
Table of Contents

Metamorphosis – Red

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

33

34

35

36

37

38

39

40

41

42

43

44

45

46

47

48

49

50

51

52

53

54

55

56

57

58

59

60

61

62

63

64

65

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Metamorphosis – Red


[image: ]


A highly erotic novel of discovery, evolution and change

C.A. Hoshizora

Copyright 2024

ISBN: 979-8-9902322-0-4

––––––––
[image: ]


All characters, situations, and businesses depicted in this novel are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. This work is a product of the author's imagination and should be regarded as such. Any similarities to individuals, organizations, or events are purely coincidental and unintentional.

––––––––
[image: ]


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews. Please do not participate in or encourage the piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

No part of this book was written by any Artificial Intelligence software of any kind. Every word was written by a human. That being said, web-based translation software was used to translate a poem into Irish and Scottish.

Cover by Joleene Naylor

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1


[image: ]


“Man, man!”

Ginger turned her head in the direction of the voice.  There was one woman in white shorts with her left arm across her breasts and her other hand pointing toward the entrance to the locker room. Three other women were just outside the entrance to the shower room standing like wet pink statues with towels on their heads and their arms across their breasts. The hand on their other arm was covering their crotch.  All of the women were staring in the same direction.  Ginger flipped her head around to the direction they were pointing and saw the culprit.  

There was a middle-aged pudgy man, desperately needing a shave, in ragged shorts, dirty sneakers and a disheveled tee shirt that looked like it had come out of a trash can. He had filthy, shaggy brown hair, broken nails and a deep tan on his leather like skin that only came from being outside daily. He was leaning against a corner of the pink lockers and had a silver cell phone up in front of his face like he was taking pictures.

“Out you pervert,” Ginger yelled. She didn’t seem to be bothered that she was naked.

She started walking around the benches toward the man, pointing to the exit with one hand, alternately snapping a towel at him and yelling at him.

“The peep show is over! Get out motherfucker! Get out you pervert, you better hurry the cops have already been called and will meet you at the door on your way out!”

She was almost within arms-length and had her hand up to slap the phone away from him when he ducked out of her reach then turned and bolted. Ginger lowered her arm, turned casually and headed back to her locker.
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Chloe was astounded and shocked at how Ginger had handled herself in this situation. She walked over to Ginger with her pink flip flops slapping the tile floor along the way.  She was still so shook-up she didn’t realize she was still protecting her breasts and covering her nipples with her right arm. “Hi, I’m Chloe and I wanted to say thanks for what you did.”

Ginger turned and smiled a smile showing her perfect teeth. “No problem,” Ginger said.

Chloe stepped forward and started to hold out her right hand to shake Ginger’s hand when she realized she was still covering her breasts with it. She held out her left hand instead. 

“Women don’t shake hands where I come from,” Ginger said, stepping over to Chloe and planting a kiss next to each cheek. “That’s better,” she said, stepping back.

Chloe blushed at the unexpected greeting. She also noted that Ginger had pressed her stiff nipples into her arm while giving her the greeting and was a little surprised at the tingle it initiated in her vagina. She had never touched or been touched by a naked woman before. Just showering at the gym was a stretch for her with her very modest mid-west upbringing. She always kept her back to the other women when she could.

“Ah..., you want to go get a coffee?” She blurted out, unexpectedly surprising herself.

“Yeah, sure. I’d Like to get dressed first. How about you?” Ginger had her hands on her hips and gave Chloe a big smile.

Chloe nodded, looking down at her arm still covering her breasts and noted that Ginger was a natural redhead. She went back to her locker and finished getting dressed. She put on a bra and a white blouse over the shorts she already had on. When she exited the locker room Ginger was at the front counter talking with a police officer.

Chloe waited off to the side until the conversation was over. Ginger turned and looked around spotting Chloe and gave her a brilliant smile.  Ginger waved and pointed to the door.

When they were outside Ginger asked, “Got some place in mind?”

“Yes,” Chloe said.  “There’s a nice little place down about six shops and we can walk.” 

Chloe stepped away and Ginger fell into step with her.

“You must live around here?” Ginger asked.

“Yeah, not too far,” Chloe said. Not wanting to reveal where, exactly, to an almost total stranger.

The ladies ordered their drinks. Ginger got a wheatgrass smoothie and Chloe ordered a regular coffee with half and half.

“I don’t think I got your name,” Ginger said. “I’m Ginger.”

“I’m Chloe.” Chloe said quietly. “I want to thank you again for what you did. It was so brave.”

“Nothing really,” Ginger said.

“But you were naked,” Chloe said. “I could never have done that.”

“Actually, you could,” Ginger responded. “All it takes is a little confidence and realizing what is really going on in life.”

“What do you mean you think I could do that?”

“Well, once you get your head straight, it is actually very easy.”

“How do I get my head straight? And, what do you mean by easy?”

“Well, you’ve been programmed.”

“Programmed?” Chloe blurted out. “How, when, who?”

“Your programming began long before you were a day old. In the hospital they probably dressed you in pink and the process continued and still continues today.” 

Chloe wrinkled her brow.

“You probably played with girl toys and all the stuff a girl experiences on the way to becoming a woman. It is just the way our society works.  For example, when the man was in the locker room why did you cover your breasts?”

“Ah, well... I don’t know. I guess I’ve always thought that people shouldn’t see you naked?”

“Why?” Ginger asked.

Chloe shrugged her shoulders.

“That’s OK,” Ginger said, “Most people are programmed to be embarrassed by their bodies here in America but not so much in Europe and not at all among the tribes in the Amazon. Once you realize what is happening you change your way of thinking and looking at the world. One of the things you learn to consider is that everyone is naked under their clothes.”

Chloe opened a couple of brown sugar packets and dumped them in her coffee. She stirred her coffee a while with the little wooden stick that came with it.

“Were you programmed?” Chloe took a sip of her coffee.

“Of course. We all are programmed here in America. About the time that TV really got going, the companies that advertised on it started to figure out how to use TV to convince the viewers that they needed their product for one reason or another. Have you ever considered the deeper meaning of the phrase, TV programming? They are so bold as to not even try to hide the fact that they are programming you and not the TV.”

Chloe’s mouth had dropped when she realized the truth in what Ginger had said.

“Once they got it figured out for TV, they shamelessly used the same or modified techniques in other places. Magazines, flyers in the mail, billboards, the internet and in some places, it is even posted on the back of the door in the lady’s room when you to sit to use the toilet.  It’s everywhere and it works or they wouldn’t spend millions or billions of dollars a year on it.”

Ginger paused and took a sip of her wheat grass through a white paper straw.

“I guess I never thought much about it since it has always been there as long as I can remember,” Chloe said.

“Of course, you didn’t,” Ginger said. “They don’t want you to think about it. And they are the happiest when they get you to pay to read their programming that is hidden in news and other informational articles.”

“What you say makes some sense but I’m not totally buying what you are saying.”

“That is understandable. You’ve been programmed not to question it. It is insidious,” Ginger said.

Ginger could see that Chloe was processing all of what she had said.

“I kinda see what you are saying but I’m not so sure,” Chloe said, taking another sip of her coffee.

“Since you seem interested, maybe just a little bit, let me explain more.  We just had an incident where a man came into the locker room and was trying, we assume, to take pictures of naked women. You implemented the expected reaction and covered your nipples and your crotch. Who do you think had the power in that situation?” Ginger asked.

“Well,” Chloe responded. “When it first started the man had the power over us naked or nearly naked women. Then, even though you were totally naked you took the power away from him. Ooooooh, I see what you are getting at. I think you are saying by knowing how to deal with the situation you get to keep the power. Right?”

“That’s pretty much it in a nutshell.”

“Wow, that’s so cool. What you have done is learned to be in control of a situation and take it in the direction that you want.”

“Sometimes it doesn’t go as planned but you are in a much better position to get out of the situation unscathed when you control the power as much as possible. I can guide you in learning more.”

“Well, you know Ginger, I’m smart enough to know I’m not all that smart. I’m both naïve and stupid at times.”

“We all are, we all are...” She said, “You just seemed interested in understanding what was going on, but I guess I was wrong about that and that is OK for both of us.”

“I am interested, but I don’t want to get into a cult and I don’t make much money to pay for it, so that’s an issue.”

“Chloe, I can assure you there is no cult because there are no members. There is no organization to belong to. There are a few women who have figured this out and are passing the information along. We don’t even have meetings or necessarily know each other, although I do know a couple of them. It could be any woman you pass on the street. The only thing I or they, or we ask, is that you pass the information along to any worthy candidate who is aware enough to at least ask you about it like you did this morning. We need more strong women in the world.”

“I was a lot like you but with the guidance from the other woman who mentored me, I have completely changed, have confidence and don’t let anyone else’s ideas control the situation I am in.”

“Doing the naked thing in the gym was one thing, but if I understand you right you could do it right here and it wouldn’t bother you?” 

“Normally, I wouldn’t do this but you seem so uncertain about what I say.” Ginger scooted back on the bench seat in the booth, reached down, grabbed the bottom of her tank top and pulled it over her head. She leaned forward to make room for her hands then reached behind her back and took her bra off and gave her head a little shake to get her hair to settle back in place.

Chloe’s mouth was hanging open. Ginger piled the top and bra on the table, got out of the booth and went up and ordered a cherry Danish, standing for a couple of minutes behind a woman in the line ahead of her, and then came back to her seat.

“Who do you think controlled that interaction?” Ginger asked once she was seated again.

“You did. Of course!”

“I wouldn’t do that unless there was some reason for it that turned the advantage to me. Not only did I get the attention of the kid in the goofy hat behind the counter, I got your attention. The kid probably won’t be able to talk for the next thirty minutes and this will be a story he tells his friends the rest of his life.”

“How could just showing your breasts change a situation?” Chloe was leaning forward a bit paying close attention to Ginger.

“Let me give you one possible example. Let’s say you are taking a short cut in a frequently used alley off a main street. Three men or teenagers are headed in your direction. As they approach you, they start harassing you verbally in a way that makes you think it might evolve into something physical. In situations like this where none of the three would bother you individually, as a group they might gang up on you because each one feeds on the energies of the others.

Here’s how getting topless can change the dynamic.  First, men cannot resist the urge to stare at naked titties.  If you’ve gotten this far in the situation you need to expose your tits and shake them to keep their attention.  Keep drawing their attention to them. Before you use this move you should have identified the leader and decided what you are going to do to get out of this. It’s usually pretty easy to identify the leader. You should play to the non-leaders. This upsets the leader and creates conflict between the leader and the others. Once they start arguing with themselves you turn around and haul ass. With luck you are able to get out of the situation with just some embarrassment and with no luck you only get slapped around a little. But we’ll talk more about that later if you want to continue.”

“Ah, not to change the subject but would you put your bra and top back on. I saw a cop drive by and look at you through the window. I don’t want you to get arrested because I wouldn’t know what to do next.”

“If it’ll make you comfortable, I’ll get dressed. The cop was just getting an eyeful because the law in this city, county and state is everybody can go topless which includes both men and women.” Ginger raised her eyebrows at Chloe.

Ginger looked at a very expensive watch on her wrist. “Jeez, it’s much later than I thought. I’ve got to run Chloe. Hey, listen. If you are interested in finding out more, give me a call.” Ginger grabbed a napkin out of the holder on the table. Got a pen out of her small designer purse, wrote a number down and slid the napkin across the table at Chloe.

“This was fun. Let’s do it again the next time we bump into each other!”

And then she was gone, out the door and headed back down the sidewalk toward the gym.
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Later that evening, Ginger’s phone rang. After she looked at the display, she let it go to voice mail.  She never answered calls from unknown numbers. When she listened to the message, it was from Chloe and she thought she knew what Chloe wanted.

Later, after considering what she was going to say, Ginger called Chloe. 

Chloe picked up the call on the third ring. “Hello,” she said, sounding a little sleepy.

“Oh, sorry to wake you, Chloe, this is Ginger. I was just returning your call.”

“I wasn’t asleep,” Chloe lied. “I called you to tell you, rather ask you, if we can move forward with what we discussed earlier. I’ve been thinking about it a lot and considering how naïve and clueless I am most of the time and the fact that I’m really uncertain in everyday situations I think I could use some help in... in....”

“In becoming a strong, confident and more self-assured person,” Ginger finished her sentence for her.

“Yeah,” she answered quietly. “Is the offer still open?”

“Yes and no,” Ginger answered. “We need to meet one more time so I can ask you some more questions to confirm you are really a candidate who will take advantage of what is being offered. You cool with that?” 

“Ah, yeah if that’s the next step. When do you want to get together?”

“Also, I want to be clear. I am not a formally trained psychologist or counselor and any information I share with you is just my personal thoughts that you can choose to follow or not. If you’re OK with that, how about Friday night at your place.” Ginger suggested.

“Well, I’m kinda careful about letting people come to my place who I really don’t know all that well. Would somewhere else work?” 

“Yes, that would be fine.” Ginger said. “You just took control of the situation. That is a good start.”

“Is there anything else I need to do before we meet?” Chloe asked.

“Yes, you need to pick a new name to use while we work through this.”

“A new name?” Chloe exclaimed.

“Yes, of course, your entire life, from the moment your parents gave you your name, is connected to your name Chloe. All of your thoughts, feelings, emotions, memories and experiences, good and bad, are attached to that name. For this to have the best opportunity of success we need to connect your new experiences to a new name to separate the old you from the new you we are going to create. Once we are finished with this process you can continue to use your new name when the situation dictates or you can blend all of what you learn into your old persona and just go by Chloe. Does that make sense?” 

“Yes, yes it does, because I am fully Chloe right now. I don’t know if I, or rather she, can change given all of the programming that has been done. So, yes, it does make sense. I never would have thought of that.”

“Well then, its set. How about the eatery by the gym where we talked before? Would that work for you?” Ginger asked. “When we meet, introduce yourself with your new name and we’ll finish the last little bit before we get started in earnest.”

“Friday, 6 pm, the place by the gym and I’ll have a new name.”

“See you then,” Ginger said and then hung up.
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Chloe laid there thinking for a long while. She had never considered picking out a different name for herself. She did know that names were important. She knew some people had nick names but she didn’t have one of those. She got out of bed, turned on the bedside light and picked up a picture of her in a very conservative black one-piece bathing suit that was taken at a beach in Florida. Right next to that picture, in the same picture frame, was another picture of her in a skimpy red bikini she was actually embarrassed to be seen in. She kept the pictures around to bolster her self confidence that any man would want the woman in the skimpy red bikini. She thought that she had a great body but needed a reminder of that. Back in bed, with the light on, she stared at the picture trying to fit a name to the woman in the eye-catching red bikini, Killer, Kathleen, Becca, she realized that she knew women with these names so she ruled out any name that belonged to someone she knew. She wanted a strong name, a unique name and a name with some mystique.
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Chloe arrived a little early at the café where she was meeting with Ginger. She was a bit nervous and wanted some time to compose herself before Ginger arrived.

“Hello Ginger,” Chloe said standing up to greet her. “I’m Annais.”

Ginger gave Annais a kiss next to each cheek and then sat on the bench seat of the booth.

“Hello Annais. One N or two?” Ginger asked.

“One N or two what?” 

“Your new name Annais, one N or two, it is spelled both ways.”

“I’ll go with two N’s and tell them that when I introduce myself so they’ll remember me, unless, of course, I don’t think I want them to remember me and if that’s the case I won’t elaborate and let them figure it out for themselves.” Annais was pleased with herself for thinking of that.

Ginger had a tray piled high with all sorts of food which she had set on the table between them.

“What’s with all the food?” Annais asked.

“Remember the topless thing the last time we were here? The guy at the counter, Rob, remembered me and told me that I had changed his life and that everything was on him tonight. So, if there is something that is not here, that you’d like to have, I’m sure he’d get it for you. Unintended consequences. It’s almost impossible to plan for unintended consequences. Dig in.” Ginger gestured to the food and smiled her big smile.

“OK, I think I can find something here to eat. What is the next step, I’m ready to do this.”

“The next step is for me to ask you a few things to see if I’m ready to do this with you.” Ginger winked at Annais.

Ginger dug a couple of folded pieces of paper out of her purse and flattened them out on a corner of the table that was clear of plates. She took a sip of water to wash down the bite of Danish she had just taken and brushed a crumb off her chin.

“You ready to get started? This shouldn’t take too long. I’m just going to go down my list.” Ginger looked up at Annais.

“Yup, let’s get started.”


“Relationship status?”



“Single, but dating from time to time. Why?”

“If you are seriously dating someone, or are married, then that needs to be factored in. Your partner might get jealous of the time you are spending with me working on this. Often relationships fail and people separate for a variety of reasons. Single but dating is great. Straight, gay, Bi or something else.”

“I think I’m straight but sometimes I get these feelings,” Annais said.

“What kind of feelings?” Ginger asked.

“Well, it’s like I have a crush on a woman at work but haven’t done anything about it.”

“That happens more often than you might think,” Ginger said. “It’s no big deal unless you act on it and then it is still no big deal.”

“Religion?” Ginger asked biting the center out of another cherry Danish. 

“Well, I was raised a Catholic but don’t go to church. I’ve dated men who were Protestant, Muslim and Jewish but none of those seemed to stick so I guess I don’t have a go to religion.”

“Do you have any sex toys and do you masturbate?” Ginger said eyeing a cream-filled, chocolate covered long John.”

“WOW,” Annais said. “You are asking a lot of very intimate personal questions. Normally I’d just leave now but I want this to work.” Annais paused. “Yes, I have a vibrator and yes I use it from time to time.”

“Oh,” Ginger said. “I almost forgot to ask, Left-handed or right-handed?”

Annais just held up the fork she had in her right hand.  Ginger nodded and made a note of this.

“Who do you live with?” Ginger continued.

“I live by myself at the current time but I did live with a boyfriend for a short time.”

“What happened?”

“Well, I was twenty, very naive and once we moved in together, he seemed to change. He was still kind and thoughtful but he wanted sex all the time. The more sex we had, the more sex he wanted. He wanted hand jobs and seemed to get a thrill when I gave him one in a park or in the car. Then it was blowjobs and then it was anal sex. I objected to the anal sex and told him it was never going to happen, even though I thought I might want to try it at some point when I was ready but just not then.  He kept after me and kept after me, he bought lube and then surprised me one night. When I walked in the living room, he had porn on the TV with people doing the anal thing and wanted me to watch it with him. I refused and then told him to move out. He cried, he pleaded, he told me he loved me and said he’d never ask again. I believed him and relented. Things seemed to sort themselves out and then one night, after drinking a little more wine than we usually drank, when we were going at it...” Annais stopped.

“Then what?” Ginger asked.

“Well, he was giving me oral sex and...,” Annais paused.

“And...?” Ginger asked, licking some icing from a chocolate donut from her lips.

“As I came, he stuck his finger, well you know where and then asked if he could stick his dick in there and cum in there. In spite of the wine and the orgasm, I was shocked at what had just happened and told him in no uncertain terms that he could not. He then asked for a blowjob and wanted me to stick my finger... After that I kicked him out and have never seen him or talked to him again. I guess I just wasn’t willing to be the kind of partner he was looking for.”

“OK, I think I get the picture,” Ginger said. “Good on you for kicking him out. You took control in that situation so we can continue to work on the power you have already started using. If this goes as we hope it will, we can talk about how to handle men in sexually active relationships. If you want.”

Annais took a drink of water. She could feel the heat on her hand from the blush of embarrassment on her face. She took a deep breath, fidgeted in her seat a little and then seemed to settle herself.

“Let’s move on, we are almost done, do you have any tattoos?”

“No,” Annais replied. Her breath had slowed and she seemed a bit calmer. 

“Education?” Ginger asked

“BS in education, Bryn Mawr.”

“Do you subscribe to any magazines?” Ginger continued.

“A few,” Annais replied.

“Favorite color?”

“Burgundy”

“What size bed do you sleep in?”

“King,” Annais replied. “I like a lot of room to spread out,” She added as an afterthought.

“OK, I think that’s enough questions for now. Besides, if we sit here much longer in front of all this food, I’ll probably gain ten pounds.” Ginger smiled.

“After all these questions are you still interested in moving forward with this?”

Annais nodded. “I’m even more interested after your questions. What’s next?”

“You’ve got email and the internet, right?”

“Yes, I do.”

“I’m willing to work with you. We will have to see how this goes. I have no obligation to you and likewise you have no obligation to me. Either one of us can end this for any reason or no reason at any instant in time.  I’m not going to ask you to do anything that will physically harm you. But I will mess with your head because that is where your issues are. So, we will start with your head and then once we’ve made good progress there, we’ll integrate your head with your body in private and then in public.  Then, if you want to continue, we can work on sex.  I’ll give you assignments or things to do and we will move forward as you work through what I’ve asked you to do. We can do a lot of this via email but we will need to meet from time to time. How does that sound to you?” Ginger said, looking Annais right in the eyes.

“Actually, I’m excited to get started with this. I feel like I am always a little bit afraid and I want to make that go away. I’m hoping this will help. I’ve never met anyone like you before and don’t know if I ever will again. I need to take this chance.”  Annais put her hands in her lap and looked down.

“Alright then, here is your first task.” Ginger was smiling. “Have you heard of the seven words, that you could never say on TV?”

“No.”

“I wouldn’t expect so, it became an issue in the early seventies. In any case, there was a comedian who had aa act that included the seven words you couldn’t say on TV. I want you to look those words up and then practice saying them out loud until you can spit them out and their meaning no longer bothers you.  I’ve worked with a couple of women who said they benefited from looking up the definitions for the words because they weren’t sure about what they meant. Do that if you would like and think it would be helpful. At the same time, I want you to pick a couple of issues from your favorite two magazines and go through them page by page looking for the programming included in the magazines. Mark what you find with sticky notes and we’ll go over what you found the next time we meet.” 

Ginger took a card out of her purse and wrote something on the back.

“Here is  my email address, you’ve already got my phone. Shoot me an email or give me a call or a text when you’ve completed this task and you’re ready to meet again.  Is there any of this stuff you’d like to take with you, Annais?” Ginger asked, waving her hand over the table.

“If so, I’ll get Rob to bring you a to go bag.”

Annais actually wanted some of the stuff but was too embarrassed to say so. However, she wanted to make this work so she said yes.  Ginger got Bob’s attention, which wasn’t hard since he had hardly taken his eyes off her since she came in. They got everything Annais wanted packed up and headed out the door.

Once they were out front. Annais set her bag down and faced Ginger.

“Thank you so much for agreeing to help me with all this.” 

Although it was new to her, Annais gave Ginger a kiss on each cheek, the French call it Faire La Bise or La Bise, she had looked it up, she also gave her a quick peck on the lips for good measure. Ginger responded appropriately. Annais noticed the tingling in her vagina once again. It was stronger this time.

They parted and the deprogramming for Annais began in earnest.

A week later Ginger’s phone rang and she could see that it was Annais. 

“Hello Annais,” She answered.

“Hello Ginger. Is this a good time to talk?” Annais asked.

“Sure, what do you need?”

“I’ve finished the assignment and am ready to move onto whatever is next.”

“Great, that was fast,” Ginger said.

“Well, I want to make this happen and since I’m between partners I have a lot of time to work on it in the evenings.”

“OK,” Ginger replied.

Ginger noted that Annais used the term partner rather than boyfriend.

“We can do the word list over the phone for starters. So let me hear what you’ve got.”

“Here goes,” Annais said. “Piss, shit, fuck, cunt, cocksucker, motherfucker, tits and bitch.”

“That was eight,” Ginger said.

“Yeah, it was eight I added bitch to the end since it is used so frequently these days. Did I do OK?”

“You got the list right, and I’m happy to see you thinking about what is going on but to be honest you sounded a little timid about the list.”

“You’re right, I guess. I’ve been practicing but am really not used to using that type of language. Can I try it again?”

“Yes, please do.”

“PISS, SHIT, FUCK, CUNT, COCKSUCKER, MOTHERFUCKER, TITS, BITCH!” Annais said loudly into the telephone.

“That’s much better. You’ll have more chances to practice,” Ginger said. “We need to get together to go over the magazines. When would be a good time for you?”

“I work all week. Friday night, all day Saturday, Saturday nights and Sunday morning are when I usually take time for myself. Do you have any time available then?” Annais was silent.

“Hang on let me check my schedule.” The phone was silent for a minute. “OK I’m back. How about dinner at 5:00 on Saturday night and then we’ll go over the magazines. Does that work for you?”

“Yeah, that’d be great! Where?” Annais sounded excited.

“Let me get back with you on that. OK?”
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The next evening, Annais’s phone rang and she could see it was Ginger.

“Hey, Ginger. What’s up,” Annais listened for a moment. “Where?” 

“I can’t possibly eat there. It is way outside my budget. Sorry.” She listened to Ginger talking for a moment more. “I couldn’t let you do that.”

“OK, I understand. You are right. Accepting the gift honors the giver. Yes, I trust you. I’ll email you my address.” More silence as Annais listened. “Why an Uber?” She listened to Ginger. “I guess that makes sense. No point in risking a ticket or accident if you know you’re going to have something to drink. Five o’clock then. See you later.”

Annais sat and thought about the dinner. She wasn’t totally comfortable with it but this was one of the things that she wanted to become comfortable with.

Annais walked behind the shiny new Uber to where the driver was holding the door open.  She slid into the leather seat behind where the driver sat. Ginger leaned over and gave her the Bise, the kisses, that had become their greeting. After Ginger had kissed her left cheek and as she settled back into her seat her lips brushed across Annais’s lips barely touching them. What surprised Annais was the flick of the tip of a hot wet tongue that rapidly slipped between her lips from one side to the other and then it was over, or so Annais thought. A nano second later a rush of energy unexpectedly flashed across her skin like a wind whipped wild fire.  It started at the top of her head and flowed down to her feet. Her ears felt hot, goose bumps popped up on her arms, a tingling crossed her nipples making them instantly erect and then a small hot ember from that fire settled in her pussy. As she sat there with her body flushed with desire, she could feel her pussy lips engorge. She could feel a hot wetness between them only a woman could understand. She shivered slightly and looked down to see if her taut nipples showed through her top.

“Are you OK,” Ginger asked. “You look a little flushed.”

“I’m good, I think the heat from the sun on the seat was a little hotter than I expected on my bare legs.” She said, lying. She brushed her hand across the fabric on her legs to straighten it and maybe distract Ginger a little.

Annais felt the energy slowly dissipate and withdraw like the sparkle of a firework explosion that burst and then faded in the night sky. She was hoping the flush of wetness she was feeling between her lips would not cause a spot on the back of the sun dress she was sitting on.

“I’m excited. I haven’t been out to eat in forever.” Ginger said. “OK, hit me with the words you’ve been practicing.”

“What, now?” 

“Why not?”

“OK, here goes. Piss, shit, fuck, cunt, cocksucker, motherfucker, tits, bitch.”

“The seven dirty words forbidden on TV, plus one,” The driver said over his shoulder.

“How did you know?” Ginger asked.

“The comedian that got arrested for saying them was my second cousin. I was his driver for a long time when I was just old enough to drive. In fact,” the driver continued, “I was the person who bailed him out of jail the first time he got arrested for saying those words in his comedy show,” he said, quickly glancing in the rear-view mirror as he kept the car in its lane.

“These days,” He continued. “I hear all those words and see a lot more.”

“You hear that stuff all the time?” Annais asked.

“Oh yeah, everything goes these days.”

“Really,” Annais said. Confused that people used these words so casually. It was not how she was brought up.

When they arrived at the restaurant, the staff greeted Ginger as if they all knew her. They were treated like royalty. Annais thought she saw some money change hands between Ginger and the host.

They had a wonderful table in the middle of the restaurant. The restaurant was well appointed and by all appearances it was living up to its reputation. Lots of solid dark woodwork. Linen table cloths, white jacketed and gloved waiters. Even with every table occupied there was a muted ambiance to the conversational level.

While Annais checked out the restaurant Ginger ordered two scrumptious sounding appetizers, without consulting the menu, and a bottle of white wine.

“I hope you don’t mind me doing the ordering.” Ginger said. 

“No, not at all. You seem to know what you’re doing.”

The sommelier presented the bottle of wine to Ginger. Ginger nodded. After the cork was pulled and sniffed, the wine was poured and Ginger held up her wine glass toward Annais.

“A toast,” Ginger said. “To success in the next step in your process tonight!”

Annais’s stomach flipped. She wondered to herself what did Ginger mean? Before she could ask Ginger what she meant, the waiter showed up. He asked if we were ready to order. When they both acknowledged that they were, with great flourish, he announced the evening’s offerings from memory. It was your basic surf and turf. Steak or lobster.  Annais was disappointed. She had hoped for more choices. She ordered steak, medium. She really loved lobster but hadn’t eaten it once she realized they were bottom feeders and most pollution in the ocean, where they are harvested, settles to the bottom. The thought of eating a bottom feeding, pollution eating, crustacean just ruined it for her.

Ginger topped up their wine glasses, then looked around for the waiter. When she spotted him, she tipped the neck of the bottle back and forth as if she was ordering another long neck at a Texas road house biker bar. 

The waiter smiled and nodded from across the room. He approached and after a brief conversation he said “Very good.” Bowed slightly, turned and left.

“What did you mean with your toast,” Annais asked.

“Oh, I just meant that there is one last thing to do with the words you’ve been practicing.” Ginger said, taking a sip of her wine. 

“What’s that?”

Ginger seemed to ponder her answer. She also slipped her shoe off and started sliding her bare foot slowly and gently up the inside of Annais’s leg.

Ginger leaned over the table with a serious look in her eye and said, “It’s an easy task. I want you to work the seven, or eight if you prefer, words you’ve been practicing into our conversation and say them loud enough for everyone in the restaurant to hear them.”

Annais blanched. “Really! They’ll throw us out if I do that. Why...  why do you want me to do that?”

“It is to make an important point. If it would make you feel better about it, I’ll go first with an example.”

“Yes, please,” Annais said a bit anxiously.

“One more thing before I do this. I need you to expand your view and see if anyone responds to what I say. Can you do that?”

Annais nodded.

Ginger let out a loud long laugh. “Hijo de puta,” she said loudly slapping her hand on the table.

Annais tried to see the whole restaurant at the same time quickly turning her head left and right.
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