Home. My travels have ended for now; there's little left to do but 
add up the frequent-flyer miles. My passport was so full of 
entry/exit stamps that I would not have been surprised to see the 
last one marked "return to sender." Still a few spots open before 
going through the routine of renewing it yet again. I keep hoping 
for a better photo, but always manage to look like a woman caught in 
the act of shop-lifting in the duty free.

This trip had taken me, literally and metaphorically, around the 
world. A few weeks lecturing in the States. Back across the 
Atlantic to Spain. A stop in Taiwan. Then down under where I 
consulted with a joint governmental/academic organization on how to 
increase their global presence. "Another day, another country," I 
thought, disembarking in New Zealand for the flight to the south 
island. I had long ago given up on trying to figure out the local 
time/day compared to my normal routines.

I longed to hear someone speaking in my own accent (what accent? 
Everyone else has an accent!). No. I wanted to interact with people 
in something other than a business setting instead of just marking 
time channel-surfing in a faceless, nameless hotel. I set my mind on 
making it through this last bit before I could return on yet another 
long air journey to my flat. And Colin. No, that thought had to be 
quashed if I was to function effectively.

The uni sent someone to collect me the morning I was to start my 
work. A young student. Nice enough. Disgustingly cheerful, slowly 
prising me from my funk. Christchurch passed by my window; I watched 
the city and marveled at the gardens I could only hope to visit.

My new friend led me to the lecture hall, brought me coffee, and then 
left me alone to prepare. Pulling out the laptop to do a last-minute 
run-through of my presentation, I realized that I didn't have the 
right electrical adaptor. That did it. Forget the momentary 
tranquility. I pitched a hissy fit. My favourite string of Irish 
swear words popped out inadvertantly as I tried to decide between 
crumpling in a sobbing heap on the floor or flinging the offending 
computer out the nearest window.

Shit. The first attendee was about to walk through the door. I had 
to pull myself together. "Having a problem?" he asked in a way that 
told me he, and only he, could help me. "'ya think?" I replied, in a 
heavily sarcastic American accent a la Bay Watch (trying so hard to 
hide my vulnerability). He laughed deeply. "Here," he invited, 
holding his arms open as if to take the computer from me. "No," he 
smiled when I tried to thrust the stupid thing in his hands. "This 
is for you." Och, it felt so good.

He held me for a good long time. A kiss in my hair. Then back to 
business.

"Now what's the problem?" he asked, as if hugging was standard 
operating procedure for conducting business. Quickly he sussed the 
situation and briefly disappeared. On return he carried a collection 
of adaptors and converters. Soon he was my 'dress rehearsal' 
audience as I quickly passed through the Power Point slides adapted 
for this presentation. Once or twice he pointed out words or phrases 
that would have no meaning (or worse, the wrong meaning) for my NZ 
audience in time for me to make the corrections. After a few 
moments' tutoring I was able to say 'kia ora' like a visitor, but one 
who'd spent heaps of time locally.

By the time the room started to fill, I was ready and actually quite 
comfortable. The familiar 'pre-presentation buzz' had started, 
filling me with the energy to be social and welcoming; able to greet 
some attendees personally. "I have to leave," my saviour's voice cut 
through the mindless pleasantries. He pressed a card into my 
hand. "Ring me later and let me know how it went." I turned to 
thank him, but he'd gone. "Bloody hell," I thought. Story of my 
life. Missed connections. Mystery men.

I started my presentation with what wasn't meant to be a joke but, 
apparently was. "If you can't understand what I say, please ask me 
to translate into Kiwi." After that they were eating out of my 
hands. A spirited discussion followed the presentation and carried 
over into lunch and on into the afternoon session. This group made 
my job so easy that I might as well not have been there.

During a comfort break I took a look at the business card my mystery 
man had given me. By then I had quite a collection of cards and 
wasn't quite sure which one was his. Damn, I'd have to do some sort 
of analysis, pick out the one that didn't seem to belong, and decide 
if I would place the call.

Didn't need to. As the end of the day approached, several people 
invited me to join them for dinner for which I was grateful but 
declined claiming (rightly so) jet lag and the need to prepare for 
the second day of our time together. I was wrapping up cords and 
allowing the quiet of the large room to fill my brain when I noticed 
a figure in the doorway, backlit by the hallway lights. "Yes?" I 
asked, thinking it was the person whose job it was to clean up the 
detritus of the meeting.

"Would you like to have dinner with me?"

It was my mystery man.

"Very much," I replied without hesitation.




Dinner. Tea. Supper. Whatever it was called here in the land about 
as geographically distant from my own that I could get. Sharing food 
and drink with a man who, for all I know, might have been a burglar 
or worse. But my memory told me that I had already experienced 
the 'or worse' last time I saw Colin.

"Steve," he proclaimed, his hand extended to meet mine in the 
handshake of common business language. "Elizabeth," I replied, 
marveling at the twinkle in his eye. "Elizabeth," he repeated, 
rolling his NZ accent around the vowels in a way I'd not known 
before. I liked it. I liked his deep voice. The firm grip of his 
hand. The memory of the embrace. That he had come back to find me 
made me feel special, even if it was just common courtesy.

"Would you like time to go back to the hotel and change?" he 
asked. "Do I need to?" I responded, leery of this man in proximity 
of my chambers. "Of course not," he grinned. "This is New Zealand, 
you can wear whatever you'd like" (or not, was the unspoken 
implication). "We'll chuck your stuff in the boot of my car and head 
out," he decided. I followed as he carried my presentation materials 
out the door.

If you've not been to New Zealand, you have missed one of the 
greatest photographic opportunities available. We drove along the 
Avon, watching people crewing, fishing, picknicking. The twilight 
seemed to last forever. Finally we pulled up in front of a 
shop. "Be right back," Steve promised. I got out of the car, 
stretched, breathed deeply for the first time in forever, the 
fragrance of the myriad flowers teasing my nose into following them 
to the source. I shucked my suit jacket, unbuttoned my shirt a bit.

"That's better," Steve noticed as he carried sacks of food to the 
car. I can't accurately convey the way his voice and accent worked 
together except to use a musical analogy...his would be the cello of 
the string quartet. Getting back into the car I slipped my feet from 
their high-heeled shoes. He watched. I performed.

After several minutes he pulled into a car park near a beach. I've 
never seen so much open sky in all my days. A tattered blanket, a 
bottle of wine, two glasses, fruit and bread. A secluded inlet 
amongst the rocks guarding the small strip of sand.

The first glass raised in toast, then drunk in silence.

"Tell me about you," we blurted out simultaneously. He touched my 
shoulder and pulled me towards him. The sun was setting, it was 
growing chilly. The edge of the blanket wrapped nicely around us.

"Ok," he said. "I'll go first." He gave me the standard run-down: 
Name, age, occupation, marital and parental status. And hobbies. I 
did the same, leaving out some of my more recently acquired leasure 
activities.

He fed me a large, juicy grape, holding firmly on the stem as I 
licked and plucked at the fruit. "Teaser," I cautioned in my 
sternest voice. "Absolutely," he replied. I tried the same with 
him, but clearly he had mastered the art of seduction by food. "Now 
you must give the grape back to me," I challenged, thinking he would 
drop it into his hand and let me take it from there.

His lips met mine, open, grape poised on his tongue. Instinctively I 
slid my tongue around the grape but, alas, I could not reach it for 
he had swallowed it leaving me to search his mouth in futility.

My teeth found his tongue, biting with more than a bit of 
pressure. "Serves you right!" I announced, breaking the spell of the 
kiss. "But not right enough," Steve rejoined, his lips seeking mine 
again. It was like snogging behind a shop with all the danger of 
your parents finding you but with all the options of taking it 
further.

"And that was just the starters," I whispered when we came up for 
air. "Imagine what I can do with a loaf of firm, crusty bread," 
Steve growled. "And the right oil."

With the lights of the city behind us, and the ocean as our only 
witness, he unbuttoned my blouse. "Can't have this," he quipped, 
finding my bra. "Why not?" I gasped, wishing he would just get on 
with it. "Because we'll need it later," he promised.

Almost like a film from the 1940's, the waves crashing on the beach. 
The sound of the smaller rocks settling back into place. This is 
where the movie would end; but our story was just beginning.

Firmly he reached under my skirt and rolled my stockings neatly into 
one of the food bags. My skirt was now around my waist, my blouse 
folded beside me, my bra out of sight. The chilled air prickling my 
skin.

His eyes scanned me carefully as if trying to store the bits in his 
memory. The hooded, deep-set, carefully purposeful eyes.

"I was right," he said, pulling his t-shirt over his head exposing a 
masculine thatch of hair growing gently from his muscled torso. Lean 
and wiry. Not one for inequality, he stood, unzipped his jeans, and 
removed his thong to reveal the largest un-cut penis I've ever even 
imagined.

"About what?" I asked, never moving my gaze from his body.

"You," he answered, one hand stroking his dick into complete 
rigidity. "That under all the business and professionalism was a 
woman I wanted." I winced. Self-image issues and all that. "But 
I'm too ..." I started when he shut me up with his body.

"Too what?" he growled. "Too old? Too fat? Too ..." Ok, he'd hit 
the main ones. "That just makes you more interesting," he whispered, 
his tongue licking the inside of my ear.

How heavy he was on me, and how much I wanted him. Inverse 
proportions, I remember giggling with friends. The thinner the man, 
the bigger the ... Oh yeah. Steve was living proof!

We never did have time to see what he could do with a loaf of bread, 
nor did we do much more than finsh the wine after he had completely 
and totally made love with me. His fingers knew exactly where to 
touch, especially while he filled me with his manhood. So much so, 
in fact, that we had to allow time for me to stretch enough to take 
him in.

Once we had parted, he took my bra and cleaned us each with it. Then 
he stuffed it in the pocket of his trousers. "My souvenir," he 
smiled. "You'll have to find a way to get it back.

I smile at the memory of sand on my skirt, in my blouse, in my shoes 
where my naked fit slid neatly into the pointy toes. He took me back 
to the hotel and, like the gentleman one's mother always urges you to 
find, saw me to my room. I gave him the key, he unlocked the door. 
It was more than a physical act, but a metaphorical one as well. I 
didn't invite him in, he didn't ask.

A sweet kiss. "Lovely meeting you, Elizabeth" he whispered. "And 
what a great fuck!" My heart beat quickly, my voice gone. "I'll see 
you tomorrow, love," he promised as he walked quickly down the 
hallway and out the door.



Coming back to the present, I Slip nakedly into the big chair facing 
the window of my flat, the duvet around me, I wondered if my 
anonymous watcher had missed me whilst I traveled the world.

Easily slipping back into memories of Christchurch and Steve, I 
thought of the time we'd spent together. From making love on the 
beach to private sessions in the special room in his house. Point of 
fact I had changed my leaving date twice after meeting him. Was it 
to blot out the thoughts of Colin? Not after the first kiss. Not 
for a moment.

My hands cupped my tits as had Steve's before he'd brought out the 
inventions he and his friends created for moments such as these. A 
large wooden clamp just managed to capture the roundness of my breast 
squeezing it tightly so that the slightest movement brought an 
explosion of sensation. Pegs for my nipples and clit. The skilled 
timing and combination of rough and gentle.

The seductive music constantly filling the empty spaces.

The things he encouraged me to do still make me blush. There are 
some things so private that I'd never considered them erotic but here 
I was in the playground of the seriously erotic and more-than-
slightly perverted.

No false pretenses. No 'let's have a long-distance relationship' but 
not rudely; some regret, that's for sure.

Maybe some day my private journal will dare to write the words of the 
actions we shared. Steve an artist with the fresh media of choice 
and myself as the canvas.

I hoped my anonymous admirer was watching as I wrapped each tit 
tightly with electrical cords in attempt to achieve the sensation 
that I carry with me still. That he notices the clothes pegs on my 
nipples. The way I'm using the dildo and my fingers.

My eyes closed, I hear Steve's voice commanding me to come. And I 
cannot resist. Just as I build to the point of a gushing, gurgling 
orgasm the bleedin' mobile rings.




"What!" I shouted into the mobile, mentally cursing the intrusion 
into my first solo orgasm in days. Make that weeks.

It was one of my clients inquiring about the results of the Kenyan 
trip I'd taken on his behalf. When working on world time there's no 
telling when the phone will ring or urgent email would appear on my 
laptop. I had the presence of mind to ask for 10 minutes, after 
which I would ring him (under the guise of needing to collect 
materials when, in reality, I needed to collect myself). I wrote his 
number on my hand with the nearest writing instrument.

Suddenly I felt quite stupid, sitting in what I now called the sex 
chair wearing apparatus most electricians would find interesting but 
most likely for other uses. Quickly I shed the wiring and clips. I 
threw the nearest silk scarf on the puddle of orgasmic fluid. 
Clothes. I needed to get dressed. The clock was ticking; my client 
was waiting anxiously in Nairobi.

I pulled a tight jersey over my head and threw on the nearest pair of 
jeans from the dirty-laundry pile. A quick run through the hair, 
then I was almost ready. "Kenya, Kenya, Kenya" I whispered as a 
mantra while I searched through my various file drawers. There it 
was! Only two minutes past the deadline for the return call.

Grabbing the mobile, I looked at my hand for the number only to find 
that I had written it before my whirlwind tidy up and was now blurred 
by my cum. Panicked, I searched the files until I found a number 
containing three digits matching the ones I could still read on my 
hand.

Dialling the correct international codes, I reached my contact 
person. Twenty-five minutes later, after delivering a concise report 
on the state of entrepreneurship in Kenya, I was finally able to ring 
off with some measure of professional satisfaction.

Nearly midnight, I marveled. Time for bed if I was to face the 
coming day. But first, the video. I had danced around it for long 
enough; I could wait no more.

Unwrapping the paper, I searched carefully for some sort of message 
from Colin but there was nothing save a label marked "For my Lizzie."

I popped the tape into the machine, adjusted the television, and 
walked around my flat with the remote knowing that with one touch I 
could set the machine in motion. Jagged emotions, pieces of my heart 
needing reclaiming, fear and trepidation. Excitement.

I'd like to think that I pushed the button accidentally but, in my 
own little brand of theology, there are no accidents. What I had 
expected were bright lights, crowded scenes, raw sex. What I got, 
however, was a skillfully produced erotic video carefully edited for 
the build-up of excitement, gentle to ferocious touches, soft and 
rough. My face never appeared; the others were expertly shaded so as 
not to be recognizable.

Damn, this was making me hot. I picked up the dried-cum soaked silk 
scarf and breathed in deeply. Never had I expected the sight of my 
own body being touched in such a manner to provoke such an intense 
response. It ended too quickly. Colin had added a graphic at the 
end inviting me to ring him after viewing the tape.

"Nothing fancy," he promised. "Just want your thoughts."

My fingers dialled his number from memory. A sleepy voice 
answered. "I liked it," I announced without benefit of self 
identification. Then I hit the disconnect button. Let him have a 
sleepless night on my behalf. Serves him right.




My intention was for Colin to have the sleepless night but it ended 
up being my own fate. I tossed and turned, watched the telly for a 
bit, listened to music, even tried some headache powders but nothing 
did the trick. What had once been seen as a blessing - a day off 
today - now looked like a curse. I could get out of bed and get some 
work done, shifting loads of paper from one pile to another but that 
negated the day-off theory.

So I sat in my chair (yes, that chair) with a steaming mug of tea 
thinking of what others would be doing at this time of night. 
Stumbling home from some party? Taking the 'walk of shame' as they 
scurried into taxi's in time to get home and pretend they'd gotten in 
hours ago before someone woke up? The night workers counting the 
minutes til they could have the end-of-shift pint before going to 
home to what must surely be inadequate sleep what with families and 
neighbours and life going on around them. Even the hookers had 
probably given up by now and gone to ground.

In old black-and-white movies there would be a man sweeping the 
streets with a large broom under the gaslight lamps. Not from where 
I was sitting. The only light in the room was from the streetlamp 
several yards from my building. I shivered. From the cold? Or the 
loneliness. A call to Colin and he'd be there in a heartbeat. 
Goosebumps cropped up on my body. Time to be good to myself, I 
thought.

Gently I heated some massage oil I'd forgotten had been hiding in the 
cupboard. Lavender. Soothing. I poured the warm liquid into a 
generous bit of bowl-shaped pottery brought back from a trip to 
Scotland; the purples and greens perfect for the oil.

I thought, briefly, of getting a towel for the chair but realized 
that I was enjoying the way my life was playing out in the scents 
buried in the forgiving upholstery. This would be another layer to 
remember.

Shucking my flimsy night togs, I pulled the chair closer to the 
window so as to rest my feet on the sill. First my right foot, the 
oil sliding between my toes and around the sole of my foot back to 
the arched center. Both hands covered with the soothing liquid. 
Working their way up my calf, massaging the muscles deeply. Wishing, 
somehow, that I was on just the receiving end but that's life.

My left foot was no less neglected. The dark varnish on my nails 
glistened in the street light. I felt the miles fall away from my 
weary feet. Another foray up my muscled calf and towards my knee.

My hands splashed sumptuously in the oil as I gathered great pools to 
pour like rain over my arms. Simultaneously I stroked and worked the 
muscles of my upper arms, then gently massaged from the elbows to my 
wrists. Time passed slowly as I massaged each finger, then entwining 
my hands like a maiden's braided hair.

The bowl did brilliantly at keeping the oil warm. The scent of 
lavender had drifted into the corners of my flat. Now, however, I 
had to stand to do justice to my torso.

My thighs gleamed with the striations my fingers left in the oil. 
Fingers touching me like no man ever had, but could - I thought - be 
taught if willing.

Picking up the bowl, I poured the oil over the front of my body and 
marveled at the reflection in the window as it ran down my front, 
dripping from my nipples. With a soft, womanly touch I cupped each 
tit and squeezed so gently, firmly, almost a milking motion. The oil 
on my belly began to cool, so I left one hand to service my breasts 
whilst the other rubbed my belly in concentric circles.

Leaning forward against the chair, silhoutted from the side, I let 
the oil dance and play over my ass with both hands competing for the 
space between the globes of firm flesh. It seemed right, it did, 
that a lavender-covered finger find itself inside the darkness of the 
forbidden place. The other hand, overflowing with oil, took the 
other direction rubbing my pussy til the hairs curled and shone. 
Several fingers stretching that hole open.

Without noticing I had begun to fuck myself. There. In the dark. 
Alone. Moaning. Feeling the texture of the chair against my naked 
skin as I moved and shuddered. I took my time. Or did time take me?

The experience washed over me so completely that I "died the little 
death" and tumbled into the chair. Pulling a quilt from the floor, I 
managed to cover myself before falling into a deep, dreamless, 
totally satisfied sleep.



One of the many benefits of the consulting business is that one day 
off can turn into two. Or three. With my mobile and laptop I can 
work from virtually anywhere. Anywhere but here, I decided.

Throwing some gear into my backpack I headed for King's Cross and 
bought a ticket for Edinburgh. From there I would find some form of 
transport to take me into the hinterlands where I could wander great 
moors without interruption. Tourist season has yet to start. No 
Burberry for me; this called for layers of Thinsulate and funny head 
coverings. Gloves. Hiking boots. Dungarees and long underwear. 
Portable CD player and just the right music. Batteries. "No more 
than I can carry," I warned myself knowing I'd never obeyed that rule 
in my life.

The ride was long, made even more so by the constant crying of an 
unhappy toddler and a group of loud Americans. The baby departed at 
Newcastle; the Americans stayed put. How I wished I stopped in at WH 
Smith's to purchase a tawdry novel to pass the time. I had to 
content myself with watching the countryside pass by, occasionally 
glimpses of water as we crossed the border from England to Scotland.

The sandwich trolley passed by several times with the egg-salad 
sandwiches becoming more bacteria-friendly with each moment. A 
banana and a granola bar kept me from starving.

Prince's Station in Edinburgh, in the middle of the Old Town. 
Impressive, I must say, what with the castle and the park and the 
shops. Maybe on the way home I'll stop in and visit a bit. Too much 
like London, though. Cosmopolitan. Crowded. The Americans' 
destination - what luck!

The gentleman at the ticket window didn't blink an eye when I told 
him I wanted to get as far away from civilization as possible. He 
put together a combination of transport that left me impressed and 
out a bit of money. The Isle of Arran was where I would settle in. 
From there I could hike and explore to my heart's content, even hop a 
ferry to Ireland should the mood strike. The local tourist bureau 
made arrangements for my lodging in a bed and breakfast (en suite) 
once I arrived.

With time to pass before my train was scheduled to depart, I did some 
shopping in the underground market connected to the train station. I 
stuffed my backpack to the brim with snacks and drinks knowing I was 
paying tourist prices but mentally calculating the savings over the 
sandwich trolley costs. And the book. A political thriller? 
Poetry? Magazines barely worth the cost given the length of time 
they take to devour. Maybe a travel guide? No, not for an adventure 
such as this!

The train pulled into the station on time; I found my seat without 
difficulty. Getting into it was another matter. Sprawled across 
several seats was a sleeping man, his head pillowed on the armrest of 
my seat. How rude! Now I would have to find another seat but, alas, 
the train was full. Which left me to waken this stranger and claim 
my rightful spot.

"Excuse me," I said quietly. No response. "Hello?" I asked, with a 
bit more force. The train began to move and I had to take several 
steps to maintain my balance. In desperation I poked his arm. One 
eye opened blurrily. "I beg your pardon," I began formally, "but you 
are in my seat." Slowly, like a cat being urged from its spot in the 
sunlight he straightened up. He mumbled something 
unintelligable. "What?" I asked. "Sorry," was the thickly accented 
reply before he fell back to sleep against the window. Grand. 
Another kajillion miles with a snoring seatmate. Made me long for 
the crying baby.




Big Foot was slobbering all over himself and only through sheer force 
was I able to keep him out of my seat. Strange and unusual odors 
wafted freely towards my nose; my indelicate sneezes would've woken a 
horse but not this fur-bearing mammal. The light reading I'd 
selected for the trip was out of the question as the behometh blocked 
the window like darkest shading.

And the trip had just started.

Concentrating on the aerobic activity of keeping this clown off of my 
body I was crushed to realize that we had miles to go before the 
train would slow down for its first stop thereby leaving me to 
contend with this beast interminably.

"Need some help?" offered a voice in the aisle. Gratefully, I 
nodded. "C'mon, let's get you out of here before you're crushed to 
death." Strong hands leveraged mammoth-man to a point where I could 
grab my gear from what should rightly have been my space. "Thanks," 
I whispered, not wanting to disturb his slumber any more than 
needed. "No worries," was the response.

My gear was disappearing up the aisle in front of me; I followed 
quickly trying to rub the worst of the fur and detritus from my 
jacket. Able hands stowed my belongings on the rack above the 
seats. With more relief than grace, I sank into the free seat.

The other three were occupied by hale and hearty women. "Which one 
of you do I thank?" I asked with a smile. "All of us, really." I 
recognized the voice as the one who had helped sort me out. Putting 
forth my hand, I gratefully clasped hers with profuse thanks. She 
laughed and introduced herself. "Harley," she 
announced. "Elizabeth," I responded at which the other two women 
nodded their welcome. "These two odd ducks are Thea and JoJo," 
Harley explained. "Not local?" I asked, noting the harsh vowels of a 
shared accent. That set JoJo into spasms of laughter. "Not an 
original question, I see," I commented ruefully.

"Don't mind her," Thea cautioned, making concentric circles near her 
head with a pointed index finger as if to indicate that JoJo's mental 
state was questionable. "We're all Kiwi's," she continued. "From 
New Zealand," she explained further. "What brings you out here?" I 
asked, wondering about my own intentions at that point. "Women's 
Gathering," Harley explained. "Happens every four years on one of 
the more isolated islands up north."

"It's our second time," JoJo contributed to the conversation, her 
waves of laughter mere hiccups. "The three of you always go 
together?" I asked innocently. Wrong. JoJo's laughter turned to 
tears. "What now?" I asked, bewildered.

"That's a bit tricky," Thea started. "JoJo's lover was to have come 
with us but there were ... some last-minute changes." "She ran off 
and got married to a breeder!" JoJo blurted out. Cattle breeder? 
Sheep? Dogs? My confusion was evident. "A straight man," Thea 
explained gently. "Which makes her ..."

"A lesbian," Harley finished. "We all are. I hope that's not a 
problem for you." "Hasn't been yet," I smiled, the edges of 
nervousness barely visible.

"Where are you off to?" Thea asked, rather like not talking about the 
elephant in the living room. "I'm not quite sure," I answered, 
thinking of maps and transport options and everything rolled into 
one. "I'm not so much going somewhere as I am leaving someplace 
behind." Harley nodded wisely, her fine blonde hair falling in waves 
around her shoulders.

"You're more than welcome to join us," she suggested quietly.



I don't know about you but I always thought that when people use the 
phrase "at a crossroads in my life" that it involved some other form 
of transport than a train. Walking, perhaps. Or in the car at one 
of the three-way connections made on countryside roads. And that I'd 
have more than a nanosecond to think about it.

My life flashed before my eyes. Spending several days at a lesbian 
festival would not stop me from being Elizabeth any more than my time 
with Rose had, would it? And I know that I am basically heterosexual 
so my sexuality was not in question. Wildly the thoughts tumbled 
around as I looked at the three sets of eyes watching me, waiting ... 
wondering.

But where was my heart? Is that what I've been running from? The 
pain of Robert's betrayal? The mixed emotions surrounding Colin? 
Have I yet synthesized my last sexual experience with the artistry of 
the video? 

Fuck it, I would go with these women.

"Why not?" I announced bravely.

An in-depth discussion ensued. Thea explained that they'd brought 
two double-wide sleeping bags and that I could either share with one 
of them or hire one at the festival. No pressure. I liked that. My 
comfort level deepend with each passing mile. They spoke of the 
community of women who had started and now continue the festival and 
why it took so long between them. "Has to be just right," JoJo 
injected seriously. I looked at her.

"The moon, the sea, the location, the participants," she obfuscated.

"Could I ask you something?" I finally edged into the 
conversation. "Well, actually, tell you. If I had to wear a label 
it would be a giant 'H' on my forehead for heterosexual." "Really?" 
laughed Harley. "No, it's not just the hair," she continued. "Then 
what?" I asked. "Gay-dar," she grinned. "Ok, maybe for you it 
should be 'bi-dar' but you are most definitely open to this." "You 
can tell that by looking at me?"

The three of them nodded as one.

"Besides," Thea said softly, "you're hot." That I didn't jump out of 
my skin was testimony to years of 'stiff upper lip' training learnt 
at the knees of formal parents and grandparents.

Two for two. Rose had said so, now Thea. But so had Robert (at one 
time) and Colin (amongst others). Whom to believe. Indeed.

"Right," I challenged Thea, "what is it that makes me 'hot'?" Her 
eyes raked over me. My tight thermal t-shirt tucked into ordinary 
fitted pants that ended in the tops of my hiking boots. The 
sleeveless Thinsulate jacket. My hair was probably all over the 
place and I've no doubt that my pale skin had darkened in a soft 
blush. Damn my nipples; the tiny sports bra did nothing to reign 
them in.

"You," she began, "are a woman meant for other women. Your curves, 
the way you move, your voice..." She must have been speaking of my 
rather large tits and bottom. "Doesn't mean you don't appreciate 
men," she continued. "Souls have no gender."

Whew. That was deep.

"This is our stop," JoJo interrupted. Efficiently the three women 
passed their gear along with mine down the aisle to the train doors. 
I didn't look back as I brought up the rear of our little group.



We stood, huddled together, alone on the empty platform as the train 
pulled hastily away from the station. "Sleep well!" I thought, 
remembering my former seat-mate.

"Right," Harley commented, pulling her PDA from a pocket. With the 
stylus she tapped the screen gently, then more urgently. "Solar 
powered," she growled at the deepening dusk. "Would this help?" I 
asked, offering my mobile to her. Within a few minutes a rather 
large bus appeared at the deserted station. The door opened and a 
voice invited us to "climb aboard, ladies!" The driver was fairly 
well scary looking, if you ask me. Mohawk hair, tinged purple on top 
of some sort of red. Lots of metal bits poking out of her face. But 
friendly enough to rate a small smile from me.

The ride was bumpy enough to rate as ground turbulence. Thea, JoJo, 
and Harley were chatting excitedly about seeing friends from the last 
gathering. Although they tried to involve me in the conversation, I 
wanted to sit back and wait. For what? For the time when I had to 
decide about sleeping bags? Was this some giant lesbian orgy? Or 
something like a Renaissance festival with people in period dress and 
acting out historicl scenarios? Another look at the bus driver 
fairly well canceled the latter possibility. Maybe a women's music 
festival like the kind they have in North America each summer?

Soon signs appeared at the side of the road. Dark purple balloons 
attached to arrows with the female symbol (and a male symbol with the 
universal "prohibited" red circle and slash) pointed the way along 
confusing country roads.

"There," Harley pointed. Up ahead was a well-lit area looking like a 
small city in the darkened country sky. "What do I do?" I asked, 
concerned about the details of my participation.

"JoJo's already paid for her ex, so don't worry about that," Harley 
assured me. "I'll take care of you." I had no doubt about that 
one. We approached the entry stall, Harley read off our names, and 
we each received a purple plastic bracelet to wear throughout the 
gathering. "Um, Elizabeth," Harley started to ask. "Yes?" "Well, 
there are a variety of bracelets available for free..." "Oh, I see 
them, yes they look nice." "No," Harley continued, "each colour has 
a meaning ... whether your partnered or available or even partnered 
and available, specific sex act preferences, that sort of stuff." I 
hurriedly dropped the pink bracelet I had been examining. "That's 
the one that says you want women with milk in their tits," Harley 
explained, pointing to the colour chart on the wall.

Taking me by the shoulders, Harley led me away from the booth. "You 
can always come back," she advised, sensing - perhaps- that I was 
about to be overwhelmed.

I decided to hire my own sleeping bag but asked if I could stay in 
the same area as the other three. "Of course," Thea snorted. "So 
are you with ..." "Harley?" Thea asked. I nodded. "Four years now," 
she said proudly, showing me the commitment ring that perfectly 
matched Harley's. "We met at this festival and knew we'd have to 
come back. We left our kids with friends back home to be here for a 
second honeymoon." The words were entering my brain but not yet 
connecting with 'kids' and 'honeymoon' which, until now, I had always 
associated with what I had (erroneously?) considered the normal word.

I nodded dumbly, like this was something that happened all the time 
in what I considered my world. Holding my sleeping bag and other 
gear I followed the three friends to our assigned spot. I was 
relieved to see that we wouldn't exactly be roughing it; there were 
caravans parked all around and we had one to ourselves. The sleeping 
bags were in lieu of linens, etc. The others dropped their gear and 
headed out after making sure I had a map of the gathering and was 
generally oriented to time and place. Grateful to be in something 
that wasn't moving, I pulled out my mobile. Listened to the latest 
voice mail. Colin, of course. Begging, promising, pleading..all 
good qualities in a lover, I thought.

So I punched speed dial to return his call. He answered in one 
ring, "LIZZIE!" he shouted so loudly that I had to pull my ear away 
from the phone. "Shut up," I ordered. "I want to tell you where I 
am and what I'm doing." I filled him in on all the details starting 
with my decision to get away and ending with a description of where I 
was and why. "God," he moaned, "you are making me so hard!" "Yeah, 
well depending on what happens in the next few days I might have more 
tales with which to entertain you." I recited what I could remember 
of the coloured wrist bands, noting which ones made him whimper the 
most. "I'll take your advice into consideration," I grinned at the 
mobile. "Please, please, please...." he begged. "Ring me again. 
Any time. At work. Home. In the shops. I don't care! I'll stand 
naked in front of the tube stop if you want just RING ME!" Oh, the 
feeling of power.

"Well," I responded, as if thinking seriously about his 
request, "ok." With that I broke the connection, turned off the 
mobile, and laughed more than I had in days.



Dare I leave the safety of the caravan?

Outside, the night sky was lit by the flickering, teasing flames of 
strategically placed bonfires. Groups of women were forming here and 
there. Curiousity got the best of me.

First, though, back to the wrist-band distribution area. I lingered 
at the back of those queued until, finally, it was my turn. I tried 
to whisper, but the woman in charge couldn't hear me. Finally, I had 
to admit it. "It's my first time," I explained as if she would know 
why I couldn't choose. "Here, love," she smiled, snapping a paisley-
printed wrist band next to the purple admission band. I looked at 
her questioningly. "Virgin," she grinned. "Don't worry, we'll take 
good care of ye. Come back when you're ready for more."

Two plastic bracelets overlapped my wrists; I felt like a child 
playing some sort of game. Only I didn't know the rules and the 
adults were the ones playing, not the ones in charge.

I followed signage to the market area. Imagine Covent Garden, all 
women. The open-air market with stalls bearing signs with words 
like 'piercings,' 'tattoos,' 'toys,' 'erotic fiction,' 'explicit 
lesbian videos,' etc. According to one sign, the price of admission 
to the gathering gave one discounts at each of the vendors. 

In fascination, I watched a woman get her nipples pierced. Laid flat 
on a leather platform, her tits were stretched and her nipples pulled 
as far as possible, hanging over the edge of the leather-covered 
board. Her hands were being held tightly by two women as she 
prepared for the insertion of the cold steel. Nearby, several 
supporters encouraged her, reminding her of how much she - the 
customer - loved to flick nipple rings with her tongue when suckling 
at her lovers' tits.

Exquisite pain. She recoiled slightly as the first ring slid swiftly 
through her left nipple. Immediately the women around her kissed and 
touched her, making the insertion of the second ring easy for 
practitioner and customer alike. 

"Like it?" a voice asked in my ear. I could only nod. "Ready for 
your turn?" I looked next to me and found myself staring in deep 
pools of dark green eyes. "Um..." I choked. "I don't think so. Not 
yet." "'tis a pity, that is," she responded, her eyes shifting to my 
chest. "The view would be better if I could see the rings pressed 
against your jersey." Whoa. I think I was being hit on. "Do you 
like the way it looks?" she asked, pointing to the newly pierced 
woman who was now flashing her pierced nipples for one and all. I 
nodded.

Taking my hand, she placed it on her breast. "Feel it," she 
encouraged. I did. I squeezed and kneaded. Then I found what she 
had been talking about. A cold bit of metal capping a very warm 
globe of flesh. "Kiss it," she ordered.

I did. Through the thin layer of fabric my tongue explored both the 
sweet nipple and the metal ring. Lifting her shirt, I discovered 
that she had a jewel in the ring. With free access, I suckled like a 
baby, my tongue in the playground of hedonism.

With gentleness, she pulled away from me. "If you want more, come 
see me," she invited, writing her caravan number on my hand.

My world was wobbling on its axis.

My cunt had long ago become wet, now the juice was sliding down my 
legs. I knew that the smell of need was surrounding me like the 
Northern Lights.

I wandered over to the tattoo booth. I've long been fascinated and 
repelled by the idea of permanent markings on one's body but I'd not 
considered the erotic appeal of a well-placed, carefully chosen 
marking. In progress was a tattoo, the canvas of which was a shaved 
pussy. The artist's subject sat, spread legged, as the needle 
vibrated with the colours of the rainbow as the design took shape. 
The woman being marked had, I noticed, a rather large sex toy 
inserted in her womanly opening. The buzzing noise I had assumed to 
be from the tattoo-artist's needles continued whilst the artist 
changed colours...the dildo was vibrating; a small attachment hit her 
clit at the same time.

Ok. Deep breath. Move on.

People obviously reconnecting, meeting with kisses and profuse 
greetings. I hated being the new kid on the block. 

"First time?" a woman asked, trudging down the path next to me. I 
nodded. "Me, too," she gasped, struggling with her gear. She showed 
her paisley wrist-band with a grin. "Can I help?" I asked, offering 
to take her gear. She seemed most happy to give me her backpack and 
sleeping bag. "Didn't know how much to bring," she explained, 
searching through the darkness for her allotted spot. Hers was the 
smallest caravan, barely enough room for one child much less a fully 
grown (and, should I note, fully endowed) adult but she didn't 
mind. "I like cosy," she smiled, gratefully dropping her stuff in a 
pile around her leaving little room for anything else.

"I'm Elizabeth," I offered, extending the wrist-band encircled 
hand. "Juniper," she answered, her grip firm. "Not my real name," 
she continued, "but I like it much more than the one me parents 
gave." "Hi, Juniper!," I repeated, affirming her right to choose 
whatever she'd like to be called. "Want to meet up later?" she 
asked. "Sure," I responded, giving her the caravan number written on 
my hand.

With that I left her to sort things out whilst I continued my 
explorations.




