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DM TO MRS. T 
Heya,
I don’t know what to say, but I feel kind of stupid right now. I thought I saw you, well, I know I saw you. In person. 
I was sitting at the café on Marsh Street, you know the one with the funky umbrellas at the tables, when I saw someone walking by that I thought I recognized.
Long blonde hair hanging down her shoulders, waving in the air from the gentle breeze that came in from the water. Taller than I thought she would look like, but walking so beautifully, like she had been trained on a catwalk. Each step was a move forward in a purpose to get to her goal. Her gliding presence a welcoming sight for the men she passed on her way, even some women took more than one look, wishing themselves they had that pizzazz.
The beige dress she had on seemed familiar, ending halfway down her thighs, a long pearl necklace around her neck reaching down her chest, circulating a titillating chest area that my eyes lingered about more than once.
Everything about her screamed in my loins that I knew who she was, yet her name never hit my tongue.
I saw her stop at the crosswalk, not able to help myself. My eyes followed the back line down to the curve when the tingling inside me began. So perfectly shaped, the curving exquisite. Her behind being traced from a thought in a wet dream of mine, I wanted it to be mine.
When she began to cross the street, I watched her calves flex from hours of work out, her heels made them a perfection of muscles, she stopped at a car, opened the door and got in.
Something hit my head, a sledgehammer of realization, when I suddenly knew it was you.
The memory of what kind of car you had, it came back to me, you had mentioned it in one of your Live’s, the plate, it was exactly what I was watching driving away from me .
TWO
 
 
I am so glad I didn’t approach you right there and then, because how would I explain to you that I was standing there like a bad stalker out of a bad movie, saying hello-here I am.
It was one of the most excruciating moments in my life watching you in person but not being able to say hi.
Oh, I must tell you why I am here and why this coincidence has taken place, to begin with.
Do you know Captain of The Sea? The restaurant down on Water Street? Well, it is a friend of mine who owns it, he invited me for the weekend, and honestly, I had no idea that you were living here. If I had known it, I would have told you before I came, just in case we bumped into each other.
Now it is just pain, it is hurting from not being able to say hi, to hug you, to smell you. Well, that came out kind of creepy I must say, but I guess you know what I meant, I hope so anyway.
As usual in my messages to you, I mumble and jumble and never get anything said, then I sit here with my wooden spire of desire for you and wonder why I never brought this and that up.
I guess I just wanted to say that I am here. By pure luck, for me, maybe, so you don’t get any weird ideas about me. More than you already have, I mean. Ha-ha.
But on Sunday, I am going back home, so for two more days, I am here, just being a tourist and enjoying my friend’s cooking. He is an amazing chef.
THREE
 
 
DM FROM MRS. T
Hi,
Well, it was strange that you would show up where I live just like that. I am glad you told me; it would have been quite a shock to run into you out on the town or down by the beach.
What else is strange is that my husband is away on a business trip until Sunday, almost like you knew about it.
Just playing with you.
So, tell me your plans for the rest of the days you are here. I read what you said, surely you must have some details of what you would like to do.
Oh, did I just open a door for you?
I know one thing you would like to see! To do! I am blushing just thinking about it, but I can’t let you do that.
Okay, before I say too much, you are so kind and polite to let me know these things. I know that a lot of other men would have just come up to me and blurted out whatever was on their minds. Mostly something sexual that they would like to do to me. 
It’s unreal how some think of themselves, just because they think they are all this and that, they expect a woman to swoon all over them.
Sorry, I am straying away from our conversation now. I get like that when I am nervous. 
And yes, I know about that place, however, I have never been there. Would love to go, now when I know who’s the chef, I actually might. 
Any friend of yours has to be good, right?
But you know what? I have to leave for a few hours, but when I am back home I will dm you, maybe we can chat a little about … things.
Bye!
FOUR
 
 
I sat there, staring at the screen, her words etching themselves into my mind. 
Surprised by the length from her reply that normally is a word per my ten, my aching lower region made itself known to me once again, telling me about the feelings that I had for her.
Well, what was I supposed to do now while waiting for her to get back to me? I had no idea, my friend was working his lunch crowd, I already had seen what the city had to offer, had been here so many times already, that was before I knew who she was.
A shower is something I could do. Take a shower to cool down my excitement from having seen her earlier. Maybe the wooden pole showing me the way would fade away, it was interesting how I was reacting to someone I barely knew but had seen in so many enticing photos.
The water poured down on me, covering me in a blanket of wetness, cleaning me into a dried prune. It felt so good, made me fresh as morning dew, I even brushed my teeth. It was preparations for a date with myself, as usual, I would say.
There was nothing new on the screen. I found an open bottle of Steele Chardonnay in the fridge, poured a glass. I let it stand, and breathe a little on the countertop while I raided the shelves.
The plate was full when I grabbed the glass and walked back to the computer, I had to write something in my book, it wasn’t coming along at all. 
For the first time, I almost had writer’s block. I thought of Mrs. T, her body, her … my mind drifted away, a blank page came up as my fingers danced on the keyboard.
Writing fiction is a monster’s ball, but erotica, well porn if you must know, is a breeze. All I need is a few photos of someone, and my imagination takes over. 
Before I know it, I have one of my short stories done. Now, I was sitting here, dreaming about her, writing about her.
Getting disturbed in the middle of an intense scene by her.
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DM FROM MRS. T
Hey,
It’s me again. I never left. When I had sent my last message to you, my stomach was in so much pain from, I don’t know what. I haven’t felt like this since the first time I met a boy in high school, and that was a long time ago. You know my age, well, I know yours too, so you should know what I felt.
I can only guess what you feel, you have given me enough hints, I don’t mind you telling me, hints are good, I like the reactions you get from me. That’s why I think it is a bad idea if we met. In-person, I mean.
But what I would like to do is talk to you, but on the phone to begin with, please. I hope you don’t mind. You know that I am married, and I don’t do anything with anyone, just innocent silly flirting. So just making a phone call to you is out of the ordinary for me.
Would you mind giving me your number, so I can call you when I get the nerves for it? I won’t promise you that it will be right away, or in an hour. It might not even be tonight.
If you don’t want to, that's fine, seriously, but if we do talk, you have to promise me that you won’t be calling me over and over. It is already weird that you are here, even though I know why since you have told me. It should have eased my mind, but my stomach is still not happy. I guess it is all those words you have written to me before that are ringing in my ears.
I am going to take a shower so please, get back to me with some form of an answer.
SIX
 
 
Like a wildfire, my insides heated up in no seconds, why she had that reaction on me was not understandable, it was just some strange emotions that wanted their way inside my head.
I sent her my phone number, telling her not to be worried, adding a man can only dream.
My logic was upside down, as a spin dryer it made circles before settling down on its last cycle, laughing at my expense.
Stroking myself without thinking about it, a hardness that didn’t want to go away, caused by someone I couldn’t touch. My phone rang, so loud, screaming at me to pick up. An unknown number lit up the screen.
Picking up, I barely made out a hello.
‘Hey, J, it’s me. I couldn
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