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Chapter One

 


“Nice glasses.”

I finish adjusting my black cat-eye
sunglasses, the ones with the gold wing tips, and stare at the
salesclerk’s image in the dressing room mirror. Is she serious or
being sarcastic? She’s just a kid, and the huge wad of gum shifting
in her mouth makes it hard to read her expression. First one cheek
swells, then the other, and I’m afraid she might dislocate her jaw.
I look from her mouth to her eyes. They look back blankly. Why do
all signs of intelligence disappear when a girl stuffs gum into her
mouth? The clerk’s eyes are still fixed on my glasses. It's like
someone injected Novocain into her brain. This is a high-end store;
you’d think they would provide better service. Can I trust this
numbskull to help me pick out a dress?

When I don’t respond to her comment, the
girl slaps a few dresses on a wall hook and storms out of the
dressing room. Now I can remove my glasses. It’s not that I need
them to see, my eyesight is a perfect 20/20, and my eyes are quite
attractive—large, slightly slanted, and a remarkable shade of aqua
that must be a throwback to some distant ancestor. Growing up in
the Midwest, my eyes were the first thing boys noticed about me,
and I took full advantage of it by enhancing them with lots of
makeup. I would have died before hiding my eyes behind spectacles.
But that was then, and this is now.

My parents had me late in life, and from day
one, they were overprotective. It got worse as I got older. I had
no privacy; they poked their noses into every aspect of my life.
Makeup and stylish clothes were forbidden because they would
attract the wrong sort of attention. Dating and driving were out of
the question. I was certain my parents never wanted me, didn’t love
me, didn’t understand me…

I felt trapped and I started sneaking out of
the house at night. At first, this declaration of independence
terrified me, but it also provided a jolt of excitement to my
boring, constricted life. I had no friends, so my nocturnal
adventures usually involved hitching a ride. Sometimes those rides
ended with sex, but I didn’t care. The attention made me feel
wanted, even if it was for all the wrong reasons. Besides, what I
did when I left my parents’ house didn’t matter; it was the act of
escaping that was important. For a short time, I felt untethered
and free.

In my senior year of high school, my parents
threw up their hands and called my advisor. Joseph Staub was a
recent hire. We’d never met before, but he pegged me immediately.
He saw the wild child inside me, the one who chafed at parental
control and had no self-control.

Our relationship started innocently
enough—with a summons to his office. I figured someone had ratted
on me for cutting class, and I expected a suspension. Imagine my
surprise when the first thing out of his mouth was—

“You’re special, Maggie Jones.”

“Me?”

“Yes. You.” He picked up a folder and rifled
through it. “Your record tells me a lot about you. You’re very
intelligent.” He paused. “But you’re always in trouble.”

I’m pretty sure I rolled my eyes at that
point.

“If you stay on this path you won’t
graduate.”

I shrugged my shoulders. Mr. Staub stood and
came around the desk. He sat on the edge so our legs almost
touched. Then he removed his horn-rimmed glasses and stared into my
eyes. “It doesn’t have to be that way. After talking to your
parents, I can see how restrictive they are. They’re holding you
back, keeping you from reaching your full potential. I want you to
know that I’m here for you, Maggie.”

Finally! Someone understood. I can’t even
describe how wonderful it was to hear those words. I was
speechless.

“You have beautiful eyes, Maggie, but I see
sadness behind them. I see a girl who feels trapped and is longing
for a way out. I can help you find your way.” He pressed his calf
against mine. “Will you let me?”

I can still picture his face, his features
set in an expression of complete concern. For the first time in my
life I felt like I wasn’t alone. At that point, I would have done
anything for him, with him, to him… “Yes.”

“Good girl. I’ll call your parents and let
them know you’ll be seeing me after school once a week.”

I gathered my wits, then my books. My hands
were shaking, revealing how off-balance I felt. What the hell had I
agreed to? Authority sucked. Parents and teachers were just power
hungry tyrants who couldn’t be trusted.

But, I wanted to believe him, so I did, and
I surprised myself by showing up for our first session. Joseph
—yes, he told me to call him Joseph— did most of the talking, not a
lecture, but funny, interesting stuff. It didn’t hurt that he was
cute too, about six feet tall, with shaggy brown hair, and the most
amazing green eyes. By the end of the hour, we were chatting
like two old friends.

The next time we met, Joseph asked me a lot
questions. I talked, and talked, and talked. He listened, really
listened, and well, it made me feel important, and understood, and
accepted. Joseph became my confidant.

Our meetings increased to twice a week, and
the questions got more personal. At first, I was embarrassed, but
he eased my doubts by sharing some personal stuff about himself,
like how badly his wife treated him. At the time, it never occurred
to me how inappropriate that was. I was just so happy that this
self-assured, older man chose me to confide in. He made me feel so
special, filling my head with praise, showering me with sympathy,
and all the time stressing how much he looked forward to our
meetings.

As we became closer, Joseph would find ways
to touch me, a comforting hand on my shoulder or a back
rub. He would stare into my eyes and hang on my every word. In
a very short time, his heated looks worked some kind of magic on
me. While his eyes undressed me, I imagined us together—naked. I
dreamed about him every night. Looking back, I can see he was
grooming me for seduction, as pedophiles do, but I didn’t know it
then. I was just looking for love. I thought Joseph was
too.

“Are you still a virgin, Maggie?”

The question took me by surprise, and I
hesitated before answering. “No.”

“Do you like sex?”

“I guess so.”

“You sound unsure. Maybe your boyfriends are
too young and inexperienced. They don’t know how to please you. Am
I right?”

Joseph seemed to know more about my
sexuality than I did, but I was too embarrassed to admit it. I
averted my eyes and shrugged.

“Do you have fantasies? Things you think
about when you’re having sex, or touching yourself?”

I think I coughed and swallowed. I know I
couldn’t answer him.

“It’s okay, Maggie. Fantasies are a normal
part of sex for women. And men. I have fantasies too.”

He always knew what to say. Suddenly, I felt
more at ease. “Like what?”

“Watching another couple making love.”

We started sharing our dreams. Some of the
things Joseph said scared me, but they thrilled me too. I told him
my secret fantasy, the one that still plays in my head today when I
masturbate.

“I’m with two men, and they’re both kissing
me, touching me…” My voice trailed off.

“There’s nothing wrong with wanting to be
adored and pleased by more than one man.” Joseph put a finger under
my chin and tilted my head up. “Look at me, Maggie. Am I part of
your fantasy?”

I know I must have blushed furiously before
admitting that he starred in all my fantasies.

“I’ve imagined us together so many times,
Maggie.” Joseph sighed, longingly. “And watching you with another
man… Well, that would be incredibly hot.” He looked deep into my
eyes. “What if it were real?”

My heart started pounding. “It’s just a
fantasy.”

“But it doesn’t have to be. I can make it
happen. For you. For us. It would be something special for us to
share. Our secret.”

I shuddered at his words, but I was excited
too, and the fear of losing him overrode the fear of agreeing. He
told me he would arrange everything.

All week long, all I could think about was
our date. One minute I was excited, the next terrified. When
the day finally arrived, I still wasn’t sure if I would go.

That morning, I dressed carefully and left
my house at the usual time. I walked three blocks and stood at the
intersection. A left turn would take me to school, a right to
Joseph’s apartment. He must have been watching for me from the
window, because the door opened before I knocked.

“Come in, Maggie.”

Joseph locked the door behind me and pulled
the blinds closed. I was aware of another man in the living room,
but I couldn’t look at him.

Joseph took my hand and led me over to his
friend. He put a finger under my chin and tilted my head up. “This
is Carl.”

“Hi, Maggie,” Carl said. “You have beautiful
eyes.”

Carl looked older than Joseph. His hair was
gray and he had wrinkles. I couldn’t force any words past the lump
in my throat.

Joseph was behind me. “Relax, Maggie.” He
put his hands on my waist.

Carl smiled, a fake smile that didn’t reach
his eyes. “Don’t be afraid.”

But I was. Suddenly I didn’t want to be
there. It was all wrong—the wrong place, the wrong time, the wrong
men. I would go to hell for this.

Carl started to unbutton my blouse. He
unhooked the front clasp on my bra, and Joseph’s palms cupped my
bare breasts. Carl bent his head and licked my right nipple. Joseph
gasped, or maybe it was me. Carl started sucking and Joseph










cover.jpg
Evernight Publishing ®

GALE STADLEY





tmp_09d067115612624c640847fcfb3979d1_bOj6cv_html_1fbde51a.jpg
Evernight Publishing ®
" WY,

TLUSIONS

GALE STANLEY





tmp_09d067115612624c640847fcfb3979d1_bOj6cv_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





