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			Dating is a Very Bad Word

			“You can’t eat where you have sex!” Alex exclaimed from across the table.

			I looked down at my latte as I considered how this conversation was going. Not well at all. In fact, I wasn’t actually sure if I ever thought this could go well. Trying to explain to Alex that I was thinking about having a real relationship was always going to be a challenge. A large part of me knew she wouldn’t think it was a good idea.

			“But this is different…” Even as the words left my mouth, I knew I was full of shit. Alex was right. The latest man in my series of playmates was not what I should be looking at for anything more than that. It was absolutely not the right place or time for a relationship.

			You may be wondering why this conversation was happening. If you didn’t travel to My Home on Whore Island with me, you most likely need the Cliff-Notes to get caught up. If you did visit the Island with me, you can skip ahead a couple of pages.

			My name is Randi Michaels and I don’t “date.”

			To be more accurate, I don’t date anymore. I have found that I am much better when I am spending time with what I call “playmates.”

			My last actual relationship ended because he cheated on me. Of course, this led, in a very stereotypical fashion, to him breaking my heart. I decided that I didn’t need a relationship or even the first name of a playmate to be happy. Honestly, I have been quite happy on several occasions, but in the last few months, I have had found that I violated my own rules about getting attached to a playmate. These violations have led me to sitting across from one of the most amazing and yet least forgiving people in my life: Alex.

			We all, hopefully, have that person in our lives that keeps us grounded. Alex is that for me. One of our routines is heading to our local bookstore/coffee shop. This place affords us yummy lattes and interesting people watching opportunities. However, on this fateful afternoon, I was the only person Alex had fixated her attention on. I didn’t like it.

			You may be wondering why.

			One of the key parts to a truly real “Friends with Benefits” type of arrangement is that you are not actually dating that person.

			What is the line that separates this? I think most people would define dating as having an interest in continuing that relationship for longer than say twenty-five minutes in the bathroom stall of a local dance club. That is, of course, a story for another time (Check out chapter seven 😊).

			Dating though, for the most part, seems to have something other than a purely sexual connotation, meaning there are some kind of feelings associated with that person.

			I think that Urban Dictionary said it best: “When a man/woman goes out with another individual or many different people to configure compatibility; not having any clear commitment; it may be as short as a week or for many years. It is not a relationship.”

			That is the key, isn’t it? Dating is not a relationship. It is also not simply sexual. This is because you are trying to find to figure out compatibility. When you are simply sexual, the only compatibility you are discovering is mostly physical.

			“You are not supposed to date them!” I could tell she had been thinking on this for some time. “These were your rules, and now you seem to be chucking them out the window in favor of a pile of bad choices.”

			She was pissed off.

			She was also, painfully, right.

			Whore Tip: Never back down from rules you set for yourself unless you decide that the rule was not correct in the first place or possibly no longer applies. Basically, don’t do things for others that have an opportunity to hurt you in some way in the process.

			(In case you were not on Whore Island when I started this adventure, I will offer up small bits of wisdom I get on my journey as Whore Tips. You never know when you could use a little nugget of Randi brilliance.)

			Alex stared hard at me as she took another sip of her latte. I wanted to justify my reasoning, but I knew she was correct. I wanted to scream that this was my life and she had no right to tell me who I could and could not see.

			There was a little voice in my head, however, that told me again how right she was. I knew when I explained how Blake—using his real name, no cute nickname to refer to him—wanted to take me to dinner. Of course, I had eaten dinner with some of my playmates. But Blake was courting me. He wanted to “take me to dinner.” I found that after a year of not dating anyone, some hidden part of me wanted to have someone want to actually date me for real.

			“Is this about Jessie again?” Alex softened her tone. When she said his name, I flinched. It still hurt a little more than it should have.

			“No. Of course not.” Again, as the words left my mouth, I knew I was lying.

			In order to understand fully what happened that brought us to this moment, I am going to have to take you back a bit. Four months actually.
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			The Cabin in the Woods

			Jessie was nothing short of a perfect playmate. He was 6’2, blonde hair cut short, blue eyes and muscles for miles. He was also a soldier for hire. I know it sounds very spy novel-like, but the job does exist out there, and I happened to nab one of them on the beach one night. This meant that he was only around every now and then. A perfect arrangement.

			He would show up in town, we would have sex for days, and then he would be gone to parts unknown.

			Whore Tip: If you find the perfect arrangement, don’t mess with it. It is in most people’s nature to desire to know the details. Sometimes not knowing can be even better.

			He wouldn’t text or call unless he was in town and ready to play. Occasionally, I would receive an email from a random address that would always contain our code word “Watusi.” In case you are wondering, a Watusi is a cow with exceedingly long horns. He told me one night about the first time he saw a group of them when he was on a job and the sheer size of their horns had scared him. This of course led to endless teasing from me about the big bad soldier being afraid of a cute spotted cow.

			It had been months since I had last heard from Jessie. I was just driving home from a crazy work week. That means I spent most of it not having enough time for the million meetings (more than half of which could have been handled in a well-worded email).

			As I sat in traffic on the way home, I realized I had been so caught up in work I hadn’t planned what I was doing with three days off. We had hit a huge target as a company, and the boss man had promised me the extra day off. I was almost home, contemplating the empty days ahead, when the

			phone rang.

			I looked at the caller ID. It was a number I did not recognize. I usually did not answer these types of calls. But with a very lazy weekend ahead, I thought it might lead to one of those terribly fun adventures or maybe just a telemarketer. You have to live a little, right?

			“Hello?”

			“Hey Baby,” I heard a voice say.

			“Who is this?” I asked. It flashed through my mind for a moment that I should not have so many guys calling me by pet names that I would have to ask for a name. Then I remembered that I use nicknames to remember them.

			“Who do you think it is?” I recognized his voice now, deep and inviting. My heart began to beat faster. I still remembered how he smelled and tasted—God I missed that.

			“Oh, hey.” This is all I managed to say. I was a total dork. He seemed to have the ability to make me feel like a schoolgirl with a huge crush.

			Whore Tip: Remember that we are all human. Crushes happen. It is what you do with them that matters.

			“What are you doing this weekend?” he asked.

			I wanted to say something witty or coy. I would have even settled for “cute.” Since I couldn’t think of anything that fit the bill, I turned to more practical thinking like: Should I sound busy? Should I play hard to get? I didn’t ever want to sound desperate; it threw off the dynamics when that happened. About a million things raced through my mind and until he finally said, “Are you there?”

			I wasn’t talking. This was bad. “I’m here. Just thinking.” That was not the best cover but at least the words came out in some sensible order. It was amazing the effect he could have on me. I pulled into my driveway, slipping the car into park and focusing on my phone.

			“So…are you busy this weekend?” he asked again.

			“Not really. Why? What’s up?” Any upper hand I was attempting to have faded away, but at least I was starting to sound less like a teenager now, or so I hoped. I walked up to my porch, fumbling through my keys to find the one that would open the door. I had just held the correct key up to the lock when he said in a playful voice, “I am picking you up in two hours. I have a surprise for the weekend.”

			“Okay, where are we going?” I asked, wondering if this was really happening.

			“It is going to be cold,” he warned. “See you at 8!” With that, he hung up.

			I stood at my front door for a minute, taking in what just happened. I then caught a glimpse of my hair in the window of the door all windblown from having the windows open on the way home, and it occurred to me that I had only two hours to get ready for this, whatever “this” was.

			I ran inside and decided to shower first. As I pulled my clothes off and started the water running, I remembered the last time we saw each other. We stayed up all night moving from bar to bar, dancing and drinking the night away. We ended up in an alley unable to keep our hands off each other for another moment. He lifted me up and pushed me against a wall. Sliding my panties to the side, he slid his hard cock inside of me.

			It had only taken a few minutes, but it was the most primal moment of my life. He then told me he had to leave within a few hours. We both called separate rides, and when I was about to get into mine, he grabbed me and kissed me. He kissed me as if he were burning the taste and feel of me into his brain.

			I felt him on my lips for days after. I still remembered the warmth of his lips, the feel of his tongue as it moved with mine. He tasted so good. I could still feel his arms around me, how he pressed himself against me.

			A shiver ran down my entire body, and my nipples hardened. I felt a new warmth between my legs, and I leaned back in the shower, lingering, feeling the warm water run through my hair and down my body. I stood directly under the shower head, turning the hot water up so that the warmth was almost too much to take. I let my fingers play down my face, across my lips, down my chest. At the thought of his mouth on mine, a small moan escaped my lips and my fingers moved down my stomach, but my phone rang again, snapping me out of my fantasy. I raced out of the shower, grabbed a towel, and almost ran over my cat. Henry jumped up from his spot right outside the bathroom door, glaring at me as he moved away from where he had been impatiently waiting for me to finish.

			I took a deep breath, and after a momentary pause to compose myself, I answered the phone. “Hey,” I said in the cutest voice I could muster.

			“Did you send Dad his present?” It was my sister. I reminded myself why I had caller ID. I answered her as quickly as I could and hung up the phone.

			Grabbing the bag I used for small trips out of the closet, I packed everything I could think of for chilly weather. I even included two sweaters and my jacket. Living in Florida, I almost never found a use for these items.

			I pulled on my jeans, tank top, and flip flops, then went and grabbed my toothbrush. I might be overpacking. He didn’t say how long we would be gone. I thought about calling him, but decided that would take away the surprise.

			When the doorbell rang, I grabbed my bag, purse, and jacket. I opened the door. He was standing there in jeans and a blue t-shirt. He smiled and pulled me to him. Leaning down slightly, he placed his lips against mine. I closed my eyes. His lips were strong and yet soft at the same time. His tongue slid into my mouth; I moaned slightly, and his kiss became deeper as I felt his desire for me as well. I used my lips to pull his tongue into my mouth deeper and then slid it out almost to the tip. I moved down it again and then released.

			I opened my eyes again, looking into his. “Miss me?” he whispered. I gently bit my lip and nodded. His eyes were blue like a perfect spring day. I could get lost in them. Still holding me close, he smiled and said, “Ready?” I knew he had no idea how ready I was for him. “Yep” was all I could say as he kissed me again lightly and grabbed my bag out of my hand.

			We walked over to his truck, he opened the back, and he deposited my bag inside. He then came around and opened the door for me. I climbed in and buckled my seatbelt as he closed the door and walked around the front to get in the driver’s side.

			As he closed his door, he picked up what looked like a bandana from the steering wheel. He smirked and motioned for me to lean in closer. “Close your eyes,” he said. I smiled. He was so cute. He wrapped the blindfold around my eyes. I could feel his breath on my face. “No peeking,” he said and kissed me lightly on my nose.

			I heard him start up the car, and we began driving. It became more exhilarating as I sat there not being able to see. It was a surprise, and he had planned it, which alone made it amazing.

			We talked for a while, laughed, and smiled. He had amazing stories, and I told him of my recent adventures. He always had a way of making me smile. I realized we had been driving for several hours, and it was getting late. He still did not say anything about where we were headed.

			I yawned a little, trying to hide it by turning my head. His fingers touch my cheek, warm lines being drawn by them. “Are you tired, baby?” he asked me.

			I nodded. “A little.” I felt a blanket placed over me.

			“Sleep for a little while then. We will be there soon.” His fingers ran down my face to my neck, and then I felt his fingers through my hair. I curled up as best I could in the seat, wrapping the blanket around me. He continued to play with my hair as I drifted off into sleep.

			Some amount of time later, I felt the car slow down and come to a stop. As I woke up, I realized the blindfold was still on. I heard his door open and close, and a gust of frigid air came through. I sat there for several minutes in silence. I pulled the blanket closer around me. Then my door opened, and I smiled and looked in that direction. He leaned in and picked me up out of the car. I wrapped my arm around his neck. It was cold as the wind hit my arm and face. I buried my face in his chest trying to block the cold as I heard his footsteps as he was walking. I recognized the sound as the crunching of snow.

			He walked up three steps, and then I felt him push open a door with his shoulder. He walked a few more steps and set me down on a surface covered by pillows. I was warm, and I heard the sound of a crackling fire. Then I heard him shut the door.

			He came back and sat beside me, leaning in to kiss me again. He pulled back and whispered into my ear, “Do you have any idea where you are?”

			I smiled and licked my lips slightly “No, but it is cold.”

			He laughed, then pulled the blindfold from my face. As my eyes adjusted to the light, I saw we were in a cabin, and I was sitting on a very plush couch. It was dark outside, but the fire in the fireplace was the only source of light besides two candles on the small table on the side of the couch. I could see the moon shining on the snow through the window.

			I took his face in my hands and pulled him close to me. “Thank you,” I whispered, looking into his eyes and stroking his face with my fingers. He closed his eyes. I traced the lines of his face. “You must be tired,” I said with a wink.

			He smiled and pulled the blanket from around me while shaking his head no. I felt my heart begin to race again.

			I leaned back, watching him as he stood up, removed his jacket, and slid his shoes off. I stood, slid off my flip flops, and let them fall to the floor. Walking up, I slid my arms around his waist and pressed my lips against his neck, kissing and tasting his skin as I pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the floor. I ran my fingernails down his back and then his chest, lightly licking his shoulders. His skin was smooth, and I could taste the saltiness of his sweat.

			Wrapping his arms around my waist, he kissed my neck as I moved slowly around in a circle, so his back faced the couch. I moaned as I felt his teeth against the skin of my neck. Pushing him down on the couch, I crawled on top of him, straddling his waist. Looking down at him, I smiled and asked, “Are you sure you’re not tired?”

			All he did was wink as he slid his fingers through my hair, bringing my face to his. He kissed me deeply as I began to moan again. Feeling his tongue dance with mine, I pushed my hips to him, grinding against the solid length of him. I enjoyed how hard he already was underneath his jeans. I moved my hips, rocking back and forth, as I kissed him harder. My core rubbed against the fabric of my jeans. I was getting wet, and then my legs began to quiver, warmth passing through me as I came hard, back arching as I dug my nails into his chest. I moaned so loudly it was almost a scream. This was just the beginning.

			His hands were at my waist again pulling off my shirt. His fingers deftly unhooked the clasp of my bra and pulled it down my shoulders. My nipples hardened as he clasped them in each hand and began to rub slightly. Moans escaped my lips as I moved my hips again on top of him. He pulled each nipple with fingers tugging slightly, my nails digging into his chest again as he played with them, his fingers caressing and toying. Flipping my head back, I came again hard on top of him. He knew how to please me.

			Leaning down to kiss him, I shivered as his hands moved down my back. I kissed down his neck, gently biting him. Moving down his chest, I took each of his nipples into my mouth, moving my tongue around them, sucking slightly as I felt him move beneath me. I kissed his stomach lightly, little butterfly kisses, letting my nails follow down his chest and stomach. I let my mouth caress him through the jeans, my warm breath a tease as I undid the button and unzipped the fly. Pulling them open, I kissed his exposed hips and thighs, letting my lips get so close to his cock that he could feel my breath. I pulled his jeans off, kissing down each leg before letting them fall to the floor. I stood there looking down at him as I undid my own jeans and slid them to the floor. I pulled off my panties and dropped them on the pile of clothes now formed on the floor.

			I looked at him, watching as the firelight danced across his skin, letting my eyes wander to how hard his cock was. God, I wanted to feel him inside of me. I crawled up between his legs again like a cat seeking a saucer of milk.

			Whore Tip: Always be willing to go after what you want. You will be amazed at how turned on your partner will be by your boldness.

			I began by licking his inner thigh, letting my tongue slide up the entire length of his shaft. Sliding the head of his cock into my mouth, I tasted him, loving how he throbbed against my tongue. Circling once more around the tip, I released him, sat up, and slid my legs on either side of his hips, holding him with my hands I slid him into me slowly.

			His hard length filled me completely. My warm wetness surrounding him, I began to slide slowly up and down his cock, moving my hips forward and back taking him all the way inside of me. He placed his hands on my hips urging me to go faster, and I tightened around him as I came again, moaning as I pushed even faster into him, feeling my clit rub against his skin. I looked down to see him watching me, taking in my face as I came again on top of him. His gaze made my legs quiver again, and my moans were almost screams as I orgasmed over and over.

			He swelled inside of me, and he pulled me to him as he pushed deeper inside. His hands slid up my back, bringing my lips to his, and his tongue slid between my lips as he came inside of me. I heard his moans as he released deep and hard.

			I lay there on top of him, listening to him breathe. His cock was still pulsing from the orgasm. His fingertips trailed down my back in large circular sweeps sending tingles down my spine. I sat up again looking down at him. He was smiling.

			Lying down next to him, he pulled the blanket over us. I put my head on his chest and ran my fingers through his hair, down his neck and chest until I his breath became steady and I could tell he was asleep. I looked up at him one last time, blew out the candles, placed my head on his chest again, and fell asleep in his arms.

			This was of course one of the sexiest times of perfect fantasy. A part of me felt like all my adventures had led up to this moment.

			Whore Tip: Enjoy the perfect moments. I hope you have many of them.
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