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I.


      

It was my birthday. Of course it was, what other day could it
have been? It was my birthday just like the seventeen before it.
Except, not. That birthday was different, wasn’t it? It was the Big
One. It was eighteen.


           
His name was Thad. He hated to be called Thaddius. He also hated to
be called Doctor MacLaughlin. He preferred Thad, so that’s what
everyone called him, even his patients. As long as I could
remember, Thad had been my everything. To my teenaged mind, he
wasn’t just a man – he was all men, he was the epitome of man. He
was my James Dean, living, in the flesh. He was a Brad Pitt I could
put my arms around. He was a Russell Crowe that tucked me in at
night. I loved him. I loved everything from his messy hair and
receding hairline to his habit of wearing sneakers in his
scrubs.


           
When I was young, my father left. So young in fact that I don’t
really remember him, except a vague picture of a tall man with
black hair and a commanding, unsmiling face. He was a big
businessman in Manhattan or something. My mom rarely talked about
him, not even to badmouth him. It was like he just ceased existing.
She met Thad through a friend and they hit it off. They never dated
(that I know of) but my mom needed a friend, and Thad is a kind
person. He’s one of the few doctors in the world that became a
doctor out of a genuine need to help people, rather than the money.
My mom joked that if he’d been born a thousand years ago, he would
have been a tribal shaman. A “natural healer”, she called him.


           
My mom thought it would be a good idea for Thad to spend time with
me when she was away on business. She said I needed a “strong male
figure” in my life or I’d grow up wild and out of control. Mostly
because we argued a lot and she had no clue how to handle someone
that didn’t work for her.

“Girls need men in their lives, period,” she said. She never got
around to explaining why, though, she never dated anyone else after
my father left. Honestly, I think she preferred being alone.


           
Thad would come over and watch me while my mom went to work the
late shift, or just stay over while she was away on business. He
would sit and watch TV with me, help me with my homework, and then
read to me while I drifted off to sleep. He never read lame kids
books, though. He would always read from a book he was reading.
Once it was “Catcher in the Rye”. Another time it was “Jane
Austen”. Another, “Interview with a Vampire”. He never omitted
anything, and if I asked what a word or a phrase meant, he
explained it patiently.


           
Slowly, insidiously, I fell in love with this man. Somehow, though,
I knew it was wrong. He was already in his mid-thirties at that
point, though all I was aware of was that he was “older”. I was
interested in boys, of course. I remember, though, the first time I
was with a boy – Cody Johnson, in the back seat of his Mustang – it
was Thad’s eyes that looked into mine in the darkness, it was his
hands that grabbed and squeezed and caressed me, it was his lips
that I was kissing. Over the three years until my 18th
birthday, I slept with fifteen boys. I let other boys get to
various bases, as well. All of them were Thad.


           
On my birthday, my friends at school had made a big deal about it.
They got me a cake and at lunch we all sat together and they sang
to me. It was nice. I liked my friends, but honestly, I had never
really felt connected to them. It seemed like I was a bit of an
outsider, like I was an afterthought to them. My birthday felt the
same. They were all together, and I just happened to be there, even
though they were supposedly celebrating my day. I let them have
their fun and even enjoyed myself a little. In the end, though,
there has always been too much of my mother in me to truly be
involved in any social circle.


           
A few minutes after lunch ended, I was in class and just setting my
books down. My teacher came over to me and told me to gather up my
things and go to the main office. I thought it had something to do
with my birthday, but usually they just announced all the birthdays
for the week over the intercom on Friday, during the announcements.
My next thought was that it was my mom, maybe she had sent me
something from her business trip in California.


           
It was Thad. He explained that he had taken a half day and gotten a
collegue to take his patients for the day so I’d have someone to
spend my birthday with.


           
“No kid should have to go to school on their birthday,” he said as
he put my stuff in the trunk of his Mercedes. “That should be a
state law. Hell, national law, actually.”


           
I laughed, but inside I was hurt, somewhat. The way he so
offhandedly referred to me as a “kid” hurt my feelings. I knew it
was silly, but I had nurtured this fantasy where on my
18th birthday, Thad would suddenly come to his senses
and realize that he’d actually been in love with me all this
time.


           
“You’ve grown into a fine young woman…” he would say, and sweep me
up in his arms. “And I’m a man.” Then he would kiss me, and
fireworks would go off and I’d have three explosive orgasms all at
once, and we’d be married. Or something like that. I hadn’t gotten
as far as the details past the kissing part, really.


           
We got in his car and I fiddled with the radio while he drove. I
couldn’t think of anything to say. It was supposed to be the
happiest day of my life, but there I was, sulking because of a
silly, girlish fantasy. Realizing that, however, didn’t make it any
easier to stop. With boys it was different. I didn’t care about any
of them, not really, so I could approach one and pretty much make
him do whatever I wanted. I changed boyfriends like some people
changed wardrobes. I have no idea how, but I had avoided being
called a slut and a whole and all those other names. Maybe people
in my generation just don’t care about that stuff.


           
Yet, with Thad, I had never even hinted that I was attracted to
him. That ever fiber of my body wanted to feel his hands, his bare
skin. I wanted not just his love, I wanted everything from him. I
wanted sex, adoration, love, all of it. I wanted to be his and I
wanted him to be mine. I knew it was silly. But, like I said
before, that didn’t make it any less real, and it didn’t make it
any less painful. More so, in fact, because I knew he saw me as
nothing more than the little girl I was when we first met. The girl
he loved as a daughter, perhaps, but not a woman.










II.


At my house, he had decorated a little. He decorated like all
guys did – a few balloons around the table, a card, two streamers.
With men, it’s the thought that counts. The cake was nice, though.
We sat at my kitchen table, talking. After a while the sting of
being called a “kid” by the man I had my heart set on faded and our
conversation became easy and natural, like always. We talked about
my schoolwork, my friends. He talked about his work, which was
always fascinating to me. He was a good doctor, to hear other
people talk about him. My mom mentioned him often, and people
always spoke of him in the highest terms. Though, to hear him talk,
he was nothing special. He saved lives. I tried to imagine this
quiet, kind man working in the operating room, commanding the
people around him like a general, issuing orders that literally
meant life or death for the person he was working on. He told me
about one patient that had accidentally shot himself in the chest.
I liked that he held nothing back, he didn't spare any details just
because I was a girl.

I leaned forward, and I caught something out of the corner of my
eye that made my breath catch in my throat. His eyes tracked down
my chest to the point where my shirt had fell away from my breasts.
I hadn't though to put on a bra. It was the first time I'd seen him
look at me with any interest other than his best friend's daughter.
While we talked, I did it a few more times, on purpose. I leaned
over to look at his watch, watching him out of the corners of my
eyes as his eyes went down my body. Those furtive glances were as
surprising as they were welcome.

"I was thinking about it," I said later. "I've known you more
than half my life." He smiled. His eyes went a little distant,
remembering.

 “That's true," he said. “I’ve seen you two or three times
a week for most of your teenaged life. Tonight is the first time
I’ve noticed how much you’ve grown up.”

I’m almost positive my heart skipped a couple of beats. “What do
you mean?” I said. I hated the way my voice sounded.

 “I may be a man, Lexi, but I’m not that dense. I see the
way you look at me when you think I’m not looking. I notice, even
though you think I don’t. I’ve never said anything, out of respect
for you and for your mother.”

 “I’m eighteen now,” I said.

 “Now,” he said. He shrugged. “It’s different now. You
are eighteen, that's true. There are other things to
consider, though. Your mom …”


           
“She’ll never know,” I said. The sound of desperation was creeping
into my voice. The sound of an addict, craving another fix. I
hated, hated, hated my voice. It always betrayed me when I needed
it the most.


           
“…is one of my best friends,” he finished. “Only friends, actually.
She was one of the first people I met when I moved here, and she’s
been a saint to me ever since.”


           
“I’ve never loved anyone but you,” I blurted out. I found myself
crying without even realizing it. My face must have shown my
surprise, because he laughed a little, which made me cry even
harder. He stood up.


           
“I didn’t mean to laugh, just then,” he said. “I don’t know what to
think right now. Lexi, God help me I've wanted you since you were
fifteen years old. Fifteen! I'm a doctor, for Christ's sake. Don't
you see? This has been tearing me up inside. ” I stood up. I felt
pathetic. I imagined how he must see me, a pathetic little girl who
can’t control herself or her hormones. He looked at me so intently
that my tears dried up all of the sudden.

"I..care about you," I said. "I don't want you to do anything
you don't want to do." I tried to tell him with my eyes just how
badly I wanted him to want to do something.

“I do care about you,” he said, after a long silence. After
another long pause: “I do want you. And you are eighteen. You're a
beautiful, beautiful young woman, Lexi.” I jumped. For a split
second I thought maybe he had read my mind.

He nodded, seemingly affirming something to himself. A
movement, and I felt his hands on my waist. Strong hands. The hands
of a man, not a little high school boy. Hands that had saved lives.
Hands that had delivered babies. Now on my hips, pulling me towards
him in a gentle arc. Pulling my pelvis towards his. Our chests
touched and my breasts pressed against him. Our hips connected. I
could feel him through his pants.

Now a hand was caressing my cheek, guiding my face upwards. I
surrendered totally, at that point, silently. I was his to command,
to do with as he pleased. He wanted me, and I wanted to be
wanted.

“Wait,” he said. He fished in his pocket, one hand still on my
hip. I was baffled. It was a bit early to be digging for a
condom…

He wasn’t. He pulled out an iPod. He fiddled with it for a
second, then set it down. From the tinny little speakers, Bob
Marley’s voice came to me. I smiled a little.

“From the very first time I rest my eyes on you girl…”
he sang.

“I thought it might help, you know, with the nervousness.” He
abruptly leaned down and kissed me.

I thought I would die. It was nothing like being kissed by some
high school kid that was only kissing you because he thought that’s
what he had to do to stick his penis inside you. It was like being
kissed by God. My whole body tingled. I’m pretty sure I got
goosebumps. I kissed him back, and went with him as he explored my
mouth with his tongue. His teeth nibbled at my lower lip. His hands
slid down my body, down past my shoulders, and came to rest on my
breasts. At that point I think my brain shut off and I became on
giant nerve ending. He squeezed them rhythmically. He played
lightly with my nipples through my tank top. I heard myself let out
a moan-slash-sigh that seemed to come from someone else. He
smiled.

“Maybe we should move out of the kitchen,” he said, whispering.
I nodded. I didn’t trust myself to speak. He led me to the couch in
the living room. He leaned in close. His scent was maddening. He
smelled like a man, that’s the only way I can describe it. Like the
ultimate man, rugged and uncivilized. Like he had just gone hiking
then come home to a log cabin to ravish his beautiful woman. Then I
realized that the beautiful woman he was about to ravish was me,
and that got me going all over again.

His hands were at my breasts again. I felt my shirt being slid
over my head. His lips were on my nipple, his tongue working
furiously.

“Oh fucking God,” I said, I think. The feel of him, the
sound of him. He grasped my free breast and squeezed it, hard. I
shuddered. He was playing me like a virtuoso. Everything he did
felt amazing. His free hand slid down my bare stomach, slid into my
panties, and hesitated there. A finger twirled through the hair it
encountered there, stopping just short of where I wanted it to
go.

“Oh fuck,” I said. My hips jerked on their own. I had known
physical lust – seeing an attractive guy and wanting to have him.
This was something completely different. I grabbed his face in my
hands and pulled him close, covering him with kisses.

“Do whatever you want to me,” I whispered, half out of my mind.
“Just fucking go…”

His finger went the rest of the way. He pressed against my clit.
It was like someone had set off a rocket inside me. I jumped, but
he pressed harder.

My mind was going everywhere. I got violent, non-sensical urges
to bite him or slap him, to get these feelings out of me in some
way. Instead I dug my nails into his back. I realized he still had
his shirt on. I wanted it off of him. I fumbled with it and yanked
it over his head, then stripped off my shorts and panties and
tossed them away. I didn’t care if I never saw them again, I just
wanted to be naked with him, I wanted nothing more at that moment.
It sounds weird to say it now but it seemed like time had stopped –
I couldn’t think of anything that had happened before or anything
that would come after. I wanted him inside me, I wanted to feel
every part of him. I fumbled with his belt until he finally slipped
it off with one hand and slid out of his trousers. He was hard as a
rock.

He pushed my legs apart and slid into me. He was no bigger than
any other guy I had been with, but it felt different. I almost came
the moment he was inside me. I felt him all through my spine. He
didn’t just pound away, he knew how to move his hips and his body
to make contact with that one special spot. I was out of my mind. I
think I told him I loved him, I think I begged him not to stop. I
can’t even clearly remember. I remember him on top of me, sweating,
thrusting, his wonderful hands planted on my hips, holding me in
place while he drove it deeper inside. His lips on my neck.

Out of nowhere, I came, hard. I felt every muscle in my body
tense. My hips bucked so hard it actually threw him off of me. The
feeling rolled over me like waves, washing down my body. I could
feel my heartbeat pounding, thundering in my ears and throbbing in
my pussy.

“Holyfuckingshit…” I said, or something like that.
“Thad…fuck…”

“We aren’t even close to finished,” he breathed into my ear. He
slid back inside me. I ran a hand down his chiseled shoulders, his
powerful arms. A doctor built like a athlete. Sweat dripped from
his forehead onto me as he thrusted. I didn’t care. I would have
licked it off of him if he told me to, that’s how out of my mind I
was. We had settled into a rhythmic grinding, me squeezing my ass
to grind my hips into him, and him barely moving his hips to move
inside me ever so slightly. He was whispering things into my ear
but I couldn’t tell you, now, what he was saying. I loved the
physical feel of him on top of me, the weight of him, I loved the
exertion of matching him move for move. Every part of me felt
alive.

I felt him start to thrust harder and faster. His breathing got
heavier.

“Inside,” I whispered into his ear. I gasped his ass with both
hands and pulled him deeper. “Come inside me.” He did, stiffening
against me and letting out a moan, and for a moment I thought I was
going to come along with him, but I hovered on the brink. Almost on
its own, my hand shot down to my clit and brought me the rest of
the way. I was still feeling it when he collapsed on top of me.

We lay there for a while, sweating, panting, feeling the heat
radiate off of one another. I never wanted him to get up. I felt
him soften, still inside me. I felt his breath on my neck.
Everything seemed clearer, somehow, than before. Like all of my
senses were heightened. I felt like I had just come out of an
Olympic event. How long had it been? I had no idea. It seemed like
we’d be there on the couch a lifetime. He caressed one of my
breasts before he pushed himself up off of me. I took in the sight
of him – I hadn’t been in the right mindset to really look at him
when I was stripping off his clothes.

By anyone’s definition, he was hot. Chiseled abs, a rock hard
chest, and arms like a weight lifter. His eyes moved down my body
as well, and I could tell what just happened was sinking in with
him as well. He was taking in the sight of me. Oddly, I liked the
way he looked at me. I wasn’t ashamed or self-conscious. I loved
that this Adonis of a man was seeing me completely naked.
Confidence radiated off of him. He didn’t look at me like a high
school boy would, like it was something to be guilty over. He took
his time and soaked up the sight of me. It was intoxicating, to be
honest, knowing that he was getting pleasure from looking at me. I
felt a tingle in my belly kindof like the feeling I got before I
had sex for the first time, a strange almost-nervous clinch. Not
nervousness, exactly, but a twinge of emotion. That’s the only way
I can describe it.

Without a word he smiled, got up off the couch, and went into
the bathroom. A moment later I heard the shower running. I went
into my room and wiped myself down with a towel. I prolonged
getting dressed as long as possible. I loved being naked. I still
do, actually. Everyone has their thing, I guess.

He came out of the shower. I gave him enough time to get dressed
before I came back downstairs. He smiled at me again, a confident,
knowing smile. We made a little small talk, but didn’t say a word
about what had just happened. I knew why. My silly schoolgirl
fantasy had come true, but that was it. It couldn’t go anywhere
else. He was a doctor, a respected man, a professional, and my
mom’s best friend. I was eighteen. It was amazing, what had
happened, but it wouldn’t happen again, and I saw in his eyes that
we wouldn’t even talk about it again.  I didn’t mind. I had
the memory, and so did he. Now, every time he came over, I would
look at him and see him above me, naked, and hear him whispering
“we aren’t even close to finished,” into my ear. Somehow that
didn’t make me sad at all.
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"It was some specific time on some particular day. While part of
me was regretting even having invited my best friend’s sister over,
the other parts of me was enjoying partaking of all manner of
definitely-not-for-children modes of play with her."









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png
ALEXISi





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





