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CHAPTER ONE: IT'S JUST THE WAY I AM.
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The sun was extra warm today. Annie walked through the park watching the people playing, picnicking, socializing, walking their dogs and feeding the ducks at the pond. Greenville was a beautiful city. She stopped under a shady section of the gazebo where no one else was sitting and took the book out of her backpack. She looked around shyly to make sure no one was watching her. She was embarrassed to be reading such material, but it was over an hour commute back to her apartment and there was no private place at work where no one would ask what she was reading.

A few of the men in the park eyed her as she walked through, but thankfully they were with women and not likely to come over to her. She had placed brown paper from a grocery bag over the book like she had done with every text book when she was in school. It hid the title and risque image on the front cover. If a guy saw that, he'd definitely come over and ask about it. In her experience, guys used any excuse to approach her, but she wasn't interested in any of them. She wasn't interested in women either. At least not any men or women she had ever met. She had dated in high school, but no one that ever asked her out had interested her. Not physically, intellectually or spiritually. The dates were variations of a meal, a form of entertainment, a conversation about the entertainment and then an attempt at physical intimacy. Annie sometimes enjoyed the meal or the entertainment, but the conversation after rarely kept her attention and she had never felt the urge to have physical intimacy. She had experimented with both guys and gals, but the results were more frustrating for her than enjoyable. Her partners seemed to enjoy it just fine. She never saw any of them again.

Her only true joy in the world was her fantasy life. A fictional series with several entries that she had discovered by accident at the adult book store she visited on one of her dates. It had been one of those dates where the guy was trying to shock her and dare her to engage in a sexual conversation in the hopes she would have sex with him, but by that time in her life, Annie had learned she was not normal in that area. She didn't know how she was different, but she knew a fling in the back seat of his car was not going to do it for her. But that night did produce favorable results. Annie had spotted a book that peaked her interest. She didn't show it at the time, but the next morning she was at the book store when it opened. The man behind the counter had to card her because she didn't look eighteen, but she was already three months passed her eighteenth birthday at that point.

She had gone straight to the Fetish Erotica section and looked for the book she'd seen the night before and picked it up for the first time. She hadn't dared touch it when her date would have seen her choice of fetishes. The man behind the counter had given her a wry grin when she glanced up at him from behind the novel. She spent five minutes reading it before she did her best to nonchalantly walk to the counter and pay for it. $20 and thirty seconds later, the book was hers.

She was so excited that she made the mistake of stopping at a coffee shop and sat in the back corner with her drink reading it. That is where she learned that reading such material in a public space would draw attention. She thought she was going to die of embarrassment when the man struck up a conversation about her reading material. Annie had been so flustered that he knew what she was reading that she slapped the book shut and practically ran out of the shop. After that, she only read her series with the book covered up or in the privacy of her own home.

It had taken her only two days to read through the whole thing. It had been the best two days of her life. She literally could not think of any other time she was this excited to be alive. Annie had discovered something that not only interested her, but excited and aroused her. She had masturbated before, but it had never been more than simple stress relief. During those two days, Annie had blissful orgasms that made her tremble. And she had many. Each chapter of her new treasure had put her in a state of heat that demanded she stop reading and take care of herself.

She read the book all the way through a second and then a third time before going back to the bookstore and finding the next book in the series. It was more perverse than the first and Annie was in love with that world. She spent her free time reading, her working time imagining herself in that world, her private time living out the fantasy in her mind, using her fingers to stimulate and reinforce those feelings until her every waking moment was spent dreaming about living in the universe written by Author Alex Anders.

She only had an hour for lunch. She had already spent ten minutes of that walking to the park. She flipped open to her bookmark and picked up where she left off this morning. She was enthralled, every sentence dripped with suspense about what would come next. Every paragraph was a tense teaser for the next. Every page instilled emotions in her that she wished she could freeze in amber to preserve them forever. Every chapter introduced her to some erotic thrill she wished with every fiber of her being to be able to experience herself. She dreaded the moment when her phone's alarm would go off and tell her she had to return to work. She couldn't think of that now, couldn't dwell on the inevitable future, the point of view character was in major peril, Annie couldn't wait to read the horrors that awaited her. It was time for a—

"—Good book?" Annie was jolted from her thoughts by a man standing behind her.

For fuck's sake! She was furious. She wanted to get up and walk away without a word. Instead she turned facing him, closing her book and made her best 'none of your fucking business' face.

"You do know, it's rude to sneak up on someone and read over their shoulder?" Annie huffed.

"Sorry." He apologized. "I didn't mean to intrude and I didn't read any of it..."

Annie didn't know what to do. She was too embarrassed about anyone possibly knowing what she was reading.

"...Except the first few sentences at the top of the page." He said and Annie's face began to burn with blood flowing up into her skin. "What is a Milk pony?"

Annie just stared at him frozen in fear. She didn't realize her breathing had gotten so heavy until she tried to speak.

"I, uh, It's..." She was gasping. "I would rather not—"

"—It's okay." He stopped her. "You don't have to tell me. Just, you seemed really into the story and I was curious if it was good or not. Might want to check it out myself."

She was in full blown humiliation mode now. Of all the words he could have read, that was probably the most revealing. She wanted to shrink away into the wooden planks of the gazebo and disappear, but she couldn't. He just stood before her grinning in his plaid shirt and jeans. He had to be at least ten years her senior and was looking at her like she was a lamb chop.

"May I know the title of the book?" He seemed to be deriving some sadistic pleasure from her situation.

Annie realized she was in one of those situations from the series she loved. An older individual that exuded confidence and control was dominating their encounter and putting her in a position of panic, shame and conflict. And it was having the desired affect. She was unable to think straight, unable to run away, unable to respond from a position of strength. She decided to lie.

"The Sicilian Rose." She totally made up a title. "By Robert Harris."

He didn't say anything immediately, just stared at her grinning. Did he know she was lying? Maybe he didn't care. He was probably just going to ask for her number and she could lie about that too. Older men hit on her all the time, she had become an expert at escape and evasion, but this one certainly had the upper hand.

"I'll have to check my local library for it. Thanks." He said. "If it's good enough that you hide it like a buried treasure, it must be worth a read. Do you come here to read often?"

And there it was, he was hitting on her. She started to recover her balance now and her breathing normalized. This she was prepared for. The well practice art of 'get the fuck away from me old man' was a skill Annie had been honing since middle school. She took a measured breath and prepared to let him down not at all easy. Maybe she would even toy with him a minute first. Ask him about his wife? No, he didn't have a ring on and, if he was married and had taken it off to hit on her, he'd just lie about it. Nope, Annie would have to lure his smug attitude into a verbal trap that would make HIM be the one to burn in embarrassed humility. This would be fun. She steeled herself, regained her poise and opened her mouth to respond.

"I bet—" RIIINNGGGGG!!!! Her phone alarm went off and she jumped up like she had been shocked by electricity.

She realized she just completely fumbled in front of this man and was so embarrassed that she just fell into escape mode by default.

"I have to get back to work!" She rushed to put her book into her pack and fumbled it too, dropping it to the ground.

The wind decided to take that moment to rip her soul out and put it on full display. It blew the brown paper off the cover. The image of a young naked woman in a pony girl tack and harness and well endowed breasts stared up at them from the ground and the title 'Milk Pony Ranch: Training Day' was clearly visible.

Annie was sure she was about to drop dead from a heart attack. She quickly grabbed the book and stuffed it in her backpack as the man smiled at her.

"Milk pony ranch?" His words were drowned out by the pounding in her ears and the sound of her breathing. "You sure you don't—"

"—I have to go!" She was in a full blown panic as she rushed out of the gazebo at a practical run.

She was fully fifty meters away before she dared looking back and saw the man still watching her from the gazebo. That just made it worse. He probably thought she was looking back because she was interested in him. She could never come to this park again.

~~At work.~~

Annie couldn't concentrate on making pretzels. She was still fixated on Gazebo man and their humiliating encounter. In retrospect he wasn't ugly. He had a rugged, mid western look about him. His facial stubble was not entirely unattractive either. He did look fit. His cowboy hat and boots did remind her of many of the men in the books she read. Maybe she should have spoken with him? No! No! She was completely insane to think that. He already knew too much. She would spend every moment in his presence feeling shame and disgrace for reading such perverse material and, much worse, enjoying it. And much, much, worse than that, wishing she could live in that world. And worst of all, wishing she was the point of view character. The victim of the story. The one put through a sadistic hell and who was at the mercy of a group of characters that had no mercy.

She finished the batch of pretzels and put them in the oven. It was fine. She would find someplace else to read. Maybe a closet somewhere. Or she could sit in a bathroom stall her whole lunch break tomorrow. She didn't need to be outdoors no matter how much she liked it. She didn't need to risk running into Gazebo man again. That was the last thing she needed. His rugged handsome face grinning at her as she squirmed in humiliation. His blue eyes piercing into her soul.

She caught herself and shook it off. It was nothing. It's just nothing, she kept telling herself. She would avoid the park for a few months. That was the only place he knew to find her and she could easily stay away from there. She was fine. It was all fine. She convinced herself she would never see him again.

"A pretzel cup and a pint of milk." It was Gazebo man's voice.

Annie poked her head around the oven and saw him standing at the counter ordering with her coworker, Stewart. He was watching the cooking area and immediately made eye contact with her. He knew she was there.

She panicked and hid back behind the oven. Not that it was doing any good. He knew where she worked. He must have followed her back from the park. How could she have been so stupid? How could she have not thought he might follow her? It was female safety protocol 101!!

She looked down at her uniform. The same one she had worn to the park. Of course, he knew where I worked. She had to quit. That was it, she would quit her job, maybe move to another city, hop on a plane to another continent and build a rocket ship to take her to another planet. That would work. Unless that was also the planet he was from.

Better come up with another plan. She was safe for now. She was cooking, she had no contact with the customers and was going home in a short....three hours. Okay, don't panic. He won't wait out there for three hours. He'll finish his pretzels and drink his milk, he fucking ordered milk? Was that some kind of joke or was it meant to signal something to her? She peeked out again and he was still watching her. She ducked back and realized she was trapped. If he did wait her out, she couldn't avoid him when she left. The employee door was on the side of the food court and he would be able to see her leave. She could call security and...no. But, why not?

"Annie!" Stewart was calling her. "Can you come to the front counter, please?"

No, no, no! She knew immediately it was Gazebo man asking for her. She peeked out and saw him smiling back.

"I'm a little busy, at the moment!" She shouted back and quickly got her hands into the next batch of dough. "Critical stage of dough making!"

She could hear them conversing, but couldn't make out what they were saying. She dared to peek out one more time and saw Gazebo man walking away with his order. She was incredibly relieved. She kept peeking out to make sure he wasn't coming back and spotted him sit at a table that would easily give him the view of the door she had to go out to leave. Great. She was just going to have to live back here for the rest of her life. Or at least hide until they closed the mall and sneak out an emergency exit. Maybe she could manufacture some sort of disguise. Pull a fire alarm and blend in with the crowd. She knew she was screwed.

Every few minutes she peeked out to see him still at the table, watching. Maybe she should call security when it was time for her to go home? That was not what she wanted though. But, why didn't she want it? She peeked out again and he was gone. Why was he gone? Why did he give up? Was he not interested in her after all? What was wrong with her? She was hot and way younger than him. Guys liked that, right? For fuck's sake! She had big, all natural tits and red hair! She's a fucking unicorn and he just left?

Annie stopped in her tracks and became very self aware. She had been excited by his attention. Embarrassed? Sure, but isn't that part of the fantasy? Had she just screwed up for real? She moved to the front counter and scanned the food court. Gazebo man was gone. Maybe he just went to the bathroom and would be back. Maybe he would come back another day. Annie looked at Stewart.

"What did that guy want?" She asked and Stewart shrugged.

"Donno." He replied. "Just asked if he could speak with you for a minute."

"Did he leave his name or number" Annie was trying to control the desperation in her voice. "Anything?"

"No." Stewart was more perceptive than Annie liked. "Attractive though."

"Shut up." She said making him grin. "If he comes back, let me know."

"Annie and the stranger sitting in a tree..." He began

"Remember that I know where you work." She shut him up and hurried back to the oven.

For the rest of her shift, Annie periodically peeked out to disappointment. When it was time to clock out and go home, she left slowly making sure to give the Gazebo man every opportunity to intercept her, but she made it all the way to the bus stop without contact. The whole ride home, her book stayed in the backpack even when there was few enough people on the bus that she could have gotten it out and continued reading. She had been thinking of Gazebo man. Maybe she would see him at work tomorrow. Maybe at the park. Maybe he took the hint and went away for good. She hoped not.

She got to her studio apartment and peeled off her clothes for the shower. As the warm water washed over her body, she couldn't stop thinking about him. She imagined herself on a stage, naked and filled with shame from her situation, a crowd of people bidding on her and him being the winning bid. She imagine the things he would do to break her will power and bend it to his. She imagine the things he would use her for. The things he would make her do for his entertainment. She grabbed the shower head and placed it between her legs imagining him dominating every aspect of her life. How she would beg him for mercy, fight him for her freedom and lose. They ways in which he would punish her for the crime of being born and how much she would secretly love every moment of it. The orgasm was Earth shattering. When she shut off the water, she couldn't believe herself. Why am I like this?

She ate dinner and
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