CHAPTER 94

Pressing the phone to my ear, I listened with interest as the doctor described what he thought women like Nell Burger were like. 
“Wealthy powerful women are used to getting their own way. When someone surprises them by being forceful their response is rarely passive, in most cases they respond aggressively. From what Herb has told me about this particular young lady, it has even resulted in violence. But in rare cases they will temporarily allow a personality they perceive as more powerful than theirs, to take over their lives. It sounds like that’s what happened here.”

“But I didn’t do anything to…”

“It has very little to do with what you did or didn’t do. It had to do with her state of mind when you were together. Sometimes powerful people tire of always being in control. Mister Johnson tells me you are a large, powerfully built young man. Your physical presence when you forced her to ask you to see her again jarred her psyche and triggered something in her that caused her to release that control to you. Right now she welcomes your dominance, but I must warn you that this won’t last long. If you want to continue your influence over her you have to see her often and you have to use that power every time you’re with her.”

“You’re telling me that I have to be mean to her whenever we’re together?”

“‘Mean’ isn’t the right word. You have to be positive and assertive when you deal with her. If you don’t, you’ll lose the power you now have and if that happens she’ll probably resent the fact that she was subservient to you.” 

“Are you saying that I can’t be nice to her or I’ll lose her as a friend?”

“If what I heard about her is true, she’s not your friend. She’s a very disturbed woman and you’d do well to stay away from her.”

It sounded like Herb had taken the phone from him because I heard His voice say, “Thank you Doctor.” There was a slight pause, the noise of a door closing and Herb came online by saying, “Pete, I won’t lie to you, this is important to us. I’d like you to go to Nell and ask her why all of a sudden she doesn’t want to come in with us. But I don’t want to you to do anything that’s against your morals or anything that makes you uncomfortable.”

A lot of things were going through my mind, so I said, “Let me talk to her and I’ll get back to you.” I hung up before he had a chance to say any anything else. I knew Nell was strange, but I never thought she was crazy. Her feelings for me had seemed odd, but genuine. I tried to call Sylvia for advice, but all I got was voice mail, so I took a deep breath and I called Nell.

Caller ID told her who I was and when she answered all she said was “Hi.”

She surprised me. From what Cohen said, I expected her to be frantic or out of control. But she seemed perfectly calm and when I said ‘Hi’ back to her she asked, “Are you having a good time?”

“Yeah, I’m uhh, in La Jolla.”

“I know. Did you stay on the boat last night?”

“No, we stayed at my friend’s house.”

“Good, that boat is no place for you.”

A little shocked, I asked, “You know about the boat?”

Her voice was quiet when she answered, “Yes, I know about the boat. Is that the reason you called?”

“No, I want to talk to you.”

“When are you coming home?”

“This afternoon, can I call you later?”

“Sure, would you like to come for dinner?”

“I don’t know how late I’ll be. I’ll call you when I get in.”

“Okay, I’ll see you then.”

I sat on in my room thinking about Nell. She sounded perfectly normal. Was it an act or was something else going on? I was still wondering when there was a tap on my door.

It was Meg and she said, “I’m glad I caught you, we need to talk.”

“What’s up?”

Leaving the door open, she came in, sat on the bed and said, “I may have screwed things up.”

“How?”

“The girls were teasing me about being with Lane last night and I teased Monique back about her spending Friday night with you.”

“She didn’t spend Friday night with me.”

“Yeah, that’s what she said and that’s where I screwed up.”

“What do you mean?”

“I told her I saw you and her in bed together.”

“It wasn’t her it was Marla. She stopped by and all we did was talk for a while.”

“Don’t bullshit me, Pete. When I opened the bathroom door, you were on top of a girl and you definitely weren’t talking. I couldn’t see who the girl was, so I assumed it was Monique.”

“So, what did Monique say?”

“Nothing, she just sat there staring at the ground. Marla jumped in and tried to say that you and she were just talking, but I think Monique suspects more than that was going on and after what happened last night with Delores, I guess I can’t blame her.”

“What do you think I should do?

“I don’t know, Pete. I guess it depends on how badly you want to be with Monique. What was it all about? Is there something going on between the two of you?”

“No, Friday night was just…well it was an ending I guess. It won’t happen again. Marla really likes Jay. Was he listening?”

“No, It was just us girls. Jay and Lane were in the pool.” 

“Speaking of Lane, how did you get along with him?”

She blushed, “Uhh, we got along just fine.”

“Oh c’mon Meg, what do you mean by, ‘Just fine’?”

Blushing deeply now, she glared at me and said, “What do you want, a blow by blow description?”

She was embarrassed, but she was obviously happy and I was genuinely pleased for her. I grabbed her, began swinging her around and in a sing-song voice I kept repeating, “Meg got laa-aid, Meg got laa-aid, over and over. Meg was wriggling around trying to get away, when suddenly my doorway was filled with girls. 
Marla yelled, “Put her down you big Dork,” and she ran over, pulled Meg off me and said, “That’s enough screwing around. We’re starving. You have five minutes to get ready.”

We went to a local coffee shop for breakfast and it turned out to be a lot of fun. Lane is a good-looking man and he has a sophisticated air about him, but every time he looked at Meg he seemed to melt and Jay started to tease him about it. Lane glared at him, but that didn’t stop Jay and he continued until Marla kicked him under the table.

I noticed that Jay began to be different around Marla. A natural prankster, he tried to make a joke about everything, but a look (or sometimes, a kick) from Marla would cause him to quiet down and as the morning wore on he seemed to be trying to behave himself. 

Delores seemed to be enjoying herself as well. When Jay tried to tease her about something she came back with a quip that had us in stitches. 

I saw a different side of Delores. A little girl from another table recognized her and came over for an autograph. Delores was very gracious. She signed the autograph and even hugged the little girl.  
Monique was quiet as usual. I tried to figure out if she was mad at me about what Meg told her, but I couldn’t get a read on her. She sat close to me and always had one hand touching me while I was eating. She smiled at everyone’s jokes but she didn’t add much to the conversation. 

We were on our way back to Jay’s place when Marla’s cell phone rang. There was a short conversation and when she hung up she said to Monique. “It’s Tammy. Something is happening early tomorrow and she wants to make sure we stay down here tonight.”

Monique asked, “Do you know what it’s about?”

“We had a bad connection. I told her I’d call her when we got to Jay’s house.” 

Delores looked at me and asked, “Should I call someone and ask for a ride home?”

I was thinking about my meeting with Nell and I answered, “No, I’ll take you home, I have stuff to do tonight and I have to be at the studio early tomorrow.”
Meg chimed in with, “So do I.”

When we got back to Jay’s house, Marla got on the phone and I was able to get Monique alone for a few minutes. I said, “About Friday night. Marla and I were just…”

She held up her hand to stop me and said, “Its okay, I understand.”

I was surprised and maybe a little annoyed that she didn’t seem to be bothered, but I seemed to have dodged the bullet, so I pulled her to me, closed my eyes and kissed her. She came willingly and the kiss was wonderful, but something seemed to be missing and when I opened my eyes she was looking at me. I was trying to figure out what was the matter when Marla called us over. She looked at Monique and said, “The local newspaper is sending over some people around nine tomorrow morning. Tammy’s driving in, but she wants us to be there early in case they show up before she gets here. Then she looked at Meg. “She wants to meet you today. Can you call her when you get back to town?”

Meg looked surprised and said “Uhh sure, what’s it about?”

Marla smiled and said, “Well it might be about a job. I lied to her and told her you were kinda cute for an older lady.”

Meg blinked then she grinned. “Well, you’re right about one thing: I am cute and I guess twenty five does seem old to someone who’s barely out of diapers.”

That got a laugh out of everyone including Delores, who frowned and said, “Shit! I’m almost thirty. I guess that makes me a fucking antique.”

Jay immediately broke in with, “A fucking antique! Gee, I didn’t know antiques came in different categories. Could I sign up for a test drive?” 

It got Jay a laugh from everyone and a poke in the ribs from Marla.

For the next hour we sat around talking about what a good time we had. I tried to talk with Monique again but she, Marla and Meg were continually talking about what was happening with WE. 

Around one o’clock we started to gather up our things. I called home to say I was leaving, but I just got the answering machine so I left a message. When I was finally able to talk to Monique again she said she was going to come back to LA on Wednesday and we could talk then. 

Jay drove Meg, Delores and me to the airport and we had an easy flight home. 
There were people waiting for Delores when we parked the plane. She gave both Meg and I huge hugs and we made tentative dates to have lunch at the studio. 

On the way to Meg’s house, she was very quiet. I asked, “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

“You’re thinking about Lane, aren’t you?”

“Uh-huh.”

“He seems like a good guy.”

“Yeah, he sure is.”

“Are you falling for him?”

There was a long pause before she said, “I don’t know. I didn’t really mean to spend last night with him, it just happened and it’s a little scary.”

“Why, did he get weird?”

“No just the opposite, he’s a wonderful lover. The scary part is, I can’t get him out of my mind. He wanted me to ride back to LA with him, but I had to get away from him and think about things.”

When we pulled up in front of her house I turned off the ignition and asked, “So, you had a good time?”

“Yes, I had a wonderful time.”

“And you found someone you’d like to spend some time with?”

“Uh-huh.”

“So, go for it! Relax and have some fun for a change.”

“What if he finds out he doesn’t like me?”

“How could he not like you? You’re beautiful, you’re smart and you have a killer ass. What’s not to like?”

She surprised me by sliding across the seat, throwing her arms around my neck and laying a big wet one on me. Then, still holding on to me she said, “You always know the right thing to say don’t you. It’s no wonder women can’t wait to jump in bed with you.”

I smiled, “It didn’t work with you.”

She smiled back, gave me a quick peck on the cheek and as she turned to leave, said, “I was tempted.” She was almost out of the car when suddenly she turned around, jumped on me and gave me a kiss that almost curled my toes. 
I stuttered, “W-What was that about?”

“That’s for convincing me to come along with you this weekend.”

“Wow! You can thank me like that anytime you want.”

She grabbed her bags and as she stepped away from the car she said, “Be careful what you ask for.”

It was after three o’clock when I got home. No one was there so I went to my room and checked my machine. There were several calls. One was from Bill. He said hello and asked me to get hold of him when I had a chance. Another was from Denise reminding me about next weekend, so I called her. I got her machine and left a message that I hadn’t forgotten. Then there were two hang ups. Both came from restricted phones so there were no call back numbers. 

Finally, with the words the doctor said about being my assertive with her running through my head, I called Nell. 

She didn’t say hello, she answered with, “What time will you be here?”

I surprised myself by saying, “Six o’clock, have dinner ready.”

There was a slight pause then she said, “Will there be anything else?”

I said, “Yes, be naked when I get there,” and I hung up.

I sat there laughing to myself. This was so out of character for me I couldn’t believe I said it. I was pretty sure Nell would do it and the thought of her answering the door naked was exciting, but suddenly I remembered something. I was supposed to be going with Monique. She and I were uhh… What were we? Was she really my girlfriend? I sat thinking about it for a while but I couldn’t come up with an answer. I know that anyone would be proud to have someone like her as a girlfriend, but something was missing. Finally I gave up and called Bill.
As I was dialing I realized it had been quite a while since I talked with him and when he answered the phone I had to go through five minutes of him cursing at me and accusing me of abandoning him. But it was good-natured ribbing and I really was really happy to talk with him. He said that he and Tess were going steady, he was completely off drugs and that he and Tess had made some new friends at school. He said they met at the burger palace on Sundays and asked me to join them, but remembering my date with Nell I said I was busy. He wanted to know how the acting thing was coming along and I downplayed everything and told him it was just a lot of work and I hadn’t met any famous people. After that, we agreed to get together soon and when I hung up I realized that I missed hanging with people my own age.

I knocked on Nell’s door at exactly six o’clock and as I expected she answered the door naked. Even though I expected it, seeing that long lean body of hers was still a bit of a shock. I stood there admiring her until she said, “Are you going to come in or are you going to stand there all night?”

Without thinking, I said, “I think I’d like to just stand here. You’re so beautiful I’m afraid if I move you’ll disappear.”

She blinked, stared at me for a minute then she got a serious look on her face and said, “Don’t, Pete.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t say things like that. You’re just a boy and I can’t afford to get serious about you.”

“A few words would cause you to get serious about me?”

“You’d be surprised what a few words can do. Now come inside before I attack you right her in the doorway.”

“That sounds like a great idea, are you game?”

“I’m ready if you are, drop your pants.”

I decided this had gone far enough so I stepped inside and took her in my arms. Kissing a girl is always exciting and kissing Nell is special, especially when she’s naked. She’s so tall I don’t have to bend to kiss her and her body is as toned and muscular as a professional athlete. The kiss started normally but it soon graduated into a tongue fest and before long my cock was pressing against her. As soon as she felt it she stepped back and said, “If I have to be naked, so do you,” and she began pulling off my clothes. When she got to my shorts she had to reach inside and hold my cock in order to get them off. When my shorts were finally off, it jumped to attention. She smiled, bent and kissed it on its head. I went to grab her but she stood up and said, “Follow me.” 
We went to the dining room and on the table were two place settings and an open bottle of wine. She said, “Please sit,” and she turned to leave but I caught her hand and said, “Nell, I need to talk to you,” but before I could say anything else she put her finger to my lips and said, “Not now. First we’ll have some dinner. Then, after you make love to me, we’ll talk about what you have to say. In the meantime I only want to talk about dinner.”


She left and a minute later came back carrying two covered plates. When she put them down I asked, “Did your friend help you prepare this?”


“No, I did this, she isn’t here tonight.”

“Oh! Where is she?”

“I’ll tell you later. First, let’s eat.”

First she poured us each a glass of wine. I’m not much of a wine drinker but it turned out to be light and delicious. Then she took the lid off the plates to reveal some kind of fish lying on top of what looked like a bed of mashed potatoes with a mound of something green next to it. It looked kind of odd, but it turned out to be the best fish I ever tasted and the green stuff was creamed spinach, which I usually don’t like, but it was excellent. I was tempted to wolf everything down, but she was watching me so I behaved myself and took normal bites like Mom taught me and I complimented her several times over the course of the meal. Dessert was simply cherries and ice cream, but the cherries had a slightly alcoholic bite to them that helped finish the meal. 

I finished before she did and I pushed back from the table and sat watching her. She seemed completely unconcerned about being naked and watching her as she finished her dessert and later when she pushed her chair back and dabbed at her mouth with a napkin was, for some reason, a huge turn-on. My hard-on had never gone completely away and now it was back full strength. When she saw it she threw her head back and laughed, “Does it ever go away?”

“Not when someone as beautiful as you are is sitting next to me.”

Suddenly serious, she stood up and said, “Come with me.”

I followed her to her bedroom and when we got there she came to me and kissed me. It was a long, luxurious, very sexy kiss and when we separated we were both a little breathless. She went to the bed, sat down and held her arms out to me, so I went to her and I was about to lie down next to her when I saw a look in her eyes. There was lust, but there was something else. Something seemed to be missing and I tried to think of what it was. A lot of things flashed before me: Things that Cohen had said, what the doctor had to say and even what Herb told me. But I refused to believe she was a nut case or a monster. 

I tried to think of what was missing and suddenly I had an idea. She was ready to have sex, but what was missing was fun. Not sexual fun, just fun in general. I took a chance. I sat next to her and took her in my arms. I kissed her again and said, “I need a favor. I want to make love to you.”

“Okay, come here.”

“Not just yet, I want us to do something first.”

Her eyes narrowed and she asked, “Like what?”

“Do you have a pair of jeans, a sweater and some sneakers?”

“Uhh, sure.”

“Put them on.”

“What… Now?”

“Yes, right now. And hurry!”

She watched me as I started to put my clothes back on, then she shrugged and left the room. She was back in a few minutes, dressed as I asked,  but she was wearing some light make-up, so I said, “Go wash your face. Come back without make up and grab a hat of some kind.”

She made a face at me, but I could tell she was intrigued, and when she came back a minute later she looked freshly scrubbed and she had her hair tucked under a baseball hat. She still looked striking, but she could pass for being a lot younger. I think she suspected what was going on because she didn’t say a word when we got into my car and when I pulled into the Burger Palace parking lot she was actually grinning. 
Bill spotted us as we came in and called us over. He was with Tess and two couples I recognized from school. I introduced Nell as a friend from a cross-town school and for the next hour or so I watched Nell play the part of a high school girl. At first, Tess seemed a little leery of Nell. But Nell soon won her over and before long the girls began chattering like old friends. It was fun watching Nell. The girls were asking her about her school, and Nell was telling  outrageous stories about things that supposedly went on at the campus. 

At one point I went to the bathroom. Bill followed me and when we got inside he was all over me with questions about Nell, what a fox she was and how long we’d been dating. I kept saying that we were only friends, but I could see he didn’t believe me. When we got back to the table, Bill leaned close to Tess and said something to her. Tess looked at us and asked, “How long have you two been going together?” 
Nell snuggled against me, kissed me on the cheek and said, “As soon as I found out what an incredible lover he was, I haven’t let him out of my sight.”
I guess it caught Tess off guard, because she stuttered, “O-Oh, he’s uhh, that good huh?”

“You mean you never got it on with him? What a shame, he really is fantastic. Why the other night he…” She stopped, looked at me and added, “C’mon stud, tell her about how many times you made me uhh, happy, the other night.”

She said it in such a joking way everyone began laughing. Everyone laughed but Tess. She was staring at the floor and you could tell she wasn’t pleased. 
When Nell saw it she put her hand on Tess’s arm and said, “I’m only kidding, Tess. We’re just friends.”
Tess seemed to warm up again, but I was curious as to why she had reacted that way and I vowed to ask her when I had a chance.

A little later someone commented that it was a beautiful evening and that we should go to the lake. It was a bit of a shock. I hadn’t been back there since the night I was with Amy. But Nell seemed curious about it so I agreed to go. We took separate cars for what Nell described as “Obvious reasons.” When we got there the place was crowded. There was no place where we could park the cars together so Nell and I waved goodbye to everyone and we drove around until we found a place in the trees, with only a partial view of the lake. When I complained about it to Nell, she chuckled, “C’mon Pete, you didn’t bring me here to look at the lake did you,” and she began unzipping her pants. 

I thought briefly about Monique, but when Nell pulled her jeans down and I saw she wasn’t wearing panties, I had something else to think about, especially when she leaned back, closed her eyes and said, “Play with me, Pete.”
When I touched her pussy it was pretty dry, so in the beginning I was gentle. I began rubbing it softly with the palm of my hand and tracing my finger along her slit. Before long she began to get wet and her body began to twitch when my finger touched the area around her clit. So I put my finger inside her and started gently rubbing the silky-smooth skin beneath her outer lips, stopping occasionally to massage her rapidly hardening clit. The twitching increased and so did her fluids. She was really getting wet when she suddenly cried, “Finger fuck me Pete! Do it now! Do it hard!”

I put in one finger then a second and I started a rapid in and out motion. Her body was thrashing around and she was moaning constantly, but she didn’t seem to be able to come, so I added a third finger and I started jamming my thumb against her clit. I don’t think I had done it four or five times when she grabbed my wrist, her body stiffened and the warm flow of her orgasm ran over my hand. She stayed that way for a full minute, holding my hand tightly against her. My fingers were still inside her and I could feel her body pulsate in decreasing cycles until she finally relaxed and sat there motionless.

Her hands fell away from my wrist, so I took my hand away, reached into the glove box where I kept a clean cloth and I began wiping my hands. When I finished I began wiping her pussy and when I looked up at her she was watching me through half open eyes.

“That looked pretty intense.”

“Yes, and it brought back a fond memory.”

“Really, what happened?”

“When I was fourteen I fell in love with a neighbor boy. He drove a Ford a lot like this one. He was eighteen and I was still a virgin. I wanted him so bad it drove me crazy, but he treated me like a kid sister. I chased him around all summer but all he did was ignore me. The day I turned fifteen I went to him and demanded that he take me to ‘dinner’. He took me to a coffee shop and after that I insisted he drive us to a place in the hills that the girls in school had all talked about. I was wearing a dress and when we got there I pulled it up to show him I wasn’t wearing panties. I did everything but rape him but he wouldn’t do anything until I grabbed his hand and put it between my legs. I finally got him to finger fuck me and I got so excited that when I came I passed out for a few seconds. It scared him so bad he took me home and never talked to me again.”

“What made you remember that?”
“It’s because of tonight. Your plan worked, you made me feel like a school girl again. I’ve been with men in boats, airplanes and in the back of limousines but tonight is the only other time I had an orgasm in the front seat of a Ford.”
I started laughing, “Are you finished for tonight?”

“Not by a long shot. We’re both to big to do much more in here. I want you to take me home and make love to me properly. Then we have to talk.”

I was horny as hell after watching her and I drove to her house as fast as I could. When we got there she took me into her bedroom and said, “Pete, I’d like you to do something else for me. I’m going to turn the lights down and I want you to make love to me like you mean it. Nothing weird or kinky, I umm, I’d like you to pretend I’m your girlfriend.” 

She surprised me. She said it in a little girl voice, and my heart went out to her. She was a rich powerful woman but obviously something was missing. So, I turned down the lights, poured us each a glass of wine and for the next hour I did everything I could think of to make her feel loved and to make sex good for her. It wasn’t marathon sex, it was quiet loving sex and she responded like never before. and I spent a long time kissing her and talking softly. I told her how beautiful she was and how wonderful her body was. I turned her on her stomach and starting at her neck I kissed my way down until I was just above her rosebud. She moaned and moved her legs apart so I could have better access but I only let my fingers dance around it a little and when she shuddered and tried to raise her butt up to meet my fingers I  moved down and began kissing her on her inner thighs and the backs of her knees. She was breathing heavily and moving around a lot, so I turned her on her back and when I went to kiss her lips she grabbed me and tried to pull me on top of her. But I pulled away and began kissing her neck and starting to work my way down. When I got to her nipples something unusual happened. I had just begun to suckle them when she gasped, her body lurched and a small river of cum gushed out of her pussy and pooled beneath her. It wasn’t like the time in Kate’s bed with Mrs. Torres but it was much more than any time I’d been with Nell or almost any other girl.
She grabbed me tightly and held me against her for a while before she let me go and cried, “I want you inside me, NOW!”
I was glad to oblige. I buried myself inside her and we began to make love. It felt wonderful but I was so concerned with making it good for her I was able to hold off for quite a while and I was able to try some things. Her body is amazing. She’s so tall I was able to kiss her as we made love. I knew she loved to kiss so I gave her lots of tender ones. Her tits are nice size and her nipples are so sensitive she would gasp a lot when I touched them so I made sure I touched them a lot. We’d been making love for a long time when she began groaning and making guttural noises. It looked like she was getting ready for a big one so I thought I’d try something different. I backed completely out of her. 
Her eyes got big but before she had a chance to do or say anything I grabbed both of her legs, pulled them up and leaned my shoulders against them. It caused her back to arch and put her pussy right in front of my cock. 
I plunged into her and stopped. I was in her so deep I could feel her cervix. She let out a low, animal-like growl and grabbed my arms and began shaking. I pulled out again and did it several more times. Pulling completely out and slamming into her, hard. Finally, she screamed so loud it hurt my ears and she came. But it was more like an explosion than an orgasm and it took me over the edge with her. Her fingernails dug into my arms and she pulled me against her with what seemed like superhuman strength. It was as though she was trying to get my entire body inside her. 
Her fingers were really hurting my arms so I pried them off and let her legs drop on the bed. She immediately grabbed me again, pulled me to her and she shuddered and trembled for what seemed like a long time.
Knowing I had pleased her so much was a real turn-on and I began to whisper to her what a wonderful lover she was and how beautiful she was.

Suddenly she got up and ran from the room!

I was thinking she had gone to the bathroom but she didn’t come back for a while. When she did come back she was wearing a housecoat and she stopped at the door and stared at me for a while.

Finally she said, “Why don’t you take a shower. I’ll fix us something to drink.”
I went in and took a quick shower. When I came out all the lights in the room were on. I was putting on my pants when she came into the room carrying a tray holding two giant mugs filled with something frothy. She set the tray down, handed me one of the mugs and said, “Nothing goes better after great sex than a root beer float.” 
She was right. There must have been more than a pint of ice cream and an entire can of root beer in each mug. It was delicious and we sat there noisily slurping our floats and spooning in mouthfuls of ice cream until we both were ready to burst, then we sat back grinning at each other. 
I started to say something but she held up her hand to stop me. “Not yet, I’m not finished talking. First off, I want to thank you for tonight. Things have been stressful lately and I guess it must have showed. You surprised hell out of me with what you did, but it was exactly what I needed and I must tell you, I haven’t had so much fun in a long time. I attended private schools my whole life and I forgot how much fun ‘regular’ kids could be. By the way, your friends are delightful. Secondly, I always enjoy having sex with you, but you made tonight more special than ever and I want to thank you. You are an amazing young man. I don’t know where you learned to please a woman like you do, but whoever taught you should be congratulated.”

She stopped for a second as though she was thinking about something, so I broke in, “Does that mean we’re done with sex for the evening?”

She blinked once, then she began laughing and shaking her head. Finally she said, “We’ll see. For now let’s just call this a root beer break,” and she laughed some more. Then she came to me, kissed me on the cheek and with a final shake of her head she added, “Okay, it’s your turn. Let’s talk about the real reason you’re here. You can ask me about the airline deal now.”
I hadn’t mentioned anything about it before and it surprised me. 

“Uhh, yeah. I’ve been asked to find out why you don’t want to participate in the deal.”
“Actually, I do. It’s just that I wanted to keep that scum Cohen waiting as long as possible.”

“You don’t like him, huh?”

“That’s putting it mildly. He’s a slime ball and a pervert. If there was any way I could do this without him being involved I would, but he’s too much a part of it already.”
“Do you have a problem with Herb, too?”

“No, I like Herb. He’s a good businessman and I really like Sylvia in spite of the fact that she’s crazy about you.”
“Did she tell you that?”

“No, but I can tell from the way she talks about you.”

“I feel the same about her. Does she know about you and me?”

“Of course she does. She even knows you’re here tonight. She’s very smart and I love the way she thinks. We would probably be good friends if she lived closer.”
“If you like them both, why did you let them think you’re crazy and keep Herb and her guessing about the airline deal?”

“It’s business Pete, just business.”

“Are you aware that there’s another group that’s interested?”
She raised an eyebrow and asked, “Can you keep a secret?”

“Sure.”

“I’m the other group.” 

“You are? What’s that all about?”

“Like I said, it’s just business. There really is no other group. I let it leak that there is because Burgers will end up with an extra slice of the deal after I renegotiate things with them.”
“What will you tell them changed your mind?”

“I’ll tell them you talked me into it.”

“What will you tell them I did to cause it?”

“I’ll say that you gave me the best sex I’ve ever had and I couldn’t resist you.”

“So that’s why I’m here, I’m part of one of your business deals?”

“That’s part of it, but I wasn’t kidding about the sex.”

“It was that good eh?”

“It sure was, I’m still tingling.”
I sat thinking for a minute then I said, “So all that crap with you hanging up on Cohen was just part of your plan?”

“Uh huh.”
“You know that he thinks you’re crazy too, don’t you?”

“I know he does. A lot of people do. That’s why they’ll believe me when I tell them you talked me into it.”

“Are any of those things Cohen told me about you really true?”

“I don’t know what he told you, but some of them probably are.”
“It doesn’t bother you that people think of you that way?”

“No.”

“Have you had a lot of lovers?”

“I’ve had a lot of sex if that’s what you mean. What about you?”

“I uhh, guess I have too.”

“So… that makes us even.”
She got up, gathered up our dishes and said, “I’ll be right back.”

I sat there thinking about what she said. I wanted to be mad at her for using me, but I guess there really wasn’t a reason. She didn’t do anything to hurt me and tonight had been great. I felt a little like a pawn but it had been so much fun having sex with her, knowing I was pleasing her so much I decided the heck with it.
When she came back into the room she was smiling. When I asked her why she replied, “I was thinking about tonight and my knees got weak. You’ve taken me places I’ve never been before.”

“You’ve never been to the Lake?”

She laughed and said, “Well, that too, but I meant sexually. How in the world did you do that? Is that something Sylvia taught you?”

I patted the seat next to me and when she sat down I said, “No, you turn me on. When I’m around you I want to please you.”

Her eyes narrowed and she looked at me for a second before she said, “Pete, what do you want from me?”

“I don’t want anything from you except your friendship. You’re an amazing woman and I like being around you. By the way, when we were in Las Vegas, what made you choose to be with me?”

“You have a beautiful body.”

“Thank you, so do you. As a matter of fact, everything about you is beautiful.”
“You’ve been telling me that all evening.”

I slid over next to her and put my arm around her and said, “It’s true, you’re a beautiful woman.” She put her head on my shoulder and we sat that way until she asked, “Do you really think I’m beautiful?”

“Absolutely!”
“What else do you like about me?”

I kissed her. It was a long leisurely kiss with a lot of tongue, and when we broke away we were both breathing heavily. I added, “I like the way you respond to me. We’ve only been together a few times but I think we complement each other. Don’t you?”

She was shaking slightly when she answered, “I-I-I don’t know what to think. You have me a little off balance right now.”
Nell really did turn me on, but I’d actually been playing with her mind a little when suddenly a picture of Sylvia crossed my mind and it scared me. At thirty seven or eight I knew that no matter how much I liked Sylvia we couldn’t have lives together. But Nell at twenty five was a lot closer to my age! Would it be possible that… Then I realized that she was already married and equally out of my league. For a split second I was angry with her for not being available, then suddenly I was ashamed of myself. She didn’t do anything to deserve my anger. I wanted to do something extra to please her and I remembered something I read last summer in the sex book I found in the bookstore in Cantil. It said that great sex was more about the mind than the body and gave some examples of things to try. One of them sounded interesting and I turned to Nell, gave her another kiss and I said, “Stand up; I want to look at you.”

Her eyes flickered for a second, but she stood up. I moved her over to the center of the room and I said, “Take off the robe.”
She didn’t hesitate at all. She let the robe slide off her and she stood there naked, watching me. 

“You asked me if I thought you were beautiful. I want you to close your eyes and be very quiet. I’m not going to touch you, I’m going to walk around you and describe how beautiful you are.” 

She cocked her head at me, but after I stood there watching her for a few seconds she finally closed her eyes. I didn’t saying anything for over a minute. I walked close enough to her that I knew she could feel my presence and I circled her a few times before I started talking to her. 
I went over everything from top to bottom, embellishing things along the way. I told her she was always striking looking but sometimes she had the face of an angel. That got a smile from her and she tilted her head back a little. 
For the next fifteen minutes I went over each part of her, never touching her but explaining in detail how each part of her looked and how exciting it was for me to be this close to her. When I mentioned how much I loved her breasts and her wonderful nipples, her body twitched and I noticed tiny beads of perspiration starting to form on her chest and belly.
I complimented her on her pretty feet, her trim ankles and her long sexy legs then I moved around behind her and told her what a fantastic, milky white ass she had. I said that sometime in the future I was going to bring a paddle with me and see if I could give it some color. 
Her body shook when I said that and she had to take a small step to steady her self. 
I moved around the front of her and looked at her for a few seconds. Her eyes were tightly closed and she had an intense look on her face. Her head was tilted farther back, she was breathing heavily and the perspiration was now on her neck and shoulders. I leaned close to her and whispered, “I’m going to smell you. Don’t move and remember to keep your eyes closed.” I got even closer, inhaled deeply and said, “My God you smell wonderful. You smell like a woman in full arousal. It’s a fantastic odor; I can almost see waves of it coming off of you. 

I was laying it on kind of thick and I’m sure she knew it, but she seemed to be enjoying it because she was really trembling now.

I knelt in front of her and I leaned forward until I was only an inch in front of her. I made sure she could feel my breath on her belly and I began telling her what a wonderful pussy she had and how much I loved making love to her. When I described what it was like when I reached my fingers inside her and told her how much I loved the way she reacted when I found her G-spot, she began weaving back and forth. I waited until she stopped then I went on to tell her what it was like to be in her pussy from behind and how much I loved watching her muscles tense when she came. 
She began making this low groaning noise and I looked up at her and said, “But do you know what I like most of all? It’s the way you taste when you cum.”

What happened next was startling. There was this “Pffft,” noise from her pussy, some drops of fluid flew from her and landed on my face and a small river of fluid ran from her pussy. Suddenly she shook violently, her legs collapsed and she started to fall. 

Fortunately she fell forward and I was able to catch her, so I carried her to the bed and put her down. 
She lay there without moving for a few seconds then her eyelids fluttered and she looked at me. She stared at me for a few seconds then she looked down. What I had done was also a huge turn-on for me and my dick was standing out like a flagpole.
She sat up on the bed and said, “You Mother Fucker!” And she started to laugh! She continued laughing for a minute or two then she stopped. Her smile faded and she said, “Most guys can’t make me cum at all, but I always can when I’m with you and this time you gave me one of the best ones I’ve ever had and you did it without even touching me. Why do you affect me that way?”

“I guess you like me.”

Her smile was gone now and she had a sober look on her face when she said, “I guess I do.” 
Then she did something odd. She lay back on the bed, spread her legs and put two fingers in her pussy. When they were covered with her juices she took them out, looked at them and said, “Yes, my sweet, I guess I like you.”  
I want to apologize for taking so long with this chapter. A vacation and later, a health problem kept me from writing for a while. But all is well, now.

“Pete” is still fun to write, so he’ll be around for a while. But I’m going to  make the chapters a little shorter so there won’t be as long a wait between postings.

Anyway, here is #94, and as always, comments are welcome.

Magi   

