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Grayson's Flower (The Four Horsemen, #1)

I am Florica Flowers as named for starting this story as typed. I had a weird dream that confused me after waking up from bed this morning. I dreamed I was doing arts and crafts involving pottery and went to find a kiln for firing this into. A person, unsure of their gender or description, was leading me through a building having blue school lockers on both sides to outside to the beach. I was carrying a big lump of clay in hand during this. This person led me to a pottery wheel on the beach.

I was told “You to use the clay onto the pottery wheel to make your bowl.” 

I made a sporting games themed piece of pottery using my name and the rings. But my dream showed in my mind kept changing the piece of pottery all over the place’s design of the bowl. 

It’s like someone said “That design is inappropriate. Do something else.”

I made something else then another person probably said, “No not proper do another design.”

The pottery bowl kept changing designs whenever I carried it to the kiln into the machine for firing that piece of art to become hard with the coloring permanently onto it. I figured that meant I was carrying multiple pottery bowls made by artists to carry into the kiln for firing. 

“Ring a ding!” sounded alarm clock interrupting my focus on the dream “What happens next?”

I got up from the bed in the master suite to enter the attached bathroom to shower. I was rubbing my abdomen with affection sure I was pregnant after a moment with a man. I hadn’t told this man dubbing himself Grayson Landers that I had intentions to get pregnant with his baby becoming a mother as my goal. I was sure I was pregnant with the physical signs including a lack of a period happening to me after two months’ wait. Grayson seemed clueless that I was fertile to have a pregnancy happen.

I never said to Grayson “Don’t leave your effects inside me for me to get pregnant.”

Nor did I say, “I’m fertile to get pregnant not blocked up.”

Grayson seemed clueless when he was inside me pumping himself causing multiple explosions inside me as he got off insanity three times. I don’t know how I managed to get Grayson to quit his insanity animalistic behavior of mating he was doing to me frontal style. I tapped him three times onto the shoulder.

My mother identified name of Daffodil Plaza had said, “I did the taps on the shoulder three times as my signal to any man sexing me to stop what they’re doing to me.”

Grayson roared “ARGH!”

He seemed frustrated to end the sexing like he couldn’t be pleasured from his work done onto me. Grayson pulled out and laid next to me breathing deeply as sensed from him. I glanced at Grayson’s large endowed long in length private part. He was ideal for using him as a breeder complete with his age of thirty years old accompanied his six-foot-tall muscular body in a bulked way with long midback black hair and oddly mismatched colored eyes of one blue and one brown while being tall as six feet. I had a shared height of six feet, but I had brown hair in a bob just above my shoulders and blue eyes. My eyes’ colored blue wasn’t traditionally a typical look for brunettes to have with the eyes’ coloring who habitually had brown. I remembered I saw Grayson at the office while I was working as secretary for the city of Hartford’s lawyer group McCarty and Associates. 

Grayson from his looks got me to immediately think “Yes, he’ll do for what I want.”

How I managed to flatter Grayson into agreeing in doing sex once and done ritual was beyond me. 

I said to Grayson “You want to know what it means to be a man experiencing a woman like me in bed? I want this from you to make me feel womanly.”

Grayson said, “Sure where do you live?”

I said, “I’ll email you the address for you to come see me for this business transaction.”

I gave him my address, dubbed Grayland Avenue after the landlord. The residence was a series of two-bedroom apartments in multiple buildings scattered on a field lined by a forest of trees bordering Begonia Parkland in the backside where there’s a paved pathway for walkers.

*
[image: ]


I am Grayson Landers identified man in this story. I recognized that address as a part of my business holdings with the Grayland group statewide which I worked with partially while working as a lawyer part-time. I was surprised that Florica lived there as a renter from how expensive the rentals were. They were habitually two thousand dollars a month and were for luxury vacationers to stay among nature from the forest parkland surrounding the area. 

Out of a hunch I asked my secretary Deidre to Grayland business “I need to check on a rental named Florica Flowers’ rental fee.”

I was shocked when I was told “Fee is one thousand dollars a month plus utilities.”

I remembered thinking “That’s not accurate!”

Two thousand dollars without utilities were what renters were habitually paying for short term rents in the apartments in the complex. Not long term like Florica herself who made no move to move out after a month of staying there as traditional length of time people stay. She was going on for six months staying there in her rental with the one-thousand-dollar rent.

I was annoyed to say to Deidre “Who authorize this?”

Deidre said “Someone named Citadel Council called as a reference and asked to lower the rental fee to one thousand dollars. They said they would cover the rest of the fees.”

The Citadel Council instantly made my senses go off telling me “Their up to something.”

The Citadel Council was a group of seven people in my knowledge of who they were really. I was forbidden to tell Deidre who that group was involved in or anything involving my connection to them.

I scowl thinking “This situation is ridiculous!”
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Florica: Grayson arrived using the intercom which I buzzed him to get inside. He rang the doorbell getting Eden the artificial computer mind blaring its statement of visitor. Once he was inside, I was clad in a bathrobe and got him into my master bedroom dropping my garment baring my naked body. Grayson just smirked in a manly leering way, viewing my body that was thin but not skeletal to be considered medically problematic for me. Grayson removed his clothes of businessman suit and tie dropping everything on the floor piled up. I saw a badge like blue snowflake designed tattoo on the left side of his chest just above his nipple that creeped me out with a sense of blaring warning. 

I nearly said, “I don’t want to go through this.”

But I was firm on going through with the sexual intercourse to create a pregnancy in my goal of becoming a mother. I laid on the bed which he laid himself onto me guiding himself inside me taking my virginity in the process.

Grayson could have said “What?! This is your first time! I broke your virginity!”

He didn’t for once inside me up to the hilt he went off the rails crazily like he enjoyed the ritual of sex too much. 

I was brained along with him saying “Yes. Continue. Don’t stop. More. More.”

He exploded roaring “YAH RAH!”

I exploded alongside him, shrieking a word that I forgot what I said. Once the sexing was done, I got up and cladded myself in the bathrobe.

I said to Grayson “We’re done here. If you want food, I can offer you something.”

Grayson shook his head saying, “Thanks I must decline the nourishment you’re offering me.”

He got up getting dressed in his clothes resuming his shoes. I saw him at the door. Grayson seemed to want to talk to me on something in his mind. He kept opening his mouth but shaking his head negatively. 

I was thinking “What’s going on with his thoughts?”

Nothing answered me.

Grayson said “Your welcome for giving you your first experience in this situation. I noticed.”

I nodded and said “Thanks.”

Grayson left to my relief sigh thinking “Thank goddess that’s done with. Now to determine if a pregnancy is going to happen.”
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Grayson: I wanted to ask her “Are you protected to prevent a pregnancy?”

I got nothing said from her when we were about to do the ritual that she was blocked. She made no gesture to have me wear a condom for penetrating her. I felt nothing of that blockage when I was fully up to the hilt inside her. I knew instantly that I was her first time when I broke the barrier. But I lost my mind unable to say anything about her virginity broken. Once I was up to the hilt inside her I felt an electrical charge zap hit me in the sensitive part from a connection that spread through my body like a jolt. 

I nearly shouted, “WHAT THE?!”

Next thing I knew I lost my mind pumping insanity in and out of her getting the orgasm’s eruption hitting me each time but lower intensity. 

The third time I did the spillage by mental command “Blow!”

That’s when the orgasm’s eruption blew itself right throughout my body in heavy electricity jolts shocking me. Before I could recover Florica tapped me on the shoulder of her signal she was done with the ritual. 

I shouted “ARGH!”

I pulled out to lay next to her breathing heavily from the exertion of the sexual intercourse. I barely got much rest when Florica got up cladding herself in a bathrobe signaling the ritual was done. She offered me food and drink without realizing my diet was possibly different from her dietary eating and drinking. Like I was lactose intolerant despite smelling cheese sandwiches from her in the conference room where the staff ate their lunch at lunch hour. Once I left the apartment I nearly fell to my knees out of exhaustion. I walked stumbling hugging the wall to the hired driven car parked in the parking lot. 

Once inside I
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