big cushion behind my head so I could see what she would do. I was breathing so fast it was like mainlining energy.


  “I’m gonna take care of you now. Now show me what you can take.” She pinched both nipples hard again and laughed a little as I squirmed. Leaning over she took one breast in her mouth again, and bit down, sucking and moving her mouth firmly. I gasped but did my best to stay still.


  “Good boy,” she murmured into my ear. “Now don’t think I didn’t feel that little cock of yours before. Does it hurt there too?”


  She unzipped my fly and slid her hand in.


  “Oh, this is nice, my boy. What a beautiful little cock, look how it fits into my hands so perfectly.” She tugged me gently, softly.


  Her soft hand moved over my cock, warming it. It was held in place with a simple black fabric harness. I remembered suddenly the wild freedom it had given me, the first time I had slipped that harness on. I had tucked the cock into the fabric loop, and pulled on my boxers over the top. Something about the way it had sat perfectly made me feel like I was home. I don’t understand why and I’ve stopped trying. But I know realness when I feel it.


  All I know is that Sasha’s tender touch was like gold to me right then, molten gold, like an alchemy of elements meeting.


  She reached to her handbag near the doorframe and pulled out her purse. A square shiny package between her fingers. She tore it open, watching my eyes widen with desire. She knelt between my legs so I could see.


  She kept eye contact the whole time while she pushed that condom onto my cock with her mouth. I closed my eyes and I felt the way it was real, the honesty of it, the push-pull of my dick between the warmth of her soft lips. It was gentle, it was kind, it was giving. Her strong hands were on my hips, urging me to tilt upwards onto her tongue.


  I felt my tears start.


  “Sasha, I—” My eyes opened to find her watching me still, but with a gleam in her eye.


  “Yeah, that’s it. We’re gonna get all this hurt out of you. Let’s go.”


  With expert grace she pulled off my old boots, my socks. My jeans she grabbed with both hands and pulled them free. I was naked before her, in the sunlight. My skin prickled with heat.


  “Let’s go, baby. Let’s see you put on a nice show for me. Give your mama what she wants.”


  She thrust two fingers into my cunt, testing.


  I bucked, hard. It felt good, in a way that shocked me. She grabbed a bottle of lube from her bag and covered her hand.


  I pushed my heels into the carpet and my body lifted, beautifully. I was her handsome boy then, a boy that is a bit girlish, a girl that is a bit boy, but I was altogether hers and she knew it.


  “More please,” I mumbled. “Please more.”


  “I like a boy with manners,” she said, grinning. “After I own you good and proper I’m going to put you between my legs and teach you how to lick some pussy. Would you like that, my boy?”


  My whole body caught fire at the idea of it, but before I could register anything she started fucking me. Four fingers easily slipped in, right underneath my cock, the flooding wetness of me like a river. Then quickly, she expertly pushed five fingers into my cunt, right up to the bottom of her thumb.


  “Yeah, I think you can take it. You gonna take it for me like a good boy? Are you ready?” And with that she slid her whole fist inside me. It filled me like fireworks and oh, god, I wanted it. It was good.


  “Just for a little while, baby. Take it hard for a little while. Mama gonna make you feel all better.”


  With that she started fucking me. Slow, deep, powerful thrusts that echoed through me. I closed my eyes and I was nothing but my body, nothing but the lifting strong sensation of freedom. I heard my voice as I moaned but it felt like it was outside of me, that sound.


  I started to rock my body into her rhythm and the tape around my hands cut into my skin. I felt a little bit of pain as I twisted my hands, helplessly.


  “Hey,” Sasha said, pausing instantly. “I already told you about this, baby. You move too much, and I stop. Did you get that from before? I know I warned you.”


  With her free hand she reached up and cuffed me on the cheek. A gentle slap, to put me in my place.


  “I’m sorry, oh, god please. I’ll do what you say.”


  “You promised that before.” She eyed me, contemplating her hand still. “This is for your own good, you know that? I could be anywhere in town right now, fucking any boy I liked. But right now, I want you.”


  I started stammering appreciation, my gratitude, my thankfulness. I damn near begged.


  “Please Sasha, please.”


  She looked at me, her wide brown eyes taking me all in. She was thinking. I started to speak again but was silenced by a single, powerful push of her fist inside me, all the way, hard, and fast. A delicious rush of agony. Oh. My. God.


  “Yes, my boy, take that medicine.” She laughed with pleasure. “Why don’t I give you another chance and let’s see what you can do.”


  The way she fucked me increased in pace and I let my heart open to it. I tried so hard to hold my body still. My hips bucked a little but I kept mumbling, “I can do whatever you tell me to. Whatever you say.”


  Sasha set one hand on my chest holding me down, so she could get the angle that she wanted. Sensing a shift in what I needed she tilted her fist up a little too, changing the angle so that it hit me inside just so. Perfect. I started to build and I knew I couldn’t hold back much longer.


  I started to follow that starry feeling that leads to release but then she paused again and met my eyes. “Can you take a little more?” She tilted her head. “Baby would you like a special treat?”


  I had no idea what I could take but I said yes. She shifted back between my legs, and slipped some lube onto her other hand. She slid her free hand under my butt. With her thumb she circled my asshole, testing, nudging, all the while her fist rocking very gently within, keeping me ready. She took me slowly with her thumb, but with certainty, letting me push down, till I felt full and hot.


  “Good?” she said, questioningly.


  I nodded, yes, god, my whole body was saying yes, and then she started moving her fist some more. She built me up again, and it was tidal, like an ocean rolling. My whole body an ocean wave.


  “You wanna come in my mouth, baby, like a good boy? I think you do,” Sasha said, the sweat running deliciously down her breasts. She kept up the rhythm and put her mouth back on my cock, slipping her mouth around me, keeping up.


  I felt the orgasm riding through me, pulling me—but Jesus Christ, I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t sure I could. I wanted to, god knows, but it was so much. I looked up at her, my eyes wide. I was nothing but sensation and need and willingness but could I?


  “I’m not sure I—”


  “Baby you can do this. You’re gonna do this for me. You need this. It’s good for you and you need it.”


  Her pounding was a heartbeat through me, she had me and I felt it. I felt home and I felt good and I said, “Yes, okay, yes, I will do it for you, yes,” and I surrendered.


  I felt open sky. I felt my body, and it was good and whole and perfect and goddamn it, it was mine.


  My hands still bound I tucked them behind my head, opening up my body to it all. My body was joyous and wild and something dark broke in me. I would give this to her. I would give it. It belonged to me and I would give it.


  Watching her mouth move up and down me made me primal and raw. The fisting was echoing through my body, calling me home. I wanted to go home. That’s how it felt to me right then.


  I am my own home, I suddenly thought, this body is my home and I own it and it is mine.


  And with that I came, shouting, hard and beautiful, my strong cunt throbbing around her hand. It tipped me—I swam, headlong into it—I flew.


  “That’s it honey, my baby, my boy,” Sasha murmured. “Let go, let go.”


  She gently pulled her hands free of my body and scooped me up in her arms, using the nearby blade to free my hands from the tape.


  “I’ve got you baby, you’re here with me. Jak, I’ve got you.”


  She sat and held me, whispering sweet things to me, pressing me to her breasts as all the pain I was holding filled the room in huge, rocketing waves.


  It was a galaxy of grief and I felt it flow through me, and out, and away.
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  Your hands are sure. You know what you want and forget to ask sometimes.


  You slipped your hand beneath my dress and roughly held my breast, pinching my nipple until you felt the shape and volume you wanted. It happened so fast I could not protest.


  And I did not want to. I felt abandon, your lust mixed in with mine. There is no taking because it is already given.


  You said you felt appreciated by my effort. My Sunday best hat and my dress. They express my invitation to come closer, my transparency in letting you know and letting you in.


  Everything has been happening so quickly. I regret not remembering all the moments, the light caresses, meaningful looks, and alluring words spoken in between kisses. At home, feeling flustered and full, I jot down my little stories of the night. Perhaps I add some embellishments but I am certain I am also missing essential parts I wish I had retained.


  * * *


  On our first date, we lay under a tree with far reaching branches, shading us away from elements and other people. In the quiet I could hear the steady brushing of a snare drum. Some old-timey jazzy sounds played on. Real or imagined, I cannot recall.


  Tired of sitting cross-legged, I finally laid down on my back, knees bent and feet on the ground. You stole glances that I caught each time. I pretended not to notice but smirked inwardly.


  I looked up at the leaves and branches and patches of blue sky showing through the foreground. Your blanket of faded green and brown colors felt soft and soothing to my bare arms and shoulders. I took an intentional breath and felt that coveted feeling of peace and fullness in the present moment. However fleeting, I cherished this brief acknowledgment that there is nothing else to need or want, that I am part of a whole that does not need or want anything more than what it is now.


  You looked at me with curiosity, guessing that I was having a philosophical moment. You admitted that you like this part of me, the one that thinks and wonders and questions the meaning of existence, dreams, dubious moral codes, and what we accept as everyday reality. I in turn find your nonconformity outrageously attractive, especially as it shows throughout all aspects of your being. Your distinctiveness does not read as forced or contrived in any way. Rather, I suspect that you are still peeling away conventions and cobwebs of cursory expectations. What then comes into view is a person of vast imagination, deep reverence for invention, and a whimsical passion for irregularities.


  I don’t think you veer off on purpose. I think you are already standing there wondering where everybody else has gone. Sometimes this makes you feel lonely, and I connect with you with my own deep loneliness.


  I am grateful for this shared sense of solitude for accentuating the joy in meeting someone who makes sense to you. Perhaps we will feel more coherent in this world if we stay together.


  At the beginning, you would paw at me and ask for permission later.


  I laughed at you to tease you but also to let you know that you are within the bounds of my implicit permission.


  Desire does not want to wait for words sometimes. We have done the work of extending invitations, recognizing and building chemistry, sharing increasingly fervent glances. We have delighted in the equilibrium of readiness and rapture.


  Before you took me to bed, your hands already knew my contours and crevices. I knew what little sounds to make to keep your focus where I wanted it the most. You learned how to position me to play out your preferred parts. I held your gaze to summon your raw urges. You guided my fingers to your mouth and I made you promises with my swollen tongue.


  I made it plainly clear that I wanted you. And at each point, you smiled in complicit agreement. Then you led me to bed.


  You held my hand when I talked about my dying mother. She is six thousand miles away geographically, but even farther away after so many ruptures and heartbreaks. You listened as I told you about my family’s struggles with communication, our different immigration trajectories resulting in linguistic differences and cultural misalignments. You did not criticize or demonize them, even though you felt the pull to protect me from the pain I carry for and from my family. You understood that I would resist and come to their defense, caught between loyalty and self-preservation. Yet neither did you let me justify the hurt by contextualizing everyone’s actions and words. You understand rejection; the willful act of not accepting another human being for who they are. You understand the impact, the long shadows that fall upon our lives when our own people turn away from us. You held my hand and let me cry.


  Your lips kept hovering just above mine, savoring the anticipation but not giving in, not just yet. Your touch is feather soft sometimes, just enough to make me shiver all over. I feel a searing warmth under my clavicles and above my full breasts. You find these pockets of skin through my layered clothing, not quite removing them but circumventing them. I wonder when you will undress me.


  Will it be slow and deliberate? Or rushed and desperately demanding? Will you let me reach for your shirt buttons? Use one hand to undo each one, the other supporting me as I lean back on the bed, with your relentless arousal leading the way. Can I tug at your belt, slip my hands down your pants to caress the small of your back? A hollow holding an undulation of muscle and bone. Will you let me?


  Once horizontal, will you grab my wrists and place them above my head, forecasting ties and restraints someday, maybe even today? Will you leave some piece of garment unattended because the urge to lay on top of me is too overwhelming? Would you like it if I squirmed and struggled slightly so you can press down against my hips and let me savor my deep desire for submission? Will you leave me to ponder while you take a moment to harness your strap-on and select the cock you have deliberated on and finally chosen weeks ago when we first met? Will you spread my legs and push hard into me, knowing I am so wet that I can take the sudden entry? Would I arch my back and moan as you forget to pace yourself and push your clit against me to the point of climax? Would I wait patiently until you notice me again, listen to my pleas for release, then decide you’ll wait a little longer to build my desperate anticipation?


  Will you gently place your hand on my open and vulnerable throat, signaling who is hunter and who is prey? Please let me be your prey.


  Mmmmm. I have more ideas. Another round of me on top, conducting the score. Yet another with both of us in matching sailor suits. Where would you like to begin?


  I had seen pictures of you before we met. You had read about me online. From these incomplete pieces we could have spun improbable stories and shameless projections. Instead I think we did quite well, letting each of our stories unfold rather than sketch them out of the thin air of speculation.
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