
        
            
                
            
        

    
 HAUNTED WHISPERS




STORY DESCRIPTION


Jim and Julie have known each other since she was his little sister’s third grade
friend with skinned knees and braces, and he was an awkward teen ager. 


Jim is now a handsome and brave member of the Royal Canadian Mounted
Police, and Julie is a gorgeous blonde who turns men’s heads. Every man, that
is, but Jim, who still sees her as his little sister’s best friend. 


If only Julie could get Jim to actually notice her, she’s certain he’d see what she
does- that they’re meant for each other. 


Veronique and Etienne know just what to do. 


Passionately in love, both in life and after death, the ghosts are
dedicated to helping others find their own true passion. 


But, just as some spirits assist those on the earthly plane, others spread
depravity, hatred and ruin. 


When Julie is cast into a terrifying nightmare, will Jim finally admit his true
feelings for the beautiful woman who has been right under his nose this
whole time? 
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The clang echoed through the entire camp. They all knew the sound and what it meant. Dick Harden had ruined his axe. Without it, he had no job. 
Dick held the axe in his hands and stared at it stupidly. Half of the axe head was still attached to the handle. The other half lay by the log he'd been cutting. He looked hopelessly at the hidden rock inside the log. The rock must have slid down the slope and landed in the crook of the tree and stayed there. The tree grew around the rock and hid it. 
Dick wasn’t a lumberman. That much was obvious. He’d been working for just a week for the Great Northern Logging Company and still wore city shoes, shirt and pants. He hadn’t filled out yet. His muscles weren’t up to the task of felling huge, old-growth pine trees. He had a good work ethic. His body would adapt if given enough time. He saw the foreman looking at him. The man was mean, a bully with no empathy. The foreman walked toward him. 
The scene was half paradise and half sterile ruin. On one side, trees as tall as any building in Victoria worked together to make a forest that was fragrant and alive with animals of every size. The other side looked like the scar from a very bad burn. The trees were gone. The loggers tore up the dirt with their trucks, killing everything that was green. It was empty, lifeless and ugly. 
He looked around him at the other men. He needed help and an axe. He didn’t see anyone with either to give him. Except Etienne. Etienne had two axes. He kept one beside him in case his first one failed. 
Dick looked at Etienne’s eyes. His need was obvious to anyone within a hundred yards. Etienne shook his head. 
The year was 1935 at the height of the Depression and jobs were as scarce. The logging camp sat on the west side of Vancouver Island. Logging was the only business open to Dick. There were men who owned fishing trawlers who hired other men to serve on the boats, but Dick couldn’t swim 
and got violently seasick. It was either logging or starvation. 
The foreman fired Dick on the spot. The company didn’t buy axes for the lumberjacks. They had to have their own. If a man didn’t have an axe, he didn’t have a job. 
Dick walked down the dusty dirt road headed towards Hatchet without hope. 
Hatchet was Dodge City in the wilderness. Seven hundred people lived there in chaos. The citizens of Hatchet hadn't elected a sheriff or mayor yet. Most didn't stay in Hatchet for any longer than it took to buy a mule, a pan for finding gold and a few provisions. 
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Etienne didn’t think about Dick. He shrugged. Bad luck happened to everyone. 
If it was your turn to be under a falling tree, that was the way it was. Sympathy didn’t change anything. 
Etienne took up a lot of space. He stretched up to six feet five inches tall and out far enough to discourage bar fights. Anybody with a grudge or a temper looked at Etienne and walked away. 
After work, he caught a ride into Hatchet and found Dusty’s Saloon. He wore the same clothes he worked in; rough shirt, heavy pants and lumberjack boots. 
He took a seat at one of the tables scattered around Dusty’s and watched the stage. 
The curtain rose and a line of dancers flowed in. The girls lifted their skirts high and kicked their legs. They whooped and hollered and the men whooped and hollered. 
Etienne watched for a minute and noticed his vision had narrowed to the fourth girl from the left at the exclusion of everyone else. His soul concentrated as well. 
He made a decision. When Etienne made a decision, it took dynamite to change it. 
Etienne had a reputation. He wasn’t mean, but he got what he wanted. The fourth girl from the left had everything Etienne thought he would ever need. She had intelligent eyes and a pleasant smile. He noticed the curve of her legs, the slope of her breasts and her thin waist. 
He stood up, walked slowly but with purpose across the room and up on the stage. The girls stopped dancing to watch him. Everybody in the saloon watched him. He didn’t notice. Without a word, he threw the fourth girl from the left over his shoulder and walked off the stage. 
He didn’t know it, but the girl noticed him thirty seconds before he saw her. She liked his great, rough face. It looked like it had been cut out of a heavy log with only the biggest tools. His broad shoulders and heavy arms made her heart tingle. They looked sturdy and safe to her. Ten seconds after 
she saw him, she decided she was going to marry him and give him babies. 
When he walked onto the stage, she stepped forward while the other girls retreated. She placed herself in front of him and smiled. 
She happily found herself on his shoulder with her skirt falling down her back. 
He patted her rump and grunted. She waved at her friends in the dancing troupe and said, “I am being carried off by a big mans with many muscles. Au revoir, mes ami, au revoir.” 
Veronique Despain was twenty-four, with lustrous hair the color of a sunset and blue eyes. She had a voluptuous, curvy figure. She had to. Dance troupes don’t hire skinny girls to dance in front of burly, frontier men. 
Etienne climbed the stairs and found an empty room. He dropped Veronique on the floor on her feet and reached for the buttons on her costume. He stopped when her soft hands landed on his. She didn’t try to keep his hands still. She simply touched him, and he stopped moving. She said, “Just a short moment, my huge friend. You can have me, but I want some information before you do. What is your names?” 
Etienne’s voice carried wonder and surprise. Nobody’d ever stopped him from taking what he wanted before. This little girl did it just by touching him. 
He said, “Etienne Beauregard.” 
“That is a fine name.” She let go of his hands and ran her hands up and down his arms and across his chest. “You are very big. I like that. The big mans gets to me every time. I am Veronique Despain.” 
She made him look into her eyes. She studied his with intensity. She said, 
“Yes. I see it. We have the future, my man of many muscles. You and me.” She found a stool in the corner of the room and stood on it in front of Etienne. 
She grabbed his hands and planted them on her breasts. She held both of them against her with one hand and stroked his cheek with the other. “You must listen to me. Your life isn’t yours any more. It’s ours. Trust me. You won't mind. Not even a little bit. I will give you much more than I take.” 
Etienne’s eyes narrowed. Veronique saw it and pulled the hand that had been caressing his cheek back to rest on his hand. She held both of his hands on her breasts. Neither moved. She said, “Look at me, my fine strong man. Look into my eyes.” 
Etienne didn’t have a choice. He stared at her eyes with intense concentration. 
She moved his hands, and her breasts underneath, around her chest. She 
squeezed his hands, and he squeezed her lovely mounds in turn. She said, “Feel me. Feel my breasts. They are yours and yours alone. No other mans will touch me. Ever. Just you. Do you understand that which I say?” 
She left his hands on their own and held his cheeks with both of hers. “Answer me, my dear. I am telling you the future. We are together forever, you and I, but you have to say ‘yes’.” 
He didn’t talk. She saw comprehension in his eyes, but his mouth didn’t move. 
She pushed his hands away from her body and held them in the air. “Don’t do the movements for a minute.” She shook a finger at his hands. "Stay." She paused to make sure his hands obeyed. "Good boys." 
She quickly undid the top of her costume and let it drop to her waist. Etienne studied her bare breasts as if they were a map to true happiness. She let him look for a long time then brought his hands back to her, now bare, breasts. He molded his hands onto her body. 
He moved his hands gently, allowing his rough palms to slide across her soft mounds. She felt his calluses catch and pull at her tender skin. She smiled. 
“That is good. Do that more.” 
After a few minutes, Etienne looked like a man who’s been struck between the eyes with a heavy board. 
Veronique brought his head up to look at her eyes. “Can you hear me, my big, burly fellow? Look at my eyes, again.” She waited until they were both in the same universe. “I will give myself to you now, but you must agree to have me as your woman all of your lives. I am to be your only woman. Do you understand?” 
He nodded. 
“I will ask you again tomorrow when you aren’t insane with the need for my lovings. If you say ‘yes’ again, we are together forever.” She pushed his hands away again and slipped out of her skirt and frilly panties. She said, “Take your clothes off too. I won’t be the only one naked.” 
Etienne ripped off his shirt and threw it across the room. His hands seemed to move so quickly that he’d taken off his pants, shoes and socks before his shirt hit the floor. 
He moved to lift her up, but she stopped him again with a touch. “Wait. I must tell you somethings. I am not the fragile woman. You don’t need the soft touches to please me. Also, I like the mans who grunts and howls as he takes me. You can do that too.” She kissed him very quickly. “Stand there, still as the statue. I must pay the attentions to your manhood.” 
She dropped off the stool and fell to her knees. She stroked his half-hard erection. “What a cock. How big and hard. Will it fit inside of me, I wonder? 
We shall have to make the attempt.” 
She inhaled the head of his cock and sucked. She held onto the shaft with both hands and pumped him up and down. After a minute, she held his walnut-sized balls with one hand and pumped his shaft with the other. 
She lifted her head and licked her lips. Her hands kept doing their job. “Que Magnifique. What a man.” 
She stood up and held her arms out on either side. “I turn myself over to you. 
Do to me what you want. I am not the doll made of china. I will not break.” 
Etienne picked her up effortlessly with his hands under her arms. He turned and rammed her into the wall and followed up by slamming his body into hers. She said, “Oof. That was strong. I may be broken somewhere.” She smiled. “But I liked it. I really did.” 
Etienne spread her legs with his and pushed himself against her hips. She wrapped her legs around his waist and clasped her hands in back of his neck. 
She pulled him in for a kiss. He pushed against her and the back of her head bumped against the wall. 
Etienne supported her with his hips blocked against hers. He broke the kiss and leaned back. Veronique said, “What will you do to me now?” 
Etienne ran his coarse hands over her chest and breasts then her shoulders and neck. He didn't stop for many minutes. The harsh skin on his palms rubbed her delicate skin like sandpaper. He didn’t stop. Veronique looked at him in wonder as her skin became hot and red. She said, “That is new. I know nothing of this thing you do. I like it.” She grabbed his hands and put them directly on her breasts again. “Do my lovely pillows. I want to see what you do to me. 
What it makes inside me.” 
Etienne made his hands more forceful. Her breasts glowed a deep red. He paused from time to time to pinch and twist the delicate flowers on the tips of her breasts. She rested her head against the wall and closed her eyes. She held his wrists with her hands and encouraged him. 
Abruptly, her breathing slowed down and her eyelids opened halfway. She groaned. “That is so wonderful. Never have I felt this before.” 
She began to gulp and work at breathing. It seemed to her that the air in the little room had become thick with the essence of aroused bodies. She 
inhaled deeply, smelling his intense male odor and her elegant female smell riding along on top of it. She felt her body melt into his at that moment. 
She moved her hips around and let them drop down. She found his cock and nestled it into her entrance. Her sleepy eyes met his. Her voice was little more than a whisper, “Go slowly, mon amor. You don’t want to hurt me, do you?" 
She waited until he shook his head. “Bon. I can make you very happy with the loving and the cooking, but I won’t be hurt.” 
She sunk down a few inches, groaning and whimpering. She closed her eyes. 
“This does hurt, but I need to feel it hurt me.” She opened her eyes enough to see him. “Do you understand? You are taking me, but I also am taking you. The hurt tells me that you are mine. I have to hurt to win you. It is what the woman does for her man.” She sunk down all the way, whining and moaning over every inch of his penetration. 
He filled her completely. She opened her eyes again just a little bit. “We do not do any further for a moment. I must get used to your size. You are the very big man. It is nice for me, but it will take a bit of time to grow accustomed to you.” 
She smiled. “Is it the right word in the English? 
‘Accustomed’?” 
Etienne said, “Yes. Perfect.” She smiled again. “You haven’t made the talk before now. You have the deep, manly voice I enjoy.” She sighed from all the way down. She kept sighing and moving her hips around. She lowered herself down even further. After a few minutes, she smiled. Her face relaxed into happy acceptance. “Bon, I have made the adjustment. More.” 
Etienne whirled around and put her on the bed on her back. He kept his penetration of her body. She smiled and pulled her knees higher on his back. 
“Mount me, my stallion. Do not be the gentleman. I want you to be rough in your taking of me.” 
Etienne pounded into Veronique. Her belly and breasts shook with the force of his blows. She smiled as he did it. 
They held the same rhythm and penetration for a long time. Suddenly, Veronique’s mouth fell open and her eyes retreated up into her head. She arched her back and trembled like land suffering an earthquake. Her arms flailed against the bed, and she cried out in time with the contractions of her orgasm. 
Etienne lifted his face to the ceiling and howled in triumph. Veronique recovered enough to grin at his compliment. 
Male voices howled in response on either side of them. Veronique 
laughed, "We have made the hit with the others doing the same thing." 
Etienne started his climb to orgasm. He paused enough to groan, “Baby?” 
before he increased the depth and tempo of his movements. 
Veronique touched his cheek. “My sweet. I want your babies. Make your seed inside me. Maybe we’ll have the luck.” 
She felt him stiffen and lengthen then stop. His pulsing, pumping cock delivered ten bursts of semen inside her. She curled her body toward him as he did it. 
She groaned long and low and closed her eyes. 
He fell down on her, letting all of his weight press her into the mattress. He mumbled, “Too heavy?” 
She brought him closer with her legs around his rump and her arms around his chest. “No, mi amor. It is the weight I deserve. I earned it. I have given you myself and this is my reward.” 
The next morning, they made love again. Veronique paused on her way to the bathroom. Etienne sat on the bed and watched her. She said, "Now, it is the morning. You are happy with your cummings in my body and relaxed. The passion doesn't push you so much at this moment. Last night, I said I would ask again. We will be together as one person for the rest of our lives, leaving out any other who would intrude? What is your answers, big fellow? Are you man enough to keep me happy?” 
Etienne got up quickly, with surprising grace, and held her in his arms. He kissed her with commitment. When the kiss ended, she said, "My, you have almost made me aroused like the first time. But you have to say the word. Are we the couples? Are we going to have babies and raise them as one person?" 
His voice was heavy and clear. Veronique knew men. He said, "Yes", and she knew he'd keep his word. 


3

They dressed and walked up the street in the little mining town. Dick Harden passed them. He saw Etienne. His expression would have killed lesser men. He spat at Etienne's boots and grumbled something obscene. Etienne paid no attention. 
Veronique said, "Why does that man give you the dislike, mon amor? He has hate in his heart toward you." 
"We worked in the same camp. His axe broke, and he got fired. I had a spare and wouldn't give it to him. It's not my problem." 
Veronique held his arm and made him stop walking. "That is wrong. When someone else wants an important thing, and you can help; you have to help. God will punish you if you don't." She saw that her argument didn't penetrate beyond the surface of his eyes. "Let me ask you the question. What if it had been around the other way, your axe did the breaking and he had the other axe instead. How would you feel?" 
"Same as he does. It's still not my problem." 
"Listen to me. This is important. Do you credit me? Do you think I have the wisdom? Answer me." 
Etienne took a deep breath. "Yes. I credit you with wisdom." 
"Bon. The world makes things even. If you hurt someone this afternoon, the world makes someone else hurt you tomorrow morning. It goes the other way, backwards, too. If you help someone, someone else helps you. You must give to get. Do you understand?" 
Etienne gave that some thought. "Yes, I understand." 
"You are big and powerful, but that will not always be. Help that man. You will need his help sometimes again." 
Etienne nodded. 
Veronique waited. "Now, my handsome fellow. Now." 
Etienne grinned. "You think I'm handsome?" 
"Yes. Brutish, like the cave mans, but handsome. Why do you stand 
before me still? Catch up to that mans and help him." 
Etienne ran down the street. Buildings along the way didn't actually shake as he loped past, but they could have. He spotted Dick walking quickly and angrily along the sidewalk. Etienne caught up with him. Dick turned, still angry. "What do you want?" 
"I've got to help you. My woman told me I should have done it yesterday. 
She's right. Let's get you an axe and get your job back." 
Dick couldn't move. He was so used to life giving him a kick that he couldn't process something nice. Etienne put his arm around his shoulders. "Let's get this done." Etienne steered Dick into a hardware store. They bought an axe and some decent work clothes. 
We don't always see the changes in our life when they happen. They seem too insignificant to notice. Etienne didn't notice his character change at that moment. 
He looked Dick in the eyes and saw gratitude and something else. Etienne said, 
"When was the last time you had some grub?" 
"Two days ago. I haven't been paid yet." 
"You can't go without eating. You'll fall over." 
Etienne bought him a meal and gave him enough money to eat for the rest of the week. Dick tried to keep the tears out of his eyes and failed. "Thanks. You rescued me." 
Etienne said, with sincerity, "I'm glad I could help." He ran out of the cafe and found Veronique looking in a store window at some very silly hats. Etienne said, 
"I made it right. I bought him an axe and some clothes and a meal. I know where the foreman lives. I'll talk to him this afternoon." 
"Very good. It feels better. The giving of the good instead of the bad. It makes you happy, does it not." 
Etienne's face lit up in surprise. "It does." He grinned. "Damn all. That's a surprise." 
Something occurred to Veronique. "He didn't have the meals since when?" 
"Two days. I bought him some grub and gave him some money. He'll be able to eat until he gets paid." 
"Bon." She kissed him on the cheek. "You are the good mans as well as the big one. Bon." 
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Ten years later, Etienne and Veronique, now his wife, moved to the bigger city of Victoria. Etienne worked as a town marshal. Veronique tended to their three children, two girls and a boy. 
It was dinner time. Veronique put food on dishes and set the dishes on a tray. She called, "Angelique, Jean Paul, come for the tray to give to Mrs. Peters." 
A beautiful girl, age eight, and a handsome boy, age seven, ran into the kitchen. 
Veronique handed Angelique the tray and covered it with a towel. Jean said, 
"Why do we take food to Mrs. Peters every day, mama?" 
Etienne answered, "Because she doesn't eat if we don't. She loses track of time and forgets." 
Jean continued, "But why do we do it?" 
Veronique said, "We have the communications problem on this. She won't eat unless we take it to her. Comprendre, mon amor?" 
"But why us?" 
Etienne stood up. "Because we can. It's that simple." Jean said, "Oh." 
Etienne, his son and daughter carried the food over to Mrs. Peters while Veronique fed the baby. Mrs. Peters was delighted for the food and the chance to visit with her neighbors. 
IN 2008, an eighty-year-old Etienne and his seventy-seven-year old wife, Veronique stood, happily, in the basket of a hot air balloon flying over the whales off the coast of Quebec. They made a fine wrinkled, grey-haired couple. 
They loved their grandchildren and great grandchildren, and it showed in their faces. 
They heard a hissing sound and looked up. The tanks full of propane exploded with enough force to shred everything and everyone in the basket. 
WITHIN SECONDS, they found themselves standing on the water underneath the obliterated balloon. They stared at each other in surprise. Veronique said, 
"We are young again." She stared at Etienne. "My darlings, I can see through you. You aren't you, anymore." 
"I also can look at the ocean through your body. It's a lovely body. This is how you looked when I first saw you." 
"We ought to wear some clothes, though, I think. It is more dignified. We might meet others like us." 
Etienne walked across the water and slid his hand into Veronique's body. 
She giggled, "Etienne, that tickles." 
They said the next words at the same time. "We're dead. 
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I can’t just strip my clothes off and jump on him. That won’t work,” said Julie 
“Well, it would work, but not the way you want it to,” responded her best friend Monica. 
“That’s true, but I’m getting pretty desperate. I might have to actually give it a try,” she giggled. 
“Jim’s blind. You are hot. There’s not a single guy on campus whose head doesn’t turn when you walk by. I’ve seen it.” She thought for a moment. “I could always put a little birdy in my brother’s ear. I don’t know, just kind of suggest that you might be interested in him in more than a friendly kind of way, or something.” 
Julie was mortified. “Don’t you dare! You know Jim as well as I do. He is not going to find pushiness or over-aggressiveness attractive. This is Jim we’re talking about here. This has to be his idea.” 
Monica knew she was right, which is why she hadn’t said anything thus far. Her brother, Jim, was highly competitive. He had been a basketball star in high school. In fact, Jim excelled over others at most things he tried. Not necessarily because he was naturally gifted, but because he worked harder than the next guy until he was the better of the two. 
As far as women were concerned, he liked to take the lead. Monica always teased him calling him “Mr. Macho”, and saying that he was ultra- picky when it came to women. But, that wasn’t it. He was s elective, he called it. He had dated a few women. Jim didn’t want just any woman, and women who threw themselves at men, he felt, lacked dignity and self-respect, as did men who slept with any woman just because she was available to him. 
Julie and Monica both sighed at the same time. 
Julie and Jim had known one another since he was a pimply-faced greasy-haired teenager, and she was a skinned-kneed third grader with braces and a pixie haircut. She and Monica met in third grade, became instant best 
friends, had been inseparable ever since. 
The problem for Julie was that while she now fawned over the handsome, honorable man Jim had become, he still saw her as the annoying awkward tomboy who hung around with his little sister. If Julie could only catch his eye, capture his attention, she knew they were right for each other. She was pretty sure he’d see it if only he could see her. 

They all lived in Victoria, now a well-ordered and active city. Julie and Monica were seniors at the University of Victoria. Jim was a constable in the Royal Canadian Mounted Police. 
Julie and Monica continued their walk along a forest path on the west side of Vancouver Island. The island is divided along the mountain range that runs north and south down the middle. One side is dense rain forest and the other almost a desert. 
"I love the forest. It's so alive and growing." Julie looked around her. She absentmindedly rubbed her tummy below her navel. "It makes me think it's getting thicker as I look at it." 
"Doesn't it ever make you think it's coming for you? Like it's going to grab your ankle and drag you into the moss and bushes and eat you alive or something?" 
Julie laughed. "Is that what this makes you think of? Monsters in the undergrowth, waiting to take you away." 
"Don't laugh. It's true. Well, anyway, it seems to be true." Monica threw a pointed looked at Julie's hand as it made small circles on her body. "Are you baby hungry?" 
Julie studied her hand. It hadn't stopped moving. "Frankly yes, I am. I want Jim's baby,” she giggled, “I could grow it right in here and give birth and raise it. 
Why can't I?" 
"Because he can't see you!” Monica played along. “No, he won't see you. 
If he doesn't notice you, he can't plant the seed that makes the baby," she wiggled her eyebrows up and down and flashed Julie a cheesy grin. 
Monica agreed that Julie and Jim would make a perfect couple. They were similar in some ways, and in others their differences seemed to complement one another. Plus, there was the fact that her best friend was almost family already. 
Heck, if Jim and Julie got married, they would actually be family. Hers and Julie’s children would be cousins, they could plan family reunions together, spend holidays together. . If her brother would just get his head out of his arse. 
They looked at each other with dissatisfied faces. Monica said, 
"Tonight's the party at his frat house. Maybe you can make some progress." 
Her friend Julie was indeed hot Monica thought to herself. She had deep blue eyes and blonde hair and a figure that men who aren’t Monica’s brother, Jim, thought about way too much. Monica was the opposite. She was shorter than Julie and fuller. Julie had longer legs but Monica was more outgoing and flirted much more effectively. 


6

In Julie’s bedroom, Etienne and Veronique Beauregard sat on top of a tall dresser; or rather, they sat three inches above the tall dresser because it was dusty. They'd gotten dressed. Veronique said it was not dignified to be naked in polite society alive or dead. 
Veronique wore a dress from the 1920’s; silver with a short skirt and a low neckline. Etienne wore the clothes of a lumberjack; rough pants and a wool shirt with heavy boots. They'd worn the same clothes the first time Etienne saw Veronique in a dance troupe at the local bar. Veronique came west to Vancouver Island because she was tired of polite, slow moving men with no hair on their chests. 
They watched Julie and Monica walk into Julie's bedroom, Veronique with a worried frown on her face. Veronique shook her head. “These English girls are never taught to be the woman. My mama showed me how to sit, stand and walk in a way that attracts the mans attentions. They have no idea.” 
“It’s just ‘attention’, mon petit chou-chou, not ‘attentions’.” 
As Julie grew, her bedroom changed. It no longer held dolls and a play house. 
She'd gone through the stage of putting rock stars on her walls and moved on to a pleasant, sunny room with quilts on the bed and pictures of her family and friends on her dresser. 
Veronique said, “English is tres ennuyeux. I looked it up to say it in the English. 
‘Ennuyeux’ means boring, stupid, awkward, tedious and annoying. That is what this language is.” 
“That’s all true but it is the language of Canada today.” 
“If we had stayed in Ontario, I could hear French spoken every day.” 
“That’s true, but we are here.” 
“That’s not the only thing. The weather out here makes my skin dry.” Etienne looked at her steadily for a few seconds. Veronique frowned and said, “Well alright, if I still had skin, it would be dry all the time. Anyway, I can’t stand the rain in the winter.” 
“I know, mi amour. But we stray from the topic which is how to get the dull-witted Jim to notice the beautiful Julie.” 
“Bah, that is easy. I will her mind open to the possibilities of her feminine side. It will surprise her English morals, and I will love it. But first, she must have a case of the desperates. She must fail at something she most wants to make happen." 
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That night, Etienne and Veronique followed Jim to a party thrown by Jim's former fraternity. Jim stood six feet four inches tall. In addition to playing high school basketball he had also been on the swim team at his high school and college. His shoulders stretched far enough on each side to have their own time zone. His smile, dark hair and deep blue eyes could turn any woman under the age of eighty into a puddle of desire. As Jim went in the door, an acquaintance named Inez Moreau took his arm. 
“Jim, it’s nice to see you. Come with me. I’ll introduce you around.” Jim went. 
As was true to his nature, he'd exercised good sense in the fraternity he’d chosen. Pi Delta Zeta stood out from the rest of the fraternities. They had strict limits on drinking and rules against cheating on tests. The club house was always neat; not because the young men were neat, but because the fraternity hired a cleaning company to pick up, dust and polish, and a woman to cook and wash up. It cost twice the price of any other fraternity, but Jim came from major money, and he could afford it. 
Inez didn't fit, or rather, she fit into the fraternity like a marauding mountain lion in a flock of lambs. She was the product of greed, naked ambition and talented plastic surgery. Her eyes were the only thing that hadn’t been expanded, trimmed or sucked. In a soft light, she looked experienced and intriguing. 
Daylight made her look hard and avaricious. Her bleached blonde hair failed to soften her look. 
Standing in a corner, three inches above the floor, a man who had been known as Jacques Moreau watched Inez capture Jim. Jacques had been hung in 1924 for murdering an elderly couple for the rent money that they kept in a glass jar under their bed. His eyes sunk back inside his skull as if they were recoiling at what he’d done. His mouth was a thin, corrupted pink line across his face. His body was emaciated and weak. He moved his neck around as if it still hurt. 
He waved his hand and Inez pressed Jim’s arm into her left breast. She whispered in his ear, “I’d like to talk to you some place private. I need your help on something.” 
She didn’t wait for an answer. She grabbed his hand and pulled him into a spare bedroom. Jacques floated through the door and stood directly behind Inez talking into her ear. 
Jim asked, “What is it?” 
“I’m thinking of having plastic surgery. I wanted your opinion of my boobs.” 
Jim frowned. He considered ‘boobs’ to be crude and unromantic. 
Inez missed it. So did Jacques. Neither had much regard for other people, so they paid little attention. 
Inez stripped out of her blouse and threw it on a chair. She’d spent time picking out the best bra to use on Jim. Jacques was a big help. He’d known dozens of women, most of them purchased for an evening, and he remembered what he’d liked. He helped her choose a push-up bra with wide set straps and lace along the top. Her already augmented breasts made a lovely fullness above the fabric of the bra. 
She turned from side to side. She stopped and held up a hand. “Wait a minute. 
How can you give me a good opinion with the bra in the way?” She unhooked it and threw it on top of her blouse. 
The previous year, a talented plastic surgeon had changed her 32A breasts into 32C with the careful addition of pads of fifth-generation, semi- solid, silicone gel. Inez paid him partly in cash and partly with access to her new body. 
She turned her weapons on Jim. “Should I get implants? What do you think?” 
Once again, she raised her hands, “Stop. How could you know it you haven’t touched them?” 
She pounced, leaping toward him and snagging his hands which she held on her manufactured breasts. “Now, you can make a judgment. No, you can’t. 
You need to see my entire body to see if bigger boobs would fit with my figure.” 
She reached for her skirt. Jim stopped her with his hand on hers. She said, 
“You don’t want to?” 
Jim said, “You're beautiful, but we don’t know each other well enough to make love. I think that's where this is headed.” 
Inez responded without thinking, which meant she told the truth. “I 
don’t think you’re understanding me. I just want to fuck, none of that ‘make love’ shit.” 
“I’m sorry. I have to have a relationship with a girl before we get intimate.” 
Inez took a few seconds to readjust her expression. She held her hands over her breasts. “Good for you. You passed. I have that little test for men who interest me. If you’d accepted my offer, I would have dumped you. I’m tired of men who go to bed a few hours after they’ve met a girl.” 
Inez watched him move away. She put on her bra hurriedly. “Don’t leave. 
You passed.” She scrambled into her blouse. “Like I said, that was a test.” She buttoned the last button on her blouse. 
Jim had the door open again. “I’m glad I passed. Why don’t we go back to the party?” He hurried out and closed the door behind him. 
Jacques said, “Bastard.” Inez 
said, “Bastard.” 
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Julie stood next to the table with drinks and cookies, Monica by her side. 
Julie said, “I don’t know what to do.” 
“Do anything. You know doing nothing won’t work. Just talk to him. 
See if that helps.” 
Julie’s expression continued to be grim and unhappy. “What will that do? 
I’ve talked to him a lot, and he still sees me as a little girl.” 
“Well, right now, I can’t think of anything else. Just talk to him to make sure he knows you’re still alive.” 
“Alright. I’ll give it a try.” 
Julie walked slowly over to Jim as he chatted with two other men. She touched him on the arm. “Hi Jim.” 
Veronique stood at Jim's elbow. She waved her fingers over his eyes. They darted here and there without landing on Julie. 
He said, over her head, looking at someone else, “Hey, Julie. Enjoying the party?” 
“Yes. It’s nice.” She paused. “No drunks.” 
Jim chuckled. “Everything’s better when there’s no drunks around.” 
“How’s work?” Jim scanned the crowd instead of looking at her. 
“It’s about the same. Vancouver Island isn’t a hotbed of violence and lawbreaking. I mostly break up family fights and haul drunks down to the jail.” 
It was obviously a canned response, his typical answer to the same question. 
Julie didn’t know what to do. Why won’t he look at her? She was growing so frustrated, she felt tears sting the backs of her eyes. 
“Okay. I’m going to talk with Monica again. See you later.” 
She walked across the floor to her friend. “Complete failure. Maybe I will take my clothes off. At least he’d look at me for more than a second at a time.” 
"I was watching,” Monica said, incredulously, “He never saw you, not even for a second." 
"It's because I've always been there. You and I have been best friends since the third grade. I'm like his sister. Invisible." 
"This party is a total waste. Let's go home." 
Julie stood at the front door. Her mouth suddenly turned into a straight line across her face. She said "I have one more utensil in my drawer, and I'm going to use it." 
The big room in the frat house had one light that played down on the center of the dance floor. The rest of the room was in shadow. They'd hired a DJ for the party. Julie spoke softly to him and he nodded. 
The music ended and the dancers drifted off to the edges of the floor. Julie walked out on the empty floor and stood under the light shining down. The light emphasized her blonde hair and her long graceful arms. The DJ 
waited until the crowd quieted down and started a song meant for slow dancing. 
It made them think of soft skin and quiet whimpers. 
Julie listened for a moment then did something she'd learned in dance class. She bent her knees and arched her back. She looked straight up into the central light. 
She closed her eyes. The expression on her face reminded everyone of a woman basking in warm sunlight. She put both hands on the back of her neck and slid them up into her hair. This made her neck look long and graceful. She waited a few moments for the crowd to appreciate her before she dropped her head and began swaying her hips from side to side. She'd worn a white blouse and tight, short, black skirt. Her light skin glowed and shimmered against the fabric. 
She lifted her arms with painful grace over her head and let them writhe slowly around each other. 
A few seconds later, she bent her knees and lowered herself. She dropped down very slowly and pushed her hips from side to side farther and farther. She paused at the bottom, with her rear end no more than three inches from her shoes and allowed her arms to fall down her body until they hung by her sides. 
She began the trip up. Her hands slid up her legs, catching her skirt for a second and pulling it up until a length of leg showed. 
Her hips never stopped moving. 
She moved her hands up her hips, pausing again to bring attention to their womanly curves. She moved her hands from her sides to her belly then up just below her breasts. 
She stopped her hips and waited while the crowd closed their collective mouth. 
Keeping her hips still and moving nothing else but her hands, she let 
her hands drift up until they cupped her breasts. She paused for a moment before she gave her hands permission to move up her chest and neck and back into her hair. 
The song ended. Julie walked off. The room was completely silent and stayed that way until Julie and Monica walked out the door. 
Monica said, "I didn't know you could do that! It was beautiful. . and so sexy. 
Wow!" 
"Thanks. The question is, did it do any good?" 
Monica frowned, "No. Sorry, honey, nothing. You attracted the attention of everybody in the room but Jim. My stupid brother never saw you." 
Julie stopped walking. "I feel like crying. I did everything I could think of to get him to look at me. None of it worked." 
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Veronique nudged Etienne. “It is what I told you. The girl has no idea of how to be the woman.” Etienne nodded. Veronique continued, “It is the basic part of being female. We have to know the ways of capturing and controlling the mans in our lives. How else can we move forward?” 
Etienne said, “What should she do then, hit him with a heavy stick?” “She must use all of her weapons. She only uses the weak things to get him. She doesn't know what else to do. I will show her, and she will succeed." 
Etienne floated around until he stood in front of Veronique. “Let me look at you.” 
Veronique delightedly turned around for her husband. “Do you think I’m still the entrancing woman?” 
“Most assuredly.” He paused. “Do you remember that little hotel room in Nanaimo?” 
“Our wedding night?” 
“Yes. I was so taken with you. You were so beautiful.” 
Veronique sighed deeply. “Thank you, Etienne. You make me feel very feminine.” 
They both faced the party again. Veronique said, “When we make the finish here, let’s visit our great-grandchildren. Michelle is having nightmares.” 
“She needs the soothing hand of her arriere grand mere on her anxious brow.” 
“Yes. I can give her the loving of my heart. She feels it.” Veronique studied Julie. “I have work that must be done with that petit Anglaise. She will lose the mans if she doesn’t change her actions. I will do that after her eyelids fall in sleep.” 
THAT NIGHT, Julie went to sleep in her oversize tee shirt and panties. She tossed 
and turned for a few minutes then settled down and let herself dream. 
She couldn’t see Veronique hover above her. She couldn’t hear Veronique say loving words to her and make suggestions about the direction of her dreams. 
Julie found herself standing in the center of a room with seats on every side. 
Handsome young men filled the room. All looked directly at Julie with serious expressions on their faces. 
She looked down at herself. She wore a dress she would never have worn in her real life. It came down just below her rump. Her long legs trailed down to the floor. She paused a moment to study her legs. They curved deliciously from her thighs through her perfect knees and down to shoes that were all straps with very high heels. She bent one knee and brought her leg in front of her to examine it. She was surprised to hear a massive gasp from the men in the room. 
Her dress sparkled with golden threads. It covered her, but it was translucent. 
As she moved, the dress allowed a breast to show then her lovely ass, then her waist. The men stared at her as if she were a time bomb ready to go off. 
She looked at their faces. They were trapped by her extraordinary beauty. 
She held her arms away from her body and turned around. 
Veronique's influence changed the direction of the dream. Up to that point, it followed most girl's fantasies, and it would have gone no further if Veronique hadn't interceded. 
Without thinking about it, Julie lifted her dress over her head and dropped it to the floor. She stood in front of a group of young men wearing only her high heels. She didn't blush or cover herself with her hands. 
Veronique told her to sway her hips. Soft music filled the room. She slipped her hands into her hair and swung her hips from side to side in an outlandish movement just as she had done in the frat house. She bent her knees and dropped down slowly. When she was all the way down, she let her hands fall to her sides. 
She felt her hands touch her legs. Once again, her hands framed her hips then caressed her tummy. She gasped. 
Her hands traveled up her naked skin until they reached her breasts. She held them up as if they were ripe fruit, and she was offering them to the men around her. She felt the heavy, full softness of her breasts and gasped again. When her hands slipped into her hair, she turned in a circle, swinging her 
hips in a circle. She let the men study each side of her body. 
She’d been aware of male breathing since this part of the dream started. As she twirled slowly in place, the sound stopped. Every man in the room held his breath and drank her in. 
She’d never felt like this. She said to herself. "I am beautiful. I am desirable. 
Men want me, and I want them to want me. It feels delicious." All her life, she'd enjoyed her parents and her own approval of her femininity. She moved on to include men and their special kind of appreciation. 
She finished the circle and smiled at all of them. They stood and clapped and yelled and stomped their feet. It was all for her. 
ETIENNE AND VERONIQUE watched from overhead. Etienne said, "That has done it. She knows how desirable she is. Our work is done." 
Veronique shook her head. "It is not done. She hasn't begun the part most important. It is quite one thing to show a girl that she is beautiful and that the mens will want her. It is another thing that she knows that the mans touch is welcome and good." Veronique raised her translucent finger and waved it in the air. "It is the difference between little girls and grown women. Grown women know what a man can do to her and likes it. That we must bring to pass right now. We must go back to the lovely Julie and give her another dream." 
JULIE FOUND herself walking down the hall of an opulent hotel. She wore an expensive, exquisite light blue gown that covered very little above her waist and flowed in graceful folds down to her feet. She looked at a mirror at the end of the hall and wondered who that extraordinary woman was. She knew it was a stranger. She would have remembered anyone so sophisticated and lovely as the woman in the mirror. She kept walking and studying and thinking. 
It wasn't until she was within ten feet of the mirror and raised her hand to touch her neck and the reflection did the same thing that she realized with a shock that the reflection was her own. 
She tried to reconcile her own image of herself, created as she grew up, through countless pictures taken by her mother at proms and graduations, with the fully formed woman in front of her. Her grown self looked like a stranger. 
Jim appeared behind her, wearing a tuxedo and looking very mature and 
handsome. He was serious and intense. 
He put his arms around her. Julie smiled. She noticed that a good- looking man was holding the woman in the mirror. Julie and her reflection shared a feminine expression of satisfaction. 
When Jim wrapped his arms around her, she'd held her arms against her chest. 
Jim gently pulled her arms down and moved his hands toward her chest. 
Julie watched them come closer. She knew they would land on her breasts. She felt a moment of alarm until she saw the woman in the mirror. Her reflection smiled in joy as her Jim cupped her breasts in his hands. 
Julie let him touch her. She felt the pressure of his hands lift her breasts and move them around her chest. Warmth flowed through the rest of her body as he caressed her. 
His hands left. She'd been keeping her eyes closed so she could concentrate on her feelings. She felt abandoned for a few seconds until he kissed the side of her neck. 
The Jim in the mirror slid his fingers under the straps of the other Julie's gown. 
He lifted them and moved them away from her shoulders and down her arms. 
Her Jim did the same thing. 
The gown dropped away from her breasts. She looked at herself with satisfaction. She knew she had good breasts and now she could show them off to Jim. Jim stood rock-still, his eyes riveted to her chest. She twisted her upper body, making her breasts sway, gracefully from side to side. The motion woke him up. He wanted to touch and hold as well was look. 
She felt his masculine hands on her white skin and her senses exploded. Her eyes misted over. She caught a glimpse of the poised, attractive woman in the mirror and saw her mouth drop open in arousal. 
Jim's hands left her upper body and dropped to her hips. He slowly began to gather up the material of her skirt in his hands. To Julie, it took several centuries for the hem of the gown to rise above her knees then her thighs. 
Jim held her skirt around her waist and slid his hand in glacial progress inside her panties. In the mirror her reflection looked steadily back between her legs as Jim's fingers reached their goal. The woman in the mirror stepped each foot to the side, opening her legs and allowing Jim full access to her most private place. 
Julie felt Jim's fingers rubbing and caressing. He generated excitement that made her head twirl. His other hand found the tip of one breast and 
twisted and pinched her. She felt a welcome sense of entrapment. His massive body blocked any retreat she might try to make to the rear. One arm hemmed her in on her right side. She had no escape in that direction. The hand attached to the arm held her solidly between her thighs, fingers locked on her pubic bone and a long finger exploring inside her. His other arm controlled the left side of her body and held her chest tightly against him. She felt both arms and his muscular chest cutting off flight on any side. 
The hand that had been caressing her breast found her hand and brought it back behind her. It pressed her hand on a long, thick rod of firm, male erection. She reflexively closed her fingers around it and moved her hand up and down. She heard Jim moan, and the sound filled her with pride. She knew she'd caused that erection and no one else. 
Nothing changed for several minutes except Julie's feelings of excitement. For the first time in her life, she wanted a male cock inside her. Not anyone's cock. 
She wanted Jim's. She ached for it. 
Jim's hand left her breast and pushed her hand away from his trousers. He pressed both of her hands against the mirror. She shared a moment of female intimacy with the woman in the mirror until Jim distracted her by bending her over with a large, firm hand in the middle of her back. 
Within seconds, she felt a truly magnificent male cock push against the entrance to her womanhood. She jumped. Jim was really big. She raised her head and saw the woman in the mirror smile, spread her feet apart and bend her knees. Julie realized she'd done the same thing. She wondered if her panties would interfere with his activities then felt her hips with one hand. Her panties had evaporated. 
Jim pushed gently inside her. She gasped at the same time the woman in the mirror gasped. She closed her eyes as Jim penetrated her in one long, relentless move. 
She felt completely full. Her mouth dropped open. She opened her eyes and heard the woman in the mirror and her own voice say, "Heavenly." 
Jim moved back and forward again. She pushed back against his thrusts. Her excitement rose until it leveled off. Her body accommodated Jim's cock easily. He stayed in a careful, considerate rhythm that she matched without effort. She felt sleepy and content. 
Abruptly, her contentment vanished. She felt her body tense and contract. 
She groaned as the muscles in her chest tightened. Her body twitched as her orgasm took control of her. She felt an explosion of sensation 
in her core and a burst of delicious joy run through her body. 
She settled down slowly, bit by bit, until she felt calm and happy. She checked. 
The woman in the mirror had enjoyed it as much as she had. 
However, her hips still contained a stiff and determined visitor. She tensed her internal muscles and moved against him. He howled once and grabbed her hips with both hands. He held her in place and rammed himself inside with extraordinary force and energy. He did it again and again. The woman in the mirror almost bumped the mirror with her forehead several times. 
Jim howled again and penetrated her deeper than ever before and held her against him. He pumped his semen into her in great pulses. She counted. He did it eight times. She felt a warmth in her center. 
Jim withdrew and walked away. Julie stood up and shook her skirt down over her legs. She smiled at the woman in the mirror and woke up. 
JULIE STRETCHED AND SMILED. She felt delightfully feminine. Since it was Sunday, she took a long bath. She threw the yoga pants and sweat shirt she usually wore in the dirty clothes basket and dropped a short chemise over her head. It reminded her of the dress she wore in her dream. She wore nothing else. All day, she felt the silk of the chemise touch and caress her skin. 
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For the next gathering, Julie changed her tactics. She chose a pretty dress that came down four inches above her knees. She'd chosen it for its scoop neckline. She remembered the dream and stood before a mirror looking at herself. 
Etienne and Veronique stood directly in back of her. Veronique sighed. "I have done no good with this one. That dress won't make Jim howl like the wolves." 
"The dream you gave her was perfect. It should have worked." "Just a minute. Now, she responds." 
Julie raised her skirt up her legs to mid-thigh, then higher, and turned from side to side. She had to admit she had really pretty legs from all those years of dance classes. She'd spent time and a good deal of her budget buying shoes that resembled those from her dream. She'd worn them on and off to get used to their high heels. 
She took a deep breath and bent over. Her dress fell away from her chest. 
She looked and frowned. She could see her breasts and the bra she wore, but the bra would hardly attract a man. 
Veronique said, "That bra is better done holding a water dam together." "I understood that. Your English is improving." 
"Merci, mon amor." 
Julie took the dress off and removed the bra. She put the dress back on and bent over again. She could see everything she owned above the waist. 
Veronique murmured, "You're very lovely, dear heart. Your breasts are perfect. 
But Jim will suffer the heart attack if you show him that." 
She remembered a bra she'd purchased a year earlier. It went with a dress she never wore. She put it on and bent over a final time. Perfect. Just the right combination of lace, ribbon and her lovely figure. If Jim didn’t react, she could assume he’d died and take him out and bury him. 
At the party, Julie showed Jim her legs by sitting opposite him during a 
game of Charades. As she sat down, she slid her skirt up her legs and moved it a little higher each time she moved in her seat. Her legs trailed down and to the side and looked very long and graceful. 
She crossed her legs and let the shoe on one foot drop off until it was held by her toes and nothing else. She bounced her foot up and down. The movement distracted Jim from the game. He glanced… then looked… then memorized. 
There was a mirror on the wall. Julie kept track of Jim by looking in the mirror. 
She never looked directly at him. 
After the game, she helped serve cookies. She bent at the knees when she held the tray in front of everyone else, but when she offered the plate to Jim, she bent at the waist as she had done in her apartment. She knew her push-up bra made her breasts look full and soft above the cups. The bra had lace across the top and a tiny, blue bow in front. 
She watched him as she held out the plate. He brought his eyes up from the cookies until he looked down her dress. His hand stopped halfway to his mouth and his jaw hung open. He froze. Julie paused to see how long he'd stay that way. It didn't end. She realized that people were going to notice if she prolonged it any more. She moved on to the next person and glanced back at Jim. He hadn't moved. The cookie was still suspended in mid-air. 

It’s working,  Julie thought. He’s finally noticing me. She sunk the hook after the food was eaten. She invited him to clean up the kitchen with her. No sooner had she spoken the words, than he was following behind her as she led the way to the kitchen. If she wasn’t mistaken, she thought she saw him in the mirror studying her ass. Yesss! 

While they washed the dishes, they talked about things other than Monica. This time when she spoke, he actually seemed to be hearing her. He conversed with her while looking into her eyes, and asked questions about her life with genuine interest. In spite of the sexual tension, their conversation flowed easily. 
They'd finished putting the dishes away when Julie lifted her shoulder and moaned. Jim said, "What's wrong?" 
And that’s when Julie sunk her hook. "I have a cramp in my neck. I get these when I stand for a long time." She turned her back to him and lifted her long hair. "See, I've got a knot in the muscles of my shoulder and neck. It hurts." 
The Jim that never noticed her, that was slow to act on her suggestions 
or enticements, disappeared. The new Jim quickly put both hands on her shoulder and neck and massaged. "Does this help?" 
"Yes. That's perfect." His touch was amazing, and Julie had waited for this moment for so long. The moment when the man of her dreams was genuinely attracted to her as a man to a woman. 
Jim spent time on the muscles in her shoulders. After a few minutes, the massage turned from attention to her muscles to gentle strokes across her skin. She encouraged him by leaning toward the hand that was caressing her the most. She moaned. "This is perfect." 
She had to make a decision. Should she acknowledge the change in their relationship or act as if it hadn't happened? 
She was pretty sure she knew what to do. She’d seen Jim play basketball a number of times. Whenever the defense pressured him, he reacted immediately by attacking the basket. She smiled at him and said, "Thank you. The cramp is gone" and moved back toward the sink. 
One of Jim's hands landed on her shoulder and stopped her progress. The other turned her around slightly. He looked down into her eyes with a very serious expression. He turned her back around so she was facing away from him, pulled her in close to his body and moved her hair away from the side of her neck. She tilted her head a little to make it easier for him. 
She felt his lips graze her skin and smiled knowing she’d made the right play. 
He kissed the tender skin of her neck just under her ear. She lifted her hand to his head to hold him against her. The soft, tender kisses went on for some time. 
Jim said, "I'm sorry." 
"For kissing me?” Julie felt as though her stomach had dropped to the floor. He was sorry? Now what would she do? “I… I wanted you to do that." 
"No, I'm not sorry for kissing you. Not sorry at all. I’m sorry I didn't do it sooner. I'm sorry I never looked at you as anything more than Monica's friend.” 
He whispered against her ear, “Will you forgive me?" 
She turned. "Only if you continue to kiss me," she grinned widely at him. "Definitely," he smiled back. Jim wrapped his arms around her and held her the way a man holds a bouquet of flowers he doesn't want to crush. His lips pressed against hers. Julie put her arms around his neck and he pulled her against him. Jim felt the fullness of her breasts against his chest and inhaled her perfume. His tongue parted her lips and slowly explored her mouth. She 
moaned softly. Julie was in heaven. This was the exact moment she would never forget as long as she lived. Their first kiss. 
Veronique and Etienne crowed with delight. Veronique said, "I have done well. 
Jim sees her as the woman now. Que magnifique!" 
They should have turned around. Inez and Jacques stood in the doorway. Inez looked at Julie with deep hatred. She was pissed and under any other circumstance, she would have simply done something mildly annoying as retribution like writing Julie's name and phone number on a men's room wall with the inscription "For a good time, call Julie". Not tonight. Jacques reached inside her and pumped her emotions up to a boil. He whispered in her ear. "She doesn't deserve him. You do. He will come into a fortune when his parents die. That money should be yours. She’s taken it from you. She must be punished. How can you do it? Think, mon cheri, what could be horrible and permanent for this stealer of men." Her face became hard with cruelty and aggression. 
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Inez picked up money from time to time by selling drugs on campus. Her supplier, BB Thompson, would be able to aid her in this situation, she was certain of it. 
She left the gathering and drove to the industrial part of town. She pulled into the driveway of an odd house right in the middle of the factories and warehouses. The companies who constructed the buildings bought out all of the houses but one. By chance, no one wanted or needed the small post- war bungalow. It served as a luncheonette for a while and then a house of prostitution. Finally, it was abandoned and BB moved in. 
Inez could hear screams coming from the back of the house. She didn't knock. 
She passed several bikers sprawled on a couch and walked into the back bedroom. BB was beating a man close to death with his fists. The man was covered in his own blood. Inez didn't notice him. She said, "BB, I need to talk to you about something that will make you a lot of money. Is there someplace private?" 
BB stood five feet eight inches tall. When he was fourteen, a gang of bullies beat him savagely with baseball bats. He survived, but hate and revenge made a home in his heart. He recruited his own gang and dealt with the bullies with drive-by shootings. 
He built himself up with weights the wrong way. Impatient and short sighted, he took steroids to put on muscle. The drugs emphasized his natural cruelty and lack of self-control. He led Inez outside to his car. They were alone. He said, 
"How much money?" 
Inez said, "Ten grand." 
"That works. What do you want done?" 
"I want a girl's life ruined. Permanently. Any ideas?" 
"Yeah," BB smiled. His eye were tiny slits in a round, pudgy face. "I'll sell her to a man I know. He runs a brothel in Mexico. She'll never recover after a year as a hooker. He'll get her addicted to meth if I ask him to." 
A dark shadow fell on Inez' emotions. For a second, she shuddered at the prospect of forcing another woman into prostitution. Jacques said, "No, my little one. She must be punished. She should have her life torn apart. She stole your man and embarrassed and humiliated you. That's not something you can forgive or forget." He paused. "And there's the money that should be yours." 
Inez nodded agreement, although she didn't know she was agreeing with Jacques. At that moment, she embraced evil and cruelty. She handed a small piece of paper with Julie's address and phone number to BB. She said, "Grab her any time after midnight. She'll be asleep and alone. She's a goody- goody." 
Inez turned on her heel and strode away quickly, an excited half- smile across her face. 
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Jim drove Julie home and took her hand in his as he walked her to her apartment entrance. Few words were spoken, this was all so new, but he kissed her again long and slowly at her doorway. He didn't try to get into her apartment. 
Julie walked inside, and leaned against the closed door. Tonight felt as though it was the best night of her life. Tonight was the start of what she knew to be her destiny - a future with Jim. 
She changed into her nightie and went to bed. Etienne and Veronique watched from across the room with a smile on their faces. They had succeeded with this couple, time to move on. They slipped away. 
A minute later, Veronique lay down on a small bed beside a four-year- old girl who was twitching in her sleep. Veronique put her arm around her and said, into her ear, "Quiet, little Michelle. All is well. There are no monsters under the bed or in the closet. Your loving grand maman chased them away." Veronique stroked Michelle's forehead and hair. In a few minutes, Michelle slept soundly. 
They left Michelle's bedroom quietly, even though Michelle wouldn't have heard them if they'd driven away in a steam locomotive. Outside, Veronique said, "I am restless, dear husband. Watching the fine Julie discover herself has stoked my memories. How I loved being alive and having a proper body. 
So stirring. I want more." 
"I know a way," Etienne said. "Come with me." 
BB FOUND THE ADDRESS EASILY. He studied the apartment building and grinned. 
Julie’s apartment was on the first floor and next to a door leading outside. 
This couldn’t be simpler. He walked inside and kicked the door in with one blow. 
He stomped through the front room into the bedroom. He didn’t see the pictures of her family on the dresser or the lacrosse stick from her high 
school days. He didn’t see the handmade quilt on the bed or the stack of letters from home on her night stand. 
He paused as he stood by the bed. Very gently, he lifted the single sheet covering Julie and tossed it down by her feet. 
Slowly, he picked up her tee shirt and laid it back under her shoulders. His hands hovered over her breasts for a second then clamped down on them. He pulled and twisted. 
Julie woke up immediately. She looked down at the hands abusing her body then up at the walking nightmare who owned them. She opened her mouth to scream and BB hit her with his closed fist on the point of her chin. Her head whipped back, and she lost consciousness. 
BB spent a few minutes exploring her body until he heard someone in the apartment next to Julie moving around. He threw her body over his shoulder and walked quickly out of the building to his car. He dumped her in the back with two members of his motorcycle gang and drove off. 
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Etienne said, "We are looking for someone to match our mood of arousal and love. We will put ourselves on the piggy back of a young couple who are going to touch each other. But we must do something good. Let us find another two people who should be together but are being kept apart." 
"I like that. We will feel better and help someone else. We will look around and make two people have nice feelings." 
They flew slowly over the city until they saw a couple get out of a car. Actually, they heard the car doors slam very loudly then saw the two people. 
Angie and Edward Hamilton had money. Heavy money. The kind of money that is so big that they could lose ninety-nine percent of it and still be able to buy Cincinnati. They'd each had absentee parents who left for Cannes or St. Tropez or somewhere else on the Riviera to be with their friends. 
Raised by housekeepers and hired help, both Angie and Edward grew up without love, especially without the loving touch that everyone needs. 
They stormed into their mansion and separated immediately. They'd been in separate bedrooms for months. 
Hope lives in the hearts of the terminally lonely. It's planted the few times a mom or dad held them as children. They felt the love during those few sparse moments and yearned for it to return. 
At the party, Edward had behaved very badly, paying attention to a woman named Madison Wainwright for the entire evening. Madison dressed and acted like a slut. Edward wasn’t attracted to Madison. If he were being honest with himself, he’d have to admit he did it to irritate his wife. 
Angie looked at her perfect bed with it’s perfect, sterile sheets and perfect pillows. She fell on it and cried bitterly. 
Etienne turned to Veronique, "This little one has almost lost hope of ever being loved." 
"She has. If we don't find the way to bring them together, they will be lost forever. That must not happen." 
Etienne said, "We must intervene." 
"What means this 'intervene'?" 
"Interject ourselves in the situation. Muddle about, interfere, make their business our business." 
"Oh, bon." He drifted off. Veronique said, "Where do you go?" 
"You shall see." He faded away and within a second faded back in. Angie’s cell phone rang beside her bed. Angie wiped her eyes with her hands and picked it up. "Hello." 
"Angie, it's your mother." 
"Oh mother, now is not a good time. I'm not feeling well." 
"Angela, this can’t wait. It must be now. I’ve been suffering for hours from a guilty conscience.. " 
Etienne said, "It was a few seconds. I made it feel like hours," and smiled at Veronique. 
Angie's mother continued, "We treated you horribly when you were a child. 
Please, please, forgive me. I can't stand it any longer. I think of all of the nights you were home without us because we'd left to be with our friends. All the times I should have held you in my arms to help you get to sleep. I feel so mean… and guilty. Please, can you forgive me?" 
Angie cried again, not out of anguish, but with hope of relief, "You love me? Is that what you're saying." 
Angie heard a sob from the other end of the line. "Oh, what have I done? You don't know your own mother loves you? I've failed so badly at the only thing that ever mattered. Angela Hamilton, my darling child, Mommy loves you." 
"Mom, it's alright. I love you too. Don't cry. We can start now to spend time together. We're still young." 
"Thank you, sweetheart. That means more to me than you'll ever know." 
"We'll get together tomorrow. We need to." 
"Good. Thank you. Goodbye." "Bye 
mom." 
Etienne and Veronique looked at each other with satisfaction. Etienne said, 
"Halfway there." 
"Yes, now the husband, this Edward who needs our help." They drifted through the walls over to another opulent bedroom. 
When they arrived, Edward was punching holes in the wallboard, each punch driven by anger and frustration. 
Veronique said, "My turn now. I can look into his mind. I will know the needs he has." 
She faded out and back in. "This is not good, Etienne. He badly wants his papa to approve of him. His papa is dead. The pouvre enfant misses that which cannot be had any longers. What will we do?" 
They watched Edward rip apart a pillow. 
Etienne said, "I don't know." 
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Julie regained consciousness in the back of a car with a strange man's hand inside her panties. She wanted to fight back, but the man held her against his chest with his arm immobilizing her hands. She kicked and twisted. It did no good. 
The man said, "Hot damn, BB, guess what? This one's a virgin. Unpopped pussy." 
BB tilted his head back and howled at the moon. He couldn’t believe his luck. 
"That’s another fifteen grand on top of the ten we get from Inez. Maybe more if we sell her to an Arab. They like blonde virgins. Good news." 
VERONIQUE SAID, "Let me prowl around his memories just a little." She closed her eyes for a few seconds then opened them wide. "There's someone else. 
He had a coach for the stupid game with the funny shaped ball and lots of hitting." 
"Football?" 
"Yes, but not the ordinary kind with the ball that is round and no hands. I will talk with the coach and see if something will be of value there." 
She was back quickly. "Even better than I hoped." 
Edward's phone rang. He picked it up and growled "What is it?" 
An older masculine voice came from the phone, "Eddie? Is that you?" 
"Yeah. Who's this?" 
"Coach Mondello. Do you remember me?" 
Edward calmed down immediately. "Yeah, coach. I remember you very well. 
It's nice to hear your voice." 
"Eddie, I was going through the old year books just now and I realized I needed to tell you something. I should have done it before, but I got busy. I guess I thought he'd do it himself." 
"Who'd do what himself?" 
"Your dad. Did you know he came to every one of your games?" 
"No… I didn't think he saw any of them." 
"He told me he wouldn't miss them for the world. Flew in from wherever he was. Always sat in the same spot. I'd talk with him after the game. He was real proud of you. It surprised me he never told you himself. He's your old man after all." 
"I'll be damned." Edward's mouth dropped open. 
"For some reason, it just came to me that I never did make that call. I have one other thing to tell you. He didn't seem to be able to say the words, but I knew it just as if he'd shouted them from the rooftops. He loved you. I knew he wouldn't be able to tell you himself. I should have told you earlier." 
"Thanks, Coach. You'll never know how much this means to me." "I'm glad to help, son. Gotta go." 
"Bye Coach." 
BB CARRIED A KICKING, screaming Julie into the house in the middle of the factories. He yelled, "Everybody gather round." Five men who looked as brutal as BB walked into the room or stood up. BB said, "This broad still has her cherry. She's worth a lot of money to me. Anybody who breaks her cherry will get his balls cut off. Understand?" 
All five men nodded. They knew BB actually meant it. He'd done it before. 
ETIENNE AND VERONIQUE knew how hard it was for them, in ghostly forms, to move physical objects. But, they’d done it on a couple of occasions before. They agreed to try again this time. The pair worked very hard together and eventually managed to tip over a vase in the hallway between the two bedrooms. The noise was stunning. 
Edward and Angie ran out of their bedrooms at the same time. They saw the vase and each other. Both were experiencing a highly emotional state. 
The apologies started immediately. Edward said, "I was wrong. I shouldn't have spent all that time.. " 
Angie said, "No, it was my fault. If I were a better wife, we'd.. " They ran together at the same time and hugged. 
Veronique said, "Now they need to touch and do it for long hours. Now they have to... to... Oh merde, what is the word for coming together, being one person. I can't remember it." 
"Do nice ladies say 'merde', mon petit chou-chou?" 
"Yes, they do. I am a lady, and I say it, so there. What is the word I want?" 
"'Bond', my sweet. 'Bond'." 
"Yes. Very good. They must bond. And that requires skin touching skin. I will help." She whispered in Angie's ear and stroked her hair. Angie felt a slightly warm and loving feeling while Veronique did it. Angie said, "We need to be in the same bed tonight. And every night from now on." She rubbed the side of her head against his chin. "Please touch me. I need it so much. Please." 
She snuggled into Edward's arms, against his chest. She rested her forehead in the curve of his neck and shoulder. "I've been so mean to you. Hold me all night. 
Make me feel loved." 
Edward scooped her up in his arms and headed for her bedroom. Angie said, 
"Wouldn't we be more comfortable in your bedroom?" 
Edward stopped and cleared his throat. "My bedroom is a little disheveled right now, darling." 
"Oh. Let's use mine then." After a few steps, she said, "Stop, put me down for a minute." 
Edward set her down on her feet. She dropped the thin straps of her evening gown off her shoulders and let it slip to the floor. As she pushed her panties down her legs, she said, "You too. I want lots of your skin touching me." 
Edward threw his clothes down the hall and lifted her into his arms again. 
"You feel so good against me. You were right. We're going to be in the same bed forever." 
Angie kissed his neck and enjoyed his naked strength. 
Etienne and Veronique looked at one another. Another job well done. 
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BB threw Julie on top of a bare, filthy mattress. "No one's going to mess with you, bitch. At least, not for a while. The man who buys you will mess with you a lot.” He paused. “You’re not a bad looking broad. But, if nobody buys you, you won’t be a year from now. Being fucked a lot by different men does that. Too bad, but I need the money." 
VERONIQUE SAID, “BON. THIS IS GOOD.” She paused. “However, I feel a disturbance in my bond with Julie. Something has happened. It isn’t good.” They flew to Julie’s apartment and saw that Julie wasn’t there. 
Etienne said, “How can we find her?” 
“I can feel her fear in this room. If I concentrate, I can follow it as the hound follows the scent of the rabbit.” 
“Very good, my dear. Lead on. We will find Julie and the horror that frightened her.” 
They swooped close to the street, flying low to the ground. In five minutes, they located the little house in the industrial section of the city. They drifted through the door and looked at the rough men lounging on the old sofa and overstuffed chair with ripped upholstery. They saw the locked door. 
Inside the room, Julie lay on the bed and whimpered, alone and vulnerable. 
Veronique floated close to her ear. “My child. We are here. Don’t fret.” 
Etienne said, “We need to make the noise in the other side of the house. 
Let us see if we have the strength left to move something.” 
They looked around the old kitchen. Filthy dishes and beer cans littered the counters and the floor. Etienne said, “If we could smell, I think we would smell the strong odor of alcohol. Which burns, very brightly. Come here with me.” 
They gathered around a gas stove. It took four tries to blow out the pilot light and five more to turn the knob to one of the burners on the stove. 
Etienne said, “We don’t want to blow up the house. We can’t let the gas run for too many minutes. Watch what I do.” He floated into the room with the men inside. They watched ‘Rocky and Bullwinkle’ cartoons and laughed. One set his cigarette on an ash tray. With significant effort, Etienne finally lifted the cigarette and carried it into the kitchen. He couldn’t quite make it the whole way, and a foot of so shy of the kitchen door, the cigarette fell to the ground. 
It was only seconds later, though, that the gas/air mixture exploded. He braced himself as the flames went through his body. In a moment, the entire room was ablaze. They drifted out of the burning kitchen just as burly men ran in. The men saw the flames, turned around and stormed out of the house. BB unlocked the bedroom where Julie screamed and huddled against the wall. He dragged her out. 
The men watched their clubhouse burn. BB kept tight hold of Julie’s wrist. 
Veronique said, “Bon. This is good. She is outside now.” She pulled Etienne’s sleeve. “I felt it. When the fire rushed through my body, I felt the warmth. It was nice.” 
“I’m glad, mon cher. A feeling after all these years.” 
“Yes. I loved it.” Her expression lost any joy she’d felt. “We must rescue the wonderful Julie.” 
“What can we do? The physical object manipulation that they had achieved that evening had sapped them of much of their strength. “We’re dead and weak. 
We can’t so much as lift a piece of paper.” 
“We can distract the burly fellow and make him let go of Julie.” “Yes, that we can do. Whisper in his ear, my sweet. 
“Good. I can do that.” Veronique positioned herself horizontally five feet off the ground. It looked like her head rested on BB’s shoulder. She hummed very hard in his ear. 
The first and second attempt didn’t do anything but make him twitch. 
Veronique’s third, fourth and fifth attempt made him rub his ear. 
Etienne said, “Do the other ear.” 
Veronique nodded and switched to BB’s other ear. She hummed as hard as she could and BB let go of Julie’s hand to rub it. She was so weak from fear and anger that she fell to the ground. 
Veronique said, “What can we do now? He will just grab her again. We’ll be back to the place we began.” 
“Let us work together and cloud his mind so that he cannot see her.” 
Veronique and Etienne stood in front of BB very close to his eyes. They concentrated very hard. 
BB moved his head around. His eyes looked everywhere except directly at Julie. 
He shouted, “Where’d the bitch go?” 
Veronique shouted in Julie’s ear, “Hide behind the big pipe.” Julie looked around with glazed eyes. She had to look three times at the yard-wide metal pipe six feet away before it registered. Veronique said it again and Julie crawled behind it.” 
BB called his men back. “She’s running away right now. Let’s get on our bikes and ride the roads inside the area. She couldn’t have gotten far.” 
BB and his men fired up seven huge motorcycles. “Move it. Find the bitch or it’s your ass.” 
Veronique said, “Julie, stay right here. Don’t move.” 
She didn’t. Ten minutes later, four fire engines and two police cars roared up to the burning building. Etienne told Julie, “Now. Stand up and talk with the policemen. They will help you.” 
Two hours later, two cops dropped Julie off at Jim’s condo. She had told them to take her to her own apartment, but one of the officers was a close friend of Jim. He recognized Julie from a barbecue they had both attended at Jim’s parent’s house several years prior. He was pretty sure Jim would have his head if he left a friend of his at her apartment with a broken door and terrifying memories. 
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Jim answered the doorbell rubbing his eyes and hair and looking sleepy. Cody had been vague on the phone and simply said that he was on his way over, and would be there in five minutes. He gave no other explanation, but the situation sounded serious. Jim had put on pants but nothing else. As soon as he opened the door, Julie saw his broad, manly chest and knew it would give her the safety she needed. She launched herself into Jim’s arms. Her knees gave way, and she crumpled. Jim picked her up in his arms, cradling her, and she snuggled into his chest. Even frightened beyond anything she’d ever felt, Julie caught Jim’s scent; a combination of basic male and Ivory soap. She mumbled, “Please help.” She was trembling. 
“What happened?” 
She started to speak, but found her voice was frozen in her throat. She just stared at him with a look of anguish as tears streamed down her cheeks. 
Jim looked up at the police officers, his expression a mixture of pain and anger. 
Since Jim refused to put Julie down or leave her alone for even a second, Cody quickly and briefly related the story to him. He didn’t want to say too much and cause her to re-live the events of the evening. 
A half-hour later, the other officers had gone and Jim and Julie were seated on his couch. Jim still held Julie cradled in his lap. She burrowed into his body. 
“Jim. I know we only just moved our relationship to a new stage, but I don’t have any family around, and I’m ready to lose it. Could I stay here with you tonight? I don’t want to be alone.” She looked up at him and his heart was ready to explode in his chest, “You can make love to me, if you want…?” 
“I am not going to make love to you. Not tonight, anyway. And there is no way in hell I’m leaving your side tonight, either.” She looked almost rejected, so he quickly added, “Besides, there are rules about making love to a woman in a state of vulnerability, sweetheart.” 
“Do you think you could just keep holding me, then? Don’t let go yet?” 
“I will be right here holding you all night.” The truth is, he couldn’t be pried away from her with a crowbar. He felt guilty for leaving her earlier that evening. 
How was he to know she wouldn’t be safe? But, still, if he had asked to come in, she probably would have said yes, and he could have prevented her nightmare. He thought he’d been doing the honorable thing by saying goodnight at the door. Well, he wasn’t going to leave her again. If he had his way, he wasn’t going to ever  leave her again. Without releasing her, Jim swung his legs up on the couch and rolled on his side positioning Julie in front of him so he could snuggle her into his body spooning her. He held her tightly around the waist with one arm and stroked her hair gently with the other. She snugged with her bottom against his groin and her back against his chest. After a few minutes, he pulled the blanket from the back of the couch and covered them both with it. 
“I feel safe now,” Julie said, her voice thick with fatigue. She didn’t say any more. Three minutes later, she was sound asleep. 
After an hour, Jim woke up. In her sleep, Julie had moved his hand from her waist under the blanket to her left breast. He felt her softness under his palm and her hand pressing him against her. She muttered, “Jim. Thank you.” 
Jim wasn’t sure what to do in this situation. He could feel himself growing harder by the second. He couldn’t wake her up. Besides the fact that she would be embarrassed, she needed her sleep after what she’d been through tonight. He wouldn’t dare take advantage of her for his own sexual gratification. But, try as he might, he couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that her round little bottom was pressed up against his growing erection. He was trying to stop fantasizing about slipping his hand inside her bra and caressing her perfect breasts. He wanted to make love to her more than anything else. 
Even though he’d been a jackass not to notice her all these years, he’d know her for a long time. He knew the type of woman she was. He had just never allowed himself to look at her that  way before. He’d put a block up in his mind that caused him to think of her as a sister, but she wasn’t a sister. She was the perfect woman for him. The one he’d been looking for all along. 
With her, his feelings were a combination of head over heels stomach- churning butterflies of meeting a special someone for the first time, and the ease and comfort of being with an old friend that he’d known for years. 
He knew earlier tonight, after he’d seen her safely into her apartment, that he was in love with her. He had planned to show up at her door in the 
morning with flowers and tell her how he felt. He was going to tell her that he wanted a future that included her. 
That confession would have to wait. Who knows for how long she would be traumatized. His confession would have to wait. He would wait until she was ready. 
Jim sighed deeply and laid still. He’d get some sleep when she moved, and he could get his hand back. 
Julie shifted around, turning over to face him. She huddled her arms against herself and tried to wiggle her way inside him. Her knees pressed against his and straightened his legs. She pulled on the arm closest to the sofa cushion and pushed his opposite shoulder. She wanted him on his back. He didn’t mind. As soon as he turned over, she draped one leg across his and snuggled under his arm. As she moved, her hips ground into his thigh. She made some small pleasant sounds and went into a deeper sleep. 
Twenty minutes later, Jim felt her hips moving up and down against his leg. It was a small motion of her pubic bone and subtle, but it went on for what seemed like a very long time. Eventually, Julie slowed down gently and finally slept as deeply as she could. 
Jim, and his raging hard-on stared at the ceiling. 
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The next morning, Julie woke up before Jim. She kept her eyes closed as events of the prior evening played in her head. The whole thing had been highly traumatic, so much so that she’d begged Jim not to leave her side. Why didn’t she feel traumatized now? 
Then she remembered. The voices. She could have sworn she’d heard two voices in her sleep. They whispered soothing words to her telling her she was safe; telling her that she would be forever cared for and looked after. This morning, even as she recounted the horrific events, she felt calm and at peace. 
Julie turned her head and studied Jims masculine profile. Her hero, her rock. 
Now, to find a way to move their relationship along. 
Since they were both wearing very little, it seemed appropriate to her to increase their physical intimacy. She knew her own emotions. She knew she was ready and she knew she wanted her first time to be with Jim. She had loved Jim for years. Last night he’d taken care of her under trying circumstances and hadn’t so much as attempted to talk her into more than she wanted to do. In fact, he’d been slower than she had. She just needed to get him to stop acting like such a gentleman and take her already. She remembered what had worked for her in the kitchen while doing dishes together: let him take charge, just guide him. 
She shook Jim to wake him up. “Good morning, It’s time to get up.” 
Jim struggled to wake up. He'd only been asleep for an hour. As soon as he was awake enough to be aware of where he was, he was very conscious of her skin on his. 
Julie leaned away from him. “Thank you for holding me last night. You’ll never know how much I needed it.” She gave him a quick kiss. “Time to get dressed and go on about our day.” She wrapped the blanket around herself and pushed herself to a sitting position. She dropped her legs over the side of the sofa and felt a moment of panic because he hadn't done anything 
to stop her. 
The panic fled in seconds as Jim’s very large hand held the blanket still. Inside almost every man, there’s a latent caveman. Men control their basic, brutish thoughts and impulses unless there’s a prize to be won or a saber-tooth tiger to be slain. 
Jim’s caveman woke up and put his arms around Julie pulling her back onto the couch. He turned her on her back and clamped his mouth over hers. She kissed back. His tongue parted her lips and she thought she actually heard him grunt. 
He dropped his knee between hers, pinning her in place and slid up the sofa until his nose was slightly above hers. The kiss he gave her then had nothing to do with delicate sensibilities or the front door after a date. It called up the first time a man threw a woman over his shoulder and carried her off into the bushes. 
Julie recognized the change in their relationship. She felt him tower over her and hem her body in with his. She noticed the change in the passion of his kiss. She felt warm and limp. Yes, Julie liked Jim’s caveman. 
After they both stopped kissing, Julie was breathless. She lifted the blanket and looked down at their bodies. “Jim, please, I need you to make love to me,” 
she pleaded. 
His voice was low and rough. “Are you sure you want this?” 
She met his eyes with intensity and longing, “Yes,” she breathed. As soon as she said the word, his mouth came down on hers again, and he tilted them to the side and slid his hand around her back and underneath her panties. He massaged her firm ass. She made humming noises in his mouth. He slid her panties down and off of her legs and moved so that both of his legs were securely between hers. She gasped. Then, she dipped her hands inside his shorts and stroked her fingers along his rock-hard erection. They made eye contact and kept it. 
Jim grinned at her and crawled down her body until he could see, touch and hold her breasts. He threw back the blanket then lifted his body, kneeling between her legs. He stared at her breasts. “Wow. You’re beautiful.” 
“You saw them yesterday.” “No, 
your bra hid them." 
She shifted from side to side to make her breasts flow back and forth across her chest. He followed the feminine tips of her breasts with his eyes. She flicked her eyes from his eyes down to the part of her body he looked at. 
She tried to conquer the impulse to close her legs, but couldn’t. It didn’t matter. His legs were planted immovably between her knees. 
She gasped as his eyes found the area between her legs. She said, breathlessly, 
"No man has ever looked at me down there." 
"I am." 
She watched him memorize her. "Don't just look. Touch me." He reached down slowly, as if too much speed would make her run away. 
When his fingers stroke her lower lips, she moaned. Her head fell back on a cushion on the sofa. When his tongue spread her folds, her moaning got louder. 
He suddenly stopped. He met her eyes and looked slightly taken aback when he said, "You're a virgin." 
She blushed, "Is that so hard to believe?” 
“No…I… I just mean that you’re so beautiful. You must be fighting men off with a stick.” 
"The only one I wanted didn't seem to want me, and there was no one else I wanted to give my virginity to." 
"You have now, and I’ll treasure you." 
She smiled and let her fingertips wander down his chest and trunk. He felt her soft hands stroke his generous, erect cock. 
Jim stopped moving. Julie’s eyelids sprang open. “Is something wrong?” “We have to do something.” 
“Take off the rest of our clothes?” 
“No…. Yes, but something else first. I don’t want a broken heart. I love you. I know it’s short notice, but I love you. We won’t go any farther if you don’t love me or won’t marry me.” 
“Is this a proposal?” 
“Kind of. I’ll propose later. If we have daughters, they’ll want to know how I proposed. We don’t want to tell them that we were lying on the couch, you’d been scared by a criminal, and it just happened. So this is unofficial.” 
She looked at him with bright, hopeful eyes. “I do love you. I will unofficially marry you.” 
Julie watched Jim’s eyes grow wide when she brought his cock up to the entrance to her body. She held it with her hand and used it to rub the sensitive tissues around her opening. She moaned and arched her back. Their eyes met and reassured each other. Julie lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist. Her hips searched around for him. He felt it and pushed the head of his 
cock between her lower lips. She gasped, and her eyes went wide. Her attention went to the sensitive tissues between her thighs as the head of his cock stroked her there. He pumped, in gentle movements, in and out. 
Each time he went in, his cock stretched her opening, sending strong waves of pleasure and love to the rest of her body. She closed her eyes. Her mouth dropped open. 
Finally, he could stand it no longer. He pushed the head of his cock against her maidenhead. She opened her eyes. He paused to let her gather her courage. She nodded, and he pushed inside her. 
She twitched once then laid still. She could feel the length of his cock opening her inner channel. She grinned up at him. "We're not using any birth control. We might be starting our family right now." 
"Good. I plan to make you my wife as soon as possible." He withdrew and plunged back in. Within seconds, they moved together as if they were old lovers. 
They kept it simple. As they moved together and her body became accustomed to the new guest in her home, he moved deeper and deeper until his cock filled her completely. She floated along on the arousal Jim caused. It felt peaceful and warm. 
When she felt a tingling warmth in her belly, she knew something was happening. Suddenly she arched her back. Her arms and legs twitched and flailed and a feeling of ecstasy flowed through her body. Her eyes lifted up inside her head and a deep moan escaped her lips. Jim watched her, marveling at the most beautiful sight he had ever seen. 
As she gradually came back to earth and her breathing returned to normal, she looked into the eyes of her new lover. His cock was still hard inside her. 
Jim looked like someone was twisting his little finger with a wrench. She touched his cheek. "Go ahead, cum in me." 
His voice was strangled by the effort not to fill her with his semen. "Are you sure? You could get pregnant right now." 
"I'm sure. A baby would be a blessing." 
Jim’s pace changed from slow penetration to vigorous charge inside her. He thrust hard enough to make her breasts bounce.He stopped when he was completely inside her and made small movements His eyes were locked on hers and he concentrated on the feelings her channel gave his cock. 
He groaned. Julie felt his cock harden and straighten then pulse as he 
pumped semen inside her. Her mouth dropped open. "Jim, I can feel you cum inside me." 
He didn't answer. He was busy delivering several million sperm to their new home. 
When he finished, he slumped down on her. He whispered, "Am I too heavy?" 
"No. You're perfect." 
Etienne and Veronique watched from the side of the sofa. Veronique tilted her head to the side and rested it on Etienne's shoulder. 
Etienne kissed the top of her head. "You have done very well with this one, mi amor." 
Veronique nodded. "I know." 
"I'm going do a little more,” said Etienne. “They are starting the life of a little girl. I will suggest they call her 'Veronique'" 
"Thank you. my sweet." 





EPILOGUE
Life will sometimes deal vengeance on the very evil. It happened perfectly to BB and Inez. 
BB called his contact with the Mexican brothels as soon as Julie was handcuffed to the bed. The contact, Eduardo, enjoyed the news. Virgin blondes are like uncut drugs in his world. Eduardo loved the plan and drove immediately to BB and the valuable blonde. 
When BB came back to the ruined clubhouse, Eduardo was waiting for him in a lowered Cadillac. 
Eduardo departed from the usual Mexican physique. He topped six feet four in height and 240 pounds in weight. He met BB in the middle of the road. 
“Where’s the blonde?” 
“I haven’t got her. She escaped.” 
“This is bad, bro. I already called my people in Guadalajara. They’re expecting a blonde next week.” 
“I can get them a blonde. Not a virgin, but a few days of sex and drugs will make her compliant and ready to whore.” 
“That will do. The money will be less, but they won’t be angry.” 
“Sounds good.” 
INEZ WAS DREAMING about men and knives and blood when she felt a sting in her arm. She woke up with wild fear in her eyes. She tried to scramble across the bed but another brutal man stopped her. She said, “What. .” and fell back on her pillow. She stared at the ceiling and tried to breathe. 
Eduardo tore the sheet down from her body. Inez liked to sleep in the nude. 
Eduardo brought a man and a woman with him. The man was stupid, brutal muscle from Sinaloa. The woman made Inez look like a nun. She wore all leather. 
Inez mumbled, “Wha.. What are you.. doing?” 
BB leaned over her. “I’m afraid what’s her name, the other bitch got 
away. Eduardo needs a blonde for his people in Mexico. Since she's not here, you’re nominated.” 
Inez felt cold fear enter her heart. She became almost alert enough to make sense. “No. I hate men. Don’t make me do this.” The heroin took over again and stopped her from talking or struggling. Her eyes jerked back and forth. 
Eduardo motioned to the woman who took off her clothes. He grabbed Inez by the jaw and turned her toward him. “You hate men. That’s alright. I brought a woman just in case.” 
“No. I hate women just as much.” 
“Damn. Well, babe, I tried.” 
Inez murmured, “What are you going to do to me?” 
“It won’t hurt. You won’t have a brain left when we're done, but it won’t hurt. 
We’re going to keep you high on smack for three days. We’ll give you more sex, both men and women, than you’ve ever had before. The drugs and the sex will erode your mind enough that you won’t mind the long lines of men who will fuck you for money.” 
The woman crawled up on the bed between Inez’ knees and buried her face between Inez legs. Inez looked like a spider had crawled into her feminine opening. She pushed the woman’s head, weakly, trying to make her tongue leave her alone. It didn’t work. 
She didn’t stop trying for another hour and another shot of heroin. After that, she was cooperative for the next three days. She wasn't in pain. Her body wasn't damaged, but she didn't know her name. She couldn't count to ten, even using her fingers. 
She caught a sexually transmitted disease sometime in the next six months and died alone and unloved in an alley in the worst section of Guadalajara. 
BB THOUGHT he’d done all right with the sale of Inez. He’d made six thousand dollars and had a ready market for more blondes. 
For three days, he drove around town close to the high schools, looking for a blonde teenager in a vulnerable situation. He spotted the perfect girl on the third day. She had natural blonde hair and a good body. He followed her until she walked down a deserted street then shot her with a stun gun. 
He picked her up and dropped her in the back of his rented van. She didn't scream after he plucked out the little darts that carried the electricity. 
She looked at him with a small smile on her face. She said, in a completely normal voice, "You're fucked." 
BB shoved her skirt up to her waist and ripped off her panties. She didn't flinch or squirm. He shoved his hand between her legs. "Don't panic, bitch. I'm just checking for a cherry." 
"I don't have one." 
"Damn. Well, I can still get a couple of grand for you. You are blonde. That's good enough." He didn't tie her up. She didn't seem to need it. He drove off while she sat on the floor of the van in the back. She examined her ruined panties and grunted. She said, "Do you know how much these cost?" 
"No. I don’t give a fuck either." 
A very large SUV came up beside BB's van and forced it off the road. Three men, who looked fiercely nasty to BB, surrounded his van and pointed pistols at him. 
One of them said, "Out." He got out, and they forced him to his knees. The same man said, "Hands behind the head, sport." BB complied. The last time he'd been to church, he'd just started beating kids up for their offering money. He tried to remember a prayer. His mind went blank. 
A fourth man, older and fatter than the other three, got out of the back seat and walked around in front of BB. He had a pistol as well. He pointed it at BB's forehead and flicked the safety off. 
The blonde ran to the big man's side. "Don't kill him, daddy. He put his hands on my little kitty. He has to suffer more than that." 
The big man thought for a few seconds and boomed out with laughter. He took out his cell phone and dialed three numbers. "Hello, operator. I'd like to report a kidnapping." He paused. "No, I apprehended the kidnapper. Send the cops to take him away." 
He grinned at his three thugs and his blonde daughter. "Why should we deal with this garbage when the system will do it for us." He bent over until his face was inches away from BB's. "You put your hand on my little girl's private place. 
I could cut your balls off, but that's not enough. You're going to prison. I like prison. I've been there a few times, made some good friends. I'll get word to them to make your stay an interesting one." 
He watched BB face turn white. "By the way, my daughter's phone has a tracking feature. We always know where she is." He turned to his daughter. "We got a few minutes to burn until the cops come. Anything you want to do to this guy?" 
The little blonde girl took two steps, planted her left foot next to BB's right knee and swung her right foot up between BB's knees and into his groin. 
The big man said, "Good job, precious. Good weight shift and balance. Those karate lessons help, don't they?" 
"Yes, daddy. They do." 
BB lasted just a month at the state prison before he lost his temper in front of the wrong man. The guards found him the next morning. He was very broken, very bloody and very dead. 
THE END 
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