
        
            
                
            
        

    






FULL MOON LOVER (FML)




STORY DESCRIPTION


Mary is a young, single, attractive woman living in Baltimore. 


Which should mean she is active in the city's dating scene. And, she probably
would be if it weren’t for that one little issue of. . social anxiety. 


Besides, there’s really no one she’s even remotely interested in. Well, there is
the steaming hot guy with severe bed head and horribly mismatched socks
who doesn’t drink coffee but frequents the coffee shop to get the old Polish
barista to comb his hair and help him match his clothes. 


Mary figures that even if she weren't painfully shy, she still wouldn't have much
of a chance with him, though, since half the woman in the city drool over him. 

She's seen how women in the coffee shop behave when he's around. 


One night, fate delivers "Mr. Hottie" right to Mary’s door, only he’s not
exactly what she expected; he is, in fact, much more. So, so very much more! 

This time, Mary is not about to let her painful shyness stop her from having
the adventure of a lifetime as the two set out together to save the city from a
monster running beneath the full moon. 
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The first thing she noticed about him, besides his devilishly handsome features and ripped physique, were his socks. They didn’t match, not in the slightest way. 
It wasn’t just a matter of mixing a blue sock with a black sock. No. One was a brownish plaid while the other was white. So, safe to say, he was in the realm of what the hell is wrong with him? 

OK. She could move beyond that, but then there was the issue of his hair. 
It was a bed head to the nth  degree. It looked like he had maybe used his hand to comb it two days ago, but had since slept multiple times and driven in a convertible. 
But there were many parts of him that made him easy on the eyes. Well, his eyes for instance. She had never seen any like them before. They were the kind of eyes you would see in a perfume ad or a pretentious music video. You know the ones she’s thinking about: the world behind the model is gray and slightly discolored, while the eyes are an unnatural shade of blue. Alien even. 
Electrically vibrating. 
It was hard not to be entranced by his eyes, which was probably why he always wore shades— Perhaps he was aware of his power. She had only seen him with them off once, and that one time was enough for them to be burned into her brain. She wasn’t the only one to see them that night when the shades fell off. 
All the girls in the cafe turned and watched him like a robot in sync, or a field of muskrats entranced by a mystical shift in the cosmos. 
Of course it wasn’t just his eyes, though. She had a mega crush on him before that. His cheekbones and jawline were enough to make even Clint Eastwood jealous. He was a perfectly sexy Polish boy in Baltimore, Maryland. Her mother would be so proud if she managed to take him home. But of course, she wouldn’t get with him simply because of her mother. No, he was a catch, and she wanted to catch him with all her might. 
All that was in her way was her social anxiety and fear of rejection. If she could just get over those two things, she would be in the clear… 
But his hair and the way he dressed! Was he a fourteen-year-old boy caught in a thirty-year-old body? Could he not see himself in the mirror? 
There was a woman who worked at the cafe 
that seemed to take care of him. Every night the old barista saw him and waved him to the back. With a hairy mole on her chin, and the kind of slouch and shuffle that only accompanies an eighty-year-old woman, she managed to make him look… presentable. Hollywood handsome, even. 
One night Mary peeped into the back as the old woman mothered him. With goggles for glasses, she peered at him at him closely as she delicately combed his hair, shaved his face, and even changed his bowtie. Yes, even his bowties sometimes didn’t match. He took out four from his pocket for her to choose from, and moaned, “Oh please just choose for me. I can’t bother to worry about this at the moment. There’s just so much nonsense going on that I have to deal with tonight.” She chuckled a guttural old woman laugh, shuffled close to him and untied his horrendous abomination, moving like an arthritic turtle. 
To the old woman’s credit, he always came out looking damn good, albeit still a little out of place (but for that there probably wasn’t a cure). There was something else about him that pampering couldn’t fix. Besides the mismatched socks (which the old lady never bothered to fix), the alien eyes, and the chiseled facial features, there was something else, and Mary was never able to put a finger on it. It wasn’t for lack of trying— she often thought about it. 
More than she would ever admit to even herself. 
Don’t tell anyone, but the one or two times she had seen him with his sunglasses off, she actually thought about trailing him. 
Openly. 
It was the oddest thing and she knew it, but she just wanted to follow him to wherever he went. She didn’t need to speak with him, she just felt an unnatural desire to be close to him. Now if he proposed his undying love for her and asked her to marry him would she say yes? Well yeah, but that was it. 
That wasn’t so weird, was it? 
Then, she saw his socks and thought of something better to do with her time. 
Oh, but his body. He did have a hell of nice body. One night when it was cold— 
frigidly so— upper teens without wind-chill factored in— he came in wearing nothing but flip flops, slacks, and a tight white t-shirt and shouted for the little old lady. Most nights he just looked like a bum, but on this particular 
night he looked like a deranged bum— granted a very hot deranged bum with a rock hard, chiseled body that turned every woman’s head— but a deranged bum nonetheless. 
“Aniela! Aniela! Quick! I’m in a hurry!” Aniela was Polish for angel. 
“Pracuję, głupek! Bądź cierpliwy!” I’m working, stupid boy. Be patient. 
Mary’s mother was Polish. She grew up speaking it in the house. “Aniela!” he huffed and puffed. “This is important!” 
“Znaleźć inną staruszkę do hepl ciebie.” Find another old woman to help
you then. 

“Jesteś jedyną kobietą dla mnie.” You are the only woman for me. 

“Idiota, jestem 83 lat.” Idiot, I am 83 years old. 

He shot his hand in the air as if she spoke nonsense. 
She finished making a customer a teapot of Earl Grey tea, and waved him to the back when she was ready. He quickly beat her there and sat down in his chair and waited for her to shuffle over. 
Mary remembered thinking, whatever you do, grandma, leave that chest the way it is. He’s fine. He won’t get pneumonia, I promise. 
But Aniela didn’t leave it alone. In fact, it was the first thing she changed. 
She shuffled farther into the back and came back with a green knit sweater (one apparently she had knit herself) and pulled it over his head. It seemed she knew this night would come— him completely ill prepared for the weather and the social reactions and constructs of the world in which he lived when dealing with such pesky nuisances as… cold temperatures. 
Mary tried to ask her once about him, but she responded, “On jest po prostu jakiś głupi chłopak wiem.” He is just some stupid boy I know. 

She tried to let him go. But a part of her just couldn’t. He was just too… 
weird. 
But something happened on a cold January night that changed things. 
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Saturday night. Yes, it was three weeks after Christmas, and yes she still had her tree up. But who cared? She’s a grownup. She could live her life the way she wanted. 
Well maybe watching Love Actually for the tenth time after Christmas was a bit much, but it wasn’t like she was addicted to the movie or anything. She just couldn’t afford Netflix or cable, and it just so happened to be one of the only movies she had that didn’t skip. She had the BBC version of Pride and Prejudice, but… that  scene had started skipping long ago. And really, if she couldn’t watch Colin Firth get wet head to toe what was the point? 
She walked to the kitchen to get some more cereal and heard the footsteps of the neighbor above her walking up the wooden fire escape. She had blinds pulled, and her lights weren’t on, but she still felt it best to hide against the wall until she heard him walking into his apartment. 
When she heard him rummaging around in his apartment, she pulled the blinds a little out just to be sure he wouldn’t be able to see her. 
You see, the door to the outside in her kitchen was the door to the fire escape, and this door had a little sliver of a window above it that she couldn’t cover with anything besides paper bags— and had somehow still fought the urge to do so (but it seemed like a better and better idea every day). Mary factored that if he got on his belly and lowered his head past the landing, he might be able to see her. Maybe not her body, but at least the top of her head, and maybe some of her boobs if she were naked— which she sometimes was. 
She looked out once more double checking that absolutely no one would see her go to her fridge. 
Wait a minute, she paused and thought. Is my fire escape really made out of wood? 
She looked out the window to double check. Son of a bitch, it is. How does that make sense? 
Bowl full of gluten free cereal, she snuck back into her room where, 
thankfully, the only window in the room looked straight out into faded red bricks. 
She got underneath her covers and watched Colin Firth frantically look for the windblown pages of his draft in the pond. 
She giggled. She loved this scene. Both he and his future wife finishing each other’s sentences even though they spoke different languages. It melted her heart every time. Like every movie she watched incessantly, it was a happy sad ordeal. 
A knock on her back door. The one with the window she wanted to cover up. 
She put her spoon down and paused the movie. 
No one had ever knocked on that door before. Ever. 
The one or two friends she had that maybe came over every six months always buzzed and came up the normal way. 
Plus, she didn’t even like to use that door. The railings on the fire escape sucked. 
They moved with the slightest bump, and shook and vibrated when a person simply used the stairs. 
Knock knock knock. 
She hit play on the DVD and decided that she would ignore it. If she knew whoever it was, well… then he or she had her number. If he or she didn’t know her, then Mary had no interest in whatever he or she had to tell her. 
But the knocking got louder. So loud that whoever was knocking was practically banging on her door with fists. 
She really wished she had a weapon. But where do you get a weapon when you don’t have a car? Target doesn’t sell anything. Neither does Panera. Aneila’s Cafe? She probably had two or three somethings for herself, and would probably actually sell one of them to her if— 
Knock knock knock. 
She thought about calling 911, but knew that when they asked her what the problem was, she’d have to tell them the truth (she was weird that way), and the truth was that her only problem was that someone was knocking at her door. 
Not exactly a capital offense. She put on a sweater and threw on some jeans over her pajama bottoms. In a pullout drawer in the kitchen were some steak knives she never used, but for some reason had ten of. She slipped one out and looked out the window perpendicular to her back door. A drunk, disheveled man with dark hair was banging his head against her back 
door. 
He seemed to sense her looking at him, and quickly turned around and saw her. 
“Can I come in?” he asked, ashen faced. “No!” 
she yelled. “Go away! Go home!” “Please! I 
need to come in. I need help!” 
“Call the police,” she said. “Stop bothering me!” 
She closed the blinds and stepped around the corner, hoping he would disappear. 
Her apartment was only a block away from a popular bar. These kinds of things happened once in a while. 
Knock knock knock. The banging resumed. 
She didn’t know what to do besides threaten him. 
She pulled back her blinds again and shouted, “If you come here, I’ll stab you! I have a steak knife!” 
She winced at herself and went back into hiding. Why did she tell him she had a steak knife? What difference did it make that it was a steak knife in her hand? 
She could have just told him she had a knife. Why did she feel an overbearing need to be honest and forthright with— 
“PLEASE! May I come in?” he moaned. “I really don’t feel well.” She decided to call the police. 
It only rang once before it was answered. 
She told the woman on the other end her problem, and was told to not, under any circumstances, let him in. That she should not talk to him any further, and if he asked her any more questions, questions revolving around getting to know her and whatnot, to just ignore him and not say anything. Ignore everything he did, essentially. 
OK. Easy thing to do. When were they coming over? 
“We’re very busy right now. Just make sure you don’t say he can come in. Do not, under any circumstances, say he can come in.” 
Well no-duh. Why would she do that? 
“We’ll get there as soon as we can. You’re on the list. Goodbye.” 
She went back to her room and tried to resume Love Actually, but the pounding became incessant. 
Then he started screaming. 
“LET ME IN! PLEASE, MAY I COME IN?” 
Did he think she was his ex-girlfriend or something? 
There would be no concentrating. 
She turned off her TV and listened, making sure he wasn’t trying to force his way in. 
Was someone after him? 
She went back to her window. Again he felt her looking at him and turned around. 
“May I come in?” he asked. He was simply pitiful May shook her head no. “Are you OK? Are you sick? Why can’t you go back from wherever you came?” 
He sniffed the air. “Because you’re the only one I can find. Please may I come in?” 
“What am I the only one of?” she asked. She felt she was egging on further crazy, but it felt nice to be special. 
“You’re an oh,” he said, his head against her back door. “Positive or negative. I can’t remember. I just know you smell right, and you’re the one I need.” 
Wait, was he talking about her— 
“Sorry,” another man called up walking up the fire escape. She stood up on her tippy toes to see who he was. 
It was that man! The man the old barista fawned over! 
“Sorry, he got away from us. Come along, Jordan. We have what you need in the car. Sorry again,” he said waving at Mary through her window. 
Mary tried to hide and wave back at the same time. Hot damn his chest was chiseled. 
He led Jordan down the stairs, and asked, “Isn’t this where Scott lives? He hasn’t let us into his place yet. We need to make sure we do that soon.” 
Jordan grunted, “Why are we leaving, Dorek? I need her.” 
“No, no,” Dorek said. “We’re getting you to the car. Hurry up now.” 
Dorek, huh? Polish for gift from god. Hell yeah he was. 
Well, now she at least knew his name. It was a lot to go through, but at least she had it. 
Did he recognize her? 
Standing behind a window in a dark room? No, idiot, go back to your movie. 
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Mary went to Aniela’s the next evening hoping to see him. She held no vain hope that he would strike up a conversation with her and talk to her about his drunken friend Jordan. 
Old Aniela was manning the cash register while her younger employees zipped to and fro making everyone’s beverages. 
“Where’s your boyfriend?” Mary asked, handing Aniela a five for her coffee. 
“Przepraszam?  What did you say ? ” 
“Your chłopak,” Mary said. “Your boyfriend. The young guy who comes in here.” 
Aniela laughed. “I don’t know,” she said in broken English. “I see him maybe. Maybe not. He just stupid boy.” 
“He’s very handsome,” Mary said. “Handsome? 
You see him? When he come?” 
“Yes, and you make him better. More… przystojny, more handsome.” “No, no, no. You can do better than him. Want kids? He no father.” 
Aniela then opened the cash register to get change. 
“What do you mean? He wouldn’t be a good father?” Mary asked. “No, how do you… onniemożemiećdzieci.” 

Mary didn’t know what she meant, she said it too fast, and while Aniela was counting out her change she dropped several coins that scattered. 
“Shull kref polara!” Aniela cursed. Dog’s blood! 
She was too old to bend over and pick everything up. 
Aniela looked at her employees, but they were hurrying to catch up on back orders. Mary looked behind her and there was a line to the door. 
“Did you want me to help?” Mary asked. “It’s no problem.” “Na
zdrowie. Bless you. Please.” 
Mary smiled and walked around the counter. As she was picking up the change, she noticed a picture by the cash register. It was of a younger Aniela 
with a group of people— taken fifteen or twenty years ago— they looked like they had just come from a polka dance. 
Mary couldn’t help but look. Aniela looked good! Old age must not have struck until recently. 
The man she was with was good looking, too. Her husband? She had her head resting on his shoulder. 
But beside this man… 
“Is this Dorek?” she turned around and asked Aniela. “Nie,
ojciec.” No, that’s his father. 
Mary nodded. The likeness between the two of them was uncanny. 
She felt a need to hand Aniela the change before she walked around the counter where, once back, Aniela handed it right back. 
She got her drink and hovered around for a few minutes hoping to see Dorek, but he didn’t come. 
“Dobranoc!” she shouted to Aniela while leaving. 
“Good night!” Aniela shouted back. 
Mary walked outside. It was a clear, cold night and the full moon was already a quarter of the way up the sky. A good thing. The city hadn’t replaced the bulbs in the street lamps on her street that a bunch of thugs had systematically destroyed a month ago. Several people complained (she even read about it in the newspaper) but a lot of people compensated for it by turning on their front porch lights— but an equal amount didn’t, and pockets of darkness usually loomed on her way home. With the moon, though, all was well. It lit her path back home like an old friend. 
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No! No! Ahhh, goddd! Help! Someone please help!” 
Furniture fell over, several large thumps and then a final— 
“Ahhhhhhhhh!” 
Mary held a steak knife in one hand, and a cell phone in the other. “911. 
What is the emergency?” 
Mary whispered. “I think someone has just been killed in the apartment above me.” 
“Do not check. Are you safe?” “I’m 
not sure. I think so.” 
“OK, stay where you are and do not leave your apartment. We’re dispatching someone right now. Is this Mary Schmidt at 1408 Hanover Avenue?” 
“Yes,” Mary said. 
“Someone’s enroute.” 
Mary hid in the darkness, and listened to the noises above her. Someone was still walking around, but it sounded like an animal now. Soft clicks of nails on hardwood back and forth. Pacing. 
Had Scott just been killed? Why 
would anyone kill him? 
Growling? Muttering? Deep, incessant ramblings like a satanic ritual. Scott seemed like a nice guy, even though instinct had spawned her to hide every time he went up the fire escape. The only bad thing about him she could recall was that he listened to jazz a little too loud on occasion, and on warm evenings he’d grill steak just outside his door and invite her up for some. 
He gave her the willies, and she hated whenever he did. Part of her knew he was just trying to be nice, but all the same… Maybe it was a good thing he was dead… She wouldn’t have to awkwardly come up with reasons why she couldn’t hang out with him anymore. 
Jesus, Mary! What a horrible thought! He was a nice guy! 
He never had company, though. Who would kill him? She gripped her steak knife and waited for the police. 
A flashlight shined through her window that was perpendicular to her back door, and then someone knocked on her door. 
She went to it, steak knife in hand. 
It was Dorek again! Wearing sunglasses with horrible hair. He apparently hadn’t been to see Aniela tonight. 
“Mary Schmidt?” he said through the glass looking at a notepad in his hand. 
Mary straightened her hair away from her face and stood up as tall as she could muster. “Are you with the police? You don’t look like a police officer,” 
she said trying to be safe and seductive at the same time. “Do you have a badge I can see?” She crossed her arms over her chest. Damn she wanted to jump him. 
“I’m special division,” Dorek said. “Have you heard anything else up there?” 
“Movement. Animal noises. Whoever, whatever was up there that hurt Scott is still there.” 
“So you think there were two people?” Dorek asked. “Are you sure?” “Why would Scott scream like that if he was alone? It was definitely him, and it sounded like he was fighting someone… before he screamed that one final time.” 
Dorek’s eyes narrowed and he took off his sunglasses. Steel blue eyes. 
Entrancing. “We’ll see. Listen, there’s a lot of stuff going on in the city right now. I don’t have backup, but I’m 90% sure Scott is OK. Do you mind coming out and coming up with me? I might need your help.” 
“You want me to protect you?” she asked, blushing. 
“Well no, not protect me,” he said. “Just be with me. Help me identify him. I’ve never met him before.” 
“OK,” Mary said. 
She felt so… happily complacent. 
She walked to the door and let herself out. It was cold, and she only had a flimsy cotton shirt with no bra. Breasts jiggling and swaying as she walked 
— her perky, large nipples easily seen in the cold night air. 
Dorek’s eyes widened. 
He stammered and said, “Do you want to go get a jacket or something?” “Do you think I should get a jacket?” she said, smiling at him, oblivious 
to the effect she was having on him. 
“Yes, at least a sweater or something,” he said. “You’ll get sick walking around here like that.” 
“OK,” she said, and walked back inside like a well behaved drone. 
She took her shirt off in her cold, poorly heated room and exposed her large, full breasts to the frigid air. She grabbed two sweaters she hoped he would like. One a khaki button up with a large collar, but the chest was open and would show a lot of cleavage. The second a tight, red v-neck. It, too, would show off her breasts well. 
She walked to him smiling, chest still completely naked, and he shrieked, 
“Get back inside!” 
Confused, she asked, “But which one do you like?” 
He closed his eyes and pointed, “The red one, the red one!” 
She slipped it on and stuck her chest out. “Better?” she asked. Her nipples were still hard and she noticed Dorek couldn’t take his eyes off of them. 
“Yes, you look very good,” he said emphatically. “So very… are you ready to head up?” 
She nodded and smiled. She noticed he had his hand on the front of his trousers. 
Was he hiding a hard-on? Didn’t he know he didn’t have to do that for her? 
Ever? 
What was coming over her? 
Who cares! He’s here, and I’m going to capitalize on that. 
“After you,” he said and got out of her way. 
Mary smiled. Glad she was wearing her yoga pants and showing off her large bum. She stuck her ass out and wiggled it to and fro as she went up the stairs. 
She could feel his eyes on her. Oh yes, she could feel them burning into her. 
To her left was a window reflecting the night. She looked in it to see if he was checking her out. 
He wasn’t there! 
She turned back to see where he had gone and saw that he was right behind her, eyes locked on her bubble butt. 
He scratched his head and looked away. 
“Just a little farther, ma’am,” he said, pretending he was studying something on the far horizon. 
She smiled to herself. Keep on looking, handsome, she thought. 
She made it to the top, inwardly proud of herself for conquering her fear 
of the fire escape. But it really wasn’t that big of a deal. She’d do anything for him. 
For whatever reason he wasn’t right behind her when she got to the top. She peeped over the railing and saw that he was repositioning himself in his pants. 
Ooh, he did have a hard-on? He didn’t have to hide it from her! 
And ooh was it big! She could see the bulge of it going straight up his belly and pushing his belt out. 
Eight, maybe 10 inches. Hell, maybe even twelve. 
If she pulled his pants out a little, she’d be able to see the tip of it easily. It was right there. 
She licked her lips excitedly and went to do it. 
He turned away from her and knocked on the door. 
“Scott! Are you there? Scott?” he banged on the back door. His arms chiseled and long. 
“Do you have a girlfriend or a wife?” Mary asked. 
“Um no. Hey Mary, I need you to do something really quick…” he turned and smiled at her. 
“What is it? No, it doesn’t matter. I’ll do it.” 
“Do my socks match?” he asked and pulled up his trousers. 
“Huh?” she looked down at his feet. “No, not in the slightest. Why would a pink and brown sock match?” she looked at him like he was crazy and noticed his sunglasses were back on. 
A fog lifted in her brain. 
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She put her arms around herself and shivered. What the hell was she doing out here wearing nothing but flimsy yoga pants and a sweater with no bra or coat? 
She looked like a complete slut with her nipples sticking out like they were. She tried to hide them, but it was difficult. Her girls were big and she was shivering. 
She jumped up and down and tried and warm up. Fuck it was cold! 
Dorek resumed pounding on the door and shouting for Scott to come and let them in. 
Mary peeped in the window trying vainly to warm her arms up with her hands as she did. 
“What is that?” she asked and pointed. 
“What is what?” Dorek said and walked to her. 
She pointed again. “Something weird is lying on the floor over there. Do you see it?” 
Dorek pointed his flashlight in. 
“Fuck!” he yelled. “It’s a…” “A 
what?” 
“Nothing. Go wait over there by the stairs.” She did. 
He pulled out a walkie-talkie from his belt. “Dispatch? I have a possible 140 here— requesting a 129 for a possible 133.” 
It took her brain a moment, but he wasn’t fooling her. She watched CSI. That translated to possible murder, need backup for a potential dangerous person in the area. 
“Negative. We’re strained right now. Restrain the situation and make sure no else gets harmed until sunlight.” 
He unclicked his walkie and said under his breath, “I hate full moons.” 
“What does a full moon have to—” 
Satanic, demonic mutterings rumbled behind the door. Deep and gruff. 
Scratchy. Menacing. Whoever was speaking was doing so unintelligibly. The words sounded like an ancient, beastial form of Latin. 
They both just looked at each other. “What is that?” Mary whispered. 
“Something that’s not good,” Dorek said. “The first and third nights of a full moon are always the worst.” 
“What’s going on?” Mary asked. 
The door started shaking in its frame. The beast on the other side was pulling and pushing on the doorknob, rattling the entire outside wall. 
“Go back down to your apartment,” Dorek said. “GO!” 
“YORT MA GATANG! RA RA YOTAV!” 
Someone started slamming into the door. 
“Where’s your gun?” Mary asked, getting out of the way. “I’m not that kind of—” 
A dark, hairy mass shot through the door and into Dorek, toppling him over the fire escape into the darkness below. 
“Dorek!” Mary screamed. 
Abandoning her fears of the wobbly handrail, she ran down the three flights of stairs. 
Dorek was somehow OK, clutching onto a dark hairy beast as it swung its body back and forth trying to free itself of him. 
It was tall. Grotesquely hairy. Teeth as long her fingers. Sharp and pointy. It reached behind its back and grabbed Dorek by the shirt, tried to snap at him, and then hurled him into an abandoned car. 
Glass exploded, and Dorek collapsed to the ground, unconscious as a rag doll. The creature gave one look at Mary and roared. 
Mary shut her eyes and whispered the prayer of communion. 
WITH ALL MY heart I long for Thee, 
Most firmly I believe in Thee, Most 
truthfully I hope in Thee.. 
SHE OPENED her eyes and the creature was gone. She looked behind her down the dark alley and up above at the full moon. The beast was nowhere. 
Maybe Catholicism got a few things right now and then. 
She ran to Dorek and was surprised to find him breathing. His precious sunglasses shattered on the ground in a thousand pieces; a stream of blood 
flowed from his temple. 
He moaned and stirred. 
She stroked his messy hair and asked, “Are you OK?” 
He winced as she straightened up. “Where did Scott go?” 
“Dorek, Scott is dead. Remember?” 
He opened his eyes and looked at her. Beautiful blue eyes. “No Mary, that monster was Scott. Scott’s OK, but everyone around him is now in danger.” 
She smiled down at him and said, “What a silly thing to say, but you’re so pretty. 
Can I draw you?” 
“Christ,” he moaned. “Do you see my sunglasses anywhere?” 
She pointed and said, “Right here. Do you want me to pick up the pieces for you? It might be easier just to buy new ones, unless these had significant emotional value to you, which I get, but sometimes it’s best just to—” 
“It’s OK,” Dorek said and smiled. “Can you look at my socks?” He pulled up on his pants. “Do they match?” 
“No,” Mary said and smiled at him. “We’ve already established this. Up there, remember?” she said pointing. “Or did the fall ruin your memory?” 
“Crap. Right, that only works once a night. Do you have a pair of sunglasses I can borrow?” Mary shook her head. “OK, well, forget about it. Any idea where he went?” Dorek said and stood up. 
Mary stood up with him. 
“Well, I didn’t hear him run past me, so I assume he went the other way out of this alley,” she said and pointed to the quiet street. 
“Excellent sleuthing. If this was a man, you’d be right. But these creatures have the ability to jump really high. He might be on the rooftops.” 
“That creature was a werewolf?” 
Dorek winced in pain and said, “Maybe,” slowly. “How would that make you feel if he is?” 
“Meh,” Mary said and shrugged her shoulders. “Do you want to go somewhere and make out?” 
“Mary, that was a monster you just saw. A real monster. That doesn’t have an effect on you?” 
Mary shook her head no. “How tall are you?” she asked. 
“Mary, Mary, Mary, do you understand why I’m having such an effect on you? It’s my eyes. They’re literally mesmerizing. They’re not just pretty. 
They’re literally mesmerizing you. You’re hypnotized just looking at them.” 
“Huh,” Mary said and moved closer to him, pretending to look in his eyes but really just trying to push her breasts into him. She wanted to see him get hard again. “So about that making out offer?” She pushed her breasts together and gave him a good eyeful of cleavage. 
“Stop, stop, stop—” Dorek said and covered his eyes. “We have a situation here. 
Will you go into your room for me and wait for me to come back?’ 
“No, silly,” Mary said. “We stick together.” She wrapped her arms around him and said, “Don’t leave me. Like ever, OK? I can make you happy in so many ways. Just give me a chance. I’ll let you do anything you want to me.” 
She ran her hands down his ripped stomach and found his cock. It was hard. 
“If you want me to, I can help you right here and now,” she concluded. “No, no, stop it, please. Yes, you’ve realized you, too, have an effect on me, but that doesn’t stop the fact that we, I mean I, have a job to do right now. Now protocol states that if you won’t go back into your apartment, then you have to come with me so I can protect you— if I’ve entranced you and am unable to untrance you, that is.” 
“I thought we already decided this,” Mary said placing her hand back on his cock. “We go together,” she said, and thought about breaking into GREASE to emphasize her point. 
“He will be looking for high ground,” Dorek said, ignoring her. “That’s what they always do when they get out— look for high ground. He is going to try to summon a mate. Do you know what the highest place nearby is?” 
“Probably the observatory,” Mary said. “Just opened up. I’ve been wanting to go, but didn’t want to go by myself. Oh, are we going?” she asked, excitedly. 
“If you don’t mind riding on a Harley,” Dorek said. “The cold doesn’t bother me. But will you be okay if I give you my coat?” 
She smiled warmly at him and nodded. 
He handed her his coat. She put it on and flipped the collar up, breathing in his scent. 
“Thank you,” she said. “I will cherish this always.” 
“I’m not GIVING it to you!” Dorek said. “I’ve had that coat for like… 
well, never you mind how long. But I’ve had that coat for a really long time.” 
“You must really care for me to give it to me,” she said, cooing at him. 
Dorek shook his head and led her to his Harley-Davidson parked in front of the apartment building. He straddled the bike and said, “Come on. Get behind me.” 
“OK!” Mary said, and snuggled up behind him. She encircled her arms around him and put her head on his back. 
“So this is what heaven is like,” she said. 
“Where is this place?” Dorek asked as he sped down to the light. 
“Near the university,” Mary said. “If you take Spring River, veer left onto Quarter Street before Spring becomes Loft Street.” 
“OK, I know where you’re talking about. About ten minutes away?” Mary nodded and squeezed herself into him. 
She began to slide her hands down to his penis to see if he was still hard. Hmf! 
He wasn’t. She started rubbing him to get him big again. His cock immediately began to grow and slide up the side of his right leg. 
He was a beast. 
“Mary,” Dorek said. “You’re a very attractive girl, but I don’t know if now is the right time for that. We’re chasing down a violent werewolf.” 
“It’s OK, I’ll tell you where to turn,” Mary said. “Just keep driving. You can do that, can’t you?” 
“Seriously, stop it.” Dorek removed her hand from his growing cock and placed it on his stomach. She ran her fingers lightly up and down feeling him up. 
The gray, drab winter streets turned softer and greener the farther away they drove from Mary’s apartment. She hated where she lived, but couldn’t afford anywhere else. 
They turned right onto Monument Avenue and the smell of ancient, tall conifers hit their noses. The concrete became cobblestones, announcing to their butts and spines that rich people lived nearby. 
Dorek sped down the street and got on Spring River Road and headed towards the university. 
“So,” Mary said, feeling him up, “You’re not human, are you?” 
Dorek was silent, but Mary didn’t backtrack. 
“No, I’m not. I was for thirty-three years, though. What gave me away?” 
“Your reflection,” Mary said, nuzzling against him further. “Or lack of one. I checked to see if you were looking at my butt. The window reflecting me said you weren’t, or that you weren’t even there. But then I saw you. Staring all googly eyed at me. So you like my butt? You do, don’t you. It’s 
really okay.” 
“Yes,” Dorek flatly stated. “You have a nice butt.” 
“Good,” Mary said and ran her hands up to his developed chest. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” Confirming he liked her butt was more important than hearing him say he was a vampire. 
“Now what was wrong with your friend the other night?” she asked. “Oh,” 
Dorek said and laughed. “Jordan? He’s my partner. He worked too long without eating. He smelled you nearby.” 
“And did he need to be invited to be let in?” 
“Yeah, that part of the legend is true,” Dorek said. “You see, he needed you because as vampires we can only drink from people that have the same blood type as us. If we drink from a person of a different blood type, we get sick. Plus, if we don’t drink for a little while, our brains start acting funny and we get a little crazy. We work together, Jordan and I, I mean, because we’re of the same blood type. Just something weird the police department thought would be a good idea— there aren’t gangs of vampires walking around united simply because they have the same blood type.” 
“So we have the same blood type?” Mary asked excitedly. “You and I?” 
“Yep.” 
“Since when are vampires also police officers?” 
“Apparently for a long time,” Dorek said. “Long, long before my day. We’re the reason there’s so much order. And believe it or not, it would be a lot worse if we weren’t around. Vampires, werewolves, that’s just the tip of the iceberg. 
Werewolves are only bad two nights a month. We vampires, well, we’re like children. Keep us well fed and give us something to do and we don’t cause any trouble. Other creatures… let’s just say there are a lot that aren’t so easy to tame.” 
“I thought it was weird my upstairs neighbor Scott only had a dog a few nights a month.” 
“Most werewolves lock themselves up before they turn,” Dorek said. “We never have to worry about them. They’re law abiding citizens. I wonder why he didn’t this time…” 
“So he’s trying to get lucky right now?” Mary asked, sliding her hand back down to his cock. He just smelled and felt too good to not push the envelope as far as she could. 
He let her hand stay on his member. “Um, 
well,” Dorek stammered. 
Ha! I’m having an effect on him! That’s right. Let me feel your cock. “That’s really all werewolves want to do,” Dorek continued, voice slightly out of breath. “They don’t really go after raw meat. Really the only thing they care about is having sex with another werewolf. But if they do happen to find another, that’s a different story.” 
“So what was that in Scott’s apartment? It looked like a body part.” 
“It was. But I’m thinking it was an animal’s— say a skinned cow or pig.” Mary slapped her hand to her forehead. “Oh, shit-duh!” she exhaled. 
“He grills all the time and is a butcher!” She felt like an idiot, but then remembered Dorek was driving with a hard-on and all was well again. 
“There’s still the question as to why he didn’t restrain himself, though,” Dorek said. “I looked at his file the other night. He’s been a registered werewolf for a few years now, and he’s gone through a lot of full moons. The question is why is this the one time he didn’t take any precautions?” 
“How do you know Aniela?” Mary asked, changing the subject. “We were childhood friends,” he said. 
“So she knows about you?” 
“Of course. I couldn’t keep something like that away from her.” 
“Were you ever together?” Mary asked. “Married?” 
“No, I’ve always acted like we were. It’s a lifetime joke at this point. No, she was married, and had lots of kids. He died, though, and now her kids are all grown up. They don’t visit her as much as they should. It’s a shame. She’s just as cool as she ever was.” 
“She makes you look good,” Mary said, warming her hands under his shirt. The wind was getting to be too much. 
“She has a good eye for that kind of stuff. Always has. Are we almost there?” 
“Yep, your turn is coming up in just a few blocks.” 
They hadn’t seen any sign of Scott on the way, and Mary, though extremely content to be behind Dorek (a nice, tall Polish boy? What wasn’t to like?), was beginning to wonder if they were on a wild goose chase. But then they saw an Uber van smashed in the front, and heard the driver say while talking on his phone that he just hit a very large wolf. “Yes! That’s what I’m saying. I hit a wolf!” 
“What are going to do if we find him?” Mary asked, not afraid, just mildly interested. 
“Well, you’re going to have to hide somewhere, while I try to restrain him.” 
“Oh…,” Mary said. She didn’t want to be bereft of him. Plus, it didn’t bode well for her knight in shining armor. He just got thrown from a three story building… 
They turned onto Quarter Street and began going up the steep, tree lined road. 
A white SUV with a shattered windshield roared past them and shrieked to a stop. An old man leaned out his window. “Turn around! There’s some kind of beast up there!” He didn’t wait to clarify or reiterate before speeding away. 
“Well, I think we’re getting close,” Dorek said. 
At the top of the hill overlooking the city, the observatory parking lot was completely empty. The white dome housing the telescope shined in the moonlight like a moon itself. 
Mary shivered. It was much colder up at the top! 
“Ow owww owwwwwwwooooooooooooooooo!” Scott howled at the moon. 
Dorek pointed to where he was. He was sitting up in a scraggly oak tree, all the way at the top. Naked save a thick matte of fur. She couldn’t help but notice his wobbly dog junk and wonder what it would be like if it was hard. 
“He’s calling for a mate,” Dorek said. 
“What are we going to do?” 
“Agent 246 do you copy?” Dorek’s walkie said. 
Dorek pulled out his walkie. “Agent 246 here.” 
“Agent 135 here. I’m tracking a Debbie Wise here. She, for whatever reason, didn’t put her restraints on tonight. She’s heading south at the moment. 
Are you with that Scott fellow?” 
“10-4. We’re at the observatory right off of Spring River on Quarter. He’s up a tree doing a mating call right now.” 
“Great,” the voice said sarcastically. “Have you dealt with a situation like this before?” 
Dorek clicked to answer, but Mary started stroking his hair, and slipped into speaking her mother’s tongue without noticing. “Masz ładne oczy.” Your eyes are beautiful. “Wyjdziesz za mnie?” Would you marry me? “Jesteś moim
powietrzem.” You are my air. “Moje slońce.” My Sun. “Kochasz mnie?” Do you love me? “Nie bój się kochać.” Don’t be afraid of my love. “Chciałbym


spędzić swoje życie z toba.” I want to spend my lifetime with you. 
Dorek stared open mouthed at her. He let go of his walkie. Mary dropped to her knees and was reaching up to him with her mouth against his engorged cock, kissing him through his trousers. 
“Agent 246, did you lose your sunglasses?” “10-
4. Yes, I did.” 
“Don’t forget how violent males get once they’ve mated. He’ll strike anyone down he views as a threat to his girl, and will bring his mate back a post romp snack. Be careful it’s not whoever’s with you.” 
“Haven’t forgotten. I’m trying to formulate a plan now.” 
Dorek’s stomach lurched and he bent over in pain. 
He needed to eat. 
Mary noticed him twitch and said, “What’s wrong, my love?” 
“It’s been too long since I’ve eaten. That blow from the fire escape took a lot out of me. Body’s used any extra blood to expedite healing itself.” 
“What can I do?” Mary asked. “Can’t you drink from me? You said my blood matched yours.” 
“Yes, it does. But you’ll be weakened. Your brain’s not working too well now. It will be even worse after I drink from you.” 
Scott howled in the trees. He scratched his ear with his back foot and seemed to pant excitedly. Debbie must be close. 
“There’s no time,” Dorek said. “Listen, I have an idea. It’s horrible, and I feel like a schmuck for asking you.” 
“No, don’t ever,” Mary cooed and stroked his face. 
“Female werewolves are very territorial. When she smells that you’re near her future mate, she’ll want to kill you even though you’re not a werewolf.” 
“Oh… oh dear. Why doesn’t the male care about you?” Mary asked. 
“All he cares about is ejaculating. And he smells that she’s on the way. To him everything is looking good.” 
“So what do we do?” 
“We need to get you inside the observatory, but we have to wait until we’re sure she’s noticed you and is coming for the kill.” 
“Make love to me first before I die,” Mary said dramatically. 
“Stop it, you’re not going to die,” Dorek said. “No one is. I promise you that.” 
He took her by the hand and said, “Come on, we have to hurry.” 
The entrance to the observatory was a large bronze door with planets 
and stars etched into it. It seemed custom made, and probably cost the city a lot of money. Thousands upon thousands, even. 
Dorek looked it up and down and sighed, “Well, it can’t be helped,” and punched a hole through it. He reached in and unlocked it. 
Mary’s knees quivered and she moaned out loud. So hot. “This way,” he said. 
The air was cold, not warm like Mary had hoped, and the room was bare. 
One massive telescope pointed upwards towards the heavens in the center of the room of an empty, large room, and that was it. Not exactly the greatest place to lure a werewolf in. 
“OK, change of plan,” Dorek said. “We’re not going to be able to do anything fancy. We’re just going to have to run in and run out and pray we can close the door fast enough.” 
“You just punched a hole in it,” Mary said. “Totally sexy, by the way, but what good does it do now?” 
“I can keep it closed until backup arrives. Jordan is on his way.” “Are we putting the male in there, too?” 
“Yes, we have to lure them both in. I’m thinking that with her right there, the male won’t care if she wants to take you out. He’ll just pin her down and take care of business.” 
“How are we going to lure them both in?” 
“Well, he’ll be chasing her, and she’ll be chasing us. The girls are naturally faster than the boys, so it’s going to be a test of how fast I can move tonight and yet not lose him.” 
Despite being drunk with lust, Mary bit her lip. She was scared. 
“Don’t worry. This isn’t my first polka dance,” Dorek said. 
“Owwwwwooooooooooooo!” Scott howled. 
“She must be almost here. Come on. Get on my back,” Dorek said. 
Mary did. She wrapped her hands around his neck and squeezed his torso with her thighs. 
He jumped suddenly from the entrance of the observatory to the middle of the parking lot. 
A good 70-foot jump. 
“Holy shit, Dorek!” Mary exclaimed. “Do it again! Do it again!” 
“You’ll have your fill of it in just a moment,” Dorek said. “There she is.” Flying through the branches like a banshee, the female werewolf 
stopped in a thin, swaying pine tree. Heavily matted in light, golden brown fur. 
Ears pointy, breasts perky, she smelled Mary and growled loudly. She readied to pounce from the tree top, wiggling her but and swishing her tail. 
“Oh Dorek,” Mary said and buried her eyes in him. 
She squeezed him as hard as she could and felt him lurch to the right, jump quickly forward, and then practically fly high up into the air among the treetops before stopping quickly. The trees rustled again soon afterwards, and Mary heard the female growl only a few feet away as Dorek evaded her grasps and plunged downwards. 
He landed lightly. 
A quick lurch forward, and Mary heard the stillness of the observatory before she felt her body rushed upwards again. 
Hollow metal sounds. Tap, tap, tap. 
Mary braved a glance and saw that they were skipping to a stop at the top of the telescope. 
The female quickly came in and sniffed them out. She growled angrily and stuck her butt up in the air again preparing to pounce. Scott the werewolf hurdled in and tackled her to the ground. 
“That’s is our cue,” Dorek said. He jumped with such tremendous speed that Mary’s head had trouble processing. One second they were only a few feet away from red eyed beasts, and the next Dorek was zipping around and slamming the bronze door closed. 
“Jump off!” he shouted. 
Mary did and he leaned against the door with all of his strength. 
The door pounded and jerked his body forward, but he kept it closed. Then screaming… horrific, gut wrenching screaming. Breaking glass, falling pipes. They sounded like they were killing each other. 
Mary said as much to Dorek. 
“That, my dear Mary, is just what it sounds like when two werewolves fuck,” 
he said and laughed. 
“Oh… well what do we do now?” Mary asked, tracing a finger from the top of his chest to the bottom of his groin. He quickly got large. 
“Mary, please, not right now. If this door opens and one of them gets out, people will die. And one of them would probably be you.” 
He winced as his stomach turned over and growled. She could hear it. It was really grumbling. 
“Do you want to eat now?” she said worried. 
The door started pounding rhythmically but not forcefully enough to cause him to lose his footing. 
They were fucking right against the door. 
“I don’t know how we would manage that,” Dorek said. “This whole game changes once they realize they can both push at the same time.” 
“So you’re going to need your strength,” Mary said and raised her sweater up, showing him once again her round, magnificent breasts. 
“Oh god, reposition my cock,” Dorek said. “It’s right against the zipper!” 
Mary giggled and reached in and moved him to the side. “Here,” she said, raising her breasts to his mouth. “Drink.” 
Fangs descended from his mouth. His canines on both the bottom and top of his mouth were much larger and sharper. 
He took a deep breath and plunged his fangs into her soft breast, puncturing the skin around her nipple. 
It only hurt a little bit at first, but then his tongue started swirling and sucking around her areola. Oh, she could cum just by that alone! 
“Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” she exclaimed. 
She had never cum just from having her tits sucked on before, but here it came. 
The intense tingling at the tip of her nipple pulsed and ached across her entire breast, down through her stomach, and then broke and became a cataclysmic wave through her whole body. 
She bucked and spasmed against him as she came. Jolt after jolt shot through her. 
After it had passed, she realized she was leaning into him with her back arched, oblivious to the world. 
But the orgasm did little to satiate her lust. 
She held up her other breast and said, “Now this side, please.” 
She was in the middle of cumming a second time when Jordan jumped into view. 
“It looks like I got the wrong fucking beat tonight!” he exclaimed. She smiled at him, but returned her lust back to Dorek. One hot vampire was enough for her… for now. 
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Backup, other than Jordan, finally came four hours before sunrise and secured the two werewolves. 
Dorek dropped her off at her apartment and walked her up the fire escape. 
She had forgotten to lock her back door, but a quick sweep through showed that no one had gone in. She paused at the end of her quick search and realized Dorek wasn’t behind her. 
She went back to the kitchen and found him smiling at her. 
“Can’t go inside a private residence unless I’m invited,” he said. “Public I can break into all day, but not private.” 
“If only that was true for all police officers,” she said and smiled. 
“Funny, har,” he said. 
She walked up to the back door. Might as well have some fun with him. “Is it just like some mental roadblock?” she asked tracing her sensitive, aching nipples, “Or is it full on magic? Is there like a force field or something? Magnetic waves pushing you out and all?” 
“Well, kind of a bit of both,” he said. “Are you not going to invite me in? 
How many times did you cum while I drank from you?” 
“I don’t even remember,” she said, shaking her head. And she really didn’t. 
Many of those orgasms had been in front of his partner, too, while he drank. She had never been entertainment for someone while cumming, but he had watched her like she was a part of some porno he had rented… and she liked it. She saw the outline of his cock through his pants. He wasn’t nearly as big as Dorek, but he was handsome. 
“Please,” Dorek said. “You’ve had me worked up all night.” 
She reached out and unzipped him, and his massive cock flopped out like a plank of wood. 
She lowered to her knees and took him within her mouth. His cock was past the threshold, but his body was not. 
Hm, she could have fun with this. 
She pumped him with her hand as her tongue and mouth slithered all around his head and shaft. 
He moaned loudly. 
“Careful,” she said. “Or you’ll get arrested for indecency.” “But you suck so well, Mary,” he said with his eyes closed. 
She placed her hands on his ass and pulled herself to him, forcing herself to deepthroat him. 
“Fuck yes!” he exclaimed. She started bobbing her head across his shaft faster and faster. She could taste his precum steadily oozing out. 
He was going to cum soon. 
He tried to reach in and grab her by the head, but the mystical laws of the universe forbade it— until, that is, she said he could come in. He then tried to touch her breasts, but they were too far past the door for him to do so. 
“Fuck, Mary, please let me in. I need to touch you!” 
She giggled on top of his cock, and started moaning loudly on him. All he could do was get his cock sucked. He might as well put his hands behind his back and realize he was at a glory hole. 
Mary’s glory hole— meant just for him. 
She brought her hand into play and began corkscrewing it around his member, keeping her mouth locked around him. 
He shuddered. 
“I’m going to fucking cum, Mary. Ah shit. I’m going to cum! Here I go!” She surprised him by taking all of his cum in her mouth— rope after rope. Sweet, oozy gooey cords of cum swirled and shot on her tongue, filling her mouth. Oh, she loved how he tasted. Like nectar. 
He shuddered as she squeezed the last of the cum out of his cock, and then exhaled deeply. “OK, can I come in now?” he asked. 
She shook her head no and smiled at him. 
“What! Why?” he asked. 
She shrugged her shoulders. “When I’m done with you, maybe…” She sucked him quickly back and forth a few times before popping her head off. She swallowed his cum and felt immediately giddy. Were there benefits to humans consuming vampires? She smiled at the thought. 
She stood up and saw that his erection wasn’t going anywhere. Nor was he. 
She slid her yoga pants down and arched her ass to his cock, easing him into her. Inch after terrifying inch. He sure did have a huge cock on him! 
She bounced her fat ass onto him 
“Mary, ooh I just want to slap your ass,” he said. “Please let me in.” “Not until I’m ready,” she said and smiled back at him. 
He couldn’t thrust within her. He was completely at the mercy of her pace. But she knew what he wanted and how he needed it. She didn’t know how, but she did. She could sense it. 
She increased the pace, and let her ass jiggle and shake on his member. “I am so going to spank you when you let me in!” 
“Promise?” she asked. 
“Oh yes. Your ass is going to be sore for a week.” She bounced on him faster. 
Faster. Faster 
still. 
He started grunting like Scott in his werewolf state. He was an animal. “Mary, I’m going to cum again soon! Oh Mary. Your ass is so hot. God you’re fucking hot!” 
This was the moment she had been waiting for. Would it work? 
“Cum inside of me! Cum in me, baby! Cum inside!” 
The barrier broke and he fell into her. 
He pushed her to the ground until she was laying on her stomach, and began fucking her full on helter skelter. The sound of their flesh smacking together filled the night air. 
“Aaahhhhhhhoooooooooooooooo! YES! YES! YES!” Dorek growled with her door open. He shot his seed far within her. This time cumming more and harder than the first time. His cum sent her overboard and a full bodied orgasm roared through her too. 
They collapsed to the ground, heaving and clinging to one another. 
She looked at him and saw that his once smiling face got suddenly serious. 
“What’s wrong?” she asked. 
“Well, I just… I just remembered that you’re entranced by me. I just remembered that this might not be real.” 
Mary looked up to the ceiling and shook her head. “Boys can be so silly sometimes,” she said. 
Dorek furrowed his brow. 
“One,” she said and held up a finger. “I was fully aware of what I was doing all night long. Not once did I harbor a single doubt about spending the night with you— I was entranced, but I wanted to be. And two,” she held up another finger. 
“I was into you long before I ever saw you with your shades off. And so yes, you have a spell on me, stupid boy, but that spell has been on me a long time, and you have no control over it.” 
Dorek smiled and said, “Promise?” “I 
promise,” Mary said. 





EPILOGUE
The next night, before he went to work, he showed up back at Mary’s back door. 
“Will you help me get ready for work?” he asked with messy hair and a scruffy chin. 
Mary reached out and pulled him by his shirt collar inside. 
After they had loud, animal sex that disturbed the neighbors awake, she helped him choose a tie and combed his hair. 
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