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INTRODUCTION


Love can be invigorating. Love can be full of surprises. Love can be frustrating. Love can be real. Join myself and four other writers as we take you on a journey of love, lust, and everything in between. Another Time, Another Place is a concept that first took flight many years ago. I am glad to finally see it come to fruition. While my time of doing anthologies is slowly coming to an end, I still feel it is important to showcase the works of others. Soon I will limit that to publishing the works of others as I miss being a full-time novelist—my first love.


Rique Johnson is a wonderful author. You all better stop sleeping on him. The man can work magic with a pen. Make sure that you check out his novels: Love & Justice, Whispers from a Troubled Heart, Every Woman’s Man, and A Dangerous Return. Dywane D. Birch is the man who makes words flow like poetry and keeps the drama flowing from page to page as readers get drawn into his characters. Please check out his novels: Shattered Souls, From My Soul to Yours, and Beneath the Bruises. I publish both of these outstanding men and I look forward to seeing their careers flourish in the near future.


Shawan Lewis and Janice N. Adams are newer writers who are both gifted in their own right. Their novellas contained within are powerful and engaging. I would like to sincerely thank all four contributors for allowing me to share their talent with the world and for seeing my vision for this project: Another Time, Another Place.


Have you ever come across someone who seemed like the perfect person for you, yet they were already with another? Have circumstances ever prevented you from pursuing the possible love of your life? If you could go back in time, would you do things differently? Make other choices? Fight for what you believe in?


My story, the title story in the collection, has a lot of meaning to me. Throughout my life there have been men that I allowed to get away, only to wonder years—sometimes decades—later what could have happened if things had been different. Most of the time when one person is free to love, the other is not. Sure, a lot of people leave the one they are with to see if the grass is greener on the other side but then karma kicks in and leaves them in total despair. Sometimes we have to wait and see what happens. Always we need to pray. Love comes to us when it is supposed to, not when we want it to. We cannot force it. We cannot invent it. We must try to recognize it and cherish it when it crosses our paths, though.


I hope that you enjoy this book as much as we have enjoyed compiling it. Please feel free to email me your thoughts to zane@eroticanoir.com. Make sure you join my email list by sending a blank email to eroticanoir-subscribe@topica.com and you can visit me on the Internet at www.eroticanoir.com.


Blessings,


Zane





MIRRORED LIVES


RIQUE JOHNSON








ONE


April Jonston sat in the seating area of her bedroom’s bow window and watched the heavy rain pour down the windowpanes. She was lost, entranced by the varying water formations traveling down the glass. Flashes of light dancing at a distance indicated that a lightning storm was nearing.


She was in her mid-forties, or thirty-nine and holding, as she often stated when asked her age. She had shoulder-length black hair, dark sultry eyes and a smile as bright as the heavens. April remained high school skinny, a perfect size six, thanks to the personal trainer that worked her hard three times a week. Even though she was a college graduate, in a word she was a kept woman. She had never worked a single day; despite a degree in advertising. As fate dictated her future, she met her husband, Virgil Jonston, during her one and only job interview. He was the owner and CEO of the interviewing firm, Innovative Solutions. Virgil was captivated by her beauty and charm. He risked his entire fortune when he stopped the interview to tell her that he couldn’t go any further because he’d be hiring her for the wrong reason.


“Sue me, but I’ve been looking for someone like you my entire life,” were the bold words Virgil said to her that day. They still resonate in her mind today.


Shortly after that, April Miller became April Jonston and has lived a fairytale-like life since the first after-work drink on the interview day.


She looked down at the massive yard and saw an Olympicsized pool, tennis courts and a putting green all being reflected by the flashing lights. She had everything she’d imagined; a large house, a huge yard, the picketed fence as well as a good man in Virgil. Virgil lifted his head from the pillow, wiped the crust from his eyes, and watched his woman gaze out of the bow window.


“Are you okay, honey?” he asked.


“I’m fine. I just couldn’t sleep,” April lied.


“You’ve had a lot of that lately. Is there anything you’d like to discuss?”


“Truly, I’m fine. I’m drawn to storms. I’ve always been this way. I think they’re sexy.”


Virgil was two years younger than his wife. This fact didn’t bother him, nor did their height difference of two inches. Virgil was the shorter of the two. The one shortcoming that always weighed heavily on his mind was the size of his manhood. He carried plenty of mental anxiety because he possessed neither size, length, nor girth.


Throughout the years, upon meeting a potential mate, he used his wealth to buy gifts; all in an attempt to let his kindness outweigh his inadequacy. If the relationship turned physical, he used various creams, toys and things to please the woman. His size made intimacy a job instead of a pleasurable act.


Even though storm-gazing was pleasing to April, she was troubled and found it increasingly difficult to hide her sexual frustration.


“I’ve always known you to enjoy storms,” Virgil said. “The more violent the better, but hearing that they are sexy is something new. Still, two nights in a row makes me wonder. Come on, can I entice you with some thunder from down under?”


April’s head turned toward him; she boasted a bright smile. Virgil was pleased with her apparent acceptance of the invitation, but concealed behind her wondrous smile was an underlying agony of performing the act. She felt obligated to fulfill the duties as his spouse; even though neither her heart nor mind was into it. Eight years into the marriage, her husband hadn’t changed. He remained affectionate, caring, loving and attentive. However, his penis-size compensation efforts had lessened. The tongue and the toys were few and far between. Lately, the use of these items lacked the passion and precision they once had.





TWO


Ariel Johnson turned away from watching the rain dance on the window panes to respond to her husband’s sexual suggestion. The bright smile she returned to him accepted his invitation. She greeted the devilish smile from Steven with enthusiasm. Ariel was a woman two years younger than her forty-seven-year-old mate. Her hair was pulled back into a long ponytail. Her skin was flawless except for a scar just above her left eyebrow. Ariel took one step toward her husband and paused as a sense of déjà vu overcame her.


The flickering light coming through the window from behind, her husband’s gaze, everything right down to the waterfall-like pattern on the comforter that flowed from the bed to the floor felt as though she had lived through it before. She shook off the feeling and skipped toward the bed. After all, Steven Johnson was a master at pleasing a woman. He was the artist; she was his canvas. This was what she believed. This was how he made her feel. The thunder roared, Ariel screamed, and jumped into the arms of her man. Ariel and Steven’s sex life worked like a finetuned machine; much like other aspects of their lives together. They both were working middle-class that pooled the household’s resources together. This being the case, they could well afford the four-bedroom, four-and-a-half-bath and three-car garage home that had a yard large enough for the planned in-ground pool and tennis court. So, when Ariel lowered the silk robe off of her shoulders, Steven’s mouth closed around her nipple like a dance rehearsed a thousand times. Her body responded as if she had said, “You had me at hello.”


Ariel was on her knees, head tilted toward the bow window that mimicked a strobe light. Steven was on his knees facing her; one arm held her closely around the waist. With the other hand, he pinched the opposing nipple from his mouth. Even with her eyes closed, Ariel could sense the lightning flashes. She was hot with a passion that burned deep inside of her. There was a plethora of ways that lighted her fire, but her nipples carried the most fuel for her eroticism. Steven held a nipple between his thumb and pointer finger with ample pressure. The oversized electrode flattened like a marshmallow and the part that escaped the pressure formed an umbrella. He used the tip of his tongue to stroke back and forth along the exposed area beyond his fingertips.


Ariel’s womanhood had already moistened from the initial teasing with his mouth, but when he nibbled on the pressurized area, all bets were off.


“Fuck me now,” Ariel panted out of desire.


The instruction was not a demand. It was a need. Steven gazed intently into her eyes. He slowly removed the robe from her shoulders and pushed her backward, with the palm of his hand placed between her breasts. Ariel willingly lowered to her back and positioned her knees up with the legs spread apart, waiting for whatever her mate had in store for her. Steven attacked her with his hungry, eager tongue. It dove deep inside her haven with determination and purpose. He shaped his tongue like a scoop, glided it through the natural juices and swallowed the tasty treat after each time. He placed a hand behind each knee, raised her legs upward and licked her rectum as if he was trying to determine how many strokes were needed to get to the center of a lollipop. Ariel moaned when his tongue penetrated the entrance. His stroke was slow, deliberate and precise. Ariel’s passionate moans filled the air and seemed to drown out the periodic clap of thunder. His tongue moved up between her lower lips and danced artistically around her clitoris. Ariel screamed, uncontrolled and uninhibited, loud with vibrations that accompanied trembling legs.


His index finger slowly entered the lower passionate wormhole in conjunction with a thumb sliding through the womanhood’s wetness. Steven heard, “Oh shit” when he closed his lips around her clit. He repeatedly pressed both fingers together while he sucked her man-in-a-boat as if he was trying to detach it from her body. For most women, his actions on such a delicate part of the body would be too hard and rough, but for Ariel, the rougher the better. Ariel screamed uncontrollably, electrified by all senses. Her hips jerked to a sporadic rhythm only she and the universe understood.





THREE


April screamed when Virgil pressed his lips together; her clitoris was between them. The pressure was too great. It would have been one thing if he’d let his naturally soft lips tantalize her jewel, but he sucked his lips back like he had no teeth and gummed down reminiscent of crushing a cherry. She pushed his head backward; the sexual mood vanished completely like a magician’s sleight-of-hand trick. April slowly pulled an electric cord and freed the electronic device from her ass. A vibrant hum filed the air.


“Enough of this for tonight,” April said.


“I’m sorry, honey. Don’t be upset. I won’t be so rough,” Virgil pleaded.


“I’ve no idea of what’s gotten into you lately. All you seem to be interested in is causing me pain. If it isn’t squeezing me too hard, an overzealous roughness or the improper use of the toys, it must be a lack of interest. Maybe you no longer care about my needs,” April guessed. “You got yours,” April said emotionally.


She took a moment to reflect on how she sucked him off prior to him getting started on her. She recalled how she worked up an erection with her soft hands. It was Virgil’s favorite thing to have done to him, her hand fondling his penis and her mouth sucking on his nipple. His reaction was always the same. He rose to a stronger, younger-feeling erection. April sat on him for no other reason than to let him feel her wetness. That was her thing; any type of foreplay got her jewel as wet as an ocean stream. The downside was, she felt no friction, little penetration because of his size and her extreme wetness. Virgil, on the other hand, had a different story; all aspects of April’s womanhood felt like a warm cushiony gelatin.


As she rode his tool in the reverse cowboy position, different degrees of eroticism filled him. He was just that sensitive and neared a climactic state quickly. He never had real stamina, fully hardened or semi-hard. He could easily wear the three-minute man badge and could be the poster child for the organization, but not today. April recalled falling to the side and licked her juices from his joystick. Her tongue moved up his shaft and made slow circles around Virgil’s head. She had always enjoyed her taste. Years of fingering herself to pick up where her husband lacked had turned her into a pussy juice addict. She would always have two fingers basking in her juices while masturbating and thought of them as sponges. She would let them soak in her haven before she placed them into her mouth.


The toys replaced the real thing for only a few short years. After that, she faked orgasms to prevent damage to Virgil’s fragile ego. What allowed April to satisfy her needs without her husband’s knowledge was the fact that a climax for Virgil produced an identical result as an electrical switch being turned off. Soon after he exploded and rolled over, he would sleep hard, out like a light. Snoring was his cigarette and often April would masturbate to the rhythm of his sound.


“It isn’t like that,” Virgil responded. “I do care about your feelings and your needs. You haven’t been into it these days; I thought roughing it up a bit would bring you back to where you used to be.”


“I’d be more into it if you were the same,” April responded. “Something about you has changed.”


“I am the same,” Virgil responded defensively.


“No, you used to be caring and sensitive to what my body needs were, but now your caress feels like a chore. I sense pleasing me has become a job that you hate to do, but you toil your way through it.”


Virgil watched the tears begin to fall from April’s eyes.


“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’ll do better, I promise.”


He hugged his wife and gave serious thought to getting a penis extension. April jumped from the bed as a thunder rumble sounded. She looked back at her man who had already started descending to Neverland even as he watched her back away to the bow window. She sat in the bow window for a short moment with her head resting on tucked knees. Her head turned toward Virgil’s snore sound, a sound that tonight disgusted her.


Heavy raindrops danced and sounded on the windowpanes as they splashed into a million molecules. April watched the hypnotic act for a brief moment before entering the bathroom. She threw a face cloth into the sink, turned on the hot water, and then ran a finger through her wetness.


I taste good, she thought, after removing the finger from her mouth.


She grabbed the hot face cloth and wrung it out bravely. The steamy water that fell from her fingers was too hot for an average bath, yet she endured the burning sensation. She then folded the cloth in half, took a long wiping stroke through her haven’s juices. She sucked the nectar from the cloth as if she was extracting microfibers from the item. April dropped the cloth into the sink, closed her eyes as one hand caressed her breast while the other massaged her womanhood until she created more tasty treats to taste. She repeated the heated-cloth, pussy-juice maneuver until the taste of her secretion had dissipated. She looked at herself in the mirror, and ran a thumb across the flesh mole under her right eye.


“Damn, the storm is getting closer,” she said aloud upon hearing perfume bottles rattle because of the thunder.


Virgil continued to call hogs. He was unaffected by the noise that could wake the dead. It was a good thing. April wasn’t satisfied. Her needs had to be satisfied and she knew exactly what had to be done. She straddled the pedestal sink and felt blessed that it could hold her weight. The reflection back was sensual, aided by the dark grayish moonlight rays shining through the window that flickered with each flash of lightning. She danced two fingers in a circular waltz inside her haven until sounds of wetness invaded her ears. She put the fingers into her mouth as if the fingers were the spoon that stirred the stew. The same two fingers then separated her lower lips, spread them as far as her fingers allowed. She pulled her fingers upward and her clitoris moved forward as if it was attached to a pendulum. She shoved the other hand’s middle finger into her wetness, and then caressed the exposed cherry with the lubricated finger. April’s sensations rose in little time. Her hips moved to the self-induced stroke as she touched the clitoris softly at first, then plucked it like a musician on a bass guitar string. She gazed at the intense look in the mirror. With each strum of the solo instrument her expressions intensified. The varying sensuous looks became hypnotic. She watched herself watch back. The area between her eyebrows wrinkled with the increasing circular motions her two fingers made on her jewel. April’s breathing became thick and heavy. She leaned forward, her head less than a foot from the mirrored glass. The reflection in the mirror slowly vanished as if she performed a magic act because of the condensation from the heavy breathing in her excited state.


Her expression prior to the climax seemed to intensify, electrified her own arousal. Oddly, the reflection vanishing in the mist told of an explosion just seconds away…ticking like a time bomb. One would think as much as she adored storms that the lightning strike just outside of the house would have been the lever that opened her orgasmic flood gates. Instead, the loud bang, the slight house tremor, and the sound of bottles and things tumbling in the medicine cabinet startled her. She released a tiny scream. Somehow, she ended on her butt sitting on the bathroom floor.


That was very close, she thought.


She stood up and peeked into the bedroom. Virgil remained out like a light. The only difference in him was, he’d moved from his left side to the right side. April looked at herself once more in the mirror. The reflection seemed to speak, “Make me sing!” Therefore, she intended to capture the identical intense erotic expression of moments ago. Her womanhood remained moist and hot. She knew in a manner of seconds, she’d be back to the near climactic state.


She straddled the sink a second time and immediately started the process of picking up where she had left off. She paid full attention to her jewel. Instantly a tingly sensation rose from the toes, up the legs to the pulsating walls of her womanhood. Again, the sight of her turned-on expression ignited even more passion within. Her blood boiled. April’s open mouth, flared nostril, passionate eyes and the scar above her left eyebrow had great sex appeal. She exploded hard and uncontrolled; her legs trembled so violently that the soap dispenser vibrated and fell into the sink. She continued the motion on her clitoris until she couldn’t withstand her own action.


April leaned forward, rested and supported herself with her forehead against the medicine cabinet’s mirror. She panted heavily and took long, slow deliberate breaths in an attempt to regain normal breathing. After a short while, she lifted her head, wiped the lingering condensation from the mirror with the face cloth and directed her attention to the mirror’s image. She ran fingers through her hair from front to back and was very satisfied with the pleasure she gave herself. April looked intently at her reflection.


“I don’t have a scar above my left eye,” she spoke aloud.


April jumped from the sink, turned on the bathroom light and returned to the mirror to investigate under better lighting.





FOUR


Ariel was startled when Steven turned on the bathroom light.


“What the fuck are you doing?” he asked.


“Nothing,” she lied. “I’m just looking at myself in the mirror.”


“Yeah, you look confused by that or you’re embarrassed because I’ve watched you finger-fuck yourself while admiring your work in the mirror. Riding my dick isn’t good enough anymore? You have to straddle a sink like it’s a fucking horse.”


Ariel turned toward her husband. With his tone and posture, embarrassment wasn’t the emotion that swept over her. It leaned more toward fear. She had gone through a ritual. She had more than pleased herself and was pretty much wiped out from her act because her self-induced orgasm closely followed one from the lovemaking session between her and Steven. Her erotic state started to dissipate when she became confused by her reflection in the mirror. As she walked toward the bedroom, she ran a thumb across the scar just above her left eyebrow and felt things were normal. She’d swear her childhood injury scar was replaced by a beauty mark mole under her right eye.


“I saw a mole when I climaxed,” she spoke aloud.


The eeriness that consumed her when she fell to the floor, spooked by the close lightning strike, seemed like a reflection of another place and time. She kept the strange thoughts to herself because truthfully, it sounded crazy to her.


Steven’s mood can’t handle my notions right now, she said mentally to herself.


“No violence,” Ariel spoke as she passed Steven.


Steven gazed upon her as if she’d lost her mind.


How dare you, he thought. He was appalled by the insinuation.


“Don’t tell me,” he scolded her. Each word was accompanied by what he considered a mild tap on the back of her head. “…what to do,” he continued with three more corresponding smacks. The last one was a shove that quickened her descent to the bed.


“Stop it!” Ariel snapped. “I’m not in the mood for this. Alright!”


She climbed under the covers, laid on her left side and gazed at the flashes of light through the bow window. Steven grabbed the corners of his pillow, and repeatedly struck her on the head in a one-man pillow fight. He called his spouse everything under the sun except a child of God.


“Why are you doing this?” Ariel asked. “I’ve done nothing to deserve your hostility.”


Steven’s assault stopped for a moment. “You’ve made me feel as though I don’t know how to take care of your needs. Maybe I’m not good enough or maybe you were fantasizing about your secret lover as you stared into the mirror.”


“What the hell are you talking about? I have no such person.”


“Devin Alexander,” Steven spoke confidently.


“Now you’re being totally ridiculous. Devin recently got married. He has never looked twice at me since we split up,” Ariel said. She sensed her husband was about to rebut her statement. “Before you say it, that night at The Drink, Devin was winking at his date. Not me.”


“Yeah right!”


“This conversation is too damn old. I have to tell you the same thing every time you get a hair up your ass.”


“I don’t have a hair up my ass. You shouldn’t step on my manhood by finger-fucking yourself immediately after we have sex.”


“Your manhood, this is what’s angered you? Haven’t you ever jacked off before?” Ariel raged.


“Plenty of times,” Steven quickly answered. “But, never directly after being with a woman.”


“It doesn’t matter. You having to stroke yourself when women are available should threaten your manhood.”


“It doesn’t.”


“Nor should me masturbating.”


Steven swung his pillow at Ariel’s head again. She protected her head with her pillow and simultaneously drowned out most of the second round of verbal abuse. She cried under the concealment of the pillow, very much confused by what she’d done wrong.





FIVE


April carefully slid under the covers; she hoped not to disturb Virgil. The foolish notion made her chuckle because her husband was in full snore mode. She laid on her side, watched flashes of light dance outside through the bow window and wished that each flash would damper the sound of Virgil’s snore. She hugged the pillow tightly around her head; used it as a gigantic earplug. Oddly, the same eeriness consumed her. April opened her eyes to the darkness, as if that would aid her understanding of why the moment felt familiar to her.


I’ve been here before, she thought.


The premonition bothered her because the notion came with the belief that the experience was something unpleasant. The weary thoughts kept her awake for hours. Ultimately, the body grew tired and she fell asleep just before sunrise. The next morning when Virgil removed the pillow from her head, she woke tired, her face was clammy from sweating, and her damp hair was matted in place like a wet curl.


“I’m sorry, honey,” Virgil apologized. “Was my snoring unbearable last night?”


Realistically, Virgil was a good man. He provided a daydream life for her. April’s needs were met and her wants were never questioned. She was a pampered, placed-on-a-pedestal, stay-at-home wife, so dealing with a snoring issue uncontrollable by her spouse was easy. Years ago, she decided it was pointless to make him feel bad about it.


“No…it was nothing more than usual,” April said, responding to his question. “The constant thundering had more to do with it,” she lied. “You and the storm combined aren’t the best lullaby to fall asleep to.”


Virgil smiled.


“That was a pretty nasty storm,” he said.


“You slept through the worst part. It got crazy out there for a good while. I’d swear that lightning struck somewhere in our yard.”


“Maybe you shouldn’t play human lightning rod and watch the storm from the bed.”


Virgil glanced out of the window. The rain continued to fall, but with far less intensity than the downpour of the previous night.


“I believe the forecast calls for more thunderstorms tonight,” Virgil spoke. “Maybe you should try earplugs tonight?”


“That may not be a bad idea.”


Moments later, the aroma of bacon filled the air. April was in automatic mode when she prepared their morning breakfast. The meals varied, yet she remained efficient. The only difference between weekday and weekend meals was that she awakened naturally without an alarm clock. She placed Virgil’s plate on the table, sat across the table and they began eating breakfast.


“The pepper jack cheese in the eggs this time really sets them off,” Virgil complimented his wife. “Honey, did you hear me?”


April was in deep thought. She stared at the dark substance in her coffee cup as if the black liquid could sway her mind from the surfacing thought.


“Honey?” Virgil said a bit louder.


This time his word registered and the coffee cup slowly came into focus.


“Yes,” April responded.


“What’s wrong? Are you still troubled by my behavior last night?”


“I haven’t given it much thought. That’s water under the bridge; we’ll get past this.”


“Please explain the distance in the air today. What’s wrong?”


“Really nothing,” she lied again.


April felt bad with a second lie in such a short time. But, she wasn’t about to tell her true feelings. The tainted mood began while she cooked. Mentally, she took inventory of her fairytale life. Even with his undying love, worldly possessions and money, a major part of her felt unfulfilled. She did a quick scan of her home.


How can a person with so much feel so empty? she asked herself.


Deep down, April wanted to contribute to her life’s existence. Many women would say being a homemaker was a full-time job, but years of constant repetition had taken a toll on her spirit. She cooked, she cleaned, shopped for groceries, clothes and everything in between online. She and Virgil attended very little social functions, therefore, for years she felt like a prisoner confined to their home. Absent the visits from the personal trainer and an occasional call from her mother, her outside life would be nonexistent.


The one time April did voice her desire to contribute to the household, Virgil became irate, his old school chauvinistic views flared and they engaged in a major argument over the subject for days.


No wife of mine is going to work when I have the means to provide a good life without help, were Virgil’s words. They were still prominent in her mind.


Virgil was the man of the house and throughout the years he reminded her of it countless times. It led April to believe that reviving a non-winnable stressful conversation wasn’t worth the effort. Part of her believed her predicament was her own doing because she accepted the role from the very beginning. After all, it was his money, his house and his rules. It was a thought that tormented her silently for years.


“I’m a bit preoccupied with being spooked last night,” April continued.


“Spooked? What happened?”


“I looked different in the mirror, but I’d guess the lightning may have played tricks with my eyes.”


“Well, what did you see?”


“A reflection of me looked the same, yet uncommonly different.”


“Explain.”


“That’s just it. I can’t. I just felt as though I was seeing a near identical twin.”


Virgil smiled. He slept through the worst part of the storm, yet April’s explanation forced him to agree with his spouse.


“Sweetheart,” Virgil said. “You’re right. It was just the storm playing tricks on you. Don’t waste energy worrying about a supernatural phenomenon,” Virgil suggested.


“Maybe you’re right,” agreed April.


She was happy to have swayed the conversation without revealing her true feelings. Even though having Virgil believe she’d lost her mind forced a question about her motive.





SIX


Lying in bed the next morning Ariel had her back toward Steven’s. She again focused her attention to the dancing rain on the bow window. It was a constant fall, but not the downpour of the previous night. Steven rolled over, placed an arm around her and then began running his fingers through her hair.


“I’m sorry I acted so ugly last night,” Steven apologized. “I truly don’t know what got into me.”


Ariel remained silent.


“Come on,” he begged, “don’t be like that. After all, it was only a pillow.”


Ariel rolled to her back, ignored his words once more and stared at the light fixture on the ceiling.


“You sound ridiculous,” Ariel responded after a long moment of silence. “It didn’t matter to you that it was only my finger. You reacted as though you caught me fucking another man. How fair is that?”


“I know,” he spoke with a softer tone. “I overreacted and I’m very sorry.”


“Truthfully,” Ariel replied as she turned to look at him for the first time. “That was the second time in seven months you’ve apologized for striking me. Well, the first time, shame on you. The second time, shame on me. A third time isn’t going to happen. I’m not sticking around for that.”


“What exactly are you saying?”


“It’s Saturday morning. Monday, I’m speaking with a divorce attorney.”


“You can’t be serious,” Steven said a little animated. “You weren’t hit hard at all with a pillow.”


“So typical of a man, you attempt to justify a wrong by placing it on a grading scale. Striking me is wrong whether or not it’s with your fist or with a pillow. I’d be a fool to sit here and wait for the next time bomb to explode.”


Steven sat up, rested his back on the headboard, turned and gazed at his wife.


“I promise you on my life that I’ll never abuse you mentally or physically again,” Steven said slowly and concisely.


“If I recall correctly, wasn’t it your mother’s life you swore on the last time?”


Touché, Steven thought.


He was about to continue rationalizing why Ariel should reconsider her view when the “You’ve got mail” announcement floated through the air. Ariel jumped up, her naked frame seemed to glide on air. Their disturbing conversation didn’t prevent Steven from admiring and thinking what a wonderful ass she had. Ariel left the bedroom; she had concealed what Steven deemed her greatest asset with a robe.


Moments later, she discovered the email notification was a communiqué from her office. The odd part was that she had never received a business email over the weekend before. She became alarmed with the subject matter of the email entitled “Presentation.” She read the one-paragraph note that told her to rethink her approach.


“Rethink my approach,” she said aloud.


Her mind drifted back to the presentation that she gave to a new client and fearful realizations surfaced like a submarine on a fast ascent. Ariel crossed her arms on the desk, leaned forward and rested her head on her arms. She took a deep breath to combat the mild case of depression that was suddenly consuming her. According to the email, she had Saturday and Sunday to put together a presentation that would rock the client’s world. The exact approach eluded her, yet she sat for hours at the computer researching various products. Her result was a desk full of various white papers, but the best approach for her client still eluded her. Her eyes ached and at this point she experienced information overload and couldn’t read another line of text on the flat-screen monitor. She left the home office and walked by the family room where Steven was watching TV. Ariel tussled through the pots and pans to begin dinner. Steven told her that he’d already ordered Chinese food and that it should be delivered shortly.


“Besides,” Steven spoke softly into her ear after leaving the lazy boy recliner, “the rain has picked up again and the roar of thunder is getting louder by the minute. Another major storm is heading our way. It’s too messy to go out, and just in case the lights fail, I thought it would be nice to have food delivered. See,” he said, proud of a small accomplishment, “I have placed candles on the table already.”


“That’s very thoughtful of you,” Ariel replied.


But, Steven’s thoughtfulness hadn’t lessened her anger. She understood the time away from the kitchen was a diversion to allow time to formulate a strategic presentation.





SEVEN


As far back as April could remember she had enjoyed watching the brilliance of violent storms. She recalled her mother forcing her to get away from the window as a child. She sat at the kitchen table nursing a glass of burgundy wine. Virgil was placing the leftover Chinese food into containers. He’d had food delivered as an attempt to calm her because while they ate breakfast, he sensed that his wife was troubled even though she neglected to share her true thoughts. He was happy with himself because April really seemed to enjoy the General Tso’s chicken and hot and sour soup that he presented her.


April listened to the rain increase its dance on the windowpanes. It soothed and relaxed her more than her husband could understand. The sound of the rain coupled with the visual splatter of each raindrop on the panes was downright hypnotic. As she’d done many times before, she sat in the bow window with her knees pulled to her breasts. Her arms were wrapped around her legs holding them in place. She stared at the storm intently. Each flash of lightning was followed by a clap of thunder that increased in volume. April became lost inside a place only a lucky few can find. The flashes of light were like exploding bombs that streaked across the sky. Each burst of light gave her a multi-paneled view of her reflection. Oddly, she thought about the thunder from down under, but she knew it wasn’t the answer to her being satisfied.


“Are you going to storm gaze all night again?” she vaguely heard but didn’t respond.


April jumped; she was startled when Virgil placed his arms around her from the rear. She was mildly disappointed that he disturbed her solitude.


“Your butt is going to fall asleep if you sit here too long,” Virgil joked. “You should come to bed early,” he said with a devilish tone.


“Not tonight, honey,” April responded without removing her gaze from the bow window. “The storm will help me relax and have a comfortable sleep. It worked last night. I slept soundly once I did fall asleep. I just want to watch it until my eyes get heavy.”


“Okay, don’t come running to bed scared when the storm gets closer to us. I’m not going to be used as your pillar of strength,” Virgil joked.


“I’ll be fine, dear.”


Virgil kissed her behind the ear, and then whispered something nasty that prompted a swat on his leg from April. She watched him crawl into the bed with the reflection from the surrounding windowpanes. In a short time, Virgil was snoring. The louder Virgil snored, the closer the violent storm came. Brilliant flashes danced across the sky and brightened the darkness like fluorescent eels deep under the sea. Virgil was in full snore mode. His thunderous sounds competed with nature’s voice, but ultimately became nothing more than a whisper compared to the howling winds that stirred outside. With each flash of light, April could see the trees take their bows as they conceded to the will of the wind. Paper and other debris floated in all directions, reminiscent of an unsteady, unworldly storm.


The lightning was plentiful. It complemented the roar of thunder waving through the air, seemingly making the Earth move. April was fascinated and frightened at the same time. She had never seen such chaos in a thunderstorm. Her eyes widened, and her heart raced when two streaks of lightning thrown from the heavens approached each other from different directions and then seemed to collide and sprint toward her like a three-dimensional object. She let out a slight scream, stepped out of the bow window, and Virgil’s words popped in her mind. She shot a glance at Virgil. He was dead to the world, oblivious to all noises around him.


April watched a foray of lightning engage in what could be considered a sword fight. It was magical, it lured her back to the bow-window seat, but she stopped short of planting her butt on the platform because of the surprise she felt between her legs. She sensed moistness while she stepped toward the window. As the flashes of light continued to flicker, she backed away with a hand already down her pants. She rubbed three fingers across her jewel and stopped at the juices. She curled her middle finger inside the wetness, tilted her head back because of the instant pleasure. She became excited about what she would do, thus seconds later, the bathroom door closed behind her.


April created an identical effect from the previous night by leaving the bathroom light off. It was eerie how different the nights were. The howling wind seemed to echo throughout the bathroom. The bass cymbal-like, thunder sound appeared as if a giant stood over their home and banged the two metal objects over the house. The flashes of electricity peering through the window made the bathroom appear like a disco.


She had no real reason why she approached the mirror so slowly and tentatively. She was in search of something, but she couldn’t quite put a finger on it. Nevertheless, a middle finger worked her clitoris like a compass needle caught in a continuous circle. She elected not to straddle the sink; instead April placed a support palm on the medicine cabinet’s mirror for the inevitable weakness in the knees. The muscles in the stretched arm grew tired. She bent her elbow and rested her forehead on the arm. She could almost kiss herself because of the proximity to the mirror.


April’s climax was near, she was hot, and her body radiated steam that fogged the mirror like teenagers making out in a car. She was one step away from exploding juices all over her hand, yet she accomplished a difficult task; she prolonged the moment and wiped the condensation from the mirror with a series of “S” strokes to view her intense facial expressions. The continued flashes of light sparkling through the bathroom window made each sensual expression seem like varying degrees of eroticism. Each erotic view brought on a tingly sensation that radiated from her toes, up her legs and made her quiver as if she was cold. April began to pinch her jewel between her thumb and index finger. First gently, then gradually harder until it seemed to swell. She wiped the mirror once more and supported herself with the right hand. Her fingers clawed into the mirrored surface. She studied the extremely passionate reflection and knew in a matter of seconds no matter how hard she’d try to sustain the magic moment, she’d explode with vigor. She was so entranced, seduced by the ultimate orgasm, she cared little about the mole under her right eye.


“Oh,” softly left her lips.


She repeated the phrase several times in succession. Each time, the word increased in volume.





EIGHT


Ariel had been watching a storm that was three times as bad as the previous night. She now sat in the bow window and got more turned on by the minute with the belief that lightning storms were sexy. She confirmed her thoughts when a hand slid into her panties discovered juices grander than on the chicken she had eaten. When her finger curled up into her wetness a sense of having already completed the task swept over her. She tasted her marinated finger and grabbed a toy before hiding in the bathroom. Behind closed doors, she inserted a pocket rocket deep that vibrated at the highest setting deep up her womanhood. Every pore on her body was electrified.


Tonight, she closed and locked the bathroom door to prevent the angry-husband syndrome. Steven was snoring, aided by a half-bottle of wine and four scotch on the rocks that he had consumed with dinner. Ariel drank the other half bottle of wine. Together with a slight buzz and the raging storm outside, her body yearned to be fulfilled.


The vibrations from the miniature vibrator hummed in her ears. It was a tune that gave her the rhythm for the circular waltz around her clitoris. She actually hummed the count one, two, and three in her head. The thunderous sounds outside orchestrated a different tune. The graceful glide of the waltz transformed itself into the electric energy of a rumba, illustrated by pinching that began on her girl toy. Her knees weakened nearly instantly.


Ariel braced herself with the left hand on the mirror, inserted her middle finger deep inside the wetness and rotated it around the vibrating object. She cleared a windshield wiper blade-like area on the mirror to view the climactic moment and then resupported her weakened body. The reflection was everything she’d hoped for: sensual, erotic and intensely sexciting. The image of her was the same, yet it differed. She observed a mole under her right eye that she didn’t recall having. It didn’t matter; she was far too gone to be concerned with something so trivial when the flashing light illuminating through the bathroom’s window might have tricked her eyes. Yet, she stared intently at the image.


April glazed back. For a brief moment both women thought they had lost their minds. Their moaned words were on a time delay. Ariel’s passion cry was “Shit,” but even under the heavy seduction of a near orgasm, the image in the mirror seemed to recite, “Oh.” Nevertheless, both Ariel and April were lost to a beast-like passion. They ignored reality and continued to completion their “Oh” and “Shit” bellows. Suddenly, for each woman it became a race to the climactic finish. Both women exploded violently, roared and held a synchronized note.


The sound of thunder lasted longer than each woman’s lungs sustained the note. The rumble seemed as though it was vibrating the room. They hadn’t finished squirting juices onto their fingers when lightning struck both houses simultaneously. A one-halfinch crack on both bathroom walls traveled from the window, turned the corner and headed horizontally across the wall toward them. When the jagged crack reached their respective medicine cabinets, the mirrored glass shattered underneath their hands. Both women jumped back and screamed for the first time out of fear. Both women suffered a cut on their palms—April’s right hand and Ariel’s left hand, respectively. They managed to pull up their panties with a lone hand and they stepped toward the sink holding their damaged hand at the wrist. They placed a face cloth in the hand containing the cut and clutched a fist around it. They looked into the mirror timidly, fearful of what they might see. To their surprise, they saw themselves as they were. Identical in every way except, Ariel saw a mole under her right eye and April now viewed a scar over the left eyebrow. April and Ariel were each in utter shock. Their minds raced a thousand miles a minute as they tried to rationalize what happened. The two women knew for the first time that they were seeing someone different. They simply stared at each other in silence, awed by the phenomenon. They both touched the broken glass with the fingertips of the uncut hand.


Virgil turned on the bathroom light just as glass from the shattered mirror fell into the sink.


“Honey,” Virgil said. “What’s going on in here?”


April was too startled by the glass and Virgil’s sudden intrusion to respond. She slowly turned toward the voice and saw a man that she was vaguely familiar with.


Something’s out of sync, April thought.


“April, are you okay?” Virgil asked based on the puzzled expression on his wife’s face.


“I’m fine, other than my hand,” April said as she extended the cut hand to him.


“How did that happen?”


“I was looking at myself in the mirror, and then all of a sudden, it shattered beneath my hand.”


Virgil’s eyes followed the crack in the wall from the medicine cabinet to the window.


“The house must have been struck by lightning to cause this much damage,” Virgil said in awe.


April saw Virgil’s head still locked on the window and for the first time she looked at the bathroom’s destruction. Her eyes followed the crack back around the wall to the mirror. The odd thing was the bathroom wasn’t exactly how she remembered it.





NINE


“Honey, are you okay?” Steven asked Ariel.


Ariel shook her head as if she was disillusioned.


“Open the door, Ariel,” Steven spoke. “Why is the bathroom door locked?” she heard.


“Just one second,” Ariel responded.


The vibrations within her reminded her of something. She used two fingers to dig into her haven and pull out the miniature vibrator that had all but run out of steam.


What the fuck? she thought.


Ariel panicked. She wrapped the device in toilet paper and threw it into the wastebasket. The louder bang on the door grabbed her attention. Tentatively, she headed for the door. She was slightly fearful without a total understanding of why. Steven immediately turned on the light.


“The house was hit by lightning,” Steven stated excitedly. “Are you okay?”


“I was looking at myself in the mirror, and then all of a sudden, it shattered beneath my hand.”


Ariel was dumbfounded. It appeared as though the words magically appeared into her thoughts for the first time and at the same time the words felt familiar to her.


“What in the hell happened to the wall?” Steven asked before he realized that he was asking the obvious. “The lightning strike did that?”


“I believe so.”


Steven lifted the bloody face cloth from her hand, gazed at the quarter-inch deep cut and then closed his fingers around hers.


“It’s a good thing only your palm was cut. Hell, glass from the mirror could have exploded and cut you in all sorts of places… something wrong?” Steven asked.


“Uh, nothing,” Ariel lied.


She was stunned. The man before her she’d never seen before, yet he was so familiar to her. His look, the walk and the sound of his voice was as comfortable as a broken-in pair of shoes. Yet, she seemed to be living through a déjà vu moment. She looked around the bathroom, then the bedroom; all of the surroundings were different. Yet, certain details down to the pattern on the bed’s comforter were part of her conscious memory. She didn’t understand why and the fact scared her. Everything had a familiar feel and everything was new. She felt displaced, in a new reality, seemingly in another place and another time.


“Can I have a moment?” Ariel asked Steven.


She didn’t wait for an answer. She walked out of the bedroom down the hall to the guest bathroom, closed the door behind her and sat on the toilet with her head between her hands.


“This doesn’t make sense,” Ariel whispered as if Steven was standing outside of the door. “None of it. My name is…”


Ariel could visualize a name, feel that she’d been called something different, but the name could not be spoken. She stood, examining herself in the mirror. What Ariel saw was a carbon copy of herself. She had longer hair than she remembered, yet the length was familiar to her. But, for the life of her, she couldn’t recall growing it that length. She leaned closer to the mirror, and then her heart pounded deep within her. It vibrated like a bass drum.


Since the lightning strike many things were memorable, yet most felt like a distant memory. The one thing she was certain of was that she never had a mole under her right eye. With an unconscious move she touched the area above her right eye, positive that a scar from a childhood injury had been there.


I’ve seen you before, she thought.


“I’ve seen you in the mirror just before the lightning strike,” she stated aloud with nervous tension. “Am I you now? My name is…”


Ariel thought long and hard about it. She searched for an answer that eluded her.


“Ariel Jonston,” she spoke to the reflection in the mirror. She somehow believed that personalities of two people were within her.





TEN


April watched her lips closely in the powder room’s mirror. Her lips formed words that confused her. She spoke the name April Jonston. It stirred confusion within her that combined certainty with uncertainty. Deep down she felt the essence of another. She snapped her fingers as in “eureka.”


“The woman in the mirror,” she spoke aloud.


She instinctively went to rub a thumb over the mole under her right eye, but this time the familiar beauty mark was absent. Her thumb actually landed on the scar above the left eye.


“I didn’t have this before the lightning strike,” she spoke to her reflection. “Who am I now?”


“April?” Virgil said. “Are you okay in there?”


The question bothered her to some degree, but since the surroundings, the man, and the name she was called felt like a warm snuggly comforter, she answered him with less concern than before she entered the half-bath.


“Yes, honey,” April said. “I’m fine. My nerves are much better now. I’ll be out in a sec.”


April intently looked at her reflection in the mirror for no reason other than to see if she could view her alternate self. Moments into the hypnotic gaze, a sense of peace overcame her. She didn’t understand why, nor did she question it. She simply felt that a buried desire was about to be answered. As April exited the powder room, Virgil grabbed her cut hand by the wrist, swabbed the cut with peroxide and bandaged the hand.


“Your cut doesn’t look deep,” Virgil said. “It looks to be about a quarter-inch deep. However, it will take a few days before it heals, but you’ll be fine. And, if I were you, I wouldn’t plan on doing your aerobics class tomorrow,” Virgil suggested.


April regarded her husband’s caring in the same way that his words made her feel. It was a warm sensation already known, yet it felt new as it swept through her. She smiled.


“What?” he said. “The way you’re looking at me, I’d swear you were seeing me for the first time.”


“No. I’m looking at you like I have a husband that adores me,” April responded.


“That I do. You are the core of my universe,” Virgil replied. “And to prove it,” he continued, knowing what he was about to say would please her, “if you really want to work, then by all means make yourself happy.”


April regarded him strangely without an understanding why the statement baffled her. It just did. She stood, walked toward the bedroom and stopped when she saw the bow window. The deadliest part of the storm had subsided and passed over their area just after lightning struck their house. She walked toward the bow window hopeful that the remaining rain dancing on the panes like individual splashes of memory would add clarity to the confusion. She sat in the seating area of the bow window, pulled her knees toward her breasts and watched the rain. After a short moment all of their possessions came into view—the in-ground pool, tennis court and an exercise track. Suddenly, a good part of her felt blessed. Everything that she’d always wanted was before her. She sensed that all the hard work of her life had paid off…and couldn’t understand why Virgil’s comment about working made her feel as though she’d missed something. Virgil approached her from behind, started rubbing her tense shoulders.


“Honey,” April said. “I work?” she asked with a state of confusion displayed on her face. “I mean, I don’t want to work,” she continued tenderly. “I want to continue to be a homemaker. I only ask that you share what’s going on at work. This way I’ll feel connected with it. Who knows, maybe I’ll be able to add an insight you could take into consideration.”


Virgil kissed the back of her head. April’s usual comment was, “How was your day?” He always felt that it was the proper thing to ask, but this time he believed she possessed a genuine interest in the company affairs. Something had changed within her. He couldn’t grasp the exact extent of the change, but her persona and sentiment had evolved. Something about her was uniquely different.


“You never cease to amaze me,” Virgil said as he walked away.


He crawled onto the bed and spoke his favorite phrase. The words “thunder from down under” made her giggle as if she’d heard them for the very first time.


“I’ll be in bed shortly,” April said. “The storm has lessened and missing the last part of the rainfall is like skipping the end of a good movie.”


“You get stranger by the day,” Virgil joked.


“You may be on to something,” April responded.





ELEVEN


Ariel watched the gigantic rectangular hole in the backyard’s ground through the bow window. She closed her eyes; she envisioned a pool filled with water. She vaguely recalled already floating in the pool, but the one before her now had yet to be completed. Both visions were real to her; both realizations helped her understand exactly what had happened. She glanced at the bandaged hand and her memory flashed back to the sight of the crack traveling across the bathroom wall. Oddly, she remembered her attempt to move out of harm’s way, but the hand wouldn’t release from the mirror. It was as though her hand was glued to the glass with the strongest epoxy. The sting of the glass cutting her palm replaced the lightning’s electrical energy. A quick pinch of the skin on the wave of natural phenomenon was all it took to allow the essence of another to enter a new soul. Memories, thoughts and feelings transcended between April and Ariel, displaced between another time and another place.


Even stranger was her inability to stop the self-pleasing act. Realistically, she didn’t want to. During the frightful moment she was far too close to the grand finale to be deterred by a lightning strike. To top it off, the sight of the almost identical likeness of herself reflected in the mirror in an identical erotic state demanded a competition between the two before the crack reached them. Neither knew who came first. All they knew was they saw each other at the mystical moment.


“Sweetheart,” Steven said. “Are you sad that the storm has pretty much passed over us?”


“I could watch them for days so I’m satisfied with the two-and-a-half nights of bliss.”


“Understanding that my competition is weaker, I bet I can turn you on tonight.”


Ariel smiled and turned toward her husband.


“You have always stimulated me. Lightning storms excite me in a different manner.”


“How about this?” Steven suggested.


He stood on the bed and the lower pointer finger was erect like a spear with deadly aim. Ariel’s curled legs swung around, straightened and her feet hit the floor with a rapid pace. She was summoned by the magic wand.


“You’re lucky the storm has passed. Otherwise, one might think you’re trying to attract lightning with that thing.” When she touched his member with her hand, the strangest thing happened. A vision of holding a penis with two fingers flashed through her mind. She gazed at the hand holding him in awe. She became amazed at the new reality and allowed the memory of a smaller pleasure tool fade into the distant past. She closed her mouth around a bigger and better treat. It was new; it was different so much that being electrocuted would’ve been considered an understatement. She marveled at the grander size and attacked it with reckless abandonment. April was so pleased to have something to work with; her aggression was well beyond an animal in heat. She became so overbearing with excitement, Steven became apprehensive about the forcefulness.


“Chill for a minute,” Steven said. “This isn’t your last meal before execution. What’s gotten into you?”


“I’m sorry,” she said while holding the hardened member just out of the sanctuary of her mouth. Her warm excited breath blew heavily from her nostrils. “I’m just captivated by your size tonight.”


Steven regarded his spouse strangely.


“I’m the same size as I was last night and the many nights before.”


For Ariel, his statement held truth, but intertwined with the truthfulness was a recollection of never being pleased by this amount of manly meat. Needless to say, Ariel continued the aggressive assault on his manhood where she left off, still enthralled by the seemingly new length and thickness. It was new, different and felt wonderful in her mouth. In no time Steven became pleased with his wife’s sexual onslaught. Her actions were like a breath of fresh air. Ariel’s sexuality had finally crossed over into another dimension. Although, at times she didn’t execute well, but this very moment her actions seemed veteran-like. That was until her hastiness caused her teeth to scrape painfully across his flesh.


“I want to feel me inside of you,” Steven spoke tactfully.


He stepped backward, sat and then lowered to his back holding his greatest hard-on captive. Ariel crawled on the bed between his legs.


“Say that again,” Ariel said as she replaced his hand with hers.


“I want to feel me inside of you,” he said again.


“No,” Ariel responded, entranced by a new sexual energy. “Tell me you want to fuck me,” she spoke in a sultry voice unknown to Steven.


Steven’s mouth fell open, but no words left it. He hardly believed his ears.


“What did you say?” he asked astonished.


“There is too much chit-chat at a time like this, but if you must know, I said fuck me hard. Do it now before I jerk you off with my hand.”


Steven was speechless. For years the slightest mention of those words was a huge turnoff for her.


What a difference a day makes, he thought more turned on than ever.


Ariel sat on his pole and it slid through her wetness like a submarine diving to unknown depths. When the vessel stabilized, his tool was touching the inside back wall of her womanhood.


“Mercy,” Ariel panted.


Parts of her realized it had been years since a non-manmade object satisfied her so. She gazed at Steven, eyes wide; she was almost afraid to move her body. The fear faded faster than it materialized. She began a slow and steady pelvic movement on what she deemed a new dick, yet she recalled being in the position with him before.


A recollection, a familiarity, whatever it was, it felt damn good to her. Ariel’s entire body warmed as if it was being heated from the inside. The small of her back was the first to become clammy, followed by the glistening of her forehead. By the time sweat flowed down between her breasts, she was in full bronco buck mode. Ariel was literally slamming herself down onto his hardness. She then began a deep abrasive grind as if her haven was a mortar and his tool was a pestle.


Ariel was being fulfilled beyond her wildest dreams, yet she bathed in the notion that it was nothing new. It didn’t matter; the old and new memories only added more fuel to her erotic state. The “fuck me” verbiage and other uncommon words spawned by Ariel became a real turn-on to Steven. Everything about her tonight was a side of his wife never seen before. He would no longer consider her slightly reserved. Her extra passion coupled with the verbal expressions gave him a whole new outlook on their sex life. He believed it was enhanced and his enthusiasm about the belief manifested itself into a grander, twenty-years-ago stamina.


Ariel exploded violently and loudly as she worked her way through an intense release. Her climactic state was so different, Steven thought for a quick second that she had been possessed. Never had he heard such an erotic bellow from his wife. She continued to ride his manhood until she could no longer stand the slightest brush against her clitoris.


“My juices,” she panted as she leaned forward and rested on his chest.


“You are incredible tonight,” Steven interrupted. “What about your juices?”


“My juices are all over you,” she responded, still winded from the bronco ride.


Steven gave her a caring snuggly hug and then Ariel’s own thought caught up with her.
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