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something more, something I knew Matt was unable to give. I wanted to 
know if Ashland was the key to my unrealized desires. 

“I love you too,” I said. 
I hung up, went downstairs, and said goodbye to the girls. 

~*~ 
The house was quiet. The porch light was on, but the interior looked 

dark—very different from the blazing lights and lively conversation I had 
found last time I visited. I felt a mixture of relief and sadness. He wasn’t 
home. He had gotten cold feet. I was safe. I could go home now. 

He answered the door almost immediately, a glass of wine in his hand. 
He was barefoot, wearing loose, comfortable looking slacks with a black 
shirt. “Welcome,” he said, stepping aside to let me in. He closed the door, 
and then turned to take a long look at me. “You’re beautiful.” 

“Thanks,” I replied, my heart pounding so hard I could barely think. He 
reached out a hand. I thought he was going to pull me to him, but instead 
he helped me slip my coat off.  

“Are you all right, Julia?” 
“I’m nervous,” I admitted. “I’m definitely outside my comfort zone.” 
His calm face was reassuring. “I have no expectations, only the hope 

that you’ll enjoy dinner.” 
I took in the pungent aroma of garlic and fine olive oil. “I don’t think 

you have any worries there.” 
He led me back to the kitchen where a large cast iron pot was 

simmering on the stove. “I’m making Neapolitan mussels. I learned it 
from an Italian student of mine.” 

“A young woman?” 
He smiled as he poured me a glass of wine. “His name was Giovanni. I 

do have male students too.”  
“You can’t blame me for being jealous.” 
“Then I’ll accept it, even though it’s unwarranted.” He handed me the 

glass. “What shall we drink to?” 
I thought about it for a moment. “To life’s mysteries.”  
We clinked our glasses. “To life’s mysteries,” he echoed. I took a sip of 

the wine. Not surprisingly, it was excellent. 
Ashland picked up a wooden spoon and stirred the pot while I leaned 

against the counter and watched him. “Why didn’t you ever get remarried, 
Ashland?” 
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“I never considered it. Adriana was my wife. She was dead. I didn’t 
want to replace her. I had no desire to fall in love again. Instead, I found 
short term relief from loneliness.” 

“And was that enough?” 
“For longer than it should have been.” Using his spoon, he pushed 

aside the mussels and scooped up a little bit of sauce. “Try this.”  
He slipped the edge of the spoon into my waiting mouth. “It’s spicy.” I 

said, taking another sip of wine, “but it’s wonderful.” 
“That’s pepperoncini. In Italy they call it ‘the Viagra of the poor.’” 
“I hope that’s not for my benefit.” 
He smiled slyly. “It’s certainly not for mine.” 
I felt a flutter deep down in the pit of my stomach. This man wanted 

me, though I still didn’t understand why. 
Ashland ushered me to a small round table in the corner of the kitchen, 

set with beautiful china and a single, lit candle. A fresh salad was already 
waiting. I sat while Ashland served two bowls of the steaming mussels 
covered in the sauce. 

He scooped one of the mussels out of his bowl and pried it open. He 
expertly removed the meat with a small fork and held it out to me. I 
opened my mouth and tasted it. “Mmm, delicious,” I murmured. 

As we ate, we talked about some of the mutual places we had visited—
Tuscany, Rome, London, Vienna, Paris. But there was one place I had 
never been that was foremost of my mind. “I’ve been thinking about 
Magoa. I have a theory about what kind of society it was and why it 
thrived, though I don’t have any proof.”  

“Sometimes great theories are born from imaginative speculation.”  
“What if the leader of the society, the woman who wore the crown, 

exuded such a powerful sexuality that the Magoans elevated her to 
goddess status? Maybe she inherited the role, but I think they would have 
chosen her kind of like Tibetan monks choose the Dalia Lama.” 

“Interesting, That would explain a lot.” 
“About Magoa?” 
“And about you.” 
I felt my stomach do another backflip. 
Where did this theory come from?” he asked. 
I smiled mischievously. “In a dream.” 
His eyes danced with mine. “I think there’s much more to you than you 

allow most people to see.” 
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I slipped another mussel between my lips. “Perhaps if you’re lucky, Dr. 
Stewart, I’ll let you see more.” 

 “One can only hope, Mrs. Nelson.” 
I ate slowly, partly to savor the meal, but also to delay what might 

happen when it was over. It had been a long time since I was on a first 
date. But of course, this wasn’t a date. I was a married woman sharing a 
meal with a man who presumably wanted to have sex with me. He looked 
so cool and relaxed, sitting across the table, the candlelight flickering in 
his eyes. Did he feel any of the turmoil I was experiencing? One 
advantage of maturity was that I wasn’t afraid to ask. 

 “Do you have any doubts, Ashland?” 
“About you?” 
“No, you wouldn’t have doubts. A single man doesn’t worry about 

having an affair, unless he’s afraid of her husband. I’m sure a lot of men 
even get a thrill out of taking another man’s wife.” 

Ashland frowned at me. “Are you saying this because you really 
believe it, or is it your own doubts speaking?” 

“I don’t really think you’re like that,” I admitted, “but part of me does 
wonder if you’re attracted to me because I’m another woman you can 
easily leave.”  

He broke open another mussel and slid the morsel between his lips. 
“I’ve considered that,” he said. 

“You have?” 
“I’ve gone over and over why my feelings for you are so intense. I’ve 

even wondered if you’re the reincarnation of the Magoan goddess.” 
I laughed. “That would be an interesting pickup line.” 
“All I know for sure, Julia, is that I want to be with you. But I want to 

be honest with you. I don’t know where this is going to lead. ” 
“When you get to be my age, you start having more realistic 

expectations about relationships.” 
He put down his fork. “You couldn’t be more cynical about 

relationships than I’ve been. I gave up believing they can last. I know I’ve 
hurt people because of that.” 

I met his eyes, which had taken on a darker hue. “I don’t expect or even 
want this relationship to last forever. I need to explore something about 
myself, about my sexuality. I need to learn what the tattoo on my ankle 
means. I’m hoping you can help me find some answers, nothing more.” 

He stood and I thought he might move to kiss me. Instead, he stepped 
to the refrigerator. “First, I suggest we have dessert.” 
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He opened the freezer. “Close your eyes,” he instructed me. 
I obeyed reluctantly. A few moments later, I felt him standing before 

me. “Open your mouth.” 
I felt a small spoon slip between my lips. My taste buds immediately 

rejoiced at the rich, cold, creamy chocolate flavor. “Gelato.” I said. “Did 
you make it yourself?” 

I opened my eyes. His blue eyes felt like twin oceans beckoning to me. 
“Giovanni was a man of many talents.” He scooped another morsel out of 
the small bowl he held in his hand. 

“So are you,” I said as the sensual treat melted on my tongue.  
His gaze made my remaining apprehension and guilt soften. I wanted to 

be here. I wanted to be with him. He set the bowl on the counter. I stood. 
He took me in his arms and kissed me gently, long and deep, savoring me 
like a delectable dessert. His tongue reached out and made a slow circle 
around mine. He reached under my blouse, his strong hands caressing my 
back. I raised my arms so he could lift my top over my head, revealing a 
black lace bra underneath. 

He knelt down before me, kissing my stomach. As his tongue traced a 
slow revolution around my navel, I felt as if I was dissolving into a puddle 
on the floor. His tongue moved lower, making a semi-circle just above my 
pelvis. The tingle in my clitoris became an excruciating ache. 

“Ashland,” I moaned. 
I realized he was standing again, gazing at me. “Come upstairs,” he 

said. He took my hand, but he didn’t lead me. He was waiting for me to 
acquiesce. I leaned forward and kissed him. I was ready to let go of 
reason. 

I followed him up the stairs, watching his bare feet mount the steps in 
front of me. When we reached the top, he took me by the hand. The 
floorboard announcing my presence that first night creaked under my 
footstep, sending a wild rush of sensory anticipation through my veins. He 
led me past his office, down to the end of the hall. We stepped into his 
bedroom. I was vaguely aware of curtains pulled across French doors and 
a dormant fireplace at the far end of the room. 

I kicked off my shoes and then we were kissing again. This time it was 
my tongue that found his, probing him, reaching, discovering. I barely 
realized that my bra had fallen to the floor. The sensation of his hand 
cupping my breast sent a surge of sexual energy through me. It was too 
late for guilt or doubt. I could no longer hold myself in check. I tugged at 
the fine fabric of his shirt, freeing it from his pants. I unbuttoned it slowly, 
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revealing a physique that had been sculpted in the real world, not the 
artificial environment of a gym. I kissed his chest, enjoying the sensation 
of masculine hair against my cheek. I playfully took one of his nipples 
between my teeth and bit down gently. “Oh, god, Julia. I want to be inside 
you so badly.” 

He guided me gently to the bed and sat me down there. I watched him 
unhook his belt and let his pants drop to the floor, revealing black boxers 
with a telltale bulge that promised so much. I lay down on his thick down 
comforter. He unbuttoned my jeans and slid them down to my feet, letting 
them drop to the floor. For an instant, I thought of how many women he 
had brought up here, how many had lain here like this, but with bodies that 
had never known pregnancy or middle age metabolism.  

He was looking at me, taking me in, and I could see nothing but desire 
behind those blue eyes. He wasn’t trying to pretend I wasn’t forty-four 
years old. In fact, he seemed to be appreciating it. “You’re an amazing 
woman,” he uttered. 

He reached out and took hold of my panties, black lace like my bra, and 
gently removed them. He peeled off his own underwear, revealing a 
magnificently proportioned cock. He spread my legs apart. I thought he 
was going to enter me immediately. I was about to object, not because I 
wasn’t ready for him, but because, even in my aroused state, I 
remembered we needed protection. 

Instead, he gently moved my pelvis to the foot of the bed and kneeled 
before me again. I smiled to myself because I really did feel like a 
goddess. His tongue and lips continued the journey they had begun in the 
kitchen, moving first to just above my navel, then tracing an indirect path 
down my stomach to my thighs. I spread my legs wider as he worked his 
way around my throbbing clit. I thought I was going to cry out, not just 
from pleasure, but also from the wonderful frustration of having his 
tongue so close to my pleasure center. 

He ran the tip of his tongue up and down my labia. Then it wandered 
upwards in a tantalizingly slow motion dance until it reached my clitoris. I 
stiffened; it was almost too much pleasure to bear, but he continued to 
draw me further into ecstasy, focusing first on my hood, touching his 
tongue lightly to it and then moving away, only to return again. 

“Ashland,” I moaned. “Please…” I didn’t need to clarify the request. It 
felt as if he was totally in tune with my body and its needs. His tongue 
danced to the head of my clit, first pressing gently, then more firmly 
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against it, moving rapidly up and down, back and forth. Every cell in my 
body was focused on that one spot, rushing in to be part of the bliss. 

And then, with little warning, I was cumming. He kept his tongue 
moving deftly as my orgasm exploded again and again. I forgot about the 
world; I was focused only on myself, my pleasure, my needs. “Oh, god, 
Ashland, oh yes.” I didn’t care if the neighbors or the whole world heard 
me. I was completely lost in the moment. 

I collapsed on the bed, spent. The energy that had surged through me 
had been drained. I opened my eyes to discover Ashland next to me. His 
eyes told me what he wanted next. I immediately felt reenergized at the 
thought. I reached for his ready cock, holding it firmly. “I want you,” I 
whispered. 

He reached over and opened a drawer on his nightstand, pulling out a 
familiar square package. “So they still make those,” I joked. 

“After we’ve been tested I hope we won’t need them anymore.” 
I nodded, acknowledging to both of us that there was going to be a next 

time, and perhaps many times more. I had taken a large step across a line I 
wasn’t supposed to cross and I knew it would be difficult to retreat from it. 

He tore open the package and slipped the condom out, deftly unrolling 
it onto his engorged penis. I pushed the comforter off the bed, worried 
about stains, and lay back on the soft, inviting sheets.  

He climbed onto the bed so that he was on his knees, facing me. I 
spread my legs again, inviting him in. He reached down, grasping his cock 
by the base, and rubbed the head against my saturated lips. Still on his 
knees, he scooped up a pillow from the head of the bed and slipped it 
under me so I could receive him. 

In one confident motion, he slipped his cock into me. I was 
overwhelmed at first by the feeling of being filled so completely. He 
waited a moment, allowing me to adjust, never taking his eyes from mine. 

He moved slowly at first; I could see in his face that he was totally 
absorbed in the sensation of being inside me. I reached up and grabbed his 
muscular hips, urging him to go deeper. He complied. It felt as if he was 
touching a place that had long been dormant and almost forgotten. He 
leaned over and kissed me, and I eagerly sought his tongue again. 

Time dissolved into a delirious stream of pleasurable sensations. I 
became aware that his rhythm had increased and of something bubbling up 
deep inside me. We moved our hips together at a perfect tempo. He took 
both my legs and lifted them, resting them on his broad shoulders. 
Whether it was because of his size or something more intangible, perhaps 
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even spiritual, I felt I had never had a man penetrate me so deeply. He was 
tapping a well of desire that had never been touched before. 

My orgasm came bubbling up out of that place, like boiling water 
bursting to the surface. His own pace quickened, his muscles tightened, 
and his face took on a blissful urgency.  

I came, releasing a moan of pleasure. He followed almost immediately, 
letting out his own, more guttural exclamation. It was good to be cautious, 
but I wished I could feel his semen inside me. 

We stayed in the same position for a while, not wanting it to end. 
Finally, he withdrew from me, slipped the condom off, tied it, and tossed 
it into a trashcan. Then he lay beside me, cradling me in his arms. “That 
was everything I imagined it would be,” he whispered into my ear as he 
stroked my hair. 

“It still feels so strange,” I confessed, our faces inches apart. 
“I know,” he said gently. 
“I feel like I haven’t thought this through. How does this work? I mean, 

do we just get together every once in a while, or is there going to be more 
to our relationship?” 

“Julia,” he replied in a tone that gave me all the answers I really 
needed, “it works in whatever way is best for you. I’m just happy to be 
with you.” 


