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CHAPTER ONE
~

“There I was, minding my own business, just howling at the moon as usual, when…zap, crackle, pop! Something lit up the hills and my body sizzled as if it were on fire. Next thing I knew, I was all arms and legs, falling ass over teakettle down my hill, until I landed at the bottom, face down, covered in red dirt.”

The blonde nurse I was talking to leaned toward me. The concern reflected in her eyes and wrinkling pretty brow offered me a moment of hope.

“That must have been terrifying for you.”

“Hell, yes. But that wasn’t the worst of it. For some reason I couldn’t shift back into my coyote form.”

The nurse leaned back and her eyes grew larger. “Your… Oh, my.”

I knew she didn’t believe me. I could see the shock in her eyes, just like all the others I’d talked to in this psychiatric ward for the past eight months. But what the hell was I supposed to do? Make something up?

“Um… S-so what did you do next?”

“I got hungry. Damn hungry. I couldn’t sneak up on prey anymore, being all big and noisy and human. Everything saw me coming a mile away. So I had to walk out of the hills, buck naked, looking for food.”

She fidgeted in her wooden, straight-back chair. Then I heard them. The assholes behind the glass at the nurses’ station were snickering and giggling. This conversation was obviously meant as an initiation for another brand-new staff member. And I wonder why this hospital can’t keep good help.

She chewed her lower lip before responding. “Um… And did you find food?”

I shrugged. Might as well treat her to the whole story. “Once I reached civilization, which turned out to be the little town of Apache Junction, I did. I found a nice chicken coop I could just reach into like my own personal buffet.”

“Oh, so you found some chickens. How did you cook them?”

“Cook them? Why? They were already warm. Hey, I was just glad to have hands so I could pull their feathers out first. Those things always used to tickle my nose before I could get to the raw meat.”

The nurse turned a pale shade of gray-green, excused herself and hurried to the staff bathroom.

Every counselor, aide and nurse in the place seemed to find themselves assigned to me at some point. There was always someone to talk to, but nobody wanted to listen. After the perfunctory how-do-you-dos, they all started out by asking me, “So why are you here?” And I always told them the truth. After eight months you think they’d stop expecting a different answer.

Oh no. The nurse was out of the toilet and still looked ill. She was asking to go home. My superior senses of hearing, smell and night vision hadn’t deserted me, even though stuck in human form. Instead of granting her request, I heard another nurse say, “Let me switch patients with you. I think I can handle him.”

Great. Just great. Usually they gave up and let me watch TV or go to the gym and work out. I had learned lots of things by watching TV. One of those things is that women like men who have hard bodies. And apparently they love them even more if they’re taking something called Viagra. I asked my doctor to prescribe it, but he smiled and said, “Believe me, you don’t need it.” Then later in the nurses’ station they were all talking about me humping legs and laughing. That’s when they started calling me Randy.

I hadn’t done that in months. Well, okay—weeks. But jeez, what did they expect? A healthy young coyote has needs. Instead of letting me get my groove on with some sweet female, they’d toss me in the rubber room—alone! How stupid are these people?

Uh-oh. Here she comes. This nurse didn’t look anything like the last one. She seemed confident. I had never seen her before, but she didn’t have the “deer in the headlights” look of a fresh-out-of-nursing-school graduate, expecting to talk to her first genuine crazy person.

Her long, straight, dark hair fell almost to her waist. She had high cheekbones, dark tanned skin and almond eyes reminiscent of the Indians—pardon me, I mean, Native Americans. It’s hard to remember all these politically correct terms after watching so many black-and-white movies about cowboys and Indians. At least I never called them Injuns. Well, not after that one time when I was corrected. I hate being corrected, or worse, told I’m behaving inappropriately. Who are they to know what’s appropriate for a coyote?

She sat next to me on the couch and removed her glasses. Most nurses pulled over a chair and put their glasses on. Without the fear a lot of other nurses displayed, she seemed soft and comfortable, like an easy chair and very beautiful. Not being able to read her nametag, I’d just have to wait until she introduced herself.

“Hello. I’m Sky. I’ve heard a lot about you.” She extended her hand and I shook it. So soft and warm, yet her grasp was firm and secure. “I asked to be transferred to this unit because I think I can help you.”

Help me? If only she’d let me help myself to what was between her long, brown legs. But I knew better. That would be a sure way to earn a trip to the rubber room. “Sky, huh? Is that some short form of a Native American name like, ‘She who looks at the sky and sneezes’ or something?”

One corner of her lips rose slightly. “Ah, no. I happen to be of Apache descent, but the name is just Sky.”

“Oh. So, your parents were hippies?”

She dropped her head as if something had just landed in her lap. I think she was smiling, but her beautiful hair hid her face like a black curtain. At last, she cleared her throat and looked at me, deadpan.

“Let’s talk about you for a few minutes.”

Now she was acting more like a psych nurse. Too bad. “Whatever floats your boat, sweetheart. Do you want me to repeat the whole story about what I am and how I got here?”

She shrugged. “Only if you want to. I’ve read your chart and it’s been documented numerous times, so you don’t really need to go through it all again, Mr. Coyote.”

Mr. Coyote? Was that sarcasm? Or did it mean she believed me?

“You can call me Randy.”

“Do you like being called Randy?”

“It beats being called Hey you, John Doe or Wiley.” I scratched my head and wondered why she was trying to treat me with such respect when no one else did—at least not for long.

“All right, Randy. I understand you’re a coyote.”

Just sitting this close to her I had to cross my legs, being Randy in another way, but I didn’t want to blow a good thing. Hey—wait a minute… “You said, ‘I understand you’re a coyote.’ Not ‘I understand you think you’re a coyote’ like everyone else does.”

“Yes, that’s right. I did.” She didn’t bat an eyelash. She didn’t move away. She didn’t stammer or stutter, or anything. She just sat there, still looking perfectly calm and comfortable, holding my gaze.

“Hot damn! Does that mean you believe me?”

“I might. I know shapeshifters exist and my people, unlike a lot of Indian tribes, don’t have detrimental superstitions about coyotes, causing us to fear them. We rather enjoy their antics. Coyote medicine represents mischief and is a symbol for human foibles.”

“Foibles? Doesn’t that mean faults, bad habits, shortcomings? I asked someone to look up that word in the dictionary for me once, when I heard a doctor use it to refer to something I couldn’t help. I thought she was being sympathetic. Not so much. Right after that, I wound up in the rubber room again.”

“Well, yes, but it also means quirks. Eccentricities. Coyotes are thought of as amusing tricksters. They make us laugh simply by being themselves.”

“I make you laugh?”

“In the short time we’ve been speaking, I’ve had to suppress a giggle two or three times.”

“No kidding? I usually make nurses throw up.”

Her body vibrated and her dark skin turned a little rosier. Finally she burst out laughing. Her glee made me smile from ear to ear. I didn’t know what was so funny, but it was wonderful to hear her irrepressible joy.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a long, white lab coat coming our way. Damn. Doctor time. Why did he have to come over now and ruin it? We were having such a good time and apparently, all I had to do was be my charming self.

Doctor Schwenke approached wearing an uncharacteristic smile. “Well, I’m glad to see you two are getting along so well.”

I sat up straight and said, “Yes. I like this nurse. Can I keep her?”

My doctor just smiled and said, “It’s time for our session.”



“You know, Doc, I really don’t need your antipsychotic medication. I’m not psychotic. I’m just a coyote.”

He scribbled on a piece of lined paper attached to the clipboard balanced on his knee. “Mmm-hmm…”

That meant, keep talking. I’d learned his subtle language of nuances over these past few months. I wanted to pace, but he always asked me to sit down when I got antsy, then he’d ask why I was antsy.

He’d probably just try to talk me into medication again and I hate to keep repeating myself. I don’t need medication just because I have lots of energy and like to pace. I’m not used to sitting for long periods of time, because I’m a frickin’ coyote!

I told myself to be cool. I didn’t want to give him any excuse to order zonk pills for me. I adjusted my posture in his uncomfortable, itchy woolen chair and tried to relax. “So as I was saying, I don’t need medication. I haven’t threatened or harmed anyone. You and I both know you can’t have the goon squad hold me down and stick a needle in my ass if I’m doing nothing wrong.”

He looked up from his clipboard. “Is that what you think will happen?”

“Of course. I’ve seen it happen to plenty of patients here.”

“You understand interventions like that are only used in emergencies. That’s not what I’m talking about. I just want to give you a little blue pill—”

“Which I don’t need. I’m fine.”

“You seem agitated.”

Damn, how did he guess? Maybe it’s because I was drumming my fingers. “I’m not agitated. I just have some extra energy to blow off. Can I go to the gym?”

“After our session.” He scribbled on his paper again.

Damn, I missed being a coyote. I could jump up and run around, or chase my own tail if I wanted to and nobody gave a damn. I could live without the farmers trying to put buckshot in my ass, but at least they didn’t do it because I was “agitated”.

He set his clipboard on the desk beside him, leaned forward and clasped his hands. “If I were to discharge you today, without medication, what’s the first thing you would do?”

Uh-oh. This is a trick question. I thought I’d had this question before. What was it I said then? Oh, I remember. I said I’d go back to my hilltop and try to get struck by lightning. Yeah, that didn’t go over too well. I wound up on suicide watch. I’ll try something different this time.

“Doc? If I’m doomed to be stuck in this human body, I guess I’d have to get a job and make the best of it.”

He nodded. I must have come up with the right answer this time. Whew.

“And what kind of job would you get?”

Crap. I hadn’t thought that far ahead. “I don’t know. Something where I could be my own boss and make six figures a year. So what would you recommend?”

“Well, that’s just it. I can’t recommend any job. You can’t read or write. You have no identification, no social security number and you still think you’re a coyote.”

“So? I can be useful—somewhere.” As I said it, I thought of Sky. She’d probably help me figure out what I could do and she wouldn’t ask me any of those stupid trick questions, either.



She looked up from her seat at the nurses’ desk. “How was your session?”

“I think it went well. I need to talk with you about getting a job.”

A couple of the lazier aides spun in place to face me and tittered.

“Was that funny? Is that what you call my antics, Sky?”

“No.” She shot them a look of contempt and they both straightened up, pasting serious expressions on their faces. “That was a perfectly serious and intelligent question,” she said.

Sky stood and walked around the nurses’ desk. “I have a few minutes to talk right now if you like.”

“Yes. I’d like that very much.” This was exciting. I had never been treated like a human being, as ironic as that was.

I followed her eagerly, but when it looked as if she was about to walk right past the common area, I had to ask. “Where are we going?”

She turned and said very matter-of-factly, “To your room.”

My room? I was going to be alone with a beautiful woman in a room with nothing but a bed and drawers built into the wall? She wasn’t dragging a chair with her. Where would she sit? Should I offer to go and get her one? Nah, I’m no fool. Well, maybe in some ways I am, but not in that way.

She walked in and glanced around the room. Oh. Too bad. I guess she noticed my lack of proper seating. Now I guess it was time to be a gentleman.

“Would you like me to get you a chair?”

“Well…” She glanced at the bed and then smiled at me.

Was she thinking what I was thinking? Damn the torpedoes. Full speed ahead! I wasn’t sure what that meant, but it seemed to fit the occasion. My cock felt like a torpedo in my shorts.

“I guess this is almost the same as sitting next to each other on the couch. Let’s leave the door open, though.”

Door open, door closed, bed, couch… I pictured us in every position and circumstance, but in my fantasy she was out of that cute white uniform and wriggling under me.

She sat on the edge and patted the spot next to her. Good, she wanted me to sit. If I didn’t sit down soon, I was going to fall down. All the blood was rushing from one head to the other.

“So what job were you thinking about doing here?”

Confused, I sat slowly and stared at her. She didn’t seem to be off her rocker. “What makes you think I’d want a job here?”

She raised her eyebrows. “Oh, you were thinking of something on the outside? Is your doctor discharging you soon?”

“I don’t know, but it sounded like he might, if I could get a job.”

“Hmm. This is the first I’ve heard of it. I’ll have to double-check with Dr. Schwenke. But how do you feel about that? Are you ready to leave?”

“I’ve been ready to leave this crazy cage since I got here. Do you have any idea how many people have come and gone since I’ve been here?”

“No. How many?”

“I don’t know. Can’t count. But it’s been lots and lots.”

Her eyes turned to sympathetic pools of dark chocolate. “I imagine it would be hard for a wild creature to be locked up all these months.”

“It sure has. And I’ve tried everything I can think of to get out. I rushed the door as it was closing one day and wound up in the rubber room. I begged a counselor to smuggle me out and had to sleep in the rubber room on escape watch. I even tried to claw my way through the wood around the windows and they not only put me in the rubber room, but they tied me down. I’d have gnawed through the straps if I could have reached them with my teeth.”

“I’m sorry. It sounds as if you’ve had to spend a lot of time in confinement. By the way, we call it the quiet room.”

“It’s quiet all right. There’s no sound at all. No scurrying of prey through the brush. No other coyotes calling to their mates. Even my own howls sound very wrong in there.”

Her expression saddened. “I’m so sorry you’ve had to go through all that. Are you certain you can’t shift back?”

“Not in here. I’ve tried, believe me. It’s been months since the lightning strike and I’m sure my body has repaired itself. I’m even stronger than I used to be with all the working out and regular meals. I need the hills. The moon. I need to feel like a coyote again. So many people in here tell me I’m not who I think I am and that to shift into animal form is a crazy, ridiculous, unreasonable idea.” I hung my head and must have looked pathetic. “I’ve almost come to believe them.”

She laid her hand on my arm in a comforting gesture, but I flinched. Usually anyone’s hands on my arms led to being carried to the rubber—I mean, the quiet room.

“You poor thing,” she whispered.

I looked into her eyes, searching for a glimmer of hope. “Is there any way out of here for me? Ever?”

Her eyes shimmered. I couldn’t believe she looked as if she might cry—over me. She understood. I was a wild creature contained in some kind of catch twenty-two that made no sense to me. What is that emotion called? Not sympathy. Something more. I think that’s what they call empathy. I’ll have to ask someone to look up that word in the dictionary later.

“Let me try to find an answer to that question. In the meantime, behave like a model patient, so there’s no reason to keep you here.”

“Other than insisting I’m a coyote, you mean.”

She nodded and smiled.

I wanted to kiss her. I honestly did, but knew it wouldn’t be thought of as model patient behavior. I just held out my hand for her to shake and said, “Thank you, Sky.”

To my amazement, she twined our fingers and squeezed my hand, as if we were lovers walking on the beach. From sheer instinct, I leaned over and lapped her face until she giggled and pushed me away. Thank goodness no one walked by at that moment, or I might have lost the only friend I had.



    
    
    CHAPTER TWO
~

I WISH I COULD SAY the next day was just as wonderful, but it was Sky’s day off. Another nurse was sent to the unit to cover for her. I recognized her when she walked out from the protection of the nurses’ station to talk. She introduced herself as a float. The first time I heard her job title, I expected to be thrown into a pool with nothing but this woman’s enormous boobs to hang on to until I learned to dog paddle. Fortunately for me, being part of the dog family, it probably wouldn’t take too long.

“So how did you get to the hospital?”

This one wanted to pick up where she left off. Still, a little recap might be fun, so I could get back to watching TV.

“Well, as you probably remember, I’m a coyote. I was struck by lightning and—”

“Yes, I’m aware of all that. Turned into a man, couldn’t hunt, starving, ate chickens. Yada, yada, yada. I know that part.”

I reared back, eyes wide. How rude! Deep breath, Randy. Model patient. Remember? Do it for Sky.

“I see. So what exactly did you want to know?”

“I want to know how you got from the chicken coop somewhere out in the back of beyond, to this hospital in Phoenix.”

Must be another trick question. How should I answer? What would a model patient do? Tell the truth, probably. “I walked.”

“Do you expect me to believe you walked all those miles from a tiny town in the middle of nowhere up to our doorstep, stark naked?”

“Oh. I must have misunderstood. I thought you wanted to know the method of transportation I used.”

She glared at me. This wasn’t going well. I could almost hear the rubber room calling my name.

“Okay, I’ll tell you the whole story as much as I can remember. As soon as I was run off from the chicken coop by some madman who, thankfully, was a bad shot, I walked down a dusty dirt road, hoping it would lead somewhere. I thought that maybe if I found other humans, they could teach me how to hunt for food and show me a place where I could live until I could shift into coyote form again and gallop back to my precious hill. A couple of cars drove by but instead of stopping to help, they just sped up.”

“Is it any wonder?” She rolled her eyes.

I ignored her sarcasm. “No sooner had I reached the outskirts of some ghost town when two cop cars and an ambulance roared up to me. When they screeched to a halt, the cars had kicked up so much dust I could barely see. Next thing I knew, they were all around me. A couple of them had their hands on the butts of their guns, like they were ready to draw.”

“Why do you think they did that?”

“I guess because I was buck naked. It didn’t seem like a big deal to me back then but I’ve learned now that it’s inappropriate to walk around outdoors without clothing.”

She nodded. My intuition told me that meant ‘Go on.’

“So they asked me ‘Where do you think you’re going?’ but I didn’t understand. First of all, I didn’t know where I was going. I couldn’t read signs. Directions like north and south didn’t mean anything to me. I just knew I was on a road that was man-made and maybe it would lead me to more people. Hopefully someone willing to help. I tried to come up with the right words, but my English wasn’t very good, so I said something like, ‘I want men.’ That’s when one of them shot me with a poison dart or something. The last thing I remember is staggering off the road and into the brush. Then I woke up here.”

“Well, that’s quite a story. I suppose it could have happened.”

“Is that all you wanted to know?”

“Yes.”

“Oh good.” I raised my hands to heaven above and cried out, “The mountainous goddess is appeased.”

Her eyes popped open and her pale skin turned bright red. She clenched her fists and shook, then opened her big yap and cried, “Staff!”

“Uh-oh. Rubber room, here I come.”


“He started howling again. The other patients couldn’t stand it so we had to escort him into the quiet room. If it makes any difference, he was howling your name.”

Sky and the mental health worker stood in the open doorway, discussing me as if I weren’t there. She turned a brighter shade of rosy brown and avoided my gaze. I had to bail her out.

“No, I wasn’t. I was missing the sky. I glanced out the window, saw the full moon and all the stars, but knew they’d be brighter and more beautiful from my hilltop. I want—no, I need—to get out of here.”

“I can talk to you about that in a minute, Randy,” my dark-haired angel said.

“I tried the model patient thing, Sky, but I’m just no good at it. I say what I think and then I wind up in here. Time after time.”

The mental health worker yawned and scraped his fingers through his scalp hair. “He walked in without four big guys having to drag him this time, though. I guess that’s progress.” He shrugged.

“Yup, that’s an improvement. I’ll take over from here and you have a safe trip home.”

She must have been taking report from the night nurse. I knew how it worked. It must be daytime since Sky works the day shift. That meant I must have slept in here all last night. With no outside windows in the quiet room and all the quiet an individual could stand, it was impossible to tell night from day.

She walked in and closed the door behind her. “How are you feeling now?”

“I feel better after having had a good night’s sleep. Thanks for asking.”

“A good night’s sleep? You mean a nap?”

“Why? What time is it?”

“Almost midnight. I’m doing a double shift to pick up a little overtime pay.”

“Oh. Is that something you do a lot?”

She smiled and shook her head. “I was anxious to see you, so when they asked me if I’d be willing to come in and cover a sick call, I said yes. I have great news.”

I almost didn’t hear the part about having great news, since I was still reeling at the idea that she had to see me—as if she couldn’t wait. Just like I wanted to see her so badly, I howled her name. Did this mean…?

She sat beside me on the floor and rested her hand on my knee. Oh, so warm. So welcome. “Don’t you want to hear the great news?”

“Yes, of course.” If it had anything to do with letting me hump her leg, I was all for it.

“I found a way to get you out of here, but only temporarily.”

“Seriously?” Even if I could only get out temporarily, if I could shift back into my coyote form, I could take off for the hills and make my escape permanent. If I played my cards right, maybe I could find out where Sky lived so I could visit her once in a while.

She smiled and said, “If we can get someone to take responsibility for you, they’ll let that person take you out for a half-day. If that goes well, you’ll get a full-day pass, but you still have to remain with your guardian. If that goes well too, you’ll be granted an overnight pass, again, with your guardian. At that point it will be up to your doctor and your guardian to decide if you’re ready to leave the hospital permanently.”

“I can hardly believe it.” My cock hardened as I thought about spending the night away from here with my guardian angel. I just knew she’d volunteer for the job. I sat up straight and leaned toward her.

“Are you going to lick me again?”

“I was thinking about it.”

“Well, don’t.”

I slumped back against the wall, dejected. “After months of horrible imprisonment, I finally find someone who cares enough to help get me out of here and I can’t even give her a kiss on the cheek?”

She chuckled. “That’s what you call a kiss on the cheek, huh?”

“Sure. But I can give you the other kind too.” I puckered up and leaned in further to see what she’d do. She turned her cheek to me but didn’t back away. Taking that as a “go ahead” signal, I planted my lips firmly on her cheek and she still didn’t move away. Her cheek was so soft. Even without fur. 

To my shock, she turned toward me and slid her lips over mine. Great googly moogly! And I thought her cheek was soft. Her lips were even softer and plumper. My leg started to vibrate and it was all I could do not to flip her over and mount her right that minute. Stay in control, Randy. Don’t scare her.

Was I dreaming or did she just lick my lips? Only one way to find out without breaking a fantastic kiss. I licked her lips too. At that moment, she slipped her tongue into my mouth, so I did the same with her. Oh, baby! This tongue on tongue action was better than lapping someone, any day. Instead of wetting the outside skin, which would then get cold, the licking happens inside and the skin stays warm. Who knew? I’d never had the treat of a human kiss before.

Our mouths pressed harder against each other and her breaths came faster and sounded deeper. I felt my body temperature rise as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me closer. Her nicely peaked teats squashed against my chest and I could see her nursing our pups with them. Hell, I could see her nursing me with them. Humans are funny that way. A few times in the hills, I saw a couple pulled off the road in their car. The woman got naked and nursed the adult male. Then they fucked facing the wrong way—actually looking at each other. Weird as hell, but I might like to try it with Sky.

I let one of my hands move up her side and cup the bottom of one breast. It lay heavy and supple in my hand. Now she was undulating into me and pushing her teat further into my grasp. Oh, Mamma. New sensations flooded my body. I clutched her tighter and moved my other hand to cup and squeeze her rump. Dear God, I was so happy I wanted to howl. I wanted to mate. I wanted to howl and mate and mate and howl.

When she abruptly broke our kiss and pulled away from my arms, the emptiness left me bereft. “What did I do wrong? Why are you stopping this?”

She looked down and the black curtain of hair hid her face.

“I-I shouldn’t have done that. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry? Why? Tell me what I did wrong and I’ll learn to do it right. Please!”

“It wasn’t you. I’m the one who knows better and I should never have done that.”

I lifted her chin and turned her to face me. “What you did was natural. You and I have been calling to each other with our eyes, our scents, our words… Why should you be sorry for doing what comes naturally when you’re attracted to someone and you want to mate?”

“Mate? Wait a minute. I never said—”

“No, you didn’t. But do you think you really have to? I can smell your arousal, Sky. I see your eyes dilate and sparkle when you look at me. And do you know something? I was howling for you, not for the moon or the stars. To me, you are the moon and stars.”

I don’t know what I said that hit her, but her eyes shimmered and then she launched herself at me. She knocked me over and covered my lips with hers, jamming her tongue into my mouth. From there, she rolled on top of me and in this position, I was able to grab both of her pliable globes and squish her ass with my eager fingers, which then traveled all over her. She broke the kiss, but not like the last time. She barely pulled away and whispered frantically into my mouth. “I want you so bad. I don’t know what’s come over me. I’ve never wanted anyone like this before.”

“I want you too. In fact, I think I’ll go crazy if I can’t at least hump your leg.”

Her eyes widened, then I saw that hint of a smile and heard the chuckle she tried to repress. She covered her mouth with her hand, but her eyes still sparkled. At last, she whispered, “We have to be quiet and quick. The aide will be dropping by to check on you soon.”

“What if I want to do more than hump your leg?”

She glanced at the closed door. “I told him to give me twenty minutes alone with you. I think we can do it.”

My God! Twenty minutes with my cock buried inside Sky’s hot, wet core. Wait a minute. It would be more like fifteen. Considering I hadn’t had sex in a while, maybe ten.

She was already on top of me, grinding against my rod and it felt so good. Realizing what we were about to do, I couldn’t get my pants off fast enough. She tore off the little panties she had on under her white dress, pushed me onto my back again and then she mounted me.

It was heaven. She sank down on my hard cock and let out a sigh. Then she whispered, “Fuck me, Randy. Fuck me hard.”

Somehow I just knew that she wanted me to thrust my cock into her core, so I pushed up into her as far as I could go. She threw her head back and let out a quiet sound of rapture. Then she moved up and down over me—slowly at first. I reached under her skirt and fondled her malleable, naked ass, stroking and squeezing her at will. Her eyes darkened and bored into mine as she pumped.

She rolled around on my cock in this grinding motion every few thrusts. My body responded powerfully
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