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Short
disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are over the
age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in all ways
to the sexual activities that take place within this collection of
short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in
‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 2’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Dress Whites,
Secret Desires, Older Man, Strong Hands.

 


The
‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 2’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


Anna: (29) The Palm Reader

 


WHEN HE WALKS OVER, MY EYES GO WIDE.

"Is that you, John? It's been so long. I barely
recognize you," I manage to get out through my shock.

The once very dorky looking normal guy sits down on
the small scared wooden stool that I have for my customers and
smiles. He has had his braces off, I can see. The man's teeth gleam
like ice fire. It's a compelling effect on his thicker more
masculine face.

"I made some changes," he says in a voice slightly
deeper and loaded with confidence.

"Some?" I say, raising one eyebrow. "I would say
that 'some' doesn't quite describe it."

John grins and lifts his black shirt a little to
show me his rock hard abdominal muscles - clearly six in all. I
barely recognize him. If it wasn't for the small gold cross
necklace from his mother that he always wears around his neck and
those sharp blue eyes of his, I wouldn't have known that this man
was the John I used to know.

"Will you do a reading for me?" he asks.

I outstretch my hand and he gives me his. The light
of the evening sun is flowing over us in a gentle orange-yellow. We
are under the platformed area near to the largest train station in
the city. The concrete is clean and hawkers are moving among the
light crowd of commuters heading home wearily, sometimes calling
out their wares or services and sometimes waylaying a rich looking
man or woman.

His hand is warm and strong in my own. There are
calluses that I recognize from weight training on the upper area of
his palm near the base of his knuckles. I look to him. John has
always been thin, but now he is thin with a strong structure of
hard ripped muscle underneath. This new body of his is trim, toned
and athletic. The outline of his strong shoulders and upper arms
push through the slim lines of the shirt that he is wearing in
bulges that are pleasing to the eye.

"This is a nice bracelet," I tell him, pulling at
the gold links a little and working them around. "Did your
girlfriend give you to it?"

"We broke up. It wasn't going anywhere anyway."

"That's a pity," I say in a consoling voice.

He chuckles.

"Trust me, Anna. It's not."

I look over his love line. As usual my prediction
remains the same. We don't speak of what I know, but he doesn't
seem to mind and only continues to smile at me. What is this guy
thinking and why am I feeling an uncomfortable warmth looking at
him? That never happened on the countless visits before when he
seemed rather depressed, if anything.

"Well, let me tell you what I see."

I start talking, telling him the details and my
predictions based on them. Some of it is good; some of it is bad.
He knows that I am always honest and never lie about what I see.
Unlike quite a few others that pander to their customers, I have a
rule about never hiding the truth, even when things are pleasant to
tell. I even have a small sign at the front of the little low table
that I use for the lamp and other tools of my trade which says '99%
foolproof'. People know the first time that I talk to them that
fate is fate, but the things I say aren't always sure. The world
has a mysterious way of providing for those that are willing to
change their situation. Perhaps John is a startling example of
that. He is looking pretty amazing right now.

Finishing my reading, I put his hand down. He rests
it on the table palm up. I almost feel like reaching out and taking
it again. I don't know why I want to do that, but we had a lot of
good times. John was always really nice to me and he always
tipped.

"Thanks for your help, Anna. I have a performance
review at work and this sets my mind at ease."

"Oh, anything good?"

"They might be making me a branch manager."

"I thought you were still doing call center
work?"

"I changed to sales."

"Wow, that's a huge step."

"Not so much. It's just work."

"Still..."

I take his hand. It's still warm from my holding it
before.

"Good for you."

He smiles.

"Thanks."

John pays with a hefty tip this time. I notice that
he now has quite a few credit cards and his wallet is stacked with
cash. Definitely good times.

"Take care."

He throws a wave over his shoulder and I watch him
go. Those black skinny jeans really fit his athletic looking legs
well. My eyes don't want to leave his butt.

"Excuse me."

I look back over my shoulder. It's a large business
man and, by the look on his face, he really needs my services.

"Sit down and let's talk," I tell him kindly.

He nods quietly and does. The poor guy has cancer.
Thankfully, (as I find out months later) I was right and he makes a
full recovery, gets the girl of his dreams and trims down to a
solid looking 200 pounds of - mostly - muscle thanks to the
steroids they put him on during his recovery period. Sometimes it
rains, but other times the sun shines so bright it hurts your eyes.
The later is always better.


One Week Later: End of Shift

 


I am cleaning up when he strolls over.

"Hello, Anna. Are you finishing up for the day?"

It is really pouring down and John has a large
umbrella up on an angle over his shoulder. I notice that he is in a
well cut black suit with a gold tie and matching cuff links. The
shirt is a very high standard white, but fits to his body well.

"Sorry, I am. Did you want a reading?"

He chuckles. It's an amused sound.

"I want to ask you out to dinner," he reveals
without batting an eyelid. "I guess this is perfect timing."

My eyebrows go way up. He knows that I don't go on
personal outings with customers.

"John..."

"Of course," he butts in, "You can give me a reading
while we are at the restaurant. I've already booked."

Hmm...

"That doesn't sound very professional."

He grins widely. Those teeth of his really are
magnificent.

"It doesn't have to be. I think we are friends after
everything I told you when I wasn't quite with life."

The man looks me in the eyes firmly and I blush.

"Come to dinner with me," he says insistently.

"Umm..." Wow. This boy has me flustered. "Ok. I
mean... I guess I could; just a little."

"Good," he says, obviously pleased, "Let's get this
stuff in my car. We have to drive for awhile to get there."

He picks up the large colorful wooden box that I
have just finished packing my stuff into and heads off into the
rain without another word. Since when did he have a car?

I grab the small table, chair and lamp as well as my
jacket and throw the later over my head with one hand as I rush to
catch up with him.

John lets me under his umbrella when I do and
reaches an arm around my back to pull me in a little closer.

"You'll get wet," he says.

I lean a little against him as we walk. He drops his
hand, but the feel of his warm body and the scent of his cologne
last in my nostrils. What the heck happened to the John I knew?
This is a little hard to come to terms with.

"It's just there," the man says, pointing to a white
new looking hatchback.

I inspect it as we approach. His company logo is on
the side.

"Should you be using this during your off time?" I
ask.

He shrugs as if to say that it's nothing and opens
the back to help me put my equipment in next to boxes and boxes of
his company's product, which turn out to be from a large sports
drink company that everyone knows.

"I am on call 24 hours a day, 365 days a year. The
car is mine to use anytime I like as I'm always working," he
explains.

"I see. You must be happy."

John looks at me for a moment and grins.

"I'm happier now. Get in."

The man walks me around to the passenger side with
the umbrella over my head to protect me from the rain and opens the
door. I hop inside and find the interior both comfortable and tidy.
I usually take the train from place to place, so it's nice to go
for a drive now and then. If it wasn't raining so hard, I might be
able to enjoy the city view.

He gets in and turns my way.

"You are going to have fun tonight," he assures me.
There is no doubt in his voice about that point.

"I hope so."

We pull out into the traffic and head towards the
downtown entertainment district. He keeps up a banter with me about
my work and the customers that we both know. Some have had babies -
even when I said they wouldn't (never happier to be wrong) - and
others have lost and gained fortunes (exactly as I predicted). It's
a mixed bag, but everyone is always so grateful: Right OR
wrong.

Parking takes a few minutes. We come out of the
parking lot on foot and I stop for a moment to get my bearings.
Last weekend me and a few girlfriends had a great time in this same
area. I wonder what he has planned.

"The restaurant is there."

I look up at the building that he is pointing
to.

"That's an apartment block."

"Yes, but there's a restaurant on the 3rd floor. I
think you are going to like it."

He takes me inside. The guard at the door tips his
hat to him. I think they know each other. He must come here
often.

Getting inside the elevator, we take it to the 3rd
floor. He takes my hand when we step out and pulls me along
eagerly. I follow him down the hallway past some very, very normal
looking apartments. I'm not sure where this is going, but I'm
getting more and more uncomfortable by the second. If he wasn't so
insistently pulling me along, I would probably go back to the
elevator.

He comes to a large brown door and pulls it open. It
is definitely an apartment and not locked. Inside the lights are on
and some light jazz is playing in the background from the stereo by
the large television.

"Is this your place?" I ask in shock.

John leans around me and gently edges me in with his
hand, so he can close the door.

"Yes and I am your chef, madam."

It's moderate size: A big open plan studio.

"I don't know. This doesn't seem right."

He grins at me.

"Are you scared, Anna?" John asks genuinely amused
by my reaction.

"What do you mean?"

"For all the time that I have known you, I have
never seen you with a man. My feeling is that you like men, but are
afraid of them."

"I'm not afraid!"

"Then what are you right now?" he asks
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