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"I WANT YOU TO TEACH me about sex."

The lithe young thing was probably a third my age and somehow had wound up, pre-dawn, in my day bed with only her thin nightgown between us.

"My Aunt says it's OK as long as you agree. And my grandmother recommended you."

I didn't know this girl or her Aunt. Or how she got into my bed.

I don't teach, I write mysteries.

And this was one for the books...
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THE EMAIL WAS SIMPLE:


Dear Mr. Gauss,

I have a message to deliver from one of your old girlfriends. She told me you'd changed her life, but never worked up the courage to tell you to your face, until it was too late.

She passed on recently, and was talking about you at the end.

That was my Mother.

Since her reunion is coming up, I thought that might be time for me to come out and learn more about her from her friends. Since we'll be in town, I'd like to bring my graduating niece and visit with you while we are there.

Thanks for your consideration.

Fiona


My reply was simple as well:


Fiona,

I'd be happy to hear what your mother wanted to tell me.

This farm is always open for visits.

Do let me know when your in town and so I'll know what time to expect you.

Karl


A few days ago, she sent her planned itinerary.

I replied her that if she was running late, she could spend the night in the Big House, as I lived in a small cabin off to the side of it. But go ahead and make herself at home, the beds were made up in the upstairs rooms. Or there's a long couch in the ground-floor library.

So that night, I was waiting in my cabin to meet visitors I'd never seen before. My smartphone was on my desk with the ring volume high, just in case their directions to this place didn't pan out.

I reclined on my daybed in my tiny home cabin as dusk fell, watching some movies on the computer's big flat-screen while I waited.

I had already shifted into comfortable cotton shorts and my usual t-shirt, with the screened windows open to breezes.

The day had been long already. Soon my eyes drooped and then stayed closed.

Modern cars don't make much noise.
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I WAS DREAMING THAT there was an earthquake and someone was groaning and crying out beneath a tumbled-down building. I walked carefully over the ground, trying to keep my balance in the aftershocks. The world was rocking around me.

The groaning got louder, and for some reason one of my legs was trapped up to mid-thigh and I wasn't able to move it.

My eyes opened to the dark room of my tiny-home cabin. And I found the reason for the dream was someone sitting straddled over my thigh, a young female someone.

Almost at once, she went tense, shuddered, and then relaxed, falling next to me on that side – in a soft, long-legged heap. One of her thighs was still laying over mine, her arm now laying across my chest, her head on my shoulder.

I could smell jasmine in her long hair, and the scent of soap. Her arm was slick with sweat, and so was my leg where she'd been sitting on it. Some apparent outcome from whatever she'd been doing that woke me up.

The movies I'd queued up had completed, and now the monitor screen just gave off a soft glow from the narrow desktop opposite this day-bed. A little dialog box showed my completed play-list.

It gave enough ambient light to see more of this young thing, who was still breathing heavy as she lay there. I could feel her heartbeat thorough her arm and thigh, where she was laying against and partly over the top of me.

This was no second dream. This was real.

I had to smile. The irony of this was rich.

I'd just finished outlining a steamy story that I knew I'd never publish, but one of the characters needed to resolve her sexual hangups. So that muse was bothering me until I outlined it and wrote some scraps of dialog, as well as descriptions. Steamy descriptions. Not my usual style.

And somehow, this young mystery woman had appeared in the middle of my night to satisfy herself and my muse – all at my expense.

On that thought, the young thing stirred, moved a strand of blond hair out of her eyes, and smiled broadly. Then kissed my chin lightly.

“So, Karl, you're awake.”

“Do I know you?”

She gave a quiet chuckle. “Well, I'm Kaylee. My Aunt has been emailing you about us visiting you after I graduated.”

I moved my arm out from under her, put it across her back, and used my hand on her shoulder to pull her away so I could see her more clearly.

She was dressed in a thin, one-piece nightgown. Simple, but with some lace at it's top. And thin enough to reveal she was sill aroused – and was evidently wearing nothing beneath it. The thin cloth outlined her small breasts, and the cloth where she had been riding my thigh was still high enough above her own thighs to expose her nakedness there as well.

Kaylee noticed my eyes' travel, and she simply moved her thigh back against mine to cover what was exposed.

My hand on her shoulder kept her from moving any closer to me. I needed to understand this situation better. Although I didn't really mind having someone close to me right then. Arousal tends to be infectious.

“So you are Kaylee. And by graduated, I assume that you are...”

“19 – in a few months.”

I gave a wry grin. “And who gave you permission to just come in here and rape me?”

She pushed back with her arms, but didn't move her thighs, which still pinned my own leg to the day-bed.

“Rape?!?”

“Well, I was asleep. So your actions were taken without my permission, and were sexual in nature.”

Her face held a shocked look. “But wait, I...” And she thought it through. Then her eyes narrowed. “Your word against mine. Besides, nothing happened.”

“It's still rape.”

She frowned. “You're serious.”

I smiled. “No, but that's one helluva introduction.”

She blushed and smiled back. “Sorry. You were stretched out there and so I just cuddled. Because you looked like you wanted a good cuddle. Like there should be someone by your side to watch movies with you. Even your arm was laid out, inviting.”

One of my eyebrows raised. “Inviting?”

“Well, the original idea was to just talk to you. And then I saw you were asleep. One of your movies was still playing, while the volume was low. But you were smiling in your dreams, and I didn't want to wake you. Plus, your books always talk about your characters cuddling and hugging. I was getting chilled, so it was just natural to cuddle up to you. Then your arm came up around me – and I got excited. One thing lead to another and then you woke up...”

She bit her lip to keep from talking any further. A bit nervous now.

I just pulled her back down and hugged her close again. She laid her head back down on my chest, then she returned the hug with her arm and thigh pressing down on me again.

“Well, Kaylee. No harm done. Yes, it's an way to first meet you. But I suppose it's still often better to ask forgiveness than permission.”

She sighed. “Auntie said you'd be like that.”

A frown crossed my forehead. “Your Aunt and I have never met.”

She squeezed me again. “But my grandma knew you. And you've told all about yourself through your books.”

“Those fantasy stories about shape-shifters and ghosts?”

“Don't short-change yourself. A lot of those were romances, or had a strong romance story arc. And most were actually mysteries as the prime story-line. But the juicy bits longed to be read between the lines.”

I pulled my head to the side to look at her face below my chin. “And you're a romance critic?”

She chuckled. “I like writing. And yes, I prefer romances. Well, parts of me do.” Her hand was now under my t-shirt, tracing the waistband of my shorts, her index finger testing its elastic.

That almost made me laugh. “So you figure your 'parts' wouldn't mind having their way with me if they got the chance?”

At that comment, she froze her hand, then pushed back, sat up, and adjusted her gown to cover everything properly. “Not exactly. Auntie said you'd teach me about sex.”

That made me sit up on my day-bed, and move my legs well away from her. “Oh, she did? I don't recall that coming up in her emails.”

Kaylee smiled broadly. “Well, the subject came up while we were driving here.”

“Meaning, you and your Aunt are close and frank with each other?”

Kaylee nodded, a wide grin on her face. “And headstrong, impetuous. She's been reading your books too, and when I brought up the idea, she shrugged and agreed.”

A wry smile started in a corner of my mouth. “Do you happen to recall her exact words?”

Kaylee looked around the small cabin, to the monitor and back to me. “Well, she said that it was OK – if you agreed.”

“And you just took my sleeping as tacit consent?”

The young girl shrugged, which gave a provocative movement underneath her night gown. “We've already been over that.”

A breeze through the window hit the drying spot on my thigh. “Time for you to go.”

Kaylee frowned, and stood herself. Barefoot, she barely came above my shoulder. “You're kicking me out?”

“I'm sending you back to
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