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Entranced

Early morning sunshine slants through the windows, dust motes dancing in the beams. Comfortable under the sheets, I consider the man lying beside me, still sleeping.

In the last week he has rescued me from my own attempted suicide, given me my first ever orgasm, put me through holy terror by staging my kidnapping and then persuading/coercing me into agreeing to have sex with three men at once.

It all ended with hints that there were supposed to be women involved in this orgy of lust, except that the girls arrived late for the ‘party’.

It was fantastic.

His logic is that if I live on the edge a little, I will learn again that life is to be enjoyed.

And it has worked. In only a few days, he has given me the will to live once more.

He has quite a track record.

I turn to look at Brin and startle as I find his grey eyes open, locked on me. 

“You look deep in thought,” he says.

“Just running the last few days through my head.”

“And?”

What do I say? To a man who has completely re-invented me?

“Breakfast? Coffee? Toast?” Then I scramble out of bed before the conversation can turn in a direction I don’t know how to handle.

Later, deciding that I need some time to think. I grab a bus into town, then amble aimlessly, chewing over events. No matter which way I turn it over, Brin has changed me. Or at the very least, unearthed a part of me I had no idea existed, a part buried for so long under convention and ‘what is expected’, that I no longer knew it was there.

My ramblings take me to a familiar place, the bridge. Last time I was here, I was preparing to jump, screwing up the nerve to just do it.

I rest on the wall of the bridge, arms folded on the cold stone, gazing down at murky waters. They hold no terrors for me now, merely reminders of life rediscovered.

A voice interrupts my ponderings. “If there's one place I hoped not to find you, it’s here.”

Jerked back to reality, I look up to see Brin standing next to me, mirroring my stance, arms folded, leaning on the wall. His face is sombre.

I shake my head in denial of his implication. “Oh, don’t worry. I wasn’t thinking of jumping. Not at all. you’ve cured me of that...”

Relief washes across his features. “So what are you doing here? I’d hate to think all my hard work was going to go to waste.... not that it’s not been very pleasant at times....”

What am I doing here?

“It’s hard to describe. It just seemed like an appropriate place to... reflect.”

Brin doesn’t speak, merely cocking head at me, leaving me with a silence to fill. I recall that this was also his technique the first time we met, when I ended up spilling my heart to a complete stranger.

“You’ve... you’ve changed me. I’m not the same person I was.”

Brin’s silence is deafening, but his eyes soften.

“I didn’t know who I was. What I was. I don't think I do yet. But I do know that I am not the person I thought. It’s like... like... you’ve taken me into pieces and I’ve not put them all back together again yet.”

“Oh, I dunno,” he shrugs. “You can’t truly change someone in a week. I think all I’ve done is to show you that life has options.” He turns around, leaning back on his elbows, staring up at the sky. “What d'you think you're going to do now?”

“That’s what I was ‘reflecting’ on. What do I do now? I’ve got a life. I see that now, but I need to fill it with something. It’s not as though I have a job or anything. I mean, no offence. Shagging my brains out with you is great, but I can't dedicate a lifetime to it and I can’t keep leaning on you for help.”

He sniffs. “Nope. you can’t. I’m off tomorrow.”

My heart plummets. “You’re leaving? Already?” 

The dismay in my voice must be obvious. Brin looks slantwise at me. “I did say that I’m a rolling stone, Martha. I’m moving on.”

I try to choke down the disappointment. Fighting against my suddenly tightened throat, “Moving on? Where are you going?”

“There’s work down south right now. It’s the fruit picking season. They’re always after seasonal workers.”

“Picking fruit? I had you down as....”

“As what?”

I shake my head in confusion. “.... I don’t know. Wheeler dealer. Cardplayer. Hard man. Club bouncer... But picking fruit?”

He chuckles. “You meet a lot of people. There’s variety, and the money’s good if you’re willing to work hard.”

But he’s still leaving.

He’s leaving me.

Deflated, depression creeps over me.

“C’mon,” he says. “We have a party to go to.”

“A party? What kind of party?”

“Well, maybe not a party exactly. C’mon. Do as you’re told.”

I hesitate. “I’m not going to be.... kidnapped or anything again am I?”

He grins widely. “Nope. Don’t think you’d fall for that twice. Gave you a buzz though didn’t it?” Brin turns on his heel and starts walking, with me trailing in the rear.
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Brin is close behind me. “Come on. The lady wants you in there.”

I am kneeling, naked, Brin's hand cradling the back of my head. Before me, a girl is bending over a table, skirt hitched up, presenting me with her pussy, separated only by the satin fabric of her panties. A damp stain is spreading through the gauzy fabric and the girl, who is very attractive, is looking back towards me, wearing a bemused expression.

“Don’t worry,” says Brin. “Martha’s just shy. She’ll get used to the idea in a minute.”

She grins. “Cool!”

Brin’s hand exerts a light pressure on my head, pushing my face towards the dampening crotch.

"Brin, I can’t. I’ve never.... I don’t.... I’m sorry, I just can’t"

“You can. Look at her. She’s a looker, isn’t she?”

He’s right. The girl is indeed a ‘looker’. Glossy blond hair falls in waves over a figure to die for. She has large breasts and a trim waist, flat stomached, and with a tautness to her muscles that suggests she works out.

“Y.. y... yes,” I stutter. “She’s gorgeous...”

Still grinning, she interrupts. “Thanks, Martha.”

“... but she’s... I’ve never been with a woman.”

Brin cocks his head, pursing his lips. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but you’d never fucked with three guys together before either. You enjoyed it when you tried it.” The pressure from his hand increases. “C'mon. There’s a first time for everything.”

Still, I hesitate, but notice the scent drifting from the moist pussy being offered to me. Familiar and yet unfamiliar... then I realise that is the aroma of female arousal. I have only ever smelled my own before, and that only in the last few days, so rare has it been in my life. Now, a wash of musky perfume laves my face, like the perfume of a warm summer evening by the beach. I inhale deeply, my own body beginning to respond.

“Atta girl,” says Brin softly. “Wouldn’t you like to kiss her there? I would.”

I bite my lower lip, sucking at it with a bad case of nerves. I do want to do this, but....

“Do as you’re told. It's good when someone gives it to you. When I give it to you. Now you give it to her.”

“But you’re a man....”

“Yes, and you’re a woman, which means you should be able to do a better job of it than me. You know what it feels like. What it's supposed to feel like.”

That's hard to argue with. “Do as you’re told,” he repeats, and this time, the pressure behind my head is unrelenting as he pushes my face gradually towards the girl’s be-pantied pussy.

I resist for one last moment. “What’s your name?”

“Eva,” says the girl. 

“Nice to meet you, Eva.”

“You too Martha.”

My breath shuddering, I lean in, kissing the damp satin, lightly, keeping the contact soft. Amazingly, the sky does not fall in on me, nor the earth swallow me up.

Eva swings her head back. “Love your warm breath on me, Martha. Gorgeous!”

Encouraged, I kiss a little harder, noticing a widening of the damp stain on the panties. Some of the dampness transfers to my lips. As I lick there is a faint taste of salt and citrus.

Brin is stroking my hair, his mouth close by my face. “Think how she feels, Martha. Think how it was when a warm tongue worked you. When I licked your clit. When I drank from your pussy....”

His words spark fire in my belly, and now, scenting the sweet fragrance of Eva’s arousal, I want to tease her with my tongue.

Pulling aside the satin panties, I see her pussy, pink and glistening, blond curls neatly trimmed and the hooded nub of her clitoris nestling between folds.

Slipping my lips past the fabric, I kiss Eva’s hooded clit. She shudders and sighs, but for me, with the panties in the way, the movement is awkward and unnatural.

“May I?” I ask, my hands poised to slip them off.

“Sure,” says Eva. “Be my guest.” I slide satin and lace down to her ankles where she kicks the filmy stuff to one side.

Now I have full access to Eva’s beautiful pussy. I have never thought of a pussy as beautiful before, but gazing at it, I think of some luscious fruit laid open for me, a fresh fig perhaps, broken open into petals of pink flesh to be consumed and savoured.

Eva’s breathing deepens and I find that I want to please her. It occurs to me that during both arousal and climax, women are noisier than men. Perhaps there is greater reward in bringing a woman to climax than a man?
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